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Goodbyes













“I
 just don’t know
 what I’m going to do 
without
 you

 !”

My hands tightened on the steering wheel. I knew it was a bad idea to do this. I knew I shouldn’t have ever agreed to drive this asshole to the airport, but it’s not like Zoey was going to drive on the interstate and she’d insisted she wanted to be there to show this 
asshole
 off

 .

Good riddance, I thought. Having Mike on another continent wasn’t far enough away as far as I was concerned
 .

I looked in the rearview mirror. At least he was in the back seat and Zoey was in the front. There’d been a moment when it looked like she was going to try and hop back there with him so they could talk on the ride out to the airport
 .

The familiar sensation had come over me then. A rising tide of jealousy filling my body. Causing my blood to pump. My cock had gotten rock hard and I was pretty sure it was out of anger as my stomach twisted thinking of my beautiful girlfriend in the back seat with that snake in the grace
 .

“Oh he’s harmless baby! He’d never do anything! We’ve been friends our whole lives! Mike doesn’t think of me 
that
 way

 !”

It would’ve been enough to make me laugh. I didn’t, of course. I turned my eyes back to the road and paid attention to the traffic rather than the sad tubby sack sitting in the backseat pining over my girlfriend
 .

He’d been in the friendzone long enough that he should’ve realized nothing was ever happening with him and Zoey. Long enough that he should’ve moved on a long time ago, but there he was in the back seat giving me a weird little smile every time Zoey said something about how much she was going to 
miss
 him

 .

Yeah, keep grinning like that buddy. You’re going off on a year in Japan, of course he’d be going off for a year in Japan the little dorkwad, and I’d be back here with the girl you were never going to get a chance 
to
 fuck

 .

I slammed on the brakes as a car in front of us did the same. I almost swerved into another lane but it looked like we were going to stop 
in
 time

 .

Damn. I’d been so preoccupied thinking about Mike fucking my girlfriend that I’d completely stopped paying attention to the traffic 
around
 us

 .

Not good. That was a good way to get in a fucking accident
 .

“I’ll be sure to Skype you once in awhile,” Mike said. “I know it won’t be the same, but we can’t break up the two musketeers
 !”

“Too bad we never found a third!” Zoey said. She reached out and gave my arm a squeeze. “Then again I suppose Keith here is pretty close
 .”

I glanced in the rearview mirror. He didn’t like that. His smile turned to a scowl as he was forced to acknowledge that yeah, I actually existed and I’d gotten farther with Zoey in the space of a couple of years than he’d gotten in the space of a couple of decades
 .

Eat your heart out, asshole, because I was the one who’d be eating Zoey out later tonight while you were on a one way ticket to the land of cherry blossoms and Godzilla
 .

“Actually there were four musketeers,” 
I
 said

 .

“What?” 
Zoey
 said

 .

“Four musketeers,” I replied. “Athos, Porthos, and Aramis were the three musketeers from the title, but the main character was D’Artagnan. Oh, and all but one of them died by the end of the last book because it turns out friendship wasn’t enough
 .”

Okay, so maybe that was a little petty. I was taking ancient French literature and twisting it to make a point that their friendship wasn’t long for this world. I didn’t give a fuck. I was annoyed at the way he kept hanging all over her and trying to stretch 
this
 out

 .

The fucking airport couldn’t come soon enough. I was almost relieved when a plane rocketed over us heading for the runway, though I was never comfortable having hundreds of tons of metal and jet fuel flying so close overhead. One of my least favorite things about visiting the airport
 .

“Um, whatever,” Zoey said. “Now you’ll have to promise to Skype me whenever 
you
 can

 .”

She turned around and grinned at him. He grinned right back. A triumphant grin that wasn’t for her. It was for me. The way his eyes darted to the mirror left no doubt about that in 
my
 mind

 .

The prick
 .

“Oh totally,” he said. “I know how much you enjoy our late night skyping
 .”

My hand tightened on the wheel again. What the fuck was he talking about? I knew he was probably just trying to get a rise out of me, and surprisingly he actually was managing to get a rise out 
of
 me

 .

Not the sort of rise he was probably expecting though. My cock was getting hard again. It had never really gone completely soft, I guess, the danger of competition, but now I was rock hard and it was a good fucking thing I was sitting in the driver’s seat because otherwise my predicament would be pretty fucking obvious
 .

He knew how much she enjoyed their late night Skype sessions? What the fuck was that supposed to mean? What sort of things was Zoey doing with this asshole on those late night chats
 ?

I just didn’t know. I had a pretty good idea what he’d like her to be doing with him. I also had a pretty good fucking idea that there wasn’t a chance in hell she’d ever actually do something 
like
 that

 .

No, I forced myself to calm down. At least I tried to force myself to calm down. It was difficult though. The blood was pumping. My stomach was twisted into jealous knots. All I could think about was Zoey being conned into showing off more than a girl in a committed relationship should
 .

She was pretty innocent sometimes. She always wanted to think the best of people. It’s why she was still friends with this guy even though everyone but her could see that he’d been pining over her for years and too chicken to make 
a
 move

 .

So would she flash him? Had they been up on a late night session video chatting and she had a little too much to drink? Had one thing led to another
 ?

I needed to stop thinking like this because I had to slam on the brakes again. The car in front of me was driving like an asshole, to be sure, but it didn’t help that I couldn’t fucking pay attention because I kept thinking of what my girlfriend might have been doing with 
her
 BFF

 .

What was wrong 
with
 me

 ?

“You okay there Keith?” Zoey asked. “If you’re not careful we’re never going to make it to the airport
 !”

Was I okay? I guess I wasn’t sure if I was okay. I mean here was Zoey looking so hot in a tank top and some short shorts. Was she wearing those shorts because she wanted to show off for me, or was she wearing them because she wanted to show off for this prick one 
final
 time

 ?

What if I’d been wrong? What if he wasn’t in the friendzone? What if I was the one who’d been a patsy this entire fucking time and the reason he was laughing at me in the rearview mirror whenever I looked back there was because he knew he’d been with 
my
 girl

 ?

My hands tightened on the steering wheel again. I was surprised at how rock hard my cock was. This hadn’t happened before. It’s like the idea of Zoey getting too up close and personal with this prick was both the most terrible and the most arousing thing that had ever occurred 
to
 me

 .

No. I wasn’t going to think like that. Zoey was a good girl. She was faithful to me. She’d never given me any reason to doubt her, and I sure as fuck wasn’t going to doubt 
her
 now

 .

And of all the people I should be worried about fucking Mike should be at the bottom of the list. There were all the guys who were always checking her out when we were in the gym. It was always nice to know that my girl was hot enough that she could draw that kind of attention. There were all the guys at parties who were always trying to get her drunk and I had to chase them off when she got a little too tipsy and maybe got a little too touchy feely with them because poor innocent Zoey could never conceive of a world where guys would do something bad like try and get her drunk so they could have their way 
with
 her

 .

Yeah, there were plenty of guys out there I should worry about when I thought about Zoey getting into trouble, but Mike was the last one on that list and he’d been the last one on that list since well before I 
met
 Zoey

 .

The guy just wasn’t much to write home about. He spent all his time watching those stupid anime cartoons rather than going out and living in the real world. He was always talking about how awesome Japan was like it was the promised land or something
 .

Maybe I’d get lucky and he’d find what he was looking for out there on the other side of the ocean and he’d never come back to the Midwest to darken my doorstep or drool over my girlfriend ever again
 .

Hey, a guy could dream
 .

I’d tuned out of the conversation. I tended to do that a lot when they were jabbering on about whatever it was they talked about. Usually some memory from when they were in middle school or high school together
 .

Like the time she asked him to their Sadie Hawkins dance. He never shut up about that. She’d done it out of pity. She told me that much. She also never told him, and I’d been tempted to blurt it out but I never did because I knew that’d piss 
off
 Zoey

 .

“And then he was all like ‘but I thought I was your date!’ and the look on his face,” 
Mike
 said

 .

Oh. We weren’t telling the Sadie Hawkins story. We were telling the story of the time at junior prom when he asked her to dance and she said yes which didn’t sit well with her boyfriend at 
the
 time

 .

He’d become her ex-boyfriend soon after that. A lot of guys had become her ex-boyfriend because they got upset about how clingy Mike was. There was something to be learned from that, so I kept my fucking 
mouth
 shut

 .

I just wasn’t sure if the lesson to be learned was that I needed to put up with Mike because he was her friend or I needed to watch out for him because he’d been the only constant in 
her
 life

 .

So I tuned them out and concentrated on driving. We were getting there early enough in the morning that it’s not like there were too many people out there on the road, but traffic was starting to pick up and it was enough of a snarl that I needed to be watching 
the
 road

 .

The two wrecks we’d almost been in along the way were proof enough 
of
 that

 .

Whatever. They could talk about whatever they wanted to. She was my girlfriend now, not his, and he was going away for a semester. If I was lucky he’d decide he liked it enough over there that he’d go away 
for
 good

 .

A guy could dream
 .

The only problem? More and more of my dreams seemed to involve my beautiful girlfriend doing something she shouldn’t with this tubby asshole who’d been hanging on her in the friendzone for years
 .

What the fuck was up 
with
 that

 ?
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Spying













I
 pulled
 the car up to the unloading area. The place was pretty sparse this early in the morning. I guess all the business flights were going to be leaving later in 
the
 day

 .

Whatever. Less traffic meant less worry
 .

“What are you doing Keith?” Zoey asked
 .

I turned and stared at her, uncomprehending, for a long moment. What did she mean what was I doing
 ?

“We’re dropping Mike off at the airport, right?” I asked. “This is the departure area so he can get out and walk to his plane
 .”

And the sooner he was on that plane the better. The less I had to think about him for the next several months
 .

Even if I had trouble believing that. No, I couldn’t shake some of the thoughts tumbling through my head. Thoughts about what sort of things my girlfriend might do on those late night Skype calls with this asshole
 .

Why couldn’t I get those thoughts out of my head? Why was I so rock fucking hard thinking 
about
 it

 ?

“We’re not just dropping Mike off here!” she said. “We have to go in and see 
him
 off

 !”

I put the car in park. It made a satisfying click as 
I
 did

 .

“Come on. We have to pay to sit in the parking garage. His flight is leaving soon and he’s going to have to go through security. It’s not like we can wave goodbye to him from the gate these days,” 
I
 said

 .

Zoey smiled a patient smile, but I could also see the set of her jaw. That was a look she got when she knew she was going to get 
her
 way

 .

Hell, she knew she was going to get her way most of the time with yours truly. I couldn’t resist her. I couldn’t resist anything 
about
 her

 .

I could understand why Mike stuck around her for so many years. She was beautiful, intelligent, and one hell of a catch. I could be irritated that he hung on for so long, but I could also 
understand
 it

 .

“Fine,” I said, sounding more than a little pouty but what the fuck ever. “You can go up to security with him, but I’m staying in 
the
 car

 .”

Zoey stared at me for a long moment. There was something dangerous in her eyes. Something I’m not sure I cared for. Finally that set of her jaw got even more firm and she shrugged
 .

“Whatever you want Keith,” she said, her voice a monotone
 .

She turned and opened the door. I thought about saying something. Thought about telling her I’d go in with them, but I was good and pissed off now. She wanted to go in with this asshole who was obviously trying to get into her pants? Whatever. She could go in there and give him a hug goodbye or something
 .

Maybe they could go to an airport bathroom. Hide in a stall while he bent her over and his tubby ass fumbled at his belt buckle as he thought about what a lucky fuck he was for finally getting this chance, and all it took was hanging on long enough for one of her boyfriends to piss her off to the point that she let him run his hands all over her 
body
 and

 …

I shook my head and the passenger door slamming shut brought me back to reality. Back to a reality where there wasn’t a chance anything I’d just been fantasizing about was actually going to happen
 .

And I was left in an empty car wondering what the hell was wrong with me. If I was fantasizing about my girl fucking some guy then that guy should be me. 
Not
 Mike

 .

He grabbed his stuff out of the back seat and then he was gone, but not before he hit me with another one of those triumphant smiles. Like he thought he was winning something with me sitting in the car while he went in there 
with
 Zoey

 .

Maybe he was winning something. He’d driven a wedge between her and every other guy she’d ever dated. Maybe there was something to that. Something I should really be worried about
 .

I sighed. Leaned back in the chair. I might be here for a little while. I watched them walking into the terminal and couldn’t help but feel 
pissed
 off

 .

Why couldn’t she see this guy for what he was? Why couldn’t she see that the only thing he cared about was getting in her pants? It made me want to scream in frustration
 .

Another thing that made me want to scream in frustration? Some airport cop coming up and knocking on my window. I looked up at him, but I didn’t even have time to put the window down before he started talking loud enough to be heard through the glass
 .

“Can’t park here buddy,” he said. “You need to go around or take it to the garage
 .”

I sighed. I didn’t want to do an endless loop waiting for Zoey to get back out here. Sure Asshole’s flight was supposed to leave in two hours which meant he’d have to get into the security line sooner rather than later, but what if it was delayed? What if the light traffic at the airport this morning meant he didn’t have to get into security for 
another
 hour

 ?

I could be sitting out there for awhile. Not to mention I was pissed off and I was wondering exactly what they were doing in there
 .

That bathroom scene was running through my head on repeat. I knew it was crazy and it wasn’t the sort of thing that was ever going to make its way to reality, but the thought was there and I couldn’t get it out of 
my
 head

 .



Damn
 it

 .

I put the car into drive and pulled around. It looked like I was going to be paying for the parking garage after all, and I knew Asshole wasn’t going to offer to reimburse me for anything
 .

“We can’t make him pay for gas!” Zoey had said when she volunteered me to drive the guy out here. “He needs all his money for when he gets overseas! Have a heart
 !”

The conversation still annoyed me. Not because Zoey was being her typical innocent and good self. No, because I knew this was just one more way Mike was taking advantage of their “friendship.” He probably would’ve hit me with one of those infuriating smiles if he’d been around
 .

I pulled into the parking garage and looked at the rates. Sighed. I was going to pay twenty bucks for the privilege of parking here for more than thirty minutes. They were robbing people out here because they knew they could get away 
with
 it

 .

I didn’t stay with the car for long once I got into a spot. I tried to surf the web but of course there was no reception in here. I thought about reading a book or something, but I couldn’t concentrate. Not with all those crazy thoughts running through 
my
 head

 .

The guy was a snake in the grass. He wanted to get his snake in my girlfriend’s grass, if you catch my drift. I didn’t trust him any farther than I could throw him, and that wasn’t very far considering how big 
he
 was

 .

No, I needed to know what was going on in there. I also needed to let Zoey know I was parked in the garage since I didn’t have any reception and it’s not like she’d be able to call me when she got back off to the dropoff spot and I wasn’t there waiting 
for
 her

 .

I fumed as I walked into the airport. Tried to remember what flight he was on. Thankfully it didn’t matter all that much because everything fed into the same security funnel
 .

I moved past the ticketing and into a big food court that was the last chance people had to get in some eating before they went into the terminal proper
 .

Sure there were food places on the other side of security, but this was a place for people who wanted to eat with their loved ones or whatever. It was where I’d find Zoey and Asshole
 .

Only instead of walking up to join them I found myself hanging back. Looking around the massive food court to see if they were there
 .

The entire time my cock throbbed. The entire time I couldn’t help thinking about what they might be up to. Visions of my girl bent over in some bathroom stall filled my mind, and they weren’t entirely unpleasant visions if the way my cock twitched as I thought about it was any indication
 .

I didn’t know what the fuck was wrong with me, but I did know I enjoyed the idea of that fat fuck having his way with my girlfriend. There was something about the naughty nature of her cheating on me coupled with the humiliating thought that she’d cheat on me with someone who looked like that that really turned my crank
 .

Fuck. There really was something wrong with me. Maybe I’d lost it when we nearly got into those wrecks. Maybe we actually had gotten into those wrecks and I’d died and this was my personal hell where I was doomed to an eternity of finding the idea of my girlfriend fucking another 
man
 hot

 .



Fuck
 it

 .

It’s weird, but I was almost disappointed when I spotted them near the other end of the food court. Because if they were out here having a good time with each other that meant there wasn’t a chance they were off in some bathroom or some secluded corner of the airport having the wrong kind of fun with each other
 .

My eyes narrowed. He was leaning in entirely too close to my girl. He put his hands on hers and laughed and she didn’t make any move to pull 
it
 away

 .

Then again it’s not like it was a big deal or anything. So he touched her hand. It’s not like they were making out or fucking or anything
 .

And boy was it weird that I was pissed off that there wasn’t more going on. I realized with a jolt that maybe I’d wanted to come in here and find them acting a little too up close and personal. Maybe I’d wanted to see some proof that there was more going on between them. That she was letting her innocence get the better of her and letting him take advantage of her as a result
 .

What kind of asshole wants to find proof that his girl is being unfaithful? I didn’t know what to do with this information. I wasn’t sure how to process it. I wanted to scream in frustration, but instead I just leaned against the wall and 
watched
 them

 .

It looked like Mike was trying to convince her to do something. He said something with a smile and she smiled back and shook 
her
 head

 .

My eyes narrowed. Maybe I was reading the situation all wrong, but their body language couldn’t be denied. Something was going 
on
 here

 .

Or was it that I wanted something to be going on here? 
Damn
 it

 .

She shook her head again. Then she turned and looked around. I turned away and hoped she wouldn’t remember what I was wearing this morning. It was dark out when I picked her up so it’s not like she could’ve gotten a good look at my clothes. I figured I did a pretty good job of blending
 .

When I turned back it was obvious she hadn’t seen me. Good. I’m not sure why that was good, but I couldn’t shake the feeling
 .

She turned back to him. Bit her lip. Wagged a finger 
at
 him

 .

He wasn’t looking around like he was about to do something bad. No, he was staring intently at my beautiful Zoey. He licked his lips as she reached out and took his hand. Then she leaned forward and pressed her lips 
against
 his

 .

The kiss only lasted for a moment. A quick brush of the lips without much in the way of passion, but it was enough to set my 
cock
 off

 .

Holy shit. I grunted and I had to fall into a chair nearby. By the time I looked up again the kiss was over, but the reaction it had caused deep inside my stomach was still there
 .

The reaction it caused in my cock was definitely still there. I hunched over and hoped no one would realize what was happening here. I hadn’t ever come like this. I’d always needed to be 
jerking
 off

 .

Yet here I was watching my girlfriend pressing her lips against another man’s and I was coming like a freight train in my shorts. I tried to reposition my cock so it wouldn’t create an obvious stain, but I knew I was going to be in trouble
 .

I couldn’t believe it. She kissed him. She actually kissed the asshole! What the hell did she think she was doing
 ?

She was talking to him again like nothing happened. He seemed to ask her something again and this time her face was more firm. She shook her head and I was left wondering what he’d just asked her to do that she’d said no when she was obviously willing to kiss him just a 
moment
 ago

 .

What was going on here? What sort of strange rabbit hole had I just fallen down? What the fuck was she doing 
kissing
 him

 ?

Sure it looked more like the kind of kiss you’d give your brother or something, but it was still a kiss. With a man who wasn’t her brother, for all that he liked to act like they were family because they’d grown up together
 .

I was dazed. I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to do. I should have gone over there and told them I knew exactly what the fuck was going on. That I’d just seen their lip lock and it 
was
 over

 .

I didn’t do it, of course. Partly because I couldn’t imagine life without Zoey. Partly because going over there and ending things with her now would mean he had her all to himself for at least another hour and who knew what might happen in that hour if she was kissing 
him
 now

 .

Mostly, though, I didn’t do it because I couldn’t deny how turned on I was. Even basking in the afterglow of one hell of an orgasm I couldn’t get the sight of her lips pressed against his out of 
my
 mind

 .

I liked it. Fuck me, but I liked it. I couldn’t explain why I liked it, but I needed to know more. Needed to explore the depths of this new fantasy that had taken hold of my erotic imagination
 .

And it’s not like I could do much exploring if we were broken up, right? I’d have to be careful though. So careful. This was unexplored territory and I wasn’t sure what 
to
 do

 .

So I sat back and watched them for any sign there was going to be a repeat of the first kiss, but of course there wasn’t. They sat there chatting and occasionally it seemed like he asked her a question she wasn’t 
comfortable
 with

 .

I had a pretty good idea he was asking her to do something he could remember her by, and it was obvious from the look on her face she wasn’t exactly comfortable with that idea. She glanced around a few more times and every time I looked away before she could 
see
 me

 .

Finally they got up and hugged. It was another innocent hug. The kind of hug between friends. At least it started out that way, but it was clear by the end that Mike was getting a lot more out of the hug than my girlfriend was. It was like he was practically humping her in the middle of the food court and she finally had to push 
him
 away

 .

Damn. That shouldn’t have turned me on, but it did. I wanted it to go on. I wanted her to take him by the hand and lead him away somewhere more private, though I was sort of glad they didn’t because I’d want to follow them wherever they were going and that would’ve made it a lot easier for them to realize they were being followed
 .

Finally it was over and they walked over to where the security lines started. It was clear she was going to stay with her best friend up until the moment he walked through that 
security
 line

 .

It was also clear to me that it was high time I got the hell out of here and went back to wait in the car. My pants still felt sticky, but there wasn’t any stain and it was drying up by now so I figured there was no time like the present to get the hell out of Dodge
 .

Besides, I had a lot of thinking to do, and the car seemed like the perfect spot to do some of that thinking
 .

I couldn’t believe what just happened, and now instead of being pissed off that Mike might come back from his trip halfway around the world someday I was pissed off that he was leaving and I couldn’t see this thing, whatever the hell it was, continue to its natural conclusion
 .

Whatever the hell 
that
 was

 .

Damn I was 
fucked
 up

 .











3





Jealousy













W
 e drove
 through the city in silence. I’d decided to go through the city proper rather than taking the Interstate back to our apartment complex
 .

An apartment complex where she lived with a roommate and I lived with a roommate. I wanted to move in with her seeing as how we were getting close to graduating, but she didn’t want to leave her roomie high 
and
 dry

 .

She was nice to her friends like that. So considerate. Always thinking of them and their feelings
 .

Was that what she’d been thinking of when she planted her lips on Asshole
 ?

Damn it. The prick was on a plane by now flying across the world to Japan and all I could think about was him locking lips with my girl. All I felt was frustration that he was on that plane rather than staying back here so I could watch them more closely and see what the hell was going on 
between
 them

 .

“So did you have a good time at the airport with Mike?” I asked
 .

I tried to keep my voice casual. Tried being the operative word there. My mouth felt dry. I was having trouble thinking straight. My brain was clouded with the image of her leaning over that table and planting her lips on her best friend
 .

Was it an innocent kiss? Friends kissed sometimes, right? So why couldn’t I shake the thought there was something else going on there? Was it because there was actually something else going on there, or was it because I wanted something else to be going on there
 .

Fuck me but this was getting complicated
 .

“It was fine,” she said. “We hung out at the food court outside security and talked about all the things he’s going to do when he’s out there
 .”

“Really,” I said. “Guess it’s going to be hard for you to have your best friend gone for 
so
 long

 .”

“But my best friend is right here!” 
Zoey
 said

 .

I turned away from the road. Only for a moment. Long enough to hit her with a 
confused
 look

 .

“I’m talking about you silly!” she said with a giggle
 .

“Oh, right,” 
I
 said

 .

Yeah, she could say I was her best friend, but I knew who she’d been kissing back there and it sure as fuck 
wasn’t
 me

 .

She hit me with an odd look. At least I was pretty sure it was an odd look. It was hard to tell for sure since I was concentrating on 
the
 road

 .

I didn’t want to wind up in an accident. I’d learned my lesson on that score on the 
ride
 in

 .

“What are you thinking about?” she asked
 .

Damn it. She was too perceptive. Too damned perceptive by far. She could always tell when something was wrong, and that wasn’t always a good thing since I didn’t always want her to know something was wrong
 .

I mean what the fuck did I say? That I was thinking of her fucking another man? That I’d just blown a load in my pants watching her kissing her best friend? That I wondered what the fuck she was going to be doing with the asshole on those late night or early morning conversations she’d promised the prick
 ?

Yeah, it felt like saying any of those things would be a quick fucking way to bring our relationship to an end. At the very least it was going to cause one hell of a fight and I was not in the mood for anything like that 
right
 now

 .

“Not much of anything,” 
I
 said

 .

“Oh yeah? You’re not thinking about how happy you are that Mike is going to be halfway around the world for the next semester
 ?”

This time I did glance over to her. The panic on my face must’ve been obvious because she smiled and then that smile turned to a giggle
 .

Then something happened that normally would’ve been pretty fucking hot, but considering the circumstances it wasn’t something I welcomed
 .

Her hand moved out and traced along my pants. She moved over to my cock which was rapidly getting hard again. It had already been getting hard when I was thinking about her fucking asshole, but the direct contact of her hand on my dick was taking that feeling and cranking it up to eleven
 .

I swallowed
 .

“What are you doing Zoey?” I finally managed to 
croak
 out

 .

“What do you think I’m doing?” she asked. “I know Mike isn’t your favorite person in the world, and I know you’ve been very good about putting up with him and some of his antics
 .”

“His antics?” I asked. “What are you talking about
 ?”

Okay, so I knew playing dumb wasn’t really going to work here. She had to know what I thought about the guy. I’d made it clear in a few arguments even though we hadn’t had one of those arguments in a long 
fucking
 time

 .

She had to remember though. Women had long memories. They never forgot
 .

“Maybe I just think it’s time to pay you back a little bit,” 
she
 said

 .

Her hand moved up to the waistband of my shorts. Then panic really started to 
set
 in

 .

She couldn’t reach into my shorts. That would be the end of the fucking world if she put her hands in my shorts and felt hot sticky and quickly drying come all over my boxers
 .

She’d wonder why the fuck I’d blown a load in my pants. She’d be perfectly fucking justified wondering why the fuck I’d blown a load in my pants. It was a good question
 .

It also wasn’t a question I was interested in answering in any way shape 
or
 form

 .

So I moved around just a little. Scooted down towards the steering wheel to keep her from putting her fingers in my pants
 .

“What’s wrong?” she asked
 .

I looked over to her. Just a quick glance. Just to see what her reaction was. She couldn’t be happy that I was pulling away from her. She might pull the sweet and innocent routine with Mike, but with me I knew she loved attention and she loved the reaction she got out of me when she grabbed 
my
 cock

 .

That I was pulling away from her now had to be more than a little annoying
 .

“I’m driving Zoey,” I said. “Do you want us to get in a wreck or something because I’m distracted
 .”

“Seriously?” she asked, annoyance coming to her voice for the first time all morning. “You’re going to tell me now you’re worried about distracted driving
 ?”

“What do 
you
 mean

 ?”

“You nearly got us in a wreck twice this morning because you were more concerned with me talking with Mike than you were with paying attention to the fucking road! Now you’re telling me you’re worried about keeping your eye on the road when there’s no traffic
 ?”

“It’s not like that,” 
I
 said

 .

I stopped. It wasn’t like that, but I also wasn’t going to explain myself. Couldn’t explain myself. Not without getting into some pretty complicated bullshit
 .

Like the fact I’d been spying on her this morning. Sure it turns out I’d been perfectly justified in spying on her, but a little voice in the back of my head was whispering she might not necessarily see things 
that
 way

 .

No, she’d be pretty pissed off if she thought I was spying 
on
 her

 .

Not to mention I didn’t want her to know because I was still curious how far this was going to go. I didn’t know what all she’d done with her best friend. Was that an innocent kiss, or was there 
something
 more

 ?

Basically was he using my innocent girlfriend’s naivety against her or was she more complicit in what was going on between the two of them than she wanted to 
let
 on

 ?

I didn’t know, and like a cop who was still early in an investigation I didn’t plan on letting the subject of my investigation know what was going on until I had more information
 .

Even if I had no idea how the fuck I was going to get that information
 .

“It’s not like that, huh?” she asked. “So that’s all you’re going to say? You’re getting jealous over Mike again, for no reason I might add, and you’re not even going to be man enough to come out and 
say
 it

 ?”

She crossed her arms and turned to look out the passenger window. Oh yeah. She sounded really pissed off now. My grip tightened on the steering wheel and it was all I could do to keep from opening my mouth and telling her exactly what I thought of her protests that she was completely innocent
 .

I knew she was anything but completely fucking innocent. I knew she was full 
of
 shit

 .

I knew I wasn’t going to say a fucking thing because I didn’t want to spook her or give her any reason to suspect that I suspected something
 .

“You’re the one being unreasonable,” I said. “You saw the way he was talking about you this morning. The guy is hanging all over you and you 
don’t
 care

 !”

Yeah, that was safer. If we were going to have an argument then I was going to fall back on some of the familiar old beats of the same argument we’d had time 
after
 time

 .

“You know it’s really not sexy at all to have a boyfriend who’s so jealous that I can’t even have guy friends,” 
she
 said

 .

Again I kept my big mouth shut. It was really fucking difficult considering I knew what she’d done and I was pretty sure other girls didn’t go around kissing their guy friends, but somehow I managed to keep my big 
yap
 shut

 .


Somehow
 .

“Yeah, well it’s also not sexy to have a girlfriend who lets other guys hang all over her,” 
I
 said

 .

It sounded weak even as I said it. Of course she couldn’t know that the reason it rang hollow to my ears was because my cock was telling me a very different story about exactly how sexy it was to have a girlfriend who had guys hanging all 
over
 her

 .

I thought about all the other guys who’d ever checked her out. Who’d looked at her with that intense gaze that said they were thinking about what it would feel like to slide their body against hers at a bar. To move their hands inside her dress and feel those treasures that were supposed to be mine alone
 .

Yeah, that was a pretty fucking transgressive thought and fuck did it have me 
turned
 on

 .

Again, not something I was going to say. It looked like we were going to go down the same old path here with the same old familiar argument and we were going to be pissed off at each other for awhile
 .

“Y’know I think it might be a good idea for you to just drop me off at my apartment instead of going back to your place,” 
Zoey
 said

 .

“Yeah? Well I think that sounds like a fucking great idea,” I said. “Maybe Mike has internet on whatever plane he’s on. You can voice chat with 
him
 and

 …”

I stopped. Damn. This was getting dangerous. Not because I knew what was really maybe going on here so much as because I had to keep my fucking mouth shut until I had more information
 .

She turned to stare at me. I risked a glance, it’s not like we were in bad traffic or anything, and there were tears welling up in 
her
 eyes

 .

Any other time I might’ve felt bad about doing that to her. Any other day but today. Any other day but the day I followed her into the airport and saw her kissing her BFF that she always told me I totally didn’t need to worry about
 .

Today I saw those for the crocodile tears they were. I wondered how many other times she’d turned on the waterworks to manipulate a situation while she’d been thinking in the back of her mind about all the things she’d done with Mike that she didn’t want me to know about
 .

Assuming there were things she’d done with Mike that she didn’t want me to know about. That was still a very big question and I was racking my brain trying to figure out how I was going to get the answers I so desperately needed
 .

We rode the rest of the way home in silence, but she didn’t try to touch my cock again at least. Normally that would’ve been something to be worried about, but right now considering the little secret she’d find if she started grabbing the big secret behind my zipper that was probably a good thing
 .
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“H
 ey man, do you have a
 
moment

 ?”


“Well hello there Mr. Keith,” John said. “Long time no see. What the fuck brings you around to my apartment
 ?”

I glanced around. We all lived in the same massive apartment complex near campus so there was a chance Zoey could be driving through here and see me at John’s apartment
 .

Not that it was a huge worry. She knew we’d been friends since high school. It wasn’t like I came over here that often though. I hadn’t even talked to the guy in like 
a
 year

 .

It didn’t matter though. We were old friends. The kind who could pick up even if we hadn’t actually talked to each other for more than 
a
 year

 .

“Whoa man,” John said. “What’s with all the looking around? Are there cops following you or something
 ?”

He didn’t stick his head out. I didn’t expect he would. The guy could be a little paranoid even though all the stuff he did was strictly online and not out in the real world where the local PD actually worried about stuff
 .

I pushed him back into the apartment. It was a little shove, but it was enough to get a 
dirty
 look

 .

“Would you cool it with the Breaking Bad bullshit?” I asked
 .

“I’ve never seen Breaking Bad,” 
he
 said

 .

“Neither have I,” I said. “But you need to stop acting like you’re running some super secret criminal enterprise. It’s embarrassing
 .”

John rolled his eyes but stepped to the side and gestured for me to step into his apartment
 .

The place, as always, was surprisingly clean considering it was home to a computer hacker type who was more comfortable spending time in front of a monitor than he was out in the real world. Then again John had never been one to live up to the image that came with his reputation
 .

The guy was in good shape, for one. He was almost as obsessive about hitting the campus gym as he was about spending time doing what he called “penetration testing,” whatever the hell that meant
 .

I always figured it was a euphemism for what he got up to on the weekends down at the 
campus
 bars

 .

“So do you want to tell me what the hell’s going on?” John asked
 .

I winced. That was another thing about John. He was always straightforward and right to the point. There was no beating around the bush with 
this
 guy

 .

“What makes you think there’s something going on?” I asked
 .

I tried to make my voice sound as innocent as possible. I’m not sure I did a very good job of it though. From the “are you seriously trying to bullshit me?” look he gave me I guess I wasn’t doing a very good job 
of
 it

 .

I sighed
 .

“I think there’s something going on with Zoey and Mike,” 
I
 said

 .

He stared at me for a long moment. It was difficult to tell what the guy was thinking on a good day, he could give lessons on hiding his emotions to those pointy-eared logical alien things on that old scifi show he was always watching, but then his face split into a huge grin that was very out of the ordinary 
for
 John

 .

“Are you serious?” he asked. “You came over here because you’re still going on about that bullshit
 ?”

“It’s not bullshit,” 
I
 said

 .

“Come on man,” he said. “You have one of the hottest pieces of ass on campus. I know because I’ve seen the way guys look at her when she waltzes into the gym in those yoga pants and 
sports
 bras

 .”

My cock twitched. The thought of her waltzing into the gym in nothing but a tight pair of yoga pants and a sports bra that showed off her slim frame was… intriguing in a way it hadn’t been just a 
week
 ago

 .

Or maybe it had been intriguing then too, and it was just that I wasn’t willing to admit to myself just how intrigued I was by the idea of other guys checking out my girlfriend in her workout outfits
 .

“Yeah? She gets lots of attention does she?” I asked
 .

“Let’s just say there are a couple of girls that everyone in the gym knows, and all working out stops when they show up,” John said. “Well, except for the guys who try to impress her and end up hurting themselves by pushing it too far on the weights, but those assholes deserve what’s coming to them 
don’t
 they

 ?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” 
I
 said

 .

“So why do you think a girl like that is at all interested in a guy like Mike?” John asked
 .

He flopped down on his couch, something that looked a lot more expensive than what a college student could afford which made me think his wild stories about selling exploits he found to big tech companies might not be as far off as some people thought. He gestured to a fluffy chair and I sat back 
in
 it

 .

I tried to stay focused. I needed to tell him my suspicions. The proof I’d seen at the airport
 .

The only problem? He’d given me one hell of a distraction mentioning all those guys at the gym who were doing their best to impress 
my
 girl

 .

I could imagine what it must be like. I’d been in there a few times with her and I’d seen them looking at her, though they’d been careful about it while I was in there because of course they didn’t want me to see them checking out 
my
 girl

 .

Well, most of them were trying to play it cool. There were always a few that didn’t seem to care if a girl had a boyfriend
 .



Like
 Mike

 .

Yeah, I’d seen the way all eyes moved to Zoey when she walked into a room. And now it was like I was feeding off of that energy. Even if I was feeding off of it secondhand through a story John told me about his time in 
the
 gym

 .

I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I didn’t know what had suddenly made this fantasy a thing in 
my
 mind

 .

What I did know was it had me more fucking turned on than I think I’d ever been before in my life. I had to reposition myself so my cock wasn’t too obvious. I didn’t want John to think I was that happy to see him, 
after
 all

 .

“You still with us man?” John asked
 .

I blinked. Looked at him blankly. Realized I’d been staring off into nothing for the past couple of minutes. Shit. I must look like a complete and total head case or something
 .

“Sorry,” I said. “Just have a lot to think about 
these
 days

 .”

“Yeah? Well why don’t you tell me why you think Zoey would be interested in that tub of lard and why the heck you’re coming to me with this,” 
he
 said

 .

The man had a point. It’s not like that Mike guy was anything to look at. He was a little pudgy around the edges. Not at all the muscular guys she tended to 
go
 for

 .

I should know. I spent plenty of hours in the gym myself. I even got some looks from the ladies when I was in there, thank you very much, though it wasn’t close to the goddess response my girlfriend got when she stepped into 
a
 room

 .

The idea that she would ever be interested in Mike like that was crazy. I mean why would a goddess like her ever even consider him? Especially when they’d known each other almost their entire lives and she hadn’t shown a bit of interest in him before
 ?

“I saw her kiss him at the airport,” 
I
 said

 .

Yeah, it didn’t make sense, but there was that kiss. It was the confirmation of every suspicion I’d had for the entire time we’d been dating. It was bad enough when I thought he was sniffing around trying to get in her pants, but it was even worse after 
seeing
 that

 .

John leaned forward. His eyes bored in on mine. Oh yeah. He’d been skeptical before, thought it was just another example of me being crazy paranoid, but now he was interested
 .

“You want to elaborate on that buddy?” he asked, his voice suddenly deadly serious
 .

“I don’t know what else there is to say,” I said. “I saw 
them
 kiss

 .”

“Okay, back things up a little bit,” John said. “I need to know the whole story. Context is king with shit like this, so lay it 
on
 me

 .”

So I did. I told him everything. The trip to the airport. The annoying triumphant looks that Mike asshole was giving me the entire time in the car. The way she’d insisted on going in and seeing him off. Sneaking into the food court and sitting at the edge. Watching their conversation where it seemed like he was trying to get her to do something and then looking on in horror as she leaned across the table and planted her lips 
on
 his

 .

I did leave out one important part of the story though. I figured John didn’t need to know how fucking turned on I’d gotten watching all of it. He didn’t need to know I’d had the most intense hard on of 
my
 life

 .

He really didn’t need to know that I’d come in my pants just from watching my girlfriend kissing her male BFF. That was too fucking embarrassing. I was barely coming to terms with these fucked up feelings myself, and I really wasn’t ready to share them with a friend
 .

“What kind of kiss are we talking about here?” John asked
 .

“What do you mean what kind of kiss?” I asked. “A kiss is a kiss, right? Does it matter what kind of kiss 
it
 is

 ?”

“Well there are degrees of kissing man,” John said. “Was this like an intense passionate kiss where they were locking lips and swapping spit, or are we talking the kind of chaste kiss she might give a brother or something
 .”

I rolled my eyes. Of course John would try to 
do
 this

 .

“What are you, her fucking lawyer or something
 ?”

“So it was a more chaste kiss,” 
he
 said

 .

“The point is my girlfriend kissed another man,” I said. “That’s not the kind of thing a girl should be doing if she’s 
spoken
 for

 .”

Even if it was so fucking hot that she was doing that sort of thing when she was spoken for. I had to readjust again. Holy fucking shit I was getting hot and bothered sitting here talking about this. It was like talking about it with someone else was forcing me to relive it and it was making me almost as hot as I’d been watching her in that airport
 .

I didn’t need this right now. I really didn’t need to get so hot and bothered that I ended up blowing another load in my pants in front 
of
 John

 .

That was the sort of friendship ending experience that I didn’t need right now, thank you 
very
 much

 .

“Did you ever stop to think that maybe it really was just a friendly thing?” John asked. “Maybe they kiss each other like that. They’ve known each other for a long time man. They’re like brother and sister or something
 .”

“Yeah, if they’re like brother and sister then they’re the Lannisters,” 
I
 said

 .

“The things he does for love,” John said with a wistful sigh that I was going to take as a joke, because otherwise talk about creepy
 .

“Come on man,” I said. “You have to admit there’s something weird about them kissing 
like
 that

 .”

John sighed. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. There’s something really weird about that. She doesn’t seem like the kind to kiss when she meets friends, and believe me I’d love it if 
she
 was

 .”

He grinned and waggled his eyebrows. Great. Now I was imagining her kissing every guy she ran into at the gym. And rather than pissing me off it was turning me on thinking about her getting naughty at 
the
 gym

 .

I mean honestly, how hot would it be if she had guys all around her? One moment she was working out doing some weights and the next there were muscular dudes surrounding her putting their hands all over her. Pulling her tank top to the side 
exposing
 her

 …

“Man, this really has you fucked up doesn’t it?” John asked
 .

I blinked. I was back to reality. Barely
 .

“What are you talking about
 ?”

“You just did it again. You zoned out for like a minute there,” he said. “Does this really have you that worried? The guy just went on a trip to Japan
 !”

“How’d you know about that?” I asked
 .

“Hey, you might be making yourself scarce but I still have social media man,” he said. “And I’ll remind you that you never answered the second part of my question
 .”

“What was the second part of your question again
 ?”

John rolled his eyes and let out a disgusted noise. “The second part of my question was what any of this has to do with me. You wouldn’t be over here at my place unless you needed something
 .”

The hits just kept coming. More and more reminders of what a terrible friend I was. Great. He was also absolutely right, though, and I figured if he was going to call me out and ask what I wanted then I might as well tell him what I wanted
 .

“I need something to bug her computer,” 
I
 said

 .

John’s eyebrows shot up at that. “Bug her computer? What exactly do you mean by that? Bugging someone’s computer could mean a lot of things
 .”

“I need a way to listen in on her Skype conversations with the asshole,” I said. “I think something’s going on between the two of them, and I think it’s something they’re doing in private
 .”

John let out a low whistle. “I mean what you’re asking for is possible, but are you sure you want to do that man? If you really think she’s cheating on you with tubby then why don’t you just dump her and be done 
with
 it

 ?”

It was a good question. Why didn’t I just dump her and be done with it? Any other relationship would’ve been over, but this wasn’t any other relationship 
was
 it

 ?

I’d fallen head over heels for the girl. I was in love. This wasn’t like any other relationship I’d ever been in and that was the reason I wasn’t 
dumping
 her

 .

At least that’s what I told John. It was a convenient excuse. Full of all the feel good bullshit you expect to hear from someone who’s so head over heels that they’re not thinking straight
 .

I told him that because I didn’t want to get close to the real reason. I wasn’t about to tell him that a big part of the reason I didn’t dump her was because my cock ached in my pants every time I thought about 
that
 kiss

 .

If I dumped her the relationship would be over. I wouldn’t ever be able to see more of that delicious show I’d gotten a hint of in the airport food court
 .

I wouldn’t have her in my life anymore. I wouldn’t have this fantasy in my life anymore. Was it fucked up that a fucked up fantasy like this is what was keeping us together
 ?

Maybe, but there 
it
 was

 .

“Can you do that or not?” I asked
 .

John stared at me for a long moment. I’m sure he was wondering what the hell had happened to me to create this transformation, but finally he nodded
 .

“Give me a few minutes man,” 
he
 said

 .

I left his apartment a half hour later armed with a USB stick that had two programs on it. One for installing on Zoey’s computer the next time I was alone with it and the other to install on my own computer so I could watch what she was doing
 .

I’d gone off the deep end. I was slipping deeper and deeper into paranoia with every passing moment. This went way beyond worrying about that asshole and his crush on my girl and it had gone straight into unhealthy territory, but I didn’t 
really
 care

 .

No, the only thing that mattered was that I needed to see what she was saying to him in those conversations. I needed to see if there was something more 
going
 on

 .

Not because I wanted to break up with her if there was something going on. No, because I was going to be sitting at my computer jerking my cock watching every moment
 .
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“I
 think
 I’m going to go take a shower,” 
Zoey
 said

 .

She stood and walked across her living room. Stopped in the hall leading back to her bedroom. Her roommate’s bedroom was also down there, but she was out for the night
 .

She didn’t spend a lot of time at her own place now that she had a serious boyfriend that looked like it was heading for marriage. Which was just fine by me since my roommate spent a lot of time at our apartment which meant we wouldn’t get nearly as much alone time as I’d prefer if we had to go to my place rather than Zoey’s
 .

She did a distracting little shake of her ass as she walked across the room, and I paused to enjoy 
the
 view

 .

It was weird, but I knew this was a special time in my life. I was young and attractive and I was with a girl who was probably one of the hottest women I’d ever met. I regularly got to enjoy the sight of her parading around her apartment wearing practically nothing
 .

I guess it was good that I recognized I was in a part of my life that I’d probably be looking back on for the rest of my life with fondness. Better to enjoy the good old days while you were in them than to look back someday years later and wonder why you didn’t appreciate what 
you
 had

 .

Of course I wasn’t entirely sure these were the good old days anymore. Not with everything swirling through my head. Not with thoughts of her kissing Mike at the airport
 .

Fuck. I couldn’t get that out of my head. It was an intrusive thought that wouldn’t leave me alone. I wished I could forget her lips pressing against his, but my cock was calling the shots and it wasn’t forgetting anything
 .

She paused at the entrance to the hall. Turned around and gave me a stunning view of her in short pajama shorts and a sparkling tank top that looked stunning with the way it molded to her frame
 .

She put one hand up on the wall and cocked an eyebrow
 .

“So are you going to take the invitation or what?” she asked
 .

I blinked. I’d been so preoccupied thinking about her with Mike that I hadn’t realized there was even an invitation being extended. Stupid
 .

It also put me in a difficult situation. I somehow avoided glancing down to the table where her laptop sat open streaming some TV series I hadn’t really been paying attention to onto the 
big
 TV

 .

I don’t know why I was surprised. Watching something on the laptop then getting frisky was pretty much what we did on an evening like this. She was giving me that come hither stare and I’d completely missed it because all I could think about was her laptop
 .

I made a show of really stretching out and yawning. Looked to her and then down to the TV episode still streaming. I hadn’t been paying attention to it 
at
 all

 .

Usually I wasn’t paying attention because I was laser focused on the hot girl next to me and wondering when we’d get to the point where she’d seen enough of whatever was playing on the screen and she was ready for 
some
 fun

 .

Now, though? I kept thinking about her cuddling up to Mike and watching shows with him. They hung out together without me all the time. It drove 
me
 nuts

 .

What if she was doing stuff 
like
 this

 ?

And on top of all that there was the USB drive that burned in my pocket. I put it on the side she wasn’t cuddling up against so there was no chance of her feeling it and wondering what it was, but still
 .

I knew what I was doing tonight. I was here on a mission that didn’t involve sexy times with my gorgeous girlfriend in her shower. The only problem was I had to figure out a good excuse as to why I wasn’t interested in sexy time with my girlfriend in her shower
 .



Damn
 it

 .

“You go ahead,” I said. “I’m really interested in seeing how this 
turns
 out

 .”

She gave me a skeptical look. Something told me she knew I hadn’t ever paid attention to this show. I couldn’t even tell you the name. The only thing I took away from it was the pale blonde chick who seemed to be the star was pretty 
fucking
 hot

 .

“You sure?” she asked. “Because I might need someone to help soap 
me
 up

 …”

Her voice trailed off and the meaning couldn’t be more clear. Even a gay man would feel some tiny insignificant kernel of heterosexuality buried deep inside him roaring to life and compelling him to go to the shower with her, but somehow I resisted 
the
 urge

 .

I deserved a fucking medal or something for resisting her looking like she was looking. Or maybe I deserved to be tossed in the slammer for what I was about 
to
 do

 .

It occurred to me that I’d never bothered to check if this sort of thing was even legal. People did it all the time to find cheating spouses, right? It couldn’t be 
that
 bad

 .

“You go ahead,” I said. “I’ll join you in a minute
 .”

She stuck her lip out in a pout. Usually that was enough for her to get her way. Usually. Not tonight though. I had far more important things on my mind than how sexy she looked standing there trying her best to get her way when I’d made it clear I wasn’t taking 
the
 bait

 .

Finally she crossed her arms and her look went from “sexy pout” to “
pissed
 off

 .”

“Y’know you might want to figure out what the hell your problem is,” she said. “You’ve been acting weird ever since we dropped Mike off, and I don’t 
like
 it

 .”

And with that she whirled around and stalked down the hall to the bathroom. A moment later I heard the water coming on and she made a point of banging around in there to let me know she wasn’t happy with the situation
 .

I let out a sigh. My body released tension I didn’t even realize I’d been holding in. That had been one hell of a tense moment, and it wasn’t 
over
 yet

 .

I looked down to her laptop. All it would take was sticking the thumb drive into one of the ports and we’d be good to go. Double click on the icon John showed me and it would install spyware on her computer that would allow me to see what she was doing
 .

I glanced towards the hall. She was down there getting out of her clothes right now. Had she ever gotten out of her clothes on a webcam before
 ?

I just didn’t know. It was the not knowing that killed me more than anything else. There was this whole fantasy world I’d created in my head and I was still in this weird place where it could all be true or it could all be the paranoid delusions of a guy who went off the 
deep
 end

 .

After seeing them kiss I was pretty sure it was all true, but there was only one way to 
be
 sure

 .

I sighed. Forced myself to stand. My entire body shook and I felt a strange twisting in the pit of my stomach that was unlike anything I’d felt before. It was like a strange anticipation of what I was about to do was mixing with the knowledge that if she came out at any point and saw me fucking with her computer it would be the end of our relationship unless I could think of a good 
excuse
 fast

 .

I swallowed. Walked over to the hall. Looked down to the bathroom. The door was open and steam 
billowed
 out

 .

I crept down the hall quickly but quietly. The floor still creaked under me, but if she was still out she wouldn’t think that was out of the ordinary as long as I came to join her. If she was in the shower then she wouldn’t be able to hear that creaking over the sound of the water cascading down 
around
 her

 .

At least I hoped she wouldn’t be able to hear the creaking over the sound of the water cascading down 
around
 her

 .

I peered around the edge of the bathroom door. The sliding doors to her shower were frosted, but you could still make out vague shapes. If she was in there I didn’t want her seeing the vague outline of my head poking around 
the
 edge

 .

She was in there. It looked like she was soaping up. Good. If she took as long as she usually did in the shower that meant I had some time to work with. If she decided to do something like shave her legs she’d be even longer
 .

There’d also be no hot water left for me to take a shower, but that was a price I was going to have to pay to 
do
 this

 .

I moved back to the living room as fast as my feet would take me without making too much noise. She might be in the shower and oblivious to the world, but I wasn’t taking any chances
 .

I exited out of the show we were watching and stuck the thumb drive into the side of her laptop. A folder opened up and right there was the executable file I needed to double click to install this on her machine
 .

My finger hovered over the trackpad. Did I really want to do this? This wasn’t the sort of thing I could take back. Once I’d installed the software I was a snoop, and even worse than that was the very real possibility that I might find something I’d rather 
not
 find

 .

I took a deep breath. Blood pumped behind my ears. This was the most intense high I’d had in forever, artificial or otherwise, and it was all from the anticipation of doing something naughty to try and figure out whether or not my girlfriend was doing something naughty with 
her
 BFF

 .

I double tapped the trackpad. The executable was highlighted. There was a little swirling icon for a moment and then 
a
 beep

 .

That was it. John told me what to look for. No fancy installers or anything on this guy. It was just installed and that was that. Most of the configuring would have to be done on the other end, but he’d walked me through it and I was surprised at how easy it was to “hack” someone’s computer 
these
 days

 .

It wasn’t anything like how they showed it in the movies. That was for 
damn
 sure

 .

I let out a long breath. Again tension drained out of me. Damn. This was intense. I’d never done something like this before and I felt like I’d run a marathon or 
something
 . Fuck

 .

I pulled the thumb drive out. The folder on the screen disappeared and a warning popped up telling me that I didn’t disengage the drive properly before I yanked it out. I hated those warnings
 .

I pocketed the USB drive and pulled up the show we’d been watching. I even put it forward by about five minutes so if Zoey came out here and saw it still playing she wouldn’t think it was odd that the show had been paused for a short little while
 .

I’d done it. I’d bugged my girlfriend’s computer. I wasn’t sure if I was crazy or if I was crazy like a fox, but it was too late to go back now. I’d taken the most critical step and now it was time to see what there was 
to
 see

 .

I hoped it was nothing. My cock hoped there was something going on. I wasn’t sure what to think
 .

All I knew was I was turned on, and I was doing some pretty fucking stupid things because I was turned on. Not a good place to 
be
 in

 .

I stared at her computer. Listened to the sound of the shower coming from down the hall. She was still in there. I’d know when she came out because the water would 
turn
 off

 .

There was a part of me that almost wanted to go snooping through her computer now. I could get onto her social media. Look at her messages. See if she’d sent anything bad to 
this
 guy

 .

My hands were reaching for the keyboard before I stopped myself. They were shaking. I wasn’t sure if they were shaking because of the stupidity of what I was about to do or if they were shaking because for some fucking reason I was so turned on 
right
 now

 .

My cock was as hard as a diamond. I worried it was going to break through my shorts hulk style and send bits of zipper flying across 
the
 room

 .



Damn
 it

 .

I pulled my hands away. I’d done enough crazy for one night thank you very much. If I did this then it would be even worse
 .

So I pulled back. I didn’t push down the screen or anything. Everything had to be exactly the same as it always was. I didn’t want to give 
anything
 away

 .

I sighed. This was nuts. I wasn’t going to go back now, but it was crazy. At least I could recognize that. And yet I wasn’t going to stop. It was like this fantasy had become a compulsion and I couldn’t stop myself
 .

The water from the shower stopped then. Shit. Good thing I decided not to go snooping I guess. I mean it’s not like she was going to come out here and ask me what the hell I was doing, there’d still be a few minutes of her getting situated in there, but still
 .

She appeared at the hall entrance. Her hair was soaking wet and she had a towel wrapped around that body that was temptation made flesh. I looked her up and down and thought as I always did in those situations just how fucking sexy she was and how lucky I was to have her in 
my
 life

 .

And I was putting all of it in danger with this stupid fucking obsession. Idiot
 .

“Where the hell were you?” she asked
 .

I stared. She was pissed off. I wasn’t expecting her to be pissed off. For a moment I worried she somehow knew what I’d been doing with her computer, but no. That wasn’t possible
 .

“What
 ?”

“You said you were going to join me but I didn’t see you in there,” she said. “What’s 
going
 on

 ?”

Damn it. Panic welled up inside me. If I didn’t have a good explanation she might start getting really pissy. She might start questioning me and right now in my state I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to hold up to questioning. The guilt was eating away 
at
 me

 .

Even if I knew I was justified. She was the one who kissed that asshole, after all. She was the one who 
started
 this

 .

I also knew she wouldn’t see it that way. She’d get pissed at me for snooping
 .

“Um
 …”

Then she smiled. “Were you maybe looking at some naughty stuff on my laptop mister
 ?”

She still sounded annoyed, just a little, but not pissed off which is definitely what she’d be if she had any idea what I’d really been doing 
in
 here

 .

As it was that seemed a lot safer than admitting to what I’d been doing
 .

“Um, maybe
 ?”

She shook her head. “You know I can see the history of what you watch on my Netflix account, right
 ?”

My eyes went wide. “Shit, 
you
 can

 ?”

I didn’t know anything about computers. They might as well be magic boxes for all I could figure out about them. That was one reason why I had to go to John for all that 
hacker
 shit

 .

And here I’d been congratulating myself on what a good job I did getting that shit installed on her machine. I guess it just went to show that I didn’t know anything
 .

But it looked like things were about to get really interesting. She pulled the towel away revealing her body in all its glory
 .

“Y’know I don’t mind you looking at that kind of stuff,” she said. “But it would be so much hotter if you’d just come to me when you’re in the mood 
like
 that

 .”

She winked and advanced across the room. My cock was still so fucking rock hard. Guess it was a good thing I was already good 
to
 go

 !
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Secret Fantasy













S
 he slinked across the room.
 Her hips moved from side to side. It was obvious she was putting every seductive trick she’d ever learned into play right now to get my attention
 .

Maybe she thought she needed to get my attention away from the computer and the women on offer there? That couldn’t be farther from the truth of course. Zoey was way fucking hotter than any girl I could watch in some 
stupid
 porn

 .

That didn’t stop me from enjoying the show though. If she thought she needed to work it a little to keep my attention then I was going to enjoy watching her 
work
 it

 !

She got to the couch and instead of sitting down next to me she threw her leg over me and there she was, a goddess hovering over me with her body still slick and wet from the shower reflecting the light from overhead
 .

I glanced over to the window looking out over the parking lot. The blinds were open and someone could look in here and see what was 
going
 on

 .

It would be the thrill of a fucking lifetime for that person too. At least if it was 
a
 guy

 .

And then I was thinking of Mike. Thinking about him walking past her apartment. Looking up and seeing her naked in all her glory. His cock would get hard immediately. Here was the girl he’d dreamed about for years. The girl he’d jerked off thinking about for so long and she was completely in the nude and everything he’d always imagined while he was 
jerking
 off

 .

My cock twitched again and I had to take a deep breath to keep from blowing a load in my pants again. Either way I knew I wasn’t going to last long if this was going where I thought it was going
 .


Fuck
 !

Zoey reached down between my legs and her hand made contact with my cock. Ran up and down its length. Her eyes went wide and her eyebrows 
shot
 up

 .

“Oh my,” she purred. “We’re very happy to see me, aren’t we? Or were you this hard because you were watching your Internet girls
 ?”

“That’s all for you,” I said, though really it came out as more of a groan
 .

It was the plain truth too. It was all for her. My cock was that hard because I’d been thinking about her with that asshole. I’d been thinking about how fucking hot she would be fucking another man. I got hard thinking about what I might see with the program I just installed on her computer
 .

There was still a part of me that felt like a piece of shit for doing that in the first place, but the part of me that needed proof there was something going on between her and that tubby asshole she called her best friend was stronger
 .

“I think we need to get this out and take care of your big problem,” she said, licking 
her
 lips

 .

She was hovering over me. She hadn’t made contact yet. She deftly unzipped my pants with a quiet skill that showed she had plenty of experience undoing guys’ pants
 .

That left me wondering. I wondered if she’d done this before with other guys. I mean sure I knew she’d been with other guys before me, but now I was getting so turned on thinking about her getting with other guys. Thinking about all the cocks that had been in her before I got a 
chance
 to

 .

And again there was that obsession rearing its ugly head. Wondering if one of the guys she’d been with was the asshole. Had he gotten a pity fuck somewhere along the line? Had they had a moment where she lost control and got with him and he couldn’t fucking believe 
his
 luck

 ?

I just didn’t know, and I wasn’t going to ask her. No, that was dangerous. Way too fucking dangerous. She’d probably kick me out of the apartment
 .

Goodness knows we’d had a few arguments in the past over how close the two of them were that got me kicked out of her apartment for a day or so. If I brought up whether or not she’d fucked him in the past, even if I explained why I wanted to know, I’d probably get kicked out for 
a
 week

 .

Maybe longer if she actually believed why I was suddenly so interested
 .

“Oh fuck Zoey,” I groaned as she pulled my cock out and pressed it against her pussy
 .

I guess she wasn’t just wet from the shower. No, she was so slick as she rubbed the head of my cock up and down the length of her pussy
 .

She hadn’t been lying when she said she wanted me to join her in the shower
 !

“So fucking good,” she muttered as she shifted and bore down on 
my
 cock

 .

I was so hard. She was so hot and wet. She impaled herself in an instant which was something. Usually it took a little bit of working to really get inside her. She was so tight
 .

Which wasn’t something I was going to complain about. Fuck no. Talk about good problems to have. It’s just that it usually took a little longer for me to bury myself 
inside
 her

 .

My eyes rolled into the back of my head. My cock twitched and I had to concentrate to keep from blowing my load right there. I was so turned on. I was already on the edge and I didn’t want to go over that edge with just one thrust
 .

Talk about embarrassing
 .

“Fuck baby,” I gasped
 .

“That’s the idea you naughty little boy,” she growled
 .

Okay. That did it for me. Naughty little boy? Did she know something? I realized after a moment that she was just using some dirty talk, but for that moment panic gripped me and that was enough to push me back from the edge I’d 
been
 on

 .

I sighed in relief and she seemed to take it as a sigh of desire. Fuck she was so 
fucking
 hot

 .

She pulled up and slammed down on my cock. I was surrounded by that wet warmth that I loved so fucking much. She was so fucking good. She was my naughty little slut and she didn’t even 
know
 it

 .

My mind wandered as she moved up and down on my cock. I couldn’t help but think about what it would look like if it was another guy she was bouncing on. And believe you me that thought suddenly filled me with a desire that was unlike anything I’d felt before
 .

I’d been hanging back before. Enjoying the feel of her sliding up and down my cock. Now I wanted to get into it though. I wanted to fuck her like I imagined the asshole would want to 
fuck
 her

 .

I grabbed her around her waist and flipped her around. It’s not like it was all that difficult. She was so light and easy to toss around, 
after
 all

 .

So I pushed her down on the couch. That pulled my cock out of her for a moment, but whatever. Sometimes you have to make small sacrifices in the name of doing something really 
fucking
 hot

 .

I pulled my shirt off and kicked my pants and boxers to the side. My cock stood out proud, slick with precum leaking out of the tip and with the shiny wetness that was her arousal wrapped around 
my
 dick

 .

She looked at my cock and grinned. Licked 
her
 lips

 .

I knew she was doing that all for me, but my mind was in a completely different place. I imagined her looking up at Mike. Staring at his cock seeing it for the first time. I thought of her being all innocent with him. Letting him somehow talk her into this situation because that seemed like the sort of thing he 
might
 try

 .

Just like he’d probably talked her into giving him that kiss before he left to go halfway around the world. A kiss that I still couldn’t believe. A kiss that made my cock twitch as I stood there looking down on my beautiful girlfriend and imagined I was another man looking down at her getting ready to 
fuck
 her

 .

“You really are turned on baby,” she whispered, staring at 
my
 cock

 .

I looked down. The twitch, of course. She couldn’t have missed it what with the laser focus she was giving my cock. I looked up at her and grinned
 .

If only she knew what it was that was really turning me on so much, but I wasn’t telling
 .

Oh yeah. She thought I was turned on looking down at her. Staring down at her sexy body. The kind of body that was built for sin. The kind of body that turned heads when she walked through campus
 .

She was the kind of girl that made guys, and some girls, stop and stare. The kind of hard body that nearly caused accidents as people driving through campus concentrated on the hypnotic way her ass moved in her always-tight pants or the way her tits bounced giving off the barest hint of what they might look like if someone was on top of her sliding their cock in and out of her with reckless abandon
 .

She was all that, and she was all mine. And the thought that there were so many guys, and some girls, out there who got turned on thinking about my girl only got me even harder
 .

Yeah, if she had any idea what was turning me on right about now she would’ve been surprised. That was for 
damn
 sure

 .

Like right now I was staring down at her and I was looking at that body built for sin, but I was looking at her with another man’s eyes. I was staring down at her but in my mind I was Mike looking down at her getting the ultimate forbidden opportunity to see her naked
 .

Yeah, for him this wouldn’t be something that happened every day. For him this wasn’t just another night of fooling around with his girlfriend
 .

For him staring down at Zoey when she was laying back with her chest rising and falling, her flat toned stomach twitching with arousal as she anticipated my cock filling her, her pussy slick with that arousal… Well for a guy like Mike that would be a once in a lifetime opportunity
 .

And for some reason thinking about it in those terms made me even hotter for my girlfriend than I’d been when it was just the two of us in the room getting ready to have a little bit of 
naughty
 fun

 .

She let out a surprised yelp as I growled and threw myself on top of her. I was a man possessed, and the thing that had possessed me was the thought of her lying back on the couch spreading her legs for another man. For a tubby asshole who never had a chance 
with
 her

 .

Unless he did. There was that kiss to think of, after all. What had that meant? Was it a chaste kiss? Was it a one time thing he’d convinced her to do? Or did it mean there was more 
going
 on

 ?

She liked showing off for guys. The stuff she wore when she was walking through campus was proof enough of that. What if she got so turned on at the thought of him staring her down that she gave in? That she got turned on even though he wasn’t at all the kind of guy she’d 
go
 for

 ?

I pressed my cock against her pussy. She was so wet. Had she been wet like that for him? Had he pressed his cock to her entrance, the folds of his belly pressing against her toned stomach, and she was turned on not because he was so hot but because he was so aroused and she knew this was a once in a lifetime opportunity for him to 
fuck
 her

 ?

In short, did she get just as turned on by the ego stroking thought of fucking someone below her league as I got thinking about the ego stroking thought of my girlfriend fucking someone who was way below her league
 ?

I thrust my cock inside her with that thought. Her lips parted around me. Smooth and perfect. The tightness was just like I remembered it, because I’d done this plenty of times before 
believe
 me

 .

Only there was something different about it this time too. Had she parted her lips for him? Had she given him a parting gift before he went off to the land of the rising sun? One final thing to remember her by? A memory of blowing his load inside her just like he’d always fantasized about doing
 ?

Fuck. I squeezed my eyes shut. I was already so worked up from everything I’d done tonight. I was so hot from thinking about that kiss and wondering what it meant
 .

Fantasizing that I was him? That I was the one fucking her? Well let’s just say that was adding a little extra something to the fantasy and it was all I could do to keep from spraying her insides with my love juice because damn was I more turned on in this moment than I think I’d been since the first time I got this gorgeous goddess naked and felt her perfect tight little pussy wrapping around 
my
 cock

 .

I paused. Took a deep breath. It was difficult for me to think straight. It was impossible for me to do anything in that moment but hold myself still and hope I wouldn’t go over the edge that was threatening
 .

“Are you really that close?” she gasped
 .

Her lips moved up and she kissed along my cheeks. Down to my neck then back up to my lips, but I didn’t dare part my lips or let her kiss me. No, that would be too much. That would only send me over 
the
 edge

 .

I gasped. My breath came in ragged gasps and it was so difficult to think of anything but that asshole burying his cock in my beautiful girlfriend. She was so gorgeous, and it would be the ultimate experience for him considering how many years he’d carried a torch 
for
 her

 .

Fuck. What was wrong with me? Why the fuck was that turning me on 
so
 much

 ?

My cock twitched. It twitched, but nothing came out of it. I wasn’t that far along. I wasn’t that far gone. Not yet, but I was pretty fucking close. Just one little 
squeeze
 and

 …

Zoey thrust up. Used her hips in that practiced way that told me she’d been an expert at fucking before we got together halfway through college. It had been love at first sight when I’d seen the way she did a plank on a mat in 
the
 gym

 .

Basically watching her do anything in the gym was like paradise. It was a feast for the eyes. She wore the tightest clothes and it showed off the curve of her ass and the gentle bounce of her tits and she was only ever in a sports bra which made those tits bounce ever so 
slightly
 and

 …

Fuck. That was not the way I should be going with my imaginings. Not if I wanted to keep from blowing a 
fucking
 load

 .

“What’s going on with you tonight baby?” she asked
 .

I opened my eyes. Stared down at her. Stared down at the face of a goddess. A campus goddess who was in the prime of her life. The kind of girl that most men could only ever dream of getting with, and she was 
all
 mine

 .

She was beautiful. She was mine. She was so skilled at fucking too. She’d been with other guys before me. I’d always felt a streak of jealousy when she mentioned them, but now the thought of other guys getting to fumble in the darkness and feel the treasure that was Zoey, getting to sink their cock inside her, thrust, fill her with 
their
 load

 .

Damn it. Was there anything I could think of tonight that wouldn’t push me over 
the
 edge

 .

“I’m just really turned on,” I gasped
 .

That was an understatement. My body was on fire. It was all I could do to keep from coming. I didn’t dare thrust. I didn’t dare do anything because that would be the end of our fun for the night
 .

“Come for me baby,” 
she
 said

 .

My cock twitched again. She closed her eyes and threw her head back. I knew all the classic signs. She wasn’t faking it to get me to go over the edge. No, that was my girlfriend being hit with the beginnings of an orgasm
 .

Her breathing picked up. Her chest heaved. Her pussy grasped for my cock in that special way that she did when she was getting really 
turned
 on

 .

“God you know how much it turns me on knowing I’m turning you on like that baby,” she gasped, and it turned from a gasp to a long low moan. “Come for me. Blow your load inside me. Let me know how much you 
want
 me

 .”

Oh Jesus fuck. I knew she was talking to me, begging me to come inside her, but I couldn’t help myself now. My mind immediately went to how Asshole would react if he thought she was begging him to come inside her. Her words washed over me and I imagined I was that dickhead who’d always fantasize about hearing her talk 
this
 way

 .

She got so turned on knowing someone else wanted her. Why wouldn’t she get turned on knowing how much he wanted her? After all, that would be the ultimate extension of her self-centered little fantasy life. The man who wanted her more than any other man who’d ever laid eyes 
on
 her

 .

I started pumping again. Just like Mike I knew I wouldn’t be lasting long tonight. It was a good thing she was already so turned on. Already close to 
the
 edge

 .

She wouldn’t be close to that edge if she had any idea what the fuck I’d just done to her computer, but I wasn’t saying anything about that. No 
fucking
 way

 .

I thrust inside her once. Twice. My cock twitched and I felt that familiar tingling feeling gathering at the base of my cock. I felt my balls gather up as they prepared to empty one hell of a load deep 
inside
 her

 .

I whimpered. She opened her eyes and the corner of her mouth quirked up in a half smile. She knew what was coming and that seemed to do it for her. Her mouth fell open and a gasp fell out. Her whole body started to shudder and shake. Her pussy grasped for me and it was like she was begging me to finish 
inside
 her

 .

It was all too much for me. I buried my cock in her one final time and sighed as it finally hit me. All the heat, all the anticipation, all the jealousy, every confusing emotion that had roared through my body over the past couple of days since I saw her kissing that asshole in the airport finally burst free and I was exploding in one hell of an orgasm that poured all of that frustration and jealousy and uncertainty and arousal into her body through 
my
 cock

 .

I held myself there for a long moment. We were frozen in time. Frozen in that moment of forbidden pleasure, though to be fair Zoey had no fucking idea just how forbidden 
it
 was

 .

When I came down it wasn’t all at once like usual. Normally when I came I was hit with overwhelming pleasure for a couple of moments and then it 
was
 over

 .

Not this time. No, I came down from that impossible high slowly. The heat seemed to move out of me into her body and she was still twitching. Goose bumps rose all over her perfect body. Her stomach spasmed under me and I thought I could almost see the outline of my cock buried in her impossibly 
tight
 body

 .

She held my eyes the entire time. Her mouth worked but nothing came out. Fuck. It had been a long time since she’d been so worked up, so turned on, that she came without saying anything. I’d completely short-
circuited
 her

 .

I wondered if she was that turned on because she knew I’d been that turned on, or if there was something else going on there. Had her mind gone to the same place as mine? Was she thinking about Mike? Thinking about how hot it would be if he was the one 
fucking
 her

 ?

I didn’t know, and the not knowing was going to fucking 
kill
 me

 .

I slowly pulled out of her, though pulling out of this beauty was the purest form of torture I think I’d ever been put through. I hated that feeling of coming out of her right after I’d come 
in
 her

 .



Speaking
 of

 .

I glanced down to her freshly fucked pussy. God it was always a hypnotizing sight looking at her after we’d been fucking for everything we were worth. Hypnotizing, and more than a little 
overwhelming
 now

 .

Because yup, you guessed it, looking down at her pussy all I could think about was how hot it would be if it was another man’s come leaking out of her right now instead of my own. She was beautiful, but she’d look even more beautiful if I was looking down at the evidence of a man she’d just fucked
 .

I shook my head. Damn it. Was there no way I was going to break free of these stupid fantasies
 ?

“That was pretty amazing,” she purred. “Want to tell me what came over you there Tiger
 ?”

Oh shit. She knew something was different. She could sense I was way hotter than usual. The last thing I needed was to explain to her what came over me there
 .

That would be an uncomfortable conversation that went to a bunch of places I didn’t want to talk about with her. Not now. 
Not
 ever

 .

“You’re just so hot baby,” 
I
 said

 .

“Uh-huh,” she replied. “So why don’t we go back to the bedroom and continue where we 
left
 off

 ?”

I looked her over. Her body covered in sweat. Her breath still coming in irregular gasps. Everything about her was so fucking sexy, and now on top of all of that there was my come leaking out of her pussy looking so fucking sexy as I imagined it was another man’s seed leaking out 
of
 her

 .

Already my cock was starting to stir again. Oh yeah. I was fucking ready for this. More ready than I think I’d been in a 
long
 time

 .

She was right. Something had come over me. I was high on the thought of her with another man, and I was already getting hard again because the fantasy was that powerful
 .

“Yeah, I think we could do that,” I said. “Let’s hit the 
sheets
 baby

 !”

She squealed with delight as I scooped her up in my arms and carried her back to her bedroom. It was going to be a long night, and if the way things had already gone was any indication it was going to be one hell of a good 
fucking
 time

 !
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Spy













I
 paced
 around my room and then stopped and looked down at my computer. I was a piece of shit. Plain and simple. It was the only thing I could think of as I looked at the window that was open full screen on my laptop
 .

It showed her screen. It was late at night for us which meant it was about the middle of the day on the other side of the world in Japan
 .

Amazing. There was a time not so long ago when Asshole going across the world like that would mean he was as good as dead to us. I would’ve been rid of him once and for all aside from a few letters
 .

Heck, there was a time about seventy years ago when Asshole going over to visit Japan would probably mean him taking a dirt nap somewhere on some island in the middle of the Pacific. The only downside there would be I would probably also be on my own one way ticket to a dirt nap somewhere in the Pacific or Europe
 .

I shook my head. My mind was wandering and coming up with ridiculous scenarios. That always seemed to happen whenever I was 
stressed
 out

 .

I was really fucking stressed out right now. This wasn’t right. I shouldn’t have ever done something like this. Sure she might have kissed some guy, but that wasn’t any excuse to invade her privacy 
like
 that

 .

The chat window came up and I was distracted from thinking about what a piece of shit I was. They’d gone from chatting with text to chatting via video
 .


Interesting
 .

Her room was dark and she was illuminated only by the light of her computer monitor. I could see the vague outlines of her bed. The bed where we’d had some of our most intimate moments
 .

The bed where just a couple of days ago I’d fucked her for everything she was worth while imagining I was Asshole fucking her for everything she was worth
 .

I should have been concentrating on what Zoey was doing, but all I could do was stare at Mike. Stare at his reaction to my girl. Because his reaction was turning me on almost as much as watching Zoey looking so sexy in her late night pajamas
 .

She was in a tank top. I knew she usually only wore panties to bed. No tight fitting shorts unless we were going to have 
company
 over

 .

I licked my lips. Was she in nothing but her underwear now? Would standing up reveal everything to this guy? Was that what she wanted to happen? Had she dressed like this on purpose to turn him on or was she dressed like she always was because she was so innocent and she never seemed to be able to understand that this guy wanted 
her
 bad

 ?

My pulse was picking up. Watching the silent interplay between them was driving me wild in a way it never had before. Before I just got pissed off thinking about him checking out 
my
 girl

 .

Now I was so turned on. So fucking 
turned
 on

 .

“Hey buddy!” Zoey said as soon as the video chat 
came
 on

 .

“Hey yourself bestie!” Mike replied
 .

I rolled my eyes. Could this guy be any more obvious? The way his eyes bugged out when the video chat came on. The way his eyes ran up and down her body. The way he shifted ever so slightly because I was pretty sure he was nursing one hell of a hard on right 
about
 now

 .

And he still insisted on maintaining the charade. What an idiot. Bestie. As though anyone would ever fall 
for
 that

 .

Except Zoey was falling for it. Her face lit up and she gave a little wave. She shifted in the darkness and I watched her tits jiggle in the glow of her monitor
 .

From the way Mike stared it seemed like he was pretty interested in the way her tits jiggled in the glow of her monitor too. The bastard. My fist clenched and unclenched and I had to remind myself that this is exactly the sort of reaction I was 
looking
 for

 .

Besides, he was on the other side of the world. It’s not like there was much of anything I could do about him even if I 
wanted
 to

 .

“So how are things going for you on the other side of the world?” she asked. “All settled 
in
 yet

 ?”

“Pretty good actually,” he said. “Everything is so different here, and I’ve been meeting a lot of helpful people. I was worried when I came over here that people wouldn’t want to talk to me, but they’ve all been so welcoming
 !”

“That’s wonderful!” Zoey said. “And you were worried you wouldn’t make any friends over there
 .”

There was a brief pause. He swallowed. I leaned forward until my nose was inches away from the screen. He looked like he was about to say something big. Something potentially stupid. Something that would’ve pissed off the old me big time but was only turning on the 
new
 me

 .

“It’s still not the same without my best friend though,” he said. “You really should’ve taken a semester abroad. We could’ve had the 
best
 time

 !”

The hint of a frown played across her face. Not much of a frown, small enough that I might’ve missed it if I wasn’t looking between the two of them so intently, but it was there
 .

What was going 
on
 here

 ?

“I told you that wouldn’t be a good idea,” she said. “I wouldn’t want to leave
 …”

“You know that guy isn’t right for you,” he said. “I keep telling you that and you won’t listen
 .”

I reeled from this revelation. He tried to get her to go with him to Japan for a semester? I imagined the possibilities. The two of them all alone in a foreign land. Far away from me. There wasn’t a chance I’d be able to afford to fly all the way out there and 
meet
 her

 .

I didn’t have the money for one. I also didn’t have the time. Mike mentioned it was going to be like a fourteen hour flight for him to get over there on the other side of the world
 .

And he wanted her there all to himself. I mean it made sense. If she was already kissing him in the airport, even if it was a chaste kiss, then what would happen if they were together all alone with no one who even spoke the language
 ?

She’d be isolated. She’d only have a few friends she could talk to because it’s not like she was interested in the language. She’d be putty in his hands by the end of their exchange
 .


Damn
 .

Also? Talking about me like I was no good for her? Where the hell did he get off saying something like that? Who the hell did he think he was? She always told me he was harmless, but the lies he was putting in her head seemed anything but harmless
 .

I completely ignored the fact that I was listening in on their conversation right now which meant I was maybe exactly the sort of piece of shit she didn’t need in her life. Whatever
 .

“I’ve told you before I don’t like you talking like that about my boyfriends,” 
Zoey
 said

 .

“Oh come on,” Mike said. “You know I’m right. I’ve been right about every one. You need a guy who treats you like a princess. A guy who respects you for who 
you
 are

 .”

I rolled my eyes. I couldn’t help it. I suppose he thought he was the guy who could treat her like a princess. I suppose he thought he still had a chance and all he had to do was hang on long enough
 .

Nice guys. They thought they were so wonderful. Well if they were so fucking wonderful then why was their friendship conditional on a girl eventually being worn down to the point of fucking them? And it was always lard asses like Mike who thought they needed to do something like that rather than actually working out and getting in shape so they could pull the kind of girl they wanted
 .

I smiled. The kind of girl I had. He could eat his heart out. It seemed like he was eating his heart out from across the world salivating over 
my
 girl

 .

And instead of pissing me off it was turning me on. My cock was rock hard and it was taking a whole fuckton of willpower for me to not pull Mr. Happy out and give him the flogging he was 
begging
 for

 .

Fuck this was so wrong. Fuck this was 
so
 hot

 .

“You’re right,” Mike said. “We shouldn’t talk 
about
 that

 .”

He shifted again. One of his hands was missing under his desk. I leaned forward and stared at that spot pretty fucking intently. Wondered if he was doing what I thought he was doing down there
 .

There was no sign of motion on his arm. Surely he wouldn’t be that ballsy. Surely he wouldn’t be jerking off staring at my girl. No, even he wasn’t that crazy
 .

“You’re looking pretty good in those pajamas tonight,” 
he
 said

 .

I leaned forward again. There was something to his tone of voice as he said that. Almost as though
 …

Was that him trying to sound seductive? Seriously? I couldn’t believe it. I’d been absolutely right. The asshole was into my girl, he was trying to badmouth me to her, and on top of all that he was trying to be seductive over a fucking 
voice
 call

 ?

Oh yeah. I was starting to feel like I was more and more justified with every passing moment. Forget feeling bad about this. I was getting the goods. I glanced down to the bottom of my screen to make sure the recorder I’d installed was getting all 
of
 this

 .

Zoey blushed. There was enough light from the glow of her screen to see the blush. She should’ve been pissed off in addition to being embarrassed, but instead she leaned forward and smiled just a little
 .

I blinked. Was she really doing that? Leaning forward like that gave him one hell of a view of her tits. It was giving me one hell of a view of her tits and I was getting a hard on when I got to see those babies whenever I wanted
 .

“You’re being bad again,” 
she
 said

 .

Again? I almost wished I could put myself in the middle of their conversation. How was he being bad again? What had he done before that made her think he was being bad again
 ?

There just wasn’t enough information, and I sure as fuck couldn’t find anything out by asking her what the hell was going on here. Not without revealing everything
 .

I sure didn’t want to do that. Not yet. Not when there was so much I still wanted to 
find
 out

 .

Again I glanced to make sure this was recording. Again I was satisfied that I was getting everything. I wanted to have a record of this, after all, so she couldn’t turn around and tell me I was being paranoid
 .

“You know you like being naughty,” 
he
 said

 .

His voice was growing in confidence. I blinked a couple of times. This was a side of the Asshole I’d never seen before. A side of him, to be perfectly honest, I never thought 
I’d
 see

 .

Yet there he was acting like he had some sort of power over my girl. It was enough to make me furious. It was enough to cause my cock to throb
 .

Fuck I didn’t know if I should be pissed off or turned on by this latest development. My brain knew who was winning the battle though as I reached down and started stroking 
my
 cock

 .

Whatever was going on here she had my interest. Zoey blushed and turned away from the camera. Of course that only gave an even better view of 
her
 tits

 .

It was the best view of her tits I think I’d ever seen, to be honest. Because right now I was staring at her tits and I was also staring at Mike staring at her tits. There was something about seeing her on display and knowing he had to be rock hard looking at her from the other side of the world that really got my cock to sit up and take notice, if you know what 
I
 mean

 .

“Come on baby,” I said. “What are you going to do with that asshole? Are you going to show him everything he wants 
to
 see

 ?”

It was ridiculous. I was talking to my laptop screen. As though either of them could even hear me. I was being ridiculous here, and I couldn’t get enough 
of
 it

 .

I licked my lips and had to force my hand away from my cock. If I kept doing that for much longer then I was going to have one hell of a mess to clean up, and I didn’t want to come. Not yet. Not when there were still so many interesting things yet to happen
 .

“Come on Zoey,” Mike said, a hint of whining coming to his voice
 .

It wasn’t a good look for him. I didn’t figure Zoey would be into a guy who whined like that. She always seemed to be more into alpha type guys. Guys 
like
 me

 .

The nerd who wanted her so bad that he was willing to act like a jackass to get her? Well let’s just say I had a feeling that wasn’t much of a turn on 
for
 her

 .

Except she did a little shiver. It was a move I recognized because I’d seen her pull that plenty of times when she was with me. When we were about to have a little bit of up close an personal time, if you know what 
I
 mean

 .

Could she seriously be getting turned on by this guy? Was knowing he was into her enough to get her horny enough to actually consider 
doing
 it

 ?

I held my breath. She was just in a tank top and she moved a hand up to one of her straps. She smiled a mischievous little smile and it was all I could do to keep from exploding in my pants even without a hand on 
my
 cock

 .

I couldn’t believe this was happening. This couldn’t really be happening. She wasn’t seriously considering giving into this asshole
 .

Zoey bit her lip. God she looked so sexy when she bit her lip. It was even better watching her in the glow of her monitor. Knowing the Asshole was on the other end of that connection probably thinking about how fucking lucky he was that she was actually 
considering
 this

 .

“You know I’ve never done this before,” 
she
 said

 .

“Come on,” he prompted, a hint of command coming to his voice that was nothing like the sniveling whining of a moment ago. “You know you want to do it. Think about 
the
 kiss

 .”

That seemed to break the spell even if it was only for a moment. She blushed and 
looked
 away

 .

“We shouldn’t have done that,” she said. “I don’t know what came 
over
 me

 .”

“You know how hot you are,” he said. “You know how hot you make me and you 
love
 it

 .”

I blinked. Now that was an interesting line of attack. Could he have possibly figured out how turned on she got when she knew other people were looking at her and getting 
turned
 on

 ?

It was a hell of a turn on for her to have. Especially when she was the kind of goddess who turned heads whenever she walked into a room. I’d learned long ago just how hot she got from knowing how hot she got me, but it was interesting to see that the Asshole had figured it 
out
 too

 .

And that brought me to the real question. He’d figured it out. Did that mean she was going to fall for it though? It looked like she was seriously 
considering
 it

 .

I never would’ve thought she’d consider it. This guy wasn’t her type. The only advantage he 
had
 was

 …

That he’d worshipped her basically their entire lives. He’d been hot and bothered by the idea of getting with her for as far back as she could remember. Way before she met me. Way before she even got her first boyfriend
 .

Could it be that the idea of turning him on in particular was doing something for her in a way that turning on other guys didn’t? Maybe he was the ultimate taboo for her precisely because she knew how big a torch he’d been carrying for her for 
so
 long

 .

I knew I was getting even more turned on thinking about it that way. To most guys my girlfriend was a goddess. She was a thing of beauty that they saw walking down the sidewalk and they had to turn and stare because you’d have to be a dead man or a gay man not to stare 
at
 her

 .

But for him? She was the ultimate prize. She was the best thing he could ever hope to have and he had to be throbbing right now thinking of the chance of seeing her naked
 .

I’m sure her pussy was throbbing too. I could see her breasts rising and falling even in the poor light wherever she was. Oh yeah, she was pretty far gone and she had to 
know
 it

 .

This was going to happen. I couldn’t believe it. All those times she told me I didn’t have to worry about this guy. All the times she acted like he was just a friend. All the times I told myself it wasn’t a big deal because he’d never had a chance with her in the past and he sure as fuck didn’t have a chance with 
her
 now

 .

They were all lies. Lies from her and lies I was telling myself
 .

Her hand moved up to her tank top strap. Two straps were the only thing keeping her perfect breasts away from his devouring eyes. The only thing preserving her modesty
 .

I knew she wasn’t in a bra. She never wore a bra to bed. Sure she wasn’t in bed but she was in her pajamas and that meant no bra. I thought I could even make out the points of her nipples pressing out against her pink 
tank
 top

 .

God I loved modern webcam technology. I could remember a time long ago when everything was pixelated and hard to see. No longer though
 .

“Oops,” she said as the strap on her right shoulder 
fell
 down

 .

Asshole leaned in really close to his computer at that. Oh yeah, he was really fucking interested in what was on offer there
 .

“That’s a good start,” he said. “But I think you can do better 
than
 that

 .”

She looked over her shoulder. I wasn’t sure what the fuck that meant. Was she worried I was going to walk in on her or something? I mean I guess I did have a key to her apartment to get in when she wasn’t home, but it’s not like I could get in there without her hearing me at the front door or something
 .

Maybe the paranoia was getting to her. I almost smiled. If only she had any idea what I was doing 
right
 now

 .

“I don’t know,” she said. “This is wrong. I mean I do have a boyfriend
 …”

She trailed off. Bit her lip again. I knew that look. It was a look that said she was fucking turned on. It was a look that said she wanted to do something, but she knew it would be bad. She knew she was being 
so
 bad

 .

I was surprised she brought me up at all. After all, it didn’t look like she was thinking about me all that much right now. She sure as fuck hadn’t been thinking about me when she kissed him at the fucking airport
 .

“You know how much you turn me on Zoey,” Mike said. “And I think I know how much it turns you on thinking about turning 
me
 on

 .”

There. He’d come out and said it. He’d discovered the secret sauce. He could get her to do what he wanted her to do as long as he was stroking her ego in the process
 .

It didn’t matter that he was overweight. It didn’t matter that she’d been keeping him firmly in the friend zone ever since they were old enough to realize they were into the 
opposite
 sex

 .

All that mattered was how bad he wanted her, and how much it turned her on knowing she had that kind of power 
over
 him

 .

Oh yeah. This was 
getting
 good

 .
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Z
 oey bit her lip.
 It looked like she was seriously considering doing this. Or maybe she was seriously considering whether or not this was the sort of thing she should even consider since she had a boyfriend
 .

But I could see the change coming over her even through the camera feed. The way her chest was heaving giving both of us a good show. The way her tits jiggled ever so slightly. Her nipples pressing out giving both of us a preview of the paradise waiting under her tank top if she’d only give in to Asshole and let him 
see
 her

 .

Her mouth fell open. I though I could almost hear the quiet gasp escaping her lips. That was the way her mouth fell open when she was about to have one hell of an orgasm, and my cock was solid watching her and knowing she was getting 
turned
 on

 .

Was she wet? Was her pussy slick with arousal? Arousal from another man? Another man she had no business being attracted to? A guy who was so far below her league that he shouldn’t even get a chance to talk to her let alone see her treasures
 ?

Yeah, I could see all of that warring with the sure knowledge that she had a boyfriend and what she was doing was crossing a line. I wondered if her face looked the same way in the airport before she leaned across that table and kissed her best friend
 .

Finally she shook her head. Wagged a finger at Mike as though he was the one being a naughty boy instead of her being a very 
naughty
 girl

 .

“Fine. I’m going to do this,” 
she
 said

 .

My heart broke. My cock throbbed. It was an interesting reaction, to say the least. Part of me was disappointed she was doing this to me. That she was cheating on me and doing the one thing with this asshole she’d always promised she’d 
never
 do

 .

That disappointment wasn’t nearly as powerful as the arousal pumping through me though. The sure knowledge that the thought of her cheating on me was just about the hottest fucking thing she could do right 
about
 now

 .

No, there was no stopping this. I could call her or something. That would interrupt her chat session just as surely as bursting through her door and asking what the hell was going on, but that wasn’t going to happen 
was
 it

 ?

I held my breath. My cock twitched and I thought there was a very good chance I was about to have an honest-to-god “look ma no hands!” orgasm without any assist from my hands
 .

I had to concentrate on my breathing. I had to focus. I had to keep from doing something stupid. I had to concentrate on not blowing one hell of a load in the middle of my pants
 .

If I did that then the fun would be over. If I did something like that then I’d be looking at this situation through the cold light of someone who just blew a load, and something told me I’d be a lot less happy about this if I wasn’t under the influence of this strange arousal threatening to 
take
 me

 .

“Now you’re going to be a good boy about this and not tell anyone, right?” she asked
 .

Oh yeah. I bet she didn’t want him telling anyone. I could see a hint of disappointment crossing his face when she 
said
 that

 .

I wondered what he was thinking. Did he want to tell me about it? I thought back to all those triumphant looks he was always giving me when my girlfriend paid attention to him rather 
than
 me

 .

Was he thinking about the moment he’d get to look me in the eyes and tell me that my girlfriend had stripped for him? He had to be crazy if he thought he could actually get away with something like that. If he could get away from that conversation without getting his 
ass
 beat

 .

Finally he sighed. He didn’t like having to keep this a secret, but it was clear that in that moment he was going to agree to just about anything as long as it got him a glimpse of the paradise he’d been dreaming about for so many years
 .

“Fine,” he said. “This will be our little secret. I won’t breathe a word to anyone
 .”

Something about his look and tone told me that wasn’t exactly the case. I had a feeling he was going to be showing off her picture and the stories of his exploits to everyone who would listen over there in Japan, but that wasn’t in our local friends group so it’s not like Zoey would ever 
find
 out

 .

Still, she was so naive. Did she really think a guy like him would get some private time with a girl like her and he wouldn’t want to brag about it to the rest of the world
 ?

Zoey’s hand moved up to the other strap on her tank top. She hit Mike with a shy smile and I could clearly see the blush on 
her
 face

 .

I let out a breath. I’d been holding it for so long that my lungs were burning. It felt like every second was stretching out into an eternity but of course this was all happening fast. So fast. Way 
too
 fast

 .

She pulled down on the strap. Now both straps were off her shoulder. Both straps were hanging in the breeze. The only thing preserving her modesty was her perky breasts, no hint of sag whatsoever in those beauties, holding up her tank top through the sheer force of their youthful defiance of gravity
 .

I knew her breasts so well. They were one of my favorite parts, but they were a gorgeous sight that went with the whole. Her slim body. The curve of her hips. The gentle rise of her breasts that weren’t too big and weren’t too small for her frame. The gorgeous puffy pinkness of them whenever she got aroused
 .

They were just the right size for sucking, and believe you me I took every opportunity I could to enjoy the fuck out of that experience. It was glorious. She was my everything
 .

And now she was about to show that everything to another man. She was about to show treasures that had been just for me to 
someone
 else

 .

It should have infuriated me, but the way my cock throbbed was telling another fucking story
 .

Her hands moved up to the top of her tank top. She licked her lips, bit her bottom lip, and then the moment of inevitability came. The moment I’d been dreading since I first realized how into my girl this guy was. The moment I’d been anticipating ever since I came in my pants watching her kiss him in that airport food court
 .

In my mind she moved in slow motion, though of course that was just my mind playing tricks on me. The fabric moved down. More and more of her breasts were exposed. Asshole leaned forward and his mouth 
hung
 open

 .

His expression was almost as hot as what my girlfriend was doing. His face was a study in worship. He clearly couldn’t believe this was actually finally happening and yet at the same time he wanted to remember every moment 
of
 it

 .

I idly wondered if he had any sort of recording software running on his computer. Like the kind of recording software I was running on mine, so it’s not like I could be too mad at him for thinking along the same lines
 .

Still, it was a little worrying to think about my girl being recorded. To think about there being a record of everything she was doing that could make it out there to the Internet if he got upset with her or something
 .

If he pulled something like that then I’d be scraping the money together to head out to the land of the rising sun and make him forget the day he ever decided to get into the revenge porn business
 .

I was getting distracted from the real business going on here though. The important thing
 .

Her tank top moved down. Down. The moment her breasts sprang free was intoxicating. I gasped. There was a sharp intake of breath from Mike as he watched her tits bounce just a little, just a hint of jiggle, and then she was sitting there proud as could be pressing her tits out and showing them 
to
 Mike

 .

Perfect cones. Turned up just a little at the point. They moved down to her slim stomach, though of course her cute little belly button was covered for the moment by her tank top bunched together down below
 .

She looked away. There was one hell of a blush on her face. She was chewing on her lip big time now and I wondered if she was even thinking of me. Thinking of all the promises, unspoken and otherwise, that she was breaking by showing her tits to 
this
 guy

 .

And Mike’s reaction? Well it was pretty much what you’d expect from a guy in that situation. The bastard probably didn’t have any control over what he was doing
 .

What he was doing was pretty fucking obvious though. I couldn’t make out his arm moving earlier, but now it was pumping up and down in a pretty regular motion. It left absolutely no doubt in my mind what he was doing on the other side of the video chat session
 .

The prick was sitting there jerking off watching my girlfriend’s tits! Jealousy roared inside me, but that jealousy mixed with a strange compelling arousal so instead of reacting like I should have and getting pissed off I just felt my cock twitching and I was so fucking 
close
 now

 .

If this kept up I wasn’t going to have to jerk myself off at all. I was going to get another one of those no-hands orgasms like at the airport. This situation was just that 
fucking
 hot

 .

I’d never thought something like that was possible outside of a wet dream, but this fucked up fantasy of watching my girlfriend seducing another man was making it a thing
 .

Her eyes returned to the screen and I could see the recognition dawning on her face. For a breath I wondered if her enjoyment of other guys getting turned on thinking about her would win out, but her face screwed up in something that might’ve been arousal, might’ve been disgust, but it was definitely just a little angry
 .

Okay then. At least she could still react that way to something this prick was doing even if she was acting way out of character otherwise
 .

“Oh my God Mike! Are you jerking it?” she shrieked
 .

It was a shriek, but it wasn’t exactly angry. No, I wasn’t sure what to make of that. It sounded like she was pissed off, but it also sounded like she was maybe a little amused by the whole situation. And there was that lip bite again. A sure sign that she was turned on even if she didn’t give any other outward indication that she liked what 
she
 saw

 .

Interesting. Very interesting. She did like the idea of this guy flogging the bishop while he stared at 
her
 tits

 !

“Are you jerking off?” she asked
 .

Her voice was interesting. It sounded like she was a little pissed off, but it also sounded like she was only pissed off because that’s how she thought she was supposed to react to a guy jerking off 
watching
 her

 .

She was the one sitting there in the darkness with her tits hanging out, after all, and from the way her nipples were pointing straight towards the webcam on her laptop it was also clear she liked the idea of Asshole jerking off to her tits even if she was acting scandalized on the outside
 .

Oh yeah. This whole thing was full of so many convoluted and fucked up contradictions. I didn’t know where to start with my half of the fantasy, and it was clear she was having trouble coming to terms with how turned on 
she
 was

 .

Mike got a classic deer in headlights look. He’d been caught. He knew he’d been caught. He was probably getting ready for her to get pissed off and end the video conversation
 .

I could see the panic welling up inside him. If she got pissed off and ended the video conversation that would be the end of the fantastic view of those tits he’d been fantasizing about since he’d started fantasizing about 
women’s
 tits

 .

Then he seemed to noticed the same thing I had. The way her mouth was hanging open. The way she was leaning forward staring at her screen
 .

Yeah, she wasn’t pissed off that he was jerking off. She was interested in the fact that he was jerking off! The slutty 
little
 minx

 !

I think it’s a sign of just how far gone I was into this fantasy that I was thinking of her as a slutty little minx rather than getting pissed off that she was getting so turned on by another guy 
jerking
 off

 .

“Fine,” she said, irritation creeping into her voice. Irritation that I knew for a fact she wasn’t actually feeling because that intense gleam in her eyes was all I needed to see. “Go ahead and finish, but be fast 
about
 it

 !”

Mike blinked a couple of times. Maybe he could tell she was turned on, but I don’t think he was expecting that. For all that he was acting a little more confident, for all that he was playing on my girlfriend’s ego, there were still signs that he was clearly the same guy who didn’t know his way around women
 .

It seemed like that was changing with every minute though. He was getting more and more confident with this conversation
 .

I wasn’t sure I liked a confident Mike. Even if my cock was very sure it liked a confident Mike and what he was doing to my girlfriend
 .

“You’re sure?” he asked
 .

“Just hurry up,” 
she
 said

 .

There was a pause. Clearly he couldn’t believe his luck. Clearly he was having trouble processing that this was actually happening
 .

Then the thumping started again. This time it was loud enough that I could hear it. Zoey leaned forward and I wondered if she was touching herself down between her legs where he 
couldn’t
 see

 .

If she was then she didn’t advertise it. Clearly there were some lines she wasn’t willing to cross. 
Not
 yet

 .

Mike noticed her leaning forward though. Noticed the way she was staring pretty fucking intently at the screen
 .

“Do you want to watch?” he asked
 .

She looked pissed off again. It was fascinating to watch the war going on inside my girlfriend. The war between the good Zoey who would never do something like this with her best friend and the monster inside her that wanted nothing more than to watch him jerking off because it stroked that 
monster’s
 ego

 .

“No,” she said. “Just finish for me. Come on Mike. You know you 
want
 to

 .”

He swallowed. Again, this had to be one of those once in a lifetime opportunities for the asshole
 .

“Play with your tits,” 
he
 said

 .

“Ew, no Mike! Come on. I’m doing you this favor. Just finish and we’ll be done for tonight
 .”

He frowned. Clearly he was hoping to get her to do a little more, and clearly she’d just drawn a line in the sand. That line in the sand didn’t stop him from jerking his cock like it owed him money though
 .

Fuck it. If they were doing this then I was going to enjoy myself too. I reached down and pulled out my own cock. I was a third wheel in this video conversation that they didn’t even know about. I stroked my cock and stared back and forth between my beautiful goddess of a girlfriend sitting there with her tits out on display and the asshole “friend” of hers staring at those tits as though they were the best thing that ever happened 
to
 him

 .

The sad thing is those tits probably were the peak of his sexual experience
 .

It didn’t take long after that. For any 
of
 us

 .

I was almost certain she was flicking the old bean down where he couldn’t see under her desk. The signs were all there. Her breathing was becoming erratic. Her mouth was hanging open. She was gasping deeper and deeper and there were sexy little noises only 
I
 knew

 .

Well, me and all the other guys she’d fucked over the years. I knew I wasn’t the first, and somehow thinking of all those guys turned me on 
even
 more

 .

I sighed as I came, and it looked like Zoey and Asshole came at about the same time. He was loud about it. He let out a strangled gasp then went to cover his mouth
 .

Huh. Maybe he couldn’t be too loud wherever he was staying. I guess they had thin walls in the foreign dorms wherever he was staying over in beautiful Japan
 .

One of Zoey’s hands landed on her desk with a smack. Her fingers curled and her mouth fell open, then she seemed to realize that maybe she was giving too much away with that and she forced her mouth closed, her eyes 
going
 wide

 .

She’d given it all away in that moment though. I knew she was coming. Yeah, her fingers were down between her legs exploring that treasure, but Mike was oblivious enough about how women worked, it’s not like the guy had all that much experience after all, that he didn’t notice
 .

Fuck that was fucking hot. It was also finally too much for me. I grunted and came all over my stomach, reaching out and grabbing the tissues by the side of my 
little
 desk

 .

I sat there breathing heavily for a couple of minutes after I finished cleaning up. I needed to go wash off with a nice cold wash cloth, but I also needed to see what happened after they got done with their forbidden camera moment
 .

They stared at one another awkwardly for a moment. Now that she was coming down from the orgasmic highs she’d achieved Zoey seemed to be having a bit of regret. She blushed and then her eyes narrowed
 .

“There Mike,” she said. “You got your show. And remember, you don’t tell anyone
 !”

And with that she reached out and hit a button and the connection was terminated. The last thing I saw before he disappeared entirely was a look of surprise and worry on his face, and then he 
was
 gone

 .

A moment later I saw another call come up on her monitor, but of course I couldn’t see her or what she was doing now that the chat session was over. All I could see was her cursor moving up and hitting the “Decline” button
 .

Cold, but she had to be regretting what she’d just done. Just a little. At least I hoped she was regretting it just a little
 .

After all, what she’d just done was cheating, wasn’t it? Sure it was cheating that turned me on, but it was still cheating. She didn’t know that it turned me on. She didn’t know I’d been watching the whole time. That I’d just jerked off watching her getting hot and heavy with a BFF she told me to never worry about
 .

Fuck. I didn’t know what was wrong with me, but I knew that I wanted this to continue. I wanted her to keep right on cheating on me. The thought that she might regret it or might be having second thoughts just made it that much hotter
 .

I didn’t know what was wrong with me, but I knew this obsession was going to take me to darker places before it was all said 
and
 done

 .

It looked like the show was over for tonight. Asshole probably had classes to go to or something over there and it was late enough that Zoey was going to bed soon. Sure enough the connection went dark as her computer 
powered
 down

 .

I sighed. The live show was done for the night, but it wasn’t the end of the show. Not for me at least
 .

My phone buzzed. I looked down. A text message. From Zoey, of course
 .

“Feeling a little frisky. Want to 
come
 over

 ?”

I stared at that message long and hard. Pun totally intended there thank you very much. She was feeling frisky? I bet she was feeling frisky. She was probably really fucking turned on after what she’d just done 
with
 Mike

 .

And she wanted to use me as a live dildo to get off. Probably while she was thinking about her asshole friend. The thought was hot, but I was thinking a little more rationally after everything that just happened
 .

I was thinking rationally and I was also thinking deviously. She was really turned on right now. I wanted her to keep being turned on. Maybe think about Asshole tonight while she was in her bed getting 
herself
 off

 .

That would mean not having me around
 .

Plus there was still that other part of me. It was a much quieter part of me, but it was still there. The part of me that was pissed off that she was even 
doing
 this

 .

That part of me was louder now that I’d had my orgasm, and that part, oddly enough, was saying we didn’t want anything to do with her after she’d just pretty much cheated on us with the one guy in the world we hated 
the
 most

 .

Yeah, the twists and turns of my mind were fucked up and convoluted, but it’s not like I asked for this fantasy. I was just rolling with it and going with what made my dick hard like every other guy in the world
 .

So I put my phone on silent. I wasn’t going to give her a response. I’m sure in the morning I’d be just as turned on as ever, but right now the pissed off half was winning out over the turned on half and I needed some sleep
 .

Even if I did toss and turn and have to jerk off one more time because I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d seen tonight. I couldn’t stop thinking about how fucking hot it 
had
 been

 .

I couldn’t stop thinking about how fucked up it was that I was even turned on by that in the first place
 .

What was wrong with me, and where was this going 
to
 end

 ?
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Cold Light of Morning













R
 inging.
 Why was there something ringing? I opened my eyes and blinked a couple of times. Tried to figure out where I was and what the fuck that loud 
noise
 was

 .

My room. Right. I’d fallen asleep in here last night after
 …

Everything that happened the night before came crashing down 
around
 me

 .

Well shit. I’d watched my girlfriend cheat on me. I didn’t think she’d ever do something like that but she’d pulled her tits out and showed them off to her friend
 .

To the guy she told me I never needed to worry about. To the guy I never thought I needed to worry about because he never seemed like he was really any competition
 .

Guess that goes to show what the fuck I know about these fucking things. 
Damn
 it

 .

That ringing again. It wasn’t a ringing in my head. It was the doorbell. No one ever used the doorbell. I frowned. Why would someone be using the 
doorbell
 now

 ?

I rolled over and looked at my phone. Remembered putting it on silent the night before. Saw that I had like a dozen missed calls and texts from Zoey this morning asking where the hell I was and why I wasn’t 
picking
 up

 .

And suddenly I was making the connection between that strange ringing at the door and why the hell Zoey was so worried. That had to be her out there. I’d turned my phone on silent last night because I was pissed off and now she was probably worried wondering where the fuck I’d 
disappeared
 to

 .

Damn it. Was there anything about this that wasn’t going to get complicated
 ?

I scrolled down to her last text message. Yup. Sure enough she told me she was worried about me and she was heading over to my apartment to figure out where I’d 
disappeared
 to

 .

I stood and stumbled just a little. It’s not like I was drunk or anything. Just that it was still early in the morning. Or at least my body thought it was still early in the morning
 .

The light streaming through my blinds was telling a different story. Whatever. It was the weekend. If there was ever a time to sleep in when I was in college it was the weekend
 .

I stumbled to the door. Threw it open and immediately regretted the decision. The sunlight that had been filtering into my room through the blinds hit me with all its power. I imagined this must be what a vampire felt like when they were greeted with the giant ball of 
nuclear
 fire

 .

I blinked a couple of times. There was a silhouette standing in my doorway. A sexy silhouette in her usual summer uniform of a halter top and a pair of impossibly tight cotton shorts
 .

Too early in the year yet for yoga pants, but I couldn’t wait until it started to get cold and those started to make an appearance. God bless whatever fashion genius made those a thing and allowed men around the country to enjoy delicious asses all year round rather than just in the summer months
 .

“Morning babe,” 
I
 said

 .

“What the hell is wrong with you?” she asked. “Why weren’t you answering your phone
 ?”

I’m not gonna lie. My first reaction was to be pissed off. Where the hell did she get off talking to me like that? After all, wasn’t she the one who’d been up late the night before showing off her tits to the Asshole
 ?

I paused for a moment to enjoy the sight of those tits. I’m not too proud to admit that I had a look. They were beautiful. She was beautiful. And staring at her in person I couldn’t help but remember everything that had happened the night before
 .

My cock stirred and wouldn’t you know it I was rock hard standing here thinking about all the naughty things she’d gotten up to the night before. Of course she had no idea I knew all the naughty things she’d gotten up to the night before and it’s not like I was going to let that cat out of the bag 
just
 yet

 .

No, she’d get pissed off if she had any inkling that I was spying on her. Better to keep my big fucking mouth shut. 
For
 now

 .

“Sorry Zoey,” I said. “I must’ve accidentally put my phone on silent last night or something
 .”

Yeah, that sounded reasonable enough. It’s not like it was unheard of for someone to accidentally flip their phone into silent mode. She’d done it a couple of times
 .

Of course she’d conveniently done it on nights when she was out with the Asshole. I’d been suspicious of those nights before. Now that I knew what I knew? That they at least had a little bit of a “more than friends” vibe going on in their friendship
 ?

It made me even more suspicious. Everything was making me suspicious. It was a hell of a way 
to
 live

 .

“Can I come in?” she asked
 .

I blinked a couple of times, and it wasn’t just blinking away the bright light. Right. I was being rude. I should invite my girlfriend into my apartment
 .

“Sorry,” I muttered, stepping aside
 .

She stared at me for a long time when she got into the apartment. Long enough that I wondered if she suspected something. Long enough that I started thinking maybe it would be a good idea to go ahead and confess something
 .

It was the sort of look that said your girl knew something was up. Every man in the world knows 
that
 look

 .

Every man in the world should also know that getting that sort of look from your girl should be treated the same as getting that kind of look from the cops. You shut the fuck up and don’t admit anything until they let you know what 
they
 know

 .

So I kept my fucking mouth shut. I wasn’t giving anything away if she was fishing for something to be pissed about
 .

“Are you okay honey?” she asked
 .

How did I respond to that? Was I okay? No I wasn’t fucking okay. I just discovered that my girlfriend was cheating on me with her best friend. I’d installed some sort of advanced spywear on her computer so I could listen in on her video conversations and I’d found something when I went snooping
 .

And to top it all off I was more turned on than I think I’ve ever been in my life thinking about what she was doing with the Asshole. That was the real kicker. I should’ve been pissed off. I should’ve been screaming at her and telling her I knew everything, but I was going to keep my big fucking mouth shut because if I said anything to her now that would be the end of 
the
 show

 .

“I’m fine,” I said. “Just a little sleepy still
 .”

She cocked her head to the side. Again I got the feeling that she was expecting me to give something up, and again there wasn’t a chance I was going to pull something like that. She couldn’t get pissed about anything if I didn’t say anything
 .

“Were you up drinking last night?” she asked. “Did you go out with John or something
 ?”

More panic. She mentioned John. Why would she mention John? She had no reason to mention John unless she suspected something and she was letting me know she knew something
 .

Or it could be a big coincidence. That was way more likely. Damn it. I needed to get this paranoia under control
 .

If anyone here should be paranoid it was Zoey, and she had every right to be paranoid
 .

“No,” I said. “No drinking last night. I was up late playing video games
 .”

Zoey rolled her eyes and moved over to flop down on the couch. She laid back and I was distracted for a moment by 
the
 sexy

 .

Getting distracted by the sexy was sort of one of those hazards when it came to my girlfriend. There was a lot of sexy to go around, and she knew it. She also knew how much she could distract me with that sexy, and from the way she was looking at me now it seemed like she was trying her best to be as distracting as possible
 .

Oh yeah. Last night she’d been turned on. It looked like she was still feeling frisky this morning and she was going to do whatever she could to get into my pants
 .

And to be honest it’s not like I was as pissed off as I’d been the night before. It helped that my cock was hard again and I was thinking with my fantasy brain rather than thinking with my rational brain
 .

Rational brain was screaming that I should be pissed off at her. That I should tell her everything I knew and then tell her to go fuck herself right before breaking up with her 
for
 good

 .

The lower brain was whispering that it would be a terrible idea to do something like that. After all, she was there on the couch looking so fucking hot. She was one of the hottest girls I’d ever known and I was turned on by the thought of guys getting turned on 
by
 her

 .

Why would I want to leave a beautiful angel like that? Why would I ever want to toss her to the side when she was absolutely perfect for this new fantasy I’d discovered
 ?

Even if there was a pretty good chance that everything was going to come crashing down when she figured out the lengths I’d been going to in order to fuel this fucked up obsession
 .

I moved over to the couch and sat down next to her. I was down by her feet, but she immediately flipped around so that her head was in my lap. She had to adjust herself just a little because my cock was rock hard and 
tenting
 up

 .

“Oh my,” she said. “Someone seems happy to 
see
 me

 .”

And before I could say anything she’d wrapped her lips around the outline of my cock. Through my boxers, to be sure, but there was just something about having a hot woman’s mouth around your cock, even if there was something in between you, that was always a glorious experience
 .

I groaned and threw my head back. Here was one hell of a reminder that no matter what happened with the Asshole she was still very much all mine. He never got to feel her gorgeous lips wrapped around his cock, that was for 
damn
 sure

 !

She didn’t waste any time either. No sooner were her lips down there around my cock than she was fishing said cock out and before I could react or let out more than a strangled gasp she was bobbing up and down on my cock like she was a starving woman and getting my dick deep down her throat was the only thing that was going to 
save
 her

 .

Have I mentioned how wonderful it is to have a girlfriend with a talented mouth in addition to being the hottest fucking piece of ass on campus? Because it’s one hell of a good experience and I’d recommend everyone try it at 
least
 once

 .

Up and down. Up and down. Everything that happened the night before swirled around in my mind. And then in my mind I was in the middle of a very different scenario than sitting like an idiot in the middle of my apartment with my girlfriend beside me bouncing her head on 
my
 cock

 .

No, I imagined that I was him. The asshole. The prick had convinced her somehow to put her head in his lap and then she felt the hardness pressing out for her. Begging for her. Telling her that she was the hottest thing he’d ever known
 .

And something snapped inside her. She was so hot and bothered by how hot and bothered the asshole was getting that she couldn’t help herself. Wasn’t it the ultimate hot ego stroking moment to have a guy that 
turned
 on

 ?

So she reached out. Pulled his cock out. Started moving her mouth up and down its length
 .

Oh yeah. There we were. I was already so turned on, and thinking about her being naughty, putting myself in the middle of the fantasy while I was still very much experiencing the real thing as well, did it for me. Did it in a 
huge
 way

 .

I grunted and that was all the warning she was going to get. I pressed my cock deep into her throat and she was swallowing every 
last
 drop

 .

Like I said, she was like a sexy starving woman and the only thing that was going to satisfy her was swallowing my load. A load I was more than happy to provide her thank you 
very
 much

 .

I collapsed against the couch. She pulled up and grinned. A little trickle of my come moved out of the side of her mouth and she licked it up like it was a sweet trickle of ice cream or something
 .

Her smile was radiant. It was the only way I could think to describe it. She was beautiful. Perfect. Everything I’d ever wanted in a woman and 
then
 some

 .

It was almost enough to make me feel like a first rate asshole for what I’d done to her. I didn’t deserve a girl like her. I didn’t deserve her trust. I didn’t deserve that smile. That 
loving
 look

 .

Of course there was also the fact that she was sort of cheating on me and thought she could get away with it. That made all those thoughts about how I didn’t deserve her come 
crashing
 down

 .

Oh yeah. I didn’t deserve what she was pulling on me. That was for damn sure. The anger helped to fuel me in that brief moment after the orgasm when I was willing to do whatever she wanted and I almost felt bad about what I’d been doing 
to
 her

 .

Almost, but not quite
 .

“So what’s the plan for today?” she asked
 .

“I have a lot of homework I need to get done and a couple of lectures,” 
I
 said

 .

Her hand traced up my leg. That smile grew wider and wider. It was the kind of smile that said she was up to something. The kind of smile that said she was about to make a very naughty suggestion
 .

I knew exactly what she was about to suggest. I also knew I wasn’t going to take her up on that suggestion. The anger was starting to take hold. Make itself known
 .

“Are you sure you couldn’t think of something more interesting to do today than a couple of lectures
 ?”

Any other time I might’ve taken her up on that offer. Any other time I would’ve been more than happy to skip a bit of boring schoolwork for the prospect of hopping into her pants
 .

This wasn’t any other time though. I knew damn well that the only reason she was so hot and bothered was because she was thinking about what she’d done the night before
 .

Hell, in a way both of us were taking the energy from last night and pouring it into our lovemaking today. The only problem was the energy she was getting came from showing off her tits to another guy and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I was still pissed off just thinking 
about
 it

 .

“Yeah, this is a pretty tough class and I think it’d be better if I didn’t miss anything,” 
I
 said

 .

She stared at me for a long moment. I’m not sure what it was in that look, but there was definitely anger there. Anger and a bit of disbelief
 .

I had to look at it from her point of view. She was the hottest thing on campus. She was used to being the hottest thing on campus. In a school where every lecture hall had at least twenty prom queens and head cheerleaders and that wasn’t really a special thing she was still in the top half of the top one percent of hotties
 .

The point is there were a lot of people who would bend over backwards for the opportunity she was offering me right now. Guys and girls. And now here I was, the one guy who was supposed to enjoy those opportunities, turning her down and telling her “thanks but no thanks
 .”

That had to be a blow to her ego. She went from having a guy who worships the ground she walks on last night to talking to me, the guy who was supposed to worship the ground she walks on, telling her I wasn’t interested and I’d rather go to a boring old lecture instead
 .

Yeah, that wasn’t sitting well with her. It wasn’t sitting well with her at all. I could see the wheels turning
 .

And I found myself wondering if this was going to push her into the arms of the Asshole again. Was she going to decide that the one thing she needed more than anything was validation? Was she going to hop onto the video chat tonight and do something naughty
 ?

I didn’t know, but I did know I was going to be sitting by my computer tonight to see what happened when the time zones aligned
 .

“Fine,” she said, letting out a little sniff to let me know just how unhappy she was about my change of heart. “If you’re not interested I understand
 .”

Her tone said that she was far from understanding, but it was only making me more and more angry
 .

I was going to have to decide how I really felt about all of this pretty damned soon. Because right now it was one hell of a roller coaster going from being turned on to jealous to pissed off and then back to turned on again
 .

I wasn’t sure how much longer I could put up with this. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could have conversations with her like this without blowing up and letting her know that I knew everything
 .

But I managed to keep my silence for now. I pretended I didn’t notice that she was obviously pissed off about something. Better to act oblivious than to let on that I knew she was upset
 .

“You have a good day then babe,” I said. “I’ll catch you later maybe
 ?”

“Yeah, maybe,” she said, again in a tone that said there was a pretty good chance I wasn’t going to catch her later
 .

All part of the plan though. Because while I was definitely angry, like seriously pissed off, I was also getting hard again watching her book it for the door. I couldn’t help but think about how pushing her away might push her into the arms of someone who was willing to give her the attention she so desired
 .

Like Asshole
 .

The door slammed shut behind her and for the moment I was safe. I didn’t have to worry about keeping secrets. I did have to worry about this strange mix of jealousy, arousal, and anger that was threatening to push me to doing some pretty fucking stupid things though
 .

Even more fucking stupid than some of the things I’d done already, 
that
 is

 .

I sighed and leaned back. This was all crazy. This was all dangerous. And I was going to keep going right on down the path of destruction because while there was a part of me that figured I should be pissed off and I should confront her, there was another part of me that wanted to know just how far this 
would
 go

 .
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Appreciation













T
 hree days.
 Three days of Zoey coming on strong every time we were together. Three days of getting turned on thinking about all the things she’d done on that night flashing her tits to her BFF that I totally wasn’t supposed to worry about
 .

Three days where I got upset afterwards because whenever I was in one of those honest moments after an orgasm where this fantasy wasn’t calling the shots I went to a place where I was really upset that she would ever do something like that 
to
 me

 .

So I inevitably got pissed off. I took it out on her by acting pissy. Remembering her kissing him. Flashing her tits. Letting herself be manipulated by a guy who seemed to be a lot better at the game than I would’ve given his tubby ass credit for in the beginning
 .

Three days of torture because things were strained between us. It was clear she could tell something was wrong but it was also clear I wasn’t breathing a fucking word of what was wrong because I didn’t want to admit to spying on her. I didn’t want to admit I knew something
 .

Not because I was worried about the inevitable argument and blowup that would happen. I knew there would be a blowup. It would make the kind of stuff they tested at the range in Nevada way back in the day look like nothing in comparison
 .

That wasn’t the fucked up reason I kept quiet though. No, I kept quiet because it had been three fucking days since the two of them got on their little chat thing together. Three fucking days and I hadn’t gotten a sequel to the show that I so desperately needed. That I craved if the way my cock twitched was any indicator
 .

“So are you actually going to be a man tonight, or are you going to run away like you’ve been running away every other night 
this
 week

 ?”

Her words stung. We were in her bedroom. Lying back on her bed. She had her head on my arm and her legs were draped over 
my
 body

 .

It was one hell of an invitation. Probably one of the clearest signals I’d ever gotten from a girl. It was the kind of signal that said it was 
launch
 time

 .

It was the kind of signal that a loser like Mike would never pick up on. Nice guys. They always wanted to do what was right. Always wanted to be a gentleman and didn’t want to take advantage even when a girl was throwing herself 
at
 them

 .

It made me wonder. Had she thrown herself at him before? Had he been oblivious that she was throwing herself at him? Was he making up for lost 
time
 now

 ?

There were years of sexual tension simmering there between my girlfriend and her best friend. I’d always assumed that tension was a one way street, but what if those years of sexual tension went 
both
 ways

 ?

What if she’d secretly been just as turned on by the idea of him getting hot and bothered thinking of her as he’d been thinking of getting 
with
 her

 ?

It all swam around in my head and it was almost more than I could take. The fantasy of imagining what she could do with him and how hot it would be if she did it. The reality of feeling sick to my stomach every time I thought of her doing something like that with that asshole
 .

Yeah, I was mad at myself almost as much as I was mad at her. Of course it didn’t help that she said things like that. Things that seemed tailor-made to piss me the 
fuck
 off

 .

“Where do you get off talking like that?” I asked
 .

She didn’t answer in words. Instead she reached down and grabbed my cock. Gave it a good tug through my shorts. A tug that was so intense that it actually sort 
of
 hurt

 .

“Fuck Zoey!” I hissed. “What the fuck are you doing
 ?”

“Seeing if this still works,” 
she
 said

 .

Okay, now I was really starting to get mad. Sure I’d sort of set up this situation in the first place by avoiding her advances. I deserved some sort of award for being able to avoid those 
advances
 too

 .

A girl as hot as Zoey puts her hand on your cock and says she’s down to fuck? You better believe just about any guy on this planet would be down 
to
 fuck

 .

Any guy but me, that is, because I couldn’t get the thought of what she’d done with Mike on the webcam out of my head. I couldn’t get the image of that kiss at the airport out of 
the
 head

 .

And now she was getting pissed off that I was refusing her advances. Which I could understand, but it didn’t make me any less pissed off that she dared to get pissed off 
about
 it

 .

“What the fuck is your problem?” I asked. “So I’m not in the mood right now. Classes are keeping 
me
 busy

 .”

“Busy enough that you can hang out here watching movies with me three nights in a row without fucking me?” she asked, venom in her voice
 .

She had me there. If I was really busy with classes I’d be busy with classes. I’d be out studying or something. Instead I’d spent time with her because deep down there was a part of me that enjoyed watching her get all hot and bothered and then leaving her high 
and
 dry

 .

I guess there was a part of me that figured she deserved a little bit of suffering considering what she as putting me through. Was it fucked up? Sure. At the same time it’s not like it was any more fucked up than anything else that had happened between us in the past couple of weeks
 .

I opened my mouth. I almost let it all out. I was that pissed off. It would shut her right the fuck up if she knew that I knew what she’d been doing with the asshole
 .

I didn’t say anything. I don’t know how I managed to keep my mouth shut, but I didn’t say anything
 .

Because there was another reason I’d been coming over and getting her so worked up only to turn around and leave her high 
and
 dry

 .

I wanted her turned on. I wanted her frustrated. There was another part of me that figured this would be a good way to push her to do something else with that Mike asshole
 .

I didn’t want it to happen, and yet at the same time there as that burning desire deep inside me that desperately needed something to happen between them again
 .

Yeah, fucked up, but I was 
doing
 it

 .

“Look, I don’t need this bullshit right now,” I said. “I’m under enough stress as it is and you getting bitchy isn’t helping things 
at
 all

 .”

She arched an eyebrow. “Oh yeah? Poor baby is upset because he’s under stress
 ?”

Yeah, I was under fucking stress. Not because of classes. No, it was all because of her. It was all because of what I knew she was doing with her best friend. The guy she told me not to worry about
 .

And it was even more insulting because it’s not like the guy she told me not to worry about was hot or anything. If she was fucking around with a guy from the gym I could sort of understand it. She was a hot girl. Hot girls got with 
hot
 guys

 .

I’d be pissed off. I’d also probably be turned on considering all the fucked up places this fantasy was taking me. But I’d also understand why it happened
 .

But to have her getting all hot and heavy with the asshole? With the one guy I never thought I’d have to worry about? With that tubby pile of lard that was always hanging around my girl and should’ve never had a chance with a goddess 
like
 her

 ?

Yeah, that was insulting. Also really fucking hot. The idea of her getting with someone who was so far out of her league turned my crank in ways I couldn’t explain
 .

“Fuck off,” 
I
 said

 .

I didn’t know why I said it. It was like there was a part of me that wanted to push her away. Wanted to push her right into her best friend’s arms so I could have another show like a couple of 
nights
 ago

 .

“Maybe you’re the one who should fuck off,” she said. “After all, if you’re not interested in being here or being with me then what’s the fucking point of you being here 
at
 all

 ?”

“Fine,” I said, standing and grabbing my phone off the night stand next to her bed. “If that’s the way you’re going to be then maybe I don’t want to be here tonight
 .”

What I didn’t mention was that if I left it would give her plenty of time to fire up her computer. The time zone difference was just about right that the asshole should’ve been out of one of his classes, or he would 
be
 soon

 .

Yeah, I could imagine it. She was so pissed off at me that she ran right into the arms of another man across the world. Because him being across the world still made this a 
little
 safe

 .

No matter what happened I could rest safe knowing they weren’t going to do anything physical, at least. It would all be confined to webcams and computer monitors
 .

Yeah, I might be playing with fire with this fantasy, but at least was safe fire. It was a fire I knew I could keep under control. Maybe
 .

So I didn't feel all that bad as I stormed out of her room and towards her 
front
 door

 .

Maybe I was pushing her away. Maybe on some level I was trying to push her into the arms of her best friend she told me not to worry about. Still, it's not like it was that big of a deal. It's not like they were going to take things 
too
 far

 .

They couldn't take things too far. He was on the other side of the fucking world. He wasn't a danger, and the distance was exactly why he wasn't a danger
 .

"You're really leaving?" she asked, her voice incredulous
 .

I turned and saw her at the entrance to the hall leading down to her room. God she looked gorgeous. She was a vision in a tight tank top and even tighter shorts. Shorts that were tight enough that I could see the outline of her pussy, the outline of paradise, between 
her
 legs

 .

There was even a slight hint of moisture there. Damn. She was more turned on than I ever could have imagined
 !

The question was why was she turned on? Was she turned on because she was thinking about what she wanted to do with me? Was she turned on because she was thinking about what she was going to do with her asshole of a best friend once I was out of the place? Or was it all the frustration she'd been dealing with over the past couple of days finally reaching a 
critical
 mass

 ?

I didn't know, and I didn't plan on sticking around long enough to find out. No, I was going to go home, sit down in front of my computer, and see what happened
 .

I knew deep down inside me there was a part of me hoping she would take the option of getting down and dirty with her best friend. Even if it was something that was happening over a computer monitor
 .

I shook my head and turned. Didn't say anything to her. Just walked to the door and threw 
it
 open

 .

"I can't fucking believe this," she said. "You know if you take me for granted like this you might lose me someday
 ."

I stopped at that. That was one hell of a line in the sand she was drawing. And I knew it was close to the truth. Of course she had no idea I knew everything she’d been doing. That I had more than suspicions about her and her best 
friend
 now

 .

I was tempted, once more, to give voice to those suspicions. And once more I didn't say a damn thing. No, not when I knew there were far more interesting things that might happen if I kept my fucking 
mouth
 shut

 .

So I did just that. I kept my fucking mouth shut. It didn't hurt that the entire time my cock was hard and throbbing thinking about what she might do with Mike once she was alone with just her computer. The timing was right. He would be in his dorm room on the other side of the world right 
about
 now

 .

So I opened the door and stepped out without another word. Let her chew on that for a little while. Let her stew and think about whether or not I actually 
wanted
 her

 .

Even if I wanted her to the point that it was painful. My cock was straining. As though it couldn't fucking believe I'd just had an opportunity to fuck the goddess that was my girlfriend and I’d given up that opportunity
 .

Yeah, I was probably a fucking idiot for passing, but at the same time I had to do it. That obsession had taken control. It was the one calling the shots now. Not the rational part of my mind. Not even 
my
 cock

 .

It was a weird feeling to be thinking with my dick and yet not thinking with my dick at the 
same
 time

 .

I kicked myself the entire walk back to my apartment. I kept glancing over my shoulder because I was convinced that at any moment I would turn around and see Zoey chasing after me. She was just pissed off enough that she’d do something crazy like that. She'd done crazier things in the past. Only I kept walking and she never appeared 
behind
 me

 .

There was a part of me that was disappointed that she didn't try and chase me down. There was another part of me that was relieved she didn't try to chase me down. After all, I was at the breaking point. If she tried to get something out of me I very well might open my mouth and say something we’d both regret
 .

No, if she'd given chase that would've resulted in an argument that could have very well ended with the cops being called
 .

I looked around my dark apartment. Took stock of my situation. I took a couple of deep breaths and let them out in long shuddering sighs
 .

My whole body was on fire. I felt as though I'd just run a marathon. I felt like I’d just spent a couple of hours in the gym 
pumping
 iron

 .

And all I'd done was piss off my girlfriend. Amazing. If I was getting this kind of work out high from pissing her off then maybe that was something I should do more often. It could be the new exercise sensation that sweeps the nation
 .

A part of the reason I was so worked up was because I knew exactly what I was about to do. I was about to go to my computer, flip it open, turn on that spyware I'd installed courtesy of John, and I was going to see what my girlfriend was up to with her best friend that she told me I didn't need to worry about
 .

My pulse picked up. My heart pounded in my chest. I moved back to my bedroom where my laptop sat on my nightstand waiting for me to see what there was 
to
 see

 .
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Big Reveal













I
 licked
 my lips in anticipation as I opened the lid. As I double-clicked on the icon that brought up the spyware. As soon as I opened it I saw a little green light that told me Zoey was online
 .

My breath caught. Of course she was online. She had to be online. After all, she was pissed off at me. She didn't have me falling all over myself to get in her pants like I usually did. After something like she had to have a little bit of an ego stroke, now 
didn't
 she

 ?

And where was the best place she could get her ego stroked? Where was a place where she knew she could get some immediate feedback from someone who was head over heels in love with her to the point that he bowed and scraped every time she looked 
at
 him

 ?

Of course she could get all of that from the asshole. And that seemed to be exactly what she was doing 
right
 now

 .

There was already a chat window open by the time I fired up the spyware. They were having a pretty vigorous conversation. She was complaining about what jerks guys were, and it looked like the asshole was picking up on this opportunity and playing it for everything it was worth
 .

I grinned. It was about what I'd expect from him. Going on about what an asshole I was. About how I didn't deserve a girl like her. That I was just like every other jerk guy she’d ever dated
 .

I laughed. Of course he’d think I was just like every other jerk guy she'd dated. He thought anyone who could get into her pants was a jerk. After all, he wasn't able to seal the deal so he’d look down on anyone who could
 .

It was disgusting. It was annoying. It was enough to make me want to reach through the computer screen and strangle him, but of course I didn't. No, not when I was waiting for the show to start
 .

I didn't have to wait all that long for the show to start. No, not long at all. The first comment seemed innocent enough
 .

"You know I've been thinking about the last time we chatted 
on
 here

 …"

"Really? What were you thinking about?" she sent back. Only she sent it back with a little :-) that showed she knew exactly what he’d been thinking about
 .

I grinned. I couldn't help myself. I knew I should've been pissed off at this obvious line of conversation. I knew I should have been pissed off that he was obviously trying to make a move on my girl. But I couldn't stop that obsession that was roaring to life deep inside me. I couldn't stop the satisfaction at knowing something was about to happen
 .

It might be something terrible, but it was about to happen
 .

"You know if your boyfriend isn't going to appreciate you for how beautiful you are then maybe you should find someone who is willing to appreciate you," he typed
 .

"Oh?" she asked, again with another one of those smiley faces that was about as flirtatious as you could get talking in text. "And what did you have 
in
 mind

 ?"

"I was thinking if he couldn't appreciate you then I would definitely be willing to appreciate you tonight
 !"

I shook my head. It was ridiculous. I couldn't believe she was actually going to fall for a line like that, and yet at the same time I knew she was going to fall hook, line, and sinker
 .

It didn't help that my cock was so hard. So very hard. I could feel a little bit of precum leaking out of the tip. I knew soon enough I was going to be beating my dick like it owed me money, and I couldn’t wait for them to just get on with the fucking show. For once I wanted him to have some balls and make 
the
 move

 .

Was that fucked up? Yeah, but I think we've already covered plenty of times just how fucked up everything about 
this
 was

 .

"So what kind of appreciating would you like to do tonight?" she asked
 .

I held my breath. That was an invitation if there ever was one. The only question was whether or not the asshole was going to pick up on that invitation. After all, they had gone for most of their lives without him being willing to make a move. Only he'd been more bold lately
 .

I needed him to be more bold now. I needed him to make the fucking move already. It was driving me nuts with anticipation. It was 
killing
 me

 .

"Well I think for me to show you how much I'd really appreciate you you need to get on video chat with me," 
he
 said

 .

I let out a breath I didn't even realize I'd been holding in. There we were. That was what he'd been after this entire time. That was the money shot. He was finally making 
his
 move

 .

The asshole was getting more bold. Bolder than I ever would have given him credit for. I should've been pissed off, but I was really just turned on. And I wanted them to get down 
to
 it

 .

"I don't know about that," she said. "You were a very naughty boy the last time we talked on video, 
after
 all

 ."

"Yeah, but I think maybe you liked it,” he 
sent
 back

 .

There was a pause. There was a little … at the bottom of the screen that told me she was typing something. Then it stopped. Then it started again
 .

I never had the experience of being frustrated while a girl was sending me a message. I always knew they were going to be interested. I always knew they were going to send a response. It's not like I was like this jerk, not worthy of a girl who was so obviously out of his league
 .

But now that I was experiencing it secondhand through this spyware it was driving me wild. I could see how the other half lived
 .

Finally she seemed to give up on whatever it was she was about to type out. Instead it finally happened. What I’d been waiting for this entire damn time. What the asshole had been waiting for this entire 
damn
 time

 .

An invitation to a video chat session
 .

Fuck yes. Here we finally were. What I'd been waiting for. What I needed. What the asshole needed, if his expression as his video chat window popped up was anything to 
go
 on

 .

For a moment I saw something that was very close to surprise on his face. As though he had trouble believing that had actually worked
 .

Not that I could blame him. After all, he had spent his entire life having her spurn his advances. It had to be one hell of a change for him to have her suddenly responding 
to
 them

 .

I leaned forward
 .

God, she looked so hot. She was in the same outfit she'd been wearing a half hour ago when I stormed out of her apartment. I wondered if she was still slick and wet between 
her
 legs

 .

She had to be. She had to be turned on. That was the only reason I could think of why she would agree to something like this so quickly
 .

Why she would actively try to convince him to do something 
like
 this

 .

Yeah, if I knew my girlfriend at all, and I was pretty sure I knew her pretty damn well by now, then she was still stinging from me rejecting her. Even if it wasn't exactly a rejection
 .

She needed validation, and where better to go than a guy who’d been pining after her for years
 ?

"So what were you going to show me?" she asked
 .

The asshole blinked. He seemed suddenly unsure of himself. And of course he would be unsure of himself now that I wanted him to show some more of that confidence and backbone he’d grown lately
 .

Still, I couldn’t quite blame the nerd. It’s not like he'd ever had an opportunity like this before. My beautiful goddess of a girlfriend was practically throwing herself at him, throwing herself at another man, and that man was used to her 
ignoring
 him

 .

Was it any wonder he was a little hesitant to take this any farther even though he was getting cleared for landing at every step of 
the
 way

 ?

He sputtered and seemed to have trouble regaining his composure. Yeah, he definitely wasn't prepared for something like this to happen. Obviously he'd been hoping something like this would happen, but he was like the dog who finally caught 
the
 car

 .

Now that he'd succeeded in achieving his heart's desire he had no idea what the fuck to do 
with
 it

 .

Though it may be it was a little flowery to say he'd achieved his heart's desire. It would probably be more accurate to say he'd achieved his cocks deepest desire
 .

That didn’t change the fact that the idiot had zero experience with the ladies and no idea what to do with a hot girl once she started showing interest in him. The poor bastard
 .

If there wasn’t a computer monitor between the two of them making this more like the rest of his sex life then he probably would’ve melted into a puddle of incoherent babbling 
by
 now

 .

"Well
 …"

"Are you turned on right now Mike?" she asked
 .

I was taken aback by her being so direct. It looked like Mike was taken aback by her being so direct too. Neither one of us were 
expecting
 that

 .

“Fuck yes," he breathed out, the moment finally overtaking his reluctance. Or maybe it was his horniness finally overtaking his reluctance
 .

Either way I was finally getting the show I wanted. 
Sort
 of

 .

“Then show me how turned on you are," 
she
 said

 .

She punctuated her words by reaching up and touching the strap of her tank top. Pulling it down and giving him a look that was pure sex. Pure orgasmic bliss
 .

Mike, for his part, nearly fell out of his chair. But he somehow managed to keep it under control. He somehow managed to stay in place, though if I were him I’d be having a hell of a hard time keeping it together
 .

Hell, I was having a hell of a hard time keeping it together now. She was finally doing it. She was finally crossing that line again. The thing I'd been fantasizing about for the past three days, and now it was happening
 .

I’d had a hard time keeping it together in her apartment. Do you have any idea how difficult it is to look at a girl as beautiful as Zoey begging you to fuck her and 
say
 no

 ?

"Come on Mike," she said. "I know you've always had a thing for me. Show me how turned on you are and maybe I'll show you something you want 
to
 see

 ."

Mike stared at her long and hard. For that long moment I could see the old him warring with his desire. His eyes darted around the screen, peering into the darkness behind Zoey as though he was trying to figure out if this was some sort of joke or something
 .

It would’ve been a pretty funny joke too. Let the nerdling think he had a chance with her, video him doing something embarrassing, and then turn on the lights and let him know I’d been watching the 
whole
 time

 .

The thought was actually kinda hot. Being in the room with Zoey while she did something like this instead of being at a distance watching her over the Internet
 .

Of course there was no catch this time around. The offer in front of him, one hell of a temptation of the flesh, was completely real. Zoey was off the deep end with desire and if she couldn’t get it from me then she was going to get it from the one sure thing she knew she always had in her back pocket
 .

Then something changed. It was subtle. He seemed to sit up a little instead of slouching over in his chair. It made him look a little less tubby when he sat up 
like
 that

 .

There was also something in his eyes. A fire burning there. It was the fire of lust that was usually there when he looked at my girlfriend, sure, but there was something else 
there
 too

 .

Confidence. That confidence that had been bubbling up inside him in fits and starts ever since that first day when I saw them kiss. The day I saw him giving me that triumphant look from the back seat as though he knew something I didn’t
 .

Like he knew he’d finally worn her down to the point that she was starting to get into him a little, and I’d missed all the signs because I’d dismissed him as a rival even as I’d always worried about his potential as a rival
 .

The bastard. I hated him and I couldn’t wait to see him fucking 
my
 girl

 .

If I leaned forward any farther my nose was going to touch the screen. I forced myself to pull back. I wished I had a bigger monitor, but I guess that wouldn’t matter all 
that
 much

 .

It’s not like the chat window was going to get any bigger
 .

I pulled up some recording software I’d downloaded and hit the big red circle in the middle. If this was really going down then you bet your ass I wanted to record every moment 
of
 it

 .

Both because I wanted to make sure I had a record of things Zoey couldn’t possibly deny when I finally confronted her with all this and because I was so turned on by all of this that there was no way I couldn’t make a recording
 .

“You want this, don’t you?” Mike asked
 .

The change in his tone was subtle but very noticeable. He went from asking if she really wanted it to asking her if she wanted it. One way was asking her from the position of a guy who couldn’t believe a beautiful girl was actually interested 
in
 him

 .

This was a guy who was asking a beautiful girl to tell him how much she wanted it. Very different, and not the sort of interaction you’d expect to see from a guy like Mike to a girl 
like
 Zoey

 .

And yet here 
we
 were

 .

She bit her lip. I thought I could detect the barest hint of a blush on her cheeks. Of course she should be blushing. What she was doing here was so wrong. She was cheating on me and she 
knew
 it

 .

I wondered if she was even thinking of me. If she was thinking of me she was probably thinking about how much I deserved this for being such an asshole. She probably wasn’t thinking about how wrong 
it
 was

 .

Or maybe she was like me. She was thinking about how wrong it was but thinking about how wrong it was only turned her 
on
 more

 .

Fuck. This was all confusing. I couldn’t stand it. I hated it. I loved it. I wanted it to end. I couldn’t get enough 
of
 it

 .

I could do something. I could text her. I could call her. I could go over to her apartment. Any one of those things would put an end to this once and 
for
 all

 .

I didn’t put an end to it. It’s not like I could at this point. I was way too far gone. I had to see this through to the end, 
damn
 it

 .

Zoey chewed her lip for a long moment. During that long moment I wondered if maybe she was thinking about not doing this after all. What if she got cold feet? Would I be relieved
 ?

I knew what my cock was thinking. I was going to be pissed off. I’d waited this long to see this show, damn it, and I wanted to see what she was going to do with 
him
 now

 !

Finally she nodded. No words. In a way that was sexier. It was like she couldn’t bring herself to articulate that she was turned on. That she 
needed
 this

 .

Even if I wasn’t sure what “this” was. I mean I was pretty sure. I’d seen videos of losers jacking it to girls on webcam because that was all they 
could
 get

 .

I never thought I’d actually be turned on by watching my girl starring in one of those videos though
 !

The nod was all Mike needed. He adjusted the webcam an for a moment the whole world around him was a blur. I wasn’t sure what he was doing, but I also didn’t have to wait long to see what he had planned
 .

A flash. His shirt. His desk. His pants. His hands on a zipper as he pulled back far enough that she could get a good look at what he was doing. His hands pulled the zipper down and he fished his 
cock
 out

 .

I stared in astonishment. From the way Zoey was staring at the screen she was more than a little astonished 
as
 well

 .

At least that look on her face confirmed one thing for sure. This was definitely the first time she’d seen his cock in the flesh like that. There was no way she could fake seeing that monster for the 
first
 time

 .

And a monster it was. We’re talking the guy was porn star huge. Even bigger than my dick, and I’m no slouch in the cock department
 .

Of course his cock was attached to the tubby asshole and not to me. It’s not like the rest of the package was much to be desired even if he had been blessed in the cock department. Still, looking at that thing was a surprise
 .

If that nerd worked out a little bit he’d be one hell of a ladies man. That started a new worry in the back of my mind, but like all the worries that were running in the back of my mind when I thought about the asshole it was a worry that quickly mixed in with the stew of jealousy and arousal already kicking around in my head to make my cock 
rock
 hard

 .

It seemed like there was nothing this guy could do that wouldn’t turn me on as long as it was something he was doing 
with
 Zoey

 .

“Holy shit Mike,” she breathed finally, breaking the silence between the three 
of
 us

 .

Though of course she didn’t know it was a silence between the three of us. Neither one of them had any way of knowing I was spying on their situation. All they knew was they were sharing one hell of an intimate moment that was also really fucking forbidden because she was supposed to be faithful to me, 
damn
 it

 .

Even if I loved it that she wasn’t being faithful 
to
 me

 .

He blushed and looked away. I blinked a couple of times. Did that guy really not realize what he was packing there? Did he have no idea that where other guys had trouser snakes he was hiding a veritable trouser anaconda? The sort of thing that most men would kill to have swinging between 
their
 legs

 ?

The sort of thing that girls might fall all over themselves to enjoy? I mean sure I knew some girls always went on about how it was more about how you used it and how guys who were bigger could sometimes be uncomfortable, but 
come
 on

 .

Let’s be honest. Girls telling you size doesn’t matter are the same as guys telling little lies like tits or ass aren’t the first thing they notice on a girl. I guess there are little lies both genders tell each other, but that doesn’t make them any less untrue when you get down 
to
 it

 .

“Sorry,” he said, and it was clear the confidence 
was
 gone

 .

Shit. The guy thought she was pissed off at him for pulling his cock out! I mean given what was probably his track record with the ladies I could understand why he might feel that way, but damn. She was putty in his hands and he was 
looking
 away

 .

“Why are you sorry for showing me that thing Mike?” she asked. “You’re going to make some girl very happy with that monster someday
 !”

He looked back at her. He’d slouched over when he thought she was pissed off but now that he realized she wasn’t angry so much as she was turned on and spouting out the first thing that came into her head that confidence 
came
 back

 .

It was like a tide of confidence flowing in and out, and Zoey was the radiant moon orbiting above him causing that tide based on whatever feedback she 
gave
 him

 .

His cock was rock hard. Precum leaked out of the tip. All of that because he was staring at my girl. All of that because he desperately 
needed
 her

 .

My own cock throbbed, but I didn’t dare pull it out yet. I didn’t want to come too soon. Not and ruin the fun. Not and ruin my enjoyment of what was turning out to be a far more interesting show than I ever could’ve 
hoped
 for

 .
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Camgirl 
Part
 Two














“Y
 ou like that, don’t you?”
 he asked
 .

There it was. One last gasp of him not quite believing this was actually happening. One final wide-eyed look that clearly said he was having trouble believing the girl of his dreams, the girl he’d lusted after since he first became her “friend” way back in middle school, was actually finally interested 
in
 him

 .

Then it was gone. The confident Mike 
was
 back

 .

“You like that, don’t you?” he said, and this time it was more of a lust-fueled growl than 
anything
 else

 .

Zoey didn’t answer him with words. The way her own eyes went wide, the way her cheeks flushed, the way her mouth hung open showing how turned on she obviously was, was more than enough answer though
 .

She was turned on. She knew it. I knew it. Now he knew it, and it looked like he was more than happy to take advantage of the situation now that things had firmly turned 
his
 way

 !

“Pull down your strap,” 
he
 said

 .

Zoey hesitated. Bit her lip. Blinked a couple of times, her eyelashes fluttering in the cold light of her monitor. Everything behind her was dark shadows that I knew to be the shape of her room, but only because I’d been there so many times and was so familiar 
with
 it

 .

Was she thinking of me in that moment? Was she remembering that she had a boyfriend? Was she maybe wondering if she shouldn’t be doing this even if she was really pissed off 
with
 me

 ?

If she was thinking any of that it wasn’t enough to stop her. It wasn’t enough to keep her from going right ahead and doing whatever the fuck she wanted
 .

Her hand went to her strap just like it had three nights before. I held my breath. This was happening. This was fucking happening. I’d fantasized and dreamed about it and now here she was about to show off 
for
 him

 .


Again
 .

Her hand pulled down on the strap. Left it hanging there. He let out a long sigh. A 
frustrated
 sigh

 .

Not that I could blame the guy. She was smiling, but she wasn’t nearly as confident now as she’d been a moment ago. It was obvious enough to me, but then again I knew her pretty 
fucking
 well

 .

It should’ve been obvious to him too though. I might’ve known her intimately for the past couple of years, but he’d been her friend for even longer. He’d been studying her forever. He knew everything about her, and I’m sure he could tell when she was unsure of herself
 .

And he moved to take advantage of that. To put a wedge between my beautiful girlfriend and whatever thoughts she might be having in that moment about her boyfriend and whether or not she should be 
doing
 this

 .

“You told me you were going to give me something worth looking at Zoey,” he said. “Pulling the strap down on your top is not giving me something worth 
looking
 at

 .”

I could hardly believe this was the same Mike I’d come to know and hate over the years I’d been dating Zoey. This was like a completely new guy even though he looked like the same tubby asshole I’d always known
 .

Who was this pod person and what had he done with the guy who was always doing whatever he could to please my girlfriend
 ?

She bit her lip. “You’ve never talked to me like that 
before
 Mike

 …”

Oh hell. This was getting more and more interesting with each passing moment. I knew that tone. That was the tone she used when she was trying to get a guy to do what she wanted. It was the sort of tone that usually had guys curling around her pinky finger falling all over themselves to do whatever she wanted
 .

It was really useful for getting into a club that was supposed to be impossible to get into. Or getting drinks at a bar. There was something about my girl that drew a bartender’s attention
 .

The male ones, at least. The female ones tended to give her cold stares and move on. Win some. 
Lose
 some

 .

She was using that same tone now. It was a simpering tone. A tone that said she was just a pretty little girl all alone in the world relying on the kindness of others, to paraphrase another woman famous for getting by in life on her looks
 .

I’d learned to look past that. Most of the time. It was good to make her think she still had it with me sometimes, but that look and that tone was something that had always worked on Mike. It was a tone that always had him doing exactly what she wanted
 .

Not tonight though. Maybe she was trying to back out. Maybe she was having second thoughts even as she stared at his cock thousands of miles away on the other side of the planet and thought about how much she 
wanted
 it

 .

It wasn’t going to matter though. This was the new confident Mike. He was the one in control and he knew it. And he wasn’t putting up with her bullshit any more than 
I
 did

 .

“Maybe you should get used to me talking to you like that Zoey,” he said. “Because things aren’t the way they used to be. You kissed me. You begged me to show you 
my
 cock

 .”

“I mean I didn’t
 …”

“You knew what you were doing Zoey. You knew exactly what you were doing and now you’re getting it. Now give me what you promised me,” 
he
 said

 .

That last bit was said barely above a whisper. His words were harsh, but his tone was seductive. I didn’t know this guy had it in him to pull off seductive, but here he was 
doing
 it

 .

And maybe it was a little unpolished, maybe he didn’t have much practice, but in the end it was working on my girlfriend so I suppose that’s all that mattered
 .

She looked down. Blushed. Chewed on her lip in a sure sign that she was getting off on this. Sure she might be playing hard to get, but I had a feeling that was all part of the game for her. I had a strong feeling she was getting turned on by playing hard to get as much as she was getting turned on by 
everything
 else

 .

Her hand moved up to her other strap. Pulled it down. Now she sat there in the light of her cam with two straps down, her tank top still formed to her perfect breasts, but I could see her nipples pressing out into the cold air conditioned air of her bedroom
 .

It might be cold in there, she always kept it a little more on the cool side than I preferred because she was a little furnace, but she was definitely hot and ready 
to
 go

 !

“Is that what you were thinking about Mike?” she asked
 .

“You know it isn’t,” he said with 
a
 grin

 .

“What do you 
want
 Mike

 ?”

He licked his lips. We all knew exactly what he wanted, but it’s not like she was going to come out and say it. That wasn’t how the game was played
 .

“You know what I want Zoey,” he replied, making it clear the he wasn’t playing the game by the usual rules either. “Now give me what I want if you want to keep seeing what 
you
 want

 .”

He’d started running his cock up and down the length of that monster shaft. I wasn’t sure if it was because he was that turned on by the situation or if he had some sort of unconscious instinct that he should do that to keep her interested
 .

Whatever caused him to do it, it was the right instinct for the moment. Zoey licked her lips again, her eyes focused on his cock through the screen. It was weird. I could tell exactly where his video chat window was on her screen even without looking at it because her eyes kept focusing on that 
one
 spot

 .

She was caught. She was his. She was totally and completely gone, and I fucking 
loved
 it

 .

Her hands moved to the top of her tank top. Pulled down. Her tits spilled free with the barest hint of a bounce and it 
was
 done

 .

God I loved my girlfriend’s tits. They were the most perfect pair of tits in the world, and from the way the asshole was staring at those tits he was inclined to agree
 .

Even watching him stare at her was a turn on. It was like knowing that he was staring at her and thinking about how much he wanted her was enough to turn me on. Like I was feeding on that energy even if it was coming from all the way on the other side of the world
 .

“Is that what you were thinking?” she asked
 .

“That’s exactly what I was thinking,” he replied
 .

“Then show me how much you want me,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper
 .

And show her he did. He started jacking his cock. I’m talking the guy was beating the thing like it just said something bad about his sister. Though I wasn’t sure if he had a sister. Whatever. You get the point I’m 
making
 here

 .

The guy was going at it. He was going at it with all the speed and desire of a guy who was getting a look at something he probably never thought he’d get a chance to see. With all the lust of a man who’d been fantasizing about seeing her tits his entire life and now that she was showing him he was taking full advantage of his limited window
 .

Though I had a hard time believing his window was all that limited. No, something told me this time around he’d taken precautions to make sure he’d be able to see everything on display whenever he wanted
 .

Just the same as 
I
 had

 .

My eyes darted back and forth between the two windows, but ultimately I decided to focus 
on
 Zoey

 .

The guy had a monster cock, but it’s not like monster cocks were my thing. It’s not like cocks were really my thing
 .

No, I was far more interested in Zoey’s reaction. The way her mouth fell open. The way she idly moved a hand up to her nipple and started brushing it lightly. Just a little bit of sensation there to ad to whatever feelings had to be running 
through
 her

 .

Her other hand moved down. He didn’t seem to notice at first. His eyes were fixed on a single spot in the middle of his monitor. I couldn’t see where her chat window was situated on his monitor because I didn’t have spyware on his computer, more’s the pity, but I had a pretty good idea where her tits were situated by the way he stared so fucking intently
 .

He licked his lips. Her hand started moving. Fuck. Holy fucking shit. She was touching herself down there. Not only was she showing off for this asshole, but she was feeling herself while she was 
watching
 him

 .

I didn’t think it would go this far. I never figured she would get that turned on. I mean she was getting turned on by the situation, right? Not 
the
 guy

 .

Only there she was flicking the bean. I could tell by the way her chest rose and fell. I’d know that look anywhere. She was on the verge of actually coming from watching this 
guy’s
 cock

 .

Damn. Talk about things I never thought I’d see when this night started. But of course, just like everything else, it was one more thing that was making my cock throb almost painfully as I watched it happen
 .

“Come on baby,” I whispered. “Do it. Come for him. 
Come
 baby

 .”

I wanted her to come. I wanted him to know she was coming. I wanted them to come together. And as I watched the two of them sharing this moment with nothing but a computer monitor between them I realized something
 .

I wanted to watch them coming together in person. It wasn’t enough to see the two of them having these exchanges over the Internet. I wanted to watch him on top of my girl thrusting his cock in and out 
of
 her

 .

I wanted to see the asshole getting the ultimate forbidden fantasy. I wanted to see my goddess of a girlfriend with her perfect body that inspired any man who saw her, and some of the women, to want to fuck her being given over completely to this tubby socially inept idiot who never could take 
a
 hint

 .

And now it looked like it was a pretty good thing for him he couldn’t take a hint. Look where it got him, after all. You couldn’t argue with results
 .

“Are you close to coming?” he asked
 .

Now it was Zoey’s turn to look surprised. I was a little surprised too. Sure he was used to all of her moods from being friends, but it’s not like he had any way of knowing what she looked like when she was about to have one hell of an orgasm
 .

He couldn’t know what that looked like. There was just no way. They couldn’t have done something like this before. They couldn’t have been in a situation where he’d come for her in person
 .

Even if the thought of her cheating on me with this guy before she left was turning me on to the point that I thought I was about to have an orgasm without any help from my hands
 .

Fuck it. They were close. I was going to have the video to look back on in the future if I wanted to see every detail. Now was the time for me to enjoy myself
 .

I figured I deserved it. After all, I’d gone through a lot to put all of this together. I’d sacrificed by pushing my girl away and making her think I didn’t want to be with her tonight. I’d been forced to listen to the asshole using his cheesy pickup lines 
on
 her

 .

I 
deserved
 this

 .

I pulled my cock out and no sooner had I pulled it out than the brief contact sent me over the edge. That familiar feeling at the base of my balls traveled up the length of my cock with a delicious tingle and then I 
exploded
 out

 .

It landed all over my shirt. It was intense. I squeezed my eyes shut because I was worried some of it might fly up and hit me there and I’d heard secondhand that wasn’t a very fun experience
 .

Not that I’d ever been in a place where I had to worry about come flying at my eyes. Not until tonight, at least
 .

When I looked back at the screen they were still going at it. Where “going at it” meant Zoey was obviously having one hell of a rip roaring orgasm and she was trying not to be obvious about how obvious it was she was having one hell of an orgasm
 .

It was more difficult for the asshole to hide his orgasm. Mostly because it was busy splashing all over his T-shirt and flying up to his chest
 .

Looks like I wasn’t the only one who was being hit with the sort of orgasmic blast that was usually reserved for when I was having fun with Zoey up close and in person. And it had been awhile since I’d had any sort of fun like that so there was a nice reserve 
built
 up

 .

Well there’d been a good reserve built up this time around. It had been awhile since I was with her, but it was going to be easier to ignore her advances now that I’d 
finally
 come

 .

I shook my head. What was wrong with me? What had happened to me? I shouldn’t be thinking of ways of pushing my girlfriend into the arms of another man and yet here I was watching her coming down from her own orgasm and wondering how I could make this happen again
 .

It would be really nice if I could be in the same room as her when it happened, even, but I wasn’t sure how we were going to make something like that happen. Not without telling her that I knew everything, and no matter how hot this was there was still a part of me that was reluctant to pull that trigger
 .

Pulling that trigger would mean the end of our relationship
 .

Then another voice piped up in the back of my head. That worried me. Whenever voices piped up in the back of my head these days it usually meant nothing good. This one was no different
 .

It whispered to me. Asked me if there was really much of a relationship we had going right now. After all. I’d just watched my girlfriend, the girl I loved despite the jealousy I felt where the asshole was concerned, showing her tits to that asshole and getting herself off while she watched him jerk off staring at 
her
 tits

 .

Meanwhile here I was in a room a few hundred feet away from her in another building in our apartment complex watching her over spyware I’d installed on her computer because I was pretty sure she was up to 
no
 good

 .

The voice kept on whispering. Was that any sort of relationship worth being a part of? Was that anything I really wanted to stay 
involved
 in

 ?

More than anything though there was that strong desire to watch her doing something like this in person. There was the overwhelming lust I felt at the thought of sitting behind her in the darkness and watching her being bad with the asshole
 .

There was that overwhelming desire to see her leaning back and spreading her legs for him. Watching his tubby body that had no business getting next to my goddess pressing against her and pushing that monster cock deep 
inside
 her

 .

No, what we had right now really wasn’t much of a relationship at all. I wasn’t getting what I wanted, that was for damn sure. She was cheating on me and I didn’t like that. She was cheating on me and I 
wanted
 more

 .

I sighed
 .

On the screen in front of me it looked like the show was over for the night. The asshole was making excuses about how he was running late for class but it was worth it for her. It was also clear now that the show was over and he’d gotten off that he wasn’t interested in hanging around to chat about what they’d done after
 .

Zoey, for her part, seemed more than content to let him go. She was still flushed from her orgasm, I was sure she’d been playing with herself off screen where neither one of us could see it, but I was also pretty sure that was a blush of shame
 .

She was having trouble coming to terms with what she’d just done. Maybe she was feeling a little guilty. Maybe she was starting to realize exactly how serious it was that she’d basically just cheated 
on
 me

 .

Even if there had been no touching involved. God how I wanted to watch her cheating on me when there was touching involved
 .

That wasn’t going to happen unless I did something about it though, and the perfect time to do something about it seemed to be right now. She was feeling guilty. She was also probably still more than a little turned on from everything she’d 
just
 done

 .

In short, it was the perfect time to go over there and have a little chat with her about everything she’d been doing with 
her
 BFF

 .

First I had to do some work though. I opened a drawer on the side of my desk and dug around for some old flash drives I didn’t need anymore
 .

If I was going to have this conversation with her then I needed some evidence
 .
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Confrontation













“K
 eith! What are you
 

doing

 
here


 ?”


Zoey was good. I’d give her that. There was only a moment’s hesitation when she saw me standing at her door. My hand was still raised to knock again
 .

Obviously she’d been hoping whoever was at her door would go away. It wasn’t out of the ordinary to occasionally have some drunk stumbling home from the bars on campus. They’d think they were going into their apartment and end up banging on the wrong door until they eventually 
gave
 up

 .

No such luck for her tonight though. It was me at the door, and I’d come to do some business. I wasn’t sure if that business would end with an argument or some of the best sex I’d ever had, but this was a chance I had 
to
 take

 .

The hesitation was only momentary, so quick that I would’ve missed it if I hadn’t been watching her so closely, but it was obviously there
 .

I could hear the thoughts running between her ears as though they were attached to a loudspeaker. She was thinking about everything she’d done with the asshole tonight. Maybe there was a little bit of guilt there now that her boyfriend was standing at her door reminding her that, oops, she was still in a relationship
 .

She was a cheater, and I was a reminder that she was a cheater darkening her door reminding her just how bad 
she’d
 been

 .

“I couldn’t sleep,” 
I
 said

 .

That was the truth. She smiled ever so slightly. Maybe she thought I meant I couldn’t sleep because of how we’d left things. I didn’t say it, but if that’s how she wanted to take it that 
was
 fine

 .

Whatever got me through the door. That was the 
important
 part

 .

Her eyes moved down. Focused on what was under my arm. She frowned slightly
 .

“You couldn’t sleep so you brought your laptop over here?” she asked. “If you want to look at porn you can do that at your place
 .”

“Are you sure?” I asked
 .

I didn’t think she’d care about my laptop. I really didn’t think she’d mention me looking at porn. It’s not like she usually had a problem with it. We’d even watched the stuff together sometimes
 .

If she was going to call me out on it then I was going to use that though. I forced a smile. Well, I sort of forced a smile. I had to admit I was having some fun with this even if my insides were 
twisting
 up

 .

“Oh yeah? I found a great video that I had to share with you really hot,” 
I
 said

 .

She rolled her eyes and moved to close the door. She made a disgusted noise that clearly communicated she was not in the mood for this shit. Which would’ve been fair on any other night, but not tonight
 .

“It’s a video of a camgirl having some naughty fun,” 
I
 said

 .

That stopped her door before it could slam shut in my face. That hesitation was back, and this time it stayed plastered on her face. There was no momentary flash
 .

No, this time she was staring at me long and hard. Again I could read what was going on between her ears as the thoughts ran through her brain
 .

She wondered what I knew. There was the initial shock of me mentioning something so close to what she’d been doing with the asshole of course. Then she told herself there wasn’t any way I could know what she’d done and she tried to school her face to a calm mask because she was giving 
something
 away

 .

She’d know I knew the look she had when she was trying to hide something. So now she was trying to hide the look that said she was trying to hide something and it was pretty damn funny watching the emotions playing across 
her
 face

 .

It took a lot of my self-control to keep from laughing. I knew it shouldn’t be funny, but could you blame a guy for being a little amused
 ?

Finally she settled on a smile as she pulled the door back open. If she was really thinking she’d know that was weird too. She’d been on the verge of slamming that door in my face and I mentioned a camgirl and she was suddenly willing to let 
me
 in

 ?

The problem for her was she wasn’t exactly thinking straight. Not 
at
 all

 .

No, she was going to play this cool. She was going to act like there was nothing wrong. She was going to invite me into her apartment and maybe try to distract me with some sex and pretend there was nothing wrong
 .

I stepped into her living room and looked around. This was a lot more fun than I would’ve figured. I’d been on the verge of shaking the entire walk over because this seemed like a stupid 
fucking
 plan

 .

It was still probably a stupid fucking plan, but it was a stupid fucking plan I’d committed to so there was nothing for it but to forge ahead
 .

“Y’know we don’t have to watch anything to have a good time,” 
she
 said

 .

I almost jumped. That whisper was right in my ear. I swear there were times when it seemed like she could teleport if she put her mind 
to
 it

 .

Her hand moved down and brushed along my cock. I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath. I might’ve had one hell of a good time all by myself in my apartment a half hour ago, but the truth was I’d been deliberately neglecting myself in that department to build up tension
 .

Which meant I could probably go three or four more times before I started to have trouble. So it was no surprise when her hand brushing against my cock suddenly brought said cock springing 
to
 life

 .

“Oh yeah?” I asked, deciding to play along. Just for a moment. “Are you sure? Because this video is pretty 
fucking
 hot

 .”

She made an irritated noise. It was small. Just a little clicking noise in the back of her throat. If she wasn’t so damned close to me with her perfect body molding against my back I wouldn’t have heard anything
 .

Oh yeah. She didn’t like that I kept bringing up some porn video that reminded her of what she’d done. She still had to be wondering if I knew something, and she still had to be telling herself I was bluffing
 .

Well she was about to learn just how fucking serious 
I
 was

 .

“Come on,” I said, ignoring the way her fingers danced up and down the length of my cock. “Just watch a couple of minutes with me. It’s about a naughty girlfriend having some fun with someone who isn’t her boyfriend
 .”

“Look Keith
 …”

She stopped. I turned to grin as I pulled up my laptop. I didn’t have the video up so it wouldn’t be the first thing she saw when I opened the laptop
 .

I wanted this to be a surprise even if it wasn’t a surprise
 .

She looked like she was having trouble deciding what to say. Not that I could blame her. I’d pretty much made it clear I knew what she was up to. Now she had to be asking herself how I could possibly know what she was 
up
 to

 .

If she was asking herself those questions she was coming to the answer that there wasn’t any way I could possibly know what was going on. Not really. She had to be telling herself that it was all a big coincidence or something
 .

Yeah. A coincidence. That was it. That’s all it had to be. She was telling herself there was no way I could know what she was doing with that guy just a few minutes ago and just about ten feet back from here in her bedroom
 .

The guy she told me I never had to worry about. The guy I figured I never had to worry about. Until I saw him locking lips with my girlfriend in the middle of a busy airport
 .


Fuck
 .

“So do you want to see this or not?” I asked
 .

It was a miracle I kept my voice calm. It took every ounce of control not to give into the anger building 
inside
 me

 .

It was weird. That anger had been warring with jealousy for awhile now. Only now that I was here, now that I was on the verge of actually confronting Zoey about this, the anger was the thing threatening to 
break
 free

 .

She’d cheated on me. And she hadn’t cheated on me with just anyone. She’d done it with that pudgy asshole who was always trying to get between us. Well he’d finally managed to get between us in one hell of a huge 
way
 and

 …

And now I was back to turned on. Now I was back to wondering when I could get her in bed with this guy even though he was on the other side of the world. Now I was calculating how much I had in my meager bank account after paying my tuition and wondering if that would be enough to buy a one way ticket to Tokyo and rent some time in a love hotel. Or a love capsule. Whatever the hell it is they used over there
 .

I wasn’t nearly as familiar with Japanese culture as the asshole. I only knew what I’d picked up from him ranting about how wonderful Japan was at just about every party he ever 
came
 to

 .

Which was pretty much every party I ever went to since he was never missing when Zoey was out having a 
good
 time

 .

“I guess I’ll give it a look,” she said. “
Sounds
 hot

 .”

I wondered if there was something more to that. Sounds hot? You bet your sexy ass it sounded hot. Only did it sound hot because she’d just done it? Or was she saying it sounded hot because she had a feeling she knew what she was about to see and she wanted to twist the knife just a little before the big reveal
 ?

We were playing games. Secret games piled on secret games. Secrets piled on secrets. Lied piles 
on
 lies

 .

And it was all about to come crashing down 
around
 us

 .

She came around the couch. Took a seat next to me. The couch cushion didn’t even move down under me. She was that light
 .

I also noticed she didn’t move in close or anything. Normally when she sat next to me on the couch she snuggled in nice and close. She liked to wrap her arms around me and press her tits against me and basically do anything and everything she could to 
distract
 me

 .

There was none of that now. She was distant. I wondered if that was because of the fight we’d had earlier or if it was because she had a pretty good idea what was coming
 .

What the fuck ever. It was time to rip off the band aid. If this was going to end our relationship then it was going to end our relationship and I might as well do it sooner rather than later
 .

I pulled up the window. The frozen opening shot of the screen capture I took, a piece of software I got courtesy of John recommending it to me, showed Zoey sitting in the middle of the screen with the glow of the monitor illuminating her faced
 .

In the other end of the chat window was asshole’s face. Grinning
 .

No response from Zoey so far. She didn’t move to stop me. She didn’t say ask any questions about how I came across this video. I stole a glance over and she looked
 …

Numb. Defeated. Ashamed? It was hard to tell. She stared at the screen intently
 .

I let it play out. I was also careful to keep myself in a position where I could move in between her and my computer if it became necessary
 .

She might get pissed off to the point she decided to break my computer, after all, and with the low account balance I had from what was left of my financial aid it wasn’t like I was going to be able to afford a computer this nice until my account got its next shot in the arm thanks to the federal student aid program
 .

The whole thing played out. Her flirting with him. Showing her tits. The asshole jerking off. Finishing. Her obviously flicking the bean where it couldn’t 
be
 seen

 .

The video came to an end. Still silence. It stretched out. I closed the lid on my laptop and carefully placed it next to me where it would be sort of safe before I turned to gauge her reaction
 .

“So what do you think? Pretty 
hot
 , huh

 ?”

Zoey looked at me and there was murder in her eyes. Oh yeah. That had been a really good call hiding the laptop
 .

“How did you get that video?” she asked
 .

It was a fair question. I shouldn’t have been able to access her computer like that. I shouldn’t have been able to take a video of her cheating on me like that. Not without her recording the video for me and sending 
it
 over

 .

I’m sure right about now she was trying to figure out if she did that. Maybe she had a psychotic break and recorded it and sent it over to me because of the overwhelming guilt she felt over what she was doing or something
 ?

Stranger things had happened, but it wasn’t what happened here and I figured there was no point in being dishonest about this. I was a spying piece of shit, after all, though I’d been careful to make sure I wasn’t violating any local or state laws around here before I pulled this plan, but I was a spying piece of shit who’d been justified
 .

Ends and means came to mind. And it wasn’t illegal even if it was shitty. Mostly because our state was so ass backwards when it came to technology that they’d barely even figured out the Internet existed let alone started writing laws regulating it. I’d be fucked if we were in California, for example
 .

But we weren’t and I was in the clear legally if not morally. I had a feeling some of that moral fallout was about to land on me and it wasn’t going to 
be
 fun

 .

“How did I get that video?” I asked, my voice rising. “Well I got that video because I saw you smooching with the asshole at the airport
 .”

She opened her mouth like she was ready to lay into me, but it was obvious she wasn’t quite ready for the truth I was laying down 
on
 her

 .

Oh yeah. I’d just hit her with what crazy old Mr. Thomas in senior speech and debate class had called a “rhetorical sucker punch.” Which was kinda nice because I hadn’t ever been one for hitting people with those in speech class
 .

She took a step back as though I’d hit her. Of course I’d never do anything like that, but she was reacting against her own infidelity
 .

And it served her right. She should’ve known if she was playing dangerous games then there could be dangerous consequences
 .

“What did you think you were doing there with him that day?” I asked, my voice rising. “Did you think I wasn’t going to notice the way he was looking at me? The way he was looking 
at
 you

 ?”

“How
 …”

I wasn’t sure if it was a statement or a question. I’m sure she wasn’t sure if it was a statement or a question. I was going to go ahead and take it as as question though. I was going to explain everything
 .

I wanted her to know every step of the path that had taken me to the point that I thought I needed to install spyware on her computer. I still hated that I did it, but I wasn’t going to argue with the results
 .

“I followed you into the airport when you didn’t come back right away,” I said. “They don’t let you just park in the loading and unloading area so I had to eat the cost of parking. I figured if I was paying I might as well see if there was a show included with 
the
 cost

 .”

Her eyes flashed with anger. “You dick! I’ve told you 
before
 you

 …”

I held up a finger and she stopped. It was a miracle. I’d always figured nothing short of a volcanic eruption just outside would be enough to stop her from laying into me when she was annoyed that I was upset about the asshole, and we didn’t live anywhere close to any volcanoes
 .

It was nice to have the upper hand for a change in this argument
 .

“Don’t you dare,” I said, some of the anger seeping through. “Don’t you dare get mad about me following you. Don’t you dare act like I had no reason for being upset with you when you damn well know I had every reason for being pissed off since you were 
kissing
 him

 !”

She looked down. Blushed. Kicked her feet as though the answers were going to magically appear there or something
 .

“It was just one kiss,” 
she
 said

 .

I rolled my eyes and made a noise that I hoped told her just how disgusted I was with that excuse. I wasn’t buying it and I wanted her to know I wasn’t 
buying
 it

 .

“Just one kiss? Do you really expect me to believe it was just one kiss after the proof I have right here in front of me on the screen? After all the flirting I saw you do 
with
 him

 ?”

“You’re the one who pushed me away,” she whispered. “You’re the one who acted like you didn’t want anything to do 
with
 me

 .”

Her voice was rising. Gathering volume and strength. When she looked up from her swinging feet there was fury there. I wasn’t sure if that was fury at me for spying on her or for pushing her away, but either way she was pissed
 .

“You’re the one who practically pushed me into 
his
 arms

 !”

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah. I’m the one who forced you to cheat on me. After I couldn’t stand being close to you because I knew you were cheating 
on
 me

 .”

Okay, so that last bit was sort of made up. I wasn’t really so upset that she was cheating on me that I couldn’t bring myself to touch her. I still very much wanted to touch her now. Having her so close to me was always going to be temptation, pure and simple
 .

It seemed like a good excuse though. Plus it was a good excuse that was guaranteed to make her feel bad about what she’d done. Better to deflect right now and not give her a chance to wiggle her way out 
of
 this

 .

“You’re right,” she said, sighing and her shoulders slumping. “You’re absolutely right
 .”

“Fuck yes I’m right,” I said. “Why’d you 
do
 it

 ?”

“First you tell me how you spied on me,” 
she
 said

 .

Oh well. No point denying anything now. She knew I’d done it somehow. Why did it matter if she knew the particulars
 ?

Again, I was covered. Legally speaking
 .

“I installed spyware on your computer and used it to watch your video chats with him,” I said. “And I recorded those video chats so there’d be no way for you to deny what you were getting 
up
 to

 .”

There. It was finally out. She stared at me long and hard. It was one hell of a breach of trust, but the problem on her end was she was the one who started the whole breach of trust thing, and she’d done way worse than 
I
 had

 .

Or maybe we’d both done things equally terrible to each other. Either way neither one of us was going to come out of this thing smelling like roses
 .

We were both pieces 
of
 shit

 .

I cracked a smile. The crack turned to a full smile. Then I started to snicker. I couldn’t help it. The snicker turned to a full laugh
 .

It took a minute, but her smile cracked too. I could tell she was being hit by the same thing 
I
 was

 .

“We’re both pieces of shit,” she said as her smile turned to giggles
 .

“Huge pieces of shit,” I said. “I can’t believe you kissed 
another
 guy

 !”

“I can’t believe you were spying 
on
 me

 !”

Only now the words didn’t have the harsh undertone they had just moments ago. We were both laughing at how ridiculous this whole thing was. Then she looked at me and she was deadly serious
 .

“And now that this is all out in 
the
 open

 …”

I wasn’t sure what she was going to say. Was this the part where she told me we were through? That she was breaking up with me? Was this the moment when she started throwing things at me? Was this the end in a far more serous and terminal sense
 ?

Nope. She growled and threw herself at me. Landed on top of me. Pressed her body and her lips against me and all the tension building between us since I saw that first kiss came together in one hell of an explosion
 .











14




New Normal













Z
 oey fell
 down on top of me with the fury of a woman possessed. All the tension that had been building between us over the past couple of days was draining out of us, and instead of draining out slowly it was coming out explosively
 .

Oh 
fuck
 yes

 .

I ran my hands all over her. I’d dreamed of doing this for the past couple of days but didn’t dare do it because I was trying to push her into the arms of 
another
 man

 .

I think I’ve already done enough navel gazing by now about how fucked up that was. Still, if it got results like this it’s not like I was going to argue with said results
 !

Her mouth pressed against mine and I opened mine to hers. This was something the asshole never got to experience. He could eat his 
heart
 out

 .



And
 yet

 …

It was like there were two different versions of yours truly rolling around on the couch with my girlfriend in that moment
 .

The first version was me. I was supposed to be with Zoey. We were boyfriend and girlfriend. 
For
 now

 .

The second version though? Well let’s just say I was still stuck with that obsession whether or not I wanted it. And so I was imagining that I was the asshole. That I was running my hands all over my gorgeous girlfriend only I was in his head and imagining how hot he’d be thinking about the great opportunity he had 
right
 now

 .

Pressing that monster cock against her pussy. Oh yeah. I’d seen the way she looked at it. There was no hiding how much she wanted him deep 
inside
 her

 .

There was no hiding how much I wanted to watch him deep inside her. The only problem was I had no idea how the fuck we were going to pull something like 
that
 off

 .

Zoey pulled away, but not for long. Only long enough to roll to the side and move her hand down to my cock. She grabbed it aggressively and then her hand was working at my zipper and button
 .

My cock sprang free. Precum glistened from the tip. I’d already come once tonight but it’s not like that mattered. It’d been a couple of days since I’d really jerked off regularly and that meant I could go all night long if I really 
wanted
 to

 .

I had a nice reservoir saved up for Zoey, and I was ready to blow those loads all over her, in her, and 
around
 her

 .

“Oh my,” she said, licking her lips. “Someone is happy to 
see
 me

 .”

“Almost as happy as Mike was to see you earlier,” I said, my hand moving down to the base of her tank top and 
pulling
 up

 .

Her hand moved down to stop me. I cocked an eyebrow at her. Not what I was expecting
 .

“What gives?” I asked
 .

A frown marred her otherwise gorgeous face. She wasn’t happy about something, but I couldn’t for the life of me figure out what that might be. We were happy with each other and we’d admitted what jerks we’d been to each other and now we were on the verge of anger fucking out one of the biggest arguments we’d ever had and she was trying to 
stop
 me

 ?

What gives
 ?

“Why did you have to bring him up?” she asked
 .

I didn’t know what to say. She didn’t want me talking about him at all? That was going to be a pretty big problem considering most of the fantasies running through my head right about now centered on Mike and what he’d like to do to my girlfriend
 .

Sure I was just fantasizing about it, but I wouldn’t very well be able to fantasize if she stopped me every time I brought 
him
 up

 .

Still, I had to be careful. So careful. Admitting how I really felt about this was something that could blow up our relationship all over again
 .

It was one thing for her to find out I’d been spying on her. It was one thing for her to admit she’d been cheating on me. It was a very different thing for me to go ahead and admit to her that I’d been so fucking turned on the entire time I thought about her cheating 
on
 me

 .

No, I had to be very very careful 
about
 this

 .

The only problem with that plan? Well now that we were deep into this moment, now that the fantasy had well and truly taken hold of my imagination, my cock was calling the shots and controlling my mouth
 .

“It sort of turns me on,” 
I
 said

 .

Zoey’s hand had been idly running up and down the length of my cock even though she was staring at me with a look that said she wasn’t happy about me bringing up the asshole. As soon as I mentioned I was turned on thinking about her with the asshole? Well her hand stopped any and all motion and I wanted to scream in frustration
 .

Why did she have to torture me like this, 
damn
 it

 ?

“What did you say?” she asked
 .

“I think you heard me,” I said, gaining some confidence
 .

It’s not like she was hitting me with the best reaction possible, but it’s also not like she was blowing up at me or anything. She hadn’t immediately said the idea was disgusting or that she wanted to dump me because of 
the
 idea

 .

No, all she’d done was ask me if she heard me correctly. I figured that was something. It sure wasn’t 
a
 no

 .

“You’re
 …”

She stopped. Obviously had to think about it for a moment. Obviously she was having some trouble coming to terms with what I’d just told her, but that was fine. I’d had a couple of days to come to terms with what I’d just admitted and I was still having trouble with the fantasy
 .

I could understand if she needed a couple of minutes to let everything process given the circumstances
 .

“So let me get this straight,” 
she
 said

 .

As she said it her hips started to move. It was a subtle motion at first, but she was picking up in intensity as she started really grinding against me with a vengeance
 .

It was the sort of grinding that let me know she was really getting turned on. It was the sort of grinding that made me glad to be a man, and glad to have a girl as hot 
as
 Zoey

 .

In short it was one of those perfect moments that made you happy to be alive
 .

“You get turned on by the thought of me fucking Mike?” she asked
 .

“Yes,” I gasped
 .

She reached down between her legs. There was nothing but her panties and her shorts separating us. Just a thin strip of cloth separating my cock from pure paradise
 .

“And you want to watch him sticking his cock inside me?” she continued
 .

“Fuck yes,” 
I
 said

 .

“Like this?” she asked
 .

She did something with my cock. My cockhead brushed against something soft, that had to be her shorts, then they were pulled aside and my cock was brushing against something soft and wet and oh so familiar
 .

But it had been so long. God I needed to be inside her. Needed to feel her. This was so 
fucking
 good

 .

“Oh fuck Mike,” she gasped
 .

I squinted up at her. That sounded like 
she
 just

 …

Then it hit me exactly what she was doing. I grinned. She was being a naughty little minx. She knew exactly what I wanted, exactly what I needed, and she was giving it to me. She bit her lip as she looked down at me, but then her eyes went wide and she almost looked worried
 .

“This is bad,” she said. “I told you I’d kiss you because I felt bad for you 
but
 this

 …”

I reached up and grabbed her ass with one hand. Pulled her down onto my cock. With my other hand I pulled up her tank top and grabbed at her tits. Imagined I was the asshole grasping at her tits and getting the chance to feel their perfection for the first time after spending my entire life fantasizing 
about
 it

 .

“Shut up,” I said. “If you don’t do it then I’ll tell your boyfriend everything
 .”

Zoey giggled. “I don’t think Mike has it in him to do something like that, but if that’s what gets 
you
 off

 …”

She shrugged. I smiled right back at her. God I loved her so much. I started pumping 
inside
 her

 .

“You like that, don’t you?” I asked. “You like thinking about that tubby asshole fucking you because he wants you so bad. You get off on that, 
don’t
 you

 ?”

She squeezed her eyes shut and let out a moan I wasn’t expecting. It’d been a shot in the dark with some dirty talk, but from the way she was moaning it was a shot in the dark that 
had
 hit

 .

“Oh fuck yes,” she gasped. “He’s so pathetic, but the way he looks 
at
 me

 …”

Now it was my turn to be more than a little surprised. She thought he was pathetic? I’d never heard her say anything negative about the guy before, but here 
we
 were

 .

I wasn’t sure if that was the fantasy, getting caught up in the moment, or if it was how she really felt. Either way it was something we were going to have to explore
 .

I kept pumping into her. Slamming my cock into her over and over. Watched her tits jiggle and bounce and imagined Mike was the one making them jiggle and bounce as he stared up at her completely transfixed
 .

“Oh fuck Zoey,” I said. “I’m not going to 
last
 long

 …”

“Then come for me Mike,” she whispered. “You’ve always wanted to. Come inside me. Keith doesn’t ever have 
to
 know

 …”

That did it for me. With one final whimper I pulled her down on my cock one final time and unloaded deep inside her. Again and again I unloaded, and in my mind’s eye I was the asshole pressing inside her and filling her pussy with 
my
 come

 .

I held onto her for dear life. I didn’t think it was possible for it to feel this good, and yet here we were. It was so good. So 
fucking
 good

 .

It felt like Zoey was having one hell of a good time too. Her body was shuddering and shaking and I wasn’t sure if that was because she was turned on at the dirty talk we were sharing or if she was turned on by the thought of fucking the asshole
 .

Finally the shuddering subsided. She opened her eyes and leaned down to 
kiss
 me

 .

“Now see?” she asked. “Wouldn’t this have all been a lot easier if you’d just admitted all of that to me at the beginning instead of getting 
pissed
 off

 ?”

I blushed. “Yeah. I suppose you’re right
 .”

“I’m always right,” she said. “About everything. Don’t you 
forget
 it

 .”

She pulled off of me and sat down on the couch. She didn’t even seem to care that some of the leftover reminders of our lovemaking would be leaking out of her any time now. Usually she went to the bathroom to clean up, but I was more than happy to have her sitting there looking so 
fucking
 hot

 .

“That was pretty hot,” 
she
 said

 .

“Yeah, it was,” I replied
 .

And I was thinking about how lucky I was. It’s not every guy out there who could find a girl as great as Zoey. A girl who would find out about a fantasy like that and immediately start roleplaying the fantasy with me instead of telling me what an asshole I was for ever thinking of something 
like
 that

 .

Yeah, she was a keeper. The kind of girl that you wanted to lock down forever. The kind of girl who deserved a ring on her finger
 .





“W
 ill you marry me?”
 I asked
 .

The words just sort of came out. They were the first thing that popped into my head and they were absolutely what I was thinking, what I was feeling, in that moment
 .

She was perfect. She was the hottest girl I’d ever known. She was smart. And on top of all of that she was willing to indulge in this fantasy and admit we’d both been wrong
 .

Yeah, it was sort of a fucked up way to get around to popping the question, but was there anything about what had been going on between us for the past few weeks that wasn’t 
fucked
 up

 ?

Zoey seemed shocked. Flabbergasted. Completely at a loss for words, and it’s not like I could 
blame
 her

 .

She blinked a couple of times. Looked around as though she was expecting to see something in her apartment that would prove this was all one big joke. Some prank I was playing 
on
 her

 .

Or maybe she just couldn’t believe it and she was looking for an escape. She had just discovered I’d been spying on her, after all. Not exactly the kind of person you wanted to spend the rest of your 
life
 with

 .

Then again a girl who was willing to cheat on me the way she had wasn’t the kind of girl I was supposed to want to spend the rest of my life with and yet here was that overwhelming urge building inside me and screaming at me that she was absolutely the girl for me precisely because she’d been so willing to cheat 
on
 me

 .

“Are you serious?” she asked. “Were you drinking before you came over here or something? Is that why you admitted that fantasy 
to
 me

 ?”

“I’m completely serious,” 
I
 said

 .

I was shocked to realize it was true. Maybe I’d blurted it out without thinking, but now that I was sitting here on her couch looking at her I knew that it was true. I wanted to 
marry
 her

 .

The hint of a smile played across her face. It wasn’t much, but at least it was proof that maybe she was more into the idea than she initially seemed
 .

“So where’s my ring?” she asked. “Aren’t you supposed to have a ring here for me or something
 ?”

I grinned and shook my head. “I think I am supposed to have a ring, but we’re going to have to go out and shop for something tomorrow
 .”

We were also going to have to shop for something on the budget line. I fully intended to make a shitload of money when I got out of college and into the workforce, but right now I was sort of stuck doing the whole poor college student routine
 .

Which meant I wasn’t going to be able to afford much for her. I just hoped the credit card I got at the mall jewelry store was still open. I’d grabbed it a couple of years ago to finance a nice necklace for Zoey and hadn’t thought about it since
 .

Looks like it was time to blow some of the dust off of the old card and see what kind of purchasing power 
I
 had

 .

“So what’s your answer?” I prodded, feeling like an idiot for prodding her on this of all things even as I 
did
 it

 .

She threw her arms around me and peppered my face in kisses. When she pulled away there was the most radiant grin I think I’d ever seen on her splitting 
her
 face

 .

“Of course my answer 
is
 yes

 !”

I felt my cock twitch. The movement caught her attention and she looked down. Arched an eyebrow. Looked back up 
to
 me

 .

I was suddenly painfully aware that it was just the two of us alone in her apartment sitting completely naked on her couch. I’d just proposed to her, and I’d never been more turned on in 
my
 life

 .

I didn’t know if I was more turned on by the thought of proposing to her and her saying yes, or if I was more turned on by the thought that it would now be my fiancee and my future wife who was doing all those naughty things with the asshole rather than my girlfriend
 .

One thing was for damned sure. The asshole might’ve been winning a few battles these days when it came to trying to win Zoey’s heart, but I’d just won the war in one 
big
 way

 .

“Someone seems very excited about getting engaged,” she said, looking down at 
my
 cock

 .

“You have no idea,” 
I
 said

 .

I groaned as her hand moved down and wrapped around my shaft. Started moving up and down in a slow practiced motion that said she knew everything that I loved. She was a master when it came to stroking my cock and it felt like she was about to give a command performance
 .

“So are you turned on because we just got engaged?” she asked. “Or are you turned on because you’re thinking of how hot it would be for your fiancee to flash her tits to her best friend on webcam while you watch
 ?”

I groaned and my eyes rolled into the back of my head. God this girl was perfect. If there’d been any doubt that she was the girl for me, that I definitely wanted to marry her, and there hadn’t been much, then it all disappeared in that moment
 .

She was like a mind reader. She was perfect. She was so fucking sexy and she was everything I’d ever wanted in a woman
 .

“You’re naughty,” 
I
 said

 .

“Yeah? Well if you think I’m being naughty talking about it then just you wait and see what I’m willing to do for you as a thank you for the ring you’re about to put on my finger,” 
she
 said

 .

And with that her head moved down and wrapped around my cock. It was a good start, but somehow I had a feeling she had something else entirely in mind when she talked about thanking me for proposing
 .

Not that any thanks was necessary, but if she was willing to get down and dirty because she was high on our engagement then I was more than willing to play along and see where things 
took
 us

 .
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Camgirl Part Three













I
 paced back
 and forth through the darkness in Zoey’s room. She was there in front of her desk looking at her laptop and then she turned and waved 
me
 back

 .

The message was clear enough. She’d been able to spot me prowling back and forth back here like a cat with its tail lashing
 .

I couldn’t help it though. It was finally going to happen. Not only was I going to get to see my beautiful girlfriend acting naughty just like she had on screen, but I was going to get to see it happening in person rather than using spyware
 .

My body shivered and it was hard for me to keep control. After all, this was the moment I’d been hoping for even as I didn’t really think it was actually going to happen
 .

I looked at the ring on her finger. Wondered how long it was going to take the asshole to realized she had a ring on her finger
 .

He was usually pretty quick to pick up on things like that. After all, he’d been able to figure out we were in a relationship together well before anyone 
else
 had

 .

It was like a creepy sixth sense the guy had whenever it had anything to do with my girlfriend. A creepy sixth sense I could’ve done without most of the time, but tonight I 
welcomed
 it

 .

“I can see you moving around back there,” she said. “You need to keep yourself under control
 .”

I held my hands up and took a couple of steps back. The last thing I wanted was to piss her off tonight of all nights. I didn’t want her to get mad to the point that she called 
things
 off

 .

Not with all the things she’d promised to do with the asshole tonight. Oh yes. This was going to be so much 
fucking
 fun

 .

There was a ping. She looked at her laptop screen and smiled. Typed 
something
 out

 .

I realized I was at even more of a disadvantage than I’d realized when we started this. Before when we were doing this I could see everything she was saying to the asshole because I’d had a direct view of her screen
 .

I wasn’t nearly that lucky now. Damn it. I wished I’d brought my computer so I could see what they were saying to each other, but of course it’s not like that was happening any 
time
 soon

 .

So I sat back on her bed and crossed my arms. Forced myself to play it cool. As cool as I could play it considering what she was doing. Considering what she was about to 
show
 him

 .

The anticipation of watching them was 
killing
 me

 .

Finally the video chat window opened up. And that meant that finally I was going to be able to listen in on what they were talking about
 .

I didn’t have eyes good enough to read what she was saying to him from across the room, but my ears could sure as heck hear and understand what they were saying in their 
video
 chat

 .

“I was starting to think you weren’t going to send me another invitation,” 
Mike
 said

 .

“Yeah, well I felt bad after the last time,” she replied, biting her lip to really 
sell
 it

 .

God I loved it when she bit her lip. She’d positioned the chat window so it was big enough that I could see the expression on his face. From the way he leaned forward it looked like he enjoyed the way she bit her 
lip
 too

 .

It was one of her sexiest moves, after all. You’d have to be a dead man not to 
enjoy
 it

 .

“So what changed your mind?” he asked. “Did you finally decide you were done with that prick? He’s so wrong for 
you
 and

 …”

Zoey held up a hand to stop him before he could really launch into a tirade against me. Not that I could blame the guy. Trying to split us up was just sort of what he did. Getting mad at him for something like that now would be like getting mad at a dog for barking or a fish for swimming
 .

Yeah, I was taking a far more zen approach to the whole asshole situation now that I knew I’d won the game. Now that Zoey had a ring on her finger that said she was mine forever 
and
 ever

 .

She was beautiful and she was mine. We might have some fun with the asshole, but at the end of the day we were just having fun with him. There was no way he could ever be a threat to our relationship
 .

“You know I don’t like it when you talk about Keith like that,” she said. “So I’d appreciate it if you’d keep your 
mouth
 shut

 .”

“Yeah? Well I’m your friend, and as your friend it’s my job to try and tell you when I think you’re making a mistake,” 
he
 said

 .

She sighed and looked off camera. At least to him it looked like she was looking off camera. I was in the room now, so I knew she was looking at me and rolling 
her
 eyes

 .

Not that he could see any of that. It was one of the drawbacks about looking into a room from one angle
 .

Her look was clear. That eye roll was the equivalent of saying “can you believe this fucker?” It was a look I’d been hoping to see from her for years, and if anything that look more than anything else sold me on the fact that she really was mine completely and totally
 .

If she wasn’t mine totally and completely she might be inclined to agree with him, and we couldn’t 
have
 that

 .





S
 he turned back
 to the camera. “Look, do you want to do this 
or
 not

 ?”

The look on her face said she still wanted to do it even if she was a little exasperated with him still trying to break us up. At the end of the day he might be an asshole, but he was the asshole who worshipped the ground she walked on and right now that’s what we needed
 .

Even though I was annoyed with the way he was acting my cock was rock hard. I suppose there was just no telling what your body was going to make you do when you were really 
turned
 on

 .

It certainly wouldn’t be the first really stupid thing either one of us had done because we were turned on. That was for 
damn
 sure

 !

“I’m sorry,” he said, perhaps a little too quickly
 .

Oh yeah. Asshole was starting to realize that maybe he could push Zoey a little too far. Push her to the point that she would get tired of his shit and tell him to go packing. He wouldn’t want that. Not when he still had access to my girlfriend’s tits and wanted to keep that access
 .

Though honestly the asshole had no idea how much more he was going to get tonight. How much more he was going to get if we kept things going
 .

He might be an asshole, but he was a convenient asshole. We didn’t have to go out looking for someone else to indulge this new fantasy we’d discovered as long as he was right there willing to play along
 .

“That’s right you’re sorry,” she said. “And if you want to keep doing stuff like this you’re going to keep right on being sorry. I don’t like you badmouthing Keith and you’re going to stop that shit. 
For
 good

 .”

His picture was large enough that I could really get a good look at him. He looked down and it was clear his face was turning red. Whether from embarrassment or anger I couldn’t really tell, but that didn’t matter
 .

What did matter was that he needed to be able to listen. He had no way of knowing it, but his access to Zoey was hanging in the balance right now. If he showed us he couldn’t listen then that would be the end of things
 .

Finally he looked up. Locked eyes with Zoey. Took a deep breath. What he said next had to be really fucking hard for him, but he got the 
words
 out

 .

“You’re right,” he said. “He’s still your boyfriend and I’m sorry for 
badmouthing
 him

 .”

Asshole’s tone of voice clearly said that he figured I was still Zoey’s boyfriend for now. I’m sure with all the shows they’d been doing for each other he figured that wouldn’t be the case for much longer. Yeah, I’m sure he thought he was in and it would only be a matter of time before he and Zoey got their happily ever after
 .

Obviously he still hadn’t noticed the ring, but maybe that was for the best. If he hadn’t noticed the ring then he didn’t know he was slowly on the way out. If he didn’t realize he was slowly on the way out then he’d still go along with the fun we wanted to have in the here 
and
 now

 .

“That’s better,” Zoey said, then her stern expression turned more playful. “And because you were a good boy and apologized I think you deserve a little something
 …”

Mike licked his lips. Leaned forward ever so slightly. The motion was obvious even through the screen. Oh yeah. He was ready 
to
 play

 .

“Something like last time?” he asked
 .

Zoey glanced away from the screen again and I frowned. If she kept looking over here at me then even Mike was going to stop thinking with his dick long enough to wonder why she was looking this way all of a sudden and not over 
at
 him

 .

I motioned for her to look back at the screen. She seemed to realize what she was doing without thinking about it. Her eyes went wide and she looked back, and she even managed to get her expression under control
 .



Sort
 of

 .

“Y’know I’ve been thinking about what we did the last time,” Zoey said. “About how hot that was. Did you think it 
was
 hot

 ?”

Mike licked his lips. This time he leaned back and it was pretty fucking obvious that his hand was going south to explore regions of his body where no woman had gone before
 .

I snickered at that thought and then quickly put a hand over my mouth. Here I was getting pissed at Zoey for looking over here at me and now I was making enough noise that he could figure out someone was over here if he 
overheard
 me

 .

I didn’t think her laptop microphone was that good, but you never knew until it was 
too
 late

 .

“I thought that was so hot Zoey,” he said, just a hint of begging coming to his voice. “I’ve dreamed about that for so long. Dreamed about being 
with
 you

 .”

“Oh yeah?” she asked, her head jerking just a little as she obviously was about to turn and look at me for support then realized she wasn’t supposed to be doing that and stopped herself. “So what would you say if I said we could make something like that happen in person
 ?”

His arm started jerking up and down. Oh yeah. He liked the idea of making something like that happen in person. He was staring at her so intently that it was a wonder he didn’t blow his load right then and there, but somehow he kept it under control
 .

I couldn’t blame the guy. If the girl of my dreams, a girl I never in a million years should’ve had a chance with, suddenly told me there was a chance then I’d want to know exactly what I needed to do to get that chance
 .

Not that I’d ever been in a situation where a girl of my dreams didn’t want to give me a chance. It was completely foreign territory for me, but I knew it was the world the asshole 
lived
 in

 .

“What
 …”

Mike paused and licked his lips. Maybe his mouth was dry or something. I could understand him having some trouble understanding the opportunity he was being given
 .

After all. For him it had to feel like the stars had finally aligned after years of praying to any higher power that might care to 
listen
 in

 .

“Oh yeah,” Zoey said. “Thinking about your cock has me so wet 
right
 now

 …”

She made sure he actually knew how hot she was, how wet she was. She rolled her chair back and then leaned back. Pushed her legs up on her desk in a move that couldn’t be all that comfortable, but then again if she was as turned on as I thought she was she probably wasn’t thinking about the corner of her desk biting into her heels or anything
 .

She spread her legs and I knew the moisture had to be obvious there. I knew because we’d had some foreplay that almost interrupted this video chat session before it started. Foreplay where I made sure to get her good and wet so when she showed Mike what was going on between her legs there’d be no doubt how hot 
she
 was

 .

“Do you like what you see there Mike?” she asked, licking her lips. “Do you know what that means
 ?”

Now it was Mike’s turn to lean back. To absolutely no one’s surprise he had his cock out and was stroking it as though his life depended on it. I had to respect the guy for not blowing a load yet too. That had to take some serious self control considering what he was seeing
 .

Or maybe it didn’t take the self control I thought it would take. Maybe it was more that he’d been jerking off constantly thinking about what he saw, and so he couldn’t come quickly even if he 
wanted
 to

 .

I think every guy in the world has been in that position before. I couldn’t blame the guy in this case for getting all hot and bothered
 .

“Oh my,” Zoey said, this time her eyes going wide for the show she was seeing. “You really are happy to see me, 
aren’t
 you

 ?”

“You have no fucking idea Zoey,” he gasped. “I’ve been thinking about you constantly. I can’t get you out of my mind. Every time I close my eyes I see your incredible 
tits
 and

 …”

“Do you want to see 
more
 Mike

 ?”

There was something about her tone that had changed. She was really starting to get into this now. That was a tone that only ever came out to play when she was really ridiculously 
turned
 on

 .

Obviously feeding off whatever energy Mike was sending her way from across the world was enough to put her in that zone. Which was fine with me. I was already in the zone from watching her feed off that energy and more than anything I wanted to watch the two of them doing this. Needed to watch the two of them 
doing
 this

 .

Hearing her talking to him about how much she wanted to fuck him was icing on the cake. I just sincerely hope that was something that was actually going to happen at some point. Because if this all turned out to be so much talk I think I was going to go crazy
 .

Zoey upped the stakes by putting her hands down the front of her pants. I figured maybe she was just trying to turn Mike on even more, but on closer inspection I could see that her hand was rising and falling steadily
 .

Shit. She really was getting off on this. I’d figured she was touching herself the last time they did something like this, but now I could see it 
for
 sure

 .

Now Mike could see it for sure. Maybe he didn’t notice it the last time around, but there was no missing the fact that Zoey was turned on to the point she was playing with herself this time around
 !

Her mouth fell open and she let out one of those delicious little moans that I loved so much. A moan that said she was so turned on. So very turned on. Those moans were always enough to make my cock twitch, and this was no exception
 .

“This is all for you Mike,” she whispered. “You make me so fucking hot jerking your cock. Play with yourself 
for
 me

 .”

He licked his lips. The expression on his face was classic. It was clear he didn’t know if he should jerk off or look at the show being presented on screen
 .

Finally he got some of that confidence back. His voice was deep and commanding. It sounded like Zoey wasn’t the only one in that moment who was getting really 
turned
 on

 .

“Take off your shorts,” he said. “I want to watch
 .”

Zoey winked at him, but otherwise she didn’t resist. I think to be perfectly honest she was past the point of trying to resist. She knew I was sitting in the room with her and I wanted to see this happen. It was obvious she wanted this to happen
 .

It was really fucking obvious that Mike wanted this to happen. The way he was jerking his cock left no doubt as to just how turned on 
he
 was

 .

So why not let it happen? Everyone was on board, so we might as well have a 
good
 time

 !

She repositioned herself. Pulled her feet off the edge of the desk and lifted her ass up long enough to pull her pants and her panties off at the same time. Then she was back in her original position with her body on display 
for
 him

 .

Mostly. She still had her top on, after all. It was a reversal of how she’d looked the last time they did it when her top was off and her shorts were still on and hidden out of the 
camera’s
 view

 .





“T
 ake off your top Zoey,”
 Mike commanded. “I want to see those incredible tits. I need to 
see
 them

 .”

Well okay then. It seemed we were past the point of tiptoeing around what we wanted and now he was outright demanding what he wanted
 .

So fucking hot. It also would’ve pissed me off, but I was pretty sure Zoey was mine and mine alone thanks to the ring on her finger so it didn’t bother me nearly as much now as it did a couple of 
days
 ago

 .

What a difference a couple of days, a long conversation, and a proposal 
could
 make

 !

I was surprised he still hadn’t noticed the ring though. To be honest I was looking forward to the moment when he realized she had that ring on her finger, but it wasn’t coming
 .



Damn
 it

 .

Zoey obliged him by pulling her hands away from her pussy long enough to pull her tank top up and over her head. Her tits did that distracting bounce they always did and then she was reclining in her chair completely naked facing the camera
 .

Oh fuck this was so hot. I wished I could take a couple of pictures, but I wouldn’t be able to get anything good without the flash on my phone turned on and I didn’t want the asshole to know I 
was
 here

 .

Not yet, at least
 .

“Fuck Zoey,” he breathed. “You’re so fucking hot. I’ve dreamed of seeing you like this forever
 .”

“I bet you have,” she purred. “Now show me how much you like 
watching
 me

 .”

She didn’t have to tell him twice. He started working on his cock and it was hypnotic watching the two of them. I never thought I’d be that transfixed by another guy jerking off, but when he was staring at my girl jerking off it was pretty 
fucking
 hot

 .

It’s not like I wanted to fuck him. It’s not like I wanted to touch his cock or suck it or do anything like that. I wasn’t attracted to the guy. I just thought it was fucking hot how turned on he was by looking at my girlfriend
 .

The room lapsed into silence for a long moment. There was the wet sound of Zoey’s fingers moving in and out of her pussy as she showed off for another man, and then there was the sound of the asshole jerking it through the speaker
 .

Even that sounded weird though. It was odd thinking that he was jerking it on the other side of the world where the sun was out while here we were huddled in Zoey’s room in the darkness
 .

“Are you close Mike?” she finally asked, though the question came out more as a series of gasps. She was starting to get really turned on. I could tell it wasn’t going to be long before she was over 
the
 edge

 .

“So close baby,” 
Mike
 said

 .

I arched an eyebrow at that. So we’d graduated to using pet names now, had we? I probably should’ve been upset about that, but again, I was having a hard time being upset about much of anything he did now that I knew I’d won once and 
for
 all

 .

“Come for me Mike,” she asked. Begged. “Come for me and show me how much you 
want
 me

 .”

Mike let out a quiet groan and he slumped forward. Zoey’s moans picked up in intensity. Maybe she needed to watch him come to get over the edge. Maybe there was something about watching him blow a load all over his shirt, he hadn’t bothered to take it off to reveal his tubby butt for some reason even if he expected Zoey to remove hers, that really got 
her
 off

 .

He let out one final strangled gasp and then it was happening. He spurted all over his shirt and I’m sure he was thinking about what it would feel like to be blowing that load inside my fiancee
 .

Or maybe he was thinking about what it would feel like to blow that load on her. In her mouth. There were all sorts of possibilities and I’d explored every one of them with her over the years
 .

It was also fucking hot thinking about the asshole getting a chance to explore those possibilities with her. I still wasn’t sure how we were going to make that happen with him on the other side of the world, but with the way this obsession was going I knew I wanted to make it happen
 .

Zoey went over the edge at about the same time as Mike. She threw her head back and started moaning. I knew we were going to be annoying her neighbors, it wouldn’t be the first time considering how noisy she got, but just like every other time when she got hot enough to scream that loudly I didn’t particularly care if we annoyed the neighbors
 .

She was a sight to behold. She was a goddess in a computer chair. Reclining back with her legs up on her desk and her slick pussy on display for her computer camera. Her back arched and her tits pressing up with her nipples erect
 .

It was a sight that was going to be burned into my memory for the rest of my life. My beautiful fiancee in the flower of youth showing off her body for 
another
 man

 .

Talk about fucking hot. So 
fucking
 hot

 .

She screamed and gasped and her body shuddered and shook and my only regret in that moment was that I had to stay hidden so I couldn’t go over there and give her an assist while those wonderful feelings washed over 
her
 body

 .

Then it was over. She’d come. Mike had come. Everything 
was
 done

 .

Almost everything. There was still the last bit of our plan, but it was going to have to wait until Mike had cleaned himself off just a little
 .

Maybe. It looked like he was going to try and get out of this just like he had last time. My eyes narrowed at his next words
 .

“Yeah, well this was a lot of fun, but I have to get to 
class
 and

 …”

I moved to interrupt him, but Zoey was already on top 
of
 it

 .

“Are you sure you want to leave so soon? I didn’t get a chance to tell you my 
big
 news

 !”

Mike stopped. Turned back to the screen. He looked a little ridiculous sitting 
there
 with







H
 is cock flopping
 out and his shirt stained with his come, but the look on his face was even more ridiculous. Perplexed. A little suspicious. Like he suspected something was up and he knew he wasn’t going to 
like
 it

 .

“What’s going on?” he asked
 .

Oh yeah. That was a cautious voice. He wasn’t sure what to think 
of
 this

 .

“I got engaged!” she squealed
 .

Okay then. Maybe that was a little faster than I would’ve dropped the news, but I guess it was effective. She brought her finger up and the diamond sparkled there
 .

Though the sparkling diamond was nothing compared to how her face sparkled as she mentioned her engagement
 .

I kept a close eye on Mike though. I wanted to see his reaction, and hoo boy what a reaction it was. He looked like he’d been punched in 
the
 gut

 .

I could see that in that moment he was seeing years of pining after Zoey vanishing in a flash. And it was probably made all the more painful because he finally thought he was getting somewhere with her and even that was 
gone
 now

 .

I suppose I should’ve felt bad for the guy, but it was difficult to feel sorry for a guy who’d done his best to ruin my relationship every chance 
he
 got

 .

“What the hell Zoey?” he practically shouted, loud enough that it overwhelmed the speakers on her computer
 .

This was 
getting
 good

 .
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Change of Heart













I
 took a step forward.
 I didn’t like the way he was talking to Zoey and I was going to give him a piece of my mind if he kept 
this
 up

 .

It was one thing to use him as part of our fantasy life. To put up with his bullshit because we were all having a good time. It was another thing entirely to have him treating my fiancee 
like
 shit

 .

Especially after everything she’d done 
for
 him

 .

Zoey seemed to realize what I was thinking before I’d taken more than a couple of steps. She shot me a look that made it clear I needed to stay back. That she was going to take care of this herself
 .

I stopped. I was interested in seeing where this was going
 .

She turned back to Mike. The look on her face could be charitably described as “murderous.” It was clear she didn’t like the way this conversation was going
 .

“Do you want to maybe think about what you just said to me?” she asked
 .

“No I don’t want to think about what I just said to you!” he shouted. “I can’t believe you’d do something like this to me! We were finally hitting it off and you turn around and get together with an asshole like Keith? What’s wrong 
with
 you

 ?”

Zoey smiled. She looked like she was on the verge of laughing. It really was kind of funny. He was being your typical “nice guy” asshole without even realizing what it was he was doing
 .

A nice guy wouldn’t scream and yell at a girl like he was screaming and yelling at Zoey, but try telling 
him
 that

 .

“I can do whatever I want with my life,” she said. “And the sooner you realize that the easier this is all going 
to
 be

 .”

“But Keith? Seriously? Of all the guys you’ve been with he has to be the worst
 !”

Zoey sighed. Now she was starting to look legitimately annoyed. I knew that look well from arguments I’d had with her while we’d been together
 .

“You’ve said that about every guy I’ve ever been with,” she said. “You have a problem with every guy I’ve ever been with. Why should I ever listen to your advice if your advice is always that I need to dump the guy 
I’m
 with

 ?”

His mouth worked but he didn’t get anything to come out. Obviously she’d just sent him into a little blue screen with her logic. She had a 
point
 , too

 .

What was the point of listening to his advice if his advice was always that she needed to dump whatever guy she was with? It was clear that from his perspective the only guy she should ever be with was him, and he wasn’t going to be happy with 
anyone
 else

 .

“I don’t have to put up with this,” 
he
 said

 .

I could feel the situation slipping out of our control. On the one hand he was being a prick and he didn’t deserve what we’d discussed 
giving
 him

 .

On the other hand though? He was the only guy who was convenient. The only guy we knew wasn’t much of a threat to our relationship. We knew he wanted to break us up if he got half the opportunity to do it and in a weird way that made him safer
 .

With him his intentions were right out there in the open from the get-go. I didn’t have to worry about whether or not he was a snake in the grass trying to break 
us
 up

 .

I knew from the beginning that he was a snake in the grass who’d do anything he could to try and break 
us
 up

 .

“Are you sure you want to log off without us telling you what’s in it for you if you stick around?” I asked
 .

That earned me a dirty look from Zoey, but whatever. It was clear she was getting angry, and when she got angry she started to say things that went against what we were hoping 
for
 here

 .

I stepped forward into the camera shot. Mike stopped and stared. His eyes narrowed until they were slits and I wondered if he could even see anything out 
of
 them

 .

“Hi Mike,” I said. “Long time no see. I really like the way you’ve been trying to steal 
my
 girl

 .”

I’m not sure what he was expecting, but it’s clear that wasn’t it. His eyes went wide. I imagined it was the kind of response he might have if we were standing together in person and I was accusing him of trying to steal my girlfriend
 .

After all, that’s exactly what he’d been doing. And if we were standing together in a room I might’ve decided to do something silly. Like punching his lights out for all the nasty things he’d said 
about
 me

 .

He was on the other side of the world though. That made him safe even as we thought he was safe to 
experiment
 with

 .

“What’s going on here?” he asked. “What kind of sick shit 
is
 this

 ?”

“Sick nothing,” 
I
 said

 .

I paused. Took a deep breath. My cock still throbbed. I hadn’t taken the opportunity to relieve myself while they were having their naughty moment together, and it meant my cock was straining almost to the point 
of
 pain

 .

I needed to get off, but I wasn’t going to get off until all of this 
was
 over

 .





“L
 isten,
 I don’t have to put up with this bullshit. Whatever sick game you’re playing I’m not 
going
 to

 …”

“Do you want a chance to get 
with
 Zoey

 ?”

My words dropped into the middle of the rapidly deteriorating conversation like a bomb. I could tell by the way he immediately shut the fuck up that it was a bomb that hit its target
 .

He leaned forward. His eyes narrowed. Obviously the dude was suspicious, but obviously he also wasn’t going to pass up an opportunity to finally get with Zoey. To know her carnally in the way he’d probably been jerking off and fantasizing about since they were in middle school together and he first realized he was into girls and didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of getting with 
a
 girl

 .

“I’m listening,” 
he
 said

 .

“You’re damn right you’re listening,” I said. “And the first thing you’re going to do is apologize to Zoey for everything you just said 
to
 her

 .”

My cock was so hard. It was like taking charge in this situation was doing something for me. At the same time I was so pissed off. Normally I’d be willing to put up with this asshole’s bullshit, but my tolerance for it was getting lower and lower with each passing moment
 .

The way he’d just yelled at Zoey? Well let’s just say that wasn’t doing him any favors
 .

He looked at her through the monitor. She looked just as pissed off. She turned to look at me for a moment then she was back to the asshole
 .

He took a deep breath. Let it out in a 
long
 sigh

 .

“Fine,” he muttered. “I’m sorry for the way I acted
 .”

“And?” I asked
 .

He stared for a long moment. Stared daggers. Like he wanted nothing more than to reach through his computer monitor and 
throttle
 me

 .

Well he could dream on. If he were here in person and we actually went toe to toe then there was a good chance he’d wind up in the hospital. He might’ve been able to get Zoey out of her clothes, but the world worked the way it worked and there was no way a fatass like him was ever going to win in a fight against a guy 
like
 me

 .

“Fuck off,” he 
finally
 said

 .

I looked down at Zoey. Took the opportunity to reach down and cup her breasts. I started massaging them. Taunting him with the fact that I was here in the room with my fiancee and he was on the other side of the world where he couldn’t have her the way he really 
wanted
 her

 .

I also wanted him to think about what it would feel like to have her the way he really wanted her. I wanted him imagining what it would feel like to be with her without thousands of miles and a computer monitor 
separating
 them

 .

I imagined it didn’t take much imagination for him to conjure up that image. It was a thought that had probably been running through his head for a long 
fucking
 time

 .

“Just think man,” I said. “You could be with her like this. You could get what you finally wanted
 .”

Zoey moaned. She also surprised me by tilting her head back and reaching around behind her chair. Her hand danced up and down the length of my cock and it was my turn to let out a little groan
 .

I also kept my eyes on the monitor. Up until now I’d been the one staring at what was going on up on my laptop screen. Now it was his turn to watch the show and think about everything he 
could
 have

 .

Everything he wasn’t going to get now because he’d shown himself to be such a first rate asshole. He didn’t know that yet though. No, it was time to humiliate him before I shut him down 
for
 good

 .

“Fine,” he said. “I’m sorry for always trying to get Zoey away from you. I see now that it was very wrong
 .”

Something about the tone of his voice told me he didn’t see that it was very wrong at all. I also got the feeling that he was never going to learn why what he did was wrong
 .

He had the biggest opportunity of his life, the chance to finally live his ultimate sexual fantasy, and it was going to be pulled away from him because he couldn’t get over his pathetic nice guy impulses long enough to realize when he was being handed the kind of gift that chubby nerds like him could only 
dream
 of

 .

“That’s nice,” 
I
 said

 .

I wasn’t sure if I was talking about his words or if I was talking about the way Zoey undid the zipper and pulled my cock out. I was so hard. So 
fucking
 hard

 .

It wasn’t going to take long for her to work her magic on me. I knew I wasn’t going to last long. At the same time I guess I didn’t need to last long for this last part of 
the
 show

 .

I was the one who was in control now. We were always the ones in control, and all we had to do was embrace this fantasy life. All we had to do was admit to each other that we were into the idea of 
sharing
 Zoey

 .

Now it was time for me to reclaim her, and if anything the thought of reclaiming her was even hotter than the thought of watching her with 
another
 guy

 .

I knew it would be that much more intense on the day in the future when she actually did get with another guy. That day wasn’t going to be today though, and that day would never be with the asshole if I had anything to say 
about
 it

 .

It was a split second decision and one of the hardest things I’d ever thought of, but if he was going to act like this then he couldn’t be trusted
 .

Trust was the most important 
thing
 here

 .

I leaned in closer. Looked right at the camera on Zoey’s laptop so he’d get the impression I was staring right 
at
 him

 .

“Tell me you’re sorry for everything you’ve ever said about me. Tell me you’re sorry for every time you thought you were going to break us up you prick,” I whispered
 .

He swallowed. His eyes darted around the screen but I knew the only thing he could see was me. I was close enough that he wasn’t seeing Zoey, that was for 
damn
 sure

 .

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I shouldn’t have 
done
 that

 .”

I grinned. A big wide grin. The sort of grin that said we were all friends here. That he didn’t have anything to worry about
 .

“I’m glad to hear that,” I said. “But I’m afraid you just proved to me that I can’t trust you, and since I can’t 
trust
 you

 …”

I flipped him the bird. I moved my hand over the webcam so that would be the last thing he ever saw on his live link with Zoey. Then I exited the video chat session and stood there breathing heavily
 .

I never thought doing something like that would be this intense, but I felt like I’d just spent a lot of time on the treadmill or something. I looked down at Zoey and wondered how she was going to react to this new development
 .

I thought we were doing our whole telepathic communication thing there at the end, but the thing about the whole telepathic communication thing was it wasn’t ever one hundred percent reliable. I could’ve been telling her I decided I didn’t trust the guy after all with a look and meanwhile she’s telling me she wants to pick up some deli meat the next time she’s at the grocery
 .

She looked at her laptop. At the chat window that was pinging furiously. I didn’t care what he said though. The only thing that mattered was I’d manipulated him into apologizing
 .

Finally she looked at me. Sighed
 .

“I suppose that probably is for the best,” she said. She reached out and took my hand. Which was a bit of a disappointment because it meant her hand was off my cock, but I figured there was plenty of time for fun later
 .

Right now we needed to talk this out. Like for example I was a little surprised that she thought it was for the best that I just told her BFF to go packing
 .

“You really think so?” I asked
 .

“I know so,” she said, taking a deep breath and squaring her shoulders. “He was never going to stop. He’d always want more and he’d always try to get me to dump you, 
wouldn’t
 he

 ?”

“Something like that,” I said. “I figured if we’re going to do this, if we’re really going to do it, it needs to be with someone we can trust
 .”

“This all needs to be about trust,” 
she
 said

 .

Her computer was pinging almost constantly at this point. Oh yeah. The asshole wasn’t happy about getting kicked to the curb, but that was his own damn problem. Zoey solved that problem by mousing over his name, right clicking, and blocking 
his
 ass

 .

I blinked a couple of times. Of all the things I thought she’d do that was 
the
 last

 .

“Did you really just do that?” I asked
 .

She looked up at me and for a surprise she was smiling. There was no hint of reluctance. No hint that she might be sad she’d just blocked a guy who’d been her friend for years
 .

I thought he was a snake in the grass and she shouldn’t shed a tear for the loss of his friendship, but I also knew that how people felt in situations like this wasn’t exactly rational
 .

“We’re engaged now,” she said. “Seems like it wouldn’t be healthy to start a relationship like that by keeping up a friendship with someone who wants to break us apart
 .”

She bit her lip and looked at her webcam. I figured I knew what she was thinking. I got down on my knees beside her chair and tried not to get too distracted by how fucking hot she looked sitting there in her 
birthday
 suit

 .

“You’re right,” I said. “And if we’re in a relationship where we have trust then we shouldn’t have to spy on each other ever again either
 .”

“You’re damn right,” she said. “Besides. Any time you want me to show off for someone you don’t have to install spyware on my computer
 .”

“I don’t?” I asked
 .

She smiled a mischievous smile. “No. You just have 
to
 ask

 .”

I grinned and picked her up. I couldn’t take it anymore. This had all been too much and I had to take her 
right
 now

 .

Things hadn’t worked out quite like I expected with the asshole, but in the end he’d lived up to my favorite name for him and that had been his undoing. I guess not everything could fall together like something out of a story, but that 
was
 fine

 .

This wasn’t some story. This was real life, and real life was messy sometimes. Relationships changed, friendships came and went, but with a little luck what I had with Zoey was going to be forever
 .

And if what I had with Zoey really was forever I figured that meant there’d be plenty of time in the future for us to figure out someone who was far more deserving than Mike to be a special guest star in our bedroom antics
 .

For now, though, I needed to fuck my fiancee. And maybe dirty talk with her the entire time about how hot it would be if she was fucking 
another
 guy

 .

Yeah, that sounded like a really good time. Weird and fucked up? Maybe, but if it worked for us I wasn’t going to 
knock
 it

 !
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Job Prospects













I
 t all started
 out as a lark. Having a little bit of fun with a friend who just got a new DSLR camera and wanted to try it out. Actually I had more than a sneaking suspicion that Jeremy wanted to do a lot more than take some pictures for a modeling profile, but I'd let him flatter me into it. Jeremy was good at 
flattering
 me

 .

A little more than Nathan probably appreciated, but Jeremy was my fiancée's best friend. He was going to be the best man in a couple of months after graduation when Nathan and I said “I do,” after all. It seemed crazy to think Jeremy wanted anything more than a hot girl to help him out with his portfolio. I'd always wanted to try modeling, what girl doesn't, so I figured we could help each other out and it was a win-win. Nathan couldn't get mad 
about
 that

 .

I never thought those pictures would actually go anywhere though. I just figured they'd be up on that modeling profile I created, and they would be something nice for me to say I actually did it once upon a time. That I was hot enough that a photographer wanted to take pictures of me. Never mind that it wasn't a professional photographer, that it was my future husband's best friend since childhood, and if I'm being realistic it was probably as much about him perving on me as it was about any desire for him to build his portfolio
 .

Still, he was a photography major. So it's not like it was entirely out of the question that he had genuine motives
 .

Anyways, all that was beside the point. All that just meant Nathan might be a little annoyed if he found out about my “modeling” career. The point is I was surprised in class one day when I saw a notification pop up. Something new in my campus email. Something from that modeling website. I raised my eyebrow as I looked up at the lecture and then back down to my laptop
 .

Oh well. What the hell. I was just in a survey course I'd neglected to take my freshman year anyways. It's not like I actually had to pay attention. We were close enough to graduation that my grade was all but guaranteed barring a disaster during the final. I could afford to screw around just a little
 .

So I went over to the modeling site and opened it up since they wouldn't tell me what the message was in my email. Probably trying to get extra clicks, the bastards. I opened up my messages and was surprised to see something from an agency. Or an agent, at least, judging by his name: AgentMike. Now that was interesting. I tried to push down the flutter of excitement. It was probably nothing. It was probably just a company sending out messages to a bunch of girls and seeing who responded
 .

Still, at the same time I couldn't help but feel just a little bit of excitement. I couldn't help but feel just a little bit of the Hollywood dream as I looked at that message. I was graduating in a couple of months and I had absolutely no idea what I was going to do with my creative writing degree when I got out, so I couldn't help but indulge in dreams of Hollywood for just a moment. Dreams of being discovered, another pretty face from the Midwest who got plucked out of it by a talent scout and set on my path to fame and fortune. Bringing Nathan along with, of course, since he'd been faithful to me since before I got famous
 .

I opened up the message. It was simple enough
 .

"Hey! Really love your look. You have a fresh girl next-door thing together with a sexiness that is just amazing! We represent some big companies out in California who are always looking for fresh talent and I think you have it. Interested
 ?"

I thought about that for a moment. Was I interested? I grinned. You bet your ass I was interested! Once more visions of Hollywood danced in my head. Visions of my name appearing on top of a movie poster. Even if I just had a quick career, that would be plenty for me. It would be enough to get a few million dollars so I could come back home and live off of that for the rest of my life, popping out babies for Nathan and generally enjoying the lifestyle of a pampered person who wasn't going to have to work another day in 
their
 life

 !

At least that was the dream, even though the more realistic part of me was saying there was a fat chance anything like that was going to happen. It's not like girls were just discovered and thrown on the track to stardom like that. I was enough of a realist to know that my fantasy was probably just that. Fantasy
 .

I typed out a quick response. "I'd be interested. In class right now, but I could talk in a 
little
 bit

 ?"

I closed out the window and tried to pay attention to the class, I was all ready to go back to the lecture, but then I heard another ding. I looked at my campus mail and realized I was going to have to open the damn model website again. They sent me another message. And so I opened it up, went over to the site, logged in, and went back into my messages
 .

There wasn't much in the way of response. Just a phone number. I noted it down. I'd have to call after class was over. This professor was understanding of seniors taking his class on a victory lap, but I don't think that understanding would extend to someone having a phone conversation in the middle of class
 .

You can bet your ass that as soon as I was out the door I had my phone out and I was tapping in that number though. I grimaced and not for the first time wished that the site actually had the ability to read the damn messages directly in your email. They wanted people to go over to their site so they could get the website hits. It was damn inconvenient too, because they didn't have a great mobile interface
 .

As I tapped in the number I was so excited. I couldn't wait to call Nathan and tell him about this. I hadn't even told him about the photo shoot, though, now that I thought about it. Still, he couldn't be too mad about me getting those pictures taken, especially since it was his best friend who took the pictures and it was providing this great opportunity
 .

Although, come to think of it, he might get annoyed precisely because it was his best friend who took the pictures. Nathan did seem to get weird about how Jeremy got 
around
 me

 .

Sure it was obvious to anybody who saw the way he acted around me at parties that he maybe had a little bit of a crush, but I figured it was a harmless crush. Besides, now wasn't the time to worry about that sort of thing. I'm sure Nathan would be so excited that I was getting offered something from an honest to God agency, even if it was just a feeler, that he wouldn't care about the pictures with Jeremy
 .

At least I desperately hoped he 
wouldn't
 care

 .

I was surprised when the phone picked up after the first ring. I figured if I was calling an agency I might get an automated system or something. That I would at the very least go through to some receptionist. But no, it picked up on the first ring and it was a gruff sounding guy on the 
other
 end

 .

"This is Mike," 
he
 said

 .

"Hi," I said. "My name is Vanessa and I just got a message from the model website where you said this was an agency
 …"

"Oh! Of course! Vanessa. Glad to talk to you," the guy, 
Mike
 , said

 .

His voice was suddenly warm and inviting. It was a stark contrast to the gruffness I'd heard a moment ago. Weird. I wrote it off though. I didn't care how he sounded as long as I maybe got a chance to catch his interest. Once more visions of Hollywood were dancing in 
my
 head

 .

"So I was interested in finding out more about the agency
 ?"

"Certainly," he said. "I was wondering if we could maybe have you come down for an interview in person
 ?"

I blinked. An interview in person? That seemed like a tall order. I couldn't exactly afford a trip out to California. Hell, we were barely able to afford our wedding after our parents made it clear they weren't going to be able to help us out. We definitely weren't able to afford a honeymoon, which still depressed me just a little
 .

Either way, the point was that I had absolutely no way to pay to get out there to where they were representing people in California. Especially when there was no guarantee I was going to get a contract or anything
 .

I sighed. It really was too good to be true, just not for the reasons I thought
 .

"What's wrong
 ?"

"Nothing's wrong," I said. "I just don't have the money to fly out to California for an interview
 …"

The guy started laughing. His voice was a deep rich baritone. Sure we were just talking over the phone, but it did send a little thrill through me hearing that voice. It brought to mind a very sexy man. At least in my imagination it did. He was probably way too old for me, or overweight, or bald, or something like that. There wasn't a chance he'd actually be hot, and even if he was hot there wasn't a chance I would actually do anything with him. No, I was about to be a happily married woman. I wasn't going to go for other guys when I had Nathan
 !

"What's so funny?" I asked
 .

"I'm sorry," he said. "I think you misunderstand me. We're going to be here locally. We plan on interviewing several people, and I was hoping you'd be able to 
come
 out

 ."

I paused. That sounded more reasonable. Still, I wondered about this guy. That they just happened to be in town really did sound too good to be true. I couldn't imagine what kind of movie production company would just rove the country like that, but maybe it worked different for talent scouts? I just didn't know enough about the industry to 
be
 sure

 .

"So what kind of opportunities are we talking about here exactly
 ?"

"I can't tell you who I represent, they're very private unless they decide to go with somebody, but let's just say I'm a recruiter for some of the more prolific movie agencies out there. If we like what we see then you'll have a chance for a great career in the movies, I promise
 !"

I hesitated for a moment. I'm not sure why I hesitated, but there was something about the way he said that that made it seem almost too good to be true. Still, if it was at a legitimate place of business then it's not like it could hurt. I could always look up information about the agency later or something
 .

"When is the interview
 ?"

"I could pencil you in tomorrow evening. Would 
that
 work

 ?"

I thought about that. I didn't think I had anything going on. Just spending time with Nathan, and I'm sure he'd be more than happy to let me go if he knew exactly what was happening here. He'd always supported me no matter what I decided to do. No matter how silly 
it
 was

 .

"Yeah," I said. "I think I can 
make
 that

 ."

I paused for a second and then I realized that I needed a name if I was going to do more research into this company and figure out whether or not they were legitimate. "What agency did you say you represented, by 
the
 way

 ?"

"Great! I'll see you tomorrow night!" he said, and the line went dead. Almost as though he didn't hear what I'd just asked him. I pulled my phone away and looked at it. I cocked my eyebrow. That was weird. I was sure I'd asked him before he hung up. He kind of talked over me at the end, but still
 .

I went back over to the crappy mobile version of the model website. I thought I'd seen his agency name before, but as I looked I remembered it was just his first name and then the word "Agent." There was nothing about what agency he actually worked for, or any of the deals 
he'd
 made

 .

I clicked over to his profile and it was more of the same. Talking about all of the great deals he'd done, even a couple of models talking about the great opportunities he provided for them. I clicked over to some of their profiles. They looked legitimate enough, and there were some really gorgeous girls
 .

Whatever. I figured if he was being secretive then maybe he had a reason. Maybe there was some Hollywood business reason for him to keep quiet. Again, I didn't know anything about how the business was run. That was why people got representation in the first place
 !

At the very least there was that feedback from models that seemed a positive. I figured that was reason enough to keep interested. To figure there was at least a chance of him being legitimate. Besides, he'd had a profile on the site for a while. If somebody was causing trouble then usually they got chased off of the site pretty damn quick by the admins
 .

I figured he had to be legitimate, and I hoped that wasn't just wishful thinking talking. The question was whether it was worth it or if he could actually do what he bragged about being able to do on his profile
 .

Still, I couldn't help but feel a little excited. An actual agent, an agent who seemed to be able to get models deals if some of the feedback on his profile was to be believed, was interested in me. He'd picked me out of the blue. I was so excited! I never imagined something like that could've happened when I first allowed Jeremy to take those pictures
 !

I thought about calling the guy back and asking who he actually represented, but I hesitated with my thumb over the call button. I didn't want to piss him off, after all. And so I decided that I would just wait and see what there was to see tomorrow. See if I could figure out what was going on then. There would be plenty of time for questions when I was actually there in person
 .

No, instead I called Nathan. I couldn't wait to tell him about this! We were going to have to celebrate tonight, even if the interview tomorrow probably wouldn't come to anything
 .
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"A
 re
 you ready for your celebration dinner baby?" I asked
 .

"I'm ready
 !"

I moved into the living room with the pizza in hand. I set it down in front of her. Half cheese and half pepperoni so we could both have something we enjoyed. She smiled and clapped, but to my surprise she didn't reach out to grab a slice
 .

"What's wrong?" I asked. "You love cheese pizza
 !"

She sighed and smiled. "I think you need to have a seat for this. I might not be able to enjoy pizza if this 
pans
 out

 ."

I dutifully took a seat next to her on the couch, wondering what the hell was going on here. Wondering what could possibly have her thinking she couldn't enjoy pizza anymore. To say that my curiosity was piqued at this point would be an understatement
 .

"So what's 
up
 babe

 ?"

She grinned, and her grin was infectious. "I got an offer from an agency
 !"

I cocked an eyebrow. "An agency? What are you talking about
 ?"

"Well it's a modeling agency, or an acting agency, either way they saw my pictures online and they gave me a call. Said they represent some big movie companies and they want to talk to me tomorrow night!" 
she
 said

 .

I sat back. I was definitely interested now. What the hell was she talking about? Best to start at the beginning
 .

"Modeling? Acting? You've never acted like you were interested in modeling before
 …"

She looked down and I saw a blush creeping on her face. Interesting
 .

"Well I've always sort of been interested in trying it. People are always going on about how attractive I am even though I don't believe it," 
she
 said

 .

I sighed and rolled my eyes. We'd been over this plenty of times before, but I wasn't in the mood to go over it again. Vanessa had an unassuming beauty. The sort of beauty where she could stun everyone just by walking into the room but be completely oblivious to what she was doing at the same time. In short, she had no idea how hot she was even though guys were always hitting on her and girls were always acting catty around her, the first to my constant consternation and maybe just a little bit of arousal at seeing them chasing her and knowing she was all mine, and the second to my great amusement
 .

"And so Jeremy got a new camera and he wanted to test it out by taking some pictures so I agreed 
to
 it

 …"

Immediately I felt a chill that went straight to my heart. Jeremy. That snake in the grass. A "best friend" who'd been anything but over the past couple of years but I'd known him forever so it was hard to dislodge him from my life and my social group. Especially when he was cool when he wasn't trying to get in between me and Vanessa, but that was one hell of a monkey wrench in the works
 !

Usually he was a lot more subtle about hitting on my girl, but it was still annoying when he tried it. Annoying to the point that I was starting to seriously reconsider whether I even wanted him to be the best man at my wedding. That choice had more or less been made for me by Vanessa who was doing most of the wedding planning and didn't realize I wasn't as cozy with Jeremy as I'd been 
growing
 up

 .

Yeah, things were complicated when it came to Jeremy, but there was one thing I was sure of. I didn't like it when he went sniffing around Vanessa. That was one of the big reasons why our once close friendship, like brothers almost, was so strained 
these
 days

 .

"What does Jeremy have to do with this?" I asked. I tried to sound as calm as possible, but it was hard. She knew how I felt about how he acted around her, and she had to know that I wasn't going to react well to hearing that she let him do a whole photo shoot
 !

Vanessa sighed. "Are we really going to go over this again? He's your best friend
 !"

"I'm not so sure about that!" I growled
 .

Maybe that came out a little more angry than I'd originally intended. It's not like I could help it, though. The guy drove me crazy when he started hitting on Vanessa, even if he was still more or less cool otherwise. Hell, he'd been my best friend since grade school, it was only when we got to college and he had that stupid thing about calling dibs that we started to have trouble. Trouble that had now lasted for years and made me glad I was about to be out of college and hopefully away from him 
for
 good

 .

"So what happened at this photo 
session
 then

 ?"

Vanessa rolled her eyes. I could tell she was irritated. She usually got irritated when the subject of Jeremy came up, but I wasn't going to let it go. She should know by how much I got irritated, how annoyed I got, when she encouraged him like that. That it wasn't a good idea to go off and do something like let him take pictures of her and probably perv on her the entire time. He was just so obvious about hitting on her, and she always acted like it was harmless
 .

It drove 
me
 nuts

 !

The real rub of it was she didn't even really like the guy. No, I knew from talking to her that he creeped her out sometimes, and yet she still insisted on being nice. Still acted like she should be cool with him just because I'd known him for so long. Talk about annoying
 .

It was convoluted and fucked up and led to fucked up situations. Like him being my best man. That was another situation where Vanessa had just brought it up, and I felt like I was trapped into it even if it did sort of make sense. Even if we had been friends long enough that it wasn't out of the ordinary on the surface. It's just when you dug deeper into how fucked up our relationship had become in recent years that the idea got really weird
 .

Vanessa was talking. I should probably listen to her. Figure out how she was trying to justify her side of the argument, which was really no side at all as far as I was concerned
 .

"He just took some pictures of me out in a field," she said. "Nothing risqué
 ."

I cocked an eyebrow. "Oh really? What do you consider to be "not that 
risqué
 ?" Hm

 ?"

Vanessa looked down again. I could tell from the way she was blushing that there was probably something in there that I wouldn't approve of. I sighed. Damn it. Why did we keep going over this? Why did it seem like both of us were repeatedly slamming against a brick wall when it came to my sort-of best friend
 ?

It's not like I was being unreasonably jealous at this point. He'd made it clear to me on numerous occasions that he felt like he should be with her. Even if he had been joking, I knew there was some seriousness there. He never shut up about how he called dibs on her at the party where we first saw her freshman year, never mind that she'd been interested in me and not him. Never mind that he never had a prayer of a chance 
with
 her

 .

No, all that mattered to him was that he saw her first, and in his estimation I'd swooped in and poached "his" girl. Never mind that we'd been together for four years now and were engaged to be married. Never mind that he agreed to be in our wedding
 .

Damn it. This was just getting me annoyed again. I was just getting pissed off again. I took a deep breath. What I hoped was a deep, calming breath, though it didn't help a 
whole
 lot

 .

"He just took some pictures of me in a sundress," she said. "And then I did some bathing suit shots for my profile
 ."

My eyes went wide. "You 
did
 what

 ?"

"Don't act like such an ogre!" she said. "Lots of models have bikini shots on their profiles
 !"

"But you aren't a model!" I said. "I feel like I'm taking crazy pills here! You've never acted interested in doing modeling before in your life. Why are you suddenly acting so interested in 
it
 now

 ?"

She sniffed. She got the pissed off look on her face like she was annoyed. I was annoyed too though. Really annoyed. I couldn't believe she let him sucker her 
into
 that

 .

I sighed. Here we were coming into the potentially negative part of her being so damn naïve. "It wasn't obvious to you because this was Jeremy asking you to do this? That didn't raise a red flag 
for
 you

 ?"

She was getting more defensive. "I didn't tell you because I knew you'd react 
like
 this

 ."

"Are you sure? Are you sure that maybe you didn't tell me because you were worried about how I might react, or because you knew I was right
 ?"

She looked down and she blushed again. That blush could only mean one thing. There was still more that she wasn't telling me. More that I didn't know. I leaned forward, intending to get to the bottom of exactly what happened at this photo shoot. To exactly how far things 
had
 gone

 .

And suddenly I felt a strange reaction. Something that hadn't happened before. I felt my cock getting hard. I felt it starting to stir in my pants and started to throb. It was one hell of a 
hard
 on

 .

I found myself thinking about what had happened. At least what probably happened. I found myself thinking about her standing in a bikini completely exposed to him outdoors somewhere while he snapped away with a camera. While he thought about his dumb luck being able to sucker her into going out into the wilderness like that. I thought about how hot she must've looked. I thought about him 
worshiping
 her

 .

Okay, so maybe it was kind of hot when other guys thought my girl was hot, but I'd never gotten a hard on while I was thinking about it. Not exactly
 .

Sure there were times when we were making out, when we were getting hot and heavy, when she was on top of me grinding against me and I was so close to the fucking edge because grinding against her like that was as close as I was going to get to her pussy before our wedding night much to my endless frustration, when I imagined that I was another guy getting to grind against her like that. It was just a passing fantasy though, wasn't it? Just the sort of crazy thing that popped into my head when I was in the zone. When I was really 
turned
 on

 .

It had never really popped into my head when I wasn't in the throes of passion and about to pop, and yet here those thoughts were. Unwelcome, but 
fucking
 hot

 .

Okay, so this was new. This was different. I shook my head to clear it. What the hell was going on in there? I shouldn't be getting hard thinking about another guy with Vanessa, but it was like it just popped in there unbidden. It was like there was nothing I could do 
about
 it

 .



Damn
 it

 .

"Is something wrong?" she asked
 .

Yeah, something was wrong. My mind was suddenly flooded with visions of her getting her pictures taken with Jeremy and it was turning me on. Not that I was going to tell her about that. She could already be a little weird when it came to sex, see the whole waiting for marriage thing, and I didn't want to rock the boat any more than I 
had
 to

 .

"Tell me more about this photo shoot," 
I
 said

 .

Vanessa looked at me. She searched my eyes. Her own eyes going back and forth in that thing she did where she was trying to look into both of mine at the same time but not able to do it because that's really not how our anatomy worked. She always did that when she was trying to figure out if I was telling the truth, like staring into my eyes was some sort of foolproof lie detector test that only she could administer. Not that I was going to admit the times she failed to catch me in a lie and ruin the whole thing. She sighed
 .

Meanwhile inside I was jumping for joy. I wasn't about to tell her that the reason I wanted to hear about what she'd done with Jeremy was because I was getting turned on, but at the same time I couldn't wait to hear whatever it was she had 
to
 say

 .

"It was pretty innocent," she said. "He was just taking pictures of me down at the Botanical Garden on campus. It was pretty deserted, so that's probably why I agreed to the bathing suit thing in the first place
 …"

"What sort of pictures did he take of you in your bikini
 ?"

She looked at me again, hesitated as though she wasn't sure she wanted to proceed, but then she sighed. "You can just look at them. Do you have your laptop
 ?"

I jumped for joy. She was actually going to show me some of the pictures! Sure I was still pissed off that she'd even let Jeremy take them in the first place, but at the same time I wasn't going to turn down the idea of getting a look 
at
 them

 .

I'm not ashamed to admit that I scrambled to grab my laptop. I pulled it up and handed it over to Vanessa who dutifully pulled up her modeling profile on some site I didn't even recognize. Judging from some of the pictures I saw flashing by it seemed like a place for wannabes to get their amateur modeling on, but I wasn't sure how professional someone could really be if they were trolling this place looking for models. I would never say that to Vanessa, but that she was up on this site after taking one photo shoot seemed to be testament enough to how serious the 
place
 was

 .

I forgot all about that when she actually started pulling up some of her modeling photos though. I had to admit they looked pretty damn good. Jeremy was a photography nerd, after all, had been ever since high school when he insisted on using film instead of digital cameras like God intended
 .

He'd since switched back to digital, and he still took pretty damn good pictures. Especially the ones he took of my fiancée. Damn was she gorgeous
 !

"These are pretty good babe," 
I
 said

 .

As I was flipping through the pictures my cock was still rock hard. I was throbbing. It was uncomfortable. It was as though all the blood from my body was going straight down to my dick as I stared at those pictures. And it wasn't just because I was looking at sexy poses from my fiancée
 .

No, a large part of it had to do with knowing who was behind the camera while those pictures were being taken. Knowing that he must've been looking at her with his cock just as rock hard as mine was right now. Knowing that he had to be staring at my fiancée and thinking about all of the things he'd like to do to her. That he was probably zooming in and taking shots that never made it onto her profile for him to enjoy later
 .

And for some reason that was turning me on? Talk about 
fucked
 up

 .

"You really like them?" she asked
 .

I kept flipping through the pictures. I didn't say anything. No, I was in a weird headspace where I was projecting myself into Jeremy's mind. Where I was imagining him snapping pictures of my future wife. I imagined what he must've done as he looked at some of these bathing suit pictures later. As he went through and processed them, or whatever the hell it was people did with pictures before they were ready to go. I knew development wasn't a thing anymore, at least, but I'm sure he did something or other with Photoshop
 .

"Damn baby," I said. These really were pretty good. A testament to how goddamn hot she was, and to how good Jeremy was with the camera. "These really 
are
 good

 ."

I guess with pictures like this I could understand why some agency might contact her out of the blue. Still, it seemed a little odd. Especially that somebody scouting for movie companies would be looking through a model website. You'd think that if somebody was going to be in the movies they might need something more than just good looks, though I guess based on some of the stuff that had come out recently it was entirely possible that wasn't the case anymore
 .

I looked up at her. "So spill
 ."

She blinked. She did her best to look innocent. "What are you talking about
 ?"

"You were blushing earlier when I asked you what else you did with him. So what happened? Why were you blushing
 ?"

And sure enough she gave it up again. She blushed and looked away from me. And she refused to turn back to me. Yeah, I was a definitely curious. She thought she could tell when I was telling a lie by looking in my eyes, but I knew exactly when she was telling a lie because she blushed and gave it away. Not that I was about to tell her how I knew when she wasn't being entirely truthful 
with
 me

 .

"Vanessa
 ?"

"Do you promise not to 
be
 mad

 ?"

I thought about that for a moment. I guess the only way to get it out of her would be to promise not to be mad, though I couldn't necessarily guarantee that I wasn't going to be upset. It all depended on exactly what 
she'd
 done

 .

"I promise," I said. I hoped that wasn't 
a
 lie

 .

"He said he really wanted a picture of me… 
You
 know

 …"

"I'm afraid I don't know," I said. "What kind of picture did 
he
 want

 ?"

I had a pretty damn good idea of exactly what kind of picture Jeremy would want, and more than pissing me off it was turning me on thinking about it. Damn! I leaned closer to her, wondering if this was actually true. If this actually had happened. I couldn't believe it, and yet at the same time I could
 .

"You know…" she said, suddenly whispering. Suddenly very quiet. "Topless
 …"

"So what did you do?" I asked
 .

I licked my lips. I couldn't believe I was hearing this. I couldn't believe this actually happened between my future wife and a guy who was shaping up to be my former best friend. More than anything I couldn't believe that I was more aroused than pissed off 
about
 it

 !

She looked up at me and there was a twinkle in her eyes. She smiled. "I figured you'd like my solution if you ever found out 
about
 it

 ."

"Oh yeah? And what 
was
 that

 ?"

"Well I took my top off, but my hands were covering my tits the entire time! So he sort of got his picture, but he definitely didn't get what he wanted. Isn't that funny
 ?"

I collapsed back against the couch. I had to concentrate on regulating my breathing. I felt as though my airway was constricting. I felt as though I was in very real danger of maybe having a heart attack. Could you have a heart attack because all the blood in your body was pumping down to your cock? I didn't know, but it certainly seemed like I was about to test that theory
 !

"So there are topless pictures of you floating around out there 
somewhere
 now

 ?"

"Well it's not like they're floating around out there," she said. "It's not like he was posting them online or something
 !"

"That you know of," I said. "He could do whatever he wanted with those
 !"

I was trying to sound upset. I was trying to sound annoyed. But to be perfectly honest it was difficult. No, all I could think about was Jeremy's eyes on my fiancée's tits as she took her top off. She said she was covering them the entire time, but could she be completely sure of that? How did she know he didn't maybe catch a quick snapshot while she was looking in another direction or something like that? There was no way 
to
 know

 .

More than anything I was turned on by the idea. I was fucking turned on by the idea! I wanted to whip my cock out and climb on top of her on the couch and have my way with her. I wanted to fuck her brains out. I wanted to slam inside her while I thought about Jeremy jerking off 
to
 her

 .

Of course none of that was going to happen. Again, there's the whole waiting for marriage thing. But that didn't mean that I couldn't fantasize, and damn was I fantasizing
 !

"I just can't believe you let another guy do that," I said. "I can't believe you 
let
 him

 …"

"Oh my God," 
Vanessa
 said

 .

I quickly looked up. Looked around. She sounded surprised and scandalized. What was wrong? I wondered if somebody was breaking into the house and I just hadn't noticed because I'd been that pissed off. I was so distracted right now that I could imagine that happening! Only no one was breaking in. There was absolutely nothing in the apartment that warranted that sort of reaction. What 
the
 heck

 ?

"What? What 
is
 it

 ?"

"Is that a hard on in your pants?" she asked
 .

I looked down. Down to where my pants were obviously tenting up. To where this conversation was having an obvious effect on me. And then I looked up at her and I fixed her with what I hoped was my best and most contrite 
sheepish
 grin

 .

I'd been caught. 
Damn
 it

 .

"Maybe?" 
I
 said

 .

"Oh my God, are you getting turned on thinking about this? Are you getting turned on thinking about me showing off 
for
 him

 ?"

I panicked. My mouth worked but I couldn't think of anything to say. Damn it. Why couldn't I think of anything 
to
 say

 ?
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I
 leaned
 in closer to my fiancée. I couldn't believe it. That was a huge a hard on! He was getting hard thinking 
about
 this

 !

I couldn't help myself as I saw that monster growing in his pants. I just got so overwhelmed when I saw his cock tenting out in his pants like that. Sure I was always talking about how we should wait for marriage. How I wanted to be a good girl, but damn if it wasn't hard to do that sometimes. Especially when I saw him 
like
 that

 .

I felt myself losing control as I looked at his cock. I leaned forward. I watched, almost as though it was an out of body experience, as my hand reached out and then I was running a finger along the tip of his cock. Through his shorts which wasn't quite the same as having its hard veined warmth in my hands directly, but it was enough for the moment to get me really hot and bothered
 .

It's weird that I was hot and bothered though. Was it because Nathan was turned on? Or was there something else going on? Was it thinking back to letting Jeremy take pictures of me? Thinking of how naughty I'd been taking my top off? How hot it made me feeling his eyes on me? Fuck, it was making me hot thinking back to that 
right
 now

 .

Okay, so maybe I liked showing off a little. Was there any harm in that? Nathan always acted like there was, but the way his cock was reacting was telling one hell of a different story
 !

His hard cock jumped in my hand and I squealed in delight. I loved it when it did that. Hey, I might have said we were waiting for marriage, but that didn't mean we couldn't have other kinds of fun. I wasn't a complete prude. I just wanted to save at least one thing for my wedding night. One hell of a major thing. One thing that really frustrated my future husband, but still. That was where I 
held
 firm

 .

"Oh God Vanessa," 
he
 said

 .

I looked up at him. Locked eyes with him. Licked my lips. And I smiled. I tried to make it my most seductive and tempting smile ever, but I'm not sure how well it worked
 .

"Are you turned on from looking at my pictures Nathan?" I asked. "Or is it 
something
 else

 ?"

He closed his eyes as my hand wrapped around his cock. As I continued running my thumb around his cockhead. And I was delighted to see a stain starting to spread from the tip of his cock. A stain that was getting larger and larger. My eyes 
went
 wide

 .

Damn. That was a hell of a lot of a pre-come leaking out of my future husband! I just wanted to lean over and lick it all up, and that wasn't something that I was always a fan of doing unless I was really 
turned
 on

 !

"Yeah," he grunted. "It was just those pictures
 …"

Only I sensed there was something else going on here. That there was something a lot more sexy than just looking at some pictures. And so I leaned in closer. I decided that I was going to give him a taste of the medicine he'd just been giving me. I leaned in close to his ear, moved my tongue out and licked along his earlobe. Sucked it into my mouth, causing another groan to run 
through
 him

 .

Though that groan might've had more to do with the way my fingers were dancing up and down the hard length of his cock than 
anything
 else

 .

"Are you sure about that? Because I think you're lying to me… I think there's something else turning 
you
 on

 …"

"Those pictures…" He grunted again. I figured he was just trying to say that it was looking at the pictures that got him off, but then he revealed what was really turning him on and I found myself stopping the up-and-down motion
 .

"Thinking about Jeremy taking those pictures, looking at you, getting 
turned
 on

 …"

Yeah, Nathan seemed to be having trouble getting his words out. And I can't say that I blamed him. If what he was saying was true then that was one hell of a surprise. One hell of an interesting surprise. He got turned on by the idea of me turning on another guy? That definitely added a new wrinkle, a new dimension, to the whole jealousy thing he was always doing when I talked about Jeremy or when he saw Jeremy trying to hit 
on
 me

 .

His jealousy. That's right. He always got jealous when he found out about Jeremy hitting on me, and now I find out that he got turned on by it? What the hell? Talk about 
fucked
 up

 .

"You seriously get turned on thinking about him hitting on me?" I asked. "Because you always got so mad, and if this is getting you off then that's not at all fair that you get so 
pissed
 off

 !"

Nathan turned to look at me and he at least looked apologetic. He also had one hell of a deer in headlights look on his face. At least he had the good grace to look embarrassed about all the crap he'd given me about Jeremy. I just couldn't believe he was getting off 
on
 it

 .

"No, it's not like that Vanessa," he said. "It just sort of happened. Just now. Thinking about that photo shoot, it just did something 
for
 me

 …"

"Are you sure about that?" I asked. "You're not just 
bullshitting
 me

 ?"

He held his hands up defensively. And as I looked down I noticed that his cock was still tenting up. It was still rock hard. "I'm sure! It just happened
 !"

I searched his eyes. It was something I did whenever I wanted to be absolutely sure of what he was telling me. My fiancée was many things, but a good poker player he wasn't. At the very least he was never very good at lying. I'd always been able to catch him in a lie, which was a useful trick to be able to pull. And as I looked at him I realized that I believed him. It seemed like he probably was telling the truth
 .

"I believe you," I said. "Of course the real question is, what are we going to do 
about
 this

 ?"

Nathan looked at me and there was panic written plain on his face. "Do about this? What are you talking about? I don't want you and Jeremy
 …"

I giggled as I worked on his pants. Unbuttoned them and then pulled the zipper down. Moved my hand inside his pants and closed around the warm flesh of 
his
 cock

 .

I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath. I did that every time I wrapped my hands around his cock. Partly because it just felt so damn good. It always made me feel so incredible when I wrapped my hands around him like this, the sense of power that I got knowing I was turning a guy on this much was intoxicating, but mostly I closed my eyes because in this moment when I first touched him I needed a reminder that I was waiting for marriage to put this 
inside
 me

 .

No matter how wet I got. No matter how lubricated I was. No matter how much my clit was positively throbbing and aching, begging for the touch of his cock 
inside
 me

 .

Sure his fingers got in there, but it just wasn't the same. At least I assumed it wasn't the same given how everyone always went on about it. Admittedly I didn't have any direct experience. No, those fingers weren't forbidden in the same way as his dick. If anything I needed that breather as a moment to reflect and remind myself exactly why I was waiting. That it was going to be so much more incredible when we finally did do it on our wedding night precisely because we'd waited for so long. And I definitely didn't want to ruin that delicious sense of anticipation, all of that waiting, by giving in a couple of months before we were supposed to actually go through with 
the
 deed

 !

No, giving up right before I hit the finish line seemed ridiculous. So we'd wait no matter how turned on I got. No matter how drunk I got on the feeling of power knowing I was doing this to him. Of course that didn't mean we couldn't do other fun things in the meantime
 .

I started running my hands up and down his cock. Jerking him in the way I knew he 
liked
 it

 .

"So does it turn you on thinking about me feeling another man's cock 
like
 this

 ?"

His eyes went wide and he stared at me. His mouth opened and a strangled noise came out, but that was it. It seemed I'd short-circuited Nathan's brain by 
mentioning
 that

 .

"Does it get you hot imagining me getting down on my knees in front of Jeremy and jerking his cock like this? Getting so hot while he was taking those pictures that I couldn't resist? Does it turn you on thinking about his eyes running up and down my body? Because he was sure as hell getting an eyeful while he was taking those pictures
 !"

I don't know why I was suddenly going so crazy. I don't know why I was suddenly acting so wild. Why I was indulging in this dirty talk. It wasn't something I'd ever done before, it had always seemed to be enough for Nathan that I was willing to jerk him off or go down on him, though that was more rare than getting a hand job, but there was just something about him admitting that fantasy to me that was 
inspiring
 me

 .

Inspiring? Was that really the word I was looking for? Or was there another word that I should be using? If I was being completely honest, down in the deep dark recesses of my erotic imagination, wasn't there really another thing going 
on
 here

 ?

His fantasy turned me on. That's all there was to it. I'd always known that guys found me attractive. I'd always felt their eyes on me, and at first it made me uncomfortable. It was only when I got with Nathan and I saw a man who looked at me with something other than pure lust immediately that I'd been able to admit to myself that maybe I liked that attention. That was a part of what initially attracted me to him. That was a big part of why we were still together today. Why he was the man I was planning on marrying. He loved me in addition to worshiping my body. He respected my boundaries
 .

But that love and being in a committed relationship also let me admit that in some strange way I'd also eroticized having men looking at me. Not all of them, definitely not, but some. I'd always been a little intrigued about Jeremy, even if I'd never actually gone through with anything. Even if I'd always been far more annoyed than turned on by his attentions
 .

But now that Nathan was admitting this fantasy, well that was opening up a whole new world of possibilities. That was somehow releasing the floodgates. And as I was thinking of Jeremy looking at me during that photo shoot it was sending a thrill running through me. It was making me really fucking hot! It was doing away with the annoyance and replacing it with a burning heat, though I was still more turned on by the idea of Jeremy getting so turned on by me than I was actually turned on by Jeremy
 .

If that makes sense. Nothing was really making much sense to me in the moment
 .

It's like there was a feedback loop of pleasure going on here. He was thinking about me sitting in front of Jeremy. Thinking about Jeremy's eyes on me. That was making Nathan's cock rock hard, and it was positively throbbing in my hand. That in turn was turning me on. His hard cock in my hand was always enough to get me going even when I wasn't particularly in 
the
 mood

 .

That coupled with this new way that I was thinking of Jeremy looking at me, knowing that it turned my future husband on and admitting to myself that maybe it turned me on just a little even if the idea of getting with Jeremy wasn't exactly a turn on, well let's just say that it was creating a sort of crazy loop of arousal. I was 
going
 nuts

 .

And so that might explain what I did next. I slid off the couch. I got down on my knees in front of him, looked up and locked eyes as he stared down at me in disbelief. This wasn't something that I did all that often, and it was usually a special occasion when I did. I knew it drove 
him
 wild

 .

Well, I was going to drive him even 
more
 wild

 .

"What if I told you that I got turned on by Jeremy watching me?" I asked. "What if I told you that was so hot? That I got down on my knees in front of him while he was taking those topless pictures
 ?"

Nathan let out a strangled noise that might've been a groan. It might've been a moan. It was difficult for me to tell exactly what it was, though, because he seemed to be beyond the capacity of rational thought. He seemed to be beyond the place where he could actually get a coherent 
sentence
 out

 .

"Would you like that?" I asked
 .

I leaned forward, pulled his cock out of his pants. The head was leaking precum and I moved my thumb around his cockhead. Smeared that precum all around and got it nice and lubricated. And I found myself imagining what it would be like if it was Jeremy
 .

No, not Jeremy. He might be the subject of the fantasy right now, but it really wasn't a turn on thinking about him. No, he was just a little too creepy. Thinking of him brought me back to reality in a way that I definitely didn't want to be 
pulled
 back

 .

Better to think about someone else. And so I imagined some random hunky guy, maybe a little older to make it extra naughty thinking of the hot old pervert being turned on by the young hottie, as I continued the 
dirty
 talk

 .

"What if I told you I leaned forward 
like
 this

 ?"

Nathan was staring down at me so intently. His breath was coming in ragged gasps and it was obvious he was having a lot of trouble holding on. Hell, I was having trouble holding onto reality too. In my mind I was back in that clearing in the park where I'd been just a little naughty. Where I'd done something just a little crazy taking my top off like that. And once more, if I'm being completely honest in the moment, I think that part of the reason why I got a little carried away and decided to take my top off was because it made me hot. Because it got me going just a little thinking of turning Jeremy on even if I hadn't articulated it as such in the heat of the moment
 .

Nathan licked his lips as he looked down at me with my lips poised at the head of his cock. With my tongue snaking out, but not quite touching his cockhead. Holding onto the edge of inevitability, though I think we both knew exactly where this was going
 .

"What did you do next baby?" he asked
 .

Well he was nice enough to ask the question. It's not like I couldn't give him an answer! Though I didn't answer him in words. No, I figured I could show him what the imaginary me did in that park. I leaned forward. I formed my lips into an "O" shape. I let the head of his cock pass in between my lips. I closed my eyes as I imagined that it was another man's cock sliding inside my mouth
 .

Damn. This was just so naughty! Maybe that explains why I was so hot thinking 
about
 it

 ?

Nathan's reaction was immediate. His eyes rolled into the back of his head and he let out a low groan as I moved my lips down the length of his cock. As I felt his shaft throbbing under my tongue. As I looked up at my boyfriend who was staring down at me, no doubt imagining that his pretty fiancée was on her knees in front of another man with that man's cock buried in her mouth
 .

It was turning me on too, in a 
huge
 way

 !

That groaning continued, and I felt his cock starting to twitch. My eyes went wide. Damn. I knew he was turned on. Really turned on. I just hadn't expected him to blow this quickly. Then again, even if this was turning me on it was still slightly uncomfortable having his cock buried in my mouth like this. Maybe it was for 
the
 best

 .

Though I was getting turned on by giving my fiancé head in a way I hadn't before. I felt a rush down between my legs as I felt his cock starting to twitch. As I felt him start to explode. As I felt the first blast of his come landing in the back of my throat and I tried to swallow. I didn't normally do that either, but I wanted to be filled with his warmth
 .

And I was still on the edge. I was still so turned on. I felt like all it would take was a little bit of stimulation and I would get the release that I so desperately craved
 .

I moved a hand down between my legs. Pressed against my pussy. Let out a moan of my own as I squeezed my eyes shut. As I concentrated on Nathan's cock twitching in my mouth. As I concentrated on the feelings between my legs. As I concentrated on the incredible experience that was being delivered courtesy of this fantasy I'd just discovered. This fantasy that I definitely wanted to explore a little more, with Nathan and in the safe confines of dirty talk of course
 .

I wasn't sure if this was the sort of thing that we could ever explore in the real world. It just seemed too damn dangerous
 .

And still he was exploding in the back of my throat. I wondered if he was going to be like this every time I started talking dirty. If he was going to fill me like this every time I started acting like I was a complete slut for another man. If so then I was going to have to start adjusting my technique just a little bit. I was having trouble swallowing all 
of
 this

 !

Finally it started to subside right along with my own orgasm. I pulled my hand out from between my legs and pulled my lips off of his cock. It made a smacking noise as I pulled away and I grinned up 
at
 him

 .

"Well that was new," 
I
 said

 .

"Fuck Vanessa!" he said. "That was so goddamn hot. I never would've thought 
you
 were

 …"

I moved up and wrapped my arms around him. Cuddled up against him. Looked down at his cock which was starting to deflate. That had been fun. That had been incredible. And it was definitely something that we were going to have to 
explore
 more

 !

In fantasy. Not in reality. 
Not
 yet

 .
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Processing













I
 collapsed back
 against the couch. Damn that had been hot. So 
fucking
 hot

 !

I couldn't believe Vanessa would be willing to go along with the fantasy, but it seemed like she was definitely getting something out of it. The way she was acting made it seem like she was really turned on. Almost as turned on as 
I
 was

 !

Of course that had me worrying about how she might react the next time she was with Jeremy if she was suddenly getting off on this, but I suppose that was part of the risk of having this fantasy in the first place. And besides, even if the guy did annoy me, I couldn't deny how hot it got me thinking about what she might do the next time she was with him. Just hearing that she'd taken her top off in front of him was almost enough to make me blow my load in my pants. And that blowjob! Holy hell that blowjob
 !

That wasn't something she did too terribly often, and I was still reeling from it. I looked down at my cock which was still slick with her saliva. Which still had that strange sucked-on feeling that only came after getting a blowjob. It was one of the most delicious feelings in the world. Well, aside from actually getting the blowjob. That felt much nicer. And what I imagined it would feel like to actually get to fuck her, of course, though I only had my imagination to go off of when it came 
to
 that

 .

"I can't believe you actually went along with that," 
I
 said

 .

Vanessa snuggled up against me. "What can I say? I guess it turns me on just a little thinking of guys staring 
at
 me

 ."

She frowned all of a sudden. It looked like she was suddenly thinking of something that she didn't care for. She looked up at me, locked eyes with me, and there was a definite worried look. I wondered if she was suffering from some of the same worries I'd had. If she was worried that she might get carried away under the spell of this new fantasy
 .

"Is that egotistical
 ?"

I laughed. I couldn't help it. The question was so not what I was expecting. It was so ridiculous. Here we were talking about a fantasy that could potentially chip away at the very bedrock that was the foundation of our relationship, the idea that a couple should remain monogamous, and she was worried that getting turned on by other guys getting turned on by her was egotistical
 ?

Talk about missing the point. Talk about worrying about the wrong damn thing! And so I laughed even if that probably wasn't the most appropriate response at that particular moment
 .

She smacked my chest. "What's so funny
 ?"

"I'm sorry," I said. "It's just so silly
 ."

"You think it's silly that I get turned on by other guys 
watching
 me

 ?"

I shook my head. "No babe. Nothing of the sort. I just think it's a little silly that's what you're worried about when we're talking about me getting turned on by you with 
other
 guys

 !"

She blinked. "Oh. Well I suppose that makes sense. 
Sort
 of

 ."

She nestled up against me again. I didn't say anything else. I figured now wasn't the time to say anything anyways. No, I just wanted to sit back and relax. Enjoy feeling her head pressed up against me. More than anything I wanted to bask in the strange sensation that was knowing she was with me on this weird fantasy we'd discovered. Knowing that she was getting turned on by guys watching her as much as I got turned on thinking about it was a comfort. It felt like I was less fucked up if she enjoyed it too. It certainly had my cock 
rock
 hard

 !

And as I sat back, as I relaxed with her nestled up against me, a situation that was causing my cock to throb even more so than it already was, I started thinking about what had caused this whole thing to come out in the first place. I thought about that modeling profile she'd put together. I thought about those pictures she'd put up, and more than anything I thought about the guy who said he was interested in having her come in for an interview
 .

There was something that felt damned peculiar about that. Sure those pictures were pretty good, but they didn't seem like anything approaching truly professional quality. And besides, there was also that nagging doubt as to why somebody who was interested in having her in a movie would only be interested in her looks. I thought about certain industries where I knew that young girls thought they were going to be stars, and then it turned out the part they were auditioning for was for some less than savory "film." I found myself wondering if maybe something like that was going on here. Only she was so excited. I was hesitant to even bring 
it
 up

 .

"So this agent who was interested 
in
 you

 …"

Vanessa looked up at me and smiled. It was an absolutely radiant smile. It was the kind of thing that would make your cock immediately stand to attention. If my cock wasn't already standing at attention, that is. Which just went to show the power of this fantasy considering I'd just blown a load and already I felt ready 
to
 go

 .

"Yeah? What 
about
 him

 ?"

"Do you actually know anything 
about
 him

 ?"

Vanessa frowned. Then she shook her head. "I just know that there were girls on his page talking about all the great opportunities he provided for them. It seemed legit enough
 ."

"But he didn't tell you what company he worked for? No details 
like
 that

 ?"

"No," she said. "I tried asking him about it, but he hung up before I could ask any questions
 ."

There was something about the way she said that, something about the way her voice caught as she mentioned him hanging up on her, that made me wonder if there wasn't something else going on there. But I didn't want to press too much. Not considering the amazing time we'd just had. No, the last thing that I wanted to do was ruin 
the
 mood

 !

And so I decided not to say anything more. At least not to ask any more questions about who this 
guy
 was

 .

"Where is the meeting supposed to happen
 ?"

"It looks like an old strip mall on the other side of town," she said. "He texted me the address and I looked it up, but I can't remember exactly where 
it
 is

 ."

I paused again. Wondered if I should say anything else. But my worry for my fiancée overrode my desire to keep the peace. Besides, I figured that another simple question wouldn't be too 
much
 harm

 .

"Do you want me to come with you? Maybe wait outside and make sure 
you're
 okay

 ?"

Vanessa shrugged. "I suppose that would be okay. I can't guarantee they'll actually let you in though
 ."

"That's fine," I said. "I'd just like to be there. Provide moral support
 ."

Of course what I wasn't going to tell her, what I wasn't going to breathe a word about, was that part of the reason why I wanted to go in the first place was that I was a little worried about the intentions of this "talent agency." Visions ran through my head of people taking advantage of pretty young girls just like my fiancée
 .

Not that I ever thought she'd actually get taken advantage of. No, if she was already such a stickler for waiting for marriage when it came to me, the guy she was going to marry, I didn't think any sort of casting director or agent or whatever the hell he was, unscrupulous or otherwise, was going to be able to get anything out 
of
 her

 .

They were welcome to tilt at that windmill for as long as they wanted
 .
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Drop
 Off














I
 was nervous.
 Like so fucking nervous. I was glad Nathan decided he was going to come along today. I was glad he decided to come along for moral support, because I didn't know if I would be able to concentrate on driving
 .

I don't know why I was so nervous. It's not like this was something I'd even given much thought to before I got that message. Only now I had visions of stardom dancing in my head. Now all I could think about was how incredible it would be if I lived the dream. If I found myself whisked away to Hollywood and a career in the movies. After all, wasn't that every girl's dream
 ?

Okay, so maybe not every girl's dream. It was still a hell of a lot better career opportunity than what I had when I graduated in a few months with a degree in creative writing. I guess that said more about creative writing as a career than it did about Hollywood though. I really hadn't thought the long-term employability of that career choice through when I signed up for my first class almost four 
years
 ago

 .

Of course I knew this probably would come to nothing, but still. It was nice to dream sometimes. Like buying a lottery ticket. You weren't buying the ticket so much as you were buying the dream
 .

I looked over to Nathan who was glancing at me as he pulled into a parking lot. This looked like a strip mall, though one that had been mostly abandoned. It definitely wasn't as busy as it looked on the online satellite images
 .

Oh well. I had Nathan here, after all. Maybe it was a good thing he decided to come with me after all. Not only for moral support, but for security
 .

"Here we are," 
he
 said

 .

"Here we are," I replied
 .

Nathan paused for a moment. He opened his mouth as though he wanted to say something, but nothing came out. He waited another moment, but I waited him out. I knew when he got like this there was usually something bothering him. Something he wanted to get out. I also knew that it was usually best to just let him work through it. Let him say what he was going to say in his 
own
 time

 .

Sure enough he finally opened his mouth again
 .

"Are you sure you want to go through 
with
 this

 ?"

I shrugged. "Why not? What could 
it
 hurt

 ?"

He shook his head. "I don't know. You know what they say about girls and casting couches
 …"

I rolled my eyes and grinned. "Is that what you're worried about? Is that why you decided to come along 
with
 me

 ?"

He fixed me with a sheepish grin. A sheepish grin that told me that was exactly what he'd been thinking. God, considering what he'd admitted to me last night when it came to me showing off for Jeremy he was probably getting off on that thought
 !

I figured there was only one way to test that theory. On impulse I reached out and grabbed his cock. His eyes widened, but he didn't exactly pull away from the attention. No, if anything his grin got even bigger
 .

"Damn Vanessa! What brought 
that
 on

 ?"

"I just needed to test something. I figured you were getting turned on by this, and it turns out I was right
 !"

He shrugged. "So what if 
I
 am

 ?"

I reached out and gave his cock another squeeze. "You pervert! You getting turned on by the idea of your poor fiancee getting taken advantage of by some unscrupulous casting agent! I can't believe you'd 
do
 that

 !"

Nathan grinned and shrugged again. "What can I say? It turns me on, whether it's Jeremy or some 
random
 guy

 !"

I rolled my eyes. "Well you can just keep that in the realm of fantasy buddy," I said. "Because that's not happening. I'm not going to let some asshole take advantage 
of
 me

 !"

"I'd expect no less. It just occurred 
to
 me

 ."

I leaned in and gave him a kiss. "Don't worry too much babe. Trust me, if you're not getting in my pants before our wedding night then there's no chance of some wannabe Hollywood agent getting in my pants! I'm sure I'll be in and out and that'll be it, but I'll text you if I'm going to go longer
 ."

"Are you sure you don't want me to come 
with
 you

 ?"

"I'm sure." I wasn't sure why I had a feeling that they wouldn't exactly care for me bringing my betrothed along, but I just had that feeling. I'd barely exchanged a couple of messages with this guy, but something told me I should be unattached when I arrived
 .

"Fine, whatever you want," 
Nathan
 said

 .

"
Thanks
 babe

 ."

I got out of the car and walked up to the door. I double checked the address to make sure it was exactly the same as what the guy had sent me in a message. Sure enough 
it
 was

 .

The place didn't look all that impressive. It looked like it might've been a music store, or maybe a pet store at one time. There were a couple of faded letters on the front window. Maybe it had been both when this particular strip mall was going through its death throes
 .

Either way, it wasn't exactly promising. The windows were tinted so heavily that it was impossible to see inside. Definitely a little seedy. It definitely had me thinking about what Nathan had just been going on about
 .

Though if anything it was knowing that Nathan was right there, that he was in the car waiting for me if something should happen, that made me more confident. That had me pushing open that door when I might have hesitated otherwise. And so I pushed it open. The place looked like a normal waiting room. There were a couple of chairs and a wall with a door on the other end. A door that was closed. There wasn't even a window for a receptionist or anything like that. Just the 
blank
 room

 .

No, scratch that, there was at least one other thing in the room. A security camera hanging up in the corner. And not one of those bubble security cameras or a cheapo camera that you might see in a place that was trying to save a dime. The thing looked old school. Big and impressive
 .


Odd
 .

I heard something rattling and I looked over to the door. It swung open with a creak and then I saw him. A beefy inside a tight fitting T-shirt. Even more interesting
 .

The rest of the guy followed the arm into the room and my breath caught. Damn. I know yesterday I'd been thinking uncharitable things about this guy. Thinking he could be bald or older or any of a number of things, but that couldn't be farther from the truth
 .

Okay, so maybe he looked just a little older. Maybe in his mid forties with some silver in his hair, but if anything that just added to the whole picture. That just gave him a little bit of extra gravitas
 .

In short, this guy was built, and he was hot! And he had a cocky arrogant smile on his face as he stepped into the room. As he looked at me and suddenly I felt like I wasn't wearing anything. As though I was completely exposed in front of 
this
 man

 .

What an odd feeling
 .

"You must be Vanessa," 
he
 said

 .

I felt a chill run down my spine as he said that. Damn. That voice. So deep. So sexy. And I mentally shook myself. So sexy? What the hell was I thinking? I was engaged to be married! I was happy with Nathan! Our wedding was coming up in a couple of months, and the last thing I should be doing is thinking very forbidden thoughts about some older guy who invited me to an interview
 .

And yet I couldn't help myself. He just looked so damn delicious! I found myself wondering what those muscles looked like under that tight shirt. Not that I had to use my imagination too terribly much. No, that tight shirt left absolutely nothing to the imagination to 
begin
 with

 !

"I am," I finally managed to 
squeak
 out

 .

He came across the room and his smile was warm and inviting. He held out a hand which I took. His grip was strong, and I found myself wondering what that grip would feel like wrapped around my waist
 .

Damn it. I needed to stop thinking like that! I needed to get these thoughts out of 
my
 mind

 !

"Nice to meet you," he said. "Are you ready for the interview
 ?"

"I am," 
I
 said

 .

We made our way through the door, and I saw him reach out and grab something. When he turned towards me I realized he'd pulled a camera off of a shelf. It looked like your average run-of-the-mill digital video camera, and I thought it was a little odd he would have it waiting right there. Still, it's not like I was going to knock it. This was supposed to be an audition, after all, even if he said it was an interview. I suppose it shouldn't be that out of the ordinary that he would be carrying a camera. That he would be turning around and walking backwards as he led me deeper into what looked for all the world like an office in an old 
strip
 mall

 .

"I hope you don't mind the camera Vanessa," he said. "We like to catch every moment of the interview process. It's part of how we audition girls
 ."

I fixed him with my best smile. I hope it was a dazzling smile. I got plenty of compliments about that smile over the years, at least
 .

"No problem at all," 
I
 said

 .

“So are you ready to start
 ?”

I looked at the camera and then back to the guy. Mike. And I nodded
 .

“Yeah, let’s get started
 !”

Mike smiled and held up the camera, its light blinking red as he launched into the interview/audition
 .











6




Naughty Interview













"S
 o do
 you have any acting experience at all Vanessa
 ?"

I shook my head. "No. I just did those modeling photos that you saw online. My fiancé's best friend is a photographer, and he wanted to try out a new camera
 ."

The guy, I guess I should think of him as Mike since there was no one else he could possibly be, cocked an eyebrow. "Your fiancé, huh? So you're engaged
 ?"

I smiled. "I am! We're getting married in two months
 !"

The hall opened into a wider area. There was a desk at one end of the room with a laptop behind it. There were also a couple of other cameras on that desk of varying size and I presumed quality. I also saw that there was a mattress of all things on the other end. Weird
 .

He looked down at the mattress and back to me. Saw the look on my face and shrugged. "The company rents this office, but they're not willing to pay for a hotel. So I'm sleeping here while I'm in town doing interviews
 ."

"Oh," I said. "I suppose that makes sense
 …"

He moved over to the desk and took a seat while gesturing for me to have a seat on the mattress. I looked at it. It definitely didn't look like a mattress that somebody had been sleeping on. The sheets were absolutely perfect. Actually, it wasn't even sheets. Just a fitted sheet on the top. Weird
 .

Maybe he knew somebody would be sitting on it and he wanted to make sure the thing was clean or something
 .

"So have you ever been interested in acting before?" he asked
 .

I shook my head. "It never really occurred to me. I just did the modeling thing for fun, and then I got a call from you! It seems like opportunities are just opening up 
for
 me

 !"

He grinned. "That 
they
 are

 ."

"So do you want a sample of my acting ability?" I asked. "Do I need to do a monologue or something? I don't have anything prepared but I'm sure I could look something up on my phone or something and do it 
for
 you

 ."

Mike shook his head. "Actually, I'm going to need something a little out of the ordinary from you. I'm casting for a show for a pay cable channel that you might be aware of but I can't name directly unless we hire you. It's going to be set in ancient Rome, and what we're really looking for is extras, attractive extras, who are willing to do nude scenes for some of the background flavor in the show. As soon as I saw your pictures, how hot you were, I thought you'd be perfect
 ."

I blinked. My eyes went wide. "
Excuse
 me

 ?"

"I assure you that it's all on the up and up. I mean, how many movies have you seen where there are naked people moving around in the background
 ?"

I'd sat up just a little, and so I forced myself to sit back down. Okay, so that was a little surprising. And that wasn't exactly what I'd been expecting when I came in here, even if it seemed surprisingly close to what Nathan was expecting when he dropped 
me
 off

 .

"I suppose," I said. "I just never thought of myself doing
 …"

Mike shrugged and smiled. "You'd be surprised how many actresses got their big break doing stuff like this. It's actually kind of a specialty for my organization
 ."

It was weird, but what he was saying did sort of make sense. I mean there were plenty of shows you saw on pay channels these days that had plenty of naked people in them. I suppose somebody had to be naked in the background, but I found myself suddenly a little self-conscious about the idea of me being one of those people, no matter how complimentary this guy was about how hot 
I
 was

 .



And
 yet

 …

There was another part of me that was thinking about being in the background on one of those shows. There was another part of me that had recently discovered how turned on I got at the idea of guys getting turned on looking at my body. That exhibitionist streak that had recently been unveiled by Nathan's fantasies
 .

Sure it was only Jeremy that I'd thought about up until now, I'd only had one day to really process everything, but at the same time the idea of being naked in front of a camera like that… Well, let's just say I heard how Nathan talked about some of those girls on those programs. Particularly that fantasy show that I was pretty sure he only watched because of the tits, because that wasn't something he or his friends had ever been interested in before and suddenly they were having viewing parties every week when it 
came
 on

 .

I thought about a bunch of guys gathering around a television to look at me like that. To stare at my body. To get turned on, and to do some of the things that I was pretty sure Nathan's friends did when they got home after movie night
 .

It's fucked up to say that was turning me on, but at the same time I couldn't deny it. I felt a thrill. I felt a chill run down my spine as I thought of guys staring at me like that, including this guy. It was a little fucked up, it went against everything I'd ever thought about modesty and showing off my body, everything I'd ever been taught in church, but maybe that was part of the reason why it was such a turn on in the first place
 .

Whatever the reason, I found myself getting turned on as I sat and looked at this guy. Getting turned on above and beyond the turn on that I was already feeling because, let's face it, he definitely had a hot older guy thing going 
for
 him

 .

And so that more than anything else probably had to do with why I decided not to put a stop to things right here and now, even though that's probably what I should have done. What I probably should've done was get the hell out of here, but I didn't
 .

Was it stupid? Yeah, probably. Definitely not one of the better decisions I'd made in my life. But there it was. I was here. I was staying
 .

And so I shrugged and did my best to smile at him. I didn't want to sink the interview before it even started by making him think I was uncomfortable with what he was talking about. And when he saw the smile on my face he grinned
 .

"That sounds reasonable enough," 
I
 said

 .

"Glad to hear it! So you're okay with getting undressed for the audition
 ?"

Okay. So here we were at another crossroads. Here we were at what felt like another major decision
 .

Oddly enough it was Nathan that I thought of in the moment. I thought of him sitting out there in his car, probably playing with something on his phone, completely oblivious to what was going on in here. Completely oblivious to the fact that his fiancée was sitting in here with some Hollywood agent type trying to get her to take her clothes off. Completely oblivious to his fantasy coming so close to reality only a few 
feet
 away

 .

And so in that moment, oddly enough, the only thing that was really running through my head was how unfortunate it was that Nathan didn't come in with me. No, this sort of thing would probably be right up his alley
 .

Of course I wasn't sure if this Mike guy would let anything like that happen. No, something told me having an attachment for the "interview" would screw up the audition tape he was creating
 .

But if anything it was thinking of Nathan, as well as thinking of how turned on I got thinking about Jeremy getting hot, thinking about how turned on I got thinking about other guys looking at me on some show, that decided me. Sure I didn't exactly have my fiancé's permission, but at the same time it seemed like the sort of thing that he would probably be okay with. At least I hoped it was the sort of thing he would probably be okay with, because in my current state I was definitely going to go through 
with
 it

 !

Again, was it crazy? Yeah. Was it stupid? Maybe. Was it one of the better decisions that I'd ever made in my life? Probably not, but the decision 
was
 made

 .

"I suppose that would be okay," 
I
 said

 .

If anything his grin got even wider and he reached down and flipped on a couple of other cameras. He picked one up and held it 
on
 me

 .

"You can go ahead and do the honors," 
he
 said

 .

I probably should have been more embarrassed than I was, but there was a fire burning deep inside me. Deep in my stomach. Down between my legs. And that fire was calling the shots. So I focused on that. I focused on that feeling. I focused on how incredible it was. I focused on anything but how embarrassed I should be about taking my clothes off in front of another man. How guilty I should be feeling taking my clothes off in front of a man other than my fiancé, no matter what my fiancé fantasized about. I hadn't exactly had a chance to clear all of this with him, 
after
 all

 .

All that ran through my head, but in the end I moved my hands down to my shirt. Started pulling up on my shirt. I still couldn't believe this was happening as my stomach came into view. His eyes were on me. It was as though he had a laser focused on my body, and if anything that just sent another impossible wave of heat running through my body. It made me blush at the same time. I looked at his eyes on me, at the camera on me, and another wave of disbelief washed over me. Yet despite that disbelief, despite feeling like this was so wrong and maybe just a little bit of a betrayal too, I continued pulling up until finally my bra was in sight and then the world was lost to me for a moment as the shirt went over my head and covered 
my
 eyes

 .

When I came back out he was licking his lips as I tossed the shirt to the floor. Yeah, he definitely seemed to be enjoying the show. Hopefully that meant I had a good chance of actually getting cast for whatever the hell it was he was casting. I was still lying and telling myself that's what this was about despite the alarm bells going off in the back of my head. Alarm bells that were being quieted by the five alarm fire raging between 
my
 legs

 .

My hands moved down to my shorts. They were already so impossibly short that they left almost nothing to the imagination, but there was still so much more that he could see. I unzipped them, and with a little shimmy I was able to get out of them and toss them to the ground
 .

"Amazing Vanessa," he said. "Absolutely fucking amazing
 !"

I giggled. That sense of power was coming back to me. The feeling I got when a man was staring at me and completely enthralled by the experience. It was adding to the arousal factor too, let me 
tell
 you

 .

"So 
you
 like

 ?"

"Oh I like! Although I'm not sure what your fiancé would think of you getting 
naked
 here

 ."

I blushed and looked down, and there must've been something about that look that piqued his curiosity because I felt him moving closer. When I looked up he was standing right there with the camera. A camera that was positioned in such a way that it was getting a good view down my entire body rather than 
my
 face

 .

"Did you say something just now?" he asked
 .

I blushed again. "No, it's nothing
 ."

"Really? Why are you blushing like that when I mention your fiancé? Are you embarrassed? Because if he's going to have a problem with you doing this kind of acting we need to know. That can be a problem
 ."

I rolled my eyes and laughed again. It was a nervous laugh, I couldn't help it. "Oh I'm sure he'll have no problem with this. 
Trust
 me

 !"

I reached behind my back and undid the snap on my bra. His breath caught as I pulled the straps down, as I let it fall to the floor, but I still had my arm over my tits. Over my breasts which were straining out. My nipples were so rock hard pressing against my arm. Why was I getting this turned on? Was it the naughty scenario? Was it how bad I was being? Was it how handsome this guy looked? Was it all of the above
 ?"

He licked his lips again as he looked down at me. "I'm going to need you to pull your arm away for the 
screen
 test

 ."

I did, slowly at first, but gaining more confidence as I saw him staring at me. As I fed on the sexual energy he was feeding me with his looks. And besides, I shouldn't be nervous about being in front of a camera, right? It's not like that video was ever going to see the light of day except for maybe people who were looking me over for a casting call or something like that. And so finally I stood proud, my nipples 
straining
 out

 .

"Damn," he said. "You have to be the hottest girl we've had on this round of auditions! On the last few rounds of auditions, actually
 !"

"Thank you." I whispered
 .

"So tell me more about your fiancé Vanessa," he said. "Why wouldn't he have a problem with you getting naked on camera? That's something a lot of boyfriends seem to have a 
problem
 with

 ."

Damn. This guy really got to the point. He really didn't let up if he had a question
 .

I thought about everything that happened yesterday. I thought about how turned on Nathan got talking about me with Jeremy. Sure this wasn’t Jeremy. This was a complete stranger, but at the same time it was the same scenario, 
wasn't
 it

 ?

Here I was standing in front of a man with my top off. He had a camera pointed at me. Of course this time around there was absolutely no doubt that he was getting a good shot of my tits unlike with Jeremy yesterday when that was more of a gray area. There was no way he couldn't be getting an excellent shot with me standing jutting my chest out out proudly. With Jeremy there was the off chance that if he was fast enough with his camera he might've gotten the shot he was probably really looking for when he asked me to disrobe in the first place, but there was also a chance that my attempt at modesty had been successful
 .

Yeah, this was exactly the kind of scenario that would turn Nathan on. That would get his cock rock hard. That would turn me on to the point that I was seriously considering sinking down in front of this stranger and sucking his cock in exactly the way I’d described sinking down on my knees and sucking Jeremy’s cock in the dirty talk with Nathan yesterday. God how I wanted to sink down on my knees and suck this guy’s cock! It was a damn pity he wasn't my fiancé, let me tell you, because otherwise he'd be getting his world rocked 
right
 now

 .

"Vanessa?" Mike asked, prodding gently
 .

"Well I think my fiancé is kind of into other guys looking at me. I think he'd like it if I was on video and the guys were getting 
turned
 on

 ."

I wanted to put a hand over my mouth and shut myself the fuck up. I couldn’t believe I was rattling all of this off to this strange guy I didn’t know. To this strange guy who was staring at me with the kind of lust that looked like a bonfire next to the candle flame that was Jeremy when I was doing a photo session 
with
 him

 .

And yet here I was blabbing about Nathan’s fantasy. Blabbing about my fantasy. Putting ideas into Mike’s head if the way his expression changed as I admitted the fantasy was any indication
 .

What had I gotten 
myself
 into

 ?
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Naughty Audition













M
 ike raised
 his eyebrow and then he shook his head. He chuckled
 .

"I can't believe it," he said. "Talk 
about
 luck

 !"

"What are you talking about?" I asked
 .

Only he didn't answer. Not in so many words. He took a step forward again. He was inches away from me. And the entire time that camera was on me. It was providing a perfect point of view shot of everything this Michael guy was seeing
 .

I took in a deep breath and let it out in a shuddering gasp. I needed to keep control of myself. No matter what we talked about here, no matter how turned on I got by other guys getting turned on by me, no matter how turned on my fiancé got watching other guys watching me, I needed to remember that I was an engaged woman. I was about to be happily married. The last thing that I needed to do was give into some of the urges that were running through 
my
 head

 .

"So he enjoys watching you?" Mike asked
 .

"Yes," I whispered
 .

"Is that all he enjoys Vanessa
 ?"

His hand reached out and touched my chin. It ran along my face and I felt fire running through my body at that contact. His hands felt so strong. His hands felt so incredible. It was like he was setting off a raging bonfire that ran through my entire body. That shot out to every nerve ending. That had my hair standing on end, my nipples rock hard, as a fresh wave of wetness hit my pussy
 .

"Because I have some experience with that sort of thing Vanessa," he said, his voice quiet. His hand moved down to my neck. Down to my shoulder. I held my breath, but I didn't say anything to stop him. Something told me I could say something and he would stop in an instant. He would pull away. Hell, it's not like he had much of a choice considering he had video evidence of what he was doing right in front of him. Only I didn't say anything. Something made me stop. Something kept me from telling him to take his hands off 
of
 me

 .

That something was how damned good his hands felt. It was how turned on I already was. It was everything I'd talked about with Nathan the day before. It was how incredibly aroused I 
already
 was

 .

"Usually the guys who enjoy watching their girl being watched, well… they also like the idea of other guys doing even more with their girl," 
he
 said

 .

And then his hand was on one of my tits. Cupping it, kneading it, maybe being a little rough as he played with my nipples and then squeezed my tits, but I didn't stop him. No, my mouth fell open and I let out a moan. I couldn't believe it. Another man was standing there in front of me with a camera in his hands manhandling me, and I was moaning rather than slapping him and telling him I was a married woman! Well, I was about to be a married woman. Either way I had a ring on my finger, and that's the important part. I was spoken for, and I definitely shouldn't be letting another man feel me up like this if I was engaged to be married
 !

Hell, even if I wasn’t engaged this wasn’t exactly something I should be doing with another man, but somehow the transgression felt even worse because I was engaged. Of course on the flip side that also made the transgression that much hotter because I was engaged
 !

"You're not stopping me Vanessa," he said. "Does that mean you like this? Does your man’s fantasy maybe turn you on just a little 
bit
 too

 ?"

"Yes," I whispered
 .

"Do you think your fiancé would like this? Seeing another man feeling you up on camera
 ?"

"I think he would," I whispered again. I wasn’t lying, either. He probably would think this was hot. Of course that also caused a small bit of doubt to worm its way through the haze of arousal that was clouding my judgment as he felt me up. Nathan would probably like this if he was here to witness what was happening, but he wasn’t here to witness anything. He was out in the car probably playing around on his phone with no idea that I was in here maybe thirty or forty feet away from where he was sitting getting felt up by some stranger
 .

Yeah, Nathan would like the idea of me getting felt up by a stranger, but would he feel the same way if he wasn’t here to witness it? Would he feel the same way if I told him about it after the action had already happened? That was a good question, one I didn’t have a good answer to, and that thought terrified me even as arousal and the sheer naughtiness of what I was doing pushed that worry out of 
my
 head

 .

"In that case I think I have something else I want you to do for the screen test," 
he
 said

 .

I looked at him beyond the camera. Through it all he was still feeling me up. God I was so fucking wet! I was so fucking turned on! That more than anything had a lot to do with why I just moved right on ahead despite the doubts worming their way through my mind and twisting 
my
 gut

 .

"
What's
 that

 ?"

And then his hand was off of my tits. I felt relief that he wasn't feeling me up anymore, but at the same time I felt a sense of loss. I'd been getting so turned on. So hot. I wanted his hands on me. It was surprising, but at the same time I couldn't deny what I wanted
 .

His hand moved down my arm. Down into my hand. And then he was moving it forward, keeping the camera on me the whole time, and pressing my hand against a hard bulge in the front of his pants. My eyes went wide and he was sure to catch that on camera. He moved my hand up and then he was pressing my fingers into the waistband of his jeans
 .

"I'm going to stop you right there," he said. "From here it's all up to you what you want to do. But I think we could get one hell of a casting shot, if you know what 
I
 mean

 ."

I felt lightheaded. I was definitely losing control of the situation. I was definitely losing control of everything, but I couldn't stop myself. And so I stood there poised, my fingers just inside his waistband. I could feel the ticklish hairs of his pubic hair brushing against my fingers. Another man's pubic hair pressing up against my fingers
 .

Up until now I'd only felt that on Nathan. I'd only had my hands poised on the edge of grabbing his cock. And here I was with another man. Another man who was worshiping my body. Another man who seemed to know all about Nathan's fantasy even though I'd barely mentioned it. Another man who seemed so desperate have my hand on his cock, and that desperation was a turn on. One hell of a 
turn
 on

 !

Let's just say it was feeding my newly discovered exhibitionist streak in one hell of a way to feel a man who wanted me 
that
 much

 .

And so I took a deep breath and slid my hands inside. Wrapped my fingers around the head of his cock which was already slick with precum. I was astonished to realize just how big that thing was even as I was astonished that I was actually wrapping my hands around another man's cock. I couldn't 
believe
 it

 !

"Yeah Vanessa," he breathed. "That's it. Grab it just 
like
 that

 !"

I continued exploring the contours of his cock. It felt more or less the same as Nathan's cock, but at the same time it was different precisely because it was another man. Precisely because it was a little bigger than what I'd experienced with Nathan. And so because of that difference I felt myself getting so turned on. I was actually touching another man's dick! 
Holy
 shit

 !

"Take it out Vanessa," 
he
 said

 .

I was in a daze. The camera was on me, a red light blinking as he took video of everything. As I snaked my other hand down and worked on his jeans. Undid his belt, then the button holding his pants in place, then unzipping his jeans and pulling them down. I gasped as his cock sprang free, and he caught that reaction on his camera as well. It seemed like this guy was pretty damn skilled at capturing every moment of a scene like this. I suppose that should've struck me as odd, but I was so preoccupied by how incredible his cock looked that I wasn't thinking about anything other than how incredible his cock looked. I wasn’t thinking about anything but how crazy it was that I was actually 
doing
 this

 .

"So what would your boyfriend think of you in here with your hand on another man's cock Vanessa
 ?"

"He's my fiancé," 
I
 said

 .

"Right, your fiancée," he said with a chuckle. "Do you mind turning your hand around? I want to get a shot of your hand with that engagement ring around 
my
 cock

 ."

I was so far gone that I did it without thinking. I turned my ring finger around and it flashed in the fluorescent light
 .

"Great Vanessa. That's perfect. So how long have you been with 
your
 guy

 ?"

"A few years," 
I
 said

 .

And through it all I continued working his cock. I continued staring in fascination at this monstrosity in my hands. It was bigger than anything I'd ever felt before, apologies to my fiancé, and it was like some new plaything as I worked my hands around it. As I moved my thumb around his cockhead smearing his precum around. As I thought about Nathan sitting out in the car with no idea that I was feeling up another 
man's
 dick

 !

"Bet you're looking forward to the wedding night, 
aren't
 you

 ?"

"Oh yeah," I said. "It's gonna be so hot the first
 …"

I stopped. I immediately shut up. I don't know why I didn't want him to know that my wedding night was going to be my first time, but suddenly there was a voice in the back of my head that was telling me I needed to shut the fuck up. It's weird that the voice would only come now when I'd already had this guy's cock in my hands, but there 
it
 was

 .

Only he was too perceptive. He picked up on my 
little
 slip

 .

"Your first time Vanessa
 ?"

Once more his hand moved up and he was pulling my head up. Positioning it so I was staring straight at the camera. "Have you never had sex before Vanessa
 ?"

I looked down, a blush coming to my face. For a moment I didn't answer him. I didn't want to answer him, and yet he'd been so direct with the question. And admittedly I was still under the spell cast by how naughty this was. I was still drunk on the power that I seemed to have here getting this man is so turned on in the moment
 .

"No," I said. "I've never done it before
 ."

"So do you do other things with your fiancé?" "Mike asked. Try to keep him happy while you’re waiting for the big night
 ?"

"Well we do other stuff 
you
 know

 …"

"
Like
 what

 ?"

It was insane. If I'd been thinking rationally then I probably would've thought how incredibly odd it was that we'd come to this place in the conversation. That we'd gone from talking about auditioning for some movie roles to talking about my sex life with my fiancé. That I was standing here with my hand down some stranger’s pants, fingers wrapped around his cock, as I jerked him and he talked about my experience or lack thereof. Yeah, it's easy to say that the whole thing was weird if you're thinking rationally, but to be perfectly honest in that moment rational thought was the last thing running through my head. I was so far gone, so far down the rabbit hole of the fantasy that had just opened up with Nathan the night before, that I was willing to go along with these questions and the impromptu handjob even though they absolutely weren’t the kind of question that I probably ever should have answered. Even though jerking off some stranger in an office park while he filmed every moment of it wasn’t something I ever thought I’d do before it happened
 .

"You know, blowjobs. Stuff 
like
 that

 ."

I felt a hand on my shoulder. Pressing down. My eyes were wide again as I looked up and locked eyes with him. As I stared at that blinking red light on the camera
 .

I knew exactly what he intended as he started pushing me down. It was a familiar gesture that I'd gotten from Nathan every once in a while. That I hated when he did it, because it always felt like he was just assuming I’d be more than happy to go down on him as soon as he put a hand on top of my head and started pushing. Only now I was already so worked up, I was already so far gone, that I found myself sinking onto my knees. I knew exactly what he wanted, and I was so turned on that I was in a mood to do it. As crazy as that sounded considering how annoyed that gesture usually 
made
 me

 .

Then again, everything about what I was doing in this backroom was crazy! Why not one more crazy thing
 ?

Was this entirely appropriate? Hell no. I was getting down on my knees in front of another man while my fiancé was waiting in a car outside. I was going cross eyed as I stared at his huge cock right in front of my face. I was getting drunk off of the sense of power that I had knowing that another man was getting so rock hard just by staring at my body. Just by getting off on the idea of taking a girl who was already taken
 .

And at the same time I was comforted in a perverse way by the knowledge that my fiancé would be turned on by the idea of his girl getting down on her knees in front of a strange man. Yeah, Nathan’s cock would be rock hard if he could see his pretty innocent little fiancée who was waiting for marriage doing something so completely out of character like getting down on her knees and leaning forward. Opening her mouth. Taking another man's cockhead in her mouth and licking her tongue to lap up some of his precum
 .

It really was a strange new experience. On the one hand it was just a cock. A cock was a cock, wasn't it? And yet it all felt off. It all felt so wrong because I was so used to be with Nathan. To feeling the familiar taste, heft, and contours of his dick in my mouth. Mike’s was so much bigger than what I was used to. I wasn't sure if I was going to be able to take this whole thing
 !

And of course there was another major difference between this guy and my fiancé. Normally when I was going down on Nathan there wasn’t a camera focused on me. Except for that one special occasion on his birthday a year back when I was about to go away for an internship and he said he wanted something to remember me by. But that had been a special occasion. Just one time. And he'd promised to delete the video as soon as I 
got
 back

 .

No, this felt completely off. Completely wrong. Completely naughty and so very out of character. The rational part of my mind was screaming that this was terrible. That I shouldn't have another man's cock in my mouth
 .

But that rational part of my mind was taking a backseat to the turned on part of my brain. To that animal hindbrain that was screaming how turned on I was. About how fucking hot this was. How fucking hot it was precisely because of how wrong 
it
 was

 !

And there was also that sense of power. That sense of knowing that this guy was getting off on me. That he was so turned on because of me. It was a perverse sense of pleasure that I got from having that sort of power over 
a
 man

 .

So I went with it and tried not to think about the potential consequences as I cheated on my husband-to-be while fulfilling one hell of a fantasy for both of us at the 
same
 time

 .
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Cheating or Fantasy
 ?












I
 continued moving
 down his cock, looking up at the camera as he smiled down at me. God this guy was hot. He definitely had that sexy older guy thing going for him, though as I looked at him he couldn't be more than in his mid forties. Still, I was in college and that age gap still felt pretty 
damn
 big

 .

I managed to make it down about halfway before his cock hit the back of my throat and my gag reflex kicked in. That was something I'd promised to work on with Nathan, but I'd never quite got over it. Only this time Mike reached down with his free hand and gathered up some of my hair. He started pulling me down even further. And I found myself relaxing my throat, trying to hold on as he pulled me down. As his cock started moving into my throat. Tears started streaming down my eyes as he pulled me into territory that’d never been explored even by my fiancé
 .

Shit. A guy I'd only known for a short while was shoving his cock down into my throat and I was just letting him take me. Letting him shove his cock down my throat like some common whore! I couldn't believe it, and yet at the same time that behavior sent a rush down between my legs. A rush that was demanding to be satisfied
 .

And so right on camera, right where he could see, I reached down between my legs. Moved my hand inside my panties and started playing with myself. Started fingering my pussy. First going around the outer lips as I felt the base of his cock press against my lips and then he was buried inside me entirely. And through it all I was manipulating my clit sending electric fire running through 
my
 body

 .

I'd never felt this good from getting fingered before, whether from Nathan or when I was on my own playing around, but there was something about the forbidden nature of this scenario that was doing a little something extra for me. That was really getting me going in a 
big
 way

 !

"Pull your panties out Vanessa," he said. "Let me see what you're doing down there
 ."

I did what he asked without even thinking. I pulled my panties out so he could have a view of my fingers disappearing inside my pussy. Of one of my fingers moving around my clit. And if anything being on a camera and doing that sent another surge of pleasure rushing through me. I felt myself shuddering under his gaze and that ever present blinking red light on the camera. And from the way he chuckled he seemed to get the message. He seemed to know exactly how fucking turned on 
I
 was

 .

No sooner had that chuckle ended than he pulled my head back. In an instant it felt like he was suddenly in control. It was as though the tables had been flipped, and rather than me having a sense of power he was the one who was using me for his pleasure. His hands guided and I bobbed on his cock. Up and down, over and over, and I started to get used to the size, to the girth, to the length as it disappeared inside me. As it twitched inside me. As his precum, salty and sticky, leaked into my mouth
 .

I knew that was only a preview of what was about to come, quite literally. I knew he was probably only moments away from blowing his load into the back of my throat. Only he stopped when my lips were wrapped around the tip of his dick. I took a moment to relax. To get a little bit of a breather, as much as I could breathe with that monster lodged in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock as I looked up and wondered where he was going 
with
 this

 .

"This is hot Vanessa," he said. "But I really needed to fuck you. I really need to feel everything
 !"

Panic rose inside me in a way that it hadn’t before. In a way that it probably should have as soon as I got down on my knees in front of him. It was one thing to give a guy a blow job, to take his cock in my mouth. That was something I'd already done with Nathan. That was something that was okay. It was on the 
approved
 list

 .

Letting another guy fuck me, though? That was something completely different. I was supposed to wait until marriage! I was supposed to wait until I had a ring on my finger. That was something I was saving specifically for my wedding night. Specifically for my husband
 .

I couldn’t lose my virginity to some strange guy in the middle of an abandoned strip mall on some mattress that had obviously been set up for the purpose. I was fooling myself if I thought anything otherwise, especially now that I was down on my knees in front of him and giving this "casting agent" a blowjob. Yeah, it was pretty obvious exactly what kind of "casting agent" 
he
 was

 .

And I was willing to have a little bit of fun with him. I was so turned on that I didn't care in the moment, it's not like I was going to let this video ever go anywhere. I was pretty sure he couldn't do anything with it without my permission. But fucking him was something else entirely
 .

So I finally did the first rational thing since I’d walked through the door and shook 
my
 head

 .

To my surprise he pulled my head off of his cock. He looked down at me with a profound sense of 
disappointment
 . "No

 ?"

"I can't," I said. "I'm saving myself for marriage
 …"

Mike stared down at me for a long moment. He still looked so disappointed. He opened his mouth and looked like he was going to say something, but then he decided better of it. A smile worked its way across 
his
 face

 .

"You really are saving yourself for your fiancé? That wasn’t just a bullshit line to catch my interest
 ?"

"I am," 
I
 said

 .

I don’t know what he meant by a bullshit line to catch his interest. Why would the fact that I was waiting for marriage catch his interest? If anything I figured the knowledge that there wasn’t a chance I was going to fuck this guy would only annoy him. It certainly annoyed Nathan at times even if he did his best to 
hide
 it



"And even if he does fantasize about me with other guys, that's a line that I can't cross. That I won't cross
 ."

"Then I won't make you, but I do need to finish in that gorgeous mouth of yours
 !"

And then he was pulling me forward again. I was so relieved that he wasn't going to expect me to actually fuck him that I opened my mouth without thinking. I formed my lips into an O shape and then his cock was disappearing in my mouth 
once
 more

 .

Only this time it wasn't like the first time around. No, this time I was used to his length. Used to his girth. And so within a matter of moments he was pistoning in and out of my throat. He was burying his cock in the back. I was taking it like a champ who’d been doing this sort of thing for years rather than a nice engaged girl who only resorted to giving blowjobs when her husband-to-be begged or on special occasions
 .

And in a perverse way as this strange man was shoving his cock down my throat I couldn't help but think about how hot it would be if I tried this with Nathan. How it would be one hell of a surprise for him if I just pulled his cock out and deep throated him and swallowed his load without any of the usual begging
 .

Of course I wasn't sure if I would tell him where I'd learned how to do it. Even though I was justifying this with the knowledge that he got turned on by the idea of me with another man, at the same time there was a part of me that seriously wondered how he would take it if he discovered I'd actually blown another man. I figured it was a fifty/fifty chance where on one side we were breaking up and on the other he got turned on and we had an incredible night of rolling around. It's just that the risk on that fifty/fifty proposition was so great that I wasn't sure I wanted to 
take
 it

 .

Not that I had time to think about it too terribly much in the moment. No, he was burying himself in the back of my throat and I felt a familiar twitching in his cock. A twitching that was very similar to Nathan when he got good and hot. When he was going over the edge. And so I squeezed my eyes shut and prepared myself for the onslaught
 .

The first shot from this guy's cock went straight down my throat. Shit. Another man's load was sliding down my throat and into my stomach. And it was as though it was filling me with a burning warmth as that happened. The second shot came in my mouth, and my eyes widened as I realized he was pulling out. The third one landed on my face as his cock pulled out of my mouth entirely
 .

He stood there with one hand on the camera, the other hand on his cock aiming it. Blowing his load in my hair, on my face. I squeezed my eyes shut to keep him from getting anything in there, I’d heard that hurt like a motherfucker, and then he was aiming down and painting my tits with his load. Damn. This guy had a hell of a lot of come! And it felt like it was burning everywhere it made contact with 
my
 body

 .

Finally it was done. He was looking down at me. The camera was still pointed down at me. The red light was still blinking. And as I came down I realized the enormity of everything I'd just done but without the accompanying arousal to keep the guilt from crashing down 
around
 me

 .

I'd had another man's cock in my mouth. I'd just blown another man! Holy shit! And in that moment I realized that this wasn't a fifty/fifty proposition that I was talking about with telling Nathan. No, I suddenly had terrified visions of Nathan getting really pissed off. Calling off the wedding. I had visions of this being the end of our relationship, and that terrified me. That was absolutely the last thing I wanted, obviously
 .

And so I resolved in that moment as I was covered in another man's come, as I felt another man's load burning as it traveled down inside my stomach, as I felt it starting to go to room temperature where it was on my chest and face, that this naughty experience wasn't something I could ever tell Nathan about. Sure it might turn him on, sure it was his damn fantasy that had led me to this moment in the first place, but I just couldn't take the risk. I couldn't take the risk that he might find out and decide that our relationship 
was
 over

 .

I felt horrible for thinking that, for hiding this from him, but at the same time I figured it probably wasn't a huge deal as long as he didn't find out. And he would never find out if I had anything to say about it. Never
 .
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Indecent Offer













"I
 t's really too
 bad you aren't willing to go all the way Vanessa," Mike said. "I know some people who would pay a hell of a lot of money for a video like that. Sweet blushing bride getting off on another man taking her before her boyfriend? That's a pretty damn rare thing, especially if it's authentic. Like there are places that put up videos that fake it, but I know people who could make that into one hell of a lucrative live Pay Per View sort of event
 ."

Once again it was a horrible thought, but when he mentioned it would be worth extra money I found myself at the very least curious
 .

"Really? How much money are we talking
 ?"

He shrugged. "For a girl who was fucking for her first time and cheating on her husband-to-be? I could probably get some sites to give you at least five grand up front. Maybe more than that, and that’s just on the front end. It depends on who you 
go
 with

 ."

I blinked. Five grand? That might not seem like much to some people, but that was a hell of a lot of money for us! Especially just starting out. That would be enough for us to afford the dream honeymoon package to Hawaii I'd been looking at but never dreamed we'd be able to afford, and I’d also have plenty of money left over to buy stuff for our apartment or put towards a down payment on a house. And he thought he might be able to get more 
than
 that

 ?


Damn
 .

Of course that amount of money wasn't enough to tempt me in the moment to give up my virginity. No, I wasn't going to do anything crazy like that. No amount of money was worth that, as far as I was concerned. Not to mention that getting that money and suddenly paying for a honeymoon and then some would be enough to raise Nathan's suspicions. That would naturally lead to him wondering where I got all of the money in the first place. That would lead to telling him about my indiscretion
 .

No, as tempting as the offer was, I couldn’t do it. And so I shook my head, more reluctantly than I should’ve been feeling considering what he was asking me to do in exchange for all that money
 .

Mike shrugged, but at least he could take no for an answer. I’m sure that some of that had as much to do with disappointment at not being able to enjoy the prize as it was at missing out on all that money of which I’m sure he was going to take a cut if I had decided to go through with it. Which I wouldn’t. Which I definitely wasn’t thinking about even now, wondering how Nathan would react
 .

"It's a damn shame. But at least keep that in mind. I’ll give you my card. If you have a change of heart get in touch and let me know. I could probably get one hell of a bidding war going with the way you look and your unique circumstances
 ."

"I'll think about it," 
I
 said

 .

Of course what I had no intention of telling him was that I'd already thought about it. I'd already decided there wasn't a chance in hell I was going to go through with it. The money might be tempting, the whole scenario might be really fucking hot, but this was one time when I needed to resist temptation. Especially considering the incredible way I'd just given 
into
 it

 !

"Right," Mike said. "Well if you're not going to do that then the last thing we need is for you to sign some paperwork and releases for your audition
 ."

I paused. "Releases? What sort of releases
 ?"

He grinned. "I just filmed you naked giving me a blowjob. I need to have a paper trail saying you were okay with it at the time. Covers my ass in case somebody comes back later and tries to say they weren't interested. It’s all pretty standard stuff, really
 .”

I shrugged. That seemed fair enough
 .

"Besides, it's technically illegal for me to film you like that in this state without the proper releases. I could be in some deep shit if some inspector got a wild hair up their ass and decided to start trouble. Conservative state like this it isn’t entirely out of the question either. They don’t like our kind coming into their communities and corrupting their innocent church girls
 .”

Mike chuckled again. “As though they need much tempting to be corrupted usually. God I love repression! Great for business, if you know what 
I
 mean

 .”

I blinked. Now that was interesting. I hadn’t even considered that when I was filming myself having sex with Nathan we might potentially be breaking the law. Then again I suppose the laws were probably different for agents and production companies as opposed to people doing what they were going to do in the privacy of their 
own
 home

 .

"That seems reasonable enough," I said. "What do I need 
to
 sign

 ?"

Mike handed me a stack of papers that was pretty damn thick. I glanced through them, and there didn't seem to be anything too terribly out of the ordinary. It seemed to mostly say what he said. Permission to film, all that stuff. And so I went ahead and signed without thinking about it too much. There really was too much crap there for me to read through the whole thing anyways. After everything we’d done I figured I could take this guy at 
his
 word

 .

Mike grinned and held out a hand. It was odd considering everything we’d just done. Considering I was still topless and covered in his load. I'd been so intimate with him, done an intimate act that I usually only did with my future husband and even then only on special occasions, and now we were ending our time together with a simple handshake
 ?

I suppose that in the end that was a good thing though. I suppose that detachment was probably for the best. And so I reached out and took his hand. Shook it and my tits jiggled as I did so. I also noticed the way he glanced down. I grinned. Apparently even after he'd blown his load in my mouth and all over me he couldn't resist taking a look at my tits. And that sense of power and the arousal that came with it came back as he looked me up 
and
 down

 .

"So do you have some place where I can get cleaned up?" I asked
 .

"Oh sure," Mike said. "Wouldn't want your fiancé to know what you've just been up to, 
would
 we

 ?"

I laughed. "Yeah. He said it turns him on, but I'm not sure how he’d feel if he actually 
saw
 this

 ."

And so I wiped myself down. Made sure that all traces of his come were gone. It was particularly difficult to get out of my hair, but a little bit of wiping with a wet washcloth was enough to mostly take care of the problem. Finally I figured that I looked presentable enough. I turned and smiled 
at
 Mike

 .

"Oh, one more thing," he said. “The matter of your payment for this audition
 ."

"Payment?" I asked. "What are you talking about
 ?"

"It's just a little fee we give everybody for auditioning. Part of the process and all that," he said. “It’s actually illegal for me to film you for an audition like this and not pay you. All in that stuff you signed and 
all
 that

 .”

My eyes went wide as he pulled the wallet out of his back pocket. He pulled it open and pulled out a pile of hundred dollar bills. Damn. I didn't think I’d get any money for just an audition, and here he was counting out one, two, I counted up until he took out ten hundreds and slapped them down in my hand. I stared, 
wide
 -eyed

 .

"I get this just for an audition
 ?"

Mike shrugged. "It's all there in the paperwork you just signed. A thousand dollars for the rights to the audition video. Plus a little extra for you to think about before your wedding night if you decide to give me a call. Besides, like I mentioned before, we're not exactly your normal casting company
 ."

"I'd say not," I said. "So will you get in touch with me if you think I'm right for 
a
 role

 ?"

"Well of course we would," he said. "But I don't think they're the kind of roles you’d want to take considering how you feel about your fiancée. Just remember there's probably a hell of a lot of money waiting for you if you change 
your
 mind

 ."

I blinked. We'd been dancing around the subject of exactly what sort of organization he was a casting agent for, but what he’d just said put it in pretty stark relief exactly what sort of organization he represented. I suppose I had to accept the fact that I'd just done an audition for exactly the kind of company Nathan had warned me about when he was taking me 
out
 here

 .

I suppose I should have felt taken advantage of, but all I really felt was a sense of empowerment. I'd had a little bit of fun, I'd really turned on a casting agent for what was probably a porn company even though he wouldn't come out and say it which was one hell of a big thing. I figured turning on a guy who probably saw hot girls going through his office all the time was like batting in the major leagues in terms of my fantasy of enjoying guys checking me out and getting turned on. Hell, it would probably be the major leagues in terms of Nathan's fantasy of watching guys checking me out. Assuming he ever 
found
 out

 .

Which he never would, if I had anything to do with it. No, that wasn't happening
 .

More than turning this guy on, though, I could rest assured and feel kind of smug that I'd managed to make it through this “audition” without being taken advantage of. I didn’t give him a chance to swindle me, or become the subject of one of the countless horror stories I’d heard about girls who had a brush with that industry. And to say that I had a sense of smug self satisfaction in the moment would be one hell of an understatement. No, I was feeling pretty good about myself. Indulging in a fantasy and getting out of a brush with the porn industry with my dignity mostly intact and no chance that it would be broadcast to the rest of the world
 ?

I'd call that one hell of 
a
 win

 .

That good feeling lasted right up until the moment Mike led me out of his small office. He mentioned something about having another girl coming in, but that he had no doubt she wouldn't be nearly as fun as I was. I blushed under the praise, and then I turned to look towards where Nathan was still sitting in his car. It was running and he was obviously staring down at his phone, but seeing my fiancé sitting there waiting for me, knowing that he had absolutely no idea what I'd just done, suddenly it turned that blush from one of arousal and self-satisfaction to one of embarrassment and more than a little shame
 .

The enormity of what I'd just done came crashing down on me. Immediately the depths of my betrayal 
hit
 me

 .

It's not like this was just your regular run-of-the-mill betrayal. No, I'd cheated on him. There was absolutely no doubt of that. Only this betrayal ran deeper. He had a fantasy of watching me with another guy, and I’d just resolved to never tell him about his fantasy being fulfilled in one hell of a big way. If anything that seemed like the greater transgression. If anything that seemed like the thing that made me feel even worse about myself than the cheating
 .

But I suppose it wasn't something that could be helped. No, I was still firm in my resolve that Nathan couldn't find out about this. That I didn't want to run the risk that instead of being turned on he would just be pissed off. That risk was too great. Especially with our wedding coming up in just a couple of months. I couldn't risk everything coming crashing down around me, and I'd played it safe enough with this guy that it's not like any evidence of my little indiscretion was ever going to get out into the world anyways
 .

No, much better to keep my secret. As much as that tore me up inside. And so I put on a smile, a smile that was probably the best bit of acting I’d pulled off today considering how I was actually feeling deep down inside, and walked over to the car. Opened the door and prepared to face my fiancé
 .
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Fantasy World













I
 was
 off in a fantasy world of my own creation
 .

Ever since Vanessa walked through those doors I thought about what could possibly be going on back there. I thought about every stereotype I’d ever heard about a Hollywood casting couch, and I thought about inserting my innocent fiancée who didn't even want to have sex until she was married suddenly being thrust into one of those unsavory scenarios. I found myself wondering what she would look like leaning back on a casting couch with maybe an agent or a casting director leaning down over her. Telling her she could be a big star, 
if
 only

 …

I shivered as I thought of that. My cock was rock hard in my pants. Hell, it was everything I could do to keep from pulling my cock out and stroking it right here in the middle of this parking lot and risking a public indecency charge, though I got the feeling from how deserted this place was that there wasn’t much danger of the cops patrolling. Hell, there didn’t even seem to be security people trolling this particular abandoned strip mall. It was abandoned, 
after
 all

 .

I thought of Vanessa, poor naïve Vanessa, letting someone get her into a situation she couldn't handle. I thought about her getting turned on last night at the idea of Jeremy taking a picture of her, and I wondered if that would translate to a complete stranger or if it was only something that would happen with a guy she knew. It was probably impossible that something like that would happen with a complete and total stranger, but that sure as hell didn't stop me from fantasizing
 !

Fuck, who was I kidding? I was totally going to stroke my cock. I reached down and started running my hands up and down the hard length of my cock. It was made all the more delicious because I knew there wasn't a chance in hell I was actually going to jerk myself off to completion in a parking lot like this. The frustration of knowing there wasn’t a chance I was going to be able to finish myself off just added to the already intense feeling
 .

I shivered. I imagined Vanessa shivering. I imagined the strange faceless but muscular man hovering over her. Maybe even coercing her to go all the way. To finally complete that forbidden act that had been denied to me for so 
very
 long

 .

I squeezed my eyes shut. Damn. If I thought I got hot at the idea of other guys checking her out, well let's just say that I seemed to have struck one hell of a major fantasy nerve by imagining her giving up her virginity to some other guy. It was insane. What kind of guy got off on the idea of his girl fucking another man before she'd fucked him? And yet there it was. My cock was suddenly harder than a diamond. I felt like I could thrust up and I would knock the steering wheel off of the steering column, that's how hard my cock was. I felt like if I actually did manage to jerk off it would go through the windshield like a bullet. That's how turned on I 
suddenly
 was

 .

Holy shit. Who knew that the forbidden nature, the naughty idea, of my future wife getting it on with another guy, letting another guy be the first one to take her, would get such a reaction? It's not like it was something that was ever going to happen, particularly with our wedding coming up in just two months when I would seal the deal and that fantasy would be a moot point anyways, but damn what a 
turn
 on

 !

And so partially because I was confident that it wasn't something that was ever going to actually happen, I allowed myself to go down that particular forbidden erotic rabbit hole in my brain. I allowed myself to imagine what circumstances would lead to Vanessa having some naughty fun. I allowed images to flash through my head of some faceless muscular guy hovering over her, his cock poised to enter her, her looking up, her chest heaving, thinking of me and how wrong 
this
 was

 .

Holy shit! I felt a familiar tightening in my balls and I felt a tingling starting down at the base of my cock. In a panic I reached out and pressed a finger against the spot at the base of my cock. I really didn't want to come in my pants. I really didn't want to make a mess that would be ridiculously obvious when Vanessa got back out here. She’d probably figure out exactly what I was fantasizing about to get there, too, considering what we’d talked about the night before
 .

No, that was definitely something I didn't want to go over with her. Not right now. It was already frustrating enough that she was going in there and it was like a black box where I had no idea what was going on which caused my imagination to run wild. It was like a fantasy world where I could project anything I wanted onto whatever it was she was doing in there. The last thing that I needed was evidence that I was doing that projecting. It would be too damn embarrassing, even if we had sort of come to terms with this ridiculous fantasy the night before
 .

I might've still gone over that edge. I was sitting with my phone in one hand, the screen on but I was staring past it into that fantasy world. It might as well not be there. I had my other hand on my cock, and I was at that fateful edge that could only happen if you had a girl that was really damn skilled at giving hand jobs or you’d spent plenty of time learning how to edge yourself. I knew that all it would take was a breath to go over that edge. A single twitch in the wrong direction and I would be coming in my pants and creating a very embarrassing situation
 .

Thankfully I never got that far. The door to the passenger side opened which caused me to panic. Which caused my cock to immediately deflate as my mind freaked out at the thought that somebody might be trying to jack the car. Then I freaked out even more at the idea that Vanessa might be climbing into the passenger side and would catch me doing what I was doing
 .

I looked over and I breathed a sigh of sort-of relief. Not a robber. Just Vanessa. Although that was almost as bad a given my current predicament. Though my cock was rapidly deflating leaving me with one hell of a case of blue balls
 .

Damn it. I needed to be a lot more careful about letting myself get carried away like that. Especially when I knew Vanessa was out there and could be popping in at any moment
 !

"Having fun out here honey?" she asked
 .

I looked over to her. Searched her eyes for any sign that she might know exactly what I was doing out here and was making fun of me. But there was no sign. No, she looked like she was genuinely just making conversation. I breathed a sigh of relief, but I tried not to make it too obvious
 .

The last thing I wanted to do was give up the game now when I already appeared to be free and clear
 .

"Oh you know," I said. "Just reading a book on my phone and waiting for you to 
get
 done

 .”

I looked her up and down again. I’m not sure why I did, but I suddenly felt the urge to drink in her beauty. And damn did she look gorgeous as she always did! Hair up in a pony tail but still spilling down past her shoulders. Her T-shirt tight against her body and her nipples pressing out against the thin material giving me a nice view let me tell you! All of that moving down to her toned flat stomach and a pair of shorts that were so tight they might as well be 
painted
 on

 .

All in all it was a captivating sight. A captivating sight that I was staring at more intensely than usual. I wanted to slap myself for being an idiot as soon as I realized what I was doing, but it didn’t stop me. No, I was staring at her so intently because I was looking for any sign that what I’d just been fantasizing about had actually happened, and I hated myself for doing it even as I was 
doing
 it

 .

Damn it. There was just no escaping from this fantasy
 !

Only as I looked her up and down I started to wonder if maybe there wasn’t some justification to giving her an intense once over like that. Like the fact that her hair was in a ponytail. I didn’t remember her hair being in a ponytail before. She’d been wearing it down. What happened in there to make her change her hairstyle 
like
 that

 ?

Not to mention the nice view I was getting of her chest. I distinctly remembered her wearing a bra when she went in. Didn’t I distinctly remember her wearing a bra when she went in? Her tits were the kind of thing that I paid attention to, but now that I was thinking about it I guess I couldn’t remember specifically if she was wearing a bra. It seemed like her nipples sticking out like they were right now was the sort of thing I’d remember, but now that I was in the moment I was suddenly doubting my memory. Suddenly very unsure of myself
 .

“So what happened with your hair?” I asked
 .

Vanessa blinked and then her hand went to her hair. Her mouth worked in silence for a moment which I thought was definitely interesting, but then she giggled and seemed to shrug 
it
 off

 .

“They had me do a couple of scenes while I was in there,” she said. “My hair was getting in the way so I pulled it back towards 
the
 end

 .”

Her hair was getting in the way at the end. I could think of one thing she did for me where her hair usually got in the way resulting in her putting her hair up in a ponytail. My mind was flooded with images of her on her knees in front of some strange man leaning forward and opening her mouth into that “O” shape that I loved so much as she was moving down on my cock. My once-deflated cock was now rapidly standing back to attention as I thought of her being naughty like that even though her explanation was plausible enough
 .

Really, I was being ridiculous. I was projecting my fantasy onto the real world when that’s the last thing I should be doing. I was trying to make the real world fit the fantasy narrative in my mind, and in the process I was turning my fiancee into a liar by implying that she would do some of the things that were running through my head and not tell me about it afterwards
 .

And yet I couldn’t stop myself. I couldn’t stop digging even though the more rational parts of my mind were telling me I was being ridiculous and I needed to sit down and shut the fuck up before I pissed her off or something. Before she realized what I was up to the same way she’d managed to ferret out my fantasy the night before with 
surprising
 ease

 .

I didn’t do any of that though. The rational parts of my brain weren’t calling the shots right now. No, it was the brain down below that was doing all of the thinking. It was asking the questions, thank you very much, and fuck however I might feel 
about
 that

 .

“What about 
your
 bra

 ?”

Vanessa blinked again and looked down. Then she blinked a third time as she saw her tits hanging out there with her nipples pressing through the shirt, no bra in sight. I held my breath and watched her. Waited and watched for any sign that her not having a bra might be out of the ordinary because I still wasn’t entirely trusting my own 
memory
 here

 .

“I don’t have a bra,” 
she
 said

 .

“Well I know,” I said. “I thought you had one on when you went in there
 ?”

Vanessa giggled. Did that giggle seem a little forced? I just 
couldn’t
 tell

 .

“Well if I’m not wearing a bra then I couldn’t be wearing a bra earlier, now 
could
 I

 ?”

That sort of made sense. Why wasn’t I leaving this alone? Why was my cock throbbing thinking about her not wearing a bra and imagining all of the naughty scenarios that could’ve led to that in the first place? Why couldn’t I just drop this? And yet I opened my mouth and did it again. “What if it’s in your pockets
 ?”

Vanessa looked down at her shorts and lifted up giving me a nice view of the curve of her ass. “In these shorts? Where would I hide anything 
like
 that

 ?”

I shook my head and tried to clear the spell I was under. Tried to get rid of the urge to interrogate her which was ridiculous. Tried to get rid of the suspicion that was eating away at me and not in a very healthy way. Finally I shrugged and put the car in gear. I’d left it on because it was fucking hot out and there wasn’t a chance I was going to wait for her without the AC running
 .

“What’s going on here Nathan?” she asked. “Why are you throwing all these questions 
at
 me

 ?”

I sighed but I didn’t answer. I didn’t want to answer. It would sound ridiculous even though she’d already discovered my fantasy
 .

“You’re thinking of me being naughty with that casting guy, aren’t you?” she asked. “Are you thinking of him feeling me up or something? 
You
 perv

 !”

I grinned and looked over to her. She seemed to be smiling too. She didn’t seem upset that my fantasy was implying that she’d been cheating on me just a few minutes ago behind the walls of that former strip mall store
 .

“I guess you’ve got me,” I said. “I was thinking of you getting a little down and dirty in there. A traditional casting couch scenario and 
all
 that

 .”

Vanessa laughed again and rolled her eyes. “Well keep dreaming buddy.” Her hand snaked out and she was running it up and down the length of my cock which definitely got my attention. She grinned when she realized I was already rock hard, though given what we were talking about I don’t know why that’d be such a big surprise
 .

“Oh my, we are happy aren’t we?” she asked. “Well since you were nice enough to take me to this audition maybe we can have a little fun when we get back to the apartment? Talk about all the naughty things the dirty casting director did to your fiancee
 ?”

My grin was suddenly so wide that it was threatening to split my face. Damn! Now that was the kind of fun that I could get behind
 !

“Sounds like a plan,” I said as I pushed down on the accelerator to get back to the apartment that much faster
 !
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Almost Caught













I
 leaned back
 against the chair and resisted the urge to breathe a sigh of relief. I’d done so well so far, been able to keep a straight face for so long, that it wouldn’t do to go and do something that would give up the game now that I was almost in the free and clear
 .

I was surprised there wasn’t sweat running down my face. When he started asking those questions I felt like I was going to fold like one of those stupid action movies where the hero catches one of the bad guy’s minions and gets them to give away the whole plan. I’d always thought that was the most ridiculous plot device, but now that I was the one in the hot seat I could suddenly have a little bit of sympathy for someone who found themselves in that situation
 .


Damn
 .

I felt my ponytail pressing against the seat. When had I even put my hair up in a ponytail? Oh, right, when I was cleaning up. I hadn’t even thought about it when I was doing it. I just put it up without thinking because a ponytail was going to make it a hell of a lot easier to hide things that might have flown into my hair in the heat of the moment than trying to wipe all of that stuff out with a wet washcloth. That was the sort of cleanup that required a nice cold shower, because hot showers made it even harder to get the damn 
stuff
 out

 .

And my bra. My bra! How could I have forgotten to put my bra back on? Talk about a major fucking mistake there. It was true that I had nowhere to hide the thing either. No, it was probably still on the floor back in that small office, and it’s not like I was going to go back for it now. I couldn’t without giving everything away, and that was the last thing that I wanted 
to
 do

 .

I’d just have to write off that bra forever now. Which was a damn shame. I liked that bra. 
Oh
 well

 .

“So how’d it go anyways
 ?"

How’d it go? Well that really was a loaded question even though he had no way of knowing that when he asked it. Or maybe he did have some way of knowing what he was asking. After giving putting the screws on me a minute ago it seemed like he suspected something, as crazy and impossible as that seemed. So I thought about my answer for a moment, knowing that if I gave something away inadvertently he’d jump on it in an instant
 .

Of course there was also the problem that I wasn’t going to be able to hide what happened. I had an extra thousand bucks on me, and no matter how I sliced it, putting it in our bank account or spending it outright, he was going to notice something. I’m sure for a rich couple that wouldn’t be a big deal at all, but for us that was still a lot 
of
 cash

 .

I suppose I would have to come clean about at least that much even if I had no intention of coming clean about the rest of what happened
 .

So I grinned and tried to put a good face on things. I’m not sure how well it worked. Oh well. Time to drop the bomb and hope it didn’t cause too much of an explosion. "Well I made a thousand bucks
 !"

Nathan was silent as he moved the steering wheel. The silence stretched on until it was downright awkward. I opened my mouth to say something before he finally said something
 .

"Are you serious
 ?"

"Totally!" I said, trying my best to sound upbeat and chipper and not at all like I was trying to hide something from him. Though now that I was thinking back on everything that led to getting that thousand dollars I felt a little like an idiot. In the moment I’d been like a frog in boiling water never realizing that things were getting more progressively fucked up with each passing moment, but now that I was in the car sitting next to Nathan thinking about the strange fucked up chain of events that led to me blowing a complete stranger I realized how foolish I’d been. And because I was starting to realize how foolish I’d been, well let’s just say what I was about to say to justify getting that thousand dollars sounded pretty hollow and flimsy
 .

"Apparently it's part of their audition process or something
 ."

I stopped and thought about that for a moment. Granted I didn't know much about how the world worked. I didn't know much about how Hollywood worked, for that matter. What I did know is that it seemed awfully damn suspicious that they would be offering a thousand dollars to somebody just for doing an audition now that I was out of that office and the spell that seemed to come over me while I was in there. From the way Nathan’s eyes were narrowing it looked like he was finding it pretty damn suspicious 
as
 well

 .

"So they just gave you a thousand dollars
 ?"

"Yeah." It sounded so weak now that I was using this as an excuse. I was terrified that at any moment he was going to figure out exactly what happened in there and that would be the end of our relationship, his fantasy be damned. I felt sick to my stomach. I couldn’t believe I’d actually given into temptation like that even if it had been pretty damn fun giving into that temptation in the moment. No amount of pleasure, no amount of feeling powerful and in control like that, was worth the sick feeling settling into the pit of my 
stomach
 now

 .

"All that just for showing up to an audition
 ?"

"
Well
 yeah

 …"

"That seems a little suspicious. That seems a little odd that they would be just throwing around money 
like
 that

 …"

The suspicion was back. I could tell when he shifted from just making conversation to questioning me again. There was a subtle change to the way he was sitting, to the way he gripped the wheel, to his tone of voice. None of it boded well 
for
 me

 .

I let out an exasperated sigh. An exasperated sigh that was coupled with a blush I could’ve done without because a blush made it pretty damn obvious I was hiding something. I hated that my body was betraying me like that, damn it. For that matter I hated that Nathan was able to read me like a book when I got 
like
 this

 .

"Okay, what is it?" he asked
 .

I let out another sigh, though this one was more defeated than exasperated. It was that damn blush that gave me away. Still, it’s not like he knew everything that happened back there. I felt like slime for even thinking it, but there was still no way I was going to tell him everything. I just had to scramble to try and find a version of the truth that would fit everything that happened in there without revealing information that could potentially lead to the end of our relationship
 .

I rationalized that I was saving our relationship. That I was trying to prevent a blowup from one little indiscretion. That didn’t change the fact that I also felt like a cheating piece of shit even as I made that rationalization. All the more so because I knew there was a damn good chance he’d just be turned on and I was denying him his ultimate fantasy, but again, too much risk. I wasn’t going to 
take
 it

 .

Yeah, like I said. Cheating piece of shit. A pretty clear-cut example too. Whatever. Time to launch into my version of the truth and hope it was convincing
 .

"Fine, so maybe that was sort of the kind of company that you thought it was," 
I
 said

 .

I figured there’d be a blowup followed by a million questions considering how he was questioning me before, but instead he just took in a sharp breath. He squeezed his eyes shut which worried me for a moment considering he was still driving the car and probably should’ve been paying attention to the road, then he opened and looked at me with an odd look. A look that I usually only saw when he was giving me the bedroom eyes. A look that said he was 
turned
 on

 .

My eyes ran down his body on a hunch. Down to between his legs and I gasped. His cock was standing at full attention! The thing looked hard as a diamond. We’re talking painfully hard. Okay, so he was turned on. He was actually enjoying hearing about this. At least he was enjoying hearing that he was partially right about what kind of casting agency that was. Still, there was a little voice in the back of my head telling me that I needed to play it cool. That he could still get very upset, and that was the last thing I wanted. So I didn’t spill the beans even though I got a rush between my legs seeing how turned on he was that was accompanied by a strong desire to open my mouth and come clean
 .

A strong desire that I viciously stomped down on as he opened his mouth and started asking questions again, though he was far less insistent about his questioning now. It seemed that telling him this company was exactly the sort of thing he’d been worried about had taken some of the wind out of his sails
 .

Good. Less pressure on me. I felt guilty for making this all about me, but what else could I do if I wasn’t going to confess
 ?

"Really? The kind of company I thought it was? What are you talking about
 ?"

I was surprised at how cool and collected Nathan sounded. I figured he’d be crowing about how he was right and I was wrong. The levelheaded treatment had me more worried than if he was 
pissed
 off

 .

I sighed again, really trying to play it up and present a version of the truth. A version of the truth that was closer to what I initially thought the company was than what it turned out 
they
 were

 .

"I suppose you're going to get it out of me eventually. It was actually a company that does casting for shows that need people doing nude acting in the background
 ."

Nathan cocked an eyebrow, but he still looked more curious than anything else. I glanced down to his cock and the way it was tenting out of his shorts and it suddenly occurred to me why he sounded so cool and collected
 .

He wasn’t trying to hold it together because he was angry. No, far from it. He was trying to hold it together because he was turned on! I could work with this. At least I thought I could. I hoped I could
 .

"Really?" he said. “That’s interesting. I guess I never would’ve thought there were groups that did casting exclusively for that sort of thing
 .”

"Well it makes sense, doesn't it? You see shows on TV, especially on cable, and you've got all those people walking around with their tits flopping around and their dicks swinging in the breeze to try and make things a little more interesting. I suppose they have to get people who are willing to do that sort of thing from somewhere, 
don't
 they

 ?"

I could see the wheels turning in Nathan’s head and I hoped he was buying it. At the very least I hoped he was so turned on that he wouldn’t think about it too much. I was thinking about it a lot, and it still seemed pretty damn flimsy to me. Nathan grinned
 .

“Yeah, that does make sense. Sort of. I have to tell you that’s better than thev worst-case scenario I had in mind. Or maybe it's the best case scenario, depending on how you look 
at
 it

 .”

I raised an eyebrow and moved a hand out to run along his cock. I couldn’t help myself. It just looked so inviting tenting up from his pants like that. Knowing that I was causing that, that fantasies of me being naughty was causing that, had me feeling turned on all over again, and this time I didn’t have to feel guilty about grasping the cock in front of me because it was Nathan’s


“Oh really? I bet it’s the best case scenario for you. Thinking about some casting agent taking advantage of your poor innocent fiancee? Corrupting me and pulling me 
into
 porn

 ?”

Guilt flared through me right along with arousal. Here I was spinning out some dirty talk that he probably thought was just a fantasy and in the meantime I was just plucking the whole scenario right out of reality and he had no idea. Still, it seemed like the best thing to do was hide in plain sight, and what better way to do that than by taking the one thing I desperately didn’t want revealed and making it seem like it was all 
made
 up

 ?

“Something like that,” Nathan said. “I was sitting out in the car with nothing but my imagination to keep me company and I couldn't decide whether the idea of you going in there and discovering you were in a porno casting couch sort of situation was something that made me impossibly hot or 
impossibly
 sick

 .”

“Well
 ?”

“
Well
 what

 ?”

“Did you decide which one it was? Because your cock is certainly making it pretty easy to guess the answer
 .”

Nathan took in another quick sharp breath as my thumb ran along the top of his cock. Damn. It actually felt wet. He was so turned on that his precum was leaking through his pants! Yeah, it was really damn obvious what the 
answer
 was

 .

“I think it was a little bit of both. I think that being sick and jealous is just part of what adds spice to this fantasy, to be honest
 .”

“So you’re sure you’re 
not
 mad

 ?”

“I don’t know,” 
he
 said

 .

And in that moment, with those three words, any chance that I might have seized on his fantasy as an excuse to tell him everything disappeared. He wasn’t sure. He had a serious look on his face and all the terror I’d felt when I was worried he’d find out what I was really doing came back. Talk about a fucking roller coaster of emotion I was going on in this simple car ride back to the 
apartment
 . Damn

 !

Finally Nathan took a deep breath and let it out with a shiver
 .

“No, I guess I can’t be mad, can I? I’m the one who told you I thought the idea was hot, 
after
 all

 .”

“You can’t be mad, but that’s not the same as not 
being
 mad

 .”

Nathan reached out and ran his hand along my leg. It was a tight grip for a moment but then he loosened it up a bit. And through it all his cock was still rock hard. It was obvious he was still conflicted about this fantasy. Maybe as conflicted as I felt about what I’d just done in that room even if it had 
been
 fun

 .

“This fantasy is still new and weird,” he said. “And it’s going to take some getting used to. It’s fun to fantasize about it, but I think we need to be careful and take 
it
 slow

 .”

I nodded and then stared forward, feeling sick to my stomach. Take it slow. Now he tells me he wants to take it slow after I’d already put the gas pedal to the floor and gone full speed ahead. Talk about clarifying his feelings a little 
too
 late

 !

“So now that I’ve said we should take things slow I’m imagining there was a little more than reading a monologue involved in an audition for a company that wants to see people naked
 ?”

I felt his cock twitch in my hand at that. Yeah, he was getting turned on by this. The pervert was going on about how he wanted to take things slow, and yet at the same time he was as hard as a diamond tipped drill and from the way his cock was twitching it seemed like he was on the verge of blowing his load right in his pants
 !

“Yeah, there was a little more than I imagine you’d usually get at one of those auditions,” 
I
 said

 .

“
Like
 what

 ?”

I paused in running my hand up and down his cock. God I was getting so turned on feeling it in my hand, but at the same time I was terrified to tell him more even if I wasn’t exactly telling him everything. I had to come up with something that would sound convincing while not sounding too bad, and at the same time it had to be something that wouldn’t send him into a fit of anger while he was walking the knife’s edge between arousal and jealousy
 .

I felt like I was walking a knife’s edge myself as all those thoughts flashed through 
my
 head

 !

“Like the guy had to see me topless for my 
screen
 test

 …”

Nathan groaned and then the groan turned to a whimper. My hand was still moving up and down his cock so I felt as it started twitching. I looked down and saw a stain spreading across the front of his pants
 .

Damn! He must have already been on the edge to explode like that. I wondered if he’d been sitting out here edging himself while he thought of me being naughty. I wouldn’t put it 
past
 him

 .

I was just glad that he hadn’t actually blown his load prematurely while I was in there, though I guess I really had no place to get upset about what someone was doing while I was in there doing my audition considering what I was doing for my “audition
 .”

“So is that the end of your questions?” I asked
 .

“Depends,” he said as he took a deep gasping breath. “Is that all that happened
 ?”

I didn’t even hesitate. I knew if I hesitated it would be the end of my little subterfuge. No, to hesitate was to give 
myself
 away

 .

“That’s it,” 
I
 said

 .

“Not bad money for less than an hour of work!” Nathan said. “And that’ll give me fantasy fuel for months
 !”

Yeah, everything was working out great for Nathan. Except he had no idea that I’d just sucked off a complete stranger behind his back. He had no idea I’d just fulfilled his fantasy of stepping out on him. He had no idea that I was keeping that secret 
from
 him

 .

And it was going to stay 
that
 way

 .
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The Plot Thickens













“C
 ome on man,
 you only have a couple of weeks to go and then you won’t be a free man anymore
 !”

I grimaced into my beer and did my best to hide that look from Jeremy. Yeah, I wouldn’t be a free man anymore. I’m sure he’d give up just about anything to shackle himself to Vanessa, and thinking about that was the last thing I needed to be doing 
right
 now

 .

I didn’t want to have to explain to him why I was suddenly getting a hard on while we were sitting at a table at some bar that was halfway between where we both worked
 .

“I told you I’m not doing a bachelor party. You can beg and you can plead but it isn’t happening,” I said. “I’m not into that sort of thing
 .”

“Well maybe you don’t want to do it for you, but think of all the guys you’re friends with who need something 
like
 this

 !”

Yeah, I had a pretty good idea which guy in particular he was talking about. I kept my thoughts to myself, but I had a strong feeling that if he was with a girl like Vanessa, or if we were in some weird parallel universe where somehow he’d gotten his wish and he was actually with Vanessa, then he wouldn’t be interested in a bachelor party
 .

No, he’d probably be spending every waking moment down at a church on his knees thanking whatever higher power had altered the fundamental laws of the universe to allow a guy like him to get with a girl as hot as my fiancee
 .

I sighed again. Really I didn’t know why I kept hanging out with him. At first it was because of Vanessa wanting to play nice. She’d put so much effort into acting nice around Jeremy for my sake that I didn’t have the heart to tell her that he’d already been a friend who was well on his way out by the time I got with her and her being nice to him was just prolonging it because he suddenly wanted to hang out with us all the time while she was around
 .

I just needed to sack up and tell him to fuck off, but now he was in the wedding. If I got rid of him then it would throw off all of Vanessa’s planning. And of course he had been the one who was sort of responsible for us finally admitting that fantasy to one another even if we hadn’t gone farther than a little bit of 
dirty
 talk

 .

Even if there was a part of me that secretly wished she had gone farther than that, as crazy as it seemed
 .

“I’m not doing a bachelor party and that’s it,” I said. “I don’t feel like I should have a party and risk things with Vanessa just because you guys want to see some strippers or something. You can go out and see strippers without dragging me 
into
 it

 .”

“I don’t know why Vanessa would be worried about you seeing strippers considering what she’s done,” Jeremy muttered, taking a pull from 
his
 beer

 .

“What was that?” I asked. That sounded suspiciously like he was saying bad things about my fiancee, and if there was one thing I wasn’t in the mood for it was listening to Jeremy saying bad things about my fiancee. Particularly when he spent what little time he wasn’t lusting after her trying to put her down in a clumsy attempt to get me to 
leave
 her

 .

Presumably so he could swoop in when it was convenient for him and take her off my hands. As though there was a chance in hell something like that would actually happen
 .

Jeremy laughed. “Right man. Very funny
 .”

I reached out and grabbed his shoulder. Pulled him away from glancing up at the television
 .

“I asked you a question. What the hell were you talking about
 ?”

Jeremy stopped for a moment. He peered at my face as though he wasn’t sure quite what to make of what I was doing. He was staring at me like I was a complete idiot and I can’t say that I particularly cared for 
that
 look

 .

“You know what I’m talking about man,” he said. “Like Vanessa could ever have a problem with you going to see some strippers after what 
she’s
 done

 .”

“Let’s pretend for a moment that I have no idea what the hell you’re talking about,” I said. That was pretty close to the truth since I truly did have no idea what the hell he was talking about. Though from the look on his face it seemed that he still thought I was putting him on or something which just made me more angry
 .

“Come on man, the video? You can’t tell me you don’t know about that. You perv, getting off on seeing your girl with other guys? You should’ve told me about that a long time ago! I would’ve been more than happy to help 
you
 out

 !”

I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. More than anything I felt sick to my stomach. What the hell was he talking about? It was impossible that he could know about my fantasy. About our shared fantasy. The only person who knew about that fantasy was Vanessa, and I didn’t think she’d 
tell
 him

 .

Unless. My cock sprang to attention and it didn’t matter how queasy I felt because suddenly I wondered if there was something she wasn’t telling me. I wondered if maybe the reason he knew about my fantasy was because she told him about it while she was busy fulfilling it 
with
 him

 !

The thought was both infuriating and one hell of a turn on at the 
same
 time

 .

Only it couldn’t be true. What did he just say? If he’d known about the fantasy he would’ve been more than happy to help out. Yeah, I bet he would’ve been more than happy to help out. The asshole. Sniffing around my girl ever since the first time he met her. Only saying he would’ve been more than happy to help out implied that he hadn’t had an opportunity to 
help
 out

 .

So what the fuck was he talking about
 ?

Okay, best to play this safe. Best to figure out what the hell was going on here without revealing too much on the off chance that he was just fishing. That would be embarrassing if I accidentally revealed too much or, even worse, gave away the fantasy when he really had no idea what he was talking about
 .

It seemed like a faint hope given how specific he was just a moment ago, but I could hope, right
 ?

“What are you talking about Jeremy
 ?”

“The. Video. God, you don’t have to keep playing dumb. I know all about it. I found it and I’m not ashamed to admit I watched the thing. Hot! Who knew Vanessa had it in her to be such a naughty 
little
 minx

 ?”

A video. Vanessa. A naughty little minx. To say I was feeling a bit of conflicting emotion would be one hell of an understatement. I was angry at Jeremy for talking about Vanessa like that. I was confused because I didn’t know what he was talking about even though he was going on like I should know everything. I was aroused because it was sounding suspiciously like there was a video out there of my fiancee being less than faithful 
to
 me

 .

Of course that also made me a little angry. If there was a video out there then Vanessa had to know about it. There was only one instance where a video like that could’ve possibly been taken, and she’d assured me that nothing had happened. I was more angry that she’d tried to hide something like this from me and I had to hear about it from Jeremy acting like a smarmy asshole than I was upset at the idea of her doing it in the first place
 .

No, I was more turned on by the idea of her actually going through with making a video than 
anything
 else

 !

“You really have no idea what I’m talking about, do you?” he asked. “Are you sure you want to see this? Because if you do the wedding is definitely going to 
be
 off

 !”

I slammed my hand down on the table. “Would you cut the bullshit and all the shit talking about Vanessa and just say what you’re going to say? I’m sick of this! You’re always hitting on her or talking about what you’d like to do with her and she’s not yours
 !”

Okay, so that was a little more heated than I’d intended. Jeremy stopped and looked at me in shock. That was the first time I’d ever said anything like that, though I probably should’ve said something a hell of a lot earlier 
than
 now

 .

“Hey man, no need to get mad at the messenger. I’m not the one who’s out there doing porn, I’m just the one who came across her video
 .”

Came across her video. Yeah, that was likely. I wasn’t sure how he found it but I had a feeling there was a pretty creepy explanation for it that I didn’t want to hear 
right
 now

 .

“How did you find that video Jeremy
 ?”

He looked up and the wide-eyed stare left no doubt that he’d used some sort of creepy computer tech means to get at the video
 .

“I was doing a reverse image search of Vanessa with some of the pictures I took, part of the processing and all that, and I happened to find this 
is
 all

 .”

“A reverse image search,” 
I
 said

 .

“Yeah
 .”

“And it was part of your process for finishing up a bunch of images you already gave her to publish online
 ?”

“Hey, do you want to see what your fiancee has been up to or do you want to go into specifics about how I 
found
 it

 ?”

I sighed. He had a point there. I very much wanted to see the video even if I also wanted to reach across the table and throttle him for pulling this bullshit refusing to reveal it to me. It really was taking all of my self control not to smack that smile that really shouldn’t be there after the way I’d yelled at him right off his face again
 .

He chuckled and pulled out his phone. Presumably to pull up whatever video he was talking about. Of course he wouldn’t care if the wedding was called off. He’d probably be ecstatic if it was called off because then in his imagination he could swoop in and “comfort” Vanessa while I was out of the picture
 .

Besides, I had mixed feelings about seeing whatever it was he was talking about. On the one hand if there was a video of Vanessa out there then I very much wanted to see it. On the other hand I wasn’t sure that in the middle of a bar was exactly the place to pull up a porn video
 .

“This isn’t the place Jeremy,” 
I
 said

 .

Of course he went right on pulling it up. He flipped the phone around and I saw something that made my blood boil even as most of it went shooting down to my cock. What little of my blood wasn’t already on reserve to maintain all other critical bodily functions
 .

From the way I felt like I was about to pass out from what I saw frozen on his screen it seemed that my brain decided none of those other bodily functions were particularly necessary
 .

It was a frozen shot of a beautiful girl staring at a camera like in one of those stupid casting couch videos you saw online. A stupid casting couch video that I never thought could actually be true because they’d have to get the girl to consent and sign paperwork and everything only there was my beautiful fiancee staring out at me from Jeremy’s screen and of course they had to have tricked her in some way because otherwise there was no way she would appear on one of those videos
 .

Only that was her. I couldn’t deny that at least. Jeremy hit the play button with his thumb and the video lurched, but then it froze and the video was buffering. I breathed a sigh of relief. If just seeing her staring out of his phone at me like that was enough to nearly make me pass out then I didn’t want to think about what might happen if I actually saw the video here rather than in the privacy of my own home where I could 
process
 it

 .

I needed to do a hell of a lot of processing if this is what I thought it was. I couldn’t see the link for the video Jeremy pulled up, but I could see the name of the company who made it. Plenty of information to track it down later
 .

I hoped
 .

Of course there might be an easier way to get at that 
video
 too

 .

“So where’s the full video Jeremy
 ?”

“What are you talking about
 ?”

“Let’s not bullshit each other Jeremy. You were creeping on my fiancee and that’s how you found that site. You’ve been a total pervy creep around her since the day you met her, and I know you downloaded the full video even if you had to pay for it. So where 
is
 it

 ?”

“Hey man, I don’t know if I appreciate your tone of voice
 .”

“And I don’t know that I appreciate the way you’ve been acting around Vanessa. You haven’t been a very good friend, have you? Why don’t you change that and show me the fucking video
 ?”

“Please! I’m doing you a favor! I don’t see why you’re leaping to that bitch’s defense when she’s nothing but a common whore showing herself off to the highest
 …”

I saw red. I was lightheaded. I don’t know what came over me. What I did know was there seemed to be a brief moment where I completely blacked out. When reality reasserted itself around me I was surprised to see Jeremy on the floor next to our table rubbing his eye which looked like it was starting to turn purple. I could make that much out even in the dim lighting of 
the
 bar

 .

Damn. Had I 
done
 that

 ?

“What the hell man?” Jeremy shouted
 .

A couple of other people who were in the bar were standing and looking over at us. The bartender, a guy both of us knew who didn’t particularly seem to care for Jeremy, was staring at us but didn’t say anything. I knew he wouldn’t say anything if this deescalated now. The question was how was I going to 
do
 that

 ?

I rubbed at my wrists. They were really starting to hurt. Damn. I’d never actually punched someone out of anger. I’d never punched anyone for any reason, come to think of it. I mean that seemed like a stupid thing to say. Why else would you punch someone other than being angry at them? Self-defense maybe
 ?

The point is it fucking hurt. I really hoped I hadn’t broken anything. That would be perfect for our wedding photos, me in a cast, assuming there even was still a wedding after all of these revelations were worked through. There was just too much to think of, too much to work through, but before I did any of that I needed to take care of business with Jeremy
 .

Business I should’ve taken care of a long 
time
 ago

 .

I leaned down over him and he flinched away from me. Good. Let him think he might be in a little bit of danger. To be perfectly honest he really and truly was just one more negative statement about Vanessa away from me taking him back behind the bar and having a heart to heart between my fist and his face away from prying eyes and pesky witnesses. I was surprised I was that angry, but there 
it
 was

 .

“Jeremy, consider yourself uninvited from the wedding. If you show up then I’m going to beat the shit out of you and call the cops. Maybe not in that order, but either way you’re getting the shit kicked out of you. I know most of the other guys in the wedding party would love a chance 
at
 that

 .”

His eyes widened but he didn’t say anything. He just nodded. Good. We understood one another
 .

“I also don’t want to hear about you saying anything about Vanessa to anyone ever again. I don’t want you around her. I don’t want you at any gathering where she might be. More than anything I very much don’t want anyone to find out about that video, or, well, just go back to what I told you about showing up at the wedding and imagine something a hundred times worse 
than
 that

 .”

This really wasn’t me. I was usually so calm and collected. There was just something about the way he’d been talking about Vanessa coupled with anger that really should’ve been directed at her for not telling me about that video that was causing me to bubble over in a big way right now. There must have been something about the look on my face, too, because he went wide-eyed and nodded again
 .

I reached out and patted him on the face which caused him to wince. I made sure to get him right on the spot where it was starting to bruise. Give him a little something to think about
 .

“I’m glad we understand each other,” I said. “Now get the fuck out 
of
 here

 .”

Jeremy scrambled up and he was out of the bar in an instant. I made my way over to the bar and sat down. Sighed
 .

“Trouble?” the bartender asked
 .

“No, that was just something I should’ve done a long 
time
 ago

 .”

“Not talking about your ex-buddy over there. You have the look of a guy who just found out some really 
bad
 news

 .”

“Something like that. Mix your strongest booze with some soda and pass it my way. I have some thinking 
to
 do

 .”
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Video Evidence













I
 stared at the screen.
 It felt so weird for so many reasons
 .

Oddly enough the weirdest thing was that I was actually staring at a porn site. An honest-to-God porn site that took your money in exchange for showing you videos of naked women
 .

It had been forever and a day since I visited a site like this with the intent to actually spend money. Why bother when there were so many sites out there that would show you a five minute clip, and that was all you really needed for a 
little
 fun

 ?

Not to mention Vanessa. It’s not like she was a prude who didn’t like me visiting sites like this. It had never really come up, but something told me she wouldn’t have a problem with it if she did see me visiting a porn site like this. I especially didn’t think she’d have a problem with it considering everything we’d discussed after our mutual fantasy came to light
 .

Of course that was the problem, wasn’t it? She really couldn’t have a problem with me visiting one of these sites now, and the reason she didn’t have a moral high horse to sit on was staring at me from the screen. Staring at me from a preview showing me what I could expect if I actually forked 
over
 the

 …

I glanced at the price. Holy shit! They actually expected me to pay $50 a month for this site? I suppose they were pretty niche, a site that specialized in videos of “real” women who were cheating on their boyfriends or husbands, but that still felt a little salty
 .

Not that I had a choice in the matter. No, I was going to be paying that money whether I liked it or not, because sitting on the page staring up into the camera with a smile on her face was Vanessa
 .

There were several different shots. A shot of her smiling at the camera as she walked through a door of a strip mall entrance that could be at any strip mall in the United States. Only I knew that strip mall. I almost thought I could see my car off in the distance, but that had to be wishful thinking. The angle was all wrong
 .

The next was a shot of her sitting on what looked like a futon. It was a little different from the iconic black leather casting couch you usually saw in those videos, but I was concentrating more on Vanessa than what she was 
sitting
 on

 .

It was the next series of pictures that really got my attention though. Vanessa taking off her clothes. Vanessa, my gorgeous wife who I thought was waiting for marriage, standing topless. It was a sight that I thought was for my eyes only, and yet there she was showing off the goods for the entire world to see. Of course the entire world didn’t know she was my fiancee, but it didn’t matter
 .

And yet at the same time I was so turned on looking at those pictures. It was so fucking hot realizing that there were probably countless men paying for access to this site just so they could see the new hot thing being put on display, and in this case the new hot thing being put on display was my gorgeous wife-
to
 -be

 .

Then again after seeing all of this I wasn’t sure if she would still be my wife-to-be. I was turned on by all of this, sure, but at the same time she’d lied to me about it. She’d gone into that casting call and she’d done all of this and then when I asked her point blank if anything like this happened she’d liked 
about
 it

 .

I wouldn’t have even cared if I knew it happened. I probably would’ve gotten just as turned on as I was feeling right now, but minus the crippling disappointment that she thought she needed to lie, to keep this from me. Now what could’ve been one hell of a turn on had just turned into profound sadness
 .

I was still turned on. Those next pictures were testament to that. My wife-to-be getting even more naughty than just taking her clothes off. Her getting down on her knees. Her with another man’s cock poised at the edge of her lips in a shot that was so fucking hot and a mirror of something she’d done for me a couple of times when I was getting really frustrated about the lack of actual sex in our 
sex
 life

 .

And then it ended. That was even more frustrating than anything else. It was as though the bastards running the site knew that anyone visiting was going to want a hell of a lot more than that, and to find out a hell of a lot more than that you needed to pay that $50 
monthly
 fee

 .



Damn
 it

 .

Not that there was ever any doubt that I was going to pay whatever it took to see the video. There might be a preview available, but this was one instance where the five minute preview wasn’t going to be enough for me. The pictures I could see weren’t going to be enough
 .

Because there was a question burning in the back of my mind. A question that I had to answer. A question that apparently wasn’t resolved by the snippets of the video available on their 
preview
 page

 .

How far had she gone? The pictures made it look like she got to the point of giving a blowjob and then it stopped there. Had she actually given a guy a blowjob? Had she taken another man’s cock in her mouth? Had I kissed her after she’d allowed another man to blow his load deep 
inside
 her

 ?

That wasn’t even the most pressing question, though. No, more than anything I needed to know if things went further than just a blowjob. I needed to know if my wife-to-be was actually going to be able to wear that white dress on her wedding day with a clean conscience
 .

Sure I knew plenty of girls who’d walked down the aisle in the white who definitely didn’t deserve it in the traditional sense. I knew the white wedding dress had been so thoroughly divorced from the idea of purity, if you’ll pardon me using the d-word to talk about a wedding day tradition, that everybody wore white whether or not they’d actually 
had
 sex

 .

Still, she’d been so adamant about waiting for marriage, and if anything the idea that she might have stepped out on me, the idea that she might have let another guy get in her pants before the big night when I was supposed to be the first guy to get in her pants, was turning me on as much as it was 
angering
 me

 .

And I couldn’t tell what had happened from the preview page. I needed to know everything that had happened, and not just because I was going to take all of this and throw it in her face when she got home from the gym. I needed to see the whole video because I needed to know exactly what she’d done and I needed to fuel this obsession
 .

No, I was going to 
pay
 it

 .

I sighed and pulled out my credit card. I suppose if things went south and this resulted in us breaking up I could at least ask her to give me some of that thousand bucks that she got from this audition. Suddenly it was making a hell of a lot more sense that she got that kind of money from just an “audition.” I couldn’t believe I’d been stupid enough to believe they’d give her that kind of scratch just for showing up to an audition
 .

I’d been an idiot. Such a fucking idiot
 .

I put in my credit card information and fifty dollars later I was in. Of course once I was in I had to click around for a little while to find the video I was looking for. There were plenty of videos featuring young women who were supposedly cheating on their significant others
 .

Before today I would’ve said they were just making that cheating shit up. It seemed like a lot of these sites had a couple of minutes of playacting at the beginning that paid lip service to whatever fetish they were catering to, but after that it just went into the usual boring porn positions that had been in every porn video since it became legal to film, own, and view this sort of stuff. And for some reason they always included a shot of some guy’s ass bouncing up and down from behind while he plowed into 
a
 girl

 .

I never understood why they all included that shot. I didn’t know anyone who actually liked that shot and yet I’m sure an anthropologist somewhere had probably found ancient smutty cave paintings that featured a drawing of that position it was so ancient
 .

I also never understood why they tried to go for ridiculous scenarios like this site. A casting couch where a girl happened to be cheating at the same time? It defied explanation that a girl could go through all of that and not realize she was being filmed for a porno. Yet at the same time there was still a small scrap of me that wanted to believe Vanessa had somehow been taken advantage of which seemed to be one of the central conceits of 
this
 site

 .

There was a part of me that also realized it was entirely possible she went into this with both eyes open and she was just worried about how I would react, but I didn’t listen to that voice. I’d have my proof soon enough
 .

Finally after clicking through a couple of pages, her video hadn’t been up for long but it appeared that this company kept pretty busy putting up new videos, I was where I wanted to be. A video titled “Vanessa Cheats on Her Fiance
 .”

Well then. I guess they weren’t going to any great lengths to try and hide her identity. The assholes. Even though she was the one who’d agreed to appear on this site, at least I assumed she agreed to be on the site since here I was looking at her, I was thinking of the guys who filmed the video in the first place as the assholes
 .

The video started and my heart caught. I felt my pulse picking up. I couldn’t believe this. Vanessa was on camera just like any other girl at one of these sites. She was walking into the office and this guy was skilled. It didn’t seem like she was acting
 .

Hell, I knew that she couldn’t possibly be acting. Her responses seemed too genuine and I knew she wasn’t that great of an actress in the first place, but more than anything I knew that this “interview” on my laptop screen couldn’t have lasted any longer than the amount of time from when she left my car to when she got back to 
the
 door

 .

Judging from the length of this video they just wouldn’t have had time for anything like going over a script. No, this was all unscripted. It was all real so far. If anything that intrigued me even more. What could this guy possibly have said to Vanessa to get her from chatting with him to taking her clothes off and getting to the edge of giving him a blowjob and 
maybe
 more

 ?

It was that “maybe more” that was really killing me. How far had she gone? Had she gone all 
the
 way

 ?

So I watched as he explained that he was from a casting organization for movies that needed naked people walking around in the background. I guess that excuse hadn’t just been some quick thinking on Vanessa’s part. I watched as he got her to take her clothes off, as she admitted to my fantasy and brought me into it. That seemed to intrigue the guy and my cock was so fucking hard. Almost to the point that 
it
 hurt

 .

I didn’t dare reach down and start stroking my cock though. No, I knew that if I did something like that there was a good chance I was going to blow my load. It was that hot watching her getting deeper and deeper into this forbidden scenario. I was operating on such a hair trigger that I almost worried that shifting my weight in my computer chair would be enough to get my pants to brush against my cock in just the right way to send me rocketing over 
the
 edge

 .

I watched with growing disbelief as she got down on her knees. As she seemed to think about the fantasy I’d admitted to her and use that as an excuse to get down on her knees. As her lips wrapped around the guy’s cock and then she was practically deep throating him like a champ in a matter of moments
 .

I had a hard time believing this was my Vanessa even though the proof was right there on the screen. I couldn’t believe she’d let her self be seduced so easily. I couldn’t believe that I was more turned on than pissed off at 
seeing
 this

 .

I also thought about all the other men who were no doubt watching this video and getting off on it and if anything that made me even hotter. There was something about the idea of a bunch of complete strangers getting off on my girl that was such a turn on. It was as though the feelings I had about Jeremy getting turned on were being ratcheted up a thousandfold
 .


Damn
 .

I watched as she swallowed and blinked in surprise at that. She never did that for me. No, she always spit it out in a tissue or in the trash can. Hell, the first time she’d blown me she’d been so surprised when I came in her mouth that she gagged a little and before I knew it she was spitting it out all over my stomach which hadn’t been much fun to 
clean
 up

 .

She’d never swallowed my load and yet here she was doing it with a complete stranger. I wasn’t sure if that was because she was turned on or just because that’s what was expected of her in this kind of video. All I knew was that it was so fucking hot. It was taking every ounce of my self control to not touch myself
 .

Finally it was over and we were coming to the really interesting part. Of course I was going to go back and watch the other stuff that had happened over and over, but if she was going to fuck this guy then it would come after the blowjob
 .

I figured that was naturally where this was going, I hadn’t ever seen one of these videos where the guy didn’t fuck the girl, but at the same time the timer on the video was running down and it seemed odd that they’d spend all this time on a blowjob at the expense of what most guys were really 
here
 for

 .

Color me surprised when they started talking and it became obvious that she wasn’t going to go that far no matter how much the guy might want her to. I grinned as she deftly turned him away at every moment. I was relieved and a little disappointed at the 
same
 time

 .

Relieved that she was still virginal even if she’d let this guy have his way with her, but disappointed because there was a big part of me that had been looking forward to her getting plowed by this guy. There was a big part of me that was insanely turned on by the idea of her giving her virginity to another man, as fucked up as that sounded
 .

I kept watching with the fascination of a man rubbernecking at an accident. I couldn’t believe that was my beautiful fiancee there on the screen, and yet there was no doubt in my mind. It’s not like she had an evil twin who’d be wearing the exact same outfit she was wearing on that particular day going into a shady abandoned storefront in a dead strip mall to do an interview with 
some
 guy

 .

No, that was Vanessa
 .

Finally the video came to the part that I was really curious about. The part that was as much the “money shot” for this sort of video as the scene where another man had his cock buried in my fiancee’s throat pumping her full of his come. The scene where he talked to her about signing some paperwork to cover his ass legally and then handed her a thousand dollars
 .

From the look on Vanessa’s face during that part of the scene she seemed pretty proud of herself. That was the look of a woman who was confident she wasn’t going to wind up with her face and her body plastered all over the Internet for any guy to see and jerk off over. And thinking of all those guys watching my fiancee and jerking off thinking of her getting taken advantage of caused me to shiver and lose my train of thought for a moment
 .

When I got back on track Vanessa was walking out the door and the guy, Mike, was putting down the camera and getting a nice shot of the paperwork she’d just signed
 .

“So there you have it,” he said. “They never bother to look at the fine print on these contracts when you wave the money in front of their noses. All these goody two-shoes sluts are the same. They want the cock and they want the money and they’re always too fucking dumb to keep themselves from getting taken 
advantage
 of

 .”

I felt a new emotion rising inside me to go right along with the confusion and the arousal I was already feeling. Anger. Pure anger at this guy for taking advantage of Vanessa like that. For pulling one hell of a bait and switch on her by lying about some paperwork she was signing and then bragging about it after. I wondered if a contract like that would actually hold up in court, but at the same time I figured there probably weren’t too many women out there who would take this sleazeball to court in the first place because of the potential embarrassment
 .

Not to mention that the video was already out there. The damage was already done. Vanessa wasn’t exactly a porn star, but I’m sure that this video had already been downloaded, repackaged, and reuploaded on hundreds of locations online. Once something was out there it was very difficult to get rid of it, and because of this prick my future wife was going to be on the Internet sucking this asshole’s cock for all of eternity
 .

It would’ve been hot under other circumstances, but as it was I just felt mad. Was everything he did on the up and up legally? Maybe. I wasn’t a lawyer so I couldn’t tell. Was it a fucking sleazy thing to do? Definitely, and it made me want to get revenge. It started the cogs turning, but of course getting that revenge would involve Vanessa agreeing to do a hell of a lot more than that blowjob I’d just witnessed and I didn’t think that was likely to happen
 .

The video ended and I sat there staring at the screen without really seeing anything on the screen. I felt cold. I felt numb. Well, I felt cold and numb in my chest at least. Down between my legs there was something that was very hard and ready for action
 .

I reached down and ran a hand along my cock as I thought about what I’d just seen. As I thought about what it might mean for our relationship. She’d stepped out on me. She’d blown 
another
 man

 .

And she’d lied 
about
 it

 .

I didn’t give a fuck about the infidelity. My hard cock was a testament to that. I did give a fuck about the lying though. How could I expect to build a relationship, build a life, with her when she’d proven herself willing to lie about something this major? Especially when she knew she already had a hall pass to get up to exactly this kind of fun if she 
wanted
 to

 !

It was infuriating. Absolutely and completely infuriating
 .

A sound near the front of the apartment finally brought me out of my reverie. I realized the monitor had gone into sleep mode and I hadn’t even noticed. I’d been that checked out of reality. I listened intently, but there was no noise following that initial one. It must’ve been someone out in the street making noise or maybe the cat finally got up from the spot where he kept his lazy ass rooted to his cat bed 24/7 to have some food. That was about the only thing that ever got 
him
 up

 .

Whatever it was, that noise was enough to snap me out of my reverie. It might be nothing this time, but Vanessa could be home at any time now and I wanted to be ready when she did get home. I wanted to make sure that I had all of my evidence lined up. I wanted to make sure I had copies of everything saved
 .

I still wasn’t sure what I was going to do with all of this evidence, but I figured I was about to have one hell of an interesting conversation with my fiancee. I just hoped she was still my fiancee when that conversation 
was
 over

 .



Didn’t
 I

 ?
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Secret Revealed













I
 pulled
 into my spot and saw that Nathan was already home. I hoped he had a good time hanging out with Jeremy even if I didn’t want to have anything to do with hanging out with him. I kept thinking about that day in the strip mall. I kept thinking about how I got carried away because of the shared fantasy we’d discovered
 .

And to be perfectly honest I was worried about what might happen if I was around Jeremy for a photo shoot again. It seemed ridiculous, but I was afraid that being in front of the camera again like I was for that “interview” would send me into a sexual craze where I was more turned on by the guy getting turned on than I was by how hot the 
guy
 was

 .

Sure Jeremy wasn’t as hot as that Mike guy, he definitely wasn’t as hot as Nathan, but still. The way I’d lost control had me worried. Worried that all it would take was a guy giving me the eyes and I would lose it again. Add in a scenario where there was a guy who’d obviously been lusting after me for quite some time and he had a camera
 ?

Well let’s just say I’d realized that was a perfect storm as far as this fantasy went for me. A perfect storm that I was just going to navigate around by not being around Jeremy. It was pretty easy anyways. I always tried to avoid him except for that photo shoot, and it seemed that Nathan was more than happy that I didn’t want to hang out with him and try to get along for the sake of my future husband’s friendship
 .

I was even questioning that motive now, though. Had I really insisted on having Jeremy around because he was Nathan’s friend and I wanted to get along with him? Or was there maybe a more sinister reason? Was it maybe that even then I was getting turned on feeding off of the energy he was sending my way, even if I couldn’t articulate that fantasy at the time, and so I’d wanted him around and come up with excuses
 ?

Best not to think about that sort of thing
 .

I grabbed my bags and made my way back to the apartment. They were filled with sexy all white lingerie that I figured would be a big hit when it came to wedding night festivities, and I’d bought it using part of the thousand dollars I’d gotten from my audition. I figured if I didn’t make enough money to afford a nice honeymoon then the least I could do with the money was spend it on trying to make the wedding night memorable
 !

I stepped through the front door and looked around. Funny. The living room was completely dark and empty. Usually when there was a night when I was out shopping and Nathan got home before me he was in the living room either reading or playing a video game. There was none of that tonight, though
 .

Very weird
 .

“Nathan? You here honey
 ?”

Of course he had to be here. His car was out there and he’d driven himself out to meet Jeremy earlier. It’s not like he would drive back and then Jeremy would take him somewhere else, right? Then again I suppose something like that could’ve happened, but I figured he would’ve texted me if that was 
the
 case

 .

Where 
was
 he

 ?

I moved to the computer room, actually a second bedroom that had our desks from college but no computers since we both used laptops, but he wasn’t in there either. Weird. If he wasn’t in the living room playing video games then I figured he might be in the computer room where he sometimes hooked his laptop up to some big monitor so he could play games on that. The room was dark and silent though, which meant he had to be in the bedroom
 .

I stepped in with a smile on my face, ready to model the new lingerie I’d gotten and give him a preview of what he could expect on the wedding night. I’d been doing that sort of thing a lot lately, and I tried to tell myself that I was just excited about our wedding coming up and not that I was starting to act like a hypersexual slut because of a sense of lingering guilt over what I’d done with that guy during that audition
 .

“Hi honey!” 
I
 said

 .

Nathan didn’t say anything. He looked up at me with an unreadable expression. He was sitting in the dark and I could only see his face from the glow of his computer monitor. What was going on 
in
 here

 ?

Deep down I felt something that had been lurking in the recesses of my mind ever since that day in the strip mall. Panic. Worry that he would somehow discover what I’d done. Of course that was a ridiculous worry. It’s not like he had any way of knowing the sort of extracurricular fun I’d enjoyed. There was no way the tape that Mike guy made was ever going to see any sort of release
 .

Still, that worry had been gnawing at me for the past couple of weeks. That worry came roaring to the forefront as I saw the look on Nathan’s face. I told myself that I was being silly, that there was no way he could’ve tracked down that video, but that 
didn’t
 help

 .

“Did you have fun shopping?” he asked
 .

I sighed in relief. That was more normal, though his voice still sounded odd. If he was asking about a shopping trip then he wasn’t screaming at me about blowing some stranger and I figured that meant I was safe enough. That meant the cat probably wasn’t out of the bag. That cat was going to stay tied in that bag for eternity if I had anything to do 
with
 it

 !

Even if living with the guilt was causing me to freak out every time he looked at me with an even slightly odd expression. I’d just have to live with it. That was my cross to bear for my indiscretion
 .

“I suppose I had a good enough time,” I said. “I picked up some sexy lingerie that I’m sure you’re going to love! Would you like me to model it 
for
 you

 ?”

“Maybe later,” Nathan said, again with that odd look returning to his face. That odd look returning to his face had that panic returning to my stomach. No. I was still in the clear. I just had to play it cool and figure out what was bothering him. Maybe something to do with Jeremy? It wasn’t out of the ordinary for Jeremy to upset him, 
after
 all

 .

“So how did things go with Jeremy tonight?” I asked
 .

“Oh I punched him out in the bar. He’s not going to be in the wedding, by the way, but I figure Dalton can fill in for him. I like him better than Jeremy anyways
 .”

“Are you kidding? You know I can’t tell when you’re joking like that,” I said. Though if he did manage to get into a fight with Jeremy I suppose that would explain why he was acting this way. If anything it was a relief, and in more ways than one. It meant that he didn’t know anything even though that was the first thing that leapt into my mind every time he seemed upset about something, and it also meant that Jeremy wasn’t going to be around anymore
 .

I wouldn’t have to put up with Jeremy trying to hit on me all the time. I wouldn’t have to worry about what might happen with this new fantasy taking hold of my erotic imagination
 .

Yeah, on balance it seemed like Jeremy being out of the picture was a good thing. As long as Nathan wasn’t going to get in any trouble for getting in a fight or anything
 .

“So he’s not going to press charges or anything?” I asked
 .

“Nah, I don’t think we have to worry about that given the circumstances,” 
Nathan
 said

 .

I sat on the bed next to him and I noticed that he moved subtly to pull the laptop screen away from me. Now that was weird. He never tried to hide his screen from me. We had nothing to hide from each other
 .

I blushed, an involuntary reaction that I couldn’t help. He might not have anything to hide from him, but I guess for the past two weeks I’d had a whopper I’d been hiding from him. And here came the guilt again. I was getting sick of this, but I couldn’t come clean. I couldn’t risk everything so close to the wedding
 !

“Well I guess that’s good then. It’s not like it’s going to screw up the wedding plans too much having him out,” 
I
 said

 .

“Yeah, but that’s not the only thing that could screw up the wedding
 .”

That chill again. I tried to play it cool. No, I had to play it cool. Maybe he did suspect something. Maybe he was fishing. I could comfort myself with the knowledge that even if he did suspect something there was no way he could know something 
for
 sure

 .

“What are you talking about
 ?”

“Is there anything you maybe want to tell me about that audition you had a couple of weeks ago Vanessa
 ?”

He locked eyes with me and I felt like he could see straight into my soul. I felt like he somehow knew everything, impossible as that was. More than anything I had an overwhelming desire to come clean with him and tell him everything that happened despite the potential risk to our relationship, but somehow I managed to hold fast. Somehow I managed to keep my mouth shut. Managed to look him in the eye and lie through my teeth
 .


Again
 .

“I already told you everything that happened with that interview baby,” I said. I even managed to get a little bit of irritation to creep into my voice. That was good. Sound annoyed. Make him think I was getting pissed off that he kept bringing 
it
 up

 .

“Would you like to know why I got in a fight with Jeremy
 ?”

I blinked. All of this switching tracks was getting seriously fucking confusing. Why was he jumping back to talking about his fight with Jeremy? Did he want to brag about finally getting a chance to beat the crap out of the guy or something? Though if that distracted him from thinking about that interview and what I may or may not have done during said interview that was just fine 
with
 me

 .

“Sure honey, what caused the fight
 ?”

I could imagine plenty of things that would start the fight, most of them revolving around me. Maybe he made a comment that Nathan didn’t care for. Maybe he said something about the photo shoot that finally set Nathan off even though he was secretly delighted at what had happened during said photo shoot. There were so many simmering issues that had Nathan flying into an angry rage when he talked about his friend that it was hard to pick just one that was more likely than any other when it came to setting him off and prompting him to finally punch out his buddy
 .

“Turns out Jeremy found a video online. The sort of video that only a guy with a creepy obsession would be able to find. A needle in a haystack full of porn, if 
you
 will

 .”

Okay, this time I figured that cold feeling was at least partially justified. Talking about a porn video, particularly a porn video that only Jeremy with his unique ability to go above and beyond when it came to the creepy department, was worrying. It felt dangerously close to the secret I’d been trying my best to keep from 
getting
 out

 .

“Oh really? What sort of video
 ?”

Nathan didn’t say anything. I did hear a click on his laptop though. A click that was followed by something that truly did chill me to the bone. My own voice coming out of his laptop’s speakers, followed by Mike’s voice
 .
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Confession













I
 t was weird.
 I never thought I’d be so calm and collected as I heard evidence of my entire world falling down around me. I looked at Nathan and the look on my face must have been enough to confirm his suspicions because his face fell as soon as I locked eyes with him. It was obvious he could see the truth of what I’d done, that I’d been hiding this from him deliberately. It’s not like there was much chance of me hiding the truth from him anyways if he had video proof of what I’d done, 
damn
 it

 .

“Jeremy found the video
 ?”

Nathan laughed, but there was no amusement to that laugh. No, he just sounded defeated. “Of course Jeremy found it while he was creeping on you. I don’t know exactly how he did it, reverse image search or some bullshit like that, but that’s not the point
 .”

“I suppose it isn’t,” I said. I figured that would be enough of an admission to get him to stop, but Nathan went right on talking about 
my
 sins

 .

“No, the point is that this video is out there in the first place. The point is that you lied to me about this after I made it clear to you that this was my fantasy. I wouldn’t have even had a problem with it if you’d just come clean and told me about it when it happened
 !”

I felt more and more like a piece of shit with every word. Every word stung because it was absolutely true. Because it was a mirror of something I’d already thought myself over the past couple of weeks. I couldn’t help myself. The emotion was too much. The thought of losing my relationship because I told a lie that probably wouldn’t have been a big deal if I’d come clean about it right away was starting to sink in and it 
terrified
 me

 .

I started crying. I thought that maybe he would move over and try to comfort me, something to make me feel better, but it appeared that this wasn’t in the cards. He sat there listening to the video of me giving another man a blowjob and that was the only soundtrack to go along with 
my
 sobs

 .

That got me to thinking, though. How the hell did that video even get out there in the first place? I was certain when I signed all that paperwork that he wasn’t going to post the video anywhere. That he couldn’t post the video anywhere even if he wanted to. Now it was reaching out of the past to slap me across the face, but that video definitely shouldn’t be. I wondered if I’d have a way to sue them or something as anger started to replace shame and terror that my relationship with Nathan 
was
 over

 .

“So I know this probably isn’t what you want me asking about, but how the hell is that even online
 ?”

Nathan shook his head and for a wonder he seemed angry at someone other than me which was a relief. “I don’t know. He said something about the paperwork you signed actually being a release or something. Then he said some other less-than-charitable things about your intelligence, things 
like
 that

 .”

“That son of a bitch! He said that paperwork was just to cover him legally
 !”

“Yeah, well it looks like he had you sign some paperwork that lets him plaster this all over the Internet
 .”

“Damn. So what do we do 
about
 it

 ?”

Nathan sighed. “I really don’t know what to do about this. On the one hand this is fucking hot, but on the other hand you just lied. We’re getting married in less than a couple of weeks and you just kept something this big from me. How am I supposed to trust you if you’re willing to keep something this big 
from
 me

 ?”

I blinked. I’d been thinking out loud wondering what we were going to do about getting back at this asshole for posting that video online in the first place, but it seemed Nathan had other things on his mind. Other things that should’ve been on my mind as well. I felt guilty for thinking about what to do about that video when he was thinking about what that video meant for our relationship
 .

Would we even have that wedding in a couple of weeks? I suppose that ball was firmly in Nathan’s court now. I still very much wanted to have the wedding, but at the same time there wasn’t a hell of a lot I could do if he decided that he didn’t want to go forward 
with
 it

 .

Talk about humiliating. Not only would I have to deal with the shame of having the wedding called off at the last minute and calling everyone to let them know to return their gifts and free up their calendar, but I’d also have to deal with the inevitable questions asking what happened. It would get out that it was my fault, and it might even get out exactly why it was being 
called
 off

 .

I didn’t think Nathan would do something that vindictive, but if he’d already punched Jeremy out then there was a good chance that creepy asshole was out there somewhere brooding over this and thinking about the best way to get his revenge. He might just decide the best revenge would be to go after me and let everyone in our circle of friends know exactly why it was we were calling 
things
 off

 .

“Do you still want to get married?” I asked. There. The question was out there. No beating around the bush and wondering if he was going to dump me. I was just going to come out and say it and whatever happened was going to happen
 .

Nathan stared at his laptop. That damn video was still playing and I found myself revisiting that day in my imagination even as the soundtrack was playing. Though in my mind’s eye I was getting a far different view than what Nathan was probably seeing. I was thinking back to how hot it had been to have that guy worshiping me even if in the end he’d turned out to be a double crossing asshole who put my relationship in danger
 .

Though I guess even that wasn’t fair. I was the one who put my relationship in danger by doing that in the first place and not telling Nathan about it. Still, that didn’t make this Mike guy any less of an asshole for doing what he did and lying 
to
 me

 .

Nathan sighed. “That’s the crazy thing. I keep looking at this video and I keep thinking about how I should be pissed off, but more than anything I’m turned on. As fucked up as it sounds more than anything I’m a little annoyed that you didn’t go all the way. That you didn’t do the full show. I’m more upset about that than I am about the lie! What the hell is wrong 
with
 me

 ?”

Okay then. That definitely wasn’t what I was expecting. I was expecting him to say that maybe we needed to go to some counseling or maybe he needed some space. There was even a small part of me that was terrified he might want to use this as an excuse to have a dalliance of his own with another woman. I knew it was terribly hypocritical of me to not want him to have fun with another woman even as I was stepping out on him, but I felt how I felt even though I’d probably go along with it if it meant saving our relationship
 .

The last thing I was expecting was for him to tell me he was more upset that I didn’t fuck this guy than he was about the lies. Talk about a fucked up twist I didn’t see coming
 .

“Are you serious
 ?”

“Totally. Which is exactly why this all seems so 
fucked
 up

 .”

I crawled across the bed towards him. I could feel some of the control coming back to me in this situation. Not entirely, but it was something. I pushed down on his laptop monitor which had the dual benefit of pulling his attention towards me while at the same time cutting off that video right around the time it seemed Mike was getting to the point of saying some particularly not-nice things about me. I grimaced. I didn’t need to hear that bullshit. Ever. It was already bad enough that he’d taken advantage of me like that. The last thing I needed to hear was him rubbing my face 
in
 it

 .

“So it turns you on thinking about your future wife fucking 
another
 man

 ?”

Nathan licked his lips. His next words were a little hoarse as though he was having trouble talking. And why not? If his fantasy was starting to take hold again then it was perfectly reasonable to assume that he might be having a little bit of trouble keeping things under control. I brushed my hand out against his cock and was pleased to feel that it was 
rock
 hard

 .

“Maybe
 ?”

Oh yeah. I was starting to feel better and better about this with each passing moment. That rock hard cock meant he was more turned on than angry. More turned on than angry I could work with. I could spin to my advantage
 .

And in that moment I realized the wedding had never been in any sort of true danger. I wasn’t going to have to call everyone in the family and try to explain why the wedding was called off without getting into the real reason
 .

Though I was probably still going to have to worry about Jeremy and that video. If he could tell my fiance about it then he could tell other people about it. I’d have to talk with Nathan about that to make sure we could do something to shut his friend up, assuming getting punched in the face at a bar wasn’t already enough to 
do
 that

 .

I could worry about that later, though. Because right now what I really needed was to be a little naughty with my man. I needed to figure out just how far this could go, because if he was willing to see me with another man, if he was disappointed that I hadn’t gone ahead and fucked that Mike guy even if it meant I’d be giving up my virginity to someone other than my husband, well that opened up a whole world of possibilities I hadn’t considered just five 
minutes
 ago

 .

I moved up until my lips were inches from his. “Well? Does that turn you on? I’m going to need a yes or no on that. Maybe just isn’t going to 
cut
 it

 .”

“Fuck yeah 
it
 does

 !”

“Even if me fucking another guy means you won’t be the first guy to get in my pants? You realize what that means, right? All this waiting and it would’ve been for nothing
 .”

Nathan squeezed his eyes shut and shuddered. I felt his cock twitching under my fingers and I realized that he was actually coming. I felt something wet and warm spreading across my fingers. He was blowing his load in his pants! I pressed my hand down against his cock while he rode the wave of what seemed to be a pretty intense orgasm judging from how heavily he was breathing. Finally he came down and opened his eyes, locked them with 
my
 own

 .

I figured that was probably a good thing he’d just blown his load. If we were going to have this conversation then it was definitely the sort of conversation that wasn’t good to have while he was feeling horny. No, being in those honest moments after an orgasm would definitely be more of a help than a hindrance
 .

Nathan’s eyes popped open. He was breathing heavily and there was a large stain spreading across his pants. I pulled my own hand away and grabbed a box of tissues we kept on a nightstand at the side of the bed for just such occasions. He grinned sheepishly as he started to clean up and I leaned back on the bed thinking about options that were suddenly available
 .

If he really was turned on by the idea of me with another man rather than pissed off then that meant I could go through with Mike’s offer. Of course I had no intention of taking that asshole Mike up on his offer. Not after the way he’d double crossed me. No, the best thing would be if I could find a way to take someone else up on that offer, he had mentioned something about a bidding war, while at the same time sticking it to that asshole
 .

The only problem was I didn’t actually know anybody who might be interested in getting started on a bidding war for that sort of video. I glanced over to Nathan who was heading to the bathroom to clean up. I guess the other part of the problem was I didn’t know exactly how on board Nathan was going to be with the whole thing, for that matter
 .

It was one thing for him to blow a load in his pants when we were talking about something that was still very much in the realm of fantasy. It was another thing entirely for him to come back into the room when he was feeling good and honest and tell me that he still got turned on by the idea of me fucking 
another
 man

 .

The sink ran. Nathan came back into the room in just his boxers. He had a grin on 
his
 face

 .

“Y’know it’s crazy, but I’m still turned on by the idea of you fucking another man even after blowing 
my
 load

 .”

Okay. I guess that answered that question. Short and to the point. Now the question was what were we going to do 
about
 it

 ?

“Even if he’s the first man to 
do
 me

 ?”

“Especially
 .”

“What about having someone film it and getting paid for it? That Mike asshole seemed to think that could be worth a hell of a lot of money if we played our cards right, but I have no idea who to get in touch with about that sort of thing
 .”

Nathan sat down on the edge of the bed and there was a pause. A pause where I thought he might actually be reconsidering this. Not that I could blame him if he was reconsidering it. Asking him to let me fuck another guy before we got married, especially considering what a big deal I’d made out of the whole waiting for marriage thing up until this point, was asking a hell of a lot. I 
knew
 that

 .

Heck, even as I thought about it I wasn’t entirely sure about it. Part of the reason why I wanted to wait for marriage was that I wanted to share something special with Mike that only we could have. Then again I suppose that letting another guy fuck me for the first time was something that we’d be sharing with each other in a fucked up way. It would be fuel for both of our fantasies and it would definitely be a “first time” that was probably unlike anything most normal couples ever did. So while it was crazy I figured that in a twisted way it would also be a testament to the strength of our relationship and a confirmation of 
our
 love

 .

“I’m open to that idea too,” Nathan said. “The problem is I just don’t think there’s as much money in this as that guy was leading you to believe
 .”

“What are you talking about? He handed me a thousand bucks like he was passing out candy at Halloween
 !”

Nathan shrugged. “What if that was just the first taste? Something to get you hooked in the industry and then the real rates start up? I know these guys are appealing to a really niche sort of thing, but everything I’ve heard about the porn industry says that there just isn’t as much money sloshing around there as there was even a decade ago thanks to free video sites and all 
that
 crap

 .”

“Oh,” I said. “I hadn’t thought 
of
 that

 .”

I really hadn’t thought of that. I didn’t know all that much about how the online porn industry worked. It wasn’t my thing. For that matter I didn’t really want to know how Nathan knew that much about how the online porn industry worked. All that I cared about was that my visions of paying for a honeymoon and maybe even a down payment on a new house to start our life together were starting to disappear as I realized that Mike asshole might’ve been lying to me about more than what I was signing away with that paperwork
 .

“I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to try, though. That guy couldn’t have been lying about everything, right
 ?”

“That’s true,” I said, perking up just a little. Maybe it would turn out Nathan was right. Maybe Mike was lying to me to try and entice me to do more videos in the moment. Maybe he just really wanted to get his rocks off with the virgin bride and so he was doing the porn producer equivalent of lying to get a girl in bed and I hadn’t fallen for it. Still, it was worth 
a
 try

 .

And if it turned out that there wasn’t the money out there that Mike was promising then I still had a night with my future husband to look forward to! There was just that one big problem
 .

“How do we actually find a place that might pay us for that sort of thing in the first place? Mike has all the contacts. I don’t know anybody
 .”

Nathan shook his head and started chuckling
 .

“What’s so damn funny
 ?”

“I just never thought I’d be in a position where I was trying to figure out how to auction off my fiancee to the highest bidder to give away her virginity!” 
he
 said

 .

Okay, yeah. When he put it that way it did seem just a tad ridiculous. I started laughing just a little. Then a lot. In a minute the two of us were rolling on the bed laughing and all the nervous energy, all the tension that had remained in the room after he came back, all the worries I still had that he might be mad that I kept that moment from him, were gone in a flash. It was back to just the two of us having fun together and I knew in that moment that everything was going to be all right 
between
 us

 .

“I guess we’ll just have to look at who the competition is for Mike’s site and see what there is to see,” Nathan said. He reached out for my hand. “Are you absolutely sure you want to 
do
 this

 ?”

I took his hand. “I’m sure if 
you’re
 sure

 .”

“Then let’s get 
to
 work

 !”
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Negotiations













I
 took a deep breath.
 The text was all ready to go. All I had to do was 
hit
 send

 .

“Mike, been thinking about your offer. Would like to 
talk
 . - V

 .”

My thumb trembled as I held it over the send button. I didn’t want to have anything to do with this slime, even if it was trying to pull a double cross on him and give him a taste of his own medicine. It made me feel dirty just having his number in my phone
 .

I hit send. It needed to be done even if I didn’t want to have anything to do with the asshole
 .

I figured it might be a little while before I got a response. The guy was probably busy, after all. He was probably jetting around the country in coach luring other unsuspecting girls into his cut-rate lair to take advantage of them and get them to sign paperwork signing away the rights to their videos under false pretenses
 .

Yeah, I was still pretty mad at the guy if I was getting this worked up. I wanted to reach through my phone and punch him in the face. It was too bad that wasn’t a feature that had been added to any phones
 .

To my surprise the response was almost immediate. I smiled despite myself. Okay then. Maybe Mike was a little more interested in me than I’d originally thought. I figured that could only be a good thing. That meant it would be that much easier to reel him in. Or to try and reel him in, at least
 .

“Was hoping I’d hear from you! What were you thinking
 ?”

Yeah, I bet he was hoping to hear from me. I wondered if he had any idea that I knew he’d posted my video online. Now that I had his attention the only thing I wanted to do was lay into him and let him know exactly what a prick he was for pulling that, but I resisted the urge. No, that definitely wouldn’t be productive. What I needed to do was act like I was interested in what he had to offer
 .

It was going to be one hell of an acting job. Better even than anything I’d done in my first audition. Another message 
popped
 up

 .

Yeah, he was really 
interested
 . Good

 .

“Have you thought about the offer 
I
 made

 ?”

I barked out a laugh. Had I thought about the offer he’d made? I’d only been thinking about it almost every day since he made it. I’d been thinking about how it would potentially destroy my relationship if news of the terms of that offer ever made it out, and then when it was revealed tonight and it turned out Nathan was into it I’d been thinking about whether or not I would actually go through 
with
 it

 .

Turns out the answer was yes. Just not with this prick. Of course he didn’t have to know that and he wasn’t going to know it. 
Not
 yet

 .

I looked over my shoulder to Nathan who was sitting on the bed with his laptop back out typing away furiously. Every minute or so there would be a ping and then he’d start typing away furiously again. He had a look of intense concentration on his face and I desperately hoped that meant he was getting good news on his end, because I didn’t want to have to go through Mike for anything
 .

“How are things going on your end?” I asked
 .

He looked up and there was genuine surprise registered on his face. “Surprisingly enough I’m getting some nibbles. Apparently mentioning Mike is all it takes to get them interested. I guess the asshole gave us an in with the industry and we didn’t even 
know
 it

 !”

I giggled as I turned back to my phone and tried to think about how I could respond to Mike without giving too much away. I wanted to make it clear that I was interested, but at the same time that he wasn’t going to be my only choice. Or my first choice, for that matter
 .

“I’ve been thinking about it, but I’m not sure if I should even go 
with
 you

 .”

His response was almost immediate again. Just the time it would take for some one to thumb out a response
 .

“What? What the fuck are you talking about? Who else would you 
go
 with

 ?”

I sighed. I wanted to get him good and worried, and if I was going to do that the only thing I could think to do was mention how he published that video online. Let him know just how royally pissed off I was even though that was the last thing I wanted to do because I was afraid it would open the floodgates and have me telling him off before I could reel 
him
 in

 .

“How can I trust someone who posts a video and lies about the paperwork I’m signing
 ?”

Again the response was almost immediate. This guy had a response for everything, though I had a hard time believing the response 
I
 got

 .

“Hey that was just business babe. Just like this video we’re going to make with you giving it up. So stop lying and let’s get down to negotiations
 .”

I couldn’t believe the gall of this guy. First he lies to me about what I’m signing to get that video online. He lies about posting the damn video online. And now that I’d called him on it he was turning around and acting like he was doing me a favor by letting me do another video with him? Oh yeah, taking this asshole down a couple of pegs was going to feel so good. For that reason more than anything else I somehow managed to keep things under control. I managed to keep from telling him exactly what I thought of him in that moment
 .

That moment would come, but not now. 
Not
 yet

 .

“Right, that’s nice but I’m in this for the money. Not for making you money. So you’re going to make me an offer I can’t refuse or I’m going to refuse
 ;).”

This time there was a pause. Good. Maybe I was finally getting him to stop and think. Maybe he was panicking just a little. That was right where I wanted him. I figured I was in the stronger negotiating position anyways. I didn’t want to have anything to do with him so I could drop the conversation at any time and not give a fuck. He needed me for his video even if he had no idea that there wasn’t a chance he was actually getting me after that little stunt he’d pulled
 .

“Who are you negotiating with? Is it those assholes at Sharing 
My
 Slut

 ?”

“Nope
 .”

“It’s that prick Liam from Cuckold Casting Calls, 
isn’t
 it

 ?”

“Nope again
 .”

My eyes went wide as he kept it up. This guy definitely wasn’t very smart, which made me feel like even more of an idiot that I’d fell for his ruse with the paperwork. He proceeded to go through every major site that was his competition, including a lot of sites that Nathan hadn’t mentioned in his own search, and all I had to do was send a “no” reply and he kept right on going. Talk about having market research dropped right in my lap. I started calling off the names to Nathan and his keyboard clicked furiously as he wrote them down and started looking 
them
 up

 .

So far, so good. Time to twist the knife a little
 .

“Look Mike, even if I was talking with any of those guys it’s not like I would tell you. What matters is I’ve got options, and we’re going to have that little auction you were talking about but you’re going to be bidding instead of auctioning
 .”

I could feel the frustration coming through the phone as there was another pause. I imagined him staring down at his phone and trying his best not to throw it and ruin the thing or smash it in his hands. I got a great deal of satisfaction imagining him walking around and swearing up a storm as he was outsmarted
 .

Sure there was a chance he wasn’t doing any of that stuff, but it was fun to fantasize
 .

I turned over my shoulder to where I could still hear Nathan typing furiously at his computer. “How’s it going over there
 ?”

“Just got a response from those Cuckold Casting Calls guys he was talking about. How do you 
like
 this

 ?”

I walked over and looked over his shoulder. My eyes went wide as I saw the number on the screen. That would be enough to pay for our honeymoon and one hell of a down payment on a house in the neighborhood I’d been looking at. It seemed too good to be true. It seemed way too high. Maybe it was because Nathan had imparted a sense of reality about how much money the porn industry had, but that seemed ridiculous
 .

“You’re sure about that? They’re not jerking us around or anything
 ?”

“I guess something like this where they can verify and sell the show live is a big deal for them,” Nathan said with a shrug. “I think it also helps that they’re in a bidding war with that Mike guy. From the responses I’ve been getting it seems he’s made a few enemies who are willing to throw money around to screw 
him
 over

 .”

“Interesting,” I said. I picked up my phone and tapped in something that was about twenty percent higher than the number on Nathan’s screen and sent it to Mike. I figured there was no harm in trying to inflate the number just 
a
 bit

 .

“You’re lying,” 
he
 said

 .

“He thinks I’m lying,” I told Nathan. “Any way we could 
convince
 him

 ?”

“Hold on a minute,” 
Nathan
 said

 .

More typing. His eyes moved back and forth across his screen and a smile started on his face. Just the ghost of a smile at first, but after a couple more minutes he was grinning from ear to ear and then actually laughing 
out
 loud

 .

“Wait for it,” Nathan said when the typing stopped and he looked up 
at
 me

 .

“Wait 
for
 it

 ?”

My phone buzzed. I pulled it up and glanced at the screen. Another message from Mike the asshole. I swiped and my eyes went wide. Interesting. It looked like Nathan had been 
at
 work

 .

“I can’t believe you called that asshole Liam! This is going to 
cost
 you

 .”

I rolled my eyes and shook my head, making a disgusted noise in the process that got Nathan’s attention
 .

“What’s wrong
 ?”

“Apparently we got his attention, but he’s still acting like an asshole 
about
 it

 .”

“Well make him pay for it then,” Nathan said. “It’s the least the prick deserves
 .”

So I started tapping in my phone again. Oh yeah, I was good and pissed off now. I didn’t think it would be possible for me to get more pissed off than I already was, but somehow he’d managed to cross that line. He was really going to pay for this now if he wanted to try and stay in 
the
 game

 .

“I think what that should tell you is who’s in charge here,” I sent. “You’re not in a position to dictate terms. I am. You want me in your video you’re going to have to convince me you’re worth 
talking
 to

 .”

Damn I felt slimy just knowing he was on the other side of a phone conversation from me. I was tempted to just ask him to meet us at our apartment so Nathan could beat the crap out of him, I figured he could take Mike in a fight, but that would probably just result in a charge for Nathan. Much better to hit this guy where it would 
really
 hurt

 .

Right in his pocketbook
 .

“Fine, fine,” his response came back. “What’s it going to take to get you 
to
 talk

 ?”

I grinned. There was something about the way he’d worded that text that suddenly had a nasty idea popping into my head. What would it take to get me to talk? Well it would be interesting to see just how much money he’d be willing to throw around to get me 
to
 “talk

 .”

“Nice to know you’re finally coming around Mikey boy, but I’m not sure if I want to talk to 
you
 now

 .”

“Come on Vanessa. We’re friends. Think of the fun 
we
 had

 !”

The fun we had. This guy really was a prick. I’d already made it clear I wasn’t happy about him posting the video of that “fun we had” and now he was trying to use that as a selling point? Of course part of the fun of that encounter had been how willing he was to just whip out a thousand dollars, presumably to entice me. I wondered how much he’d be willing to throw 
out
 now

 .

“You’re right. We did have some fun together. If you were to maybe send over five grand I’d consider talking to you about having some 
more
 fun

 .”

“Done,” he 
sent
 back

 .

I blinked. It was that easy? Five grand just like that? I was surprised he was so willing to go to that amount so quickly. I was also starting to think that maybe I’d been a little to low ball in my attempt to extort him out of a lot of money. At the same time it gave me an idea of how much the other guys we were talking to should be willing to pay for a chance at making this video 
with
 me

 .

“So he just accepted an offer for five grand just to talk to him,” I said. “Makes me think we should be a little more aggressive with some of our other offers
 .”

“Only five thousand? I would’ve gone for more than that considering what some of these other guys are offering
 .”

“Well I didn’t know that to ask him for more, 
did
 I

 ?”

Still, it was a good amount of money. Especially considering it was specifically five grand just for the privilege of talking. I guess he’d been so fixated on getting me back to the table that he hadn’t been paying attention to the exact wording or he hadn’t thought I would try to screw him over in the same way he 
screwed
 me

 .

I had a feeling he thought that five grand was for the privilege of being the one to film the video, but he was going to have another thing coming
 .

“So when are we going to talk making the video
 ?”

“We’re going to talk when I have my money and not a moment sooner,” I sent back. “That five grand is just to get me interested in talking to you. It’s not a guarantee we’re making the video 
with
 me

 .”

“Whatever,” he said. “You can just count that towards what I pay you when you decide to go with me. You’re not going to get that kind of money from 
anyone
 else

 .”

I looked over to Nathan. “He says we’re not going to be able to do better than the five grand he’s promising
 .”

Nathan rolled his eyes and gave me a thumbs up. “Not likely. I’ve already got much better than that. We’re gonna be rolling in the dough with 
this
 one

 .”

So I sent back one last message. “If I decide to go with you. We’re clear 
on
 that

 .”

“Right, whatever. We know who you’re 
going
 with

 . ;)”

“Just send the money. I’ll give you an email you can use to send it to an online wallet and we’ll go from there
 .”

I shot over an email Nathan had created specifically for this. As soon as we had the money I would be willing to talk with him. To talk and tell him there wasn’t a chance in hell I was ever going to go 
with
 him

 .

“I think everything’s in motion with Mike,” I said. “All we need to do now is wait for the money and then we can talk and I’ll tell him where he can stick the rest of his money
 .”

“You sure about that? You were clear it’s just for talking
 ?”

“Absolutely. Confirmed a couple of times. If he thinks I’m insinuating something else that’s his problem
 .”

Mike didn’t send any more messages so I figured that meant the conversation was probably over for now. It was actually a relief to know that the really tough negotiating was over. Or at the very least that most of the tough negotiating was going to be in Nathan’s hands. He had a look of intense concentration on his face and his fingers were moving furiously across the keyboard again
 .

I collapsed back on the bed and stared at the ceiling as I listened to Nathan typing. That had taken a lot out of me. I still had trouble believing that we were actually going through with this. We were going to get some revenge on Mike and at the same time we were going to go through with me fucking another guy, and from what Nathan had said it sounded like me fucking another guy was going to be the highlight of our 
wedding
 day

 .

I suppose I should’ve felt conflicted about that, but to be perfectly honest all I felt was turned on when I thought about it. I think that was partly because there were so many people fighting over the opportunity to be my first, but it was also because I knew that Nathan got so turned on thinking about it. That fed back into me and got me even more revved up and ready 
to
 go

 .

The only real problem was that I was so horny that I felt the urge to give in and have my way with Nathan now a couple of weeks before our wedding. I was just that hot. It was going to be really fucking hard lasting two weeks thinking about what I was going to be doing on our wedding night, or who I was going to be doing on our wedding night to be more accurate
 .

“So how are things going on your end babe?” I asked Nathan
 .

“Great. Amazing how much money niche sites who charge fifty bucks a month have to throw around. Who would’ve known they had that much money
 ?”

I giggled. I wouldn’t have thought any of this was possible even a couple of months ago, but now that we were here I couldn’t wait to see this through to the finish. The revenge and the fantasy fulfillment
 .

I loved it when a plan came together
 .
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Down the Aisle













O
 rgan music.
 I was expecting it. Hell, I was the one who picked out the pieces. That was one of the few parts of the wedding planning that I’d done entirely on my own because most of the options were from musicians who were well and dead for at least a century and that wasn’t really Vanessa’s area of interest or expertise
 .

It was cliched, but that music starting up sent butterflies running through my stomach. Interestingly enough I also immediately had a raging hard on as the doors swung open and Vanessa appeared down at the end of the aisle looking radiant as light streamed in from the windows on either side of the sanctuary illuminating her like a bright white torch standing next to her father
 .

Then they started moving and that moment was gone, but it was something I was going to remember for the rest of my life. No matter what happened I would always remember the smile on her face and the way the light seemed to be ushering her into the sanctuary
 .

In short, she was more beautiful in that dress than she’d ever been before, though I had a feeling that I was going to continue thinking that before the night was over. Thinking about that didn’t particularly help the engorged situation down below, let me 
tell
 you

 .

No one ever talked about getting a hard on while you were standing at the front of a church with everyone from your family and your wife to be’s family gathered in front of you. I suppose the only consolation I had in that moment was that everyone’s attention was on Vanessa rather on me so there wasn’t any worry that someone might see my embarrassing scenario
 .

Unless one of the bridesmaids was looking, but I figured if one of them was staring at my junk while Vanessa was walking down the aisle we had much bigger problems than the big problem between 
my
 legs

 .

Well it was a big problem if I did say so myself, at least
 .


Ladies
 .

That wasn’t what was important right now though. No, what was really important was how insanely gorgeous Vanessa looked walking down the aisle towards me. Was how beautiful she looked with her hair done up perfectly and that huge smile on her face. That was a natural smile that said this was the happiest day of her life so far, though hopefully that would eventually be replaced with happier days like having kids and stuff 
like
 that

 .

But for this one moment with the two of us locking eyes across the church sanctuary everything was perfect. Everything was great. And I still had this goddamn hard on that refused to go away, damn it. Plus it’s not like I could even do anything about it without drawing the sort of public attention that was usually enough to get somebody on a registry of 
some
 sort

 .

It didn’t help that while I was concentrating on how beautiful she looked in that dress I was also thinking about other things she’d be doing in that dress later this evening. Other things that would definitely shock everyone at this ceremony if they knew what we had planned
 .

I winced as I thought about that. I really hoped that no one in this room ever found out. I’d heard of people doing porn and being discovered and humiliated, and the sort of thing we were going to do tonight while she was still in that wedding dress would be even more humiliating than usual if word 
got
 out

 .

All I could do was hope that nobody figured it out. Sure there were people who’d had trouble because they did porn, but I figured the Internet was a big place. There were a lot of videos out there these days. I could only hope that we’d be the proverbial needle in a porn haystack and even someone enterprising like Jeremy wouldn’t be able to track the 
video
 down

 .

Not that I figured I had much to worry about even if Jeremy did track the video down. Just a week ago he’d shown up at my job which pissed me off and gave me an SD card that he claimed had all the pictures he’d ever taken of Vanessa. He’d stressed that he didn’t want any trouble and I marveled at the transformation he’d undergone. Going from sniffing around Vanessa whenever he could to being afraid of even having pictures 
of
 her

 .

Hey, I’d take it. I had a feeling he knew what would happen if word ever got out. I wasn’t a violent man, but I’d made it absolutely clear I’d be happy to make an exception 
for
 him

 .





I
 shouldn’t be focusing
 on Jeremy right now though. For one thing focusing on him was giving him power. It was a reminder of what an asshole he’d been and it just made me angry every time I thought about him and how I hadn’t been able to get rid of him. How he was like a barnacle on our relationship for 
so
 long

 .

For another it was just adding to the turn on thinking of why he’d been a barnacle on our relationship for so long. Thinking about how he’d been so hot for Vanessa was feeding into the raw sexual energy that was already pulsing through me as I thought about what my beautiful blushing bride in white was going to be doing later tonight
 .

Better not to think about that any more than I had to. I was already having enough trouble with my hard on and worrying that it was going to be revealed in front of all of our friends and family
 .

A little more than halfway there. Either the organist was going slow on purpose or time seemed to be stretching out. I could see people staring and oohing and aahing out of my peripheral vision, but I only had eyes for her. God she was gorgeous
 .

The dress got me thinking about tonight again. I hoped we’d be able to make it to the hotel out by the airport in time. I figured I was building in plenty of time to get out there, but now that I’d seen the timescale that things actually went on at a wedding I was starting to wonder. Even before the wedding it felt like everyone and their mother, quite literally in some cases since this was a family affair, had stopped to offer me congratulations or advice. If that kept up then we were going to have trouble getting away from the reception 
in
 time

 .

I also wondered about the other part of the plan. The part where we made it clear just how unhappy we were with that asshole Mike by giving him the shaft. By showing him that he wasn’t the only one who could take some legalese and fuck someone over with it, though I suppose in this case he wouldn’t be getting to fuck anybody if everything went 
to
 plan

 .

Still, it seemed dangerous. As we got closer to the moment of inevitable confrontation I was getting more nervous. It would’ve been safer to just take the five grand he’d sent us, five grand that was helping in part to pay for our honeymoon and also going into the pool of money we were keeping from the pay-per-view extravaganza
 .

Only that wouldn’t be satisfying enough. No, I wanted to see the look on his face when he realized he’d been screwed over. I wanted to Vanessa to see the look on his face considering she was the one who’d really been screwed over. It was going to be so satisfying
 .

But dangerous at the same time. Even if Liam, the guy who gave us an assist while we were negotiating and the man we ultimately went with after he made us an offer we couldn’t refuse. An offer that was going to set us up quite nicely, thank you 
very
 much

 .

I still wondered if I could’ve gotten more money, but ultimately Liam had been the nicest and most considerate on top of offering us a pile of money that I never would’ve expected given the conventional wisdom about how little cash the porn industry had to throw around these days. Turns out niche sites had a lot more to throw around for the right scenario, and I think the bids we were getting also had more than a little with an entire cottage industry of niche porn sites wanting to screw this Mike 
guy
 over

 .

I hadn’t been joking when I told Vanessa he seemed like a guy who’d made a lot of enemies. Which was just fine with me if it got us more money
 .

I came back to reality again and Vanessa was right there. Her dad was kissing her on the cheek and then she was moving up the steps to stand in front of me with the pastor off to the side. I wondered what the pastor, a man she’d known her entire life, would think if he knew what a member of his flock was going to be doing later tonight. No sooner were we going to be making some vows than we were going to be breaking them in a hell of 
a
 way

 .

Not that it was any of his business
 .

Vanessa smiled up at me and she looked nervous too. I wondered how much of that was because we were about to get married and how much of it was nerves because she was thinking about what we were going to do later tonight. I was willing to bet good money, good money that I had thanks to what we were doing, that she was more nervous about how we got that money than she was about getting married
 .

I took her hand and grinned. She grinned right back at me. It was 
go
 time

 .

“Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today
 …”
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Wedding Night













I
 sighed
 in relief as I stepped into the hotel room. For awhile there I was seriously worried we weren’t going to be able to get away from the crowds at the wedding, and I had no idea that my mom expected me to sit in her living room with Nathan and open all of our presents right then and there
 .

I finally had to put my foot down and say that was something we were doing when we got back from our honeymoon. The excuse I used was we had a flight early the next morning and we needed to get some sleep before we headed out. I wasn’t about to tell them that our flight was actually in the early afternoon tomorrow
 .

No, that would be getting a little too close to the real reason why we were coming down to the hotel early. A real reason that I didn’t want to get out. Talk about an embarrassing conversation to have on your wedding day, though I was surprised to realize that as we got closer to the big night I wasn’t feeling any of the guilt or shame I figured I would’ve felt about doing 
a
 porn

 .

I’d already done it once, after all, and I was making a hell of a lot more money doing this than I stood to make in the job market with a creative writing degree! It’s too bad it wasn’t something I could make a career out of, but I’d take the financial shot in the arm we were getting
 .

I looked over to Nathan and smiled. I was more than a little uncomfortable in my dress. Making up an excuse not to take the dress off before we hopped in the car and drove to the airport had been a little more difficult, not to mention embarrassing when my dad finally pulled my mom away telling her that if I wanted to leave the dress on I could leave the dress on. All the while giving me and Nathan a knowing look and even winking at my husband! Talk about mortifying, though he was pretty close to the truth even though he thankfully had no idea that it wasn’t my husband who was going to be doing me in this dress
 .

My husband. That still felt weird. I’d slipped up and called him my fiance a couple of times after the ceremony which caused no end of delight to the people who caught me 
doing
 it

 .

We did it. We went through with it. Nathan and I were married. We had wedding rings on our fingers. We were man 
and
 wife

 .

And now our first act as man and wife was to give me away to another man. I felt a little bad about it, but at the same time I was so excited. I wondered who I was going to be paired with. I hoped it was a hot guy, but at the same time considering how excited I got even thinking about a guy like Jeremy getting excited by what he was seeing it probably wouldn’t matter too much if the guy wasn’t a looker
 .

Nathan moved over and wrapped his arms around me. I closed my eyes and leaned against him. This felt nice. Just feeling my husband’s arms around me. I felt a chill as I thought of that wonderful new way of looking at the world. Not my boyfriend. Not my fiance
 .

My husband
 .

Nathan pulled my head up and then his mouth was descending on mine. I felt his mouth open and I moaned as his hands started running up and down the small of my back. My breathing was picking up and I could feel my nipples straining out against the dress. I moaned as his hands found my ass and gave it a rough squeeze. Damn that 
was
 hot

 !

We were getting carried away though. That was bad. Normally I’d enjoy having my husband’s hands all over me. I’d enjoy feeling him exploring my body like this knowing that we were very close to fucking for the first time. The only problem was that before I fucked my husband for the first time I needed to fuck another man for my 
first
 time

 .

But it was so hot. He was so hot. It felt so good the way his hands were all over me. He’d changed out of his tux, that had to be returned to the rental place before our honeymoon was over so we left it with the newly appointed replacement best man, but he still felt wonderful all the same. I was so high on everything that happened today. On the memory of saying our vows, putting rings on one another’s fingers, having our first dance together, cutting the cake. Basically the whole wedding experience had me revved up and ready 
to
 go

 .

Which was a problem because I was allowing myself to be carried away when that was the last thing I should be doing, 
damn
 it

 .

A knock on the door brought us back to reality. I pulled away from Nathan and smiled hesitantly. Now that we were here, now that the moment was upon us, I found myself wondering if he would actually go through with it. We hadn’t actually signed anything. The money hadn’t changed hands yet. We were financing our honeymoon mainly through the payment Mike had 
sent
 over

 .

Shit. Mike. He was supposed to meet us here too. He was supposed to meet us after Liam’s crew got here, but I had a sudden spike of fear shoot through me. What if he decided to show up early? What if he got here with a film crew or something and didn’t take no for an answer when we told him to fuck off? Liam promised to bring some “friends” along to make sure we didn’t have any trouble, but that didn’t help us that much if he wasn’t here when Mike 
showed
 up

 .

“Ready babe?” Nathan asked
 .

It seemed like that was a rhetorical question though. I could tell he was ready from the way his cock was throbbing as he pressed against me, though I was sure that part of that was from how we were making out just a moment ago. He went over to the door before I could tell him about my fears of Mike being on the other side of the door, but then to my relief he looked through the peephole before he opened 
the
 door

 .

I breathed a sigh of relief. He wouldn’t be opening the door if that was Mike on the 
other
 side

 .

A guy who looked like he was in his mid-thirties stepped through with a smile on his face. He shook Nathan’s hand and then to my surprise he came across the room and wrapped me up in a very unexpected bear hug. Not unwanted, exactly. Just unexpected
 .

“You must be Vanessa,” he said once he’d set me back down on the ground
 .

“And you’re Liam?” I asked
 .

“None 
other
 than

 !”

Liam looked pretty good, and I found myself wondering if he was the one I’d be having my “fun” with this evening. That seemed to be the MO for guys operating these sites from what Nathan told me and from what I’d experienced with Mike. Yeah, I don’t think I’d mind it one bit if Liam was the one who ended up being 
the
 guy

 .

More guys came streaming in after him carrying bags and camera equipment and whatnot. Nathan stood back with his arms crossed watching everything with an unreadable expression on his face. I wondered if he was having second thoughts now that we were actually here in the moment. I searched deep within wondering if there was any shred of reluctance in me, but found nothing. No, I was ready to do this. Ready and looking forward to 
it
 , even

 .

I just hoped Nathan still felt the same way. My eyes ran down his body and I saw that his cock was still rock hard. That seemed to be a good indication of where things were going, at least
 .

“So how long have you guys had this fantasy?” Liam asked, though I wasn’t really paying attention to him. I was more interested in Nathan’s reaction and in the guys who were bringing in equipment. It seemed like there was a lot of stuff involved in putting together a production like this. A lot more than what Mike had used with his “
audition
 tape

 .”

“We actually just realized it was a thing a couple of months ago,” Nathan said. “But we’ve had some fun exploring it ever since
 .”

“Well this is going to be one hell of a bit of exploring for the two of you tonight!” 
Liam
 said

 .

And then I forgot completely about any conversation they might be having because another guy came in behind the crew toting in equipment. A guy who was tall and muscular with slightly darker skin, though I found myself having trouble actually placing what race he might be. Not that it mattered. He was gorgeous with broad shoulders, an obviously muscled body under a tight T-shirt and jeans that hugged his body, and he had an easygoing and confident smile that seemed to dominate 
the
 room

 .

Nathan trailed off as well and stared as the guy looked around the room and then his eyes came to rest on me. If anything that smile got broader and he was moving towards me. He held out a hand and I shook it, feeling an electric spark as we touched
 .

“You must be Vanessa,” he said. “I’m Devon. Very nice to 
meet
 you

 !”

“What gave 
it
 away

 ?”

He looked me up and down and I blushed. Of course. I was still in my wedding dress. That would be one hell of a giveaway. There was more to him looking me up and down though. There was an interest, a hunger there, that made it absolutely clear to me with that one glance exactly who 
this
 was

 .

Devon was to be my partner for the day, and I couldn’t 
wait
 ! Damn

 !

“So is this the lucky guy?” Nathan asked, walking over and taking Devon’s hand. “I didn’t know this was going to be an interracial scene
 !”

“Yeah, makes it easier for us to repackage this later after the whole pay-per-view angle is exhausted. We try to squeeze as much as we can from these videos, repackage them and put them on different sites with different hooks
 .”

“Fair enough,” 
Nathan
 said

 .

Nathan shook Devon’s hand with an easy smile and I watched my husband for any sign that he was upset at this turn of events. I suppose it was one thing to fantasize about seeing me with another man, one thing to see me blowing another guy on a video that I never intended to see the light of day, but another thing entirely to try and put a smile on your face and shake the hand of a man who was going to be railing your blushing bride in a matter of minutes
 .

I tried to imagine how I would feel if I found myself in a similar scenario and I found myself marveling that Nathan was taking this so well. If the situation was reversed then I would be sorely tempted to scratch the eyes out of whatever bitch had the audacity to imagine she could get with my guy without consequences
 .

Which probably made it a good thing that I wasn’t the one sharing my husband. That he was the one with the fantasy of sharing me. If we were in the reverse then this wouldn’t be happening in the first place! Was that a double standard? Was it unfair? Yeah, just a little, but I didn’t care because this worked 
for
 us

 .



So
 far

 .

“So is everything planned and ready to go?” Liam asked
 .

“You mean with Mike?” Nathan asked
 .

“Yup
 .”

“Are your guys ready to go if things go south?” Nathan asked
 .

“Of course they are. Who’s going to do the honors of telling him he just got 
screwed
 over

 ?”

Nathan looked over to me and grinned. I smiled right back. This had been the thing I was looking forward to the most before Devon walked through the door and I completely forgot myself, but I was still looking forward to my first starring role of the evening even if it was a starring role that wasn’t going to be captured on camera
 .

“I think it’s only fair that Vanessa here does the honors considering she was the one he double crossed,” 
Nathan
 said

 .

“Fine with me,” 
Liam
 said

 .

It took a few more minutes of setup and then everything was in place. There was Liam, a camera guy, Devon, and a couple of guys who looked like they were just there to provide some muscle. I had a feeling those were the guys who were an insurance policy of sorts in case Mike decided to get a little out of control when he realized we were screwing 
him
 over

 .

“So how are you guys going to stream this live anyways?” Nathan asked. “Seems like a lot of bandwidth for you to use crappy hotel wifi or a cell connection
 .”

Liam laughed and some of the camera guys behind him working on setting up chuckled as well. “What makes you think we’re doing 
this
 live

 ?”

I blinked. Well that was a little unexpected. What would make us think they were doing this live? “Oh no real reason. Just that you were sort of billing this as a live pay-per-view experience,” 
I
 said

 .

“Yeah, I guess I could see where you’d make that mistake,” Liam said. “We’re not doing anything live though. No, all of this is going to be recorded ahead of time and then tossed up on the web when we have enough money from people
 .”

“So how are you going to handle people talking while the show is going on? I thought the whole point of these online things was that people could participate?” I asked
 .

It still felt a little weird talking about Internet porn like that. I’d gone from knowing practically nothing about the stuff to taking a crash course when it became pretty damn obvious I was going to be participating directly in the stuff. If I was going to be a part of this world then I wanted to make sure I was going into it with both eyes open from here on out. The last thing I wanted was to find myself being taken advantage of out of ignorance like 
with
 Mike

 .

Liam shrugged. “There’s no way we’d actually be able to stream something like this in HD without paying out the ass to afford it. Better to record it ahead of time and then plant some guys in the audience who make requests at just the right time that you’ll then oblige
 .”

“So the whole thing is fake?” Nathan asked
 .

“Well yeah, the whole thing is sort of fake to begin with. The only thing that’s making it worth the top dollar we’re charging is that the one thing we’re not faking is you giving up your first time to another man instead of hubby. You’d be amazed how many lonely guys out there with wives who don’t indulge this fantasy are willing to pay top dollar for a genuine experience 
like
 this

 .”

I resisted the urge to open my mouth and say something. After all, wasn’t my husband one of those guys with that sort of fantasy? Though I suppose he differed from guys who didn’t have an outlet for the fantasy in one major way. His wife was willing to go through with the fantasy. I was so okay with indulging this fantasy that we were filming our first time indulging. I suppose that made me a little different than the guys Liam was talking about, but it still didn’t seem fair to be so dismissive of guys who were stuck with a fantasy that was a little screwed up by its very nature. I could definitely understand where a girl was coming from if she decided she didn’t want to participate
 .

Not that I planned on spending much time worrying about that. I had plenty of other things to worry about. Like the fact that I was about to fuck another man. On camera. Yeah, that was far more pressing a concern than thinking about my husband’s solidarity with other guys who had this fantasy
 .

“So do I need to do anything in particular to keep up the charade?” I asked
 .

“Nah. Just do what comes natural with you and Devon. We’ll make sure the plants know to ask questions that make it seem like whatever you’re doing is responding to a request
 .”

While we’d been chatting the camera crews finished setting up and it looked like everything was ready to go. Almost everything. There was still one important part of the performance that we hadn’t gotten to yet. Mike. He was due to arrive any moment now, and amazingly enough I found myself getting more nervous about how he’d react than I was about the idea of fucking another man for my 
first
 time

 .

That wasn’t the only source of nerves either. I was about to fuck another man on camera. I was about to let this group record my first time and put it up on the Internet. Liam admitted that they were going to repackage this video and try to recycle it as many ways as possible to squeeze as much profit out of it. My face was going to be forever associated with a porn video and it was going to be on the Internet for all eternity, or at the very least until civilization collapsed and the Internet went 
with
 it

 .

Something told me there weren’t going to be stone carvings of my porno performance for far future archaeologists to find or anything like that, but this was going to last long enough to have a lasting impact on my life. It’s not like I was planning on running for public office or taking a job as a teacher or something else where being in a porno might have a detrimental effect on my long-term employment prospects if it was ever found out, but still. It was going to be out there
 .

I’d spent a lot of time thinking about this when we were getting ready to do this and I was mostly okay with it, but I couldn’t help but feel a little bit of panic when we were here in the moment and it was about to actually happen. I forced myself to take a couple of deep calming breaths. It helped that Nathan was right there with me. He seemed to sense that I was having a tough time and his hand reached out and intertwined 
with
 mine

 .

Yeah, suddenly things felt a lot better with my hand in my husband’s
 .

I thought we might have to wait a little while before Mike showed up for the first part of the performance, but no sooner had everyone set up than there was a forceful knock on the door. We looked at Liam and he grinned at us and gave me a thumbs up. I smiled, uncertain, and then I made my way over to the door feeling all eyes in the room on me in my wedding dress
 .

I threw the door open and Mike was standing there with a stupid grin on his face. His eyes ran up and down my body and if anything that grin grew even wider. I hated it, but I felt a little thrill as he looked me up and down. I felt some of that forbidden pleasure that I’d felt the first time around. The same forbidden pleasure that had led me into all this trouble because it had me losing control the first time around. I had no plans to lose control this time, though
 .

I had no doubt he was thinking of all the fun he’d had with me the first time around at my “audition” and was thinking about all of the fun he could look forward to having with me again tonight when he knew everything was on the table
 .

There was no doubt in my mind that he’d try to be the one to get me in the sack. He didn’t strike me as the kind of guy who would have a good looking model coming in to do the actual deed. No, he was such an egotistical prick that of course he’d be the only guy in the world who could do things properly. There was only one guy with a camera behind him, a red dot on the front of the camera showing it was recording everything
 .

I caught subtle movement out of the corner of my eye. I turned and saw Liam gesturing to one of his own camera guys who raised his own camera and started recording everything. It looked like he wanted to get all of this for the show 
as
 well

 .

Me glancing over was enough to draw Mike’s attention as well. He followed my gaze and the look on his face when he realized I wasn’t the only person in the room was priceless. Confusion passed across his face to be followed by disbelief and then anger. His face started to turn red as he turned back 
to
 me

 .

“What the fuck is that asshole doing here Vanessa?” he asked, his face going from a shade of deep red to deep purple that really didn’t look good on him 
at
 all

 .

“He’s here to shoot the video, of course,” 
I
 said

 .

“What the fuck are you talking about? We had a deal! I gave you five grand to shoot this video
 !”

“And that’s nothing compared to what Liam is paying us for the video,” I replied
 .

“You can’t do that. We had a contract
 !”

I smiled. Now we were coming to the part of the evening I’d really been looking forward to. The part where I got to take the lawyering and turn it around on the asshole who’d taken advantage of me with some shady contract lawyering of 
his
 own

 .

“You sure about that Mike? Because I’m pretty sure that in the text message I said I wanted that five grand to talk. I was pretty clear on that at every step of the way, and that’s something that Liam and his lawyers tell me would totally be binding if you decided to take us to court but you’re not going to because then I might be in a mood to go after you for what you did with your shady contract and Liam says he’d totally pay his lawyers for that just to screw 
you
 over

 .”

Mike stood there, his mouth working silently as he looked at everyone in the room. In particular his eyes fell on the two guys Liam brought as hired muscle who were standing with their arms crossed leaning against the wall without a care in the world. One of them idly stretched showing off his muscles. Mike looked back at the camera guy, the only other person with him, and that guy shrugged. It was obvious he wasn’t going to be any help in a fight
 .

While all of this was going on, while Mike was realizing just how much he’d been screwed over, his face was alternating between several shades of purple and red that didn’t seem at all healthy. I wondered if he was going to have a coronary standing in the doorway which would’ve put a damper on the festivities
 .

“Go ahead Mike,” Liam said. “We’ve got our cameras on. Add an assault charge to everything else I could potentially sue you for. It’ll 
be
 fun

 !”

“This is bullshit. I paid you fair and square,” 
he
 said

 .

“You paid me to talk to you about shooting your video, Mike. I’m standing here talking to you about shooting your video, and the answer 
is
 no

 .”

The anger stayed on his face for a beat longer and then he deflated. In an instant he was completely defeated, which was so much fun to see. I was going to have to ask Liam for a copy of that so I could watch the moment where he realized he was completely and utterly screwed over and over again. I figured it was the least I was owed considering the shit he’d pulled 
with
 me

 .

“Anything 
else
 , Mike

 ?”

“No,” he muttered
 .

“Good. Nice talking with you Mike. If you ever want to chat again let me know, but it’ll require my 
usual
 fee

 .”

That seemed to get a rise out of him. He opened his mouth and his face started running through the lower end of the spectrum again, but I didn’t wait to see what he would say. I slammed the door in his face and locked the deadbolt with a satisfying click
 .

Let him stand out there in the hallway and get mad at a closed door. A closed door that was hiding the moneymaking video he’d so desperately wanted. That was what the asshole got for trying to screw 
people
 over

 .

I took in a deep breath, let it out, and grinned at all the guys in 
the
 room

 .

“That was fun! So are we ready to get started
 ?”
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Dirty Honeymoon













I
 sat back
 in a hotel chair that Liam had moved next to the massive king bed. They’d been nice enough to pay for an upgrade to a suite with the big bed which was a nice touch, though I guess they needed the extra space if they were going to be shooting 
in
 here

 .

“So you know what the deal is man?” Liam asked
 .

I grinned as I realized that I was very much living the sort of video I’d watched plenty of in the weeks since we decided to do this. The porn producer guy comes in and asks the husband or boyfriend some questions before things get started. I’d always thought the guys in those videos seemed like their hearts weren’t in it, like they weren’t the world’s greatest actors, but now that I was here in the moment I was starting to wonder if maybe it wasn’t just that they were stunned in the moment
 .

I still figured there was a hell of a lot more stuff out there that was just plain fake rather than guys like me who didn’t know how to react in the moment, but I could at least sympathize with the guys where it was an all too real situation
 .

Vanessa sat on the edge of the bed with Derek at one side of the room. She still looked fucking gorgeous in her wedding dress. I still wanted nothing more than to jump on top of her and fuck her brains out right now. To take her for my own. To have her first time be with her husband
 .

But of course I wasn’t going to do anything like that. I was going to go along with 
the
 show

 .

“Yup. We need a honeymoon and you guys are nice enough to help us out,” 
I
 said

 .

“You’re damn right we are,” Liam said. “Especially for a girl looking as good as yours. Honey, could you stand up and do a little twirl in your wedding dress 
for
 us

 ?”

Vanessa complied. My cock was throbbing. Every male eye in the room was on her. Was staring at her as though they were thinking the same thing as me. They wanted nothing more than to rip that dress off and have their way with her, but of course the only man in the room right now who was going to have that pleasure was Devon
 .

And maybe me after everything was done, though I still wasn’t sure about that. It was a little weird and really fucking hot thinking that I might not get a chance to fuck my wife on our wedding night. That I might have to wait until we were on our honeymoon
 .

My cock was throbbing as much for that thought as for the sight of so many men in the room staring at Vanessa as though the only thing they wanted to do was hold her down and pound her, fill her with their loads. It was a good thing we stipulated that this wasn’t going to turn into a gangbang shoot
 !

No, that was one thing that Liam had been clear about. The people watching this were all about a wife cheating on her husband. The last thing he wanted to do was having turn into your average run-of-the-mill standard porno where it was obvious they were doing a paint-by-the-numbers shoot where they went through one nasty and depraved sex act after another. That wasn’t what this was about. This was all about the thrill of watching a married woman, a newly married woman at that, committing the ultimate taboo of stepping out on her husband for her 
first
 time

 .

Next to that there wasn’t a single depraved sex act, from anal to a facial, that could possibly compare to what Vanessa was planning on doing to her husband with another man, so why bother 
with
 it

 ?

I have to admit I was a little relieved to hear him say that. One of the things I hated about the videos I’d been watching when I was getting ready for this night was that they all seemed like regular porn with an obligatory scene tacked onto the beginning and the ending to appeal to people who were into this fetish. No, it was much hotter to be with an organization that actually cared about getting this right
 .

And boy were they getting it right if my throbbing cock was any indication. Fuck was 
this
 hot

 !

“Beautiful Vanessa,” Liam said. “Now can you tell the camera what you just did today
 ?”

Vanessa bit her lip and looked unsure of herself. Damn she was good at pulling off that innocent and sexy thing. I didn’t know if that was actually her being unsure about telling them about this or if she was just putting on an act. If she was just putting on an act then it was better than most of the “acting” you were ever going to see in a porno 
like
 this

 !

Already I could tell that this was going to be something special, if I did say so myself
 .

“I just got married today,” 
she
 said

 .

“Amazing, and who is this handsome man next to you?” he asked
 .

“That’s my husband. Nathan,” she said. There was a hitch in her voice as she said husband. Either the emotion of the moment was getting to her or she was still getting used to using that word in relation to me. Probably a little bit of both. I was still having trouble thinking of her as my wife seeing as how we’d only been officially married for a few hours at this point
 .

“So the two of you just signed the ink on your marriage certificate earlier today, is that correct
 ?”

“Yup,” 
I
 said

 .

“Now Vanessa, can you tell me what’s so special about today? Why we’re broadcasting this live for all our lovely subscribers 
to
 see

 ?”

Vanessa bit her lip again. She hesitated and glanced over to me as though looking for reassurance. The cameraman was sure to catch all of that interplay and once again I found myself wondering how much of that was Vanessa actually feeling unsure of herself in the moment and how much of it was just her acting for the camera. Either way she was doing a hell of a job. If I was some random guy watching this for the first time then I’d definitely be blowing my first load of the evening
 .

As it was I felt like I was on the verge of blowing a load in my pants while the camera was on me, and I concentrated on anything but how hot Vanessa looked sitting there in her wedding dress as she started talking again
 .

“I’ve never done this before,” 
Vanessa
 said

 .

“Could you go ahead and get a close up on Vanessa? Thanks,” Liam said. “Now could you run that past me one more time? I want to be absolutely clear on this. You’ve never had sex as a married woman before? Is that what you’re talking about
 ?”

“No, that’s not it,” 
Vanessa
 said

 .

“Then what is it? I want to make sure our audience out there knows exactly what you’re talking about. I want to make sure they know what they’re getting for the top dollar I paid to bring them this video. For the top dollar they’re paying to get the video
 .”

“I’ve never had sex with a man before,” Vanessa said, then she added quickly. “Or a woman, I guess. I’ve never had sex with anyone before
 .”

“Never? Is this true Nathan
 ?”

The camera was on me and then it was my time to shine. Not that I got much of a chance to shine. I barely got out a “Uh, yeah” before they were back to focusing on Vanessa. Yeah, it was obvious who was the star of this show and who was just a prop to be used as some background noise to set the scene. I was just fine with that, though. It meant more time for me to sit back and enjoy the show myself, and I was already enjoying the fuck out of it even though nothing really steamy had 
happened
 yet

 !

“So are you ready to give it up Vanessa? Ready to fuck a man for the 
first
 time

 ?”

She bit her lip and then smiled at the camera in a fucking sexy look. She nodded and then it was go time. The camera turned to Devon who was standing there looking imposing and muscular, but as soon as the camera was on him he fixed it with a disarming smile
 .

He didn’t waste any time with words, but Liam was more than happy to fill in the narrative just a little
 .

“Friends of the site will recognize Devon here,” he said. “Devon, give a wave to the camera
 .”

Devon complied, giving a little wave as he sat down on the bed next to Vanessa. The entire bed, a massive king sized number, sunk down under his weight. It’s not that he was fat, far from it, it’s just that all that muscle weighed it down. I found myself wondering how that was going to work when he was on top of my wife plowing in and out of her, and I couldn’t wait until I got to that delicious moment. I needed to see it. Desperately
 .

There was no more conversation after that moment. Devon moved in, moved one of his hands up to Vanessa’s cheek and he was stroking it. His hand was big enough that it very nearly dwarfed her face, his dark fingers a stark contrast to the pale white porcelain skin Vanessa exhibited. I found my breath catching as I watched this moment. As I watched another man touching her for the 
first
 time

 .

Well, I guess it wasn’t really the first time another man had touched her. There was that video she made with that Mike asshole, after all, but this was the first time I’d seen this happening while I was in the room witnessing it happening and fuck was it so fucking hot! My cock was throbbing and it was so hard that it was threatening to break through my jeans and send the button and zipper flying across the room like deadly weapons
 .

Vanessa stared into Devon’s eyes for a moment and then she was closing them as he leaned in. Watching her kiss another man was unlike anything I’d ever imagined. Sure I’d seen it in my mind’s eye when I was fantasizing about it, when I was jerking off thinking about this moment, but the fantasy didn’t come close to the reality. The guy in that fantasy had been fuzzy and indistinct, and seeing it happening right in front of me was like I’d suddenly put glasses on that put the world in sharp relief around me for the 
first
 time

 .

They were slow, sensual at first, but it was obvious there was a hunger that was building between them. Vanessa was starting to breathe heavily. Her breasts were rising and falling within the confines of her wedding dress as Devon started to push her back on the bed. Down so that she was lying back and he was over her while meanwhile the cameraman was moving around and getting angles of everything, including a shot of another man with his dark skin up against my pale wife in her white wedding dress and me in the background staring at the whole thing with a look of stunned disbelief on 
my
 face

 .

At least I hoped it seemed to be a look of stunned disbelief, because that’s what I was feeling! Not stunned disbelief that I was letting this happen, I’d gotten over that long ago, but just stunned disbelief that we were actually going through with this. That Vanessa was making out with another man. That his tongue was invading her mouth in much the same way that I hoped his cock would be pressing inside her in a short while
 !

I kept expecting the tone of the shoot to change. I kept expecting Liam to interject with instructions for Devon or saying things about Vanessa that would’ve pissed me off if I hadn’t watched enough of these videos to know it was part of the show. I kept expecting him to give some sort of direction that would put them into a porn position or something like that, but he didn’t do anything of the sort. No, he was entirely hands off in a way that was nothing like any of the videos I’d watched on Mike’s site or on some of the free sites out there
 .

It made me think that I was going to ask him about maybe getting a free pass to his site to check some of their stuff out. If it was all like this then I was going to be very interested. There was nothing that annoyed me more than a good cheating scene being ruined by someone reminding me it was a fucking porno I was watching
 .

Things were starting to get more heated on the bed. Vanessa’s breathing was picking up as Devon moved a hand up and under her dress. I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment and when I opened them again I saw the cameraman zooming in on me. Apparently he really wanted to catch that moment when I realized another man was feeling up my girl 
for
 real

 .

Devon pulled down and her tits popped out of the dress. I licked my lips as he pulled down and her chest bounced as it was exposed and then he was moving down and attacking her. His lips were all over her tits, his tongue was snaking out and running all over her nipples. My wife was sighing and running her hand all through his hair as he devoured her breasts
 .

I was so in the moment that I didn’t even notice that Liam had moved up next to me. We were off camera for the moment. Actually now that I thought about it I’d realized that the cameraman was doing his best to keep Liam out of the shot at all points. All a person watching the video would ever hear was someone talking in the background. It was a definite contrast to the way that Mike prick worked making sure he was in the shot and everyone knew he was the one who was having 
the
 fun

 .

“She’s definitely on the pill, right?” he asked
 .

I blinked as I looked up at him. He already knew she was on the pill. Hell, part of the paperwork they’d sent over included that along with a test they’d made her take just to make sure she was clean. Apparently they weren’t taking any chances with the shoot even if the whole point of this was that she’d never gone all the way with another guy so it would be pretty fucking hard for her to have anything. They’d also been nice enough to send us the paperwork on her partner. All very professional and businesslike, which had me wondering why he was asking about it again when he already knew the answer
 .

“Yeah she 
is
 , why

 ?”

“Because this is in it for you if you’re cool with him blowing his load inside her,” Liam said. He pulled out a roll of cash and I counted it up. My eyes went wide as I did so. That was a lot of fucking money on top of what they were already 
giving
 us

 .

Of course I wasn’t the one who could make that call. “I’m okay with it if 
Vanessa
 is

 .”

“Right, we’ll see where things go,” Liam said. “I just wanted to check with you first because we’ll probably need you to participate 
a
 bit

 .”

“Whatever you need, man,” 
I
 said

 .

When I turned back to the bed things had progressed farther than I would’ve imagined in that short amount of time. The camera was right there as Devon was working at the back of her wedding dress and then she was shrugging out of it and his hands were cupping her breasts from behind. His hands looked so big that I figured he’d be able to put them all the way around her waist without having any trouble
 .

I thought he was going to pull her dress off entirely, but instead it looked like he wanted to keep her in the dress while they were having their fun. I wondered if we were going to have to take the thing to the dry cleaners before we put it away to be saved for posterity, or if the dress was even something that I wanted to save for future generations considering what was about to be done 
in
 it

 .

That was something to think about later, though. For now I was transfixed by Vanessa turning around and pulling up on Devon’s shirt revealing his muscular frame to the camera. Then she was pushing him back and pulling on his belt, undoing his buttons and zipper as she fished his cock out and damn the thing was massive
 .

Vanessa paused to run her tongue up and down the length of his cock and Devon groaned as she wrapped her lips around the head, but then she was pulling away and moving down, pulling his pants along 
with
 her

 .

She looked so fucking hot. The dress was loose and her top half was exposed as she pulled his pants down and off and then there was a naked man on the bed and my wife was half naked with her dress bunched up around her middle and looking more sexy than I think I’d ever seen her in her entire life. Fuck was that amazing as she moved back up and then her head was bobbing up and down on his cock as she turned to look in the camera
 .

I wondered what would be running through the minds of all the guys who inevitably watched this video. Seeing her looking into the camera, looking at her sexy young body, imagining that it was their wives who were doing this to another man, but it wasn’t. This was my wife. She was sucking off another man right in front of me and damn was my cock so fucking rock hard as I watched her bobbing up 
and
 down

 .

I thought she might suck him off to completion, but right when his grunting and groaning started to reach a crescendo Liam cleared his throat. It was a simple gesture, but it was enough to bring them back to reality. It was enough for Devon to reach down and grab Vanessa’s hair which was still done up from the ceremony earlier, but the way he grabbed hold of her knocked some of it loose
 .

Not that I figured she would be particularly pissed off about that. No, from the way she was staring at him she was completely gone. She was completely lost in the moment. She might be my wife, but in that moment as she stared down at his cock, as her breathing was coming in ragged gasps she was completely out of control. She was a thrall to her lust in much the same way that I was. It was just so erotic looking at her, looking at her gorgeous body, seeing her staring at this muscular stud 
like
 that

 .

I really fucking hoped this wasn’t the only time we did something like this, because good goddamn was it 
fucking
 hot

 !

“Are you ready Vanessa?” Devon asked. She bit her lip one last time and nodded her head yes, and then he was pulling her up over his body. It looked like he wasn’t even going to waste time with repositioning her. No, he was going to fuck her right there with her riding on top of him in a cowgirl position with her dress 
still
 on

 .

Talk about the ultimate forbidden and taboo fuck. Riding another man while her wedding dress was bunched up around the middle and her husband was staring from the side of the room. I noticed the cameraman had positioned himself so that he was able to see Devon’s cock sliding up inside Vanessa while at the same time including me in the background
 .

I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to react. Usually in these videos the guy sat with his head in his hands looking completely defeated as another man started pressing his cock up inside the girl, but that wasn’t what I was feeling. I was ecstatic. I was elated. I was harder than I’d ever been before in my life and in very real danger of passing out from blood loss as it all went flowing from my brain down to 
my
 cock

 .

Then it was happening. Devon made sure to bunch the dress up so I could see Vanessa’s ass. I blinked as I realized she wasn’t wearing any underwear. I hadn’t realized that earlier, though of course I never had any sort of chance to verify whether or not she was wearing underwear even considering that the question had occurred 
to
 me

 .

It was a good thing she wasn’t wearing any, though, because it gave Devon perfect access. The camera guy moved around and then he was moving in for a close up shot. That close up shot had never been my favorite thing in the world but I could understand why they wanted the shot in this case. Hell, if the camera wasn’t there then I’d want to be right there up close and personal watching as a cock filled my wife for the 
first
 time

 .

And it wasn’t 
my
 cock

 !

First the head was disappearing. It was captivating the way her pink pussy lips, a pussy that I’d explored with my fingers and mouth but never my cock before, wrapped around it. I imagined what it would feel like when I inevitably got the chance to do that. It was partly in anticipation of that delicious moment that I wasn’t reaching down and stroking my cock right now. I knew it would take only the briefest contact and then I’d be blowing my load and what a fucking disappointment that 
would
 be

 .

Inch after inch of his cock disappeared inside her and the entire time she was taking it like a champ. She had a look of intense concentration on her face as she continued bearing down on him. As her wetness ran down his cock. Damn she must’ve really been turned on! I figured she’d be having trouble with my cock for her first time, but she was so slick, so lubricated, that she seemed to be having no issue whatsoever taking his entire length 
inside
 her

 .

Color me impressed
 .

They stayed like that for a moment, my wife impaled on his dark cock, before he reached out and started lifting her up and slamming her back down. She grunted under the force of him bearing up inside her so quickly, but in a moment they were bouncing up and down with her tits moving up and down, her wedding dress splayed out around her, and it was all I could do not to pull my cock out and jerk it while I watched her fucking this man. While I watched his hands finally wrap around her petite frame as her dress splayed out all around him. As his muscles tensed as he held her in an 
iron
 grip

 .

The camera was moving around them so fast it was almost like a tornado as he desperately tried to catch as many angles as possible, but the performers were lost in their passion and that seemed just fine with Liam. That was just fine with me as well. Vanessa threw her head back and arched her back as she was hit with her first orgasm of the evening, and from the way she was screaming it seemed like it was a hell of a lot more intense than anything she’d ever felt when I was using my fingers or tongue, though it came pretty close to some of the times we’d had some toy-
assisted
 fun

 .

Devon looked like he was having trouble holding on which was surprising considering he probably did this sort of thing all the time. I wondered if the forbidden nature of the scenario, of knowing this was a genuine situation where he was fucking a blushing bride for the first time, was getting to him as well. There seemed to be an energy in the room that was taking over as she moaned 
his
 name

 .

Then she looked straight over at me. 
Locked
 eyes

 .

“Do you like this? Is this what you 
wanted
 baby

 ?”

I licked my lips as the camera was suddenly on me. “Yes. It’s so 
hot
 baby

 .”

“I’m getting close,” Devon said. “You cool 
if
 I

 ?”

He left the rest unsaid but it was obvious what he was asking. I’d already made it clear to Liam that I was cool with it, but Vanessa didn’t know that. She held eye contact as she continued bouncing up and down, as her tits continued vibrating lewdly under his thrusts
 .

“He wants to come inside me baby,” she said. “Is that cool 
with
 you

 ?”

I thought about the money for the briefest of moments, but more than anything I thought about how hot it would be to see him thrusting up inside her. To see her complete the ultimate sexy betrayal by not only letting another man’s cock be the first one inside her, but also for another man’s cock to be the first one to explode deep inside her. Damn would that be 
fucking
 hot

 !

I nodded. That was all it took. Vanessa continued holding my eyes as Devon pulled her down. As he let out a roar and she bit her lip and it was happening. He was buried to the hilt inside my suddenly not-so-virginal bride blowing his load deep inside her, probably reaching depths with his cock that I could never hope to reach with my own. She let out a quiet gasp and finally that eye contact was broken as she squeezed her eyes shut and it looked like she was being hit by another orgasm that was threatening to 
overwhelm
 her

 .

It was done. We’d taken this fantasy to its natural conclusion. Another man had taken her, fucked her, and come inside her. He finally released his tense grip on her waist and then they both seemed to relax as I imagined his come moving up inside her. As I suddenly felt so fucking frustrated with a serious case of blue balls because I wasn’t able to get any satisfaction in the moment
 .

“Great work everyone!” Liam said. “Now let’s get ready for the next shot. Using the dress was great, but I want to do the next one without the dress. Is 
that
 cool

 ?”

I blinked. I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised, but a part of me had figured that it would be over once they had that first shot of her being taken by another man. Of course that wasn’t going to be the end of it though. Of course they were going to want more so they could “get their money’s worth” as he’d put it earlier. Repackage it and use the video in as many ways possible
 .

I fell back in my chair. It looked like my case of blue balls wasn’t going to be over for some time to come. I wondered if I’d even get a chance to be with my wife on our wedding night if they kept 
this
 up

 !

Not that it mattered either way. That had been so intense. So fun. I wouldn’t trade it for a chance to get to fuck her tonight even if it turned out I had to wait until the next day to consummate our marriage
 .

We’d already consummated it in our own special way with this act. With letting another man fuck her. Because this wasn’t going to be the last time we did something like this if I had anything to say about it! This was just too 
fucking
 hot

 !
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L
 ater that night
 we were leaning back on the bed enjoying a late dinner we’d ordered via room service. I figured we could afford it considering all the money that had just been thrown at us. It was going to be one hell of a honeymoon
 !

I looked over to Nathan who still had a shell-shocked look on his face. A shell-shocked look, but he also had a huge smile plastered on his face. I’d worried that he might change his mind in the moment. That he might get to the point where another man was fucking me and decide that he couldn’t handle it after all. He might decide that the fantasy wasn’t 
worth
 it

 .

None of that had happened. If anything he’d gotten more and more turned on with each passing moment. With every changing position. With every new shot, and Liam had kept us going for awhile. I’d say that he’d certainly gotten his money’s worth, though it was still more money than I was probably ever going to make in the space of a couple of hours again in 
my
 life

 .

Nathan had been so turned on that the moment Liam walked out the door I’d walked over and run my hand over his cock. He’d squeezed his eyes shut and let out a cute little whimper and then he was blowing his load against my hand. He’d been so worked up by everything he’d seen that a simple touch was too much 
for
 him

 .

The poor guy. I was definitely going to make that up to him later when he was up for it, but after the day and the evening we’d just had I’d been in the mood for food and a drink. After we asked them to change the sheets, after all, which hadn’t been a problem considering what Liam had paid for 
this
 room

 .

Just another one of the many perks we’d enjoyed for participating in that video
 .

“So what do you think about that offer Liam made?” Nathan asked
 .

I took a bite of my hamburger while I thought about that. Liam had been pretty enthusiastic about the shoot. He’d made it absolutely clear at the end that he loved how it had went and he’d love to have me back sometime if I was willing. He’d also tossed out some numbers that made it very tempting
 .

“I’m not a hundred percent sure yet,” 
I
 said

 .

Though to be perfectly honest I did find the idea exciting. Sure that Devon guy was hot and everything, but more of the turn on in the moment had come from all the guys staring at me and knowing they were all getting so fucking hot looking at me. More than that, even, it had been such a fucking turn on looking over at Nathan and realizing what it was doing to him watching me perform 
like
 that

 .

And that wasn’t even getting into the additional turn on of knowing that video was going out into the wide world. Of knowing that men all over were going to be watching my performance and their cocks were going to be so hard. Knowing that I was going to be the face and body that probably launched thousands of boners around the world made me feel crazy powerful in a way I never had before, and it was getting me hot just sitting here thinking 
about
 it

 .

“I’d be open to the idea if you were,” I finally said after mulling 
it
 over

 .

That was the big thing. Nathan had already proved that he was more than okay with my one performance, but I suppose it was a different thing entirely if I decided to start making a semiregular thing out of it. Even if it would be something of a dream job while it lasted. Doing something that turned me on and making a decent amount of money at it? Yes please
 .

Nathan took some time to think about it as well, and I let him have his time. I wasn’t going to rush him on something important like that. We’d had our one walk on the wild side, but it was really up to both of us to decide if that walk was going to become a path for us. If he said no then I wouldn’t think about it again. So we ate our food and stared at the TV, though I don’t think either of us really saw 
the
 show

 .

“I think I’d be okay with it,” Nathan finally said. “After all I didn’t really have a problem with the first video aside from the lying, and what I saw today was so fucking hot. Seems like it would be an interesting career choice that dovetails nicely with our fantasy life, but that’s just me spit balling
 .”

I grinned. “So we’re going to 
do
 it

 ?”

He turned and kissed me and I didn’t care that we’d been masticating chunks of ground beef up until very recently. No, all I cared about was how I felt with him. With how hot everything had been. With how hot things were going to stay. And I loved the fact that already we were so secure in our relationship that we could contemplate something 
like
 that

 .

“Y’know I was thinking about the honeymoon,” 
Nathan
 said

 .

“Oh? What were you thinking
 ?”

“Well I know we just did a paid gig, but I was thinking maybe we could go for a freebie if we were to run into somebody you 
clicked
 with

 …”

I tried to look scandalized, but I wasn’t doing a very good job of it. After everything that had happened recently it’s not like I could act too scandalized in the first place. No, we’d gone well and beyond that point
 .

“Are you saying you want your wife to try and pick up another man at some seedy hotel in Vegas
 ?”

“What can I say? I’ve recently discovered she’s pretty good at that sort of thing
 .”

I leaned in and kissed him again. Ran a hand down to his cock which was starting to tent up in his boxers. I pulled away and grinned 
at
 him

 .

“That sounds like a plan, but first I think we should go ahead and consummate our marriage. What do you think
 ?”

Nathan grinned and we tossed the room service aside as he rolled on top of me. It was going to be one hell of a honeymoon! Fuck, it was going to be one hell of a crazy life together, but I wouldn’t have it any 
other
 way

 !
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