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Chapter one


"So?"

This was my wife's voice.

My palms were sweaty and the phone slipped in my hands. I glanced at my wife, just to be sure that this question was really coming from her.

Her tone was not playful. It was not cute, or fun, or sexy.

Well, it was sexy - in a very terrifying way - because of the context. Her tone was edgy, demanding, almost the kind of tone she lectured me in when she was recounting some of my bad behavior.

Ah, yes.

Recognition hit me.

It was the same tone she had used when she had busted me for watching her twin sister Jenna's OnlyFans account.

I was seated on the very edge of her sister's couch, in her sister's apartment. My legs were spread open to accommodate the huge erection I had. My elbows were on my knees and I clasped Laura's phone in my sweaty hands. Sweat droplets were rolling down my back. A chill came over me, and not just from the intense air conditioning in Jenna's luxury apartment.

This was all backwards.

Laura was getting her lecture tone on with me?

Laura was the one who had gone out that night to hook up with a black guy named James.

And while it was true that she had implicit permission (you might even argue and get away with calling it explicit permission in a court of law) to fuck that guy - Laura had done quite a bit more than that.

Quite a bit more.

It was all hot, as hot as the surface of the sun. She had filmed it (or had someone else film it) on her phone, and she'd shown it to me. Willingly. And it was hot. At one point, she looked at the phone with bedroom eyes and a dick in each hand, while her body lurched back and forth and her tits swayed wildly because she was also taking a huge black cock from behind.

Hot.

What I had always fantasized about. What I had been fantasizing about when I watched her sister's videos.

Maybe even beyond.

Maybe even too far.

But my dick was definitely into it.

It was just the tone. The audacity of it, the incoherency of it.

Why was Laura using her lecture tone on me?

All of these thoughts unfolded in my head in less than a few seconds while I stared at the screen. I had subconsciously played the video again, and lowered the sound.

When I glanced at Laura, she had a facial expression to match her tone. Her hand was on one hip, her eyes ablaze and her nostrils flaring with Laura's particular brand of per-shrieking rage. She was still wearing the black dress, the stockings with black lace trim, the heels that she had worn to this rendezvous.

Not the panties. I knew this because I could smell her pussy so distinctly, smell the male cum inside her.

"I thought you were... taking a shower," I said, stupidly.

She had said that to me. Hadn't she? I didn't know anymore.

"Well," she said, confrontationally. "I changed my mind."

I swallowed. "Why?" My eyes were drawn back to the video, though. I couldn't help myself. Until then, I'd only heard about Laura's adventures with her sister's stable of black men. This was visual proof of it. I could no more gather the will to look away from it, than I could gather the balls to slice my own arm off.

But Laura was oblivious to this. "That's your question? 'Why?'"

I looked up at Laura again. I set the phone down. "Laura," I began, not knowing what I was supposed to say next. Her eyebrows went up expectantly.

This was a sign that it was one of those situations where, if I didn't know, she wasn't going to tell me.

And I had no idea why she was in this mood. I really didn't know.

To be fair to me, it was also incredibly difficult to think about it. Even though I was looking at Laura, and I really did - I always do - want to make her happy, or un-do whatever was making her unhappy, the images from the video had stained into my cornea and they were distracting me.

"Is there something you're not telling me?" I finally croaked out.

"Ha," Laura chortled, sending her eyes skyward. "I could ask you the same thing."

Well.

There was only one thing at this point that I could think of that I hadn't told Laura, and that one thing was something I'd discovered literally five minutes before she left that evening.

That one thing was that Jenna, her sister, apparently had cameras installed all over her apartment. And apparently, those cameras had captured my wife's adventures with Jenna's dildos - something that had only happened a week ago, but now seemed like a lifetime away.

This was something I knew about, something that Laura knew I knew about - the dildos, that is. And the cameras, in part.

But Jenna being Jenna, Jenna of OnlyFans fame, had posted the videos to her OnlyFans account. That was something only I knew about.

I thought.

I held up a hand. "If this is about the videos..."

I found, at the end of that phrase, that I wasn't organized enough to finish that sentence.

Laura glared at me. "Well. That answers that question."

I allowed myself a brief moment to bite the inside of my cheek while I closed my eyes: it was infuriating that I had just been tricked into admitting to having seen the videos. I would have been forced to tell her about them, eventually, but maybe I could have saved some face. Done some damage control.

"So, did you like it?" she asked.

I hesitated, looking from her phone to her to the couch. "What are we... talking about... now?"

"Me fucking James. And sucking cock while I did it? Did you like it?"

Laura was now changing her tone again, and coming toward me. She nudged one of my knees with hers. I stared at her, one hand still holding the phone uselessly in front of me. The other went limp and fell to my thigh, so I rubbed it on my leg to get the sweat off. My throat was dry and I had no idea where Laura was going with this.

"I -" I had to swallow, my voice was so cracked and dry. I shook my head. "Laura, what is this?"

Laura peeled one shoulder of her dress away, and then the other. She shrugged and stared at me with what I could have mistaken for contempt while she slipped the material down, peeling it away from her skin. Her breasts popped free and jiggled as she shimmied her hips to get the dress down to her waist, over her hips, and then to her thighs, where she could let it go. It plopped to the floor.

The panties were indeed gone. My eyes were in line with her pussy, and it was red and swollen. Wet - so wet. Dried cum stains mingled with wet droplets sliding down her inner thigh to be absorbed by the black lace tops of her stockings.

Jenna's stockings.

She didn't say anything. She just kept glaring at me as she stepped out of her dress pile, one foot at a time, and then slid it to the side with one heel.

"Do you know why I decided to do all that?" she asked me, at last, after a long and uncomfortable silence during which I stared up at her, absorbing her disdainful gaze. I was frozen between my hard cock and the even harder place of not knowing exactly what my wife was up to.

I moved my head left and right several times. I didn't know what the fuck was going on, but my cock had robbed my brain of all blood, and it was pulsing with a searing pain that topped all sexual ache, lust, desire, or need I'd ever felt in my life. So I knew enough not to try and talk.

Laura put one heel up on the couch, between my legs. She watched my crotch - specifically, my cock, beneath the boxer material that was all I was wearing while I waited for her - as she did this. Another arch of her eyebrows indicated only that she'd noticed the way my cock throbbed when the heel of her shoe came dangerously close to my nut sack.

She glared and bent over to unbuckle the complicated, strappy contraption winding around her ankle.

Jenna's shoes.

She let that shoe fall to the floor with a heavy clatter. Put her leg down.

Lifted her other leg and placed the shoe between my legs again - forcefully, and much closer.

So close, in fact, that the toe of the shoe grazed my ball sac and then slipped beneath it.

A sound came out of my mouth. I have no idea how to describe it, and I was sure I'd never made it before - but somehow, Laura recognized it for what it was. She smiled. There was still malice lurking in her eyes, still this lecturey indignation. But now her interest was piqued in a different way.

"Oh God," I heard myself kind of breathe loudly in a half-stunned, hoarse whisper. Laura's toe lifted to grind along the seam of my ball sac, pushing in toward my taint and then drawing up. She brought the toe of her shoe to the front of my sack, moved it around to get between my confined dick and my ball sac, and then pushed the toe in. Very slowly, and possibly gently, she pushed the narrow point of the toe into my groin via the margin of my cock and my ball sac.

She then rotated her left thigh open, so I could see her violated pussy dripping with cum.

"I decided to do it," she continued - and I was grateful for the recap, because I had forgotten everything I'd ever known in my lifetime in that moment - "because James had a very interesting" (the toe pressed harder) "thing to tell me. Do you know anything about that?"

"Listen," I began.

She pushed harder with her toe. "Do you?"

I groaned. "Laura, yes, but please listen to me."

She tapped my cock with her toe and then lifted it, raising her eyebrows at the same time. "Fine."

"Listen, I -"

"But take your boxers off."

My mouth was hanging open.

I should maybe interject here to explain that Laura was never, in the slightest, for even a moment prior to this evening, the kind of woman who engaged in femdom anything. Like, not a thing. No, I had always been responsible for titillating myself with my fantasies by just imagining that Laura had sexual designs on her requests for me to do domestic chores, or fix things, or when she turned me down for sex.

It had been, until this evening, all in my head. As much in my head as Laura contemplating, let alone realizing, my hotwife fantasies. With black men.

So I was off the reservation here.

Way, way off.

I stared at her as I scooted my ass out of my boxers, clumsily. She tipped her head as I did this, as my cock waggled over my lap.

All I could think about was how James's cock had also waved over his lap - but twice as thick, probably twice the size by mass. Black and purple, not pink like mine. Veins prominent.

Probably, that was what Laura was thinking about, too.

"Now," she said, lifting her eyes to meet mine. "Tell me what you know about that video. And when you knew it."

The spiky heel of the shoe was so close to my dick. I shuddered.

"I didn't know until tonight. This afternoon. Laura, I swear."

"Mmm-hmm. And how did you find out?"

The shoe moved closer, slid over my tender sac.

I stared at her. "Someone at work."

The toe of her shoe pressed into my sac.

"Laura, I swear," I puffed. I had my arms spread open wide to either side of me, to show Laura that while her ball-crushing was really scary and making me confess, I also didn't exactly... hate it.

"Who?"

"Gekko."

She narrowed her eyes. "So you knew at work..." she said, in a frightening sing-song voice. "And then you didn't tell me?"

She pushed hard into my sac, wiggling the toe so it pressed up against the base of my cock. My dick responded by producing a huge glob of precum, which bordered momentarily on ejaculation. I fought against it, and bent in my abdomen, exhaling loudly as the wave of pain rolled through me. "Jesus, Laura."

She just stared down at me.

"I didn't know how to tell you. I just... I pieced it together, I didn't know until... just before you left. I swear. I didn't know what to do."

"Do you have any idea how humiliating it was to find out about this from James?"

"Oh God," I said, because she was giving me a good idea. Her toe was now crushing my balls in a circular motion.

I rallied.

"Laura, I'm sorry, I really just... froze, I tried to - I found the camera after you left. I contacted - I tried to - I wrote a message to Jenna, I was going to straighten it out for you. So you wouldn't even have to know!"

She continued to roll the toe of her shoe over my balls, but not as violently. "Hmm. Is that true?"

"Oh God," I gasped. I hoped she couldn't hear that it was more arousal than repentance, because I was also a little afraid of her at the moment. "Laura, I swear."

Laura's expression was so different than anything I'd ever seen on her face that it sent a chill through me. It was also hot as all fuck, so I inhaled and told myself to shut the hell up.

She retracted the foot, and the shoe, but only for a moment. I held my breath. She climbed up onto the couch, placing one foot on either side of my hips, kicking them in toward each other. Somewhat playfully. She remained standing, her pussy hovering above me, just out of reach of my face.

Of course I leaned back, of course I looked up. Of course I hoped that she would keep going, get her knees on the back of the couch and lower her sodden pussy onto my face. Sure, in a more sobering moment, I'd have said I wouldn't go that far, I wouldn't eat a creampie... but I would have. I was hoping for it so much that my cock was bouncing around in my lap, surging with aborted ejaculation after aborted ejaculation - a problem, I have to say, I hadn't had since I was sixteen. I concentrated hard to tamp myself down.

But Laura did not sit on my face.

She slipped her fingers down to her pussy and worked them into her sticky folds. She pulled them apart and let me gaze into the creamy mess inside the pulsing, swollen tissues; at her engorged clit; at the gaping loose hole that her pussy had become after screwing James twice in the same day.

Possibly there was more... more after the video.

"My pussy is all full of come," she said. "And I swallowed so much."

I groaned. I reached my hands up to grab her hips and pull her to me.

She slapped my hands away. "No," she said. "No. I'm very angry with you. And my pussy is very sore -"

"Let me eat it. Sit on my face." I was, in that moment, not above groveling or crawling on the floor if that's what she wanted. These were just the only words I could get out.

"No," she said sharply. "No. But I am feeling horny again...." she moved her fingers around in her pussy, gliding through the juices, fingering herself as I stared at her and willed my hands to stay put.

She started to stroke her clit.

"Please, Laura, let me -"

She shook her head and glared at me.

And so I watched her masturbate for a while, sick to my stomach from the pent-up lust, precum oozing continuously out of my cock. Juices oozed from inside her, some of them flicked out and fell onto my chin and my face, on my chest. The scent of cum and her pussy was strong in the air.

"Give me my phone," she said. "Hold it for me. I want to watch James fuck me."

I obeyed, holding the phone for her, tilted up so she could look down and masturbate, hovering over me while she watched her video.

"Oh, oh, oh my God!" she shrieked, and her knees bent and juices came squirting out of her pussy. All over my face, dribbling down to my chest.

I so expected her to collapse, after she knocked the phone away, that I was frozen in shock when she did not. Instead, she stepped off the couch by laughing, turning, and skipping onto the coffee table. She stepped on it, and over to a large overstuffed sofa chair. She draped herself in it, legs spread and hanging over the sides. Panting.

She rotated her head toward me.

I was just staring at her, mouth open. Her juices were all over me. My cock was screaming in pain.

I had never seen my wife like this at all. It was terrifyingly hot, confusing as all hell. She regarded me with a look of disdain for a moment, tinged with a smile of pleasure.

"Jack off," she said, abruptly.

I stared.

She kicked one of her feet, introducing the first element of playfulness into this scene yet. "Jack off," she repeated.

She stared at me while I did as she asked, which took almost no time at all. I grunted obscenely and then yelled when I came, bending over to ease the pain of it - it radiated to my ass, shook me throughout. It was explosive and insane. Cum showered my chest and my thighs. I was panting like a horse when I finished, the final spurts making me grimace and grunt again.

Laura had her thumb between her teeth and a curious smile on her face. A recognition, I would say, of power. She was dangling her legs playfully over the armrests now.

"Good boy," she said.

I exhaled.

"Now you can come here," Laura told me icily, shifting her position. She rolled into the chair to sit properly, and spread her legs. As she did this, she shoved the coffee table with her foot, so that I had a clear path to her pussy.

Crawling on my hands and knees. Like a dog.

Which I did.

And then I immersed myself in her very, very wet pussy, now mostly only her own cum, and cleaned it up, lapping at it like a dog. Laura played absently with my hair while I did this.

And then, having grown tired of it, perhaps, she pushed me away, back onto my heels.

She stood up, and sauntered away to the bathroom in Jenna's master suite, without a word.


Chapter two


By the time I'd confirmed what I'd suspected was true, things had really changed. For me, in my own mind. I had a different perspective.

That perspective had shifted so much in just hours that it was hard to keep track of it. It was hard to remember exactly what I'd been feeling that had made me - just one small example - ask one of James's friends to video me getting fucked by him.

Consciously, of course, I knew what it was: rage. I had been out for a certain kind of revenge on my husband. But it wasn't really a vendetta against Mark - after all, I knew he would like the video. I had permission to be there. I was just taking things up a notch. I suppose I had been thinking that I needed to remind him that he had his own wife to watch on videos now. Or maybe I wanted to rub his face in it: look what you wrought.

I couldn't say, by the time I was in the shower, if that's what I had intended at all. Or if I had decided to suck those guys' (luscious, tempting, huge) cocks for the same reason.

It wasn't an out-of-control decision. It was something I'd decided very consciously, even if it had been heat of the moment. I just... wanted to.

I liked being a slut.

I loved black cock.

But then, on the way home, I'd gotten to thinking about Mark. I guess I got mad at him all over again: why the hell was he watching Jenna's OnlyFans account after all we'd been through? After I'd agreed to give him what he wanted?

That was the mood I was in when I walked into Jenna's apartment. And that was the mood that had inspired me to do what I did... but somewhere in the middle of it all, I don't know. I stopped being mad at Mark. I had fun teasing him. I liked making him beg me, I liked having power over him.

And in the end, the person I should really have been pissed at the whole time was fucking Jenna.

But as I stood under the shower, turning in the hot spray and feeling the soreness inside me with each movement, my rage at Jenna wore off, too. It just kind of washed out of me, like shampoo out of hair, rinsing away for what seemed like forever, but in the end, the water ran clear.

After all, what did I actually care? I could throw a big fit and be mad at everyone, including Jenna... but I didn't actually want any of this to end.

I just wanted to do it again.

So if anything, I was kind of grateful to Jenna for what she did.

Don't get me wrong: she needed to take that shit down ASAP. I didn't want to be on the internet with a dildo, or a real man, or anywhere, really. I wanted to have kids someday: can you imagine?

But Jenna's indiscretion (so typical of her!) had allowed me to explore a side of me, and a side of our sex life, that I never would have dared to even think about. I had Jenna as an excuse, a corrupter: I was the good twin, and I never would have done this if not for my evil slut sister.

Not that I was going to tell Jenna any of that.

I was going to give her hell.

***

"Before you say anything," Jenna said, by way of answering the phone. She was curiously wrapped up, and looked like she had a face mask on - the kind from a spa that covers everything with a sheet of expensive chemicals. She sounded slightly impaired, like she'd come back from the dentist's.

She held up a hand and a finger and tossed her long hair over her shoulder (she may have just been to the dentist, but she had a killer blowout going on). "I did not have anything to do with it."

I scoffed at this. And then I laughed.

"Listen to me Laura," Jenna whined. "I didn't. Look, truth talk now: I don't manage that OnlyFans. I mean, seriously. How could I? I don't have time."

"Jenna," I said. "Please."

"Please, what? I don't. I have a service. Everybody does." She leaned back and gave me what I guessed was supposed to be a smug look. "I'm just the talent."

I rolled my eyes. Though not as hard as I would have before all of this happened.

"I still don't understand," I challenged her, "how video from a camera in your fucking... sex toy room... just got onto the internet."

Jenna laughed. "I mean... Lars honestly, okay? First of all, I don't know. I don't fucking know that at all, and I'm looking into it... but Lars, it's not like you didn't know what that room was for, like you couldn't have guessed that maybe... like, what were you thinking: oh, this is definitely a safe space for trying out my sister's dildos? Of course there's a fucking camera in there!" Jenna finished this by shaking her head.

"Why was it on, Jenna? That's the thing I'm having trouble with."

"Well," Jenna laughed, looking at her nails. "I don't know. That's what I'm looking into. I mean, it's like a whole... feed thing, I don't even know, it's... someone else put it in, maybe it's always on... I just... this is why I don't do anything but business in there, I mean..."

"Jesus, Jenna," I said, in the middle of all of this.

"You had no reasonable expectation of privacy in there," Jenna said. Haughtily, I might add.

I glared at her. I was so annoyed: not the least of all because what she had just said was fairly true.

"Look who's been fucking her lawyer," I sniped.

Jenna, being Jenna, found this hilarious. She tipped her head back and let out a peal of laughter. "How do you think I get such good legal advice?"

I sighed. "Jenna, look: this is serious. However it got up there, it needs to get taken down."

Jenna's mirth evaporated. She waved a hand in the air. "Lars, look: I'll do whatever you want, okay? You're right, okay? You're always right about everything. You're right and you're boring as fucking mud. But..." She leaned forward. "Do you have any idea how much fucking money that video is making?"

"Jenna!"

I did not. I did not have any idea how much money Jenna was making. I knew it was a lot. I knew it was enough for her to jet off to Dubai, and hundreds of other places, and lounge around screwing more people and probably making more money. My sister was an OnlyFans model, but I suspected that crossed over - frequently - into high-class escort-land.

I suspected this was all a gray area with no boundaries for Jenna, because Jenna had always liked to fuck. She had said as much, on the few occasions this topic had come up. ("Why not get paid for what I'm already doing?" she had laughed).

"God," Jenna muttered, waving her hand again. "I'll take care of it, Laura. And I'll make sure you get your half of the money -"

"All of the money," I told her icily, suddenly enraged.

Jenna actually had the audacity to be surprised by this. Her mouth fell open. "Lars, seriously?"

"Jenna, seriously? You put a video of me up without my permission on your sex channel -"

Jenna snorted to interrupt me. "Okay, it's not a 'sex channel,' -"

"- and you would have kept it all and not even told me -"

"- and the only reason it's making any money is because it's on my account -"

" - so you're lucky I'm not suing you -"

" - anyone would want to pay that much to watch some chick fuck a dildo? For real."

We talked over each other but this last part ended the volley. I fumed. Jenna looked at her nails.

"Anyway," she said, as if the matter were resolved. "I'll get it taken down. And get your stupid money. I just have to talk to some people and now is not the best time. By the way, are you even going to ask me about my surgeries? Or are you only thinking of yourself?"

I looked at her quizzically, with my mouth open. Sometimes she was really too much. I was suddenly remembering why it was that I had spent my whole life trying to perfect my image as "not like Jenna."

She was crazy.

"I had my butt and my lips done. And I'm going up a size."

"Where?" I asked, baffled. "What?"

"My tits, you idiot." Jenna gave a toss of her hair again. I now registered that her lips did in fact look a great deal puffier. I squinted. At least they didn't look as awful as, say... Lauren Sanchez's lips.

I didn't have much to say to that. It was weird, actually.

"I can't really..." I began.

Luckily for me, Jenna continued on her own steam, and obviously, she didn't care one whit what I thought about any of it, which was very typically Jenna. "So obviously, this is kind of bad timing, but I was going to ask you if you could hold down the apartment for another week. Maybe two. It's just... I'm very uncomfortable and so I want to delay the tit surgery a bit."

I stared at her.

"If you can't - I like, I'm expecting you can't, because..." she waved her fingers in no particular direction, like she wanted to get something sticky off them. "So I have an agency I can call, no problem, but Pussy is so picky about -"

"I'll do it," I said, my voice deadpan.

Jenna stopped talking. She smiled. "Seriously?"

Her voice was now in salacious-gossip mode. She curled up on the chair - gingerly, I noticed, and pretty much started to purr (metaphorically) like a cat. "Why's that, Lars? Are you going to keep fucking James? Or Luther?" She held up her hand. "They cannot know where I live, Lars, that's absolutely critical."

"I know that," I was muttering, but Jenna was already on to what she really cared about:

"But are you?" she asked, rippling like a stroked cat.

And it was only then, as crazy as it sounds, that I realized: Jenna had no idea what I'd done the night before.

"Actually," I said, and I could hear an echo of Jenna's hedonistic haughtiness in my own voice. I had to admit, it was fun to be like Jenna. "I already have."

And then, as Jenna's face took on several alarming expressions at once as she sought to have a suitable reaction, I waved at her. "Bye-eee."

***

"Jenna's working on it," I told Mark, strolling into Jenna's kitchen, where he was rearranging a breakfast we'd ordered via DoorDash. He was doing a marvelous job of arranging everything on a plate.

I'd known this since we'd placed the order, but I was sitting on it until he had already taken a bite: this was the same restaurant/cafe where I'd picked up - or been picked up by - "Luther."

Not that I was entirely sure that was his name.

"Uh..." Mark said, setting a plate in front of me as I sat down. "Okay? What does that mean?"

I sighed and looked at the plate of food instead of thinking about it. I really didn't feel like explaining Jenna's crazy life to Mark at this point. "It's just... it's such a long story. She didn't know about it, her manager or something does all that stuff, blah blah blah. She'll have it taken down. And I asked her for the money she made off it."

Mark was looking at me strangely when I lifted a bite of Denver omelet to my mouth. "What?" I asked, and stuffed it in.

I was starving. Having that much sex really works up an appetite.

"I just... what's the holdup?"

"I tol yuh," I said, with my mouth full, because I had already eaten another bite. I really felt like I could eat a horse. "Shuh says..." I swallowed, and reached for my orange juice to glug it before speaking. "She says she has a management agency or something, she has to tell them... I don't know. But she'll do it."

"She'll do it," Mark said skeptically. "You seem sure."

"She's my twin. I know what she'll do and what she won't do."

Mark looked skeptical now. He paused, the way he does when he's about to burst my bubble. "Did you know she was going to do this?"

I was already chewing another bite of food - this time, toast - so I nodded appreciatively. Mark had me there. "Okay, I usually know what she's going to do. But the thing is, she didn't know about this. Apparently. So that makes it different. She says it was her...whatever this person is who manages her account. And that sounded pretty believable. Honestly."

I smiled hopefully. I mean, this was the story of my whole life with Jenna: she did things I hated, and I got mad at her, but at the end of the day... she was my identical twin. I always ended up defending her.

Mark looked skeptical.

I shrugged. "It's a Jenna thing to do," I told him. "So, you know. It's not shocking."

Mark was still looking at me strangely.

"What?" I asked him, biting into the toast.

"You're just... very blasé about all of this. Considering."

I blinked at him, slowly, as I chewed. Being on Jenna's defense team was not new to me, but this was a complicated situation.

"I thought this was what you wanted," I said.

"No, I do - of course, it is, I'm... it's just, I'm amazed at your reaction, I thought you would be... I don't know. A little bit mad at Jenna."

"I know. Me too," I said, after a pause.

That was the most true thing I'd said.

"Look," I said, trying again. "What's done is done, and so... all she can do is take it down. And if we make some money from this? And we discovered, I don't know, a new 'thing?' Then I guess I'd rather just let it blow over."

Mark was looking at me really strangely now. "Seriously?"

I shrugged. "Do you have a better plan?"

He shook his head.

I smiled. Thinking about all of this was making me a little frisky. "Do you not like our new sex life?"

"No! Uh, I mean... yes. I mean, I like it."

"Just 'like' it?"

Mark wasn't literally drooling: his mouth was closed. But I could sense him salivating, his eyes getting glassy with lust, his focus turning completely to me.

"It's hot," he managed to say.

I laughed and finished my toast. "Good."

And then I felt inspired.

"Good boy." I slid out of the chair and sucked the butter from the toast off my fingers. "By the way," I said, retreating to the bathroom. "Jenna needs me to watch her house a little longer and I said I would."

Mark was staring at me open-mouthed when I turned the corner.


Chapter three


Did he like it?




I think so ;)



I got more where that came from. U wanna hook up again?




Maybe. 



When?



Any time u want 




Ihanded the phone back to Laura, slowly. I was trying to give myself some time to compose my voice. Dark, hot sensations were gripping me by the balls, and I felt like my tongue wouldn't operate properly. I felt a little sick. My skin was getting damp. It was possible I was having a heart attack.

Laura looked at me expectantly. "Well?" She smiled, doing that thing that Jenna did with her tongue and her teeth.

My head was spinning.

Laura, on the other hand, seemed to be calm as a clam. Unfazed, she ticked things off like a pro. I had to once again scrutinize her face to make sure I wasn't getting duped by Jenna.

"Jenna says he can't come here. And I uh, well.... you wanted to watch, right? Like actually be there?"

Stars were starting to creep in from the corners of my eyes. I made a noise in the back of my throat and aborted an attempt at speech.

Pull it the fuck together, I told myself.

"Mark?" Laura asked, giggling. She snapped her fingers in front of me.

"Uh, yes. Right. Yes. I do." I sounded like an idiot. I cleared my throat into my fist. "Okay. So. When?"

"And where," Laura added. She fluttered her eyelashes and moved her fingers nervously around her lips, which usually meant she had something else to say or ask.

I raised my eyebrows.

"Well, it's uh... I also just wondered, like... just James? Or....?"

"I think that's... well, your choice," I said hoarsely.

Everything I'd gleaned from the internet, where I'd gone searching years ago for information about this, and recently, for more information about this, indicated that I needed to let my wife make most of the choices.

"You don't even have a suggestion?"

Laura was teasing me. I knew this because of the way she rose up and pushed her tits toward me, in an obviously suggestive way. "Not even a teeny-tiny, little bit of a preference?"

"Um, I... well... I just want you to be... happy..." My sentence was falling apart because Laura was crawling onto me, obviously sex-crazy, and obviously because she was talking about having sex with James again.

"So you just want me to do what I want to do?" she asked me, grinning as she changed course suddenly and took the sheet with her, sliding down my legs. My cock was hard, waving in the air above my pelvis, and Laura was below it, looking up at me with a devilish grin.

"Let's see," she said, straddling my legs and staring at my cock. "Do you want me to bring just James?"

My cock throbbed and she laughed, catching it in her hand. She squeezed hard. "Or do you want me to have more than one guy there?"

"Whatever...ugh... you ...wah...." I struggled to say. I could feel my blood vessels surging against her grip. She squeezed me tighter and lowered her torso so that her lips were closer to my cock and the bead of precum squeezing from it.

"Do you want me to do something like what I did before?"

I groaned and my neck muscles strained as I looked down at her. I had to remind myself again that this was Laura, not Jenna, somehow in the room with me. This woman was my wife. In real life.

"Laura, please," I groaned.

She'd been teasing me with this for more than forty minutes. Sending her messages to James and reading them out loud, reading his responses, asking me what she should write back. All I wanted now was to feel some relief, but Laura just wanted to drag it out.

Okay, I liked that a little.

Even if she was frightening as she gripped my cock with one hand and typed on her phone with the other.

"I'm asking him to bring a friend," she reported, squeezing my cock as she did.

Then she looked down at me. "When?"

"Whenever," I managed to say.

She typed some more, and while she did, she diabolically - and carelessly - stroked my cock with four fingers, just at the crown, smearing the precum around, never going any further down.

I stared up at her, wondering who I'd married.

She smiled as the phone vibrated in her hand.

"Just one thing: my husband has to watch," she said slowly, typing it as she went. She looked up at me and grinned.

"He wants to know if you're going to play, too," she said, reading the text exchange. She was still stroking the tip of my cock.

She looked down at me, the phone tipped in her limp wrist, her other hand massaging me without much thought. Then she tilted her chin up and snorted. Turned to her phone and started to type using her thumb, not really looking.

"No," she said, her eyes already back on me.

My cock told her everything she needed to know about how I felt about that.

"No," she said, her voice getting sultry. "Not until they're gone. He likes to watch me suck cock after cock and come again and again, and just sit there with a hard dick until I tell him to come."

I shuddered. We'd talked about how hot this was, so it wasn't like Laura was getting these ideas out of nowhere. But her ability to perform exactly as I wanted her to - and with such sincerity - was scary anyway. It felt out of control.She read a message after it came in, her eyes moving quickly. Her pupils dilated, her lips parted. A flush ran along her cheekbones. In every way - the way she shifted, seated, to accommodate the lustful pang that had gone to her pussy - it was obvious that she was sucked in by the power of "James."

James and his huge black cock.

She lifted her eyes to meet mine. "Okay," she said, sexily. "We have a plan."

***

"Oh, no way," I said. "No, no way."

"I did it before," she protested. "The door locks from the inside."

"I'm not getting some felony charge, Laura. I don't..." I was desperate for something to say, because my wife was squirming on the bed, rising up on her shins while playing with the edges and the loose belt of the sexy robe she was wearing. She was distracting the hell out of me.

"I don't... even have a membership," I squeaked out, and at the end of the sentence, my voice dried up into a gasp of resignation. The robe was slipping from her shoulders, open, now nothing more than a shawl at her elbows. The tips of her fingers, dangling from her limp right wrist, traced haphazard shapes on her skin, moving down, approaching her breasts. "I don't really want to do it in the guys' locker room," she said.

My eyes were on her left hand, making its way to her slit. She was already wet, just talking about this.

"It would be..." I exhaled. "Just... easier."

"It sounds gross," she said.

"I could get a felony charge. Look... why not just get a hotel room or something?"

Laura pouted. Then she sat on her heels and looked skyward. Her fingers were still absently tracing shapes on her body. She whined a little under her breath - almost childishly. Her legs were spread a little, so I allowed myself to glance at her pussy and verify that this was not Jenna.

It was such a Jenna thing to do.

"A hotel would solve all these problems," I said, managing to stay with the conversation even though Laura was doing her best to distract me from what I was trying to say - and very nearly succeeding in getting me to forget my own name. Between her labia, her pussy glistened with arousal. It was engorged, but it was impossible to know if that was from sex with James, with me, or just because she had converted into a cock slut of epic proportions.

Laura's pout got even more intense. She collapsed, shoulders slumped, and stuck out her lower lip.

"What is it?" I said, but I wasn't really thinking about he question in any seriousness. I was staring at my wife, blood raging in my arteries, my cock hard.

"I just..." Laura began. She looked at me with all seriousness. "I just, I'm not sure I can, you know... do it like that."

While she was saying this, I was inching closer to her, because, again... I wasn't really thinking about that future encounter anymore. I was thinking about this one.

"Like what?" I asked her.

This wasn't a serious question: I was just feeding her the tail end of her statements, order reversed, which was a skill I'd learned by being a corporate shill all my life. I had my hand on her shoulder now. She crushed her cheek against it and responded positively, sexually.

But her mind was still on this topic I had ceased thinking about.

"Ugh," she muttered. "It's weird, but it's easier if like... it's not fake like that. You know?"

"Mmm-hmm," I said, as she rose up on her knees again, looking down at her hands, which were going to my boxers. They moved expertly to the inside of them, cupping my balls, splaying her fingers delicately around my very, very hard shaft.

"Good, so you agree," she said, a smile on her face. She squeezed my cock and made me close my eyes for a second.

"I, uh..."

My boxers were coming off.

Laura was getting closer to my face, a kiss landed on my lips and then her mouth moved on, to my earlobe. At the same time, her fingers were working magic on my cock, her nails scraping my ball sack as she swirled and played with them.

"Good, so... there was something that James did that I really liked..." Her breath was wet and hot in my ear.

"Okay," I managed to say. I was looking at her tits: they were pressed against my chest and her nipples scraped my skin, they were so pointed and hard.

"Will you do it for me?"

"Okay."

She smiled, she licked my lips, and then she got on her hands and knees. Tossed her hair over her shoulder. Her hand came back to reach across her lower back, her ass, and into the folds of her pussy. I stared while she did this, because this was, again, something I'd seen before - on Jenna's account - and never from my wife.

But her lower back was tattoo-free.

This was Laura.

Her fingers, sticky with her own juices, moved to her asshole and she swirled around the tight pink pucker. When my eyes flickered to her face, she laughed.

"Just your finger," she insisted. "And do it while you're fucking me."

I was already moving in, the tip of my cock already encased in the sticky heat of her pussy. Her hand slid away and I stared at her ass. It was all I could do to keep from blowing a load into her right then and there.

I put my thumb in my mouth and got it wet, and then I fingered her hole - when I did, her pussy clenched in waves on my dick. I bent a little, groaning. Laura got going from this, and began to move herself, slowly at first, then faster. I was getting overwhelmed: I wanted to come, but I had to hang on until she came.

I pushed my thumb against her sphincter, and it reacted by tightening up. I was just about to tell her to relax, to push out - when my thumb sank in, sucked up by her own, self-propelled relaxation.

She mewled and squirmed a little, shaking my cock inside her side-to-side. I moved my thumb, all the way to my palm, and then slowly fucking her.

She squeezed me tight with my dick all the way inside her, and pushed her ass back hard while raising her torso and pushing herself back against me, until I had no choice but to collapse on my own calves.

My finger slipped from inside her and sort of rolled in a circular motion as her hands went to my thighs and she dug her nails into my flesh.

"So we're going to do it my way," she said. "Right?"

And then, in full faculty of the power she had over me, she ceased moving and clamped onto my dick with her pussy.

I panted, trying to keep my wad in my ball sac. "I, uh..." I tried to say, but even that simple sentence came out as nothing more than noise.

She took my hands and put them to her tits, but held them so I couldn't even play with them.

"We're going to do it my way," she said. "But we're married. So it's only fair..." She rolled her hips, and I grunted... my cock was twitching inside her, so that wasn't the only thing that let her know what she was doing to me. Her head was turned slightly toward me, and I could see her lips form a smile.

"It's only fair if I compromise a little..."

I made some kind of noise. I tried to move my hands down to her pussy, to stroke her and make her come so I could too, at last. But she wouldn't let me. She held them to her tits.

"I'll go in the guys' locker room," she purred, rolling more quickly.

I held onto her tits for dear life as she bounced on my cock.

"But... I can't... be responsible... if that leads to trouble...."

I was just staring ahead of me, willing myself not to come.

Her hands fell away from mine and she dropped to her hands and knees. "Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me hard."

"You want me to fuck you like James does?"

I started to hammer her, but only as much as I could without coming, myself.

She looked behind her, her face rigid with concentration. Then she started to buck me, and I had no choice but to let her do it. I held onto her hips and tried to think of something awful.

At last, when her muscles started to stiffen and I just couldn't take it any longer, I mumbled that I was going to come... and then I let go, and the orgasm made my entire body tense to the point of pain.

Pain I didn't feel, because cum was pouring into her pussy.

And she was still fucking me

And then she was yelling.

***

The only way to get into Bae's was to get a thirty-day membership trial, with my credit card, and if I failed to cancel, I'd be billed for the whole year.

At $5,000, which was pretty ridiculous considering what Bae's was like.

I also had to pay an initiation fee of $400 - which was non-refundable, no matter what I ended up doing.

It also came with the absurd requirement that I allow a trainer to walk me through all the machines and how they worked, and gym etiquette.

So here I was, being led around the gym by a muscle bro. James was in the free weights area. I knew he didn't know who I was, but it was hard not to be paranoid if he ever happened to look my way or meet my eyes in the mirror. I had to work hard not to stare at him. He looked like the type to try and kill a dude for looking at him too much.

Laura still wasn't here.

I'm not a huge guy, but I'm fit. Next to these guys, though, I looked like the last pick at kickball. I vowed to work on that. Just not at this gym.

Well. It would look pretty silly if I didn't work out, before going to the locker rooms to "take a shower."

"Where are your locker rooms?" I asked, just as James started cranking bicep curls with a fifty-five pound dumbbell in each hand. Rapidly, like he was doing some kind of low-weight rep set.

Jesus fuck.

"Just back there, ain't any big deal to them."

I stood there, looking around.

"You need a personal trainer?"

"Does it come with the membership?"

"Nah man. No, but I am one, so hit me up if you want that. We can start today."

Laura was still nowhere to be seen.

Fuck.

"I think I'll just tool around here by myself for a bit," I said. "I actually wasn't..." I had been meaning to say, 'planning to work out today,' but since I was in gym clothes, I figured it would look silly. "I uh, didn't expect the tour, so I might just make it a quick one."

Guy at Bae's did not care. He shrugged and walked off.

At least I knew my way around a gym enough to fit in. I got on a treadmill overlooking some squash courts and texted Laura.

Where are u?



It was as good as conjuring her: almost immediately, she came sauntering into the machine area, through the glass doors from the lobby. Her hair was down, her makeup obscene. Laura of the old days - the days of last week, I guess - was highly critical of women who went to the gym like this.

Her outfit was also the kind of thing Laura would have blown up about: the leggings were plastered to her skin, but not just her skin - every crevice, every part of her, clinging to them like an ultra-thin condom. The seams of the fabric, at her ass, were ruched, so that the material wrinkled in a manner reminiscent of an asshole. Especially because it was all wedged into her ass crack to reveal the precise outlines of her curvature. They were also white, and as such, practically transparent.

Her midriff was bare, her top a mere sports bra with the same basic intentions as the pants: to hug each crease and fold tightly, revealing all. The scoop was so low that it seemed like the item could hardly be doing its job (support) - it was more like a covering requirement that was being followed to the letter and no further. The long crease between her breasts and the plump flesh around them was all I could see. The top was also flesh-colored, which made it look, at every turn, like she might be wearing nothing at all.

The eye continued to seek her nipples, no matter how many times the mind was jogged: it's just a flesh-colored top. She was like a permanently disappointing promise, in that getup. My cock would have gotten hard the way it did whether she was there to do what she was doing or not.

Say what you wanted about Jenna: she did know how to get and keep attention.

There were only about seven or eight guys in there, all of whom had been, up until then, studiously performing looking "all business" as most men claimed to be at the gym. Numerous attractive women were also there, in hot pants and skimpy bras, studiously pretending to be "all business" as most women claimed to be at the gym.

But when my wife and her blond hair, her huge perky rack on display, her skin-toned top and her translucent white, rim-hugging leggings strolled in, the atmosphere of the gym shattered into a million pieces. Weights were dropped carelessly, men who were pumping started pumping harder, and all the women seemed to activate like a roomful of sleeper robots, their eyes lighting up with green envy.

With the exception of James.

"Damn, girl."

Laura - once again, I had to repeat silently to myself that this was Laura, Laura, Laura, not Jenna - bopped over to where James was lifting. On the way, she gave me such a casual glance that it stung with humiliation - this beautiful creature is mine! I wanted to yell. Even if she barely looked at me, and when she did, it was as if I was just another mediocre man at the gym, one she didn't have time for except to roll her eyes at me.

She married me, I wanted to tell everyone.

Laura really pulled out all the stops. "Heeeeeeeyyyy," she said, strolling into James' airspace while he completed his reps - though his form suffered and his head turned to watch her. She pulled out all the stops, plopping onto the bench James was standing next to - straddling it, her legs wide and all male eyes drawn to what was between them, hoping to find that the tightness of the pants extended to her pussy the way it did to her ass.

Alas, they were better designed than that.

Laura put her hands between her legs and tossed her hair over her shoulder while looking up at James with a wide, inviting smile.

He set his weights down and turned to her, their voices now low, but their chemistry evident for all. I was at the far end of the row of treadmills, and I was facing the racquetball courts. So I had to strain to see them, far to my right and nowhere in my sight line.

But I could read the body language. James standing, straddling the end of the bench, Laura's hands going up to his biceps, a peal of laughter every now and then.

And then she laughed, and she bopped over to an elliptical behind me, one that I could only see by straining to see a mirror on my right, and the reflection of Laura from a mirror across the gym. Of course, all I could see was her swinging, loose, blond hair and her ass in the white pants.

James adjusted his direction for working out so that he could look at her ass the whole time.

Laura took out her phone.

I'm right here on the ellipticals




You better go, if you're going to go. We're meeting back there after he finishes his workout. 




As she typed this, strolling casually on the elliptical, James was making his way over to a few of the guys in the gym. Words were exchanged softly. Heads turned toward my wife's ass. Agreements were clearly being made, but I didn't know what kind.

I let the machine I was on slow to a stop and got off. I thought about making a show of what I was doing that so urgently required me to leave, but I could see from what was happening in there that no one was looking at me at all.

All eyes were on Laura. I could have lit myself on fire and the response would have come too late: every guy's eyes were glued to my wife's ass.

So I took myself to the men's locker room.

***

Laura had been vexingly unclear about her plans - the only thing I was privy to was that I was supposed to be in the men's locker room, and that she would eventually - presumably - be there, too. With James. And they would fuck.

It was a swanky locker room, with a lot of frosted glass doors in front of the showers, private change rooms, a bunch of spa-like shit. In truth, it was a very feminine locker room, and I supposed that was the reason for the extreme price tag of the membership.

In the end, though, it was still a men's locker room, and a dirtiness hung about its pristine interior. I installed myself behind a frosted glass door and turned on the water, but then second-guessed myself as time went on. Men were coming in and out of the locker room - few taking showers, which surprised me. I wrapped a towel around my waist and waited, with a hard dick and no idea what to expect.

For a long time. Every time I thought something was happening, it turned out to be just an ordinary guy passing through. I turned the shower back on when one of them came and took a shower, just so I didn't appear creepy standing in the stall with no water running.

I took my phone out of a waterproof case conveniently located on the shelf of the swanky shower stall, but Jenna hadn't sent anything to me. The man left, the locker room went quiet, and I stood there, towel around my waist again, typing a message to Laura.

Been back here awhile, I began.

The door flew open. Unintelligible male voice. "....check it.... the all clear."

The door shut. The footsteps moved through the locker room and all its many amenities - a sauna, a steam room, a boiling hot tub, ice baths, lockers and changing rooms.

I wasn't sure what to do. I stepped back into the corner - I was at the far end of the row of showers. They were spacious, welled in by tiles, and it was possible to go unnoticed. I supposed. I didn't even know if I needed to: purportedly James was aware I was hiding in there. I had imagined myself standing there and him saying, gruffly: "You the husband?" and me saying "Yeah, man," but this close to the event, I lost some of my spine.

A drop of water splashed on the floor and it seemed far too loud. Like a drip in a cavern, it echoed.

His dark form strolled through the shower section and then reached the end. He turned, paused, and continued past my stall. It was impossible to know if he saw me or not. But the moment was one of splendid tension either way: his dark form blurred, my own breath caught in my chest, the unknowns of our agreement and what had transpired between him and my wife hanging in the air.

After all, how could I know that she had sent the texts that she claimed to have sent?

He went back to the door, it opened and closed. What seemed like an eternity passed by. And then I heard the lilt of Laura's laugh, muffled. Scuffling. Hushing and smacking of lips.

"....where .... do it....wait..."

"Nah don' worry 'bout it, baby... (unintelligible)."

".... lock it...?"

More hushed tones. Their voices, and their footsteps, disappeared deeper into the immense locker room area. I heard the slam of flesh against a wall, the bang of heavy doors. A laugh. The splash of water.

I adjusted the towel. Creeping, my feet making too much noise on the floor, the sound of every droplet of water sending a burst of adrenaline and fear of getting caught racing through my veins. My stomach boiled with raw anticipation, my heart seemed to swell and choke off my breath, leaving it cold in my chest like a block of ice. But sweat gathered at my overheated temples and neck. Oxygen seemed to fail to reach my head, which felt light: probably because my cock was the recipient of all the vitality of my blood. My flesh strained against itself, and my heartbeat thudded in my own ears and against my skull.

I knew they were there, as I approached, creeping at first and then deciding that was silly. I glanced at the door: a method to lock it to the hallway did exist, but it was unused, unturned. I thought of locking it, decided against it.

Laura's laugh perforated the sloppy wet sounds of their flesh coming together. Low like distant thunder, James' voice was beneath these bursts of giggles. I couldn't hear the words themselves but the tone was seedy, insidious. They were the words of a man talking dirty to a pliant woman, and the pliant woman was my wife.

A turn led to the saunas and ice baths, and another, further down, to the steam rooms. The sound seemed to come from both places, all at once. A sudden rush of sickness surged in my gut, vomit threatened to rise. I kept walking, the entire sequence taking on the contours of a dream with each step.

It was possible, therefore, to convince myself it wasn't even really happening. My senses dulled at once with this thought, and I became a pure observer, unbothered in an instant by the idea that either of them would see me.

So when I turned the corner, I did it boldly, and then I stood in the doorway for a moment - before I moved to the side, the opposite side, to be somewhat out of the way.

The scene I witnessed as I stood there was of my wife seated on a bench in the sauna room, her tits sprung loose from the confines of her "sports bra," the nipples erect and the flesh free to swing and bounce. Her face was turned up toward James' face, and James was standing in front of her, looming over her, his sculpted back and chiseled glutes bare, the vague two-tones of a dark man's skin revealing that even black guys tan.

But not much.

Laura had his cock in her hand, and she was smiling, moving the tip of its enormity over her lips. Her mouth was open like the mouth of a porn star: her interest either real or fake, but manifested in a wide and smiling orifice ready to be penetrated. Happy to be penetrated. Saliva stringing between her teeth. Her eyes moved to the cock, and a feverish lust opened up inside them.

And then, just as she moved to take it into her mouth, her eyes shifted.

And went directly to me.

And so, as the thick meat of James' cock slid into her wide-open mouth, filling it. It required her lips to stretch thin and her nostrils to flare with the effort of breathing.

My wife's eyelids had fallen closed, but they lifted, and she stared right at me and began to move her lips. To the base of another man's cock.

She was ten feet away from me. My hands were on the wall, a detail that I absorbed: a signal to my brain that was detached from it all. I would later wonder why. The wall was hard and cold to the touch, gray, a way for me to block out what I was seeing, if I wanted to.

James's cock was enormous. Laura reached a point where she had to struggle, and her body rippled with a suppressed gag. Tears welled up in her eyes, and she recoiled for a moment, a few inches still in her mouth, her lips still sealed. When she did this, she looked up at James. His low voice was a rumble of distant thunder, the exact words something I couldn't make out. But Laura nodded - not vigorously, because his cock was embedded between her lips.

His hand dropped to the back of her head, and her hands lifted as though to reach for his shaft, but he swept them away with his own free hand. "No hands, baby." I heard that much. Laura's limbs floated in mid-air, as she didn't know what to do with them. And then they landed, like lost birds, on her thighs.

"Keep goin'," James urged her. "Get it all the way down there."

Laura's eyes were on him, then they fell and looked at me, just as her lips made contact with the base of his cock.

James made a noise of approval, tipped his head back and groaned in pleasure. His fingers balled up into Laura's hair and he moved her head a few times. The wet sucking sound echoed against the tiles.

And then, stretching like a panther, the muscles of his back shiny and in motion, he rotated his head to look at me. And he grinned. Stared me down for a moment, and then looked back down at my wife.

Laura gasped for air when he pulled her, by the hair, from his cock. Her lips and her chin were shiny with spit. Her eyes snapped to his dick, and her mouth hung open, her tongue busy inside her lips.

James used his free hand to tap his cock on her lips, while Laura seemed to convert fully into Jenna. Into Jenna of Jenna's videos: laughing smuttily, rolling her tongue around in her mouth and out of it, smiling, looking like a beast hungry for cock.

She shifted her eyes up to him and licked at his dick. "I want some more."

"Yeah?" James asked, grinning, his head slightly turned toward the door, and me. He played with her hair, teasing her with his cock. "I want to put it in that pussy, baby.... we waitin' on somebody so you can have some dick in your mouth, too. So you gotta take it easy... how 'bout you lick them balls?"

He lifted his cock up, and Laura tilted her head to get beneath his sizable shaft. Her tongue emerged and snaked over his taut, dark sacs. The motion of her tongue sent reverberations into the pulsing cock James suspended over her face.

He had been talking slightly to the side, for me, I supposed. But as Laura's tongue played with his balls, his concentration drained away and solely to her.

"Where's this nigga at?" he said, under his breath.

In sequence: a cold shock smacked through me, groin first, then to my chest: the sound of the door opening, voices. James turned his head and looked at me with daggers in his eyes. He jerked his head: go see who that is.

I was stunned for a moment. Laura was so absorbed in her task, she didn't even stop.

Walking backward, grimacing, James glaring at me, I stepped across the doorway, still staring at them. The voices disappeared into the shower area. I stalled near the open locker area, partway down the section that led to the saunas.

My attention was divided. The guys were shit-talking, not involved in this, white. They started showers, talking about lifting. My attention was split, my heart racing. I looked back at James and Laura: she was sucking on his cock, smiling. James's voice was on again, low and impossible to hear. Laura smiling again.

Back to the showers. Water turning off.

Back to Laura: she was standing up.

Showers: one man emerged, white, looked at me strangely. I leaned against the doorway.

He gave me a strange look. His eyes changed, looking over my shoulder. His pupils dilated: he must have been able to see Laura's hair, James at the very least. His eyes went to my body after that, surely taking in the erection I simply couldn't have hidden if my life had depended on it.

Understanding dawned in his eyes.

I shook my head when he seemed to move toward me. He was not immediately dissuaded by this. Laura's laugh, throaty and sultry, tumbled over my shoulders.

Just then, the door swung open again and two black men came into the locker rooms. They strolled with purpose, taking in the whole scene. Somehow they seemed rowdy and confrontational without being so: wordlessly they checked out the guy and his friend, who was just emerging from the showers, me, and the scene over my shoulder.

One tilted his chin up at me, disrespect evident in his eyes, but a sort of friendly-enemy signal in his stance. Then he looked at the first white guy, who was now turning toward the locker area.

"Yeah that's right, blud, this ain't none your business," he said, mouth open in a frightening smile. He stared me down as he passed me, and his sidekick shook his head and grinned.

I remained as I was, sort of paralyzed: in theory, I wanted to move, but I just couldn't. The two white guys seemed determined not to get involved, but I stood there with my arms crossed and hoped I looked at least somewhat menacing.

They packed up quickly and got out of there.

I rolled, horrified and cold with sweat, to look into the sauna room.

Laura had her pants off now and was holding James's cock in her left hand, watching one of the two men who had entered as he took off his pants. There was a discussion about why they were in the locker room, someone noting that anyone could come in. The two men who had come in were worried about getting caught.

"That her man right there," James said, and they snickered. "Just get your cock sucked, she crazy about it. She like as much as she can get. Baby you gotta get on this bench on all fours so I can pound one into that pussy while you suck on them dicks."

I stared at my wife while she complied with this order. Of course she would ultimately be just like Jenna, I remember thinking. She smiled and twisted up neatly, one hand on a cock the whole time, James assisting her by lifting and arranging her knees on the bench, then moving her ass into position.

"Ohhh, my knees hurt," Laura whined, her voice porny like Jenna's.

"See look," James said, ignoring this. His fingers played over Laura's back, pointing out her lack of tattoo.

"Fuck, you really her twin," one of them muttered.

Laura turned and looked at James, grinning. "I need a towel or something," she complained.

The bench was slatted sandalwood. She would. Her slender knees were sinking between the slats, red marks already staining her skin. She had her ass away from the door where I stood, her face toward me, but zero focus on anything but the two big cocks coming at her from either side of the bench.

There was a strange pause in activity for a moment. I then realized James was looking at me, and that the other two had turned to look at me as well. Laura's head rotated toward me.

A moment of zero understanding.

I looked down at my towel.

I looked back up. James was losing patience, his attention mostly on his right hand, kneading my wife's ass.

"Ughn, baby please," Laura whined, looking at me. She twisted her foot in the air. "I need it."

A laugh from one of them, who was placing his hand on Laura's chin to rotate her face toward his cock. His voice was low and he murmured something to her that sounded like "pacifier."

"Man, put that towel under her knees so this girl don't bite my dick," he said, when I remained inactive.

To James, as I started to move to do what he had requested: "You ain't fucking her ass, are you?"

"Nah, she ain't ready yet..." James's voice trailed off. "We gotta make this quick." He looked down at me, because I was now getting down on the floor with the towel that I had taken off my waist, feeding it beneath Laura's knees while she lifted first one, then the other. "You ever hit this ass before?"

He was already laughing at me, because he already knew I didn't, before I could even be too mortified to respond.

"Nah, this ass all locked up... Laura, baby, you a bad girl, your pussy so wet."

I was just inches away from his hand as he plunged it into Laura's sticky-wet folds and moved his fingers around, getting them covered in her juices while Laura squirmed and her hips responded by bucking a little. Then, grinning, he took his pointer finger and slid it into Laura's ass.

"Hey!" I objected.

James grinned. "She likes it, she done it already... see?"

Laura had mewled, almost yelped, and her thighs tensed. But she relaxed almost instantly.

I sat back on my heels, staring. James guided his dick to Laura's ass and plunged in, making her turn to the front and stare at the cock in her hand, falling forward until her head smashed into the pelvis before her - the man's dick grazing her forehead and taking her hair with it, off to a crazy angle.

I was slowly walking myself backward on my knees to take in the whole spectacle. My cock, swollen and painful, swayed between my legs, pointed nearly at the ceiling. In the presence of these huge guys, it was obviously average, a small white dick flapping in the breeze.

"Baby, get at them cocks, we ain't got all day to be here," James said. "Oooh, fuck, she tighter than her sister... damn, that's a nice tight little pussy." James started to fuck my wife, his long dick sticky and wet when it emerged.

Laura moved from cock to cock in front of her face as James slammed into her. Her eyes began to glaze over and she seemed to zone out, finally letting a dick fall from her lips, her hand still around the base, staring into space.

The guys took her by the hair to move her mouth from cock to cock, and then the first guy palmed the back of her head and slammed deep into her throat.

"Oh, I'm gonna come now, Laura baby, you ready for a big load?"

"She swallowing' that right now," the man spurting into Laura's mouth reported, with a grin and a groan.

Smack, smack, smack... James's face turned to one of concentration on his own pleasure. "Come on, baby, you gotta come all over that cock, I ain't gonna last long."

More slapping of skin. I sank back onto my heels, feeling sick. Cold sweat was now pouring out of me.

One dick oozed from Laura's mouth and she gasped for air, smiling up at its owner.

And then the next one was headed toward her mouth. But she grasped it, turned her head, and looked behind her. "Oh, oh, oh... oh, I'm going to come...oh my..."

Laura moaned loudly, and her leg jerked so hard that her knee slipped from the bench. She put her foot down to catch herself and let out a yell, which was quickly stifled as the second man's cock was shoved into her open mouth.

I stared as James railed my wife from behind, and the second man grasped her head and face-fucked her at the same time. James groaned when he came and thrust so hard that Laura's neck seemed to move at a strange angle.

A noise came from my mouth. James turned to me and grinned. The second man pulled Laura's hair and looked down at her face. "She all right," he concluded, when Laura gasped for air. Then he slammed back into her waiting mouth, but cum was already spurting into it before her lips closed around him.

James was panting, pulling on Laura's hip to get her leg back up on the bench. He sawed listlessly as he watched the second man mash Laura's face into his pelvis, groaning as his load emptied into her mouth.

Panting.

Shorts getting tugged on. James left his cock in Laura and grinned down at her, slapping her on the ass. "That's a good time, Jenna's sister. I like that tight pussy."

"That ain't gonna last long," one of the men snickered, tisking in my direction before leaving the room, tugging at his junk and grinning ear-to-ear.

Laura's chest lowered to the bench as she panted, smiling, and rotated her face so she was looking straight at me. There was nothing in her eyes that made me think she even registered me.

A slurpy wet sound came when James pulled his cock from Laura's pussy. He still had his finger in her ass, and he finger-fucked her as the second man also left. I heard the slap of hands together, and laughter, and then one of them saying, "Hey man, you can't be back there just yet."

The cold chills returned.

James was watching himself finger-fuck Laura's ass, which was up in the air. Her pussy farted wetly and he grinned. Laura, who would have ordinarily been mortified by all of this, was just lying there, ass in the air, eyes staring into nothing, a thin smile on her open lips.

"You gonna hit this?" James asked, and it took me a moment to realize he was talking to me. I shifted my eyes to him. He slapped Laura on the ass and pulled his finger out. "You that kind of guy?" He had a hand on Laura's lower back, keeping her on the bench - though she didn't seem inclined to move. "She all fucked out, though. Ain't you, baby? You fucked out?"

James paused by Laura's face and pulled her by the shoulder to her hands and knees again. He slipped his finger - the one from her ass - into her mouth, and Laura sucked at it listlessly.

"Yeah, she fucked out, but you act quick you can get one in." He looked down at me and shook his head. "White people fucked up," he laughed, shaking his head. "But I ain't judgin.'"

Then he strolled out.

"Ain't nothin' you gotta be lookin' at in there, man," James''s voice rumbled.

"Laura," I said. Laura had tipped her hips to sit on the bench, on the towel I had given her.

James was back in the room, his head popping through the doorway. "Y'all gotta hide that booty somewhere, Jenna gonna have your ass she lose her membership."

I looked around, frantic.

"Go in that sauna," James said, shaking his head again. "Man, Jesus, stick her in there, I'll come get her out. And take that towel, man. People don't wanna see your white-ass dick." He disappeared.

Laura came back to life. She looked at me, her eyes filling with something, suddenly, that I had never seen before.

"Go in the sauna," I told her, picking up her clothes and standing, headed to the door of one of the private saunas. I tossed her clothes in, took the towel - which was now wet with whatever had seeped from her pussy.

I took her hand and pulled her up. Her hair was a mess, her lips were shiny with an opaque remnant of cum, her pupils alive and dilated.

"Quick," I said.

And my wife, eyes wide, giggled.

Then she scurried into the sauna.


Chapter four


The sauna wasn't very hot, but sweat dripped down my back and into my ass crack anyway. My pussy was sore and dripping with cum, and my skin so wet with sweat that it was a struggle to right Jenna's top and then peel the tight-fitting pants back on.

White pants.

I hadn't really thought this through. As the skin-tight pants - and I mean skin-tight, like Saran Wrap that crept up into my ass crack - settled into my crotch and my ass, I could feel the semen seeping into the fabric and spreading out into it like it was an absorbent paper towel.

I had just been so used: fucked, hard, in the mouth and the pussy at the same time. Fucked by the biggest cocks I had ever seen in person, definitely the biggest I'd ever held. My pussy was raw and sore and it felt... so good. Just thinking about one of those cocks I'd sucked, going into my pussy, made my own juices well up again, and a fresh swell of heated cum spewed into Jenna's white pants.

Me.

Laura.

I sat down and spread my legs, bending over to look at them. Yep. The stain was off-white, a tint of pink in one part of it (but that was in the center, probably no one would see).

I should have been - and I would have been, at any other time in my life - humiliated beyond belief. I was a dirty, dirty girl. Mark had just watched get railed, he had to take that dirty towel to get himself out of here. I was in a public locker room - a men's locker room, for fuck's sake! - and my white slut pants were soaked in cum.

And I felt...

... high.

Jesus.

I pushed my hair from my face and looked out the tinted door. No one was in the sauna room. Mark had disappeared, his hard cock under that towel. My pussy cramped with a wave of lust. I was getting hot again, between my legs. I wanted more.

"Oh my god," I whispered under my breath.

I waited. I thought about all that huge black cock while I stared through the tinted glass.

I saw James coming toward me, grinning. He opened the door.

"Okay, we gotta get you outta -"

I pulled him by the waist of his shorts. What was I fucking doing?

Thinking of his dick. My pussy spasmed and a wave of lust engulfed me.

"Baby, we ain't got -"

It was out. It was still semi-hard. I grasped it. It twitched in my hand.

"Ah, nah, nah, nah, Jenn - Laura. Baby, you... okay..."

I had my mouth open. He was still half-hard, so the whole thing fit inside easily. It unfurled and twitched, swelling. It rolled toward the back of my throat. It tasted like sweat, cum, my pussy. It was so dirty, so disgusting, but the back of my throat was clamoring for it.

"Jesus," he said.

This only made me hornier. I sucked. I sucked as hard as I could, enjoying the way it swelled and filled my throat. It made me gag, suddenly. I coughed and let him out, seizing his dick.

I looked up at him. He looked shocked. So much the better.

"I want it again," I said. I did. My pussy was clamoring for it. There were small tears that felt like sharp spikes, but deep in my belly, there was a hungry beast that wanted his cock slamming up into my cervix - he hit it when he fucked me hard. I had never felt anything there before. It wasn't an especially comfortable feeling, but I was hot for it again.

"Laura, holy shit," he said, looking behind him.

I stood up and scooted the pants down, turning, holding onto the top bench and resting my knees on the lower one. "Just fuck me real quick, make me come," I said. I stuck my ass out at him.

Somewhere in my head, yes, I was asking myself what the fuck I was doing. But when he shrugged and the fat bulb of his dick entered me, spreading my pussy open, filling me up... I didn't care.

His dick bent down. Maybe that was why I liked it. In seconds, it was striking the inside root of my clit and I was riding on a wave of building orgasm.

I squeezed his dick inside me.

"Fuck, Jenn- Laura, girl..."

He stopped, panting. "You gonna make me come again."

Who was I? Why was I saying this? Why did I want this? "I want that," I heard myself say. "I want it, I want another load of cum, I want you to fuck. it. into. me. Hard."

My sternum was smashed up against the shelf in a second. "Oh yeah?" He had me by the hair.

Oh yeah.

My breasts were swinging, scraping on the wood. I clung to the second bench with my fingers in the slats, my knuckles white. I bit the wood edge, saliva spilling from my mouth. I was so wet and so ready for him that his cock glided through me with almost no friction. His fingers pulled at my hair.

"Baby you gotta come, you gotta come 'cause I ain't gonna last much longer..."

I closed my eyes. I was such a slut. I wanted his finger in my ass - I wanted a dick in my ass. I wanted to be bent over. But there was no way to do that, not now, so I imagined it instead. I prayed he would talk even dirtier to me. I didn't even care if he called me Jenna.

I squeezed my pussy around him.

"Laura, honey, baby you can't - do - ah, fuck, you ready for a load? You gettin' it, you ready or not..."

He fucked me faster, and that was enough - with my imagined ass-fucking, with his dirty-talking, with how sore my pussy was already, with images of what a slutty, dirty girl I was in my head - to make me come.

I yelled into the wood. I had meant not to. His hand clamped over my mouth and I screamed, biting him. He slammed into me so hard my chest scraped on the wood, in a way that would leave a mark. I felt my cervix bruising.

It was so fucking hot I saw stars.

His legs jerked as he stood there with his dick in me, panting.

"Jesus," he said, before sliding out. He slapped my ass again. "You a bigger slut than your sister."

Cum rolled down my leg.

I smiled at the wall.

Then I pulled my pants up with some difficulty while he stood there, admiring the view, I hoped.

What was wrong with me?

"Them pants is trashed," he told me. His eyes were on his hand, on my ass, and he sucked in his lower lip. He was getting ideas. I liked it.

Pop, his lower lip came from under his teeth. "When you gonna let me fuck that ass? Jenna likes that shit." He looked up at me. "You would, too."

We stared at each other.

"Them pants is trashed," he repeated.

I didn't care. I pushed the door open, slipped by him, adjusting my tits back into the sports bra. I peeked out. I looked back at him.

He raised his eyebrows, wiped his brow, his eyes went back to my ass. It was like he couldn't stop himself. "Coast was clear, baby."

I strolled out.

Fuck it.

It was Jenna's gym membership, not mine.

***

Mark had texted me: I'll meet you at home.

This was after a slew of texts asking me where I was, when I was coming out.

I sat down in my car and took a few moments to adjust. My pulse was still racing. Juices seeped into Jenna's pants, and my pussy was pleasantly sore. Every time I shifted my position or moved, the tenderness reminded me of what I'd done.

I flipped the mirror toward my face to see what I had done. Smeared mascara, sweaty skin. A flush. My hair was a disaster. It was so obvious that I had been fucking someone that it was almost laughable.

The old me would have been horrified.

Horrified by the spectacle alone: I didn't dress like this. I didn't leave the house with evidence of having just fucked my husband written all over my hair and makeup. With cum stains in my pants. That was Jenna. Jenna the slut twin.

I was married.

I was also supposed to be at work. So was my husband. And here I was, instead, fucking guys in a men's locker room.

I drove. I rolled the windows down. I felt more carefree than anything. I knew I shouldn't. I knew that. I knew I should be worrying about what I was doing, about all the unprotected (!) sex, about the depravity I was engaging in. About whether or not I could stop, about what Mark would think.

But I didn't think about any of that on the way home. The wind was in my hair. I felt totally fucked-out, relaxed... relaxed and re-awakened, sexually. Maybe I had always been asleep.

When I rolled to a stop at a red light, a car full of guys ogled me. One of them asked for my number, another started to climb out the window. "Marry me!" he shouted, as I drove off.

I wished I had Jenna's "summer car," a BMW convertible.

I tried hard to have intelligent thoughts on my way back home. I knew I needed to think about what to say to Mark about the steam room. I did, really, have a vague concern that I'd gone too far back there. But I just couldn't take my mind off the sex.

That didn't come to me like a thought, made of words and beginning with something, then wrapping up as an end. It was just an impulse, a feeling.

A drive.

By the time I made it all the way to our place - out in the safe suburbs - I was all hotted up again. I wanted more.

Specifically, I wanted black cock.

And sometimes, as I drove, for pleasure... I squeezed my ass closed and it sent a pang of arousal through me that continued to burn slowly, heating up a desire that I had kept buried for a long time: I craved getting fucked in the ass. For real. By a man.

I liked getting bent over. I liked getting fucked. I liked being used and filled up with cum.

The ideas of black cock, of getting fucked in the ass, would surge inside me. It was an obsession, as if something mushroomed in my brain and pushed out all reason and decency, even my sense of self.

And then, like a bubble, it would burst. Seeds of doubt and disgust with myself, of shame for wanting something so... wrong... would fall in my mind like rain.

"I shouldn't want this," I said to myself.

It was insane that I did.

There was something wrong with me.

These were my thoughts all the way home, up to the door: attempts at reckoning with what I was doing that all fell flat. Because as soon as I felt that wave of guilt, it was swallowed up by this drive for more sex.

I was so horny. Need burned between my thighs. I was only thinking of cock.

So it was as unexpected to me as anything that when Mark opened the door and I walked in, that I had this thought:

Would I still be doing all of this if Mark didn't approve?

It hit me hard, slapping my skin numb as if I'd taken a belly-flop from a cliff. It shook me throughout, felt like it traveled into my nose and gave me a headache.

Mark was staring at me, holding the door open. He seemed almost frantic: his skin was damp, his hair wild and sticking up in places. Practically panting.

My eyes dropped to his cock: rigid, thicker than ever. A cum stain was spreading in the center of his gym shorts. His shirt was on inside-out.

The thought that had slapped me - well, more of a feeling than a thought, and it was fading... what was it? What was I thinking about? A thing that had soured my mood...?

"I should be at work," Mark said, and it seemed hard for him to speak. "I have to go."

He reached behind him to get his shirt off. The way he did it was no different than usual: arm bent, elbow to the sky, pull. It seemed very sexy, though, suddenly.

Would you still be doing this...? If.... -

"That was so hot," Mark breathed, undoing his pants.

I untied the sweatshirt I'd wrapped around my waist.

Would you still....be what? What was I thinking about? Just before I got here?

I strolled past him, forgetting. I could see myself in the reflection of a full-length mirror at one end of the kitchen. I turned my ass to it, shivered as Mark's eyes remained glued to the off-white stain in the ruched pucker sunken between my ass-cheeks.

Think, Laura, think.

I was out of control.

I bent over, sliding the pants down as I did. Rose back up and held onto the back of a bar chair. Mark was staring at me, naked, his socks still on, his shorts gathered at his ankles. He was trying to step out of them, but his eyes were glued to my ass and his mouth open in disbelief.

My mind was suddenly blank of any words.

Even dirty ones. All I could think about was getting railed again.

I looked over my shoulder. Mark's cock, I swear, seemed bigger than ever.

Still much smaller. God, Laura, you are so fucked up...

I wanted him to fuck me.

My pussy was aching now. I brought a hand up to play with my pussy and spread open the outer labia. A wet spurt that would have mortified me in any other circumstances erupted between them.

Mark was staring at my cunt, his eyes checked-out.

Or totally checked-in. Whichever, whatever.

I slid a finger into my pussy. It was so full of cum and my own juices, so loose.

I was such a slut.

What was I supposed to tell Mark?

He was already coming toward me. His eyes were fixated on my pussy.

That was what I wanted.

"Mmm," I heard myself say, and then I sucked air into my lungs with a hiss, and mewled. This was as Mark's cock slid into me, barely stretching me... but grinding over the tender places where I'd been fucked hardest by James.

"Oh, fuck," I heard myself say. "Fuck, that feels so... feels so... good."

It felt so good. It felt so good to get fucked.

Mark wasn't going to fuck me like James did. I knew that. And he didn't... he fucked me slowly, as slowly as he could. He was trying to be gentle. In the end it was a perverse form of torture: slowly stoking my arousal into an inferno, slowly kneading the tender parts of me, making me wait. I tipped my head between my straightened arms and sobbed a little to the floor.

Mark stopped moving, leaned in. "Did I hurt you?"

I moved my hips. I wasn't able to talk any more than I already had. I shook my head and started to buck against him. I wanted it faster. I wanted to come. I wanted him to put even more cum in my overflowing pussy.

And he did. Thank fuck.

What did it matter, this question that started to bloom as soon as desire was sated, only to die as more need bloomed again? Why was I torturing myself with it?

Mark wanted this.

He liked this.

I didn't need to wonder what I would do if he didn't.

But still, before I even stopped panting, the question was there, nagging me.

And I didn't have an answer.


Chapter five


Iexpected Jenna to call me back with an excited tone, flipping her hair over her shoulder and getting comfortable on a sofa chair, and then pushing her face up into the camera and saying something like: "Okay, dish," in a sultry voice.

Instead, she was serious-faced and walking around as she talked, her eyes flitting off-screen and up, signs that Jenna had a lot on her mind.

"Lars," she said, quickly, not even giving me a chance to say hello. "Look. Listen. Okay... the thing is. I have a serious problem."

She was speaking in a hushed voice, almost like she was afraid someone would overhear. I noticed that her lips seemed fuller, and I wondered what else she'd had done.

But this act of Jenna's was nothing to necessarily worry about. After all, Jenna was the drama queen.

"Jenna," I said, excitedly. "You will not believe what I - "

"Lars. Okay, look:" Jenna stopped walking and held the phone close to her face. "I have a very serious problem here. And I don't..." she looked behind her, at a door, and then cut out the video. Her voice continued over my asking, "Jenna? J? You there?"

"Look, I don't have time to explain this, all the ins-and-outs, okay? I just need you trust me, I need you to understand: I owe a lot of money right now. To someone. And it's not... a payment-plan type person. Okay? And I -"

"To who? Why? What for?"

"I don't, have time!" Jenna growled angrily. "It's... look, a series of unfortunate events, okay? My bad. But not important. The important thing is, I need about fifty grand and I -"

"Isn't that no problem for you?" I laughed.

"I need it fucking now. Maybe it's more. Listen. This isn't... I do not have time to explain. I just need you trust me. I owe somebody... like, not just money. Stuff."

I paused.

"What kind of stuff?"

"UGH! I can't tell you. But here's what I need -"

"I don't have very much money, Jenna..."

"Shut up for one second? Okay? I need you to do something. I know you're broke. But this is something... anyway, that's what I really need. Okay? Not money. This."

I didn't know what to say to any of that. I wasn't broke, for one thing. I just wasn't a high-class hooker and internet porn star like Jenna.

"Jenna," I began.

"Lars. Listen to me. I am dead if I don't do this. Okay. Basically. And not internet dead, like my OnlyFans will fall apart or some shit like that. Dead-dead. You get it?"

I stared at Jenna's face, trying to decide how serious she was.

In the end, I guessed that she was exaggerating.

"Uh... why don't you, uh, call the police or someth-"

"Laura. Focus. I can't call the fucking cops. It's... that's not the kind of trouble I'm in."

"You need an abortion?" I really didn't know.

"Oh, my fucking - Lars. No. I need you to do something for me."

I hesitated. "Is it illegal?"

"No," Jenna said, hesitantly.

"That doesn't sound like a very sure no, Jenna," I said.

"It's not -" she interrupted herself by shushing someone, and it took me a second to realize it was herself. "It's not that. It's all... legal. It's just... okay look, I have to come right out and say it. I need you to do another video."

I didn't think of anything to say to this immediately, except, "Well, I didn't even do a video to begin with." But I didn't say that to begin with, because the truth was staring me right in the face:

I didn't want to piss Jenna off right now.

I didn't care about rubbing her face in this old video.

And the reason for that... well. In truth?

Was because I liked her suggestion.

And I wanted it to be true.

Normally, with Jenna, you can count on her making everything so stratospherically hyperbolic and dramatic that you can cut her story in half about three times and still be nowhere near the truth. But this also sometimes works in reverse: she'll make no big deal out of something that is very, very much a big deal.

Every now and then, like anybody, Jenna told the unvarnished truth.

I had no way of knowing what this was.

I could have asked for details. I could have probed until I got a better idea of what was happening. Especially given that I would need to explain this to Mark. Mark was a details guy, especially if it came to finances.

So I bet big, this time. I bet big that Mark wouldn't pry for the same reasons I didn't pry: ultimately, he might glad for the excuse to do something naughty.

You might ask: what about the fact that Jenna had put that video of me up on the internet without my permission? Conveniently, I could tell myself the same lie that Jenna told herself, and that we all knew wasn't true at all: Jenna's OnlyFans wasn't available in our area. And what was done was done. And... well, there was no avoiding the fact, no avoiding admitting to myself:

I just wanted to do it.

So I said: "Another video?" in the most neutral tone I could muster. "What's that going to involve, Jenna?" I tried to act a little put out.

After all, I couldn't let Jenna just get away with whatever she wanted, no friction involved.

She was always getting away with whatever she wanted, no friction involved.

Jenna was, in a word, stunned by my response.

Which delighted me. How many years had I lived in Jenna's shadow, especially when it came to shocking people? It felt really, really good to turn the tables on her.

But no matter to Jenna: her shock lasted mere seconds. Her mouth opened and closed like the mouth of a fish, making no sound, and that was pretty satisfying. But then she blinked, opened her mouth again, turned her head slightly as if to say... you gotta be shitting me.

And then she shrugged. "Well... it's... seriously, Lars?"

"What does it involve, Jenna?"

"It's so easy, Lars," she said, beaming. "Okay, so this is the deal:"

***

"People are going to pay that much money for that?" I said, after hearing her out.

Jenna rolled her eyes and sighed. I thought I saw her look over the edge of the phone to meet someone's eyes. Someone watching her sell this whole story to me, perhaps.

It was probably all just a lie, I was thinking. Some kooky plan that Jenna had cooked up to get me to make her a ton of cash.

"Laura," she said, like I was some kind of simpleton. "Lots of people will pay a little bit of money to see that. And that will be a lot of money. Trust me. I know how my fans think."

Just like Jenna to be as condescending as possible, even when asking for a favor.

"Hmm," I said.

Jenna looked immediately crestfallen. In fact, she actually looked frightened.

But Jenna was a good actress. I scrutinized her face. Was she acting right now?

Her eyes went over the edge of the phone again. Quickly, and then they moved back to me. "Okay, Lars, seriously. Seriously. You are freaking me out."

"I just want to know how much money we're talking about here," I said. "I don't want to do something that won't... like, make you enough money. And I'm sorry, but this just doesn't seem like that big of a draw."

Jenna sighed, exasperated. "It's not - okay, look. It's just a gimmick, right? That's the truth. The teasers for it are going to be a little misleading, do you understand? People are going to expect one thing, and then they're going to get another."

"And then you are going to... what? Keep all the money again? Not give me any?"

Jenna's mouth fell open. Then shut. Then she smiled, right before getting huffy. "Laura, seriously. I put in all this work, all this time, to get to where I am. Do you have any idea what would happen if you posted something under your own account? Do you? Like ten people would watch it and it would disappear forever. Okay? So I get that you're pissed about that, but like... you wouldn't make any money if you put this up yourself. Let's not forget that I am the star, here." She softened her tone suddenly. "I'm sorry. That's not fair. I'm sorry. Look..." she looked around the room, even over her shoulder at what seemed like just a wall. "I'll give you whatever we make above and beyond what I owe. Okay? But I just... can you just do it? For me?"

"It seems a little weird."

"How is it any weirder than... I mean, seriously. This is a cakewalk. You'll probably make a lot of money." Jenna was starting to breathe faster. Fear was racing in her eyes. I was becoming convinced that this was, actually, a serious problem for her. And then she added: "Listen. Fine. I can agree to pay you, like, at least some amount. Just maybe not right away."

Nervous eyes.

I caved.

"Ehhhhhh," I said, with an air of resignation. "What do I tell Mark?"

Jenna snorted, her spirits suddenly up. "That you're making... five thousand?.... Ten. Ten thousand dollars. He's a man. He'll be fine with it."

I stared back at her uncertainly.

"God, give me a break, Laura," she said. "You don't even have to do anything." Then she smiled. "Just don't tell him," she suggested with a shrug. "Until after." Another smile. "It's always easier to ask for forgiveness than permission."

I stared at her for a while. The thing you have to understand is that Jenna is my twin. I couldn't just leave her hanging, if there was any truth to any of this at all. It seemed like there was: maybe I didn't approve of most of what Jenna did, or anticipate it all (like the dildo videos). But I knew when Jenna was flat-out lying.

She wasn't this time. At least not flat-out.

However, I also loved Mark. As I stared back at my sister's eyes, I had a revelation about that: I flat-out loved Mark. If this was a choice between Mark and Jenna... I would have to choose Mark.

But was this a choice between the two of them?

"I'll think about it," I said. And then I turned my sister off, mid-shriek.


Chapter six


Laura was acting very strangely out of nowhere. Cagey.

She was still horny as all fuck, but something had changed since we last spoke about her adventures. There was something she needed to tell me, I could tell. I could see it practically burning a hole in her head, even when we were having sex. So I started to get paranoid: maybe she had come down with some disease. Or maybe... the thought was like a red-hot coal that I didn't want to touch by thinking about it. At the same time it was also perversely erotic: my dick got hard when I dared to contemplate it:

Maybe she was pregnant.

My stomach hollowed out and a cold chill enveloped me, but my balls swelled tight and my dick throbbed with lust. Maybe my Laura, in spite of her birth control, had gotten a baby fucked right into her. By a black man. The kind of baby that would be very obviously not mine.

Jenna was coming back in a few days. Laura's nervousness was only increasing with that. Or maybe "nervousness" was the wrong word for it. But after all that hot sex, all that seeming obsession with black cock, she had, curiously, declared that she needed a break from it all.

Disappointing.

But what could I do? The ball was entirely in Laura's court. I couldn't say I was entirely, entirely sorry about it: my wife had fucked a bunch of black guys and guess what? Once you go black, you do go back. I couldn't be upset about that.

Unless she was pregnant.

"So... Jenna's coming back tomorrow," I said, over breakfast. It was Saturday, and we'd spent the night at Jenna's place. We'd had some hot sex, and some sex that included playacting, and dirty-talking. But Laura hadn't suggested going out on the prowl for James or another guy to get railed by.

Laura nodded, but her attention was so far elsewhere that it was comedic. She was staring into space, holding a coffee in two hands, her eyes so vacant they reminded me of her eyes when she was getting fucked by James.

"So I guess this is our last night here?"

"She didn't even nod in response to this.

I waved a hand in front of her face. "Yoo-hoo."

She blinked and recoiled from my hand wave, annoyed. "What?" she sniped. Immediately, she softened and looked at me. "Oh, I'm sorry. I'm sorry... I'm just... I'm deep in thought."

"About...?"

She sighed. "It's just a... it's nothing."

I set my mug down. "Laura, what's going on?"

This spooked her, which meant that I had guessed correctly.

"God. Mark. Nothing. Okay? I'm just... deep in thought."

I watched her as she set her mug down, turned it with two hands. A quarter turn, then hands wrapped around the mug like it was cold. Another quarter-turn. More hands.

It was pleasantly cool in the apartment, but the kind of air-conditioned summertime cool that no one on Earth warmed their hands about.

"Laura?" I prodded.

"What?!"

"Something is up."

She glared at her coffee.

"Is it about Jenna?"

She shook her head - a little too fast and a little too soon. She was already shaking it by the time I reached the word "it."

Laura seemed to have forgotten that I was married to her. That I worked in a business that was all about bullshit, if you got right down to it. That I would of course know she was hiding something. Laura was no liar, let alone an experienced one.

I continued to look at her.

Pussy - Jenna's cat - had finally decided that we could be trusted, and was now strolling and preening across the dining table. Laura ignored her.

Every man has a line, some line in their own mind about what they'll take from their wife in the name of having a wife, and all that a wife entails. I really believed that lying was that line for me. But looking at Laura, who was obviously lying to me at that moment, I wavered a lot more than I thought I would.

I wavered.

But then I grew a pair of balls. It was all fine and good that we had this sexual humiliation game going, but I would be damned if I was going to have her lie to me about something.

"Laura," I said, and my tone must have been something else, because she snapped to attention and looked at me, taking me very seriously.

"It's obvious something is on your mind. And it's obvious it's about Jenna somehow. Or this... you know. What you've done. So whatever it is, you need to spit it out right now."

I have no idea what I had expected. I suppose that Laura would put up more of a fight, more denial, or maybe cling to claiming she was telling the truth. Instead, I got the worst possible result - at least if you're a guy like me:

She started crying. Full-on, crazy-ass waterworks.

***

There were a lot of reactions available to me, I realized, as the story came out. I had plenty of time to think about them, because Laura was telling this story in the most convoluted way possible. And crying.

If I had her story right, I didn't see what the big deal was.

In fact, if I had her story right, I was more than a little turned on by it.

Sure, it was a little weird. But also very hot. It wasn't some big dilemma, in my view.

But it was obviously upsetting her, so I couldn't really just say that.

Also, she was blubbering so much, and being so womanly and irrational about it all, that it was hard to tease apart what aspect of the story was upsetting her so much. Unfortunately, I knew enough about women and enough about my wife to know that it was probably going to bite me in the ass if I just asked her, directly:

"Are you upset about what she wants you to do, or are you upset that she's manipulating you, or are you upset that you were going to lie to me?"

Well. The last part, I couldn't really get mad about, because in the end, she had confessed. Sure, I'd pressured her into doing it, but she'd confessed the whole thing and there was no reason to believe that she wouldn't have, eventually, even without my intervention.

After all, she could have lied just now.

I waited until she seemed to run out of steam, which took a long time, because every time she went quiet, she suddenly came to life with a new statement and more tears. At that point, when she was at last sniffling quietly, I put my hand across the table to her.

She looked up at me. She sniffled. Her eyes were pleading with me.

And that's when I realized: she needed me to sort this out. One way or the other.

But that was going to be tricky, wasn't it? Because I, personally, didn't really want to put the kibosh on what Jenna was asking Laura to do. I wouldn't have cared at all about the first thing she'd been asked to do - I really believed she'd been planning to tell me after the fact, and it would have been really hot.

But enter the new thing Jenna was asking her to do, and... well, it was still really fucking hot.

Really, really, really fucking hot.

But Laura didn't seem to want to do it.

Which I would have to respect. In fact, I felt some relief that she didn't want to do it (especially if it meant lying to me about it).

But I couldn't help myself thinking: what if the reason Laura didn't want to do this was purely because she believed that I didn't want her to do it?

What if she secretly wanted to?

"Jenna," Laura sniffled, before I could think of any way out of this apparent trap, "said she'd pay me everything above and beyond what she needs to make. That's why I agreed at first. But this... I don't know. It seems like... too much. But she says, she keeps saying... it's not about the money, so much, like the money from this video alone, it's about doing it, keeping her fan base happy, the long-term rewards. She's involved in something, and she won't tell me what, but I guess, I guess I really believe her."

I looked at my wife.

"I don't know what to do, Mark! What should I do? Do you? Do you really believe her?"

I believed that Jenna was a raging slut and a canny, canny businesswoman. I believed that she had a dirty mind and every idea of exactly how dirty her fans' minds were, and so she knew exactly which buttons to press to maximize her sales.

I admired her for all of that, if I was being honest. If I was a hot woman like Jenna, I'd probably be doing the same thing with my life.

At the same time, I also believed that Jenna spent way more money than she let on. I believe she was careless, reckless, and sex-crazed (if she was having sex with James in the locker room at Bae's, if she was the kind of chick to fuck guys like "Luther" off the street with no condoms, if she was, in fact, in Dubai getting plastic surgery paid for by someone else) and that she could have made a lot of bad decisions that left in her exactly the predicament that Laura was describing.

I didn't know. Anything could be true, even that Jenna was just playing some kind of crazy game in order to amuse herself.

All these thoughts passed through my head in a blur. There were a lot of loose strings, a lot of things that didn't add up. Laura was still looking at me expectantly.

I was about to say that I didn't know Jenna well enough to decide if she was telling the truth or not. But the next logical step after that was to say, "But she's your twin, you know her better than me."

And that was a sticking point, something that changed my whole way of looking at it: Laura did know Jenna better than I did. Better than anyone did. And Laura was also no dummy: she also knew that there were many things in this story that didn't add up, that didn't make sense.

Surely she did.

Laura looked down at her hands and real tears came out of her eyes.

This, I could tell, was genuine. Genuine remorse, or conflict.

I realized: Laura was telling the truth. But she was leaving a lot of the truth out - the part that involved her own thoughts about it. There was no way that Laura didn't have an opinion about how real this "threat" to Jenna was, or whether Jenna was lying or not, and there was almost no chance that Laura hadn't thought of all the contradictions (I mean, some of them were so obvious).

The only thing I didn't know, and that I could never be sure of, no matter what I said now or what I asked my wife, was whether or not Laura herself really, truly believed that she was telling me the whole truth right now.

In a way, I decided, it was like asking for permission.

Laura met my eyes. There was something of a plea in them, but she was never going to put actual words and thoughts behind that plea. Did she want me to call out all of this bullshit? Or did she want me to go along with it?

Or was it just a fancy way of turning this whole thing into my call?

The air between us simmered with sexual excitement.

I was pretty sure of that.

"You know Jenna better than I do," I said, choosing my words carefully. Laura looked stricken for a moment. I said it slowly enough to gauge her reaction.

And then I took the plunge.

YOLO, right?

"If you think she really is in trouble, and you think you really have to do it..." My voice trailed off. I had meant to leave it there.

But something surged inside of me in that moment. An irritation, mostly with Jenna.

Laura was telling me all this because she needed me. She needed my approval, she needed a husband.

So I heard myself saying:

"... but I don't see why you can't put a few more demands on her than what you have."

Laura's eyes, very subtly, but very obviously, brightened.

And I knew I'd made the right choice.

"After all," I added, suddenly certain I was on the right track. "You're saving her ass."

I suppose it was more precise to say that my wife was paying for Jenna's ass, if any of this had even the most remote bit of truth to it.

Which, knowing Jenna, could be entirely not the case.

***

Jenna, predictably, didn't care.

Or better stated, she loved it all. She curled her feet up under her and purred with delight. "Oooooooh," she said. "Okay. I like it." Then she chewed on her lip sexily and fluttered her eyes at me. "Are you going to be on camera?"

"Jenna!" Laura hissed, bitterly.

Jenna waved a hand at Laura. "Oh my God, don't get hysterical, it was a joke." Then she smiled and looked skyward. "It would be, like, a whole new market that -"

"We're not doing that," I said.

"Why?" Jenna asked, both amused and annoyed. We looked at her in disbelief. This woman, I was thinking, had great big huge balls tucked up somewhere inside that slut pussy, I had to give her that.

"Think about it," Jenna said. She pointed at me. "You would get to look like a fucking stud, and not a cuck, while being cucked, which obviously, since we're having this conversation, I can see that you are. Which is... like, that's a new thing, anyway, you could go one to market for yourselves -"

"Jenna!"

Jenna continued, pausing only to flutter her eyes and wave Laura's objections away. " - okay fine, whatever, but this is like, content that just... it's like a whole new avenue of heat, you know? It's like, the best cross-genre I can think of, I think it'll really work."

We stared at her. I could see that to Laura, Jenna was speaking gibberish.

The only reason I had any idea what she was saying was because I watched her OnlyFans so much. And I was a man: this was not my first rodeo with Internet porn.

Jenna shrugged at our shocked silence. "When life gives you lemons..."

"Jenna," Laura sighed. "You are pushing the limits."

Jenna just tipped her head back and laughed with her mouth wide open. It was reminiscent of a video of hers where she was getting face-fucked in an office chair, with one guy eating her out and her head tipped back so that the guy standing behind her could fuck her throat: his cock was a big lump rolling up and down her long neck beneath the skin and it was one of the dirtiest things I'd ever seen: in the video, Jenna smiled brightly whenever her mouth wasn't full of cock. Just like she was smiling right now.

"Okay, okay," she laughed. "We'll shelve that." She tipped her head back and looked at us, from one to the other, almost demonically. "For now."

And then, after a few moments of letting her dirty ideas simmer in the room for her own amusement, she clapped her hands and turned on what I would forever think of as "Business Jenna."

"Let's talk logistics."


Chapter seven


Iwas starting to get embarrassed.

Not because I was in a t-shirt with no bra on, lying on a red leather chair with my left leg propped up on a stool next to me, and my other leg folded at the knee, so that I was in half a spread eagle position. And not because there were two people in the room, and occasionally another. And not because my skin was still red from my Brazilian wax, and everyone could see that as well.

It wasn't because there was a tattoo artist using ice-cold alcohol-based paint to copy Jenna's tattoos into the crease of my thigh (Jenna had an elaborate set of tattoos - on her lower back, and in the crease of her thigh - that had to be replicated for any of this to work). As all of this was happening, my eyes kept drifting from the work the artist (male, luscious, black) was doing to my husband's face. He was holding my hand. Watching the tattoo artist painstakingly apply paint right next to my freshly waxed pussy.

I was embarrassed not because of any of that, but because it was making me hot.

Noticeably hot, if you know what I mean. And no panties to hide behind.

Was it the look on Mark's face turning me on so much? The obvious pain that his erection (also obvious) was causing him? It was playing out on his features as tormented obsession, and I felt a little guilty, but I liked that. Looking at him, feeling him squirm inside himself, I realized that what had bothered me so much about him watching Jenna's videos had been jealousy - but a different kind of jealousy than I had thought.

Or was it my imagination making me this hot? It was running wild, thinking about what I planned to do, what this was all for.

Whatever it was that was making me hot, it was making me hot. As in, I couldn't stop the juices from welling up inside me. Because of the way I had to sit for this procedure, it meant that the tattoo artist was very much aware of my arousal.

As was Mark.

And even that held an element of arousal. Which only made the whole thing more intense, and the juices flow even more.

I looked at Mark with some desperation as the artist moved in closer to fix up a specific detail.

Liquid from my pussy was sliding down to my perineum, and then to my ass. Just as a wave of arousing humiliation crested, the artist's eyes snapped up to meet mine, and he grinned.

"I still cannot believe it, man," he said, and his mouth was so close to my pussy that I could feel the heat of his breath on it. I squeezed Mark's hand, and when the artist's eyes went back to his work, I glanced up at my husband.

He met me with the same gaze, and the air between us would have exploded if someone had lit a match.

"I mean, if I hadn't done that first tattoo for your sister, I'd be sayin,' nah, man, this here the same girl and lord knows they only made one of them, y'all hear me?" As he spoke, his breath cascading over my pussy, the tiny brush he was using licked at my thigh crease. It was scratchy, like the tiny, tiny tongue of a cat.

This guy didn't seem to care that neither one of us had anything to say. He just kept talking as he worked. He was ignoring my arousal, except for the smile and the flare of his nostrils whenever he got close.

"So what you need this for, lookin' like Jenna at this level of, you know... meticulous detail?" This guy was fond of hissing out multisyllabic words and grinning about them, as if they were all some kind of joke. Me-tic-u-lous. I got the distinct feeling that, even as he was being friendly to Mark, he was also subtly making fun of him.

Mark had insisted on being there, on coming back with me. I wasn't sure what this tattoo artist made of that, but he had tipped his head back and looked at Mark askance. And then he had grinned. "Well, sure, a man got a right to see what his wife gettin' up to."

Perhaps he had a perverse respect for Mark. I couldn't really tell. Some of his gestures and grins seemed to be directed at Mark, like the two of them were complicit.

I watched him as he worked some more, my pussy beginning to ache as I thought (because how could I not?) about the video that lay in my future. And the way I would be compelled to look and act like Jenna's most slutty self.

After all, I didn't have a choice. I had to help my twin out.

The truth was - and I would never say this to Jenna, or probably even to Mark for at least a long time - the truth was, I fucking loved that I had an excuse to do this very naughty thing. That I would be hammered by one of Jenna's very well-endowed stallions, and that there wasn't any way out of it. I needed to act like Jenna, and smile like Jenna, and really take it hard like Jenna.

The best part of all of this? I could still plausibly say it wasn't my own desire.

It was a license to act like a total slut and keep my good-girl crown, at least in my own mind and Mark's.

Just thinking about black cock was getting me even wetter. The tattoo artist was dark black, and his hair was in long, neat braids that he had gathered at the nape of his neck. Full sleeves of intricate tattoos on both arms. Greenish eyes. Big lips that rubbed together before he spoke. A lot of muscle.

As I sat there, letting him paint my thigh crease and inner thigh, all I could think about was whether or not Jenna had fucked this guy, too. It was the kind of thing I had claimed to have never understood, just a few weeks ago.

But now? Sitting there, watching him work, thinking about his cock? Feeling the cold of the alcohol-based paint feathered onto my skin. In the back of my mind, the reason for the tattoo simmered...

"So..." I said, and my voice sounded just like Jenna's. Somewhere along the way, I'd meshed Jenna's brazen clueless affect into my own speech. I liked the way it made men react to me. "How long do I have to wait for this to, uh... dry?"

He grinned again. I tried to remember his name. It was odd, something like Anthony, but not Anthony. I wanted to use it. I wanted to flirt with him, dangerously. I wanted to see Mark's eyes boil, feel the sweat on his hands. See his cock bulge in his pants, and then make him wait for release.

Antonio?

Not-Anthony blew on my skin. His breath was hot, but the alcohol cooled quickly and it felt like ice on skin. My back was already done - that was an easier, less intricate tattoo.

"It's alcohol," he growled, very close to my skin. Getting even closer. His eyes flicked up toward Mark, who was just staring, approvingly, even as he boiled inside. "It's already dry."

There was a beat, and it was long and charged. I was staring at Not-Anthony, and Mark had stopped breathing. The tattoo artist's face was frozen in a mischievous, mirthful grin, his eyes sliding along the swell of my belly and over the hardened peaks of my breasts in the super-thin t-shirt I'd worn, to meet mine again.

Another beat.

"Watch," he said, adventurously. He pursed his lips again and blew on my skin. This time it wasn't hot.

Another beat. There was plenty of time, if anybody wanted to, to object to what he was doing. I could have gotten out of the chair, or Mark could have said: that's enough.

But nobody did any of those things.

I heard Mark exhale. The twitch of his cock was visible even in my peripheral vision. His fingers pressed hard into mine even before Not-Anthony's bright pink tongue emerged from his mouth and he touched it to an elaborate swirl, following the curve of it toward my outer labia and then down, outward toward my thigh, and back in toward my pussy.

He chuckled and sat back. "See? Still there."

Mark's mouth was open.

"And, um... how long will it last?" I asked, as coyly as I could.

A grin. Not Anthony dipped in his paint and got ready to lean back in. "Twenty-four to seventy-two hours," he said. The brush touched me, icy-hot, and began another swirl, this one carving out a searing, sexy line down toward my perineum. My asshole puckered involuntarily. I wondered if he could see that.

"All depends," he said, finishing the line and dipping back into some paint. "What you plannin' on doin, know what I'm sayin?"

"Mmm-hmm," I said, smiling at Mark. Not Anthony dipped in the paint and grinned at me before going in again with the paint brush. "And... say there was a lot of, uh... physical contact going on."

A grin again. "Well that depends," he said. He was really getting in close, his breath hot on my pussy, his brush circling lower. I did not know how on earth Jenna had survived getting a tattoo on this patch of skin - or a tattoo anywhere, when I got right down to it.

"You gonna be in any water, anything like that?"

"Not water," I said. "It might get wet, though."

More blowing.

He sat back. "Wet, huh?" He dipped into another pot of ink. "What kind of wet?"

I shrugged. Provocatively. God, it was fun being Jenna.

He gave a nod of his chin. His white teeth showed. "That kind, huh?" A glance at Mark, who met his gaze unflinchingly. "Well, baby, maybe you wanna try that out." His eyes fell to my pussy.

I glanced at Mark, hoping he would receive the message I was sending him. I didn't know exactly what that message was, myself: it was a kind of blanket plea for permission for something, something sexy, something wild.

Mark's mouth was open slightly. He met my eyes. He gave me an imperceptible nod.

I moved my hand down to my pussy and let my right knee fall over to the side. "Are you finished?" I asked him.

He nodded, staring at my pussy. My left hand was still in Mark's.

I slipped my fingers into my wet cunt and touched my clit, inhaling sharply as I did. I was much more turned on than I had thought. I moved my fingers to where the painted tattoo was, and smeared my juices over the lines as best as I could remember them being there.

"So even this?" I asked.

"You good," he said, watching me intently.

Mark nodded when I looked at him.

"What if... there's a lot of rubbing?"

Not Anthony grinned at me, pushed his rolling stool with his feet away and to the curtain behind him. He looked out into the store. Then back at me.

"I got a way of testing that," he said. He glanced at Mark. "Gotta take you to the back, though."

"Laura," Mark said. There was a warning in his voice, but I could tell he didn't really mean anything by it. I could tell he just felt like he had to say it. There was no follow-up, not even when I fluttered my eyes up to him expectantly.

I was already sitting up, scooting toward Not Anthony. I had let go of Mark's hand and I was sitting primly on the foot end of the table. "Well," I said. I was on a wild high, feeling drunk and reckless. Jenna must live her whole life like this, I thought. It was exhilarating. "I would really need to see proof, before I was comfortable in some other situation. And this way, if it gets messed up, you can just retouch it right here."

Not-Anthony stood up and patted the stool as he did. He spun it a few times so it swirled upward, getting taller. Then he patted it again and looked at Mark, not me.

More time for Mark to object. He did not.

I slid onto the stool and crossed my legs with faux modesty, coyly crossing my arms over them. I rested my foot - still in white, ankle-high socks - on the base of the chair attached to the wheels. Not-Anthony smiled with a closed mouth, turned me on the chair by the shoulders, and then began to push me gently toward the back of the shop. Mark stepped out of the way.

"Just gonna take a minute," he told Mark. "Gotta be sure it sticks."

I looked behind me, over the bulge of Not Anthony's dark bicep, as he wheeled me toward a closet marked - like a cliche from a porno - "Janitorial."


Chapter eight


"Where's Antoni?" a girl asked, yanking the curtain open and closed as she stepped into Antoni's work area. She surveyed the scene briefly, her eyes darting to the back closet where Antoni and my wife had disappeared about five minutes earlier, and then looking back down at me.

A loud bang on the heavy wooden door made it fairly clear where Antoni was, and then a feminine giggle from my wife made it quite clear where Antoni's client was, as well.

She looked at me, and then rolled her eyes, and stomped back out to the main floor with an audible sigh.

I was sitting on a rolling chair as well, like a chump, waiting for my wife to be wheeled out of that closet with what sounded like it would be a freshly-fucked, freshly-painted pussy.

The door began to rattle rhythmically. It seemed so loud that the whole place could hear it, but I didn't even know how many people were out there. My face began to get hot, and the back of my neck flared up. I was having cold sweats again.

Rattle, rattle, rattle. The heavy door jiggled in its frame. Beneath this sound, I could hear a faint female moan. The speed picked up, the sound got louder. The hot skin on my face burned hotter.

Two hard slams, and then a few more jiggles after a long silence. A male laugh.

The door opened. Antoni stepped out, arranging his clothing. My wife followed, no pants or panties on, a creamy glisten creeping down her leg. She left the stool in the closet and went immediately toward her clothing, which had been draped on another chair.

Antoni approached a sink, shaking his head, and washed his hands. Then he dried them, looking at me, while Laura padded across the floor in her white socks, and sat back down on the tissue paper on the table.

"That Myrna who came by?" Antoni asked, chuckling. He glanced at Laura. "I better let you check on that paint," he said, and I only realized he was talking to me when he turned, grinned arrogantly, shook his head again, and dodged the curtain by leaning to the side, still drying his hands.

Laura was flushed, her cheeks bright red and her eyes wild with excitement. She panted, sitting on the table, her feet dangling, and seemed to have forgotten I was even there. Her panties were in her hands, but she was in no hurry to put them on.

Then her eyes slid over to me. She smiled shyly. "You wanna check it?"

She didn't wait for my answer: she was already reclining when I started nodding. She tossed her limbs onto the tattoo table and opened her legs. Between them, the reddened skin of her freshly waxed pussy was engorged and cracked open, and a trickle of semen rolled down toward her ass.

But the replica of Jenna's tattoo was pristine and untouched.

"How's it look?" she asked me.

"Perfect," I said, numbly.

She smiled. I searched her face for signs of remorse, but only registered a terrifying glare of being thrilled, gleaming in her eyes.

"Ready to go?" I asked her.

She nodded, grinning. But then she frowned a little. "Do you think this is really necessary?"

We were on our way to get her lips temporarily plumped.

I shrugged. "Jenna said do it," I told her.

***

It was hard not staring at my wife on the way home from the second appointment: between the knowledge I had about her used pussy, the fake tattoo in her thigh crease, the semen seeping into her panties and smearing all over the swirls and flowers of that tattoo, and the fact that now her lips were plump and swollen so she would look more like her slut sister.

This was only necessary because, well... Jenna had plumped her own lips in real life, and the point of the video was to make sure that no one could tell the two of them apart.

Laura patted her lips with her fingertips as she looked in the mirror. "I don't think I like this," she commented. She looked over at me. "What do you think?"

I wasn't really thinking. There wasn't much I could keep in my head. If I had been able to think any more clearly, I would have found it both hilarious and infuriating that Laura believed that I would think about her lips at all, when all this other stuff had happened.

"Why do you think guys like these poofy lips so much?" she asked, flipping the mirror back down to look at them again. She turned her head so she could see herself from the side. "I mean, honestly... they look weird from the side."

She turned to look at me. I saw her long lashes - fake lashes, applied at the same place as the lip plumper - rise and fall as she stared at me. She was expecting an answer.

"Uh," I said, trying to think of how to phrase this. "I don't really like them in, you know... everyday, uh..."

Laura giggled and turned back to the mirror. "Oh my God," she said. "Never mind. I get it." She smiled, turned to me.

Lately - very recently, ever since all of this started - Laura had a vibe that she clicked into, almost like a personality disorder. It changed the way she sat, moved her hands, talked: she became Jenna. I sensed this change in her now, even though I wasn't looking at her. It was like a cloud of sexual energy encased her.

So it didn't come as a total shock that a moment later, she dug into her purse and pulled out a long tube of some kind of makeup. It was thin, compared to a cock, but even before I made that determination, I knew what she was going to do with it.

I tried to keep my eyes on the road as she went about it. "It's probably for when..." she said, in a teasing voice. And then she watched herself in the mirror while she closed her lips around the tube and started to push it in and out of her pursed lips.

I glanced over at her.

She released the tube. "It's so that you look like that," she said, grinning and dropping the tube into her purse. "While you're sucking cock," she added.

I exhaled, but Laura wasn't entirely satisfied with that as a reaction to what she'd said. She leaned against the corner formed by her seat and the window, and placed her hands provocatively on her abdomen and chest. She made little circles over her flesh through the extremely thin material of the t-shirt. "You're awfully quiet," she said.

I didn't respond to this, except to smile, a little nervously.

Silence. I glanced over at Laura when she didn't do anything for a bit.

"It's too bad," she said, unbuttoning her jeans, "that I can't really use my mouth for anything today."

"You can't?" I croaked.

"I don't want to," she said, grinning. "I don't want to mess them up."

I worked very hard to keep my eyes on the road.

"I probably shouldn't mess my tattoo up, either," she said, moving sexily, her eyes on me. "And I don't want my skin to be all red..."

I was feeling sick again, but the good kind of twisted, steely cold-heat that burned through my abdomen and engulfed my ball sack in searing and delicious pain.

"That kind of leaves almost everything off the table," Laura said, coquettishly.

"It does," I said, swallowing. My throat was dry and scratchy.

"Maybe not everything," Laura said. She was slipping her fingers into her tight pants and moving them toward her greased slit.

We were almost home - to our place. I drove as carefully as I could, but it was hard to do.

I would wait for Laura to tell me what "not everything" meant.

I was sure I'd be happy with whatever she decided.


Chapter nine


The next day, Jenna's apartment was not the hubbub of activity I'd expected. There was a lot of unpacked luggage lying around, open and rifled through. Jenna herself was in a slutty leisurewear set, pink with a lot of straps and plenty of skin on display in the gaps.

Her breasts were decidedly fuller. Her ass seemed decidedly rounder.

I don't know what I was expecting, but it wasn't this.

"Hey, Mark," she cooed, and then looked at me. "Hi, sis." She fluttered her eyelashes and reached for my hand. "Thanks for coming, thank you so much," she said, and she sounded sincere.

I looked her up and down, and I knew my face was frowning. Jenna caught this and pulled me with her into the apartment. There were some men in the kitchen - I only heard them, though, and saw the elbow of one guy (black, attached to a lot of muscle). Jenna pulled me down the hall.

"Mark," she said, as we left. "Go and make yourself comfortable. Get something to drink. Me and Laura will be right out."

"Jenna," I hissed.

Jenna hissed back at me and ushered me down the hall. She stuffed me into her actual bedroom and closed the door. I turned around and folded my arms. Jenna kept her hands on the doorknob, behind her back. "Shhhhh," she repeated, and then she grinned.

"You don't look like someone who can't make a video," I snapped.

I was more annoyed than anything when I said this. And the reason annoyed me, which only made me more annoyed: the real true reason I was snapping at Jenna was because she'd tricked me, sure. That much was obvious.

But it was also because I was fucking disappointed. Jenna clearly had changed the plan, and I had really been looking forward to this sanctioned losing of control, to being Jenna and getting hammered by a man with a huge black cock. I could ease my conscience a little by telling myself I "had" to do it.

"I know," she said. "It's all healing really well. Okay? But I do still need you, Laura. It's not a hundred percent." She laughed. "I can't, you know... take it."

I felt relieved. Also, I was confused: what else had Jenna done? I didn't want to ask about it, though. I was still angry. "Jenna," I sighed. "I'm getting so tired of your... your... your lies!" I whisper-yelled at her.

Jenna gave me a really irritating look, lowering her chin and rolling her eyes before staring at me, chin-down, through her long, thick, fake black eyelashes. "Are you? Or are you worried about Mark? Because Laura, darling, Mark is over the moon that you 'have to do this.'" She put scare quotes around the last part.

I had no idea what to say to her.

Jenna rolled her eyes. "Look," she began, and then did this thing that Jenna does to men with 100% success rate, and to women with about 75% success: she turned her head to the side, smiled, and fluttered her eyelashes. "Are you really mad about it, Lars? So I exaggerated a little about how much I needed you. I think you just needed a little push in this direction. But it's something you actually wanted to do."

I really, really wanted to argue with her.

My mouth fell open. "But..." I blubbered. "But... Mark is going to... I don't think I should be -"

"Mark is not going to say anything. You know how I know that?"

I stared back at her.

Jenna smiled. "Simple," she said, shrugging, reaching for the door. "He would have already. Right? He could at any time."

I felt the need to object on Mark's part. Even though I was pretty sure Jenna was right on the money. So I scoffed: "He thinks you're going to - I don't know, get offed if you don't make this video."

Jenna snorted. "Oh yeah?" She laughed at me. "How many questions did he ask about that, Lars? A lot? Was he really thorough in evaluating those claims?" She tossed her hair and rolled her eyes. "No. He wasn't. I can tell you that without you even answering. And do you know when, in my experience, men don't ask a lot of questions about something so obviously unrealistic?"

"Jenna!" I scoffed. I didn't have an answer to her question. She was right, after all: this story Mark and I had been "buying" didn't hold any water at all: it sounded like a B-Hollywood movie (at best).

She opened the door. "When they just... don't ... give a fuck," she said, answering her own question. "Because they want to do it. They want an excuse to do it." She looked me up and down. "Trust me."

But I did have one more question. "Jenna, why are you doing this?" I demanded.

"Oh my God, Laura," she said, shaking her head. "For the money. Which, you know, I do owe someone a lot of. That part is true. But this "my-twin-sister-fell-into-my-dildo-closet-and-turned-into-a-raving-slut thing? It sells. Okay? It sells." She shrugged. "I said I'd pay you. And I will," she reminded me.

"How much money are you going to make, you think?" I asked her.

I was suddenly starting to feel ripped-off. After all, if Jenna could make more money than she was already making - which was clearly a lot - why should I settle for a mere $10k?

Jenna sighed, her hand on the door. "Lars, I don't know, 'til I know. But I know this much: I offered you an amount, and you agreed. So please, pretty please, please, can you do this for me to save my business? I really, really do need a lot of cash, and I need it fast."

I was starting to get a feeling - a feeling I got with Jenna a lot, and a feeling that was usually right - that there was some other angle to all of this. It was maddening: I had really believed that Jenna was going to do things the way she told me, and that she needed to do this or she was going to be in hot water with some nefarious character.

I was starting to think Jenna was going to pull a fast one on me.

It wouldn't be the first time that had happened. But this was beyond the pale, because it had to do with porn.

I was not the porn sister.

The whole premise of this video, as I'd been told, was that "I" (played by Jenna, because she "couldn't take it" yet) was going to stumble, into "Jenna" (played by me) getting railed by a black guy for her usual content. And then "I" would sit down and watch, getting more and more excited about it.

Jenna had claimed that the voyeurism aspect of it would sell really well. There were also Jenna's sleight-of-hand tricks with her OnlyFans: she promised one thing and delivered another. But as far as she had explained it to me, the video would end with that: "me" being fascinated, and no one being aware that the person getting fucked in the video was me, and not Jenna.

This was all to be able to post a video along the lines of: "I came home early and my twin caught me with a huge black stallion.... find out what happened next."

I was looking at Jenna, and she picked up on my thoughts. She was my twin, after all.

Jenna looked at me. She shook her head. "I need to get something out, or my sales are going to suffer all around. And I need this, this gimmick. Okay? You have no idea how hard it is to compete out there."

Having delivered this appeal, which was mercenary, she changed tack immediately. Probably just to cover her bases: Jenna knew that something would convince me to do this for her. Something always did, in the end.

She smiled. "Don't you really want to do it, anyway?" Her eyes dropped to my crotch. "Antoni told me about your little tattoo experience."

I stared at her, my mouth opening and closing like a fish.

A twinkle appeared in Jenna's eyes. She knew she had me dead to rights. And this is the problem with having a twin: while there might be differences in the way we think, at the end of the day, parts of our minds are exactly the same. And Jenna was very good at figuring out what those were.

It drove me crazy.

Jenna laughed, opened the door, and went sashaying out into the hallway. "Let's get started!" she said.


Chapter ten


The first half of the day had tired me out, and maybe that's how I ended up where I ended up. Jenna was incredibly skilled at wearing men down, and she worked me over like dough. After hours of setting up the sequence they wanted to capture, checking the tapes and changing things up a little, adjusting the lighting and arguing about where Laura should be positioned, which way she should look, and various other things, I was getting sleepy.

Jenna's videos always looked like amateur shit thrown together, but I was starting to see that she worked a lot harder than I'd given her credit for.

I spent most of that first part of the day with a hard dick. Everyone was talking about sex, putting their hands on my wife to move her this way or turn her that way. The male star was a six-foot-eight tower of muscle who didn't have much to say, but his interest in Laura was evident immediately. He'd already banged Jenna "hundreds of times, I'm sure" - Jenna's words - and you could see from the way his eyes kept sliding between them that dark and visceral thoughts were brewing in his head about what it would be like to fuck a woman who looked just like Jenna.

A married woman.

A woman with a less-stretched cunt.

Jenna, after all, was not wrong about the idea of twins being catnip to the sexual minds of men.

At one point, the star (Andre) pulled Laura away and down the hall - not into a room, just out in the hallway - to talk to her. He leaned against the wall and held her hand the whole time. He did most of the talking, but I watched as my wife went from shy and reluctant to laughing with him, letting her guard down.

By the end of the conversation she seemed to be almost flirting with Andre.

I caught this interaction over Jenna's shoulder, because that was when Jenna decided to make her move.

She plopped down next to me and folded a leg under herself, propping her head on one hand. "So?" she said, smiling. Jenna had a habit of running her tongue along her teeth when she smiled and she was about to talk about sex, and so she did it a lot of the time. It was a slutty habit too far for me, personally.

But that doesn't mean I didn't enjoy it.

"Are you having fun?" she asked me, grinning and running her tongue along her teeth again. She already knew the answer, clearly. She didn't wait for me to respond. She pulled a hand out from behind herself and reached for my thigh. There was something in her hand, but when I didn't look down at it, she followed my gaze. She turned her head to look behind her at the hallway, where my wife and Andre were hitting it off.

She turned back to me. More teeth, more tongue, more smiling. "He has a ten-inch cock, you know," she said, delighting in my reaction. "Not huge. But it's so thick." She held up her fingers in the shape of a large "C," indicating that Andre's cock was a ridiculous six inches in diameter.

Obviously, I told myself, to steady my nerves, this was an exaggeration.

Laura laughed in the hallway and Jenna raised her eyebrows at me.

"Anyway," she said. Her eyes at that moment drifted to my crotch, where my own (non-10 inch) cock was pressing hard against my pants. I am decently sized guy, one who has never really worried nor been thrilled about my size: it is what it is.

With Jenna's eyes on my cock, and the presence of these black porn star monsters, though, I felt pretty inadequate. However, Jenna's face didn't look scornful... just... interested.

Her eyes flicked back up to me and she moved the soft object she'd tossed onto my thigh with her hand. Her fingers were working on my thigh now, stroking me a little, playful.

"I thought maybe it would be fun," Jenna said, flirtatiously, "to bring you in on this." Her fingers started to stray up my leg.

Momentarily, I was so stunned that I let her get as far as halfway up my thigh. When I reached for her hand, I glanced over her shoulder and saw Laura swinging her hand with Andre in the hallway.

Back to Jenna: she was grinning, biting her lip, eyes on fire. She stretched her fingers out and her nails grazed the raised tent in my pants.

"No way," I said, but it must have sounded as unconvincing to Jenna as it did to my own ears.

"Not as anything big," she said, and again her eyes went to my crotch. She slipped her hand back and smiled brightly. "But you could just sit there with me, watching."

I stared her down. Jenna had this tendency to push boundaries: when she got what she wanted, she set out to take more.

"I have a balaclava," she said, purring.

"Jenna how is that even supposed to work?" I said, hoarsely. My voice sounded robotic. The fabric dangled, swinging like a pendulum, threatening to hypnotize me. "How does that even work with the... story?"

I almost laughed at myself. This was porn, after all.

"God," Jenna said, rolling her eyes. "When you watch porn -" she paused for a moment with laughing eyes and a salacious grin to let me know she was implying exactly what I thought she was implying - "do you watch the background guys? Or do you watch the kitty?"

She had me there.

"I'm not a porn actor," I objected.

"You're just going to sit and watch," she said, sweetly, swatting at my nose with the fabric. "I'll sit next to you, getting all worked up..." As she said all this, Jenna started undulating from hips to breasts, very subtly, but in a way that made her sexuality even more apparent. Her tongue moved around in her mouth like a snake, and her voice became breathy and sexual. "And that's all."

"Just sitting there?"

My eyes were back over her shoulder. Laura was looking down, smiling, pulling a strand of hair behind her ear. Andre had moved in closer to her, propping one hand up on the wall Laura was leaning on, leaning in to speak to her in what I assumed was a deep baritone voice.

Andre didn't say much.

Jenna laughed. "Just sitting there," she said, and turned to look at what I was watching. When she turned back I snapped my eyes rigidly to her face and made myself keep them there. "If that's what you want," she said softly.

"Okay, Jenna, baby?" a man said, from the kitchen. "We gotta roll. Andre's booked tonight."

Jenna sighed. Andre and Laura turned to move toward the living room, where the scene was going to take place.

Jenna slipped the balaclava over my head and adjusted it so I could see. A wave of confusion roiled me: staring back at the woman who looked like my wife, but a sauced-up porn-star version of my wife. My heart started to race, but I didn't put up a fuss.

She took my hand and pulled me to my feet.

From there on, it turned into a movie. The balaclava freed me in a way, to act like I wasn't really there, like I wasn't really seeing any of this. Like I had no way to stop it. My breath came up through the material and the sound curled up around my ears, trapping the squishy sound of my arteries inside my head. Jenna led me toward the door to her own hallway, smiling. She pulled me outside.

There we stood, Jenna smiling and looking at her phone.

"Just act natural," she said.

I had a balaclava on my head. This was supposed to be a video about walking in on Jenna making a porno, on accident. So what the hell was going on? Why would I be out in summertime in a balaclava? I wanted to point this out, but all of this insanity had me paralyzed. What was happening now? At what point were we going to walk in on Laura and Andre? What was I supposed to do at that point? How far along were they going to be?

"Just follow me, follow my lead. Don't speak, though," Jenna said, phone in one hand, scrolling something. She seemed to be reading my thoughts.

"What do I do?" I huffed. My chest was starting to feel cold and pressurized.

Jenna smiled at me and moved closer. Her hand was between us, her tits pushed up against me when her fingers found my cock through my pants. "Do what I tell you."

Her teeth sank into my lower lip, slowly and sensually, as her fingers closed around my cock and I felt her sharp nails press into my ball sac - not enough to hurt me.

Enough to make me hornier, but no more than that.

She stepped back and attended to her phone. I waited. I couldn't hear anything through Jenna's door.

Abruptly, Jenna tossed her hair and fidgeted with her clothing. "How do I look?" she asked me.

She ignored me, unzipping her shirt, zipping it partially again, fluffing her tits and her hair. "Ugh," she said, as she jiggled her tits. "Still sore."

Then she turned her back to me and stood in front of the door.

Hand to the knob.

She looked behind her, to me. Up and down, a coy smile.

"Get ready," she said.

I straightened up. I felt sick.

Jenna fiddled with the doorknob. "Don't say anything," she said. "Or we have to do everything over again. And Andre's on a tight schedule."

Then she waited, and I stood there, steam from my breath filling up the balaclava until I thought my head would explode. She leaned closer to me. "So you have to just watch me do whatever I do, and sit there and take it."

Her eyes drifted to my cock, she smiled smugly, and then she turned toward the door.

She grinned and then looked back at me over her shoulder. "Do I look like Laura in this outfit?"

I hadn't even noticed that Jenna had changed into one of Laura's shirts and skirt. She looked like she was ready for a day at the office.

And that's who I followed into Jenna's apartment.


Chapter eleven


From that point on, it was like a nightmare, or a dream, or just an out-of-body experience.

"Oh my - oh my gosh!" Jenna exclaimed, bringing herself to a halt and making me almost run into her. She brought her right hand to her mouth and squeezed my left hand hard - almost painfully. I stopped. "Jenna!" Jenna cried out, sounding like she was in a high school musical and that was her line.

And then we froze, standing there for a bit, while I stared over Jenna's shoulder at my wife, who was propped up on the couch, facing the wall behind it, her breasts spilling out of a red bra with the straps dangling on her shoulders. Her panties were down to just beneath her ass, and Andre's big, black hands were kneading her butt while he sat on the huge rectangular ottoman in Jenna's living room. He was staring Laura's ass and probing it with his fingers.

Laura gasped. "Oh..." she said, and she sounded much more realistic than Jenna had. "It's my sister," she said, to the man behind her. "She's home early."

But she did it so much like Jenna - gasping, propping herself up on the back of the couch so her tits were thrust forward, smiling, looking so much like her sister -that it was momentarily utterly disorienting. I felt weak at the knees.

"Jenna! I thought you weren't going to be home for three days!"

Their voices were the kind of cloying, deliberate fake acting that you'd expect from amateur porn, but it was erotic as hell because Laura was so into it. She fluttered her eyelashes.

In front of me, my "wife" (Jenna) stared at her sister (my actual wife), like it really was the first time she was seeing anything so salacious. I was thankful that all I was required to do was stand there, because the scene was so disorienting that I wouldn't have been able to do anything else.

"But Jenna!" Jenna said, moving herself back to my crotch, rubbing her ass a little against my dick. I did have to remind myself to just stand there when she did that. "What are you.... what is this?"

"Maybe you want to watch," Laura said suggestively, and Andre rose to his full height.

Then he took off his pants, taking off a belt first, while Laura remained propped up, ass positioned provocatively, finger in her mouth, and watched Andre undress over her shoulder.

Looking just like Jenna.

When Andre's enormous cock sprang loose, Laura was definitely not acting. Her eyes widened and she looked up helplessly to Jenna.

"But it's so big," Jenna said, just the way I might have fantasized that Laura would say something like that. I was disoriented again: which one of these women was really my wife? "You're not really going to... have sex with him, are you?"

My eyes had wandered to the man in the kitchen, who was monitoring all of this like the director of a movie. He nodded and smiled at the screen in front of him.

Laura - the real Laura, playing Jenna - smiled provocatively again. "Of course I am," she said. Her mouth was open with excitement. She glanced back at Andre, who started to move in on her, placing his hands on her hips and pulling her gently toward him. The tip of his cock nestled between Laura's legs, probing a little into her wet folds. He dropped a hand to seize the thick shaft and steer it where he wanted, testing her reactions, stroking her clit and making her gasp.

Laura lifted her eyes and met mine, her jaw slack except for a vague smile on her lips.

Jenna turned to me and smiled, and then sat on the edge of the love seat to the left of the big couch. "I don't know if I should," she purred. Then she slid her hip to one side and sort of slithered onto the furniture, tossing her hair and beckoning me toward the love seat.

I stumbled forward, numb to everything but my aching cock. My eyes went to Jenna, only to see where I was going, but then they were pulled back to my wife and her upturned ass, the arch in her back, the wide smile on her lips as Andre used his fat prick to stroke her pussy.

Jenna: smiling up at me, taking my hand.

Laura: rubbing her lips together, murmuring sexually, smiling and rubbing her ass against Andre's cock.

Jenna, pulling me down to the couch.

Laura, moving her hands up the wall, her fingers spread out.

Jenna curling up next to me, murmuring that this was making her hot.

Andre nudging Laura's left leg to the left, her right leg to the right. Ever so slightly, as he pushed her ass-cheeks apart and exposed her ripe pussy. Laura was dripping wet, and her folds engorged. The fake tattoo was visible on her right thigh, and Andre's cock was sliding in her wet folds, making her shudder when he passed over her clit.

"That's nice baby. You just hold it like that and I'm gonna pound you 'til you scream."

The sound that Laura made as his cock slid into her pussy was pure Jenna: a sexual, throaty, moan. Jenna walked her fingers over my thigh again and looked up at me. "Sounds like she likes it," she said, very softly, and then grinned with mirth.

"Oh!" Laura exclaimed, bucking her hips a little. She pushed her ass backward, trying to sheathe more of his dick. I stared as the very thick inches of Andre's dick disappeared into Laura's pussy. "Oh that's so good," she said. "Mm, mmmm oh my God!"

This was vintage Jenna, whose appeal to me had been largely in looking like my wife. Now that I was forced to stare at it, I could see why men liked Jenna's videos enough to make her rich: she really seemed to love cock and want to get fucked.

Except.

Except: this wasn't Jenna. This was my wife.

Andre skillfully fucked her, slowly building up her arousal by sawing at her softly. Laura's pussy was so wet that every stroke crackled with juices and slop. Andre looked over at Jenna after a bit, and smiled at her. "You like what you see?"

The room spun for me again. Jenna looked bashful, and for a moment I mistook the fake Laura for the real thing, and my mind spun off into the fantasy being portrayed in the scene: Laura had just walked in on her sister being banged, and now she was staring at cock and getting turned on.

"Oh, oh, oh, I'm going to come," fake Jenna moaned, bucking her hips.

"Yeah, you gonna come. You gonna come on my cock and then you gonna come again."

Andre said this, but his eyes were on Jenna. Jenna was making a big production out of squirming next to me, pretending to get overwhelmed.

"You like that?" Andre asked Jenna.

Laura turned her head. "Oh, don't stop," she said. She was focused behind her, undulating her hips, seeming to have forgotten all about the film, the rest of the people in the room - even me. All she wanted was to fuck Andre, to come, to strain her eyes to look at his dick. Her hands, once placed high up on the wall, were sliding in their own sweat, growing limp. Her mouth was open and she was panting. "Oh, I'm so close. Your cock is so big. Oh, don't stop, fuck me hard!"

It was impossible for me to see this as anything but Laura's true thoughts: she did not seem to be asking. She began to hump Andre's dick, rapidly slamming her ass back against him. She mewled, she cried, and she shook her ass so fast I had another disorienting feeling: this wasn't my wife. My wife didn't act like this. Her bountiful, muscular ass jiggled and shook in a blur of flesh. Skin slapped on skin.

Meanwhile, Jenna glanced up at me and then stared again at Andre and Laura.

"Oh!" Laura screamed. "Yes, fuck me harder, I'm going to come... oh yeah, oh yeah, Oh!" She let out a squeal and tipped her head forward, her eyes squinting closed. "Oh. My. God!" she said, each word leaving her mouth in a gaspy, wet staccato. She collapsed against the wall, breasts pressed against its cool surface, mouth open, skin glistening with sweat.

And Andre kept right on fucking her.

While I had seen Laura fucked with my own two eyes already, and by more than one guy, and I had watched countless more videos of Jenna getting way more banged than this, what I was seeing was more intense than all of that. Laura's body turned to liquid and she melded with the wall, starting to slump. Her skin got wetter, her hair sticking to her back, sweat pouring off of her. Andre continued to fuck her - well and truly, thoroughly fucking the living shit out of her - as she disintegrated into a wet hot mess before my eyes.

For a few minutes she slumped and complained that she couldn't take anymore - though not in so many words. Andre just kept fucking her. She crumpled against the wall, sliding down, her makeup starting to bleed beneath her lower eyelid.

I glanced at Jenna - real Jenna, seated on the love seat with me. She was staring at the scene, unbuttoning her blouse.

Andre looked over at her, still fucking Laura. "You like that, little girl? I ain't done with her yet."

He scooped one of Laura's breasts up in one of his hands to pull her upright and back up against the wall. He started to fuck her slower, his hand moving down her torso, between her legs, and into the slick mush of her pussy.

The slurping sound of his fingers was loud enough to hear even where we were. Laura started to come back to life. Her eyes opened, her moans transformed: soon she was mewling with arousal again, her hips starting to move against Andre's.

"Yeah, that's it, that's my little slut."

Jenna's mouth fell open. She was delighting in this, I could see, and so her "shock" was a little obvious in its falseness. "Jenna!" she cooed, doing her best to fake a scandalized reaction. "You're not... doing it again?"

Andre smiled at Jenna, his cock still in my wife's pussy, sawing at her as she started to smile and moan again. She opened her eyes and looked at me, and it was another disorienting spin: she looked just like Jenna now, more than ever before. She had the same sex-crazed look in her eyes, a big black dick in her pussy, the same open mouth and slutty, breathy mewl curling in her throat and leaving her lips wet.

"She goin' again," Andre assured the real Jenna, who was squirming theatrically on the couch now, her knees locked together and her calves akimbo, her hands gripping her skirt like she needed to hold her legs together physically. The blouse was unbuttoned, and she bit into her lip.

"You like that, Jenna's sister? Hmmm?"

Real Jenna put her hand up to her neck and wiped it, like it was getting too hot for her to even answer. She nodded, biting her lip, staring at Andre's cock.

"You want a little taste of this?" Andre asked her, smiling. He was still fucking Laura, who seemed to not even notice this question. Andre grinned as Jenna looked scandalized, returned her hands to her skirt, and bunched up the material as though she was fighting to stay in her clothes. "It looks so..." she murmured. She licked her lips. "No, I couldn't..."

None of this had been scripted or even discussed, so I was caught on the back foot. More disturbingly, Laura did not even seem to notice any of this was happening. She was completely absorbed in Andre's cock, looking behind her, pushing her ass toward him. She had worked herself backward to get more leverage, her hands now on the back edge of the couch, gripping it.

Andre seized Laura's hips, and, pulling her like a rag doll, moved backward to sit down on the ottoman, taking Laura with him, his cock sheathed in her pussy.

Laura sat down on his dick and his lap and bounced on his cock. Andre grinned, still looking over at Jenna, and leaned back on his hands. Laura stretched herself against his back and shoved her own hands into her mangled bra cups to grasp her breasts and rub against him. Her back slid in her own sweat and she closed her eyes, moaning and bouncing on Andre's dick.

I was frozen, my hands on my knees, my cock the only thing I could feel with any certainty. It was screaming. A glance down told me that a precum stain was spreading through the material of my pants, but I didn't linger on that. Laura seemed to have turned into a different woman, a raging, cock-hungry whore.

Jenna was delighted with this, and it was obvious, even as she pretended to be scandalized. She looked at me and blinked like a bimbo. "It looks so good," she said breathlessly.

My head was spinning. I dug my clipped fingernails into the flesh of my palm for a reality check: it was just as easy to believe this was a dream as it was to face the reality of it. Laura moaned and started to grind harder. The sticky sound of her pussy became louder. My eyes flickered to the various cameras that had been set up around the room: this was all deliberate, this was all part of the plan. Laura was doing this to help Jenna out, I reminded myself.

The depravity of it all suddenly hit me in the face, just as Laura started to moan and mewl as her second orgasm started to crest. "Oh! Oh! I'm going to come again!" she said, her voice warbling with excited emotion.

"Yeah, you ride that," Andre told her. Then he pushed up from his lazy position and held her hips, lifting and smashing her down on his cock.

As he did this, Laura came: it was an obvious, earth-shattering orgasm that made her body freeze up and go stiff. For a moment, her mouth was open and she was like a Barbie doll: her legs were stiff and her arms were rigid, and Andre was just smashing her on his cock as a high-pitched squeal left her lips and then her voice cut off.

Andre pushed her forward and tipped her onto the seat of the couch, shoving the ottoman away behind him to get on his knees and push Laura into the couch by the shoulders. She started to howl, but her voice was muffled by the cushions.

The fake tattoo that imitated Jenna's was so realistic that I was again sent into a hall of mirrors. I glanced at Jenna. She was biting her lip and smiling, but doing her best to appear scandalized and play her part of the sister witnessing depravity for the first time.

Andre pushed Laura's ass apart - still hammering her as she howled away into the pillows. He spit at her asshole, and then stuffed two fingers into his mouth, pulling them out coated in saliva. As he pointed the fingers at Laura's ass, he let a big glob of spit fall to her hole again.

And then he plunged his two fingers in and started pumping hard in Laura's ass.

He watched himself, and Laura's feet twisted and her fingers curled, clawing at whatever she could grab. Andre was still pounding her pussy, spurts of her juices squishing and bubbling as he did. He slowed his cock in her pussy, letting his big, pulsing cock be seen by Jenna (and me) as it came slowly out, slowly back in. Then, embedded inside her, he started to stare at his fingers as he worked them around in Laura's ass. He plunged, he pulled, he turned, he gripped. He seized her hip with his free hand and used his thumb to swipe juices up to lubricate his fingers more.

He looked over at Jenna, who was staring at the same thing. "I know you like that, baby doll," he said, grinning. "I seen the video. It's so nice and silky in this ass, so hot, feels like velvet. You like thinkin' about it, don't you?"

Jenna stared. I could no longer tell if she was acting. She looked like Laura, gripping her skirt. But she looked like Jenna, and the same was true for the whimpering, sodden mess of my wife, who was lying like a puddle on the couch, thoroughly fucked and mewling in pleasure as Andre played with her ass and dirty-talked her twin sister.

The depravity.

"You wanna see it?" Andre asked Jenna.

Jenna shook her head. Then she looked at me. I stared back at her.

"I... maybe I could just... look at it?" Jenna said. She said this like she was asking me, and a gnawing feeling started to eat at me. I glanced at Laura, who had a cock in her pussy and fingers in her ass. She wasn't paying any attention to this.

"Here, baby, take a look at it," Andre said. He beckoned Jenna with his free hand. "Crawl on over here and you can look at up close."

I was frozen as Jenna slid to her knees and walked on them toward Andre, who slowly fucked Laura, who raised her head and looked blankly at Jenna. I couldn't tell if she even saw what was happening, much less how she felt about it.

"Don't be shy," Andre said, when Jenna stopped halfway to the couch and rested on her heels.

"I don't... know if I... should," Jenna said, and she looked back at me. Her forlorn expression was replaced by quick, sly, smile - I imagine it disappeared just as quickly when she turned back to Andre.

Laura, however, was keying in. She pushed herself up to her hands, awkwardly, and her eyes sought out mine. Her mouth fell open, and then she looked at Jenna.

Her expression began to demonstrate concern: it lurked in her eyes. But Andre's steady pumping of her ass and fucking of her pussy, building up to an orgasm, was draining her attention away.

"Come on, come closer," Andre said.

Jenna scooted on her knees, a little closer.

Laura's attention was pulled back to her twin. Andre seemed to notice this, because he refocused on her ass, moving his fingers with careful deliberation. He caused Laura to gasp. He shoved his fingers in deep. The tendons of his forearm strained as his fingers worked whatever magic they were working. "Don't you worry your pretty little head about it, Jenna, baby," he said, gritting his teeth at the last part. "Your sister's just curious, that's all. She just wanna see. Ain't that right, baby?"

Jenna nodded.

Andre fucked Laura a little more, returning her attention to her own needs.

And then he slowly, slowly, slipped his cock out of Laura's pussy. A wet fart succeeded its exit, the flapping of sticky, misshapen flesh. Laura mewled in disappointment.

Andre kept his fingers in Laura's ass. To do this simultaneously while he turned to face Jenna, he rose up from the crouch he had been in, and lifted Laura by the two fingers inside her. He pressed his thumb on her tailbone and began to rhythmically finger-fuck her with his thumb as a grip of leverage, making Laura howl and push her torso up further. She looked behind her and let her mouth fall open.

Then she looked at Andre's dick, and he pointed it in Jenna's direction.

I would not see, until later, the way Jenna looked at this cock. But I have to admit: it was masterful. This had to be the thousandth time Jenna had seen a black cock in front of her face, but she made it look like someone had opened the suitcase in Pulp Fiction to let her look inside.

"Yeah, baby. It's real pretty, ain't it?" Andre growled. "I gotta get it back in there. So you gotta take a nice long look and then I gotta take it away."

A cold chill came over me, and danger seemed to settle over the room and its occupants like fine dust.

We were - and everybody, even Laura, knew this - edging closer and closer to a taboo that I was fairly certain even Jenna knew would not be allowed on this side of the dark internet.

Jenna looked forlorn. Again, I wouldn't know this until later.

"Oh, don't be sad," Andre said. "Maybe you wanna touch it?"

Jenna acted this part out so well that I was drawn back into the "drama" of the porn storyline. She swung her hands uncertainly at her sides, in a circle as she twisted playfully. This was exactly what Laura did when she was indecisive.

Andre's fingers, meanwhile, continued to slop away in Laura's ass. Glug, glop, glug. Laura was staring at Jenna, but her attention was divided. She was straining to lift her ass enough to keep the pressure of Andre's fingers pulling her ass up at a minimum. Her mouth was open, and her features in an expression that could as easily be registered as shock - if you knew she was Laura - as it could be interpreted as deep, slutty arousal - if you thought she was Jenna.

Jenna swung her arms a little and then turned toward me.

Laura also looked at me. Mouth open, body moving with the rhythmic fucking of her ass.

What was it that burned in her eyes? Horror? Or lust? I couldn't tell, myself.

"Can I touch it?" Jenna asked.

I was paralyzed.

I shifted my eyes to Laura. She just kept staring back at me, until Andre lifted her ass a little more. Then she mewled and bucked her ass against Andre's fingers.

Jenna turned and stared at the cock a little longer. Then, gingerly, she reached out and grasped it.

"It's so big," she whispered.

Andre laughed. "That the biggest cock you ever had in your hand?"

A new wave of disorientation came over me: in my mind, Jenna was suddenly Laura, and vice-versa. Even though I'd seen my wife fuck a lot of other guys lately, I saw her as she once was, and I felt the humiliation of Andre's words as if it was a fresh experience.

"Yeah, it's real big. Oh look at that, she likes it."

Jenna was squeezing and stroking Andre's cock, staring at it, licking her lips.

Laura watched, looking dazed and alarmed.

"Maybe you wanna taste it," Andre said.

Laura's eyes flew open and she looked at Andre, then Jenna.

Then me. Pleading.

"Wait a minute!" I objected, managing to sit up and lean on my knees.

A laugh from Jenna.

Andre shook his head. "Ain't nothing wrong with tasting the same cock your sister had in her pussy," Andre said.

This seemed, at face value, to be some kind of legal declaration. I mulled it over, my mouth hanging open.

Jenna smiled - again, I wouldn't see this until later. She looked at Laura, who was staring at her, shocked. In the video that was posted, this exchange was edited away: Jenna murmured something (It's totally fine, trust me) and glared at Laura. Laura stared with the same expression, unsure of what to do.

But by then, Jenna was already leaning toward Andre's cock, with her tongue out.

"That's it," Andre said, watching Jenna with interest, head to one side. "Just a taste. Lick it like a little kitty, baby, yeah."

And Jenna did.

"Now take that in your -"

"Okay," I said. The forcefulness of the way I said it surprised even me. Andre looked up, and Laura looked at me, grateful.

Everybody has a line they won't cross, and if it seems strange that this was it for me, you're not alone. After all, Jenna had gulped down so much cock in her lifetime it would make your head spin. This wasn't my wife: my wife was the one with fingers in her ass.

But I could see, on Laura's face, that this was just a little too far. We were getting very close to crossing a line, and there was no telling how far Jenna would take it.

Don't get me wrong: I wasn't against seeing how far Jenna would take it. My imagination spawned all kinds of images in that moment: Andre going from one twin's ass to the other while laughing, Andre asking one twin to lick up spilling cum from the edges of his still-embedded shaft...

I just managed to scrape enough sense together to know that this would all be too far for Laura.

Jenna sat back on her heels, smiling. She turned to me and blinked prettily. "Please, baby? I want to see if I can do it."

I shuddered. I shook my head slowly.

Andre tisked and turned his attention back to Laura. She looked behind her as he guided his cock back to her pussy and rubbed it on her clit. "That's okay, she wantin' to come again all up on this cock."

He slid back into Laura and started to fuck her, fingers shoved deep in her ass. He lifted her with his claw grip inside her ass and shifted her roughly so she was on the couch facing me (and Jenna, on her knees). He climbed at the same time to his knees on the couch behind her.

And, holding her in this pincer grip, he hammered her until the look of shock was wiped from her face, until a glob of spit fell from her open mouth, until she started to scream, and then even more until her shrill scream was cut short by a barking sound as she came again.

He shoved her face into the cushions and hammered her for a bit. On the video, Jenna sits on her heels and stares at this, licking her lips, eyes wide with lust.

Andre hammered my wife until she was a limp rag doll, then shoved her hips to one side, pulling his fingers from her ass and standing up, walking toward Jenna.

Jenna stared up at him, resting on her heels, as he jerked himself off with a five or six furious strokes. The cum spurted and fell in thick ropes all over Jenna's face. And, experienced porn actress that she was, she blinked up at him with her mouth open in a welcoming smile, as Laura lay in a heap facing the back of the couch, mewling softly.


Chapter twelve


"Ididn't expect any of that to happen," I said, midway back to the house.

After that scene, everyone involved in the filming, including Andre, had erupted in happy clapping. "Ooooh," Jenna had cooed gleefully. "That was perfect."

And then they had carried on as if we had just wrapped up a regular film of some kind. Not that I'd really know what a regular film wrap-up would be like. Only Mark and I were awkward, but because they all just got down to the business of packing up, and cleaning up, Mark and I decided to follow suit.

What else could we do?

Jenna had gotten some booze out of the fridge to share, but Andre had declined and headed off to his next assignment. He patted me on the shoulder and kissed me on the cheek. "Any time you wanna do that again, baby," he said.

"What do you want to do?" Mark asked me, when Jenna disappeared into her room. I was wrapped in one of Jenna's skimpy bathrobes. Cum was leaking out of my pussy, and everything was sore, especially my ass.

I wasn't feeling bad, but I wasn't feeling comfortable. I was just stunned. Stunned that I had liked making the video so much, stunned by what Jenna had done, stunned that I hadn't been able to protest on my own behalf when it got weird at the end. I was grateful to Mark for putting a stop to Jenna's crazy plans, because who knew where they would end? I didn't know how I felt about all that.

I turned to look at Mark. I wondered what he was feeling: if he thought less of me now, if he was appalled by what had happened. I still didn't know how exactly he had ended up in the video, or what he had agreed to with Jenna.

He looked over at me. "I know," he said. "I'm... I'm sorry. I just... Jenna took me by surprise."

"Me too," I said quickly.

We drove for a bit.

"It was hot, though, up until that part," Mark said, tentatively.

I stared at the windshield.

"Was it too much?" I said, at last. A wave of shame boiled on the surface of my skin. God, that was so, so depraved.

I looked over at him helplessly.

He glanced at me. Then back at the road.

"I let it go too far," he said.

I had to laugh a little. "That's Jenna for you," I said. "Ugh, I should have known..."

He shook his head. "We both should have known."

"I can't believe I did that... it's going to be on the internet... oh my God," I said.

"Well, yeah... but remember, people will think you just got a facial."

I covered my face with my hands. "Oh God... yeah, but also that I licked a guy's cock after he fucked my sister... ohhhhh." It was so depraved.

Mark looked over at me. "But you didn't. Actually do that."

I twisted in my seat. "I guess that's true."

"Anyway, only people who pay for the video can see it," he said. "And it's, you know, a little hard to get it in this area."

I stared at my hands. "Are you...? I mean, you're not... all I care about is that you don't, you know, think any less of me." Saying this made my chest feel like it was caving in.

Mark laughed. "Honey," he said, grasping my knee suddenly. "It was hot. It was... scary, but it was hot."

"Was it too far?"

I waited.

Mark shook his head slowly. "I don't... no, I don't think so." He looked over at me. He smiled. "I wouldn't have let it go too far. You know that, right?"

I was suddenly, forcefully, very attracted to Mark. I shifted in my seat to face him, leaning against the headrest.

Jenna would. Jenna would let everything go too far, if she was given the option.

And so would I, I realized.

I was, after all, just like Jenna.

But with one key difference: I had Mark.

We went home and had the best sex of our lives.

So far.
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