
  
  [image: ]




  
  Copyright 2025 by Arnica Butler 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one

Iwas as stunned by what Jenna said as I will ever be in my life by anything. 
I suppose I stood there with my mouth open for a good long time. 
My torso felt like a bomb of frozen glass had detonated in my heart. Shards of this icy-hot pain were everywhere: my stomach roiled, threatening to make me puke. My dick was hard, to the point of pain.
My heart - far from broken - was pumping so hard I felt like anyone could have heard it in the room with me, in the silence that followed Laura's confession. 
Laura was staring at her hands. A fat tear dripped onto her knees. 
Instead of having a normal thought, or even one I could do anything with, my mind went to work turning that fallen tear drop into a very dirty thought. Laura had just explained what had happened between her and a man whose name she didn't even know. 
It hadn't included her getting on her knees to suck his cock. But staring at her bare knees, and the rivulet of her tears running down her patella, I couldn't help but arouse myself some more. Did they seem red, like she'd been on them? Sucking cock? With a random stranger's dick in her mouth? 
I closed my own mouth, because I realized it was hanging open and making me look like a tool.
All I really was, was a cuckold. 
This had been my fantasy. 
I reminded myself of that as these different feelings warred in my chest. This was my own idea, and we'd even been slogging through marriage therapy because of the actions I took to make my fantasy as real as possible for myself. 
I had wanted Laura to become more like her identical twin sister, Jenna. Jenna Lexxx, OnlyFans success story and general slut. But now that my wife was sitting on the edge of our marital bed, confessing that she'd sucked off a guy in a car and then let him fuck her in the car  - while pretending to be Jenna, I didn't know what I really wanted.
Truth: I hadn't expected for Laura to ever do any of the things she'd done in the past three days. Had I just wanted it all to be in the realm of pure fantasy? Had I wanted her to move slower? Had I wanted her to choose a different guy?
Each time I asked myself that, I got the same answer: I didn't think so. I didn't think I had wanted any of those things. I had been 100% certain that I wanted my wife to actually do those things. The idea was still making my cock hard. I still wanted every detail.
So why did it feel bad right at that moment? 
I swallowed. Laura didn't look like she was going to say anything. She was still staring at her hands. 
"So... just to get my head around it," I said slowly. "This wasn't James -"
Laura sighed loudly and threw her head back. The tracks of tears were winding down her cheeks and they shone now in the overhead light. They were tinted gray by the mascara they were taking with them. "It wasn't James, baby. It was just a guy, just a random, black, guy, and I don't even know his name. I slept with him, I made him drop me off at the place where I ate - I didn't..." Laura started to cry again, tipping her head forward and wiping her tears. "I hadn't even paid for my order. " She sniffled. "I'm... I'm... sorry. I don't have any idea what got into me. At all." She shook her head. 
I knew what was required of me in this moment, as a husband, was to make her feel better. To reassure her. I knew the best way to do this was to do it platonically. 
But my cock was so hard. It made me think poorly. And that's the only excuse I have for what I did.
"Laura," I said, and my voice was calm and not shaking with the sexual energy that was eating me from the inside out. "I told you this was my fantasy. And it is. I just... don't understand how you came to be in a car with a stranger and you just decided, after all of this, to just... fuck him." The words stuck in my mouth.
She shook her head. "I don't know, I don't know either," she whined. She looked up at me, both of her arms straight and braced on the edge of the bed. 
Laura was wearing a loose shirt and no bra. Plain white panties were beneath the shirt; I could see a scrap of them at her hip. Her makeup was a mess, and her hair was dry, but she smelled like she had taken a shower. 
While she had been telling me this story, I'd thought at first that it all must have been an elaborate act. She'd get to the end and tell me: just kidding. I might even have believed that, but I knew Laura wasn't this good at acting. 
I was stepping closer to her. I knew she must have been able to see that I had an erection. Her eyes had landed on my crotch several times and lingered there, like she wanted to double-check what I'd been telling her all along. To see for herself that I really did find the idea of her fucking some other guy hot. 
Now her eyes went back there, and she stared. Her own mouth fell open. The tears dried up in her eyes. She sniffled again but not as loudly or wetly. 
She lifted her damp eyes to meet mine. They were wet and pleading, thoughts changing shape behind them with each second. I was moving closer to her, forcing her to tilt her chin up. 
"I really did this, Mark," she told me, when I stopped just a foot from her face. 
"I know," I said. I was staring at her mouth. The mouth she said she'd sucked a stranger's cock with. The mouth that had been wrapped around black dick. My own hand went to my zipper and it was tugging it down slowly before I even realized what I was doing. 
Laura's eyes went to my hand, and she stared in disbelief as I unzipped. Then back up at me. Amazed.
"Did he have a really big cock?" I asked. I knew what I wanted her to say, and I knew I wasn't going to tell her to say it. 
She nodded, wariness appearing in her eyes along with a flash of lust. 
I took my own cock out and guided it to just in front of her mouth. She let her lips part. She looked back up at me and stared into my eyes as I placed the crown of my cock inside the opening and tapped the weight of my shaft on her lower lip. 
"Show me," I said.
Laura closed her lips around my shaft - just the crown, her heat enclosing me up to the ridge, her tongue darting across the surface. I tilted my hips to press myself into her further, and she let me. But then she pulled her head away. "I can't," she said. 
I looked at her in confusion. Her eyes went from mine to my cock and back again. 
"What do you mean, you can't?" I asked her. My cock twitched violently. She had to be kidding me. 
"I can't," Laura said slowly, her voice changing from pitiful and weak to seductive just over the course of the sentence. By the time she said the next bit, her voice was sultry and almost made me come, right there, holding my dick in my hand and not even stroking:
"I can't show you what I did because his cock was... too big," she said quietly. Her eyes burned into mine. They grew wet again. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "I don't know what happened." 
"Did he make you come?" 
Laura blinked away a tear and nodded. 
"How? While he was fucking you?" 
Laura narrowed her eyes, though mostly in confusion. Some saliva had begun to pool in her mouth and leak from the corner of it. She touched it and looked at it, like she couldn't believe it was happening, either. 
Then back at me.
"Is that... do you really want to... know that?"
It didn't matter how many times I explained this to her. She seemed unnaturally incapable of understanding that yes, it was exactly what I wanted to know. 
"I want to know it," I said. "In his car? Your car?" 
I shuddered to think that the Volkswagen Jetta would become a sexy vehicle to me if that was the case.
"His... it was his car," she said. Her voice was getting hollowed out. I didn't want that: I wanted this, I wanted her to tell me the details. "It's somebody Jenna knows. You know. Not just... a total stranger."
My cock was still inches from her mouth, so these questions weren't really for information so much as to buy me time to think of what it was I wanted to do next. To keep my cock close to her lips. But I didn't want to spook Laura - not now. 
I had some latent anger about it, and I could feel it sizzling across my shoulder blades. After all her protestations about this "perversion," after her incredulity and her insistence that she was "not like Jenna" - what had she done? The thing I wanted, the thing I feared... and without making me a part of it at all. 
But it was still hot. The hottest thing I had ever even dared to imagine Laura saying (and meaning). I was torn about what I wanted to do most - lay down some kind of discipline, or hear more about this slutty jaunt in a black stranger's car. 
"Jenna knows him," she said. when I didn't say anything. "I'm sure she - well, she does, he knew... she was out of town."
"But you didn't know him?"
A shake of her head. Eyes flickering back briefly to my cock. 
"I don't know what came over me."
My mind, at this point, splintered into several possible futures, and I imagined them all. While I did, my cock pulsed with need and my hand floated to the back of her head. Her eyes lifted again to meet mine, an apology still misting in them. She opened her mouth, selecting from all of those possible futures the one that I would choose. 
I pressed her gently toward my cock, and she opened wide and took me in, leaving her eyes locked on mine. 
Laura wasn't much for oral sex: giving or receiving. She did it, but there was always a friction in it. Always the sense that she'd really rather do something else. It sort of crackled under her skin, in the air, in the tension in her muscles and the boredom in her eyes. 
But this time, it didn't seem that way. She even seemed determined to take me all the way into her throat (normally, she hovered with half my dick in her mouth - and that isn't something I complained about, don't get me wrong: a blowjob is blowjob). Her interest seemed focused; her efforts seemed lusty rather than chore-driven. 
My eyes went wide when I felt the soft caving of the end of her palate and her throat squishily clamping on the tip of my dick. A sputter and a spasm revealed her gagging, and her eyes watered up even more. 
But she kept them on me. 
That was as far as I could go without coming, and I didn't want this to end that quickly. I withdrew from her mouth and she gasped for air, spit flopping to her chin, a look of disbelief in her eyes. 
"We'll deal with all that later," I heard myself say, as I nudged her by the shoulder to lie down on the bed. I wasn't thinking about what I was saying, or even "all of that," or how I was going to deal with it later. I was thinking about how her pussy would feel; if she had showered, if I would sink into a sploshing cavern of another man's cum, if her pussy would be sore and if I would feel that when she squirmed. 
I wasn't thinking too hard about any of that, though, because a breeze in the right place could have sent the surging, roiling cum in my balls shooting out right then and there. 
She started to lie back, and I grasped my cock and squeezed to keep it all in. "Take your panties off," I said. 
Laura hesitated, and then sat back up, her hands nervously moving in her lap and around her hips. "Really? Baby, you want to -"
"Take your shirt off first." 
Laura was a little shocked: this wasn't how I usually behaved with her. But she responded to it. I thought I even saw a smile dart around in her lips, before dissolving as she lifted the shirt over her head. 
Her breasts swung loose, glorious and large, her eraser-tip nipples hard in the center of aroused nipple flesh. She seemed engorged, like she was going to lactate any minute. I had to squeeze my cock again. 
"Take them off," I said, watching her hands at her panties. 
She slid them down her hips, shimmying side-to-side to pull first one, then the other side of them under her ass to her thigh to be free. Primly, she slid them to her knees, which she kept locked together, and then to her ankles. She stepped out of the daintily and then sat with her knees together, looking up at me expectantly. 
I removed myself from my pants while she did this, leaving my shirt on. I fell to my knees, which seemed to surprise and alarm her. Her kneecaps rolled over her joints as she pressed her thighs even more firmly together. 
Her face was turning red, her fingers fiddling with each other. I lost her eye contact. Her hands went to her knees to push her thighs together, and for a moment we were playing a slow-moving tug-of-war (one I could easily have won). 
"Laura," I said. I used the most authoritative tone I could find, and she buckled beneath it. Her knees parted when her hands slid from them, but then she squirmed a little and edged away from me. I caught her legs and pulled her toward me. She fell back on her hands, tits thrust upward.
She was looking down at me over those swinging, glorious tits with an expression that I couldn't decipher. She giggled a little, and a flush went over her cheeks. She seemed to both want to be in control of this situation, and tease me - as well as have me take over with my own dominance. 
"Laura," I said again, because my own desires were urgent. 
I caught a whiff and a glimpse of her pussy when I managed to pry her legs open. The scent was intoxicatingly the same: she was aroused, she was sweet and tangy. Her pussy was engorged, but that was all I could determine. 
"I didn't..." she began, reaching for my hand to slap it playfully away in yet another confusing move. I just went back to what I was doing and she giggled and squirmed, but there were notes of discomfort beneath all that. "I didn't use a condom," she whispered. 
And then her face went pale, and she held my very steady gaze with a look of horror on her own. It was almost as if she'd just admitted this fact to herself, for the first time. 
Naturally, this was something we'd have to come back to. But how to explain to her that at the moment, I just didn't give a shit? That it turned me on? 
I pushed her knees apart and held them open. She was still braced on her wrists, leaning back on the bed. Looking down over her tits at me as I observed her used pussy for myself. 
Laura indulges me by keeping her pussy nicely trimmed (whereas Jenna indulges her OnlyFans clients and has had every hair on her body removed). Her labia spread open like an over-ripened fruit: they were bigger, misshapen slightly, and engorged. Her clit was fat and juicy, like a bursting plum, in the center of all this mess, and from inside, a mucousy cream oozed. It was impossible to tell what that consisted of: some of it was almost certainly another man's cum, but some of it was also her own intense arousal. 
Her thighs began to harden under my fingertips and push inward, but I pressed her legs firmly apart. Inhaling her scent with my nose, the sight of her reddened skin and bursting pussy with my eyes. 
And then, looking up at her face, I slid my fingers in, gliding over her labia, easily finding her clit and making her shudder. I slipped my pointer and middle finger into her easily. She was so wet and so loose that they plunged in effortlessly. I felt around, homing in on the place that made her muscles the most tense. I used my thumb to brush over her clit. 
I was trying to decide if I wanted to eat her out; I was torn. But when she moaned and her head fell back, when I found the right place and the right rhythm, I decided to make her come. She fell to her elbows. Her legs started to tremble. Her thighs clapped toward each other but my fingers were in deep and she didn't actually try to get me to stop. 
She fell all the way onto the bed, and inside her pussy the muscles clamped and spasmed on my fingers. Her clit got harder and harder, and the sounds she started making became strangled and out of control. 
And then, with a kind of pop! my hand got wet and hot suddenly. Her muscles tensed irregularly around my fingers, against my forearms, in rippling waves that rolled repeatedly from her pubic bone to her ribcage. She was saying "Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh..." but it came like panting of an animal and didn't even sound human. 
Her orgasm rose and fell away in waves, but I kept going, stimulating her, enjoying the cum pouring down my fingers to my wrists. It became too much for her and she lifted her head up and asked me to stop, but I didn't. She bent at her waist and folded as she rolled to the right, trying to pull her left thigh with her and curl up so I couldn't assail her with more stimulation. I felt her clit darting around. Her body squelched with each movement. 
I stopped her from rolling away and she tossed her sweaty head back and forth on the mattress, causing her hair to stick to her face in streaks that went both directions. She reached up to peel the hair strands from her face so she could breathe. Her other hand swatted at me and tried to grab my hair. "Mark, Mark... baby... oh my, oh my God... I can't take any more.... oh no..."
This wasn't some kind of scripted game we played. It was a new dimension to our sex life. She was saying all of this but making no serious effort to get away from me. 
I crawled up toward her, covering her body with mine, still finger-fucking her but holding her weight down with my own. I pulled the hair away from her face so I could look into her eyes while I laid down on my own awkwardly twisted arm, and her, and started to rhythmically fuck her with three fingers. 
She was so loose, so wet, that this was easy. Her mouth was open and she was staring at me in shock, twisting and complaining in futile whimpers that seemed mostly put on. Her body relaxed, her breathing grew slower, and the heat between her legs returned. Soon she was grinding against me, helping me stimulate her instead of fighting it. 
I brought her halfway there, and then stood up. She moaned in disappointment. I pointed at the headboard. "Scoot up." 
She scrambled backward, her eyes dropping to my cock. I had it in my hand now. It was so hard I almost couldn't believe it - I would never admit this to her, but I was enjoying the feel of it in my own hand. I was pleased that she was looking at it, but I couldn't help but wonder if she would feel the same about it now that she'd had bigger. And let's face it: blacker. 
I climbed onto the bed, up on my knees and between her spread legs. "Was his cock a lot bigger than mine?" I asked her. 
She looked at me, then back at my cock, and nodded vaguely. 
"A lot bigger?"
"Maybe," she said. 
"Is your pussy sore?" 
Her eyes shot to mine. She didn't seem to know how to answer. She purred instead. "Marrrrrk." 
"Is it?"
She lifted a leg to grab at me by hooking it on the shelf of my ass and pulling. "Mark, I just want you to fuck me," she whined. 
Well, whatever games I had in mind, they flew out of my head. Laura wasn't direct in bed (historically), and she didn't dirty-talk much. Now she sounded like a raging slut. My eyes went to her inner thigh - one last check to make sure that this wasn't just Jenna tricking me (though it likely would have changed nothing for me in that moment if I had seen the swirly, full-color tiny flower tattoo that Jenna sported right in the crease of her inner thigh). 
So I was on her within seconds, letting her pull me to her. I sank in, I fucked her as long as I could - it was long enough to make her sweat and grind against me and then come again, and then as long as I could go after that. 
Which wasn't long, because I could not banish from my head the many dirty thoughts I was having, least of all the thought that I was sloshing around in my wife's pussy that was stretched out and full of cum from someone else - for real. 
And then I came. 






  
  Chapter two

Iwas staring at the shower wall, my cheek pressed against the cool tile, my arms folded against my chest so that I could extend my fingertips to kind of hold myself in place. Water was splashing into my eyes and dripping into my open mouth, but I just stared and blinked it away. Hot currents swam away from tiny, heated slaps landing on my back, the arch in it just beginning to ache. 
And that was when I started to really believe Mark.
Sure, I had flirted with believing him in marriage therapy. I believed him because he was my husband. Also - and I would never have said this - I believed him because he had no reason to be lying to me about his fantasies, by telling me something less understandable and maybe more troubling than the thing he'd been caught doing.
It wasn't like I was new to being an identical twin.
And Jenna was my twin: slutty, unrepentant Jenna, with her revealing clothes. I was the good twin, but I was no idiot: men fantasized about all kinds of things with Jenna and me, and I had come to accept that.  
But in the shower was the first time I really believed that his OnlyFans obsession with Jenna was actually what he said it was: a desire to see me with another man. Maybe it was because I had done just what he said he fantasized about, and it had, in fact, made him horny as hell. 
All the way home from that encounter, I stared through the windshield with my mouth open. What had I done? I was horrified. And I was horrified because I realized that just a teensy, itty-bitty part of me had done it as a kind of test for Mark. A rebellion. A fuck-you, in a weird way.  
And the other part of me had done it... why? I was having a hard time accepting that I was as cock-crazy as Jenna. I had a hard time believing that Jenna was even really like that: I had always assumed that she just wanted all the attention she could hoover up, and that being a slut was the easy way to distract everyone from her identical twin. 
But now, in the shower? Mark was behind me, gently washing my pussy with a lathered-up washcloth, after fucking the shit out of me. My pussy was well and truly sore: not just from him, but from the big cock I'd taken in a car, in the ghetto, under an overpass and with a total stranger - and Mark was making me aroused again, fingering my sore pussy and gently cleansing it. 
Deep in the depths of my cunt, I was feeling an ache. I couldn't stop thinking about having a cock that size in me again. It wasn't just that it had stretched me, or touched places I'd never felt before: it was the soreness that was left behind, clamoring to be pressed again. It was the emptiness that its absence made me feel. 
I had been so ashamed of myself that I almost didn't go home. At first.
Then I'd taken a shower. Toyed again with the idea of not even telling a soul about any of this. Of quietly caring for Pussy (Jenna's cat) and then refusing to watch her apartment again. Forgetting the black dildos, forgetting the hot men with huge cocks that thought I was Jenna and were happy to show me how convinced they were. Settling back into my old life as if none of this ever happened. 
Being, forever more, not like Jenna in the least. 
"Mmmm...oh, uhn..." I heard myself mewling, as my cheek slid on the tile. Mark was grazing my clit again, and the sensation clanged inside me with echos of the stretching and the filthy hot cum that had filled me up. 
"Are you ready to go again?" Mark asked me, and though I couldn't see him, I could hear the expression on his face. The cloth he'd been using fell to the floor with heavy wet slap. His fingers explored me tenderly. 
I stared at the tile in front of me and then turned my head so I was facing the shower door and the big mirror in our bathroom. 
My hair was wet, and my face was a mess: my lips looked rubbery, rimmed by redness from overuse. My ass was tilted up, my hands piled on the wall near my chest. I was bent over, my tits dangling, and I looked good. Mark was looking at my ass, at my pussy, his attention swallowed whole. 
I looked like Jenna, with my mouth open like that and water streaming over the gaping hole. 
"Mmmm," I whined, committing to nothing. Mark's cock was hard again. His fingers were making my pussy ache for something inside me. Watching him stare at me in the mirror, and then take his cock in his hand to line it up with my hole, was turning me on even more.
"My pussy is so sore," I heard myself saying. I was deliberately imitating Jenna's voice, though I'd never heard Jenna say anything like that in the few videos I'd "watched." But as soon as I said it, I liked it: I liked the way it made me feel. I liked that it was the truth. I liked that it only made Mark's dick bounce around more, even though he'd been fucking me almost all night. 
We had never, ever fucked this much. Not even when we first met. And not like this. 
He slammed into me, his thighs slapping my ass. "Oh yeah?" he asked me, about that pussy comment. "I'm gonna make it even more sore." 
And he did, but it felt good, and I liked watching him do it to me in the shower, from behind. I liked watching that, and thinking about the unnamed man I'd fucked, or James from the gym, ramming me this hard over and over again like Mark had - but with their huge cocks. 
I stared at my husband in the mirror: his eyes were on his own cock, slamming in and out of me. His mouth was open in that gape of obsession as he tried to hold his orgasm back until I came. 
By then, I'd fucked so much that I wasn't sure anything could make me come again: things were going almost numb. 
And then I thought about the time I'd put that tiny dildo of Jenna's in my own ass. 
I'd told Mark that I did that - but I'd neglected to admit that at the same time, I'd gotten out that big black dildo and put that in my pussy. That I'd turned over on my stomach and lifted my ass up while I flicked at my clit and fucked myself with the big dildo... the whole time imagining that I was getting railed in the ass by a black man.
Which is what I did in the shower while Mark hammered me again.
And that was why I came: as soon as my imagination got boiling, the charge built up fast. When I came, it was insane: I barked, like a dog. I heard the splashing water running over my ass burble as my pussy and ass relaxed after squeezing closed. 
It was bliss for a moment. My abdomen crunched so hard it felt like I had done a thousand sit-ups. My stomach muscles felt out of control, waves of contraction rolling up and down. My legs and arms shook violently. I forgot to breathe, I squeezed my eyes closed: it was a sensation so intense I almost couldn't bear it.  
But after that, after coming so hard, the intensity turned rapidly violent and unbearable. The soreness in my pussy that had been rubbed away gently by this last sexual episode returned in full force. It didn't hurt, but it was just too intense. 
I walked my hands up the tile wall and then stood upright, in a clumsy hurry. "Oh God, oh God," I was saying. My thighs were trembling so hard I thought they would give way. Mark's dick slipped from between my thighs and my own hot cum trickled down my legs, hotter even than the water. I pushed myself into the corner and facing Mark, holding up my hand. "Honey," I said, holding up a hand to hold him away, crossing my legs and crouching to ensure that he was. "I can't... I can't take anymore."
I felt horrible for him: his dick was so hard it seemed like it had grown to twice the thickness. It wasn't a huge dick, by any means, but when it was hard it was thick and it was a solid number of inches that I wouldn't even try to take a guess at. Six? But it was pointing straight ahead of him and twitching in the air, the tip of it disfigured by its bloated arousal. 
Mark's eyes were wide, his mouth open in shock. 
"I'm too sore," I told him. I was sorry I'd come and then couldn't take it anymore, so I panted and tried to show him he just needed to wait a second. I would come up with a solution. 
I stood up straighter - I had been sliding down the wall. I still had my hand out in front of me. I was gasping for air, I used my other hand to push water from my face. I was trying to figure out how to navigate this next part: what would Mark want me to do to finish him off? Because fair was fair, and I'd had more than enough "fairness" this evening, if it was measured by number of orgasms. 
To my surprise, though, Mark stepped back as I moved toward him. My eyes left his cock and went to his face. 
I was shocked to see that the expression there was a smile. It was a twisted smile, tortured by the pain he was in with his suspended orgasm. "That's so hot," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. It seemed as if something had its hand around his throat. His limbs jerked occasionally, as he moved or I moved. 
That's so hot? 
I was so surprised by this, that I must have just stood there staring at him. I was now back under the stream of the shower, facing the long end of the stall that ended in a tiled bench where we left all our soaps and bottles. They had careened to the shower floor when we had started fucking in here, and now Mark sent one spinning and clattering emptily on the floor, into my toe. He was backing up toward the bench, dick in hand, mouth smiling, staring at me. 
"Hot?" I said, finally able to speak. 
He was the one holding one hand up toward me now. His calves hit the bench and he fell onto it, clumsily. "Hot. Stand there. Tell me you won't let me fuck you, tell me again." 
I used both my hands to push the water from my forehead and through my hair. "But I will, I'll at least give you -"
"No," Mark said, and he was panting heavily now. He was holding his hand up, to keep me away from him. He lifted and lowered that extended hand in a motion that meant stay there. "No. Just stand there, turn around in the water, wash your hair... and tell me you won't let me have you."
Seriously?
I blinked. But then, I gave it some thought: just because I couldn't understand why he wanted it or liked it (I myself would not have wanted the mirror version of this)... didn't mean Mark wasn't being honest. 
I decided to do it. Uneasily: I could feel a shy smile on my lips and this kind of twitching all over my face that happened whenever I tried to emulate Jenna, or do something that was a little risque. I let one hand that was in my hair slide down my torso and over my mound as I put it down. Mark's eyes followed it. They lingered on my pussy, staring at it. 
"You can't fuck me," I said. 
Saying the words didn't do anything for me: it wasn't my fantasy, after all. 
But the reaction it created in my husband was like a magic wand: when he shuddered, it thrilled me. It emboldened me. I smiled and moved my hands all over my body provocatively. I turned slowly under the water. "I won't let you come inside me. I won't let you have me." 
As I turned, I closed my eyes. I was still smiling. I heard the sound of Mark jerking himself off - with this much water around, it was pretty obvious. The slaps against his skin were furious. After one turn under the water, I opened my eyes to see him obsessively masturbating, his eyes now on my face. 
It obviously really did turn him on.
It seemed like such an awful thing to say to him. Especially after I had fucked that guy.
If the tables were turned, I would not be masturbating to Mark telling me I couldn't get on the dick he'd stuck in some other chick. That was for sure. 
I looked at his swollen cock.
You can't fake that. 
"You'll just have to jerk off," I said.
Mark leaned his head back against the tile. "Oh God, Laura..." he groaned. 
I smiled and watched him, gently combing tangles out of my hair with my fingers. 
His eyes went to my face. He seemed to be pleading with me. 
I smiled. "I won't let you have my pussy," I said. It looked like an actual foot had landed right in his abdomen. He crunched over, groaning.
And then he came.

      ***When I woke up, Mark was already up and moving around in the kitchen. I stared at the ceiling, while everything that had happened the night (and day) before washed over me. 
Now, after some sleep, and with the fever dream of all that sex broken, worries started to pour into my head. 
They weren't the ones I'd expected. And there was no way I was going to tell Mark about them. I didn't even know how. 
Maybe I should have worried about having sex with some random stranger. No condom. 
It was insane, but I wasn't worried about that.  I also wasn't worried that Mark was going to have some change of heart - and this had been a worry at the heart of me not really being willing to even talk about this fantasy for so long. 
I had assumed that if the fantasy had ever been made real, he would discover it wasn't what he really wanted. 
But after seeing the look in his eyes while he masturbated, after having so much sex after the fact and dirty-talking (in a way) through all of it with definitive references to what I had done... well, Mark wasn't changing his mind. I was sure of it. 
No. What I worried about now was myself. 
And Jenna. 
Jenna was who popped into my mind first. Of all the things. 
I didn't really want Jenna to find out about this. 
Scratch that: I very viscerally did not want Jenna to find out about this. I didn't really know why, but then again, it was probably for the same reasons I didn't want Jenna to know about a lot of stuff. She would be herself, and take it over, and make it about her, and then, in the end, it would become Jenna's thing and not mine.
That was how everything worked with her. 
Also, I didn't want to hear what Jenna had to say about any of this. Granted, Jenna had gotten married (and divorced) once already, but nobody (including Jenna's husband) had ever believed for a moment that any of that was about "marriage" as much as it was an age-old transaction of sex and money. The marriage part had flown right over Jenna's head. 
Being married was my thing. 
But I had slept with a man Jenna had slept with. A guy she obviously had an ongoing "something" with. So one way or another, this was going to get back to Jenna. 
And Jenna was a confrontational person: if it got back to her, it was going to get back to me, like a slap in the face. At which point, I'd have to tell Jenna something. 
Either that Mark had this fantasy, or that I had cheated on Mark. 
And I really didn't want my sister in my marriage like this. I didn't want to know what she thought about any of it. This was for me. 
And also, I didn't want Jenna racking up a win in her own mind. Sibling rivalry is a real thing, even between identical twins. Jenna would think she'd gotten me to do something very, very bad. 
And Jenna was a very, very bad girl herself. 
Who could even predict what she'd do with an idea like that?
So the obvious course of action would be to talk to Mark about all of that. Mark would be on my side, Mark would do whatever I asked him to do. He would handle it however I asked him to, I was sure of that. 
The catch was that in order to explain this problem to Mark, I had to admit to all of these things. This pettiness between me and Jenna; these complicated tangles of good and bad twin and all the sibling rivalry that entailed. The fact that I'd always hated how much everybody liked Jenna, how much attention she got. The identity as "dependable Laura" and "virgin Laura" and "good girl Laura" I'd wrapped around myself as a defense. 
That was all gone now. Now I was no better than Jenna, but I was also not as bad as Jenna. And I still wanted to have my own marriage under control. 
And I still wanted to keep exploring this fantasy. Without Jenna's sportscasting, teasing voice in my head. 
I heard Mark coming so I sat up. He was smiling, bringing me a cup of coffee. 
I smiled back uneasily and reached for it. I needed to start a conversation with him about all of this, and I didn't have any idea how to do it. I took the coffee and thanked him; he sat on the edge of the bed and dug my foot out from under the covers to massage it. "I have to get to work," he began. 
There was clearly more to that sentence, but I was already starting my own: "Hey, I have to -"
I was cut off by my phone rattling on the nightstand. I froze, maybe because I was happy with the interruption. I hadn't been sure of what I was going to say next. So I leaned over - carefully, steadying the coffee over our white duvet - and picked it up. 
Jenna?
That was when I saw all her text messages. 
Well, the beginnings of them: 
Where are you? Pussy is tearing u.... 
Call me so I don't think anything h... 
Lars you are supposed to be watc.... 
Call me now!
And three missed calls. 
"It's Jenna," I said, looking up at Mark.
"That was fast," he said, his thumb rolling deliciously on the sole of my foot. 
"No, no... I - she's, it's about the cat... I don't know what..." I was getting frantic. The coffee was a problem. "Here," I said grumpily. "Take this. Get... Mark, I have to take this!" 
He took the coffee, I pressed on the call, and Jenna's face filled my screen. 
"Laura what the HELL?!" 
She wasn't actually mad. She was already laughing by the end of the question. Her sharp eyes took in everything, and so the sentence went from exclamation to question to sexual purr all in one go. "Mmm-hmm, never mind, I have no further questions," she said, in a bright, smutty tone. 
This. This is what I had wanted to avoid in its entirety. 
"Where are you?" she asked, grinning and stretching out on an expensive expanse of sofa. 
"I'm home," I snapped. "I'm in bed."
Mark was looking at me strangely. I met his eyes and shook my head minutely. Jenna was already talking about how boring my answer was. 
"... so whatever, but I saw on my kitty-cam that she's just tearing everything up in the house. So maybe you have to stay there. Okay?" 
My blood was racing so fast I was pretty sure I was going to pass out. Kitty-cam? In her apartment? Did that mean there was a camera on the stuff me and Mark had done?
The stuff I'd done... alone?
I was pretty sure all color drained from my face. I could actually feel it. 
"I..." I began. My throat had gotten dry, so it came out hoarse. 
"Oh, God. Okay. You're sick. Right. Look, totally fine, I get it, but Lars, can you just.... like, first of all, you could have just answered one text. Or were you that sick?" Jenna skipped through all of these questions and thoughts with zero regard for my answers, which was typical of Jenna. "I mean, I get that you're sick... but can Mark go over there? Or something? Someone? She's fucking the whole place up." 
Well. 
Miracles come in strange packages. 
I hadn't wanted to face Jenna, and I hadn't wanted to explain any of this, and while I did need some more info on this "kitty-cam," all of this was giving me the perfect escape hatch.
For now.
I nodded and coughed - fakely. 
"I'll have Mark go over," I croaked, using my best fake-sick voice ever (which wasn't very good: I'm not a good liar).
This made Mark's eyebrows arch questioningly. 
I coughed again as Jenna started rattling on about cat food and something about her wardrobe. "Okay, Jenna... Jenna, look, I feel so sick, I'm gonna go now. Someone will be over there today, okay?"
And then I did something I'd never done to Jenna, but that Jenna had done to me a million times over:
I didn't listen to anything she said, and I smiled and hung up on her face. 
Mark was looking at me strangely as my wrist tilted and the phone fell onto the bed. 
"Are you sick?" he asked me, with authentic concern in his voice. 
I shook my head. "I just can't deal with Jenna right now," I told him. I rubbed my eyes and left my fingers over the sockets as a flush of humiliation washed over me. "What is with this kitty cam?" I groaned. 
I didn't get an immediate answer, so I peeked at Mark. 
He was stifling a laugh. 
Then he shrugged, when he saw me looking at him. 
"Double entendre?" he suggested. 
And that, ladies and gentleman, is why I married the man: 
Sense of humor.   






  
  Chapter three

"Why is it you're pretending to be sick?" I asked, after Laura threw herself back on the bed and covered herself up with the duvet. "Do you want your coffee?" 
Laura remained under the duvet and made a noise from there that I had no way of evaluating. 
I was a man on the thinnest of ice, way, way, way out in the middle of a lake. 
I did not want to make any sudden moves. 
What I actually wanted to talk to Laura about was the man she'd fucked, and her new femdom personality, and how much more of that I could expect to see, and where all of this was going, and how she felt about it.
Because if you asked me, I'd have said that based on what we had done the night before - over and over and over again - Laura was just fine with everything.
But I was a man who had just been through several painful months of marriage therapy, so I was well aware that my interpretation of events, dialogue, and feelings was usually...well, completely wrong. 
Before Jenna's call, and Laura's mysterious illness, my intentions had been to give the wife a cup of coffee and then inelegantly segue into a conversation about how - if she wanted to - I'd be into more of the fun we'd had in the shower.
Rather than satisfying me, Laura's willingness to indulge in my fantasies had only fueled more of them. They opened up inside me, vast and boundless, each one darker and dirtier than the next. Now that Laura was doing the things that she was doing, and it seemed like she enjoyed it, the dirtiest secrets had light shining on them. And they were growing. 
I couldn't even fathom what the deal was with Jenna, but with Laura under the covers, hiding her face, I took a stab at it. I concluded that she must be feeling ashamed of herself. 
"Laura," I said, placing my hand on the covers and gently balling the material up in my fingers so I could tug on it, and, if she showed no resistance, pull it away from her face. "If you're feeling... you know, bad, about any of this... don't. Okay?"
I pulled on the duvet and her face appeared an inch at a time. Her eyes were closed, but she wasn't squinting them shut, like she did when she didn't want to deal with something. They flew open suddenly and she was looking at me. 
"It's not that," she said. This was direct and clear, but it wasn't open-ended. There was no pregnant pause at the end, beckoning me to ask her more questions. 
Women, however, tended to be tricky. That was my experience. So I started forming the word "What," with the intention of asking her "What is it, then?" in the gentlest of all possible tones. 
She cut me off while my lips were still rounded, holding up a hand to my my lips and pressing her fingers gently into my mouth. "I don't want to talk about Jenna." 
I tried to suck on the tips of her fingers, and she whisked her hand away, giggling. Something was still cooking behind her eyes, distracting her, making her giggle seem false. 
But I knew when to get out of Dodge. I stood up. 
"I have to get going..." I said, hoping to prompt Laura to say something to me - preferably something about this evening (that involved sex) or my cock (that involved sex) or her going to Jenna's apartment (that involved sex)... or anything, really, that involved sex. 
She rolled over on her side, smiling with contentment. That was a big ego boost: happy wife, happy life. But she didn't say anything about sex. "I think I might be late for work today," she murmured, grinning. 
I leaned over to kiss her on the cheek. When the duvet had been ruffled, the scent of her pussy - and all of the juices and cum that had dried on her thighs - wafted up and into a dense olfactory fog that hovered just above her skin. It took discipline, but I kissed her on the cheek and shut my mouth. 
It helped that I was actually running late and it was going to be a real problem. 
"I'll see you later," I told her. Then I added, for good measure (lest there be any confusion): "That was a really, really hot night." 
She was still smiling with her eyes closed. 
When I was closing the door behind me, my heart was a little deflated. I wondered if what had happened would be a one-time thing, or some terrible nightmare that would come up in therapy that Laura would want out of. She'd enjoyed it so much at the time that this possibility had been far from my thoughts when I woke up. But the phone call and her blasé behavior now made me nervous. 
Laura sat up suddenly, as I was closing the door, almost making me jump.
"Hey," she called out softly. Seriously. 
I turned back to look at her. I could feel the puppy-like expression that I get on my face when a beautiful woman who I'm obsessed with so much as sneezes. I hated that I was like this: a simp, a pussy-whipped cuckold... but I couldn't stop myself. 
Laura was sitting up, her tits bare, the clean white duvet rumpled about her waist and clutched in one hand so it blocked her left breast. Her yellow hair was lit up by the light from the window, and the scent of sex filled the room again. 
She was beautiful, disturbing cross of her sister and herself in that moment: so obviously not Jenna, but so unlike herself. 
"Did you really like that stuff?" she asked, her voice sweet and her eyes rounded with curiosity. She didn't wait for me to ask which "stuff," (though my answer was the same no matter what she was talking about). "With the... you know, where I'm bossing you around?" 
"Yes," I answered, immediately and truthfully. "It was hot," I added. 
She blinked at me and then grinned, and fell back into the bed, the cover going with her. 


      ***I wasn't on the ball at work, and I don't work with the kind of guys who didn't bother pointing that sort of thing out. They also weren't the kind of guys who didn't suss out the cause of this particular kind of distraction. 
There was a component of my fantasies that was pretty perverted, which I kept to myself. Laura didn't know about it, and neither did Meredith (our therapist), and neither did any of the guys at work. 
It was the last fucking thing I'd want anyone knowing about in that testosterone-fueled workplace. There were several reasons for this, but the most practical was that if anyone knew I got off on it, they'd stop doing it.
The guys all knew my wife: of course they did. There was a picture of her on my desk, and the first round of jokes had been that she wasn't real. 
Obviously, I liked this: Laura was several leagues above my station in life, and there's no better compliment from some other guys than them not believing she's real. The dinner cruise I took her to, when they all first saw her in the flesh, is a daydreaming pick-me-up fantasy that I re-live all the time.
Because Laura is hot. She is stop-in-your tracks, heart ceases to beat for a few minutes, men have trouble talking to her, hot. And that's in her own clothes. 
That was years ago, when Laura wasn't even my wife yet. 
But then Jenna had become an OnlyFans big hitter, and so it was only a matter of time before the guys were whispering to each other, huddling in little groups, glancing in my direction and un-subtly slapping each other with files as they did the upward chin nod for me and then started laughing more quietly. 
I knew what it was about, of course. I had known the moment Jenna started her account, because Jenna has a huge mouth and she talks loudly about every single thing she does. She kept nothing secret from Laura, and Laura had immediately freaked out and started crying. 
But at work, I had just let all of this play out. And that was because it was titillating. I got erections while those guys tittered like a group of schoolgirls and ogled pictures of Jenna - pictures that they truly believed were of my wife. 
It was the delicious humiliation of cuckolding, without having to have my wife actually fuck other guys. I didn't even have to talk Laura into it. 
Finally, though, Jim Wagner, who was as close to trustworthy as you could get for a guy in this environment, pulled me aside to tell me what I'm sure he thought was humiliating. 
"Dude," he said, his face a mixture of sordid fascination, a hint of empathy, and a lot of lust. "Gekko found your wife's OnlyFans. Just thought you should know." 
Gekko was a dude named Austin James Whitehouse, who looked and acted like what he really wanted out of life was to play Gordon Gekko in a GenZ remake of "Wall Street." It was only natural that he had found Jenna's OnlyFans and immediately assumed it was my wife. I had been jerking off to this idea for some time now: the idea of all the guys in the office laughing at me because I didn't know they were seeing my wife get fucked on her OnlyFans. 
But what Jim didn't know was, I had also been waiting for this moment. 
I smiled at Jim. "Laura doesn't have an OnlyFans," I told him. 
"Uh, bud," Jim coughed, his eyebrows to the sky. "Look, I'm sorry... but she does." 
At this point, Gekko himself was huddled with several guys laughing at a computer screen, and they turned around to look at me because they had been eavesdropping. Their features were formed into a peculiar, specifically male expression of pity, disbelief, and undiluted predation. 
I get along okay with everybody at work, and as far as the hierarchy of men goes, I'm a clear delta. I do my job, I never ringlead anything. I'm the kind of guy who's always invited, but no one notices if I don't show up. 
"Marcus," Gekko said, his tone serious, tipping his chin. (My name is not Marcus, and Gekko had been told that a million times). It was impossible to know if he felt bad for me or gleeful in this moment - he was that much of a shoo-in for a Wall Street remake. "Bro, I'm sorry man, but this? Is your fucking wife." He was sort of half-laughing, half-disbelieving. The asshole in him won over, and he moved away from his screen so he could point his fingers at what was on it.
Jenna getting hammered by a black guy on all fours, her tits swinging wildly and her big mouth open in a huge smile. Jenna loves getting railed: it's evident in her every muscle in these videos. There's just no way it's fake.
Gekko continued: "And she's getting fucking railed by a huge fucking ni - man." 
This dissolved into laughter and apologetic faces. Everyone but Gekko decided they had something better to do and even better to look at as they dispersed. 
"It's not my wife," I said cheerfully, looking right at the screen.
"Bro is delusional," someone had muttered, from the safety of their own cubicle. 
Gekko was shaking his head, smiling, his eyes dancing with pity and bloodlust. "Dude," he repeated, "That? Is your wife." 
"I'll put money on it," I said. 
Gekko was blown away by this. "You wanna take a better look, old man? You need your glasses?" 
"I've seen it," I said simply. I did not explain (because it would be too revealing of my secrets) that I had seen it a hundred times. "And it's 100% not her."
"Dude, she's fucking hot, and no fucking judgment, but -"
"How much you wanna bet?"
I strolled casually over, watched the video, let Gekko point at Jenna's face and jump around like a chicken with the photo of my wife, yelling about how he knew every pair of tits he'd ever seen like the back of his hand. 
I let him go on and on, smiling to myself. Needless to say, this story was going to be legend in that office, and I knew it at the time. 
Gekko eventually ran out of steam, because I wasn't reacting. 
"Dude," he repeated, slightly out of breath. He bugged his eyes out and gave his head a shake, jabbing his finger at the computer screen. "It's her. Man, you are going into shock or something, but this is your wife." 
"That," I said, pointing at the screen, "is Jenna. Her twin sister." 
I let Gekko snort. Everyone was listening in by now, some of them more obviously than others. An epidemic of throat clearing rippled away from Gekko's desk like a tide. Gekko was leaning in his chair, legs far apart, posture alpha-male all the way. He was shaking his head, about to lob another comment at me. 
"That's Laura's twin sister. Jenna. You owe me five hundred bucks." I flipped my phone around to show them a picture of Jenna and Laura at our wedding (Jenna, unapologetic ally, had swapped her bridesmaid dress out for a low-scooped scrap of fabric at the last minute, claiming she had spilled wine on the one she'd agreed to wear. The photo was a nice exhibit that seemed to clear up any questions: the platinum blond woman leaning toward the camera with her mouth open in a lusty, whoreish smile, her tits dangling from a powder blue satin gown that might have been a nightie, was definitely Jenna Lexxx and definitely the bad twin to my wife's wholesome and conservative bride).
Cheers erupted. The floor turned into a basketball court after someone sank the winning shot in OT. Yelling, clapping, Gekko falling to his knees. I will not lie: I enjoyed this whole scene very much. Gekko paid me $500 in cash, on the spot, down on his knees, slapping the fifties into my hand while bowing up and down, as I basked in the glorious feeling of having balls of steel, winning a bet, and having accomplished the holy grail of manhood, apparently: bagging a hot wife with an identical twin who was a huge slut - and having sat on that information all that time, only to divulge it in this moment.
Sigma move.
It was a scene that got me a little hard thinking about it, for more than one reason. 
Ever since then, however, guys had pestered me from here to eternity about meeting Jenna. Asking if Jenna would do a guy like them. Asking if I had ever gotten them both into bed. Asking if I could tell them apart. Offering money to meet Jenna. Asking ball-breaking shit like: if they fucked Jenna, would I feel like they fucked my wife?
I don't know how another man might have received these comments, but for a guy like me with a cuckold fetish? It was a dream come true. And pretty much as close as I thought I'd ever get to the real thing, because no way in hell would I have approached Laura about any of this on my own steam. 
Fantasizing that way had been a low-risk, easy solution to my desires. I could pretend that Jenna didn't actually exist, that guys were ogling my own wife, that my wife was a slut. 
And then Laura had caught me jacking off to one of Jenna's videos. 
And then I went to marriage therapy.
But the day after Laura's real escapades, I was a new man. And everyone noticed, even Gekko - who had, since that day of the OnlyFans "reveal," been a great deal more respectful towards me. 
"Good night?" he commented, leaning on my cubicle wall. I shrugged, but there must have been a slight discomfort in it because he seized on it: Gekko's eyes get beady like a bird of prey when he senses any kind of weakness - and it could be anything, but especially some kind of undisciplined addiction. Gekko likes fucking with people: he invites all the NA and AA guys out to strip clubs where he knows there will be coke every chance he gets. 
"You finally bang your sister-in-law?" he asked. I looked at him: he wasn't licking his lips but he might as well have been.
I faltered only for a second, and then I just went all-in. 
"No," I said. "She's out of town." 
I was pleased that this knocked Gekko off his game. He laughed and slid a folder toward me. "I need your signature on this shit, smart-ass." But he looked uncertain. 
I took the folder. 
I turned around.
"So does that mean your wife's doing a full-service stand-in?"
I didn't really know what this meant. "It means she's cat-sitting."
"Hmm." 
I looked up at Gekko to hand him the signed sheets. He was grinning very smugly. 
He changed tack, abruptly. "Hey," he said, lowering his voice, leaning in toward me conspiratorially. He was still grinning, but he was attempting not to be smug. This came across as insane on his face, but he was definitely trying. He had a nervous, gleeful energy about him. "But seriously, bro: does that mean it's your wife in this latest video?" He guffawed like an adolescent who had just seen up a teacher's skirt. 
"Yep," I said - though I was, admittedly, a little wary because of this comment. I had expected Jenna to be on vacation. "Because there is no such thing as the internet or making a recording, and the only place Jenna can suck cock is in her own apartment."
Gekko gave me a sly smile. He laughed piggishly. And then he winked and snarled, and tapped the folder on the top of the cubicle wall. "Okay," he said. 
He was chuckling as he left.
What a dick. 


      ***It didn't sit well with me, though. It was, in fact, eating a hole through my brain all day. As was Laura herself, as was the memory of the night before. I wasn't getting anything done. A deep unease lurked around in my gut: something about Gekko had unnerved me. Laura had unnerved me. The combination of these two things bounced around like a pinball, striking a nerve every now and then. By two pm I was paranoid. 
I texted Laura
What are your plans for tonight?


I got no answer. I paced. I went out to the parking garage and sat in my car. 
I scanned for anyone from the office. Specifically, Gekko. And then I went for it, and started the annoying but not especially elaborate process of seeking out Jenna's OnlyFans. I quit halfway through, because I realized that having this charge on my credit card would probably not ever get noticed by Laura - and who even knew how she'd react now - but it was a complication I didn't need. 
Laura texted me as I struggled with this idea. 
I'm going over to Jenna's. [Winky face] 


And that was it.
Do you want me to join you?


Hello?


Can I join you?


Are you going to have guests over? 


Laura?


But all of my texts went unanswered for the rest of the day.
I sent another volley of texts as I packed up to leave work. The guys who passed my desk seemed to be brewing with some kind of information, but I could have just been being paranoid. Laura not answering me was making it worse. Something cold and pleasantly unpleasant boiled in my lower abdomen every time I made eye contact with someone walking by. 
They were going to a popular watering hole after work: like I said, I'm always invited and never missed if I don't show. I toyed with the idea of going, maybe getting to the bottom of whatever it was that had made me feel uneasy after talking to Gekko. 
At the turn out of the parking garage I paused, then switched my blinker to take myself left and head to the bar. About a block down the street, Laura texted me. I listened to her text in the uneven tone of the onboard computer, and it made me laugh and made my heart lurch around as much as my dick. 
I'm not allowed to have guests, so I'm going out later


With James. But I want you to come over first: 


I need your opinion about something.


I drove while texting, stupidly obsessed. But it was short and sweet - and auto-corrected to oblivion:
OK cinnamon news 


Which was supposed to be "OK coming now."

      ***I was let in the downstairs door by an exiting neighbor right after I'd buzzed Jenna's apartment several times to no avail. As I strolled down the hall to Jenna's apartment, the door flew open and Laura exited, tying up a robe while hastily rearranging some aspect of her footwear. She was so busy doing this that she didn't notice me until she was nearly running into me. 
I enjoyed this view, because Laura looked like a woman who had just been caught (or on the verge of getting caught). The robe, she may not have noticed, was almost entirely see-through (a few well-placed embroidered lace clusters obscured her nipples, and the satin hem partially obscured her pussy. The rest was as transparent as tinted glass. The shoes were a pair left by Jenna's door that I had noticed earlier: they had high heels and a feathery decoration on the toes. I thought they were Jenna's version of house slippers. 
"Oh! Oh good, it's you!" Laura said, popping the fantasy bubble that had been building up in my brain. "I can hear the buzzer, but I cannot find the intercom! I don't even know what to do, if I did." She turned and strolled back to Jenna's door: treating me to a view of her bare ass through the mesh of the back of the "robe." 
My cock was already hard before this. But all it did was intensify my lust. It wasn't even so much the view of her ass, it was also the implication: what had Laura been doing in Jenna's apartment buck naked? 
She caught a look at herself in one of the many full-length mirrors scattered in Jenna's apartment. Her hand flew to her mouth. "Oh my!" she said, her eyes flicking to meet mine in the mirror. She froze. "I had no idea this was..." Her eyes bugged out a little and she looked ready to laugh. A red stain was spreading across her right cheekbone.
Which was funny, if you thought about it at all: Laura being embarrassed about this scanty robe was silly as hell. 
I was right behind her in a second. I wasted no time, getting my hands to her shoulders and pulling the loosely-tied material down from there. The folds of the robe parted, splitting apart like a zipper as the shoulders went down her arms. Her breasts emerged first, then her nipples (I noted with satisfaction that they were hard), and then her navel. When the robe became caught on her elbows, Laura straightened herself up, lowered her limbs, and thrust her chest forward, arching her back slightly so that the robe fell away entirely. The silky material slid from her arms, slowed as it moved her ass, and then fell to the floor, leaving her naked.
"What's this about James?" I asked, moving in, getting close to her backside and wrapping my arms around her to fondle her breasts. Laura was staring at my hands in the reflection, watching me play with her tits. I rolled each nipple between my thumb and forefinger, and then squeezed gently. Laura's mouth fell open and air popped from her throat in an abbreviated gasp. 
Then her hips shifted a little. 
"Well," she said, and her body moved in a way that I wouldn't necessarily call evasive, but had a hint of her squirming away. "I ran into him at Bae's."
I waited, staring at her tits as I cupped them and brushed my thumb over her nipples. I expected her to say more: Laura was usually an over-sharer. But she didn't elaborate. She just purred as I twisted her left nipple, and then reached up to slap my hand away. Playfully. 
Her eyes were on mine when I looked at her face in the mirror. I grinned to let her know that this was fine by me: go ahead, deny me pleasure, I hoped to convey to her with my grin. 
It was exhilarating, but at the same time I felt unmoored from reality.  
Her hips moved again, her butt rubbing against my hard cock.
"Why'd you go to Bae's?" I prompted her. "I thought you were really sore."
I have no idea what reaction I had been hoping for her to have when I said that, but it certainly was outside the bounds of my imagination when she answered the way that she did: for a moment, nothing. Then a grin at the corner of her mouth. 
"That's why I went." 
She was smiling, almost snorting as she blew air through her nose, when I got hit in the chest and sort of choked on this last statement. She surely felt my cock twitch spasmodically against her ass. She grinned and strutted out of my grip and into the hallway, headed for Jenna's room. 
I followed after a bit of hesitation. When I caught up to her, and was in the doorway, she threw herself onto the bed and propped herself up on her elbows, face-up. She lay her body out beautifully for me, one leg extended, Jenna's strapless stripper sandals still on her feet. 
She tossed her hair and looked at me: this is when I noticed that Laura had gone through Jenna's makeup cabinet as well. Her lips were a startlingly trashy pink - not some cotton-candy-flavored teen lipstick, but a soft and expensive-looking pink that pertained to high-class whores. 
"I need your help with something," she told me. 
"Name it, Anything. I'm here for you," I said, no longer uncomfortable in my doggy-begging tone. A quick glance - in yet another full-length mirror - told me that precum was seeping through my boxers and into my pants. I started to take them off. 
"Don't do that," Laura said. She was twirling her stretched-out foot - which hung over the end of the bed - and looking at me mischievously. "I need you to do something for me."
The sound I made was meant to be an affirmation, but it was mangled in my throat. "Ughn-nugh," I choked out. 
"I've looked everywhere," Laura sighed, pushing her hair back over her shoulder. "And I can't find the kitty-cam." The hand she had used to toss her hair moved to her right breast now, trailing lazily down her tit to her ribcage, before slipping back into place, holding her up on her elbows.
"So you-uh, nuh... nuheed me to find it?" I stammered. My throat was dry. Laura looked so much like Jenna now - in demeanor - that I had to stare at her neatly trimmed pubic hair to remind myself that this was, in fact, my wife - and not Jenna. 
"I guess so," she said carelessly, letting her thigh fall over, spreading her legs a little. I stared at her unfolding pussy: nestled between the feathery, almost white wisps of her pubic hair were her very used labia, still swollen from yesterday's antics.
It was at this point, weirdly enough, that I noticed that the whole apartment was a bit trashed. Because of the kitty - who, I thought at that moment, even more strangely - I did not see anywhere. 
Laura's knee swung out and then back in, out and then back in, opening her thighs like the bellows of an accordion - with no sound but the stickiness of her pussy. 
She was grinning. She hadn't answered me, but that was fine, because I'd forgotten what I'd asked her. 
"How come you, uh.... so you're going out with James? Tonight?"
She rolled onto her stomach and lay her head over her folded arms, like she was at the beach. Her feet swung playfully above the roundness of her ass, her ankles crossing at times, her thighs parting at others. She exhaled and closed her eyes, smiling. "I don't know. He asked me to."
I stood there, not knowing what to do. My hands went to my belt again. 
"No!" Laura laughed. "I need you to find the kitty-cam! And then I need you to help me decide what to wear." She looked at me, watching carefully how this all sat with me. Her lips puckered devilishly. When she added the next part, the words left her mouth with a little hesitation. It was like she was trying something out that she wasn't entirely sure of. "And then, while I'm gone, I need you to clean up this whole mess." 
I stared at my wife and for several seconds I couldn't breathe. 
She opened her eyes and looked down the line of her shoulder at me. "Something wrong?" she demanded. She was grinning, but she was throwing herself into the bossiness with relish. 
I couldn't remember - and vowed to think about later - whether or not I had confided this secret to Laura yet or not. 
"No," I croaked, staring at her ass. "Nothing."
"Good," she said, settling back into her lounging expression, like she meant to take a nap. Another hesitant smile. "Get to work, then."
A thrilling, but unfamiliar erotic sizzle traveled through me.
"And what if I, uh... do my work? Do that. Clean?" 
"Then I'll let you know.... what I do with James tonight."
"You want me to let you go out with James, and for me to stay home and clean?" 
She didn't answer: she just swung her legs over her ass and continued to pretend to nap.   

      ***I realized the truth as soon as I found the "kitty-cam" in the kitchen. It was nestled among some recipe books that were obviously staged there when Jenna rented the apartment - I realized she probably had this place furnished as soon as I saw them, because they were so outrageously not Jenna.
The camera was hidden away, espionage-style, in a place that was not really meant to be found.
Which was a very strange place to put a kitty-cam. I was marveling at this as I pulled it out and saw that it was wired in, wondering what on Earth someone would want a wired-in camera for -
Oh.
And then Gekko's strange conversation with me - in which he marveled that Jenna was out of town and didn't seem to believe me when I said so - floated into my head. 
For maybe the third time in twenty-four hours, my blood ran ice cold and my heart felt like it had come to an absolute stop. I also had a little laugh at my own expense, thinking about how stupid it had been for me to think that "kitty-cam" in Jenna's apartment was about a cat. 
"Baby," Laura cooed, from the bedroom.
"Uh..." I murmured, squinting, calculating. "I, uh, found it." 
"Good, help me pick out something to wear." 
I was pulling my phone out, scrambling to get through all the various hoops  I needed to use to get to Jenna's OnlyFans in this area. "Yeah," I said, distracted. "Yeah, that's... I like it." 
Sure enough.
I was staring at Jenna's latest video, and it was not a video of Jenna - I could tell by the wispy hair around her pussy, the lack of body jewelry, the lack of tattoos.
And, of course, the title. 
When your twin sister comes to stay and forgets about your kitty-cam....
"Baby!" my wife called out. 
I dropped the phone, my mouth hanging open so far that when I stooped to pick it up, drool spilled onto the floor. 
"Fuck," I said, to myself more than anyone else, wiping it away. 






  
  Chapter four

It started out as just cosplaying. The idea about James. 
I did go to Bae's. That part, I couldn't have really explained if Mark had pressed me on it. 
Why did I go there? I couldn't say. My pussy was sore, but I didn't go to Bae's because of that. That was just a thing that I said because I knew it would turn Mark on, and because thinking about the way it would turn Mark on turned me on.  
I didn't want to go to work, so I called in. I planned on lounging around, living my sister's life (or at least, what I assumed her life was like). I was trying it on: being a slut, having a ton of sex until I was sore, and then taking a nice long jacuzzi bath and painting my nails.
This got boring pretty quickly. 
And then my thoughts got invaded by memories of that sexual encounter. The thoughts seemed to seep into my bloodstream from the throb in my pussy, and it was only a matter of time before I had a craving to do it again.
But how? I didn't have that guy's name or number or any idea where to find him. 
That's when I thought of James.
And from there, it was kind of a roll of the dice. I guess I told myself that I'd just see what would happen: if I saw him (or someone else), then it was a sign from the universe that it was meant to happen.  
When I went to Bae's, I didn't really have the intention of hooking up with him. In fact, I figured he wouldn't be there. And if he was, I was going to tell him the truth. I was going to bask in some flirting if someone approached me. It was all meant to be light and fun. Living my life like Jenna while I had a chance. Getting it out of my system. 
I started on the stair stepper. I was wearing one of Jenna's trashy gym outfits - matching sports bra, teeny-tiny shorts, and a loose, almost transparent shirt that hung from one shoulder to cover it up a little so I didn't feel like I was in my underwear. 
I set the machine on low: I was sore, I was tired, and I wasn't really even there to work out. I had earbuds in and I was just enjoying men's eyes taking in my ass. I had little micro-fantasies of going over to the weights and doing squats or using the hip-thruster.
This was all just fantasy: I wasn't planning on doing anything. 
"You stood me up." 
It was James, arms draped over the machine. He had appeared seemingly out of nowhere. 
Something had happened since I'd last seen him, and for a moment I struggled to figure out what it was. He looked delicious. More than before. I stared at his forearms and all I could think about was the veined, dark cock I'd jumped on in the car. 
My blood started racing and a cool, nervous feeling spread out in my chest. I could feel a flush across my cheeks. Very suddenly, the reality of what was happening and what I'd done poured over me and made me feel out of control and ashamed. My thoughts about cock were going to make me say something stupid, because I was attracted to James. Now more than ever. 
And if I wanted to, I could do something with him. 
This all went through my head in a few split seconds, and meanwhile James grinned at me and bit his lower lip while wagging his hand from where it was resting on the handrail, so that he gently swatted my ass a few times.
He didn't seem very upset that I had stood him up. 
"You really ain't Jenna, are you?" he said, to my silence. I had tried thinking of something to say, and then opted to continue organizing my thoughts. 
I looked at him. He seemed very amused by this. 
And also, very in-the-know.
I shook my head. 
He shifted his weight and peered up at me, grinning some more. Another suck of his lower lip, a tisk, a shake of his head. "Now that I know it," he said, tipping his head to very blatantly look at my ass, "I see it, but it is still blowin' my fucking mind." 
He looked up at me, almost expectantly. 
"You crazy like her, too?" 
I laughed. "No," I assured him, glad to be able to answer something truthfully. 
He moved closer somehow, grinning a little more. He extended his hand to touch my calf - a feathery, light graze that traveled up and down from my knee to mid-calf as I rose and fell on the stair climber. "You fuck like her?" he asked. His voice was low, his tone playful. 
The first reaction I had was to coil up inside and stare, temples throbbing, at the panel on the machine. My fingers went to the speed control, though, operating on their own steam with their own plan. They slowed my pace. James' fingers started moving more slowly. It was sending an electric ripple from the center of my knee straight to my clitoris. 
He moved his fingers up, fluttering them, leaning on the railing with his other hand. Now they went from my knee to mid-thigh along the back. The crease of my ass and between my legs throbbed with longing: they wanted that attention, too. 
I looked at myself in the mirror, shocked. 
"So why'd you stand me up?"
"How did you find out I'm not Jenna?" I asked him, looking down. He was pleased when I looked at him. The fingers of his hand went up my leg further. 
"Girl, I called Jenna when I couldn't find her. At Red Light. You remember? Our 'date?'"
A transformation seemed to happen inside of me as he spoke this sentence. It felt like some mechanical piece inside of me turned and clicked, and a trap sprung loose, and the mechanics of a completely different person began to grind into action. 
"You didn't seem like the type to remember a date," I said. I heard my own voice and it was flirtatious. I was inviting him with my tone, grinning as I spoke. It was strange to my ears. But that was this other machinery in action: the same thing that had made me get in the car with that other man. Whose name I did not know. 
"Oh, I like Jenna a whole lot. I like 'dates' with Jenna" he said. His fingers were going to places that they really shouldn't - especially given that we were on the up-and-up here about who I was. He brushed over my ass lightly, traced a line inward, tickled the top of my thigh. He was watching his fingers as he did this. I kept climbing, moving slowly. "But then she tells me she got a sister, she tells me you were just playin' around... said you been married like ten years and you never fucked a black guy before." He tilted his head. "And I... got to thinking about how that's a real tragedy."
I looked at myself in the mirror, knowing what I was about to say and scarcely believing it. "Jenna said I never fucked a black guy?" I asked. 
He put his fist to his mouth and stood away from the machine. "Oh, I'm sorry, is that not right? Girl, that's okay, that makes this an easy sale." He was brimming with confidence now, his grin evident behind his fist. 
I slowed to nearly a crawl. "Easy sell, huh?" I teased him. 
As I was doing all this, flashbacks of everything that had happened just before were layering in my head. My pussy was getting wet. The prevailing image and thought that kept surfacing was of black cock, the feel of it inside me, the temptation of having it again...
My mouth was getting dry. My eyes wandered away from his face. 
He had a smug and satisfied grin on his face when I lifted my gaze back to his face. "Baby, once you go black..." he said, shaking his head. He leaned in toward me. "It's all right, you can take a look at it. You want, you can go take a nice close look at it in the back." 
He laughed, and it was obvious that he was just playing any shot he could to see if something stuck, but he didn't seriously think I'd jump off the Stairmaster and onto his cock. 
He was stepping away, winking, sure that there was no way that would work.
I turned off the machine and glided to the floor on the lower step. This slowed his stride, and his eyebrows went up. My eyes went to his cock again as I took my towel from the bar and wiped it - seductively, because why not? - over my neck and lifted my shirt to wipe my flat belly. 
I smiled at him. 
I loved making him stop in his tracks. Reversing the flow of his ideas, making him think he had an actual shot at fucking me in the bathroom here. I could see the excitement in his eyes, see the jumpy inflation of his dick. Other people were watching while trying to hide that they were watching: the air between us seemed like it was hot enough to shimmer. 
This went on for a while. I toweled myself off and he took a few steps closer. 
"I'm not Jenna," I said. "So I don't do guys in bathrooms."
He tisked but he smiled. "That's cool. I respect that." 
A pause. 
"Where do you want me to take you, then, Jenna's sister?"
"Put your number in my phone," I heard myself saying. I was coming back to reality, if only partially. Remembering Mark, feeling like I should at least run this by him. Fucking two guys in as many days was just too wild, even in these wild times. 
It was the kind of thought I never, ever thought I'd have. I thought briefly about that - about how I seemed to be unlocking something inside myself that was more like Jenna than I believed possible. I felt my skin wash out as a chill traveled through me: this was dangerous. Out of control. Not like me. 
But the feeling went back out to sea far quicker than I could have imagined.
I held my phone out after unlocking it. He entered his number and sent himself a text. Then he tucked his phone away and turned around. "Be callin' you later, Jenna's sister." 
"Laura."
He whipped his head around, eyebrow cocked. "Laura?" he asked, like it was the strangest name he ever heard. Then he lifted his chin. "Laura," he repeated, in the sexiest voice I'd ever heard, even if something sinister slid around in it, confused. 

      ***I'll be honest: I judged Jenna a lot for the way she behaved. Fucking guys in bathrooms, in cars, and wherever else she did it. So I had a flush of superiority glowing on my skin when I went into the ladies' locker room - by myself - and looked in the mirror. 
I might be a little bit more like Jenna than I thought, but I had enough class to demand a "date" from a guy like James. 
I wasn't naive enough to think that James was up for a candlelit dinner and buying me a bouquet of roses: this "date" would just mean we fucked somewhere else besides the bathroom at Bae's. Besides, I thought, looking at my shiny, damp skin in the mirror: I didn't need roses or a candlelit dinner. I had a husband. 
I was just thinking about cock. 
And now that I was thinking about it, I was getting wildly horny.
And now that I was wildly horny, and that ache was throbbing in my already-stretched out and sore pussy... I was starting to see, just a little bit, why Jenna might have sex in the bathroom. Or the car. Or wherever else she had sex:
Because sometimes you just wanted it. 
This was new to me. Thinking about sex this much in a public place. Thinking about sex with another man besides my husband. It wasn't like I never saw a man I thought about since I was married: but when I did, it was more along the lines of, oh he's attractive. Maybe I wanted to flirt. 
Thinking about some guy jumping my bones - just the raw act of it, stripped of the seduction or the pretense - that was something completely new for me. 
My panties were completely soaked. I was pretty sure that along with the scent of my deodorant and my sweat, I could smell my own arousal. 
Probably James would have been able to smell that, too. 
There weren't a lot of women in Bae's - either time I was there - and now, in the locker room, I was the only woman. They had nice showers with frosted glass doors. 
I looked around the empty locker room. 
My pussy throbbed.
James. 
James's biceps were sculpted. Thick. Prominent veins stood out on his chocolate-colored skin. I imagined all of that looked a lot like his cock. And his cock was big. It was all the way down his loose shorts, against his leg. 
A pang of lust and sharpness seized me in my crotch. A phantom sensation, a flashback of the pulsing heat in my hand from that other guy. More juices welled up inside me and trickled out. 
I didn't have a change of clothes. But what did it matter? I hadn't seen any other women in the gym, probably none would come in any time soon, and so what if I had to put sweaty clothes on? 
I could take a shower... release some of this energy. Because really, I was too distracted to even drive. 
I closed my eyes and tried to get a hold of myself.
I was being ridiculous. 
I was not Jenna. That was my whole life, my whole identity: not being Jenna. 
The next few things happened like something out of a film: it was almost like I wasn't myself. I closed my eyes, and then I was splashing water on my face. Closed my eyes, wiped off with a towel. Zipped up my purse. Opened the door. Turned right into the hallway. 
He was standing right there. 
I closed my eyes and he was closer. A grin on his face. My eyes went to his arms and the montage of cock-based images fluttered across my vision. I heard myself suck in my breath. Inside my brain, I scrambled to hold onto a thought - any single thought - but they all frittered away into the breeze and the only thing left was the ache in my pussy. 
"You still here," he said, and at the same time he was even closer. His fingers went to the shirt and touched my navel through it. Then he tugged a little, and I swung forward. I could still hear my breath. He licked his lips again, trapped his lower lip under his teeth without baring them. Bored a hole into my eyes, making me drop my gaze. 
His fingers worked under the shirt, swept across my belly, and then dipped - hesitantly at first, almost like they were asking for permission - into the very tippy-top of the hem of the short shorts. He tugged on this, pulling the material away from my navel.
"You smell good," he said, and there was no question for either of us what he meant by that: he wasn't talking sweat, and he wasn't talking lavender-scented deodorant.
His head swiveled to look behind us, down the long corridor that led out to the foyer and the exit. While he glanced that way, he moved his lips together and grinned, and his fingers went further into my shorts. 
And I didn't stop him. At all.
I didn't even try to. I was acutely aware of the heat of his fingers, of the strong wiry shape of them as they grazed, lower and lower, making their way into my shorts. 
Jenna's shorts.
"You sure you gotta run outta here?" His hips were moving closer to mine. His body language had changed, and I failed to understand how. He was just moving in more, possessively. I found myself stepping backward - one tiny step, and not one that was entirely about avoiding him or getting away. 
"I'm not like Jenna," I whispered, when he leaned closer and his forehead touched mine. Both our eyes were directed downward. 
"Mmm-hmm," he was saying, as his fingers made their way down. "I know that." 
I was stepping backward. My back was against the closing door, pushing it back into the locker room. He looked to his left again, scanning the hallway. Back to me, over my shoulder. 
"Looks empty in here."
I closed my eyes. When I opened them we were a little more inside. 
"I can't, uh... I'm not Jenna," I mumbled. But by then his left hand had come up to my neck, fingers at the back, thumb against the hollow of my throat. His right hand was turning, fingers seeking out my pussy. 
"I know that, baby. You ain't Jenna. That's okay." 
We were in the locker room now. His fingers had found their way to my slit and so he knew how wet I was. His mouth twisted with that knowledge, and something flared in his eyes. Pressure from his fingertips at the base of my skull and then his lips were very close to mine. I locked my eyes on his and couldn't look away. 
For a moment we hovered there, the air between us heating up. We were both breathing heavily. Only his fingers moved, and they moved slowly, slipping into my slit at the top and then gliding in, toward the ridge of my clit. 
I shuddered. 
"Better say something now, sweet thing, you want me to stop," he said, and his tone was equally warning and promise. He didn't give me long to answer. "No?" he said, nearly in a whisper. 
I was staring at his lips now. His finger stroked the nerve bundle at the face of my engorged clit and the ripple of pleasure went from my tailbone to the base of my skull and I felt my head shaking rapidly left and right. Quickly, noncommittally, no. 
"No," he said. A smile. A step backward for me, his teeth sinking slowly into my lower lip. Movement in his torso as he used his foot to push the door closed faster. The hand on my neck slipped away, but as it did, the hand in my shorts slipped two fingers inside me and curled them to pin me there. Like a fish on a hook. 
His left arm went back to lock the door, finding it as if he had done this before. 
And he probably had. 
"I don't - what if someone....?" 
"Shhhhh, what if someone, what? I'm just givin' you a taste of the real thing, girl. You want it, don't you? I know you do. I seen how much you want it." He was guiding me smoothly to the sink counter. And I was going with him. 
From there I didn't offer any resistance: I felt hypnotized. His left hand tugged on one side of my shorts, then the other. He felt for panties but all I could feel at that point was his fingers in my pussy, pulling outward, and his thumb, stroking my clit. "You tighter than Jenna," he said, and his hands acquired a new urgency. "Take off them shorts."
But he didn't move his hand. So I shimmied out of them, and once they were free of my left leg, he lifted me by the pussy - gripping me to slide me up the counter and get part of my ass on the surface. His other hand pushed me backward until I was against the mirror, my neck at a strange angle. Then it went to my waist - all the while, his right hand was inside me and massaging my pussy. He lifted the shirt and then pushed up the bra, twisting the two materials together to prop them in gnarled rope across the top of my tits. 
He slipped his hand out of my pussy and brought his fingers to his mouth, sucking my juices off with a grotesque motion that under any other circumstances I would have found repulsive. Then he used both arms to push his shorts down. 
Still mesmerized, I sat there, head and shoulders against the mirror, with my legs spread open. My eyes went to his cock and I gave nothing else a single thought after that. 
It was big, and by that I mean: gigantic. Thicker, longer, and more gnarled than one on the guy from the other day. James' was pinker: the crown was particularly light, but the darkness and enormity of it pushed out every last bit of inhibition or rational thought I may have had left. 
My hands were at my sides, keeping me from sliding. I opened my legs wider, as if he had asked me to. My neck was tilting my head to look at him as he approached me, and I did. He used his fingers to guide the bulb of his crown to my slit, and he ran it up and down the length of it, making me gasp each time he ran over my clit. 
He seized my thighs suddenly. Wrapping his fingers around them, near to the crease of my thigh, palms pressed against the inner sides, fingers digging into my flesh. He looked into my eyes, and I felt his cock line up at my hole. 
A grin.
And then he pushed inside me. Fast, rough. My eyes flew open and I stared as he leaned away so I could watch the thickness of his dick sinking into my pussy. A sharp pain marked his entrance, but it subsided quickly. I could feel my pussy spasming around his cock, twitching and throbbing, out of my control. It felt so good to have the ache reactivated, to feel the soreness brought back to life. 
He stayed in deep for a moment, grunting in pleasure as he wriggled side to side and up and down - with his cock in as deep as it would go. Which was plenty deep: I was feeling places I didn't feel when Mark fucked me. He was reaching the end of my canal, bumping against my cervix. 
"How that feel?" he grunted, now panting with desire. I felt his cock twitch inside me. "You ready to go? Ready to get it? Hmm?" He slowly fucked me for a few strokes. "How you want it, Jenna's sister? Slow like this?" He seized my hair and thrust hard and deep a few times. "Or you wanna get fucked and take it?"
The door smashed against the lock. I froze, but James kept fucking me slowly. The door went against the deadlock. 
"It's locked... hey what the...? I don't know." Another push. "It's locked!" 
I stared at the door, alarmed. When I looked back at James he was admiring his cock as he slowly inched it out of my pussy, a grin on his face. He looked up at me, then over at the door, then back at what he was doing. 
"Don't worry about that," he said smoothly. Back at the door. "She gonna have to find someone."
"To do -" I began, but he put his fingers to my lips - not covering my mouth, just touching them. He was slowly moving his head side to side. 
"We gonna have to make this quick," he said. 
I nodded.
And so he began fuck me hard. I stared at his cock, shiny with cum, sliding out and then in, and pretty soon I started to see stars at the corners of my vision, and then he was clamping down on my mouth for a few moments while I came. Still fucking me hard, making my legs jerk with too much intensity concentrated on my clit. 
When he came, he had my ponytail in his fist and he had jerked my head so that my face was tilted up at him, and he was looking down into my eyes when he grunted and his seed filled my pussy. 
A grin.
Then he slipped out of me, pulled up his shorts, and pulled me by my shoulder to standing. 
"Better get in the shower," he said, unlocking the door and slipping out. "I still gonna call you, Jenna's sister." His eyes went to my pussy, he intoned an approving sound, and then he was gone. 
I didn't know what this meant right away: get in the shower. 
But then I saw him scurrying away, remembered that someone had tried the door, and I decided to be locked in the shower stall when they came back to find it unlocked and the whole place smelling like sex. 
"Huh," I heard them saying, over the splashing water as I stood in the stall, letting the water run over me and not believing what I'd just done. Images of James's cock swimming in my head, my pussy sore and throbbing. "I could have sworn it was... well, thanks anyway, I guess."    
A titter of laughter, the voices of two very young women, marveling at how the door really had seemed like it was locked. 
I stayed in the shower until they went away, feeling the contours of my pussy and thinking about black cock. 

      ***I'd phoned Jenna from the car, after pulling over in a lot, after driving a few miles and realizing that I wasn't paying any attention to driving. I ran a totally red light before that. 
I had my hand on my forehead when Jenna lazily picked up the phone. "Jenna," I croaked. 
"Oh, my God," Jenna said, half laughing, half admonishing. "What did you do?" 
Was it that obvious? I straightened up, wiping off my face, and looked out the windshield. "How did you even hear about this?" 
"Look," Jenna said, laughing, playfully swatting at someone off-camera. She was outside, somewhere where it was already starting to get dark, walking with her phone. "What are you even doing? Of course I heard about it. He called me first thing this morning." 
"Wait, what?" I said, snapping back to the camera. 
Jenna was shaking her head, gloriously tossing her hair and smiling. Loving being herself, trying to get attention. Someone hooted at her from what seemed like a passing car and she waved, smiling. 
"Oh yeah," Jenna affirmed, turning her attention back to me. "He called me right after - what are you wearing?"
"Who? Who called you?"
"Uh... Luther...." But Jenna was computing as she spoke. She stopped dead in her tracks. Her hair cascaded forward, carried by the wind and her sudden change in speed. Strands blew into the camera and she disappeared for a second. When she was back on the screen, her mouth was open in gleeful horror. "Did you - are you?" She squinted and moved her camera closer to her face. 
I moved the phone so she couldn't see me, and she let out a peal of laughter. "Oh my god," I heard her saying, and it seemed to an off-camera person. "My sister is such a slut! You are such a slut, Lars. I'm so proud of you -"
"I have to go," I said, and then hung up. I wasn't able to deal with Jenna right now - especially if she had an audience. There were two speeds to Jenna, both of them fast. But if someone was listening to her talk to me, or talk about sex, she was intolerable.
She called me back - sans video. 
"Okay, listen," she said, still laughing. "No one else is here."
It sounded quieter where she was now. 
"Tell me what you did!" she shrieked, to my silence. "I mean, you did Luther. But who else?"
"Oh, God, Jenna... I don't know. I, uh... it just happened."
"Are you at Bae's?"
I didn't answer. I nodded, but of course she couldn't see that.
"Was it James?"
I pressed my lips together. 
"And Luther?!!!!" Jenna let out a squeal. Then she was quiet. "Wow, Lars. I am... I am really... proud of you." I thought I heard her giggle a little. "I love that guy's cock."
I didn't know how to explain to Jenna that I didn't really want to talk to her about this stuff. I couldn't even understand why I'd called her.
I just wanted to do it. I suppose if I really dig deep, the explanation for that was something like... I'd always looked down on Jenna a little for being a slut, and I didn't really want to have to change that. Even though it was just a private thought, one I didn't share with anyone... I still wanted to have it. And if I just pretended to be Jenna while she was out of town, it was like it wasn't me. I could still have my responsible life and reputation, and be the twin who had made better choices. 
But also experience the fun of being Jenna.
And it was fun. 
So I let Jenna talk, but what I was really thinking about was myself. How I just wanted to keep doing what I was doing, and getting away with it. A vacation from being Laura. So while Jenna talked, I mostly thought about what I was going to wear, how I was going to feel walking around in her clothes, flipping my hair the way she does, saying "yes" to things I would usually say "no" to. 
And teasing Mark about them.
I liked that, too. 


      ***I don't know why I didn't tell him what I did with James in the Bae's locker room. 
I was planning to. 
But he seemed so excited about me going out, that I didn't want to burst his bubble. 
I also just... wanted to keep the secret. Partly because of Jenna's reaction. Partly because of me wanting to pretend I was Jenna, and leaving out a detail like "I fucked a guy in the locker room at the gym today, without a condom, and we almost got caught, and my pussy is really sore but I'm going out to meet him again tonight..." was something Jenna would do. 
When Mark first got to Jenna's place, he was all about this game. I got into it, and ideas sprang up in my head. Kinky ideas, ideas I didn't know the source of. 
Clean up after the cat while I'm gone?
It was pretty perverted. But I could tell that he liked it, and that gave me a little thrill. It was like taking a huge swig of strong wine for the very first time: it went to my head. The more it went to my head, the more creative I got.
I asked him to put on the thigh-high stockings I found among Jenna's things (she had so many kinds of stockings and lingerie sets it made my head spin). I primped and posed in front of the mirror, with him sitting behind me, eyes on my ass, mouth practically hanging open with drool coming out of it. 
Like guys had always done for Jenna.
Why hadn't I ever acted like this? I couldn't remember now. I guess it had seemed mean, but judging by Mark's reaction, he liked it very much. His cock was hard and he was staring at me, encouraging me, letting me go out the door.
I was planning to tell him just before I left. I really was. I was planning on letting him feel me up, put his fingers inside me and feel for himself that I had sex that afternoon. I knew he would like it.
So why didn't I?
Something changed. Something in the vibe. He was so into it when I told him to clean while I was out, but somewhere along the way he became distracted by something. Was it a regret? Was he having second thoughts? He seemed disturbed as he sat on the edge of the bed, helping me choose my outfit. But he kept doing it, and his cock was hard, and his eyes couldn't be peeled away from me. 
"How do I look?" I asked him, putting a hand on my hip.
His attention came back from wherever it had wandered. "Hot. So hot. You look... so hot." 
"You're still okay with this?" I said, meeting his eyes. "You still want me to go out and do this?"
There was no hesitation before his nod. He agreed enthusiastically. But his right hand went up to his scalp and scratched it, very quickly, as his eyes went to the side. 
It was a tell of his. Something else was on his mind. There was a "but" in this arrangement. 
I raised my eyebrows. Twisted my hips. Turned and walked toward him. 
The doubt seemed to flicker out of his eyes. I put my knee on the bed between his legs, my patella grazing the hard lump in his pants. His hands went to my thigh and up the short skirt until his fingertips reached the lace border. Then they started to meander separately, the left going under my ass, the right dropping to the sharp spike of the heel of Jenna's fuck-me shoes. 
He was staring into my abdomen. Again, this flicker of worry or doubt washed over him.
I put my hands on his shoulders and forced him to look up at me by pushing gently on them. "There's nothing else? No other... you know? Second thoughts?"
As I asked this question my pulse started to race. I could feel my heart in my chest. It was a perverse kind of thrill - the anticipation of him saying something bad, telling me I couldn't do it, that he'd changed his mind. Would I keep my secret about James this afternoon, if that's what he did? 
I didn't know. But I was getting a rush from just thinking about the deception. I both loved it and hated it. 
"No second thoughts," he told me. 
But there was still something there, in the back of his mind. I could see it.
"But...?" I prompted. 
Maybe he was telling me the truth when he said, "No 'but.' I promise." It seemed true.
But I couldn't help but notice the hesitation, the catch in his throat, just before he said it. 
It was a tiny thing. 
But it was enough to make me leave without telling him about what had happened with James already.
And it was just enough to plant a seed in my mind, one that would get me thinking. So that by the time I got to James that evening, I had blown the whole thing out of proportion in my mind. 
Maybe that's why I was almost out for revenge of some kind even before I found James: I was primed. And maybe that's why it all got so out of control.     






  
  Chapter five

Iended up not telling her about Jenna's videos. 
As soon as she left, I regretted that decision. 
There was no way to take it back, though. 
I hadn't wanted to interrupt her hot - hot dress-up games. The way she was teasing me. I didn't want to breathe, lest I upset the delicate balance of her hot ideas and cosplaying as Jenna. I was getting what I had wanted forever. I was getting bells and whistles: she was taking her femdom shtick to new levels. Asking me to clean. It was hot. 
But something changed there at the end, right before she left. She knew I was hiding something. She kept asking me questions, like she knew something was off, and I must have faltered and tipped her off. 
But I didn't tell her. 
Was that a violation of her trust? I would have to tell her, eventually. I planned to tell her. I just wanted to put it off. I justified it to myself thusly: there was no way of her knowing when I figured it out. So why ruin a good night? 
Still, there was something funny in her tone, a little shift in the game play - the playfulness of it seemed to evaporate. It was strange. It made my palms sweat. I obsessed about it after she left. I thought about calling her back.
But in the end, lust won over: she was in these high, high heels. Black, ankle-height boots with sharp heels. Thigh-high stockings with black lace trim, black underwear, a black dress that slithered around her form, both tight and loose, the front and back dipping so low that she had no bra on. And she was going out to meet James, the black man from Bae's. She was channeling Jenna. 
At the door she looked like she would ask me one more time (are you sure everything's all right?). I willed her silently not to do that: if she did, I would crack. I would tell her about Jenna's videos. And then she would probably lose her shit, and not go out. 
Her mouth was open, like she would ask me the question.
And then she snapped it closed. She smiled. She leaned in and got her lips very close to mine, jerking her head a little when I went in for a kiss. 
"Lipstick," she whispered. 
And got close again - close enough that I could sense the thick, oily substance of her lipstick in my throat, but not touching. "I love you."
Her lips were red-orange; she'd used Jenna's makeup. As she strolled to the elevator, she looked like Jenna. Not my wife, just Jenna, from head to heels. 
I closed the door. 
And stood there for a while. What kind of night awaited me? Just minutes ago, I had been looking forward to a night of tidying Jenna's apartment with an erection, doing my wife's bidding while she was out at a club with a black man she planned to fuck. Waiting for her to return. Waiting to see her pussy split open, red and raw, oozing with cum, while she told me about the big, black cock she'd welcomed between her legs. 
But now, I was bogged down by this video.
And even more bogged down by the fact that it, also, was very hot in its own way. My wife, caught in the act of masturbating with a black dildo, by her twin sister, who had put it on the internet without Laura's permission. (Or so I believed). 
My cock was so hard it felt like it would split, and I had choices before me: watch the video, or clean the apartment while my wife had fun fucking another man. 
Naturally, I planned to do both. But, like a feast spread out on a table, I was at a loss for where to start.
I went with the video.

      ***One thing I had to hand to Jenna: she knew how to sell to her audience. 
She knew how to edit a video, and she knew how to dangle irresistible smut to her OnlyFans account followers. Sure, she was skirting the boundaries of legality and amillion other things - definitely ethics, morality, sisterhood - but that was Jenna all the way. 
The title was, of course, a clever lure: as far as I knew (and I knew a lot), Jenna had never revealed that she had a twin sister to her fan base. Here, she had managed to use it for maximum value: casually mentioning it, casually mentioning that her sister was house sitting, implying that something had happened while she was there. 


[image: ]
Tip $25 and DM me “TWIN TROUBLE” for the full video (it gets wild). #twinfantasy #caughtoncamera #sistersinsin #toystash #voyeurvibes #naughtytwin #PPVdrop

The free content was clips of Laura walking around in Jenna's apartment, looking into her cupboards. Then in the closet of dildos. Her taking them out, putting them back in, closing the door. 
There were a few things I knew about Jenna's OnlyFans: one, she had farmed the entire thing - other than her own videos and pictures - out to AI. So Jenna's "girlfriend experience" was just a chatbot delivering nasty tidbits and pictures from a stash Jenna kept on hand.
This knowledge enabled me to feel confident sending Jenna a tip and requesting "TWIN TROUBLE" without Jenna having any idea it was me. And Laura finding out that I'd spent more money on her sister's OnlyFans was a secondary concern: I now could proclaim that I was protecting Laura's interests. 
Which I was.
But I would be lying if I told you that was my only interest.   
At any rate, thanks to Jenna's tech know-how, I was delivered the goods within seconds. 
Jenna had sewn videos of Laura from the kitty-cam in the kitchen/living area, and in the bedroom (oh boy) to create a narrative that I begrudgingly had to admit was masterful. Opening scenes of Laura - who looked exactly like Jenna, of course, but who was dressed in her conservative jeans and shirt - doing ordinary things. Watering a plant. Looking for the cat. Opening all of Jenna's cupboards. It whetted the appetite of any living male. Was she Jenna, pretending to be her own twin? Or was there something different about her?
A searing pain spread out in my chest as I contemplated how many men might be watching this video, scrutinizing my wife as she walked around Jenna's apartment. Was it really a twin sister? they would ask themselves, zooming in on her breasts, her ass, her mouth... peeling away the layers of detail to uncover the truth. 
I shuddered.
The next clip showed Laura opening a wardrobe in Jenna's "sexy room" - closing the dildo closet quickly, as though embarrassed. There was no sound, but she brought her hand to her mouth. By then, I was riveted, and I knew every other man would be. 
This was followed by a clip of Laura sitting in the living room, face aghast. It looked as though she was pondering the dildos. (who knew if this had even taken place in the same order she was presenting it in... Jenna had definitely spent some time editing this). 
And then... Laura going back (or so Jenna made it seem). Taking them out again. Looking around (even though she was alone), finger to her lips, nervous. Getting on her phone - 
It was like a record scratch. Getting on her phone? For what? Did Laura watch porn? 
I had no idea. It was impossible to see. But as she held it in her hand and looked at it, whatever it was, she began to slide her underwear down, one hip at a time. She pulled them until they slipped down to her knees from under her dress - and then she shook her legs to get them to the floor. 
She turned to sit on the bed, facing Jenna's full-length mirrors on the opposite wall. She opened her legs, the phone in one hand, her attention on it... the other hand holding the dildo, but more like a woman re-reading a recipe with a rolling pin in her hand than anything else. 
The stark reality of it - this was undoubtedly not Jenna, who could never in a million years have acted out this much hesitancy and unfamiliarity with her own dildos. Jenna, if staging this, would have let us see right up that skirt to confirm that there was indeed a patch of blonde hair there, and no tattoos. Jenna would have watched the dildo sliding in, right from the get-go. Jenna would have shaken her head like a woman in a 1950's cleaning supplies commercial as she poured lube all over the top of it with a gloved hand - but not Laura. 
Laura was inept at internet porn production (and she didn't know that she was being filmed). She stroked the dildo absent-mindedly, occasionally looking down at it as though she was pondering what to do with it. She kept staring at her phone. She looked at herself one last time, and then at the dildo. Then she fell backward on the bed, scooted up (away from the delightful porny possibilities of the mirror), let her phone fall away, and stared at the ceiling as she slowly slipped the dildo inside her. Her mouth fell open. She got it inside and then she paused, only her chest rising and falling.
She closed her eyes, and then she started to fuck herself with it.
This happened slowly at first, and then she really started hammering it. 
It was not an especially good view of any of it: her legs were open but she had left her dress on, and the fabric fell between her knees to obscure the dildo plunging in and out. It was still hot, it was sizzlingly voyeuristic (I suppose because it was also authentically so), and it was because of its amateurish quality that it was so hot. 
And then, it actually became hotter. Surprising me more than it probably surprised anyone else, Laura suddenly lifted her head, using her free hand to smash the pillows underneath her neck and kick herself backward to the headboard so that her neck was tipped at an angle to watch the dildo. She craned her neck to look at herself, the dress now down at her waist.
The viewer had no such fortune: Laura was not staging this, so her leg blocked the view we all wanted: the black dildo, stretching her pussy open, slamming in and out of her cunt.
But because she was looking at it, mouth open, sweat gathering at her temples, arteries straining beneath her skin as she grew closer and closer... it was even more savory than if we all could have seen right in there. 
It was only as she lay, collapsed on the bed, after tilting her head back and shuddering with an obvious orgasm, that I was hit again with the cold, terrifying reality of a possibility I hadn't thought of until that moment: Jenna could have, and maybe would post, video of me and Laura. 
I watched to the end, which thankfully wasn't that much longer, and did not include me. 
I dropped the phone and stared into space. 
It's difficult to describe what was going through my head: no thought was complete. It was a snarl of ideas, fears, rage, and lust - and it was all taking up space I didn't want to cede at that moment. I wanted to be thinking about Laura's date. About the black lace trim of her stockings being seized by James, about how she was out there, right now, looking to find some more black cock. 
I was supposed to be tidying Jenna's house while she was out. 
The end of the video asked me:
Do you want more? 
DM me what you want to see, baby. You know I'll try to make it happen. But the bigger the tip, the harder I work ;)
My head swam, and it was in a swamp of filth. 
You can easily see my predicament: even supposing I concluded that I needed to tell Laura about this, the immediate question would beg itself: how did I find out about it?
But there would also be the age-old dilemma that any man who loves a woman with an awful sister faces: did I want to get in the middle of this sister-fight? How much was Jenna screwing Laura over - ethically, but also financially? I had little doubt that this would generate a ton of cash for Jenna (there was no way to know how much she made except to ask her, but since she was in Dubai getting plastic surgery right now, and she had a multitude of cars, gym memberships, and this expensive apartment, I could surmise that it was plenty). Was Laura getting screwed out of money she really should be making, herself?
I couldn't believe I was even thinking like that. I was sure I was supposed to be more upset about her honor. 
I cringed as I thought about my co-workers, whose love of Jenna's OnlyFans had always been a guilt-free titillation for me: it was exactly like they were looking at my wife, but without it actually being her.  Now it was obvious that they had seen my actual wife. Now the humiliation was real. 
My stomach twisted with cold and not entirely unpleasant pain. Real, real, real. This was all real. Laura was really out right now, looking for James, planning to fuck him.  
An obvious step in the right direction would be to call Jenna and find out what was going on. 
But my cock was hard. My reasoning skills were weak, having been attacked on all sides like this, lacking much blood supply. 
I would never admit this to Laura, and so I would never admit to anyone:
I opted to watch the video again. 


      ***I don't know. I don't know what series of thoughts, each like a hamster wheel of bad choices that happened to be sexually delicious and feeding my fantasies, led me to talk to Jenna first. 
I made the mistake (I blame the erotic fog) of sending Jenna a DM:
It's your BIL. Call me NOW


But all I got was a canned AI response: 
I'd love to call you, baby, but I'm not anywhere I can talk. You have to understand, I have so many fans... my throat would get so dry talking to them all. But I can text you anytime. Do you want that? Text me THE GFE and I'll tell you (and show you) anything you want. Xoxoxo Jenna


Of course. 
I went through my phonebook: I didn't have Jenna's number, because I didn't have any reason to have it. Only Laura did. 
I stewed, resentful that this was taking up too much of the time I'd been planning to enjoy stewing about something else entirely.  
My wife was out on a date in fuck-me heels. She was willing to go all the way, she was playing games with me and I loved them. She seemed to want black cock as much as I wanted her to want it. I had everything I had ever fantasized about at the tips of my fingers... and then Jenna.
I couldn't very well text Laura and ask her for Jenna's number. Not without some heavy explaining, and some possible upsetting of the best apple cart I'd ever imagined passing my way. I also couldn't tell her about any of this without telling her about Jenna's betrayal of her - and I didn't want to be the one telling her about that (and then there was the matter of me having to explain how I found out about any of THAT). 
But I couldn't not tell Laura about it.
And it really fucking rankled me that Jenna was making money - probably hand over fist - off of Laura like this. 
She'd probably make more. 
I stared at the ceiling with a very hard dick for a long time, but in the end, I pride myself on being (moderately speaking) a man of action. So I got up, and started cleaning the apartment.
Which was not nearly as thrilling as it had originally promised to be.   
But in the end, it was good for me: an idea developed for circumventing all those problems. 
Fishing a marker and piece of paper in Jenna Lexxx's apartment is no easy feat, I'll start by saying that. But I did. And I wrote to her, just before I made a big deal out of cleaning in the sexy room - and looking for the camera that was in there.
I held my sign up for a good, long couple of minutes (who knew how fast Jenna could read?) just before I put tape over it. 
And then I did my best to get back in the moment with the thing I was most interested in: wondering what my wife was doing with "James."






  
  Chapter six

Ididn't have a "date" with James. At all. I had his number, and I hadn't used it since the afternoon. 
The thing was, I didn't want James to get a bigger head than he already seemed to have. Yes, I wanted his cock. Yes, I told my husband about it, and my husband wanted me to fuck James. 
But I wasn't committed to letting James know just how much I wanted that.
So what was my plan? 
I got a cab, thinking inspiration would come to me if I just headed downtown. 
"Hey," I said, to the driver, who was still fiddling with something up front and hadn't looked at me. "Do you know where a place called the Red Light is?" 
His eyes went up to the mirror immediately. And in all the time I've read the expression "did a double-take," I never really knew what it meant. Until that moment. His eyes jiggled and then went haywire, before fixating again on me. 
"Red Light?" he said, and then started nodding excessively. "Okay. Okay sure, Red Light. Makes sense. Here we go." 
But it was weird. His demeanor was all over the place. And his eyes kept wandering to the mirror. 
For a few minutes, I just assumed it was because I was dressed like Jenna: slutty, probably offensively for his culture. And Jenna was hot, so I was hot... men probably lost it around her all the time. 
I didn't know how Jenna put up with all this attention: it was one thing to have lots of very fit, hot black men coming up and picking me up off the street. 
It was another entirely to think about all the men like this cab driver - who was not an ogre, but was pretty old, pretty thin, Middle Eastern, and pretty creepy - acting like this.
And then it hit me: maybe he recognized her. Maybe he was a subscriber.
How could she deal with this? So many men recognizing her and looking at her like this all the way to wherever she wanted to go?
Jenna probably didn't take cabs, I reasoned. 
But this guy's eyes started freaking me out. Suddenly, all the fun I'd been having as Jenna seemed to open up into a dark abyss: there were men everywhere who had seen Jenna's OnlyFans. Men who had pretty much seen me doing whatever it was that Jenna did on there - because to them, it was one and the same.
And I realized: I had no idea what men had seen on Jenna's OnlyFans page. I didn't even know how OnlyFans worked, to be honest. Like, sure, I knew it was porn. I knew Jenna fucked black guys, and I assumed she did some wild stuff. 
But that was all I really knew: the conversations in marriage therapy had centered on the "why" of my husband watching Jenna's OnlyFans, not the "what."
The driver's eyes kept going back to me, and I kept thinking about all of that. 
"Hey, you know what?" I said, hoping my voice wasn't shaking. "Can you actually just take me to the, uh..." I glanced around, searching desperately for something I recognized. "This... bank here, I need to stop actually."
"Here?"
"Yep."
He turned his face toward me. His eyes went all over my body. "I wait here." 
"Uh, no," I said, maybe too quickly. I fished out a twenty, which was over the fare and more than I wanted to tip, but I didn't ask for change. "No, that's fine, I'm going to be a while and then I'll just... stroll."
He blinked. "Red Light is long way away. You can't walk this far. I wait for you."
I could see that he was just seconds from telling me he was a fan. "Uh... thank you so much, really. I know. But, um..." I waved my phone in my hand. "Something's come up." 
"No, no, no no problem," he began.
"I'm not coming back," I said, and jumped out. 
In the lobby of the bank I shoved my bank card into an ATM and didn't look behind me. I saw the cab slide away in the reflection of the window. 
Okay. 
Okay maybe I was overreacting. I took out some money and fidgeted a long time putting it into my purse.
I summoned an Uber. At least that way, the driver would have his reputation to protect. 


      ***The Uber driver was not fazed by my request to go to the Red Light, and for whatever reason, he mostly kept his eyes on the road. This was what I had wanted, but the Uber driver was an attractive, younger man, so I felt a little deflated by it as well. 
I felt out of my depth when I got out of the Uber: I had gone to a handful of clubs in my life, and they hadn't been anything like this. There was a line going down the block, and the people at the doorway were openly pleading with the bouncers to let them in. 
That was not the kind of club I'd gone to in the past, dragged there by university friends. 
I reminded myself, as I stepped out, that I was Jenna. 
Jenna probably never went anywhere alone, though.
I took my phone out, just because I wanted it to look like I was trying to find people. I took a few steps, swiping the screen around through my messages, thinking about how I could extricate myself with some grace. I toyed with the idea of texting James, but my pride prevented me from doing it: I'd wait until I was actually in the club, with someone else to talk to -
"Hey, whoa, whoa, whoa," a male voice called out, when I was no more than a few feet past the doorway. I was slowly walking (fake typing as I did) toward the distant end of the line. "You. Blondie. Where you goin'?" 
My phone-hand wrist went limp and I looked back to see a bouncer - a large, typical bouncer, black - clapping his palm open and closed in my direction. 
I was on the verge of losing my composure. My mouth was open, I felt like I was frozen. 
This was typical: where Jenna was a barn-storming, attention-grabbing, center-of-everything type of person, I was content to be a wallflower and wait in line, and I spent most of my time hoping no one would talk to me. I got nervous in situations like this. 
I forgot my Jenna persona and started to lift my hand in the direction of the end of the line. "I was going to -"
"You all by yourself?" he barked at me. His face was serious. 
"I... well..." I looked down at my phone again. The people in line at this club were all hot, and they tittered in groups, watching the interaction. I wasn't sure what to do here: lie, or tell the truth. 
I tilted the phone side to side. "I'm just..." I said, and didn't finish. Let him read into that whatever he wanted. 
"Damn," he said, shaking his head. "Hell no. Get on up here." He was still flapping his hand at me. 
Quickly scanning the people in line, I could see looks of irritation on their faces. Especially the girls. 
I was pretty sure I made an ass of myself as I hesitated, headed off toward the door and then changed my mind and leaned to go to the end of the line, then changed my mind again and skittered toward the bouncer. All along trying to think of what I should be doing, or what I should say.
"I'm, um... so I have these -" I began, planning to invent some "friends" and a mumbled excuse for whatever it was I was doing wrong here, which I wasn't entirely sure of. 
"Girl," he said, unclicking the velvet barrier and waving me toward him, while his eyes went up and down my body. "Don't make my job any harder than it have to be. You got friends? They look like you? I'm gonna get them in the door." He put a hand on the bare middle of my back - very gently - nudging me toward another bouncer, who was frowning at IDs. He continued to push me by his fingertips right past this man - which, to be fair, I was obviously not underage, but it smarted a little. 
I was opening my mouth again, but he kept on talking. "My job is get the hot women into the club in an e-fficient manner. So don't be makin' my job hard. Okay?" 
We went through a velvet curtain, so long it was piled up on the floor, and the sound of the club - and the red light of it - encased me. 
"Tell your friends - if they hot - get up front talk to Martin, that's me."
I stood there, unsure if I was supposed to tip this guy or what. 
He looked me up and down again, shook his head, and threw the curtains over his shoulders with two hands like it was his own cape. "Okay who wants to get in this club now?" he yelled on his way out. The end of his sentence was muffled by the curtain folding around him and the light. 
I was in a black-painted corridor with several tight turns. The light was violently red. I got a lot of evil eyes from women, and predatory looks from men. Loud R&B swallowed me up with each step. 
There were a lot of black guys here - more than the population average - and a smattering of very hot and very scary black women. Not enough to make me feel wholly outnumbered or completely out of place, but enough to notice. 
I looked back at the crack of light at the entrance and decided there was no way I was getting past Martin so soon after I came inside. I was also keying into the fact that I had just cut the line at a club - or rather, been plucked out of it. All courtesy of Jenna. 
Once inside, where I could see the dance floor and the second storey, where mostly men were perched with drinks looking down at the dancers (and down their plunging necklines), I realized I had no idea what to do. I edged to the bar, but I noticed that people were getting out of my way. 
And men were openly staring at me. 
Ogling me. Openly conveying their openness to fucking me. 
Unlike with the cab driver, though, this just kind of filled me up with a confident buoyancy. By the time I'd crossed over to the bar, I was gliding, enjoying myself. Enjoying being Jenna. 
And I didn't have to wait long. My phone was still in my hand, because I'd been so confused about what to do and concentrating so much on looking confident doing it, that I hadn't even put it away. It vibrated, announcing a text message. 
The bartender dropped everything to take my drink order. I stared back at him for a second or two, my mind suddenly utterly blank. I couldn't think of a single alcoholic drink. 
"Whiskey sour," I stammered, because it was the first thing that came to mind. "Please," I added, with a smile. 
The bartender was an attractive, very tall white guy with a huge beard. His eyes twinkled and he shrugged at me, but he was smiling. "If you say so," he yelled. "You want an extra cherry, too?"
"Yeah, okay," I said. I wondered if I was getting myself into something there. 
I looked down at my phone. James's number was in my phone from our earlier exchange, but not as a contact. I only recognized the text we'd exchanged earlier. 
His latest read:
That you or your sister I'm lookin at


I stared at it. My drink was getting poured right in front of me. I watched over the edge of my phone. I regretted my choice immensely: but it was really just a prop. Still, why hadn't I thought of a more normal drink? 
I looked up and around me: James must be here? But I couldn't see anything in the light. The entire club was still bathed in red, even though there were a lot of flashing lights for the dance floor. I fished a twenty out for the drink, and handed it to the bartender, who seemed surprised. 
Me I think 


I typed to James. The bartender put three dollars on the bar for change.
Jesus.
I waved it away and resolved to have nothing else all night. Who could pay for this kind of extortion? 
"Sorry," I added, as he frowned and scooped up the change. I realized I should have just told him to keep it from the start, but seriously who expected a single drink to be $17?
Now what? 
A man with his hands in his pockets was looking straight at me when I turned around. His eyes went up and down, then lingered on my chest. "You here all alone, baby?" 
James appeared next to him very suddenly, his long and sculpted arm out straight to the side to push the guy back a little by the chest. He bent his elbow and lifted his hand to the man's face, his middle finger raised. "Man, get the fuck outta here," he said.
A frisson of fear prickled through my interior, but I very quickly saw that James and this guy were at least acquaintances. The guy James shoved was grinning at James with his teeth clamped and shaking his head. James leaned back and started saying something to him I couldn't hear. They were both bobbing their heads. 
Then the guy's eyes went wide. 
Then James slapped him on the cheek twice, in a condescending but friendly way, and the man's dark eyes went one more time to me - very wide now. His grin grew. 
James planted his very large hand - fingers spread, networking across his entire chest - and pushed the man behind him. But he turned the opposite way as he closed in on me, grinning broadly, nodding, and exchanged a sly smile with the guy. 
"Takin' care of the riff-raff for you, baby." James smiled. His eyes also went to my breasts. Back to my eyes, but in a sticky way: it was obvious he'd rather be looking at my tits. "What you doin' here? Jenna's sister?" 
I glared at him. "Laura," I said. 
"I know baby. Laura." He grinned again, and leaned in toward me. His hand slid around my ribcage, right at the fold of my breast, where a bra strap would have been if I had been wearing one. Pinching me between his thumb and the rest of his (very large) hand, he moved closer to me while forcing me to move backward and to the left, into a corner with an abandoned table with no stools around it. His thumb swept up and over the bare skin pouring from the plunge of Jenna's dress. 
He smelled good. He was wearing a snazzy shirt, and his skin looked almost true black in the dark red light. "You comin' back for more?" He drank in my tits, then shifted his attention to my drink. "Baby, what the fuck kinda white girl drink is that?"
I could see over his shoulder that the man he'd pushed aside was mingling with some guys and looking in our direction. Something he said made them react with vigorous head shakes and a round of hand slapping. He looked away when he saw me looking at him. 
James caught my eye and rotated his head, then turned back, smiling. "Don't mind those fools," he said. "They just findin' out. But I got dibs on you." 
He used his pointer finger to trace a line from my collarbone down to the scoop of the dress over my left breast. I felt my nipples come to life. 
I guess I wasn't sure what to say to that, which is why I just stood there smiling. I would have had myself down for the kind of girl to smack something like "dibs on you" down. 
But after all, I'd already had sex with James. And I had come here looking for him, pretty much. And our relationship - such as it was - was purely about sex. 
So what did I care if he was talking about me like I was livestock? That's pretty much how I thought about him. 
In fact, it was getting me hotted up. 
James was staring at me lecherously, grinning. I was leaning into the conversation, when something flickered in my mind, like a warning light.
"They're just finding out what, exactly?" I asked him. 
"Huh?" James was moving his hand down my ribcage, stepping in closer, getting his mouth close to mine. I could already feel his interest in me, pressing against my thigh. I suppressed a boiling shudder that threatened to shake me from head to toe. 
"They're finding out what?" I repeated, but I was grinning as James's lips got closer to mine. The same fever that had gripped me in the gym was reaching through me, like hundreds of tentacles, coursing through my body and strangling self-restraint. Igniting a base, raw desire that was located right between my legs. 
"'Bout you," James was saying, moving closer. Raw chemistry was taking over between us. I knew it was at least for me, and it seemed like James also wasn't really paying attention to what he was saying. I had already forgotten what or why I had asked him. James's hand was down to my leg now, and he was pushing me toward the wall. 
We were off a little bit out of the way of everyone, but certainly nowhere private. His body covered mine from immediate view, but with Jenna's fuck-me boots, I could see over his broad shoulder. His friends were still staring, though at least they were trying to act cool about it.
I didn't care. James's fingers were slipping under the skirt of the dress, sweeping over my thigh. I heard a pleased growl when he found the band of lace at the top of my (Jenna's) stockings. His lips brushed over my mouth but went to my ear. He licked my earlobe and I wasn't able to hide how much I liked that. "I ain't been able to put you outta my mind. That why you here? Hmmm? For the real thing?" 
At this point, I wasn't really listening to James's words. His fingers kept moving up my thigh, the music kept pounding, and the air seemed to get hotter and more humid as he closed off the space between us. A droplet of sweat formed a ball at the nape of my neck and slid down the curve of my spine just as his finger slipped under the lace of my panties and into the soaked folds of my pussy.
So there really wasn't any reason to answer him, and there really wasn't much thought going on in my head. James was an expert with his fingers, and he started finger-fucking me right there against the wall. The skirt was pushed up to my hips, my thighs bared with the lace stocking grips showing. And I didn't care. 
James leaned his head back to look down at me, and it was an intensely erotic, dominating sort of look. He was watching the effect of his fingers as he made my lips part and emit a gasp. My eyes felt glazed over, turned inward. I wasn't thinking about the dance floor or the club or the fact that James's "friends" were watching all of this over his shoulder and had to know that I was getting finger-fucked. I even met one of their gazes and simply stared right through him, thinking about the veiny underside of James's cock and how it curved upward to hit me right at the root of my clit. 
"Your pussy all swollen," James growled in my ear. Still finger-fucking me. His pleasure and the fact that my pussy was swollen, and tender, and wet, heightened my arousal and brought me closer to climax, faster. I made a noise, but I doubt he heard it over the music. The amusement on his friends' faces was fading away, turning lusty and hungry. 
I tipped my head forward as James brought me very close to the edge. Until then, my arms had been loosely at my sides, but I needed to grip something now and so I dug my fingernails into his shoulders and back and bit him through his shirt as my body shook with a raw and shattering orgasm. 
I met the eyes of the guy I'd looked at earlier, and he seemed to shudder with satisfaction as I came. 
James kept fucking me with his fingers. I tipped my head back and a shiver shook me from head to toe. I pushed the dress down and tried to push him away, but he leaned against me and mashed me against the wall, turning my head with his face so that he could whisper wetly in my ear. "Yeah, see, this how I know you ain't Jenna. That tight pussy. All swollen up. Calm down, baby, I'm gonna get you all wet and then get you goin' again before I give you what you want..." I felt his grin against my ear.
He dropped his hand to my right hand, which was just kind of hanging there, and guided it to his cock. "You feel that? You want that?" 
I stared back at him as I felt the shape of it. 
I did want it. 
My eyes drifted to his companions, who were still watching us. They had formed sort of a semi-circle. One of them sipped his drink casually. 
James followed my gaze, turning his head, and grinned as he turned back to face me. "They still think you Jenna. They ain't seen what I seen."
I stared back at him, because his cock was pulsing against my fingers and his fingers were turning the overstimulated rawness in my pussy back into need, very quickly. He curled his fingers out toward the root of my clit and made me shudder. "They ain't felt what I feel," he said, his lips going down to my neck, his hand grabbing me possessively as he moved in.
I was with it enough to recognize this as an invitation. I wasn't listening with my full powers of intellect, but I took it all to mean: they hadn't seen my wisps of blonde hair, my lack of tattoos, or felt my tighter pussy.
I stared at James and he grinned at me. The music throbbed like his fingers in my cunt, and everything seemed to swell up larger than life: the sound, the red light, the blackness of his skin, the hunger in their faces: the whole dangerous thing.
But fucking all these guys? Fucking James while they watched?
That was insane. 
"I don't think... my husband.... would like.... it very.... mu-uh....uh...very muh...." I began to say, but my words fell apart in my mouth. "If... I.... all those guys..."
"Come on," James said. There was a lot of mirth in his lips and his voice, which was odd. "You and Jenna share everything, don't you?"
"I..." 
I was disoriented. This question seemed weird, but I couldn't figure out why. "Well, not my husband," I said, tipping my head in confusion. I felt like this dirty-talk had veered clean off the map.  
James's eyebrows went up and he curled his fingers again, causing whatever ideas I was having - such as they were - to get dismantled again. 
"This ain't about him, baby. This about what you need. And I ain't talkin, you gotta step in and do them all. They just wanna see you ain't Jenna. That's all. Just let 'em see, baby, that's all."
I made a noise of hesitation. Something was off, but I didn't know what.
"Come on, baby. It's an investment. Public relations. Them nigga's too cheap to buy that video, they thinkin' it's just Jenna."
This had a sobering effect, even if I didn't know what he was talking about. This final sentence broke through the haze - not enough to shake me completely awake, but enough to focus my eyes on his, and make my mouth work.
"The video?" I asked. My mind was still on his cock, for the most part, but something wasn't entirely adding up and a small part of my still-functioning brain wanted to clarify it.
James had a hand up and over my head, and his fingers came down like a gentle claw and turned it so he could lick my face and then breathe into my ear. His cock swelled as he spoke, and his muscles twitched throughout his body. "That one where you fuckin' yourself in Jenna's bed, baby. They ain't gonna part with the cash. Think it's all some kind of scam. You know. OnlyFans girls do that shit. And I told them no, she the real deal, she got a tight pussy... no tattoos... but they ain't gonna take blud's word for it, are they?" 
I was so stunned I just stared over his shoulder, a deep freeze of realization making my limbs cease responding to me. I could put it all together: Jenna's kitty-cam, my dildo experiments, the OnlyFans page... I just couldn't make it add up. 
I couldn't even fathom what it really meant. 
James sensed something and leaned back to look at me. He cocked his head in what seemed like genuine confusion. 
"Oh. Uh... oh. Nuh-uh. Baby, you gonna tell me you genuinely ain't knowin' about this?" 
I stared at him. This, this, this... what was this? "I didn't... she didn't..." 
He tisked and his hand stroked my hair, his fingers still working at my pussy, still making me crave him. "That's some cold shit, even from Jenna, not gonna lie." He leaned in, licked my lips, bit into my lower lip. Another finger went inside me and the stretch felt good, made me shudder. "You ain't gotta let her get away with that. Do you?"
I moved my head slowly side to side.
"You just gotta get what you want."
I nodded. Part of my mind was racing with all the information he'd just given me. Jenna had uploaded a video of me. In it, I was... I cringed. What did that look like? It had not even occurred to me that Jenna would be recording things (stupid) and even less that she would do something like this. 
The thing I found bugging me the most was not that it had happened, though. It was that I didn't have any idea what it looked like. In fact, I was having a hard time keeping my mind on this at all. 
"So?" he tempted me, fingers driving deep. "Why don't we take this upstairs? Hmm?" He licked my ear, looked over his shoulder, and then back at me. "They just gonna watch, if that's what you want. They just gonna look at that pussy and see I ain't lyin' about it."
Jenna posted videos of you with a dildo online, I repeated to myself. You should be mad about that.
But no matter how I repeated this to myself, the anger couldn't rise over my lust.
My eyes were steady over James's shoulder, looking into the hungry fixation of his cohort. I imagined them staring at me the same way while I reclined somewhere, my legs spread, nothing on but my stockings, James's fingers pulling apart my pussy for them to inspect...
I heard James chuckle, because he felt the liquid pouring from between my legs. It gave him all the answer he needed. I felt the shape of his mouth change into another smile. Even the assurance in that smile - which should have infuriated me - couldn't dent my trance-like lust. 
Mark will be mad about that as soon as he finds out, my brain whispered. 
I suppose that was an effort of my better angels, but it really only fed the devil inside me. 
My eyes opened wide and a loud thump signaled a sudden intensity in my heart:
Mark.
Mark already knew about this, I realized. His hesitancy, the slight weirdness when I left... he knew. 
Which meant he was on Jenna's OnlyFans again. 
Which meant, also: he hadn't told me about this. 
All of this passed through my head in a flash. Not even a few seconds. So it was less of thought, and more like a bubble of fury. The whole time James was stroking me, plunging into the wet folds of my pussy. Driving me wild. The contours of his hard cock were pressed against me, against the crease of my thigh. 
"What's upstairs?" I said. And when I did, his cock jumped against me, and I felt a rumble of pleasure in his chest. 







  
  Chapter seven

Iwasn't sure what I had expected. I may not have spent a lot of time with Jenna, and Laura didn't talk about her that much... but you don't have to spend that much time with Jenna to know that she isn't the kind of girl to get back to you promptly. 
Even if you disable her porn cam.
So I was left with a spotless apartment that I'd cleaned to have something to do. The erotic enjoyment of it was still pretty intense, but not like it would have been if I the kitty-cam debacle wasn't hanging over my head.
I was starting to realize that I would have to tell Laura. And Laura was going to flip.
Occasionally, I let myself play out a fantasy. I really hoped it would come true. In that fantasy, Laura already knew about the video Jenna had posted. She would tell me she was disappointed in me for not telling her sooner. And then she would purr that she had a huge surprise: she had made so much money from it that I could retire. 
Sure.
I knew that was a bullshit fantasy, but I needed something to cling to while I awaited Laura's return. 
I had decided to tell Laura after I talked to Jenna. The truth about this was, I had decided to tell Laura after she came home from her adventure with James, so that I could get the pleasure, one last time, of indulging in this fantasy. Because I had a feeling that this was it: as soon as Laura found out that her pussy was on the internet, she'd be done with all of this. 
She was gone a very, very long time.
I broke, and decided to text her. I got nothing back: no response, no teasing, no anything. Until two am, when she texted me, simply:
On my way home


I have something to show you.


So Jenna, and the video, flew out of my mind. I decided to deal with the whole situation later, and enjoy whatever Laura did this evening. And then I started thinking about her pussy full of cum, and my sensibilities were overridden.
It was almost three when I heard the door beep and open. Jenna lived in an ultra-quiet apartment building - an old build that had been retrofitted with intense soundproofing. It was as silent as a tomb inside if you closed the door and didn't move. I sat up and tried to look less desperate than I was. 
She came through the door and looked right at me. The smile on her face was tainted with an emotion I didn't recognize. It was disorienting. A chill went down my spine. 
No, I thought. This was just the guilt of not telling her about the video creeping in and tainting my thoughts. 
Laura staggered a little as she walked. Then she laughed and looked down at her shoes. It was then that I could see she was fairly drunk, and that caused a twisting, coiling freeze to move inside my lower abdomen: Laura wasn't a big drinker. She'd had sex these past two times while perfectly sober. 
So what would Laura be willing to do when she was uninhibited?
Why had she done that?
She laughed as she stepped out of the very high heels she'd gotten from Jenna.
I was frozen on the couch. I didn't want to say the wrong thing, and I didn't want to say too much. Anything I said could and would be used against me once I told her - tomorrow (or later that day, I guess) - about Jenna's video. I placed my palms on my knees and rubbed them into the material. I was staring at her expectantly.
She walked, now steadier but still differently than usual, over to me. 
Good, so far. She nudged my knees with hers, looking down at me with a smile that was somehow disdainful.
Which was hot. 
I took her by the backs of the knees and tried to pull her toward me, to sit on my lap. She moved stealthily out of my grip, flicking my hands away with her knees. The expression on her face warned me off trying that again.
I didn't know what this was.
It was turning me on, but raw, cold fear was also pumping viciously in my heart. 
She gave a throaty purr from the back of her mouth, and grinned. "I did something very bad tonight," she said.
Hot. But a malignant danger seemed to be lurking in her words. 
"I'm going to take a shower," she said, and this sounded like the beginning of a longer sentence. I interrupted her.
"Don't," I said, quickly and urgently. I reached for her knees again, and she let me caress them and even move a little up her legs. As I did this, I stared at her, taking in every detail. 
The lipstick was gone. Gone-gone. Her eye shadow was smudged but no more so than a night's worth of any activity would have done. Her hair was down and a little mussed, but nothing unusual. I could smell sweat on her, and a sweet oxidized nightclub scent. Her pussy, which had gotten very wet. The scent of male cum - briny and alkaline, mingled in. 
But Laura squirreled away somehow, out of reach. She was walking backwards. "I'm going to," she said. "But I have something for you." She stepped over to the bag she'd let fall at her side when she first came in. It was tipped over, next to the shoes, and her phone had slid out. 
She picked that up, and began swiping at the screen.
She smiled while she did. And then she looked up.
"It's a video," she told me. 
Her tone was icy. She was smiling, her hips seductive and her tongue moving over her teeth in a slutty way that seemed like pure Jenna. It wasn't something I'd ever seen Laura do: it was something that Jenna did. 
Disoriented, I stared at her. 
Video.
The word itself raised my heart rate. I could actually feel all the hair on my body rise. 
I told myself - again - that my guilty conscience about not telling her what I knew about Jenna and Jenna's videos) was leading me to see things that weren't there. 
She tossed the phone at me without warning. I caught it, and Laura didn't seem particularly impressed. 
"It's cued up," she said. "Watch it while I take a shower."
I looked down at the screen. The video was cued, paused, and mostly seemed like blackness. A dark red light provided the key to figuring out the image. Somewhere in the blur it was paused on, I saw pale skin. As I thought about this, my mouth absent-mindedly produced this sentence:
"I'd rather watch... it... with... you -"
"Then wait. If you can."
I looked up at her. "I don't want you to -"
"Wait," she repeated sternly. "Or watch it alone. But I'm taking a shower."
There was very little playfulness to her voice. This was foreboding but also very hot. My brain was scattered in a million different directions. 
"Let me come," I pleaded. "Let me come with you. I'll eat your pussy while you shower."
A ripple of pleasure went through me as I imagined my wife standing in the shower, water and soap rolling down her beautiful form, my mouth clamped over her dirty pussy and my eyes burning with soap and water as she looked down at me in disdain. 
Laura seemed to like the idea: she thought about it. 
"No," she said simply. And firmly. Then she softened her tone - although malice still seemed to lurk in her words. "No, I already had someone do that."
I swallowed. "You did? You did," I said, stupidly. 
"I already had more than one person do that."
The immense silence of the apartment swallowed me whole as Laura stood there, clinically gauging my reaction. 
"Watch the video," she said.
She smiled, and then she trotted away to Jenna's bathroom. 
I remained frozen in place, one hand holding the video, my mouth hanging open. A cold brick wall had just struck my entire body, and I couldn't have willed myself to move in that moment if I had been on fire.
The water hitting the floor of the shower crackled distantly. 
I lifted the phone and stared at it.
Then I went ahead and played it. 






  
  Chapter eight

The light is bad in the video at the beginning: overly dark, with a hellish red glow that illuminates nothing, cut off in a straight line about 1/4 of the way from the top of the screen. 
You sure you want to do this, baby? A male voice, not behind the camera, some distance away from the mike, asks. A pulsing bass sound is in the background, apparent as soon as I hear the man's voice, but not before.
His voice is black, his accent obvious. Beneath the infernal red, pale skin in grainy gray-brown pixels moves and provides insufficient form in the dark lighting. I can't tell what's what: there is black skin moving in these shadows as well.
"You can't see jack shit." 
This is a different voice. Also male. Also black. This is the voice of the person holding the camera. 
A female purr, whiny. It's Laura. "Make sure you can see it," she complains. "I want him to see it."
Footsteps. An exchange about where a light is. Giggling - Laura's. The sound of smacking lips. 
Illumination.
The scene is suddenly brighter. All the contours that bled into the grayish-brown darkness pop to life.
Laura is sitting on a black man's lap. She's wearing the black dress. She's kissing this guy, whose hands are moving up her waist to her breasts. 
"There we go," the cameraman says. "Lookin' good now."
Laura keeps kissing the man, and then breaks with him abruptly to stand up, facing the camera. "Okay," she says. She giggles and tosses her hair over her shoulder. Behind her, the black man is sprawled on the large overstuffed leather chair that looks like it belongs in an office - and indeed, there are some papers on a desk behind them and a filing cabinet on the floor to the left - incongruent with the flashes of strobe and red light hovering above their heads. His legs fall open when she stands up and he looks upward - his eyes glued to her ass. He is smiling with a smug expression of satisfaction. 
Laura smiles with her lips together and drops her arms to the hemline of the dress she's wearing. She shimmies provocatively. Then she starts to pull the dress up, revealing her legs inch by inch. 
"Shiiiit," the voice says. 
Another off-camera voice - but not the man in the chair - remarks, "Fuck I don' care what you niggas say, that her." 
Laura pulls the dress up suddenly. Over her head, tossing it away. Her breasts bounce and then fall into place: pert soldiers with attentive, upturned nipples at the center-line slope of the very sweet, natural curve of them.
Grunts of approval, a chorus of chatter that all refers to Laura's tits but can't be individually sorted out. 
And then Laura hooks her thumbs under the panties she's wearing and begins to turn slowly around while teasing that she's going to take them off. While she does this, the voices argue between themselves - but half-heartedly - about whether or not they believe something. 
Once around, laughing. Around again, another half-turn. 
And then, suddenly, Laura bends over, putting her hands between the tree trunk legs of the guy in the armchair. This makes her ass and her long legs take up most of the screen, and the cameraman chooses to optimize the view. So the roundness of Laura's ass, and the long, shapely columns of her legs, take up the entire screen. Between her buttocks, a dark lacy black line is all that stops me - and all of these men - from seeing her pussy. 
"It ain't," a voice says, dumbfounded. 
Snaps. A whistle. 
"I told you," the man in the chair says. 
A black arm appears, moving in from the right of the camera. 
The man in the armchair slaps it away. The slap is loud, and Laura turns her head toward it, then, seeing that it's nothing, continues to look backward until she meets the gaze of the camera. And then the tongue along the teeth - a Jenna move if I ever saw one.
But it's clearly Laura's ass in front of me, because Jenna has a tattoo on her lower back. 
"That could be makeup," the man protests.
"Yeah I gotta see more," someone chuckles. "To believe it."
I am sure there are at least three men behind the camera now. 
Laura flips her head back to the man in the armchair. He is closing his legs, taking Laura's hands and placing them on his thighs. He scoots forward, rolling his weight from one side to the other, staring at Laura's swinging tits as he does. 
"Take them off," Laura tells him. "Show them." 
So two black hands appear on either side of Laura's ass, as the cameraman seems to move to a standing position. He does this to get a better angle on what happens next: the black thong slides slowly off Laura's ass, pulled by the hands. The man tugs the panties down to mid-thigh and then goes back up to cup her butt cheeks. 
Laura, meanwhile, laughs and tosses her hair over her shoulder to look behind herself again. 
The man in the armchair - who I have to believe is James, to keep my sanity - moves his hands back up to pull her butt cheeks apart.
Muffled, shocked laughter,. Snapping of knuckles as one hand shakes up and down in that very black way. "No fucking way," the camera-man says. 
"That ass tight," someone agrees. 
Laura turns at that point, letting the panties fall down and stepping out of them as she rotates, and then, again, sits on the man's lap. This time she lifts one leg and puts it outside of his thigh, and then the other doing the same thing. She stands, naked, with only thigh-high stockings and heels on, for a moment. 
James's hands pull her down. She sits. She leans back until his mouth is nest to her ear. He's whispering against her ear, his hands moving all over her chest. He twists her nipples, licks her neck, and makes her start to fidget. As he does all this, his legs part, taking hers with them. 
My wife's legs pull apart and expose her pussy, just as she wraps one arm up and around his neck to his head, and then uses the other to do the same thing.
"What'd I tell you," James says, after a moment of quiet goes by. 
The camera zooms in on Laura's pussy. 
Then fingers go out to touch the soft skin just to the left of her left labia. 
"Man, what she say?" a voice says. 
"Gotta make sure it isn't -"
A tisk. A huff. Laura's eyes look at the camera and seem to glaze over. 
"Man, it ain't her."
" - makeup, cover it -"
"Nigga it ain't her. Look at that tight pussy."
Laura's face turns upward and toward James. 
She nibbles on his earlobe and then whispers into his ear. 
His hands slide over the tops of her thighs, and he pulls them apart even further. A sticky sound erupts from between her legs as the inner labia cling desperately to each other, glued by her creamy juices, but at last pull apart. Laura's legs keep spreading. 
"Baby, you cannot expect to show me this and then just blow me off," a voice says. 
Laura's face is still vacant. 
"You heard her, man. She ain't ready for all that."
"Looks ready to me."
"Nah," this is James, readjusting himself, holding Laura by the waist as he moves. Her legs are still open wide, pinned apart by his spread thighs. Her feet dangle over the edges, the spiked heels swinging as he moves. 
Once settled, his hands move in toward the apex of the fleshy triangle, until his fingers start to pull apart the sticky layers of Laura's pussy. "She ain't ready for all that. You can see she tighter than Jenna. She ain't a slut like Jenna - yet." He turned his face to Laura's ear. "Right baby? Not yet. You gonna be, though."
James's fingers were now slipping into Laura's pussy. Dark, thick and wiry, two of them plunge into her depths and begin to finger-fuck her. 
"Gotta break her in sometime, man."
A glare from James. 
"Let me have a taste," one of them said.
Laura is relaxed against James's chest now, one arm up and over his neck. She looks casually disinterested, on the one hand - and it's on her expression, oddly enough, that my own eyes linger the most. She seems to be thinking, but so casually - the way one might think about whether or not to have jam on a slice of toast. 
James is speaking into her ear and she smiles. Jam it is. 
Her eyes shift to one of the men who have been in the background until then, behind the phone. This person - also black, and not unexpectedly, comes into the scene, already low on the ground. 
And while Laura looks on, smiling faintly, and James slips his fingers from inside her pussy to move them up to her mouth, the new figure begins to flick at Laura's pussy with his tongue. 
It is a strange scene for a minute or two: Laura looking down at a man licking her pussy and then looking up at her for her reaction. There isn't much sound. She offers faint smiles, a nod or two - it isn't as if she's going wild, but it isn't as if she isn't enjoying it. The man holding the phone makes noises of contentment, but they are sparsely interspersed. 
A tension begins to build, obviously. The phone begins to be unsteady. 
And then she is given more instruction from James, whose big lips move next to her ear as Laura's eyes seem to come into focus. He lifts her legs to put them between his spread thighs, and the man licking her pussy gets pressed between her thighs. She puts her hand to his head and laughs. 
But then she stands. She completes a half turn, and James meanwhile removes his jeans hastily, just to his knees. The man who was licking her pussy dives in for her ass, and Laura giggles, swatting at him without looking, missing his head entirely. 
Laura begins to climb onto James, whose long and turgid cock is now freed and waggling above his lap. I have no desire to stare at it, but I do: it is thick, immense, veiny, and so very black. 
Laura raises a knee as though she intends to mount it, but James turns her around, using two hands to turn her hips as if she's a heavy barrel he wants to roll. Laura looks down and appears confused, but she laughs. "Wait, what?" But she complies. 
James pulls her down to him, and there is some discussion about fucking her ass. Someone notes that she isn't Jenna, Laura shakes her head and looks behind her, and James assures her.
"Don't worry about it, baby. Jenna's sister. I ain't gon' fuck your ass just yet."
He pushes Laura gently forward after grabbing the scruff of her neck. His other hand is clamped on the crease of her thigh, pulling her to him. The man on the ground is twisting his neck and scooting to get a better view around the side. 
"Look at the camera, baby," the cameraman suggests, in a feral growl. 
Laura, bent at the waist, looks up just as - out of view, but very obviously nonetheless - James enters her. Her eyes widen and her jaw goes slack, and the vacant look subsumes whatever was in her thoughts before that moment. 
"Oh!" Laura says, and the cameraman chuckles. "Oh...my... that's... oh!" 
"It's big baby," James assures her. His hands are both on her hips now, and his eyes are focused on her back and her ass. Laura continues to lean forward slightly, even though he's released his grip on her neck. Her tits swing wildly as James begins to fuck her. She looks into the camera, but her expression is distant and removed. 
A smile begins to from, though, slowly. 
"Baby, you got me all hotted up, honey. Maybe you wanna help me out? I got a big dick too."
This is the voice of the cameraman. The phone is already moving around, the picture blurring and distorting. Laura has begun to pant, and James is making grotesque noises of pleasure. 
The phone becomes steady again. Laura is staring at something just in front of her. "No, I... I'm not supposed to be..." she mumbles. 
Her attention, though, has been cemented to the cock of the phone-holder. I can see it plainly in her eyes. Her mouth is moving, saying "No... really... I'm not..." but she is doing nothing about it as the man moves closer, closer still. The phone tilts down and the lighting becomes terrible, but it's plain to see that he has his cock in hand and is approaching Laura's mouth with it. 
"Just reach out and hold it, baby."
She does, gripping it firmly. The phone is passed off to someone and this person laughs. He focuses in on Laura staring at the cock in her hand while she strokes it, and moans occasionally - because lest anyone forget, James is using her hips to thrust her up and down on his dick. 
Laura looks up at the owner of the cock in her hand. 
"Just give it a little taste. You know you want to." 
Laura's tongue comes out to lick it, while her eyes remain locked upwards, off camera somewhere.
Then she licks again. "Good girl," he says. His hand goes to her head. 
The man holding the phone films as Laura takes a little more of the cock into her mouth with each try. And then, folding himself simply into the scene, the camera-holder gets his own cock out, and directs it into the scene. Laura is sucking exclusively on the cock in front of her: gingerly, not like a porn star at all. She takes long breaths and breaks, but then gets back to work on it, staring at it all the time. 
When the second dick comes into her vision, while she's panting with the other one in her hand, she looks over at it. 
And almost as if she gives it no thought at all - it distracts her, pulls her toward it like a magnet. She reaches with her other hand, and begins to suck each dick in turn. Her eyes shift to meet the eyes of the man whose dick she is sucking. 
But then she lets out a moan and turns to look behind her. Her body begins to jostle more, her tits start swinging wildly. She forgets about the cocks in her face that she was sucking, turns her head slightly, and opens her mouth. "Oh, oh, oh, oh my..." she begins. "I'm - oh!"
The slapping of skin becomes furious and rapid. The men all laugh with the pleasure of seeing her fucked like this, hard, her hands gripped around their cocks. 
"Turn back here, baby," one of them says, and his fingers appear on the screen, clamping down on her head from above like the claw of a crane. He rotates her head as she starts to shriek in earnest, and then he slaps the tip of his cock on her lips, gripping her wrist and pushing and pulling it for her so she gives him a hand job.
Laura's eyes go wide and she lets out a hoarse bark. Then: "Oh my god, I'm... I'm going to come..." 
This sentence ends in a whisper, because she is overwhelmed. Her mouth hangs open and pleasure consumes her eyes. Her skin gets flushed, visible even in the dim light. Her muscles go rigid. 
Cum spurts from the cock near her lips, right into her mouth and onto her lips. She leaves her mouth open as her body jerks with the remnants of her orgasm. 
The other man tries to move her hand on his dick, but loses patience. Laura is now checked-out, mentally. Her hand slips away when he nudges it, and falls to her thigh. She is staring into space now, and James is groaning as he slams his load into her. 
The man to the left - from the POV of the phone - begins to rub one out, while the other pants and Laura stares emptily ahead of her. 
The corners of her lips turn up into a smile. 
She seems to recover from the daze of her orgasm.
She lifts her eyes to the phone, which is changing hands now, it would seem, as it wobbles and shakes. 
"What you wanna say to your husband now, baby?" the man holding the phone asks her. 
She is looking right into the camera. James shifts and she purrs sexily, a full smile on her lips. 
Her mouth seems ready to say something. A malicious light appears in her eyes for a moment and then disappears. The woman looking at the camera, as such, looks like no one for a moment, and then suddenly like Laura. 
She makes the kind of throaty laugh behind closed lips that is usually a preamble to her saying something sexy and fun. The smile is still there. She is fully back in her conscious self, and I know from the look in her eyes she is talking to me when she looks at the camera. This is all very clearly meant for me.
My heart soars high as I anticipate what she'll say when she opens her mouth. My cock is throbbing, painful and impossibly hard.
Laura's lips part.
But at that moment, cum begins to spurt at her mouth from the left of the screen, and she turns away to look at it as it splashes into her open mouth and across her cheeks. 
Laughing with her mouth open, she reaches for the cock and guides it into her parted lips.
Her eyes roll up and over, to look into the camera, as a hand comes in behind her, and pushes her down onto the spurting cock. A few laughs, and James's voice: "What did I tell you?" 
And there it was, my fantasy: dark and gritty, poorly-lit, but definitely possible to see in all of its horror and resplendent glory: My wife looking up at the phone with a big black dick in her mouth, spewing a load of cum into her throat. 
"Dang," is the last vocal on the recording.
The camera moves, and then nothing more can be seen but a blur of dark shadows. 
Until it ends.
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      ***While you wait, you may enjoy these titles….
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One of Arnica's dirtiest interracial novels.
He knows that Drake Reyes' erotic photographs are not as abstract as they appear. 
He knows that Reyes sleeps with his married models. 
He knows his wife is not immune to Reyes' charms – no one is. 
He just can't help but imagine what it would be like to stand in his gallery, looking at Reyes' lurid photos… 
knowing his own wife is the model. 
Knowing how the photos were taken. 
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Alistair isn't thrilled when Sheila invites a young man to live with them to help him out. But it's the sort of thing that Sheila does. And they do have all this extra space.

Booker turns out to be a charming, polite, and handsome young man. Sheila's become a little more youthful and extroverted, too.

In fact, Alistair feels something in his veins that he hasn't felt for a long time… but Booker is decades younger, and a former student of Sheila's, and it would all be so very, very wrong…

      ***
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Who says skiing isn't the sexiest sport? Angela tumbles into the arms of a tall, dark stranger – the kind you don't really expect to see on the slopes. Poor Rick is laid up in bed with a bad back, so Angela runs to the arms of her rescuer.

A cheerful interracial hotwife romp that's low on angst and high on heat, in spite of the snow.
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