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Chapter One
THE CONFESSION THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING




Tanner Bush had his wife's legs pushed back so far her knees nearly touched her shoulders. Ava's pussy was spread wide open beneath him, glistening with her juices and his spit. He'd been fucking her for twenty minutes straight, pounding into her with a desperation that had been building for weeks. His cock felt like steel, harder than it had been in years. Every thrust made her tits bounce, the nipples dark and swollen.

"You like that, baby?" he grunted, watching his shaft disappear into her tight hole. "You like how I stretch you?"

Ava moaned, her nails digging into his ass. "Yes. Fuck yes. Don't stop."

But Tanner did stop. He pulled out completely, his cock slapping against his stomach with a wet sound. Ava's eyes flew open, confused and needy. Her pussy clenched at nothing, grasping for the cock that had just been inside her.

"Why did you stop? I was so close."

Tanner sat back on his heels, his cock throbbing between his legs. He looked at his wife's body spread out before him. Her tits were flushed pink, nipples hard as pebbles. Her pussy lips were swollen and red, clenching at nothing. She was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. And he was about to risk everything.

"I need to tell you something," he said, his voice rough. "Something that's been driving me crazy."

Ava propped herself up on her elbows. Her brown hair was matted to her forehead with sweat. "What is it? You're scaring me."

"Don't be scared." Tanner ran a hand through his own hair. He was forty-two years old, balding at the crown, with a dad bod he'd never quite lost. Ava was thirty-eight and looked twenty-eight. She turned heads everywhere they went. "It's just... I keep having these thoughts. When we're fucking. When I'm alone."

"What kind of thoughts?" Ava's voice had dropped to a whisper.

Tanner's heart hammered against his ribs. He'd rehearsed this moment a hundred times in his head. Every time, it sounded stupid. Perverted. Like something a crazy person would say. But he couldn't hold it in anymore.

"I think about you with other men," he blurted out. "I think about watching you get fucked."

The silence that followed was deafening. Ava's face went completely blank. She pulled her legs down and sat up, crossing her arms over her tits. Tanner wanted to take it back immediately. He wanted to shove his cock back inside her and pretend he'd never said a word.

"You're kidding," Ava finally said. Her voice was flat. "This is a joke."

"It's not a joke." Tanner reached for her hand, but she pulled away. "I know it's fucked up. I know it makes me a pervert. But I can't stop thinking about it."

Ava stood up from the bed. She walked to the window and looked out at their quiet suburban street. The streetlights cast orange glows on the perfectly manicured lawns. Their neighbor, Mrs. Henderson, was walking her poodle. Everything looked so normal. So safe.

"You want me to cheat on you," she said. It wasn't a question.

"No. I want you to fuck someone else while I watch. There's a difference."

"That's the stupidest thing I've ever heard." Ava turned to face him. Her arms were still crossed, but he could see her nipples were still hard. "You want to watch another man put his dick in me?"

"Yes." The word came out like a bullet. "Fuck yes. I want to see your face when a big cock stretches you open. I want to hear you moan for someone else."

Ava's breath caught. She uncrossed her arms and her hands went to her hips. "What if I don't want to?"

"Then we never talk about it again." Tanner stood up too. His cock had finally started to soften. "I would never force you to do anything. You know that."

"I know." Ava chewed on her bottom lip. She did that when she was thinking hard about something. "It's just... weird. Why would you want that?"

Tanner shrugged. He'd asked himself that question a million times. "I don't know. It started a few months ago. I was jerking off and I pictured you with your old personal trainer. That guy with the arms. And I came so hard I almost passed out. Then I started thinking about it more. During sex. When I'm at work. It's like this itch I can't scratch."

Ava walked back to the bed and sat down. She didn't touch him, but she was listening. "Who would we even do this with?"

Tanner's heart leapt. She'd said "we." That was progress. "I was thinking about Corbin."

"Corbin? From college?" Ava's eyebrows shot up. "The motorcycle guy?"

"Yeah. He runs that repair shop downtown. You remember him, right?"

Ava remembered. How could she forget? Corbin Nora had been at their wedding, drunk off his ass, telling everyone who would listen that Tanner had married "way out of his league." He was six-foot-three, probably two hundred and fifty pounds, with a beard that reached his chest and hands that looked like they could crush rocks. He was also, according to locker room rumors back in college, hung like a horse.

"He's so... rough," Ava said. But her voice had changed. It wasn't disgusted anymore. It was curious. "And he's not exactly handsome."

"He's not," Tanner agreed. "But that's kind of the point. You'd be fucking someone for his cock, not his face."

Ava looked down at her hands. Her fingers were twisting together in her lap. "This is crazy."

"Maybe."

"What if I like it too much?"

"What if you do?" Tanner knelt in front of her. He put his hands on her knees. "What if you love having a big dick in you so much you can't get enough? That would be hot as fuck."

Ava's thighs clenched together. He could see the goosebumps rising on her skin. "You're serious about this."

"I'm dead serious."

She was quiet for a long time. Tanner could practically see the gears turning in her head. She was calculating the risk, the reward, the sheer insanity of what he was proposing.

"Okay," she finally said. "But we do this my way."

"Anything."

"We meet him for drinks first. No sex. Just... see how it feels. If I'm not comfortable, we leave. If you freak out, we leave."

"Deal."

"And if we do go through with it, I pick the place. And the time. And the rules."

"Absolutely." Tanner's cock was getting hard again just from the negotiation. "You're in charge."

Ava stood up. She walked to their closet and started pulling out clothes. "I'm going to need a new outfit."

"For the drinks?"

"Yeah." She pulled out a black skirt that Tanner had never seen before. It was short. Way shorter than anything she usually wore. "If I'm going to meet a man who might fuck me, I need to look the part."

Tanner watched her lay the skirt on the bed. Then she pulled out a silk blouse that buttoned up the front. It was cream colored and practically see-through. She'd need a special bra for that.

"You're really going to do this," he said. It wasn't a question anymore.

"I'm thinking about it." Ava looked at her reflection in the full-length mirror on the closet door. She was still naked, her skin flushed from their earlier fucking. Her pussy lips were still swollen. "That's the scary part. I'm actually thinking about it."

Tanner came up behind her. He put his hands on her hips. "You're so fucking sexy."

"Even thinking about cheating on you?"

"Especially then."

Ava turned to face him. She kissed him hard, her tongue pushing into his mouth. "You're a sick man, Tanner Bush."

"I know."

She pulled away and started getting dressed. First, she put on a lace thong that barely covered anything. Then a matching bra that pushed her tits up high. She stepped into the skirt and zipped it up. It hugged her ass like a second skin. The blouse went on last, and she left the top three buttons undone.

"Well?" She turned to face him. "Do I look like a hotwife?"

Tanner's cock was rock hard again, pressing against his stomach. "You look like a fucking porn star."

"Good." Ava ran her hands down her body, smoothing the skirt over her hips. "That's exactly what I was going for."

She looked back at the mirror. The woman staring back at her wasn't the suburban mom who drove a minivan and volunteered at the school bake sales. This woman had dark eyes full of dangerous promise. This woman knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to take it.

"Corbin's going to lose his mind," Tanner said.

"He better," Ava replied. "Or this whole thing is going to be very disappointing."

She walked to the bathroom to fix her makeup. Tanner collapsed back on the bed, his mind racing with possibilities. He could already picture Corbin's rough hands on his wife's smooth skin. He could hear her moans, louder than she'd ever been with him.

Ava came out of the bathroom with fresh lipstick. It was red. The kind of red that left marks on skin.

"One more thing," she said. She walked to the dresser and pulled out her wedding ring. She held it up in the light. "Should I wear this when I meet him?"

"Fuck yes," Tanner said without hesitation. "I want him to know you're married. I want him to know exactly whose wife he's going to fuck."

Ava slid the ring onto her finger. It caught the light and sparkled.

"Then let's go break some vows," she said.

Tanner picked up his phone from the nightstand. His hands were shaking as he scrolled through his contacts. Corbin's number was saved under "Corb - Bike Shop." He hadn't talked to him in months, maybe a year. They were Facebook friends, but that was about it. He pressed the call button before he could change his mind.

It rang three times. Then Corbin's rough voice came through the speaker.

"Yo, Tanner? That you, man?"

"Yeah, hey Corb. How's it going?"

"Can't complain. Shop's busy. What's up? You need work done on that Honda?"

"No, no. The Honda's fine. I was actually calling about something else."

There was a pause. Tanner could hear the sound of a wrench clanking in the background.

"What's that?" Corbin asked.

Tanner looked at Ava. She was watching him, her arms crossed, her face unreadable. He took a deep breath.

"I was wondering if you wanted to get a drink sometime. Me and Ava."

Another pause. Longer this time.

"Ava, huh?" Corbin's voice had changed. There was an edge to it now. A curiosity. "What's the occasion?"

"No occasion. Just thought it would be good to catch up. It's been a while."

"Sure has." The wrench clanked again. "You know what? I'm free tomorrow night. There's a bar near the shop. The Rusty Spoke. You know it?"

"I'll find it."

"Eight o'clock work?"

Tanner's throat was dry. "Eight works perfect."

"See you then, man. And tell Ava I'm looking forward to it."

The call ended. Tanner stared at his phone.

"What did he say?" Ava asked.

"He's in."

Ava walked to the bed and sat down next to him. She put her hand on his thigh. Her wedding ring felt cool against his skin.

"Are you sure about this?" she asked. "Because tomorrow night, I'm going to flirt with him. I'm going to let him look down my shirt. I'm going to see if he gets hard."

"I'm sure," Tanner said. But his voice cracked.

Ava squeezed his thigh. "If you change your mind, just say the word. We leave. No questions asked."

"I won't change my mind."

She stood up and walked to the door. "I'm going to finish getting ready. I need to find the right shoes. And maybe some different panties. These are already soaked."

Tanner watched her ass sway as she left the room. The skirt was so short he could see the bottom of her cheeks. His cock was so hard it hurt.

He lay back on the bed and closed his eyes. He could already hear it. The sound of Corbin's heavy boots on their hardwood floors. The sound of Ava's moans, different than they were with him. Deeper. More desperate.

The sound of another man's balls slapping against his wife's ass.

His hand found his cock. He started stroking slowly, thinking about tomorrow night. About what might happen. About what he was hoping would happen.

In the other room, he heard Ava humming to herself. She only hummed when she was excited. Nervous. Turned on.


Chapter Two
A TEST RUN IN THE SHOP




The bell above the door gave a weak little jingle as Ava Bush pushed her way into Nora's Custom Cycles. The shop was supposed to be closed, but the door had been unlocked just like Corbin promised. The air inside smelled like motor oil and metal and something else—sweat and testosterone. The neon sign in the window flickered CLOSED, casting a red glow across the concrete floor.

Ava's heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. She'd spent two hours getting ready, changing her outfit three times before settling on the black skirt and cream blouse. The skirt was so short that when she bent over to pick up her keys, she'd seen her own ass cheeks in the mirror. The blouse was thin enough that her nipples showed through the lace bra. She felt exposed. She felt ridiculous. She felt turned on.

"Corbin?" she called out. Her voice echoed in the empty shop.

"In the back," came the reply.

Ava followed the sound of his voice through the maze of motorcycles in various states of repair. Her heels clicked on the concrete. She passed a bike that was stripped down to its frame, another with its engine lying in pieces on a workbench. The shop was a mess of tools and parts and grease-stained rags.

She found him in the office. It wasn't much of an office—just a desk made of dented metal, a filing cabinet with a broken drawer, and a calendar on the wall from three years ago. Corbin was bent over the desk, writing something in a ledger. He was shirtless. His back was broad and hairy, muscles moving under tanned skin. Sweat glistened on his shoulders.

He turned when he heard her heels.

"Well, well," he said. His voice was like gravel. "Look what the cat dragged in."

Ava stood in the doorway. She suddenly felt very small. Corbin was massive. His chest was covered in dark hair that trailed down his stomach and disappeared into the waistband of his jeans. His arms were thick with muscle and tattoos. His beard was longer than she remembered, reaching almost to his collarbone.

"You said eight," she managed to say.

"I did." Corbin straightened up. He was holding a greasy rag. He wiped his hands on it slowly, his eyes never leaving her. "You look different, Ava."

"Different how?"

"Like you're trying to get fucked."

The words hung in the air between them. Ava's cheeks burned. She should have been offended. She should have turned around and walked out. Instead, she felt a pulse of heat between her legs.

"I'm just here for drinks," she said. But her voice lacked conviction.

Corbin laughed. It was a deep, rumbling sound. "Sure you are. Come in. Close the door."

Ava did. The click of the latch sounded final. She was alone with him. Her husband was supposed to be here, but he wasn't. Tanner had texted her ten minutes ago: Running late. Start without me.

"Sit," Corbin said, gesturing to a metal chair in the corner.

Ava sat. The chair was cold against the backs of her thighs. She crossed her legs, trying to preserve some modesty. Corbin leaned against the desk. He was still holding that rag. He kept wiping his hands, even though they looked clean enough.

"So," he said. "Tanner tells me you two are looking to spice things up."

"Something like that."

"And I'm the spice."

Ava met his eyes. They were dark brown, almost black. "You're the spice."

Corbin pushed off the desk. He walked toward her. Each step was deliberate. Ava's breath caught in her throat. He stopped right in front of her, so close she could smell him. Motor oil. Sweat. Something musky underneath it all.

"You nervous?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Good." He reached down and took her hand. His fingers were calloused and rough. He pulled her to her feet. "You should be."

Ava's legs felt like jelly. Corbin turned her so she was facing the desk. He pressed against her back. She could feel his cock through his jeans. It was already hard. Thick. Impossibly thick.

"Corbin," she whispered. "We should wait for Tanner."

"Why?" His breath was hot against her ear. "He said to start without him."

Ava's mind raced. Had Tanner really said that? Or was Corbin making it up? She pulled out her phone. There was the text, plain as day. Start without me.

"See?" Corbin's hand slid down her arm. "He wants this. He wants to hear about it later."

Ava's phone slipped from her fingers. It clattered to the floor. Corbin's other hand was on her hip now, pulling her back against him. His cock pressed into the crack of her ass.

"Tell me to stop," he said. "Say the word and I'll stop."

Ava opened her mouth. No sound came out. Corbin's hand moved from her hip to her thigh. He gathered the fabric of her skirt and started pulling it up.

"Fuck," she breathed.

"That's the idea."

The skirt rose higher. Cool air hit the back of her thighs. Then her ass. She was wearing the lace thong she'd picked out special. Corbin made a sound of approval.

"Look at that," he muttered. "Perfect little married ass."

His fingers traced the edge of her panties. Ava's knees buckled. Corbin's arm wrapped around her waist, holding her up. His other hand kept pulling up her skirt until it was bunched around her waist.

"Spread your legs," he commanded.

Ava did. She didn't know why. She just did. Corbin's hand moved between her thighs. He cupped her pussy through the lace. It was soaking wet. He chuckled.

"You're dripping," he said. "This turns you on, doesn't it? Being a bad wife."

"Yes," Ava admitted. The word was barely audible.

Corbin pushed the lace aside. His fingers found her bare skin. One thick finger slipped inside her. Ava gasped. It was bigger than Tanner's two fingers. She gripped the edge of the desk.

"You're tight," Corbin said. "This is gonna be fun."

He added a second finger. Ava groaned. The stretch was intense. He pumped them in and out, scissoring them, opening her up. His thumb found her clit and rubbed circles. Ava's hips started moving on their own, grinding against his hand.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Fuck my fingers. Show me how much you need it."

Ava was panting now. Her forehead rested on the cold metal desk. She could see her phone on the floor. The screen had lit up. A new text from Tanner: Recording. Can't wait to listen.

The knowledge that her husband was listening, right now, pushed her over the edge. She came on Corbin's fingers, her pussy clenching and gushing. He didn't stop. He kept fucking her with his fingers through the whole orgasm, prolonging it, making it last.

"Good girl," he said when she finally stopped shaking. "Now let's see how you handle the real thing."

He pulled his fingers out. Ava heard the sound of his zipper. She turned her head, wanting to see it. Corbin's cock sprang free. It was everything the rumors had promised. Thick as her wrist, veiny, with a fat purple head that was already leaking precum. It hung down between his legs like a weapon.

"Oh my god," she whispered.

"Scared?" Corbin asked. He was stroking it, making it grow even bigger.

"Yes."

"Don't worry. I'll go slow. At first."

He spit in his hand and rubbed it over his cock. Then he spit again, right on Ava's pussy. The warm liquid dripped down her lips. Corbin pressed the head of his cock against her entrance.

"Look back at me," he said.

Ava turned her head. Their eyes met. Corbin pushed forward. The stretch was immediate and intense. Ava's mouth opened in a silent scream. The head popped inside. She felt every vein, every throb of his pulse. He kept pushing, feeding her inch after thick inch.

"Fuck," he groaned. "You're so fucking tight."

Ava's hands scrambled for purchase on the desk. Her nails scraped the metal. Corbin kept pushing until his hips were flush against her ass. He was all the way in. She'd never felt so full. So stretched. It was like losing her virginity all over again, but with a cock that actually knew what it was doing.

"How does it feel?" he asked. "Having another man's cock in your married pussy?"

"Big," she gasped. "So fucking big."

Corbin started to move. Slow at first, pulling back until just the head was inside, then pushing back in. Each thrust made the desk creak. The metal groaned under the force. Ava's tits bounced inside her bra. She could feel her nipples rubbing against the lace.

"More," she heard herself say. "Fuck me harder."

Corbin's grip on her hips tightened. He started pounding into her. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the office. His balls, heavy and hairy, slapped against her clit with every thrust. Ava's moans grew louder. She couldn't help it. The feeling was overwhelming.

"That's it," Corbin grunted. "Take it. Take that big cock like a good slut."

The word should have offended her. Instead, it made her pussy clench. She was being a slut. A married slut, bent over a desk in a motorcycle shop, getting fucked by a man who wasn't her husband. And she loved it.

Corbin's hand came down on her ass. The slap echoed. Ava yelped, then moaned. He slapped her again. And again. Her ass cheek burned. She knew it would be red. She hoped it would leave a mark. Something for Tanner to see later.

"Your husband's a lucky man," Corbin said between thrusts. "He gets to fuck this tight pussy whenever he wants."

Ava couldn't speak. She could barely breathe. Corbin was fucking her so hard the desk was moving across the floor. She felt another orgasm building. It was different than the first one. Deeper. Harder. It started in her toes and worked its way up.

"I'm gonna cum," she panted.

"Cum on my cock," Corbin commanded. "Show me how much you love it."

His hand snaked around her waist. His fingers found her clit again. He rubbed it hard, fast, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. Ava exploded. Her pussy clamped down on his cock like a vice. She screamed. The sound was raw and primal. It bounced off the concrete walls.

Corbin didn't stop. He fucked her through the orgasm, his own breathing getting ragged. He was close. She could feel it in the way his cock twitched inside her.

"Where do you want it?" he asked.

Ava's brain was mush. "Inside," she managed to say. "Cum inside me."

"You sure?"

"Yes. Fill me up."

Corbin groaned. His thrusts became erratic, jerky. Then he slammed in one final time and held there. Ava felt the first spurt. Hot and thick. Then another. And another. Corbin was cumming gallons inside her. It felt like a fire hose going off in her pussy. The warmth spread through her belly.

"Fuck," he groaned, his weight collapsing onto her back. "Fuck, that was good."

They stayed like that for a minute, both panting. Ava could feel his cock softening inside her. Finally, he pulled out. A river of cum followed, dripping down her thighs, soaking her thong.

Corbin stepped back. Ava stayed bent over the desk, trying to catch her breath. She heard him zip up his jeans.

"You okay?" he asked.

Ava nodded. She couldn't speak yet. She felt used. Dirty. Satisfied in a way she'd never been before.

Her phone buzzed on the floor. She picked it up. Another text from Tanner: Holy fuck. That was the hottest thing I've ever heard. I came in my car.

Ava managed a weak smile. She stood up slowly, her legs shaking. Her skirt fell back into place, but she could feel the mess between her legs. Corbin's cum was leaking out of her, soaking through the lace.

"So," Corbin said, leaning against the desk again. "Drinks?"

Ava laughed. It came out as a cough. "I think I need a shower first."

"Fair enough." Corbin picked up his shirt from the chair and pulled it on. "Same time next week?"

Ava looked at him. Really looked at him. He was still Corbin. Still the rough, crude guy from college. But now she knew what he could do to her body. And she wanted it again.

"Maybe," she said.

She walked to the door. Her heels clicked on the concrete. She could feel Corbin's eyes on her ass. She opened the door and stepped into the cool night air.

"Ava," Corbin called.

She turned.

"Thanks for the ride."

She flipped him off. He laughed.

Ava got in her car and sat behind the wheel. She could feel the cum pooling in her panties. Her pussy was sore and stretched. She started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot.

Tanner was waiting at home. He'd have questions. He'd want details. And for the first time in her life, Ava couldn't wait to tell him everything.


Chapter Three
THE RECORDING THAT LIT THE FUSE




The shower water had been running for twenty minutes. Tanner Bush sat in the dark bedroom with his phone pressed to his ear, listening to the sounds of his wife getting fucked by another man. The audio file was forty-seven minutes long. He'd already listened to it three times.

"Fuck, you're so big," Ava's voice came through the speaker, muffled and distant but clear enough to make his cock throb.

Tanner had his dick in his hand. He was stroking slowly, trying to make it last. He wanted to hear the whole thing again. Every moan. Every grunt. Every wet slap of skin on skin.

"Take it," Corbin's deep voice growled. "Take that big cock like a good slut."

Tanner's hand moved faster. He could hear the desk creaking in the background. He could hear Ava's breathing getting ragged. He knew exactly what was happening. He'd pictured it a hundred times since she left the shop two hours ago.

"Oh god," Ava whimpered. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming on your cock."

The sound that followed was unmistakable. The high-pitched cry of his wife in the throes of orgasm. Tanner's balls tightened. He came hard, shooting ropes of cum onto his stomach. He kept stroking through it, listening to Corbin's grunts as he pumped his load into Ava's married pussy.

The shower shut off. Tanner quickly wiped himself off with his t-shirt and shoved his phone under the pillow. The bathroom door opened. Ava walked out wrapped in a white towel, her hair dripping wet. She looked at him sitting on the bed in the dark.

"Why are you sitting in the dark?"

"Just thinking."

Ava dropped the towel. Her skin was pink from the hot water. Tanner could see faint red marks on her hips where Corbin had gripped her. His cock twitched back to life.

"Did you listen to it?" she asked.

"Yeah."

"And?"

Tanner stood up. He crossed the room in two strides and grabbed her. He spun her around and pushed her face-down onto the bed. Her ass was still wet from the shower. He could smell the soap on her skin, but underneath it, he could smell something else. Sex. Another man's cum.

"Tell me what happened," he demanded. He was already pulling his shorts down.

Ava pushed her ass back against him. "He bent me over the desk."

"What else?"

"He pulled up my skirt."

Tanner's cock found her entrance. She was still loose from Corbin's fucking. Still wet with his cum. Tanner slid in easily.

"Fuck," he grunted. "You're so loose."

"He stretched me," Ava said. Her voice was muffled by the pillow. "His cock was so big. It hurt at first."

Tanner started fucking her hard. His hips slapped against her ass. "Did you like the pain?"

"Yes."

"Did you like being a slut for him?"

"Yes."

Tanner grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back. "Tell me everything."

Ava's words came out in gasps as he pounded into her. "He put two fingers in me first. To get me ready. But I was already wet. So wet. I couldn't help it."

"Why?"

"Because I knew you were listening. I knew you wanted me to be bad."

Tanner reached under her and found her clit. He rubbed it hard, the way she liked. Ava moaned and bucked against him.

"He fucked me for twenty minutes," she continued. "Maybe longer. The desk was moving across the floor."

"Did you cum?"

"Twice. The first time on his fingers. The second time on his cock."

"Where did he cum?"

"Inside me. He asked where I wanted it and I told him inside."

Tanner felt a surge of jealousy so intense it was almost painful. It made his cock even harder. "You let him cum in your married pussy."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I'm a slut. Your slut."

Tanner came again. He couldn't hold back. He shot his load into her already-filled pussy, mixing his cum with Corbin's. The thought made him dizzy. He collapsed on top of her, still buried inside.

Ava turned her head. She kissed him sloppy and hard. "I love you," she whispered. "Even when I'm being a whore for another man."

"I love you too," Tanner said. "Especially then."

They lay like that for a while, Tanner's cock softening inside her. Finally, he pulled out. A river of mixed cum followed, soaking the sheets. Neither of them cared.

"I'm going to shower again," Ava said.

Tanner watched her walk to the bathroom. Her ass had handprints on it. Corbin's handprints. He took a picture with his phone before she disappeared.

Over the next week, they were animals. They fucked everywhere. In the kitchen while the coffee brewed. In Tanner's home office during a Zoom meeting with his boss—Ava under the desk, sucking his cock while he tried to keep a straight face. In their SUV in the mall parking lot, Ava riding him in the back seat while shoppers walked by.

Wednesday afternoon, Tanner came home early. He found Ava on the couch, her hand down her yoga pants, her eyes closed.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

She didn't stop. "Thinking about Corbin's cock."

Tanner dropped his briefcase and pulled his dick out. He jerked off while watching his wife masturbate to the memory of another man.

"Tell me," he said.

"He was so rough," Ava panted. "He didn't ask permission. He just took what he wanted."

"Did you want him to?"

"Yes. God yes."

She came hard, her back arching off the couch. Tanner came a second later, shooting onto the hardwood floor.

Friday night, they were in bed. Tanner had just fucked her for the third time that day. They were both exhausted but still buzzing with energy.

"I want to see it," Tanner said suddenly.

"See what?"

"You. With him. I want to watch."

Ava's stomach did a flip. "You want to be in the room?"

"Yes. I want to film it. I want to see your face when he puts it in. I want to see how far you stretch."

Ava's pussy clenched at the thought. "What if you can't handle it?"

"What if I can?"

She was quiet for a long time. Tanner could hear her breathing. It was getting faster.

"Okay," she finally said. "But I get to pick the place. And the time. And the rules."

"Just like before."

"And if I say stop, everything stops."

"Absolutely."

Ava rolled over and straddled him. His cock was already getting hard again. "You're going to regret this."

"Never."

She lowered herself onto him. They both groaned. She was so wet it was like sliding into warm oil.

"Corbin's going to fuck me so hard," she whispered in his ear. "He's going to make me scream."

Tanner grabbed her hips and thrust up into her. "Let him."

They fucked slowly this time, building together. Ava described what she thought it would be like. How Corbin would probably bend her over their own bed. How he'd probably spank her harder than Tanner ever did. How his cum would feel dripping out of her while Tanner watched.

"I'm going to look at you the whole time," she said. "While he's fucking me, I'm going to stare at you. So you know I'm still yours."

Tanner came with a groan. Ava followed a moment later, collapsing on his chest.

Saturday morning, Tanner texted Corbin: She wants to do it again. This time I'm there.

Corbin's reply came back instantly: Fuck yes. When?

Ava took the phone from Tanner's hand. She typed: Friday. Our house. 8pm. Don't be late.

She hit send and handed the phone back. Then she went to the closet and started pulling out lingerie.

"We need to go shopping," she said. "I need something new. Something he'll want to rip off."

Tanner watched her lay out options on the bed. Black lace. Red silk. A corset that laced up the front.

"Get the red," he said. "It matches your lipstick."

Ava held up the red set. It was barely there. Just strings and hope.

"Perfect," she said. "He'll lose his mind."

Tanner's phone buzzed. Corbin's reply: I'll bring the camera.

Ava read it over his shoulder. "No," she said firmly. "No camera. Not yet."

She typed back: No camera. Just you, me, and Tanner. If you bring a camera, you don't get in the door.

Corbin's reply: Understood. See you Friday, Mrs. Bush.

Ava shivered. The way he said her name. Like he already owned her.

"One more rule," she said to Tanner. "He has to wear a condom."

"Agreed."

"And if I change my mind at any point, we stop."

"Always."

Ava kissed him hard. "You're crazy."

"So are you."

She pulled away and went to take another shower. Tanner lay in bed, his mind racing. Friday night. His house. His wife. Another man's cock.

His cock was hard again. He started stroking, thinking about what was to come. The sounds. The sights. The sheer, filthy perfection of it all.

In the bathroom, he heard Ava turn on the water. She was humming again. The same tune she'd hummed before meeting Corbin the first time.

She was happy. She was excited. She was his wife, and she was about to become a hotwife.

Tanner came again, his third time that day. It was going to be a long week. But Friday was coming.

And so was Corbin.


Chapter Four
THE PHOTOSHOOT THAT WENT TOO FAR




The text came in at noon on Tuesday. Boudoir photoshoot. My shop. 7pm. Wear something nice.

Ava Bush stared at her phone for a full minute. Her heart was doing that thing again, hammering against her ribs like it wanted out. She'd just gotten home from grocery shopping. There were bags on the kitchen counter. Milk was getting warm.

She typed back: What about Tanner?

Corbin's reply was instant: He can watch. FaceTime. Better than nothing.

Ava's fingers hovered over the keyboard. This was moving fast. Too fast. Last Friday they'd fucked in his office. Now he wanted a photoshoot. A boudoir photoshoot. In a motorcycle shop. It was ridiculous. It was insane. It was exactly the kind of filthy thing that made her pussy throb.

She texted Tanner: Corbin wants to do a photoshoot tonight. Says you can watch on FaceTime.

Tanner's reply took three minutes. When it came, it was just three words: Fuck yes. Do it.

Ava spent the rest of the day in a daze. She couldn't focus on anything. She burned dinner. She put the milk in the pantry. At five, she went upstairs to get ready.

She stood in front of her closet for twenty minutes. What did you wear to a boudoir photoshoot in a motorcycle shop? Finally, she pulled out a white lace bodysuit. It was something she'd bought years ago for Tanner's birthday and never worn. It was sheer in all the right places. It had snaps at the crotch.

She paired it with a silk robe. Black. Short. She did her makeup heavier than usual. Smoky eyes. Red lips. The same red lips that had left marks on Corbin's cock last time.

At 6:30, she texted Corbin: On my way.

He replied: Door's open.

The shop looked different at night. The neon sign was off. The bay doors were closed. But the side door was unlocked, just like before. Ava pushed it open. The smell of oil and metal hit her. It was darker inside. Only a few work lights were on, casting shadows across the bikes.

"Corbin?"

"Back here."

She followed his voice to the main garage. He'd set up a space. There was a vintage Harley in the center, polished to a shine. Work lights were arranged around it, pointing at the bike. A camera sat on a tripod. Another camera hung around Corbin's neck.

He was wearing jeans and a black t-shirt. His beard was trimmed. He'd actually made an effort.

"You look nice," he said when he saw her. His eyes went up and down her body. The robe didn't hide much.

"So do you."

"Take off the robe."

Ava's hands shook as she untied the belt. The silk slid off her shoulders and pooled at her feet. Corbin's eyes went wide.

"Fuck," he muttered. "That's perfect."

The bodysuit hugged every curve. Her nipples were visible through the lace. The snaps at the crotch were already straining.

"Get on the bike," Corbin said. He was already lifting the camera to his eye.

Ava swung her leg over the Harley. The leather seat was cool against her thighs. She sat up straight.

"Arch your back," Corbin directed. "Push your tits out."

She did. The bodysuit stretched tighter.

"Good. Now lean back. Grab the handlebars."

Ava leaned back. The position made her stomach flat and her tits point up. She felt exposed. She felt powerful.

Corbin's camera clicked. The flash was bright. He moved around her, taking shots from every angle. From the front, her tits filled the frame. From the side, the curve of her ass. From behind, the thin strip of lace disappearing between her cheeks.

"Spread your legs wider," he said. "Yeah, like you're waiting for a cock."

Ava spread her legs. The snaps at her crotch pulled apart slightly. She could feel air on her pussy.

Corbin noticed. He lowered the camera. "You're getting wet."

"No I'm not."

"Liar." He moved closer. He was right in front of her now. "Let me see."

He didn't wait for permission. His hand went between her legs. His fingers pressed against the lace. It was soaking wet.

"Just like I thought," he said. His voice was low. "You love this."

Ava's face burned. "It's just... exciting."

"It's more than that." Corbin dropped his camera. It hung from the strap around his neck. His hands went to his belt. "You want to see what you're really here for?"

He unbuckled. He unzipped. His jeans fell to his knees. He wasn't wearing underwear. His cock sprang free, half-hard and already thick.

Ava's mouth watered. She hated herself for it. But it did.

"Touch it," Corbin said.

Ava reached out. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft. It was hot. Heavy. She stroked it slowly, feeling it grow in her hand.

"Now use your mouth."

Ava looked up at him. "What about the photos?"

"Fuck the photos. This is better."

But he picked up the camera anyway. He held it in one hand, pointing it down at her.

"Look at the lens," he said. "Let Tanner see."

Ava's phone was propped up on the workbench across the garage. Tanner's face filled the screen. He was watching. His eyes were wide. His hand was moving. He was already jerking off.

Ava leaned forward. The bike seat dug into her thighs. She opened her mouth and took the head of Corbin's cock inside. It was thick. It stretched her lips. She could taste his precum, salty and bitter.

"That's it," Corbin groaned. "Take it deeper."

She tried. She really tried. But his cock was too thick. She could only get halfway down before she gagged. Saliva poured from her mouth, dripping down her chin, onto her tits.

Corbin's camera clicked. He was taking pictures. Close-ups of her lips stretched around his shaft. Of her eyes watering. Of the spit running down her face.

"Look at Tanner," Corbin ordered.

Ava turned her head. She looked straight into her phone's camera. Into her husband's eyes. She pulled back until just the tip was in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it. Then she plunged down again, taking as much as she could.

On the screen, Tanner's face twisted. He was cumming. She could see it. His hand was a blur. Then he slumped back in his seat, spent.

But Corbin wasn't done. He grabbed Ava's hair with his free hand and started fucking her mouth. Real fucking. In and out. The head hitting the back of her throat. She gagged again. More spit. Tears streamed down her face, messing up her makeup.

"Fuck," Corbin grunted. "Your mouth is perfect."

He pulled out. His cock was shiny with her spit. He slapped it against her face. Once. Twice. Three times. Each slap left a wet mark.

"Open wide," he said.

Ava opened her mouth. She stuck out her tongue. Corbin stroked his cock fast. His balls tightened. He aimed.

The first spurt hit her cheek. Hot and thick. The second landed on her tongue. The third on her forehead. The fourth on her tits. He kept cumming. It seemed to go on forever. By the time he was done, Ava's face was covered. Her eyelashes were stuck together with it. It dripped from her chin onto the bodysuit.

Corbin stepped back. He lifted the camera and took a final shot. Ava's face, covered in cum, looking directly at the lens.

"Perfect," he said.

Ava reached for her phone. Her hands were shaking. She held it at arm's length, making sure Corbin's half-hard cock was in the frame, resting on her cum-covered cheek. She took the picture. She sent it to Tanner with a caption: Is this what you wanted, pervert?

Tanner's reply came back in seconds: Fuck yes. Come home. I need to reclaim you.

Ava stood up slowly. Her legs were jelly. Corbin's cum was everywhere. In her hair. On her tits. Soaking through the lace.

"Same time next week?" Corbin asked. He was already pulling up his jeans.

Ava looked at him. Then at the phone. Then at the Harley she'd just been photographed on.

"Maybe," she said.

She grabbed her robe and walked to the bathroom in the back of the shop. She needed to clean up. But part of her wanted to leave it. Wanted to walk out with Corbin's cum still drying on her face. Wanted Tanner to see exactly what she'd done.

In the bathroom, she looked in the mirror. She was a mess. Mascara running. Lipstick smeared. Cum everywhere. She looked like a porn star. She looked like a hotwife.

She took another selfie. Just for herself this time. She wanted to remember this moment. The moment she stopped being just a wife and became something more.

When she came out, Corbin was locking up. He handed her a rag.

"For the ride home," he said.

Ava took it. She didn't use it. She walked out to her car with Corbin's cum still on her face. She drove home with the windows down, the wind drying it on her skin.

Tanner was waiting on the porch when she pulled in. He had his phone in his hand. He'd been watching the whole thing. He'd seen every degrading moment.

"Get inside," he said. His voice was rough. "Now."

Ava walked past him. She could feel his eyes on her. On the cum. On the bodysuit. On what she had become.

The door slammed shut behind them. Tanner grabbed her. He pushed her against the wall. His mouth was on hers, tasting Corbin's cum.

"You're a fucking mess," he growled.

"I know."

"Did you love it?"

"Yes."

He spun her around. He yanked the bodysuit aside. He was inside her in one thrust. She was still loose. Still wet. Still full of Corbin's cum.

"This is mine," he grunted. "This pussy is mine."

"Yes," Ava gasped. "But you like sharing it."

Tanner fucked her against the wall. Hard and fast. It didn't take long. He came inside her, adding to the mess. They slid to the floor, panting.

"Next time," Tanner said, "I'm going to be there."

"Next time," Ava agreed, "I'm going to let you film it."

They stayed on the floor, covered in sweat and cum, already planning the next step. The next level. The next time Ava would perform for her husband's camera.


Chapter Five
THE VIDEO THAT BROKE THE DAM




Tanner Bush sat in his Honda Civic in the driveway. The engine was off. The lights were off. The only illumination came from the phone in his hand. The screen showed a photo. Ava's face. Covered in Corbin's cum. Her eyes were looking right at the camera. Right at him. The photo had arrived five minutes ago, sent directly from Corbin's phone with no message, just the image.

Tanner's cock was already out of his pants. He'd been stroking it for fifteen minutes, ever since he left work early. The photo had turned into a video. Corbin had sent that too. It was only thirty seconds long. It showed Ava on her knees, sucking his cock, looking at the phone. Looking at Tanner. The video looped automatically. He'd watched it maybe twenty times. Each time his hand moved faster.

"Fuck," he whispered. His hand moved faster. "Fuck, baby. Look at you."

His orgasm hit like a truck. Cum shot out of his cock. It hit the steering wheel. It hit the dashboard. It hit his shirt. It kept coming. Rope after rope. The most intense orgasm of his life. He kept stroking through it, watching Ava's mouth stretch around that thick shaft on the screen. Watching her eyes water. Watching her be a perfect slut for another man.

When it was over, he sat there panting. His cock was still half-hard. His hand was sticky. The steering wheel was sticky. His shirt had a wet spot the size of a grapefruit. He didn't care. He wiped his hand on his pants leg and tucked himself back in. He got out of the car and walked to the house on shaky legs.

The front door was unlocked. He pushed it open. The house was quiet. Too quiet. He could hear something, though. A faint buzzing sound. Coming from the bedroom. A sound he knew well.

He walked down the hall. The buzzing got louder. It was a vibrator. He knew that sound. He'd bought Ava that dildo last year for her birthday. It was black. Twelve inches long. Thick as a Coke can. She'd never been able to take more than half of it. She'd called it a novelty. A joke. Something they'd never use.

He pushed the bedroom door open. Ava was on the bed. Naked. Legs spread wide. The black dildo was buried in her pussy. All twelve inches. Every single inch. Her pussy lips were stretched obscenely around the base. The vibrator was on high. It buzzed like an angry bee.

Ava's eyes were closed. Her head was thrown back. Her free hand was pinching her nipple. Hard. Twisting it. Pulling it away from her body.

"Corbin," she moaned. "Fuck me. Fuck me with that big cock. Stretch me like Tanner never could."

Tanner's cock sprang back to full hardness. It strained against his pants. He pulled his phone out. He hit record. The camera focused on his wife's stretched pussy. On the black monster inside her. On the way her clit was swollen and red and throbbing.

"Open your eyes," he said. His voice was rough. Commanding.

Ava's eyes flew open. She saw him. Saw the camera pointed right at her cunt. She didn't stop. She started fucking herself harder with the dildo. Her hips lifted off the bed. She fucked the toy like it was a real man.

"You like watching?" she panted. Her voice was thick with lust. "You like seeing me fuck myself thinking about him?"

"Yes," Tanner said. He was already jerking off, his cock out and in his hand. "Tell me what you're thinking about."

"I'm thinking about his cock. How thick it was. How it hurt going in. How I came so hard I saw stars. How his cum felt hot inside me. How I want it again."

Tanner moved closer. He zoomed in on her pussy. The dildo was slick with her juices. They were dripping down onto the sheets. Making a wet spot that was already the size of a dinner plate.

"Show me your face," he said.

Ava turned the dildo. She pushed it deeper. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. Her eyes rolled back. She was close. So close.

"Say it," Tanner demanded. "Say what you want."

"I want his cock," she gasped. "I want Corbin's fat cock in me again. Filling me up. Stretching me out. Making me a slut. Making me yours and his."

Tanner's hand was shaking. He kept the camera steady. He watched as Ava's whole body tensed. Her legs started shaking. Her toes curled. The buzzing sound got muffled as her muscles contracted around the base of the toy.

"I'm cumming," she screamed. "I'm cumming on this fake cock thinking about his real one."

Her pussy clamped down on the dildo. It squeezed and released, squeezed and released. More juice poured out. The buzzing sound got louder again as she relaxed.

Tanner couldn't take it anymore. He dropped the phone on the bed. It kept recording, pointed at the ceiling. He ripped his pants off. He climbed on the bed. He grabbed the dildo and pulled it out of her. It made a wet, sucking sound. Her pussy gaped open, red and swollen and dripping.

"Mine," he growled. He shoved his cock inside in one thrust.

Ava screamed. She was still cumming. Her pussy was still contracting. It milked his cock. He didn't last ten strokes. He came hard, shooting his load into her already-soaked hole. Adding his cum to the mix.

"Fuck," he shouted. "Fuck, you're such a slut."

"Your slut," she corrected. "Your hotwife slut. Your dirty girl."

Tanner collapsed on top of her. His cock was still twitching inside her. He could feel the mix of his cum and her juices leaking out around his shaft. He rolled off her, panting. His chest was heaving.

They lay like that for a while, catching their breath. Then Ava started crying. Soft at first. Just a few tears. Then harder. Shoulder-shaking sobs that made the bed shake.

Tanner pulled out. He rolled off her. He gathered her in his arms. He held her tight.

"What's wrong?" he asked. He was genuinely scared. Had he pushed her too far?

"I'm scared," she whispered into his chest. Her tears were hot against his skin. "I'm scared of how much I want it. How much I want him. How much I need that feeling again."

"Do you want him more than me?" Tanner's voice was small. Vulnerable.

"No. Never. But I want him in a way I never thought I'd want anyone. It's so intense. So raw. So different from what we have. I love you. I love us. But I crave him. I crave his cock. I crave the way he makes me feel."

Tanner kissed her forehead. He kissed her tears. He tasted the salt. "I feel the same way. Watching that video. Listening to you. It's like a drug. I can't get enough. I need to see it. Live. In person. I need to film it. I need to watch his cock go in and out of you. I need to see your face up close."

Ava's pussy clenched at his words. She was sore. She was satisfied. But she wanted more. She always wanted more now.

"Okay," she said. "One more time. With you there. Filming everything. No more secrets. No more hiding."

"Friday," Tanner said. "Our house. Our bed."

"Friday."

She picked up her phone from where it had fallen. She opened the text thread with Corbin. She typed: Friday. Our place. 8pm. Be ready to perform. No cameras except ours.

She showed it to Tanner. He nodded. He added: And bring that big cock. She needs it.

She hit send. The reply came back in under a minute: I'll be there. Tell me what to wear.

Ava typed: Just wear that big cock. That's all you need. And maybe some clean clothes. You smell like a garage.

Corbin's reply: I'll shower. Promise. Can't wait to stretch that pretty pussy again.

Ava dropped the phone. She turned to Tanner. She kissed him deep. Their tongues twisted together. They could both taste the sex. The need. The obsession.

"We're really doing this," she said when they broke apart.

"We're really doing this."

They spent the rest of the night fucking. Slow. Fast. Gentle. Rough. They tried every position they could think of. They said every dirty word. They were preparing. Practicing. Getting ready for the main event. Making sure they could handle it.

At midnight, they finally stopped. They were both raw. Exhausted. But still buzzing with energy and anticipation.

Ava fell asleep with her head on Tanner's chest. Tanner stayed awake, staring at the ceiling. Thinking about Friday. Thinking about the camera angles. Thinking about the sounds he wanted to capture. The sights. The feelings.

He could already hear it. Ava's scream. Corbin's grunt. The wet slap of balls on ass. The sound of his wife's pussy being stretched to its limit.

His cock twitched, half-hard again. He ignored it. He needed to sleep. But he couldn't. The images were too strong. Too real. Too perfect.

He got out of bed quietly. He went to his office. He opened his laptop. He started a new document. He titled it: Friday Night - The Plan

He typed:

1. Set up three cameras in bedroom (one overhead, one foot of bed, one side angle)

2. One handheld 4K camera for close-ups and movement

3. Safe word: SODA (completely disconnected from sex)

4. Condoms mandatory (at first - can renegotiate if needed)

5. Ava has absolute final say on everything

6. Film everything, no matter how messy or intense

7. Reclaim sex immediately after Corbin leaves

8. No contact with Corbin except through group text

9. Review footage together within 24 hours

10. If either of us has regrets, we stop completely

He saved the document. He printed it out. He put it on the bedside table next to Ava's phone.

He went back to bed. He curled up behind her. His hand rested on her hip. His cock pressed against her ass.

She pushed back against him in her sleep. Her body knew what it wanted. Even if her brain was still catching up.

Friday, Tanner thought. Just five more days.

It was going to be the longest week of his life. But it would be worth it. Every second of waiting would be worth it when he finally saw his wife take another man's cock while he watched.

He finally fell asleep. His dreams were filled with images of Ava. Spread open. Moaning. Cumming. Being the perfect hotwife.


Chapter Six
SETTING THE TERMS




The doorbell rang at seven-thirty on a Tuesday night. Tanner's hand shook as he reached for the knob. Corbin stood on the porch, looking like he'd just walked out of a motorcycle magazine. He wore dark jeans, a black Henley shirt that strained across his chest, and work boots. His beard was trimmed. His hair was pulled back in a man bun. He held a six-pack of craft beer.

"Evening, neighbor," Corbin said with a grin.

Tanner stepped aside. "Come in."

Corbin entered the house. He looked around like he was appraising the place. The living room was neat. Too neat. Ava had spent three hours cleaning. She was sitting on the couch, wearing yoga pants and a tank top. No bra. Her nipples were hard.

"Corbin," she said. Her voice was steady. "Have a seat."

Corbin took the armchair. Tanner sat next to Ava on the couch. The coffee table between them held a notepad and pen. Like a real business meeting.

"Beer?" Corbin offered.

"Sure," Tanner said.

They each opened a bottle. The cap hissed. No one drank.

"So," Ava started. "We need to talk about Friday."

Corbin leaned forward. "I'm listening."

Ava picked up the notepad. She'd written bullet points. "Rule number one. I have absolute veto power. I say stop, we stop. No questions asked."

"Agreed," Corbin said.

"Rule number two. Safe word is 'Soda.' I say that word, everything stops. Immediately."

"Got it."

"Rule number three. Tanner films from any angle he wants. You don't get to tell him where to stand."

Corbin looked at Tanner. "You gonna be in my face with that camera?"

"If I want to be," Tanner said.

Corbin shrugged. "Fine. Just don't block the good stuff."

Ava continued. "Rule number four. Condoms are mandatory. No exceptions."

Corbin's smile faded. "Come on. You let me go raw last time."

"Last time was a mistake," Ava said firmly. "This time, we do it right. Safe."

"Safe is boring."

"Safe is non-negotiable," Ava shot back. Her voice was sharp.

Corbin held up his hands. "Okay, okay. Condoms. But what if it breaks?"

"Then we stop and get a new one," Tanner said.

Corbin sighed. "Fine. What else?"

"Rule number five. I pick the outfit. You don't get to tear it off me. You can take it off nicely."

"I can do nice," Corbin said. He didn't sound convincing.

"Rule number six. No marks above the neck. I have to go to work on Monday."

Corbin grinned. "So I can mark you below the neck?"

"If you must."

"Oh, I must."

Ava ignored him. "Rule number seven. No anal. Not yet."

"Yet?" Corbin's eyebrows went up. "So it's on the table for later?"

"Maybe. If this goes well."

Corbin looked at Tanner. "You okay with your wife taking it up the ass?"

Tanner's cock throbbed. "If she wants it."

"I might want it," Ava said. Her voice was softer now. "But not this time."

"Got it." Corbin drank his beer. "Anything else?"

"Rule number eight. You cum where I tell you to cum. Not wherever you want."

"Where do you want me to cum?"

"Inside the condom. Inside me. On my tits. Not on my face. Not in my hair."

"You're no fun."

"I'm plenty of fun," Ava said. "You just have to follow the rules."

Corbin set his beer down. "Okay. Your rules are fair. But I have one request."

"What?"

"Let me pick the outfit."

Ava's eyes narrowed. "Why?"

"Because I want to see you in something specific. Something that'll drive me crazy. And if I'm going to perform, I need to be motivated."

Ava looked at Tanner. Tanner shrugged. "Let him pick," he said. "As long as you approve it."

"Fine," Ava said. "Show me."

Corbin pulled out his phone. He opened his browser. He typed in a website. It was a lingerie store. High-end. Expensive. He scrolled through pages.

"What about this?" He held up the phone.

It was a leather bodysuit. It laced up the front. It had cutouts for the tits.

"Too much," Ava said.

He scrolled. "This?"

A schoolgirl outfit. Plaid skirt. White blouse.

"I'm not a teenager," Ava said.

He scrolled again. "This?"

It was red. Crimson. The set had an open-cup bra. Crotchless panties. Thigh-high stockings. Stiletto heels.

Ava stared at it. Her pussy clenched. "That one."

"Really?" Corbin looked surprised.

"Yes. The red. It's perfect."

"Expensive," Corbin said.

"I'll pay for it," Tanner said. He'd already pulled out his credit card.

They ordered it. Express shipping. It would arrive Thursday. Just in time.

"Anything else?" Ava asked.

"One more thing," Corbin said. "Shave for me. Bald. Smooth."

Ava's hand went to her pussy. She was trimmed. Not bald. "Why?"

"Because I want to see every inch of you. And I want to feel nothing but skin when I eat you out."

Ava's breath caught. "Okay."

"Film it," Corbin added. "I want to watch."

Ava looked at Tanner. Tanner nodded. "I'll film it."

Corbin stood up. "Then we're set. Friday. Eight o'clock. I'll be here."

He walked to the door. He stopped. He turned back to Ava.

"You're going to look so fucking hot in that red set. I might cum just seeing you in it."

"Control yourself," Ava said. But she smiled.

Corbin left. The door closed. Tanner and Ava sat in silence.

"He's intense," Ava said.

"He's perfect."

Friday night came. The lingerie arrived in a black box. Ava opened it in the bedroom. Tanner watched. The material was silk and lace. The red was deep. Almost blood-colored.

Ava held up the bra. It had no cups. Just straps that would go under her tits, pushing them up and out. The panties were just a waistband and two leg holes. The crotch was missing. Completely open.

"Try it on," Tanner said.

"Not yet. First, I have to shave."

She went to the bathroom. She set up Tanner's phone on a tripod. She angled it toward the tub. She started the water. She got in.

Tanner watched from the doorway. His cock was already hard in his pants.

"Start filming," Ava said.

Tanner hit record. He held the phone steady.

Ava spread her legs. Her pussy was covered in short, dark hair. She picked up the shaving cream. It was pink. She squirted it into her hand. She rubbed it over her mound. Over her lips. Between her legs. She covered every inch.

Her fingers worked the cream in. She was thorough. She made sure the camera caught everything. Her fingers parted her lips. They rubbed over her clit. She was already wet.

"Why are you wet?" Tanner asked from behind the camera.

"Because I'm thinking about Friday. About Corbin seeing me like this. Bald and exposed."

She picked up the razor. It was pink too. A five-blade. She started at the top. One long stroke. The hair came off. She rinsed the blade. She did it again. And again.

Her mound was smooth now. She moved lower. She pulled her lips apart. The razor traced the edges. Careful. Precise. She didn't want any nicks.

"Spread wider," Tanner said.

Ava spread her legs as wide as they would go. Her pussy opened. The inner lips were pink. Wet. Her clit was peeking out.

The razor moved down. Stroke by stroke. The hair disappeared. Her skin was smooth. Pale. Vulnerable.

She lifted her ass. She shaved around her asshole too. She was thorough. She wanted to be perfect.

When she was done, she ran her fingers over the skin. It was like silk. Like a baby's skin.

"Feel it," she said to the camera.

Tanner's hand reached out. His fingers touched her. She was smooth. Soft. Wet.

"Perfect," he said.

Ava stood up. The water rinsed the remaining cream away. She stepped out of the tub. She toweled off. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her pussy looked different. Younger. Exposed. Ready.

She took the phone from Tanner. She held it between her legs. She filmed her smooth pussy. She spread the lips. She showed the camera everything.

"This is for Corbin's camera," she said. "Not yours. You're just the cameraman."

She sent the video to Corbin. She sent a copy to Tanner too.

Tanner's phone buzzed. He opened the video. He watched it. He watched it again. He watched it a third time. Each time he came. In his pants. On his hand. In the shower later that night.

Ava watched him from the bed. She had the red lingerie laid out. She was touching herself while Tanner jerked off to her video.

"Three times," she counted. "You came three times."

"I can't help it," Tanner panted. "You look so fucking hot."


Chapter Seven
THE FILMED PERFORMANCE




Saturday evening arrived with a sky the color of a fresh bruise. Tanner Bush moved through his bedroom like a man possessed, setting up three cameras on tripods. One he placed on the dresser, aimed at the foot of the bed to capture the full view. The second he mounted on a shelf, pointing down at a slight angle to get the top-down shot. The third he positioned in the corner, wide-angle to catch everything. He checked each one twice, making sure they had power, making sure the memory cards were empty, making sure the red recording lights would show. His hands shook so badly he dropped the remote twice.

The handheld camera sat on the nightstand. It was a 4K model he'd borrowed from work. It felt heavy and cold in his palm. He tested the zoom. He tested the focus. He practiced moving it smoothly. He wanted this to be perfect. He wanted every detail captured. Every sound picked up. Every drop of sweat, every string of spit, every throb of Corbin's cock inside his wife.

Ava was in the bathroom. He could hear the shower running. She'd been in there for forty minutes. He knew she was shaving again. Making sure she was perfectly smooth. The way Corbin wanted. The way they both wanted.

Tanner looked at himself in the mirror. He wore a black t-shirt and jeans. Simple. Unobtrusive. He didn't want to distract from the main event. His cock was already hard. Had been hard for an hour. It pressed against his zipper, uncomfortable and insistent.

The doorbell rang. Tanner jumped. His heart hammered. He looked at the clock. Seven-forty. Corbin was early. He walked down the hall. His legs felt like they belonged to someone else. He opened the door.

Corbin stood there with a black box in his hands. It was glossy, tied with a red ribbon. He wore dark jeans and a black button-down shirt. His beard was trimmed neat. His hair was down, hanging around his shoulders. He looked like a Viking who'd learned to bathe.

"Evening," Corbin said. His voice was deep. Calm. Like this was just another day.

"Come in," Tanner managed.

Corbin stepped inside. He looked around the living room. His eyes took in the photos on the wall. Tanner and Ava's wedding photo. Vacation photos. Evidence of a happy marriage.

"Nice place," Corbin said.

"Thanks."

"She in the bedroom?"

"Getting ready."

Corbin set the box on the coffee table. "For her."

Tanner stared at it. "What's in it?"

"Something extra. For the performance."

The shower shut off. Tanner's head snapped toward the hall. Ava would be out soon. She'd be in the robe. The silk robe. The one that barely covered her ass.

"You nervous?" Corbin asked.

"Yes."

"Good. Means you care." Corbin sat on the couch. He made himself at home. "You should be nervous. This is a big step."

Tanner nodded. He couldn't speak. His throat was too tight.

Ava's voice came from the bedroom. "Tanner? Is he here?"

"Yes," Tanner called back.

"Send him in."

Corbin stood. He clapped Tanner on the shoulder. "This is it, man. The point of no return."

Tanner followed him down the hall. They entered the bedroom. The cameras stared like silent witnesses. The red lights glowed. They were recording. Everything was being saved.

Ava stood in the bathroom doorway. She wore a cream silk robe. It hit mid-thigh. Her legs looked endless. Her hair was down, damp around her shoulders. Her face was done up. Dark eyes. Red lips. She looked like a movie star. A porn star.

"Hi, Corbin," she said. Her voice was throaty.

"Hi, Ava." Corbin's eyes ate her up. "You look good enough to eat."

She smiled. "You can. Later."

Tanner picked up the handheld camera. He turned it on. The screen lit up. He pointed it at Ava. "Ready?"

"Ready."

She untied the robe. The silk fell open. She shrugged it off her shoulders. It pooled at her feet.

Tanner's breath stopped. His heart stopped. His cock exploded.

He came in his pants. Right there. No touching. Just the sight of his wife in the red lingerie Corbin had picked out. It was obscene. It was perfect.

The bra was open-cup. Her tits sat on display, pushed up high. The nipples were hard and dark. The panties were crotchless. Her shaved pussy was visible, pink and wet. The thigh-highs were crimson. The heels were black and tall. She looked like a gift. A whore. A goddess.

"Fuck," Corbin whispered. "You weren't kidding."

Ava stood there, letting them look. Letting the cameras look. She turned slowly, showing her ass. The panties had a thong back. It disappeared between her cheeks. Her ass was round and firm. There were still faint marks from last time.

Tanner's cock kept pulsing in his pants. The wet spot grew. He could feel the cum soaking through his boxers. He didn't care. He kept filming.

"You like it?" Ava asked. She was looking at Corbin.

"I fucking love it."

"You going to fuck me in it?"

"Every way possible."

Tanner finally found his voice. "Get on the bed."

Ava walked to the bed. She crawled onto it. On all fours. Her ass faced the cameras. The crotchless panties showed everything. Her pussy lips were swollen. Her clit was peeking out. She looked back over her shoulder.

"Like this?" she asked.

"Just like that," Tanner said. He moved around her, filming from every angle. The static cameras caught the wide shots. He got the close-ups. The lace details. The wetness on her thighs.

Corbin was undressing. He pulled his shirt off. His chest was hairy. His stomach was solid, not flat but strong. He unbuttoned his jeans. He pushed them down. He wasn't wearing underwear. His cock sprang free.

It was already hard. Thick. Veiny. The head was purple and shiny with precum. It hung down, heavy. It twitched with his heartbeat.

"Come here," Ava said. She'd flipped over. She sat on the edge of the bed. "I want to taste it."

Corbin walked to her. He stood between her legs. His cock was level with her face. She looked up at him. Then at Tanner. Then at the camera.

"Film this," she said to Tanner. "Every second."

Tanner moved in close. He knelt on the floor. The camera was inches from her face. From Corbin's cock.

Ava stuck out her tongue. It was pink and wet. She licked the tip of Corbin's cock. One slow lick. She gathered the precum. She pulled back, showing the string connecting her tongue to his slit.

"Good?" she asked.

"More," Corbin said.

She licked again. This time she ran her tongue around the head. All the way around. She kissed it. She sucked just the tip into her mouth. Her lips stretched tight.

Tanner zoomed in. He could see her lips trembling. He could see the pulse in Corbin's cock. He could see the veins bulging.

Ava took more. She slid her mouth down. Two inches. Three. She was already gagging. Spit pooled in her mouth. It dripped down her chin. Onto her tits.

"Look at me," Tanner said.

Ava's eyes found the camera. She held them there. She took another inch. Her throat bulged. She gagged again. More spit. It was running down Corbin's shaft now. Coating it.

"Fuck her mouth," Tanner said. He was surprised by his own voice. It was commanding. "Fuck it hard."

Corbin grabbed Ava's head. His big hands covered her ears. He pulled her forward. He thrust his hips. His cock went deep. All the way to the root.

Ava's nose pressed into his pubic hair. She gagged hard. Her body convulsed. Spit poured from her mouth. It ran down her chin, her neck, onto the red bra.

Corbin held her there. Ten seconds. Fifteen. Her eyes watered. Tears ran down her face, mixing with the spit.

"Let her breathe," Tanner said.

Corbin pulled out. Ava gasped. Air rushed into her lungs. She coughed. More spit. Her face was a mess. Her makeup was ruined.

"Again," she gasped.

Corbin pushed back in. This time he didn't go slow. He fucked her face. In and out. Hard and fast. The sound was wet and obscene. Slurp. Gag. Slurp. Gag.

Tanner moved around them. He got the side angle. He got the front angle. He got underneath, looking up at Ava's throat as it bulged with each thrust.

"Touch yourself," Tanner told her.

Ava's hand went between her legs. The crotchless panties gave her easy access. Her fingers found her clit. She rubbed in fast circles.

"She's close," Corbin grunted. "I can feel it in her throat."

Ava moaned around his cock. The vibration made Corbin groan. He fucked faster. His balls slapped against her chin. They were heavy. Full.

"I'm gonna cum," he warned.

"On her face," Tanner said. "Not in her mouth."

Corbin pulled out. He stroked his cock fast. Ava kept her mouth open. Her tongue out. She looked at the camera. At Tanner.

"Do it," she whispered. "Cover me."

The first spurt hit her forehead. Thick and white. It ran down into her eyebrow. The second hit her nose. It dripped onto her upper lip. The third hit her cheek. The fourth her chin. He kept cumming. Spurt after spurt. It covered her face. It dripped onto her tits. It soaked the red lace.

When he was done, his cock rested on her cheek. It was still half-hard. It left a trail of cum.

Ava picked up her phone from the nightstand. She held it at arm's length. She took a selfie. Her face was covered. Corbin's cock was on her cheek. She typed a caption: Is this what you wanted, pervert?

She sent it to Tanner. Even though he was right there. Even though he was filming.

Tanner's phone buzzed. He looked at the picture. He looked at his wife. He looked at the mess on her face.

"Yes," he said. "That's exactly what I wanted."

Corbin stepped back. He looked at the cameras. "You get all that?"

"Every second," Tanner said.

"Good." Corbin looked at Ava. "Now clean up. We've got more filming to do."

Ava wiped the cum from her eyes. She licked it from her lips. She smiled at Tanner. A smile that said she was just getting started.

Tanner's cock was hard again. He hadn't even cleaned up his pants. The wet spot was cold now. He didn't care. He kept filming. He would always keep filming.


Chapter Eight
THE PERFORMANCE GOES ALL NIGHT




Corbin's cum dripped down Ava's face. It hung from her chin in thick strings. It pooled in the hollow of her throat. It soaked into the red lace of the bra. She kept her eyes open. She blinked through the white film covering her eyelashes.

"Clean it up," Corbin said again. He stood over her. His cock hung half-hard, still leaking onto the carpet.

Ava's tongue came out. It was slow. Deliberate. She licked her upper lip. She gathered the salty mess. She swallowed.

"More," Tanner said from behind the camera. "Get it all."

Ava used her fingers. She scooped the cum from her cheek. She put them in her mouth. She sucked them clean. She did it again. And again. She was methodical. She didn't miss a drop.

The camera zoomed in. Tanner captured her fingers sliding between her lips. He captured the string of spit and cum that connected her bottom lip to her chin. He captured the way her throat moved when she swallowed.

Corbin watched. He stroked his cock. It was getting hard again. "You look good like that. Used."

Ava looked at him. "I feel used."

"Do you like it?"

"Yes."

Tanner moved the camera to her face. "Say it again."

"I like being used. I like being covered in cum. I like being your little slut."

Tanner came again. He couldn't help it. The words were too much. The sight was too much. He felt the wet spot spread in his pants. He kept filming.

Corbin walked to the dresser. He opened his jeans pocket. He pulled out a condom. It was gold foil. Magnum. Extra large.

"Standard issue," he said to Tanner. "For my size."

Tanner zoomed in as Corbin ripped the packet open. He pulled out the rubber. It looked small in his big hand. He rolled it down his shaft. It stretched tight. The tip of his cock pushed against the end.

"Get on your back," Corbin told Ava.

She moved. She lay in the center of the bed. Her head was on the pillow. The cum on her face was drying now. It made her skin tight.

Corbin climbed onto the bed. He knelt between her legs. He looked down at her pussy. The crotchless panties framed it perfectly. It was pink. Wet. Gaping slightly from the dildo practice.

"Spread wider," he said.

Ava spread her legs. She grabbed her ankles. She pulled them back toward her shoulders. Her pussy opened. It was smooth. Bald. Perfect.

Tanner moved to the foot of the bed. He held the camera low. He got the shot of Corbin's cock hovering over Ava's entrance. The contrast was stark. His cock was dark. Veiny. Hers was light. Delicate.

"Put it in," Ava whispered. "Please."

Corbin didn't tease. He pressed forward. The head pushed against her lips. They parted. It went in. Just the tip.

Ava gasped. "Fuck. It's so big."

"More?" Corbin asked.

"More."

He pushed. An inch. Two. Three. The stretch was visible. Tanner zoomed in. He could see her lips wrapping around the shaft. He could see the skin stretching.

"More," Ava begged.

Corbin gave her more. Four inches. Five. Six. Ava's breathing was ragged. Her tits bounced with each heartbeat. The open-cup bra did nothing to hold them.

"All of it," she panted. "Give me all of it."

Corbin thrust forward. He buried himself to the hilt. His balls slapped against her ass. Ava screamed. It was a real scream. Not pleasure. Not pain. Both.

"Yes," she hissed. "Yes, yes, yes."

Tanner moved around them. He got the side angle. He filmed Corbin's ass clenching as he started to move. He filmed Ava's face. Her eyes were squeezed shut. Her mouth was open. Drool ran down her cheek.

"Look at the camera," Tanner said.

Ava's eyes opened. She found the lens. She held eye contact as Corbin started to fuck her. Slow at first. Then faster.

The sound filled the room. Slap. Slap. Slap. Skin on skin. The bed creaked. The headboard hit the wall. The cameras recorded everything.

"How does it feel?" Tanner asked. He was right next to her face now.

"Big," she gasped. "So fucking big. I feel every inch. Every vein."

"Better than me?"

"Different. So different."

Corbin picked up speed. He was pounding her now. His hips were a blur. Ava's tits bounced wildly. The bra straps dug into her skin. She didn't care.

"Harder," she screamed. "Fuck me harder."

Corbin complied. He fucked her so hard the bed moved across the floor. The static cameras caught the movement. Tanner's handheld caught the close-ups. The sweat on Corbin's back. The red marks on Ava's hips where he gripped her.

"I'm close," Ava panted.

"Not yet," Corbin grunted. "Hold it."

"I can't."

"Hold it."

He fucked her through her orgasm. She came screaming. Her pussy clamped down on his cock. It squeezed him like a fist. He didn't stop. He kept pounding.

"Another," he commanded. "Give me another."

Ava came again. And again. She lost count. The world narrowed to the cock in her pussy and the camera in her face.

"Flip her," Tanner said. He wanted a different angle.

Corbin pulled out. He grabbed Ava's hips. He flipped her like she weighed nothing. She landed on her stomach. He pulled her hips up. Her ass was in the air. Her face was in the pillow.

"Film this," Corbin said. "This is the money shot."

Tanner knelt on the bed. He held the camera behind them. He filmed as Corbin pushed back in. He filmed the penetration from behind. The way Ava's pussy lips gripped his shaft. The way his balls swung.

"Look back at me," Tanner said.

Ava turned her head. Her cheek was smashed into the pillow. Her makeup was destroyed. Her eyes were glazed. She looked at the camera.

"Tell me what you're feeling."

"Full," she moaned. "So fucking full. He's so deep. Deeper than you've ever been."

"Do you love it?"

"I fucking love it."

Corbin slapped her ass. Hard. The sound cracked like a whip. A red handprint appeared.

"Again," Ava begged.

He slapped the other cheek. Then again. And again. Her ass was bright red. The camera caught every mark.

"Fuck," Corbin grunted. "I'm getting close."

"Where do you want to cum?" Tanner asked.

"In her," Corbin said. "In the condom. Deep."

"Do it," Ava said. "Fill it up."

Corbin's thrusts became erratic. He was slamming into her now. The bed was hitting the wall with each thrust. The sound was deafening.

"I'm cumming," he roared. "Fuck, I'm cumming."

He slammed in one final time. He held there. His ass clenched. He was pumping his load into the condom. Ava could feel it. The heat. The throbbing.

"Yes," she hissed. "Yes, fill it."

It seemed to go on forever. Finally, Corbin collapsed on top of her. His weight pressed her into the mattress. He stayed inside her, his cock twitching.

Tanner kept filming. He filmed Corbin pulling out. He filmed the condom. It was full. Heavy. White cum filled the tip.

"Take it off," Tanner said. "Show me."

Corbin pulled out slowly. He held the base of the condom. He slid it off. It made a wet sound. He tied it off. He held it up.

"Look at that," he said to Ava. "That's all for you."

Ava was still on her stomach. She turned her head. She looked at the condom. At the load inside.

"Next time," she said, "that goes in me."

Tanner came again. He couldn't help it. The words were too much. He dropped the camera on the bed. It kept recording, pointed at the ceiling.

He climbed on the bed. He pushed Corbin aside. He grabbed Ava's hips. He pulled her up. His cock was out. He was inside her in one thrust.

"Mine," he growled. "This pussy is mine."

"Yes," Ava moaned. "But you like sharing it."

Tanner fucked her hard. It didn't take long. He came inside her. Adding his cum to the mix. The condom was on the nightstand. A trophy.

Corbin watched. He was sitting in the chair now. His cock was soft but still huge. He was drinking his beer from earlier.

"That was hot," he said. "Watching you reclaim her."

Tanner pulled out. He collapsed next to Ava. She rolled over. She put her head on his chest.

"Did you get it all?" she asked.

"Every second," Tanner said. "All three cameras. Plus the handheld."

"Good," she said. "I want to watch it later."

Corbin stood. He pulled his jeans on. He picked up the condom. "Can I keep this?"

"No," Ava said. "That's mine."

He handed it to her. She held it. It was warm. Heavy.

"Next time," she said again. "No condom."

Tanner looked at her. "You sure?"

"Yes. I want to feel it. All of it."

Corbin smiled. "I'll get tested. You do the same. Then we can go raw."

"Do it," Tanner said. "Fast."

Corbin left. The door closed. Tanner and Ava were alone. The cameras were still recording. They showed the mess. The cum. The sweat. The ruined lingerie.

Tanner got up. He turned them off. He took the memory cards out. He put them in the safe. He'd edit later. Right now, he had other priorities.

He went back to bed. Ava was already asleep. She still wore the red lingerie. It was soaked with sweat and cum. He pulled the covers over her. He spooned behind her. His cock was sore. His heart was full.

He fell asleep to the sound of her breathing. And the promise of next time.


Chapter Nine
THE MORNING AFTER




The sun came through the bedroom window at six forty-seven in the morning. It was bright and hot and it hit Tanner Bush right in the eyes. He groaned and turned his head. His neck was stiff. His back ached. His cock was sore. He had never been this exhausted in his entire life.

He opened his eyes slowly. The room looked like a tornado had hit it. The sheets were in a ball at the foot of the bed. The pillows were on the floor. The red lingerie Ava had worn was torn and hanging from the lamp shade. The three cameras on their tripods were still standing, but they were tilted at weird angles. The memory cards were full. The batteries were dead.

The smell was the first thing that hit him. Sex. Sweat. Cum. It was thick in the air. It clung to the walls. It had soaked into the carpet. They would need to open all the windows and burn the sheets.

He turned his head the other way. Ava was next to him. She was on her stomach, her face turned toward him. Her mouth was open. A little drool had dried on her cheek. Her hair was a wild mess, sticking up in every direction. The mascara she had put on so carefully last night was smeared down her face in black tracks. Her eyes were puffy.

She was naked. Completely naked. The lingerie had been ripped off sometime around three in the morning. Her back was covered in red marks. Some were handprints. Some were from Corbin's beard. Some were from Tanner's mouth.

Her ass was a disaster. Both cheeks were bright red, almost purple in places. The bruises from last night had darkened. There were bite marks on the right cheek. Deep ones. Tanner remembered doing that. He remembered the taste of her skin. The way she had screamed.

He pulled the sheet back. He looked at her pussy. It was swollen. Red. Open. A steady trickle of fluid was leaking out onto the bed. It was a mix of everything. Corbin's cum from the condom he had taken off sometime around midnight. Tanner's cum from the three times he had reclaimed her. Ava's own juices from the countless orgasms she had had.

Her inner thighs were sticky. There were bruises there too. Fingerprints from where Corbin had held her legs apart. Where Tanner had held her down.

Tanner's cock twitched. It was sore. Raw. But the sight of her like this—so used, so marked, so completely fucked—made it start to get hard again.

He reached out. His fingers touched her ass. She flinched in her sleep. He pulled his hand back. He didn't want to wake her. Not yet.

He lay there and watched her breathe. Her back rose and fell. Her tits were smashed against the mattress. He could see the side of one. It had a hickey on it. Purple and red. Corbin had sucked on it for ten minutes while Tanner filmed close-ups.

The clock ticked. Six fifty-two. Six fifty-three. Six fifty-four.

Ava's eyes opened. They were bloodshot. She blinked. She saw him. She smiled.

"Morning," she croaked. Her voice was gone. She had screamed it away.

"Morning," he whispered. He didn't have much voice left either.

She tried to move. She groaned. "Everything hurts."

"Me too."

"Good."

"Good?"

"Means we did it right."

She pushed herself up. It was slow. Painful. Her arms shook. She sat on the edge of the bed. Her legs wouldn't close all the way. They were too sore. She looked down at herself.

"Jesus," she whispered. "What did we do?"

"We fucked you all night."

"I can tell."

She stood up. It took three tries. Her legs were jelly. She walked to the bathroom. She moved like an old woman. Each step was careful. She left wet footprints on the hardwood. The fluid from her pussy dripped down her thighs.

Tanner watched her go. He watched her ass. The bruises were dark. They would last for days.

He heard the toilet flush. He heard the water run. She was in there for a long time. Ten minutes. Fifteen.

When she came back, she had a washcloth. It was warm. She sat on the bed next to him. She gently wiped his cock. It was crusty with dried cum.

"You came a lot last night," she said.

"So did you."

"Not as much as Corbin."

They both laughed. It hurt to laugh.

Tanner sat up. He took the washcloth. He wiped her face. The dried cum and mascara came off in black and white smears.

"You look like a raccoon," he said.

"You look like you got hit by a truck."

"Feels like it."

She lay back down next to him. They were both on their backs, staring at the ceiling. The fan was still spinning. It made a clicking sound.

"I'm hungry," she said.

"Me too."

"But I don't want to move."

"Me neither."

They lay there another twenty minutes. The sun moved across the floor. It lit up the mess. The condom wrapper on the nightstand. The empty beer bottles. The ripped lingerie.

"I love you," Ava said.

"I love you too."

"Last night was..."

"Perfect."

"Yes. Perfect."

She rolled onto her side. She faced him. Her hand went to his chest. She traced circles around his nipple.

"I'm still horny," she whispered.

"How?"

"I don't know. I just am."

Her hand moved down. It found his cock. It was half-hard. She stroked it gently.

"Does it hurt?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Want me to stop?"

"No."

She kept stroking. It got harder. Fully hard. It throbbed in her hand. The skin was tender. Sensitive.

"Tell me what you remember," she said. "From last night."

Tanner closed his eyes. "I remember him flipping you over. The way your ass looked in the air. The way his cock looked going in. So big. So thick."

"Did you like watching?"

"I loved it."

"More than fucking me yourself?"

"No. But it's different. It's like... I get to see you in a way I never could before. See how you move. How you take it."

Ava stroked faster. Her grip was tight. "Tell me more."

"I remember when he made you cum the third time. You were on top. Riding him. You looked at me. Right at the camera. Your eyes were so wide. So wild."

"I remember that. I remember thinking I was going to pass out."

"You didn't. You kept going."

"He kept making me go."

"And you loved it."

"Yes."

She climbed on top of him. She straddled his hips. His cock pressed against her pussy. She was still loose. Still wet. She slid down easily. They both groaned.

"Fuck," Tanner said. "You're so warm."

"It's all the cum inside me. Keeping me warm."

She started to move. Slow. Gentle. She was sore. He was sore. But they needed this. The reclaiming. The connection.

"Did you like it when he slapped me?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Did you like it when he called me a slut?"

"Yes."

"Did you like it when he came in the condom and showed it to you?"

"Fuck yes."

She rode him faster. The bed creaked. It was the same sound from last night. But now it was just them.

"Tell me something," she said. "Would you let him fuck my ass?"

Tanner's cock throbbed. "Do you want him to?"

"Maybe. I think about it. I think about how it would feel. His big cock in my tight ass."

"Would you let me watch?"

"I'd want you to film it. Close up. So you can see every inch go in."

Tanner grabbed her hips. He thrust up into her. "You're a dirty girl."

"Your dirty girl."

She came. It was small. Gentle. Just a ripple through her body. But it was enough. Tanner came too. He shot inside her. It wasn't much. Just a few drops. But it was his. His reclaim.

She collapsed on his chest. His cock slipped out. More fluid leaked onto his stomach.

They lay there. The sun was higher now. It was after eight. They should get up. But they didn't.

"I'm starving," Ava said.

"Me too."

"Let's order pizza."

"For breakfast?"

"For breakfast."

They ordered pizza. Extra cheese. Pepperoni. They ate it in bed. Grease dripped on the sheets. They didn't care. They watched the footage while they ate.

They started with the top-down angle. It showed everything. The moment Corbin first entered. The moment Ava came. The moment he filled the condom.

"Look at that," Ava said, pointing at the screen. "You can see my pussy stretching."

"I know. I filmed it."

"It's so hot."

Tanner's cock was hard again. He was amazed. He had nothing left. But there it was. Hard and ready.

Ava saw it. She set the pizza down. She grabbed it. "Again?"

"Always."

She sucked it. She was gentle. Her mouth was sore. But she took him in. She licked the shaft. She sucked the head. She looked at him.

"I can taste us," she said. "All of us."

She kept sucking. Tanner watched the footage over her head. He watched Corbin fuck her ass with his fingers. He remembered that part. It had happened around two in the morning. He had filmed it close-up.

Ava's mouth was magic. She made him cum. He shot down her throat. She swallowed. She kept sucking until he was soft.

"Good?" she asked.

"Perfect."

They finished the pizza. They drank water from the bottles on the nightstand. They were dehydrated. They had lost so much fluid last night.

"Let's shower," Ava said.

They went to the bathroom. They started the shower. It was big enough for two. They got in. The water was hot. It stung their sore skin.

Tanner washed her hair. He used the shampoo. He massaged her scalp. She groaned. It felt good. He washed her body. He used the loofah. He was gentle on her bruises. He washed between her legs. She winced.

"Sore?" he asked.

"Very."

"Good."

He washed her ass. The bruises there were the worst. He kissed each one. The water ran over them.

Ava washed him too. She washed his hair. His back. His cock. It was tender. She was gentle.

Then she turned around. She bent over. She grabbed the shower wall.

"What are you doing?" Tanner asked.

"I want you in my ass."

"You sure?"

"Yes. It'll be gentle. Just us."

He pressed against her asshole. It was tight. He pushed. The head popped in. She gasped.

"Okay?" he asked.

"More."

He pushed deeper. It was slow. The water helped. He got halfway in. Then he started to move. Gentle. Slow.

"Is this how he'll do it?" Ava asked.

"Maybe."

"I want him to."

"Then he will."

Tanner fucked her ass. It didn't take long. He came inside her. It was a small load. But it was the first time he'd ever cum in her ass. It felt significant.

He pulled out. The water washed them clean.

They dried off. They went back to bed. They were clean but the bed was filthy.

"We need new sheets," Ava said.

"And a new mattress."

"And new carpet."

They laughed. They called a cleaning service. They paid extra for same-day service.

The cleaners came at two. They stripped the bed. They vacuumed the carpet. They sprayed everything with industrial cleaner. The smell of sex was replaced with the smell of chemicals.

Ava and Tanner sat in the living room while they worked. They wore robes. They held hands. They watched TV but didn't really watch it.

When the cleaners left, they went back to the bedroom. It was spotless. The sheets were fresh and white. The room smelled clean.

They lay down. They were exhausted all over again.

"So," Ava said. "What now?"

"Now we wait for next Friday."

"Do we have to wait?"

"Yes. We have lives. Jobs."

"I know. But I don't want to."

Tanner kissed her forehead. "Neither do I."

They napped. They woke up at six. They were hungry again. They ordered Chinese food. They ate in bed. They watched the footage again.

This time they watched the corner camera. The wide angle. It showed everything. The whole room. The whole night. It was like watching a movie. A porn movie starring his wife.

"I look good," Ava said.

"You look amazing."

"I feel amazing."

They went to sleep early. Real sleep. Deep sleep. No sex. Just rest.

The next day was Sunday. They didn't leave the house. They watched the footage again. All three angles. They had sex twice. They talked about Corbin.

Monday morning came. Reality. Tanner went to work. Ava went to work. They texted all day.

Tanner: I can't concentrate.

Ava: Me neither. I'm so wet.

Tanner: Did you wear panties?

Ava: No.

Tanner: Fuck.

Ava sent a picture. It was under her desk. Her skirt was pulled up. Her pussy was visible. It was still a little red from Friday.

Tanner went to the bathroom. He jerked off. He sent her a video of it.

This was their new normal. Constant arousal. Constant connection. Constant reminders of what they had done.

The week dragged. Tuesday. Wednesday. Thursday. Each day felt like a year. They fucked every night. They watched the footage. They sent it to Corbin. He sent back videos of him jerking off to it.

Friday came again. This time they didn't need rules. They didn't need a meeting. Corbin texted: On my way.

Ava was already in the red lingerie. Tanner had the cameras set up. They were ready.

The night was a repeat of last week, but better. They knew what they liked. They knew what to do. Corbin fucked her for hours. Tanner filmed everything. They tried new positions. They used toys. They pushed boundaries.

At one point, Corbin had Ava on her knees. He was fucking her mouth. Tanner was behind her, fucking her pussy. They had her sandwiched. She was moaning around Corbin's cock. The sound was muffled. She came so hard she squirted. It soaked Tanner's thighs.

Another time, Corbin ate her pussy while Tanner fucked her ass. She had never felt so full. So used. So perfect.

They stopped at five in the morning. Not because they were done, but because they physically couldn't continue. Corbin left. He could barely walk.

Tanner and Ava collapsed. They didn't even have the energy for reclaim sex. They just held each other. They fell asleep.

The next morning was the same. Sore. Messy. Perfect.


Chapter Ten
WHAT WE BECAME




The alarm clock went off at six-thirty on a Monday morning. It was loud. It was annoying. It was the same sound it had always been. But everything else was different. Tanner Bush reached out without opening his eyes and slapped the snooze button. The noise stopped. The room was quiet again. He could hear Ava breathing next to him. It was deep and even. She was still asleep.

He opened one eye. The bedroom was bright. The sun was coming through the curtains. The curtains were new. They'd bought them last week because the old ones had a stain. A stain from where Corbin had bent Ava over the windowsill and fucked her while Tanner filmed from the bed. The stain was from her pussy. From her juices dripping down the wall.

Tanner rolled onto his side. He looked at his wife. She was on her stomach, her face turned away from him. The sheets were down around her waist. She was naked. She was always naked now. They didn't bother with pajamas anymore. What was the point? They were always fucking. Always touching. Always ready.

Her back was smooth. The bruises from Friday night had faded to yellow. They were almost gone. Corbin had gripped her hard. He always did. Tanner's favorite bruise was on her left shoulder blade. It was in the shape of Corbin's thumb. He had held her down while he fucked her from behind. Tanner had filmed it close-up. He could see the thumbprint in the video. He had watched it twenty times.

Ava's ass was covered by the sheet. Tanner pulled it down. He looked at her cheeks. They were still pink. Not from bruises. From the spanking she had gotten yesterday. Sunday. Their alone day. They had fucked five times. Five. He had spanked her each time. Not hard. Just enough to keep the pink color. To remind her. To remind him.

Her pussy was visible between her legs. It was still swollen. Still red. Still gaping a little. They had fucked Corbin on Friday. It was now Monday. Three days later. It should have healed. But they hadn't given it time. They had fucked on Saturday. They had fucked on Sunday. They had fucked last night before bed. Tanner had used the big dildo. The twelve-inch black one. He had fucked her with it while she sucked his cock. She had taken it all. Every inch.

Tanner's cock was hard. It was always hard in the morning now. He reached down and touched it. It was hot. The skin was loose. He had jerked off twice last night after Ava fell asleep. He had watched the footage from Friday on his phone. He had come on his stomach. He hadn't cleaned it up. It was still there, crusty and white.

The alarm went off again. Six thirty-nine. Ava groaned. She rolled over. Her eyes opened. They were bloodshot. She hadn't slept well. She never slept well after a Corbin night. She was too wired. Too turned on. Even in her sleep, she had been moving her hips. Grinding against the mattress.

"Morning," she croaked. Her voice was gone. She had screamed it away on Friday. She had screamed it away again on Sunday. She sounded like a chain smoker.

"Morning," Tanner said. He leaned over and kissed her. Her lips were dry. They cracked. He tasted blood.

"Did we set an alarm?" she asked.

"Yes. You have work."

"Fuck work."

"I know."

She sat up. It was slow. Painful. Her back cracked. Her neck cracked. Her pussy felt like it was on fire. She swung her legs over the side of the bed. She stood up. Her legs shook. She almost fell. Tanner caught her.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Sore."

"Good sore?"

"The best sore."

She walked to the bathroom. She moved like an old woman. Each step was careful. Her thighs rubbed together. They were sticky. She left wet footprints on the hardwood. The fluid from her pussy was still leaking out.

Tanner watched her go. He watched her ass. The pink color. The way it jiggled. He wanted to fuck her again. Right now. But he knew she needed a break.

He got out of bed. He followed her to the bathroom. She was already in the shower. The water was running. He could see her silhouette through the frosted glass. He could see her washing between her legs. She winced.

He opened the shower door. "Need help?"

"Yes."

He got in. The water was hot. It stung his skin. He took the soap. He lathered his hands. He washed her back. He was gentle. He washed her tits. They were tender. The nipples were dark and sensitive.

He washed her pussy. She spread her legs. He was careful. He used his fingers to clean between the lips. She was still loose. He could fit three fingers easily. Four. He stopped at four.

"You're still open," he said.

"I know. It feels like I am. Like I'll never close again."

"Good."

"Is it?"

"Yes. Means you're ready. Always ready."

They finished the shower. They dried off. They went to the kitchen. They made coffee. They made toast. They sat at the table. They didn't talk. They didn't need to. They were both thinking the same thing. When could they do it again?

The phone buzzed. It was Corbin. The text was simple: Good morning, Mrs. Bush. Hope you're sore.

Ava smiled. She typed back: Very sore. Can't walk.

Corbin: Good. That's how I like you. Next Friday, I'm bringing a friend.

Tanner saw the text. His coffee cup stopped halfway to his mouth. "A friend?"

Ava looked at him. "What do you think?"

"I think we need to talk about it."

They did. Right there at the kitchen table. They talked about adding another man. They talked about boundaries. They talked about what it would mean.

Ava was excited. Tanner was nervous. But his cock was hard.

"Let's think about it," he said. "Not yes. Not no. Just think."

"Okay."

They went to work. Tanner sat in meetings. He answered emails. But his mind was on the text. On the idea of two men fucking his wife. On filming it. On watching it.

He texted Ava at lunch: Are you thinking about it?

She replied: I can't stop. I'm so wet.

Tanner went to the bathroom. He locked the stall. He pulled out his cock. He jerked off. He came in his hand. He thought about two cocks in Ava's pussy. One in her ass. One in her mouth. All at once.

He cleaned up. He went back to work. The day dragged.

Ava texted him at three: I just fingered myself in the bathroom. Thought about two cocks.

Tanner's cock was hard again. He texted back: Send me a video.

She did. It was thirty seconds. Her fingers in her pussy. Three fingers. She was stretching herself. Getting ready.

He watched it in his car. He came again. He was going to run out of cum at this rate.

Friday came. Corbin arrived alone. He said his friend was out of town. Next time. They were disappointed. But they fucked anyway. All night. Just the three of them. It was still perfect.

The next week, the friend came. His name was Marcus. He was black. Six-five. Two hundred fifty pounds of muscle. His cock was even bigger than Corbin's. Ten inches. Thick as a beer can.

They filmed it. All of it. Ava took both of them. She sucked Corbin while Marcus fucked her from behind. She screamed. She came so hard she squirted for the first time. It soaked the bed. The cameras caught it all.

Tanner came four times that night. He had never come that much. He was dehydrated. He drank three bottles of water.

The next morning, Ava couldn't walk. Literally. Her legs wouldn't hold her. Tanner had to carry her to the bathroom. He had to wash her. He had to feed her.

She was happy. So happy.

They watched the footage. It was three hours long. They edited it down to one hour of highlights. They sent it to Corbin and Marcus. They sent back messages. Corbin: Fucking perfect. Marcus: When can we do it again?

Tanner and Ava talked. They decided once a month for two men. Once a week for just Corbin. It was their schedule. Their routine. Their new normal.

Ava started wearing different clothes to work. Shorter skirts. Tighter tops. She wasn't trying to attract other men. She was embracing her identity. She was a hotwife. She wanted to feel sexy. She wanted to feel wanted.

Her coworkers noticed. They commented. She smiled. She didn't say anything. But she knew. They knew. She was different.

Tanner bought more cameras. Better cameras. 4K. Slow motion. He set up a room in the basement. A filming room. It had a bed. It had lights. It had a backdrop. It was their studio.

They filmed everything now. Not just with Corbin. They filmed themselves. They filmed their reclaim sex. They filmed their morning sex. They filmed their shower sex.

They had hours of footage. They kept it on a hard drive. It was encrypted. Password protected. It was their treasure.

One night, after a particularly intense session with Corbin, they lay in bed. The room was dark. The cameras were off. They were just them.

"Are we addicted?" Ava asked.

"Probably."

"Is that bad?"

"I don't think so. As long as we're addicted together."

"Are you happy?"

"Never been happier. Are you?"

"Yes."

She kissed him. It was soft. It was love. It was everything.

"Do you ever think about stopping?" she asked.

"No."

"Me neither."

"Then we don't stop."

They fell asleep. The cameras were ready for the next time. The hard drive had space. Their marriage was strong. Their sex life was incredible. Their love was deeper than ever.
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