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Chapter 1

 


"Scott!"
 

Jess' shrill shriek tore through me like a chainsaw. I slid down into the office chair, hoping she wouldn't notice me stuffing my cock into my pants.
 

Don't know why. It was pretty clear from the video playing of the girl with a twelve inch dildo hanging out of her ass what I was doing.
 

"Ew! Gross! Scott, what the heck!?!" I heard her spin around and try to stomp off. I say "try" because there wasn't much stomping she could do with those little feet on the plush carpet upstairs.
 

"Babe, hold on!" I swung around in the chair, jumped up and ran after her. How could I have not heard her come in?
 

When I got downstairs, she was standing in the kitchen trying to look like she was fuming. Her pretty little cheeks were all red and her brow was furrowed and she'd set her jaw just so. She looked like an angry toddler. "Hey," I said, walking over to her and reaching out.
 

She jerked her arms away and folded them across her pert breasts. "Scott Pearson what were you doing up there?!? Wait! I don't even want to know!" Jess lifted her petite hand and pressed her slender fingers to her forehead.
 

"Hon, come on. Don't be like this. I didn't know you were home. I'm sorry! I was just..."
 

I'd been masturbating. That's what I'd been doing. I'd been sitting there, watching a video of a girl stuffing a big, black dildo up her ass and jerking it. What? We hadn't had sex in a while. It had been like three days or something.
 

"Just what?!?" she snarled.
 

I sighed.
 

Whacking off?
 

Choking the chicken?
 

Strangling the monkey?
 

You know, jerkin' it.
 

"Jessie, don't be like this," I started, trying to add just the right amount whine to my voice to make my apology sound plausible.
 

"Jessie, don't be like this," she mocked with a sneer.
 

Ugh. This might get ugly.
 

Time to change tack.
 

"Look," I said, putting my palms out. Maybe the stern husband approach would work better. "I'm a guy. I've got...needs."
 

Jessie's eyes popped open wide.
 

Yeah. Wrong way, bud.
 

"You've got needs?" she asked. She took a deep breath. A pre-bellow breath. "You've got needs?!?" she roared.
 

Holy shit. This was off the chain. I'd nay seen her like this before.
 

How about let's try the "come-out-clean" approach.
 

"I was masturbating." There. I said it.
 

A slight, teensy-weensy easing of tension. Or maybe it was just me.
 

"I was masturbating...to the image of another woman on the computer monitor. I...it was obtained from the internet."
 

Oh bad move, Scottie. Humor was not the way to go on this one.
 

Silence. A deep, profound silence that wrapped itself around me and started to choke.
 

Then? A tiny shake of the head. Imperceptible, almost. Disbelief, waning to...what was that? Was that a smile? Was that a fucking smile? Holy shit! It was a smile! I had her! I was home fr...
 

"You are unbelievable, do you know that?"
 

"I am?"
 

"You are."
 

"Like, you mean in the sack?" I added a snicker, just to make sure she knew I was joking. I thought it was a pretty good play.
 

She smirked, nodded, then walked towards me.
 

Booyah.
 

Home free.
 

"Yeah, baby. Totally in the sack." The smile faded from her lips. She shot me one last, furious, icy stare. "I'm going to stay at my sister's. Have a good night."
 

Jess walked past me and I heard her snatch up the keys to the car and storm out the door.
 

It slammed so hard it made me jump.
 

So, yeah. All in all, a pretty good day.
 






Chapter 2

 


"She caught you doing what?"
 

"She didn't catch me, she walked in." I took a sip of my beer and set it on the coaster on top of the bar my buddy Charlie had built in his basement.
 

"She walked in and you were jerking it?"
 

"Yeah."
 

"To a..."
 

"A girl stuffing a black dildo into her ass."
 

"Huh," Charlie said, nodding. He picked up the dirty rag off the side of the bar and gave it a wipe. The guy was a bartender trapped inside a software developers body. "And?" he asked.
 

"And now she's at her sister's place."
 

"Huh." He nodded for a little while longer, gave the bar another wipe, then reached down and pulled out a bottle of beer for himself. "Whaddya gonna do?"
 

"I don't know."
 

I didn't know. How was I supposed to know? She'd never walked in on me before. I didn't think it would be that big of a deal. It wasn't like I was cheating on her. And I meant what I'd said. A man's got needs.
 

"Maybe get her some flowers?" Charlie offered.
 

"Yeah," I replied, picking the beer up again.
 

"It's a start."
 

"What would you do?" I asked.
 

Charlie squashed his lips together, making a weird man-duck-face. "I don't know. I don't do that kind of thing. Not while Gillian's in the house, anyways."
 

"I didn't know she was in the house!"
 

"You gotta lock the front door."
 

"It was locked!"
 

"You got a door on the office?"
 

"Yeah but..."
 

"You gotta lock that too."
 

"It doesn't have a lock," I sighed, feeling more deflated with each sentence.
 

"Gotta put a lock on that thing. Never know who might come in. The desk face the door or the wall?"
 

"Wall," I muttered.
 

"Well, there's your problem right there. Gotta set it up like it's a real office. Have the desk facing the door. That way, you get that extra split second to stuff your cock in your pants as you see her walking into the room. That, and she doesn't see what's on the monitor. If she asks, you tell her you had an itch. You got crabs or something."
 

I shook my head. "Really? Really Charlie? Fucking crabs?"
 

"I don't know. Beats getting caught with your dick out, right?" he asked.
 

"Does it?"
 

"I don't know. Never been caught."
 

Every time I went over there I realized what a shitty bartender Charlie would actually make. Still, he was a good guy so I kept coming back. We sat there in silence for a while, sipping our beers. "You have an office here?" I finally asked.
 

"Yup."
 

"Desk?"
 

"Yup."
 

"Let me guess..."
 

"You got it. Faces the door. That's why I've never been caught."
 

I rolled my eyes. Great. Just great fucking advice. I finished my beer, shot the shit with Charlie for a little longer, then headed home.
 

The one small hope I had that she might have changed her mind was dashed when I saw her car wasn't in the driveway. The house was just the way I'd left it and I knew she wasn't coming back until tomorrow. I went upstairs, turned the lights out and crawled into bed.
 

The next day was Saturday. I hung out in my pyjamas for a few hours, waiting for Jess to come home. When she didn't, I decided I was going to have to be the one to cave and go grovelling to her. I got dressed, got in the car and drove to her sister's place on the other side of town.
 

Cathy answered the door wearing a knowing grin. "Hiya tiger," she said, not stepping aside to let me in.
 

"Hey. Is she here?"
 

"Nope," Cathy replied.
 

Great. Thanks Cath, very helpful. "Do you know where she is?"
 

"Said she was going to do some shopping. You get a good wank in after she left last night?"
 

I turned around and walked down the porch muttering "Shutup Cathy. Just shutup."
 

"Nice to see you too!" she yelled after me.
 

I climbed into the car. I thought of texting Jess but I knew there was no point. She was going to come home with a load of pretty cardboard bags filled with shit we couldn't afford. Then we were going to talk about what happened. Then we were going to talk about her shopping. Then we were going to fight about how she had to take it all back.
 

That's always how it went.
 

Sure enough, a few hours later as I was sitting in front of the TV with a beer in my hand, Jessie walked through the door humming and smiling and pleased as pie.
 

I resisted the urge to groan.
 

"Hi!" she twittered, balancing on the new pair of black heels she'd bought as she undid the straps.
 

Maybe we wouldn't have to take those back. They were kind of hot.
 

"Hey."
 

"Whatcha' doin?" she sang.
 

I sighed. "Watching TV." I stood up. This just needed to get done. "Look, about last night..."
 

"You know what?" she said, "Forget about it. I'm over it."
 

My jaw sagged. "You are?"
 

"Yeah. I'm over it. I bought some stuff and now I'm over it. Now do you want to have makeup sex or not?" She set the bags down on the floor and started making her way up the stairs, giving her round ass a little extra twist to get me to follow.
 

Ergh.
 

Well of course I wanted to have makeup sex. But what about the shit? What about the stuff in the bags? Damn it! She knew exactly what she was doing. Getting my dick wet so I couldn't say anything about it. So I wouldn't make her take any of it back.
 

I stood there sighing and rolling the problem over and over in my mind. Sure, I could say something now. I could tell her we couldn't afford it, that we were barely paying our bills as it was and that she had to take all that stuff back.
 

Or, I could sign a contract with my cock. Nothing formal, mind you, just an unspoken sort of thing. I got to put my dick in, she didn't have to take the stuff back. Simple, right?
 

I know, I know, not all marriage's are like that. That's not the way it any more, right? Except, it still kind of is. Women have what guys want. If they give it to us, you can't hold it against them for wanting something back. Right?
 

Damn it. I knew what I should do. I knew I should go up there and not take my cock out and tell her we need to have a talk. I should talk to her about all the stuff she bought (well, everything except the heels) and tell her that she has to take it back.
 

Ugh. Money. I hate money. Well, I hate it when I don't have enough of it.
 

I started up the stairs but with each step I took, my resolve to walk into the bedroom and start that conversation waned. By the time I was at the door it was just a dull nagging feeling somewhere between the small of my back and my ass and by the time I stepped in the room, it was gone.
 

Jessie's naked body sprawled out on the bed shut the door on the feeling coming back any time soon.
 

I caught my breath at the sight.
 

She'd dolled herself up really nice. She was lying on her back, propped up on the day pillows, legs crossed with nothing on. Except those heels. She'd obviously put on more lipstick and set her blonde hair to one side so that it waved down past her shoulder and almost covered one of her small but pert breasts.
 

I could just make the soft patch of fuzzy, blonde down peaking out from between her legs. She had her arms up on the pillows and was looking like a pinup girl, a coy smile playing across her lips.
 

For all her foibles, Jess was a knockout.
 

"You just going to stand there?" she purred, shifting on the bed.
 

Unable to stop leering at her, I yanked my belt buckle open and pushed my pants down. Fumbling with the buttons of my shirt as I crossed the room, I managed to undo all of them and let the shirt fall off just as I got up onto the bed beside her. I leaned close to her body. The smell of lavender soap and strawberry perfume was delicate but enticing. My already half-hard cock jumped between my legs as I pressed my lips against her tiny aureole and drew her nipple into my mouth.
 

Jessie sucked in a soft breath as I started kneading the hardening bud with my tongue. She loved nipple play. It was a sure way to get her wet and she'd even come from it a few times.
 

I reached down between my legs and started stroking myself. The heady scent of her essence rose from between her legs.
 

"Oh baby you're beautiful," I said, in between mouthfuls of her little tit.
 

She cupped her hand under her breast and fed more of it into my mouth. "Oh Scottie, suck it harder please!" she begged.
 

I gave her nipple a gentle nibble before going back to sucking it deeper into my mouth. She really liked it when I sucked it like I was trying to pop it off and really got my tongue slapping at it. It was a workout for my jaw but hey, anything for my lady.
 

As I licked and sucked her now very protracted and very stiff bud, I saw Jess reach down between her legs, part the two pale mounds of flesh of her pussy and find her clit with her middle finger. She started moaning as she spun circles around that, too. "Don't stop baby," she whispered, "don't stop."
 

My jaw was really starting to tighten up now but I wasn't about to be a quitter. Ignoring the pain I doubled down on sucking her bud even harder.
 

"Yes...yes...yes!" The words crescendoed and I felt the climax welling up inside of her as she played with herself.
 

I looked down, past her trim tummy and in between her legs. Sometimes when she came, she squirted a little and it turned me on so much seeing her juices splash out of her. I watched her thighs start to shudder and I knew the moment was close.
 

"Oh gosh...now Scottie, now!" she screamed.
 

Taking my cue I bit down a little harder on her nipple, sending her careening over the edge of an orgasm to the accompaniment of noisy wet sounds coming from between her legs as her pussy spurted clear come onto the sheets.
 

Man that got me going.
 

Jessie's body shook for a while and she squealed so close to my ear I thought I was going to go deaf. Didn't matter. I wanted her to have a nice time. I kept twisting my tongue around her nipple, pulling at it with my teeth, then sucking it into my mouth as pleasure coursed through her.
 

When her breaths started coming in quickly again, I knew it was over and that I was about to have my turn! I let her nipple fall out of my mouth with a wet slurp and started to crawl onto her body to try and get between her legs.
 

"Oh honey," she said.
 

The words made me freeze.
 

No. No, no. That wouldn't be fair. She couldn't call it off now! "What's wrong?" I asked quietly.
 

"Oh nothing, it's just, that was so good. Would you mind...would you mind..." She couldn't say it but she nodded down her body and spread her legs.
 

My jaw was more or less on fire from the workout I'd gotten lashing at her nipple with my tongue but, hey, you gotta do what you gotta do, right? "Oh. Sure baby, no problem," I said and started crawling down in between her legs.
 

It was kind of hot. A damp spot had formed on the comforter where she'd squirted, right under my chest. The juices squished beneath me making my cock lurch and my animal brain take over. Her pussy didn't smell as fresh as the rest of her. That's to say, it probably had before I'd started. Her cum had a very sharp acidic taste to it and the scent was somewhere between sweat and vinegar.
 

And I fucking loved it.
 

I wished my mouth weren't hurting so much so that I could enjoy what I was about to do more. I nuzzled my nose against the soft patch of blonde fur above her puss and licked up the length of her slit in a long, slow swipe.
 

"Oh baby," she shuddered, running her fingers through my hair. "That's nice."
 

I would have loved to sit between those thighs all day just savoring the taste of her pussy juice but I knew the muscles in my jaw had an expiration time and I wanted to make sure I got mine, too. I found her clit quickly and started to flick at it and around it with my tongue.
 

"Ooh, just a little harder baby, please?" she asked.
 

I did my best but I didn't want to burn out. I took her clit into my mouth the same way I'd taken her nipple and started to suck it hard.
 

"Mmm...mmmhmmm," she cooed. "Just like that." Jessie started to grind her hips up and down. At the same time she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my face closer to her pussy.
 

For a second I felt like my face were smashed up against a pane of glass but she must have realized it was a little too much because she eased up a little.
 

"Just a little harder?" she said, her hips starting to shake again.
 

This was it. This was going to be all I had. I closed my eyes and hoped I could get the job done. Sucking her into my mouth as hard as I could, I started flicking her little pink pearl with my tongue like I was trying to whip it.
 

"Oh, oh, oh, yes!" she squealed. Her back came up off the bed. Then the rest of her. Her thighs rose up against my cheeks until she was practically holding a "V" shape with her tiny, tight body. "Ah!" The scream came hard and loud, releasing the tension that had built inside her and making her slam back against the bed.
 

hot juice started to splash out of her pussy hole, coating my chin and neck.
 

My jaw was ready to lock but still I kept sucking and flicking, sucking and flicking, trying to make this the best damn orgasm she'd ever had.
 

She took a fistful of hair on either side of my head and started thrashing my face against her cunt, up and down, trying to mop up the last delicious shivers of pleasure with my mouth.
 

My jaw gave out. Like, I just couldn't move it any more. So I just sort of kept my tongue stuck out, trying to keep it a hard muscle for her until she let go of my head and flopped down onto the bed, panting.
 

Finally. It was my turn.
 

"Was that good baby?" I whispered. It even hurt to talk.
 

"Mmm, yeah. Thanks." Jessie opened her eyes just as I sank between her legs.
 

I was about to lean in and kiss her when her face twisted into disgust. "Ew, Scott, gross! You're...you're covered in...ugh!" She pushed my cheek away to one side.
 

She wasn't into super filthy sex.
 

"Here, hold on," she said, pushing me out from in between her legs.
 

Oh no! Come on! Not a blow job! I mean, I didn't mind, it's just that I really needed to feel the inside of her right now.
 

But a blow job was not to be. Nope. She rolled over onto her stomach, propped herself up on her elbows and pushed her ass out, offering me her pussy, just the other way.
 

Sweet.
 

Not wanting to look a gift horse in the mouth, I pulled her ass cheek to one side and shoved my throbbing erection against her sloppy slit. Hot, clear juice seeped from her as I pressed my flesh against her meat. I felt a shudder travel up my spine then, relaxing my thighs, sank my cock into my wife.
 

Oh sweet and holy creation that was her pussy. She was so tight around my dick that it felt like she sucked me inside. Her two perfectly symmetrical, perfectly fleshy and perfectly round flaps formed a nice seal on either side of my shaft as I started to fuck.
 

I held myself up with my arms, grunting above her and straining not to release to soon. It was almost next to impossible. I was so infatuated with her, so enamoured with her and so undersexed by her that when I finally saw her naked it was usually a three minute show.
 

Today was no different. I felt the churning of my own bubbling seed start to move into my shaft as my balls tightened up beneath my legs. I felt my cock flex inside her, felt the hot, velvety walls of her pussy squeeze me in return. Soon, so soon, I'd be blasting my cum all over those hot walls.
 

Jessie was...being patient, or something. Vaginal sex didn't really do it for her so much, which is why she loved it when I sucked her tits and went down on her. But she let me do it because she knew I loved it and that was cool. I didn't mind that she didn't seem into it and I didn't want her to act it out for me, porn-star style. So she usually just did her thing while I did mine up inside her.
 

This particular thing had never happened before, though.
 

A few moments before I was about to come, I heard a familiar little jingle. It was her phone. It was on the nightstand and it had just jingled that she'd received a text.
 

I saw her head turn slightly, but she must have realized that would be crossing a line.
 

It did cross some line for me, but not the one you'd expect. The thought of her actually considering picking up her cell phone while I was fucking her was, strangely, incredibly hot. I don't know what I was thinking when I said it. I guess I wasn't.
 

"Do you want to get that?" I mumbled between grunts.
 

Jessie turned around to try and look at me. "Are...are you serious?" she whispered.
 

"Um..." I was getting close just talking about it. "If you want."
 

Jessie's mouth opened as she contemplated what might be happening. Then, with me still sawing into her, she reached over for the phone, picked it up and punched in the code to unlock.
 

I don't know what the hell was so exciting about it. Does anyone really know where these things come from? There we were, husband and wife. The thought that, after having used me to get off, she was now checking her phone while I rutted my way up to a climax inside of her was just...
 

BLAM!
 

"Oh fuck!" I shouted as my even thrusts disintegrated into spurts and fitful jerks. My cock started spewing splash after splash of hot spunk into her sweet pussy and the tickle that had been swelling between my legs burst, flooding my brain with dopamine. I shuddered as I looked up and saw Jessie, seemingly oblivious of my ascension, happily tapping out a response to the text she'd received. How the fuck could that be hot?
 

"Ugh," I grunted as the flood of pleasure chemicals retreated. I collapsed onto her and quickly rolled off so she didn't get mad that I was crushing her with my weight. I looked over just in time to see her putting the cell phone back on the bed.
 

Jess looked over at me and wrinkled her nose. "That was funny," she said, sounding a little shy.
 

"Yeah," I replied. "I guess."
 

"Do you mind if I go to Sarah's place for dinner?" she asked. "She's having some of the other girls over."
 

I sighed, closed my eyes and put a hand to my forehead. The easiest thing to do would be just to let her go. It's just...we had to have this talk. "Baby," I said, trying to sound non-threatening.
 

"What?"
 

"I've got to...we've got to talk."
 

"About what?" she said. I could hear the irritation in her voice already, the slightly higher pitch, the tightened throat.
 

"About money."
 

Tsk. Sigh. Eye roll.
 

Every single time, the same thing.
 

"Scott, not again!"
 






Chapter 3

 


"Baby I'm sorry, I know you hate talking about this but..."
 

Jess rolled over and turned her back to me. This was how it always went. Jess didn't like to work. Or, she did, for a while but then every single job she got, she'd bail on after a few months. Either it was too boring or it was too busy or it was too something.
 

For a while after we got married I didn't mind. It was kind of fun being master and provider. Coming home to a wife that had just been lounging around all day or going for lunch with her girlfriends. The problem was I didn't make the kind of money that would afford us that life.
 

Don't get me wrong. I'd have loved to do that for her. It was kind of sexy, her being a kept woman. What wasn't sexy was the pile of bills stacked next to the computer. Deciding which one to be late on was not my idea of sexy.
 

I reached out and touched her shoulder.
 

She shrugged it off with a grumbling noise.
 

If at first you don't succeed...I ran my fingers along her back. "Baby, come on," I said quietly.
 

Jess spun around and glared. "Why do you always have to bring this up?"
 

"I don't always have to bring this up. I only bring it up when, you know, things get a little tight."
 

Like they were all the time.
 

"So I guess you want me to get another job then?" she said, pouting.
 

"Well, maybe you could try something different. I know the bakery didn't work out." Or the hardware store. Or the florist. The trouble was, even though Jess had a college degree, it was in International Relations and she wasn't the kind of girl that would want to become a diplomat.
 

"Okay. You got any bright ideas?"
 

Ugh. Why the fuck was this my job anyways? Oh whatever, I'd married it. Now I had to deal. "What do you like to do?" I asked.
 

"I like sleeping," Jess said, the first hint of a smile curling the corner of her mouth.
 

"Okay..."
 

"I like reading Cosmo," she said, turning the smile into something a little flirtier.
 

Oh no. Unh-uh. I wasn't going to fall for that. She always tried this. It was her secret weapon, to try and sex her way out of these conversations.
 

But I was in my window. The tiny little slice of time right after I'd had an orgasm where I didn't have to blindly follow my dick. "Reading," I said, backing away from her a little bit on the bed.
 

"Reading?" she asked.
 

"Reading. You like reading. What about, I don't know, what if you tried doing something like editing, maybe?"
 

"Editing?" She said it in a sort of half-snarl.
 

"Yeah, editing. Maybe there's a course you can take or..."
 

"Scott," she sighed, "I don't want to do any more school. I told you that."
 

Well fuck me. "Look, I know you don't want to do more school but if you don't I'm pretty sure all you'll be able to find is retail. And let's face it the last few retail jobs didn't really work out."
 

Jess rolled her eyes at me again. Whatever good will I'd earned from humoring her little jokes was gone. "I just...it's so boring going to school. All those classrooms and desks. I just start falling asleep!"
 

A thought struck me. "What about shopping?"
 

"Shopping?"
 

"Yeah, like aren't there professional shoppers or something? You could shop for someone, buy their clothes and stuff."
 

"Oh my God," she said, flopping her head back on the pillow, "that would like, kill the last fun thing in my life! If I had to shop for someone else?"
 

"You could make money though. Then you could use that money to shop for you!"
 

"Unh-uh," she replied. "No way. That one's off limits."
 

Fucking fuck. Off limits my ass. I started feeling an anger burning inside me. The last thing I wanted was for us to have a fight. That would probably end with her coming home with more bags of shit she bought.
 

"Scottie?" she whispered.
 

"Huh?"
 

"Can I go to Sarah's now?"
 

I stifled a groan. Whatever. This was obviously not getting figured out tonight. "Fine. Go. Have a good time."
 

Jess squealed, kissed my cheek, then launched herself out of bed and dashed across to the bathroom.
 

As soon as the door slammed shut I let the groan come out. What the fuck was I going to do?
 

Once Jess had left I got into my bathrobe, went downstairs and poured myself a whisky sour. I shuffled into the office and tried to surf but it was going nowhere.
 

Porn? Nah. Just had sex.
 

News? Too fucking depressing.
 

Reddit? Nope. They'd changed the algorithm and top stories would stick around for days. I took a sip of my drink, found my way to google and typed "how to make money online."
 

Make Money Online! Find out how this mom makes $3000 a week!
 

Three Easy Steps to Making Money Online. Follow these three easy steps and quit your job!
 

Pages and pages of this shit. I guess there was good money to be made selling people bad advice. Then something caught my eye. It wasn't flashing text. No exclamation marks. Not in all caps. Maybe it was how normal it looked that got my attention.
 

Sell your underwear online.
 

I almost snorted my drink. That would be the fucking day. There was no way in hell Jess would ever go for anything like that. But the post-sex window had long ago closed and I started thinking with my cock again. What the hell, if nothing else I could fap to it, right?
 

Clicked.
 

It was a blog. Written by some anonymous girl (who, knowing the internet might have been an old, hairy guy) claiming that she was making thirty-thousand bucks a year selling used panties, along with other items, online.
 

I read through a bit. It actually didn't seem completely preposterous. I'd heard about it once from a couple of college buddies, that there was a market for this stuff. I guess I never really thought there would be that much of a market for it. Thirty grand? Shit.
 

I scrolled down the page and found some links she'd posted to places where you could sell this stuff. Clicking through, I realized there really was a whole dirty, filthy market for this stuff. With the amount of people selling, there had to be.
 

The deeper I got into my drink, the more my mind started to wander. Of course there was no way that Jess would ever go for something like this, I knew that much. But still, there was something enticing about fantasizing about the possibility that she might.
 

It was one of the weirdest boners I'd ever gotten, thinking about Jess selling her used panties online. All she'd have to do is wear them for a day or two, then stick them in the mail and ka-ching!
 

I started thinking about some dude sitting on his couch on some other corner of the planet, unwrapping the package that contained my wife's used underwear.
 

And you know what? It was fucking hot.
 

Maybe because it was so dirty, I don't know. Maybe it was just the craziness of it, but man. I blew my load so hard and there wasn't even any porn playing. Just thinking about Jess doing something like that blew my mind.
 

Then, after I was all done, it didn't go away. Usually after an orgasm I had the window, right? Well there was no damn window this time. My mind went right back to thinking about it. Obsessively.
 

Jess could go for days without showering. She did it all the time. If she didn't have to be anywhere she'd sometimes hang out wearing the same clothes, sleeping in the same clothes, then wearing them again the next day. I know, she seems more prudish than that and she'd kill me if I ever said anything, but it was true.
 

It didn't take too long before I realized there was a hamper full of dirty Jess clothes in the bedroom. I slammed the rest of my drink and practically ran out of the office.
 

Standing there staring at the plastic laundry hamper, I started to laugh. The idea that this was an actual gold mine just waiting to be sold off was preposterous and hilarious and a huge turn on at the same time. I stuffed my hand in and dug through the clothes until I came up with a pretty little purple thong.
 

I turned the underwear slowly inside out. A shiver ran down my back. There was creamy yellow staining the fabric. I brought it up to my nose and sniffed.
 

My cock roared to life. It was the most dank, bittersweet tangy smell I'd ever had the pleasure of breathing in. It was Jess, my wife, except distilled to her essence. A reduction of the juices that flowed from between her legs every day.
 

The smell of her, combined with how filthy what I was doing was, was enough to make me completely hard. I was savouring another lungful of her salty smell when the idea occurred to me for the first time.
 

If, in some alternate universe, I ever told Jess about this and she went along with it, that would mean...
 

A thick column of jealous fear formed inside me. One that hardened my cock completely and almost made me gasp.
 

If that were ever to happen, if Jess did something like this, that would mean that at some point it wouldn't just be me smelling her filthy underwear. It would be some other man.
 

Something shifted in my mind. It felt like stepping into a room in a house that I hadn't ever known was there. It was a calm and quiet place and decorated by only one single thought.
 

The thought of Jess with another man.
 

Inhaling deeply again, I whipped my cock out and stroked another one out.
 

By the time Jess walked through the front door I was four drinks and three orgasms into the night.
 

"What are you doing?" she asked, standing in the open door.
 

"What?"
 

"Why are you looking at me like that?"
 

I felt my mouth twist into a leering grin. Whatever. I'd already decided the only thing to lose was a few days of sex and that would definitely be worth the look on her face when I told her what I'd done. "How was dinner?" I asked, still staring at her.
 

"Fine," she said, cautiously starting to take off her jacket. She could tell something was up. "What'd you do?"
 

"I found something," I said, still grinning.
 

"You did?" she asked.
 

"Yup," I replied, my voice smug.
 

"Okay. Was it a dead mouse?"
 

"Nope."
 

Tsk. Eye roll. Sigh. "Scott, you're being creepy. Are you going to tell me what it is?"
 

I felt a warm glee rush through me at what I was about to say. "I found a way for you to make money."
 

Her eyes lit up. "You did?"
 

"I did."
 

"Scott!" she barked. "Tell me! You're making me mad."
 

A chuckle crawled up out of my throat. I rubbed my hands together like a madman, about to reveal his plan of world domination. "You can sell your underwear online."
 

Just like I thought she would, Jess gasped. Then her mouth started to twist into a disgusted sneer.
 

I braced for the coming tirade.
 

It never came. The sneer waned. Jess furrowed her brow.
 

My heart jumped as I realized she was actually thinking about this. She was actually contemplating my suggestion. I felt my stomach knot.
 

"Really?" she asked.
 






Chapter 4

 


"Jess! Come on! It was a joke!" I was feeling pretty woozy for all the booze I'd had as I stumbled after her into the kitchen.
 

She hadn't said a single thing after that one word. She'd kicked off her heels and walked past me through the hall.
 

Her reaction had sobered me up for a moment. I'd never in a million years anticipated her to do anything like that. She wasn't actually considering this, was she?
 

"Jess, come on, don't be mad!" I pleaded, grabbing her arm.
 

She spun around and shook my hand off. "I'm not mad."
 

"You're...you're not?"
 

"No," she said, putting a lollipop that she'd dug up out of the cupboard into her mouth.
 

I had no idea what to make of this. What the hell had happened to her? Was she drunk? Was I so drunk that I was reading this all wrong?
 

"Jess...what the hell's gotten into you? I was sure you were going to be disgusted by this. I thought I was going to get at least one day of silent treatment."
 

Too honest, bro. Too honest.
 

This seemed to piss her off much more than the underwear thing. "What's that supposed to mean?" she said, scowling.
 

"I didn't mean...I just, I said it as a joke. Don't worry about it." My mind was so muddy I could barely string a sentence together. "Jess, you're scaring me. You're not actually thinking of doing this, are you?" I asked.
 

She sighed, rolled the lollipop around in her mouth, then popped it out.
 

My cock jumped at the obvious connotation.
 

"I had a long talk with Sarah," she said quietly. "None of the other girls showed up. It was just me and her. We had a really good talk."
 

"What'd you talk about?" I asked.
 

"Us. You and me. Money. Me with no job." Her shoulders sagged at the last part. "Scott, I want to say sorry."
 

"Sorry?" I asked, dumbfounded. "For what?"
 

Another sigh. "For being such a bitch about the job thing. I'm sorry it's all on you. I'm so selfish sometimes. I know that."
 

"Baby, you're not..."
 

"Ah!" she said, holding up a hand. "Let me finish. Sarah...well, she kind of gave me a talking to. She reminded me what an awesome guy you are and how when you bring up money stuff it's not to make me feel bad. She said I should do more."
 

"Do more?" I asked.
 

"Do more to contribute. Oh Scott, I know she's right!" she said, her voice faltering as if she were about to cry.
 

My heart melted at her unexpected apology. "Baby, that's sweet. I'm sorry too. I feel like shit that I don't make enough money. Trust me, I would love nothing more than for you to be able to sit around and enjoy life. That's why I bring it up."
 

"I know," she replied, nodding. "I know all that. That's why I'm not freaking out about this 'suggestion' of yours," she said, air-quoting.
 

"No. Seriously. That was a joke."
 

"Was it? You can't actually make money selling underwear online?"
 

What. The. Fuck?
 

"I mean, you can but I wasn't saying you should. That's crazy."
 

"How much?" she asked.
 

"How much what?"
 

"How much can you make?"
 

I sighed. I couldn't believe we were having this conversation. This was the last place I'd thought this would go. "It's...like...thirty grand?"
 

Jess' eyes bugged out. "Thirty grand?" she whispered.
 

"I mean, I think you have to be doing it a lot. Like a lot, a lot to make that kind of coin."
 

"Where did you get this?"
 

Shit. This part I hadn't thought through. Of course she would ask that, even if she did get mad. Time to fess up, bud. "I...I just started surfing and, it just popped up."
 

"And you found someone that makes thirty grand doing this?"
 

"Allegedly."
 

"Allegedly?" she asked.
 

"It was a blog. Who knows. It could be a lie."
 

"But there are other people doing it? Like, real people?"
 

"I don't know," I said, "I think so."
 

"And you think it's possible?"
 

I squinted at her and shook my head. What the hell had happened to her at Sarah's? The Jess I knew would never entertain something like this. "Come on. You're not serious about this are you?" I managed.
 

She shrugged. "Looks like you already helped yourself." 
 

I followed here eyes as they drifted down towards my waist. It felt like the bottom dropped out of my stomach at what I saw. There, poking out of my pocket, was one skinny strap of the purple thong I'd...used. "Uh...I...it's..." I stammered but couldn't get more words out. It was pretty obvious what it was. There was no other explanation but the obvious. I'd delved into her underwear to see what all the fuss was about. And now she knew.
 

"You know," she said, taking a step towards me, "before I left tonight, I would have thought that was pretty gross. In fact, you're probably right. The me that left for dinner tonight probably would have given you the silent treatment for a day or two for something like this."
 

Okay. That was honest. "So what changed?" I asked.
 

The first faint glimmer of a smile appeared on her lips. "Money wasn't the only thing Sarah and I talked about," she said, turning her head down to hide her smile.
 

A nervous excitement raced through me. It wasn't? What else had they discussed? "You going to tell me about..."
 

"Nah," she said, dismissing the unfinished question with a wave. "It was just girl stuff. But," she began, taking another step closer. Before I could react her hand shot out and grabbed the thong from out of my pocket. She dangled it between her thumb and index finger, turning it around, as if she were examining a dead rodent. For a brief moment I saw the old Jess reappear as a look of revulsion almost blossomed on her face. She took a deep breath. "So what is it?"
 

"What is what?" I asked, breathless and whispering at this strange new wife that had walked through the door.
 

"What is it about...underwear, exactly?"
 

Oh God. Like I was actually going to tell her that. "I don't know. I just...I wasn't doing anything with it. I just...I got it because I thought that..."
 

"Oh bullshit Scott!" she snapped. Suddenly, her manner turned back to the cool, collected woman she'd walked in as. "Scott," she said quietly, "come on. You can tell me."
 

No I could not. Could I? Did I really dare tell her, my prissy little Jess, what the attraction might be? What the attraction had been to me? "You're just going to get grossed out," I whispered, looking down at the ground because I couldn't look her in the eye.
 

"Promise I'm not."
 

I looked up to see her making a cross above her heart.
 

"Cross my heart and hope to die."
 

She did seem different. More honest. Less put on. More genuine. "You really want to know?"
 

"Of course I do. That's why I'm asking."
 

I took a deep breath, steadied myself with a hand on the counter and looked her square in the eye. "Okay. Don't hate me if you hate what I say, okay?"
 

She smiled, looked up at the ceiling, then back at me. "Okay."
 

"I think..."
 

Come on, Scottie. You can do this.
 

"I think a big part of it is the smell."
 

Her eyes went a little wide and she stood up a little straighter but didn't do any of the things I'd been expecting. No disgusted expression. No eye roll. No moan. No, "ew, gross!" She looked at the underwear, still hanging from her hand, like she knew some secret about it now. "The smell?" she asked quietly.
 

"Yeah. The smell."
 

Her eyes wandered back to mine. "So like, the smell of my pussy?"
 

Yikes. I don't think I'd ever heard her say anything so dirty in her life. "Yeah," I managed to whisper. "The smell of your pussy."
 

She brought the underwear a little closer to her face, leaning forward at the same time until it was an inch or so from her nose. Barely moving her head, she gave the fabric a single, soft sniff.
 

I felt like my eyes were going to pop out of my head. Jess, my wife, was standing in front of me in the kitchen, smelling her own filthy underwear like it was no big deal.
 

She glanced at me out of the corner of her eye. "You like that smell?"
 

Oh my God. My cock was burning hot from all this and throbbing between my legs. An incredibly confusing yet completely erotic erection was draining the blood from my head. "I mean...yes?" I said, sounding tentative.
 

"So when I was gone," she asked softly, "you...smelled these?"
 

I was in this deep. No reason to back down now. "Yes?"
 

"And you..." She didn't finish her sentence. She didn't need to.
 

"Yes."
 

"Hm," she mused, looking at the underwear again. "That's gross, Scott. Really gross."
 

"It is?" What the fuck? Had this all been a trap? Was she now going to reveal that she was, in fact, going to give me the silent treatment?
 

"It is. But..."
 

"But? But what?"
 

"I don't know." Jess looked straight at me, then tossed the underwear at my face.
 

I caught them right before they landed on my nose.
 

"I guess it's kind of hot, too."
 

"It...it is?" I stammered.
 

"Uh-huh." She spun around and started strolling towards the stairs, her hips swaying a little more than usual. "Come on. Let's go." She turned to look at me over her shoulder with one foot on the stair. "And bring those. I want to try something out."
 






Chapter 5

 


Needless to say I almost beat her up the stairs. I was being torn apart by a desire laced with a weird sort of shame about what I'd done, the fact that I'd confessed it, that now she knew. Yet, Jess had taken on such a different manner. She seemed to stand straighter. She wasn't even wearing heels. Her chest seemed rounder, prouder somehow. More commanding.
 

As I followed her into the room, she nodded towards the bed. "Go sit down."
 

I eagerly obliged, shuffling over to the bed, clutching the underwear in one hand.
 

Jess stood in the center of our large bedroom, stared at me and began peeling off layer after layer of her clothes. Her jacket fell to the floor. Then the blouse she was wearing. Then her bra.
 

I gazed at her, fixated and now completely aroused by what she was doing. It wasn't a strip-tease, exactly, but it was a hell of a lot sexier than what Jess normally did in the bedroom. Soon, she was standing completely naked in front of me. Her nipples were hard from the cool air of the bedroom and I could just make out the two soft flaps of her pussy lips between her legs.
 

She walked towards me until she was standing at the edge of the bed, her hard nipples just inches from my mouth. She reached out with her hand. "Give them to me," she ordered softly.
 

I passed her the ball of purple fabric I'd been holding onto.
 

Once again, she took it with two fingers and let it fall out, unfurling like a filthy, stained sail. She moved the underwear closer, until the triangle at the center was over top my nose. "Sniff," she said.
 

It felt as if every nerve ending in my body was buzzing with electric tension. I closed my eyes and drew in a breath. The acrid stench of the caked-on stains filled my nose and lungs. My cock surged, bouncing up between my legs and popping out between the two folds of the bathrobe I was wearing.
 

"Wow," I heard Jess say.
 

The sound made me open my eyes.
 

"That good, huh?" she asked.
 

"I...it's not that it's..."
 

"Shh!" she said, pressing the pad of her finger to my lips. "Just let me do the talking for now."
 

I had never seen her like this. Calm. Collected. In control. Jess didn't take control. Not like this. What had her and Sarah talked about?
 

Suddenly, she dropped the underwear down onto the floor. She took another step forward and brought one knee up onto the bed. Then the other. She hooked her hands behind my neck and pulled herself onto me, holding herself up with her thighs as she positioned her pussy over my cock.
 

I felt the heat of her hole glancing against the tip of my swollen manhood. I wanted to slap my hands down on her ass and bring her down onto me, shove my cock up into her soft flesh. But more than that, I wanted to find out what was going to happen next.
 

"You know," Jess began, still holding onto the back of my neck. She swayed her hips side to side, letting her pussy lips press against my cock. I felt a trickle of her grool drip out. It was hot and sticky as it rolled down the underside of my dick, slowing the lower it got.
 

I shuddered beneath her, staring up at her with wide eyes, desperate to feel her impale herself onto me.
 

"You know there's something I don't think you've thought about in all of this," she said, smiling sweetly.
 

"What?" I whispered.
 

"I don't think you've thought of the fact that if I do this, if I actually go through with this crazy, gross idea..." She paused.
 

"What?" I echoed. For the love of God, please. What?!?
 

"If I actually go through with this, you're going to have to deal with the fact that somewhere out there, another man is going to be smelling your wife's pussy."
 

My cock bounced to full hardness beneath her, splitting the soft cleft of flesh between her legs.
 

At that moment, Jess relaxed her thighs. With a soft, wet slurp, she slid her pussy onto my pole.
 

The vision flashed in my mind. Jess, her hands hooked around some stranger's neck the same way they were hooked around mine, sliding slowly down his hard cock. Letting him inside her. Taking some strangers cock into her cunt.
 

I gripped her ass with both hands as my core tensed. My ass flexed and the warm tickle that had been threatening to spill over, suddenly burst. "Oh fuck!" I cried as hot seed started to spew out of my cock and into my wife. I wanted to stop it, but it was too late. The orgasm ripped up my spine as a knowing smile curled Jess' lips and she gave me a few obliging rubs with her hot cunt.
 

It was an intense climax and over too fast. Jess stayed there on top of me as my breathing slowed.
 

A little ashamed at having come so fast and a little worried about whether we were still playing her little game or not, I didn't look at her for a while. When I did, she was still smiling.
 

"Interesting," she whispered. She shifted her weight to one side and raised her leg up and over my thighs.
 

My cock fell out of her pussy with a wet pop.
 

Without looking at me again, she sauntered over towards the bathroom.
 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a single trickle of white cream, my semen, trailing down the inside of her thigh.
 

What the fuck had I just done?
 






Chapter 6

 


We didn't talk about it any more that night. We didn't talk about it any more for the rest of the weekend, either. That was nothing strange.
 

Jess was volatile at the best of times and I wrote it off as just some crazy flight of fancy we'd both succumbed to and forgotten about. Well, maybe she had.
 

I had not.
 

The idea kept bouncing around in my mind even as the possibility of it actually happening seemed to wane. The whole thing had been so sexy and dirty and I couldn't stop thinking about it. The smell of her pussy stained underwear. The way she'd taken control of sex that night. And, of course, the dizzying, terrifying fantasy of her with another man.
 

When I got home Monday night after work, it was to find Jess in an unusually bubbly mood. She was humming to herself in the kitchen, stirring a mug of coffee with cream. "Hey," I said, walking up behind her and putting my arms around, my palms resting on her tight tummy.
 

"Hey!" She sounded elated. "How was work?"
 

"Meh, you know, the usual. How are things here. You seem cheerful?" I let go of her, reached across the counter to grab an apple and bit into it. I walked over to the little table by the window and started picking through the mail.
 

"Guess what I did?" There was something about the way she said it, a sort of sinister, sinful edge to her voice that made my heart skip a beat.
 

I turned around slowly to the sight of her sly grin.
 

"What?" I asked, swallowing the chunk of apple that threatened to lodge itself in my throat.
 

"You're not going to believe this," she said, skipping towards me with a giggle.
 

I didn't normally get worried about things Jess had done. It was usually shopping or going out for lunch. The trouble was, none of those things made her act like this. "Are you going to tell me?" I asked. "Or are you just going to stand there grinning?"
 

"I did it!" she squealed, clapping her hands together.
 

Of course in some dark corner of my mind I was considering that it might be what we'd discussed. I dismissed it as impossible but not before a panicked lust roiled through me. "Did what, Jess?" I said, trying to play it cool.
 

"I mailed someone my underwear!"
 

Oh God.
 

Oh God, oh God, oh God.
 

What had I done?!?
 

What had she done?!?
 

"You didn't really, did you?" I said, forcing myself to chew the last bit of apple still in my mouth.
 

"Oh my God I totally did!"
 

I stared at her, still chewing for what was probably a minute. I was too stunned to do anything but. When I finally relaxed enough to let some air back into my lungs, I still felt like I could barely talk. "You didn't," I whispered.
 

"I did!" She danced up a little closer to me and took me by the hand. She pressed my palm against her warm chest and I felt her heart beating hard. "Can you feel this? I'm totally freaked out! I can't believe I did that!"
 

"Jess," I began. I looked into her eyes but they looked truthful. She'd really gone and done it. "You actually did it? You sent someone your underwear?"
 

"I did! Can you believe it?"
 

I couldn't. I couldn't really believe it. A mad battle had started in my mind between the Scott who'd made the suggestion in the first place, and the one who found it incredibly hot. Neither one seemed to be winning but they were both up in arms. "Jess...what? How?"
 

She couldn't stop beaming. She looked like a kid at Christmas. "I went on the computer and searched through your history. I found some of those posts, the ones about the underwear? Then I just basically copied them and made my own. Then, like literally ten minutes later, I get a message saying someone replied!"
 

Oh my goodness. My wife, my prissy, prudish Jess had actually been contacted by some guy from some dark corner of the internet about her fucking panties! "And..." I asked as calmly as I could.
 

"And, I wrote him back and told him what they were and how much the cost and..."
 

"How much did they cost?" I asked.
 

"You're not going to believe this. Fifty bucks!"
 

"Fifty bucks?" I asked, my jaw dropping in disbelief. I mean, I guess if there were people making thirty grand off of this out there you had to charge that kind of money for underwear but damn! Fifty freaking bucks?!? "How do you...how do you know he's going to send the money?"
 

"He already did! It's in my paypal!"
 

"He already payed you?" I asked. "Before he got the underwear?" Something seemed fishy about that. "How does he know you're not some dude trolling the internet and ripping guys off of fifty bucks?"
 

Jess rolled her eyes. No, not that kind of eye-roll this time. This time it was more like a sideways glance, a mischievous look that let me know she had something hide. "That's the thing..."
 

"Jess," I growled, gripped by an even greater panic at what she might have done. "Tell me right now!"
 

"You have to promise not to be mad," she said, looking up at me with round, puppy eyes.
 

"Jess, seriously. I'm starting to lose my..."
 

"Promise you won't be mad!"
 

I sighed and tried to collect myself. I was starting to lose my shit. Not only had she been in touch with this guy, clearly she'd done something that might make me mad. The possibility of what that might be had dried out my mouth and made my throat tight. "I promise I won't be mad," I managed, trying not to clench my jaw.
 

"Okay." She bit her lip and put on her most innocent look. "I sent him my picture."
 

Wow.
 

The room did actually start to spin this time. I slapped a hand down on the table to keep my balance.
 

Jess' expression turned to shock. "Scott? Are you okay?" she asked.
 

A few deep breaths later and I felt like I was more or less myself again. "You sent him your fucking picture?" I whispered.
 

No. Unh-uh. This wasn't happening. She had not actually done this. Had she?!?
 

"I mean, not all of me," she explained.
 

"What do you mean not all of you?!?" I roared.
 

"Scott! You promised you wouldn't be mad!"
 

Fine. She had me there but this was bullshit! "Jess, you sent a stranger on the internet a picture of yourself? I'm trying not to be mad but come on!"
 

"Ugh, I knew you were going to be like this!" She spun around and started to storm off.
 

I grabbed her arm and yanked her back around. "Don't do that!" I snapped.
 

She jerked her arm free. A fury reddened her face as the dreaded pointer finger came up. "Don't you ever touch me like that again!" she seethed, pointing the tip of her finger right between my eyes.
 

Oh fuck. I'd let this go too far. "Okay, look, I'm sorry that I..."
 

"No. We're done here. I told Sarah this is exactly what would happen."
 

"What? Told Sarah what?"
 

But it was no use. Jess was lost in the sea of rage that had come crashing up from inside her. She flew out of the kitchen and stomped up the stairs, slamming the bedroom door shut behind her so hard the whole house shook.
 

Wonderful. I needed to get out of there. Cool off a little bit. Talk to someone that wasn't a voice inside my own head. I whipped out my phone and texted Charlie.
 

You home?
 

The reply came a few minutes later.
 

Hanging out in the bar. Use the side door. Olivia's pissed at me for something.
 

I shook my head but smiled. If Charlie was in the same predicament I was, this would be a fun talk. I grabbed my car keys and headed out the door.
 






Chapter 7

 


"Fifty bucks?!?" Charlie's jaw nearly hit the bar.
 

I took a swig out of the bottle of beer I'd been nursing and nodded. "Fifty bucks."
 

"Ho-ly shit," he whispered. "I wonder if..."
 

"Dude! I'm sitting here telling you about what a shitty feeling this is and you're thinking about how you can get your wife to do this too, aren't you?"
 

"Well, what?" Charlie asked, turning his palms up.
 

"Well, how would you feel if you came home and your wife told you she sent a picture of herself to some dude on the internet?!?"
 

Charlie stood up straight, put one hand on the bar and the other one on his chin. No, not in any kind of joking way. Charlie actually did that when he was trying to think. "Honestly dude, I think that'd be kind of hot."
 

I should have waited to take a sip of my beer after "Honestly dude," but I didn't so there it was, burning my nasal cavity as it spewed out.
 

Without missing a beat, Charlie grabbed one of the dirty old rags he kept behind the bar, mopped up, then threw it at me so I could clean myself off. I mumbled a thanks as he slid another beer across the bar. "You think it would be hot?" I asked.
 

"Yeah. Why not? Our sex life is stale-bots, man. If I found out she was making a little extra on the side flashing some titty to some perv online..." Charlie's voice got more and more excited as he described the scenario. "Yeah! I'd get a little jealous. Hell, I'd have to go right up to the bedroom and make her mine again!"
 

I sighed as I watched Charlie visualizing his liaison with his wife before my very eyes. It was pretty gross. "Charlie, come on. You would not think that was hot."
 

"Dude, I totally would!"
 

I shook my head. Why the fuck did I even hang out with this guy?
 

"So what'd the picture look like?"
 

"Huh?" I asked.
 

"The picture. The one she sent the guy?"
 

"I don't know," I said with a shrug. "I didn't get a chance to see it."
 

"What? What do you mean you didn't get a chance to see it?" Charlie asked.
 

"I told you, she got mad and stomped off upstairs!"
 

"You didn't even see the picture, man?" Charlie looked disgusted. "What the hell's wrong with you? Jess is trying to be a kick ass wife and you're being a fucking spoiled little bitch about it!"
 

Kick ass wife? Spoiled little bitch? What?!? "How do you figure that?" I asked.
 

"Well look, you told her she needs to make some money, right?"
 

"Yeah."
 

"Then you gave her this idea, to sell her fucking underwear to online perverts, right?"
 

"Yeah but..."
 

"Abiddy-but-but-nothing!" Charlie interrupted, snapping his fingers. "Now shutup you little bitch." He took a swig of his beer before going on and slammed the bottle down on the bar. "So she goes and does this thing you told her to do and you turn into a whiny little bitch. Right?"
 

"Fuck off, Charlie," I muttered.
 

"No seriously, dude. I'm here to tell you you're being a baby. What, because some guy's jerking it to a picture of your wife, you're going to what? Divorce her?" he asked.
 

"I'm not going to fucking divorce her, man..."
 

"Then just man up and enjoy the ride!" He took the last sip of his beer and turned around. "I've gotta piss. I'll be right back."
 

I sat there fuming while Charlie walked off to the bathroom, trying not to let what he'd said come through. He did have a point, though. It had been my suggestion, no matter how drunk I'd been. I also did want her to make money. But was I really going to let her do it this way? Wasn't it dangerous somehow? Exposing yourself to creeps on the internet?
 

I suddenly felt very stupid for not even asking about the picture. I didn't have any sexy pictures of her. She must have taken it herself. Maybe it wasn't sexy? Maybe it was just some picture that...
 

Oh God. Had she at least cropped out her face? Or was an axe-murder going to show up at our place, dangling her underwear and asking us if he could come inside?
 

By the time Charlie came back from the bathroom I had my coat on and was headed out the door.
 

"Hey! Where you going?" he asked.
 

"I've gotta go home. I need to see the picture she sent him."
 

Charlie smirked and nodded his head. "There you go. Now you're talking."
 

I opened my mouth to explain that it wasn't like that but then realized it wasn't worth it. Who gave a fuck what Charlie thought? I shut the door behind me and ran out to the car.
 

Jess was still furious in the bedroom when I got home. But two beers and a talk with Charlie had rubbed a good chunk of my anger away and now I just wanted to get things resolved. I walked in without knocking to find her curled up under the covers.
 

"Jess," I said, shaking her shoulder.
 

She yanked the covers off and shot a furious glare at me. "What?!?" she barked.
 

"I want to see the picture."
 

Her expression softened for a moment at what I'd said, then she put her mean face back on. She had to work a little harder now to stay mad, I could see that. "What?" she snapped.
 

"I want to see the picture. The one you sent the guy."
 

"Why?" she growled, looking for any reason to stay mad.
 

"I just...I want to see what it was like. What picture did you use?" I was praying inside that she'd cropped her face out. I had no idea if she would have. She'd obviously never done anything like that.
 

"Why? So you can yell at me some more? Or assault me again?"
 

I sighed. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry I grabbed you. I wasn't trying to assault you, I was just..."
 

"You were mad! You were mad and you said you wouldn't get mad!"
 

"You're right. I did say that and I did get mad and I'm sorry I did." I was still a little bit mad but now, more than anything, I just wanted to see that damn picture. "Jess, I'm sorry I lost my temper. I just...when I got home and you told me about what you'd done I just felt so...out of control, you know?"
 

Booyah.
 

She arched her brow and tilted her head to one side and put a hand on my arm and all that anger, all that seething rage just evaporated with nothing more than a little puff of vapor. Her eyes turned kind and the tight line of her mouth softened as she spoke. "Scottie, I only did it because you told me too. I thought you'd be happy."
 

"I know. I know I suggested it. I guess I didn't really think you'd ever go through with it." I was winning her over, I could tell. But the base of my brain was actually starting to itch from how badly I wanted to see that picture. "So?" I asked gently, being careful not to disturb the balance in the force I'd achieved. "Do you think...could you show me the picture?"
 

I held my breath and looked into her eyes just so.
 

Jess cracked a smile. "Promise you won't get mad? For real this time?"
 

"I promise," I replied solemnly. "For real."
 

She reached over to the night stand and grabbed her phone. Swiping the screen open she scrolled through a few pictures until she came to the one I wanted to see.
 

My stomach tightened. My throat did, too, and I felt my mouth dry out. From what I could see of the screen, I could just barely make out the faint outline of one of Jess' legs.
 

She turned the phone around, revealing the whole picture.
 

I drew in a breath. She had taken the picture in our darkened bedroom with probably only the night light on. It was a little grainy and yellow but it was her. She was wearing a pair of underwear and a bra and had artfully framed the picture so that it didn't reveal anything past her neckline. The purple thong was dangling from her fingers.
 

I tore my gaze away from the phone and looked up at Jess.
 

She was half smiling, half biting her lip, one eye raised in apprehension of what my reaction would be.
 

I wasn't even exactly sure what my reaction was. My blood had started to pulse through my veins and I felt like my whole body was throbbing with each thud of my pounding heart. My cock had started to harden between my legs as I thought about what she'd shown me.
 

Somewhere, out in the wide world, maybe in this city, even, some guy was probably jerking it to this picture of my wife holding her dirty underwear. Pretty soon he'd have her underwear, too. He'd probably smell them the same way I had, except he would only be able to imagine what it was like being with her. I was the only one who would know what that was really like.
 

"So? Are you mad this time?" she asked.
 

I shook my head. "I...I can't believe you did this. But I'm not mad."
 

"What are you?" she whispered.
 

I looked back at her after glancing at the picture one more time to see that her smile had been replaced by a more serious, lusty look. I saw her glance at my rising cock. She was actually getting turned on by this! Jess, who mostly used sex as currency, seemed like she was genuinely, uncontrollably turned on. That made me go a little crazy.
 

I wasn't usually a take-charge kind of guy in the bedroom. But this, this was...fuck, I don't know what was so hot about it. Jess had just sent this total stranger a picture of herself practically naked and holding the underwear she was going to mail him. And now she was getting turned on telling me about it!
 

I took the phone out of her hand and dropped it on the bed. At the same time I pushed my other hand between her thighs, peeled her underwear off of her pussy and slid a finger down her slit. 
 

She was soaked.
 

"Hey!" she squealed. But the minute I slid my finger between those two soft flaps of her pussy she gasped and grabbed my arm with both hands.
 

Our eyes met. I stared deeply into hers, wondering what it was she was thinking about right then. Was she imagining the guy who she'd sent the picture to? Was she thinking about someone else right now? The thought was terrifying and incredibly arousing.
 

"You just love being a little slut, don't you?" I growled. I couldn't believe it had come out myself. It was a pretty bold move. If none of this other shit had happened, I would have gotten slapped.
 

Jess gasped but her shock lasted for only a split second. She narrowed her eyes and curled her lips into a sultry smile. She leaned close so that when she spoke, I felt her breath on my cheek. "I like being your little slut."
 

My cock was rock hard between my legs. My other hand shot out and around her neck, yanking her closer so that our foreheads touched. At the same time I slid two stiff fingers down the slit of her soaked pussy until I felt her hole. Pressing my lips against hers and plunging my tongue into her mouth, I forced my fingers into her hot, tight cunt.
 

The way she moaned into my mouth almost made me blow.
 

Fucking her face with my tongue I started pumping my fingers in and out of her.
 

Her pussy clamped and clutched at them, like she thought they were a cock she could squeeze some seed from. Her hips started rocking back and forth with each pump of my fist against her, trying to feel the impact of my fingers deeper in her body.
 

The whole thing was accompanied by the noise, sloshing sounds of her pussy spilling juice out onto the sheets.
 

When we came up for air from our kiss, Jess tilted her head back, moaned up at the ceiling and her pussy squeezed so hard around my fingers it felt like she was trying to suck them in.
 

A moment later she let out the most primal shriek I'd ever heard a woman make as juice started pulsing from her throbbing cunt.
 

I thought I'd made her pee or something, there was so much clear liquid spewing from her puss. It soaked the bed and the jeans and shirt I was wearing and my whole forearm was drenched.
 

She rode my hand like a wild woman, screaming and shaking as the powerful orgasm seemed to rip back and forth through her. When it was finally over she collapsed back onto the bed, legs splayed, her drooling pussy exposed and welcoming.
 

It took all of two and a half seconds for me to tear my pants off and crawl between her legs. She was a quivering, wet mess and it seemed like she barely noticed as I entered her with a grunt.
 

As her tight flesh took me in the ache in my cock stretched up my spine to the base of my brain and I knew I wouldn't last long.
 

One thrust into her heat, then another, then a third and I was done. My whole being focused on the single line of semen pulsing through my cock and spewing into my wife.
 

I groaned, shuddered a few more thrusts into her and that was it, I was done.
 

I lay there on top of her, feeling her breathing beneath me and savoring the heat of her insides. Feeling her start to wriggle, I knew I was getting too heavy. I rolled off to the side.
 

She rolled her head to one side to look at me at the same time I did the same to look at her. The smiles we were both wearing cracked into grins, then we both erupted in laughter, the kinds where you actually have to hold your sides.
 

When it was over we kissed and I kicked the rest of my clothes off and we cuddled under the wet sheets which was kind of gross but kind of hot, too.
 

I didn't know what to say but I wanted to say something. I felt like we'd unlocked something, a door to a place we'd never been together before. "You alright?" was the best I could come up with.
 

Jess craned her neck to look at me. "Alright?" she asked. "That was really fucking hot."
 






Chapter 8

 


And just like that, things were ten times better between us. I say 'just like that' because if I'd known it could actually be that easy I would have suggested we do it a long time ago.
 

Every day at work was spent on the edge of my seat wondering if Jess had found another customer online. Every day I'd come home and be welcomed into her wide open arms and she would whisper to me the story of what had happened as I frantically undressed.
 

Their names were probably fake but who cares?
 

There was Tony who'd asked her to do a workout in the underwear before she sent them. Which she did, for extra cash, of course.
 

There was Roman who asked that she wear the underwear for two days before delivery. Extra cash there, too.
 

Jackson wanted her to masturbate while she was wearing them. We had to talk about that one. Actually, to her credit, it was Jess that came to me about that one.
 

"He wants you to what?"
 

"He wants me to... you know, like... masturbate while I wear them," she explained.
 

I got the most confusing boner about that. I don't know if she noticed or not but I did. The thing was, she could have just done it, right? She could have just masturbated while I was at work, sent the panties and never told me. I never would have known.
 

I was so flattered and touched that she did come to about it, that she felt like it was crossing a line, that she had to ask first, that I knew it would be alright.
 

Then, when I found out how much extra he was willing to pay all I could say was "Hell, yeah!"
 

We even made an evening out of it. It's not like there was a rule that I couldn't watch while she did it so that's exactly what I did. I sat in the corner of our bedroom watching Jess twirl the tip of her finger around her clit until she came all over those panties. The sex was so hot after that I thought my cock was going to fall off.
 

And then there was Joe. 
 

Joe was the first one she'd messaged for longer than just to exchange details and talk about payment. He was some guy on the west coast who was freshly divorced and a gotten big payout from the company that had laid him off. She said she felt a little bad at first, that she was taking advantage of someone who was in a shitty place.
 

Well, Joe just laughed and said that this was probably the happiest day of his life. His wife had made the last ten years a living hell and he was finally out of the soul-sucking job he had only kept to keep her happy.
 

Now he was happily cruising the internet, buying up underwear and smoking pot.
 

So I had practically started dry humping her as she was telling the story and as soon as she finished I started crawling between her legs, right?
 

Jess shot me a funny look and pressed her palm against my chest. "Hold on," she whispered. Then she sat up and propped herself up on her elbows.
 

"Wait, what? Hold on? What for?" I asked, practically panting with need.
 

Jess bit her lip. "This really gets you worked up, huh?" she asked.
 

I felt the tingle of nerves in my stomach. I wasn't sure what she was getting at but I really needed what I was trying to get at so I just decided to go with it. "Yeah. So?" I asked.
 

Jess shook her head as I tried to crawl on top of her again. "So, so I just want to know more about it."
 

Ugh. Really? We really had to do this now?
 

"Okay," I said, swallowing and trying to calm myself down. My cock was throbbing and all I wanted was to feel it buried inside her soft pussy. To my delight, Jess reached down beneath the covers and wrapped a warm fist around it and gave it a soft stroke.
 

It wasn't perfect but it would do for now.
 

"So... like, it turns you on thinking that some other guy is smelling my underwear?"
 

I sighed and rolled my eyes a little.
 

Jess gave my cock another gentle pump, focusing my attention on her again.
 

"Okay, okay," I stammered. "Yes. It does."
 

A tiny smile cracked on one side of her mouth. "Doesn't it make you kind of jealous too, though?"
 

Another inkling of doubt or dread or... I don't know, something that wasn't just fuck-happy lust clouded over my mind. "Uh... sure, a bit, I guess."
 

"You guess?" she asked quietly, her hand stroking my cock in a regular rhythm now.
 

Why? Why was she asking me to do this now? Did I fell jealous? I... I hadn't really thought about it that much. I had been too busy thinking about how it turned me on. "I don't... I don't know," I muttered.
 

Still stroking my cock, Jess leaned forward and planted a gentle kiss on my lips. She pulled away and stared into my eyes, smiling. "Um, cause I wanted to ask you something."
 

Oh come on!
 

"Yeah honey?" I said, my voice cracking as she tightened her grip around my cock. "What's up?"
 

"Promise you won't get mad?" she asked quietly. She started stroking me a little harder.
 

A curious cocktail of emotions started to roil inside me. I was starting to get a little worried about what Jess had on her mind, exactly. At the same time it was so hot that she was actually enjoying sex and kind of taking control, too.
 

For some reason I thought of Charlie, of all people to think about in that moment. Probably because I was about to shove a giant wrench in the works by pulling away from her and asking her what the hell was going on.
 

Don't be a little bitch, Scott. Don't be a whiny little bitch.
 

"Hey!" Jess shot me a playfully angry glare as she gave my cock a sharp tug. "Where'd you go? I asked you a question!"
 

I caught my breath at the hard yank but decided to play along. "Uh... nowhere. I'm still here. Just... that feels good. What were we talking about?" I asked.
 

"I asked you if you promised you wouldn't get mad?" Jess said, melting back into sexy-fun-Jess.
 

"Okay. I promise. I promise I won't get mad."
 

Truth be told, I wasn't sure what I was promising I wouldn't get mad about but I had such a fucking froth worked up from her jerking me that I just needed to take care of that. We could talk, or whatever, later. "What's up?" I asked.
 

Jess smiled a little wider still as she leaned even closer to me. She flipped her hand around on my cock but kept tugging. "So while I was online today doing the underwear thing?"
 

I looked into her eyes. Something about the way she'd posed it as a question made me do it.
 

She was looking at me with a deep and penetrating stare and I could barely hold her gaze, it was so intense. "Yes?" I whispered, breathing in heavily in time with her stroking my cock.
 

My seed had already started to pool at the base of my shaft and I had all but given up on fucking her pussy. I just needed release now.
 

"Well," she began quietly, biting her lip and looking away for a second before going on. "I found... I kind of stumbled onto something else."
 

"Something else?" I gasped, the cum starting to run through my shaft.
 

"Uh-huh," she replied, nodding.
 

"Something else like what?"
 

Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.
 

Fuck I was getting close.
 

"I... I found this site you can go on and... " she giggled making her lose her rhythm for a moment.
 

My hips started to buck trying to catch the climax that had almost slipped away.
 

"What?" I groaned. I didn't care at this point. I just wanted to fucking get off.
 

"You flash your tits for guys and stuff. Do shows and like... play with dildos."
 

My eyes went wide as saucers. Was she for real? "Flash your tits and stuff?"
 

"Yeah," she said, smiling. "For other guys. I figured it's not much different than the underwear thing, right? It's not like anyone's actually touching me."
 

A whimpering moan dribbled out of my mouth as a splash of cum dribbled out of my cock.
 

Jess's expression changed to concern. "Are you okay?" she asked, letting go of my cock.
 

"Fuck! No! Don't stop!"
 

Realizing what was happening, she grabbed me again with lightning speed and started to choke my climax out.
 

The tickle that had slithered back up into my brain came roaring out. My cock hardened in her hand. I looked down. A fat splash of white, hot cum came shooting out, covering her arm. I shook and groaned and looked up to see Jess smiling at me in delight.
 

I closed my eyes and let myself drown in the orgasm. It passed over me in waves and I came out the other end panting but satisfied.
 

I looked over at her again. She looked proud. A jolt of nervous adrenaline ripped through me.
 

My wife had just told me she was going to be a camgirl.
 

We needed to talk.
 






Chapter 9

 


"I know it sounds a little crazy and if you're not into it, I promise I won't do it. I didn't want you to get upset, I promise I didn't. I just stumbled across it and I thought I would ask."
 

It was possibly the most earnest way I'd ever heard her talk.
 

We had what I'd call a typical relationship, Jess and I. We loved each other, liked each other, even, but there was definitely a divide of the sexes there. There were some things she didn't get about me and there were some things that I would just never get about her.
 

We tried our best to communicate and talk about things, the way they always tell you you should, but for the most part we were pretty content not understanding everything about the other person.
 

So when I say that it was the most earnest way I'd ever heard her talk, it was like hearing a whole new Jess all of a sudden. Not the Jess that threw fits and got angry and slammed doors. This Jess was... well, she was like one of the guys. You know?
 

"What's wrong?" she asked.
 

"Huh?"
 

"You're not saying anything." She didn't sound angry about it. Just concerned.
 

"Oh... right! Sorry, I spaced out."
 

"Yeah. I saw that. So what's up?" she asked.
 

I sighed and tried to collect my thoughts. "You just told me you want to be a camgirl."
 

"I didn't say I want to be a camgirl. I just said I found out that you could be a camgirl, if you wanted to."
 

"I don't think I'd make a very good camgirl, personally," I said, looking up out of the corner of my eye.
 

Jess rolled her eyes and flared her nostrils. "Hardy-har-har."
 

"Okay. Sorry. So... like, you want to do this?"
 

She took a deep breath, drawing my eyes to her rising chest. She looked nervous but not scared. "I... I don't know."
 

Maybe that should have scared me. Maybe I should have said no right there and then. What kind of guy doesn't, when his wife tells him she wants to be a camgirl. Or at least that's she might want to do that. "You don't know?"
 

Her eyes went a little wider and her mouth cracked into an excited smile. "Scott you should see how much some of these girls make!" she gushed, grabbing my arm. "There's girls on there making six figures!"
 

I raised an eye at that. "Jess, it's the internet. There's someone saying they make six figures doing something on every other thread. I don't think you can... "
 

"No, Scott, I really did some research. After I ran across that first site I started digging and I'm serious, this is actually possible! Not that I would be making that kind of money," she added with a dismissive wave.
 

I furrowed my brow. "What? Why not?"
 

She waved the question away even as she answered it. "Oh, you have to be really pretty to make that kind of coin."
 

Weird. She didn't usually cruise for compliments like that.
 

"Jess," I said, putting on my straightest, I'm-being-completely-honest-when-I-say-this tone. "I'm totally being honest when I say you're not just pretty. You're fucking smoking hot. I bet you would make a metric shit-ton of money!"
 

It was only really once the words were out of my mouth that I realized they could be construed as me advocating for her to go ahead and try to make a metric shit-ton of money flashing people online.
 

"Oh Scott, you have to say that. You're my husband. But... do you really think I could?"
 

I felt slightly judo'ed into a corner. Suddenly it sounded like I should be rooting for her to go and make some of that sweet porn money! "I mean, if you wanted to," I replied. "Is that what you want?"
 

Jess sighed and looked at me with her earnest eyes again. "Okay. I'm being serious here. Wouldn't you be jealous about that? Just a little bit?"
 

Would I?
 

I closed my eyes and thought about it. I thought about Jess sitting naked in front of her laptop. Then I thought of some guy staring at her through the camera, his face on the screen, telling her what she should do.
 

And even though I'd just had a huge orgasm, my cock literally jumped out of my lap.
 

My eyes snapped open to see Jess staring at my cock.
 

She looked up at me. "What was that?" she asked.
 

I shook my head. "What kind of stuff do you do? Like when you're online doing... you know, doing that thing."
 

"It's called camming," she said, leaning closer, smiling and taking my cock in her hand again.
 

I gasped as she swung one leg over me and lowered herself so that the head of my hardening cock kissed the hot grool dripping from her snatch. "It is, huh?" I muttered.
 

"It is," she said, sliding her slick pussy back and forth across my cock. "It is called that and I can't believe how hot it's making you just talking about it."
 

What could I say? It was making me really damn hot talking about it. Of course, her sitting on my lap and painting her slit with my hard dick wasn't hurting either, but there was no doubt that the thought of Jess getting kind of dirty while some other guy watched was really revving me up.
 

With one last sweep down her pussy, she slipped the head of my straining cock between her sweet, hot lips and slowly slid down the length of it, settling on my lap.
 

Fuck that felt good.
 

"So what was it that did it?" she asked.
 

"What?" I replied.
 

"What was it that made your cock jump up like that? What'd you think about?"
 

"I... I don't know. I just thought about you... I thought about another guy watching you do something like that." It begged the question. "What... like, what would you do, exactly?"
 

Her eyes opened a little wider as my cock hardened inside her. "I felt that," she whispered. "Well, from what I saw the kinkier you can get the more money you can make."
 

This time my eyes opened wide. And my cock got even harder inside her.
 

Jess started to ride me, sliding slowly back and forth across my lap. "I think that for starters I would probably just," she burst into a giggle, covering her mouth but still riding me. "I think I'd have to start slow, you know? Just, like, to get comfortable getting naked and stuff?"
 

I couldn't believe we were having the conversation. I doubly couldn't believe the way we were having it. We were having sex while talking about her performing sex acts for other men, for chrissakes!
 

What the hell was wrong with us?
 

But it didn't feel wrong, that was the thing. Nothing felt wrong about it. Everything felt... it felt like a good idea. It felt like it would all be fine. It was all anonymous on there anyways, right?
 

"So," Jess whispered, pulling me closer to her chest. "So when you think about me doing that, when you think about me doing something like that for another man, does that make you hot?" she asked.
 

Didn't really matter how I replied. I knew she could feel my cock get even harder inside her.
 

"Guess that's a yes," she said. She started to ride me a little faster. The slick sounds of her pussy swallowing up my cock came slapping up from my lap.
 

"So if I were to do it, like, what would you do? Would you just sit there at work while I did it?" she asked.
 

My cock lurched inside her again and this time I felt some cum start to drop from my nuts. This was making me insanely hot. "Oh fuck, Jess, I think I would go nuts."
 

"You would?" she asked with smiling eyes. It seemed that she was getting off on me getting off on this as much as I was. Her pussy was soaked with juice.
 

"Fuck, I don't know if I'd even be able to work. I'd just be sitting there thinking about what you were doing and how hot it was, trying to hide my hard-on!"
 

Her nipples stiffened as she started sliding even faster back and forth across my lap. Her pussy was drooling so much on me I knew she was just as hot as I was.
 

"You'd be thinking about me back here, fucking another guy through the internet?" she panted.
 

Wow.
 

No one said anything about fucking another guy. But... fuck! My cock went ramrod-stiff inside her. Even if I wanted to pretend what she'd said didn't turn me on there was no way to bluff about what my cock had just done.
 

"Say it, baby," Jess panted. She had her arms wrapped tight around my neck and was riding like her life depended on it.
 

"S-say what?" I gasped, my cock filling with spunk, ready for the blast.
 

"Say you'd be thinking about me fucking another guy!"
 

It was like getting hit by truck. As my face twisted in pleasure I managed to grunt the words out. "I want you to fuck another guy!"
 

As soon as I said it Jess started mewling. Her pussy started clutching at my spewing cock, her body greedily gobbling up my gift into her womb.
 

We rode it out together, pressed against each other and rocking the bed as we chased every last bit of pleasure the strange utterance would give us.
 

Except this time we didn't look at each other and laugh. This time when it was over and we'd both caught our breath, Jess leaned forward and pressed her lips against my mouth. She plunged her tongue in, in the deepest, hottest kiss I think we'd ever shared.
 

We sat there making out, my cock still inside her hot body, the erection fading a lot more slowly than it ever had.
 






Chapter 10

 


I was almost to shaky to drive to work the next day. We'd spent the rest of the evening with the laptop on the bed, Jess showing me all the sites she'd been to and all the ones she thought would be good to work at.
 

When I saw some of them, I wasn't so sure. It looked like there were a lot of ladies on there that weren't too happy about their life choices, you know?
 

Inevitably, I also felt a certain discomfort at the reality of what we were about to do.
 

I'm not hyper-masculinized or anything. It's 2017, men and women have all sorts of different roles and I'm fine with that. Hell, if Jess was some high-powered career woman I would have no problem with that whatsoever.
 

Except this wasn't that. This was me, a guy, who was trying to support the two of us on a job that didn't pay enough to do that, basically sending his wife out to be a prostitute.
 

Okay, okay. I know it wasn't exactly that. The idea was a joke that had turned serious. And this camgirl thing was actually her idea, not mine.
 

Still. There was definitely a shadow darkening my experience of the whole thing because of that fact.
 

There was something else, too. Something that had been bothering me since this whole thing had started but I'd pushed out of mind because I just didn't have the time or energy to deal with it. I knew I would have to sooner or later, though.
 

Something about Jess had changed. It wasn't just her personality in the bedroom, either. She was pursuing this like I'd never known her to pursue anything before.
 

Jess didn't pursue things. Jess went to lunch with her girlfriends and shopped too much or got her hair done. But something about this had flipped a switch inside her, it seemed.
 

It might have been the freedom she felt about being able to make money. Maybe it was just nice to finally have something to do, other than lounge. Whatever it was, it had brought out something in her that even I hadn't known was there.
 

"Are you going to freak out?"
 

The soft sound of her voice in the hallway shook me from my thoughts. I turned to see her standing behind me, looking up with round, innocent eyes. I smiled, trying to conceal the apprehension I felt. "Am I going to freak out about what?"
 

Jess shrugged. "I don't know. I just wonder if you're going to freak out at work or something? About this? Me? Online?"
 

Even just the thought of sitting at work while Jess got it on with some stranger online sent a terrifying, thrilling rush of adrenaline through me.
 

A part of me couldn't believe I was actually doing this. Another part knew I couldn't turn back. Steadying my hand, I touched her cheek and smiled. "Relax," I lied. "I'll be fine."
 

She smiled back. It was a warm, trusting smile, like she really appreciated the reassurance.
 

Relax, hon. Go ahead and be a little whore. I'll be fine.
 

The thought came out of nowhere and terrified me as much as it excited me. I felt like I'd downed three double espresso's as I walked to the car, my body humming with tension at what was to come.
 

I wasn't fine.
 

I was nowhere close to being fine. I was totally and completely fucked up the whole day. It ended up being a day of meetings which was a blessing and a curse.
 

It was a blessing because I could just space out.
 

It was a curse because I could just space out.
 

As people droned on and on around me about CRRP filings and whether the warehouse needed more risk-management because of the accident with the forklift that had happened a few days ago, I zoned out and let thought after imagined thought of what Jess was doing in that moment go sailing through my mind.
 

It was the filthiest tableau.
 

I'd seen some shit. We'd gone onto some of the kinkier pages of the sites so of course my mind went there. There were all kinds of girls on there doing all kinds of shit.
 

Foot fetish. Pregnancy fetish. Humiliation. Something about balloons. Medical shit. It was... yeah, there was a lot.
 

The thing was, I could safely say that I had a couple of those fetishes myself. I'd just never talked to Jess about them or done anything about it. Now, the thought of her getting some guy off by pointing her toes at the camera really rocked me to my core.
 

Pulse after pulse of paralyzing jealousy shot through me as I thought of all the twisted positions she might be in as I sat in that board room.
 

Jess with her legs spread.
 

Jess with a dildo shoved deep into her pussy, showing it off for the camera.
 

Jess with a plug in her ass.
 

Jess shaking with orgasm as her feet flew in front of the camera.
 

Some other guy blowing a load all over his laptop over my wife's feet.
 

Fuck that last one stung. Just cut like a knife any time I thought about it.
 

Any time I'd get myself too worked up, I'd just talk myself down, tell myself to calm down. I finally found that I could do that easiest just by thinking that these guys weren't actually fucking her. They were just watching her.
 

It's not like she was cheating on me, right? You can't cheat on someone with a computer screen and a camera. Right?
 

By the time I got home I was a trembling, shaking mess. I actually rang the doorbell to my own house. I have no idea why. I just... maybe I didn't want to risk walking in on her. If she was still doing it or something.
 

She answered the door wearing a track suit, her hair pulled back in a tight pony tail, head tilted to one side, a confused look on her face. "Scott?" she asked. "What's going on?"
 

I didn't reply for a moment. Just stood there staring at her trying to figure out if she looked any different or what. Did her eyes look different? Was there more confidence there now? Had she... had letting another man watch her do... whatever it was she did, had that changed her even more?
 

"I... "
 

I couldn't think of what to say.
 

"Scott?" she asked again. "Why'd you ring the doorbell?"
 

Jess. My Jess. My wife. She'd done it. I could tell. I knew she had. I could tell by the way she was standing, by the way she was holding herself. There was something different about her. I just knew there was.
 

I felt a rage start to boil inside me but I held it back.
 

Don't fly off the handle now.
 

"Did you... did you do it?"
 

And there it was. Just sort of flopped out there like that.
 

Her chest rose as she inhaled. She bit one side of her lower lip. Then she nodded. Barely a nod. "Yeah. I did."
 

Her words were like a spark dropping into the churning jet fuel in my gut. I thought I was going to scream. I felt hot and cold and angry and betrayed and so fucking horny all at the same time.
 

I stood there feeling like the world was never going to stop spinning.
 

Get a fucking hold of yourself. Do something.
 

That was it. I had to do something. I had to do something to take control back. Right then she had it. She had it all. She was the one that had done what she'd done. She knew all about it. It was all hers and not ours like it was supposed to have been.
 

Fucking do something man.
 

So I did the only thing that came to mind.
 

I stepped into the house. I closed the door.
 

Jess stepped back, letting me inside. She kept her eyes on me the whole time. She looked a little scared.
 

I stepped forward. She hadn't showered. I could smell she hadn't showered.
 

Her eyes roamed down and back up my body. She was trying to feel it out, feel out the situation and see what I was going to do.
 

I was going to fucking show her what I could do.
 

I grabbed that tiny pony tail and yanked her head back, exposing her neck.
 

So, you know Jess pretty well by now, right? Never would I ever have done anything like that before. It would have ended in the biggest fucking bitch slap I'd ever gotten.
 

This time? This time was different. This time she didn't slap me. This time she just gasped.
 

And the delicious, heady stench of her unwashed snatch spilling juice at me yanking her hair like that just blossomed into the room.
 

"Yeah? So you had a good time, huh?" I growled. "Being a little slut?"
 

She whimpered a little but nodded all the same.
 

I didn't know where the angry inside me ended and the turned on began but I knew I needed to fuck her right there and then.
 

I jerked my belt open and let my pants fall to the floor along with my underwear. Then I spun Jess around by that prissy pony tail she was wearing and yanked the track suit off her bubbly ass.
 

More of her intoxicating smell wafted up.
 

My cock was pretty solid already so I just grabbed it and shoved it against her snatch.
 

She gasped but didn't complain. She even stepped apart a little bit.
 

I felt her pussy lips splitting, welcoming me inside.
 

Without another thought, I thrust my hips forward and up, shoving my cock up into her drooling cunt.
 

Jess moaned, then squatted a bit, trying to swallow all of me up.
 

Without another thought for her having an orgasm or anything, I just started rutting up into her. I fucked her hard and watched her ass jiggle and bounce off my pelvis with each rough slam.
 

Something about that seemed to work for her because she got really into it. She started moaning and her pussy started clenching around me and it got so fucking hot!
 

"Yeah?" I asked, still pounding into her. "Were you a good little whore?"
 

"Oh fuck!" Jess gasped. "Fuck! I was a good little whore!"
 

"Yeah?" I growled back. "What'd you do, you little slut?"
 

"Oh Scott," she moaned. She reached back with her hand and dug her nails into my thigh.
 

The pain only made me fuck her harder.
 

"Oh Scott!" she panted. "I... I showed a man my pussy, Scott!"
 

There it was.
 

I roared as cum surged through my pulsing shaft. Splash after hot splash of spunk blasted deep into her cunt.
 

She must have felt it because she started screaming and trying to squat down low onto me, trying to get my cock as deep as it would go.
 

The orgasm tore through both of us hard and fast.
 

I realized how sore my legs were and it made my cock go soft. I fell out of her, then, staggered back.
 

Jess stayed splayed up against the wall, her legs parted so I could see her soft slit closing. Right before it did a rivulet of gooey cream came spilling out. It split, part of it dripping onto the tile floor of the hallway, the rest oozing down the inside of her thigh.
 

Jess stood there as I watched it run down her leg. Until I told her otherwise.
 

"You okay?" I asked this time.
 

She turned to me smiling. "You bet I am."
 

I smirked and grabbed her by the hand. "Let's go upstairs and shower."
 

Jess didn't say a word. Just followed me up the stairs and into the bathroom.
 

Yeah. Something had definitely changed. Somehow I felt like more of a man.
 






Chapter 11

 


Except then it was over and the thrill coupled with the exciting terror of knowing that Jess had done something so taboo, faded and was replaced by a low, menacing hum of feeling like I'd been betrayed.
 

See, I wasn't jealous, exactly. We'd talked about this. We'd both decided that she should do it. We'd both committed to it. But only she had been the one to do it.
 

I hadn't thought about that part.
 

"What was it like?" I whispered that night in bed, moments before she fell asleep.
 

Jess woke with a start beside me and grabbed my arm. "Huh? What?"
 

She hadn't said anything after we'd fucked in the hallway. Neither had I. We'd showered, had dinner, talked about my day and then gone to bed early.
 

I thought I could take it. Who needed details anyway, right?
 

Wrong.
 

Totally wrong.
 

As Jess got herself ready for bed, I lay in the bedroom. Every dark fear and paranoia I had had about our relationship came creeping out.
 

Had she liked it? Had she enjoyed showing another man her pussy?
 

Fuck, even when I thought about what she'd done an electric adrenaline surged through me.
 

I tried to smile and kiss her goodnight and roll over and go to sleep but as soon as she turned out the lights, things got worse.
 

What if she really liked it? What if... what if this wasn't just Jess making some money. What if... what if I wasn't enough for her? What if she started... 
 

And on and on and on. You get the idea. There was no choice but to wake her up.
 

"I'm sorry I woke you. Were you about to fall asleep?"
 

Jess turned on the light, rubbing her eyes. "Yeah. What's going on? Is everything alright?"
 

I took a deep breath. I had to make sure to say this the right way. I didn't want her to get all spooked or worried that I was mad and burst into tears or any of that.
 

"You want to talk about it, don't you?" she asked, beating me to the punch.
 

Another deep breath. There was no way out. "Yeah. Yeah, I do."
 

And miraculously, Jess didn't sigh or click her tongue in exasperation or roll her eyes. Jess sat up, propped herself up on a pillow and folded her arms across her chest. Then, looking straight at me with the most sincere expression said, "I was wondering when you were going to ask."
 

Relief washed over me at her words. "I'm... I'm sorry," I muttered, suddenly feeling sheepish for bringing this up right before bed.
 

"Scott, don't be sorry. This isn't a small thing. I was wondering why you weren't saying anything, why you weren't asking anything about it but I didn't want to force it. I thought maybe you didn't want to talk about it or... "
 

"No, no! I do! I do want to talk about it."
 

"Okay," she said, eyeing me a little suspiciously. "You sure?"
 

"I'm... I'm sure. I want to hear about it." This was it. It was really time to man up. "What was it like?"
 

Jess took a really long breath before answering. "Okay, this might sound crazy so don't freak out. It was... it was the most, like, incredibly empowering thing I've ever done."
 

O-kay.
 

Not exactly what I was expecting to hear.
 

My chest tightened up and it was a real struggle to breath for a few seconds but I pushed through it. "Wow," I whispered. "That is probably the last thing I expected to hear."
 

Jess smiled. "I know, I know! Right? But it was just... like, oh God it was surreal. That guy totally got off on what I was doing."
 

I swallowed. Hard. "What did you do, exactly?"
 

Jess narrowed her eyes. "You're sure you want to hear this? You're not going to... go crazy or anything, are you?"
 

I was about to go crazy. I was about to go absolutely fucking nuts. My wife was sitting next to me in bed and telling me all about how she had e-sex with some fucking dude from the internet! What the fuck was I supposed to do? "No, no! I'm totally fine!" I said, forcing a smile.
 

Excitement blossomed on Jess' face. "Okay, so like, I did all the sign up and everything and then I was just hanging around online and waiting and no one was clicking and I thought oh my god I'm not even going to be good at this and I'm a failure even at this and then... "
 

My heart felt like it was teetering at the edge of my chest, ready to fall out. "Yes?" I whispered, paralyzed with fear and raging with lust at the same time.
 

"So then this guy gets on and he clicks on my thing, right, and then it's like BAM! Everything happened at once, he starts talking to me and telling me to do things... "
 

She was talking a mile a minute and I was having trouble keeping up visualizing everything that had gone on.
 

"And he told me to take clothes off and I did and he kept tipping me and I just saw the money at the side of my screen going up and up and before I knew it my panties were off and... "
 

My cock was rock hard. My heart was trying to beat its way out of my chest. I had no idea what to think of my own reaction but I was completely mesmerized.
 

"...then he was just like, he told me to show him my pussy and start touching myself and then like, I swear like two minutes later he started coming and then I was coming and I saw the whole thing on my screen and so did he!"
 

Jess had told the whole story in one breath.
 

I felt like I was going to die.
 

A long silence settled between us as we stared into each other's eyes.
 

The excitement started to fade from her eyes the longer I watched her. The corners of her mouth turned down into a straight line. She took a breath, as if to say something but didn't, making the silence even more pregnant.
 

Just when it got to be almost too much, when my thundering heart and spinning head and the thick silence all felt like they were going to crush me, she spoke.
 

"Scott?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.
 

It took a while for me to answer but I did, finally. "Yeah?"
 

"Are you okay?"
 

I smirked at the question. Was I okay? Was I okay? Was I fucking okay? I had a feeling I was going to get asked that a lot in the next little while. I shook my head. "I don't know what I am."
 

Again, Jess surprised me. She didn't get mad and fly off the handle or blame me for not being more supportive. She reached out her hand and touched my arm and her eyes softened. "Tell me about it. Tell me about what you're feeling."
 

"About what I'm feeling?" I echoed, looking down at the pink polka-dot comforter cover. "What I'm feeling?" I said, more quietly this time.
 

"Yeah," she replied giving my hand a squeeze. "I want to know."
 

I took another breath, gathering my courage. God I wished I had a drink. "Okay. Okay. Okay." Three times. For good luck.
 

"I feel... I feel... I feel like my soul is getting crushed." I looked up and into her eyes.
 

A frown furrowed her brow.
 

"But I'm so fucking turned on... I'm so... I'm so hard right now," I whispered.
 

The frown faded. Her eyes went wide and she glanced down at my lap. As if she didn't believe me, she reached her hand under the covers, crawling up my thigh, grazing my ball sack, until the tips of her fingers found my cock.
 

It lurched at her touch, stiff as an iron rod.
 

Jess drew in a breath. Her chest swelled with excitement, her nipples stiffening beneath the thin cotton shirt she was wearing. She wrapped her hand around my cock, as if she didn't believe what she was feeling and needed to make sure. "Oh my God, Scott. You're so hard!" she whispered.
 

She looked up into my eyes again with so much hope. "Tell me more. I want to hear more."
 

How could I say no? I didn't want to say no. Or I did, or...
 

Fuck.
 

I don't know what I wanted. My insides were saying one thing. Pulses of cold jealousy were shooting through me each time I thought of Jess with her legs splayed in front of the computer screen, touching herself and making herself come for some internet stranger.
 

Like a porn princess putting on a private show.
 

But the rest of my body and my animal brain were saying something else completely. My cock was as hard as it had ever been and I could barely think straight. All I could think about was her getting off while some stranger watched.
 

And it was making me fucking nuts.
 

"Please, baby," she said, pulling closer and tugging on my shaft. "Please. I want to hear more. I'll do anything."
 

I'll do anything.
 

What would most husbands do to hear those words spoken by their wives. I almost couldn't believe it. "Anything?" I asked, my voice still hushed.
 

Jess looked up. A smile started to form in one corner of her mouth, as if she'd just discovered the secret. The secret to making me do whatever the fuck she wanted. As the smile spread across her lips, she licked them, then bit the lower one. She mouthed the word slowly, letting her tongue flick out of her mouth.
 

"Anything."
 

The word, her touch, the way she was looking at me, all swirled together and sent a massive shudder of pleasure down my spine. I wanted her so much.
 

"Jess... I'm... I'm so jealous."
 

Her chest rose again at the same time as one brow arched, her excitement obvious.
 

"But... but... "
 

"But what?"
 

"But I'm so fucking turned on."
 

"Because of what I did?" she said, breathless. She started stroking my cock with her hand beneath the sheets.
 

"Because of what you did," I replied.
 

Jess ripped the covers off with her other hand. The scent of her wet pussy filled the room, fuelling my lust. "More. Tell me more." She plunged down between my legs and impaled my stiff cock into her mouth.
 

I groaned and craned my neck back, staring at the ceiling. "Fuck... "
 

Jess popped off with a noisy slop, but kept stroking my cock with her hand. "Come on Scott, baby, please, I want to hear more," she begged. Reaching up, she grabbed my chin and pulled me in for a kiss.
 

The heady stench of my spunk on her breath filled my nose and mouth.
 

She pulled away and dove back down, sucking on the head of my cock.
 

I looked down at her, tucked her hair behind one ear so I could see the way she was working me with her mouth.
 

"Fuck baby, I... all I could think about all day was you. All I could think about was whether you were... what you were doing, whether you were naked in front of some stranger on the internet. I couldn't think of anything else."
 

Jess popped off of my cock again. Her eyes were hungry and a glob of spit was running down the corner of her mouth. "And? Do you want me to do it again?"
 

The question sent another rush of heat coursing through me. Fuck. Did I? Of course I did but... was I really in any state to agree to this or not? Or was this just part of the game? Maybe what I said here didn't count in the real...
 

"Scott?" Jess asked.
 

My nuts tightened as she fucked my cock with her wet hand. I was pretty close to coming already.
 

"Well? Do you?" she asked. She looked so insistent, so absolutely ravenous for the answer.
 

"I... I do."
 

She started panting. She dove down again. She sucked my cock with her hot wet mouth. The sounds of her noisy slurping filled the room.
 

I had just started groaning, about to nut, when she popped off. "Say it."
 

"Ugh," I moaned, my orgasm shrinking back into my body. "Say what?"
 

"Say you want me to do it again. Say you want me to show someone my pussy again," she begged.
 

I was so completely under her spell it was almost laughable. 
 

My body tightened as her hand pumped and pumped and pumped. I felt my seed swelling through my shaft again.
 

"I want it. I want you to... I want you to show someone your pussy again!" I groaned.
 

Looking like she was going to have her own climax just from hearing me say it, Jess dove down again and took my cock into my mouth.
 

Except this time she didn't just take it into her mouth. Opening her throat, she rammed her face down, down, down my shaft until I felt the tip of her nose touch my abdomen.
 

I roared as I felt the first blast of seed shoot through my cock.
 

In that moment, Jess closed her throat and started to swallow, coaxing the rest of my load into her depths.
 

My hips bucked up but even then she kept her face firmly impaled on my shaft.
 

Blast after blast of hot, sticky seed exploded into the back of her throat. I couldn't believe what I was watching.
 

Until it was too much.
 

Unable to take any more of what was apparently a huge load, Jess let it blow out the corners of her mouth and nose. Hot splatters of white cum spat across the bed and flew past me onto the floor.
 

My orgasm peaked at the sight of Jess's pretty face stuffed with cock and spewing spunk her mouth couldn't contain any longer.
 

She fought to hang on as my cock pumped inside her, but lost. Pulling her face off of me, she wrapped her hand around my cock again and pumped out the rest of my climax.
 

Watching her simultaneously finish me off while gagging on the load I'd just delivered inside her throat was one of the most perversely pleasurable experiences of my life up to that point.
 

Up to that point.
 

Things were about to get a whole lot more fucked up.
 






Chapter 12

 


Of course I spent the whole next day at work on pins and needles. Who wouldn't?
 

Jess and I had fallen asleep after that amazing blow job and you know what? This is so filthy I can't even believe she did it. She didn't even wash her mouth.
 

She swallowed up all the cum that was on her face but she didn't go brush her teeth or anything. She just put her head down on the pillow and closed her eyes.
 

Even worse than that? I thought that was hot, too. So filthy and so hot.
 

There were no meetings at work the next day to help me get through the day. It was a regular day and I was expected to be at my desk and working, right?
 

Right. It wasn't going to happen.
 

I was twitching, fidgeting wreck of nervous energy. A few people were going out for lunch and they asked if I wanted to come but of course I declined.
 

Why go out for lunch with your co-workers like a normal human when you can spend the hour walking around the office park wondering whether your wife is at home coming in front of another man?
 

By the time it was five o'clock I was so amped up that I almost got a speeding ticket on the way home. The only thing that saved me was the guy going five miles an hour faster in the next lane.
 

I didn't ring the doorbell this time when I got home, just barged right in. I dropped my briefcase and keys and raced upstairs and into the bedroom.
 

Jess wasn't there. Still, the setup took my breath away.
 

She'd closed the blinds so the room was dark except for the light coming from the hall. Her laptop was open on the bed casting a blue glow across the whole room. The sheets were messed up which made my stomach tighten at the thought of what she'd been doing in them.
 

But you know what? You know what really caught my attention and held it so hard I couldn't look away? There, in the middle of the bed, was a big, black dildo.
 

A fucking dildo. A black dildo. My wife, Jess, had probably used this dildo on herself while another man watched.
 

I couldn't fucking believe it. It felt like I was paralyzed and shaking at the same time.
 

"You're home."
 

Her quiet voice ripped me from my stupor and made me look up. The sight of her took my breath away the same way the state of the room had.
 

She was standing in the door to the bathroom, silhouetted by the light behind her. She was wearing an almost see-through negligee that reached down to about the middle of her thighs. Her breasts pushed out the front of it and I could see the outline of her stiff nipples.
 

I'd never seen her like that. Even on our wedding night, the only other time I'd seen her in lingerie, I'd never seen her look like that.
 

She looked so comfortable in it. Like she belonged in it, you know? Like this was really the right thing for her, being an internet slut.
 

Oh God, what had I done?
 

"How was your day?" she asked, as if all of this were suddenly normal and there was no reason for me to be so shocked by it. As if it had been happening all along.
 

"Uh... I... it was fine."
 

Jess smiled. "Good."
 

Somehow I managed to find the strength to mutter, "How was yours?"
 

Her smile widened. As she stepped forward I looked down her body. She looked so... lithe. So slender and graceful, like she'd spent the whole day at a ballet class. Her toes caught my eye.
 

She'd painted her toenails and I stared at them the whole time she walked across the room.
 

"You like them?" she asked, wiggling them and grabbing at the carpet with her feet.
 

I looked up and swallowed, my mouth hanging open. "Uh-huh," I grunted.
 

Jess burst into giggles as she wrapped her hands around my neck. The weight of her arms on my shoulders felt good. It felt reassuring. Like everything was going to be alright. "Scott," she said, leaning forward so I could feel her breath on my cheek. "I had an amazing day."
 

I had just started breathing again when she said this and it took my breath away again. My mind went into overdrive imagining what an amazing day being an internet exhibitionist might mean.
 

Jess leaned back to look me in the eyes. "Aren't you gonna ask me what that means?" she said.
 

I was so completely mesmerized by her in that moment I just can't explain it. She had my full and complete attention and I was just... I was hers. "What... what does it mean?"
 

It must have been the way I said it but it made her burst into giggles again. She threw her head back, the weight of her body pulling mine forward. She seemed so... happy.
 

"Scott," she began, "I made five hundred dollars."
 

My eyes popped open so wide I thought they'd fall out. "Five hundred dollars?" I echoed. I was sure I'd heard her wrong.
 

She nodded. "Uh-huh. Five hundred bucks."
 

I couldn't believe it. This was... this was too good to be true and too scary to be good at the same time. If she really made five hundred bucks what did that mean? Was she going to do this forever? Was this going to become her job?
 

What if it did become her job? What if she spent her entire days having sex on the internet with strangers?
 

Of course you know what question came next. Would there be any left for me?
 

"Five hundred bucks," I whispered.
 

"Five hundred bucks. Can you believe it?" She was much more excited now.
 

I looked past her toward the bed.
 

She turned to follow my gaze. "Oh yeah," she said, turning back and blushing. "That's a thing. You like it? I bought it this morning when I went to get my nails done. Along with this. What do you think?" Dropping her arms from my neck, she spun around. 
 

The soft negligee floated up as she twirled exposing her softer parts.
 

I felt the urge to throw her onto the bed and drill myself into her. It felt like that was the only thing that would make things feel normal again.
 

Then she had her arms up around my neck and was staring at me again, all smiles. "You're terrified, aren't you?" she asked.
 

The question shook me awake. "Terrified? What do you mean?"
 

"I mean this," she said, glancing down at what she was wearing. "And that." She nodded over her shoulder toward where the dildo was lying on the bed.
 

"I just... I don't... "
 

"You don't know what's going to happen. You're not sure you can take it. Right?"
 

I don't know how she knew. But she was spot on. I nodded.
 

"I know this is weird. I know it is. It's... kind of weird for me too, but honestly? I've never felt this good. I'm... it's like I'm a whole new person. I'm in charge in her and I'm in charge and I'm... I'm so hot for you because of what I've been doing all day," she explained.
 

That piqued my interest. "You are?"
 

"Scott, I'm so fucking hot right now. Feel me." She grabbed my hand and stuffed it between her legs. Sure enough, her pussy was drenched. "And Scott? I have a surprise for you."
 

"You... you do?"
 

"I do. One of my clients... "
 

Another pulse of nerves. She was already calling them that?
 

"... well, I told him about you."
 

"You did?" I brayed as my eyes popped open wide.
 

Jess giggled. "I did. He was the guy from yesterday."
 

"I... wait, what? How did you? Didn't you just meet this guy yesterday?"
 

"Yeah," she replied.
 

"So how then did you... "
 

"How did it come up that I was married?" Jess asked, smiling.
 

"Um, yeah?"
 

Another soft giggle. "You know, it's funny. This whole cam thing is not just about sex, you know?"
 

Oh great. Just fucking great. I couldn't wait to find out what she was talking about now. "It's not?" I said, sounding more guarded than I'd liked.
 

"No. A lot of these guys, I mean, they're jerking off, sure. But a lot of these guys are really nice guys. They just want to talk and stuff."
 

I don't know why, well, no. Hold on. I do know why that felt worse than hearing she'd masturbated in front of some other guy.
 

This was different. Talking? Telling him that she had a husband? What else had she told him? What had he told her? Had she been... touching herself the whole time too?
 

It just all felt so... so... so fucking personal.
 

"You're worried."
 

Her words made me look at her again. "What? No. Why?" I lied.
 

"Scott," she said, giving me the disbelieving eye. "Come on. I know you. I know you're worried. And I totally get why. That's why Rick and I came up with an idea."
 

Seriously? What the fuck?!?
 

"Rick?" I asked, unable to keep the shake out of my voice.
 

"Rick. That's his name. The guy from yesterday?"
 

"Um... okay." I swallowed again, trying to swallow the rage that was threatening to boil over.
 

Jess leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. "I know you're getting furious," she whispered.
 

It was incredibly disarming.
 

"Just trust me, Scott. Please?"
 

What choice did I have.
 

Taking her arms off my neck, she led me across the room and plopped me down on the chair in the corner, the one we usually threw our clothes onto instead of in the hamper. Then she turned around and walked back towards the bed.
 

Crawling up onto it, she crossed her legs, leaned forward and started tapping at the keyboard on her laptop.
 

"What are you doing?" I asked.
 

Jess shot me a wicked grin. "Rick suggested we try something," she said, still tapping something out on the keyboard. A few moments after she'd stopped, I heard the chime of a message being received.
 

"We?" I asked.
 

"Yup," Jess replied. She put her finger on her track pad and double tapped. "He said that there are lots of girls who are married. Some even get their husbands to perform with them."
 

My throat tightened and my stomach balled into a knot. This had not been part of the plan and there was no way it was going to become part of it. "Uh, Jess, I don't think so."
 

"Scott, relax," she said waving away my concern. "I'm not saying you have to... oh! Here he is! Hey Rick!"
 

A second later, Rick's tinny voice came over the shitty laptop speakers. "Hey! Jess! Nice to see you again."
 

I don't know. Is there anything in a guy's life that can prepare him for a moment like that? I don't think so. There certainly hadn't been in mine. I was sitting in the corner of my own bedroom, watching my wife staring at her laptop, talking to a guy she'd been... intimate with, even if it was only digitally.
 

"He's here," she chirped.
 

I started shaking my head. I put my palms up and started waving them back in forth as I mouthed "no, no, no, no" over and over again.
 

Jess didn't seem to mind, or care. She put her hand up and waved me over. "Come on," she said, still smiling.
 

I couldn't. No way. There was no way I was going to do this. It was too embarrassing, too... I couldn't even put it into words it was just too weird.
 

"Aww!" Jess said, tilting her head to one side, still looking at me. She looked back at Rick on the screen. "He's shy!"
 

Even through the shitty computer speakers, Rick's laugh sounded like a deep, rolling bellow. Or maybe I just imagined it that way.
 

I tried to shrink into the corner. It was a little humiliating, watching as my wife and her... lover? Was that what he was? Having a laugh because of my shyness.
 

It sort of got me going, though. That part of me that felt the need to fuck her so hard the day before as soon as I got back from work? Yeah, that part of me sort of took over.
 

What the fuck was I thinking? I was the one that had more or less led her down this path. Now she was offering to take it to the next level and I was the one saying no? Why? I wasn't a child. This was me and Jess. We were in this together. What could possibly happen that would be so bad?
 

Swallowing my pride, I stood up and walked over toward the bed where she was seated.
 

"He's coming over!" Jess shrieked, as if it was some big surprise. She clapped her hands together, then turned the monitor of the laptop so I could see the screen.
 

A wave of embarrassment crashed over me as I saw Rick on the screen. This was him. This was the dude who'd seen my wife's pussy. This was the guy Jess had... kind of had sex with, or something.
 

"Scott!" he said, cracking a smile.
 

I smiled back but I couldn't keep looking at him. I glanced down at the carpet and responded with an embarrassed, "hey."
 

"Hey buddy, don't be shy, my man! You've got a beautiful wife."
 






Chapter 13

 


I don't know why but that compliment really touched me. Yeah I know, I know. What the fuck, right? But seriously. This was just some random guy from the internet saying he liked the way my wife looked and it was flattering.
 

I looked over at Jess. She was smiling. She seemed so happy and that made me happy, too. Maybe this whole thing wasn't as bad or as terrifying as I'd made it out to be in my mind. Weren't things always worse in the shadows of our imagination anyways?
 

Now that I could see Rick, he was just a normal guy.
 

He had a bald white head and a beard that was about an inch long from ear to ear. He had a few piercings in each ear. He looked nothing like a divorced guy who'd just been laid off from an office job. I wondered if that was just a story he'd made up?
 

"So Scott," he said, adjusting his monitor, "you're cool with this, right? I mean, that's what Jess told me, that you were cool."
 

Still feeling a little sheepish and new about the situation, I managed to work up the courage to look at the screen. "Yeah," I said, glancing at Jess who was smiling at me. "I'm cool."
 

"Good, buddy. That's good. We're gonna get along alright."
 

Ding!
 

I glanced at the screen because of the sound. In the top right corner the zero next to the dollar sign had turned into a five. I turned to Jess and she arched her brow.
 

Rick started to laugh. "That's right, buddy! That's how this works! And don't you worry, there's plenty more where that come from!"
 

I looked back at the screen just as the five turned into the ten, to the tune of another dinging sound. I couldn't believe it. We'd just made ten bucks sitting there talking to this guy!
 

"So what do you say guys? You guys up for a little fun?" Rick asked.
 

I turned to Jess. Her brow was arched in a question. Looking back, I saw Rick was as expectant as she was.
 

And by that time, I had gotten pretty excited about things too. Now that she'd showed me what it was all about, it seemed pretty harmless. Maybe a nice church-going girl wouldn't think so but it's not like my wife was being a real-life slut, right?
 

What could it hurt to have a little fun?
 

"What kind of fun are we talking about?" I asked, the tightness easing in my throat and making my voice sound normal again.
 

"Ha!" Rick yelped, smacking his palm down on the table in front of him. "Atta boy!"
 

I glanced at Jess again. She was squirming on the bed, wriggling her toes, a big smile on her face.
 

"Let's see here... " Rick trailed off. A moment later, the same familiar Ding! indicated we'd just made some more money. "Baby, why don't you show me that sweet little pussy of yours again, huh?"
 

Cold jealousy and hot lust sent adrenaline pumping through me.
 

Without even looking at me to see if it was alright, Jess reached down between her legs and pulled up the negligee slowly exposing her sweet, tight slit for the camera.
 

"Mmm," Rick growled.
 

I looked at the screen just in time to see him reach down beneath the table that was obscuring our view of his lap. It was pretty clear what he was doing, though. He undid his belt with a tug, then worked his cock out with his hand.
 

"Mmm," he purred again, staring at Jess who'd started to run her fingers up and down each side of her tight little puss. "That's it. Just like that."
 

Yeah. Just like that the two of them seemed to disappear into their own world, one they'd already managed to carve out together even though they'd barely known each other for two days.
 

All the warmth and wonder at what was happening disappeared and I suddenly felt very alone standing there watching things go down.
 

"How 'bout you get that big black dildo and play some with that, huh?" Rick asked.
 

Without batting an eye Jess reached behind herself and pulled up the black dildo off the bed.
 

My cock hardened. I'd never see her do anything like this before. She was being so open about her sexuality it was hard to believe it was really her. She spread her legs wider, wide enough that the soft lips of her peach split open revealing her tender, pink core.
 

She put the dildo between her legs, pressed it against her pussy, then started to rub.
 

"Mmmm, shit yeah," Rick purred from inside the screen.
 

So at this point I was pretty much ready to pop. It was as confusing a boner as I'd ever had but I was seriously ready to blow. My wife, sitting on the bed touching herself with a big, black dildo she'd bought that day. Her client jacking off on the screen in front of her.
 

They were having a good time, why the hell shouldn't I be, right? I reached down and grabbed my belt buckle and started to pull it open. I caught Jess's eye.
 

She looked up, brow furrowed in a frown and gave a quick shake of her head.
 

At first I wasn't sure what she meant. Was she really telling me to stop? I thought we were all doing this together? I didn't understand so I just kept doing what I'd been doing, trying to get my pants off.
 

Rick's low laugh rolled out of the speakers. "Easy does it there, buddy. I ain't paying for a screen-full of cock. You've got her all to yourself all night. Why don't we try something else out for right now?"
 

Again I felt a little sheepish at the way he was treating me. How the hell was I supposed to have known what they wanted? No one told me. I thought I was joining in on the fun and now it felt like I was being made fun of, for fuck's sake!
 

"Don't get all butt-hurt, Scottie," Rick said, chuckling again.
 

I don't know what gave it away, my body language or what.
 

"Why don't you get down on your knees in front of your wife and kiss that sweet pussy of hers, huh?"
 

Another shudder of pleasure raced through me. Now there was something I could get behind.
 

"Scott," Jess whispered as I was about to get on my knees in front of the bed. "Get the chair!" She pointed at the chair in the corner of the room where I'd been sitting.
 

I jogged over, grabbed the chair and brought it back putting it in front of the bed. She passed me the laptop and I set it up on the chair, so Rick could have a good view of her while I put my face between her legs.
 

So I was getting pretty pumped. I liked eating pussy and I was excited to find out what it would feel like doing it while someone else watched. It was going to be a hard time trying not to touch myself while I did it but Rick was right, I would have her all to myself all night.
 

I sank down to my knees.
 

Jess leaned forward and adjusted the screen behind me. Then she put the dildo off to one side and spread her pussy open with her fingers, inviting me closer.
 

She'd gotten herself so worked up with the dildo that her pussy was drooling a creamy, white goo. It smelled just as good as it always did when she was turned on so I had no trouble pressing my mouth against her cunt and giving her slit a flick with my tongue.
 

She shivered and let out a quiet moan.
 

"Oh shit," Rick's voice came from behind me out of the speakers. "Shit, baby girl, you like that shit, don't you? You like getting that nice pussy eaten out, huh?"
 

As I felt Jess's hand press against the back of my head, pulling me closer to her pussy, I couldn't help but look up.
 

Her mouth was open and she was breathing hard. She nodded at Rick and squirmed as she tried to press herself harder against me. I stared at her for a good long time, hoping she'd look at me again, hoping she'd look down and reconnect and this would be about us.
 

She didn't. She was fixated on Rick, staring at him, probably staring into his eyes as he stroked his cock on the other side of... from wherever he was.
 

It didn't take too long for Rick to start grunting and groaning through the speakers. "Oh baby your face looks beautiful," he rumbled. "Show me those eyes."
 

I looked up again.
 

Jess was as far away from me as she'd ever been. Her gaze was locked on Rick even as I fucked her pussy with my tongue.
 

Was it hot? Fuck, I don't know. Yeah... I guess something about it was hot. I did kind of want her to look down but... it was like she was fucking him, you know?
 

God that got me hard. I started imagining what that would be like. What would it be like to see her with Rick? He looked like a big, pretty beefy guy. What would it be like seeing his big frame between Jess's legs? What it feel like watching him sink his cock into her snatch?
 

The thought made me double down on licking her pussy. Even though my jaw was sore I'd made myself so horny just thinking about her with Rick I wanted this to be over so I could fuck her myself.
 

She started mewling. Behind me, Rick started panting and saying "That's it, that's it, just like that."
 

I knew they were staring at each other. I knew they were looking into each other's eyes. I didn't care. I just wanted it to be over so I could take her back and make her mine.
 

Her pussy started squeezing around my tongue.
 

Rick let out a powerful grunt.
 

Jess yanked me forward with her hands, slamming my face against her cunt.
 

They both started to come.
 

Jess flailed and writhed beneath my mouth, her pussy spraying and splashing me with juice as she scaled her climax.
 

I couldn't make out the sounds Rick was making any more but I was pretty sure he was having a good time. It was a strange but powerfully arousing feeling, being in between them like that.
 

When it was over, I thought she was going to shut the laptop and we could be together. That's not exactly what happened. 
 

After pushing me gently out from between her legs, she sat on the edge of the bed smiling at Rick on the screen.
 

I could see tiny shudders of pleasure still running up her back.
 

"That was nice, baby," Rick purred.
 

"Mmhmm," Jess replied, resting her chin on her fist.
 

Ding!
 

I couldn't see the screen any more but the way Jess's eyes went wide I knew it had been a big tip.
 

"Alright. You go take care of your husband. See you tomorrow?" Rick asked.
 

Jess sighed, as if she were a little deflated at him having to go. "Yeah. For sure."
 

I trembled at the sound of my wife making another date with him. They didn't say anything else. She hung up the call and turned to me.
 

"Baby," I said, crawling back toward her.
 

She smiled, though it was a little weak, and almost looked like she was going to say 'no.'" A moment before I touched her leg, she laid back on the bed and spread herself open.
 

I was a little conflicted, to be honest. I wanted this to be as good for her as it was going to be for me. I crawled up onto the bed, kicking my pants off as I went. I lay down next to her and kissed her on the cheek.
 

"Ew," she said, smiling and pushing my face away. "You smell like pussy."
 

It was a strange thing to do and even though I was hugely turned on, I couldn't help but feel a little wounded, a little rejected by it. "Sorry," I muttered, starting to get my self-pity on.
 

"Oh come on, don't be like that!" Jess snapped. "You know how turned off I get when you pout."
 

My cock was throbbing and I really needed the inside of her but it was hard to make sense of everything I was feeling. Not to mention trying to figure out what she was going through. Thoughts started churning inside my mind until they were a vortex that threatened to swallow me and drown and desire I might have left for Jess...
 

"Hey," came her soft whisper.
 

I looked up into her eyes. They were kind again.
 

"Come here," she said. Pulling on me, she guided me into place between her legs.
 

The wet heat of her sex was a welcome salve on my bruised ego, or whatever it was that was killing the mood. Her pussy cured all.
 

As I dipped into it with the head of my cock I let the healing absence of being me wash over me. Now there was only my cock inside her. That was all that mattered.
 

My thrusts came fast and hard and I let my body take over.
 

Jess trailed her hands down my back until they came to rest on my flexing ass, thrusting me inside.
 

I opened my eyes and looked into hers.
 

She was smiling.
 

A tremor of doubt cracked the armour of pleasure the succor of her cunt had brought. What did that smile mean? Was she smiling because she was happy? Because she felt good? Because she felt good that I felt good?
 

Or was there something else? Was there something more sinister?
 

Was it because she'd figured out the secret to making me do exactly what I wanted?
 

A surge of anger stiffened my cock and made me ram into her extra hard. I wanted to punish her with my fucking, suddenly.
 

Her smile widened. "That's it, baby," she cooed. "Fill me up with your cum."
 

A river of semen shot through my cock, drowning me in lust.
 






Chapter 14

 


It went on for a week like that. She had lots of clients. Sometimes as many as ten a day.
 

Sometimes I'd come home and she'd still be camming, sitting up in the bedroom and performing for other men.
 

It sounds a little pathetic, maybe, but sometimes I'd just sit at the bottom of the stairs and listen to her getting herself off. Every once in a while I'd be able to hear the other guy, too. I say pathetic because come on, what kind of man does that? But I did.
 

Not only that, but I liked it, too.
 

By the end of that week she'd made almost two thousand dollars. Two thousand dollars!
 

Apparently this was an anomaly in the world of web cam girls. Most barely scraped by. Some didn't make any money at all.
 

My wife was a natural, or so it seemed.
 

That whole week, every night after dinner, after we were finished clearing the dishes and after we'd taken our showers, we would crawl into bed and she would roll onto her back and give herself to me.
 

I took it, like any guy would. Even though I felt her... growing reticence, I guess you'd call it. Every night she seemed a little more tired, a little less aroused. But she powered through. Trying to be a good wife, I guess.
 

Until Saturday rolled around.
 

She decided not to "work" on Saturday, because that's what we started calling it. I guess to normalize things for both of us. It was a hell of a lot better job than I had, at least as far as income was concerned.
 

We decided Saturday was going to be just us. We'd sleep in late, go out for breakfast. You know, the kind of stuff normal people do. It almost worked out.
 

Almost.
 

I fell out of sleep slowly. We'd drawn the blackout blinds the night before so it was pretty dark in the room. I reached over, hoping to feel Jess's warm body next to mine.
 

Nothing.
 

She was gone.
 

I sat up with a start and looked over toward the bathroom. The light was off, meaning she wasn't in there. My heart skipped a beat. For no particular reason except for the fact that Jess loved sleeping in on weekend almost as much as she loved shopping. It was weird that she wasn't there.
 

I got up out of the bed and walked to the door of the bedroom. The house seemed quiet. Holding my breath, I could just make out the sound coming from the guest bedroom at the end of the hall.
 

A nervous, adrenaline fuelled rush of jealousy swept through me. Somehow, I knew even then what she was doing. Bracing myself for the inevitable discovery, I started to make my down the hall.
 

The sound got louder as I walked. A frantic, uncontrollable panting mixed with the occasional moan.
 

I sat down outside the door and listened.
 

The sounds inside grew. The bed started to buck against the wall.
 

Jess, my wife, on the day we were supposed to spend together, was in the guest bedroom having sex with someone online.
 

I started justifying it, making excuses for what she was doing, you know? I could totally understand that she was excited about the money. I was excited about it too. We'd paid off a quarter of our credit card debt with her earnings. Why shouldn't I be excited about her making more?
 

But as I sat there listening to her pleasuring herself, knowing there was another guy on the end of the line and not me, no amount of placating would take away the feeling that was gnawing at the pit of my stomach.
 

Jess stifled a scream inside the room. By the way it sounded I could tell that she'd slapped her hand over her mouth to keep the sound from escaping.
 

My stomach twisted in an angry, jealous lust.
 

Was it a betrayal? Or was it just hot? I couldn't even fucking tell any more.
 

Suddenly I wasn't able to control myself. I shot up. My heart thumped, sending blood rushing from my heart to my head. My head started to spin. I grabbed the door handle and twisted.
 

Jess gasped as I fell into the room. She slammed the lid of the laptop shut and threw it down beside the bed. Her legs snapped shut but a moment too late. I'd already seen it.
 

"What the fuck is that?" I growled.
 

"Oh Scott," she whimpered, curling up. "It's... it's nothing." She pressed her hand between her thighs trying to pull whatever it was that was jammed up her pussy, out.
 

I stormed over beside the bed, grabbed her thigh and yanked her legs apart. Ignoring my own arousal at the scent of her leaking pussy, I reached down and wrapped my hand around the small flange sticking out of her cunt. I pulled it out slowly. Her pussy emitted a wet slurp, as if it didn't want to let the thing go. It was covered in her juice. I held it up. "What the fuck is this?" I asked.
 

She wouldn't look at me at first. She kept her eyes on the pillow and slowly closed her legs.
 

"What the fuck is this?!?" I roared.
 

Jess didn't seem scared by my outburst. She turned to look at me, her eyes calm, looking almost sleepy. "It's vibrator," she replied softly.
 

"A vibrator?" I growled.
 

"Yeah. It's a vibrator that... it hooks up to my computer."
 

What?
 

"It does what?" I whispered, barely able to believe it, although now that I think about it how could a thing like that not exist?
 

"It... one of my clients sent it to me. He... he controls it on the other end."
 

It began to dawn on me what was going on. Somehow this felt worse. This felt worse than Jess flicking her clit while someone watched. This felt worse than Jess stuffing her tight hole with a big, black dildo.
 

This... this was... this was like someone was actually fucking her. Right? Wasn't it? I mean, the only thing missing was the other guy's cock.
 

"Are you mad?" Her voice was soft and she sounded a little scared.
 

"Am I mad?"
 

She nodded.
 

Was I? I felt like I had been. I'd felt furious sitting outside the door, listening to what was going on inside the room. Now that I was standing there, now that I'd confronted her about it, I just didn't know.
 

My cock was swelling even as jealousy filled my chest. "Why?" I asked. "Why'd you do it?"
 

I don't know what I expected the answer to be. Well, maybe I do. I think I wanted her to say that she did it for the money. I didn't expect what the answer really was, or my reaction to it.
 

"He really wanted to," she said quietly, staring at me the whole time.
 

"He?"
 

"It was Rick. He sent it to me. He really wanted to see me."
 

Rick. Fucking Rick. She'd been fucking Rick while I slept.
 

I didn't even have words for the feeling that swept through me. Angry? Yeah, sure I was angry but it was so much more than that. My dick was hard and ready and I just... I just wanted to own her again, if that makes any sense.
 

She was still lying on her side when I sank down onto the bed on my knees. She was completely naked, her pussy juice drizzling down one side of her ass onto the quilt that covered the bed.
 

I pried her ass up and eyed her sticky, pink hole. Then my eyes wandered over to the winking dark hole that led to her ass. My cock jumped at the sight.
 

Jess wrapped her fist around my cock and brought me close. "Yeah? Is that what you want?" she asked, her eyes filled with excitement and life again. "You want to put it in my ass don't you?"
 

A wicked smiled filled with mischief formed along her pretty mouth. She jerked me closer.
 

I had to grab one side of her ass to keep from toppling over onto her. The head of my cock touched her sloppy puss. I was a goner. With a single, slick thrust, I powered into my wife.
 

She only let me have a few quick pumps before pushing me away. Her hand settled on her ass as she spread herself open for me. The hole she'd never let me touch. "Come on baby. It's all yours."
 

Fuck that vixen. She was a fucking siren dragging me down into the abyss I just didn't know what the abyss was. It didn't feel right at all what was happening and felt so right at the same time.
 

The head of my cock touched that forbidden ring.
 

Jess gasped but pried herself apart even wider. "Come on baby. Push it in," she said, sounding like she was daring me to do it.
 

Clenching my jaw I pressed my hips forward. The head of my cock popped into to her ass.
 

I'll never forget the look she gave me. I'll never forget the way her mouth popped open, or her wide eyes. Or how her hand slid between her legs, a finger spinning circles around her clit. I'll never forget the way she sounded as she whispered "holy fuck!" like she never imagined anything could feel as good as getting popped in the ass.
 

And then the memory came. The memory of what she'd just been doing, moments before I'd stepped into the room. She'd been in here with another guy, whether it was online or not didn't matter. She'd been in here having sex with another fucking guy.
 

My cock grew as I shoved it deeper into her ass.
 

She felt it. One corner of her mouth twisted into that same wicked smile. "You're thinking about it aren't you?" she said, goading me to confess. "You're thinking about him fucking me, aren't you?"
 

Even as I started fucking her dark hole my mind was like, "wait, what?" Who said anything about him actually fucking her?
 

"He wants to, Scott." She stared at me with piercing eyes, trying to size up my reaction.
 

What the fuck?!? My hips flailed against her, my cock rock hard. I looked down to see my shaft disappearing into her pretty ass.
 

"He wants to really come here and fuck me," she whispered.
 

Was she for real? Was she being serious? He wanted to fuck her for real? Or was this just an act?
 

Act or not I couldn't help that my cock flexed inside her and started to spill precum.
 

"If I say yes will you let him?" she asked, panting.
 

"W-what?" I stammered. The blood was pounding in my veins. It felt like my head was going to fucking explode. "What?"
 

"Would you let him fuck me Scott? For real?"
 

Her finger made a wet slapping sound between her legs as she sped up the spinning around her clit. Her mouth was open and I could tell she was as close as I was.
 

For real? Was this for real?
 

"Fuck Jess... "
 

Cum surged through my dick. I went rigid as I realized she was going to let me blast it into her ass. "Fuck Jess... "
 

"Baby?" she whimpered.
 

"Yes. Fucking yes."
 

It came out as a low groan as I doubled over her. Her ass clenched around my cock, climax gripping her body. She screamed. I roared.
 

My hot cum filled her ass.
 

Our bodies slammed against each other on the bed, bucking and fucking out the climax until there was nothing left.
 

The glide down was smooth with tiny tremors of pleasure shaking through both of us, seeing us down.
 

I kept my cock in her ass even as it got soft, trying to remember what it felt like to be in there. But before it deflated completely, Jess pushed me out.
 

She scrambled onto her knees and bowed before me, staring up at me like she was worshipping a god. Taking my cock in hand, she dove down onto it with her mouth.
 

I've never seen a filthier, more beautiful thing in my life than my wife taking the cock I'd just pulled out of her ass into her mouth.
 

She didn't take her eyes off me for a second as she slurped and sucked, cleaning me off. Jizz drooled down her chin. She caught it with a finger and stuffed it into her mouth.
 

And then? When she was done? She got up on her knees and came face to face with me. Taking my head in both hands she brought me close, tilted it and slammed her face against me in a kiss.
 

The taste of my spunk and my cock and her pussy and her ass exploded in my mouth. She shared what she hadn't swallowed with me. We passed it back and forth on each other's tongues.
 

In the end, she took it and swallowed it and showed me her tongue as proof that she loved me enough to take that inside herself like that.
 

Lying on the bed, her body curled into mine, she turned her head. "Are we going to do this?" she asked.
 

Ha! Just like that. Were we going to do this? Fuck.
 

"Well?" she whispered. "Are we?"
 

We'd already come this far, right?
 

"Yeah."
 






Chapter 15

 


Jess and I got there first. It was a ma and pa motel just off the interstate. We hadn't wanted to tell Rick where we lived and he'd been fine with that, just giving us a general idea of where he was in the country.
 

As luck would have it we were within an eight hour drive of each other. It was his idea to meet half way.
 

The place wasn't seedy in the way you'd expect a motel of that calibre to be. It was clean, well-kept and the beds were actually pretty comfortable. The floors were carpet and not tile, which added a lot and generally the room was warm and inviting.
 

When we got there we still had a few hours before Rick said he would show up so we went out to dinner at a local Lone Star Grill, then picked up a couple of bottles of wine at the store before heading back.
 

We were both pretty nervous. Jess talked a lot. Much more than she usually did, making it painfully obvious that she was almost, or maybe as freaked out as I was.
 

"We can still back out you know?" I said after an lengthy silence back in the room where we were both sipping wine.
 

She looked over at me and the forced smile she'd been wearing all night disappeared from her lips. "Is that what you want?" she asked, quietly.
 

I nearly laughed out loud. It was just such a funny question now that we'd driven four hours to a motel in the middle of nowhere so I could let a stranger fuck my wife. I didn't laugh though, thinking that would only stress her out. It would have.
 

"I want what you want. I just wanted you to know that if you're having second thoughts... "
 

"I'm not." The interruption was quick and decisive and abrupt, making it absolutely clear that what she wanted was to let another man fuck her.
 

My guts began to twist because, well, you know, that's what happens when you're sitting across the table from your wife and she is dead certain she wants to make love to another man.
 

When the knock came at the door we both jumped and I spilled a splash of wine on the orange t-shirt I was wearing. "Fuck," I muttered, dabbing at the stain with a napkin.
 

Jess got up, straightened the white sun dress she was wearing, glanced over at me and nodded, then walked over to the door. She put her hand on the handle and took a deep breath.
 

I stood up. The moment seemed to demand some sort of ceremony.
 

Rick was larger in real life than he'd appeared on the computer screen. Maybe it was because the motel room felt small, I don't know. He was wearing a big, toothy grin and the orange light of the street lamp in the parking lot was reflecting on his bald head.
 

He looked at Jess, his eyes raking up and down her body before he glanced at me. "Uh... is this a bad time?" he asked.
 

Jess looked at me, confused and even more scared than she'd looked before he got there. "What? No... I... we... "
 

"Hey, relax!" Rick bellowed, putting a paw on her shoulder like he owned her already. "I was just joking! It's just the atmosphere in here feels like you just got back from a funeral or something!"
 

Jess forced a smile as he laughed but I could see her body was stiff because of his hand holding her shoulder.
 

I wondered if she was having second thoughts now that he was there. I also wondered if I shouldn't step in and ask her again if she was.
 

I don't know why I didn't. Something... some twisted sense of voyeurism had me in its clutches and I knew I wouldn't be able to do or say anything to stop this until we saw it through.
 

Jess closed the door behind him as he stepped into the room and set his small duffel down by the door. He seemed even bigger inside, kind of like a bear.
 

His arms were thick. Not particularly muscular, just beefy, the way big guys are. He looked back and forth at the two of us a few times, then smiled.
 

A jealousy rushed through me. Not because of all the times that Jess had cammed with him, but because of that last time. The Saturday morning where she was supposed to be sleeping in with me and had gone to the other room to cam with him instead.
 

"Alright, listen up," he said, settling into one of the chairs by the small table. He had a deep voice and his face was all big features that filled the room. Big lips, a strong nose and what seemed to be a strong jaw beneath his beard. "If you guys changed your mind or something you better tell me now because... "
 

"No." Jess said it almost in a whisper but it was loud enough to stop him talking.
 

"No?" he asked.
 

"No," she echoed.
 

Rick looked over at me.
 

I was still standing, my arms at my sides, staring at him and occasionally glancing at Jess as I imagined what it would be like to see his massive body between her legs. That had made my cock hard. Thankfully the orange t-shirt I was wearing was long enough to cover my crotch. Still, I wondered if he knew.
 

He glanced down at my mid-riff but if he noticed my hard-on, didn't let on. "What about you Scott?"
 

Hearing him say my name was strange. Fuck, it was all strange. It was that kind of deja vu feeling you get that you know it's not really something that's happened before. More like something you've been expecting.
 

The place smelled funny now, too.
 

"I... "
 

All three of us waited in the silence for me to make up my mind.
 

"I'm good."
 

Rick nodded and gave his beard a single stroke with a finger and thumb.
 

Jess was still standing by the door.
 

"In that case," Rick said, nodding to the bottle, "you mind sharing some of that wine?"
 

Jess and I sighed at the same time and some of the heaviness seemed to lift from the atmosphere in the room.
 

Rick chuckled then thanked me as I handed him some wine in a cup. He took a sip, then started chatting us up.
 

It was all easy small talk. He asked what we did, asked how Jess had started camming, asked what our plans were for the summer.
 

I started to feel a little more at ease as he talked, even though I had the distinct feeling that he'd done this before. He was like a really smooth con man, one who's in it for the long con. He knew not to push or say he needed to get down to business. Just getting us all nice and relaxed.
 

It felt a little bit like we were being played but even that was comforting, somehow.
 

I wanted someone else to be in charge. I had no fucking idea what I was doing, that was for sure. I had no idea why I got so turned on by the idea of seeing my wife with another man. I had no idea how I would feel once it had actually happened. I just knew that for me there was no turning back. I had to see Jess fuck this guy.
 

The sound of her laughter dragged me out of my thoughts. She'd sat down next to him at the table and they were talking in low voices, possibly flirting, I couldn't hear from where I was standing.
 

Rick had poured himself another plastic cup full of the wine and was smiling at Jess a lot.
 

When I looked at her my chest swelled and I was filled with a rush of... what the hell was it? Pride?
 

I say pride because it filled me so completely I thought I was going to burst. This wasn't the Jess that I was used to looking at. This wasn't the Jess that I woke up next to every morning.
 

This was a Jess that I hadn't seen in a really, really long time. She was trying with him.
 

I know that might sound strange because it was a done deal, right? He was there to fuck her. But still, something about the situation had changed her. She was giggling and batting her eyes like she was eighteen all over again and getting drunk at a frat party.
 

It was a little bit like watching a different person, someone who wasn't my wife. But the fact that she was my wife just made it all the hotter.
 

I sat down on a chair in the corner and just stared as the two of the laughed and talked. When Rick made his first move, a column of lust hardened my cock.
 

He reached in slowly, using a lull in the conversation to touch his finger to her chin.
 

Jess blushed and lowered her eyes, knowing what he was going to do, but didn't resist. Instead, she leaned forward and tilted her head to one side, her hair falling over one shoulder.
 

I thought the suspense between that moment and the moment their lips met was going to tear me apart.
 

When their lips did finally touch that column of arousal hardened even more but not before I felt like I'd been punched in the gut.
 

This was not the computer any more. This was not my wife "fucking" in virtual reality. This was the real thing, flesh and blood, his mouth on hers with nothing in between.
 

I sat and watched, my mouth hanging open, my cock throbbing between my legs.
 

He kissed her gently at first. He moved his hand from her chin to her cheek, cupping her face as he plunged his tongue deeper into her mouth.
 

Into her fucking mouth.
 

Where only I'd ever been since we'd said our vows.
 

Jess was shy at first, I could tell. Her cheeks were flushed and it wasn't from the wine because she never got red from booze. She was moving funny, sort of stiff and awkward and I knew why. As horny as she'd gotten since she'd started camming, she'd always been a bit of a prude. I'm pretty sure making out with another guy while her husband watched was way out of her comfort zone.
 

Nevertheless, she didn't stop.
 

After about fifteen minutes of this, Rick started getting a little more adventurous. His hand dropped from her cheek, down to her neck, then started sliding down the white fabric of the sundress on her shoulder.
 

Jess sat up straighter as he hooked his fingers under one of the straps that was holding the dress up. She broke away from the kiss, her breathing heavy, her face still flushed.
 

"You alright?" Rick asked quietly and with a smile.
 

Jess glanced at me out of the corner of her eye.
 

She looked so fucking beautiful right then I wished I had my phone out to take a picture. Rosy cheeked, her hair a little mussed up, her lips purple with wine and the guilty look she was wearing because of what she'd just done.
 

Even if she'd been waiting for some sign from me, some confirmation, permission that what she was about to do was alright, I couldn't give it. Not because I didn't want to but because I actually felt like I couldn't move.
 

It felt like I was strapped in place in my chair and would never be able to get up.
 

Her breaking our stare and looking back at Rick drove the warmest, sharpest knife into my heart. Like she was telling me she didn't care what I thought. She was going to do what she was going to do.
 

He slipped the strap off her shoulder, taking her bra strap with it. The dress fell away revealing the top curve of her breast. The fabric clung to the tip of her tit, not revealing her nipple in a tantalizing tease.
 

Rick looked down.
 

My stomach wrenched into a knot. He was about to touch my wife's breast.
 

He cupped the underside of it. At the same time he leaned forward.
 

Jess tilted her head for him the other way, exposing her neck.
 

His lips pressed against her soft skin as he started to gently suck.
 

She closed her eyes and her mouth opened in a quiet moan.
 

He played with her breast, caressing it, kneading it gently as he left a wet trail of kisses up and down the side of her neck. When she was good and worked up, panting, her pussy probably nice and hot, he hooked his fingers over the fabric and pulled again.
 

The dress and bra fell down, exposing her soft breast, the nipple swollen hard.
 

"Baby," he growled as he cupped the bare tit and lowered his mouth. "They look even better in real life."
 

This seemed to shake Jess from the slightly drunken daydream she'd been living. She stiffened again and turned to look at me, her eyes suddenly filled with panic.
 

Maybe it finally dawned on her for real, what was happening. Maybe she had a moment of doubt.
 

Whatever it was, I surprised myself with my reaction to it. I felt myself smiling slightly. I say felt because it really did feel like I was outside of myself. I smiled at her slightly and then mouthed the words, "It's okay, baby. It's alright."
 

She gasped at my permission in a way that her chest swelled bringing it closer to Rick's mouth. She wrapped her hand around the back of his head and, still staring at me, pulled him close.
 

He gobbled her nipple into his mouth and started to suck.
 

"Oh fuck," she squeaked, the sound a confession of her love for having her nipple sucked.
 

Rick looked up at her for a moment, then, took more of her breast into his mouth. His hand wandered down onto her lap and spread her legs apart.
 

There she was. My Jess. Sitting with her back arched, Rick's mouth sucking on her tit. Her feet had come up off the floor so that she was holding them up on her toes, calves flexed.
 

My cock was ready to burst I was so fucking turned on. Even though I hadn't had much wine, I tucked my hand into my pants and wrapped a fist around my cock. If they were going to have a good time, I sure as hell was going to, too.
 






Chapter 16

 


It didn't take long for Jess to start panting and swaying back and forth.
 

Rick kept working the same nipple which, he didn't know this but I did, only drove her more crazy.
 

Pretty soon I heard the wet sounds slapping out from between her thighs and I knew he had started finger fucking her, too.
 

They found a steady rhythm together and I watched as Jess climbed towards her climax. A few minutes later her whole body flexed and she threw her head back, mouth closed, stifling a scream. I heard her pussy squirt as she started to shoot juice across Rick's thick arm.
 

He worked her down from her orgasm, sucking her nipple and fucking her with his fingers until her body shook and she couldn't take any more. Then he moved his mouth to her neck again, coating it in soft kisses until she couldn't take that either and she had to pull away.
 

That's when he lifted his fingers out from between her legs, lifted them to her mouth and pushed them in, feeding her her own juice.
 

The ache in my cock became painful as I watched her lick and slurp all of it off his digits. It was so filthy and lewd the way she looked like she wanted to please him by doing it. She looked like such a little slut working for her pay.
 

As she licked and cleaned his fingers, Rick smiled and started slowly lowering his hand.
 

At first, Jess just lowered her head to follow but after a few moments she understood what he was after. Pushing the chair out from behind her, she sank to her knees in front of him, keeping his fingers in her mouth the whole time.
 

"Atta girl," Rick purred. "You're a fucking natural."
 

With his fingers still in her mouth, Jess found his belt with her hands and gave it a quick tug to let it loose. She fumbled with the button of his jeans and the zipper for a bit, but managed to get them both open.
 

I couldn't resist taking the opportunity to free myself. I stood up and tugged my pants off. My cock sprang out, hard as a board and I grabbed before sitting back down. I looked up just in time to see Jess pull out Rick's thick cock. Fuck was it ever thick.
 

He was half-hard from kissing and fingering her but from where I was sitting his cock looked as thick as a coke can.
 

Jess put her hand on it but she couldn't wrap her fingers all the way.
 

I, of course, immediately thought of how the hell was he going to fit inside her with meat that thick? Jess was tight! I pushed the thought aside and focused on the show.
 

Jess was staring at his cock wide-eyed, stroking it slowly with her fingers, seeming nervous about taking it into her mouth. Her eyes flitted sideways towards me a few times, as if she was looking for more permission or instruction or both.
 

I was still speechless. Every time she looked at me I couldn't stop staring at her wide eyes, the shape her mouth made, or how flushed her cheeks looked.
 

Rick came to the rescue. "Come on baby," he whispered, putting his finger on her chin and turning her head to face him again. "You don't worry about him. He's fine."
 

Who knew comforting reassurance meant for one person could make someone else feel so bad and good at the same time. He was owning her. He wasn't just about to fuck her, he was taking her for himself, telling her what to do and how to act.
 

Her obeying him made it incredibly hot.
 

Rick put his hand on the back of her head and brought her mouth closer to the head of his cock.
 

My heart punched the inside of my rib cage with a thud.
 

Jess's lips were just a fraction of an inch away, her mouth open, her eyes wide and staring at the swelling, purple head. A clear bead of saliva formed at the corner of her mouth, pooled, then dripped down, trickling onto his cock.
 

Pulling her down, Rick made her take his cock into her mouth.
 

Nothing had ever come close to the feeling of watching my wife take another man's cock into her mouth.
 

I saw something change about Jess in that moment. As Rick forced his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth, I saw a different side of her emerge. A hungry side. She didn't push back or try to take it slow. She looked she wanted to gobble that cock up.
 

Opening her throat she was able to take about half of him into her mouth before I heard her gag.
 

That sloppy, guttural sound made me throb. What a filthy thing to get turned on by, too! My wife was gagging on another cock and it was making me hard as fuck.
 

Rick's hips started moving back and forth as he started to fuck her mouth. I mean actually fuck her mouth. This was no longer Jess giving him a blow job. This was Rick using her mouth like it was her cunt.
 

She lasted a good few minutes before she had to come up for air. She gave him a tap on the thigh.
 

Instead of pulling out right away, he drove his shaft a little deeper into her, held himself there, then pulled out really fast.
 

Jess gagged again, her stomach tightening as she doubled over. She didn't throw up. As the head of Rick's cock came out of her mouth, a long strand of bile and drool clung between the tip and her lip. Her mascara had started to run a bit, making her look like she was crying.
 

To be honest, it looked pretty rough but hot, too.
 

"Alright baby, that's enough of that," Rick said. He reached down with both hands and gave her nipples another stiff twist which made her shriek.
 

I was pretty shocked by that. I'd certainly never treated her that roughly. I liked to think of myself as a considerate lover, not the kind of alpha jerk that would do whatever the fuck he wanted.
 

Her reaction was almost more shocking, though. She seemed right into it. Instead of glaring at him or slapping him or worse, she looked up with big eyes and lips parted in a willing sort of way. Like she was asking "what next?"
 

Without blinking, Rick rolled her over onto her stomach, then, grabbing her hips, yanked them up until her ass was in the air and her face still on the bed.
 

I shook as I saw her pussy squeeze and gush a fresh squirt of juice down her leg. I was breathing hard knowing that her body was getting ready for his, getting ready to take his fat cock as deep as he could drill it in.
 

Rick put one knee on the bed, still standing on his other foot. He closed the distance between them with his cock in his fist. As the head of his cock touched her slick folds, he dragged it up and down her soaked slit, coating it in her fluid.
 

That's when she looked at me. Her eyes were wide and looked almost scared but I knew it wasn't because of his cock. The fear turned to lust and hunger as he pressed the head of his cock against her and I watched it slip past her lips into her insides.
 

Her pussy stretched to accommodate him, drooling greasy juice as he started to fuck his cock in and out. The wet slaps of his sack against her clit bounced around the room.
 

When Rick started to grunt I knew it wasn't going to be long before he shot his spunk into her cunt.
 

Well, I was wrong about that.
 

He fucked her for a little while longer alright. Long enough to make her come.
 

Fuck she came so hard. With Rick taking her hard and fast from behind, her finger gripped the sheets, tugging them off the corners of the mattress as her pussy clenched and clamped around his cock.
 

Each time he pulled out of her, her pussy would gush a fresh swell of hot juice all over him. She moaned and mewled as her body twisted through the orgasm with Rick taking her good and hard.
 

Then it was over for her and I was sure he was going to blow up inside her but he had other plans.
 

With Jess almost falling sideways, exhausted onto the bed he hauled her ass back up and yanked his cock out.
 

Without a second thought, Rick spat straight down, a glob of his saliva landing squarely on her tight, dark back hole.
 

Jess seemed to wake up. Her eyes went wide and she glanced at me.
 

I couldn't be sure whether she was excited or terrified.
 

Taking himself in hand, Rick gave the tight ring of muscle a few slaps with the head of his cock before he started stroking himself with one hand and working her open with the other.
 

And Jess fucking loved it. Her ass started to sway again, as if she was so proud to display herself for him.
 

When he shoved the tip of his thumb into her to stretch her out she even pushed back against me, showing him he could take her as deep as he wanted.
 

I was horny out of my mind by this point, ready to blow in my own pants. I kept my shit together, though. I wanted to feel the inside of Jess after all this was done.
 

Rick pulled his thumb out of her ass. Stretching her apart with both hands, he pressed the thick head of his cock against her hole again and put some weight into it.
 

Jess gasped, then moaned as it slipped inside.
 

Rick didn't need more encouragement than that. Leaning forward he started feeding inch after inch of his cock into her tight ass.
 

Jess groaned and grimaced and even bit the pillow at one point but didn't complain at all. She seemed intent on being a good slut and taking everything he had.
 

When he'd pushed the last inch of himself inside, Rick let out a low groan and started to fuck my wife again, burying his cock over and over inside her ass.
 

As he drilled himself into her, Jess opened her eyes and met my gaze. She looked so beautiful. She'd never been that into anal but now she looked like she was having the time of her life satisfying Rick's desires. With her face pressing into the pillow, she mouthed the words "I love you" and nearly made me blow.
 

Rick emitted another grunt and I knew that this was going to be it for sure. His nuts came up between his legs and his thrusts slowed down. His cock was half-way into her so I could see it flex and harden, stretching her out even more.
 

He came with a shout.
 

A moment later, hot, white cream came seeping out from between his cock and her tight ass. It ran down the inside of her thighs and began to soak the sheets.
 

Rick held himself inside of her, cresting the orgasm completely still, then started to fuck her again trying to chase the tail end of it down. With his cock still spewing, he pulled it out of her ass. He reached down and put a hand on her cheek to pull her close.
 

A cold column of disbelief made my eyes go wide.
 

Jess scrambled up onto all fours, still desperate to please her lover, opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. She knew what he wanted from her.
 

Rick shoved his cock back inside.
 

I'd never seen a filthier or hotter thing in my whole life. Jess gagged a couple of times as his dick retched the last of its load deep into her throat but didn't throw up. The semen she couldn't swallow came dripping down the corners of her mouth.
 

Rick grabbed her by the hair again and pulled her off. With her tongue still out, he made her lick first one side, then the other, then the top and finally the underside of his cock until it was completely clean. Once it was, he put a finger on her chin and made her look up into his eyes. He admired her like that for a while, a big grin on his face. 
 

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he stepped away from the bed and started putting on his clothes.
 

Neither Jess or I really knew what to do. So, she stayed on all fours, his hot spunk dripping out of her ass and mouth and I stayed sitting quietly in my chair.
 

Rick got dressed quickly but not rushing. He glanced over at me, shot me a smile, then looked at Jess before walking to the door. "Any time you guys want a repeat performance just let me know!" he said, chuckling before he opened the door.
 

And then he was gone.
 

The room felt empty without him and it suddenly felt like we were strangers and not husband and wife.
 

Jess looked over at me, still on all fours, still not knowing what to do.
 

I realized it was up to me to take charge. I didn't wait for an invitation. I walked over to her, mesmerized by how filthy and used she was.
 

She just kept staring at me, maybe trying to read my reaction. Finally, she spoke. "You like that baby?" she asked, swinging her ass slightly toward me so I could get a good look at what the jizz looked like dripping out of it up close. "You like seeing me be a filthy slut?"
 

That fired me up. I yanked my cock out and put my hand on her ass.
 

"What're you gonna do to me?" she teased, swinging her ass back and forth. "You gonna fuck me in the ass like he did?" she asked.
 

I didn't want any of that. I just needed to get off. I needed to feel like a husband again, like I was in charge. Sometimes you just need to own some shit, you know?
 

I started stroking my cock and running my other hand over her messy body.
 

Jess seemed to understand what I needed. "Yeah? You gonna spray it all over me? You want to come on my tits? Or you want to come on my face baby?" She had such a lewd, slutty expression on, her lips parted in a sort of snarl.
 

The tension built between my legs as I got ready to come. I felt super-heated, standing over her, cock in hand, touching her ass, letting my fingers run down to her wet pussy, then back up.
 

The wave came fast and hard.
 

Jess smiled, recognizing what was going on.
 

"Fuck!" I shouted. "I'm gonna come!"
 

Her smile went sly. "Yeah baby," she purred. "You cover me with that cum!"
 

As my mind filled with pleasure, I managed to keep my eyes open to see the first rope of hot, white cum blast across her ass. Then another, and another after that.
 

And as I felt the orgasm slipping away, I grabbed her chin, the same way Rick had. I didn't stuff my cock into her mouth, though.
 

As she opened it for me and stuck out her tongue, I stroked out one last pulse of seed and watched it sail through the air and slap down in a fine, white line across her cheek and tongue.
 

I finished with a groan and staggered back.
 

Jess started to chuckle.
 

I looked up.
 

She was covered in cum that had started to dry, his and mine.
 

I sank to my knees to honor this goddess I'd married.
 

She closed her eyes.
 

Our lips met.
 

The burning taste of sperm filled my mouth.
 






Chapter 17

 


And that was that.
 

Except it wasn't.
 

Maybe it should have been. Maybe we should have left it at that. Maybe we should have come back home, hugged and agreed to never do anything like that again.
 

Trouble was, we couldn't do that. I think both of us knew it, too. I certainly did.
 

We had sex again when we got home. Filthy, sex where I shoved my cock into her ass again, using her like she was a doll.
 

This time Jess didn't stare at me and beg me for my cum, though. This time she just flicked at her pussy with her fingers, her eyes squeezed shut as if she were in another world.
 

My mood started sinking as soon as it was over. Something didn't feel right. Even though we were there together, cuddling under the covers and getting ready to fall asleep, something was off. Not quite right.
 

When I tried talking about it Jess just brushed it off saying we were both tired and that a good nights sleep was all we needed. It turned out it wasn't.
 

That Monday morning I was getting ready to go back to work when Jess walked into the bathroom, still in her bathrobe. I looked up at her reflection in the mirror and smiled but didn't get a smile back. The look she gave me zapped my nerves. Something felt wrong.
 

"You okay?" I said, finishing tying my tie and turning to face her with a smile.
 

"Yeah," she answered. "I'm fine." She paused for a moment and her eyes drifted away. Towards the mirror, towards the floor, then towards the ceiling before coming back to mine. "Hey, so, I wanted to ask you whether you minded if I keep working?" she asked.
 

I guess it wasn't too strange of a question but for some reason it felt like one. We probably should have talked about it earlier, given it more time than the five minutes I had before leaving for work but there we were.
 

"You want to keep camming?" I asked.
 

"Yeah," Jess shrugged.
 

A silence settled between us as I mulled over the request. I wondered whether she was really asking me or whether this was just a polite nod to acknowledge that she was still my wife. If I said 'no,' would she really stop? Or would she just hide it from me?
 

That was the question I should have asked. I should have just forgotten about work for that morning, sat her down and had the conversation we should have had the day before, or the day before that. Why didn't I?
 

It almost scares me to think of why. Part of it was that I didn't want the hassle in that moment, sure. But there was a darker, more nefarious reason behind it as well.
 

See, I wanted to test Jess a little bit. I wanted to give her some room so she could show me that she really was still my wife. I wanted to give her a chance to prove that to me before I went asking for it.
 

"Sure," I said, shooting her another smile. "But maybe not with Rick?"
 

Was that a frown that I saw furrow her brow? It was gone before I could tell but I knew it was going to haunt me all day.
 

"Why not?" The question sounded casual enough, I'll give her that. I knew there was nothing casual about it, though.
 

She was asking me for permission to see her lover again, even if it was only online.
 

"I... " I paused, weighing my words and choosing them carefully. "You don't know why not?"
 

She started getting a little cagey at the question. Her eyes darted from side to side and I could tell she was trying to think of reasons to discount my request. It was such a relief when she looked up at me slightly defeated and nodded.
 

It just made me want to fuck her more, there and then on the bathroom floor. Talk about a slut! She knew exactly why I didn't want her talking to Rick and she was still looking for an excuse to do it. It was a little humiliating and a little empowering for some reason. I stepped closer and took her chin in my hand. "You know why?" I asked.
 

Jess, who normally would have slapped my hand away at such a dominant, commanding gesture just nodded at me again.
 

I couldn't help but push. "Why? Tell me."
 

She looked straight into my eyes. She looked tired and frayed and hungry but not for food. In fact, she looked ravenous. And she looked like she was far away. Whatever had happened between us that made me feel closer to her than ever was gone. Now she felt even farther away than before.
 

I had no doubt she was going to spend the day fucking herself with a dildo for other men.
 

"Why?" I pushed, hoping saying it again wouldn't send her over the edge.
 

"You don't want me fucking him," she said quietly after a while.
 

The smirk formed on my mouth before I could stop it. She didn't seem to care. "Why do you say that?" I asked. "Why do you think I care about him?"
 

"Because... because it's not business with him anymore," she admitted. "I'm not fucking him for work. Right?"
 

Fucking slut.
 

Of course you know it's right.
 

"Don't. Okay?" Even as I said the words I knew they were coming out wrong. They sounded all wrong, they felt all wrong in my mouth. I didn't shape them the right way. They didn't sound like a request.
 

They sounded like a dare.
 

But it was too late. My phone rang and I knew it was work and I had to go and there was no going back. Well, there could have been, if I'd just been thinking with my head instead of my cock. I wanted her to prove herself, too. I wanted her to prove her love for me.
 

Those two words pounded inside my head all day.
 

Don't. Okay? Don't. Okay?
 

They slammed around in there, made louder by the absence of her reply. Each time I thought about them it felt like a stake was being driven down into my gut until finally, around two in the afternoon I just couldn't take it any more.
 

I don't know if there's something someone could have said to me then that would have kept me at work. Probably not. As soon as I had the idea to go home I had to do it. I talked to my supervisor and told him I was sick and made sure he understood that there was no talking me out of it.
 

He didn't try.
 

Ten minutes later I was peeling out of the parking garage onto the street, my knuckles white from clenching the steering wheel.
 

The whole way home all I could think of was what it would mean if I found her online with Rick. What would that make her? What would that make us? Would that be what broke us? Would her being online with Rick be the thing that finally made us snap?
 

I'd get myself worked up at every stop light, then talk myself down as I sped down the street towards the next one. Over and over until I finally ended up at home. I didn't pull into the driveway. I stopped at the end of the street, parked the car, then snuck into one of our neighbours backyards.
 

It was a pretty new subdivision and barely anyone had put up fences yet so it was just a quick jog through a few backyards before I got to ours.
 

Like a stalker or some kind of creepy pervert voyeur I ducked down, glanced around to make sure no one was watching, then climbed the steps of the patio so that I could see into our bedroom.
 

Fucking idiot!
 

Of course I was a fucking idiot! What did she do every time she "worked" the cam? She kept the stupid blinds drawn! I wasn't going to see a damn thing through the window.
 

Not holding out any hope, I crept up to the window anyways, just to make sure.
 

Nope.
 

It wasn't going to happen. Not that way.
 

So, taking a deep breath and ignoring the nagging voice in my head that was telling me to get back to work or at least stop this nonsense, I walked softly around to the side of the house and tried the door to the garage.
 

It opened with a quiet, satisfying click.
 

My heart started pounding again as soon as I stepped into the garage and closed the door. Even though it was my house, my garage, my wife, I felt like an intruder. I felt like some shady crook who was about to steal something or worse.
 

The door from the garage to the inside had one of those stupid magnetic weather seals. It took a strong push to get it open and I knew from experience that every time someone did that, the pressure changed inside the house.
 

I closed my eyes and said a little prayer to no God in particular that Jess hadn't heard me come in.
 

No such luck.
 

A moment later I heard the soft sound of footsteps padding in the hallway up the stairs. Then, silence.
 

But it was the kind of pregnant silence that made you know someone was there.
 

"Hello? Who is it? Is anyone there?"
 

Her voice seemed unaffected, like she didn't really believe that there was anyone there but was just going through the motions.
 

A moment later more footsteps, back into the bedroom this time.
 

I heard the door swing shut behind her and I nearly cursed. Right when I expected it to slam, then click shut I heard... nothing.
 

I took a deep breath wondering if I hadn't mistimed it in my excitement. Still nothing. She must have left it open by accident.
 

For the time being, I was safe.
 

I slipped out of my shoes, let my jacket fall quietly to the floor, then shuffled down the hallway and toward the stairs. I felt like a fucking ninja gliding up those stairs, my heart in my throat, barely breathing at all and trying to listen to the sounds of Jess betraying me in our room.
 

They came softly at first.
 

There was a gentle moan here, a sucked in breath there. Whenever I stopped and stood in place I could hear the sounds of Jess stuffing her fingers or the dildo or whatever it was she was playing with, into her wet pussy.
 

All those sounds were punctuated with the soft murmur of her voice as she talked to whoever her client was. In between all that, the nasal buzz of the client's voice emanating from the speakers.
 

I almost burst out laughing at the thought that I should really get her a better laptop, now that she was using it for work. What a husbandly thing to think, right?
 

I climbed the last three steps as I heard a flurry of activity inside the bedroom and pressed myself against the wall.
 

"Yes... yes... yes... "
 

It was Jess. She was panting and squirming on the bed. She probably had her cunt stuffed full of that fat dildo. Whoever was on the computer screen was probably about to get off along with her.
 

"Fuck yes!"
 

The words came out pained and strained. They were followed by silence and the sound of feet messing up sheets, then, the sound of a high-pitched groan as her client came.
 

My head started to spin.
 

What the fuck had I done? What had I done? I'd turned my wife into a fucking whore!
 

Not only that but I was standing outside the door to the room listening in on it all with a hard-on made of fucking granite!
 

The room had gone silent and I didn't dare reach into my pants to grab my cock.
 

A few minutes later Jess muttered a few more things I couldn't make out, then I heard the laptop slam shut.
 

Gentle footsteps padded across the bathroom floor. Water from the shower head splashed into the tub.
 

Jess started to hum.
 

Don't ask me where I got the idea. It was another sort of reclaiming thing, I guess. I'd set her off on this path, this crazy way of making money and now I was jealous as fuck that she was doing it. I felt bad about that but not just because she was having virtual sex with other guys.
 

I felt bad about it because I felt like I'd really fucked up. The longer she did this, the more neglected and left behind I felt, even if it was really hot.
 

Still, I needed to make her mine.
 

I slipped into the dark room. It was dank with the smell of Jess's wet cunt. I undid the buttons of my shirt and tugged by belt buckle loose, then let my pants fall to the floor.
 

I stood by the door to the bathroom for what felt like hours listening to Jess splashing in the water and humming, my cock hard.
 

I heard her turn off the water, step out, grab a towel and start drying herself off.
 

The bathroom was filled with fog.
 

With her back to me, I stepped inside and wrapped my arms around her waist.
 

Her panicked scream made me feel so fucking alive.
 






Chapter 18

 


"You folks have a good day now, y'hear?" The cop turned around and was just about to walk down the porch steps when he stopped. He looked sideways at us and grinned. "Next time, maybe just a little less of a surprise?" he said, giving me a wink.
 

Just couldn't resist. Couldn't help himself.
 

I shot him a weak smile and closed the door, then turned to Jess who was standing at the end of the hall in a white bathrobe with a white towel on her head.
 

I knew who called about it, too, about the scream. It was almost for sure that dick Norm Edwards that lived at the end of the street. He was always coming over nosing around in our business and telling us our grass was too long or some shit like that. I fucking hated that guy.
 

I opened my mouth to apologize.
 

"Don't."
 

My heart sank, along with my shoulders. "Jess, I... "
 

"I said don't. I don't know what the fuck you were thinking." Her voice was low and ominous. I'd never heard it like that. "I almost had a fucking heart attack in there."
 

"Look, I want to tell you I'm sorry and that... "
 

"I told you I don't want to hear it," she growled. A real, bona fide growl.
 

I didn't know what to say.
 

Jess turned and started walking up the stairs.
 

I couldn't just let her go like that and leave this badness between us so I followed her up and into the bedroom.
 

She turned on the light and started riffling through the drawer, then the closet, like she was looking for something particular to wear.
 

"Whatcha doin'?" I asked after a while, trying to sound cheerful.
 

"I'm getting ready."
 

Something about the way she said it, like she was throwing it in my face, made my heart sink even more. "Ready?" I asked. "Ready for what?"
 

"I'm meeting someone."
 

Fuck. Fuckity, fuckity, fuck.
 

"Uh... meeting who?" I asked.
 

Jess barely looked at me. "I was going to talk to you about this," she said before turning back into the closet. "I had it all planned out. I was going to talk to you about this and ask you if it was okay and maybe even have a fun fuck about it. But you know what?"
 

I drew in a breath at the way she spun around and pointed her finger at me. The bathrobe had fallen open revealing all her softest parts and I wanted her so fucking much.
 

"Jess, look, if there's anything... "
 

"No," she snapped, cutting me off. "There's nothing. That was such a dick move Scott that there is nothing you can do about it."
 

I shook my head. It had been a pretty stupid joke, for sure. "So seriously, where are you going? And what... what do you mean have a talk and a fuck about it."
 

Jess must have noticed her bathrobe had fallen open, or noticed that I was staring at her, or both, because she snapped it shut. She walked over with an angry purpose and a sinister stare. "You scared the fuck out of me? Well now I'm going to scare the fuck out of you."
 

My stomach did a flip. "Wait, what?" I said quietly.
 

"I'm going to meet a client."
 

My eyes popped open wide and I couldn't breathe.
 

Jess obviously approved of the reaction because she smirked right before she spun back around and disappeared into the closet.
 

It took a while before I could talk, or even move again. "What did you say?"
 

"You heard me," she called out, her voice muffled in skirts and blouses.
 

"What do you mean you're going to see a client?" I said, grabbing her arm and trying to turn her around.
 

She whipped around alright, but not because of me. She yanked her arm back and snarled. "Don't you touch me!"
 

Okay. Okay. Easy does it, tiger. This was not going to get fixed with the tough guy act. I put my hands up and backed away. This was going to take some finesse. "I'm sorry," I said quietly. "I'm sorry. I didn't... I just want to make it better."
 

Jess smirked and shook her head. "What the hell were you doing anyway? What the hell were you doing sneaking around the house and... fucking spying on me? You know what I was doing! What's wrong with you?!?"
 

This was it. This was my opening. Even though she was putting on the angry act this was her way of letting me try to make things right. "I... oh fuck baby," I muttered. I broke our stare and looked down at the ground for added effect. There was no way of knowing for sure but it felt like some of her anger had lifted. "I just... I got so obsessed with you. I couldn't stop thinking about you at work," I explained looking back up.
 

Jess definitely looked like she was softening.
 

"All I could think about was the fact that you were back here... you know, doing that."
 

The emotion welled up so fast I didn't even know it was coming. All of a sudden my throat was tight and there were hot tears rolling down my cheeks. I didn't even feel that sad, just... overwhelmed.
 

I didn't do it on purpose, I wasn't that good of an actor, but it disarmed Jess right away.
 

"Scott? Oh my gosh, Scott!" she said, dropping the shirt she'd picked up and stepping out of the closet. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her head against my chest.
 

Talk about weird. I couldn't remember the last time I cried. "I don't... I mean I didn't mean to get all... get like this. I don't even know where it's coming from."
 

The wave of emotion seemed to have passed and my eyes were drying out as my throat loosened up. I felt like myself again.
 

Nonetheless, Jess walked us over to the bed and sat me down. She looked at me for a long time with an expression that had a little too much pity in it for my taste.
 

No guy likes to be felt sorry for for too long, right?
 

"I'm sorry, I don't know where that came from," I mumbled, looking away because I just couldn't keep looking her in the eye.
 

"Hey," she said softly, "it's okay. Don't worry. Do you want to talk about it?"
 

I shook my head. "Nah. I think... I think all of this has just been really intense, you know?"
 

Jess nodded and squeezed my arm.
 

Her warm palm felt good on my skin.
 

She sat there a little while longer, until I shot her a faint smile. Then, standing up, she walked back to the closet and started shuffling through shirts again.
 

It took a moment for the realization of what she was doing to dawn on me. It moved down my spine like a slow, cold finger of terror that settled at the base of my spine and made me shudder. My mouth went dry and my throat tightened up again but from a different emotion this time.
 

"Uh, Jess?" I asked.
 

"Hm?" was all she said without bothering to turn around.
 

"What are you... what are you doing?"
 

That's when she turned to face me looking a little spaced out, like she was still thinking about what to wear. "What do you mean?"
 

"I mean," I said, my jaw starting to tighten. I did my best to relax. I didn't want to come off as sounding, you know, angry or anything. "I mean why are you still changing?" I asked.
 

She furrowed her brow. Maybe she was faking confusion but if she was it was a hell of a good act. "I'm going to see a client remember?"
 

There it was. Just like that. Like nothing had just happened between us. Like I hadn't just started crying and told her how it was getting to be a little too much.
 

And here's the really fucked up thing. This time, even though I was boiling inside, I didn't stand up or yell at her or do any of that. I just held her gaze, daring her to give me more of an explanation than that.
 

I don't know how long it took but she finally cracked a smile. She threw the top on over her head that she'd picked out, then sauntered over and stood in front of me. Leaning forward, she grabbed the end of my time, then stood back up. "Not gonna say anything?" she whispered.
 

She looked fantastic. She'd put on black nylon's and a short, black skirt that I hadn't seen her wear in years. Over that she put on a red top with a low cut neck that made even her fairly small boobs show some cleavage as long as she wore the right bra.
 

I was freaked out by how calmly she'd said it, how decided she seemed about it. Jealousy doesn't really describe what I was feeling. If there's a name for it I don't know what it is but it was like a combination of arousal and the feeling of losing control. Like losing your voice or your will.
 

All I could do was sit and watch this all play out.
 

"That still make you feel bad?" she asked, still hanging onto the end of my tie.
 

It did make me feel bad. I felt terrible but, and how was I supposed to explain this, in the best possible way? It was absolutely intoxicating to let go and leave it all up to her. "Yes. And no. And... " I paused and searched her eyes for an answer before I asked the question. "Why are you doing this?"
 

She smiled a little wider with just one corner of her mouth. "You want me not to?"
 

That was a dare if I'd ever heard one.
 

"I didn't say that," I replied.
 

"Oh," Jess said, letting go of the tie, then pressing her fingers against my chest until I had no choice but to lie down on the bed behind me. "Then... you don't mind?" she asked.
 

"I... I didn't say that either," I whispered.
 

Swinging one leg out, she straddled me and crawled up my body until she was practically sitting on my chest.
 

My cock throbbed at the scent of her sweet pussy.
 

"Well," she whispered, "no matter how you feel about it, you're just going to have to sit here and wait for me to get back. How does that make you feel?" she asked, taunting me with her eyes.
 

I swallowed hard. I wanted to rip her nylons off and bury my face between her thighs. I looked down between her legs but all I could see was darkness.
 

"Well," Jess whispered quietly, crawling back down my body then dismounting. "You'll have lots of time to figure it out."
 

She grabbed her phone off the night table, scooped up a purse that was lying on the ground and spun around. She didn't even stop and look back at the door, just walked out and down the stairs.
 

The clatter of shoes on tile. Jangling keys. The door slammed shut.
 

She was gone.
 

It cut so good just lying there and wondering when she was getting back.
 






Chapter 19

 


It was almost midnight when she got back.
 

I was a fucking wreck by the time she walked in the door.
 

She didn't look much better.
 

I wondered if my wife had become a whore.
 

"What... what happened?" I whispered, standing in the hallway staring at her dishevelled hair and the way one side of her shirt was untucked.
 

She looked freshly fucked.
 

The thought sent a twist of terror racing down into my insides again.
 

"What... why are you home so late?"
 

Jess took a deep breath, let her purse fall onto the floor, then kicked the heels she was wearing, off. Shrugging off her jacket, she stepped towards me and pressed her body against mine, resting her palms on my chest.
 

There was a shadow of a smell of man about her, burrowed deep between the sweet notes of the perfume she had on.
 

"You gonna get mad?" she asked, raising one eye.
 

I knew then that she'd done it. The way she said it made me sure. She'd fucked another guy. She'd fucking gone out and fucked another guy. Probably for money.
 

Her eyes danced back and forth from mine to my mouth, to the muscles in my cheeks. Her lips looked like they might crack into a smile at any moment.
 

It was unnerving and incredibly hot.
 

"Well?" she whispered, leaning closer and looking up. "Are you?"
 

She looked so sexy, her lips puckered in a sultry pout, her eyes half-open and hazy. 
 

"No," I said, shaking my head.
 

That made her smile. A wicked, sinful smile that only turned me on even more. "Here," she said, taking my hand and pressing it between her legs. "I want you to feel something."
 

My heart started thundering inside my chest. I kind of knew what was going to happen and I couldn't believe I was going to let her do it.
 

Hiking her skirt up, she pushed my fingers between her thighs and against her soft pussy.
 

I sucked in a breath as I realized the nylon's had been ripped and if she'd been wearing panties when she left, she wasn't now. My fingers touched her dripping sex.
 

"You like that?" she whispered. "You know what it is, don't you? What you're touching."
 

I felt like we were on the verge of something, her and I. This felt like one of those moments you can't turn back from. I stared at her, eyes wide and mouth hanging open slightly and shook my head.
 

"Scott," she said, leaning even closer and pushing my hand against herself even harder, so her lips split and my fingers slipped inside. "That's another man's cum!"
 

Holy fuck.
 

Without thinking I dropped to my knees.
 

And Jess? Jess who normally would have run away screaming after bonking me over the head for doing something like that, well, she stepped open a little wider, her feet sliding along the white tile revealing the filth between her legs.
 

He must have just come inside her. None of the spunk had dried yet there were just clumps of white goo clinging to her pussy lips.
 

Shoving my fingers in deeper made her emit a pleased moan. I pulled them out to find them covered in cum. A rivulet of it ran out of her. Clinging to the nylon it rolled down the inside of her thigh.
 

I looked up to see her staring down at me, still smiling and satisfied.
 

"Come on," she whispered, taking my hand and helping me up to my feet. "I want you to feel what it's like to put your cock inside me when I've just been fucked."
 

My blood was boiling in my veins I was so fucking turned on.
 

Jess. My sweet Jess had turned into a filthy slut.
 

Nothing had ever turned me on as much.
 

When we got to the bedroom she started undressing me slowly. Her fingers played with the buttons of my shirt, untucking each one. When she'd finished she ran her hands up my chest and pushed the shirt off.
 

She tugged my belt open staring into my eyes and let my pants fall to the floor.
 

I grunted as her hand slipped into my underwear and her fingers wrapped around my stiff cock.
 

That made her smile.
 

"Let me see if I can't take care of that for you," she said. Sinking down onto her knees, she pulled my boxers off and took my cock into her mouth.
 

The sweet warm wetness of the inside of her mouth seared up my spine. I ran my fingers through her hair then tightened them as she started to suck. I could already feel seed seeping into my shaft getting ready to spew.
 

That flawless pleasure only lasted for a moment.
 

Suddenly my mind was invaded by the memory of what she'd just done. She'd just gone out and fucked another guy. She'd gone out and fucked another guy and let him come inside her.
 

I looked down.
 

Jess was hard at work. Her head was bobbing back and forth. Her lips were tight around my cock and she was flicking the underside of it with her tongue but every once in a while she'd lose her grip with her mouth resulting in a noisy slurp.
 

Filthy. She was a filthy whore. Even with me she was behaving like one. Like someone had flipped a switch inside her and now she couldn't get enough of sex.
 

What the fuck had I done?
 

As my climax started to build I knew I couldn't let things end this way. I wanted to know what she looked like with another man's cum inside her. More importantly, I wanted to feel what that was like.
 

I was scared as shit that it was going to ruin everything between us but I didn't care. I needed to know. I needed to feel the inside of her after she'd been used like that.
 

"Stand up baby," I whispered, trying to pull her up.
 

For some reason, maybe it turned her on that I was dragging her by the hair, some primal caveman thing, she just started sucking me harder.
 

"Fuck Jess, don't! I don't want to come yet!" I gave her hair another yank.
 

Her hand shot up between my legs, cupping my nuts.
 

I let out a grunt. No. No! I didn't want it to end like this! This was all going to be different after I came and I didn't want to finish like that. I finally just stepped back and my cock bounced out of her mouth with a wet slopping sound.
 

Jess looked up. Her eyes were filled with lust and she looked wild, her hair even more mussed up.
 

I knew I had to take charge or she'd try to start sucking me again. I grabbed her by the arms, stood her up and walked her over to the bed. Her top peeled off easily as she raised her arms. I yanked off her bra, enjoying the sight of her petite tits falling out.
 

Then I jerked the skirt down, along with the nylons and pushed her back onto the bed. As she fell down with a bounce, I pulled them off her feet so she was completely naked.
 

"Easy does it, bossy!" Jess giggled.
 

Her thighs were pressed together as if she had somehow become suddenly more modest.
 

They were easy enough to pry apart.
 

As my gaze settled on her swollen pussy, the normally clean and even folds spread and messy like sheets on an unmade bed, my cock swelled. I crawled onto the bed and pushed my shoulders between her thighs.
 

"Scott!" she shrieked, the first outburst that sounded like the Jess I knew. My Jess.
 

I didn't say anything. Just pressed ahead, spreading her legs until I was an inch or two away from her pussy, my nostrils flaring as I breathed in the acrid stench of cum and sweat.
 

If there's a sweeter place to be in the world I have yet to find it.
 

Jess worked her way up onto her elbows on the bed, staring down her body at me. It was an intense look that bored into the deepest part of me.
 

I glanced down again as I pried her pussy lips apart with a finger. Another dribble of cum drooled out of her puss.
 

I don't know what got into me. I couldn't resist. There was something so... animal about what we were doing that I just... I don't know. I couldn't resist.
 

I leaned even closer and closed my eyes. The sharp taste of cum spread through my mouth.
 

Jess gasped and whispered "Scott!"
 

My eyes popped open.
 

She was staring at me like this, this of all things was the most lewd and taboo thing I could have done.
 

I slurped up the glob of cum that had rolled onto my tongue and swallowed it down.
 

"Oh my God!"
 

Jess' groan had me clambering up her body. As I crawled up past her tits I slurped each of her nipples into my mouth and gave it a tug, making her back arch beneath me.
 

My cock was throbbing and hard. I shuddered as I pressed the head of it against her used cunt. As her hands swept down my body and grabbed my ass, I shoved myself inside her with a hungry thrust.
 

The last of the cream deep inside her coated my cock and came seeping out between my hard flesh and her soft lips.
 

As I fucked her hard and fast all I could think of was that not too long ago another man's cock had been buried inside her. Not too long ago she'd been lying, probably in the same position she was in now with her back arched and her legs splayed and some stranger had been fucking her the way I was now.
 

The urge to come swept over me and I just managed to bite it back.
 

I turned away and looked down her body, hoping to stretch out my pleasure for just a little while longer. I caught sight of her foot and calf, flailing in the air with each of my thrusts.
 

The heat from her pussy came spewing out around my stiff cock as she started to come. "Fuck Scott, fuck!" she screamed.
 

Her pussy clamped down.
 

I roared as my the wave of orgasm crashed over both of us.
 

It was the hottest moment of my life.
 






Chapter 20

 


And Jess didn't stop there. Not that I asked her to, mind you.
 

I'd discovered something about myself. Well, a couple things, really. I'd discovered that the jealousy of my wife being with another man won't kill me like I always thought it would.
 

Not that I was really that much of the jealous type but if you'd asked me a few months before whether I'd go for an arrangement like the one we'd hammered out I would have laughed my ass off.
 

My wife going off to be a prostitute while I went to work?
 

Nope. Never would have gone for that.
 

It was the way we'd eased into it that had made it easier than I'd thought.
 

The other thing I'd discovered was that not only was I not that jealous, I really, really liked the idea of Jess with other men.
 

It got to the point where I couldn't stop thinking about it. Well, the way our life went didn't really help.
 

So Jess basically found out that you could make a lot more money being a call-girl than you could being a camgirl.
 

That first night, the night she came home with the other guy's cum in her underwear? She made five hundred bucks. And that was just a random guy who she let slip which city she lived in.
 

So we talked about it.
 

I didn't know what the hell to think at first. I mean, her going out on a limb and surprising me with it had been one thing but to turn it into a steady thing? To turn it into her job? That was getting a little intense.
 

She brought it up a few days later and man, she had really done her homework. She found an agency that would take her and did 50-50 so she was getting the half the cut and the rates were fucking incredible.
 

She also seemed really, really into it.
 

That part worried me a bit. How could it not? We had a great relationship but there were obviously questions that were going to come up about this.
 

Would it come between us?
 

If she started fucking all these other guys, would it do something to our sex life? The camming thing had gone alright but this was totally different.
 

There was something else, too. I was not going to be a part of any of this. So far it had been us playing at this thing together. Even when she was camming it had been kind of mutual, at least I could watch if I wanted to, right?
 

I didn't bring this up right away, just kept it tucked inside because I didn't want to be a spoil sport or come of as too jealous but also I thought it wasn't a big deal.
 

I thought I could do it too. It wasn't until what was going to be her first day of work that it started to turn a little sour.
 

"What's wrong?" Jess asked.
 

She looked spectacular. The agency had called the night before and told her she was going to get her first client the next day. Red heels, her "little red dress" and a thin gold chain around her neck.
 

I wondered if she'd ever dressed for me like that? I sighed. "Nothing," I replied, forcing a smile. "Everything's fine. You look... you look amazing."
 

Jess strutted across the room, because that was the only way she could walk in those heels, and took my hand. "Okay, seriously. I know something's wrong. You're not yourself now what's up?"
 

I sighed. "This... I don't want you thinking that this is some big deal, okay?"
 

Jess smirked and ran her fingers along my chin.
 

"It's just... I'm totally up for you doing this it just feels like... it's not as... it's not as much about us any more, you know?"
 

Jess didn't miss a beat. She smiled, leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. "You know I thought this might be a problem," she said quietly.
 

"You did?"
 

"I did. I just kind of had a feeling about it. So I asked my guy if he'd come by tonight."
 

A shiver ran through me. Her guy? I didn't know she had a a guy.
 

Jess laughed, probably sensing my apprehension. "Don't worry. It's just the guy I went to see that first night, remember?"
 

Of course I remembered but... "What does that have to do with what I just said?" I asked.
 

Jess trailed a finger down the front of my shirt. "I thought that if you had something to look forward to, something that was about us, maybe knowing I was out fucking another guy while you were at work wouldn't sting so bad?"
 

I don't know what was hotter. The fact that she'd arranged for a guy to come over so I could watch her get fucked that night, or the fact that she seemed to know exactly how much thinking about her with someone else stung!
 

I sat there shell-shocked for a while, not knowing what to say.
 

Jess burst into laughter. "Well? Did I guess right?"
 

She sure had. I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. I stayed there close to her, not wanting to let go of her warmth or her smell. The thought that someone else was going to be enjoying those two things soon made me shudder.
 

"Okay babe," she whispered, pushing me away gently. "I've got to get going or I'm going to be late. So do you!"
 

That day was hell. I was tearing my hair out almost more than I had the day I had to come home. Except now there wasn't anywhere to go. I had no idea where she was or who she was with. All I knew was that she was a working girl now and I had to deal with that.
 

It felt like the evening would never come.
 

When it did I raced home and burst through the door. Panic gripped my chest as I stumbled into the living room from the hall to find Jess on the couch, tangled in the arms of a big, black guy sitting next to her.
 

They didn't notice me for a second, frazzled and out of breath as I was. It was long enough for me to see his pink tongue touching hers a second before he plunged it into her mouth.
 

Jess opened her eyes and noticed I was there. Pushing her... friend away, she got up and walked over to where I was standing.
 

Even though I couldn't stop staring at him, couldn't really bring myself to believe that she had brought someone home with her, into our home, to fuck, she seemed like she couldn't be bothered any less.
 

"Hey Scott," she whispered, leaning in for a kiss.
 

The faint smell of man was lingering on her clothes and in her hair.
 

"Did you have a good day?"
 

My body started to hum. What was so hot about that was that it felt like Jess was taking control again. Even though she'd been out fucking someone all day and now had dragged... whoever this guy was, back to our house so I could watch them fuck, she was acting like it was no big deal. Like this was just another day.
 

I don't know why it turned me on so much but it did. Hot as fuck.
 

"Hey," she said, squeezing my hand. "You still in there?"
 

I looked into her smiling eyes as she giggled. "Yeah," I answered. "I'm... I'm right here."
 

"You gonna tell me how your day was then?" she asked.
 

"I... all I could think of was you."
 

Jess smiled a little wider and bit her lower lip. "Oh yeah?" she purred. "And what were you thinking about?"
 

"I... I was thinking about... did you do it? Did you... did you?"
 

Jess grinned and her eyes went sly. "What's a matter? Can't say it?" she asked.
 

"I... I... " I really couldn't.
 

"Did I fuck another guy for money?" she whispered.
 

It sent another jealous, lusty shiver racing through me. "Yes."
 

"I sure did. Oh Scott, he fucked me so long and hard," she said, gazing into my eyes.
 

My vision tunnelled and my ears started to ring. A part of me couldn't believe this was really happening. I did my best to ignore that part and focus on the ache in my cock.
 

Jess noticed it too. Her hand drifted down, the tips of her fingers grazing the head of my shaft through my pants. 
 

Her touch made me lurch.
 

"Well," she said quietly, playing the sultry seductress. "I have another surprise for you. He's right behind me on the couch. You still want to see that?"
 

I looked over her shoulder and sucked in a breath at the sight of the big black guy. Was this the guy? Was this the guy who she'd let cum inside her?
 

As if she'd read my thoughts, Jess replied, "It's him."
 

Holy fuck.
 

"Come on," she said, taking me by the hand and leading me towards the stairs. "Let's go to the bedroom. It'll be more comfortable there."
 

I looked over my shoulder to see the guy stand up from the couch and start to follow us. He was well built with broad shoulders and thick thighs.
 

I shuddered at the thought that those thighs had already spread Jess' legs apart. I wondered if he had a big cock. It seemed like I was about to find out.
 

As we walked into the room Jess walked me over to the chair in the corner of it. She sat me down, pressing her hand against my chest, then pulled her t-shirt off.
 

I gasped at the sight of her naked tits. She must have changed after getting home from "work." I wondered if she'd already fucked this guy once. It didn't seem like she had.
 

Wiggling out of her yoga pants, she left them, along with her panties in a pile on the floor and turned around.
 

Behind her the guy, she hadn't even told me his name, had taken his clothes off too and was standing by the bed waiting for her.
 

My eyes popped open as they roamed down his muscular body and stopped at his cock.
 

So, I've never been the kind of guy who gets jealous about cock size, or whatever, but I have to say the sight of this guy's half-hard dick filled me with a certain dread.
 

The guy was seriously hung. His cock had to be a good ten inches and it wasn't even fully erect. My mind went immediately to the question of how Jess could ever possibly satisfied with a guy like me who was maybe six inches fully erect, after she'd had a guy like that?
 

Adrenaline shot through me as I watched her ass swaying slowly from side to side, then saw her stop in front of him.
 

His big, black paw swung around her body and settled at the small of her back, just above her ass.
 

My cock throbbed in my lap.
 

Jess looked over her shoulder and shot me a sultry glance as her dark lover leaned forward and pressed his thick lips against her pale neck.
 

His hand slid lower, cupping the curve of her ass. He gave her flesh a squeeze then pushed his hand deeper between her legs.
 

Without a word, Jess sank slowly to her knees.
 

My heart was racing as I watched, wondering if this is how it had gone the night she'd fucked him, the night he filled her pussy up with cum.
 

Seeing her slender fingers twist around his dark shaft sent another adrenaline filled pulse pounding through my veins.
 

She opened her pretty mouth and slipped the head of his cock onto her tongue. She started bobbing on him the same way she had on me. He even grabbed her hair with a fist to guide her along his dick.
 

All I could do was sit and watch, my cock throbbing, painfully in need of release.
 

As his fist tightened in her hair, he started really ramming his cock deep into her throat.
 

With each bob along his pole, Jess' mouth would emit a guttural, throaty gag as he fucked himself into her throat.
 

It was such a potent aphrodisiac, watching my wife's mouth get used like that.
 

After a few more minutes of this, Jess tapped his muscular thigh and he let go of her hair. She fell off of his cock gasping and panting for air.
 

He was such a big guy that it was no trouble for him to lift her up off her knees and lie her down on the bed. He set her down gently but her tits still shook as she bounced up and down on the mattress. He knelt down in front of the bed, hooked his hands on her thighs and tugged her towards the edge.
 

Anticipating his mouth, her legs splayed revealing her glistening puss, soaked from sucking such a thick, black cock.
 

He pressed his lips against her pussy the same way he'd kissed her neck.
 

Jess moaned as he flicked his tongue out and ran it up and down the petals of her soft sex.
 

Splitting her apart with two fingers, he pushed his middle digit into her as his mouth closed around her clit.
 

Jess' feet started flailing above his back as he started to suck her clit, flicking at it with his tongue as he fucked his finger in and out of her hole.
 

I was riveted. I stared at the two of them, his mouth glued to her pussy as his finger slid in and out, coated in her juice. Jess started to pant and her chest started to rise and fall a little faster as she got closer to coming.
 

Just when I thought he was going to send her barrelling over the edge, he let her clit slip from his mouth and pulled his finger out.
 

He'd worked her up so hard that she started to mewl as soon as he stopped touching her. She lifted herself up off the bed, her pussy drooling clear liquid onto the sheets, her hands flailing, begging him to touch her again.
 

But his cock was hard as fuck now and I could tell he needed to nut. Instead of sinking back down onto her pussy with his mouth, he grabbed her by the ankle and rolled her over onto her side. He gave her ass a slap, then grabbed the jiggling flesh as he guided his cock towards her cunt.
 

Jess was squirming and moaning on the bed as the head of his cock touched her wet sex. She started trying to work her way down and press him inside but calmed down after he slapped her ass again.
 

Reaching down with a dark thumb, he parted her lips revealing the tender pink flesh that led to her insides. He pointed his cock right at it, then slipped inside.
 

I imagine I had the same expression Jess had as he disappeared into her.
 

Her eyes shot open wide and she drew in a huge breath and held it as he stuffed her full of his cock.
 

It was fucking magic watching that thick, black dick snake into her pale, pink hole. I thought I was going to nut from just watching it. I just had to reach up and touch the head of my cock that was threatening to rip a hole in my pants.
 

He paused as Jess' legs started to flail, her body responding to the sudden invasion by such a thick cock. He stopped just long enough for her to calm down before starting to push the rest of his thick cock into her again.
 

I was filled with a painfully arousing realization. So much of our lives revolved around pretending we were less animal than we were. At the end of the day, when we were in our bedrooms fucking, rutting like animals, that's really all we were.
 

Jess was so fucking turned on by this guy and his huge cock her pussy was drenched. I would never do that to her. Of course I knew she loved me but she would never have that kind of primal reaction, that sort of uncontrollable arousal about me.
 

Nature had given this guy more than she'd given me and in the end, that was what Jess' body was reacting to the most.
 

As the last few inches of his cock sank into her pussy, Jess moaned and a pained expression stretched across her face. She reached back and put a hand on his abdomen as if to say "that's enough." She couldn't take any more.
 

Well, that's what she thought.
 

He brushed her hand away and I thought I saw a smile flicker across his lips. Holding himself up with one hand on her ass and the other on the mattress beside her, he waited for a moment before letting go of his weight.
 

Jess's pussy sound a hot, wet, noisy splurt as the dark cock shoved deeper into it. She groaned.
 

He had her so stuffed full of his black cock I thought she was going to split. He rammed the rest of it into her with a low grunt.
 

Jess shuddered and I saw her stretched pussy clamp down on the fearsome length inside it. Clear juice oozed out from between her lips and his hot, dark flesh. As she started moaning and bucking on the bed beneath him there could be no doubt about how much she was enjoying his body inside her.
 

She'd never moved for me like that. I'd never seen her so lost, so completely removed from her usual self.
 

He moved slowly on top of her, sliding the length of his stiff dark meat in and out of her stretched and leaking pussy.
 

When she started begging him for more, moaning and writhing beneath him, he waited a few more thrusts before giving it to her. He wanted to make sure she knew he was in charge and always would be. When he finally started fucking her faster and harder she let out the most satisfied sound.
 

His cock slid in and out of her slick lips, occasionally eliciting a wet smack. I saw his fingers dig into her ass, the skin beneath his nails going white.
 

It was time.
 

I was going to watch my wife get filled with this dark stranger's cum.
 

Jess must have realized it too. Maybe his cock flexed inside her. Or maybe she just knew. Maybe there was something so deeply instinctual about getting fucked so hard and so good that her body just knew.
 

She looked at him with big, bright eyes, like she couldn't have been happier about what was going to happen next. As her pussy started squeezing his cock for milk, she grabbed his wrist and pulled herself up. "Fuck it into me," she whispered, her voice tinged with desperation.
 

A second later and she was coming. Her pussy, hungry for his cum, clenched and clamped on the cock inside it as she screamed over the crest of her orgasm.
 

He grunted above her a low, guttural sound.
 

My eyes drifted to his cock.
 

As Jess writhed along it, his body slowed.
 

His sack came up between his legs. His seeding muscle flexed, then pulsed.
 

Flex and pulse.
 

Flex and pulse.
 

The third time he shoved it into her completely, burying himself deep.
 

Jess responded with another moan.
 

I sat rocking on my chair. I would never be this deep inside her. My seed could only hope to go where his had gone. He was filling her in a way I never could, I never would.
 

Their bodies moving together over the peak of orgasm, his cock throbbing inside her made my whole body ache with need.
 

I needed her back.
 

I needed my wife.
 






Chapter 21

 


She was so exhausted when he left. Her eyes were sleepy, her eyelids drooping shut as she lay on her side looking like she was going to fall asleep.
 

I got up slowly and quietly, my eyes grazing up and down her body.
 

He'd fucked her without protection. He'd fucked her deep, too. Not the kind of cream-pie you see in porn where the tip's barely inside and the guy strokes what he has, out, so they can get the shot.
 

No. He'd fucked his cock deep up into her and finished in her deepest part. It was so deep that only now, a good fifteen minutes after he'd left, had his cum started to ooze from her swollen, used pussy.
 

I locked onto that and stared and stared at it as I crossed the room unbuckling my pants and letting them slip to the floor.
 

Jess only looked up once I was kneeling at the edge of the bed, my face just inches from her throbbing, sweaty, cum-soaked puss.
 

Somehow she found the strength to lift herself up on one elbow and reach a hand back. She put it on her ass and stretched herself back, opening her hole even wider.
 

A thick glob of his spunk drooled out.
 

I had my cock in hand and was stroking it even though I was dangerously close to coming. At this point I really just couldn't help myself. I was so wound up and horny I just didn't care about anything else.
 

"Yeah? You like that, baby?" Jess asked in a whisper, her voice cracking on the last word.
 

I looked up into her eyes, my cock filling with even more lust as my heart filled with love. What kind of a woman would do something like this for her husband? Not anyone. I was sure of it. I knew I had something special in Jess.
 

She smiled softly at me. "You want to eat me out again, Scott, huh? You want to eat my pussy and suck all that cum out of it, huh?"
 

I shook my head. This time I didn't want that. This time I wanted to feel the whole load coat my cock. I wanted to fuck my own cum into her knowing that it could never, ever compete with what he'd dumped inside my beautiful wife.
 

I wanted to know what it felt like to be dominated that way. I could never go as deep as him, nor did I have nearly as much cum. Jess was fucking filled to the brim with his spunk. Anything I pumped into her would just be an echo, an afterthought of sperm.
 

Again that dark, primal feeling moved through me. We were both just animals, him and I. We were competing just like all animals did. The strong survived. The ones who had the biggest cocks and the biggest loads impregnated the fertile females and thrived.
 

The others didn't get to pass anything on. They just... wilted.
 

Maybe it was sick. Maybe it was fucked up, me getting off on that kind of impotence but I didn't care. I clambered up onto the bed, moved Jess' hand out of the way and grabbed her ass myself.
 

She plopped back down onto the bed, smiling at my sudden vigor and probably grateful to be able to lay back down. "I don't think I'm going to be much help. You'll just have to fuck me like this," she whispered, biting her lip at the end.
 

Blood surged into my cock. I grabbed it with a fist and pressed the head against her slick, creaming puss.
 

She barely moved.
 

I wondered if she noticed I was even touching her. Surely after having something so huge inside of you, something my size might go unnoticed? Unable to hold back, I thrust my hips forward and drove my cock as deep into my wife as I could.
 

Her only reaction was a soft grunt as I came up to the hilt, my abdomen jutting against her ass.
 

I felt his still hot seed coating my cock, oozing out from between us and dripping down my balls. There was so fucking much of it. How could one man have so much sperm?
 

I started fucking her slowly, staring down at myself as I pulled out covered in another man's cum. It was as beautiful a sight as it was painful but I couldn't stop.
 

I could already feel my own cum moving out of my nuts, pressing into my shaft as my cock hardened to final stiffness.
 

I closed my eyes. I wished there was something I could do to make this last longer but I knew there wasn't. It was totally beyond my control how turned on I was and there was nothing I could do.
 

Suddenly, Jess moved.
 

I looked up just as her hand pressed against my stomach, pushing me back.
 

My eyes went wide in shock. What was she doing? Why? I... didn't she know I needed to fuck her right now more than I needed anything else?
 

She reassured me with a smile. Swinging a leg to one side, she rolled over onto her back and spread her legs wide open for me.
 

I looked down. The curvy, pink lines of her used pussy lips tugged at my core, beckoning me into her warm, dark hole. Looking back up, I saw her arms outstretched, reaching for me, welcoming me inside.
 

Tears came to my eyes.
 

I sank into her hot pussy, her lover's cream coating me again. But this time I felt the warm reassurance of her hands on my back, gliding down to my ass. I pressed my face closer to her, into her neck where I could kiss the soft skin her lover had touched. "Oh God," I moaned as her hands swept up my back again.
 

It felt so... safe, so right, where I was right then.
 

"I love you, Scott."
 

"I love you too," I whispered, my hips rutting into her slowly, trying to stretch out the moment before I came. I kissed her neck again. "I love you too."
 

"Come on baby," Jess said. "I want you to come."
 

The way she whispered it made my cock surge with lust. I was on the edge, so close I could fall off at any moment. And still I wanted to feel closer to her. I wanted to know that I was hers and she was mine. I wanted to say something, or maybe I wanted to hear her say something that would make all of this alright. 
 

"Does my cock feel good?"
 

What?!? Why the hell did I come up with that?
 

"Baby," Jess purred. "You feel good. I love you."
 

And for some reason that was the hottest thing she could have said. I knew what she meant. I couldn't ever compare to someone of that size but that's not what this was about. This was about me and her and what we had together. This was about the fact that we each had someone that we understood so completely. And who understood us back.
 

I lifted myself up so I could look into her eyes, my hips still moving my cock into her sloppy cunt. I felt myself slipping away, the swell of orgasm taking over every part of my being until that was all I could feel.
 

My cock filled with tightness. I heard myself roar but all I could feel was the swell of cum pulsing through my shaft. I looked at her in the middle of it to see her smiling back at me.
 

I fucked through the thickest part of the climax, then fucked out the tail, trying to hold onto the final shakes and shudders as it left me.
 

I collapsed onto Jess, a sweaty, panting mess. I lay on top of her for a good long time.
 

She didn't even complain. Just kept stroking my back, making me shiver every now and again.
 

My cock fell out of her and more ho his mess, and mine this time, spilled out.
 

Finally, I rolled off of her and onto the other side of the mattress. We lay there staring at the ceiling, holding hands and drifting in and out of sleep.
 

It was hot, but this time it was so much more. It was the most emotionally intense night I think I'd ever had.
 






Chapter 22

 


Jess fucked so many other guys. She did the escort thing for six, maybe seven months after that. We went into full on party mode.
 

She was making so much money that neither of us wanted her to stop. We got the line of credit paid off. We'd go out to fancy dinners almost every week, sometimes twice. Not to mention that I was walking around so turned on all the time I could barely walk.
 

But, as they say, all good things must come to an end. I couldn't have thought up a better way to finish this off.
 

We were at dinner one night and the waiter came around to take our drink orders. As usual I looked to Jess to see what she would like.
 

"Just a water tonight," she said, flashing the waiter a smile.
 

I shot her a funny look. It was Friday, she'd had a full week of clients, it wasn't like her to not even have one glass of wine.
 

Jess returned the smile and raised her eyebrows for a moment.
 

"I'll have a glass of your house red then," I said. The waiter left and I turned back to Jess. "Everything okay?" I asked.
 

She didn't answer right away. She pushed her plate out of the way and reached across the table, hand outstretched.
 

Even then, before she'd said anything, I had a feeling I knew what was up.
 

"You ready for this?"
 

I swallowed and tried to calm my stomach which had started doing a little dance. "I don't know," I answered. "Am I?"
 

Jess flashed me a huge grin across the table. "I'm pregnant."
 

I froze in my seat. Like, I actually was not able to move. My mind started to race.
 

Pregnant?
 

Pregnant?!?
 

How could she be pregnant? I mean, we'd been having sex a lot but... but she'd been having sex with tons of other guys. How...
 

My heart sank.
 

Oh God. Oh God no.
 

"Jess?" I asked quietly.
 

Suddenly there was fire in her eyes. She looked so turned on, so alive, I hadn't seen her like that in months. "Terrified?" she asked.
 

I couldn't believe what she was doing. She was actually trying to make me go nuts! I nodded, wondering where she was going to go with this next.
 

"I thought you might be." The whole time she never once let her smile falter. "You remember that day you snuck up on me? The day the cops ended up showing up?"
 

I nodded again.
 

"Well, you can consider this payback."
 

"Payback?" I whispered.
 

"Payback. You have no idea how much you scared me when you did that, do you?"
 

I shook my head. "I...I guess not."
 

Jess gave my hand a squeeze. Still smiling, looking wicked and thrilled.
 

"Do you... do you know?" I couldn't bring myself to finish the sentence and ask "who's baby it is?" I could barely get those three words out.
 

"I know," Jess replied.
 

The way she said it, her smile, her tone, reassured me somewhat. Actually, more than somewhat. A lot. I knew Jess. She could hold a grudge but she would never... would she?
 

"You think you've got it all figured out?" she asked, her smile widening. "Well, I'll tell you what." She leaned in closer. "You can think whatever you want but just imagine what it's going to be like to fuck me for the next nine months. Can you imagine what it's going to feel like watching my belly grow and wondering if it's your or not? Can you imagine what it's going to be like coming into me as I'm on my side, my tits swollen, wondering whether another man put that into me or not?"
 

She didn't have to say another word. My cock was rock hard. I knew the truth but it didn't matter. Pretending it was something else was way more fun.
 

The waiter's timing was impeccable. He walked over, notepad in hand. "Have you decided," he asked, "or do you need more time."
 

Jess looked up to answer but I cut her off.
 

"We've actually decided we're going to have to cut things short. I just got an important call. Here. That's for the wine," I said, putting two twenties on the table.
 

He raised a brow, obviously surprised. "Sir? Is everything alright?"
 

If my look of terrified urgency had upset him, Jess' smile seemed to calm him down. We were still holding hands and he must have realized there was... more than met the eye going on.
 

"Everything's fine," I managed to mutter. "We'll be back."
 

He seemed to understand. He walked around behind Jess and pulled her chair out as she stood up.
 

I practically ran out of the restaurant, dragging her behind me.
 

Her giggles rolled into a rollicking laugh as soon as we got outside. "Wow," she muttered, stepping into the car. "I didn't realize exactly how much that would turn you on."
 

My knuckles were already white from gripping the wheel as we peeled out of the parking lot.
 

Jess put her hand on my lap and found my cock.
 

I looked over to see her smile had turned wicked.
 

It was going to be a beautiful nine months.
 



END
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Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!


Also by Jason Lenov

Hotwife: A Novel

When he sees his wife flirting with a co-worker, Jack feels a strange desire.

Things heat up as the couple explore the boundaries of their relationship.

But after an encounter goes awry, will Jack be able to get back in the game and enjoy his hot wife?


An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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