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Erupting suddenly like gunfire, Andrew coughed for the second time in five minutes.
"That doesn't sound good," Sienna said, looking at him with concern.
"I'm fine," Andrew wheezed. "I'm... hrmghff... fine."
Of course, Andrew wasn't fine. He knew that. His wife knew that. Probably everyone in a one-mile radius knew it. He had made it through the entire winter without catching the flu, the thought of getting sick when the weather outside was finally back to normal was awful.
"You want me to make you some soup?" Sienna offered, already halfway out of her seat.
With a hand on her thigh, Andrew stopped her. "I said I'm fine."
After a moment of hesitation, Sienna settled back into the couch. She grabbed Andrew's hand and gently rubbed the back.
"If you say so," she said, not sounding terribly convinced.
It was an ordinary Tuesday evening in May for Andrew and his wife of close to ten years. They didn't have any plans, so they just hung out together in front of the TV, catching up with the popular Mutants and Witches series. No fancy dress up, no expectations.
Even so, Sienna looked as gorgeous as ever. She was nearly thirty-five but easily looked twenty-five. Beautiful golden hair that reached down to her shoulders. Mesmerizing blue eyes that pierced Andrew's heart. Luscious lips that were great at more than talking.
Interrupting the dialogue, Andrew coughed loudly.
"Alright, that's it," Sienna exclaimed and jumped to her feet. "You're going straight to bed."
"I don't want to," Andrew groaned, leaning to the side to watch Garret the mutant jump over a rock in pursuit of an orc.
The TV went dark and Sienna towered over him with the remote. She was three inches shorter than he was but at that moment she was as tall and formidable as a mountain. She held out one hand and looked at him menacingly. Sighing, Andrew accepted her aid and swiftly stood up. That was a mistake. His head started to swim.
Somehow, Sienna hustled and bustled him into bed without him remembering going up the stairs as if she were one of the witches from the TV show. She unbuttoned his shirt and yanked down his pants.
"Mmm, so all this was just an excuse to get laid?" he teased her.
"You wish," she laughed.
When she turned to put his pants on the bedside chair, he reached out and squeezed her butt. She jumped and turned around to swat his arm away.
"Hey! You're sick. No naughty stuff until you're better. I don't want to catch whatever it is."
"I'm just looovesick," he cooed. "And I know how to cure it."
Rolling her eyes, Sienna thwarted off his attempt to pull her close. She half-smiled, half-frowned at him, unsure what to make of his condition.
"I'll go make you some soup."
"You don't have to. I can do it myself," Andrew insisted.
"Don't be silly."
Something about the tone of her voice ticked him off. He always had a stubborn streak and he felt it stirring up inside him.
"I'm not—" he coughed "—silly. I'm perfectly healthy, you are just being dramatic," he said, not liking the tone in his own voice.
"I'm not being dramatic," Sienna fired back. Her voice took on a sharper tone as well. "You can barely stand up."
In a burst of defiance, Andrew swung his legs out of bed and sat up. His vision started to swim. "Just because you're a big baby when you're sick doesn't mean I am. Men handle these things better," he tried to convince her.
It didn't go as he had planned in his head.
"Oh, so you do admit you're sick, now?" Sienna said, looking at him like a mother amused at the antics of a toddler.
Andrew stood up. The world tilted sideways and he lost his balance. Something soft hit him and when he opened his eyes again, he was looking at the ceiling. The heated discussion evaporated in an instant and Sienna rushed to his side with a look of concern.
"Honey, please lie down. Please?" she pleaded.
"Fine," Andrew acquiesced, laying his head back down on the pillow.
"I'll go make you some soup. Then we'll see how you feel after, okay?" Sienna said, draping the blanket over him.
"Fine," Andrew grumbled.
As soon as Sienna was out of the room, regret replaced the stubbornness. He knew that he shouldn't have been so rude to her. She wasn't particularly thin-skinned by any means but everything had limits. He took a deep breath of the cool air and pulled the blanket closer.
Andrew's father, Charles, had been a lumberjack and he looked like one. Not the plaid shirts — though he wore plenty — but the body. Chest like a barrel and arms to match. A thick beard peppered with white streaks that only made him appear impressive.
Throughout the entire time Andrew had known him, Charles never got sick and never took a day off work. He got injured once and came home with a thick bandage wrapped around his upper arm but he still went to work the next day.
Getting sick always made Andrew feel like he wasn't a real man. A fraud. It didn't help that he hadn't inherited much from his father, looking more like his mother. Curly brown hair with a wide, round face, and a small nose. Built more like a string bean than a barrel. Only able to grow small, unconnected patches of hair. Even his chest hair was only the hint of a forest.
Of course, Andrew had managed to accomplish a lot more than his father did. He knew that. He got a job that paid three times what his father earned. He drove a car three times more expensive than all of Charles' cars combined.
Even the house was bigger than the one he grew up in. A very nice two-story house in a middle-class neighborhood. Three bedrooms, so there was room for expansion that hadn't happened yet. At the moment, one bedroom had been turned into his home office, the other was used for storage. More room than he could even use.
And yet, he still felt like an inferior man.
When Sienna returned with a steaming bowl on a metal tray, she found him stewing in his own misery. She set the tray down on the nightstand, sat on the edge of the bed, and picked up the bowl and a spoon.
"You better not even think about trying to feed me," Andrew forestalled her.
As if caught red-handed, Sienna tensed up. "I wasn't going to," she said stubbornly and handed him the bowl.
It was very warm; too warm to handle but he wasn't going to complain. Not in front of her. He accepted the spoon and ladled soup into his mouth. It didn't taste like anything except a hot burning sensation. He grimaced.
"Be careful, it's hot," Sienna said, smirking at his reaction.
Under normal circumstances, Andrew would have enjoyed the soup very much. Sienna was an amazing cook and her chicken soups were like a rainbow after a downpour, but he couldn't taste or smell a thing.
"It's very good," he said nevertheless.
"Mmmhm," Sienna replied with a tone of smug satisfaction.
Pretty quickly, the bowl was empty. Andrew licked his spoon and let out a hearty sigh of satisfaction.
"Guess I wasn't sick at all, just hungry. Feeling much better—" he coughed "— already," he tried.
"Is that right?" Sienna asked.
"Yes, I'm bursting with energy. Let's make love," he said, grabbed her wrist, and pulled her closer.
"If you're fit enough to make love, then I'm the Queen."
"Your toes will curl with an orgasm, your—" he coughed "— highness."
"Ooh, the royal treatment," she giggled, then let out a sigh. "Alright, fine. A little hand action never hurt anybody."
Going straight for the goods, Sienna shoved her hand under the blanket and grabbed ahold of Andrew's penis. It was still soft so she wasn't able to fit her entire hand around it, but she started pumping.
Ten seconds later, it was still limp. Sienna shot him a very admonishing look.
"Guess we'll have to wait."
"You just didn't do it right," Andrew snapped and threw away the covers.
Yet his own action proved futile. He gripped his dick so hard his knuckles turned white and his wrist started to hurt. Seeing how hard he was struggling, Sienna pulled up her top and bra, flashing her incredible boobs at him. Normally that was all it took.
Exhausted, Andrew fell back onto the pillow. It was time to accept the inevitable. He was sick. He let out a long, defeated sigh.
"It's okay, honey," Sienna said.
She pulled the covers over him again and kissed him on the forehead.
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The house was empty and quiet. Andrew was home all by himself. He felt significantly better, at least the fever had passed, but he was still wiped out. The normally cool and slick satin sheets were drenched in his sweat. It was a miserable existence.
Something downstairs made a click-whirr-buzzing noise and for just a moment, he thought that maybe Sienna was downstairs and he could call her up. Then everything went quiet again and he remembered that she was at work.
Half a year earlier, Sienna's stupid friend Evie had talked her into working part-time at a jeweler in downtown Springfield. Emmett's Fineries — coincidentally the same joint that Andrew bought both her engagement and wedding ring at. The latter was a very modern, white-gold diamond twist band. He had a matching white-gold ring, sans diamonds. As much as he appreciated the shop for sentimental reasons, he wasn't a fan of Sienna working there.
It had been both of their plans for Sienna to be a stay-at-home mom. The mom part hadn't happened yet, though not for lack of trying, but neither of their sentiments had changed. Or so he thought. Everything was perfect. They had plenty of money; they lived in a nice neighborhood; they were still young.
There was no financial reason for Sienna to take that job. She had everything she could want at home. Three bedrooms. Two bathrooms. A spacious kitchen. A living room and a sitting room. Even a basement. Everything furnished with modern furniture they got from IKEA and assembled themselves.
Maybe it wasn't enough for her. Glumly, Andrew reached under the blanket and tried to jerk off. He didn't think about how soft it felt, he just imagined Sienna kneeling in front of him, telling him what a stud he was. Their entire future rested on his ability to knock her up. Once she was pregnant, she wouldn't go to work anymore. Once the kid was born, he'd come home every day to two faces happy to see him.
After a minute, he released his still limp member and gave up. He grabbed Sienna's pillow and flung it as hard as he could against the wall. It hit the green curtains without making a sound and then fell onto the carpet with a quiet thump.
It was the sickness, he told himself. That was all. He was only thirty-five and there definitely wasn't anything wrong with him. The doctors had confirmed that. As soon as he recovered, everything would be back to normal. He shouldn't make a bigger deal out of it than it was.
The loud rumbling of the automatic garage door let him know of Sienna's arrival. One by one, he carefully moved his legs out of bed and raised himself to a seated position. He wore thick pajamas and wool socks, so even without the blanket, he wasn't that cold. He also didn't have a headache and his vision didn't blur.
By the time he made it down the stairs, Sienna already had the pot on the stove. She still wore her work outfit. A much, much, much too short pinstripe skirt, low-cut white blouse, and matching blazer. High-heels, lipstick, and gold earrings. In Andrew's opinion, she looked more like a high-class escort than a saleswoman, but he knew better than to ever bring that up. They already had more than one fight about it.
"How are you feeling?" Sienna asked him with a dazzling smile.
"A lot better. Dizziness is gone and I don't feel like I have to throw up anymore."
"That's wonderful. I'm heating up some soup, okay?"
"I think I might go to work tomorrow," he proposed carefully. "Then you don't have to take care of me anymore."
"Nonsense, you need time to recover," she said firmly. "And I like taking care of you, my little snuggle bear."
Andrew shuffled toward her and embraced her in a hug.
"Then stay home and keep me company. I'm so bored," he pleaded.
"Sorry, it's a really busy time at the shop. They need me. You have no idea how many people want to propose now that the weather is finally nice again."
Although he disagreed, Andrew let it go this time. If he were healthy, he'd be more than happy to segue into some sexytimes and make her forget she even had a job. He rubbed his crotch on her butt, hoping to provoke at least some kind of response. None came.
They ate soup together and she told him about her day at work. She was very excited about selling a diamond-teardrop necklace, made of twenty-four-Karat gold, and three diamonds the size of her fingernail. A hundred-twenty-five grand. Not too far off from Andrew's entire yearly salary. It was a stark reminder that while he was very comfortable, he wasn't rich.
Two bowls and a slice of toast later, Sienna departed once again, promising to come home as soon as possible. Andrew was alone once again. He trudged up the stairs to the office, thinking about catching up a little with work in preparation for his return.
The garage door opened and Andrew watched his wife drive away from the second-floor window. Just as she disappeared around the corner, another car came barreling down Hudson Street. A sleek, red sports car with a removable top.
It was Tess, their next-door neighbor. A young woman in her twenties who had moved in two months prior. She lived alone as far as Andrew could tell — not that he was spying. He just thought it was odd that a woman as young as her would live in a two-story home by herself. They had never officially met, though Sienna had bumped into her once while taking out the trash.
The convertible pulled into the driveway but the garage doors didn't activate. The driver side door flung open and Tess gracefully slipped out. To call her pretty was an understatement. She had all the gifts of a woman in her twenties. Long legs, though they were hidden by skinny jeans. A narrow waist and thicc hips. C-cups, at least. Tits ripe for squeezing. Beautifully tanned skin or a naturally dark complexion.
While gazing at her, Andrew licked his lips. Tess pointed a small black box at the garage door. Her sandy hair was tied in a ponytail, bouncing angrily. The garage door didn't buck. She grabbed her purse and stomped toward the front door.
A few seconds later, the garage door finally opened. Then it stopped again, a foot off the ground. It went back down. Back up. Back down. A pissed Tess re-emerged. She glowered at the garage door while stalking to her car.
As she opened the passenger side door, she leaned forward. Her ass stretched the jeans to its fullest. Two perfect, round cheeks contained by denim.
Then it happened. Andrew felt himself get hard. At once, he pulled down his pyjama pants to see his little soldier stand at attention. It was like an enormous weight lifting off his shoulders. He grabbed his dick and started to jerk.
Tess grabbed a Lacy Lingerie tote bag out of the car. Andrew's pulse quickened, seeing the familiar logo. All of his wife's sexiest underwear came from that shop. The thought of Tess wearing something like that made his dick even harder.
The moment Tess disappeared in the big house, Andrew rushed to his chair and flipped open the lid of his laptop. His hand trembled while waiting for it to wake up and he mistyped his password twice.
Browser. Anonymous tab. ErosHub.
The page filled with thumbnails of dozens of porn videos but Andrew had something more specific in mind. He typed in: "blonde 24 year old."
The first video was of a platinum blonde cheerleader fucking the coach. The second was a chick with the same hair color as Tess but light skin, small breasts, and wore glasses. A step-sister clip. Then a brunette in a bus.
Annoyed, Andrew tried different variations of the same search terms. Age, hair color, lingerie. He even tried the search terms "neighbor" and "Tess," feeling stupid even typing them in. Nothing. He opened nearly two dozen tabs of videos that maybe, if he squinted hard, could come close.
Meanwhile, his erection had already subsided. He clicked on a random tab and landed on a video of a chick that looked sort of like a ditzy, dumb version of Tess who was "stuck under a bed" and tried to jerk off. Nothing but a limp noodle.
Holding down the control and W keys, he watched the tabs disappear into the void. Brief images of naked chicks faded in and out. Suddenly his heart skipped a beat when he thought he saw Tess. He let go of the keys at once but the damage was done. The tab was gone. He groaned.
There was one last tab open. In the center was a popup from ErosHub that just read: "Can't find what you're looking for? Try our new live model search!"
Feeling like he was about to voluntarily sign up for a virus, Andrew clicked. He was taken to a section he had never seen before. Live ErosHub Models. There were eight video previews, showing women in various stages of undress. Below that was an option to filter with an overwhelming amount of options.
Andrew knew what he wanted. Women in their twenties from North America. Blonde, slim, with large breasts. He clicked the "Find" button, not really expecting anything to show up.
When he saw the thumbnail on the second row, third column, he thought that someone punched him in the stomach. It was a woman that looked almost exactly like Tess. Same color hair. Same build. Andrew's heart hammered in his chest. He clicked the thumbnail.
"...you so much, Tom, that's incredible!" Tess said.
It was her. No doubt about it. Tess, his neighbor, kneeling on purple silk sheets wearing nothing more than a lacy bra and panties. Her breasts were barely contained by the fabric and her left nipple poked through the lace. She had a tattoo of a violet butterfly on her right thigh and a gold belly-button ornament.
There was music playing in the background. Soft rock music. Something from the eighties that sounded familiar.
Before Andrew was even aware of it, his hand shot between his legs. Only a few seconds later, a powerful surge coursed through his body. He closed his eyes and let nature run its course. Warm semen drooped over his knuckles.
"Yeah, Big Dee, I am all wet right now," Tess said.
Panicking, Andrew slammed the laptop's case shut with his clean hand. He had just jerked off to his neighbor. Not some random, nameless porn star but a person who lived twenty yards away from him.
If Sienna ever found out, there'd be hell to pay. That thought sent a shiver down his spine.
Semen stained both legs of his pyjama bottoms. His hand was sticky and it looked like someone had blown snot all over the ground. He jumped out of the chair and fled to the bathroom.
A quick shower took care of his body but it wouldn't do any good to hide the evidence. If he did laundry, Sienna would get even more suspicious. He thought about it for a minute before throwing the pants and shirt into the shower and turning the water back on. They quickly soaked up water and turned dark.
If Sienna asked, he'd just tell her that he puked all over them.
With a clear head, he returned to the office wearing fresh pajamas. He flipped open the lid and mentally prepared himself to resist while at the same time hoping for another glimpse of Tess's gorgeous body.
It didn't happen. This model is in a private group show. Join for only five tokens a minute. Disappointment set in. He used the opportunity to look around the page.
The name she used wasn't Tess — obviously — but rather FuckBunny96. She was twenty-four years old, five-foot-four, hundred-thirty-pounds, bisexual, a Gemini, lived in the United States but of Lebanese origin, had D-cups, and blonde hair. Andrew's jaw dropped when he read her personal bio.
Hi! My name is FuckBunny because I love to fuck more than anything in the world, except for teasing guys. I'm constantly horny and thinking about sex, whether I'm at work, in public, or at home. Nothing turns me on more than knowing there are guys out there, watching me undress in front of the camera.
You should totally join our little community, whether you want to jerk off or just hang out. I'm online most days of the week and always on weekends, ready to bare it all. If you go one-on-one with me, you won't regret it. I'll do almost anything you ask.
Likes: Teasing, Masturbating, Toys, Anal, Light bondage, Humiliation, Roleplay
In only a few seconds, he had managed to find out much more than he ever imagined about his neighbor. It was incredibly personal information, too. He took a deep breath and let out a long sigh.
Not only was his next-door-neighbor exceptionally good looking, she was also a pornstar that loved sex. It was like all the stars aligning at once.
Except his name was Andrew Ballard and he was married to Sienna Ballard. He had the perfect marriage and everything he could ask for. His brain was shouting at him what an idiot he was but his aching cock kept drawing his eyes back to the placeholder image.
The door to the office opened and Sienna's head poked through.
"Hey, how come your jammies are in the shower?"
As if he were struck by lightning, Andrew jumped out of his skin. His pulse shot to two-hundred in an instant and he thought he might really have to puke. He slammed his hand on the keyboard, trying to close the window as fast as possible.
"Sorry," Sienna apologized quickly. "Didn't mean to scare you."
Panting, Andrew thanked his lucky stars that she couldn't see the laptop screen from the door. Sweat beaded on his forehead. It was a sign straight from God himself.
"I, uh, when, uh, did you get home?" he stammered.
"While you were showering. In your pajamas, apparently."
"Oh, right, uh, I puked, and uh, they were dirty."
"Oh no, you were just starting to feel better," Sienna cooed.
"I am, I think it was something else."
"I hope it wasn't the soup," she said with a guilty look.
"No, no, of course not," he said quickly, trying to figure out what to say to not make the entire situation worse. "You ate some, too, and you're fine."
"I suppose. I better throw it out anyway, don't want to risk it," she said, tapped on the back of the door, and left.
Andrew closed his eyes and groaned. He made a silent vow to never, ever visit ErosHub again.
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Work had never felt so enjoyable. The ten hours that Andrew spent at Soltech were ten hours he didn't have to spend thinking about Tess. Sienna had urged him to stay home, especially after the alleged vomiting, but the thought of not having a single thing distracting him from the adjacent house was terrifying.
On the way home, he nearly drove into his own mailbox, trying to see if Tess was home. All the lights in the house were turned off. That made it easier to walk into the kitchen and kiss his wife. His beautiful, wonderful wife that he was very grateful to have.
"How was work? Still feeling under the weather?" she asked, chopping a carrot.
"Nope, I'm all good. It was great."
"Really?" she asked, pausing to look up. "I've never heard you that excited about work."
"Beats being sick."
"I suppose it does," she grinned and resumed.
The fried rice with chicken smelled wonderful. Andrew was glad to have his sense of smell back. He took a quick shower, changed into a more comfortable jeans and t-shirt, and then went to help Sienna in the kitchen.
The entire dinner, Sienna couldn't stop talking about work. Apparently, they were taking care of a specialty item, an intricate gold necklace with rubies that weighed over three pounds. The owner of the store had let her try it on.
"I hope you're not hinting at something," Andrew chuckled.
"Gods no. Where would I even wear it to?"
"Grocery shopping," Andrew suggested and Sienna giggled.
Despite her mirth, Andrew felt inadequate. He'd never be rich enough to buy Sienna something like that and their life wasn't exciting enough for her to wear it if she had it. A two-strike punch to his self-esteem.
Eager to change the topic, Andrew offered to help clean the dishes. Sienna thanked him but said it wasn't necessary.
"But if you do want to help, you can take out the trash. And tomorrow is pick up, so put out the can, too."
Their backyard wasn't very big but it had enough room for a stone terrace, a flowerbed, and a decent-sized patch of grass. Neither of them was much into gardening, so the flowerbed contained only a few shrubberies that looked nice enough and took care of themselves. Separating their yard from the surrounding neighbors was a five-foot-tall cherry-wood fence.
The stone terrace wrapped around the side of the house where they kept the trash can. Andrew added the bag of chopped vegetable scraps and unlocked the gate. He snuck more than once glance at Tess's house but he couldn't tell if anyone was home. Just thinking about her made him hard. He drew in a big breath of clean evening air, trying to clear his head.
After wheeling the can to the curb, Andrew turned around and suddenly the ground seemed to tilt underneath him.
There she was, wheeling out her own trash can. Tess, wearing a loose, green summer dress and sandals.
"Heya," she called out, nodding at him.
"Hi," Andrew replied. His throat felt dry.
"I always forget to put out the trash, haven't gotten used to the schedule. Saw you and figured why the hell not do it now, right?"
"Right," Andrew mumbled.
The large, supple breasts wobbled as she talked. He couldn't see any bra straps but he could see plenty of cleavage. Just standing there, she exuded a copious amount of sexual energy. His cock was hard enough to cut steel.
"See ya," she said and turned around.
Almost a minute after Tess disappeared behind the fence again, Andrew realized he was just standing on the sidewalk with one hand on the trash can, looking like an idiot. Terrified, he looked at the windows of his house to see if Sienna had watched him but she was nowhere in sight. He let go of the trash can, quickly stalking back through the gate and into the living room.
The brief encounter left him buzzing with energy. He wanted to fuck Tess. He needed to fuck Tess.
But he couldn't fuck Tess.
Sienna was curled up on the living room couch. Andrew flopped down next to her, one hand on her thigh, and leaned in for a kiss on her neck.
"Mmm, that's nice," Sienna sighed.
Andrew slid his hand up her thigh, inching between her legs.
"Do you happen to be in the mood for more?"
"Oh my God, I thought you'd never ask!" she called out. "You have no idea how horny I am."
That was all Andrew needed to hear. He unbuckled his belt while Sienna removed her pants. Her eyes lit up when he removed his boxers and his little soldier stood at full attention as if that was a surprise. He was too horny to care.
Over the years, they managed to find a routine that suited both of them. Sienna had a difficult time achieving climax from penetration alone, so an evening of fun involved plenty of fore- and afterplay. That suited Andrew just fine as he loved seeing her naked and playing with her body.
Except now Tess was on his mind. After Sienna was undressed, he dutifully went down on his knees in front of the couch. Or he would have, had she not stopped him.
"I've had enough buildup this week, I need you inside me," she told him.
Welcoming the new direction, Andrew climbed up on the couch and knelt between her legs. He grabbed her hips, pulled her butt up on his thigh, and positioned his cock at her entrance. Leaning forward, he braced himself on the faux-leather and kissed Sienna.
No matter how often he had done it, sliding his cock inside of a warm, wet pussy was the best feeling Andrew knew. He wondered if Tess would feel the same as Sienna. He closed his eyes and imagined it was the slutty, pornstar neighbor underneath him.
"Oooh, someone's eager," Tess squealed with delight.
Putting all of his energy into fucking Tess, Andrew thrust like he had never thrust before. It felt great. Amazing. Envisioning her large breasts bouncing with every thrust, her sweet face distorted with pleasure, fueled him.
It was over in less than a minute. A powerful orgasm stirred up inside him and he thrust deep into Tess, blowing his load inside of her.
"Wow, so that's what a whole week of buildup feels like," Sienna giggled.
Torn out of his reverie in the rudest possible way, Andrew opened his eyes to find his wife grinning at him mischievously. There was no rapture in her expression, no sweat of passion, or hints of pleasure. Just amusement.
A wave of disgust washed over Andrew. Both at what he had done inside of his head and what he hadn't been able to do with his body. A terrible husband and a failure of a man. A painful, miserable feeling.
But he couldn't dwell on it for long. Not if he didn't want Sienna to get suspicious.
"Guess it's been a while," he said and forced himself to chuckle.
Switching tracks, Andrew pulled off her and sat back on the couch. He grabbed her arms and pulled her into his lap. It was one of his favorite positions and Sienna obliged him by getting comfortable sitting sideways and nestling her naked body against his.
With his right hand, Andrew slipped index and middle finger inside of Sienna's pussy, reserving his thumb for eventual clitoris stimulation. His left arm reached around her back to play with her left breast. Her right breast dug into his chest.
They made out while he fingered her expertly. By now, he knew all of her buttons he could push and he wasn't shy about doing it. She cradled one arm around his neck, digging her fingers into his hair, while she rubbed his waist and back with her other.
It was an incredibly intimate experience that was now soured by the demon inside his head. He forced the memory of Tess down and concentrated solely on pleasing his wife. She hadn't been lying about not needing foreplay.
Within record time, Sienna was writhing in his lap, trying to wiggle away from his fingers. That was the sign that, if he wanted to, he could make her climax. He definitely wanted to.
"Oh, oh yeah," Sienna sighed. "Oh yeah, oh, oh, mmm, mmmmm..."
Sienna's legs clamped down on his legs and a few heartbeats later her entire body started to vibrate. Utilizing his years of experience, he prolonged her orgasm for as long as he could, then let her down gently.
"Ohhhh, yeah," Sienna groaned. "I love you."
"I love you, too," Andrew replied, pulling her closer. He kissed her on the forehead and tried to ignore the intense feeling of guilt.
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The prospect of two whole days of leisure without any distractions had never felt so daunting, yet by eleven on Saturday morning, Andrew was unable to handle the intense pressure. For two hours, he had been trying his best to not think about ErosHub. Sienna had gone out with Evie to spend the afternoon at a spa, leaving him at the mercy of his ever-growing libido.
If he didn't release at least some of the pressure, he was afraid he might blow a fuse. And it wasn't like just thinking about something actually made it happen. As long as he didn't actually cheat on Sienna, it didn't matter what happened inside his head. That's what he told himself, over and over.
So he went to his office, booted up the laptop, and typed in the naughty site's address. He ignored his rapidly increasing heart rate when he typed in FuckBunny96.
This model is currently offline.
The words were like a slap in the face. He had violated his own vow and wasn't even rewarded for it. At least now that he knew it was impossible to watch the stream, some of the pressure lifted. It was quickly replaced by curiosity at how exactly the site worked. Navigating back to the main live cam girl section, he started his research.
There were more models than he could count; women of all ages, shapes, and sizes. Andrew couldn't believe just how many of them apparently bared it all to strangers. He clicked on a few different streams but most of the models weren't doing anything interesting. They were just talking with people in chat. Some weren't even naked.
Each model offered various services. Pussy flashes, vibrators, orgasms, and other things like that. The prices varied, with the streams that got more viewers charging more. The most popular model online, a twenty-year-old Swedish woman named Katie, wanted a thousand tokens — a hundred dollars — to take off her underwear.
The tokens were available to buy — of course. One dollar for ten tokens with a discount if you bought in bulk. Andrew sucked in his breath. There was a constant stream of viewers donating tokens to Katie. One here, three there. Someone donated five and it made a ringing sound. Katie huskily thanked "PeepinTom76".
All the good stuff happened in private shows. There were a couple different types at various prices. The group shows, which anyone could join, cost five tokens a minute to watch. Private shows were one-on-one with the model, though others could still watch, just not talk. Ten tokens a minute for the initiator and three tokens a minute for the silent viewers. Exclusive private shows, which were true one-on-one experiences, ran at ten tokens a minute.
For a hundred tokens — ten dollars — you could get access to the video archives of previous streams. Andrew quickly navigated to Tess's page and saw the same option there. She had hundreds of videos in the archive.
All the preview thumbnails looked similar. Tess, kneeling or lying on the bed wearing various lingerie. He scrolled down until roughly two months ago the room changed. He counted the videos. Twenty-six videos in the two months she had lived next door.
The entire time, she had been getting naked for strangers regularly. Less than twenty yards away from him and he had no idea. His cock was as hard as it could be. He started to pump, looking at the thumbnails.
When he felt himself getting close, he grabbed three paper tissues and held them in his left hand. The orgasm was strong and deep. He was ready for it that time and managed to not make a mess. Just a quick and clean thrill of release.
Andrew let out a sigh of release and closed the tab. Guilt washed over him but at least he was able to think clearly again.
For three hours, he managed not to think about Tess a single time. He did a little cleaning around the house, trying to pay Sienna back for taking care of him while he had been sick. And to make himself feel better.
Around three in the afternoon, he started to feel unwanted thoughts creep back into his mind. Every time a car drove by, he felt butterflies in his stomach and listened to hear if the car stopped or drove past. They always drove past.
Trying to distract himself, he plugged in his earbuds and listened to loud music while unloading the washing machine. That worked for a couple of minutes until he looked up and saw Tess's sleek convertible zoom past his window and pull into the driveway next door.
Dropping the plate he was holding on the counter with a loud clang, Andrew rushed out of the kitchen and upstairs to his office. He arrived just in time to see the front door close.
Quick as a rabbit, he woke up his laptop and opened a private tab. Finding her page among the hundreds of models took only a few seconds now.
This model is currently offline.
Of course she's offline, she just got home, you idiot, he cursed at himself. He refreshed the page. No change. He refreshed again. He knew perfectly well that it might take hours or that she might not even come online at all.
It was the longest fifteen minutes of Andrew's life but just as he contemplated finding a therapist to talk to, the page changed.
There was a still picture of a bedroom. Tess's bedroom. Purple sheets, white walls, orange curtains. Andrew looked out of the office window and saw the same orange obscure the window across the street. Butterflies roared in his stomach.
On the bed sat a paper sign that read "warming up, five minutes." Andrew's cock was already hard. He ran to the bathroom, grabbed a towel, and laid it on the seat cushion. He took off his pants and made himself comfortable.
Quite a few people joined the stream. Andrew watched the number of viewers steadily go up and up. A few of them said hello.
BigD: sup bunny
john15983: i'm horny
your_master: so excited for the show
There were a hundred and twenty viewers online, hundred-ten of them anonymous guests, when Tess finally waltzed into view. She wore a fairly conservative banana yellow bikini top and bottom. She sat down at the edge of the bed, reached forward while giving Andrew a magical view of her cleavage, and retrieved a keyboard.
"Hey guys," she said in a cheerful voice, smiling at the camera. "Give me a sec while I set the day's agenda."
There were so many messages in chat that Andrew couldn't have read them even if he wanted to. He was entirely fixated on the beach-ready nymph in front of him. He wished more than anything to throw her back down on the mattress, spread her legs, and sink his cock into her warm cunt.
Text appeared above the stream: Welcome!! I want to rock ur cock off | 10 Tokens Boob Flash | 25 Tokens Pussy Flash | 100 Tokens Dildo | 2000 Tokens Oil Show
"There we go," Tess announced. She set the keyboard down on the floor, crossed her legs, and leaned back. "I'm so glad to see all of you."
A message in the chat window flashed brightly, catching Andrew's gaze.
BigD has donated 5 Tokens
BigD: You look hot tonight
"Ohh, thank you so much, Big Dee," Tess said excitedly.
WhippingGod has donated 1 Token
LongJohn has donated 1 Token
"Mm, looks like you boys are really looking forward to tonight's show," Tess said. She cupped her own boob and gave it a big squeeze.
WhippingGod: yes ma'am
Laughing, Tess picked up her keyboard again. She set it down on her thighs and started to tap away. She definitely hit enter more than a couple times and she had a smile on her face. Andrew desperately waited for her message to appear but nothing showed up in chat.
LongJohn has donated 3 tokens
LongJohn: let's see those tits
"You're always so demanding, John. Pretty soon I'm gonna think you're just here to ogle me," Tess said coyly. "Very well."
Putting the keyboard aside, Tess got to her feet, turned around, and placed her hands on the mattress. Her ass nearly filled up the entire screen. Just a thin, one-inch strip of yellow fabric hid her pussy from view. Andrew nearly blew his load.
Wiggling her butt left and right, Tess slid forward on the bed. Graceful, like a lioness, though far more arousing. When her knees were halfway in, she raised herself up and dropped on her back. She pushed herself closer to the edge again until her head hung free.
The breasts, positioned right over the bend, were in perfect view. She snaked both her hands underneath the bikini top. With bated breath, Andrew focused on the screen like a hawk. Tess pulled the top up, revealing milky white breasts adorned by two rose pink beads.
It was everything that Andrew had hoped for. The view lasted only for a few seconds but it was seared into his memory forever. His neighbor's tits. He wanted to bury his face in those gorgeous mounds and lose himself.
There was one thought that kept him from blowing his load right there. The knowledge that if he just waited long enough, he was going to see her pussy.
The chat was more active. There were fifteen registered accounts and a hundred fifty guests. Several people told her how nice her tits were and to show them again but Tess just returned to a seated position and picked up the keyboard again.
It was an agonizing wait. Andrew set his mind to the task and willed people to donate the required twenty-five tokens. They did but it was an agonizingly slow trickle of token by token. The entire time, Tess tip-tapped away, sending messages to an unknown person. Jealousy ate away at him.
Twenty-two tokens were donated. Andrew readied himself for the moment. He jerked his cock until he felt the orgasm start to creep up, then backed off. Precum oozed out of his tip and ran over his knuckles. His palm was sticky with sweat and precum.
SirMark has donated 1 Token
Twenty-three.
BigD has requested a group show. Two more required to initiate.
It was like someone poured a bucket of ice-cold water over Andrew's head. Not now! he begged.
Tess looked at the camera and smiled. "Wow, that was quick. You guys must be horny tonight. Me too. I can't wait to show you guys the new toy I bought."
cheezdude has donated 1 Token
Twenty-four.
Andrew's neck began to hurt and he forced himself to relax.
your_master has requested a group show. One more required to initiate.
cheezdude has requested a group show. Waiting on model to accept
Suddenly the video went blank. A message appeared.
This model is in a private group show. Join for only five tokens a minute.
"NO!" Andrew bellowed and slammed the mouse down on the table.
So close to the goal only for it to be yanked away in front of him. He wanted to scream with frustration. His cock throbbed, begging for release.
With an unsteady hand, Andrew clicked on the group show button, hoping against hope that it would somehow work. He was only presented with a form to type in his username and password.
Without thinking, he clicked the register button. They wanted a username. He started to type in "And..." but then thought better of it. Tess couldn't know that it was him. He needed something impressive, manly, but anonymous. Seconds were ticking away as his mind went blank.
In the end, he picked a name he'd been using in online games for a while: DaMan. It was already taken, so he added 123 at the end. DaMan123. It was embarrassing but he was beyond caring.
It still wouldn't let him join because he needed tokens. The store offered a hundred for ten dollars, two hundred for nineteen, all the way up to ten thousand tokens for nine-hundred bucks. He wondered what kind of person would buy that many tokens.
Definitely not him. He wasn't the kind of person to spend his money on porn; he was better than that. It was just a one-time thing, he told himself as he picked the option for a hundred tokens. He retrieved his pants and pulled out his credit card.
At last, his torture was over.
Tess was back on the screen, holding a massive dildo, and there was a little counter next to the video, telling him he had ninety-nine tokens left. The chat was significantly smaller. Eight registered accounts, including "DaMan123." No guests.
"Hello Da Man," Tess suddenly said, looking right at him. "Thank you so much for joining us."
Andrew couldn't believe it. She was talking directly to him. One hand was back on his cock, the other on the keyboard. His heart pounded with excitement.
DaMan123: hi
"I was just showing everyone my new toy," she said, holding up the dildo.
It was large, at least eight or nine inches. Flesh-colored, modeled to be very realistic looking. It looked to be fairly stiff, just a little flexible. Veins ran up the shaft and the base ended in two testicles.
your_master: can't wait to see that bad boy in u
cheezdude: fuck doesn't it even fit? i bet your pussy is too tight lol
"Oh please, we both know I've had bigger things in me," Tess laughed.
Spreading her legs to the camera, Tess held the dildo by the balls and ran the tip up and down the yellow fabric. There was a clear wet spot there and the stretchy fabric hugged her vulva tight enough to see the outline.
The tip of the dildo traced circles around her labia and whenever it reached the zenith at her clit, Tess let out a soft moan.
It was too much for Andrew to bear. He grabbed a big wad of tissues, wrapped them around his cock and raced across the finish line.
The orgasm was good and powerful. A near-record five spurts of cum, followed by a tingling sensation in his testicles. A wave of euphoria washed over him, leaving behind a sense of peace and happiness.
A flashing message made him leave his happy place.
cheezdude has donated 25 Tokens
Tess sat on the bed with the dildo clamped between her thighs as if it were her own penis. She had the keyboard back on her lap and was typing a message.
"Thank you so much, cheezdude. You know I love you," Tess cooed and blew an air kiss at the camera.
The counter next to the video told Andrew that he still had ninety-three tokens left. Just as he watched, it rolled down to ninety-two.
Disgusted by himself, he closed the browser and took stock of his situation. Wet paper tissues stuck to his cock. There were smears of precum on the mouse, keyboard, and his credit card. He shot to his feet and stalked to the bathroom, clutching the wad of tissues to his cock.
How could he have been such a fucking idiot? Under normal circumstances, he would never have given his credit card info to a porn site. It was pathetic. He was pathetic.
And the worst part was that he'd missed seeing Tess show her pussy.
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"The quarterly numbers are looking good. Sales is up three percent, compared to two-point-five last quarter. Great job, Quentin."
"Thanks, Mr. Meyer."
The small conference room was stuffy. Fifteen people sat around a small table, looking at the latest slide presentation from Andrew's boss, Mr. Meyer. The man loved slides almost as much as he loved smoking.
The regular meeting room was occupied by a team of auditors, so they relocated to the smaller one. The air was warm and humid from the combined heat of so many people. Sweat beaded on Andrew's forehead. He wanted to go home.
It was only Monday.
"They could be higher, though," Mr. Meyer chuckled and everyone laughed mildly.
A buzz distracted Andrew. He pulled the phone out of his pocket, hoping that it was a critical ticket and he had a valid reason to leave the meeting. It wasn't a critical ticket. It wasn't even about work at all. An email had come in:
Model FuckBunny96 is now online
Surprise shocked life back into Andrew. He frantically stuffed the phone back into his pocket and looked around. Nobody paid him any attention. Most people were checking their own phones surreptitiously.
"Now that that's out of the way," Mr. Meyer droned on, "we need to review our data security policy updates that legal has worked out."
It was the first and hopefully last time that Andrew had ever gotten a hardon listening to his boss' monotone speech accompanied by the faint stench of cigarettes in the air. The words coming out of his mouth seemed to lose all meaning, however. There was only one thing on Andrew's mind.
The meeting lasted another forty-five grueling minutes. The combination of the heat both inside and outside made Andrew feel woozy. He stumbled along the hallway, wiping the sweat from his forehead.
One of the bathroom stalls was occupied but fortunately, nothing smelled too bad. Andrew fled into an open stall and locked the door behind him. He pulled out his phone and unzipped.
This model is in a private group show. Join for only five tokens a minute.
While entering his username and password, Andrew almost dropped the phone in the toilet. He had ninety-two tokens left. He clicked to join the show and his heart stopped beating.
There she was, on her knees on the bed with her ass up in the air. Her fingers slipped in and out of her pussy. A bright red dildo stuck four inches out of her asshole. Juices ran down her fingers and thighs.
It was the most intoxicatingly wonderful pussy that Andrew had ever seen. Shaved with barely any overhang. Light pink on the inside with slightly darker labia. He hit the button to make the video full screen and hide the chat.
One hand holding the phone, the other wrapped around his cock, Andrew couldn't believe the moment he had been waiting for what felt like forever finally arrived. His personal holy grail of jerk-off material. Tess grabbed the base of the dildo and moved it in and out.
Andrew jerked off so hard, he started to pant. His hand started to cramp up. He needed to switch hands. He transferred the phone to the other hand and accidentally hit the unmute button with his palm.
"Oh yeah, cheezdude, ohh yeah, this feels gooood," Tess rasped.
"What the hell's that?" someone asked.
Panicking, Andrew tried to mute it. A spike of pain shot through his hand and the phone fell through his grip. A high-pitched plink as the phone's case slammed against the porcelain throne. His heart stopped, watching the phone bounce off the toilet and slide through the gap into the main bathroom area.
Frantically, Andrew pulled up his pants and crashed out of the cubicle to find the worst person in the world standing in front of him. Tall, tanned, and handsome, towering at least five inches over him. Quentin. Holding Andrew's phone.
"Give it back," Andrew hissed.
"Shit, Andrew, this your girl?" Quentin chuckled.
"Oh yeah, baby, fuck my ass," Tess begged.
Andrew lunged for the phone but Quentin pulled it up and out of reach faster than he could react. He grabbed the guy's upper arm and tried to wrest the arm down but it was like a beam of steel.
"Thank you, cheezdude, thank you cheezdude, oh God, thank you," Tess groaned.
"Is she calling you cheese man?" Quentin asked, eyebrows raised.
"Fuck you, give it back," Andrew growled.
"Jesus, whatever, Cheese man," Quentin said and lowered his arm.
Shaking with anger, Andrew held down the power button and started to flee. The phone turned off as he reached the bathroom door. He shoved it violently and was met with another jolt of pain. The door opened inward. He pulled and ran into the hallway.
Of all the people who worked at the company, it had to be Quentin. The golden boy. The star. His nemesis.
Humiliated, Andrew walked out of the building. Adrenaline made his entire body shake. He got in his car, gripped the steering wheel, and broke down. Tears streamed down his cheeks. His body shook with sobs.
After fifteen minutes, he felt drained. His eyes were red and it was obvious he'd been crying. He hated himself for being so weak. There was something about Quentin that always made him feel inadequate. Just being in the same room as the guy made him less of a man by comparison.
And now he'd been caught masturbating by him. The gossip would spread like wildfire for sure. He'd be known as the pervert forever.
Not wanting to go back inside, Andrew pulled out his phone and pressed the power. It took two minutes to boot up. He wrote an email to his boss. Something about dipping out due to gastrointestinal issues. Not feeling entirely well after the recent sickness.
Then he took off.
In the parking lot behind an abandoned video rental store, Andrew felt like he was protected from any prying eyes.
FuckBunny96 was still online and still in a private show. For some reason, he only had fifty-eight tokens left. His encounter with Quentin had also cost him tokens, on top of everything else. He quickly shoved that thought back down.
Tess sat on the edge of the bed with her legs closed. She was definitely naked — her panties were laid out on the bed next to her — but her pussy was hidden from Andrew's view once again. The red dildo that had been in her ass now laid on top of the panties. It was much longer than Andrew had realized. Most of it had been inside her.
"I can still feel my pussy tingling," Tess said.
Tiger69: i wish i could lick your musk off of that dildo
Laughing, Tess picked up the dildo by the base and tentatively sniffed it. She wrinkled her nose.
"You know where that's been."
Tiger69: Yum!
TigerStud: I'd rather lick those fingers clean
Tiger69: How much would I have to pay for you to send me that dildo?
cheezdude: No way
"I don't know, it's my favorite dildo. Hmmm," Tess acted as if she seriously considered it. "Three-hundred bucks?"
Tiger69 has donated 3,000 Tokens
A loud burst of fanfare emanated from the speakers.
cheezdude: Holy shit
buster69: No way
"Oh my God, Tiger. I don't know what to say."
Tiger69: You could have asked for so much more lol
Tiger69: I'll shoot u a DM
At once, Tess reached forward to pick up the keyboard. When she sat back down, her legs parted slightly. She set the keyboard on her thighs, covering everything from view.
Andrew's heart started beating faster. If it wasn't all bullshit, someone had just offered to buy Tess's used dildo. Judging from the message-less typing, Tess was embroiled in a private message session with Tiger69.
The idea of receiving a used vibrator in the mail was such a bizarre thought but Andrew was hard as a rock. He unzipped his pants and started stimulating himself. If he ever bought a used dildo, he'd want one from inside her pussy.
An imaginary doorbell rang and Andrew opened the door. Tess stood there in just a sheer negligee, holding a package out for him. He tore it open, revealing a glowing pink, veiny dildo.
"Let me freshen it up for you," Tess said, grabbing the dildo.
The mental image of Tess forcing her way into his home and pleasuring herself in front of him was more than enough to push Andrew over the hedge. In a monumental eruption, Andrew blew his load.
When he opened his eyes again, he realized he was still in his car. A gooey rope of semen stretched across the steering wheel. Some even landed on the windshield. He set the phone aside, making sure to leave the private show this time, and grabbed a packet of tissues.




— 6 —

After seriously considering handing in his resignation, Andrew reluctantly came to the realization that he had to face the music at some point. Even if he used his remaining sick days to stay home, it would only delay the inevitable.
"Good morning, Cheese-man," Angela, one of the security guards, greeted him as he walked in the lobby.
"Hey, Cheese man," the office gossip Sandra said in the stairwell.
Upon reaching his workspace, he discovered a small wedge of parmesan, along with a note from Quentin: Enjoy the cheese, man.
It seemed like everyone knew. Most didn't say a word but he felt their stares in the back of his head. He thought he heard them laughing when he passed them in the hallway. He checked his emails every two minutes, dreading an official reprimand from HR. None came.
By the time lunch rolled around, Andrew was a complete nervous wreck. He rarely ate out, preferring the cheaper cantina food, but that day he fled the building and drove halfway across the city to a restaurant.
One and a half hours later, during which Andrew contemplated how much he hated his life, he returned to the office. Still no email from HR. That calmed him down somewhat. He counted down the seconds until five o'clock.
"How was your day?" Sienna asked when he entered the kitchen. She was cutting carrots.
Andrew let out a long sigh. He wished that she could tell him everything was going to be alright but given the circumstances, he couldn't involve her. It felt like he had cheated on her.
"Stressful," he sighed.
"I'm sorry."
"Not your fault," he said and approached her.
Wrapping his arms around his wife was a wonderful reprieve from the humiliation. He hugged her close and kissed his neck. He rubbed her stomach and before he knew it, his hands trailed upward.
"Someone's excited," Sienna giggled as Andrew kneaded her breasts.
"I love you so much. You're the only person in the world that always makes me feel good," he mumbled.
"Let me put down the knife and we can—"
"No, keep going," Andrew said.
With practiced movements, Andrew unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down to her thighs. Sienna accomodated him by jutting out her butt. He pushed down her green cotton panties and slipped a finger between her warm folds.
Just as fast, he readied himself. He grabbed Sienna by the hips and pulled her back a little more so he could actually enter her. Almost everything was ready.
The only problem was that he wasn't hard. He pumped his cock a couple times and felt immense relief when it hardened under his touch.
With renewed vigor, he guided his erection inside of Sienna. She let out a very appreciated moan. He thrust into her; once, twice...
Andrew was soft again. Angrily he grabbed his shaft between thumb, index, and middle finger and jerked it. It remained big but was limp.
"Everything okay?" Sienna asked.
"Yes. I changed my mind. You're cooking so this should be all about you."
Getting down on his knees, Andrew shoved his face between her legs. The aroma was intense but he didn't mind. She was wet and unlike him, didn't seem to have any problems performing. She placed her legs three feet apart.
Trying to ignore the limp dick between his legs, Andrew ate Sienna out. She started moaning at once and he pushed down the suspicion if it maybe wasn't a little too fast.
Three minutes later, his duty was fulfilled but Andrew felt hollow. He hated himself. He hated Tess. He hated Quentin. He hated that he couldn't get the image of Tess's naked body out of his mind. It was stuck there like a barbed hook.
"That was nice," Sienna whispered and they shared a tender kiss.
They ate dinner in silence. Sienna kept glancing at him and he knew that she was wondering what was going on but he didn't have the strength to talk about it. She didn't ask any questions and he was grateful for that.
The email was already waiting for him by the time he shut himself into his office. Tess had been live for fifteen minutes. He groaned and wanted nothing more than to delete the email and pretend it never arrived.
Against his better judgement, he clicked the link in the email.
Low-quality music blared out of the speakers; some latin dance number. Sienna was topless, shaking her hips to the beat. She was smiling, shaking her breasts, and looked like she was having a great time. Andrew plugged in his headphones and put them on.
Apple: work it baby
Apple has donated 100 Tokens
With a hefty amount of guilt, Andrew felt himself get hard. Rock hard. Achingly hard. He ignored his physical need, deciding that it was punishment for not being able to fuck his wife.
To further punish himself, he kept watching the stream. Tess, after an estimated sixteen-hundred donated Tokens, took off her bottom, too. She was so near and yet so impossibly far away.
Only half-heartedly reading the filthy chat messages, Andrew almost missed it. His subconscious made him do a double take and re-read what he had just seen.
WhiteKnight: Is there a cheese man in here?
Seeing the words was like a punch to the gut. It couldn't be, could it? It had to be just a coincidence. There was no way. It couldn't be Quentin.
WhiteKnight: Andrew? Cheese man?
Tiger69: there's a cheezdude, dunno his name
Panic gripped Andrew. It was Quentin. The douchebag had picked the name "white knight" for himself. He wanted to scream. He wanted to run. He wanted it to stop.
There was only one way.
With shaky fingers, he flung the mouse halfway across the mousepad and slammed his finger down on the button for an Exclusive Private Show. Tess finished her twirl and her eyebrows rose when she looked at the screen. She picked up the keyboard.
You are now in an exclusive private show with FuckBunny96.
"Hello, Da Man," Tess said, looking right at the screen.
Fuck. Andrew wiped the sweat off his forehead, straightened his shirt, and combed through his hair before remembering that she couldn't actually see him.
DaMan123: hi
"You're new here, right? We've never had a private session before."
DaMan123: No
"Ooh, how exciting," Tess grinned. "I get to break in a virgin."
DaMan123: I'm not a virgin, I have a wife
It was only after sending the message that Andrew realized what he wrote. He looked for an edit or delete button but it was too late.
"A wife, huh? How very, very naughty."
DaMan123: Sorry I meant ex wife
"No need to be shy, I don't mind. Married men make the best lovers."
Deep down, Andrew knew that she was probably just buttering him up — he was a paying customer after all — but he couldn't help but feel pleased that she wanted him.
"So, what do you want to do with me today?" she asked, sitting down on the bed and propping herself up with her arms. Her breasts looked fantastic.
DaMan123: I don't know. What do you usually do?
"Now, now, that's private, my dear. What we do here is going to stay just between the two of us."
DaMan123: Can I see your pussy?
The request was stupid and Andrew felt foolish just typing it but it was the only thing that came to mind. He felt like he was a teenager again, sneaking a porn mag into his room. Excited and afraid.
Tess hopped off the bed and shot to her feet. She turned around and wiggled her butt at the camera. Placing her feet three feet apart, she leaned forward. Andrew received a pang of guilt, remembering that Sienna had done the same less than half an hour earlier.
The guilt passed quickly as Tess spread her buttcheeks. A dash of pink between two perfect lips. She ran her middle finger up the slit and slipped it inside.
"How do you like my pussy, Da Man?"
DaMan123: it's perfect
DaMan123: I wish I could be there
"Me, too," she sighed. "This is getting me all excited."
DaMan123: Oh sorry, you can stop
Tess turned around again and pouted. She sat back down on the bed but this time she opened her legs up wide enough for Andrew to see her pussy.
"What's your fantasy?"
DaMan123: You are
Tess laughed. "That's very sweet of you. Come on, tell me. What's something you've always wanted your... wife to do but never had the guts to ask?"
DaMan123: I'm not sure
"Well, let me help you decide, then," she said.
Tess reached off-camera and came back with a vibrator. A thin, gray one. She held it up to the camera.
"This right here is one of my most powerful toys. I'm going to play with myself while you think about what I can do for you. If I climax before you make a decision, I'm going to end the private chat. If you come up with something, I will do it. You've got about a minute or two at most, this baby is powerful."
Andrew watched her twist the base and heard it roaring to life. She grinned and laid back on the bed. She ran the toy up and down her slit, pausing for a touch on her clit. She let out a moan.
"Are you thinking yet?" she shouted.
If he didn't come up with something, he'd lose her. Of course, he couldn't tell her that his fantasy was for her to come over to his house and fuck him. He looked out the window and wished that he were better at flirting. The curtains on her bedroom window were drawn.
An idea popped into his head. He stood up and drew his own curtains close, leaving only a quarter of an inch gap. He rushed back to the keyboard.
DaMan123: I got something
Tess sat upright and withdrew the vibrator. She licked it clean.
"What is it?"
DaMan123: Where do you live?
"Da Man, I'm not going to—" she started and her face turned sour.
DaMan123: Sorry
DaMan123: I didn't mean it like that
DaMan123: I mean, are there other people living near you
"Yes, why?" Tess asked apprehensively.
DaMan123: Have you ever flashed someone?
"Oh!" Tess said, looking relieved. "You want me to flash someone?"
DaMan123: Can people see your window?
"Hmm, probably not. Well, actually... yeah, now that I think about it. You can see it from the street from the right angle. And my neighbor can see me, of course."
DaMan123: Who's your neighbor?
Tess giggled. "A married couple. His office window is opposite mine."
Andrew's heart beat faster. She had no idea it was him.
DaMan123: Is he good looking?
Tess shrugged. "I only met him once briefly. Kinda cute, I guess. He's a workaholic, I think. Sometimes the light in his office is on until the early morning."
DaMan123: Is he there right now?
"No idea, let me check."
Tess stood up and walked off-screen. Andrew got out of his chair and carefully crept toward the window. Fortunately, the cable on his headphones were long enough to reach that far. The curtain on her bedroom window remained closed though it did seem to be moving ever so slightly.
When he came back, there was a warning on the screen: You are running out of tokens. Only five minutes of private chat left. Click here to purchase more tokens.
The timing was terrible, it was just starting to get good. Andrew sighed and clicked the button. He bought five-hundred-fifty tokens for fifty bucks. The hundred had seemed to run out a little too fast.
"Can't tell, the curtain's closed," Tess said.
DaMan123: Do your neighbors know what you do?
"God no," Tess said and laughed. "This is a nice neighborhood."
DaMan123: You want to make it a little bit dirtier and flash out your window?
"Hmm," Tess said and scrunched her face. "Okay. I'll do it. For you. I assume you want to watch?"
The question surprised him. There was no way she'd know he'd be able to see her.
DaMan123: What do you mean?
"Hold on, I'll just turn the camera."
Tess reached toward the screen and the picture was unrecognizable for a few seconds. When it came back, Andrew saw the same orange curtains that he'd seen moments before.
"Anything in particular you want me to do?"
DaMan123: Press your pussy against the window
"Okay, I'll try," Tess said and stood up.
Quickly, Andrew rushed over to the window, careful not to disturb his curtain. He opened the fly on his pants and fished out his cock, stroking it in anticipation.
After a second, he saw the orange curtain part slightly in the middle. Tess's face poked through. She looked straight at him and his heart skipped a beat. Had she spotted him? It didn't appear so. She checked out the street, his window again, and his backyard. Her face disappeared again.
The orange curtain opened all the way and Tess's naked body was illuminated by sunlight. Andrew jerked faster. Seeing her with his own eyes, unfiltered by computers, was incredible. He wished he had binoculars.
Taking a step forward, Tess pressed her breasts against the glass. They flattened against the pane, with her nipples forming a dark saucer. Andrew's breathing grew shallower. Tess looked suspiciously at his window again, before looking toward the road, and his backyard.
Satisfied with whatever she had or hadn't seen, Tess turned around. She bent over and pressed her buttcheeks against the glass.
"Ooh, this is hard," Tess said though her voice sounded far away. "I think I can... hold on..."
Standing on the tips of her toes, Tess placed her heels on the bottom of the window frame. She bent even lower, until her hair touched the ground and her face appeared between her legs. She grabbed her buttcheeks and spread them as far as she could.
For a moment, Andrew was so impressed he forgot to jerk off. Tess managed to press her pussy against the window itself. Her labia were smudged together, hiding her pink interior. Just above her opening was her brown bud.
"This is kinda hot," Tess said.
A hand appeared between Tess's legs and she slipped a finger inside of her vagina. Her butt peeled off the glass pane a little but she spread her lips enough for him to see the inside. It couldn't have been a more perfect view of his neighbor's gorgeous pussy.
A warm rush raced up Andrew's spine. He realized too late what was going on and a big jet of cum splashed on the curtains. During his climax, he didn't care and kept pumping, blowing another load on the fabric. He sighed a huge breath of relief. His heart was pounding and his dick was twitching.
Tess suddenly fell forward and disappeared.
"Eeeeeee!" came a high pitched shriek through the headphones.
Andrew rushed back to the laptop to see Tess scrambling on the bed. She laid face down and for a second he wondered if she was hurt. He already made the decision to do the right thing and call the paramedics if that were the case. He could explain that he just happened to glance out the window and see her, nothing pervy at all, just a happy coincidence. Tess would be incredibly grateful he saved her life. Maybe...
The train of thought was interrupted by Tess's body shaking. She started laughing, the sound muffled by the mattress but still audible. Her butt wiggled whenever she laughed particularly loudly.
When she sat up and looked at the camera, her face was red and her hair disheveled. She sat back down at the edge of the bed and readjusted the camera.
"Oh wow, what a rush," she breathed, batting a strand of her out of her face.
DaMan123: What happened?
"I was starting to get into it when I'm pretty sure my neighbor saw me," she said and let out a happy gurgle, waving air at her face. "I saw the curtain move, anyway. Oh God, I haven't done anything like that in a long time."
DaMan123: You have an incredible body
"Thank you, Da Man. Did that fulfil your fantasy?"
DaMan123: Absolutely! Way better than I expected
"Did you jerk off?" Tess asked with a grin.
DaMan123: Yeah
"Did you—" she switched to a throaty whisper — "cum?"
DaMan123: I did
"Mmm, wonderful. I love making men cum. Does your wife make you cum like that?"
DaMan123: No
With his primal need satisfied, Andrew suddenly realized what he was doing. He had just paid money to have his neighbor flash him and jerked off to it. Now he had told her that his own wife didn't satisfy him the way she did.
It was completely absurd.
Andrew clicked the button to leave the private group show.
The stream went blank for a couple of seconds, then Tess returned looking like nothing had happened.
GG555: I hate private shows
LongJohn: she's finally back
LongJohn has donated 5 Tokens
SilverSurfer77 has donated 5 Tokens
"Thank you for the warm and wet welcome, fellas," Tess said, smiling.
The reason why he had started a private show in the first place shot back into Andrew's brain. He quickly scanned the viewer list and found no one named "WhiteKnight". He sighed a breath of relief and took stock of his surroundings.
The curtains were a mess. Three ropes of cum clung to it, slowly dripping onto the carpet. The back of his hand and palm were coated in semen as was his crotch. Flecks of white goo were on both mouse and keyboard.
It looked like someone had slaughtered a semen demon in the room.
Andrew sighed and closed and closed the browser window.
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"So you're not cheese man after all," Quentin said, sitting down on the edge of Andrew's desk.
"Please leave," Andrew said.
"She's hot and clearly not your wife," Quentin continued unperturbed, gesturing at the picture frame with Sienna in it.
"I said please leave."
"Clearly you are one of her viewers, though."
"I'm not."
"I'm gonna find out eventually."
"Fuck off, Quentin."
"Suit yourself, Long John."
"Oh yeah, that's totally me. You got me," Andrew sneered.
Smirking, Quentin walked off, leaving Andrew feeling like shit. He wished he could undo everything that had happened in the last two weeks.
The stress was getting to him.
Every day that week, he had been waiting for the email that FuckBunny96 came online. Some days she did, some days she did not. He hurried to his laptop and watched the member list like a hawk. So far, Quentin hadn't made a second appearance.
After the exchange, however, he was sure that WhiteKnight would eventually show up.
Sienna wasn't home, which meant he had the run of the house at least. Whenever she was around, he stayed in the office to avoid any embarrassing questions like "why did you stop talking to me in the middle of the sentence and sprint to your office?"
When Tess started her show, he barely watched. At one point he glanced over and realized that she had managed to stick an entire eight-inch dildo down her throat, which netted her seventy-five tokens.
It was a little past seven when his vigilance paid off. WhiteKnight's screen name appeared on the viewer list.
Andrew requested an exclusive private show. Each second that the request was pending felt like an eternity.
"Welcome back, Da Man," Tess said with a smile.
For the first time in what felt like a year, Andrew felt relieved. At least for a little while, he was completely safe. He could relax. Even his cock appeared from its slumber, raising a proud salute.
DaMan123: Hello!
"You disappeared so quickly last time, wasn't sure if I'd hear from you again."
DaMan123: Sorry, my internet cut out
"It's okay. Really," she said, giggling. "I'm used to it. Guys pop their load and then feel ashamed."
DaMan123: I'm not ashamed
"And you shouldn't be!" she agreed. "Guys shouldn't have to be ashamed to watch porn, right?"
DaMan123: Absolutely
"Everyone needs to blow off some steam sometimes and you're doing it in a clean, safe way."
Andrew wasn't sure what she was getting at. His fingers hovered over the keyboard but he didn't know how to respond.
"Anyway," Tess said after a momentary pause. "I just wanted to let you know that it's okay what we're doing. Even if you're married. I really don't mind. It's actually kind of a turn on."
DaMan123: It is?
"Yeah. You love your wife, right?"
DaMan123: Of course
"See? You're married, you can have sex with the woman of your dreams whenever you want, and yet this is the second time we're private chatting. It makes me feel honored in a way that you chose me to jerk off to."
A blazing hot lust raged inside of Andrew. She was genuinely flirting with him. Tess, the young porn star from next door, enjoyed that he jerked off to her. It was the most powerful aphrodisiac to his libido.
At that moment, Andrew would have given anything to be able to fuck her.
DaMan123: You're super hot
"Thank you. You know, I couldn't stop thinking about our last session after we stopped."
DaMan123: Really?
"Yeah. It was one of the hottest things I've ever done on camera."
DaMan123: Are you saying you want to do it again?
"I don't know. Is that something you want?" she asked sheepishly.
DaMan123: Is your neighbor home?
"Yeah, he is. I heard him come home an hour ago."
DaMan123: What if he catches you?
Tess started giggling again. "From my experience, guys don't mind seeing naked chicks."
DaMan123: Especially not someone as hot as you
"Aww, thank you, Da Man. You're really nice."
DaMan123: So what are you waiting for? Open those curtains
"Yes, sir!" Tess said.
The camera feed went dark for a second, then returned angled toward the window. Andrew resisted the urge to get up. If he was just standing there, already watching, it would be incredibly suspicious.
In the other room, Tess walked over to the curtains and drew them open. Without revealing her body, she peered around the corner to Andrew's window, the backyard, and the street.
"Doesn't look like anyone's watching," Tess said.
DaMan123: Maybe he's not working
"Maybe."
DaMan123: Only one way to find out
Tess laughed.
"Okay, fine," she said, biting her lips.
Returning to the window, Tess walked past it once without stopping. She peeked around the corner again. She walked past the window again, only slower. She peeked around the corner.
DaMan123: Chicken
"Shut up!"
After a deep breath, Tess moved in front of the window and stood still. She raised a hand to her breast and squeezed it. Her other hand went down to her crotch.
It was now or never. Andrew flicked on the light
"Aah!" Tess yelped and jumped away from the window. "The light in the office just turned on."
DaMan123: Did he see you?
"No, I don't think so."
DaMan123: He already caught you once, what's the big deal?
"That was a genuine accident. If I do it again, there's no excuse."
DaMan123: What's the worst that could happen?
"He calls the cops on me and I have to move."
DaMan123: I'm sure he won't
"I don't think he will either, but... maybe it's a little too risky, you know?"
Feeling like he was losing her, Andrew racked his brains for what he could say to convince her. He wasn't good enough with words but he knew something else he could do.
DaMan123 has donated 150 Tokens
"Oh no," Tess gasped.
DaMan123: I am so turned on right now
"Me too, but—"
You don't have enough tokens to perform that action. Click here to buy more tokens.
Grimacing, Andrew clicked the link. He wondered how many tokens he'd need to convince her. More than hundred-fifty for sure. His heart was beating. He bought a thousand and one-hundred tokens for a hundred bucks. It wasn't like he was going to need more in the upcoming days, anyway.
DaMan123 has donated 250 Tokens
"Da Man, you can't!" she pleaded.
DaMan123 has donated 250 Tokens
"Oh my god, stop it!"
It was almost too easy. Andrew could tell she was getting flustered and she definitely wasn't saying no. Given her profession, it shouldn't have been a surprise that she was susceptible to be bought.
Suddenly a realization struck him. This was only the beginning.
Nothing was stopping him from paying his way into her panties. Start with voyeur shows by the window until she was comfortable with the idea that her neighbor wanted to fuck her and the rest would be a piece of cake. He'd never even have to reveal that he was DaMan123, just a mysterious stranger who really, really liked the idea of FuckBunny96 fucking her anonymous neighbor.
Hard as granite, Andrew pushed the button again.
DaMan123 has donated 250 Tokens
"God help me," Tess sighed as she stood up.
Hesitantly, Tess stepped in front of the window. Andrew was about to move when he realized that with the light in the room turned on, she would be able to see his silhouette. He did not want to turn the light off again, however.
"Nobody's watching," Tess said.
DaMan123: Maybe he's shy
DaMan123: Turn around and stick a butt plug in you
"Ooh, okay," Tess cooed.
While she retrieved a small, black butt plug with a pink cover, Andrew repositioned his laptop to sit inside the bookshelf next to the window. He wanted to be able to chat and look out the window. It would be awkward but he'd be able to type with his left hand.
Hiding from view, he waited until Tess turned around and slathered lube on her sphincter. She bent over slightly and started working the tip into her ass.
Andrew moved in front of the window without parting the curtains. If he was right, she'd definitely be able to tell he was there without seeing him directly.
It took twenty seconds before her tight hole gobbled up the toy. It sat snugly, showing nothing but the pink disk squarely between her cheeks. She straightened up, turned around, and dashed out of view faster than a bolt of lightning.
"Oh my god!" she squealed. "He saw me."
DaMan123: He's probably horny as hell
"I have no idea but I sure as hell am."
DaMan123: Go back out there
"I don't know, I'm starting to get second thoughts about—"
DaMan123 has donated 100 Tokens
"—Oh no. You are the most cruel master, Da Man."
DaMan123: You are perfect
DaMan123: He will love it
Tess took a deep breath and sighed. She moved back in front of the window.
From what Andrew saw in real life, she didn't seem at all nervous. Quite the opposite. Tess raised her hand and waved at him.
"He's still watching."
Turning around but looking over her shoulder, Tess spread her cheeks, flashing him the little plug. She wiggled her butt.
Then she started dancing, undulating to silent music with her arms over her head. She gyrated her hips, turning to face him again. She pressed her body against the glass and licked the window.
It was time for the next move. Andrew grabbed the curtains and opened them.
Suddenly face to face, Tess froze. She didn't bolt, however. Instead, she smiled at him. Andrew's heart filled with pure joy.
"He opened the window and he's just standing there," Tess said, glancing at the monitor.
With his left hand, out of the view of the window, Andrew typed a response.
DaMan123: That's so hot
Tess held up her index finger, signaling Andrew to wait. Then she disappeared again.
"I think he's hooked."
DaMan123: I know I would be
"What should I do next?"
DaMan123: Masturbate for him
"I need something more solid. You mind if I use a toy?"
DaMan123: Go ahead
"Thank you," she said and quickly disappeared from both vantage points.
When she came back, Andrew's eyes went wide. By toy, he had assumed a small vibrator or something. She came back with a massive, purple and white dildo with a suction cup. Maybe eight-inches big and floppy. She licked the base and slapped it against the windowpane just above her knees.
Bracing herself on the frame with one hand, she gently lowered herself and guided it between her legs with her other hand. Andrew couldn't believe something that big would fit inside her but she proved him wrong.
For a wonderful minute, Tess started fucking the toy. She moved in a circular motion, going down on it from the top, pulling out backward, then going back in for more. She looked straight at him and made the unmistakable hand-job gesture.
That was an opportunity he wasn't going to miss out on. Andrew pushed down his pants and boxers in one go. Tess licked the window in appreciation. He was as hard as it was physically possible and he never felt sexier.
"He has his cock out," she called out.
DaMan123: Wow
Changing up her rhythm, Tess pressed her tits against the window and just moved her hips, thrusting down and onto the toy. She was surprisingly fast at it.
"Ohhh," she moaned. "Mmmm."
On his end, he had to limit himself. He knew that if he just pumped his cock a little bit quicker, he'd blow his load, but he didn't want it to end just yet.
"Ohhh, ohhhh," Tess moaned.
Pressing his cock against the cool windowpane gave Andrew a much-needed reprieve. He looked closer and a river of juices ran down Tess's window, starting at the base of the suction cup.
"Permission to cum," Tess groaned. "Da Man! May I cum?"
"Yes," he said out loud, before remembering she couldn't hear him.
DaMan123: Yes!
"Ohhhh!" she screamed, closing her eyes. "Yesss!"
That was too much. Even if he hadn't touched his dick at all, he would have exploded. Jerking furiously, Andrew unloaded on the window. Thick, creamy spurts of semen splattered against the surface. A biting hot orgasm rocked his body.
Tess braced herself against the window, her chest heaving. She was looking right at him, giving him the most luxurious bedroom eyes he had ever seen.
It filled him with a hunger. Andrew made up his mind at that moment that he would do everything in his power to fuck Tess. She was out of this world hot and she wanted to fuck him. He saw that in her gaze. She was hungry for him.
Stepping backward, Tess wedged her thumb into the suction cup and it popped right off. She closed the orange curtains on him.
"Oh my god, I wish you could have seen that," Tess giggled.
DaMan123: I saw everything that was important
DaMan123: You were fantastic
"He was watching, and I mean like he was watching. Like I was the first naked chick he'd ever seen."
DaMan123: Definitely the hottest
"Oh, stop," she said, smiling.
DaMan123: Seriously, I'd do anything to fuck you
"What would your wife say to that?"
DaMan123: She wouldn't be happy but after seeing you she'd understand
Tess snorted with laughter.
"You are funny, I'll give you that."
DaMan123: So how was your neighbor?
"Well, I mean, I'm not gonna rate him on his performance. He finished. Blew a giant load all over his window."
DaMan123: Is he cute?
"So-so," Tess shrugged. "Kinda average guy, you know?"
Andrew grimaced. He knew it was true but it still sucked hearing it. Especially from Tess.
DaMan123: Average is good though, right?
"When it comes to looks, sure," Tess said and smiled mischievously.
DaMan123: What do you mean?
"Well..... let's just say he's not quite average everywhere."
Blood rushed to Andrew's head. She was talking about his dick. His perfectly acceptable penis. Sure, it wasn't big but it didn't need to be big. It was skill that determined lovemaking, not just raw penis size.
Suddenly, he realized just how bad the air in the room smelled. He was sitting with a cum drenched dick, talking to an online prostitute. A slut for money that he paid an astronomical sum to so she could... what? Make fun of him?
DaMan123: Well I came and I gotta go
DaMan123: Thank you
"No, thank you, Da—"
Furious, Andrew slammed the lid of the laptop shut.
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For the last fifteen minutes, Tess had been in a group show. Not an exclusive group show but one that anyone could watch. Andrew had stared at the "This model is in a private group show. You may watch for only three tokens a minute." screen for an embarrassingly long time before finally clicking the button.
Tess laid sprawled on her back with a dildo in her pussy and her feet raised in the air. Both legs were well oiled and the soles of her feet covered more than half the screen. Whoever was paying for the group was clearly into feet.
The last encounter had left him angry enough to not even be hard for once. The only thing stopping Andrew from leaving was the member list. Right there, second from the top under "Aaaaron" was the name "WhiteKnight." Quentin was watching. A knot formed in Andrew's stomach from all the worry.
The only saving grace was that neither he nor Quentin could chat. The moment the group show was over, Andrew would have to start a new one to stop him from saying anything. His entire body was tense, waiting and watching.
When Sienna knocked on the office door, he jumped nearly a foot in the air.
"Honey, you got a sec?" she called out.
Quickly, Andrew backed out of the group show and closed all tabs. He stood up and flattened his erection so it wouldn't be noticeable.
Sienna stood in front of the door with a letter in her hand. She smiled at him and he forced himself to smile back.
"What's up?" he asked.
"Do you know what these credit card charges are?" Sienna asked, handing him the letter.
In the balance sheet, she had highlighted three transactions. All three were from a company named "Global Connections Inc". The first was for ten dollars. The second for fifty. The third for a hundred dollars.
Andrew felt like a complete idiot. The amounts matched up. Why hadn't he made the connection that the charges would show up? Why was Sienna even double-checking them? He wanted to yell with frustration.
"I don't know," he lied.
"Huh, weird. You haven't lost your card?"
"Nope."
"Guess I'm gonna call the company and see if they know more about this Global Connections, or whatever. I'll have them charged back."
"Oh wait, I just remembered," Andrew said quickly. "That's, uh, that was for work."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, it was a, uh, switch."
"You bought a Nintendo for work?"
"No, the other switch. It's for connecting computers in a network, like a hub but—"
"What are the other two statements?"
"Oh, uh, the first one I bought didn't work. Too cheap. So I had to return it. And the second one wasn't the right model."
"I see. Why did you use our card? I thought Soltech made a billion dollars last year."
"Yeah but it's such a hassle to requisition something at work. I have to fill out three forms and wait forever and I needed this quickly."
Sienna looked at him and he wondered if she realized he was lying to her face. If she did, she was a fantastic actor and showed no emotion at all. It was more boredom than anything else.
After a second, she just shrugged.
"Okay," she said. "Glad I don't have to call the company."
"You don't," he assured her. "I'll let you know if it happens again, okay?"
"It's fine," she said and turned to walk away.
Sitting back down at the laptop, Andrew felt miserable. He hated lying to Sienna. He hated himself for doing it. He hated Tess for being so hot. He hated Quentin for requiring him to buy more tokens. He hated himself for not having an impressive penis.
Why hadn't he just stayed away?
Sighing, Andrew loaded up FuckBunny96's stream again.
Sorry, FuckBunny96 is in an exclusive private show.
"Just fucking perfect," he groaned.
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"Please?" Sienna purred.
"I'm tired," Andrew sighed and leaned deeper into the sofa.
"I'll make it worth your while."
"What are you gonna do? Pay me to wheel out the trash?"
"In a manner of speaking," Sienna said, leaning over.
A warm, soft pair of lips planted a kiss on Andrew's cheek. Goosebumps rose on his arm. She moved closer to his ear.
"Oh, mister," she whispered, "you are so strong and so smart, I need your help. I can't offer you any money, no sir, I can only pay with my body."
Andrew turned his head to kiss her but she pulled away.
"No sir, whores don't kiss."
Slipping off the couch like a cat, Sienna knelt between his legs. She unzipped his pants and unbuttoned his boxers. Andrew was hard and he was immensely grateful for that.
What turned him on wasn't his wife's whispering or the thought of her blowing him, it had been when she called herself a whore. He tried picturing Sienna starting an online cam show and the idea was ludicrous. She was far too innocent to even know such things existed.
As Tess wrapped her lips around his dick, he started wondering how much money it would take for Sienna to sell her body. He had done the math and Tess had fucked herself in front of him for a little less than a hundred dollars. That was far too little for someone like Tess.
They weren't rich but they definitely weren't poor. A hundred bucks were two-and-a-half hours of work for him. Nothing to scoff at but nothing to go crazy over. No, Sienna wouldn't even bat her eye for that little.
Would she do it for a million? He didn't know the answer to that. It was a lot of money. And yet it also wasn't. They wouldn't be able to retire off of a million dollars. Their house was worth almost that much. Technically, if he added up the house — once the mortgage was paid off, of course — the car — which was paid off — and all his possessions, he might be a millionaire.
"Get on your back, whore," he said, suddenly aroused by the roleplay.
"Yes, Andrew," she said, dropping backward.
"No, I'm not Andrew. I'm Mr. Da Man and I've paid good money to fuck you."
Sienna giggled. "Mr. Da Man?"
"What's so funny, whore?" he growled, getting down on his knees between her legs. He pushed up her dress and pulled down her panties.
"Nothing, Mr. Da Man, sir."
Andrew laid on top of her and shoved his cock inside her pussy.
"I bet your husband is sorry he lost all that money gambling."
"Yes, Da Man," she moaned.
Hearing her moan his screen name drove him wild. He slammed into her as hard as he could, rocking her body with every thrust.
"I can't believe he sold his wife for only five-thousand dollars," he said, testing the water.
"Oh please, Mr. Man, my husband would never sell me for that little. He knows a pussy this fine gets at least ten grand."
Ten grand. He would have told her she was worth far more if she hadn't grabbed the back of his head and pulled him in for a hot kiss. She was clearly turned on as much as he was.
"Oh yes, fuck my expensive pussy, Da Man," she rasped.
At that rate, he was going to finish much earlier than she would. He lent a helping hand, rubbing her clit with his thumb just the way she liked it. Immediately, Sienna started squirming.
Andrew came first, anyway, but she wasn't far behind. He kissed her while her sexy body trembled underneath his. When she was satisfied and tapped him on the shoulder, he rolled onto the carpet next to her.
"Da Man, huh?" Sienna asked.
"Yeah, because I'm da man."
Sienna laughed.
"Wow, I have no idea where all that energy came from," she breathed.
"Have you ever thought about going, uh, into the, um, business?"
"Please," she scoffed.
"Well, you did technically just fuck me so that I would take out the trash."
"That's true, I suppose. Guess that makes me a whore."
"A very cheap one."
"That's the best kind, isn't it?"
"I suppose."
"Now it's time for your end of the bargain."
"Fine," Andrew groaned.
Feeling pretty good overall, Andrew put on slippers and opened the terrace door. Things between him and Sienna were going great, better than ever. The confrontation with Sienna over the credit card bill had been a wake-up call for him. And, as it so happened, Quentin stopped showing up in Tess's chat, too, which took a heavy load off his mind. Like a clean start.
The memory of Tess saying he had a small dick still burned in his mind, so it wasn't too hard to stay away in any case. Sienna never mentioned any inadequacy and she was in love with him. She was also damn hot and he'd be a fool to throw that away just to chase some pussy. A whore's pussy, he thought savagely.
The car passed by on the street just as Andrew turned the corner with the trash bin. A white BMW. It slowed down and pulled into Tess's driveway. His stomach lurched and he gripped the side of the building for support.
How many times had he walked past that stupidly expensive car in the office parking lot? Too many times to count. It was Quentin's car. A million questions shot through his head. What was Quentin doing there? Was it because of him? Was it because of Tess?
Creeping near the cherry wood fence, Andrew peeked over the top to make sure it wasn't the worst coincidence in the world.
Getting out of the BMW was a well-built and well-dressed, tanned man in his early thirties. Quentin. He shut the door behind him and approached Tess's front door. Andrew's knees were weak and he gripped the top of the fence for support. His foot slammed into wood.
"Ow," he cursed
Suddenly Quentin's head snapped around, looking right at him. Immediately, Andrew dropped down, begging the almighty that just for once, everything would turn out alright.
The Lord wasn't listening.
"Well, well, well, would you look at that," Quentin said, peeking over the cherry wood fence. "I had no idea you lived here."
Squeezing his eyes shut, Andrew cursed God. He begged to any other deity that existed to save him from his misery but only fell on deaf ears.
"Now it makes a lot more sense," Quentin chuckled.
"Go away," Andrew said.
"Oh, I will. I'm about to head out on a date with the lovely and beautiful Tess Morgan."
With strength he didn't know he had, Andrew shot to his feet, glaring daggers at Quentin.
"Bullshit," he spat.
"Why do you think I'm here? For you?" Quentin laughed. "She really is a hot piece of ass, isn't she? I figured I'd try getting her in a private show so I could ask her what she knows about you but she didn't know anything. Well, we started talking about other things and one thing led to another, and now we're going on a date."
"Stop lying."
"I wonder what her face is gonna be like when I tell her that her neighbor is a loyal viewer."
"NO!" Andrew shouted, turning white in the face. "Don't you dare tell her!"
"Or what?"
"Or... or... or you'll regret it."
Quentin chuckled. "How about if you tell me the screen name you use, I won't mention anything for now."
"No way."
"Forget Tess for a moment, now I'm starting to wonder what face your wife is going to make—"
"Leave my wife out of this," Andrew hissed through clenched teeth.
"Then tell me your screen name."
There was no way out. Andrew knew he had been backed into a corner with no escape. By Quentin, of all people. He wanted to howl with misery.
"Come on," Quentin coaxed him, "tell me and your wife will never have to know about any of this."
"D-d-da Man One Two Three," Andrew stammered, hanging his head in shame.
"Good choice. Now if you'll excuse me, I don't want to keep the lady waiting any longer."
"Don't tell her!" Andrew shouted at his back. "Don't tell her anything. You won't, will you?"
Without responding, Quentin rang the doorbell. Ten seconds later, the door opened.
"Oh, wow. You're taller than I thought," Tess said.
"You are just as lovely offline as you are online," Quentin replied.
"And your tongue rivals your typing skills."
"Are you ready to depart?"
"Yes."
Wearing a form-fitting, halter-less blue dress, two-inch heels, and a hundred dollar hairstyle, Tess looked like she was about to appear on the red carpet. Andrew's jaw dropped. The dress was short, only barely covering her firm ass, and her breasts were popping. She wore stockings and a sensuous shade of red on her lips.
It was a real date. A motherfucking date between Quentin and Tess. Nothing was fair in the world. Nothing.
"Hey, neighbor," Tess called out, waving at Andrew.
Andrew didn't wave back. He couldn't move. Quentin winked at him.
The two of them got into his BMW and were gone ten seconds later.
"You look like you've seen a ghost," Sienna said upon his reentry.
"What?" Andrew asked, blinking at her.
Sienna still laid on the carpet, naked from the waist down. She was playing with herself and his semen glopped out of her. Why the hell hadn't she cleaned herself up? Didn't she know how trashy she looked at that moment?
"Did something happen with the trash can?"
"The what? Oh, fuck!"
Andrew went back outside.
When he came back inside, trash can safely deposited on the curb, he went straight to his office. FuckBunny96 was, of course, offline.
Andrew went into the settings and clicked the button to delete his account. It asked him for his confirmation. He pressed okay. It didn't seem to work. He clicked again and at last, the browser started to load. The page was replaced by a blank screen.
An immense wave of relief washed over him. It was done. It was finally done! He closed the browser window and lowered the lid of the laptop.
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The movie playing on the TV was terrible but Sienna enjoyed sappy rom-coms. Andrew only suffered through it because his wife laid with her head in his lap. He liked it when she did that. Usually, it meant that at some point she would turn around and blow him.
The phone in his pocket vibrated.
A new poll by FuckBunny96 for loyal viewers!
Andrew stared at the email notification for a solid five minutes. He distinctly remembered deleting his account. He didn't want to open it. Nothing good would come of it. He knew that. And yet...
Work had been miserable. He managed to avoid Quentin for two days, dreading the next encounter with the man. He had expected Quentin to start gloating about how great his date was and how he fucked her, except he didn't. He didn't say a damn word.
Not even when Andrew had directly asked him. Quentin had just smiled his stupid, condescending smile and said, "A gentleman doesn't tell."
It hadn't helped take the edge off at all. Every time a car drove by, Andrew caught himself wondering if it was him, once against visiting her. A few times he had gotten up and looked out the window, only to see a random car drive past.
No, he had managed to not watch the stream for four days, he was not going to fall back into old habits.
"Everything okay? You look spooked," Sienna asked.
Andrew jumped and shoved the phone back in his pocket. "It's nothing. Some stupid work thing."
During the next commercial break, he excused himself to the restroom. He opened the ErosHub site and logged in without any problems. He went into the settings and clicked the button to delete his account. It asked him for his confirmation. He clicked okay.
That time it loaded instantly. A message informed him that he was unable to delete his account due to having unspent Tokens. That was just his luck. There was another notification waiting for him.
Dear DaMan123,
FuckBunny96 has created a poll to request the opinion of all loyal viewers. Click here to go vote and share your opinion!
-The ErosHub Team
Taking a deep breath, Andrew clicked the link. It wouldn't hurt to at least take a look. Tess wasn't even online.
The poll was short and simple: Do you want to see FuckBunny96 do a pair show on Saturday? There were two choices. Yes or no.
Andrew pressed no.
The screen refreshed, showing him the current standing. Hundred-forty-one yes votes to eighteen no votes. He groaned and shoved the phone back into his pocket.
"You forgot to flush," Sienna said when he returned to the living room.
Dutifully, Andrew returned to the bathroom and flushed. He washed his hands, even though they were clean already. When he stepped back into the living room, the television was off. Sienna sat on the couch upright.
"Is everything okay, dear?" she asked with concern in her eyes.
"Yeah, everything's fine," he said, dropping next to her.
"You've been really tense the past couple of days."
"Work," Andrew grunted.
"I've seen you stressed out from work before and this is... different," she probed.
Why did she have to be so damn observative?
"If you know me so well then why don't you tell me what's wrong," Andrew replied sullenly.
"I don't know, that's why I'm asking!" she fired back, slightly heated.
"It's a work thing."
"Is there anything I can do to help?"
"No."
Sienna frowned and looked at him with sad eyes. How he hated lying to her. It hurt more than he cared to admit. There was no way he could tell her the truth, though. Not after everything he did.
"I want to help," she offered.
"Then mind your own business," he snapped.
The words came out of his mouth before he knew what he was saying. Sienna reeled back as if he had slapped her. She opened her mouth as if to reply, then closed it again. Tears welled up in her eyes.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean that," Andrew apologized.
"You can be a real jerk sometimes, you know that?" Sienna said.
"I know, I'm sorry."
As he reached out to put his arm around her shoulder and draw her in for a hug, Sienna evaded his embrace. She stood up and walked out of the room.
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It was Saturday afternoon and Andrew was alone in the house. After their spat, Sienna had been avoiding him, even after he apologized several dozen times. The only reason he knew that she was at a spa with her friend Evie was that he overheard her on the phone making the plans.
Model FuckBunny96 is now online
The email was both a blessing and a curse. The blessing was that he finally had something to distract himself from the miserable thoughts that had been plaguing him. The curse was obvious.
The view of Tess's bedroom alone was enough to make him rock hard. Andrew unbuttoned his pants and tentatively stroked his penis. Tess appeared, wearing a form-disguising bathrobe. She stood at the left edge of the screen and waved at the camera.
"Hey, all. Sorry, I'm still getting a few things ready for tonight's show. I'm glad that so many of you voted yes. It's going to be really special. Give me five minutes," she said and disappeared again.
LongJohn has donated 10 Tokens
LongJohn: Open up that robe, missy
BronzeBull: Holy f*ck she's hot
cheezdude: you can say fuck lol
Tiger69 has donated 10 Tokens
Tiger69: Off with the robe!
Tiger69: Huh where did you go
Six minutes and twenty seconds later, Tess returned, still wearing the white bathrobe. She sat down at the edge of the bed.
"Sorry boys, this robe stays on for now. Oh wow, there are a lot of people here today."
Two-hundred-sixty odd people were watching, forty of them registered accounts. Quentin, however, was not among them. That was a small comfort.
BronzeBull: we wanna see u f*ck
your_master: bro you don't need to censor the word fuck here
"Okay, today's going to be a little different. Instead of teasing you all, I'm going to go straight into a group show. Since I'm with a partner today, I'll probably pay less attention to chat than usual. Sorry about that but trust me, it will be worth it."
LongJohn: guy or girl ?
Tiger69 has donated 10 Tokens
Tiger69: off with the robe damnit
"That's a surprise, Long John. Get your tokens ready, fellas."
The camera flickered and went dark.
This model is in a private group show. Join for only five tokens a minute.
Since he had to spend his tokens one way or another, Andrew rationalized to himself that he might as well do it by watching the group show. The last hurrah before deleting his account for good. He clicked the button to join and Tess reappeared.
"Let's wait a bit for more people to join," she said.
Three minutes later, thirty-one of the forty people had joined the group show, counting Andrew himself. No guests.
"Alright, now that we're in a more private setting, I can finally tell everyone the truth."
your_master: No partner? lol
"No, not that. I mean, I'm doing something I probably shouldn't. I've definitely never done anything like this before. It's, uh..."
Tiger69: Is it illegal?
LongJohn: this is gonna be so hot
The tension was killing Andrew. His pulse quickened.
"It's not illegal, it's just..." Tess said and sighed. "When I started doing this cam show, I told myself that I'd never do this."
Greg: spill it
"I'm going to fuck a viewer," Tess said.
The words sent a shiver down Andrew's spine. His mind went into overdrive.
Any second now, Tess would leave the room again. That was the reason she hadn't taken off her robe: she needed to go outside. Somehow, she had found out that he, her neighbor, was a viewer.
In a minute, she would ring on his door. She would tell him how much she enjoyed him watching her and she wanted to reward him. She would open her bathrobe and show she was serious because she was entirely naked underneath.
Of course, Andrew would say yes. They'd go over to her house and then they'd make love. He didn't care that there would be people watching. She was going to ride his hard cock and scream his name in ecstasy.
The high was so powerful that Andrew didn't know what was happening when Tess waved to someone off-camera. A man walked into view.
It was as if someone had emptied a bucket of ice-cold water over his head. His stomach lurched. He felt the bile rise in his throat.
It was Quentin.
Mother.
Fucking.
Quentin.
Tall, dark, and handsome, wearing the same white bathrobe Tess was. She grabbed his arm and pulled him to sit on the bed next to her. He was so much bigger than she was, at least a foot taller and a hundred pounds heavier.
Andrew's vision blurred. His temples were throbbing. A muscle in his hand cramped up. He forced himself to release his grip on the desk.
"Everyone, I want you to meet the man behind the name. White Knight."
It couldn't be real. It just couldn't be. Andrew closed his eyes and pinched himself.
"Hello everyone," Quentin said, dashing all hope.
"Very funny, cheezdude, very funny. I know what it looks like but I promise you, my friend here isn't paying. He's here because I wanted him to be. And you all should call yourselves lucky that I share this experience with you."
"I'm honored they think I'm rich enough to afford your sexy ass," Quentin chuckled.
"Hey!" Tess laughed and playfully slapped him on the arm.
It was a living nightmare. Andrew slumped back in the chair. Quentin was going to fuck Tess. Quentin was going to fuck Tess. Quentin was going to fuck Tess. That was the only thought bouncing around his head.
Quentin.
In a dreamlike state, Andrew watched the two of them act like a happy couple. It was all pretend. They barely knew each other. They weren't a good fit at all. Quentin put his arm around her and the two of them laughed.
Quentin undid the strap of her bathrobe. He brushed the garment off her shoulders, exposing her torso. He laid his hand on her breasts. It was big enough to cup it and squeeze it. He leaned over and wrapped his stupid, thick lips around her nipple.
It was painful to watch but Andrew couldn't tear his eyes away. Weeks and weeks he had lusted over Tess, slowly moving in on her, and fucking Quentin just swooped right in and ruined everything. Tess had no idea of the horror she was causing, though. She was just caught up in Quentin's deceitful game.
The worst was yet to come. When Tess reciprocated and undressed Quentin, Andrew saw the man's cock. It was large and thick. Tess couldn't fit her hand around it as she gave it a stroke.
Looking down at his own penis, Andrew wanted to cry. Soft, he was maybe two inches at best but even hard he knew he wasn't a match for Quentin.
Sliding off the bed, Tess knelt in front of Quentin. Her head was blocking the view, fortunately, but even without seeing it, Andrew had a pretty good idea what was happening. He watched her head bob up and down. Up and down. Up and down.
It was too much. Andrew nuked the browser window and slammed the lid of the laptop shut. He shot out of his chair, pulled up his pants, and fled the office.
Trapped in his own house, Andrew paced from room to room. He opened and closed the fridge several dozen times, trying to look for anything to help him. He tore open three chip bags, trying to find the right flavor to calm his nerves. He slammed every door in the house.
Nothing helped rid him of his ever-increasing anxiety.
Half an hour later, he returned to his office. There hadn't been a single nanosecond that he hadn't thought about what was happening in the neighboring house. Eventually, he came to the conclusion that what was happening inside of his head had escalated to be worse than what was happening in real life.
So he tuned back into the stream.
your_master: omg I'm so jealous
Tiger69: fuckk this is hot
LongJohn has donated 69 Tokens
"Oh yes, oh wow," Tess called out.
There she was. Naked, riding on top of Quentin cowgirl style with her back facing the stream. The camera had zoomed in on her ass, giving Andrew an up-close view of something he never wanted to see.
A large, veiny cock ramming into Tess's perfect pussy.
"This is so good," Tess groaned.
masterblaster: fuck shes riding that cock like a bro
Krazy: i just came 2nd time in like 5 mins lol
masterblaster: *pro
cheezdude has donated 150 Tokens
Eighty-five people watched the madness.
"Mmm, yeah," Tess moaned.
"I'm getting close," Quentin said.
"Okay, hold on."
Tess pushed herself off of his cock and laid back down on the bed. Andrew's eyes went wide when he saw Quentin's full erection for the first time. It was massive. Darker than the rest of his body and slick with her juices.
Kneeling in front of Tess, he pumped his shaft three times, adding a corkscrew motion over his glans. Then he exploded as if he had mastered control of his climax to perfection. A rope of thick, white semen splashed on top of Tess, from her belly button to her chin. Another rope landed beside it, draping over her left nipple.
The rest of his load merely dripped down, landing on her pubic region. When he was finally done, Tess sat up and kissed the tip of his cock. She turned around and sat down at the edge of the bed.
LongJohn has donated 1000 Tokens
LongJohn: you are a goddess!
BigD has donated 1001 Tokens
BigD: goddess+1
"Oh wow, thank you, John and Dee," Tess said and her eyes lit up. "Sorry about the mess, fellas."
It was a mess. Her entire torso seemed covered in semen. A glob of cum dripped off her breast, falling on her thigh. Andrew watched a particularly big hunk on her mons lazily slide down and over her clit.
Quentin's head appeared over Tess's right shoulder. He kissed her on the neck and looked at the monitor.
"Wow, that's a lot of people watching."
cheezdude: jesus what a cock
Tiger69: best. show. ever.
"And look," Quentin said, looking right into the camera. "Andrew's watching."
It might as well have been a bunch. Andrew reeled back, feeling like someone had knocked the wind out of him. His hands were trembling. He knew he had to get away, once and for. He had to end this torture.
Going back to the main directory of ErosHub models, Andrew clicked on a random stream. A woman in her thirties was lounging on a chair, looking bored. She was pretty, of some southeast Asian ethnicity he couldn't immediately place, and had an enormous joint in her hand.
DaMan123 has donated 213 Tokens
Without waiting to see the reaction on her face, Andrew went into the settings and deleted his account. It worked.
For thirty minutes, Andrew stared at the blank login form of ErosHub and wondered just how the fuck he had managed to get himself into his situation.
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"I got you a present," Quentin said.
Andrew jumped three inches off his seat. He whirled around, knocking the mouse off the table. He balled his hands into fists, ready to defend his life if he had to.
"Relax," Quentin said, chuckling. "Just wanted to give you this."
Pulling his hand out of his pocket, Quentin threw something orange at Andrew. It slapped against his chest and dropped into his crotch. Andrew looked down and saw a pair of panties.
"A little gift from—" he lowered his voice "—Fuck Bunny."
Then Andrew was alone again. The mouse dangled by its cord one foot off the ground. He unclenched his hands and replaced the mouse on the desk.
The panties were fairly plain, made of cotton. The sort that Sienna wore on a day to day basis. Nothing fancy or expensive. They looked like they had been worn.
Feeling like an idiot, Andrew pulled them up to his nose and took a big whiff. As the scent penetrated his nose, he forgot about the rest of the world for a brief, wonderful moment. Strawberry mixed with a hint of something earthy. Something magical.
Shoving the panties into his pocket, Andrew rushed to the bathroom. He dove into a stall and locked the door.
It took him only a few seconds to climax, pressing Tess's panties to his nose. His entire body tingled from the powerful orgasm. He took a deep breath of her pleasant aroma.
Even though he had to spend three minutes carefully wiping his cum off the back wall of the stall, he felt like the experience had been worth it.
Until he stepped out of the stall and realized that he was still at work. He had another six hours left at the office and despite his thorough shaking, the front of his boxers was now wet. That and he still didn't have a chance with Tess.
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Plink.
That was the second time Andrew had heard the strange noise. He looked up from his spreadsheet. Sienna was out of the house, so either one of the downstairs appliances was acting up or the noise was coming from outside. A very short, intermittent tapping.
Plink.
Andrew strained his ears.
Plink.
It came from the window. Surprised, he stood up and looked out toward Tess's house. She stood in her bedroom window with a bowl in one hand and her hand raised as if she was about to throw something else.
At the sight of her, Andrew's stomach lurched. She was dressed in regular clothes, though Andrew immediately pictured her naked, with that fucking loser's cock thrusting inside of her. He hadn't watched her chat once since Quentin had fucked her. What the hell did she want? Tess made the motion for him to open the window. Very reluctantly, he did.
"I wanna talk," she called over, setting the bowl down somewhere.
"About what?"
"You know," she said and shrugged. "I haven't seen you watch lately."
"I deleted my account," he replied.
"So make a new one," she called out and gestured with her index finger toward the computer.
Then she disappeared again.
Scowling, Andrew slammed the window shut. Did she seriously expect him to make another account and pay her fucking money just so she could talk to him? It was infuriating. He stalked out of the office and went downstairs for a glass of water.
After calming his nerves, he realized that her behavior was odd. Clearly, she knew who he was and she knew that he knew who she was. And yet, she hadn't seemed angry at all. And what did she want to talk about?
I haven't seen you watch lately. That's what she had said. Had she really expected him? And if she had, what did that mean? Did it mean that she liked him, despite everything else, and genuinely wanted him to watch? It was absurd and yet...
Rushing back to his office, Andrew loaded up ErosHub and registered another account. DaMan123 was unavailable, so he picked DaMan124. FuckBunny96 was online. Tess sat on the edge of the bed, fully dressed.
Tiger69: how many tokens for pussy?
"Sorry, not today. I'm just waiting for someone. Oh, I think there he is."
A popup appeared on Andrew's screen. FuckBunny96 wants to start an exclusive private show with you. Click here to accept. He clicked.
Sorry, you have no tokens remaining. Click here to buy more.
Knowing full well that he would regret his decision later, Andrew bought twenty bucks worth of tokens.
"Hey, there you are," Tess said.
DaMan124: what do you want?
"I had a few questions."
DaMan124: okay
"How did you find my stream? Did you spy on me?"
DaMan124: it was an accident. stumbled across it while looking at porn
"That seems like a big coincidence."
It wasn't like he could make the situation that much worse.
DaMan124: i saw you that day and you looked really good. i got horny and looked for porn. i ended up using the search to find someone who looks like you and imagine my surprise when you popped up
Tess snorted. "Yeah, I've noticed you checking out my ass before."
DaMan124: sorry
"It's okay. I kinda want to apologize, too."
That wasn't what he had expected.
DaMan124: for what?
"Que—I mean, he filled me on who you were and—well, I thought you would enjoy the show I put on."
DaMan124: I didn't
"Yeah, I noticed that after you stopped showing up. Honestly, I thought you would have enjoyed it. That's why you watch my streams, isn't it?"
DaMan124: I watch you not him
"Guess I miscalculated. Anyway, I really did enjoy our session before that."
DaMan124: you did?
"Yeah. I had no idea that was you, of course, so I thought I was just exposing myself in front of a complete stranger. It was wild. The entire time I thought that I was risking literally everything just for a cheap thrill. I just bought this house and the mortgage is insane."
The words invigorated Andrew. So he hadn't been completely wrong. Quentin had tried to ruin everything but he hadn't succeeded in the end. Tess liked him. She didn't say it, of course, and she definitely wasn't saying that she wanted to fuck him, but Andrew could read between the lines.
DaMan124: me too, i was terrified you would find out who i am
"It's too bad we won't be able to do that again," Tess said and sighed.
DaMan124: only one way to find out
"Oh, Da Man," Tess giggled and rolled her eyes.
DaMan124: sorry
"No, no, don't apologize. Come over to the window," Tess said and disappeared from view.
Practically jumping out of the chair, Andrew rushed over to the window. Tess was already in view. She pulled her shirt over her head, revealing a purple bra. He opened the window.
"Come on, take off your pants," she said.
Andrew did as she asked. He was rock hard and started stroking himself at once. Tess unbuttoned her jeans and stripped down to just underwear. She bit her lip, grinning at him.
"You still have that underwear?" she asked.
It was locked inside his desk drawer. Andrew retrieved it and when he returned, Tess was fully nude. The sunlight kissed her naked body and the hunger inside him intensified.
"Masturbate with it," she instructed, placing her own hand between her legs.
"I like the way it smells," he replied.
"I can get you another one," she countered.
Making sure to line up the part that had clung to her labia with his dick, Andrew began to jerk off. Tess licked her lips.
"Tell me, what do you like best about my body?"
"Your pussy. Definitely your pussy."
Tess turned around, leaned forward, and pointed her ass at him. She grabbed both cheeks, far enough for her index fingers to slip inside her pussy, and spread it open. It was a beautiful sight to behold.
"How did you like that?" she asked, coming up to face him again. "You like ogling your hot neighbor's—aaaah!"
Suddenly Tess dropped down and out of view. Did she trip on something and fall over? Andrew remained at the window, masturbating, though with less vigor than before. He looked over his shoulder at the laptop, though Tess wasn't on that screen either.
Thirty seconds later, he heard it. Footsteps coming up the stairs.
Panicking, Andrew pulled up his pants, just barely stopping short of catching his penis in the zipper. He swung the window closed and kicked Tess's panties under his desk. The handle turned. At the last second, Andrew slammed the laptop shut and plummeted into the chair hard enough to hear something crack. His heart was pounding.
Still wearing her jewelry shop uniform, Sienna walked in. Her expression was blank but her eyes burned like two pieces of coal. A fiery rage bubbled underneath her calm exterior.
Rooted in the chair, Andrew watched his wife stalk to the window. She tugged at the still-unlocked handle and it swung open. She glared at him and then her gaze fell at his feet. The orange panties stood out like a flare.
"Oh my God, are you still there?" Tess's voice came through the speakers, followed by exhilarated laughter. "I think your wife spotted me."
Andrew wished he could die right then and there. Anything was better than the expression on Sienna's face. He wished she would say something.
Trembling with suppressed rage, Sienna walked over to him and flipped open the laptop. Tess was on the screen, sitting on the floor in front of her bed. A wide smile was on her face and she was masturbating, though fortunately, her pussy was just out of view.
"I can ex—"
He was cut short by Sienna's death stare. Her jaw trembled. Tears welled up in her eyes.
Turning around, Sienna walked out of the room. The door clicked close behind her, barely audible. The sound rang through Andrew's head like a gunshot.
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The lobby was empty, which wasn't too surprising given that it was Tuesday evening and the motel wasn't particularly popular even if it had been vacation season. Luggage in hand, Andrew walked up to the desk. It was staffed by a receptionist who couldn't be more than fifteen years old.
"I'd like to check out, please," Andrew said, putting his room key on the counter.
"Checkout was four hours ago," the bored girl replied.
"Yes, well, I'd still like to check out. Is that not possible?"
"Sure but you'll have to pay for the night, too. Like I said, checkout—"
"—was four hours ago," Andrew finished. "Got it. How much is the bill?"
The receptionist grabbed the key and hit a few keystrokes.
"Three-ninety-eight and twelve cents."
"Jesus, I was only here for seven days."
"Eight, counting today. And the mini-fridge."
Andrew sighed. "Fine, whatever."
Three minutes later, he walked out of Springfield's second shittiest motel, feeling like he was just robbed. Still, he was in a good mood. He loaded the bag into the trunk of his car and got behind the wheel.
For the fifth time that evening, Andrew pulled out his phone and checked the message history.
SIENNA: You can come home again. Tonight at seven.
When they got married almost a decade earlier, he had never once thought that they'd end up in such a bad state. He loved her with all his heart but he knew that he had fucked up. That it was his fault alone.
Sienna wanted him to give her some time, so he did without any argument. During his entire stay at the motel, he had only texted her once and that was for her to let him know when she was ready.
And now she finally was.
Of course, he knew that she wouldn't just forgive him like that. There would be more discussions. Maybe more fights. Marriage counseling was an option. He was ready for that. In fact, he welcomed it. A therapist might actually be able to explain to her that all men watched porn.
All he wanted to do was to forget about the whore next door and get back to what was important. If the market were any better, he would even suggest moving somewhere else.
Twenty minutes later, at 6:57 PM, he pulled off of Hudson Street and into their driveway. Sienna's car was there, which meant she was home. He remained seated and breathed steadily to calm his nerves.
Three seconds after seven o'clock, Andrew got out and unlocked the front door.
"Hello?" he called out, trying his best to sound neutral.
There was no reply. He strained his ears but apart from the steady hum of the fridge, the house was empty. The lights were off. No wonderful smell from the kitchen.
No wife flying into his arms and showering him with kisses, telling him how much she loved him.
The kitchen was empty. The living room was empty. A knot grew in Andrew's stomach but he didn't give up hope just yet. He went upstairs to check their bedroom. It, too, was empty. So were the bathrooms.
The last room he checked was his office. He opened the door, fully expecting to face an angry Sienna glowering at him from the office chair. Nothing. Tears welled up in his eyes.
Was that the end of his marriage? Did she use the week to move out? Get a divorce? He squashed that thought down immediately. Her clothes were still in the closet. Andrew collapsed into his office chair.
That's when he saw the note stickied to his desk. He read it ten times and each time the message was more confusing than before. Three words: 7 o'clock, ErosHub, and FuckBunny96.
It was already ten minutes past seven. He retrieved his laptop from downstairs and typed in his credentials while sprinting back up the stairs. He clicked on FuckBunny96's stream.
Andrew's jaw dropped.
Sitting next to Tess was Sienna. His wife. In Tess's bedroom. With dozens of perverts watching.
Fortunately, Sienna was fully dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. She had a glass of white wine in hand and a smile on her lips. Tess also had a glass of wine but she only wore a skimpy bikini.
It was a surprise how different the two women were. Sienna was taller, her skin was lighter, her breasts were bigger, and her hair was blonder. She also sat there stiff as a board, whereas Tess lounged like a cat. At that moment, however, Andrew couldn't decide which one he wanted more. He wanted both.
your_master: i wanna see her tits
Tiger69 has donated 100 Tokens
Tiger69: tits tits tits
cheezdude: 200 tokens if u eat her pussy
Greg: me2
"Looks like he's finally here," Tess said. "Shall we get started?"
Reluctantly, Sienna nodded. "Sure."
The stream flickered.
This model is in a private group show. Join for only five tokens a minute.
Andrew clicked.
"Did the wine help?" Tess asked.
"Yeah, definitely," Sienna giggled.
"I suppose we should start with an introduction, then. Let's wait for a few more people to—oh, that was fast. Hey everyone."
your_master: hi
Tiger69: hi
SilverSurfer77: hi
"Hello," Sienna said, waving at the camera. "My name is, um...."
"Come on, tell them," Tess laughed, "you picked it."
"You said it had to be really slutty!"
"Tell them or I will."
"Fine. Okay," Sienna said and took a deep breath. "My name is Cum Vixen."
Tess erupted into laughter, quickly followed by Sienna. She definitely had more than just one glass of wine, Andrew knew.
Tiger69: Hello cum vixen! love your name
syntho has donated 50 Tokens
syntho: i wanna cum on ur tits
cheezdude: i have a lot of cum for you lol
The messages felt viler than usual. Not that they weren't inappropriate during normal streams but this wasn't a normal stream. They were talking about his wife. She wasn't like Tess. She was a good person. His hands were shaking.
"It's her first time on stream if you couldn't tell," Tess explained.
"Yes. Lately, I've been wondering what it would be like to be on one of these things and, well, here we are."
"Tell us a little bit about yourself."
"Uh, I'm just a normal woman in her, uh—"
"Late twenties?" Tess asked mischievously.
"Yes, that. I'm not really anyone."
"You're smoking hot," Tess said.
"I don't know—"
"Chat, is she smoking hot or what?"
your_master: hell yeah
syntho: sizzlin'
BigD has donated 300 Tokens
BigD: hey fuckbunny, sorry I haven't been around in a while
"Heya, Dee," Tess replied and gestured with both hands at Sienna. "You think my friend here is hot?"
BigD: hell yeah, you two gonna fuck?
Greg has donated 100 Tokens
Greg: i wanna see some tits
"See? I told you," Tess said.
"Thank you, everyone," Sienna said, blushing slightly.
"Does anyone have any questions to ask our lovely vixen?"
your_master: what's the biggest cock she ever fucked
Greg: when is she gonna show her boobs?
Tess sighed. "Sorry but these boys are going to lose their mind unless we do something."
Handing her glass of wine to Sienna, Tess stood up. She unclasped her bra in the back and let her spectacular tits free. She pushed down her panties and stepped out of them.
"There, that should give us a little wiggle room," she announced and sat down again.
What the hell was Sienna doing? Andrew couldn't believe she agreed to any of that. He understood her curiosity that maybe she wanted to see what was going on at the neighbor's house but to take part in a public stream?
It was insane.
Greg: hell yeah
BigD: lovely as always
"Please stare all you want," Tess said, looking at Sienna. She propped herself up with her arms behind her and parted her knees.
Blushing a much deeper shade of red than before, Sienna looked at Tess's naked body. She did more than just look, she positively drank it in. Andrew felt a twitch in his boxers. His wife was checking out a naked chick sitting right next to her. A chick he'd fantasized about for weeks.
"You're pretty," Sienna said and immediately took another sip of wine.
"I know," Tess said with unabashed confidence. "So, where do you work?"
"At a jewelry store."
"I bet that's exciting."
"It's okay."
"You mean to tell me you don't get a steady stream of wealthy customers looking to shower a hot young thing with gold and diamonds?"
"We do but I work there. They shower other people, usually."
"That's too bad."
"Besides, I'm married," Sienna said, flashing the diamond on her ring finger.
Tess pursed her lips as if she didn't quite believe that part.
"How long?"
"Almost ten years."
"And everything's going great?"
Sienna didn't say anything for a moment. She ended up just shrugging.
"Have you ever cheated on your husband?"
The breath caught in Andrew's throat. He knew that Sienna was a good person and that she'd never cheat on him. And yet, the idea that maybe she'd answer with a yes sent a chill down his spine.
"Of course not," Sienna protested and Andrew was able to breathe again.
Tess turned to the camera. "What do you think, chat?"
your_master: cheat on him lol
Greg: fuck me
SilverSurfer77 has donated 150 Tokens
SilverSurfer77: i volunteer as tribute
"Honestly, guys," Tess said and rolled her eyes.
"Still horny, huh?" Sienna chuckled.
"Yeah. Hand me that vibrator, will you?" Tess said, pointing off-camera.
Sienna stood up and walked off-screen while Tess repositioned herself. She retrieved a big pillow from behind her and laid her upper body on it. Her legs dangled off the edge of the bed.
Holding a slim, pink vibrator in one hand like it was made of poison, Sienna sat down next to the naked woman. She held out the vibrator and took another sip of wine.
"You know where it goes," Tess said, smirking.
"I am not doing that," Sienna said.
Part of Andrew was relieved that she wasn't going to cross that boundary. She was just there as a visitor, not a participant. Another part of him wanted her to do it. The throbbing in his crotch was getting uncomfortable enough for him to unbutton his pants and pull out his cock. He was hard as a rock.
"Fine," Tess said and yanked the vibrator out of Sienna's hand. She twisted the cap and it began to hum.
It was surreal. Half of the screen was a pornographic stream the likes of which he was intimately familiar with. He had jerked off dozens of times to Tess performing all kinds of lewd sexual acts on herself. The other half was occupied by his wife. The woman he had stood next to at the altar and said "I do." The woman he had promised to always be faithful to.
That was a promise he hadn't broken. He had thought about breaking it but he had never broken it. And there she was, sitting next to Tess, watching the woman shove a vibrator up her pussy and moan. Sienna never took her eyes off of Tess while taking the occasional sip of wine.
By the time Tess was close to a climax, the glass of wine was empty. Tess squeezed her own nipples, rasping guttural sounds of pleasure. Sloppy, wet squelches emanated between her legs. Andrew was slowly getting to an orgasm himself.
Sienna set the glass down on the ground and leaned closer to Tess. Andrew stopped what he was doing to watch his wife. She reached out and traced the violet butterfly on Tess's thigh with her index finger.
"Nice tat."
"Ohh keep doing that," Tess groaned.
"Why?" Sienna asked.
The young woman erupted into an orgasm. Her entire body trembled. Sienna gently rubbed her thigh, inching ever closer to Tess's pussy. She took ahold of the vibrator, pulled it out, and applied it to Tess's clit.
"Aaaaah!" Tess squealed.
Suddenly Tess sat bolt upright, pushing the vibrator out of the way. She grabbed the back of Sienna's head and pulled her in for a kiss. Mouth to mouth.
Stunned, Andrew watched as Sienna did not pull away. Quite the opposite. She placed her hand on Tess's hip and reciprocated the kiss quite eagerly. Sloppy french kissing like teenagers.
As if his body acted without his will, Andrew grabbed his cock and started jerking. Within seconds he finished what he had been working on for a while and erupted all over his stomach. He barely felt the orgasm but it left him breathless.
And the two of them were still kissing.
It was only when Tess's other hand went for Sienna's tits that his wife broke the spell. She pushed away Tess's hand, gasping for air. Her face turned red. Tess licked her lips.
"Wow," Sienna sighed.
"You are a really fun kisser. What do you think, chat?"
That's when Andrew realized the rest of the world still existed. He quickly clicked the "close chat" button but not before reading a message of how BigD wanted the two of them to kiss his big cock, and a message from SilverSurfer77 offering to kiss Sienna's asshole.
The show had been a display for him, not any of those losers. His wife. His neighbor. None of them even had any idea what her real name was. To them, she was just a random bimbo on the internet. He didn't want to read their idiotic comments.
"Very funny, Greg," Tess said sarcastically.
"Wow," Sienna said again, looking at Tess like she was the only person in the world.
"You okay?" Tess asked.
"Yeah... it was just... unexpected."
"There's more where that came from. Much more."
"No, thank you, but no. Is... is he watching?" Sienna asked, suddenly looking right at the screen.
"Yup," Tess said, giggling.
"Oh," Sienna said, looking guilty. "I better go for now."
"Wait," Tess said, putting a hand on her arm to stop her from getting up.
"What?"
"Before you go, I think you have to at least show your boobs."
"No way!"
"Everyone's demanding it," Tess said, gesturing at the chat.
Despite a growing curiosity, Andrew did not turn the chat back on. Sienna spent thirty seconds just reading messages on the monitor. She turned to Tess.
"How much is a thousand-five-hundred tokens?" she asked.
"Hundred-fifty bucks."
"Oh, wow. And you get a cut of that, right?"
"Yup. But they're donating for you not me, so I'd give it to you."
"I can't," Sienna said, shaking her head.
Tess laughed. "My God, you do know you are the perfect fucking tease, right?"
"I'm not trying to tease them!" Sienna protested.
"Oh, but you are. What do you say?"
"I don't know," Sienna sighed.
"If you don't show your boobs, I'm going to have to refund all of these tokens."
"Fine!" Sienna snapped.
Turning to the camera, Sienna grabbed the bottom of her shirt and quickly lifted it. Her purple bra was on the screen for less than a second before disappearing again.
"You're wearing a bra, that doesn't count. Take it off."
"I really shouldn't."
"And yet..."
Sienna took a deep breath. She reached inside her shirt behind her back and unsnapped her bra. Her breasts visibly dropped two inches lower the second she did. Tess let out a squeal of excitement.
That time, she pulled her shirt up much slower. She grabbed her bra and pulled it up alongside the rest.
Then her twins were out. Big and beautiful. Nipples hard. Andrew fondly remembered the way they felt between his lips. She loved having him suck on them.
"Damn, those are bigger than mine!" Tess grumbled.
Sienna dropped the shirt again. She slipped the bra out underneath, however. Andrew blinked. His wife had just shown her tits to forty-nine people. A whole bunch of strangers had seen something that was supposed to be his and his alone.
It was a glummy feeling, made worse by the splotches of cum on his own shirt. He didn't feel at all like it was entertainment anymore.
"Can I play with them?" Tess asked.
"No. I really gotta go now."
"Alright. I'll give you your illicit proceeds when you come back for the next show."
"I'm coming back for another show?" Sienna asked coyly.
"Only if you want, of course."
"I think so," Sienna said, nodding. "This was fun."
"Great. Then I also have an assignment for you."
"What kind of assignment?"
"My viewers love a good story. What's the wildest thing you've ever done?"
"Honestly? This."
"Then your assignment for next time is to experience something even wilder and tell us about it."
"My life is pretty boring."
"Then go out and experience something. Go to a bar and pick up some young stud. Take him to a hotel room and cheat on your husband."
"No!" Andrew blurted out. What the fuck was she saying?
"I'm not gonna cheat on my husband," Sienna said and Andrew sighed a breath of relief.
"Well, if you can't do anything exciting with him, you've gotta do it without him," Tess said and shrugged. "Just think about it, okay?"
"Sure," Sienna relented. "Bye now."
"Everyone say bye to Cum Vixen."
As soon as Sienna walked off-screen, Andrew rushed to the window and peered toward the neighboring house. It took one and a half minutes for Sienna to emerge. That somehow made everything that had happened feel real.
When he looked up, Tess was standing at the window. She was grinning from ear to ear — until he looked, anyway. She stuck out her tongue. He flipped her the bird.
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Wearing a crisp, clean shirt, Andrew stood at the front door with crossed arms and a stern gaze. The door opened and Sienna walked in, holding a purple bra in her hand. She acknowledged her presence with a faint smile.
"I see you're back," she said in a neutral tone of voice.
"What the hell was that?" Andrew hissed.
"A greeting. You're back. Hi."
"I mean over there!" Andrew said, pointing in the direction of Tess.
"What do you mean?" she asked and looked at him like he was crazy.
That left him speechless for a second. Surely she could not possibly pretend like nothing happened. She had even asked Tess if he was watching. She had left a damn note.
"The fucking stream you were just on. You flashed your breasts to a bunch of strangers."
"There's no need to raise your voice, honey."
"I'm not!" Andrew shouted.
"Are you saying that after you apologized a million times last week and told me how you fucked up and how you promised never to do it again, the very first thing you do after coming back home is going right back and paying money to watch our neighbor fuck herself?"
"No, I mean yes, but no! There was a note. You left a note!" Andrew pleaded, wondering what the hell was happening.
"Did this note force you to open up your laptop and log onto a porn site?"
"No, but—"
"Did this note force you to load up our neighbor's porn stream?"
"No, but—"
"Did this note force you to pay money to join her group show?"
"No, but—"
"Did this note force you to—"
"YOU WROTE THE DAMN—" Andrew realized that he was shouting and forced himself to continue at a more reasonable volume. "—note. Are you saying that it was a test?"
"If it was, you failed miserably."
"That wasn't fair. It was your note."
"What's not fair is you spending hundreds of dollars to watch porn of our neighbor behind my back," she countered.
"I never cheated on you," he said.
"Yes, you've said that once or two hundred times already."
"So why the fuck did you cheat on me?"
"Did I?" she asked airily.
"You kissed her! And you showed your breasts to the goddamn internet."
"Guess I did. So what?"
"You can't do that. You're my wife."
"Looks like I just did."
"And you're never going to do that again."
"Who's gonna stop me?"
"Me," Andrew said firmly.
"What are you gonna do? Chain me to the kitchen so I can be an obedient wife?"
"Of course not! You're twisting my words."
"Looks like I can do whatever I want."
"No, we're supposed to be married. We decide things together."
"Oh, I must have missed it when you asked if you could spend hundreds of dollars on—"
"That was a mistake!" he shouted.
"Guess I'm just gonna do a mistake—" Sienna did air quotes around the word "—in the near future."
"You can't expose yourself to a bunch of strangers."
"Why not?"
"Because you're my wife!" he growled, frustrated.
"It's my body. If I want to show my tits to guys who actually appreciate them, that's my prerogative."
"I appreciate them!"
"Doesn't feel like it when you're paying money to—"
"That's different."
"How is it different?"
"Every guy watches porn."
"That's supposed to make me feel better?"
"It's part of our nature."
"Then maybe flashing my tits for money is part of my nature."
"It's not."
"Clearly it is."
"No, that wasn't you. You were just trying to get back at me."
"I wasn't. I genuinely had fun for the first time in what feels like years."
"Don't lie to me."
"If you don't believe me, just watch the next show."
"There is no next show. You're never going over there again."
"I'm going over there tomorrow."
"Bullshit."
"I don't care if you believe me or not. It's going to happen."
"No, I forbid it."
"You what?" Sienna asked and laughed out loud.
"You are my wife. We spoke a vow to each other."
"I'm really fucking tired of this argument. I'm going out again," she said, brushing past him again.
"Where are you going?" he demanded.
"Out."
"Are you going to Evie's?"
"No. I'm going out."
"Out where?"
"Let's say... a bar," she said and shot him a nasty smile.
"No," Andrew gasped. "No. You're not doing what she said."
"Bite me," she snapped and opened the door.
"You're not going to a bar. Sy! Do you hear me? You're not leaving. Come back here. Sy!"
It was fruitless. Sienna got into her car and pulled out of the parking lot with squealing tires. He watched her car drive down Hudson Street and turn a corner.
Andrew barely made it to the kitchen before collapsing. Tears welled up in his eyes. How the fuck had everything gone so horribly wrong? He had looked forward to that moment for an entire week and all he had done was shout at her.
Deep down, he knew that he was right. Sienna shouldn't have done what she did. That knowledge, however, did not help him a single bit. He had messed things up again because his dick had taken over.
Why did she have to leave a damn note?
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At four-fifteen, well before the end of the day, Andrew scheduled an email to his boss saying that he wasn't feeling particularly well and going home early, to be sent five minutes after he clicked the button. That way when grumpy Mr. Meyer came waltzing out of his office to tell Andrew to man up and tough it out, but Andrew would already be miles away from Soltech.
It wasn't even a complete lie. He did not feel well at all, though not due to any sickness. Sienna hadn't come home until an hour after midnight and wouldn't say a single word to him. She had stunk of booze and cigarettes — the unmistakable eau de bars.
The driveway was empty when Andrew got back, which was a good sign. She usually beat him home after work. Just to double-check, he walked through all the rooms of the house, making sure she hadn't left another one of her notes anywhere. Everything was clean.
Andrew took up a position at the upstairs hallway window, which overlooked Hudson Street. He waited and formulated what he was going to tell her. The previous night had backfired, so he knew he had to try a gentler approach. Perhaps remind her of how much fun they used to have and to go back to that.
When Sienna's car finally turned the corner, he still didn't have anything concrete. He'd have to play it by ear. The car slowed down and pulled into the driveway next to his. Sienna got out of the car, still wearing her work outfit, and looked at his car. Then she looked at the house, scanning all the windows. Andrew ducked down to avoid being seen.
The car door slammed shut and Andrew dared to peek again. Instead of walking toward the house, Sienna was walking away. Toward Tess's house. Thinking quickly, Andrew pulled out his phone and tapped a quick message to his wife.
ANDREW: When are you coming home? I want to talk
Andrew unlatched the window and stuck his head out. Sienna stood three feet from Tess's front door, rummaging in her purse. She pulled out her phone and looked at it for a good thirty seconds.
Then she shoved it back in her purse and rang Tess's doorbell. The door opened. Sienna went inside.
That was not at all how it was supposed to happen. Andrew's hands were shaking. He closed the window again, wondering what he was supposed to do. She had told him that she was going on Tess's stream again but she had also been angry at him for watching it.
Did she really expect him to just pretend like she wasn't showing her tits to a bunch of perverts? Andrew waited, hoping that maybe it was just another test and she'd come back to him.
Model FuckBunny96 is now online
The arrival of the email kickstarted him into action. He was going to watch — it would be irresponsible not to at least check — but he was going to be smart about it. Sienna would never know it was him.
Instead of the office, Andrew went into the bedroom, which was on the other side of the house. Instead of logging into his normal account, Andrew signed up for a new one, using the name ElephantDong. Instead of their shared credit card, he used his work card.
Settling comfortably into the bed, Andrew pulled up FuckBunny96's stream. She was already in a group show and he clicked to join.
Much to his surprise, Tess was alone. She wore a bikini — green this time — and sat on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed. Andrew sighed a breath of relief.
BigD: where's cum vixen?
"Why? Are my boobs suddenly no longer good enough?" Tess asked, pouting and shaking her breasts.
your_master: more is always better
BigD has donated 100 Tokens
BigD: sorry! of course you are perfect
"I'm just teasing," Tess laughed. "She's just getting ready."
"My ears are burning," Sienna said, walking into view.
With that, Andrew's mood soured instantly. Sienna, too, wore a bikini. Not as skimpy as Tess's but far too skimpy given the context. It was the blue one that she had worn on their last vacation to Florida. She had bought it because he said it looked nice.
Sienna had two full glasses of wine in her hands — red that time. She handed one to Tess and took a big gulp of her own.
"I think they love you more than me," Tess said.
"That's not true."
"Wait until you see your take," Tess said. She got up and walked off-screen.
"My take?" Sienna asked.
Sienna grabbed the mouse and looked at the camera as if she were looking for something. There was disappointment in her eyes. Andrew wondered if she was looking for his username on the viewer list.
"You just got outsmarted," Andrew said and chuckled to himself.
Returning with a bundle of cash in her hand, Tess sat down on Sienna's leg. Straddled it like a horse. Blood rushed into Andrew's cock. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a flood of chat messages scroll past. He clicked the button to hide chat.
"Here you go, Cum Vixen," Tess said, shoving the bills into Sienna's bikini top.
As soon as they were in, they were out again. Sienna briefly counted them. The resolution of the camera wasn't good enough to make out the denomination.
"Holy shit," Sienna said. "That can't be right."
"No, it's right."
"And now the website takes a cut, right?"
"Nope. That's already gone. This is all yours."
"Five hundred dollars?" Sienna asked, wide-eyed. Andrew's jaw dropped.
"Five-hundred-and-thirteen."
"All I did was flash my breasts."
"They are nice breasts."
"So you make this much every time you take your top off?"
"Sadly, no. And you probably won't, either. I think the guys were just excited because it's your first time. A virginity bonus."
"I see," Sienna said and sounded disappointed.
"We have to get creative to keep making that much."
"Creative how?"
In lieu of an answer, Tess leaned forward and pressed her lips to Sienna's. Andrew's pulse quickened. That was the threshold at which he decided to take off his pants. Tess was a very active kisser, wiggling about and running her hands along Sienna's waist. Sienna herself had a glass of wine in one hand and a bundle of cash in the other.
"Wait, wait," Sienna said, pulling back. "My hands are kind of full."
"Alright, alright," Tess said, swinging her leg out and ducking under the wine arm to scurry onto the bed.
Briefly, Sienna walked off-screen. When she returned empty-handed, Tess was once again comfortably lounging, patting the spot next to her. Sienna sat on her folded leg and leaned in for a kiss. She only met air.
"There is something first," Tess teased.
"Bitch," Sienna muttered.
"We need to talk about your assignment. Isn't that right, chat?"
The two women looked at the screen. Andrew knew they couldn't see him but he still felt like they were looking right at him. He wondered what they'd say if they knew he was watching?
"See? They want to hear a dirty story. You didn't forget about your assignment, did you?"
"I did not," Sienna said curtly.
"Go on. Did you go to a bar?"
"I did and I got hit on a lot but all those guys were horny idiots."
"So you didn't fuck any of them?"
"Nope."
"That's a lame story."
"The story hasn't started yet. I might need a little encouragement before we start," Sienna said and leaned forward for a kiss.
Something about the idea of Sienna desiring Tess was quite hot. Part of it was seeing two incredibly hot women together, of course, but another part was Sienna interested in Tess specifically. If she wanted to bang Tess, too, then she could finally forgive him. They were both drawn to Tess.
It was the road to a threesome. Sienna, Tess, and him. Watching the two of them make out was a salve for his aching soul. To his surprise, he felt a warm rush of happy energy, followed by a wet eruption coating his right hand. He lifted the laptop to inspect the mess.
About to get up to clean up, he was distracted by Sienna's breasts sagging down an inch. She broke the kiss immediately with a yelp. Tess erupted in laughter, pulled her hand out behind Sienna's back, and yanked the bra away.
"That's not fair," Sienna complained.
Tess leaned in to kiss Sienna's shoulder. She planted a line of kisses over her collarbone and down to her breasts. Andrew was hard again. Reaching the nipple, Tess wrapped her lips around it.
"Ohhh," Sienna sighed and rolled her head back.
"Storytime. Now," Tess demanded.
"Right. Okay. So I went to work today, feeling bad about striking out at the bar. A couple of people came into the store, mostly guys, but I don't work alone, you know?"
As Sienna talked, Tess continued sucking on Sienna's nipples, occasionally alternating between the two of them. She placed one hand on Sienna's thigh, gently stroking it, and her other on Sienna's back.
"God, you are good at that," Sienna sighed. "Anyway, so I worked all morning, waiting for an opportunity. Then one happened during lunch. My boss and Evie went out to eat for lunch and I was working at the counter by myself. That's when he walked in."
"Ooh," Tess squealed.
Andrew's entire body tensed up. He let go of his cock. He? She had clearly said "he".
"He was an older guy, haven't seen him before. He wanted—"
"Details!" Tess interrupted. "What did he look like? Describe him."
"Uh, he was older, like I said. Maybe in his late forties, early fifties. Still good looking. He had a salt and pepper beard. Short but with a thick mustache. Tanned skin, dark hair, with brown eyes. He wore a nice suit, a Zack's I think. Very expensive."
"Oooh, he sounds sexy," Tess said.
It sounded incredibly fake to Andrew. He knew Sienna well enough to know when she was lying and she had her creative face on. He relaxed a little bit. Whatever she was about to say probably wasn't true. She was just doing what Tess asked her. Tell a story. She never specified it had to be real.
"I thought so, too. He was looking to buy a new watch. Something gold, not too gaudy, but still impressive. That's what everyone always asks for but some guys end up picking really gaudy ones anyway. Or they don't actually have the money to buy the really nice ones. Not this guy. He had taste and went straight for the expensive ones."
"How expensive?" Tess asked, stopping to look up at Sienna.
"Upwards of five figures."
"Shit, really?"
"Uh-huh."
"Maybe I should start selling watches."
"The profit margin isn't that big. Most of the money goes to the manufacturer. The commission is nice, though."
"Nicer than the one you get here?"
"Much worse. Now please go back to kissing so I can continue," Sienna requested.
Grinning widely, Tess slid her hand from Sienna's thigh upward between her legs. Sienna's eyes went wide as Tess slipped a hand down her bikini shorts.
"Oh," she gasped and Andrew knew that Tess had just slipped a finger inside of her.
Part of him wanted to scream that someone else was fingering his wife and part of him wanted to cheer Tess on, knowing where it would eventually lead. Once the three of them were in bed together, he would exact his payback on her. Until then, he would have to suffer.
"So, uh, I, uh..."
"Too much?" Tess asked.
"No, no, please keep going. Okay, so I was talking up this gorgeous St. Michel piece, you know the one with the famous cross. He wasn't even looking at it, he was pretty much eye-fucking me."
"That sounds promising."
"Yeah. I just knew it was the right moment, you know? So I asked him if he wanted to try it on and he said yeah. I told him to sit down while I grabbed the security key and pulled on gloves."
"Gloves?"
"Yeah, to handle the watch. So it doesn't smudge. Anyway, I grabbed the tray with the watch, and then I got down on my knees in front of him."
"Oooh, how did he react?"
"He looked at me and he totally knew that it wasn't a normal situation. And he smirked. Anyway, so I took his wrist and placed the first watch around it. When I let go, I put a hand on his thigh, and, hngh," Sienna groaned and her body trembled. "And I looked right into his eyes and asked him if he liked what he saw."
"I take it he did."
"Oh yeah. I could feel him getting hard."
"Thought you had your hand on his thigh."
"I did," Sienna said, grinning. "I looked right at him and asked him if he wanted to buy the watch but I didn't say watch like I was talking about the watch, more like I was talking about something else."
"I wanna hear."
"So, do you want to buy the watch," Sienna purred.
"Ooh."
"And he was looking right at me and told me yes in that same tone of voice. I just went for it. Unzipped his pants and pulled down his, hmmmm, briefs. He wasn't that hard.... ohh... that hard yet more... ohhh, God, more.... yes, yes.... just like... ohhhh..."
Even though the story might have been fake, Sienna's orgasm was very real. Her eyes closed and her mouth parted. Her hand shot up to her nipple and she started squeezing it, running her other hand over Tess's lower back.
Andrew resumed jerking off but before he made any headway, Tess pulled her hand out of Sienna's bikini. She licked her index and middle fingers while Sienna sat there, panting and massaging her breasts.
"Come with me," Tess said and stood up.
"In a minute," Sienna sighed.
Without waiting, Tess just grabbed Sienna's hand and pulled her to her feet. She dragged her off-screen, in the direction of the window. Andrew looked around and remembered that he was in the bedroom and wouldn't be able to see the window. He contemplated the idea of sneaking to the office and very carefully peeking.
"Oh wow, that's a lot of toys," Sienna said off-camera.
"Find one about the same size and thickness."
"Okay... that one."
"Not bad, not bad," Tess said.
The two returned into view. In her hand, Sienna carried a rather large, bright orange dildo. It wasn't as big as some of the toys Tess used during her show but it was still quite sizable. It was also bigger than Andrew's cock.
When Sienna jerked him off, she was able to grip his entire shaft in her palm with his tip just peeking out the top. While she was able to fit her fingers around the dildo, only half of it was inside her palm with the rest of it sticking out the top.
Immediately, Andrew felt himself go limp. She must have picked that one out intentionally, trying to humiliate him. Well, he wasn't going to let that happen. He grabbed his limp penis and continued stimulating himself. He was not going to let her win.
Tess sat down at the edge of the bed and held out her hand for the dildo. She spread her legs and placed the toy between her legs, pressing the base against her groin.
"Get down on your knees," she ordered.
Dutifully, Sienna knelt on the carpet in front of her. The blue strap of the bikini had wedged itself between her buttcheeks but apart from her supple flesh, not much was visible. Her head sank down, stopped, and then started bobbing up and down. The violet butterfly on Tess's thigh buzzed next to Sienna's ear.
"Damn, that's hot. It's no good, though," Tess said.
"What do you mean?" Sienna complained.
"The guys can't see anything from this angle."
Sienna turned around to look at the camera and seemed surprised to even see the equipment. She nodded.
"Switch places," Tess said.
"What? You want to fellate this thing?"
"No, I just want the guys to see."
Sienna sat down at the edge of the bed. She held the dildo by the base and looked at the camera while licking the tip. She wrapped her lips around it and slowly pushed it inside an inch. To Andrew, it was another reminder of the difference. She was able to deepthroat him without any issues but after three inches of the dildo, she seemed to struggle.
"I think it's time," Tess said, kneeling in front of Sienna.
"Ime fo wha?" Sienna asked.
Tess grabbed the sides of Sienna's bikini bottoms and started tugging at them. They slid down to her thighs but with Sienna sitting, they did not slide off.
"What? For free?" Sienna giggled.
"Right," Tess said, turning to the screen. "Alright, boys. If someone donates at least one fucking token, these panties are coming off."
Frowning, Andrew clicked the button to show chat. He wanted to know if she was really going to do it for just one token.
your_master: fuck i wanna see this slut's cunt
Tiger69: lol might as well
Tiger69 has donated 1 Token
BigD has donated 1000 Tokens
BigD has donated 1000 Tokens
BigD has donated 1000 Tokens
Greg has donated 500 Tokens
your_master has donated 500 Tokens
BigD has donated 1000 Tokens
Disgusted, Andrew hid the chat again. These animals were donating a ton of money to see his wife naked. His stomach churned with anger. He vowed to not open chat again. This was his stream, not theirs.
"Looks like someone's eager for the beaver," Tess giggled.
"Oh wow. Do you know this Big D?"
"He's been a loyal viewer forever."
"I feel bad accepting this much money."
"Don't be. See? He doesn't want you to feel bad."
"Okay but still... is there something special we can do for him or something?"
"Yeah, sure. We could go into a private chat and he can be the first guy to see your pretty pussy."
"That's the least we can do. How do we—"
The stream flickered and disappeared.
Sorry, FuckBunny96 is in an exclusive private show.
"FUCK!" Andrew cursed.
Some rich asshole had managed to ruin the show. It was bad enough knowing that his wife was about to undress but not knowing what was happening in the private show was torture. He flexed and unflexed his fist, trying to calm down.
It took exactly two minutes and eighteen seconds for the stream to return. Sienna sat at the edge of the bed with her legs pressed tightly together. The bikini bottoms laid on the floor. She really had undressed for that asshole.
Kneeling next to Sienna, Tess had both her hands on Sienna's knees.
"Alright, fellas, are you ready to see one of the world's most gorgeous pussies?"
Sienna giggled and bit her lip. She was blushing.
After a momentary pause, Tess pried Sienna's legs apart. She leaned out of the way. There it was, out for everyone to see. Sienna's most private area. Her pussy. The long hanging lips, adorned by a blonde landing strip.
Ninety-four people now knew what his wife's pussy looked like. He pushed the feeling of revulsion down. He was not going to let Sienna win. It was just an online stream, nothing more. None of them knew him. None of them knew Sienna. None of them could actually touch her. Just sad losers, jerking off to a babe they could never actually be with.
Unlike Tess, however. She went for it, sliding her middle finger inside. Sienna let out a soft moan and said, "You guys better donate real big for this."
"You better finish the story, then," Tess urged.
"Right. Where were we? Oh yeah, so I had his cock out. It was just about this size," she said, holding up the orange dildo. She kissed the tip, then licked across the head. "I was scared at first, I've never sucked a cock that big."
"You're a natural, Cum Vixen," Tess complimented.
"I didn't even think about the fact that someone could walk in at any moment, I just kept sucking that gorgeous cock," Sienna said, showing what she meant with the dildo.
Tess crawled between Sienna's legs and dove for it. After making contact, Sienna yanked the dildo out of her mouth and let out a gasp. She looked down and seemed surprised that a woman was eating her out.
With grim satisfaction, Andrew knew that at least that was one of the areas where Tess wouldn't be able to do shit. Over the years, he had become a master at performing oral sex on Sienna. He knew her inside and out and every button to press.
"Oh, wow," Sienna exclaimed, "wow, that's... good, wow..."
It was a show she put on for the stream, of course. And to placate Tess. She wouldn't tell her right there that she was used to better, of course.
"Keep telling," Tess demanded while coming up for a breath of air.
"Right, the, uhm, blowjob.... yeah, uh, mmmm, I was sucking, and, uh..."
Sienna dropped backward on the bed, carelessly tossing the dildo aside. Her chest was heaving with every breath. She gripped the sheets tightly.
"And he brushed... brushed my hair away, and, hngh, held my head. Pushed me, mmmmm, down.  And he, ohhhhh, came, ohhhh, all the, ohhh, way, ohhhh, in, ohhhh.... ohhhhh.... ohhhhhh..."
The scream that followed was so loud, it overloaded the stream's audio, just sending out a high pitched drone. It was so loud, he heard her actual scream coming from the next-door house. He muted the speaker on his laptop and without a doubt, that was Sienna's guttural cry of pleasure.
She never sounded like that when he ate her out. She moaned and climaxed alright, there was no way to fake that, but she never screamed with wild abandon. And for so long...
When the screaming died down, he unmuted the speaker again. She was still cumming, with Tess glomped onto her pussy like a hungry lioness grabbing her prey. No amount of writhing dislodged her. Sienna's upper body was flexed, displaying all her muscles as she pulled at the sheets. Her back was arched and her face was red.
At last, Tess relented and Sienna dropped flat onto the mattress. Tess clamored up and ontop Sienna, kissing a path to her breasts. As soon as she wrapped her lips around Sienna's nipples, she started to tremble with after orgasms.
With Tess out of the way, Andrew saw his wife's red and raw pussy. It was contracting, opening and closing of its own accord. Winking at him as if to let him know what a loser he was. That he had never truly satisfied his wife.
Summoning all the mental fortitude he possessed, Andrew continued to jerk off his flaccid cock. He was not going to let them win. A weak climax traveled from his balls up to his spine. His cock jerked and twitched, pumping a few spurts onto his thigh. He hardly felt it.
In the post-orgasmic clarity that followed, he started to wonder what he actually had accomplished with his pathetic display. It hadn't changed the situation at all, apart from making a mess.
"Damn, I think she's in a sex coma," Tess said, looking over her shoulder at the camera. "Honey, are you okay?"
"Mmmhm," Sienna murmured without moving.
Rolling off to the side and then sitting up, Tess beamed at the stream. Her lips, cheeks, and throat were glistening with juices. She hopped off the bed and returned a moment later with a towel, wiping her face.
"And that, gentlemen, is how it's done. I know a couple of you have got girls and if you've never made her cum like that, cough up some tokens, please."
Andrew opened the chat window.
BigD has donated 1000 Tokens
BigD: my lady's pretty happy lol but you are a goddess
your_master: i'm imagining those lips on my cock right now
Greg: donation of shame right here
Greg has donated 50 Tokens
Zenith: flip her over and fuck her in the ass
Regretting his decision, Andrew closed the chat again. He tried remembering all those times he and Sienna had made love together and he was sure at least a couple of times, she had climaxed harder than that. She had to have, at some point. Ten years of orgasms seemed to blur together.
"God, I think this has been the longest I've worn a bikini on stream. This has gotta change," Tess declared.
Seconds later, she was naked. She started on her usual routine with a little bit of dancing, followed by a show with one of her toys. Even while Tess was up the bed, slamming her pussy down on an eight-inch dildo, Sienna didn't move.
Andrew started to grow concerned. Something wasn't right. He opened the chat window again.
your_master: god I want to fuck both these bitches so bad
ElephantDong: is the sleeping woman okay? she hasn't moved in minutes
After sending the message, he closed the chat again and waited. And waited. At last, Tess turned around to face the camera again.
"Yeah, she's just sleeping off an orgasm," Tess said. She leaned over and kissed Sienna on the lips. "Isn't that right, my dear?"
As soon as Tess pulled back, Sienna lifted her head, chasing after the lips but only meeting air. She propped herself up on her elbows and looked around.
"What the fuck happened?"
"Sex coma," Tess replied.
"That was incredible."
"You're welcome."
"Seriously, that was the best orgasm I've ever had."
"You're very welcome."
"You have no idea how much this means to me."
Without giving Sienna a chance to react, Tess grabbed her nipple and squeezed it.
"Eeeeeagh!" Sienna yelped and batted away Tess's hand. She massaged her breast with her palm. "What the fuck did you do that for!"
"I'm sorry, you were being too nice and I panicked," Tess said, somewhat flustered.
Sienna snorted. "Really? Too nice?"
"I'm a naughty, naughty whore, my sweet. I can get whipped for hours and be perfectly fine but compliments make me feel awkward."
"We seriously need to work on that."
"What do you suggest?"
"How about we cuddle up on the couch under a blanket, watch a sappy movie, and I'll whisper sweet things into your ear."
"That sounds terrifying. But okay."
"Great," Sienna said, swinging her legs out of bed. "Let's do it."
"Wait. First, you need to tell us how the story ends."
"Oh, yeah," Sienna said, rolling her head back and laughing. "So he blows his load and I almost choke on it. I swallowed most of it but I start coughing. He seems to suddenly realize what happened and starts to get up. The magic was sort of gone after that. He left."
"What about the watch?"
"Yeah, that's what I realized ten seconds too late. I ran out the door with cum on my chin, flailing my arms and shouting like a crazy person," Sienna laughed.
"Did you catch up to him?"
"Yeah, he didn't get very far. He came back in the store and said he would think about it. But I just looked him in the eyes and told him that the watch looks sexy on him."
"Did he buy it?"
"Yup. Twelve grand."
Tess whistled. "Damn. The most I ever got paid for a blowjob was fifteen hundred."
"My commission is only one and a half percent on watches. I got a little shy of two-hundred."
"Ohh, whoops. Guess I am still the bigger whore."
"I'm not a whore. He bought a watch, the blowjob was... extra."
"Uh-huh. Keep telling yourself that, whore."
"If you keep calling me that, I will call you Miss Honeylips, the girl with a golden tongue. So sweet and—"
"Fine, fine, I'll drop it. You're just a slut, not a whore."
"Can we go cuddle now?"
"I guess that's the end of the stream for tonight, gentlemen. Sorry to cut it short but Cum Vixen and I have a date. Say goodbye everyone!"
The two of them waved at the screen. Then the stream flickered and went dark. Andrew was suddenly alone, with cold, gloopy cum all over his thigh and palm. All by himself in his big marriage bed while his wife was making love to another woman.
Suddenly he didn't feel like the idea of Sienna and Tess was that hot anymore.
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At twelve minutes past nine o'clock, the front door opened and Sienna entered. She stepped out of her shoes and walked into the kitchen. That's when she heard the television in the living room. She did not immediately greet her husband after ignoring him all day; no, she went for the fridge first.
Tired of waiting, Andrew stood up and turned off the TV. He took several deep breaths, trying to calm himself down. He had to remember to be cool. He didn't watch the stream. He was a good husband.
"Long day at work?" Andrew asked, walking into the kitchen.
"What do you mean?" Sienna asked, turning around with the carton of milk in her hand.
"You're still wearing your work uniform."
Sienna glanced down at herself as if she had forgotten. "Oh, yeah. Long day at work," she repeated, looking at him for any clue.
"I've been waiting to talk to you all evening," he said.
"About what?" she asked, pouring herself a glass of milk.
"I wanted to apologize for what happened yesterday. I was an idiot and I should never have acted that way. Especially after what I did."
"Oh?" she asked, mildly surprised. She raised the glass to her lips and drained the entire thing in one go.
"You hungry?" he asked.
"Yeah, starving," she sighed.
"They didn't let you eat anything at work?" Andrew probed.
Sienna paused for a second, searching for a clue why he wasn't blowing up. "I had a sausage for lunch," she said.
Only the tiniest twitch of Andrew's upper lip betrayed his anger. She was testing whether or not he watched the stream.
"Just a single sausage? No sides?"
"A little bit of creamy mayo," she added.
"No wonder you're hungry," he said. "Do you want to go out and grab something to eat? We haven't had a date night in forever."
"Ugh, no," Sienna groaned, rolling her neck. "I've had an incredible workout and I'm sore allll over."
"I thought you were at work," Andrew said accusatorily.
"Afterward. A friend talked me into doing something I've never done before."
"Evie?"
"I have other friends."
"What'd you do?"
"A kind of massage."
"You've had massages before."
"Yeah but not like this. I mean wow, it was fantastic."
"Better than one of my backrubs?" he asked.
Sienna chuckled. "I'm sorry honey but there are some things you just can't do."
That stung and Andrew felt like dropping the whole facade and screaming at her. He suppressed his rage, took a deep breath, and put on a smile. "She must have quite the mouth on her."
"Mouth? I didn't say anything about mouths," Sienna said, raising her eyebrow at his slipup.
"If she managed to talk you into doing this massage," Andrew said quickly.
"Oh, yeah, she does. So what have you been doing all afternoon?"
"I was just here in the living room, chilling out in front of the TV, really. I got a little bit of work done so I don't have such a busy schedule tomorrow," he lied.
"I... wasn't expecting that," Sienna said, looking at him with a frown.
It was a decisive victory for Andrew. She had fully expected him to throw another tantrum as soon as she got home and now that he hadn't, she didn't know what to do. He wished he could rub it in her face.
Instead, Andrew walked over to her. He wrapped his arms around his wife and pulled her in for a hug. She stiffened up at first but after a moment, she returned the hug. She had taken a shower recently and smelled of lilac.
"I missed you," he whispered and planted a kiss on her cheek.
When he tried to kiss her for real, she backed out. He tried again and that time she gave in, briefly kissing him. A fire roared inside Andrew.
"Just wait, I'm going to show you how much I love you," he said and grabbed the hem of her skirt.
"Andrew, wait—" Sienna said.
The skirt was so short, he already had it up to her waist before she could react. He hooked his index fingers into the elastic band of her panties and started to tug them down, going down on his knees at the same time.
"Andrew, stop," she said.
But Andrew knew that now was the chance to remind her that he could tonguefuck her far better than Tess ever could. That was probably why she was so reluctant, she didn't want her memory of Tess to be destroyed so quickly by his oral prowess.
But when he tried to move in, Tess closed her legs.
"Andrew. I'm not in the mood for that," she said sternly.
"I just want to make you happy," he pleaded.
Grabbing his upper arm, Sienna pulled him to his feet. She placed her hands on his shoulders and looked him in the eyes.
"You've already made me happy, it's okay."
"I just thought that... it's been weeks, you know? I just thought you would enjoy it," Andrew argued, trying his best not to sound whiny.
"Oh, honey," Sienna cooed and stroked his cheek. "I guess it has been a while," she sighed.
Stepping out of her panties, Sienna turned around and pulled the skirt the rest of the way up.
"Just a quickie, okay?"
"Are you sure you don't want any foreplay?" Andrew asked.
"Quite sure."
It was utterly frustrating. He should have felt happy that he was about to fuck her. How many dozens of guys had been dreaming of doing that a couple of hours earlier? They were all alone, jerking off, while he was here with the grand prize.
And yet, she didn't want him to eat her out. Was it because of what Tess did or was she genuinely tired? Well, he told himself, if he couldn't use his mouth, he could still use his cock. Everything depended on it now. He absolutely had to show her that he could please her more than Tess ever could.
With a great amount of vigor, Andrew shoved his pants down. He grabbed Sienna's plump cheek and gave it a squeeze. He touched her upper back and she acquiesced, bending over the counter to give him easier access. Her pussy was ripe and inviting.
The only problem was that he wasn't quite hard. He grabbed his cock and gave it a couple of tugs for encouragement. It worked somewhat, leaving him with a semi. It didn't matter. Once he started, his body would follow.
Andrew stepped closer and thrust his hips forward. His half-erection nestled between her labia but didn't have much penetrating power. He pulled back and pushed forward, hoping that the stimulation would aid. It was so tantalizingly close, sensing her warmth with the tip of his cock but unable to slide in.
"What are you doing? That tickles," Sienna giggled.
Maddened by the comment, Andrew grabbed his dick and pumped it so forcefully his wrist started to hurt. At last, there was some life in his member. As soon as he felt it harden, he let go and shoved it straight in. Or at least, he attempted to. He missed.
"Ow," Sienna said.
"Sorry," Andrew mumbled.
The moment was over. He was soft again. With a sudden realization, the anger that had bubbled inside of him turned into self-loathing. He was a pathetic wretch. His wife just had one of the most amazing orgasms she's ever had, delivered to her from her neighbor's mouth, and there was nothing he could do to satisfy her anymore.
Andrew had never felt so small. He let out a sigh of frustration and leaned against his wife, hoping that something inside him would trigger an erection. His limp dick pressed into her buttcheek. It was so humiliating.
The cock from Sienna's story suddenly popped into his mind. Not the bright orange simulacrum she had used on stream but a real version. How big it had looked in her hand. How if he couldn't satisfy her, then the next time she might try fucking that.
Without warning, he felt his cock engorging. Pressed against Sienna's cheek like it was, it didn't have anywhere to go except down. His sensitive head dragged against the soft skin of her thigh. One second he was thinking about whether or not Sienna had actually blown the guy, the next he felt himself climaxing.
"Ew, what are you doing?" Sienna squealed.
Even if he had wanted to, Andrew was in the middle of an orgasm and couldn't move. His cock twitched and throbbed, pumping out an unsteady stream of semen.
When it was over, he stepped back and inspected the damage. The back of Sienna's right leg had several squirts of cum sticking to it, with the rest having dripped on the floor. She turned at the waist to look at her own leg.
"What the hell was that?" she asked.
"Sorry," Andrew mumbled.
What the hell had that been? he asked himself. Other than pathetic, of course. He racked his brain, unable to come up with an alternative. Just pathetic.
Pulling his pants up with the last of his strength, Andrew shuffled to the living room. He felt drained and dropped onto the couch like a sack of potatoes. The remote was an inch from his hand but he couldn't muster up the strength to grab it.
Why had he jerked off so many times to the stream? That had been a terrible decision and probably the reason for his lack of arousal. It didn't mean anything was broken with him, just simple biology.
"ANDREW?" Sienna shouted loudly. "Get up here!"
Panic gave Andrew a jolt of life. That voice meant he was in trouble. Did he forget something? He shot out of the couch and scurried up the stairs.
Wearing just a bra and nothing else, Sienna stood in the doorframe of their bedroom. She had wiped the cum off her leg already.
"What?" Andrew asked, trying to peer over her shoulder.
"Why the fuck is there cum all over the bed?" she asked, glaring at him.
That's when he saw it. Several white, crusty smudges where he had repeatedly wiped his hands, mostly on her side. The laptop still sat on the nightstand. With everything going on, he had completely forgotten about cleaning up.
"Andrew?" she prompted.
"I was lonely, okay? I can still jerk off, can't I?"
"What exactly were you jerking off to?"
"The thought of us together again."
"Right. So if I opened this laptop and looked at your history, I wouldn't find you watching Tess's stream?"
"She was streaming today?" Andrew asked airily. "Go ahead."
Sienna grabbed the laptop and flipped the lid open with thumb and index finger as if the machine were poisonous. There was cum on the side of the chassis. She opened the browser and navigated to the history page.
The most recent entry was the internal company server at ten minutes past four. Nothing since then. He sent a silent prayer to the inventor of the private tab.
"So your laptop has cum all over it but you haven't visited a single website since four o'clock?" she asked, eyeing him critically.
"I was looking at old pictures of you," he lied.
Sienna harrumphed and went to the bathroom to retrieve her purse. Andrew followed her, amazed at how someone wearing just a bra could look like she was invincible. She pulled out her phone and started tapping.
Peering from the side, Andrew recognized the bank logo. She was looking at their credit card history. He smiled at her, knowing she wouldn't find anything.
"Satisfied?" Andrew asked after Sienna shoved the phone back into her purse.
"Oh shut up," she snapped. "I know you were watching."
"Watching what?" he asked innocently.
The wolfish smile that appeared on Sienna's lips wasn't at all what Andrew had expected.
"You know, that thing that Tess did was fabulous."
"What did she do?" Andrew asked, frowning.
"Oh God, just thinking about it makes my entire body tingle."
"Thinking about what?"
"You know, she gave me a little present. Well, a not so little present," Sienna cooed.
"What's the occasion?"
Smirking, Sienna reached into the purse. She pulled out a bright orange dildo. That dildo. Andrew gasped and immediately snapped his mouth shut. Unfortunately, Sienna had seen it.
"I haven't gotten the chance to really appreciate it yet," she said, popping the tip in her mouth and suckling on it.
"What's so special about it? You already have a bunch of toys," Andrew asked.
"I have fond memories of this one," she said.
Sienna leaned back against the sink's counter and pulled one leg up, raising the knee high and exposing herself. She slid the tip over her clit, sharply sucking in air. Andrew's upper lip started to twitch uncontrollably.
"Having fun?" he asked.
"Yeah," Sienna sighed, running the dildo up and down and her entrance. "You know, I didn't tell Tess what the two of us really did."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, it was right there in front of me. I just couldn't pass up the opportunity, could I?"
"What opportunity?"
"For this," Sienna said, slipping the dildo inside her pussy and pushing it in all the way to the base.
Fists balled, Andrew took a menacing step forward. Blood rushed to his head.
"You made that story up," he snarled.
"AHA!" Sienna shouted triumphantly. "You fucking asshole. You god damn fucking lying asshole."
"You're angry at me even though you're the one that keeps cheating on me?" he barked back.
"I thought I made it all up," she parroted him, pulling the dildo out of her and grasping it like a sword.
"That story yeah but you fucked Tess behind my back."
"And how do you know that? Is it because you did the one god damn fucking thing I told you not to do?"
"You expect me to just turn a blind eye to you turning into a whore?"
"A what?" she asked, wide-eyed and furious.
"A whore. You fucked Tess and got paid for it. That makes you a whore."
"Better a whore than a liar."
"You're a whore and a liar."
"What have I ever lied about?"
"When you said 'I do' and promised to stay faithful to me."
"Right because suddenly our marriage vows are so important to you but when it was you perving on Tess, it was perfectly okay."
"It was. I was just watching!"
"Uh-huh. Five times a week for how long?"
"I never touched her."
"Well, I did and I don't regret it at all. It was fucking amazing."
"See? You're a whore."
"The best part wasn't for money. Or even on camera. It was after the stream when it was just the two of us. We took a bath together, just lying in each others' arms. Holding each other."
"So you're going to be a lesbian from now?"
"Fuck you. It was just nice to be with someone who actually liked me for who I am. Who didn't constantly judge me and tell me what to do."
"Do you honestly expect me to like someone who sleeps around?"
"What exactly did you jerk off to?" she said, jabbing in his direction with the dildo.
The question took Andrew by surprise. He had jerked off to the two of them. At the time, he thought the idea of the two of them together was hot. He had fantasized about a threesome. What an idiot he had been.
Taking his silence for an answer, Sienna continued, "Looks like Tess was right again."
"Right about what?" Andrew asked, somewhat muted.
"She said that you enjoy being teased. She said that you'd enjoy me being on the stream. Watching me with her."
"I don't!" he protested loudly. "I hate it."
"There's evidence on the bed that speaks to the contrary."
"You need to stop this madness," Andrew begged.
"Why?"
"Because I just want things to go back to the way they used to be! Just the two of us. Happy. In a real marriage. We wanted to start a family, Sy."
"That's. What. We. Fucking. Had," Sienna said, underlining each word with a jab of the dildo. "And then you started watching her."
"How are you jealous of her if you're the one fucking her? Nevermind. It happened. Let's drop it. I promise I will never watch her again if you promise you'll never go over there."
"Hell no, I'm having fun."
"No, you're not."
"Yes, I am. I'm going over there again tomorrow and you know what, this time you have my full permission to watch."
"I do?"
"Yeah. Apparently, you can't help yourself, what good is making a promise you won't be able to keep?"
"I can keep it if you keep it."
"The only promise I'm going to make is that if you'll regret watching tomorrow if you do watch."
"Why? What are you going to do?"
"Watch and find out. Or don't. It's your decision."
"Tell me," he demanded.
"No. And now get the fuck out of the bathroom," she said, pushing him backward with the aid of the dildo. "I need to clean up your fucking mess."
Suddenly Andrew found himself standing outside the bathroom with the door slammed shut in front of his face. Somehow, yet again, the argument had taken a completely different turn than he expected.
He knocked on the door.
"What are you going to do?" he called.
Sienna didn't answer.
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A little before noon, Andrew wrote another email to his boss. He wrote that he thought he was feeling better but was gripped by "sudden and uncontrollable bowel irritation." He ducked out of the office and drove off.
The destination wasn't Hudson Street but rather downtown Springfield. They usually took their lunch break around one o'clock. Andrew settled in at a coffee shop across the street from Emmett's Fineries with his laptop. He marked the email from his boss unread without opening it.
The other email was from Quentin. That was highly unexpected. The subject just read "Careful now".
Hey Andrew,
Mr. Meyer isn't pleased at all you dipped out again without talking to him first. Don't worry, I'll put in a good word for you. Wouldn't want to see you demoted to junior developer, would we?
Quentin
The taunt didn't sit well with Andrew. He hit the reply button and typed up a short message comprised of the works "fuck" and "you" but then thought better of it and deleted it. Sending a message like that across the company mail servers was a sure way to get in deeper trouble, especially if he was on thin ice already.
When the two of them met the first time, Andrew hadn't even been engaged to Sienna yet but he still remembered the day well. Recently graduated with a master's degree in computer science, he had already received a dozen of letdowns from bigger companies. Soltech was lucky number thirteen.
There was only one other person in the waiting room with him. Quentin. Also a recent grad but this was his first interview. He was far more nervous than Andrew and asked for advice. Acting in his own best interest, Andrew played up how tough the interview was and Soltech was known for asking questions with hidden meanings.
It wasn't that he wanted the guy to fail but it was his first job interview. He'd have plenty more chances. It was Andrew's thirteenth that month and he just wanted to surprise Sienna with positive news for once. They were already shopping around for an apartment and the better his job, the better of a place they could afford.
To his surprise, the interview had been tougher than he expected. He totally flubbed a question about one of Soltech's products, accidentally confusing it with a competitor's. That had been embarrassing.
So when he came out of the room, feeling like nothing in the world was going right, and saw Quentin looking at him smugly, he acted. After unscrewing the bottle and taking a sip of water, he pretended to stumble and squirted half the bottle right into Quentin's lap. The look on his face was priceless.
When the interviewers came looking for Quentin, the man was in the bathroom frantically trying to dry his pants. Andrew left, feeling victorious.
Sure enough, two weeks later he entered the Soltech building as the newly hired mid-level developer. He didn't know it at the time but he would spend his first paycheck on an engagement ring from the shop he was now surveilling.
To his dismay, Quentin had also been hired — a junior developer working directly under Andrew. At first, he tried to play it cool, pretending like nothing had happened but it was obvious that Quentin blamed him for the accident at the interview.
The two missed no opportunity to mess with each other, though since Andrew was in charge, he dished out far more than he received. Plenty of overtime and missed appointments for the prick. Quentin was always the first person he thought of when someone dumped a bunch of extra work on his own plate.
Of course, things eventually changed. It turned out that the higher-ups noticed just how much Quentin was getting done and he was offered a better job at a different branch. Andrew thought that was the end of it.
Five years later — Sienna and Andrew had already celebrated their third anniversary — Quentin returned as Senior Tech Lead. While he wasn't directly in charge of Andrew, it was a better position with a higher salary and more responsibilities. Not only had his job changed but his personality had, too. More confident and outgoing. Taller, somehow.
Ever since, Quentin had been the golden boy of the company. On the fast-track into management, held back only by the lack of free positions. Everyone on Andrew's team liked him. Everyone but Andrew. The feeling was mutual.
Typing quickly, Andrew fired back a response.
Dear Quentin,
thank you for your concern regarding my health. You of all people should appreciate the extra steps I'm taking to ensure I don't soil myself at the office.
kind regards,
Andrew
It wasn't the best comeback, he was aware of that, but he had more important things on his mind than schooling Quentin.
Between his arrival and lunch break, Emmett's only had two customers. Both women, one old with gray hair, the other young and with a lot of tattoos. Mr. Harper and Evie went out for lunch while Sienna remained by herself. According to his wife, Evie and their boss were using the lunch hour to do the nasty, which is why she was never invited. In light of recent events, Andrew found that small comfort.
The knot of tension that grew inside Andrew's stomach proved to be unfounded. Not a single person entered or left the store between 1:08 PM and 2:15 PM. He chided himself for even thinking that the story had been anything but made up.
After that, Andrew worked remotely and only occasionally glanced over at Emmett's. The employees of the coffee chain were content to just let him work in peace — he wasn't the only one — as long as he ordered something once an hour.
All the caffeine wasn't helping his nerves. After his fifth caramel coffee delight with cream, his fingers started trembling. He switched to decaf and that helped somewhat. The closer the clock ticked to four o'clock, the more he regretted his choice of drinks.
That's how he ended up missing Sienna leaving. He returned from the bathroom after another coffee induced urge and couldn't see her behind the counter anymore. He waited another three minutes to see if she was just using the bathroom, too.
When she failed to materialize, Andrew packed his things and checked the jeweler's parking lot. Sienna's car was gone. He berated himself for parking so far away and practically ran to his car.
Breaking several speed limits, Andrew raced home to try and beat her — unsuccessfully. Her car already sat in the driveway with the woman herself nowhere to be seen.
Even worse, a white BMW was parked in Tess's driveway. Quentin's car. An ominous sense of impending doom creeped up on Andrew. He fled inside his house and called out his wife's name, loud enough that she couldn't ignore it.
There was no reply. There was, however, an incoming notification on his phone.
Model FuckBunny96 is now online
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"Hey all, glad you could join us today," Tess said, though she was alone on screen. She wore her usual skimpy bikini stream outfit — this time in royal purple, matching the bedspread.
Sitting alone in his office with an intense stomach ache, Andrew was miserable. He was logged in with his DaMan124 account, since Tess had plainly said he could watch, and he wanted to keep the other account a secret. Just in case.
There was one question that kept nagging in the back of his head: Why was Quentin at Tess's? They had already done a show together but that was once, weeks ago. Before Tess found out that Quentin had used her to get to him.
The question he should have been asking but was too terrified to even contemplate was: what was Sienna going to do?
"Tonight's show is going to be something extra special," Sienna said, "and the best part is that it's going to be free. That's right, no private shows today. I—No, we want everyone to be able to watch."
Even though the stream had only been live for ten minutes — nine of which were of an empty bed with a note saying "starting soon" — there were forty-eight viewers and hundred-sixty-odd guests. The number of guests was going up now that Tess was on screen.
For the tenth time in ten minutes, Andrew picked up his phone and sent a message to Sienna, asking her to stop whatever it is she's doing. For the tenth time in ten minutes, he received no reply.
"I'm sure you all remember my dear friend Cum Vixen," Tess said as Sienna, wearing a fuzzy pink bathrobe walked on screen. "But today we're also going to have a surprise appearance from another guest in recent Fuck Bunny past. I give you, White Knight."
Wearing a white bathrobe, Quentin walked into view. Andrew wanted to puke. Sienna sat down on Tess's left, Andrew on Tess's right. Tess threw one arm around each of them and pulled them in for a hug.
"Hey everyone," Sienna said, waving.
"I think it's time that I let you in a little secret," Tess said. She couldn't see Andrew, of course, but he was sure that she was looking right at him. "You see, our lovely Cum Vixen here is a married woman."
"That's right," Sienna said, holding up her hand and showing off the gold wedding band with a sparkly diamond on her finger.
"But what you don't know is that her husband is watching this stream right now."
"What's up, Andrew," Quentin said coolly.
Andrew wanted to punch something. His jaw was clenched shut and his nostrils flared. This was more than Sienna exploring her limits and losing control. This was intentional, meant to hurt him.
It was working.
"White Knight here," Tess said, patting him on the shoulder, "is actually a friend of Sienna's husband."
"No, he's not!" Andrew spat.
"I'm really not," Quentin chuckled. "We work together."
"And you have some beef with him, is that right?"
"Yeah. He tried to sabotage my career on numerous occasions."
"And you have some beef with your husband, too, Cum Vixen?"
"Yeah," Sienna said. "He's been a real asshole lately."
Something about the whole situation was off. Sienna thought he was a jerk, sure, but she wouldn't do this to him. And while Quentin might be a fucking loser, he always made sure to cover his ass and never went too far.
It seemed like an elaborate prank. They were trying to make him think the worst — and he did — but Sienna was too good of a person to go through with it. She just wanted to teach him a lesson.
"There you have it," Tess said proudly. "Two people pissed off with the same person and exactly one way they can both get their revenge on him at the same time. I'm sure wherever Andrew is right now, he's thinking 'they can't really do this, it's just a prank' but I assure you, I'm going to make this happen."
Andrew picked up his phone and called Sienna. Through the speakers, Andrew heard "Mr. Lovin'" by DJ Summer play in the background. That was the ringtone Sienna had set for him.
"Fuck, one sec," Sienna said and walked off-screen.
"Sounds like someone's getting anxious," Tess said. "I guess we better start then."
Without much ceremony, Tess tugged at the belt of Quentin's robe and it fell open. He was naked underneath — smooth chest and six-pack present as always. The shock of seeing his big cock wasn't as terrible as it had been the first time. Tess leaned over and scooped up his tip with her lips, working on building an erection.
The phone in his hand stopped ringing. He ended the call and dialed again. Sienna walked into view. There was no ringtone anymore. She must have turned off the phone.
"That looks fun," Sienna said, sitting on Quentin's other side.
"She's damn good at this," Quentin said.
"Believe me, I know."
"So you're Andrew's wife, huh?"
"Yep. I've heard a lot about you, I always pictured you differently."
"I've seen your photo on his desk but I gotta say, it doesn't do you justice."
"Likewise," Sienna laughed. "Andrew always made it sound like you're some kind of dweeb."
"I am, I just don't look like one," Quentin chuckled.
"I'm sorry he's been such a dick to you."
"That's really not your fault."
In the meantime, Tess had managed to make Quentin rock hard. Eight inches of hard steel. Her head bobbed up and down the topmost three inches. Saliva ran down the shaft.
Sienna loosened her belt and shrugged out of her robe. It fell down to her waist, revealing her breasts.
"Bet you never thought you'd get to touch his wife's tits, huh?" she asked.
"Nope."
"Well, go on then."
With horror, Andrew watched them turn toward each other. They were sitting hip to hip and it looked awkward but the end result was the same. Quentin grabbed ahold of his wife's breast, one in each hand, and flicked his thumbs across her nipples.
"Ooh," Tess squealed, rearing her head. "You're already starting."
Letting go of Quentin's cock, Tess sat up and eyed Quentin massaging Sienna's breasts. She used the opportunity to unceremoniously strip out of her bikini.
"You have wonderful breasts," Quentin said.
"You have an amazing cock," Sienna replied unabashedly.
"Yes, he does," Tess said and turned to the camera. She held her thumb and index finger roughly three and a half inches apart. "And folks, it's a lot bigger than her husband's. Trust me. I've seen it."
Walking around to Sienna's other side, Tess tugged at her robe's belt and removed it. She grabbed the robe itself and pulled it off her. Getting up on the bed behind Quentin, she removed his robe as well.
"Spread your legs, my dear," Tess said, popping up between Sienna and Quentin and pushing Quentin's hands away.
As requested, Sienna spread her legs. She scooted forward on the bed, making sure that her pussy was on full display. She was wet and ready.
"What do you think?" Tess asked Quentin.
"Damn fine," he said, ogling Andrew's wife's pussy.
"Were you a virgin before you married your husband?" Tess asked.
"Nope. I've dated two guys before him."
"But since you married, he's the only guy you've been with?"
"Yep."
"How long ago was that?"
"We married ten years ago. To the day, actually. It's our tenth anniversary today, which I'm sure he forgot."
Andrew reeled. He quickly looked at the calendar on his phone for confirmation but he already knew. It was their tenth anniversary. He swallowed the lump in his throat.
"Oooh, congratulations!" Tess squealed.
"We've been dating for about twelve years, though. And yeah, he's been the only guy I ever slept with for twelve years."
"Until today," Tess said.
"No!" Andrew pleaded.
"Yes," Sienna said, nodding.
"And you? How are you feeling?" Tess asked Quentin.
"Can't wait."
"Well, you don't have to, white knight in shining armor. For the rest of the night, she's all yours. You get to do whatever you want."
"NO!" Andrew shouted and banged his fist on the table. If Sienna didn't turn to the camera and announce it was just a bad prank soon, he would freak out.
"Let's give that asshole something to watch, shall we?" Quentin proposed.
"Gladly. What do you suggest?"
"Stand up and face the camera."
Sienna got up and stood in front of Quentin, looking at the camera. She was breathing hard and the smile on her face was genuine excitement. Quentin grabbed her by the waist and guided her backward.
Panicking, Andrew opened the chat window.
your_master: hell yes fuckkk her
BigD: that cock looks too big for her lol
Tiger69 has donated 1000 Tokens
DaMan124: STOP
DaMan124: Please stop this Sienna
DaMan124: don't do this, I beg you
It was no use. None of them were paying attention to the screen. Supported by Quentin's strong grip, Sienna melted up against his body. Tess stood beside them and grabbed Sienna's left leg, hoisting it over Quentin's hairy thigh. She moved to the other side and hoisted her right leg over Quentin's right.
The realization hit Andrew like a ton of bricks. Quentin's massive cock jutted out between her legs, pressing upward against her pussy. Even so, the part that went beyond that was still bigger than his own penis. Quentin reached around, kneading both of Sienna's breasts while kissing her neck. Sienna reached behind to rub his waist.
"Help me out, will ya?" Tess asked.
Quentin stopped playing with Sienna's tits and instead gripped her asscheeks. He pushed her up as if she weighed less than a feather. When he raised her high enough, Tess grabbed his cock and pushed it upward, aligning the tip of his penis with her entrance.
Andrew's vision blurred and he felt a sting of pain in his palm. His chest was so tight he thought he was dying.
Quent's cock slid inside Sienna.
One inch.
Two inches.
Three inches.
Sienna let out a loud moan.
Four inches.
Quentin grunted.
Five inches.
Andrew gasped for air.
Six inches.
"Hot damn," Tess said.
Seven inches.
Tears rolled down Andrew's cheeks.
Eight inches.
"Oh, Jesus," Sienna moaned. "Ohhh that's big."
The walls of her vagina tightly clung to Quentin's veiny shaft. Her labia pressed into his balls. She rose and it looked like her vagina didn't want to quite let go, hugging his thick shaft. She only went up an inch before sliding down again.
Dizzy, Andrew slumped backward in his chair for support. He wiped away the tears with the back of his hand, surprised to see blood. He had dug his fingers so hard into his hand he broke skin. He grabbed a tissue and pressed it on the injury.
Unfortunately, the aching wound in his heart was one he couldn't fix. Sienna was fucking Quentin. Quentin was fucking Sienna. Right there, in front of him, knowing he was watching. Up down. In out.
"Oh, Jesus, ohhh," Sienna moaned.
"You are so tight," Quentin said.
"Ohh, ohh, faster, ohh," she begged.
Lying down backward on the bed for support, Quentin pressed his feet into the ground and bucked his hips. Sienna planted her hands on the mattress to stop herself from falling over. Tess sat down on the bed beside them, giving Sienna's breasts some desperately needed attention.
"Ohh yeah, ohhh," Sienna rasped loudly.
"Damn, that was fast," Tess laughed.
"Ohh, ohh, ohh, ohh, ohh, ohh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"
With her entire body trembling, Sienna climaxed. Tess let go of her breasts and kissed her. Sienna clung to her gratefully, letting herself be kissed more than kissing back.
Why hadn't Andrew done more to stop them? Everything happened so fast. It felt like he only just left the coffee shop a moment ago.
And now his entire life was ruined.
"Wait, wait, stop," Sienna cried out.
Letting herself fall, Sienna slid back and to the side, dislodging herself. She turned around on her stomach while her leg twitched uncontrollably. Tess jumped on the bed and raised her hand high in the air.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!" Sienna screamed.
The slap reverberated around the room, followed by Tess's laughter. Andrew paled. The woman was insane.
"You're not done yet," Tess said. She grabbed Sienna's buttcheeks and spread them. "White Knight, please keep fucking her."
"At your command, ma'am," Quentin said and scrambled up on the bed.
Kneeling between Sienna's legs, Quentin grabbed her waist and raised her ass up a couple of inches. He guided his cock inside her pussy and leaned forward, placing his hands beside her chest. He pushed in.
Sienna's scream was muffled by the purple duvet.
With his heart pounding in his chest, Andrew jumped to his feet. Couldn't they see they were hurting her? She didn't want this. She wanted them to stop! He ran down the stairs, belted down the driveway, and pressed Tess's doorbell in less than thirty seconds.
Nothing happened. He rang the doorbell again. And again.
When that didn't work, he started thumping against the door with his bare fists. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang.
Hurried steps approached. Andrew stopped hammering away and readied himself for the confrontation. He wasn't going to take no for an answer and rescue his wife. The door swung open.
It was Tess, wearing a bathrobe.
Without asking, he pushed open the door. It stopped solid after three inches and pain flared up in his wrist, along with the ka-chunk of metal on metal.
The deadbolt was set.
"You're hurting her! Let me in," he shouted.
"I was wondering when you'd show up," Tess said, unperturbed.
"Let my wife go," he demanded.
"No," Tess said.
"You bitch! You're hurting her."
"She wants to be hurt," Tess replied.
"No, she doesn't."
"Clearly you don't know what your wife wants or needs."
"Fuck you."
"Being rude won't get you anywhere."
"Let me in. Now."
"Or what?" she taunted him.
"Or I'll break this door down and get her."
Tess laughed. "Go ahead and try."
In a bout of rage, Andrew lunged forward and slammed his shoulder against the door. A shockwave of pain radiated through his body. The door, however, didn't move an inch.
"You're making a scene," Tess said, nodding over his shoulder.
Andrew whirled around and saw Mr. Miller standing in his doorway. Grimacing, Andrew turned on his kneel and stomped back to his own house.
"Everything alright?" Mr. Miller called across the street.
"Yeah, just a misunderstanding," Tess shouted back.
Slamming the door behind him as hard as he could, Andrew returned to his office. One look at the screen made him feel a hundred times worse than he already did.
Sienna was on all fours with Quentin pounding her from behind. He gripped a fistful of her blonde hair, using it like a riding lead. He was hammering away at her, slamming into her with every thrust. Her entire body rocked forward and the slap of skin on skin blared through the speakers. There was a red welt on her cheek in the shape of Tess's hand.
"Oh yeah, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me good," Sienna moaned.
"Boy, your husband is not pleased at all," Tess said, walking back into view, sans robe.
"Who?" Sienna asked, turning the last letter into a long, drawn-out, gurgly groan.
"Hope you're still watching, Andrew," Tess said, looking at the camera.
DaMan124: FUCK YOU
"Hey, your husband just said he wants to see you cum in his wife," Tess called out loud.
"I can do that," Quentin said in a strained voice. Sweat beaded on his forehead.
DaMan124: NO
your_master: is DaMan124 her husband?
BigD has donated 1000 Tokens
cheezdude: i think so lol
cheezdude: he was complaining earlier
DaMan124: fuck all of you stupid fucks
BigD: your wife is taking that cock real nice, bro
Andrew picked up the laptop and threw it against the wall. The screen went dark but the sound was still working, transmitting the high-pitched, rasping moans of his wife. He rushed after it, grabbed it, and slammed it against the bookshelf until it finally gave up and went quiet.
Panting, he picked up his phone and dialed 9-1-1.
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The sirens were audible long before he saw them. Andrew stood at the foot of his driveway, watching the three squad cars barrel down Hudson Street. More people than just Mr. Miller were watching now, either standing in their doors or peering out the windows.
Andrew didn't care. He wanted his wife back.
The cars came to a screeching halt between his and Tess's house. A woman in uniform jumped out of the vehicle closest to him.
"Sir, are you the one who called 9-1-1?"
"Yeah. My wife's in there, being held against her will and raped," he said, pointing at Tess's house.
There were six officers in total. Four of them remained by the car, while the woman's partner, an exceptionally tall blonde woman strode up Tess's driveway.
"Sir, my name is Officer Hoye. Are you hurt?" she asked, gesturing at his hand.
Andrew looked down in bewilderment. He had completely forgotten about the gouge on his palm. "I'm fine," he blurted out, "but my wife isn't. You have to save my wife!"
"Calm down and take a deep breath. We'll handle it from here."
The front door of Tess's house swung open before the tall cop had a chance to ring the doorbell. Tess stood there, wearing a green bathrobe with the belt tightly tied together.
Pushing past Officer Hoye, Andrew ran toward her. "Sienna!" he called out. "Sienna!"
Halfway between Quentin's car and the front steps, something collided with his midriff and knocked him sideways. His head slammed into the soft grass. He tried to push off whatever it was but only found his arms pinned to the ground. A male cop sat on his legs, restraining him.
"Let me go," Andrew snarled.
"You need to calm down, sir," the cop said menacingly.
"We were called about a situation," the tall cop said to Tess.
"Oh, Jesus, Andrew," Sienna said in a very different tone of voice than she had moaned the same words earlier.
"Sienna, are you alright?" Andrew called out.
"Are you Mrs. Ballard?" Officer Hoye asked, joining the group.
"Yes, I am," Sienna said, stepping out of the house.
All three of them wore bathrobes. Sienna's was pink and Quentin stood in white in the back. At least they weren't fucking anymore, Andrew thought.
"We received a call that you were being physically assaulted by a Quentin Carmichael."
"That's me," Quentin said, stepping over the threshold.
"What the fuck, Andrew?" Sienna barked at him.
"It's true. You need to arrest that fuck," Andrew growled.
"Ma'am, are you fine?" the tall cop asked with concern.
"Yes, I am. This is all just a big misunderstanding."
"We were just having a threesome," Tess said.
For a moment, everyone was silent. Sienna started shifting her feet in embarrassment. Quentin's brows rose. Andrew just exhaled and felt his anger leaving. Now everyone knew that his wife had just fucked someone else.
"It was one-hundred percent consensual," Tess said.
"Yes, it was," Sienna added.
"Yeah," Quentin agreed.
"I didn't consent to it," Andrew spat.
"You weren't invited," Tess fired back.
"Mr. Ballard, is what they're saying true?" Officer Hoye asked.
"Technically, but—"
"Why did you call and say she was being raped?"
"You did what?" Sienna gasped.
"Because I saw them hurting her. She was saying no but he just kept going!"
"You saw them? How?" the tall cop asked.
"Uh, I live-streamed it," Tess admitted sheepishly. "I'm a cam model on ErosHub."
"A what?" the officer pinning Andrew down asked.
"It's, uh—I'll fill you in later," the tall cop said. "I see. And you were watching their stream, Mr. Ballard?"
"Yes," Andrew said. "They were hurting her."
"He wasn't hurting me," Sienna said. "He was doing exactly what I wanted. What I needed."
"She admitted it," Andrew called out triumphantly. "Can you arrest her? Arrest them both."
"Sir, what she was allegedly doing is not technically illegal in this state," Officer Hoye said.
"I don't care. You need to arrest them."
"That's not how it works," the cop pinning him down said gruffly.
"This sounds more like a case for a divorce lawyer," Officer Hoye added. "Your wife's admission is part of the public record and we'd be happy to testify to it if that's what you want."
"I want my wife back," he pleaded. Tears welled up in his eyes.
"It's okay," Sienna said, approaching him.
As she got closer, Andrew saw something he hadn't spotted before. A thick glob of semen was running down her leg. She stopped mid-stride to wipe it off her ankle with the inside of her other foot and continued as if nothing happened.
Quentin had blown his load inside of her.
"We can go home and talk about this," Sienna said in a soothing tone.
"Are you sure about this, ma'am?" Officer Hoye asked, concerned.
"Yes, quite sure. I can handle him."
The casual way in which she said "I can handle him" was like a dagger. She wasn't afraid of him. She knew he was pathetic and weak.
"And you're sure that you're okay? We can leave an officer for protection."
"I'm fine, really," Sienna said.
"I can show you the video if you want," Tess offered.
"I'd love to—" the officer pinning down Andrew started to say.
"I'll handle this one," the tall cop said, much to the other's disappointment.
"You can let him up," Sienna said.
Suddenly the weight lifted off of Andrew. Sienna offered him a hand and pulled him to his feet.
"It's okay, honey," she whispered. "Let's go home and talk, okay?"
"Okay," Andrew muttered, defeated.
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"Are you okay?" Sienna asked.
The two of them sat on the couch in the living room. Andrew slumped against the cushions as if he had just spent ten rounds in the ring. Sienna sat on her leg beside him, trying to keep the flap of the bathrobe from opening with limited success.
Two of the squad cars had left again, after interviewing their neighbors. Only Officer Hoye's car still parked at the foot of Andrew's driveway.
"No, I'm not," he said listlessly.
"I... I think I made a mistake," Sienna admitted.
That returned some life into Andrew. He looked at his wife, who looked at him with pity.
"You think?"
"I mean I knew what I was doing was wrong but... standing out there with the cops asking if I'm alright, that's when it hit me."
"That you messed up?"
"How much I hurt you. I never thought you'd call the cops."
"I thought you were in pain."
"I was, to be honest. Quentin was rather rough at first."
"Why didn't you tell the cops?" Andrew asked.
"I said at first. The rest... was good. Didn't you watch?"
"No, I came to get you."
"Really? When?"
"When... after your first time. I went over there and pounded on the door."
"Oh, I didn't hear a thing."
Silence followed. What was he supposed to say to that? Did she expect him to accept that sex with Quentin was just so good that she ignored him?
"I never meant for this to go so far," Sienna said.
"Why did you let it?"
"I don't know. I was just so mad."
"At me?"
"Of course at you. Do you have any idea how much it hurt when I found out you've been watching Tess's stream?"
"I was only—" Andrew started before reigning himself in. He took a deep breath. "I guess I can see how that wasn't very good."
"I was so mad at you. I've never been so mad at anyone."
"Mad enough to fuck Que—someone else?" Andrew said, unable to bring himself to say the name.
"Not at first," Sienna said, hanging her head in shame. "At first I was just curious about what Tess was doing and then she was being really flirty and friendly."
"That's why you went on her stream?"
"No, I did that because I thought you'd like it."
"You thought I'd like that?" Andrew asked, flabbergasted.
"Yes. You've been paying hundreds of dollars to watch Tess undress and play with herself, I thought to myself 'you know what? maybe he likes that sort of thing'. I thought that maybe it was a fetish you had that you never felt brave enough about."
"It's not."
"Well, I thought that I wanted to surprise you. Show up on her stream, say hi, and then you'd desire me again."
"I've never stopped desiring you!"
"Tess told me what the two of you did. How you talked her into standing at the window and flash her neighbor."
"I shouldn't have done that."
"You never asked me to do that. I would have done it, you know. I can be kinky. I thought you were embarrassed about something and thought you couldn't ask me, that's why you had to get a porn star to do it."
"It was nothing like that."
"What was it, then?"
"I don't know," Andrew mumbled.
"Did you want to fuck her?"
"A little bit, yeah," Andrew admitted.
"Let's be honest with each other."
"Okay, yeah. I wanted to fuck her. Does that make you happy?"
"No, it doesn't. Of course, it doesn't. How could you think it does?"
"Why did you have sex with him?" Andrew asked. "And be honest."
"I... wanted to. When you were trying to forbid me from leaving the house, I was just so mad. At you and the entire situation. And then the next day, Tess was just so overwhelming. She gave me everything I needed then. Love and affection. After the stream was over, we just talked for hours and hours."
"About what?"
"You. Her. Me. Everything. I vented my frustration and she brought up Que—I mean him. How she found out through him that Da Man One-Two-Three was her neighbor. She said that if I really wanted to get back at you, all I'd have to do was stream with him."
"And clearly you wanted to."
"I did. I wanted to hurt you, the way you hurt me."
"You succeeded."
"I'm sorry. I went too far."
The apology did little to soothe his aching soul. How could he possibly forget everything that happened? How could he possibly unsee the image of her, sliding down on Quentin's cock?
"Can you forgive me?" she asked after he remained silent. "Let's put everything behind us. The stream. Tess. Him. Everything. We can go back to the way things used to be. Just the two of us. Please?"
If he said no, and it was easy to say at that moment, he knew where it would lead. Divorce, more fighting, and a life without her. It was that last part that truly terrified him. Fighting and living at a motel for a week was one thing but he always knew that he'd return to her. Losing her forever was different. It was permanent. Final.
Something in him broke.
"Okay," he said.
Tears welled up in his eyes. Tears welled up in her eyes, too. She leaned over to him and threw her arms around his neck, clutching him tightly.
"I love you," he whispered.
"I love you, too," she whispered back.
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Careful not to make too much noise, Andrew carried the silver tray up the stairs. To open the bedroom door, he had to set it down on the ground and nearly spilled the orange juice. The french toast smelled mouth-wateringly amazing. Both were Sienna's favorite breakfast.
"Wake up," he whispered, kissing Sienna on the cheek.
"Mmmm," Sienna sighed and her eyes fluttered open. Her nostrils fluttered as she sniffed the air.
"I know it's a day late but I made you breakfast in bed."
"Oh, you didn't have to do that," Sienna said.
"Yes, I did. It's the least I can do for missing our ten year anniversary."
"What time is it?" Sienna asked, looking around.
"A little after nine."
"Aren't you late for work?"
"I'm going in late. I also went out to the store to get you..."
Andrew reached under the bed to pull out a bouquet of roses. He had woken up at seven to get into the city where stores opened an hour earlier than local ones. The bouquet had cost him extra due to the store owner not being exactly pleased with his urgency of needing it immediately, but he got it.
"Oh wow," Sienna said.
"Ten roses. One for each year," Andrew explained proudly. "I'll go get a vase, you start eating."
With a spring in his step, Andrew went into the basement to retrieve a vase. One of the nice crystal ones that Sienna used for flowers she got on her birthday. He filled it up with water and carried it upstairs.
"This is really good," Sienna said, forking another piece of french toast in her mouth.
"Here you go," Andrew said, placing the vase on the nightstand and picking up the bouquet.
"There's way too much water in there," Sienna said, reaching for the bouquet.
"Oh. Let me go pour some out," Andrew said.
"You don't have to, I got it."
"It's your anniversary. Just lie in bed and make yourself comfortable."
"No, it's our anniversary. Honestly, this feels a little bit too much. Also, I need to pee."
"Oh."
"And you should go to work," Sienna said, swinging her legs out of bed. She kissed him tenderly; soft lips mixed with cinnamon.
"It's not a big deal."
"How about we do something together, instead? A nice restaurant and a movie?"
"Sure, I like the sound of that."
"Then go work. Thank you for breakfast, I'll finish up here."




— 23 —

Something was different but Andrew couldn't quite put his finger on it. He had felt it from the moment he set foot into the Soltech building. It was probably just the fact that he started at ten rather than nine. The lobby had been deserted and the elevator empty.
Or maybe everything that had happened left a toll on him. The last couple of days had been an incredible emotional turmoil, it was expected that things felt different. He logged into his workstation and began to fill out a requisition form for a new laptop.
Fifteen minutes later, Andrew heard a raspy throat clear behind him. He didn't have to turn around to know it was, the stench of cigarettes alone was enough. It was Mr. Meyer, his boss.
"If this is about the laptop, I'm not quite sure what happened," Andrew said, swiveling around to face his boss. "I think it might have been stolen. You see, yesterday I was at a coffee—"
"It's not about the laptop, Andrew," Mr. Meyer cut him off and his eyes flickered beside Andrew's workstation. "It's about the picture."
That's when Andrew realized what was different. The framed picture of Sienna that usually sat right beside the monitor was gone. He scanned the table but the picture wasn't anywhere obvious.
"Where is it?" he asked.
"Please follow me to my office."
Everyone in the department hated being called into Mr. Meyer's office. Not because he was a particularly terrible boss but because he was a smoker. The building was officially a non-smoking building and all smokers had to use the well-ventilated smoking room or go outside.
Either Mr. Meyer spent so much time smoking that the stench permeated every pore of his clothing or he secretly smoked in his office. The end result was that spending any significant amount of time in there was like sitting at a smoker's table at the bar. Mr. Meyer closed the door behind the two of them and already Andrew felt slightly nauseated.
"Your behavior in the last forty-eight hours has been highly questionable," Mr. Meyer said, sitting down in his creaky leather chair behind his stout desk.
"I've been dealing with some health issues," Andrew said, taking a seat in the uncomfortable, padded seat.
"While that may be good and true, we expect a certain level of professionalism in all of our employees but particularly our senior developers."
"I understand that, sir."
"Then would you care to explain the picture?"
"It's a picture of my wife."
"I gathered that."
"I have it on my desk to remind myself of how lucky I am."
Mr. Meyer paused and looked at him strangely. "While you may be proud of it, that is not appropriate in an office setting."
"What?" Andrew asked, confused. "Half the guys have a picture of their wife somewhere on the desk. What are you talking about?"
Grimacing, Mr. Meyer opened the top drawer of his desk. He pulled out the picture frame that Andrew recognized, looked at it for a second, then slid it face down across the table. Andrew lifted it and felt like throwing up.
Someone had replaced the picture of Sienna smiling on her thirtieth birthday with a picture of Sienna blowing an abnormally large cock. Andrew recognized the backdrop immediately — Tess's sheets. The cock could only belong to Quentin.
"I—I—I didn't—" Andrew stammered. "That's not mine."
"Whoever's it may be," Mr. Meyer continued, though his brows were furrowed. "You can see that it is not appropriate for you to display this—"
"I didn't do this!" Andrew barked. "Quentin must have—I mean, I don't know what this is. It's not my wife."
"Quentin?" Mr. Meyer asked sternly. "Andrew, you've been working here for a long time and your — shall we say rivalry? — with Quentin is well known. Where would Quentin have gotten this photo of you and your wife?"
"He must have photoshopped it," Andrew said quickly.
Mr. Meyer pressed a button on the intercom. "Wood, could you please get Mr. Carmichael in here?"
"Sir, you don't have to involve him."
"This is a serious accusation, Mr. Ballard. I'd hate to have to involve HR in this."
Hoping for a miracle, Andrew prayed that Quentin was somehow not in the office. That he suffered a car crash on the way to work and was now in a hospital — or better yet, dead.
A minute later, his hopes were dashed. The door opened and Quentin walked in. His gaze immediately fell on the picture frame in Andrew's hand. A brief smile flickered across his face, quickly replaced by a frown as he took Mr. Meyer's stern face.
"Mr. Carmichael, please take a seat."
"Yes, sir," Quentin said, sitting down next to Andrew.
"What do you know about the image of Mr. Ballard's wife?"
That clearly wasn't something Quentin had calculated for. He looked at Andrew, and Andrew could see the gears and levers inside his tiny brain working overdrive. Remaining cool, content to let Quentin dig his own grave, Andrew betrayed nothing.
"It was a little joke between Andrew and myself," he said finally.
"Several people saw it. Claire burst into my office this morning after it caused a small commotion."
"You left it on your desk?" Quentin asked Andrew, flabbergasted.
"I came in late today," Andrew said.
"I see," Quentin said, recovering quickly. "I apologize, sir. I never meant for anyone else to see it."
"What were you thinking when you photoshopped a picture of Mr. Ballard's wife?"
"Photoshop?" Quentin asked, looking askew at Andrew. "It's a real picture, sir."
"It's not!" Andrew blurted out.
"Can someone please explain to me what is going on?" Mr. Meyer demanded, slamming his fist on the table.
"Noth—"
"I slept with his wife yesterday," Quentin said at once.
Andrew was left staring at Quentin slack-jawed. He just blurted it out like that as if it wasn't the most embarrassing moment of his entire life.
"Excuse me?" Mr. Meyer asked.
"Well," Quentin said, taking a deep breath, "the short version is that his wife asked me to sleep with her, while Andrew watched the whole thing via webcam."
"That's not how it happened!" Andrew said.
"In any case, the two of us had a wonderful time and I thought that Andrew would appreciate a—let's call it a souvenir. Sien—Mrs. Ballard insisted I take a picture of her sucking my dick."
The silence was so thick you could cut it with a knife. Andrew wished someone would open a window; the stale stench of cigarettes stifled his breath.
"Did you know about this?" Mr. Meyer asked Andrew.
"I didn't know about the picture," he replied.
"And the other stuff?"
"I—I—"
"There is a video, if you'd like to see it," Quentin suggested.
"No!" Andrew blurted out. "It's true. I did know about the other stuff but I just didn't know about the picture."
"I see," Mr. Meyer said, leaning back in his creaky chair. "I must say, I am very disappointed in the two of you."
"I'm sorry, sir," Quentin apologized. "I promise this won't happen again."
"I'm sorry, too," Andrew said. "Even though this wasn't my fault."
"This is an unordinary circumstance and I think it's best if we resolve this amicably. Do you agree?"
"Yes," Andrew said quickly.
Quentin nodded and turned to Andrew. He held out his hand. Reluctantly, Andrew shook it.
"That's what I like to see," Mr. Meyer said with returning confidence. "You may go. Not you, Mr. Ballard. There's still a matter of ducking out early and a missing laptop I'd talk to you about."
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The break room wasn't particularly full after the lunch rush. The coffee pot was once again empty, despite the sign saying that the last person to empty the pot had to put on a new one. The microwave had fresh splatters of food caked on the ceiling. Sandra, the office gossip, and her best friend Blaire sat at a table, taking a "long lunch" on Friday's.
That was normal.
What wasn't normal was the two chatty women falling silent the moment that Andrew walked into the office. They stared at him as if they had just been talking about him. He had a sinking feeling in his stomach what that was about. Ignoring the idiots, he opened the cupboard, intent on setting up a fresh brew.
That's when they started giggling. Suddenly he remembered that he drank way too much caffeine the day before and didn't feel like drinking a cup at all. He shut the cupboard again and turned around to leave but found his path blocked by the pair of them.
Sandra was in her early thirties, with shoulder-length auburn hair, and not shy about her good looks. Blaire was blonde, an inch taller than her friend, a cup size bigger, and a mouthful more confident.
"Hey, Andrew, it's good to see you back in the office," Sandra said. It was the first time she had ever addressed him by his first name in the six years he had known her.
"We realized that we hardly ever talk and that's such a shame," Blaire added.
"Uh, hello," Andrew muttered.
"That shirt suits you really well," Sandra said.
Blaire reached out and tested the fabric of his plain, white dress shirt with thumb and forefinger. "You're a sharp dresser."
"I am?" Andrew asked, feeling like he was about to be flattened by a steamroller.
It was no secret that Sandra and Blaire were flirty. Most of the guys on Andrew's team had their eyes set on one or both of them. He lost count of how many lunchtime conversations revolved around deciding which one of them had the better ass or tits.
"And you're modest, too. I like that," Sandra cooed.
"Sandra and me were wondering if you could help us settle a bet," Blaire said, stepping closer.
"What's that?" Andrew asked, backing up a step.
"We were wondering if you've ever been in a threesome?" Sandra asked.
As the woman stepped closer, Andrew tried to take another step back only to bump into the cupboard. The furniture pressing into his lower back wasn't the only piece of solid wood in the room.
"Sorry to disappoint you, ladies," a voice said and the two women immediately backed off like scurrying rats. Quentin walked into the room. "That picture the two of you are gushing over isn't of Andrew."
"It's not?" Blaire asked.
"How do you know?" Sandra inquired.
"It's a picture of—"
"Shut the fuck up," Andrew barked.
"—yours truly," Quentin finished.
"He's lying," Andrew countered. "It's me."
It's not that he wanted to sleep with either of them — he was perfectly happy to have Sienna — it was that he wanted to deny Quentin his fun. The two women looked at Andrew and Quentin, sizing each of them up.
"Maybe we should leave you boys to it," Sandra said and turned to leave.
"Yes, that's a good idea," Andrew said.
"Shouldn't be too hard to prove," Quentin said, unzipped his pants.
That got the attention of the troublemakers. Their eyes were glued to his crotch, waiting for what came next. Nothing did. Quentin didn't reach in and pull out his cock.
"What do you say, Andrew?"
"You're insane if you think I'm going to sexually harass these women," Andrew said.
"It's not harassment if these beautiful ladies are okay with it, isn't that right?"
"Totally," Blaire said, grinning.
"Come on, whip it out," Sandra added, licking her lips.
"I'm a happily married man," Andrew said, pointing to the ring on his finger. "This idiot is just trying to get you two to sleep with him by pretending he's the guy in the picture. Don't you see that?"
"There's no need to take my word for it, you could just watch the video," Quentin chuckled, zipping up.
"Video?" Blaire asked, raising her eyebrow.
"He's lying," Andrew blurted out but nobody was paying attention to him anymore.
"His wife is an excellent lover," Quentin continued.
"His wife?" Blaire asked, salivating at the juicy morsel of gossip.
"Yes," Quentin replied. "Why don't we continue this conversation somewhere a bit more... private."
With a shrug and nod to each other, Sandra and Blaire decided to take him up on his offer. They accompanied Quentin out the breakroom, giggling and bumping into each other.
Stunned at the turn of events, Andrew wondered what was wrong with women that they found someone like Quentin attractive at all. The guy was a smarmy douche with less charisma than a wet towel. And yet there was Tess, his own damn wife, and now Sandra, and Blaire.
There was no way one man could have that much luck in life. Andrew opened the door of the break room and peeked around the corner. The trio just turned a corner, with Quentin's arms around both of them. Andrew followed, careful to keep his distance.
They headed for one of the storage rooms that contained printer supplies. It was in a dead-end behind the bathrooms. Ever since the office went paper-free, hardly anyone used it. Quentin opened the door and the three of them went inside. The door clicked shut.
It didn't take a genius to guess what was about to transpire in that room. And yet, Andrew couldn't believe it. People in his world just didn't do things like that. The thought of him walking up to a random woman and telling her how he had fucked someone else's wife was ludicrous.
After a minute of deciding what he should do, Andrew crept closer to the storage room. He pressed his ear on the door.
"Oh my God, that does look like his wife," Sandra exclaimed cheerfully.
"It is," Quentin confirmed.
"And that's definitely you," Blaire laughed.
"It is."
"I never knew you were so... talented," Sandra said.
"Dibs," Blaire said quickly.
"Oh, you slut," Sandra replied.
The sound of a zipper was clearly audible. Something else was audible, too. Approaching footsteps.
Andrew quickly ducked into the men's bathroom and entered a stall before someone discovered him. He patiently waited for the interrupter to finish his business before leaving the bathroom again.
Just as he left, however, a group of women turned the corner. Andrew wistfully looked at the door of the supply closet and made a quick decision. He nodded a polite greeting at the women and returned to his desk.
Half an hour later, Blaire showed up at his station. Her hair was slightly disheveled and her lipstick was gone. She leaned in close and whispered, "damn, your wife is hot."
Then she left again.
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"Oh yeah, mmm," Sienna moaned.
Spurred on by her cries of pleasure, Andrew thrust harder into her. He laid on top of her with his cock all the way inside her. Leaning on his elbows and holding her in place with his shoulders, he pressed his lower body down on hers.
"That's good, oh yeah, that's good," Sienna sighed.
Andrew nuzzled her neck, kissed his way over her cheek, and then her lips. She responded eagerly and he slowed down his pace, sensuously sliding in and out of her. That was his favorite way of making love to her. Slow and steady, kissing, and feeling her breasts on his skin.
"Ooh," Sienna gasped, breaking the kiss. "I'm... oh, I'm gonna..."
Pinned underneath his weight, Sienna's entire body trembled. She closed her eyes and bit her lips. Andrew just watched her ecstasy for a moment, filled with happiness. Then he continued, invigorated by her orgasm.
"Come in me, baby," Sienna rasped.
And come he did. A powerful climax rushed through him. She wrapped her legs around his back, clinging close for the ride.
When he was spent, Andrew rolled off of her. He was exhausted and sweaty. He smiled at his wonderful wife and she beamed back at him.
Everything should have been perfect but it felt different. It was the second time they had made love since the incident and Andrew felt like something was missing. It was probably just his imagination, he suspected. Sienna certainly hadn't complained. She had even climaxed twice, once when he was eating her out, and once during intercourse. That was rare for her.
Something was wrong with him.
"What are you thinking about?" Sienna asked, nuzzling up to him.
"How much I love you," he lied.
"I love you, too," she replied and kissed him on the cheek.
Andrew felt like an impostor. A stranger staying in his own house.
"Do you want to go out?" he asked out of the blue.
"Out where?"
"I don't know. Take a stroll around the neighborhood. Get some fresh air."
"I'm kinda tired," Sienna said. "Spin class with Evie."
"Right."
"You should go if you need some fresh air," she said encouragingly.
"Are you sure?"
"I'm just gonna read a book and hit the hay early, I'll be fine. How about tomorrow we go to that new Italian place on Washington and afterward take a stroll through Monument Park?"
"That sounds great."
"Go get some fresh air," she said and practically pushed him out of bed.
Groaning, Andrew heaved himself out of bed. It was only a little past eight o'clock but the sun was already down. He went to the bathroom, got dressed, and drove to the start of Hudson Street.
There, he sat in the dark for exactly fifteen minutes. That was plenty of time. He got out of the car and closed the door quietly. Not that he needed to — his house was at least two-hundred yards away.
Walking at a reasonable pace that was slow enough to not make a lot of noise but fast enough to not attract any unwanted attention, he made his way back to his house. He walked on top of his front lawn and paused to listen before taking off his shoes and stepping onto the concrete step. The light in their bedroom window was on.
Inserting the key silently was the tricky part. It took him two minutes of very microscopic movement but he managed to turn the lock with only the faintest of clicks. Once inside, he left the door ajar. Everything was quiet save for the electric hum of the fridge.
Taking one step at a time, Andrew crept up the stairs. He avoided the creak fourth step and only set his foot on the right side — closest to the anchoring wall. Light bled through the crack in the bedroom door. He strained his ears but couldn't hear anything.
Standing in front of the bedroom door, Andrew took a deep, quiet breath. He grabbed the handle.
"Aaah!" Sienna yelled and threw the book two feet into the air. She wore an old t-shirt and had snuggled up underneath the blanket.
"Sorry, didn't mean to scare you," Andrew said, feeling guilty. "I forgot my phone but—ah, I guess it must be somewhere downstairs."
"It's okay," Sienna said, reaching for the book on the ground. "Didn't hear you come in."
"Must be a really interesting book."
"It is," she beamed. "It's about a princess in the middle ages whose kingdom gets overrun by orcs. She finds out she can do magic and now she's kicking ass. You should read it, it's good."
"Maybe," he replied. "Sorry again. I'm heading out."
"Have fun!"
Making more noise than necessary, Andrew trampled down the stairs. He made a show of going into the kitchen to look for his phone. Thirty seconds later, he shouted "found it" and left the house again.
That had been a complete bust. He wasn't sure what he had expected but it hadn't been Sienna blissfully reading a book like she said she would. Maybe pleasuring herself with a massive dildo after the unsatisfactory sex. Maybe on a call with Quentin, telling him what a loser her husband was.
Back in his car, he turned the ignition and started driving. He didn't know where he wanted to go, he just knew he wanted to get away. To be somewhere else. To be someone else.
Thirty minutes later, he found himself parking in the empty parking lot of an abandoned video rental store. The place seemed familiar but he couldn't place it until he pulled out his phone and suddenly remembered being there before.
It was right after Quentin had caught him in the bathroom. He had caught the tail end of Tess's show and masturbated to it in the car. It seemed like a completely different life altogether to him.
Now everything was different. It felt like everyone in the world had seen the video of Quentin fucking his wife. Sandra and Blaire would undoubtedly have spun the company rumor mill. Even the cops had seen it.
Everyone but him, he realized. He had seen the beginning and a little bit of the middle but he had spent most of the time elsewhere. That didn't sit right with him. The video was ruining his life and he hadn't even seen it.
After thinking about what Sienna would think, he came to the conclusion that she probably wouldn't care. First of all, she had been the star of the video and participated in it, second of all, he wasn't watching Tess's stream. Not directly anyway. He was only something he had technically already seen, just not in its entirety. It was better not to ask her, lest he bring up any bad memories.
Signing back into ErosHub felt like he was doing something naughty. He navigated to FuckBunny96's page; fortunately, she was offline. Access to the entire archives cost a hundred tokens and to his surprise, he had exactly zero tokens left. The site must not have logged him out after he smashed his laptop.
The other account, ElephantDong, had plenty of tokens. He bought into the archives. Tess had done four shows in the four days since the incident. Apparently, she was not suffering from any moral quandaries. He resisted the urge to click on one of them, just to see if she at least pretended like she hurt him.
Instead, he clicked the video from Thursday. It was only half an hour long and the first eight minutes were of an empty bed.
"Hey all, glad you could join us today," Tess said, wearing a purple bikini.
He fast-forwarded to the part where Sienna entered the stream. She looked absolutely delighted.
Reviewing the footage brought up all the feelings from that night. He cracked the window to let in cool, fresh air. Quentin fondled Sienna's breasts while Tess sucked his cock. Sienna spreading her legs.
Then the part that haunted him appeared again. Sienna's naked body, sliding down Quentin's chest. His cock jutting out between her legs. Her being lifted up and then slowly sinking down on his cock. It all happened much faster than he remembered it.
He decided to skip past the part where Sienna orgasmed while impaled on that monster. When Sienna laid on her stomach, he resumed play. Tess had already jumped on the bed and raised her hand.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!" Sienna screamed.
Andrew had completely forgotten about the brutal slap. He should have mentioned that to the cops and they could have seen the red handprint on her ass. It was too late now.
"You're not done yet," Tess said and spread Sienna's cheeks. "White Knight, please keep fucking her."
"At your command, ma'am," Quentin replied.
That was the part where he had gone over to pound on Tess's door. Sienna was screaming into the duvet as Quentin thrust into her. He rewound it and watched the moment again. Was she screaming in pain or pleasure? She told the cops that it had been the latter. He couldn't make it out.
"Oh yeah," Sienna groaned in a definitely not hurting kind of way. He had already been down the stairs at that point.
"You like that?" Quentin chuckled.
"Yes," Sienna rasped. "Harder. Fuck me harder."
"Hold on," Quentin said.
Pushing himself back up, Quentin grabbed Sienna's waist with both of his hand and began to slam into her. He raised his right hand and slapped Sienna's butt. Not nearly as hard as Tess had but it was on the same spot.
"Oh!" Sienna gasped.
"How about that?" Quentin asked.
"Yes. Spank me, daddy," Sienna called out.
Andrew couldn't believe his ears. She had never called anyone "daddy" in her entire life. Not even her actual father. Quentin raised his hand again and brought it down on her ass once more.
"OH!" Sienna gasped. "Again!"
Slap.
"Again!"
Slap.
"Ohhhhhhhhh... again..."
Slap.
Instead of a gasp, Sienna started convulsing. She fell forward and Quentin's cock slipped out of her. She pressed her own arms between her legs and started furiously rubbing her pussy.
Not content to watch, Quentin scooted back and dove in for a meal. He licked from her wet pussy upward and over her sphincter. He went back down, alternating between her pussy and her ass.
Breathless, Andrew watched Quentin do something he had never even tried. Eating ass had always been more of a joke on the internet than something he thought people actually did. Why had he never suggested it? And now Quentin had beaten him to the punch. Ate his wife's ass for the first time in her life.
Just when Andrew thought it couldn't get worse, Sienna raised her butt and crawled backward until she impaled herself on his cock. She grabbed two fistfuls of purple duvet and thrust herself back onto Quentin's massive dick as if her life depended on it.
The man didn't even have to do anything. Sienna fucked him with a speed and vigor Andrew didn't think was possible. She wasn't just a passive participant being fucked by someone else. She wanted it.
Without thinking about what he was doing, Andrew unzipped his pants. He didn't think about why he was hard, he just grabbed his dick and started pumping furiously, watching Sienna practically growl while pushing herself back.
The relief came quickly and powerfully. Andrew closed his eyes and just let go. For a brief moment, he wasn't in any pain or misery. He only felt the powerful orgasm. When he opened his eyes again, a fat rope of cum clung over the steering wheel.
Quentin had joined in on the fun. He grabbed a fistful of Sienna's hair and pulled hard enough to lift Sienna onto all fours. He was in control. Andrew had seen that part already. He watched it, panting from his own exertion. Sienna was moaning, growling, and making sounds that barely registered as human.
"Oh yeah, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me good," Sienna called out.
"Boy, your husband is not pleased at all," Tess said, returning. The confrontation was over.
"Who?" Sienna asked, drawing out the last letter into a long, guttural groan. It wasn't until watching the second time that Andrew registered what she said. She had forgotten he even existed.
"Hope you're still watching, Andrew," Tess taunted him.
That was when he had smashed the laptop. Part of him wanted to open the window all the way and throw the phone out, too. The wall of the abandoned video rental store looked very solid and inviting.
He pressed on into unknown territory.
Tess crawled up on the bed until she was face to face with Sienna.
"Heeeyyy sweetie," Tess cooed.
"Hi," Sienna groaned.
"You know, there's something I never asked you before."
"What's that?"
"If you're on any kind of protection."
"Oh!" Sienna gasped and her eyes went wide.
"I take it you're not?"
"No. We've been trying for a child."
"How long?"
"Five years," Sienna sighed.
"And it hasn't happened yet?"
"No."
"Maybe you need a real man to do it."
"Maybe."
"Since you haven't freaked out, can I assume that you don't want him to pull out?"
"Right."
"Then you better beg the nice man to cum in you."
"Ohh yes, please come in me," Sienna moaned.
"You can be dirtier than that."
"Fill me up!"
"Dirtier!"
"Jizz in me."
"Tsk tsk tsk."
"PUMP MY WHORE CUNT FULL OF YOUR BABY JUICE!" Sienna cried out.
Looking at Quentin, Tess nodded. Quentin looked like he was incredibly thankful for that. A happy expression overcame him and he ceased thrusting after plunging in deep one last time. He rolled his head back and took deep breaths.
"I knew you had it in you," Tess said and kissed Sienna.
Andrew's heart was pumping. Neither of them was into dirty talking and hearing the word "cunt" come out of Sienna's mouth was strange. Quentin pulled out of her and a small river of semen dripped down on the bed. The entire length of his somewhat deflated shaft was coated in a mixture of semen and juices.
It took Andrew's brain a while to catch up with what he saw. His heart was beating so fast he was sure it was going to explode any second. Sienna let Quentin cum inside her. There was a real risk of her getting pregnant. In fact, she had welcomed it.
The thought of Quentin knocking her up made his knees weak. She hadn't mentioned anything about that during their conversation. At all.
Breaking the kiss, Sienna turned around. She began to lick every inch of his shaft, starting at the balls and working her way to the tip. Tess jumped off the bed and returned moments later with her cellphone. She stood behind Quentin, looking over his shoulders.
"Give us a nice smile," Tess said.
Looking up with the cock hovering over her face, Sienna grinned at the camera. The shutter snapped several times. Once it was clean, she wrapped her lips around the glans and began to suck him off.
Quickly, Quentin returned to full prowess. Sienna dutifully sucked him off, looking like she was having the time of her life.
"Send me those pics, will you?" Quentin asked.
"Of course, my hero."
All three of them stopped what they were doing and turned toward the window. A couple of seconds later, Andrew heard the sirens in the background.
"Great," Tess said, sighing, and walking off-screen.
"What?" Sienna asked.
"I think that's your husband's doing."
"You think he—no, he wouldn't."
"Afraid so," Tess called from off-screen. "Sorry folks, I guess that's the end of the stream for now."
The stream flickered and disappeared.
More or less, it had been what Andrew expected it would be. And yet...
Rewinding to the point where Tess knelt in front of Sienna, Andrew hit play. He held the phone with one hand and grabbed his dick with the other.
"PUMP MY WHORE CUNT FULL OF YOUR BABYJUICE!" Sienna cried out again.
Once again, Tess nodded permission to Quentin. He came inside. A couple of seconds, he pulled out. Semen flowed out of Sienna's vagina. Andrew rewound it again, watched until Quentin pulled his cock out, and paused on a frame where two globs of cum hovered midair between the mattress and Sienna's hole.
There were millions of sperm inside that. Any single one of them could travel up her cervix and fertilize an egg. All it took was just one tiny little swimmer.
That's when he leaned back in the car seat and jerked until he climaxed for the second time. He didn't have enough potency left in him to really shoot his semen and it just dribbled over his fingers.
After catching his breath, he rewound until he found the part where Sienna hovered just above Quentin's cock for the first time. He watched all eight-inches disappear inside his wife, rewound, and watched it again.
The third time, he paid attention to only her face. It started out with apprehension, followed by shock and surprise. Her eyes went wide as if she couldn't believe it really was that big. Then when she was three-quarters of the way down, her jaw dropped open and her eyes rolled back.
Andrew came again and again until his penis hurt from exhaustion.
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After two days of waiting, the package finally arrived. Andrew received the notification a package had been dropped off via email. He signed out of his workstation and let Carol know he was going out for lunch.
With that squared away, he got into his car and rushed home. The parcel had been placed in the backyard terrace next to the sliding door, like always. He was so excited his hands were shaking and he had to get a knife to cut open the tape.
After watching the recording of Tess's stream, he had been unable to stop thinking about the way Quentin had pounded his wife. Everything about it had been magnificent. The unabashed moaning. The raw power. The animal magnetism. He wanted to experience that but he knew he wouldn't be able to do it without a little help.
Inside the box was another box: The PurePleasure Penis Extension Sleeve. A six-inch transparent silicone penis facsimile with a hole in the bottom to attach on top of his penis. He had read dozens of reviews of happy couples whose sex life had been improved with the use of it.
It promised an all-natural sensation for both him and her. The inside had a slip-resistant wall for an improved fit. The outside was modeled after famous porn star Richard Johnson, down to the veins on the underside of his shaft.
Filled with excitement, Andrew unzipped his pants right there in the kitchen. He was already hard at the idea of fucking Sienna, which turned out to be a problem. The extender was friction-fit to seamlessly extend his penis and he couldn't fit it into the hole while hard.
Two minutes later, he had calmed down enough to slip inside. It was a tight fit but it didn't hurt. There were different models but he had opted for one that wasn't secured by his testicles. The idea of slipping his balls through a silicone hole had scared him off.
The penis sleeve fit like a glove. He let go of it and tested it by thrusting his hip a couple of times in the air. It wobbled but stayed on.
Through the transparent silicone, he saw his natural cock take up roughly half of the inside. For the first time in his life, he wrapped his entire fist around his cock. That made him feel incredibly powerful. He gave it a few tentative pumps, surprised at how much of the sensation was transferred to his dick.
Grinning from ear to ear, Andrew pulled it off again and placed it back in the box. He dashed upstairs and shoved it under his side of the bed. Then he drove back to work.
The entire afternoon, he was distracted by daydreams of making Sienna climax so hard she forgot her own name. Three times, he dipped into the bathroom to watch the recording of Quentin fucking her, carefully studying the movements. He was careful not to get too excited and climax. He wanted to save his strength for the evening.
After one of the longest workdays of his entire life, Andrew rushed home again. His wife's car was parked in the driveway and he smelled the wonderful aroma of bacon. She was cooking crispy potatoes and bacon bits.
"What are you smiling about?" she asked after he waltzed into the kitchen and gave her a luxurious kiss.
"It's a surprise for later," he said, kissing her on the nose. "I hope you're ready for something special."
"Something special, huh?" she asked, grinning. "What kind of special?"
"Bedroom special."
"I see," she said, smirking. "I could go for bedroom special."
"Great. Then let's eat, we're both going to need the energy."
"That sounds like a challenge," Sienna laughed.
While Sienna finished up cooking, Andrew took a quick shower. He wanted to watch the stream one last time but didn't trust himself not to climax.
Dinner tasted great and he was so excited, he started to play footsie with his wife. She was surprised at first but soon got into it, having a silent, wordless battle underneath the table while they ate.
"What's gotten into you?" Sienna asked.
"The better question is: what's going to get into you?" he fired back.
It felt like they were on their honeymoon again. Even though he still had food on his plate, he couldn't wait any longer. He grabbed Sienna's hand and led her upstairs to the bedroom.
They made out while stripping out of their clothing, carelessly throwing them aside. He kneaded his wife's breasts while kissing. When she tried to grab his dick, he backed away.
"Hold on," he said.
"What's up?"
"Get down on all fours. Now," he ordered, attempting a more commanding tone.
Sienna raised her eyebrows but more in surprise than offense. The corners of her mouth hinted that she might actually be impressed with the new and improved Andrew. She crawled on top of the bed, shaking her ass at him.
Quickly, Andrew slid the box out underneath the bed and pulled out the sleeve. He was almost past the point where he could fit it on but he dug his thumb into the opening and pried it open so he could wedge his cock in. It clamped down on his swelling member, locking into place.
"I hope you're ready to get fucked," he said.
Sienna turned around to reply and her eyes fell on the sleeve. Her eyebrows narrowed. "What is that?"
"You're about to find out."
"Okay," Sienna said, sounding dubious.
It was make or break. Andrew climbed up on the bed, kneeling behind his wife. Her pussy was definitely wet but he tested it with a finger anyway, licking her juices off afterward. His penis twitched.
Looking down, Andrew wondered if his cock might not even be bigger than Quentin's. Filled with a carnal hunger, he placed the tip of his mighty cock at her entrance, grabbed her hips, and pushed in.
It took more pressure than he had anticipated. He didn't want to hurt his wife so at first, he had only pushed as hard as he normally would. He pushed again, only harder, and slid in another inch. The tip of his real cock inside the sleeve hadn't even reached her hole yet.
Everything was different now that he had such a large cock, Andrew realized. He couldn't thrust like he was used to and he had to scoot back to get good leverage. His body didn't have any muscle memory.
Learning how to use his new cock was going to be a lot of fun.
"This feels weird," Sienna said.
"I know, I'm still getting used to it, too. It's good, right?"
"I guess," she said, not sounding convinced.
To help her along, Andrew started moving faster. After a couple of seconds, he got into a rhythm. He pulled out until his inside dick was completely outside of her, then pushed back in. He picked up his pace, going faster and faster.
Something was still missing, though. Andrew reached out and grabbed a fistful of Sienna's hair. He tugged on it, not hard, just hard enough to make her raise her head.
"What are you doing?" Sienna complained.
"Fucking you," he replied, underlining his point with a particularly powerful thrust.
"Andrew, this is weird."
"Amazing though, right?"
"I don't know."
Andrew closed his eyes and picture the scene in the stream, only now it was him fucking Sienna. Each thrust sent his wife down a more and more powerful orgasmic spiral. His entire body brimmed with energy.
"Ow!" Sienna cried out.
A powerful climax rushed over Andrew, drowning out the rest of the world. He pushed in deep one last time and held it there while he pumped a veritable bucket of semen. He let out a wonderful, relaxing breath, and pulled back.
Cool air breezed over his wet cock. He opened his eyes and looked down at his regular-sized, sleeveless dick. The toy was still embedded inside Sienna.
"Let go of my hair!" Sienna shouted.
"Sorry," Andrew said, letting go.
As soon as he did, Sienna flipped on her back and she started digging inside her pussy.
"Owwwwww," she cried out.
"What's wrong?" Andrew asked.
"This. Stupid. Thing. Is. Pinching. Me," she growled.
At last, she pulled it out. The hollow inside was filled with a sizable amount of semen. Sienna flung it at Andrew. It rotated mid-air, flinging its contents in a wide air, painting a line of cum over the ceiling. It slapped against his stomach, splattering his own seed from shoulder to navel.
"What the fuck, Andrew?" she roared at him. She had a finger inside herself but not to masturbate. She looked like she was rubbing a bruise
"I—I thought you'd like it," Andrew stammered.
"Why in the world would I enjoy getting stabbed by this... thing?"
"You liked it when you were fucking him," Andrew blurted.
That shut Sienna up. She pulled her finger out and wordlessly got up, leaving the bedroom. Seconds later, he heard the bathroom door slam shut.
That had gone the polar opposite of how Andrew had hoped. He grabbed the stupid toy, emptied the rest of the semen out on the bed, and threw it in the box on the ground. Tears welled up in his eyes. He shuffled of out the room and knocked on the bathroom door.
"Come in," Sienna called.
She stood in front of the mirror with her legs apart, spreading her vagina open. She let go when he entered.
"Nothing's bleeding, thankfully."
"I'm sorry," he said.
Sienna took a deep breath. "What were you thinking, honey?"
Wrapping his arms around his wife, Andrew kissed her on the neck. She didn't pull away from him, though he expected her to at any moment.
"I just wanted to do something nice for you."
Sienna turned around and kissed him on the lips.
"You don't need to have a big cock, okay?" she said quietly. "I like you just the way you are."
"Really?"
"Of course. Why do you think I married you?"
"Because you didn't know what you were missing out on. Sy, I was watching. I saw how much you enjoyed and you've never made sounds like that with me."
"I'm not gonna lie to you and say it didn't feel nice but I don't need any of that. Do you hear me, Andrew? I don't need that. I only need you."
"Are you sure?" Andrew asked.
"I am. I only need you, I promise."
"Even if I can't give you a baby?" he whispered.
Sienna stiffened noticeably at the question. She pulled him tighter and kissed him on the forehead.
"Don't worry, we'll figure something out," she replied.




— 27 —

After a particularly long and grueling day at work, in which he had to listen to Quentin giving a presentation for twenty minutes, Andrew was looking forward to cuddling up with his wife. After the sleeve incident, they stopped being intimate for a few days but all that was over. The previous night, Andrew and Sienna made love for over half an hour. That was even longer than the stream had been.
Walking through the front door, Andrew heard voices from the living room. Sienna hadn't announced any guests and he hadn't expected anyone either. He took off his shoes and went to the bathroom before joining his wife and her guest.
It was Tess. Upon seeing her, all thoughts of a normal evening flew out the window. Something bad was going to happen, he could feel it; every muscle in his body tensed up. She was dressed quite conservatively — for her, anyway. Skinny jeans and a blouse.
"Hey, Andrew," Tess said, standing up. "It's been a while since that day and I haven't really apologized yet. I definitely think we took it a little—" Andrew cocked his head "—okay, we took it quite a bit too far. I just wanted to officially say that I'm sorry."
Andrew took a deep breath. Part of him wanted to start shouting at her and call her all kinds of names, another part wanted to bend her over and start fucking her. "Okay," he said with a heavy voice. "Thank you."
"I'm glad that you patched things up with your wife, she's something special."
"Yes, she is," Andrew said proudly.
To demonstrate just how proud he was, he walked over to Sienna and bent down for a kiss. She grabbed the back of his head and pulled him down. He lost his balance and fell on the couch beside her, ending up in a much more vigorous embrace than he intended.
"Welcome home, honey," Sienna said. "We were just catching up, nothing for you to worry about."
"I'm not worried," Andrew said quickly.
"Actually, I came over to give you this," Tess said reaching into her back pocket.
The object was something that Andrew had only ever seen in movies. A neatly stacked bundle of cash, wrapped in a white paper band with salmon-colored writing on it. It wasn't that big, roughly half an inch, but the bills were Benjamins.
"Catch," Tess said, tossing the bundle at Sienna.
"Oh my God," Sienna exclaimed, catching it and reading the writing on the band. "Ten fucking thousand?"
Tess sat down behind Andrew, leaning against the armrest. "Yup. I rounded a bit down, hope you don't mind."
"I don't mind at all," Sienna said quickly. She shoved the money at Andrew. "Andrew, look."
"I see it," Andrew said with markedly less enthusiasm. "We're going to need to pay taxes on this."
"Yes, you do," Tess added.
"Still... holy shit."
Andrew would gladly have paid twice that much to be able to undo everything that had happened.
"It was definitely the highest amount of donations I ever had in a single day. I doubt I'll ever break that record by myself."
"That's too bad," Andrew said sardonically.
"Maybe I should start streaming," Sienna giggled.
"We already earn more than enough," Andrew said quickly.
A car rolled down Hudson Street and Andrew instinctively glanced out the window. He thought he saw the tail end of a white BMW zip past and dread filled him. The car stopped somewhere next door. Andrew glanced out the other window but couldn't see anybody. Its door opened and slammed shut.
"I know, it was just a joke," Sienna said, patting him on the arm but she stared at the money in a way that Andrew didn't like.
The doorbell rang.
"I'll get it. Here," Sienna said, tossing the cash into Andrew's lap, and standing up.
"I know it can't undo everything but at least it's something," Tess said.
Andrew ignored her and instead listened to Sienna. She was speaking to someone male with a familiar deep voice. A chill ran down his spine.
"Guess who it is," Sienna called out, leading Quentin into the living room.
"Hey everyone. I was just looking for Tess. Her text said she was here."
"Hey," Tess said, waving to him, but not getting up.
"Are you two dating now or something?" Sienna asked.
"Not really," Tess replied. "He is my occasional stream partner, though."
"You have a lovely home," Quentin said, looking around the living room.
Andrew noticed that Quentin had taken off his shoes. He really hoped he wasn't staying long.
"Thank you," Sienna said, beaming at him.
"I would have waited at Tess's but I really need to use the facilities. Is that okay?"
"Of course. Through the kitchen, down the hall, first door on the right," Sienna said, pointing back toward the kitchen.
"Thank you," Quentin said, leaving the living room again.
Suddenly the atmosphere improved and Andrew could breathe freely again. Sienna gave him an encouraging smile, which also helped.
"Does anybody want anything to drink? Water? Coke?" Sienna asked, looking at Tess more than Andrew.
"Sure, coke sounds good," Tess said.
"Honey?"
"Sure, me too."
"Great, I'll be right back," Sienna said, leaving the room.
That left just the two of them. For the first time since the whole affair started, he was face to face with Tess, alone, and undisturbed. The realization made him hard, followed by a wave of guilt.
"Huh, guess it's just the two of us now," Tess chuckled.
"Guess so," Andrew said noncommittally.
"Do you hate me?" she asked, tilting her head and leaning against the sofa.
"Yes," Andrew lied.
"Oh," Tess said. It quite clearly wasn't the answer she had expected.
"I mean, not really," Andrew said. "I just hate everything that happened."
"That's understandable. For what it's worth, I really am sorry."
"I guess," Andrew muttered.
"Is there any way I could help?"
A blowjob. A fuck. Blowing his load on her face. None of the things that flashed through Andrew's brain would actually improve the situation. They only made him harder.
"Why did you do it?" he asked.
"I thought that was obvious," she non-answered.
"It's not."
"It says so right on my stream profile."
"Says what?"
"Maybe you should take another look."
Hesitantly, Andrew pulled out his phone. Tess just sat back and smiled. He frowned, unsure if it was some other game or if she was being genuine. He opened a private tab and typed in the ErosHub URL he had memorized by now.
This model is currently offline
"What am I supposed to be looking at?" he asked.
Suddenly Tess scrambled across the couch to kneel only two feet away from him. She leaned in close, looking at the phone's screen upside down. Her blouse fell forward and he saw right down her shirt. She was not wearing a bra. He only saw her left nipple but it was big and swollen.
"Right there," she said, swiping down so her bio came into view.
Hi! My name is FuckBunny because I love to fuck more than anything in the world, except for teasing guys.
It took him three times to read the sentence because he was so distracted by her amazingly hard nipple. Tess's finger pointed right at the words "except for teasing guys."
"I just love the way guys like you are so obsessed with me that you'd do anything just for the chance to fuck me," Tess said in a honeysuckle voice. "I bet when I leaned over just now, you looked right down my shirt, didn't you?"
"No," Andrew stammered, realizing that her plump lips were less than a foot in front of his. He could feel her breath on his face.
"I don't know what it is about you but I enjoy seeing how helplessly you struggle. It's a huge turn on."
"It is?"
"Oh yeah. I'm actually getting wet right now."
"You are?" Andrew asked and gulped.
"Totally," Tess said, licking her lips and leaning forward.
It took every fiber of his being not to rush in for a kiss. Her face was only five tantalizing inches away. He had to resist. For Sienna.
"You're teasing me right now," Andrew said.
"Under normal circumstances, I'd say yes," she purred. "But... I've made exceptions before."
"Are you saying you're considering fucking me?" Andrew gulped.
"My dear, dear Andrew," Tess cooed, "that's not the question you should be asking."
"Then what is?"
"The question you should be asking," she purred and paused for dramatic effect, "is how long does it take your wife to get drinks?"
That threw Andrew for a loop. He furrowed his brows and realized that it had been a couple of minutes since Sienna said she was going to get drinks. What exactly was she doing? Tess giggled, watching the expression on his face change from confused to frightened.
Jumping to his feet, Andrew rushed into the kitchen.
Sienna was bent over the kitchen island, one hand clamped over her own mouth. She gripped the corner of the counter with her other hand hard enough for her knuckles to turn white. Her dress was pulled up to her waist and Quentin stood behind her, slamming into her.
"Hmmph, hmmph, hmmph," Sienna moaned through her muffle.
It felt like someone had punched Andrew in the stomach. The wet squelching of Quentin's cock pounding Sienna's pussy was accompanied by the slap of skin on skin.
"Whoops," Tess giggled, appearing next to Andrew.
The sound alerted Sienna to their presence. Her eyebrows shot up and her eyes went wide. She let her hand fall.
"I'm sorr—ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh," she moaned, looking down in shame. Her blonde hair fell down, hiding her head but not her moans. "Ohhhhhhh my, ohhhhh..."
The fucking was visceral. Sienna grabbed the counter with her other hand for support and looked down. She threw her head back and the hair flew into place. Her face was flushed and beads of sweat dotted her forehead.
"So good, oh God, soooooo good," she groaned.
Suddenly Tess shoved her hand down the front of Andrew's pants. He looked at her and saw her grinning from ear to ear. If he had the strength, he would have shoved her away, but he did not. All he could do was stand there, frozen in horror.
Fingers found his erect cock. Probing touches traced his shaft. Tess wrapped her index and middle finger around his penis and began to stimulate his glans by rubbing circles with her thumb.
"You're already hard," Tess noted, sounding very smug. "Hey Sienna, I think your husband enjoys watching you get fucked."
"No," Andrew muttered.
"Ohhhh, ohhhh," Sienna continued to moan, not paying either of them any attention. "OHH!"
The cries of pleasure took on a different note. Louder and higher. More frequent. It didn't take a genius to know what was coming next but Andrew hoped it wouldn't.
Sienna pressed her forehead down on the counter and her entire body started to tremble. Quentin's pounding changed, too. He performed slow but deep thrusts, growing slower and slower.
Upon his fifth powerful stroke, he let out a quick grunt and remained deep inside her. He closed his eyes, looked up at the ceiling, and smiled.
Climaxing simultaneously with Quentin, Andrew blew his load into his own boxers. Tess giggled and let go immediately, leaving Andrew with an incredibly weak and unsatisfying orgasm. She pulled out her hand and skipped over to the couple.
A wet splatter rang through the kitchen as Tess pushed Quentin back a foot. She squatted down and started licking his cock clean. Sienna was slumped over on the counter, panting quick and shallow. Andrew stood still, catching his own breath.
For a long minute, Tess was the only person in the room doing anything. She happily and noisily gorged herself on Quentin's cock.
Tears welled up in Andrew's eyes. He blinked them away and rushed for the stairs. He did not want Quentin to see him cry on top of the utter humiliation he had already witnessed. He didn't hear the footsteps running after him.
Upstairs, he fled to the bedroom, threw himself on the bed, and buried his face in a pillow. Only then did he let the tears flow freely. The pillow was Sienna's and her fragrance enveloped him.
The weight of a body dented the mattress next to him. A gentle hand rubbed the back of his head. The scent of Sienna grew stronger.
"I'm sorry, honey," Sienna whispered and kissed him on the elbow. "I'm sorry."
"You promised," he sniffled. "You promised."
"I know," Sienna said and sighed. "But I couldn't help it. I tried, honestly, I tried as hard as I could but it's just too good."
"You said that I'm all you need," he accused her.
"And I wanted that to be true more than you did, trust me," Sienna said with urgency. "But the way his large cock just fills me up is indescribable. I've never felt anything like it and it's all I can think about. I wish I never found out how wonderful it feels. I'm so sorry, Andrew. I'm so sorry. I never meant to hurt you. I'll go and you can divorce me. I won't take a single dime from you."
"No!" Andrew burst out, turning to face his wife. "Please don't leave me. I love you and I need you."
"I can't. If I stay, I know it's going to happen again. I can't promise that I'll be faithful," she snuffled, tears streaming down her cheeks.
"I don't care," Andrew said, surprising even himself. "I don't want to lose you, Sy. If that means you sleeping with other guys, then so be it."
"Really?" Sienna asked, flummoxed.
"Yes," Andrew said, kissing his wife. It tasted of salty tears. "I love you."
"I'm so sorry," she said, sobbing.
"It's okay," Andrew whispered, cradling his wife in his arms. "It's okay."
Downstairs, Andrew heard Tess screaming in pleasure. He couldn't make out exactly what was going on but he knew that whatever it was, it was powerful. Unless she was just putting on a show, knowing he would hear it. He listened to it, picturing his wife bent over the kitchen countertop.
After a while, Sienna grew still. She slipped her arms around his waist, hugging him back. Andrew couldn't wait any longer.
Grabbing a fistful of her dress, Andrew pulled it up, exposing her ass. He grabbed a cheek and gave it a squeeze, moving on quickly to what he really wanted. Testing her pussy with one finger, he struck white.
"What are you doing?" Sienna whispered.
"Thinking about how hot you are," he replied.
"Are you really going to—"
"You can tell me to stop whenever you want."
Andrew paused, waiting for her to tell him to stop. She didn't. He continued stoking with his middle finger and index finger inside her warm vagina, feeling the gooey semen inside her. He pulled them out and looked at them.
Both fingers were coated in a white frothy mixture. Quentin's semen, freshly deposited.
Letting go of her, Andrew got on his knees and pushed down his pants. He grabbed his erection with the same hand he had fingered Sienna with, smearing Quentin's semen on his dick. Sienna looked at him with curiosity.
Grabbing her knees and spreading her legs open, Andrew nudged closer. He placed his fists beside her waist and lowered his abdomen until he felt his penis make contact with her wet vagina.
It was wild, feeling his penis slide into the extra wet hole. He envisioned his cock being submerged in a sea of Quentin's cum. Sienna laid still, letting him lead.
Years ago, Andrew had read an article online about why the penis is shaped the way it is. Back in prehistoric times, men slept with as many women as they could and men who were better equipped would have more children. The reason he read the article was that it proclaimed penis size wasn't the biggest factor.
The mushroom-shaped glans served the purpose of pushing into the woman's vagina and then scooping out the competitor's semen, leaving more chance for your own swimmers. It always made sense to Andrew and it stuck with him as an interesting tidbit every time he looked at his own penis.
But it turned out he was not the winner he always imagined himself to be. His cock couldn't even reach far enough inside of Sienna to do any scooping. His small dick was bathed in Quentin's semen and he knew without a doubt there was nothing he could do about it. If Sienna was fertile at that moment, Quentin would be the father.
"Tell me what it feels like when he fucks you," Andrew asked.
"I don't know, it's hard to describe."
"Please?"
"It's intense. Like electricity is shooting through my entire body, constantly. He is so thick, I can feel it stretching my hole. I don't really feel the bit that's deep inside but oh God, that thickness makes all the difference. Every little bump on his cock feels like it's magnified a hundredfold. The rest of the world just feels insignificant and unimportant, the only thing that matters is that thick shaft, sliding across my oh so sensitive skin."
Imagining how amazing it must feel for her, Andrew made a decision. He pulled out of her at the last moment before he came. A wonderful, head to toe orgasm. He let his seed splash against her labia and inner thigh, where she could just wipe it away and flush it down the toilet.
The moment of ecstasy quickly faded and he rolled off of her, staring up at the ceiling.
"I wish things could be different," Sienna said.
"Shhh," Andrew shushed her.
Things weren't different. He had, at last, accepted that. Nothing existed in the world that would ever make his penis as big as Quentin's. Nothing that would ever make him be able to satisfy his wife.
But that didn't mean she had to suffer for it. He would give her happiness, the only way he knew he could.




— Epilogue —

Lying on his back under the desk, Andrew started plugging in the cables. The CAT5 cable was far too long and he spent a minute duct-taping it to the back of one of the cabinets. The wireless dongles and speakers were straightforward but he had to pick up the manual again to discover which of the HDMI ports on the capture card was in and which one was out.
"Can you make him take off his pants?" Tess asked.
"Why do you want his pants off?" Sienna asked in return.
"I think it would be funnier. Also, I want to know if he has a hardon while being our bitch."
"Excuse me, he's my bitch," Sienna said emphatically.
Both of them burst into laughter.
Fortunately, Andrew was done. He crawled out from underneath the desk and stretched his arms. Sienna stuck out her tongue at him.
After a week of ordering parts, setting up furniture, and waiting for the delivery of a sofa lounger, everything was finally in place. The desk was just a cheap computer desk from IKEA, with a sliding keyboard tray, and a cradle for the computer.
The computer itself was a custom build containing a graphics card with a hardware video encoder and a video capture card. Sienna wanted the best that ten grand could buy and the pièce de résistance was a digital SLR camera hooked up to the capture card with a remote-controlled adjustable lens. If everything went right, it would deliver a crystal clear image of whatever Sienna decided to show off.
"Moment of truth," Andrew said and pressed the power button.
The fans began to rev up, stopped, and a couple seconds later revved up again. The TV flickered a few times and then displayed the login screen.
"That was fast," Sienna said.
"You're welcome."
"So how do I stream now?" Sienna asked.
"I still need to set up the software side of things and make sure the camera is working and—"
"Boooring!" Tess shouted. "Why don't we have some fun while the nerd is working?"
Sienna laughed and pulled Tess onto the sofa lounger. It was a big, comfortable piece in the shape of an L that was bigger than a single bed. A dark shade of lavender that, according to Tess, was good at concealing cum stains. They started making out, wrapped in each others' arms.
Sighing, Andrew turned to the computer. He tried to ignore the sucking noises going on behind him. The wireless keyboard and mouse worked fine, the only thing he had to do was install drivers for the capture card and the SLR.
By the time he was testing the camera quality, Sienna had taken off her pants and Tess was vigorously eating her out. The whole thing was displayed larger than life on the TV screen. He turned on the studio light, blasting thousands of lumen of diffused light at the women.
"Look, it's me!" Sienna called out.
Tess, cheeks wet with juices, turned to look. She moved her head away from Sienna's crotch and Andrew focused the camera. He zoomed in until the wet folds of Sienna's labia filled the entire screen and her pink vagina was crystal clear.
"God damn, that's way better than my setup," Tess marveled.
"Oh God, I think that's way too detailed," Sienna said. "But fuck if the idea of broadcasting that online isn't hot."
"You better not broadcast it. Only tease what you have and then save the good stuff for private shows."
"Good thinking. Is this already on the internet?"
"No," Andrew said. "It's just the camera feed. You still need to log in to your ErosHub account and set that up."
"Ooh, I can help there," Tess said eagerly.
Andrew picked up the keyboard and mouse and handed them to Sienna. "You can do it all right there from the couch."
"Click there and type your name," Sienna said, pointing at the username form.
"Yeah, yeah, I am not computer illiterate, okay?"
"Sorry, I'm just excited," Tess said and sure enough, she was bouncing on her feet.
A minute later, Sienna had logged on to her ErosHub account — CumVixen. Andrew was fascinated to see the world from the other side, so to speak.
"This right here is what the suckers see," Tess said, pointing to the preview window. "And that is where you can change the title. Here is the chat and the user list, or at least it will be when there are people. When you get a private message, it opens a new tab at the top and you have to click on it. It has a bubble when there are new messages. And right here is the most important part. You can see the last twenty-five donations and also the top-ten donations since you were live. It tells you how long you've been online riiiight here, and if you get a—"
"Tess, calm down," Sienna said.
"Sorry, sorry," Tess apologized.
"Should I do a test stream?" Sienna asked.
"Sure but you better put your pants back on."
"Why? They're gonna see it anyway."
"Sy, Sy, Sy," Tess tutted. "You need to learn how to sell your sexy body. You can't just give everything away for free."
"Why not? I just want to fuck myself while they stare. I don't really care about the money. Well, I mean I do but I don't depend on it."
"Yeah, well, the rest of us harlots do. If you just give it away, people might expect me to do that."
"I see. Slut solidarity."
"Now you're getting it."
"Alright," Sienna said, shimmying her pants back up her legs. Once done, she reached for the mouse.
"Wait, you forgot the most important part."
"What's that?" Sienna asked.
"Actually, two most important parts. First of all, you should take off your wedding ring."
"No, I decided I want to leave it on."
"Really? You always want to give the impression that you're single. You want guys to think that you're available and you definitely want to fuck them," Tess said, glancing sideways at Andrew.
"But I love Andrew. Just because he's no use in bed doesn't mean I'm not his wife."
Torn between the hurt of being called useless in bed and happiness that she stood by him, he decided to lean on the latter.
"Fine, I guess," Tess conceded, though she rolled her eyes. "But the second part is a must. Your sad sack of a husband has got to go. Nobody wants to see that on stream."
"Yeah, you've got a point there. Sorry, honey," Sienna said.
Sighing, Andrew headed for the door. Tess reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. He pulled the door close but didn't actually shut it, leaving a small crack through which he could still listen. He pulled his phone out of his pocket and loaded up ErosHub.
"Have you told him about your plans?" Tess asked.
"Yeah, he knows," Sienna confirmed.
That he did. The plan was for Sienna to use ErosHub as a sort of dating site. Not to find guys to date but to fuck. She wouldn't be short on candidates, Andrew was sure of that. Plenty of jerkoffs who were going to hit on his wife but from the comfort — and more importantly safety — of their home.
They were in control. They could vet the guys together. Select the ones with nice, big cocks and weed out the losers. The rest would take care of itself. Sienna would tease them, flash some skin, and flirt until the guys were horny out of their minds, ready to pay premium to take things to the next step.
According to Tess, there were guys with bigger cocks than Quentin. Andrew's heart skipped a beat just thinking about one of those massive monsters plowing his wife.
"Okay, click that big red button. I can't wait to be the first to donate some tokens."
"Did that work?" Sienna asked.
Model CumVixen is now online
"Yeah, good job."
Andrew pulled up the feed of the two of them sitting on the lounger. They sat close with their legs locked together and their breasts pressing up on one another. The picture quality was stellar. If he zoomed in, he could probably count the hairs on Sienna's arm.
FuckBunny96 has donated 1 Token
A bell rang inside the room.
"You can turn that off if you want."
"I kinda like it."
"Until you get dozens of donations a minute."
"Well, I'm not quite there yet."
"Ooh, looks like you got a secret admirer already," Tess laughed.
"Not that secret. HI ANDREW!" she shouted.
DaMan124: hello cutie, you're looking hot
DaMan124 has donated 2 Tokens
Tess reached over and slipped her hand down Sienna's pants. She pulled it out again and licked her finger. Her middle finger, which she pointed right at the camera.
"Are those people actual guests?"
Right above the user-list that contained only three people, CumVixen, FuckBunny96, and DaMan124, it displayed that there were two guests. Andrew's heart beat quicker. Two random strangers somewhere in the world had tuned in to watch his wife.
"Yup," Tess said and waved. "Hey, guys!"
"Sorry, this is just a test stream," Sienna said. "Nothing to see here yet."
"Nothing?" Tess asked, grinning. She turned Sienna's head with a light touch on her jaw and moved in for a kiss. A very long, sensuous kiss.
By the time Tess pulled away, there were five viewers.
"See? It's working."
"Wow, we better kiss some more, then," Sienna laughed, biting her bottom lip.
"We should set up the rest of your stream first. You still need a bio to lure them in when you're not online."
Deciding to find a more comfortable spot to watch, Andrew headed to his office. He pulled out his brand new work laptop and opened the lid. Somehow, it felt right to be watching Sienna's stream from the same place he had started watching Tess's.
The two women were very giggly while Sienna typed for several minutes, occasionally taking breaks to make out. Andrew unzipped his pants and fished out his cock. He leaned back, settled in, and started stroking himself.
"There we go," Sienna said, hitting the enter key with satisfaction.
The screen refreshed and text popped up around the video. Andrew scrolled down.
Hello, stranger! My name is Cum Vixen and the only thing you need to know about me is that I've been neglected by my husband for most of my life. Now I need to make up for lost time and explore my sexual side.
That's where you come in. I may not have a lot of practice but I make up for it in enthusiasm. I want to learn how to please guys and what it means to be a good whore. I want you to tell me all the dirty things you want to do to me.
You want to fuck me in the ass? Lick my feet? Whip me until I scream? Tie me up and use me like a fuckdoll? Join me and tell me your desire.
Who knows? Maybe if you're lucky, I'll make all your dreams come true.
It was so dirty he knew that Tess had to have helped. His heart thumped in his chest. This was the beginning of something that was either going to be amazing or terrible. His cock ached for release.
"Oh look, someone joined!" Tess shouted.
Tony33: which one of u is cum vixen?
"That's me!" Sienna said, waving and grinning.
"Your first viewer. You should write down his name so you'll always remember your first."
"That's a good idea but I think we should give him a little reward first."
"What are you thinking of?"
Sienna stood up and hooked her thumbs into her pants. She turned around, showing her butt to the camera and shook it from side to side. Inch by inch, she shimmied the jeans downward. Her supple buttcheeks bounced with her moves. Then she leaned forward.
The camera zoomed in. His wife's pussy filled the screen. Wet and ready for the world to see. The white-hot blaze of an orgasm rushed over Andrew and he was happy.




Books By This Author

Running For My Wife: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
Jacob just wants to relax on the secluded private beach belonging to the expensive hotel, but the group of African-American men playing a raucous game with nebulous rules distracts him from his serenity. Fed up with the constant shouting, he confronts them.

Confident in his abilities as a former college track runner, he challenges them to a high stakes hundred meter sprint. If he wins, they pack it up and leave. If he loses, they get his wife Maggie.

A story about a husband who witnesses everything he loves being taken away from him by a group of black men with big cocks right in front of his very eyes.
Watching My Daughter Go Black: A Different Kind of Interracial Cuckold Story
 
Zach Sharpe knows very well that his obsession with his daughter Ashley's new friend from college, Michelle, is wrong but ever since he met the sassy, unrepentant tease, he has been obsessed with her. As a single dad, he would never do anything to jeopardize the amazing relationship he has with Ashley or with her best friend, Helena. As a man, however, a chance encounter in the middle of the night with Michelle leaves his blood boil with desire and he is unable to resist a taste of the forbidden fruit.
Just as he's about to get everything he has dreamed of, Zach finds himself trapped in a hotel closet, completely naked, while his daughter and her two friends are on the other side, turning his world upside down. Helplessly, he watches the woman he's obsessed with lead his daughter down a path of no return with three black studs at the end.
A steamy story of a lesbian trio and the pact they made together. Plenty of teasing, humiliation, and powerful sex.
Mountain Remedy: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
Everything is perfect. The weather is great, the mountain is gorgeous. The perfect opportunity for Nathan to show to his wife Kelly that after five years of marriage, he still loves her every bit as much as when they first met. Just the two of them, hiking together over the long weekend, rekindling their passion.

Yet their anniversary is interrupted by the arrival of Jamir, a muscular African-American masseur, who catches them skinny dipping in a mountain pool. Nathan is wary of Jamir's presence and his only goal is to make him leave again but Kelly seems to lose all control over herself. Terrified, Nathan watches his wife and the black man act out their song and dance right in front of him until she ultimately succumbs to his powerful draw.
The Cuckold's Dance: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
After losing his job, Frank spirals into depression. While he's at home, his wife Clara takes the reigns and gets a job waitressing to make ends meet. Many weeks pass before Frank feels like he's getting better but when he does, he wants to share the good news with his wife. That's when he realizes that in all that time, he never once visited her at work.

It turns out that Clara's "waitressing" job is anything but that. She's working at the White Rabbit, one of Springfield's hottest strip clubs in a black neighborhood. Frank is horrified to discover his wife baring her goods on the stage for all to see and is determined to get her to stop. Clara has other ideas. She has grown to love spreading her legs for cock — big, black, and bareback.

Will their marriage shatter into a million pieces or will Frank forsake his manhood and make the ultimate cuckold's choice? Find out by reading this book. Non-stop hardcore action and humiliation.
Joyce's Choice: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
The little neighborhood of Big Rock is an upper-middle-class neighborhood. A gated community in the late 70's. The kinda of place people move to expecting peace, order, and a refined community. That's what Nelson Cartwright moved there with his wife Joyce and their daughter Rachel.

Yet there is a disturbance in the peace when Mr. Rawling moves in across the street. He is unlike anything that is common in Big Rock. Not because he's tall and built like a Greek statue but because he's African American. Nelson is outraged but Joyce finds herself drawn to the black stranger like a moth to the flame.

Read this book to find out what happens when Joyce decides to throw caution to the wind and break the vows of her marriage, and the choice she makes to involve her sister and her husband in her wicked plot.
Rachel's Choice: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
Rachel Cartwright is the twenty-year-old daughter of Joyce Cartwright. In the summer of 1980, one year after the events that had forever changed Joyce's life, Rachel returns to the upper-middle-class neighborhood of Big Rock together with her steady boyfriend, Robert Campbell.

Everything seems to have changed. Not only is Joyce and her father, Nelson, acting weird but her best friend Becky also moved in with her special friend Sally. On top of that, she is overwhelmed with questions she can't answer about her first serious relationship with the man who also happens to be the son of Nelson's boss.

Through a series of unrelated events, she ends up having a chance meeting with Hakeem, a young and gregarious African American man, and her life gets turned upside down.

Read this book to find out what happens Rachel decides to throw caution to the wind and take control of reigns of her own life. If you haven't read Joyce's Choice, don't fret. Rachel also has no idea of what her mother has been up to with their black neighbor, Darius!
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