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CHAPTER ONE

I stared at the screen in shock.

It wasn’t my screen. I wasn’t even supposed to be using it. My laptop was going to be at the repair place until the next morning, after repeatedly shutting down on me out of the blue, so I had borrowed my wife’s computer to look over some documents that weren’t easily readable on my phone.

For years, we’d had an agreement that we wouldn’t use each other’s devices, as we were both self-employed and handled various materials and data that we needed to keep under lock and key. But it was urgent that I reviewed these reports, and I was pretty sure she would understand.

Now, I was less sure.

Because now, staring me in the face, was the bare naked truth as to why my wife Emma had come up with the idea to stay off each other’s computers in the first place. It was the start of what looked like a sex tape—a sex tape featuring her—which I had found in a pinned folder containing video after video that were presumably all along the same lines. I suddenly felt like I didn’t know her at all.

I was still gawping at the opening seconds of the video, my thoughts bouncing between curious, furious, and incredulous, when I heard the lock of the front door turning downstairs.

Shit. She’d come home early from her meeting.

I hastily returned her screen to the way that she had left it when it had originally gone to sleep, logging out of my emails and then permanently deleting the documents which I had downloaded but never actually reviewed, having been distracted by the vaguely titled ‘Recordings’ folder. Content that I had left no trace behind, I returned her computer to sleep mode, slid out of her office and quietly returned to my own, just as her keys jangled onto the console table in the hallway and she paced towards the stairs.

When she stopped and stuck her head in to say hello, I held up a finger and made the ‘I’m on a call’ gesture, trying to hide the fact that I was out of breath. She nodded and smiled, her pretty face seeming different to me somehow, now that I knew that she had been hiding such a dirty secret from me for all this time. She turned and continued down the corridor to her office.

I sighed and felt my heartbeat begin to slow to a normal pace. I was pretty sure I had gotten away with it. But I decided that, that night, while she was sleeping, I needed to take a more thorough look.

I could think of nothing but those images for the rest of the day. It must have showed, too—because as she sat down to join me for dinner, she cocked her head and asked, “Carl, are you okay? You seem quiet.”

I paused with my fork hovering over my plate, caught off guard. I looked up at her, still dressed in the slim-fitting striped blouse that she had worn to her meeting, her hair and make-up still immaculate. I often found her to be at her hottest when she was in her business attire; her look and her manner seemed so confident, so captivating when she was in work mode. She was sexy, self-possessed, even a little authoritative.

“Honey? What’s going on in there?”

My mind scrambled for an answer.

“It’s just work. Lots going on. And then this crap with my laptop. Twenty-four hours, they think.”

She sighed and put down her fork. “I’m so sorry about that, Carl,” she said, stroking my hand soothingly, knowing that in my line of work any missed time meant missed money. “I would be going crazy if that happened to me… I don’t think I’d stop calling them until it was sorted out. But I’m sure it’ll be fixed by the morning.”

It was typical Emma. She was kind and sympathetic, but she could be tough, too. Truth be told, even though I was her husband, I found her intimidating at times. I’d hate to be one of those IT guys if she ever did have to bring her laptop in, because she wouldn’t give them a moment of peace. Then again, it wouldn’t take them long to find whatever goodies I had unwittingly discovered on there.

But the other thing about Emma was that she was sensible, surely too sensible to have done this. I was struggling to associate any of these qualities, the qualities I admired the most about her, with the type of person who would make a video, or multiple videos, like the one I seemed to have stumbled upon.

For now, my answer seemed to have put a stop to any further questioning. I forced a smile and directed my attention back towards my plate, squeezing her hand back.

“Thanks, you’re right. I’ll try not to think about it. Hey, how did your meeting go? You came back early.”

She rolled her eyes. “Waste of my time. They were supposed to be pitching new ideas to me, but instead they stalled and asked me for the same information I already gave them in the previous meeting. I stopped them and told them to reschedule the meeting when they had taken the time to adequately prepare.”

See? Tough as nails.

“Oh, that sucks. You did the right thing.”

“It’s no big deal,” she said. “But if you could please just give me one of those foot rubs of yours later, I’ll be fine.”

I glanced at Emma as I rubbed her feet, her focus now dedicated wholly to her emails as she sat at the other end of the couch. She was successful, she was as sharp as a tack, she was great company—she had pretty much everything that most people would want in a partner. I knew I was a lucky man.

And she had always been pretty, always had a sexy manner about her. She had a slightly raspy, smoky voice that was a turn-on all on its own. She had a conventionally beautiful face, one that could pass for a woman in her late twenties despite her being in her mid-thirties by this point. And she was athletic, the type who would go out for a run in booty-hugging leggings that tempted other men to steal glances, even as they walked by with their own partners.

And yet, though she oozed sex appeal and she had always been good in bed, she had never struck me as anything more than, well, vanilla. As far as I knew—until that day—she didn’t have any kinks to speak of. No desires that I’d consider particularly exciting, no skeletons in her closet. Our sex life was good because we had chemistry, and we knew how to rub each other the right way, but that was all. To an outsider, it would probably have seemed unexciting, even boring.

But having a secret folder on her laptop containing various recordings of her having sex? Clearly there was something that I didn’t know about Emma.

It had always felt like there was an edge to her that, for whatever reason, she had tamped down around me, as though I was getting some kind of special treatment. I now found myself wondering if and when it was ever going to come out. Maybe I was just overthinking things—those videos had really gotten to me.

Or maybe, somewhere in those videos, I was about to find that edge.

One other thing about the recordings that I had been agonizing over was who, and when. The back of my mind had been hard at work for most of the day, poring over every detail and timing that it could recall about Emma’s dating life before me, trying to figure out who the guy in that video could have been and when it could have taken place.

I had ended up deciding that it must have been one to two years before she and I had met, based on her hair color in the video, a dirty blonde shade that I knew she had only adopted once during a particular span of time while she was single.

But while I knew that the one video I had watched—and I had watched only a snippet, nowhere near the whole thing—had been recorded before I knew her, there were a lot more videos in that folder, and I didn’t know when the rest of them had been created.

Yet.

After Emma had turned off her light and kissed me good night, I lay awake and stared at the ceiling. There was no danger of me falling asleep and missing my chance to do more digging. Not after what I had seen earlier in the day. Not with the knowledge that there was much, much more on that laptop for me to review.

Every so often I peered through the darkness at my wife. When I was sure that she had fallen into a deep sleep, her breathing now slow and so light that it was barely audible, I eased out from under the covers and slipped out of the room. I closed the door behind me, knowing that Emma was not the stealthiest even at her most alert, so if she did wake up and come out of the room looking for me, I would surely hear it and get a head start on her.

I softly stepped down the corridor until I reached her office, and then with the door left ajar I took a seat at her desk. She had turned the laptop off for the night, so I turned it back on and keyed in the same password that I knew she used for everything, despite me repeatedly warning her she needed to mix them up to keep them secure, and her desktop gradually loaded.

I opened up the folder again and returned to the footage that I had found earlier in the day. There she was once again, sat on the bed in an unfamiliar room and wearing a skimpy nightdress, alongside the mystery man in his boxers. They started to kiss, and I again took in the surreal sight of another man feeling up my wife’s body, and her relishing the attention and returning it right back to him.

Was watching this a violation? Was I really entitled to see this, when clearly it had happened before I was in the picture?

She was free to do whatever she wanted before me. We were both grown-ups, and we knew that each of us had plenty of sexual partners before we met. So why did it matter enough for me to fixate on this all day, and come back to watch it in secret while she was asleep?

I put it down to the need to make sure that none of this had happened during our time together, a need to find out what she did do, and a conviction that she would merely do the same thing if she was in my position. It was human nature. I just needed to know.

And speaking of positions, he now had her flat on her back, with one of her legs seductively raised and bent to his side. He ran his hand along the length of her thighs and calves, while she kneaded his muscular back and shoulders, her body mostly obscured beneath him. This was where I had left the video earlier: underwear still on, but passionate kissing under way, the foreplay beginning, and a certainty in my mind that this was the beginning of what could only be a sex tape.

I nervously tapped my fingers against the chair, glancing at the time bar and seeing there were more than thirty minutes left to go. I was dying to know where this would lead. But I didn’t want to miss something. I wasn’t going to jump through this video—I was here to watch it in full.

And as the guy’s hands began to roam up her inner thighs and she gently, rhythmically pushed her hips forward to bring herself closer, I realized that since the start of the video I had grown hard. My dick liked what my eyes were seeing.

What the fuck?

My brain didn’t. It was anxious. It was worried, it felt threatened. It was bracing itself, about to see every married guy’s worst nightmare come to life, experiencing an unparalleled surge of jealousy and fear.

But for some reason, acknowledging that thought made my dick twitch and strain harder. This was doing something to me. Somehow, me being here right now wasn’t just out of worry.

He shifted to her side and his hand continued up towards the hem of her nightdress, then flipped it upwards to reveal her pussy; she wasn’t wearing any panties beneath the dress. She eagerly watched him, encouraged him with her eyes and a seductive smile. His fingers gently stroked her lips, making her shiver with anticipation, and then he leaned down, kissed her, and slowly ran one finger up and down her slit.

A fire was building inside her now, and she wrapped one arm around his neck and reached down with her other hand to peel down the waistband of his boxers and softly tug on his hardening cock. It was bigger than mine—maybe not in length, but certainly in width and heft—and I felt daunted, then inadequate, then afraid, and then overwhelmingly aroused.

“Fuck,” she sighed, contentedly. “I love your cock.”

She loosely jerked her fingers along the length of his dick, so softly that she was barely applying friction, simply trying to tease him. He worked his finger inside her entrance, making her shudder and exhale sultrily, and then soon added a second and began to gently push them into her. She moaned against his lips and responded by tightening her grip on his cock and jerking him more firmly now.

She parted her legs a little more, giving him deeper access, squirming against him hungrily, while the veins of his cock became more and more engorged, the tissue in her hand as hard as metal. They were both deeply aroused now, their bodies on the edge of surrendering to one another and their animalistic lust, and the moment came when they could hold out no more.

The guy leaned over her, kicked off his boxers, and shifted between her legs, and she lay back welcomingly and spread herself open for him, her hand on his cock as it approached her glistening pussy. He tried to take control now, but she held out a finger and waved it teasingly.

“Patience…”

She slowly, slowly pulled his cock closer. He groaned in frustration.

I held my breath. I didn’t know what else I was expecting to see at this point—I had seen enough to know what was coming—but this was a huge moment. A huge, terrifying, but unexpectedly riveting moment.

She slid one leg up, folded it behind him, and locked him in place above her. The tip of his member was only an inch or two away from her entrance now.

Then she gently, softly stroked him, looking up with wide eyes, a face of mock innocence. He stared down at her hand as it teased him, staying as patient as he could. And then, to his surprise and mine, she tightened her grip, pulled the head toward her, and simultaneously pushed her hips forward so that her lips enveloped the tip.

This moment of such intimate contact made me light-headed. I was enjoying this. I was tempted to pause it right there and take a screenshot, send myself a permanent memento of this. But there was so much more to come. I let it play on.

She pushed his ass down with one hand. The time for playing games was over. And he didn’t waste a second. His buttocks tensed as he slowly sank into my future wife, and she sighed deeply, as though winded by his cock as it embedded itself inside her.

“Fuck, you feel so good.”

He continued to push until he was buried to the hilt, and then he slowly withdrew, almost but not quite to the tip, before plunging back inside her.

She gasped, but breathed the word “yes”.

“You like that?” he smirked.

“Yes. Keep going… Please.”

I watched as he resumed, and his movements intensified until their fucking became wild, Emma tossing her head back and pulsing her hips back and forth against his cock as it drove into her. He lifted one of her legs and she swung it over his shoulder, laying wide open for him, and he loomed high over her as he continued fucking her, his thrusts now reaching even deeper into her pussy.

The noises coming out of her mouth were like nothing I’d heard from her. But they weren’t performative. He was fucking her like a pro, and she was submitting completely to him. In fact…

“Oh, my god. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Her voice became a little higher, a pitch that I have only heard a few times. Her eyebrows were raised, a meek look in her eyes as she gazed up at him. And then she scrunched them closed, threw her head forward, and her abs tightened.

“Fuck. Fuuuck!!!”

I couldn’t believe it. I was watching my wife coming with another man, in a video she had filmed before we met. She trembled under him, and knowing her orgasm was underway, he intensified his thrusts, pounding her hard, making her quake and whimper. Strange, involuntary whines and squeaks escaped her lips as she bucked with each wave, and he plowed into her, seeming to give her more pleasure even while chasing his own.

No wonder she kept this, I thought as I watched. This was an orgasm unlike any I had ever given her. I was jealous, of course. I wished I could have that effect on her. But I was also seeing my wife in a new light now.

She’s always been sexy, desirable. But now I knew she had a dirty secret. Wild, primal sex and mind-blowing, body-quaking orgasms on camera in her single years before she had met me. I didn’t think I would ever so much as glance at another woman again, because I was consumed with lust for her.

This discovery should have given me all kinds of negative feelings, and I guess it did, deep beneath the surface. But my main thought at this point was that I had married the sexiest woman in the world.

I watched as he flipped her onto her stomach so that she lay flat on the bed, and then he straddled her rear and re-entered her pussy, propping up her hips with one arm. Then he fucked her hard from behind, making her moan helplessly into the pillow, and soon she was tensing up again and then shaking all over.

He sped up now, eager to take his reward. But within thirty seconds, she cried out.

“Oh, God… I’m gonna come again… Don’t stop…”

And she had another orgasm, swearing and whimpering loudly as her body was bounced up and down against the mattress.

He grunted, signaling his own impending orgasm. I expected him to carry on, not break his stride, but in a moment they seemed to have discussed in advance, he pulled out and she turned, lying flat on her back. He held his cock and the first spurt flew out onto her stomach. Then another up to her tits. She lay there, squirming and convulsing with the remnants of her orgasm, and he plastered her with his seed, claiming her body in the crudest, messiest way possible.

By the time he was done, her torso was splattered in small pools of oozing, shining come. Each of them moved with gravity and his semen converged upon her flat stomach and her belly button, leaving a thin, slick layer in its wake. She closed her eyes and relaxed as he stroked his dick and let the last globule drop onto her mound. And then the video ended.

I could have sat there and jacked off instantly. I could have released the tension right then and there.

But that video made me want Emma, not just the quick relief of my hand. And I was in no mood to wait.


CHAPTER TWO

I slipped into our bedroom and listened out. I could just about make out her light wheeze as she slept. As my eyes adjusted I saw that she was still in the same position I had left her in, curled up with her back to my side of the bed. I climbed back onto the bed and settled beneath the covers, and then I made my first move.

I turned onto my side so that I was matching her pose. I slowly eased up against her so that we were spooning, and then I held this position for a little while. It felt good to be against her warm body. My cock pulsed against her ass, and I tried to hold it away from her. I didn’t think being poked awake by a sticky erection was going to make her too amenable to middle-of-the-night sex.

I gently placed my hand against her hip and slid it along her smooth outer thigh. She exhaled in her sleep. Her body didn’t move, though, so I kept going. I massaged her thigh, this familiar feel now weirdly alien at the same time, and intoxicating, like I was copping a feel from some kind of celebrity.

Or, more precisely, a porn star.

As I began to reach around her hip and approach her groin, her body melted against mine and she sighed again. For a moment I was unsure whether she was awake, but with my fingers sliding sideways along her pelvis towards her lips, she spoke.

“Fuck, Carl. Yes…”

I kissed the warm, soft skin of her neck. She let out a little moan. Somehow, it seemed like that felt better for me than for her.

“This isn’t like you,” she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Sorry I woke you up. I just need you really badly right now.”

“I’m not complaining,” she said, and then she took my hand in hers and pulled it gently towards her folds.

I began to stroke them with my fingertips, and her body squirmed back and forth between my touch and my throbbing, oozing cock as it pressed up against her ass.

I slid a finger inside her and at the same time I lunged forward and pressed my cock between her cheeks, so that the length of my shaft was pushing against her asshole. I don’t think I had ever done this, but I couldn’t help myself. I felt a simple need to stimulate myself against her. To my surprise, she shuddered and groaned deeply.

“Fuck… Carl, I like this side of you.”

I teased her clit with my fingertips, but she began to push forward against it, coaxing out the pressure that she craved. Her breathing deepened and her movements quickened, driving me on. I was desperate to be inside her, but after what I had just seen, I needed to make her come. I tried to prolong her wait, but she was grinding forcefully now, and I was too intrigued to get in her way.

Soon, she leaned her head back against my shoulder and let out a high-pitched sigh, and her body turned stiff against me.

“Yes,” she whined. “Keep going.”

Moments later, the relief crashed over her and she bucked against my finger, jerking and flailing and whimpering with pleasure. I savored the moment, the relief of giving her an orgasm after witnessing another man do it, and I resisted the urge to move until she was finished.

When the last of her convulsions had passed, she relaxed against me for a few moments, and then she turned onto her back and kissed me, her tongue flicking my lips apart, the waves of passion overcoming any wish to go back to sleep just yet.

“Fuck me,” she breathed, pulling at my back to encourage me to climb on top of her.

I followed the guidance of her hands and pushed myself up, before lowering myself against her with my cock between her legs, kissing her deeply. She took hold of my cock now, her fingers light around the shaft in a familiar half-grip, and gently slid them up and down.

It wasn’t the first time she had done this to me, but I had just watched her do the same thing to another guy. It was different now. My cock was as hard as a rock, her teasing having a much more profound effect on me than she must have expected.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but I like it,” she said, gazing up at me with a taunting smile and gyrating against my fingers, still pressed against her clit.

My cock throbbed angrily in her light grip and she exhaled lustfully.

“Oh, God, I need that in me.”

She gently pulled my cock and I needed no further invitation. Her legs spread out and I positioned myself between them, and she guided me to her folds. As my cock parted her lips I felt her soaking wet arousal. The sensation against the tip of my glans was warm, welcoming, inundating.

I slowly pushed inside her, my shaft tingling, my nerves on overdrive. She spread and bent both legs so that her feet were pressed to the small of my back, coaxing me further in. She wanted me deep inside her.

I withdrew and slid in faster now. She breathed heavily, her arousal far more intense than it would usually be this early on. The sound of her shuddering breaths, the feel of her feet pulling me down into her, the soaking warmth around my overstimulated cock could have been enough to come now. But I had to fight it. I was determined to at least match what I saw that guy do to her.

I thrust into her several times, making her whine and call out for more. And just after I settled into a rhythm, I raised one of her legs and pulled it up over her shoulder. She gasped, and in the soft gloom that filtered through the drapes from the street lights I saw her eyes widen in excitement. I lowered myself gradually, my shaft pushing deeper inside her, straining against her tight pussy.

I had never really tried this position with Emma—not this exact one, anyway—and as well as surprise I could see something else in her eyes. She was trying to figure out what exactly was driving this, why I had ambushed her in the middle of the night with these new moves. But when I pushed once more and I was buried to the hilt, my member tensing as it reached as far inside her as it could, all of that faded and her eyes glazed over with lust. Her body relaxed in a way that I wasn’t used to seeing; a way that told me that she wanted me to do with her whatever I pleased.

I was spurred on by this, the realization that I had replicated the effect of the stranger on her in that video—that I had tapped into whatever hidden side of my wife would feel compelled to make a sex video in the first place. Right now, she wasn’t the wife I knew. She was the kinky slut that I never knew I had married. So within moments I was fucking her hard and fast, making her body flail and her sounds intensify.

“Fuck me, Carl. Harder. Harder.”

I did as she said. It was a much greater effort than usual—not just the sheer intensity as I pounded into her, a sweat breaking across my forehead and upper back, but my attempts to hold back the release that my cock demanded, her slick pussy clenching around the increasingly sensitive shaft. The clenching became harder, and her hips matched the fervor of my own. And then I realized.

I watched her face as she squeezed her eyes closed, her hands gripping my arms, nails digging into the beleaguered muscle. And then she abruptly lunged upward, her thighs tightening against me—one around my waist, the other pressed to my abdomen—and cried out with pleasure.

I watched, admired, and felt her quivering body, enjoying the sight of an orgasm more intense than I knew I could give her, while also enjoying the dirty knowledge that I had merely copied the technique from her former lover. I had held back my orgasm as best I could, but it was too much now. My cock swelled inside her, triggered by the spasming of her pussy around it, and I felt my own release building up.

“Yes, yes,” she called out. “Come with me. Come now.”

I blasted my come into her and she lay back and stroked me encouragingly. I saw her smile sultrily, felt her thigh slide along my hip, as she squirmed to take all of it. My cock pulsed again and again, more than I ever thought it could, and I wondered just how much come I was releasing into her. Clearly she shared my thoughts.

“Holy shit,” she said after my last spasm, and I fell into her embrace. “You’ve never come like that before.”

“I know,” I said, still struggling to talk as I tried to get my breath back.

“What brought this about?”

“Nothing. Just… I got horny next to you.”

I flopped next to her, and she kissed me and then lay her head on my shoulder with a contented sigh. I wasn’t completely sure she believed me.


CHAPTER THREE

The next night, I followed the same routine. When I was sure that Emma was out for the count, I left the bedroom, snuck back to her office, and fired up her computer.

I opened the Recordings folder. Time to try another video.

They were sorted in chronological order—with only automated random digits for file names—and so far I had only watched the first. I opened the next one, my hand trembling with anticipation. What was I going to find this time? Considering what I had found in that first video, what could I expect from all of the remaining videos?

It opened on the same room, the same bed, and there was that same guy. I felt some relief that it was him again, that maybe all of these videos only featured him as her co-star, even though a small, twisted part of my brain was excited about the prospect of Emma having other partners in some of these recordings.

He was again wearing only boxers, but this time she was standing over him and wearing a corset, panties, and stockings, all in a burgundy red that looked amazing against her darker than usual tan. It was the hottest she had ever looked, and for a moment I felt nothing but the bitter envy that one would expect to feel as I saw his eyes feasting on this sight and his hands reaching to pull her in. But the envy kick-started my arousal, and within seconds I was eager to see what would happen next.

“Come here.”

She let him guide her onto his lap, perching herself on one of his thighs and draping one leg across the other. Straight away his hands began to savor the exposed flesh between her panties and her garters, and she tongue-kissed him slowly, a smirk pulling at the corners of her lips as she enjoyed the heightened attention.

I was struggling to keep my own attention in one place. While watching the last video I had been spellbound by the various acts performed by Emma and her lover, but this time the red-hot look of my now-wife in her uncharacteristic attire was drawing my gaze away from the action.

Emma has nice breasts—shapely, average in size—but the corset transformed them. Her cleavage was mesmerizing. And while some women might have used a corset like the one she was wearing to adjust their shape, to shift the emphasis upwards and away from the midriff, for Emma it merely accentuated every aspect of her alluring figure.

Their kissing intensified, the pace building, and after some time she planted her knee next to him, straddled his lap and pushed him down, taking all the power as she loomed over him and left him with only this magnificent view. Then she curved her back, her pert behind thrusting out towards the camera, and slunk over him, placing a delicate, teasing kiss against his lips and sliding her fingers down his chest and abdomen towards his boxers.

She kissed his neck so softly it must have felt to him like no more than a tickle, and then she did the same to the top of a pec, each kiss placed lower but more protracted than the last, all while one hand pressed against his package and the other toyed with his waistband. Her fingers delicately broached the gap, sliding against the skin of his pelvis, making him pulse eagerly so that her other hand unwillingly oscillated up and down with each surge of stimulation.

And then her knees shifted, and any doubt as to what would happen next was gone. She was climbing back down his body in her enticing lingerie, lowering her knees to the floor, and then she was sliding his boxers off and pulling out his straining, rock-hard member.

She knelt in front of him as he pushed back off the mattress and sat up once more, gazing down at her beautiful face inches from his cock, her irresistible cleavage just below. This woman, the love of my life and my best friend, down on her knees and presented in a neat, slutty little package for him. This was years before I had met her; but years later, I had had no clue that she could have ever done something like this.

She gripped the base of his shaft and directed the tip over her mouth, then rolled her tongue languidly around the head, gazing up at him, her eyes blazing with lust. There was that pang of dark, furious jealousy again. Sure, she had given me blowjobs plenty of times, but not like this—not with this fervor, this passion, this look. She was pulling out all the stops for him, and it didn’t take a body language expert to see that she was doing it to satisfy her own desires as much as his.

Her tongue danced over the very tip of his cock, and as it cradled his glans, she lowered her head and wrapped her scarlet-painted lips around the head. Her lips pressed further down, an inch, two inches, and her cheeks were furrowed with the effort of sucking him further into her eager mouth. She slid back up, cleared her throat, and then licked around the shaft. I realized that she was struggling to accommodate the width of his thick cock, and was now lubricating it for her next effort.

Again she took him into her mouth and her head sunk down into his lap, striving to take him all. He watched, entranced. She reached halfway, a little more, than pulled back up, flashed him a dirty smile, and cupped his balls in her other hand. His member tightened and lurched upwards. He exhaled and shuddered.

Smirking with the knowledge that she was having the desired effect on him, she again wetly licked his member, now coating the lower half in her saliva, and then she began again. The vision of her lips stretched in a taut circle in that red lipstick, matching her slutty ensemble as they rose up and down another man’s cock, seared itself into my memory forever.

She pushed down, back up, down again. This time there was no break. She continued until she reached the base, her lips straining against that thick rod as her hand let go and her mouth took the last of him. Her lips were flush to his pelvis; his cock was fully embedded in her face. It was a shocking, exhilarating image, but it would quickly be surpassed by what she did next.

Emma gave his balls one last, soft squeeze, and then placed her hands on each of his thighs. She slowly drew her lips up to his head, and then sank back down again, all the way to the base, the difficulty beginning to subside now. Again she withdrew to the tip, and again she came back down, this time plunging swiftly and fluently into his crotch.

She was giving him a hands-free blowjob. Again and again she rose and fell, each time a little more quickly than the last. He sighed heavily and groaned; it seemed as though her mouth was replicating the feel of her pussy as best it could. And if that was how it seemed to him, that would explain why he decided to take matters into his own hands… literally.

He softly wrapped one hand around the back of her head. She flashed him a dirty, coaxing look, goading him to go for it. He tensed and gently pressed his hand downward, then back up, matching her rhythm, then a little harder and a little faster, until the rhythm was his and she was the one following. Meanwhile his hips raised to meet her each time she came back down, and his cock was bulging, thick and reddened. Her eyes watered slightly, but as she reached the tip she smiled before sinking back down at his behest.

I watched, incredulous, as what began as her going down on him gradually transformed into him fucking her mouth. His thrusts were gentle, patient, but it didn’t seem like he needed to increase the intensity or the speed of his movements. He was gasping, squirming, overcome by the sensation.

I watched her pretty face as it became contorted by her efforts, and after a moment I realized that she was ramping up the sucking—her cheeks and her lips now wrought with tension—and the licking, her hidden tongue every so often flicking out and making her cheek bulge as it rolled around and over the head of his cock.

“Fuck,” he grunted, as he thrusted up into her throat. “I’m gonna come.”

Her gaze seemed to harden then, giving him the silent instruction to do it.

He continued to grip the back of her head and fuck her face, staring into her eager, burning eyes, and as the moment hit he stiffened, loosened his grip on her, and slid his cock out of her mouth. She smiled provocatively and then opened her mouth wide with her tongue lying flat, his raging, veiny, slick member swelling to its peak over her.

And then he guided her face closer and released the first glob of come straight onto her tongue. She flinched, giggling, and the next hit her upper lip. Another flew down into her mouth. The last few blasts splattered her lips, tongue and chin, so that the lower half of her face was coated in his seed.

She closed her mouth, gulped, and displayed a clean tongue, before running it along her sticky lips in a circle, glazing it once more, and then swallowing it clean again. He then lowered his cock into her mouth, so that she could suck off every last drop. The video ended with her standing up, walking over to the camera and turning it off, allowing one last glimpse of her chin still glistening with the come she had missed.

I quickly covered my tracks, turned off the computer, and rushed back to our bedroom. I was playing with fire here, but once again I had to have her straight away.


CHAPTER FOUR

As I had the previous night, I spooned her and felt her up beneath the covers. After a little while I heard her laugh quietly, and she turned and kissed me.

“Again? Wow.”

“Last night left me wanting more,” I said, kissing her neck.

“Is that right,” she replied, in what seemed like an odd tone.

Perhaps I was reading too much into it. But I didn’t dwell on it for long, because she pulled me in for a kiss, and slipped one hand down my abdomen with the softest of touches until it squeezed in through the top of my boxers. There, she found me hard as a rock, oozing, pulsing for her attention. She smiled as she flicked her tongue against mine, and then took my hand in hers.

“Come over here.”

Curious, I let her lead me towards the side of the bed, and then she stood and pulled me up into a seated position. She yanked down my boxers and gave my cock a playful squeeze.

“Let me do something about that.”

And then, to my shock, she knelt down on the floor and smirked up at me in the half-darkness. Then, still staring up at me, she wrapped her hand around the base of my member, directed the tip towards her, and used her tongue to replicate the teasing trickery with which she had begun the blowjob in that video.

She knew.

I froze, not knowing what to do. Was I in shit now for logging onto her computer and nosing around? It certainly didn’t feel like it. Her tongue twisted and tickled around the head of my cock, driving me wild, a sensuous, raunchy display the likes of which she had never performed in the bedroom for me before.

My mind reeled as she slurped the head into her mouth and began to lower her face down my shaft. My mind and cock had been on overdrive watching that video—frankly, they had been for most of the last two days—and both were particularly sensitive to her now: to her winding, writhing tongue against the tender tip; to her lips and the walls of her mouth tightening against my sore, throbbing shaft; to the knowledge, the images, of her steamy acts with the stranger in those videos.

She took my hand and placed it against the back of her head as she bobbed up and down the length of my cock, and slowly she gave me control, placing her hands against my thighs and gazing up at me in uncharacteristic deference. I began to gently fuck her mouth, hardly believing she would let me—or anyone—do this, let alone be as turned on by it as the look in her eyes suggested. Meanwhile she sucked me hard and licked fluently but frenziedly, creating a whirl of sensations all over my cock.

It didn’t take long until I was gripping the sheets and tensing up. She knew me well enough to know what was about to happen without me telling her, and true to her original performance, she pulled off me, opened her mouth wide with her tongue out in a sexy, coaxing smile, and directed my cock over her.

Blast after blast splatted across her face, my spasming cock out of control as it gave her everything it could. Her forehead, her cheek, her hair, her tits—most of her face and upper body seemed to be struck by the misfiring globs of come. It went on and on, and her eyebrows raised in surprise, at which point one of them was splattered too.

When it was finally over, she turned on the side light to give me one final look at my work, then ran to clean herself off. I was oddly proud of the mess, even though some had ended up on the floor and needed cleaning. It felt like I had outdone that guy somehow.

When she came back, there was only one way the conversation was heading.


CHAPTER FIVE

“So,” she said, as we relaxed in bed, her propped up on one elbow and looking down at me. “Want to tell me again what has gotten into you the last two nights?”

I took a deep breath.

“I think you know.”

She shrugged coyly.

I sighed. “I found those videos of yours. I’m sorry, I really needed to check something for work while my laptop was getting fixed. And in my defense, you didn’t make it hard to find them.”

As I said that last sentence, I realized something.

She smiled wearily and shook her head. “Don’t say sorry. I don’t think I have the right to be mad.”

“You were still watching them, weren’t you?”

She gave me a sheepish look and nodded.

“How long… how much have you been…?”

“I’m not watching them every day,” she laughed, her cheeks reddening. “Sorry, I shouldn’t laugh. I just… look back at one or two from time to time.” She held out a hand to stop me from interrupting just yet. “I know I shouldn’t. I feel dirty every time I watch one. It feels disloyal to you. Just… sometimes we all feel like releasing some tension on our own, and that was how I did it.”

“It does hurt a little bit,” I said. “But as you can probably tell… I weirdly enjoyed watching them.”

“I’m surprised. I would have assumed this would be a much bigger problem.”

“But you still kept them and risked it?”

She nodded. “Stupid, isn’t it. I guess I knew you wouldn’t be the type to go apeshit and let it blow up our marriage out of jealousy. And it was unfair of me to do that… leaving a chance of you seeing something so hurtful, just because I figured it wouldn’t end too badly.”

“Maybe you knew I’d be turned on by it. But I wouldn’t have even known that myself.”

She scoffed. “Believe me, I didn’t know that. I guess I justified it to myself as… sometimes, we all fantasize about, or remember, things that we maybe shouldn’t when we want to get ourselves off. Technically, how is watching those things any worse?”

I let out a small laugh. “I don’t disagree.”

I was definitely guilty of doing that. And I probably couldn’t have resisted any footage of those memories, if I had such a thing. Which begged the question…

“So… how do you have all these videos of… that?”

She took a deep breath, steeling herself for a new, tricky phase of the conversation.

“When you were single, did you ever date someone who was just… nothing like you, and nothing like you wanted them to be, but… well, the sex was unreal?”

What a thing to hear your wife ask. But we were beyond any conversational boundaries like that now. And I couldn’t pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about.

“Yeah,” I sighed. “I did.”

“I’ll ask you about that some other time,” she teased, with a dry look. “But, basically, that’s what happened. Boy meets girl, boy and girl have mind-blowing sex, boy and girl realize that sexual compatibility is all they have, and… boy and girl go to town on each other almost non-stop for a few months.”

“And then…?”

She gave me a sheepish smile and looked away.

“Girl suggests they film it so she has something to watch after.”

“How many times?”

“Uh…” she laughs. “Twenty-one.”

“Jesus.” I knew there were a lot of videos, but I couldn’t be sure that those were all different encounters with one person. “What do you even do after the first few videos?”

She gave me a cagey but knowing smile. “One thing at a time. I’m still trying to figure out if you’re really all that cool about this whole thing.”

I had to respect that. And I kind of didn’t want to know yet—it would almost be a spoiler to find out now. But I had watched two of the videos in their entirety and had a little time to process this, so I knew that I was okay with what she had done.

“Strangely, I am. I was a little jealous, sure, but mostly I was just really, really turned on by watching it.”

She gave me a doubtful expression.

“I mean, I can tell that you were turned on. But I don’t know. In a few days, or a few weeks, you might think a little more and freak out.”

“I don’t think so. And I can prove it.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Having sex again doesn’t prove anything.”

“Not that.”

She watched me cautiously as I hesitated, wondering if I could really say these words to my wife. But fuck it, I thought. I wanted it, so out with it.

“I want you to make another video with him.”


CHAPTER SIX

She laughed, looking at me as if she was unsure whether I was nuts or just messing with her.

“I have plenty already. If you’re so sure you want to see more, I’ll give them to you, and you can knock yourself out.”

“Sure, and I want to watch all of them. But I want to go one further.”

She looked at me uncertainly, waiting for me to explain.

“I found those videos hot, but not just because it was great sex between some guy and some girl. I got so turned on because you were in them. It was so wrong and… taboo. And I guess that did it for me.”

“I still don’t see why that means you would want another one.”

“I notice you haven’t said anything about whether or not you can make another video.”

That shut her up for a moment. Her eyes darted pensively.

“Are you in contact with him?”

“No, I swear.”

“But you know how to contact him?”

She sighed. “Yes.”

“And you think he would want to make another video?”

She rubbed her face in frustration. “If you really want to know, yes. I think maybe he would. He’s not the relationship type, nor the type to turn down sex. It’s possible. But you haven’t answered my question.”

I took a deep breath. “Those videos turned me on because it was you. I would be even more turned on if it was you, now, while still married to me.”

“That’s pretty out there, Carl.”

I smirked. “So is making and keeping a bunch of homemade porn to watch back after all these years.”

“I can’t argue with that.”

“Would you want to make another video with him?”

She played with her hair and looked away in thought. “I never thought about it, for obvious reasons.”

“But…?”

“Maybe. Obviously I liked it enough to do it all those times. But to do it now…” She shook her head. “That’s wild.”

“How about this. You give me the rest of those videos, and I’ll watch all of them. I’ll prove to you that I’m cool with it.”

She laughed and shook her head again. “Okay…”

“And then we can talk about you making another of those videos.”

She widened her eyes. “We can, can we?” I nodded and she laughed. “God. Okay. Fine. I’ll give you the videos. If it’s too much for you, don’t come crying to me.”

“But if it’s not…?”

“Fine. If you can handle watching them and you’re still cool with it… I’ll think about your insane idea.”

After she had transferred a copy of all the files to me, I could think of nothing else but finishing them. The next day I told my clients and suppliers that I was out sick, and then I shut myself away and dedicated the full day to getting through her whole catalogue.

Video 3: She and her former lover tried a few other positions, culminating in her riding him to climax, and him coming inside her for the first time on camera.

Video 4: They were both fully clothed, seemingly a spur of the moment thing, and he hitched up her dress and fucked her against a wall.

Video 5: Outdoor sex on what looked to be a nature trail. With Emma on all fours, he came into her again.

I had barely watched a minute of video 6, which started with Emma performing a striptease better than I ever knew she could, before I needed to relieve my aching cock.

The rest of the recordings were a blur of hot, kinky, sometimes borderline depraved sex. Each video was more and more surreal, the sight of Emma’s next position or act harder to equate with the smart, sweet woman I married.

My wife, being held up and fucked in the middle of a room. Dressed as a maid and fucked over a coffee table. Riding him in the reverse cowgirl position like a pro and coming harder than I had ever seen. Riding a dildo that had to be at least ten inches, far more than I knew she could handle, while sucking him dry.

I had to pause to jack myself off countless times. I had discovered that my wife was secretly one of the best porn actresses the world had never seen, and I didn’t think I would ever not be horny again.

But in spite of all the surprises and shocks contained within that footage, the last video still made me gasp.

It opened normally enough. They shared a passionate kiss, and things actually felt a little slower, more subdued than the other videos. She played with his cock and he teased her pussy with his fingers. At first, it was relatively tame for them.

Then, like in another of their videos, Emma got on all fours and he positioned himself behind her—but this time, he didn’t push into her. Instead he continued to stimulate her pussy with his hand, then gradually shifted it upwards and backwards toward her anus.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, as he began to probe her hole with his slick digit. When he hesitated in response, she said, “Keep going.”

I was struggling to process this. Emma and I had tried anal once, and it didn’t really work out. She had told me that she had only ever done it once before, with one other guy. I had understood that past encounter to be a failure, that our own attempt was her giving it one more go—but looking back, she hadn’t said that.

I wondered if, instead, she had hoped to replicate an enjoyable past experience, one that I was about to watch with my own eyes.

On the screen, he was working his finger deeper into her. She winced and tensed up, but still she pushed her ass out toward him. He embedded his whole digit, her face flushing pink as he began to gently pulse it in and out. Gradually she relaxed into it, her eyes fluttering, seeming to enjoy whatever new sensations he was giving her.

And then he withdrew his finger almost completely and very carefully pressed a second fingertip against her anus.

“Oh, fuck.”

“Just relax. It’ll feel better soon.”

Then slowly he wriggled that second finger into her tight hole along with the first, so that he could begin to push the two into her. She was trembling now, trying her best to control her breathing, but still she eagerly displayed her anus for him and his gentle experimentation.

I watched rapt as she fought to take double the load. This was the first time she had ever taken anything in her ass, I reminded myself. It must have been an overwhelming feeling, her tight hole having to accommodate that thickness. And next would be his dick, a hefty one too.

As he slid both fingers deeper into her, she grunted, squeezed her eyes closed, even began to sweat from her forehead. But still she encouraged him, breathing out her instruction to keep going. When both fingers were finally buried and he stopped moving, she relaxed against them and accepted the feeling.

“Fuuuck.”

He took his cue to begin gently pulsing both fingers in and out. Once more her body was stiff and her breaths were heavy, but as he began to thrust with more frequency she grew into it, moving with him so that she met each push and let him in deeper.

“Yes, yes,” she called out, something I did not expect.

“You like it?”

“Fuck, yes,” she replied, and I could tell she meant it. And then: “But I want your cock in there.”

With his other hand, he primed his member for her ass, though it was already almost fully hard. Clearly, despite the long wait, he was eager to claim her virgin ass for himself.

He slowly withdrew his fingers and, keeping her ass open with one fingertip, replaced them at the entrance with the tip of his cock. At first, she showed no obvious reaction to the introduction of a larger object. But when he began to push, it was clear she felt it.

“Oh my god, oh fuck.” She flinched away from him momentarily, but took a deep breath and steeled herself. “Sorry. Try again.”

She tried to relax and, at a slower pace, he resumed nudging his throbbing hard cock into her tight ass. She moaned and alternated between tensing up and relaxing against it, between clenching her teeth and dropping her jaw.

It looked like more than a tight fit; his bulging cock seemed to squeeze and compress into her. The feel of that tiny ring around his shaft must have been incomparable even to her tight pussy. I had experienced this myself once, though only briefly, no more than a few thrusts before she gave up. But he was her first time, and I wondered if that tightness felt even better for him, with no other man having used her ass before, which hadn’t been the case for me.

“I’m gonna make your ass mine now,” he said.

Something seemed to change in Emma, whether it was her ass adapting to the thick member that was more than halfway inside her, his words, or a determination to make this seemingly impossible fit work. All the tension faded from her body, except for her thighs and butt cheeks which pushed up for him again with renewed vigor.

“Deeper. I want all of you.”

He smirked, gripped each hip, and pushed harder. No more gentle easing in; he plunged the rest of the way until his cock had completely disappeared inside her. She gasped loudly and her eyes widened in shock, but then she dropped her head back with a relieved smile.

“Fuck me. Fuck my ass.”

He pulled back and then thrust in, all the way. She exhaled harshly as if he had knocked all the air out of her.

“Again. Faster.”

Within moments he was going for it, fucking the ass of my future wife as she shouted out her encouragement. I gripped my member as I watched her being pummeled, whimpering and squeezing her eyes shut but smiling lustfully throughout.

Her reaction seemed to intensify. I had expected her to just be passive, patient, waiting for him to derive his satisfaction from her ass, but she was anything but that. Instead…

“Keep going,” she breathed. “Just like that.”

Her muscles tightened, her teeth gnashed, and she let out moans of building pleasure. Then her eyes opened abruptly, and her whole body seized up.

“Oh, my god. I’m coming.”

I watched, incredulous, as the thrusts of his cock in and out of her ass gave her an orgasm. She convulsed, her whole body shaking, her lips trembling but pleading for him not to stop. He continued fucking her, merely a prop for her pleasure, the total reverse of what I had thought I was about to see.

It seemed to never end. If the other videos of Emma and this guy had shocked me, this was something else. I was seeing my wife’s raw, primal sexuality now, a side that I had never known, capable of pleasure in ways I had never considered. I would never take her for granted in bed again. I longed to make her come even half as hard as this guy had.

Finally she sighed and leaned on her quivering elbows against the mattress, her legs struggling not to buckle after riding out the force of the orgasm. She looked satisfied like never before, drained of everything she had.

“Come for me,” she said, her voice weak so that it was no louder than a whisper. “Come in my ass.”

He sped up his thrusts, his eyes glazing over in pursuit of his own release now. Her muscles were spent, and her body offered little resistance, bouncing between his crotch and the mattress as he angled downward and fucked her submitting ass. Faster and harder he thrusted, pounding her ass with the same intensity with which he had used her pussy in previous videos, a shocking leap from the cautious probing mere minutes before but one that she seemed more than able to accommodate.

When he grunted, squeezed her ass hard, and blasted into her—the first and last time anyone had ejaculated into her ass—I finally let myself come. In the closing stages of the video they were both exhausted, drained, and I felt the same way.

My mind had been put through the wringer. Watching this recording had been so much more visceral than the videos before it, and it had left me with questions. If it was this good, why was this the only time she had done it until the time she tried again with me? And why did she cut short my attempt to fuck her in the ass?

The screen went black but for a while I just stared at it, trying to process this.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I picked my moment to bring it up with Emma. We had just finished dinner and were nursing the last of a new cider we were trying, and she seemed pretty relaxed.

“I watched the rest of the videos,” I said.

She widened her eyes and smiled in surprise. “I sent them to you this morning. You watched them all in one day?!”

I shrugged. “When your wife sends you a folder full of her home-made porno from before she met you, it’s only going to go one of two ways. Slowly working your way through them over a few weeks is not one of them.”

“I guess not. And I guess you didn’t get much work done today.”

“None at all.”

She shook her head with a look somewhere between weariness and amusement. “So, now you’ve seen everything. How do you feel?”

“A little surprised. Shocked, I guess.”

“Understandable. Sometimes even I am when I watch those back.”

“But, uh,” I continued, even now slightly afraid to let the words out. I paused, exhaled, and then bit the bullet. “Fuck, it was hot to watch.”

She blinked and laughed. “I will never understand men.”

“Before those videos, I thought I understood you. And myself. So imagine how I feel now.”

“You liked what you saw,” she said, half a statement, half a question. I nodded. “Even the… later ones?”

“They were especially messed up, but especially hot. And about those…”

She cocked an eyebrow.

“Well, one in particular. The last one.”

“I was waiting for this to come up.”

“When we tried that, you said you’d only done it once.”

“Yep,” she sighed, shifting uncomfortably in her chair. “And I had.”

“Well, when you told me that, I got the impression that it hadn’t worked out, or you didn’t like it. Not that it was some sort of transformative, mind-blowing experience.”

She hesitated to speak but seemed to find the words. “It wasn’t a coincidence that it was our last video. That was right before he went on secondment out of town. So we decided to go out with a bang.”

“I’ll say.”

“I guess it was obvious in the video, but it was… mind-blowing. That orgasm was unbelievably intense. To be completely honest, I always thought when he came back we would pick up where we left off. I wanted to do that again and again with him. But he ended up staying put for a couple of years, and by the time he came back, well… you and I were an item.”

I didn’t know how to feel about that. But she read the flicker of worry in my expression.

“It wasn’t like I was waiting around for him and then one day I just decided to ‘settle’. I dated other guys after him. When I met you, that was it for me.”

“That makes me feel a little better, I guess. But… when you and I tried that…”

“I try to reassure you about the origins of our relationship, and you bring it back to the anal sex. Again, I will never understand men.”

“Well, we tried it and you cut it short pretty fast. Now I don’t know what to make of that.”

She sighed, looking sympathetic and uncomfortable at the same time. “I know. I just… didn’t feel right doing it with you, for some reason. Not something that felt so dirty. Mentally, it just wasn’t doing it for me.”

“Because I wasn’t the video sex god that could pull it off?” I asked, at the last moment trying to inject a little humor into my tone, but probably just sounding bitter.

She shot me an annoyed look and shook her head. “Because you were the perfect match who I wanted to spend my life with, and share more with than just… experimental sex.”

“You’re right, I don’t think you will ever understand men,” I said, a laugh escaping this time. Thankfully, she saw the funny side and reluctantly cracked a smile.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yes. Really. I do feel a little better after what you just said. I get it. Proper relationships, marriage… some things feel like they should only be done before all of that. But they don’t have to be,” I quickly added.

She cocked her head coyly. “Maybe we could try that again. If I’m in the right mood.”

It was an interesting prospect. But if the shift in tone opened the door for that, my first thought was to see if it had opened the door to something else.

“So… how do you feel now about our deal?”

“Our deal?”

I narrowed my eyes, trying to get a read on her. “I watch all of the videos, and then you…?”

She rolled her eyes and looked away with a smile. “That.”

Was she turning red?

“Yeah… that. Don’t be all coy, I can tell you’ve been thinking about it.”

“Well, who could hear something like that and not let it cross their mind?”

“Exactly. It must be tempting.”

She gave me a wry smile, but nothing more.

“How hard is it going to be to get the words out of you?”

“What words?”

“You want to do it.”

She laughed in mock indignation. “Who said I want to do it?”

“You, by not denying it.”

“You’re ridiculous, Carl, you know that?”

I sighed and leaned back in my chair. “I know you don’t want to say it. But you could reach out to that guy, get talking again, and offer to make a new video. All with your husband’s approval. Encouragement, even. And it goes without saying, you enjoyed making those videos. It’s a win-win.”

“I don’t think you know what you’re saying. This is our marriage we’re talking about. I can’t just…”

“Of course you can. If you want to and I want you to, what’s stopping you?”

She sighed. “Because it’s… you know.”

“Weird?”

“In a word, yes.”

“Any weirder than filming yourself having sex as a single person?”

She laughed and took a sip of her drink. No one spoke for a moment, but I didn’t break the silence. I wanted her to do the talking now.

“Fine. I’ve been thinking about it. It does… excite me a little. There are just a lot of factors this time. For one thing, I’m not in contact with him. For another, he might not be down for this, for any number of reasons, and I could end up with egg on my face. It would be a pretty humiliating thing to get rejected for.

“And then there’s us. The chance that you get what you want, but then reality slaps you in the face and you realize you don’t like what you see.”

“Well, forget about that last point, because I’ve already confronted that all day and all it did was make me want you like crazy. You doing it now won’t suddenly freak me out, it will just spice things up even more. Trust me.”

She replies with an unconvinced “hmm”.

“And as for him—you can get in touch with him, feel things out, and if you go for it and he doesn’t like the idea… so what?!”

“So I’d be mortified,” she says. “And I don’t think I could ever watch any of those videos again.”

“That’s just it,” I say. “You’ve been secretly watching those videos because doing that stuff with him drove you so crazy. Wouldn’t you rather the chance to live it all again, to finish that unfinished business?”

That seems to strike a chord with her. She falls silent and looks pensive, her eyes shifting around the room.

“I would,” she says. “You’re right about that. This is just… this is a crazy thing to admit.”

“Not really. Why deny it?”

“Because I’m supposed to deny it,” she laughs. “You’re supposed to not want me to think these things. But here we are, you’re dragging it out of me.”

“So you’re on board with the idea?”

“I’ll think about it. Just… give me time.”

I decided not to press the matter any further and give Emma the time and space to make a decision. She couldn’t go ahead with a thing like this if she still had the slightest doubt or reservation. For one thing, it defeated the purpose. For another, it spelled the exact type of trouble that she feared would come from me harboring any regrets when all was said and done.

A couple of weeks passed. I fueled my renewed, twisted lust for her by revisiting some of the videos here and there, and bringing that energy straight back to her. I wondered if the enormous boost to our sex life—it was more frequent for one thing, and the sex acts more wild, the orgasms more intense—would help convince her, but that was merely an afterthought. I threw myself at her again and again because my body demanded it.

She brought it up again one evening as we drove back from date night at a nearby restaurant.

“I want to ask you something.”

“Fire away.”

“Would you really—really—be okay with it if I reached out to him?”

I glanced and smirked at her. “Does he have a name?”

“Jake. And answer my question.”

I resisted an excited, somewhat smug smile as I drove, but it still escaped. “So you made your mind up. Yes, of course.”

“So you didn’t change yours.”

“Nope. I’m a man who knows what he wants.”

She tutted and shook her head. “Yeah, well, I wouldn’t boast about that.”

“Fair point. So—do you have a plan for sounding this guy out?”

She cleared her throat. “I do. God, I feel weird talking about this.”

“Well, better we get used to the weirdness, because you may end up doing more than talking about it.”

She rolled her eyes and gave a dry laugh. “So you want to know? You wouldn’t rather that I keep it all a secret and then hit you with a new video one day?”

The thought made me hard, but I tried to ignore it. “I think I’d go crazy. Better I know.”

“Okay,” she said, with a ‘if you really think so’ tone. “The plan is that I text him, get chatting, get flirting, and get a date planned.”

I exhaled. I actually hadn’t been prepared for that.

“A date?”

“Well, sort of. I want to get him face to face under the pretense of a date, and then tell him everything. Then he can think about it. It’s a bit misleading, sure, but I’m not having that conversation through text messages.”

“Yeah, I see your point.”

We drove in silence for a little while as I thought about it. It did make sense to me. And I was weirdly turned on by the idea of her being on a date, even one that would only pan out as she had described. My wife, having a drink with her former flame, with only one thing on her mind.

By the time we got home, I was hyper aroused, and I practically dragged her to the bedroom.

“Is something on your mind?” she teased, as I flung her onto the bed.

Wordlessly I leaned over her, flipped up her skirt, and ran a hand up her leg. I went straight to the front of her panties and pressed my fingers against the fabric. It was hot to the touch, the heavy feel of her swollen sex seeming to fight against it.

“I could ask you the same thing,” I said, planting a kiss on her lips and then just below her ear, a spot I knew drove her crazy. While I was there, I added, “You really want to do this, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she breathed, and then tugged at my belt. “Fuck, I want you now.”

I pulled away slightly. “First, you have to say it.”

She whined and cupped my bulging crotch with one hand. “Tell me what you want me to say.”

“Tell me you want to make a video of yourself cheating on your husband.”

She smiled, nibbled my lip, and then locked eyes with me. Something seemed to flash across her eyes then, as though she had her own idea of how this was going to pan out.

“I want to fuck Jake again, make the most debauched sex video I can, and then make my husband watch it.”

Suddenly, she seemed to know exactly how to play me. Perhaps she’d done a lot more thinking about this than I had expected.

“And there’s nothing you can do to stop me,” she added in a whisper, squeezing my cock through my pants.

This had taken a new turn. She was embracing this in a way I hadn’t expected. And it was working for me. I was stunned, a new sense of hedonistic powerlessness washing over me.

Within seconds, our underwear was off. I leaned over her, pressing my fingers against her dripping wet entrance, eager to enter her but still at the mercy of her hand around my member.

“You want to fuck me tonight?” she asked playfully. Somehow, she had flipped this dynamic the other way around.

I didn’t answer, instead positioning myself so that I was between her legs and ready to be inside her. Still her hand gripped my cock, holding it up and away from her pussy.

“First, you need to tell me that you like seeing me fuck someone else.”

My mouth opened and closed helplessly. I didn’t know how to handle this new dirty talk.

“If you want to fuck me,” she said, her grip tight around my shaft, “say it.”

“I like watching you fuck someone else,” I said, and though this was no revelation at this point, I felt much more self-conscious now.

“Good,” she said, pointing my cock toward her, placing my hand around it as if to pass it back to me, and then stroking my cheek. “Then it’s decided.”

I wasted no time in pressing the tip between her folds, feeling her warm wetness wash over the head as it pushed its way through. My dick was highly sensitive now, and it was as though I felt the contact, the friction on every single cell from top to bottom.

I sank straight into her slick, hot pussy and began to softly fuck her, desperately trying to pace myself and hold back the inevitable. She raised her ass and tightly squeezed her legs around my waist, and though I tried to look away she caught my cheek with her hand and held me in her lustful, almost mocking gaze.

Before I even knew what was happening, I was blowing my load inside her. She smiled and drew out every drop into her wet pussy, still stubbornly clenching her legs around me, until the spasms stopped and my cock began to soften inside her. I pulled out and gave her an apologetic look.

“Don’t worry,” she smiled. “I know where I’ll go for my next orgasm.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

She wasn’t bluffing. A week and a half went by, and she spurned any sexual contact whatsoever, insisting that I would have to wait. It seemed like she had found new buttons of mine that she could push, and she was jabbing at them at any opportunity. And that included her date night with Jake.

As she was about to leave, wearing a modest but form-fitting dress that she had worn a few times for social occasions and even a couple of our own date nights, she pressed a gentle kiss against my cheek and said, “There are no rules tonight.” And then she gave me a coquettish smile, waved a fluttery wave with her fingers, and set off towards her car.

We hadn’t talked about rules in advance. Maybe we should have, I thought in that moment. After all, surely it was down to me to decide on any limits, in case anything should start happening between them that night.

But the fact that I hadn’t, and that she had left me with those teasing parting words, just turned up the heat even more. There was a fine line between adventurous and reckless, and we were straying across it. Yet each new, twisted development added to the excitement and raised the bar for the next.

The wait was torturous. She had also told me on her way out the door that she wouldn’t update me until she got home, so I was completely in the dark. There was only one way that I could keep my mind off what she was doing with him, and that was to spend the evening re-watching what she had already done with him.

Again and again I jacked off to those videos, the images of her still seeming irreconcilable with the woman I married. Given there had been so many long nights without scratching the itch with Emma, it was cathartic, yet also stoked up my doubts and nerves about her date.

If this was how she had been with him before, what could I expect now? After all that time apart, with all that remaining tension, would she even bother with the video when things started up again between them?

So it came as a surprise, a relief, and also a slight worry when I heard her key in the door at around eleven, only a little more than two hours after she had left.

I raced downstairs to meet her, and found her kicking off her heels, hanging up her keys, and then patting down her hair in the mirror. She looked much the same as she had when she had left, only… mellow. A little weary.

Her hair slightly tousled.

She caught sight of me and her eyes widened. I stepped toward her, my heart hammering my chest.

“… What happened?”

“I didn’t sleep with him,” she said, walking past me and leading me to the lounge where she slumped onto the couch, looking a little pensive. “But it went well.”

“Yeah? You explained the… situation?”

“I did.”

“And? How did he take it?”

“I think he took it well.”

“Yeah? How come?”

“Because then he fingered me under the table.”

“Jesus—seriously?!”

She nodded, biting her lip nervously, her eyes widening at me again.

I felt outraged and turned on all at once. Maybe a small part of me didn’t think she’d go ahead with it, because despite the context, despite all the talk, those words were a shock to my system. I simply stood there in the middle of the room and gawped back at her.

“Are you… okay?” she asked, and I could see the worry etched across her face.

“Yeah, I’m just… wow. Fuck.” I paced and sat in the armchair in front of her. “Was that… all?”

She shook her head, a little sheepishly.

“What else happened?”

“Are you sure you want to know?”

“Of course.”

She took a deep breath. “I went with him to his car and went down on him.”

I was reeling. I had given my wife free rein, and now she had really been with another man. There are some things in a relationship that can’t be undone, and adultery is pretty high up that list. There was an indelible mark on our marriage now. And yet the main thing I was feeling right now was raw, primal lust for her.

I wanted all the details, and I wanted her at the same time.

I moved over to the couch and sat next to her, and grabbed her by the hip. But she waved a finger at me and prised my hand off her.

“Remember what I said. You have to wait.”

“But now you’ve seen him…”

“Until the video,” she said, giving me a coy smile. She sat up straight, her chest puffed out with a hint of cleavage on display, and folded one leg over the other. She seemed to shake off that initial worry now that she had seen my reaction, and she composed herself, slowly getting herself back into character—whatever character it was that she was now playing.

“Will you tell me what happened?”

She pulled a thoughtful expression, and then glanced down at my crotch, where a twitching bulge confirmed her suspicions. Her lips twitched, the edges curving in a calculating, unintentional smile, and then straightened again.

“Take out your cock.”

I blinked in astonishment, but then I did what she had said. She had mastered those buttons now; it felt like I would do anything she told me now, if it meant she would feed this bizarre new hunger of mine.

“Masturbate. And I’ll tell you what happened.”

This was so fucked up. And yet so compelling. Again I followed her instruction.

“Straight away, I could still feel that connection between us when I joined him at our table. Just… lust. For a little while we caught up, talked about what we’d been doing over the last few years, and even talked about old times, the crazy things we had done together. There was a flirty feel from the get-go, and pretty quickly that old attraction started to take over. I wanted him, and I could tell he wanted me. That’s when I decided to lay it all out there. I told him I was married now.

“He was confused at first, and then I told him what had happened. My husband had found our videos and he wanted a new one. For a moment I was worried that I was making a huge mistake, but he seemed intrigued. So I asked him.

“He replied by sliding his hand up my leg and asking if that’s what I wanted.

“I told him yes.

“Thank God we were in a dark, quiet corner where no one could really see us, because he had me squirming and fighting back moans straight away. I was so wet for him. He fingered my clit right there in public and I came hard. I had to bite my own hand to stop myself from making any noise.”

I had to slow my pumps so as not to come right then and there.

“Keep going, for real,” she said. “You have to jerk off if you want to hear more.”

I complied, mentally straining to hold myself back from the edge.

“He said he wanted me, and he would make a video with me again. But he said that first, tonight, he wanted my lips around his cock again. And I wanted to see and feel that thing so badly.

“He paid up and brought me to his car, and we sat in the backseat. I knelt beside him, unzipped him, and brought his nice, thick cock out. It was so weird after all these years having something so much thicker and heavier in my hand. And it was even weirder when I lowered my face into his lap and took it in my mouth.

“I wasn’t used to sucking such a big cock anymore. I had to ease into it. But eventually I was able to take him again, and it felt like old times. I felt like that dirty slut in those videos again, like I would do anything for him, or let him do anything to me.

“I sucked his balls, I licked and sucked the length of him, and let him play with my tits the whole time. When he came I swallowed it all like a good girl.”

The visual that formed in my mind as she spoke was almost more than I could handle. My cock swelled and spurted the first strand of jism, and I had to hold it back towards myself and blast it against my navel so as not to splatter our lounge.

She watched with a smug yet pensive expression, as though she was already thinking of how next to use this newfound power over me.

I leaned back on the couch and got my breath back, feeling her eyes on me.

“We’re making the video tomorrow,” she said.


CHAPTER NINE

Almost twenty-four hours later, we sat side by side on the couch with Emma’s laptop connected to the TV. We were about to watch her brand new homemade porno—the proof of her infidelity—together in our lounge on a 75 inch screen.

Mercifully, this had been a shorter wait than I had expected. Before their date, I had assumed it would take at least another week before they went ahead with the recording. But it seemed I wasn’t the only one who was in a rush for this to happen: Emma was eager to jump straight back into bed with him, and he probably wanted to take the opportunity before anyone had second thoughts.

“Before we start,” she said. “A few ground rules. Pants and boxers off, now.”

Looking into her eyes was like seeing two Emmas at once. Her glare hardened and darkened, this new version of my wife that was taking control of matters, finding her own twist on this sordid scenario and whatever gratification that it seemed to bring her; and yet momentarily it flickered back to softness, naivety almost, the Emma I knew still there and wanting to be sure that this was all still okay, that I was still okay.

Curious, and wanting to make it clear that I liked this side of her, I yanked off the lower half of my outfit and sat back, my semi-erect cock twitching under her gaze.

“Good,” she said, her tone domineering but with a hint of relief. “Now, you are not to touch that for the duration of the video.”

It was cruel. It was strange. It was thrilling.

She hit play. Jake was sat on the bed, his body as sculpted and enviable as ever, and looking off-camera. Emma entered under his gaze, and I had the first small shock of the night.

She was wearing a sheer black teddy that I had bought her for Valentine’s Day earlier in the year. We had both had the flu that week, but I had given it to her anyway and she had promised she would try it out soon, but until now she had never worn it. It was being debuted now, with him instead. With matching black stiletto heels, her taut little leg and ass muscles were captivating as she strode in front of him.

I looked over to her and was met with a teasing smirk.

“I never promised you would be the first to see me wear it.”

On the screen, she sat on one of his spread-out thighs and dangled one leg seductively over the opposite thigh. He wrapped an arm around her and pressed his hand to the soft flesh just below her hip, a self-satisfied smirk on his face as he surveyed her body. My cock lurched upward with the swell of blood. What was it about seeing her sitting on another guy’s lap that invoked such an instant, yearning need for her?

He kissed her then, his tongue parting her lips and being met with a flicker of her own, her hand wrapping around his neck. As she raised it I saw that her engagement and wedding rings had stayed on, and for a moment I wondered: would that have bothered him, or would it have given him an added thrill, a symbolic reminder that even now when she had a husband he could still get her back into his bed?

His hands roamed her unfaithful body, every sinew of it now supposed to be off limits but gifted back to him by her, by me. He re-familiarized himself with every inch of her enticing, toned legs, her slim, lean waist, and eventually her firm but perfectly shaped ass.

I felt humiliation and arousal flow in tandem through me, and yet on the screen they had barely done anything so far.

As he felt her up, she teased his cock through his boxers. He pulled out of the kiss, grunting in response and moving his lips to her neck, and she did something new.

She looked at the camera, her hand wrapping around the back of his head and encouraging him, her lips curling in a sardonic smile.

“Don’t worry—I didn’t forget about you, Hubby,” she told me in the present. “In fact, a little later in the video I tried to include you as much as possible.”

I looked over to her, unsure what she meant, but she made a ‘my lips are sealed’ gesture and pointed back at the screen. In the recording, she held a hand to Jake’s chest and pulled herself free of him, giving his tongue one last, tantalizing flick of her own.

He mauled her ass cheeks then, squeezing them and then slapping them, seeming to exhibit a slightly more aggressive edge than he had shown in the previous videos. She flinched, yelped, and giggled, then turned her back to the camera as she wiggled her ass for his eager hand to grasp, and gave his cock a playful squeeze through the fabric. I could only see his face now, and I could see in his eyes that this scenario had stirred up something in him too: something primal, determined, perhaps competitive.

She bent at the knees, gripped his thighs, and it became clear what would happen next.

Except this time, it turned out things would go a little differently.

Like other videos where she had sucked his cock, the camera was positioned side-on, so I could see everything. She kneeled down in front of him, peeled back the waistband of his boxers and slid them off, then pumped his veiny, reddening member with her fist—her left hand, in fact, with her wedding and engagement rings pressed against his shaft—until it reached full size.

And then…

“Fuck, you’re big.”

He smirked and ran his fingers through her hair.

“Bigger than your husband?”

She bit her lip, stared up at him with burning, hungry eyes, and nodded.

“Yours is the best cock I’ve ever had. I missed it.”

“Prove it.”

A small thrill seemed to flash across her eyes, and she shifted and got comfortable, gazing up at him in deference and instinctively flicking her tongue across her lips. Still pumping his shaft, she swept back her hair with her other hand so that it was clear of her face, and then she rolled her tongue across the head.

She lapped hungrily, wetly at it, coating the upper inches of his cock in her saliva, the vigorous tugs of her hand and the delicate strokes of her tongue making his member bulge with need. He watched her, mesmerized by the visual, as did I.

“Fuck, that’s good. Suck my cock like a good little married slut.”

She slipped the head between her lips and moaned against it, beginning to softly bounce her face up and down on the end of his cock. Not only did she obey his instruction, but the tone of this dirty talk prompted her to reach between her legs and begin to stroke herself as she serviced him.

“You want to be my slut again, even though you’re married now?”

She looked up submissively and nodded, his cock still in her mouth, her fingers moving faster against her clit.

“Good. And not just for tonight. I’m going to make sure of it.”

She moaned, still jerking and sucking his cock but now frantically fingering herself. He was doing nothing—she was doing all the work—and yet his words were stimulating her like a sex act all of their own.

“Go on, come for me. Show your husband how much you like this.”

She whined sensuously against his member, jerking him harder now, sucking fervently. Her hips gyrated and trembled against her hand.

“That’s it. Come. Then I’ll fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”

He had barely finished his last word when she stiffened and collapsed her weight against him. She shook with pleasure and moaned against his cock, her hand now bouncing gently around it as an afterthought while the satisfaction washed through her body.

He gripped her back and the rear of her head to support her and simultaneously keep her quivering lips in place around his shaft. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, her fingers still pressed between her legs, her mouth still stuffed with cock. When it was over, she paused, took a deep breath through her nostrils, and then resumed servicing him with renewed vigor.

“Don’t you worry about me,” he smiled, prising her face off his cock.

She seemed reluctant to let it go, and as he slid it from her lips, glistening with her saliva and his pre-come, she looked up at him, panting, her eyes glazed over.

“Like I said, I’m about to fuck you like the dirty slut you are. Once I’m done with you, my cock is the only one you’ll ever want.”

“Please,” she said, letting him pull her up and place her onto the bed. “Do what you want with me.”

He palmed my wife’s breasts through the top of her teddy, that expensive gift that I had given her and never seen again until now, and his eyes turned ravenous. He gripped the chest of the garment and yanked it hard, ripping it straight down the middle. He peeled it off her like a wrapper and flung it somewhere off-camera, leaving her lying naked for him, breathless with exhilaration.

With a mind of its own now, my cock throbbed and ached. I had almost forgotten that I was sitting next to Emma, having been so engrossed with the shocking developments on screen, and I felt her gaze on me. I looked over sheepishly and saw her watch me with a condescending smirk.

“That does it for you, doesn’t it? Good. There’s a lot more to come.”

With that, she reached over and took hold of my cock, and started to slowly, gently jerk it while, on-screen, her lover mounted her on the bed.

I got the sense that I was being manipulated somehow, my wife trying to train my mind to be aroused by whatever was about to happen in this video. But really, I had started that connection the moment I watched her first video, and fostered it, evolved it by continuing to watch her private collection.

Maybe this was wrong, I thought, her hand lightly bouncing on my cock, my eyes glued to her infidelity. But it had taken both of us to get to this point.

Now, I just wanted to know where she, or Jake, was leading us next.


CHAPTER TEN

On the screen, Jake loomed over my naked, prone wife as she looked up at him in anticipation, her eyelids heavy with desire.

“Get inside me,” she whispered, taking his throbbing cock in one hand and wiggling herself lower down the bed toward it.

He prised her hand off him and pinned both of her arms to the mattress, either side of her head.

“I’ll be running the show now,” he said. “Understood?”

Her breaths quick and shallow now, she gazed up at him excitedly and nodded.

With that he climbed on top of her, his tensed muscles drawing her admiring stare, and pulled one leg over one shoulder, that same pose that they had adopted in their first video. As he did so he eased forward, and for the first time after all these years, he enjoyed the feeling of his cock breaching her entrance.

And for the first time ever, I enjoyed the sight of my wife letting another man enter her married pussy. Because enjoyment was what I was feeling now, first and foremost. In her highly aroused state, my wife looked smoldering hot, and her orgasm had been strangely satisfying to watch, a kind of vicarious pleasure while I watched her come. Meanwhile, Emma’s hand was jerking my cock, reinforcing that connection, that message that this is what I wanted, that this was my desire we were watching.

Her arousal on screen was clear. Her pussy was swollen, a deep pink, shining with her juices. And it was even more obvious as he pushed his wide member into her with little resistance despite all these years, so that he continued all the way inside her with one long movement. His bare cock was embedded deep now, her tight pussy wringing his shaft as he began to thrust, his crotch pressed to her clit.

Her mouth hung agape, her eyes unblinking, her limbs limp as she surrendered her body to him. I could tell that at that moment she would do anything for him, or let him do anything to her.

After a few minutes spent building up momentum, he swung her other leg over his other shoulder and pressed lower over her, so that their torsos were parallel. She was folded in half for him, in a position that some might find uncomfortable at best, but all that time Emma had spent in the gym and the yoga studio was paying off. Clearly, the only feeling she was experiencing now was the heightened sensation from his cock going deeper into her.

“Oh, my God,” she whined.

“You like that?”

“Fuck, yes. Fuck me hard.”

He pushed harder, as deep as he could go, and picked up the pace. It looked like it might be painful for her, but each time he thrust she bucked up her hips to take him. In fact, her ass was raised slightly off the bed now; she was holding herself up to get him deeper inside her. He wrapped an arm beneath her ass to support her, to hold her in this position, his body angling down over hers and her legs now sandwiched between them.

“Yes, yes, yes…” she repeated, and a familiar tone was creeping into her words.

He fucked her faster, determined to bring this to its conclusion. She was trapped under him, bent in two, and though her arms were free they were slumped back over her head and gripping the sheets.

She fell silent. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her body relented to his rapid pounding and bounced with him.

“Oh, my god,” she squealed, and I watched Emma come against his cock, squashed beneath him as he continued to pound her into the mattress. The velocity of their movement meant the only evidence of her orgasm was in her face, as it contorted and cried out in bliss.

In the present, Emma’s hand had begun to move quicker on my cock, though still not enough to draw out an orgasm. I longed to come, but I feared watching any of this in the immediate aftermath and feeling any of the emotions that my arousal seemed to be protecting me from. I fought it and waited. Each of her orgasms had been a spectacular sight, but I wanted to watch all of this video first, to know what grand finale this was heading towards.

Seeing and feeling her orgasm fading, Jake slowed his movements, so that he was just lightly screwing her. She panted, closed her eyes, and relaxed her head against the bed, her body quivering beneath him.

“On your knees.”

She smiled up at him as he withdrew.

“Yes. Just don’t blame me if I can’t support myself after that.”

“If you can’t hold your position, you’re getting punished.”

Her eyes glinted with exhilaration. “Well, now I don’t know if I can do it.” She swiftly pushed herself up and moved onto all fours, and he kneeled behind her.

As he held his cock aloft and approached her pussy once more, she stretched out her arms, arched her back, and pushed up her rear, and as she did so she looked straight down the camera lens. It felt like she was staring into my soul. In the present, she gripped my cock harder but slowed her strokes.

He pressed his dick to her folds and embedded himself deep inside my wife again. She smiled and gasped, then flashed a devilish look at the camera as she spoke.

“You feel so good. Come in me.”

“First, tell me you’re my slut.”

She giggled. “I’m your slut.”

“Now look in the camera and tell him you’re my slut.”

Her eyes widened, then she stared at the camera and said, “Honey, I’m Jake’s slut now.”

“Good. Now take my cock like a good slut.”

And then he began to fuck her hard once again, propelling her back and forth. She moaned with each thrust, shooting looks at the camera for me. As we watched, Emma began to speed up the pumps of her fist up and down my shaft.

He was banging her with everything he had now. Her legs had been left weakened and trembling from their previous position, and the power and speed with which she was now being pounded was a lot to withstand, so much that one arm buckled and she sank forward.

“What did I tell you,” he smirked, and then wound up a hand.

He slapped her hard across her ass, making her yelp and start, but a moment later she was smiling lustfully and looking back over her shoulder, still leaning down out of her original position.

“You’ll have to do it harder and teach me a lesson.”

“I’ll give you fucking ‘harder’.”

He then pulled back his hand and proceeded to buffet her ass cheek, over and over. Each time she gasped, almost screamed, yet each time that I began to think she was in genuine pain she just smiled and called out for more.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Emma had never shown any sign of being interested in this kind of rough, masochistic play.

I had never had any interest in it.

So why, as he relentlessly, brutally spanked her on screen and she jerked me harder now, was this turning me on so much?

She continued to moan as he slapped her hard, a pink handprint now emblazoned across her cheek, whitening with each blow and then darkening further. When he finally tired of striking her ass, he pulled her back up into his desired position, and then focused all of his energy on rutting wildly with the end now in sight.

He wasn’t quite there, though.

He took a fistful of her hair, and then twisted his wrist a couple of times so that his hand was wrapped in it, bound securely. He pulled her head up high, so that her hands raised off the mattress and she was partly suspended in the air, and he pointed at the camera with his other hand.

“Look into the camera.”

She smiled wickedly as her dangling frame was bounced back and forth.

“Who will you call for a fuck the next time you’re horny?”

“You,” she breathed.

“Louder.”

She gasped and called out. “You, Jake.”

“What will you do whenever your husband’s out of town?”

“I’ll fuck you,” she shouted over the loudening slap of his crotch against her ass.

“Who will you fuck on your wedding anniversary?”

“You, Jake. Only you.”

“Who is the only person you’ll fuck from now on?”

“You, Jake…” She wheezed and gulped. “Oh, God, I’m coming…”

Her body shuddered. She stared into the camera, though the sheer speed with which she was being pummeled from behind made her unsteady, leaving her flailing back and forth in the air. She just about held her gaze there as her breath caught in her throat, her eyes bulged, and she spasmed violently against him.

“Fuck, fuck,” she moaned.

As we watched, her hand bounced hard on my cock. I tried to ignore it. Just a little longer…

And then amongst all of that frenzied movement, something in Jake’s demeanor changed. He blinked and his eyes glazed over, and his motion slowed in contrast to her shaking and bucking.

“Ah, fuck,” he blurted out, and his grip on her hair relented. She eased back down onto the mattress for support, still quaking with the intensity of her satisfaction. Behind her, his chest raised, his shoulders dropped, and his eyes closed. She felt what was about to happen, and she pushed her ass flush against his pelvis, letting him as far inside her as she could.

“Come inside me, Jake. Make me your slut.”

He grunted and then he stopped his thrusts, pushing one final time so that he was fully implanted in my wife, her body lifting slightly. Then he exhaled heavily and pulsed against her, and then again, and she gave one last taunting look to the camera before gazing over her shoulder at him. He shook over and over, her body jiggling along with his, in an orgasm that went on and on.

Her hand was rapid, her grip tight on my cock. I felt the pressure mounting. The video was near an end, and I couldn’t hold it off for much longer.

On screen, he stopped moving and panted over her. She swiftly pulled off him, turned around, and took his cock in her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down as she cleaned his shaft of both of their juices.

Meanwhile, her rear was presented to the camera, and straight away a creamy glob began to form between her folds. It grew quickly, and within moments his seed began to ooze in a thick stream out of her pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” I wheezed. She watched me with an almost supercilious expression as my cock spurted before either of us was ready, propelling the first shot of come across the hardwood floor.

She held my cock back toward me so that again my navel bore the brunt, an agonizing contrast to the privilege that he had just been granted for his own orgasm. It was a copious amount, as though my body was trying to compete with him in vain. Her fist bounced and milked me until my stomach was shining with a thick coat of come, and finally my cock let out its last dribble and there was nothing left to give.

She wiped her sticky hand against my thigh and sat back. The video ended and the screen went black. Now it was just the two of us sitting on our couch, our commitment to one another forever stained, perhaps forever altered.

My head cleared, and as reality came back to me, so did their words in the recording. There were new questions now, new doubts, new fears.

I turned to Emma. She was reclining against the arm of the couch, watching me with bated breath. Again in her eyes I could see that dichotomy, a new, debauched side wrestling for control, and the real Emma seemingly ready to cede it but silently appraising my reaction first.

I took a deep breath.

“The things you were saying in that video… did you mean them?”

Her gaze hardened.

Another devilish look.

A bite of the lip.

She took a deep breath, smiled, and answered.

THE END


Also by M. Fox-Myer:

Novellas:

It’s About Your Fantasy…

The Agent

She Wants the Single Life

—

Short Stories:

She Left the Party with My Boss

I’m the Only One You Can Watch

One Couple, One Friend… And Only One Bed

The Hotwife Texts Series (Bundle here)

OEBPS/image_rsrcRR.jpg
A HOTWIFE STORY

\

MY
WIFE S
HOME

VIDEOS, 4

y
oY
Y Ll






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter Three

		Chapter Four

		Chapter Five

		Chapter Six

		Chapter Seven

		Chapter Eight

		Chapter Nine

		Chapter Ten

		Also By M. Fox-Myer




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69






