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Part One: The Wager


 

 


Caroline couldn’t believe that the woman walking towards her was her longtime friend. Sadie, like Caroline, had always been on the more conservative side. They had grown up in the same suburb together and had been raised with the same kind of traditional values. Of course over the years, especially in college, they had had their occasional wild nights, but in general both of the young women had always displayed a certain amount of decorum.



While Caroline had worn a casual floral dress with flats for the spring weather, Sadie was wearing a much more daring outfit, sporting a pleated, plaid short skirt that barely went to mid-thigh and a lacy black top that openly showcased the black bra she wore beneath. Her just over five foot frame was propped up on open-toed platform heels. As she drew closer, Caroline could see that her friend was also wearing much heavier make-up than usual, her normally freckled skin smoothed over into a uniform tone, and the area around her eyes dark with eyeshadow. The blonde hair she usually wore in a no-maintenance pony tail had been styled and fell around her face in soft waves.



It was a totally out of character look. Though ultimately maybe Caroline shouldn’t have been surprised. Doing things that were out of character was why she had wanted to meet up with her friend in the first place.



“Hey, Cee-Cee! So great to see you!” Sadie said, as she approached the table where Caroline was sitting.



She still used Caroline’s old nickname, even though it had been several years since Caroline traded in her maiden name of Carter for her husband’s last name of Brown. It seemed some things about Sadie hadn’t changed at least.



“Hey! Great to see you too,” Caroline said, standing and embracing her friend in a hug.



Then she nearly grimaced as she saw the man walking up behind Sadie. He was tall and muscular, something that was evident given the that he was wearing shorts and a tank top that showed off his large biceps. But Caroline had watched him on screen wearing absolutely nothing not that long ago. Images of Sadie naked and moaning while this man had his way with her sprung unbidden into Caroline’s mind. She felt a shiver run through her as she pulled out of the hug with her friend.



“Hey, I’m Johnny,” the man said, as he approached the table, extending a hand.



Caroline took it gingerly, noticing how his large paw easily engulfed her delicate, long fingers. She forced herself to smile as she introduced herself.



“I hope you don’t mind that I let him tag along,” Sadie said, flashing a smile. “But I did want to introduce him to my oldest friend.”



“Of course,” Caroline said. She hadn’t been expecting Sadie to bring anyone with her, certainly not this man. But she supposed she had to make the best of the situation.



They sat and ordered drinks, making some small talk about how things had been going. Sadie mostly asked after Caroline’s family, how her husband Marcus was doing, and how their kids were. Caroline skirted around the real reason she had summoned her friend to this little get together. The whole situation was rather awkward to bring up, and having Johnny sitting there and undressing her with his eyes didn’t help. But eventually she figured she had to get to the point.



“So, Sadie, I — um…” Caroline started halfheartedly. She took a breath and forced herself to continue. “I saw some of your videos that you made.”



“I thought that might be why you wanted to meet,” Sadie said. She leaned forward conspiratorially across the table. “Did you like them?”



“No!” Caroline said, then stuttered trying to backtrack a little when she saw a hurt look appear on Sadie’s face. “I mean, I didn’t watch them fully.”



Caroline picked up her drink and took a long sip. She tried to ignore the amused look Johnny was giving her. She set down her drink and took another deep breath through her nose.



“I just wanted to know, how did all this happen?” Caroline said. “This…porn stuff. It doesn’t seem like something you would do.”



“Well, Johnny opened me up to it,” she said, looking over at him and batting her eyes playfully. “And now, I dunno, I just really enjoy it.”



“But how did you get into all this?” Caroline said, still unable to wrap her mind around her friend’s change in attitude.



The two of them had always been a bit judgmental about girls and women they thought were acting too slutty. It had been that way in high school and college. The sudden shift in attitude worried Caroline, and she feared there might be something sinister behind it. Perhaps this Johnny guy had blackmailed her, or maybe he had drugged her or something.



But the explanation didn’t reveal any of that.



“Johnny and I met at a party,” Sadie said. “He’s friends with one of the guys from my old work. He started telling me about what he does, and I have to admit I was a little grossed out by it, but I was also curious. He invited me over to his studio so I could see it first hand. He started filming me while I was there, just for fun at first. But once I was in front of the camera and under those lights…I dunno. I started doing whatever he was telling me to do. It just felt so natural. And all of a sudden, we were making a porno.”



She finished with a giggle.



“I know Sadie here put on a good show of being a good girl for a long time, but under it all, there was a horny little minx waiting to be coaxed out,” Johnny said, giving her a knowing smile.



Caroline felt some heat rise to her face. She was about to say something when Sadie slapped Johnny playfully on the arm with a giggle.



“Oh stop!”



“You know it’s true,” he said, winking at her. Then he turned to face Caroline. “I find that deep down just about every woman is a slut. It’s just a matter of getting them to act on their desires.”



“That’s a terrible thing to say, and entirely untrue,” Caroline said, glaring back at him.



“Not in my experience,” Johnny said. “I’ve gotten all kinds of women to work with me, many who you would never think would be into doing porn. I’ve figured out how to get any woman to show her true, slutty nature in front of the camera.”



“And how many of them did you force into doing these shoots?” Caroline said bitingly. She looked over at Sadie. “If he made you do any of this, you can tell me. I can help.”



“No, it wasn’t like that at all!” Sadie said, alarm on her face. “Everything we’ve done, everything I’ve done for him on camera, it was consensual.”



“I’m not a rapist,” Johnny said. “I’m just saying all women have a deeply sexual side, and I know how to get them to show it off. I’ve never had a woman turn me down once she was on set.”



“That doesn’t mean anything,” Caroline said dismissively. “So you’ve met a bunch of women who were — ” She cut herself off, not wanting to say something that might hurt Sadie’s feelings. She started speaking again, trying to be more careful with her wording. “You’ve met a bunch of women who had a desire to…do these things, maybe even a secret desire. But that doesn’t mean most women want that.”



“Maybe not, but like I said, I haven’t met anyone who’s turned me down,” he said. He leaned forward, leering at her. “I mean, your friend took to being in porn quite naturally. I don’t see why you couldn’t.”



It took all of Caroline’s restraint not slap him across the face or throw her drink at him. She felt her face growing warm, as she glared at Johnny. The nerve!



“I’m not like that,” she hissed. “I’m not one of
 those
 women.”



“You seem awful sure of that,” he said, a sly grin playing across his face.



“I am.”



“Okay then, why don’t we make this interesting?” he said, smiling at her and leaning back in his chair. “I propose a bet. You come down to the studio, and I’ll put you in front of the camera, just like I did with Sadie. I’ll reserve you an hour slot, and all you have to do is sit in front of the camera and listen to what I’m saying. If at any point my instructions make you uncomfortable, then you don’t have to follow them. If I’m wrong, like you say I am, then it should be pretty easy for you to shoot down my directions. But if I’m right, then that ‘inner slut’ will take over and you’ll go along with what I say.”



Caroline barked out a laugh.



“Okay, what do I get when I win?”



“
 I’ll pay your fee, standard for what I pay all my actresses,” he said. “If I’m wrong, you get to show up and sit and talk for an hour and get a paycheck.”



“Sounds like easy money for me,” she said. “What’s in it for you?”



“My bet is that I think you’ll go through with it,” he said. “And if I’m right, I get another video to upload to my site, one that features a very attractive woman, if I do say so myself. I’m sure my viewers will love it.”



“You know, when I prove I’m right, I don’t just want your money,” Caroline said, ignoring his gross statements. She was angry and couldn’t help but rise to his challenge, throwing her own terms down on the wager. “When I don’t make this video, I want you to upload the video showing how you failed, and refuting your statement that all women are sluts.”



“Okay,” Johnny said with a shrug.



“And, I want my husband to be there, to make sure you don’t try to pull anything,” Caroline said.



“Mmmm…I don’t think so,” he said.



“Afraid he’ll catch you doing something you’re not supposed to?” Caroline said, a note of triumph in her voice. She knew there was something shady about this guy.



“No, it’s not that,” he said. “If I’m right, and I am able to put you in a mood where you go through with making a video for me, I don’t want a third party who will get angry and jump in and interfere. I want to win or lose this bet fair and square.”



He looked over at Sadie who had been sitting quietly, watching the exchange with wide eyes.



“Why don’t we have Sadie come and hang out?” he said. He opened his hands in a placating gesture. “I promise that I won’t do anything inappropriate, and like I said, you don’t have to follow any of my instructions that make you feel uncomfortable. But if it makes you feel safer, she can be there to make sure I don’t cross any lines.”



Caroline looked over at her friend. This wasn’t how she envisioned this lunch going. She had viewed it more as an intervention, or at least a way to try and understand why Sadie had made this sudden shift in her life. But now she was entangled in a bet with a porn producer. She let out a sigh. Despite the changes in Sadie, she trusted her, and she knew her friend wouldn’t let anything truly bad happen to her. She could back out, say that not having her husband there was a non-starter, but her anger and her pride wouldn’t let her.



“Okay,” she said. “You‘re on.”



Johnny smiled at her, reaching across the table to shake her hand.



“Now let’s just set a time.”



They decided on meeting up over that coming weekend. After that, Johnny paid for the drinks and left to get his car so he could drive Sadie back home. Caroline sat with her friend in silence, still stewing from her confrontation with the porn producer and contemplating what she had just gotten herself into.



She looked up when she felt Sadie’s hand touch hers.



“I know this is tough for you to process, but Johnny did really open up a whole new lifestyle for me that I really enjoy,” she said, smiling sheepishly. “And I know it’s very sudden, and I appreciate you checking on me to make sure I’m okay.”



“Of course,” Caroline said, squeezing her friend’s hand. “Though I do have to say, I don’t really like your new friend.”



“He’s not so bad, just very cocky,” Sadie said. Then she smiled mischievously and added, “in more ways than one.”



Sadie’s phone buzzed, and she told Caroline that Johnny was waiting for her outside. The two embraced again before Sadie left the restaurant, heading back to her new crazy life. Caroline sat at the table again for a moment thinking over the changes in her friend. She seemed fine, and Caroline did believe her when she said everything she was doing was voluntary. But she still didn’t understand how this change had come to happen in Sadie. She supposed once she got to see the studio, she might get some insight. Even if she didn’t believe Johnny’s dumb claims and knew she wasn’t about to act in any porno, maybe she would be able to learn something that would make her understand why Sadie decided to do it.




Part Two: The Shoot


 

 


“You know you don’t have to go through with this.”



Caroline nodded in response to her husband’s comment. They were sitting across the street from the studio address in his car. She had asked him to drive her over. Of course he wasn’t allowed to come upstairs due to the terms of the bet, but she felt better knowing he would be close by and that if anything went wrong she could have him come to her aid quickly. Or at least more quickly than if he was at home. She trusted that Sadie would look out for her, but having the extra security of him close by made her feel better.



“I know,” she said, resting her hand on top of his. “But I want to. I want to prove this guy wrong.”



Marcus pursed his lips and nodded. Part of Caroline wished that he would try harder to talk her out of this silly bet, but she knew that he wouldn’t. One of the reasons she loved him was that he didn’t try to go head-to-head with her stubbornness. And besides, the other part of her really did want to win this stupid bet.



She, and Marcus as well, just had some reservations about it given Johnny’s cockiness. That and the fact that Sadie, who neither of them had thought would ever be in a porn movie, much less make a new career out of it, had apparently succumb to his charms. But try as she might, Caroline couldn’t come up with anything he could do that would make her want to cheat on her husband and then have it broadcast to the whole internet.



But that didn’t ease her nerves much, as she opened the door to the car.



“There’s a diner down the street that I saw, I’ll just be waiting there for your car,” Marcus said, smiling at her.



She took in his boyish face, slightly thinning hair, and lanky body. He didn’t have the body that Johnny had, but he was her man, the father of her children, and she loved him for the way he supported her and loved her. She leaned in and kissed him. Surprised, it took him a moment to kiss back.



“Don’t worry, I’ll just go up there and prove him wrong and get us some free cash to spend on the kids,” she said, after she broke the kiss. She squeezed his hand, and then forced herself to get out of the car. She didn’t look back as she walked toward the door of the studio building, fearing she might lose her nerve if she didn’t press on.



Johnny buzzed her in, and she walked up two flights of stairs before arriving at the studio space he rented out. He greeted her with a smirk as he opened the door.



“I half thought you might chicken out,” he said.



“And walk away from free money?” Caroline said.



“Good point,” he said with a laugh. “I guess no matter how this day plays out, you’ll still be getting paid.”



She followed him through the door which led into a long foyer hallway before opening up into the actual studio space. He had set up his camera, a very large and professional looking machine, on one side of the room. Across from that was a large couch on the sides of which were lighting rigs. While the array of equipment was impressive, the couch and the space itself looked about as run down and sketchy as Caroline expected a porn studio to look.



“Hey, Cee-Cee!”



Sadie stood up from her seat by the camera area and came over to hug her friend. Caroline returned the embrace.



“I’ll be here to make sure you’re okay,” Sadie whispered into her ear. “So just try to have some fun.”



Caroline let out a cold laugh at her friend’s statement, but nodded her head. She and Sadie separated, and then she turned to face Johnny.



“So, what do we do now?”



“Just sit on the couch and get comfortable,” he said. “Unless you want to get changed into something more comfortable.”



He gestured to the side of the room where a rack of clothes was standing off-camera. Caroline gave it a cursory look from a distance and easily determined there was nothing on it she would ever wear. She had purposefully worn a more conservative outfit of a purple button up blouse with black jeans. She had pulled her chestnut hair into a pony tail and put on a minimal amount of make-up, just enough to look nice. She was, after all, going to have her victory message broadcast on Johnny’s site.



“I’m okay,” she said, turning away from the clothing rack and heading towards the couch.



“I figured,” Johnny said with a laugh.



Caroline took a seat on the couch setting herself down delicately and trying not to think about the usual activity that occurred on it. She folded her hands on her lap and looked at the camera behind which Johnny and Sadie were seated.



“Okay, here’s how this is gonna work,” Johnny said, making some adjustments to the camera equipment. “I’ll ask you some questions, starting with who you are, why you’re here, and so forth. Like I said, I’ll give some directions as well, and we’ll see how far things go. Sound good?”



“Sounds easy enough,” Caroline said, feeling more confident. It seemed he was going to do just what he outlined and ask her some questions and I try to tell her what to do on camera. But if that was it, she didn’t see any way that she could lose this bet.



“One last thing, I just want you to keep your eyes on this thing,” he said, pointing to a strange device that sat on the hood over the lens of the camera. It was disk shaped, and when Johnny flipped a switch it started to spin slowly, colored lights shifting over its surface.



“This is a focuser, it makes sure that your eyes stay on the camera and gives you something to look at if you’re nervous or feeling fidgety,” he explained. “It’s going to flash periodically, which I apologize for, but I think it helps with the overall quality of any shoot.”



“Alright,” Caroline said, keeping her eyes focused on the swirling light. She thought that doing so might be silly, since they weren’t going to make a real video, but she did want to at least look convincing during her speech about how Johnny’s misogynistic ideas were wrong. Probably best to get some practice looking at this thing.



Just as Johnny had mentioned, the thing flashed. Caroline blinked. It wasn’t a super bright light, but the sudden change in illumination impacted her somehow. Her head hurt for a moment. She closed her eyes, shaking it gently, and the pain eased quickly.



“You okay?”



“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said, opening her eyes and turning her gaze back to the focuser. “Let’s get this over with.”



“Okay,” he said. “Why don’t you tell us your name, for the audience?”



“My name is Caroline Brown.”



Flash.



“You look a little stiff,” Johnny said. “Unbutton the top two buttons of your blouse. It’ll give you a bit more of a casual look.”



Caroline smirked. She considered ignoring his order, but it seemed harmless. Besides, unbuttoning her blouse a little was a far cry from actually doing anything inappropriate, and if his plan was to get her to slowly undress just by asking, she could certainly put a stop to that. She unbuttoned the top two buttons of the shirt.



“Good, good,” he said. “Tell us about yourself.”



“Not much to tell, really,” she said. “I’m a housewife and a mother of two. My husband works as a programmer, and I spend most of my time taking care of the kids. I enjoy pilates and watching rom-coms.”



Flash.



“Alright, unbutton a couple more buttons for me,” Johnny said.



Caroline hesitated. If he was just going to try and ask her to slowly undress herself, she felt like she might as well stop this charade now.



“I — ”



Flash.



The light distracted her for a moment. She shook her head and reconsidered her previous thought. She wasn’t in any danger of being undressed, much less doing anything inappropriate. Why not keep playing his game a bit longer? Her fingers went to her blouse. She unbuttoned the next two buttons, exposing the tops of her breasts, and the white bra supporting them.



“Nice,” he said. “Now tell us, why are you here today?”



“Johnny and I have a bet,” she said. “He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I’m here to show him that he’s wrong.”



Flash.



“You’re doing a great job of that so far,” he said. “Unbutton your blouse the rest of the way.”



Emboldened by his admission that he was losing, Caroline didn’t question his order, her hands rushing to obey and fully unbutton her shirt.



“So, in your opinion, what’s wrong with being slutty?”



“Nothing,” she said. “It’s just not who I am, and it certainly isn’t who all women are.”



Flash.



“Fair enough,” he said. “Now lose the blouse. It’s in the way of letting me see your upper body.”



Caroline shrugged off the blouse and tossed it to the side of the couch without hesitation. She felt the shoot was going well, and it was starting to feel natural being on camera.



“Do you think you’re incapable of being slutty?”



“I guess I could be, but I’ve never had the desire,” Caroline said. “I don’t think showing yourself off in public is a great thing to do, especially if you want people to respect you.”



Flash.



“That’s a fair point,” Johnny said. “Lose the bra for me.”



Caroline felt a cool air on her chest as he bra joined the blouse, discarded on the couch.



“Very nice,” Johnny said. “You have a really great body, a nice set of tits.”



Caroline frowned. She wasn’t supposed to be showing off her breasts. That would be slutty. Something was off. Her hands started to move up to cover her chest.



“Wait, this is — ”



Flash.



“Why don’t we move on,” he said. “Just a few more questions, and we’ll we be done, and you’ll have won the bet.”



“Okay, sounds good,” she said, flooding with relief as her hands fell back into her lap. She was almost winning this thing.



“Do you enjoy sex?”



“Yes, usually it can be fun,” she said. “I enjoy being intimate with my husband at least.”



Flash.



“That’s good,” he said. “Massage your tits for me.”



Caroline’s hands moved to her tits. She let out a gasp of arousal as she began to knead them in her hands, feeling her nipples begin to harden.



“Oh, that’s nice,” he said. “What’s the craziest thing you’ve done sexually?”



“I had sex on a beach once,” Caroline said. “It was private, but it was still outdoors.”



Flash.



“Well, maybe one day soon you can do something even more daring,” Johnny said. “Take your pants off for me, slowly, like you’re doing a striptease.”



Caroline stood up from the couch. She kicked off her shoes, then unzipped her jeans and began to sway her hips seductively as she slid them down her long, athletic legs. She kept her eyes fixed on the focuser, the colors swirling in front of her. The thing flashed again, but at this point she didn’t mind it. After a few moments she was finished, and she dropped her pants on the pile of other discarded clothes before sitting back down in only her panties.



“Are you uncomfortable with your body at all?” he asked.



“I don’t think so,” she replied. “I just don’t like showing it off because it’s not an appropriate thing to do.”



Flash.



“Well, if you’re comfortable, maybe you should let us see it at least,” he said. “Take off your panties.”



Caroline brought her legs up and peeled off her panties, tossing them aside.



“Spread yourself for me,” he said. “I want to see your whole body.”



Caroline spread her legs, laying her hands on her thighs so that her nether regions and breasts were both fully on display. She wondered vaguely in the back of her mind how many more questions Johnny had before they were finished.



“Are you at all uncomfortable performing sexual acts?” he asked, after a moment.



“Not with people who I know well,” she said.



Flash.



“Well, you know at least Sadie pretty well,” he said. “Play with yourself.”



Caroline’s fingers began to swirl around her clit. Slowly she started working a couple of them inside herself. She was already wet. She let out a low moan. Luckily not being horny wasn’t part of the bet.



“Oh, that’s sexy,” she heard Johnny say. She was keeping her attention on the focuser, tuning out everything that wasn’t that and the pleasure building between her thighs. It felt like a good while before she finally heard him speak again.



“What do you consider slutty?”



“I don’t know, really,” she said. Her voice was strained and sounded distant in her own ears. “But I know it when I see it.”



“Would masturbating while a stranger filmed you count?” he asked.



“Yes,” she said, the word coming out as a hiss.



“Like you’re doing right now?”



Caroline blinked. He was right! What was she doing? She was naked, on this dirty couch, pleasuring herself in front of a camera. She tried to force her hand away, but somehow she couldn’t stop herself.



“Oh God!” She wasn’t sure if the exclamation came from the realization of her situation or the pleasure she was feeling.



“Looks like I was right,” Johnny said. She could hear the smugness in his voice. “Deep down you are a slut. Now I want to hear you say it. Tell me I’m right. Tell me how much you need me to fuck you. Tell me how much of a slut you are.”



“I’m a — ”



She felt the words forming and bit down on her lower lip to stop herself from speaking. She wasn’t sure how she ended up in this position, but she couldn’t say it, she couldn’t admit that he was somehow right.



Flash.



“Tell me you’re a slut.”



Caroline let out a moan. She knew she couldn’t. She just couldn’t. She couldn’t let him win. She
 wouldn’t
 let him win.



Flash.



Flash.



Flash.




Part Three: The Aftermath


 

 


Marcus was worried about his wife. She had barely said a word since he picked her up from the studio. She didn’t really speak to him during the car ride, saying she didn’t want to talk about what happened. All he had really gotten out of her was that this Johnny character hadn’t done anything wrong, and that only because he pressed the issue. After he knew at least that much, he decided to let her have her space.



When she got home she had gone to bed, saying she wasn’t feeling well. He had spent the rest of the afternoon and evening taking care of the kids, but now they were tucked away.



He ducked his head into the bedroom and saw that Caroline was still laying there in the darkness. He frowned, then closed the door and went down the hall to the room they had converted into his home office space. He had decided not to press her, and that she would tell him what happened when she was ready. But the not-knowing was gnawing at his insides.



He brought up his browser, figuring he would check Johnny’s website. After Caroline had told him about Sadie, Marcus had found the site himself. He loved his wife, but Sadie was cute, and if she was going to make videos of herself, he thought a little look wouldn’t hurt. He went to his bookmarks to find the site, thinking he could easily eliminate the possibility that Caroline actually made a video, and then take some time to watch the one of Sadie again. After all, he had sort of expected a round of victory sex from Caroline following the bet, and now he wanted to get his rocks off.



He froze when the site loaded.



The latest video upload was a preview link that showed a freeze frame of his wife sitting on a couch. Marcus took a deep breath. She was clothed in the snapshot, and she had said that she wanted to have Johnny upload a video about how wrong his views were when she won the bet. Maybe that’s what this was. He clicked the link. His heart beat faster as the video began to stream.



A couple of days ago I made a bet with this woman, Cee-Cee, that I could get her to bare it all for the camera. She came to the studio to prove that she was immune to my charms…



The camera opened on Caroline sitting on an old couch. She was wearing the same clothes she had been all day, only her blouse was unbuttoned several buttons. Her white bra, and the tops of her full, swelling breasts were clearly visible to the camera. It was an alluring look, not an especially inappropriate one, but certainly it was more provocative than the way Caroline usually presented herself.



“Now tell us, why are you here today?” Johnny’s voice came from off-screen.



“Johnny and I have a bet,” she said. “He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I’m here to show him that he’s wrong.”



The next title card sunk Marcus’ heart.



Turns out, she was the one who was wrong.



His wife appeared before his eyes, naked on screen, her trim, athletic body spread on the studio couch as she worked two of her fingers into her vagina. She gazed at the camera with her brown eyes, her mouth open as a moan escaped.



“Oh God,” she gasped, as a shudder ran through her. Her free hand massaged one of her large, shapely breasts, tugging at the nipple.



“Are you a slut?” Johnny’s voice came from off camera.



“Yes!” Caroline moaned.



Marcus felt his dick twitch, as soon as she admitted it.



The shot cut again to a side view of Caroline going down on Johnny. Her head bobbed up and down, as her hands worked the length of his cock. Marcus could feel his cock hardening in his pants. He unzipped his fly, lowering his jeans enough to free himself. He started to rub slowly in time to the motions of his wife on the screen as he listened to the slurping sounds she made on another man’s cock.



He felt disappointed in his wife that she had let this happen, angry that it had taken place, but there wasn’t anything he could do about it now, so he gave into the lustful feelings of watching her bring out the slutty side of herself he had never seen.



“Oh God, yes! Fuck me!”



The scene cut to her lying on the couch, as Johnny mounted her, his muscular body positioned above her, as she drove his hips forward and back, ramming his cock between Caroline’s spread legs. Caroline’s legs were in the air, her toes curling, and she gripped Johnny’s arms with her hands. Marcus picked up the speed of his strokes, listening to his wife moan and shriek as another man took her in front of his every eyes.



He nearly jumped when he felt a hand on his shoulder.



He turned his gaze to see his wife standing over him.



“Like what you see?” she asked, a smile playing across her lips, as she looked down at his hand wrapped around his cock.



“Uhhh…”



She didn’t give him time to respond. She got to her knees in front of him, pushing his hand away, he took him in her mouth. Marcus let out a gasp of pleasure, as he watched Caroline begin to work him.



“You like this?” he heard Johnny’s voice from the computer speakers.



He looked up and saw that the clip had changed again. Now Caroline was facing the camera, positioned on all fours as Johnny thrust into her from behind.



“Yes! Yes I love it!” she moaned on the screen.



Marcus felt a twist of emotional pain at that statement, but it was muted by the pleasure he was feeling from his wife’s mouth.



“You like doing dirty things on camera?” Johnny’s voice sounded agin.



“Oh yes…” his wife’s voice moaned through the speakers.



“I was right about you wasn’t I?” he said. “You’re a slut.”



“Yes! Yes, I’m a slut! A dirty, dirty slut!”



Marcus watched as his wife yelled at the camera, her face twisting in pleasure from the pounding she was getting as she was talking dirty.



“Yes, watch your slut wife take that cock.” He looked down and saw that Caroline was stroking his cock now, looking up at him with hungry eyes. “You like watching me fuck, don’t you?”



“Ungh!” Marcus grunted. He didn’t know what he thought, but her hands and lips on his cock, and the scenes from the video clip, together all of it was so arousing.



“Watch me, baby,” Caroline said, smiling up at him. “Watch my movie.”



He turned his eyes back to the computer monitor, feeling her lips wrap around the head of his manhood again as he did so. He felt her tongue playing around his shaft, as he watched the camera shift perspective.



Now the view on the screen was looking down at Caroline, as she gazed happily up at the screen, her tits pressed together in her hands. Johnny’s cock hovered over them as he wanked himself. With a groan he unleashed a torrent of jizz over her tits, as she looked up at him longingly.



“Well, I think I proved my point,” he said, when he was finished.



“Yes,” she said. She smiled, as she scooped up a glob of jizz on one of her fingers and brought it to her mouth, sucking it down. Marcus felt the pressure building in his own cock as he watched her do that, pleasure mounting at its base.



“Tell me again what he learned today,” Johnny said.



“That I’m a filthy slut who loves cock,” Caroline said with a wide grin.



“Do you think you’d want to do this again?” he asked.



“Oh definitely!” she said. “I need some kind of outlet for my slutty nature.”



“We’ll have you back soon then,” he said.



“You better,” she said, winking at the camera.



The clip finished. The screen went blank. Marcus let his head roll back, his hands coming forward to grab his wife’s head, hands entwining in her chestnut hair.



“You like that idea, don’t you?” she said, stroking him as she removed her lips from his cock.



“Uh?” he grunted, looking down at her.



“You want to see me in more videos, don’t you?” she said, smiling up at him coyly. “It turns you on, doesn’t it?”



“I — I — I’m gonna cum!”



Marcus felt the tension in his cock burst. Ropes of cum shot from his manhood over his shirt, as his wife continued to work him. He let out a loud groan, his head falling back again as he felt the joy of release. His cock continued to pulse in his wife’s hand for a good minute, little shots of jizz still shooting out.



Caroline released him and stood up. She bent down and kissed him on the lips. Then she wrapped her arms around him, nuzzling his cheek before speaking in a soft voice into his ear.



“I love you, baby,” she said. “And I love the kids. I love our family, and I’m really sorry this happened. I don’t know what got into me, or why I went along with is suggestions.”



Marcus felt his heart lift at her words, but at the same time, he knew that their marriage had irrevocably changed. He loved her still, but his feelings around what she had done were confused. And he knew she was seeing things differently now as well, which she confirmed as she continued to speak.



“I really do want our marriage and our family to work,” she said. “It means the world to me. The thing is though, Johnny was right about me. I’m a dirty girl with certain, burning needs that only he can really help me with. I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t even realize it myself until today, but you married a real slut.”


 

 


The End
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Excerpt from
 
Becoming Roxy



 

 


“Here she is, boss,” the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.



Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.



“Do you know who I am?” he said, eventually.



“Um…no,” Rachel said, her voice trembling.



“My name’s Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district,” he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. “I know all my girls, and you’re not one of them. So who are you?”



“I…um…”



“She calls herself Roxy,” the enforcer said, when Rachel didn’t answer quickly enough.



“Roxy?” he said. “That’s your name?”



“No, that’s just…,” she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. “My name’s Rachel. Rachel Grisham.”



“Okay, Rachel Grisham,” Diego said. “What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?”



“I’m sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding,” she said.



“Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?” he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.



“Yes, really!” Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. “I’m not a prostitute.”



“You aren’t?” he said with a laugh. “You had me fooled.”



“It’s just this silly fantasy,” she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. “I just. It’s dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I’d just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and…”



She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.



“A fantasy?” Diego said with a chuckle.



“Yeah,” Rachel squeaked. “Can I please go now?”



“Of course,” he said, giving her a smile. “Like you said, it’s just a misunderstanding.”



“Oh, thank you!”



“But first, I have a question for you,” he said, barring her way out of the alley.



“Okay,” she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn’t going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.



“Why does this fantasy excite you?” he asked.



“Um, what?” she said, the question catching her off guard.



“Why are you pretending to be a hooker?” he said. “Why does that turn you on?”



“I…”



Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.



“Humor me,” he said. “And then you can go. I’ll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you’re safe.”



“Okay,” Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.



“I’ve been dating my husband since high school. I’ve never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me…I thought it was hot. I know it’s not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn’t at all like me.”



“Well,” Diego said, scratching his chin. “From what you’re telling me, it sounds like you’d enjoy the lifestyle.”



“No, I — ”



“Let’s recap what you said.”



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel’s eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn’t seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.
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The Call Girl App



 


Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.



She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.



She didn’t recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.



Are you available?



Yes.



She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn’t one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?



The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan’s face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.



She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.



She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.



She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.



Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.



A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.



“Mr. Walker?” she said, smiling broadly.



“Yes, yes that’s me,” he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. “You can call me James.”



“Megan,” she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. “It’s so nice to meet you.”


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading…


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Morpheus Spell, Part 1



 

 


Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



“Yes,” her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. “You love this cock, don’t you?”



She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn’t even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.



“It feels good to please me, to please your Master,” Kevin said.



She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.



“Yes, so good,” she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. “I love pleasing you, Master.”



“Good girl,” he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. “When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before.”



He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.



She came.



Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.



But it didn’t come.
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