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Chapter One

Chrissy and I had talked about having children.  Honestly, we were still on the fence, and that alone is reason enough not to go ahead.  But if we needed any further incentive to pump the brakes, at least for now, it had been a rough year economically.  I was in sales with a small computer company, and an economic downturn had meant both downsizing and a completely absent Christmas bonus.  My job was secure for the moment, with emphasis on for the moment.  I also spent even more time on the road now than I had before, because any sales prospect, no matter how distant, had to be pursued.

Back when we’d still been leaning towards children, the plan had been for Chrissy to stay home while I continued to work, but now that was neither necessary nor advised.  We didn’t absolutely need a second income right now, but it would sure alleviate a lot of pressure.  And if my job did suddenly go AWOL, we were going to find ourselves instantly desperate without that alternate income to lean on.

“What should I do, Paul?” Chrissy asked over breakfast one morning.  She looked tired and anxious and I hated seeing her like that.  Ordinarily she was the most optimistic of people, and that attitude suited her looks.  She had huge brown eyes that sparkled when she smiled, brown hair to match that had a bit of a curl, and which she usually wore down to mid-back.  Even at twenty eight, she was still in great shape, with a small waist, small but firm breasts, and legs toned from long walks and jogs.  Her 5'2” height gave her an almost elfin quality.  And she was normally a morning person, but she looked like this particular morning had ambushed her before she was ready.

“I don’t know,” I told her.  “But I can help you look.”

She had a teaching certificate, but she’d already tried getting in at all of the local schools without success.  She was on a waiting list to potentially substitute - a substitute substitute if you will.  But that would only come through very rarely.  It wouldn’t even be supplemental income, just pocket change.

“What about something from home?” I asked her.  She sighed and turned her gaze on me.  I was two years older than her, still maintaining my own shape more by virtue of decent genetics than any effort on my part.  My stomach had barely begun showing the sag and weight gain of middle age, largely a symptom of my days at desks or behind the wheel.  I still had all my hair, though, still maintained at least the outer veneer of my college athleticism, if none of the core strength.  I would need to fight harder if I wanted things to trend upward instead of downward.

“Like?”
I shrugged.  “Teaching?  Online teaching?  Is that a thing?”
“It is,” she sighed.  “I’ll look while you’re at work.”

I kissed her goodbye and told her everything was going to be alright.

“Promise?” she asked

“I do,” I told her, though I really knew no such thing.  Still, my worrying would only add to her worrying, and that wasn’t going to help anything.

Our marriage had been relatively smooth until this economic downturn.  We were both happy (so far as I knew), but I knew that financial woes were the leading cause of divorce.  I didn’t think we were headed in that direction, really had no evidence to even get me thinking like that.  The only...  not dark, but mildly gray...  part of our marriage was our sex life.  It wasn’t non-existent, by any means, but Chrissy’s libido was apparently a lot lower than my own.  And when we did have sex, things had mostly grown predictable.  I tried to spice things up occasionally, encouraging her to express her fantasies, but she was always reticent...  according to her she didn’t fantasize about anything other than me, which I was certain couldn’t be true.  And if it was, then boy did I feel guilty, because I certainly had fantasies that didn’t involve her.  And even more fantasies that did involve her, though not doing anything she had ever expressed an interest in.  I tried simple things to figure out what might appeal to her - computer porn, for instance, hoping we’d hit on a genre that revved her engine, so I could at least figure out a role-play or something to get her excited, but she seemed more embarrassed than anything by the images on the screen.  I suggested mutual masturbation where we might both express our turn ons, but while she seemed to enjoy watching me, she was too shy to touch herself with me present.  She claimed, in fact, that she didn’t masturbate at all, with or without me, and I thought lady, if you knew how I spent every night in my hotel room...  After that I didn’t dare express to her my more outrageous fantasies, which included sex in public, threesomes with another girl, or even just watching her with a woman.  I loved my wife dearly, and I knew she loved me, and I had friends who told me that their own sex lives were dead, so really I should have been grateful for the twice a month missionary she and I got down to.  Well...  economic worries weren’t going to fan the flames of her lust, so one problem at a time, right?

But maybe things were looking up, because by the time I got home that night she’d found and applied for a job online.  It was teaching English to children overseas, mostly in Asia.  The time difference meant she’d have to be up and ready to start by 5 AM, which I’ll admit I didn’t love, but what the hell, it was a potential job.  We did have to upgrade her computer though.  She had an old laptop that barely served as a word processor by this point.  We couldn’t afford to splurge, but part of the interview process involved her teaching a mock class online, so if we were going to try this thing, we did have to make the purchase even before we knew if she got the job.

“Maybe we shouldn’t, then,” she said.

“Yes, we should.  It’s not only a job, it’s teaching, and you’re great at that.”

“Five in the morning, Paul.  Five in the morning!  You’ll be exhausted before you have to go to work!”

“Well, you can teach down here, so if you’re quiet getting out of bed, it may not wake me at all.  And even so, I’m out of town three or four nights a week these days.  So, it won’t be me who has to deal with the early mornings.  Would you teach on weekends?”

”...I don’t think so,” she said.

“Well, there you go.  At most I’ll have to deal with early mornings one or two days a week.  And that makes me sound like a douche, because I know you’ll have to deal with it five days a week, but what time did you say you’d be done?”

“Noon at the latest,” she said.

“So you could nap in the afternoon.  Or go to bed early.”

“A new computer, though,” she argued.  “A new webcam.  That’s going to cost money.  Are you sure?”

“No.  But it’s an opportunity.  If you’re excited by it, I think we should go for it.”

So that’s what we did.

Her new computer wasn’t state of the art, but it was a damned fine laptop, and we bought her a separate webcam capable of 4K broadcasting.  She had talked to a few other people online about the job, and she had learned from them that the teaching opportunities were there, but that they went to the teachers in highest demand.  They had recommended she do anything and everything that might give her an edge, and the 4K feed, coupled with our already hi-speed internet, might just give her one.

She aced the interview and the follow-up mock session.  So, she had a job that could start providing us a cushion against my own potential lay-off.  She began quietly climbing from bed at 4 AM, and would still be working by the time I went to work.  Sometimes I’d come home to find her napping on the couch or in bed, but she was very good at what she did, and though it was a competitive field, the contracts she snagged had her working five mornings a week till noon.  We had separate savings accounts, but a joint chequing account from which we paid the mortgage, and as she began making deposits, it was gratifying for both of us to see our collective savings climbing once again.

After a couple of months, I even began to see an unexpected spillover into our love life.  We still weren’t making love as often as I would have wanted.  My wife liked to tease me that I had the sexual drive of a teenager, but the truth is she was really fucking hot, and I can’t imagine any man spending much time in her presence wouldn’t be left in a state of perpetual horniness.  But while the sex may not have been as frequent as I wanted, it was more frequent than before. And more to the point:  on at least two separate occasions, Chrissy initiated it.  I assumed that the financial stresses had been weighing on her too.  Our bank account was climbing now, even faster than I would have expected, and the relief of it had probably eased off some of her anxieties.  And relaxation led to sex.  At least, that was my assumption as to what had left her more amorous.   

Yes, things were very fine.  For a while.


Chapter Two

The first hint for me that anything unusual was transpiring came three and a half months after she started the new job.  I’d been on the road for three days, though I was scheduled to be gone for four.  We’d wrapped up our business quicker than expected, and although it was late, and I had a hotel room I could have retired to, I missed my wife, so I hopped in the car and drove the two hundred miles back home, intending to tiptoe into the house and surprise her, either as she heard me quietly climbing into bed or when she awoke the next morning to find me next to her.  I saw the bedroom lamp was still on when I pulled in the driveway at 12:30 AM, though.  It surprised me, given how early she’d have to be up the next morning, but sometimes when she couldn’t sleep she liked to read, and I figured that must be what she was doing now.  Well, if she couldn’t sleep, I’d offer to do something with her that might help ease her tensions.  Even with our slightly increased sex schedule, it had been a while.

I still tried to be a little quiet coming in, in case she had been reading to knock herself out and had fallen asleep with the lights on.  But I wasn’t exactly tiptoeing, and I probably scared the hell out of her when she heard the front door open.  I heard her call out my name in fear, heard a mad scramble that I couldn’t even identify - her getting out of bed?  Her getting into bed?  I heard the mattress creak just the once, so that last seemed likely, though why she was doing it in such a hurry was a mystery.  I called out to her that yeah, it was me, so that she wouldn’t worry about a late-night break-in.  Then I kicked off my shoes and headed upstairs for the bedroom.

She was in bed when I entered, covers pulled up to her chin.  She did have an open novel in her lap, face down, holding her place.  But she didn’t look on the edge of sleep.  Her eyes were alert, almost nervous, her face flushed, her breathing a little rapid.  I smiled at her anyway, said, “Hey.”

“Hey,” she replied, and yes, I could hear it in her voice.  Just slightly out of breath, like she’d just finished one of her daily jogs.  “Why you back so early?”

“Sale went through easier than we thought,” I told her, and I started for the bed, eyes still on her face, wondering why she looked the way she did.  I’m a man who’d been out of town for days, and had returned unexpectedly to find her in this state, and if I’m honest, the first nervous thought that pulsed through my mind was that perhaps she’d had another man in here.  That maybe she was having an affair.  Aside from this one instance of very circumstantial evidence (her awake late at night, the scrambling sound I’d heard when I’d entered, her flushed face, her rapid breathing), I had nothing at all to even support such musings, but it is the first thing I thought of.  She looked more than nervous, she looked...  guilty.  But the bedroom closet was open, and I could see clearly there was no one hiding in there.  When I sat on the bed’s edge to remove my socks, I even leaned a little further than I needed to, and glanced under the bed.  Nothing there.  Not even dust bunnies.  We were on the second floor, so no one had gone out the window, and I would have heard anyone had they left the bedroom as I entered, so I was being completely and meritlessly paranoid.  I smiled at her and she returned it, still looking not-quite-herself.  Like a kid who’d gotten caught with her hand in the cookie jar. “Everything okay?” I asked her.

“Yeah,” she insisted.

“Just couldn’t sleep?”

“Yeah, thought I’d read,” she said, and she nodded at the book in her lap.  Nodded, but didn’t reach for it, hands still hidden under the covers.  Everything still hidden.

“That’s what I figured.”

“Are you going to need the washroom before you sleep?” she asked me.  I might have thought that weird, but she knew I had just come home from a long drive, so it could be she was trying to keep me from having to rise in the middle of the night to tend to something I could tend to right now.  She only had a little over three hours sleep ahead of her, so keeping me still and asleep was in her best interests, too.

“No, I’m good.”

“You don’t want to brush your teeth?”

“I did before checking out of the hotel.”  I was pretty sure the sex I’d been thinking about proposing was off the table but it doesn’t hurt to ask, right?  “Are you ready to sleep?  You want me to help tire you out first?”

She chuckled, and that at least sounded natural.  Familiar, even.  Like I said, our libidos were imbalanced, and while the sex may have picked up some lately, I had years of experience with polite declines.  “No, I’m pretty tired, Paul.  Let’s just call it lights out, huh?”

“Okay.”  I stripped down to my underwear and climbed into bed.  It had been a long drive, and sleep didn’t sound half bad to me either. 

She waited till I had settled and closed my eyes before turning off the lamp.  Then we lay still next to each other for a long while. 

I was just starting to drift when I felt her stir.  It was a subtle movement she made, stealthy even, and I allowed my eyes to open to slits.  It was dark in the bedroom, and I could barely make her out, but I thought her head was turned in my direction.  Like maybe she was watching me to see if I was really asleep.  And to make sure I stayed that way.  That’s a weird thought to have, but in the same way that my first gut instinct had warned me of infidelity when I’d entered the bedroom, that’s how my subconscious read things now.  Hands under the covers, and she was moving slowly, very slowly.  I could hear the frictional hiss of her motion against the blankets.

I kept my eyelids barely parted, and in the dark, if she was looking at me, I assumed she wouldn’t see that I was watching.  It was entirely possible, probable even, that all she was doing was shifting her weight to a position of greater comfort, and again I told myself I was being ridiculous.  But there was something about her that night that made me...  cautious?  Curious was maybe the better word.  What I saw her do was to draw one leg up toward her chest.  I could see the hump of the blankets rise, like the back of a whale cresting water, could feel and hear her cautiously moving her arms beneath the blankets.  A moment later she drew the other leg up too, then there was more movement, the planting of both feet atop the bed, the lifting of her hips and the sound of something sliding.  And that’s when I knew what she was doing.  She was dressing.  She was putting on her bottoms, her panties, more than likely, because it was too warm for pajamas.  Which meant they’d been off when I came in the bedroom.  She’d been naked under the sheets.

There was another fleeting flash of fear at the notion that maybe she’d not been alone when I came home, but I’ve already gone over the reasons that just couldn’t have been so.  That’s when the more obvious explanation occurred to me:  she’d been masturbating.  Probably she had been having trouble sleeping, had decided to help herself relax, had probably even just been finishing as I’d walked in the door.  It would explain her flushed cheeks and her quickness of breath.  It would explain a lack of interest in sex tonight (though there were a million simple reasons for that - she was generally less interested than I was).  It would explain why her panties had been off, and why she was trying to sneak them back on now without my noticing.  It would even explain why she’d asked if I wanted to use the bathroom and then prompted me to brush my teeth.  My exit from the room would have given her the opportunity to dress without having to be a ninja about it. 

I didn’t know for certain if I was correct, but it was an hypothesis with a lot of supporting data.  I just wished she wasn’t so embarrassed about it.  Hell, she’d seen me do it, openly for her, and if I hadn’t returned home tonight, my evening would have finished off with some internet porn and a quick self-administered handjob, like every other night out of town did.  No reason to be ashamed.  I even thought about saying something, thinking maybe this was the perfect chance to break the ice, to let her know it was fine.  But it would only embarrass her.  I didn’t understand her need to be so secretive about it, but I didn’t want to make her even more self-conscious.  So I feigned sleep and said nothing.

A few moments later she settled, and her head turned again, I’m sure, in my direction.  Then, certain I was asleep, she gently pulled back the covers and stood from the bed.  Silhouetted by moonlight, I could see that she was topless.  Yes, she had been completely naked when I’d come in.  That mad scramble I’d heard on entry had probably been her trying to throw on her clothes, realizing she didn’t have time, and instead just throwing them into bed with her, under the covers, and pulling that book into her lap for plausible deniability.  Confirming this, I saw her reach back under the covers and draw out one of the night shirts she often slept in.  She had cotton briefs on her bottom half.  Together the top and bottom were a cute combo, not exactly lingerie, but something that spoke of intimacy and familiarity.  A combo I’d noted she would often throw on when she was in the mood, because she knew they accented her body in all the right places. 

And yes, she was looking at me.  Cautiously, I thought, though in the dark and with my eyes mostly closed I couldn’t exactly read subtleties of facial expression.  She did hesitate for a long moment, though, there by the bedside, angled in my direction.  Finally, she reached a tentative hand down and fished under her pillow.  She drew out whatever she’d found there quickly, and turned with it and the top, each in one hand, and left the bedroom.

I hadn’t gotten a good look at what she’d pulled from beneath the pillow.  It had been long and stick-like, though, and she’d obviously taken pains to hide it from me before I’d come in.  And with everything else I’d seen, I had a pretty good guess as to what it was.  A dildo.  A vibrator maybe.  If I was right, it was a revelation, as my wife claimed never to masturbate, and if she had an aid for that very purpose, she’d hidden it well from me throughout our marriage.  Unless it was a new thing.

I heard her enter the bathroom, heard the door shut quietly behind her before the light in there went on, just a dull glow to my eyes, spilling out from under the bathroom door and touching the hallway floor.  Almost immediately after that I heard the bathroom tap turn on.  It ran for a good forty or fifty seconds, and I would have sworn I heard her scrubbing, though she hadn’t used the toilet, certainly hadn’t flushed.  It only reinforced my suspicion.  I figured she was washing the toy.

She came back a few minutes later.  Her top was on now, and her hands were free, so whatever that thing she’d drawn from beneath her pillow, she’d disposed of it.  I smiled inwardly, two emotions competing.  First was pride that my wife had seemingly found a way to breach the walls of her shyness around masturbation.  It could only bode well for our marriage, and might be a way for her to ramp up her libido even further on her own.  Second was arousal at the thought of her in our marital bed, giving herself sexual pleasure in my absence.  I had no desire to see her with another man.  With a piece of plastic, though?  Oh, that image I could get into.

I fell asleep with a smile on my face.

When I woke up, it was still dark outside.  I glanced at the clock on my bed stand, saw it was only a little after 3 AM.  My wife’s alarm would wake her in a little less than an hour so she could get ready for her online teaching shift.  And I did have to pee.  Chrissy had been right.  I tried to be as quiet as she’d been when I went to the bathroom to deal with the issue, and while I was washing my hands afterward, I flashed back to the sound of her in here, supposedly washing her toy.  She hadn’t had it when she’d come back to the bedroom, and she’d not wandered the house in between.  If it was a toy, if I hadn’t imagined or hallucinated or completely misinterpreted, then it was almost certainly still in here.  I had a moment’s hesitation about searching for it - invading her privacy wasn’t what I was about, and if I was right and she ever found out I’d found it, she’d be mortified, I’m sure.  But I was curious (and still turned on, let’s be honest about that), so after a moment’s debate, I quietly opened the medicine cabinet.  It wasn’t in there, of course, there wasn’t even room for it.  She had a make up case on the countertop and I surreptitiously unzipped that and searched there, too, with no luck.  After I’d exhausted almost every container I could think of, it suddenly dawned on me that there was an entire closet full of bath towels in here with me, so I quietly opened that and started sifting through.  As I reached well into the back, in the middle of a stack of towels, my hand touched on something rubbery.  Something round and phallic.  I noted visibly where in the stack I was reaching, then drew out what I had found.

It was pink, somewhere around six inches long, and very definitively penis shaped.  It even had a small molded scrotum at the base, over top what appeared be a suction cup.  So she could mount it?  On a wall or...?  I was trembling as I turned it over in my hands, my mind clamouring with what was no longer speculation but realization that my wife had been fucking this toy when I’d come home.  My prim and proper wife, who was only occasionally interested in sex and claimed never to masturbate...  had been fucking this thing.  And had gone out of her way to hide it, so that her husband would never find out about her secret, inanimate lover.  I looked for an on switch or a battery port but there was nothing.  Not a vibrator, then, just a dildo.  I brought it up to my nose, and it smelled only like silicone.  She’d washed it, of course. 

I wondered how long she’d had it, suspected it was something she had purchased recently, when my business trips had gone from several nights a month to several nights a week.  Cross-referencing it with her lower libido than my own, it occurred to me that maybe I should have been jealous of the thing...  I mean, it may well have been the reason she was less interested in sex than I was.  Maybe she was getting what she needed from Mister Pink here, in my hands, who was, I thought on the whole, a little larger than my own penis.  But I didn’t feel jealousy.  It occurred to me then that, if anything, this thing might even have been responsible for our increased love-making.  What I really felt was arousal so fierce it made my heart pound and my stomach burn.  My wife was interested in sex, and that was a powerfully sexy thing to absorb.  The fact that she was showing an interest in sex with the dildo didn’t abate that. 

I slid it back into place between the towels at the very back of the closet, and shut the door, then tiptoed back to the bedroom and tried to fall asleep.  It wasn’t going to happen, though.  I was too turned on.  It occurred to me that I should have taken advantage of my solitude in that bathroom to masturbate, and if it wasn’t for the fear of waking Chrissy, when she now had only twenty minutes of sleep ahead of her, I surely would have gone back and done just that.

I got lost in the thoughts and images of Chrissy naked on our bed, that pink dildo buried to the hilt up inside her, and as a result I didn’t even notice that she overslept.  My cock was rigid, and there was a damp wad of precum in my underwear from those unending fantasies when I happened to glance at the clock and realized it was 4:20.  Chrissy’s alarm hadn’t gone off.  I shook her awake.

“What?  Wazza problem?” she said, her voice muzzy.  She’d only gotten a few hours of sleep.

“It’s four twenty,” I told her.  “Don’t you have to teach at five?”

“Oh,” she sighed.  “Oh, fuck.  Yeah, I guess.” 

She got up and shuffled out of the room.  I heard the shower start a few minutes later.

While she was in there I tended to what by now had become an urgent need.  She kept a box of tissues on the bed stand beside her, so I peeled away my underwear and jerked myself off, picturing all the things I’d been picturing all morning.  I laid a quilt of tissue over my stomach to catch my load, and mopped myself up after.  I stuffed the balled tissues under the bed for now, and I realized as I was doing it why I was doing it.  Simple:  I didn’t want her knowing I’d been masturbating while she was in the shower.  I was open with her in general about the fact that I did it, especially on days when she declined me for sex, but it wasn’t hard to understand and appreciate her embarrassment at almost being caught last night.  The dildo was a pleasant surprise, but her attempt to hide what she’d been doing from me?  That made perfect sense.

When she got out of the shower she came in the bedroom and quietly dressed.  On mornings when she knew I’d be home, she usually laid out her clothes the night before, to make for a quieter morning and minimize her risk of waking me.  She hadn’t expected me this time, though, and she had to sort through the closet to find her clothes.  She did it in the dark, which I appreciated.

When she was dressed, she went to the foot of the bed and gathered her computer off the dresser there.  I noted it, finding it unusual.  That thing lived downstairs where she did her teaching, usually.  I’d never known her to bring the laptop up to the bedroom, and I wondered briefly if she’d been indulging in the very pastime I indulged each night when I was out of town, had maybe found some online porn to supplement her activity.  If so, it was another good sign.  My wife was opening her horizons.

It would be days later before it occurred to me that she gathered the camera with her that morning, also.  It, too, had been up in the bedroom.  And that I couldn’t account for.    


Chapter Three

My schedule was supposed to have had me travelling home from out of town that morning, and with the early close of sale, I actually had the day off.  I slept in, not rising till 10.  When I went downstairs the computer was off and Chrissy was tying her running shoes.  I saw the ensemble she must have thrown on when she’d risen, realized it was mostly workout gear.  I doubted her online teaching precisely had a dress code, but she did normally dress more formally for sessions.  Of course, normally she wasn’t dressing in the dark, so it was entirely possible she’d just thrown on the first clothes that had come to hand. 

Her eyes had dark circles under them, but she smiled and nodded at me when she saw me coming down the stairs.

“You done already?” I asked.  As far as I knew, she worked every day till noon.  Certainly given the level of money she was bringing in, I would have been surprised to learn if she had any days shorter than that.

“Yeah.  Short shift today.  Thought I’d get the workout out of the way so I could nap later.”

“Good plan.”

She nodded again, headed out the front door and jogged off down the driveway.

Her runs usually lasted anywhere between thirty minutes and an hour, depending on how ambitious she was feeling.  Given her lack of sleep, I doubted today would be a long one.  And with her out of the house, my mind fled almost immediately back to her secret toy.  It may have just been a piece of silicone, but it was something that Chrissy had specifically chosen for herself, and something she’d gotten very, very intimate with.  I was intensely curious about it, and I wanted to study the thing in full daylight, learn its contours and dimensions.  If I’m one hundred percent honest, I was even planning to have another go at myself.  I wanted to get myself hard and then compare the dildo directly with my own dimensions, to get a better feel for what she might be feeling when she fucked the thing.  And I was still crazily turned on, wanted to jerk myself off while staring at it, to add to my mental visual of her solo activity.

Only, when I went to retrieve it it was gone.  I mean, of course it was.  She had hidden it there last night as a measure of last resort, to keep me from rolling over and inadvertently grabbing the thing in my sleep.  Hell, given the way she’d washed it last night, it had probably been stuffed beneath her pillow just before I’d entered the bedroom, still reeking of her juices.  She’d hidden it, probably, to keep me from getting a whiff of that too, each time she shifted in her sleep.  But as a day to day hiding spot, the towels in the bathroom wouldn’t have been the safest place.  Not if she wanted to keep me from discovering it.  All it would have taken was me being clumsy in removing a folded towel, or maybe me spilling something for which I decided I needed several towels to mop up the mess, and Mister Pink could have come rolling out.  No, she’d want that thing some place more secure.

Again, I want to emphasize that it wasn’t jealousy but arousal that drove me to search for it.  The very pains she was taking to hide it turned me on.  It was something important to her, if she were striving this hard to keep it a secret.

I didn’t have as long as I would have liked to search.  She was, as predicted, only gone half an hour.  I ruled out the bedroom because she hadn’t gone back in there since leaving after dressing.  I supposed it was possible she had returned it to the bedroom after her shower, but I hadn’t seen her carrying it when she’d entered.  In any event my cursory search of the house turned up nothing.  She had hidden it well.

Chrissy did nap later in the afternoon, and I used the opportunity to continue the search.  In fact, I gave various corners of the house a once-over at every opportunity I got over the weekend, but turned up nothing.

Running out of ideas, I even gave a try out back, in the backyard and in the shed.  It would have been a crazy place to hide it, but where else was there to look?  No dice.  While I was rummaging around back there, I heard a voice call from the neighbouring yard.  It was Stephanie, our thirty three year old neighbour.  She asked, “Hey, Paul, can you gimme a hand for one second?”

I instinctively picked up the empty gas can in my shed, feeling the need to justify what I was doing out there.  It was ridiculous - she wouldn’t have guessed what I was up to with a million guesses, but I felt certain the sight of the can would dissuade any questions.  She didn’t even glance at it as I emerged, though.

Stephanie was a very pretty woman.  She was a little older than myself or my wife, though her age wasn’t apparent.  She was fit and trim, with black hair kept in a bob cut.  Her breasts were larger than those of my wife, and she carried a touch more weight around her middle.  She was also taller by a good four inches.  Her blue eyes were arresting, even from twenty feet away.  She was standing at our chainlink fence, small hands both gripping the top.

Steph and my wife were friends, and I had been friends with her ex-husband, before we’d caught wind of what had been going on.  The jerk had been both verbally and possibly physically abusive with her, something we only found out in the aftermath of their divorce.  Admittedly, I only had one side of the story, but Stephanie had retained both house and car, so the judge had apparently seen things her way, and I believed her, point blank.  I’d seen the guy lose his temper on more than one occasion.  Good riddance to bad rubbish.  But that did leave the upkeep of her place to just herself, and in the winter I tried to help her out by keeping her driveway clear, and occasionally, if I wasn’t too winded, I’d run my lawnmower over her front and backyard, too, after I was done with ours. 

She was not only lovely, she was very nice, and I didn’t begrudge lending her help in the slightest.  In truth, I had a little crush on her, which is what I meant when I said I had occasional fantasies that didn’t involve my wife.  Those same fantasies also did sometimes involve my wife, as sometimes I would picture the three of us in bed together, and sometimes, frankly, just Chrissy and Steph.  Not that I would ever tell either of them.

“I just need you to hold a ladder for me,” she said, and I deposited the gas can back in the shed and walked around to the fence’s front gate.

She was waiting for me at her back door when I arrived, a short ladder leaned against one wall.  She had a light bulb in hand, was looking to change the porch light, apparently.

“We have a small stepladder that’d be safer, if you ever want to borrow it,” I told her, and she smiled and thanked me.

“This’ll only take a second,” she said. 

I could have offered to climb the ladder for her - the rear porch had a tall arch and even I couldn’t have reached the light without climbing the first couple steps.  But I figured it was important for her to re-establish her independence, and the last thing I wanted was to step in the way like some proverbial knight coming to her rescue.  She wanted me to hold the ladder, so I held the ladder. 

I had noble intentions, but I’m still a guy.  And she was still who she was, looking like she did, so in truth, I checked out her gorgeous ass in her tight jeans more than once as she arched upward to fit the new bulb in place.  But I only threw quick glances, and she didn’t notice.  So no harm, no foul.

When she came back down, I asked her how she was doing.

“Um...  okay.  Got laid off.”

I was sorry to hear it, though not entirely surprised.  She’d worked at a local factory, and most places were laying off at the moment.  Hell, my own job remained very much in jeopardy.

“Ah, that’s shitty,” I said to her.  “Do you know what you’re going to do?”

“Not yet,” she sighed.

“You can talk to my wife,” I suggested.  “She found some new job doing online teaching.  I dunno if that’s something that would interest you.”

“Chrissy has a teaching certificate, though, doesn’t she?”

“Yeah,” I conceded.

“I don’t.”

“Well, just an idea.  Give her a call if you want, I’m sure she’d be happy to talk to you about it.  And I’ll keep my eyes peeled for you, let you know if I see anything.”

She thanked me and I headed on home, the naughty image of her and my wife springing to mind unsought again.  And following that, the image of Stephanie and my wife’s little pink friend.  Fuck, what was wrong with me?


Chapter Four

The next hint I had that anything was in any way awry came two days later.  It had been a good night, the night before.  Chrissy had initiated sex again, and while it was still our usual fall back missionary ride, she was very into it, louder than normal, thrusting harder than normal.  I didn’t know if I had Mister Pink to thank for the increase in her libido, but I welcomed it. 

The next morning I was leaving for work and Chrissy was, as most mornings, seated behind her computer near the front window, the camera angled slightly away to keep the background light from blowing her out, the laptop angled too to cut down on the glare.  She was wearing earphones to keep the dialogue feedback from becoming annoying.  She was nodding and only very occasionally offering some instruction to whatever student she was dealing with.  She’d made it clear that it was unprofessional for me to enter frame while she was teaching, so I couldn’t kiss her goodbye, but instead just waved silently.  She lifted her eyes for a moment, gave a small smile and nod, returned her gaze to the screen.  And I left.  I made it all the way to the car, unlocked the door, even started to climb in before realizing I’d forgotten my wallet.  So I shut the car door and headed back for the house and, feeling young and spry and buoyed by the previous evening, didn’t even bother with our stone porch steps, instead leaping up the open side, coming at the door from an angle I didn’t often use.  It was an overcast day, so reflections on the window were minimal, and I ducked slightly as I passed, catching Chrissy’s computer screen out of the corner of my eye and suddenly worried I’d show up on her camera.  Then I remembered that she angled it all to deal with the outside light, straightened up and kept walking, eyes turning once again, just casually, to her computer screen.

It was what I saw there that halted me, just for a second.  Because her camera feed wasn’t up, and her teaching app wasn’t running.  She was online shopping, by the look of things.  Shopping for lingerie.

My heart skipped a beat.  Like I said, our sex life was experiencing the early stages of a renaissance, and this too could only be a good thing.  It did confound me, though, because she was supposed to have been working.  I knew that she taught multiple students each day, though, so it was possible she was just in between sessions.

I came back in the front door, and she didn’t bat an eye.  She was still looking at her screen, nodded once, supposedly to whoever she was teaching, then corrected their pronunciation of a word.  She did it a second time while I stood there, enunciating slowly to be sure they really got it.

I fetched my wallet, then left again.  I took the normal route off the porch, so as not to let on that I’d seen anything untoward, but before I lost the angle of her screen completely, I threw one glance back.  I couldn’t make out details from where I stood - the laptop was, as I said, tilted obliquely - but I was ninety percent certain she was back on the same shopping screen. 

My wife didn’t appear to be teaching, at least not that morning, but she wanted me to think she was.  It was possible she was just a little self-conscious about shopping for something sexy for the two of us, was keeping up the ruse for that reason.  But I remembered the week prior, when she’d left the house for her run a full two hours earlier than she was supposed to be off work.  Remembered that she had worn workout gear from the get-go, though I’d never seen her wear anything remotely similar to teach before or since.  Remembered that I’d come home to find her awake late at night, even though she allegedly had such an early rise, and remembered that her alarm hadn’t even gone off the next morning.  It’s possible she had forgotten to set it, though I’d never known her to do so before.  It was also possible she hadn’t set it because she’d known she didn’t really have to teach the next morning, and without me there, she wouldn’t have needed to bother getting up to fake it.  I took stock for a second of the craziness I was considering:  that perhaps my wife didn’t have a teaching job online at all, that either she’d lost it or it had never existed, but that she was still deliberately getting up before the sunrise just to trick me into thinking she did.  That was crazy.  And I had nowhere near enough proof to give it any real credence.  But the seed was planted, and I was entertaining the scenario as at least possible.  Of course, she was still bringing in an income, so if the crazy scenario I’d considered was legitimate, then the question that begged an answer would be, “How is she making money?”

Yes, it was ludicrous.  But I couldn’t stop turning the thought over in my head all day.  I could have just brought it up with her, but if the premise was true, then her objective, as with her new pink dildo, was to hide the facts from me.  A head on approach seemed contraindicated.  Certainly around the house, when she wasn’t faux or legitimately teaching, she was acting for the most part normally, if a little more libidinous, which again, I wasn’t complaining about.

The next morning, as I reached my car, I turned back to the window where Chrissy was sitting as she always did in the mornings, back to me, camera and computer tilted slightly askew.  From any normal approach to the house, what was on her screen would have been hard, if not impossible, to make out and she probably felt secure that I wouldn’t be able to see that she wasn’t teaching.  But she didn’t realize how suspicious I’d become.  I crossed the front of my car, over to the far side of my lawn.  From here, the laptop’s screen was about 70% frontal to me, and only about half-obscured by her head.  It was distant, though, so I took out my cellphone, and zoomed the phone’s camera in on her screen to get a better view.

When I’d left, she’d seemingly been teaching a class.  But that’s not what she was doing now.  She wasn’t looking at anything naughty this morning, as she had been yesterday, was seemingly just reading a news article.  But the bottom line remained true - she wasn’t teaching. 

I even went back into the house again, grinning sheepishly at her and shaking my head to show I knew how dumb it was to forget my wallet two days in a row.  I started to address her but she tapped her earphone and shook her head at me, then spoke to the kid she was allegedly teaching.  Except I knew there was no kid.  She was faking it.  I just had no idea why.

I worried about it all morning at work.  She knew how precarious my job had become, and I might have even written it off with the idea that maybe she had been fired from the teaching job, and didn’t want me worrying, and that’s why she was lying about still working.  But she was still bringing in an income.  I supposed it was possible she’d been fired in the last few days, so maybe she no longer did have an income, and I’d find that out in the next couple of weeks.  I simply didn’t have enough data points to work off of here to put together more than guesswork.  But while I suspected her of occasional white lies (like saying she fantasized about no one and nothing but me...  or like hiding a sex toy when she claimed she didn’t masturbate), I’d never known her to go so far out of her way to perpetuate a lie. 

I took the second half of the day off, claiming I felt ill.  It wasn’t precisely a false claim, though it was more anxiety that I felt. 

I came home to a perfectly normal scene.  Chrissy was making herself some lunch.  Her laptop and camera were on the table by the window where they’d been that morning.  I don’t know if I’d been expecting otherwise, but I did feel some relief to experience no new surprises when I got home.

“Do you need to see a doctor?” she asked.

“No, I think I’m just tired.  Too many nights on the road lately.”

“And two more coming up,” she reminded me.  “You’re gone tomorrow night and the night after, right?”

It was what I was scheduled for.  And I really couldn’t risk turning down my boss just now.  So, “Yeah.”

“Maybe you should take the rest of today to rest, then.”

“Agreed.”
“I can give you some peace and quiet.  I was gonna go for a run, and I wanted to do some shopping later.  But with the car back home, maybe I’ll combine the two.  There’s a bunch of shops down by the lake shore I wouldn’t mind checking out, and that bike trail along the water is perfect for running.  You okay if I leave you be for a few hours?”

I was better than okay.  It was perfect, actually.  “Yeah.”

I waited till the car had left the driveway and pulled out of sight before springing into action.  My primary concern was trying to figure out what was up with her and her seemingly fake teaching job.  Secondarily, I was still wracking my brain to figure out where she might have hidden her little silicone friend.

I drew the living room curtain a little, so if she returned suddenly she wouldn’t see me at her new computer, and I fired it up.  It was password protected, of course.  I tried all the usual phrases she used, but none of them worked.

At a standstill there, I made another quick tour of the house, looking in closets, digging through old purses, even checking the bathroom towels again.  But that was a bust, too.

It was past lunch time, and though I’d made no progress, I decided to eat.  We were down to just the end crusts of bread, so I made some canned soup, figuring it would be quick, allowing me to get back on the hunt.  When it was ready, I took my bowl over by the window, looking out at the empty driveway, glancing toward Stephanie’s house, wondering how she’d fared on the job hunt.

I spooned some soup to my mouth, and damn, it was hot!  Hotter than I’d anticipated, and I sputtered, letting it drop back out of my mouth and into the bowl.  The impact of that splashed hot soup spray onto my forearm, and I reared back and dropped the whole bowl.  Soup splashed up onto the wall, onto the curtain, onto my ankles.  I danced back, cursing.  The floor was covered in a wide splotch, and some of it was drooling down into the furnace vent.  Great.

I dashed upstairs to the same closet where we kept the towels.  Chrissy kept rags on the bottom shelf.  I grabbed a whole handful and ran back downstairs, trying to dab the bottom hem of the curtain dry first, then mopping up the floor.  I knew I had to pull the furnace vent, too, unless I wanted that soup scent coming back to haunt us come winter.  As I was still mopping the floor near it, though, I realized we had a bigger problem.  The soup was actually draining, somewhat, right through the floor.  Or, more to the point, through a fine crack between floor boards that I’d never noticed before.  The floor didn’t wobble, so there was nothing that would have drawn my attention to it except that there was evidently a gap sufficiently wide to allow my lunch to drain through.  I sighed, and pried up the vent, and yes, the floor board jumped a little with it.  It was loose, which wasn’t necessarily an immediate crisis, unless it proved a prevalent condition elsewhere across the floor.  And assuming, of course, that I could clean the soup that had dripped down there before it started to stink.  

I stuffed some rags down the furnace vent, mopped up what I could, started dabbing at the side of that loose board, realized that with the vent removed it wouldn’t be all that hard to just lift, so I could get at the mess proper, fit my fingers into it and pulled.  It came away even easier than I’d expected, opening a hole about eight inches across and two feet long in our floor.  There was a cavernous space beneath, a pocket between two wooden strips of horizontal framework, above the ceiling tiles of the basement.  Only the space wasn’t empty.  The soup had dripped down onto a plastic wrapped mass, and I had no idea what that was.  So I hauled it out and, by nothing more than the feel of it, suddenly knew what I’d found.

It was a white plastic grocery bag wrapped around another clear plastic bag.  And inside that other bag was not one, but three separate dildos.  Mister Pink was there, I saw that right away.  But he had brothers.  I had found Chrissy’s secret stash, and I had too-hot soup to thank.

I pulled the clear plastic bag out, realized there was another smaller bag beneath.  That one held, at first glance, nothing more than receipts, so I set it aside to investigate the more interesting find.  I was trembling again, as I did so. 

In addition to Mister Pink, Chrissy had hidden a mammoth midnight black dildo, and a light blue number with twin prong like appendages attached halfway down.  I looked at the black one first, impressed and intimidated by its size.  My wife took this thing inside her?  It had to be 9 inches in length and probably approached 2.5 inches in diameter.  My cock would only be a little over half this thing’s size.  I was shaking more violently than before, picturing Chrissy home alone, pushing this thing up inside herself.

The blue thing...  it was phallic, but not sculpted like a penis, more like an irregular and smooth sausage.  It had a twisting dial at the base, and when I turned it, the whole thing started buzzing and trembling in my hands.  The little rabbit ears were a blur, and I guessed their purpose was to stimulate her clitoris, while the rest of the device shook up her insides.

Jesus Christ.  This was the girl who claimed never to masturbate, never to have an impure thought about anyone but me.  But she had hidden three separate sex toys in a place she thought I would never look.  And never would have, but for dumb luck. 

I would have loved to have laid the things out and jerked off right then and there, cumming to the detailed pictures in my head of my wife surrendering to her most libidinous side, but I didn’t know how long she’d be gone, and finding these was only one half my chore.  Instead, I lined them up on the floor and photographed them with my phone.  Then I packed them back into their clear plastic wrap, approximating, as best I could remember, their original arrangement.  I cleaned up the soup that had spilled on the outer bag, was about to put it all back when I remembered the bag of what looked like receipts.  I pulled it out, sorted through the nubs of paper.

My wife was a nut when it came to keeping the receipts for things, in case they needed to be replaced, and I managed a smile now seeing that she had done the same thing with her dildos.  As I had guessed, all three had been purchased recently, just within the last six weeks or so.  I thought it likely that my protracted road trips had left her with both the privacy and the need for a little self-stimulation, she had tried a sex toy on a whim, liked it, and invested in the other two.  Whether I was right about that logic or not, the pink one I had previously found in the bathroom had been her first purchase, and might have been her favourite, given it’s the one I had caught her with.

There was another scrap of paper along with the receipts, on which Chrissy had scribbled a few things.  One was a website, which I was guessing by the title (whortal.com) was the site via which she had purchased her toys.  The other two things had to be passwords:  tandymayonnaise123 and whortgagepayments123.  The first one I knew the story behind - in her childhood, Chrissy had spilled a jar of mayo on her father’s computer.  The second one...  I didn’t know for sure, though it looked to be an amalgam of “mortagepayments” and “whore” which left me a little nervous.  Neither were passwords I would ever have guessed.  I doubted I would forget them, but I photographed that scrap of paper, too, just in case.  Then I finished cleaning out the area under and around the loose floorboard and put everything back, so she’d never know I’d found it.

I checked the driveway and it was still empty.  I cracked a window there, to be sure I’d hear her if she came home suddenly.  I fired up her computer again, feeling another pang of misgivings about invading her privacy, but come on.  She had clearly been keeping things from me, and while the dildos were still mostly just a powerful turn on for me, the fake job?  Something was very much up and I figured I was completely within my rights to do a little PI work.

When I was met with the password prompt again, I tried the tandymayonnaise phrase, and the screen switched to her desktop.  Good.  I clicked on her browser, checked her history, was surprised to find it completely erased.  Surprised only because, so far as she knew, I couldn’t and wouldn’t be accessing it anyway.  It made me more nervous, as it felt like she was covering her tracks even behind a locked door, and I wondered what was such a big deal that she felt she needed double lines of security.

I clicked her email next.  I found nothing incriminating in her inbox, just correspondences with friends and relatives, and, yes, a few exchanges with her new teaching company confirming that she had indeed been hired by them.  There were a few others that were her requesting shifts and being granted them.  The company was evidently impressed with her skills and she’d received commendations from parents and students, so yeah, she had definitely been teaching, and things had been going well.  I found a few digital pay stubs, as well. 

It was in her trash folder that I found out what had happened.  She had deleted the email but had forgotten to empty this folder.  She hadn’t been fired, and she hadn’t been laid off.  The company had folded.  In the current economic climate, they hadn’t been able to keep the business afloat, and had let everyone go.  They had taken extra time to spell out to her how valued she was, though, and in the event that they ever re-launched, she would be the first person they contacted.  That had been seven weeks ago.

I felt an intense grief for her, and I was willing to bet that the reason she had kept it from me was exactly as I’d surmised - she didn’t want me to worry.  But seven weeks is a long time, and she had gotten up at 4 AM every weekday over that time, at least when I’d been home.  All to keep me thinking she still had the job.  And the money had kept rolling in that whole time, so it seemed she had found another job...  and seemingly didn’t want me to know what that was.

I was about to check out the whortal.com site when I heard our car pull in to the driveway.  I powered down the computer, left the living room, put on a smile, and waited for Chrissy to come in. 

She had several bags with her when she did and I asked if I could give her a hand with them.

“No, you keep your distance.  Some of these are for you!”

“What is it, my birthday?”

“No.  I just finally have extra spending money.  And I wanted to get something nice for you.  For us.”

“The job’s going that well, that you’ve got excess party cash?”

“Yup.  And you’re going to like this party.  Are you feeling any better?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I assured her.

“Good.  Then lemme shower to get the run off me, and then I can show you.”

It was a weird amalgam of emotions I felt as she headed for the shower.  She seemed genuinely happy, and I loved that.  She apparently had money to spare, and that could only be a good thing.  And she had bought something for “a party” I was going to like.  I wished I could have told her how much of a party it would be for me if she just broke out her toys so we could both play with them, but I didn’t want to tamp down her improved mood.  Still...  even with all this, she was hiding something big from me, some things big (in more ways than one).  And she’d looked me in the eye and smiled when she’d assured me how well the job was going.  So, I was apprehensive on that front, and I did check out the bags once I heard her step under the shower’s spray, wondering what else she wanted to hide from me.  There was some new workout gear, a new pair of shoes and...  lingerie.  Several pieces of lingerie.  Possibly what she’d been scouting online when I’d left for work two days ago.  As worried as I remained about what was going on with her, I felt a pang of guilt at having spoiled her surprise.  I promised myself I would act appreciative when she showed me, then remembered she’d be wearing it, and that I really wouldn’t have to act.

She gathered her purchases and took them in the bedroom after she emerged from the shower.  It was about ten minutes later when she called my name, and when I went in I found her stretched out on the bed, head propped in one hand, wearing only a black, crotchless merry widow.  She had taken the time to groom herself in the shower.  Her pubic hair was trimmed back tight against her skin, locked into a neat triangle.  She always looked incredible, she always looked beautiful, but in this moment she looked like she was built for sex.  She could have been a magazine centrefold.  My anxieties fled my head for the span of an hour, and both of us had an incredible time.

But afterwards I found myself wondering again at what had brought about this drastic change in my wife’s attitude toward sex, and what new job she had taken.  What the password “whortgagepayments123” would unlock.  And what she’d get up to when I left town the next day.


Chapter Five

I didn’t have any time alone that day to investigate the whortal website.  I could have taken my cellphone in the bathroom, but still thinking it was likely to be a sex toy shop, it didn’t seem overwhelmingly pressing to me.  Anyway, I’d have plenty of time in the hotel room the next night to delve as deeply as I wanted into the site, to see just what she was browsing.  I didn’t know if the other password I’d found belonged to that site, but if it did, I reasoned it was for some sort of discrete mailing service or something, and might even link to a list of “favourites” or a wishlist, and I definitely looked forward to browsing that.

My work day at the sales site was just coming to an end, and I was about to head back to the hotel, already keyed up and excited for some alone time to think about all the discoveries I’d made in the last couple of days when I flashed back to that first night, Chrissy’s stealthy attempt at dressing beside me, and her smuggling of the dildo out of the room.  That led me to also remember the next morning, her gathering the laptop that I’d been assuming she’d used to surf porn.  And that popped into my head the small piece of clueage that had evaded me thus far:  the webcam.  The laptop had its own built-in camera, of course, but we’d splurged for the high-end 4K version to give her the edge in her teaching work.  And apparently it had given her an edge, with more than one note of praise for the high quality of her broadcast having come for her teaching clientèle.  But that morning after I’d come home, she’d gathered from the bedroom not just the computer to bring downstairs, but also the camera which had still been hooked to it.  It was possible that when she’d first brought the laptop up to the bedroom she just hadn’t felt like unhooking it, but it was a simple USB plug, and carrying it upstairs without dropping it would have been more trouble than yanking that cord.  No, it seemed more likely that she had brought the camera upstairs intentionally.  Why?  Well, to broadcast herself, of course.  That’s the only purpose the camera served.  And when I connected that to the fact that she’d been naked and enjoying the company of her little pink friend when I’d come home, as well as to the stumbled rush of her up in the bedroom when she’d heard me, and the fact that she hadn’t had time to dress, despite the fact that all she would have needed to pull on was a pair of briefs and a night shirt, I suddenly wondered if maybe there hadn’t been one other step in that process.  Maybe she’d needed to kill and close the laptop before I found it open.  Before I could see just what she’d been broadcasting.  And to who.  The camera had been set up opposite the bed.

Was that a crazy thing to worry about?  Was it still crazy when we factored in the fake job and the persisting pay cheques?  Was this maybe her new line of work?  Was that a crazy thought?  And was it still crazy when we factored in the newly purchased toys?  The spontaneously increased libido?  The first lingerie purchases in three years?  The double-checking that I was still going to be out of town for two nights? 

Had my wife become a sex cam girl?  The thought felt crazy.  She was largely an innocent, even now only joining me in missionary sex, allowing me to go down on her occasionally, though it seemingly embarrassed her, and only reciprocating if I begged.  Refusing to masturbate in front of me, let alone in front of strangers.  It felt crazy.  But it also felt like epiphany.

I sped back to the hotel room, having to force myself to obey the laws of the road.  I rushed through the check-in process, waving off their explanation of where the various facilities were, only double-checking that I could get wifi in the room.  And once inside my room, I didn’t bother unpacking, just dropped my luggage in its wheeled suitcase inside the door, and tore open my laptop carrier.  I set up my computer on the coffee table in front of the sofa and plugged it in.

I fired up the hotel wifi and went straight for whortal.com.  As I had begun suspecting, it was not an online shopping site, for sex toys or otherwise.  Well, unless you wanted to shop for a woman to watch online.  It was a sex cam service, where women (and men...  and sometimes couples, I saw as I paged through) broadcast themselves performing various sex acts.  Clients could buy tokens with which to tip the performers, and with which to purchase one-on-one private shows.  Those tokens would later be exchanged for cash by the performers.

I had viewed such sites before, in truth, in hotels very much like this one.  Watching someone masturbate or fuck was sometimes a little more thrilling when I knew it was happening in real-time instead of something pre-recorded. But I had never once bought any tokens or tipped a worker.  You could argue I was cheap, but to me that would have been crossing a line.  As soon as I interacted with one of these women, even engaging in the group chats, I was exiting the role of anonymous porn watcher, and entering one that felt a whole lot more like something that would be a breach of my wedding vows. 

I had spent the last several days visualizing Chrissy using her toys, but it hadn’t been until the last hour or so that I even considered that someone else might be doing more than just visualizing her with them.  This is the site she had written down, though.  It occurred to me that it was possible she wasn’t performing - that she was a viewer just like me.  But that wouldn’t explain the still ongoing income.  And it wouldn’t explain why she was pretending to still be employed by the teaching service.

I paged through the screens and screens of women fucking dildos and women fucking men and even women fucking women, not even certain if I wanted to find her or not.  My stomach was a knotted ball, and I was terrified of confirming what now seemed to be to be pretty evidence based suspicion.  If I did come across a broadcast in which she was with another man, I knew that my marriage was over.  If it was just her by herself, though?  I didn’t yet know how I felt about that.

I had what I suspected to be her password, and I tried the login screen, but it also wanted a user name, and I didn’t know what to try there.  I tried her full name, but it said there was no user by that name, so...

Over the next forty minutes or so I did nothing but click endlessly through the live shows.  Some of it was hot enough that in another time and place I’d have had myself in hand by now, but I only had eyes for my wife.  And I wasn’t finding her.

I gave a call home and she answered right away.  Sounding normal.  Sounding like the woman I loved, and the woman I had married.

“How are things?” I asked her.

“Great?  You?  Still feeling okay?”

“Yeah, it was just a passing thing.  I’ll call it an early night and I’m sure I’ll feel better.” 

“Good.”

“What are you up to tonight?”  On screen in front of me, a teen girl was bent over her couch, with a robotic fucking machine drilling into her from behind.

“Nothing.  Probably gonna read.  Maybe watch some news.”

“Alright.”

“No chance you can surprise me tonight with a return trip, is there?” she asked.

And was that the innocent gesture of love that it sounded like?  Or was that a double-check that she would have the privacy she needed to do something she didn’t want me knowing about?  Either way, the answer was unfortunately the same.

“No.  I’m stuck here.  Tomorrow night, too, probably.  These systems are getting harder to sell.  No one has the extra cash for upgrades just now.”

“Give it your best,” she said.  “All you can do.  I believe in you.”

“You, too,” I said.  “Get to bed early.  Get a good night’s rest before tomorrow.”

“Why, what’s tomorrow?”

“Teaching,” I said, surprised.

And she laughed it off.  “Oh, that’s every day.  I don’t even think about the early mornings anymore.”

Yeah, probably because she didn’t need to bother with them as long as I wasn’t home.

After the call, I thought about dinner.  Ordinarily I’d probably get out to a local restaurant, but I was going to be unable to pull myself from monitoring the website all night.  So I ordered room service.  A mediocre hamburger and fries with an extra $4.00 surcharge and a matching tip.  I angled the computer away from the pretty young girl who brought my meal to my room, just like my wife did with her laptop in the mornings, but I didn’t turn it off, not wanting to risk missing even a second if my wife should show up.  I’m pretty sure the girl caught the reflection in the window, though, because her eyes lifted from that to mine with a knowing smile.  Whatever, girl.  My wife will probably be starring shortly.  Cut me some slack.

As I ate and thereafter, my routine was unchanged.  Clicking through feed after feed.  A couple hours later it had grown so routine, that I’d followed Chrissy’s idea, and turned on the news.  I had one eye on the television, only dropping my gaze to the sex on my screen for a moment each time I clicked to a new feed.  And so it was that I almost missed it.

I had paged through to the next feed, glanced down to once again see not-my-wife, to see, actually, an empty bed.  Nobody there of interest at all, and my eyes went back to CNN before I did a double-take.  Remarkably, it was neither the bed nor surrounding bedroom that grabbed my focus, because that was my bed, and my bedroom.  It was the dildo cast casually onto the bedspread.  It was Mister Pink.  It was the one of Chrissy’s toys I’d had the luxury of examining in some detail, though I had glanced at the group shot of all her rubber cocks on more than one occasion since snapping it.  I saw and recognized my wife’s dildo, and only after snapping back to that, my heart tripping over in my chest, did I realize that I knew the dildo’s surroundings intimately.  I had found my wife’s feed.

She wasn’t in frame yet, just her toy.  Or she wasn’t in frame any more, only her toy.  I couldn’t be sure which.  But I now had absolute confirmation of what she was doing to keep her income flowing. 

My eyes dropped quickly to her screen name and I was mildly amused to see an adjective-noun combo that up until today I would have wholeheartedly ascribed to Chrissy:  InnocentWife123.  I couldn’t envision any scenario where I ever forgot that name, but I grabbed a photo of it with my phone just to be safe, forgetting that I could have just pressed print-screen to save it to my computer.

My breathing was coming fast, and it was a heady mixture of fear and arousal I was feeling.  I had no idea which would win out, but I was shaking again, violently now, so violently I actually had to take that screenshot with my phone twice.  The first was too blurry to read.

The screen could have been still-shot except for the ever changing pixelation of the camera feed.  She was definitely live, even if she herself wasn’t in front of the camera yet, and the feed was actually clearer than many of the others I’d seen, though the lights were dim.  She had the 4K camera to thank for that, I’m sure, though my laptop couldn’t match it, and I was watching the dumbed down 1080p version.  I turned up my computer’s volume, could hear quiet music playing from an unknown source.  I knew I’d hear her if she came in to the shot, so I took advantage of her absence to scroll the screen downward, and see what else I could learn.

There was a bunch of biographical data about the performer at the bottom of the page and I was shocked to see that much of what she had entered there was accurate.  She had put in her real birth date, for instance, her actual age.  For location she, thankfully, hadn’t narrowed things down to the city, though she’d accurately supplied her country.  But there were two pieces of data in particular that caught my eye. 

The first was “Interested in:” beside which she had entered, “Men, Women, Couples, Trans.”  That covered most of the bases.  I didn’t know if it was a standard thing to enter, to keep the lines of income open to all-comers, or if I was learning something else new about my wife here and now.  “Interested in” and “Women” really grabbed my focus.  The number of times I had pictured Chrissy scissoring away at one of our female friends would have shocked her.  Most often it was Stephanie who won that honour, but her old high school friends, a couple of her bridesmaids...  yeah, best she never find out about that.

The second thing I saw was “Followers:”  3931 she had.  3931 people - men, women, trans, I didn’t know - had bookmarked Chrissy’s channel so they could tune in and watch her when she broadcast.  3931.  My jaw dropped.  The way the website worked, there was no guarantee of income from every single such person.  Myself, a case in point, had enjoyed dozens if not hundreds of women on such channels and never spent so much as a dime.  But that number seemed high to me, implied she was in demand, and I wouldn’t have been surprised to learn that at least some large percentage - maybe 30 percent?  25 percent? - of those people threw cash at her to watch her...  do what?  That was really the outstanding question, now, wasn’t it?

I saw that she had another section listed below, where a person could purchase photographs or videos of her performing, and I was just starting to consider buying the first ever tokens I would ever have bought on any such site, to unlock the images of my own wife when I heard her voice.

“Ooookay,” she said, and I heard the familiar creak of the mattress springs as she settled in there.  I scrolled the screen immediately back upward, promising myself I’d investigate the photo section later.

It was Chrissy.  No guesswork there.  She was wearing the same black merry widow I’d seen her in the day before.  The one she’d claimed to have purchased for me.  For “us.”  There were panties that accompanied it, something she hadn’t been wearing yesterday, so she wasn’t completely naked in front of the camera.  But she had dolled herself up, looked every bit as built for sex as she had the day before.  It was no wonder she had 3000+ followers.  Even if she hadn’t been my wife, this is a girl I would have tried to remember for future private viewings in hotel rooms.

There was a sidebar to the video image, a chat room area that I had ignored when I’d first recognized her toy, but it grabbed my focus now as it lit up with incoming messages.  “There she is!” someone wrote.  “You are so fucking hot!” someone else wrote.  And, more crude and to the point, “Show me your tits!”

If Chrissy’s laptop was resting in the same position it had been when I’d come home the other night (and it seemed to be, based on what I was seeing), I doubted if Chrissy could read the messages from where she was on the bed.  In any event she ignored them for the moment, cooing, “My husband is out of town again, and I’m feeling soooo lonely.”

More messages sprung up.  “Fuck your husband!” and “Divorce him!  Marry me!” and “I would never leave you!” were common themes.  Most of the usernames there seemed male, though there were a few that might have belonged to women, and more than a few that were impossible to even guess at.  I couldn’t tell how many other persons besides myself were watching her, but there were clearly a lot.

Chrissy rolled herself up onto her knees on the bedtop, her gorgeous ass, barely covered in the black lace panties of the new lingerie set, pointed at the camera.  She looked back over one shoulder, straight into the lens, an exaggerated pout on her pretty face, saying, “Not only lonely, but naughty.  Feeling reeeeaaaaally naughty.  What should I do?”

I wasn’t surprised at the influx of suggestions there.  “Fuck yourself!”, “Masturbate!” and   “Get naked!” were typically representative.  There were also people suggesting that they could come over, they could fuck her, they could make her forget all about her husband.  There was no legitimate indication that any of them knew where she lived or that these things were anything more than wild flirtation or hopeful fantasies, but it still shook me.  Someone even typed the suggestion, “Fuck the big black dildo!” indicating that that toy had seen use in front of the camera before.  They followed up with the rewording, “Fuck Big Black!”  And I wondered if the dildo had earned itself a personalized title.

I was shocked.  I was stunned.  I was aswirl with conflicting emotions, but there was no denying one thing:  I was also hard.  Under my dress pants, my cock was straining the seams.  My wife was far from an InnocentWife, and I knew that if I kept watching I, along with countless others, would get to see just how uninnocent she was. 

She stretched and arched her back, ground her ass at the camera before crawling off the bed and coming directly to the computer.  She pulled in a wooden chair from out of sight, sat for a minute to review the incoming messages.  She smiled, seeming genuinely thrilled with the crude suggestions of her viewers.  When she got to that last message I’d noted she even said, “Big Black?  I dunno if I can handle Big Black tonight.  We’ll see.”

She addressed a few of the viewers by their user handles, as if she recognized them, and I guessed she probably did.  3931 people had earmarked her for return visits, so it was safe to guess she had her regulars. 

Jealousy.  That was one of the emotions for sure.  It was obvious, come to that, but part of it wasn’t just jealousy of husband toward wife, receiving the attention of other men (and women), but jealousy that some of these people had witnessed my wife do what even I had never seen her do.  As I’ve mentioned, she was too embarrassed to masturbate in front of me.  But she was entertaining the idea now, openly musing, and it seemed clear that some of these folks had seen her do just that before.  At least one of them had seen her take a 9 inch rubber toy inside her, apparently.

She re-read some of the messages, even through the constant barrage that kept on coming, and said, “Somebody wanted to see my tits.  Who wants to see my tits?”

A chorus of volunteers answered with text and emojis.

“And I want to show them to you,” she promised.  “I’m horny.  But I need to know you deserve them.  Only good boys and girls get treats.  Who wants to be good to teacher?”

It occurred to me then that she had likely only taken this job after the teaching job had fallen through.  Maybe it had been an act of desperation, maybe she’d reasoned we’d invested in the equipment and she might as well make use of it, maybe it was something she’d always fantasized about doing and now had simply been a good opportunity.  But while I was seeing a side of her here I’d never seen before, she was incorporating a little of her old school marmy charm in there too.  Using what she knew.  I hadn’t seen anything in her bio about teaching, but she was playing with it here.

And she knew what she was doing.  A flurry of tips came her way, each one sounding a chime and popping up little swirling heart emojis in the chat window.  She smiled and thanked those persons tipping by name.  Or by user handle at least.

She pushed aside the chair, went back to the bed, sprawled out on it.  She said, “That’s what I like to see.  And I think this is what you wanted to see.”

She made a production out of sliding the straps of her merry widow from her shoulders, peeling the cups of its bra portion away from her tits.  Her nipples were as hard as my cock, though she’d yet to even touch herself.  Unless she had turned on the central air in our home, that was one hundred percent bonafide arousal.  She was turned on.  And I didn’t need her tits to tell me it.  It was in her eyes, too, the way the lids were slightly lowered, the eyes only slightly dreamy.  It was in her breath.  My own was coming so fast I was starting to feel dizzy, and while hers was more controlled, likely through months of practice, it was more rapid than her usual lazing about the house pace.  More rapid than it would have been had she been, as she’d suggested, watching the news, say.

That reminded me, and I picked up the remote and killed the television in my hotel room.  I hadn’t even realized Wolf Blitzer had still been droning on in the background.

I was watching Chrissy on the screen, twisting this way and that, showing off her breasts to countless men, women and couples, and despite the jealousy, arousal won out.  My cock ached from the strain of its confinement, and I tore off my belt and stripped away my pants and underwear.  My trousers were still actually clinging to one ankle, my extended pants trailing behind me as I ran for the bathroom to fetch the box of tissues kept there.  This performance was only headed in one direction, at least insofar as my cock was concerned, and it made sense to be prepared.  I’d shed the pants entirely by the time I returned to the sofa, sitting my bare ass down, dress shirt still on, black socks still on.  I started frantically undoing the buttons of my shirt as she picked up Mister Pink from the bed top for the first time, brought it up to her eyes to examine its detailed penile shape.

“This looks like my husband,” she said, and I guessed that of the three toys she had, it certainly was the closest approximation.  It was a little bigger than I was, and a little veinier, and a translucent pink instead of flesh toned, but sure.  “I wish he was here right now,” she said, and she proceeded to fellate the thing.

I knew it was probably part of her act - the lonely housewife wishing for a good dicking in her husband’s absence - knew the fact of her marriage was probably a turn on for a good many of her viewers, even if they didn’t know for sure if it was real or not.  But she still wore her rings, I noted, engagement and wedding band both, and I was grateful that she kept bringing it up.  Act or not, it made me feel closer to her.  Her husband was there in that room with her, to some degree.  As much as any of the other random men she entertained tonight were.  And she didn’t even know it.

“Who wants to see more?” she prompted, and the flurry of tips began anew, chimes and numeric indications of the money she was bringing in.  I didn’t know how much each token cost, but she seemed like she was doing well, so far as I could tell.  One guy even tipped five hundred tokens all at once, her computer emitting the sound of an avalanche of cash, and she laughed and brought herself up on to her knees, squinting toward her laptop so she could thank the person by name.

She assessed how much she had brought in, promised, “If we can make just two hundred more, you know what I’ll do?  I’ll take off my panties, so you can all see my naked ass and my pussy.  And five hundred more than that?  I’ll play with my pussy.  And five hundred more than that?”  She held up Mister Pink.  “I’ll fuck this thing.  And I really, really want to fuck this thing.  I need to cum, so please, don’t leave a girl hanging like my husband does.”

Okay, that I knew was for show.  Her husband was down-to-fuck as often as she liked, and she knew it.  She’d even begun to take advantage of it, in a way that she never had before.  I guessed that performing like this had loosened her inhibitions, allowing her to play with her sexuality without any real consequence.  After all, on here she wasn’t Chrissy.  On here she was InnocentWife123, whose husband had left her all alone and with no recourse other than to fuck her secret stash of dildos.  On here she was the masturbatory fantasy of a hundred anonymous viewers.  Including myself.

I touched my dick and then backed off immediately.  I don’t think I’d ever been this turned on before in my life, and at that briefest of contact I’d felt an orgasm stir and poke up its head.  I didn’t want to cum yet.  I wanted to join in with Chrissy when she did.  And honestly, I was a little afraid that after I had cum, after I’d shaken this raging, epic, fearsome arousal from me, I was going to be considering this situation in another light.  I didn’t know if that was so, but at least as long as my wife remained on that screen, I wanted to stay with the horniness for now.  It was, for the moment at least, holding the jealousy at bay.

The money rained in again, including another influx of cash from that one donor.  MicroBadge9000 his name was, though Chrissy just called him “Micro” and I suspected she had interacted with him before.

She must have passed the milestone because she clapped, thanked everyone and stood again from the bed.  She turned her back to the camera, reached up under the merry widow which still rode her hips, and shimmied her ass to pull the lacy cotton of her panties away.  I had seen her naked countless times, including just the day before, including in this very outfit, but I had never seen her look so sexy.  I wanted to see that ass as much as any guy out there, I’ll bet.  My dick was drooling precum.  I could feel it literally oozing down the side of my cock.  And I gasped when her bum came into view, the panties coming to rest just above the thigh high stockings.  She looked back over her shoulder, chuckled, saying, “I didn’t think this through.”  And she unbuckled the garters from her stockings to enable her to remove the panties entirely.

It was that little moment - the “I didn’t think this through” moment - that I was willing to bet made her so popular.  The rest of it was amazing.  The fantasy of her in need, her alone, her husband the unknowing cuckold to silicone toys, all of it was hot and dirty.  But that little moment had been unscripted, that had been Chrissy, really, just my wife laughing off a dumb mistake in the midst of her sex act.  That had been real.  And I’d bet that moment had netted her a dozen more subscribers.

With the panties completely removed, the top of the merry widow rolled down to her waist, the garters undone and hanging, the stockings still thigh high, but her naked, very in shape and very shapely ass revealed to all, she dropped her hands in front her, giggled, and rotated in place to face the camera.  Her pussy was concealed by her cupped hands.

“I’m going to show you now,” she promised.  “I’m going to show you what he thinks no one but him has seen.  I’m going to show you my innocent little pussy.  Don’t tell him, okay?”

And she pulled her hands away.

It was the same vagina I’d seen yesterday, trimmed neatly not just for me, I now knew, but for a paying, viewing audience.  It was the same vagina I’d been in, the same vagina I’d fucked.  But it also wasn’t.  It was the vagina of InnocentWife123, who was not precisely my innocent wife at all.  And I wanted it. 

She smiled wickedly at the camera, shook her hips, her thighs kept together so it was just the wedge of pubic hair on display, and the dark crease of her slit, pointed at the bed beneath her.  “Do you like it?” she asked, and the flurry of messages and offers that ensued was so overwhelming that I’m sure she couldn’t have read them all.  The reaction was obviously positive, though.  “I wish my husband was here,” she sighed again.  “Sometimes he licks it, and I cum and I cum and I cum...  but he’s not here tonight.  So that just leaves little old me.”  She retrieved the pink dildo again.  “And Jack,” she said, so I finally had a new name for it.  “I guess we’re going to have to make me cum.”

Again there came another avalanche of offers from dozens of people who would love to make her cum.  So many, in fact, that it distracted me.  I clicked the little button that expanded the image to full screen.  Now I couldn’t see the chat, just my wife, just her pussy, just Jack.  But I could still here the nearly unending chime of tokens rolling in.

She squinted at one message on her laptop, one I could no longer see, laughed and said to whomever wrote it, “Did you cum?  Oh, no!  You beat me to it.”

It was an obvious fact, but it reminded me then that not only were all these men and women watching my wife, they were masturbating.  There were dozens, maybe hundreds of pairs of eyes on Chrissy right now, and there were just as many cocks in hand, and a few pussies being fingered or toyed on the other end of the internet, too.  What a heady thing it must be for her, I thought.  To be the centre of so much attention, so much sexual energy.  To know that she was an object of lust, to know that cocks were popping off and spewing cum all around the country, all around the world, in bedrooms, in hotel rooms, in offices, as guys looked at her cunt and wished they could get at it. 

And I could.  I could.  As far as I knew (and I very much hoped this was true)  I was the only one, in fact, who ever had, at least since we’d been married.  And it would be there the next time I went home.  All mine. 

“Well don’t go,” she said, presumably to whomever had just confessed their orgasm.  “See if you can get your little man to stand up for me again.  Because we just passed the magic number, and I’m going to start to play.  So maybe when I cum, you can cum again.”  She laughed and added, “Tell me if you do, people.  It turns me on.”

She went back to the bed, laid on her back, in a position I’d seen her adopt many times.  The position she took before we fucked our usual missionary fuck.  But she was doing something else that I’d never seen her do, left hand playing with her tits, right hand reaching down between her legs.  She put her index finger directly on her clit, began twitching it back and forth.  I stared, entranced.  I’d never seen her masturbate before, but here we go.  This was her technique.  This is what she did when she needed to cum.  Well, when she wasn’t fucking one of her new dildos, I supposed.

“Oh, God, you guys,” she cooed.  “Oh, I’m so fucking horny.  My little pussy needs it so bad.  I want to fuck Jack, guys.  Don’t you want to see me fuck Jack?  Just a little more and I’ll do it.”

She had her pitch down, knew how to milk the money from her audience.  But she wasn’t exactly faking.  I’d heard her cum, had made her cum enough times to know the tell-tales, and she was genuinely driving herself toward climax.  I had little doubt that this had all begun as a money-making endeavour, but I had an equal lack of doubt that she enjoyed it.  That it truly made her horny.  I was pretty sure this new private job was what I had to thank for my wife suddenly asking me to fuck on occasion.  On the nights when I was home, and she couldn’t get her webcam self-fuck fix, she was burning up. 

The money continued to pour in and she got back to her knees, squinting again at the screen, finally smiling, saying, “Thanks guys.  It seems a lot of you feel sorry for me!  You want me to cum, too!  That’s good!  So, it’s time to fuck Jack!  Do you guys want me just to lay down and fuck myself with him?  Or should I stick him to something so I can fuck him like I really want to?”

She read the messages, smiled her gorgeous, charming smile, said, “Thanks, guys.  I really need to ram him tonight, and I cum so good when I stick him and fuck him.  I’m going to drag over my dresser, so you guys can all watch Jack take me.  So gimme a sec.”

She left frame, and I heard her actually dragging something heavy, smiled when I saw it enter frame.  It was my dresser, actually, not hers (hers would have had the computer atop), and she surprised me by sharing that fact with her audience:  “This is my husband’s dresser, actually.  He doesn’t know I use it to fuck Jack.  You guys won’t tell him, though, right?  Thank yoooooou!”

The dresser was tucked up right beside the bed.  She licked the suction cup base of the pink dildo, then planted it hard on the dresser’s side.  She shared another charming moment of pure Chrissy when she laughed and said, “How fucking tall do I think I am?” and had to fight the suction cup off and replant it lower.  Then she climbed atop the bed on her knees, spread her legs to either side of the dresser and shuffled backwards.  She was profile to the camera.  The pink dildo’s head was tucked up right next to her slit, hidden from view by the round of her ass.

She said, “I need this bad tonight.  So I’m gonna make myself cum while you watch.  If you cum, let me know.  I love reading your messages after.  Sometimes I make myself cum again while I read them.  And here’s the deal:  whoever leaves the biggest tips by the time I’m done will get a private show with me at fifty percent off, where I’ll do anything you want.  Okay.  Let’s do this.”

She eased herself back onto the dildo, all the way until her ass touched the side of the dresser.  Her mouth dropped open and she groaned, eyelids fluttering.  But it went in with little resistance, and I could almost feel how wet she was.  She grunted, “The only rule, as always...?”  She turned, squinted, acknowledged, “That’s right.  Don’t tell my husband.”  She pulled her ass forward, sank herself all the way onto the dildo again, grunted, “Holy shit.  And whatever you do, don’t tell him how hard Jack makes me cum.”

Then she started rocking forward and backward on her palms, the pink silicone cock appearing behind her, disappearing into her wet cunt with each thrust.  Her pace picked up and she no longer bothered worrying about her audience or acknowledging them in any way.  She was just fucking the toy, fucking Jack, and I knew the facial reactions, knew the sounds, knew she loved it.

I couldn’t wait anymore.  I took my dick in hand and started to stroke along with her, backing off every time I felt my orgasm about burst forth.  She wasn’t edging, she was fucking for all she was worth, but I had to.

Her head craned back on her neck, eyes closed.  My dresser shook, the work binder I’d casually placed there a few days before rocking and edging closer and closer to going over, just like me. 

“Oh, fuck,” she grunted, and here she acknowledged her audience one last time.  “Oh fuck, guys, I’m gonna cum.  Oh, fuck, I’m gonna cum hard!”  She was thrusting full force now, and the binder slipped.  I heard it impact the floor, heard papers scatter, wondered how much effort she’d put into getting it back in order before I found it, but wondered it only for a moment, because...  “Oh, fuck!” she exclaimed, and her thrusting didn’t stop, but it stuttered, her whole body shaking.  I could see her little tits quivering beneath her, saw her head fall forward, her draping hair shimmying like a hula skirt.

That was authentic.  I knew my wife, and she was legitimately cumming in front of all these people.  Cumming with a pink rubber cock shoved up inside her. 

I went off then, too, my orgasm so fierce a shot of sperm literally launched over my shoulder before I angled myself to catch the rest on my chest and stomach.  My eyes clenched shut so I missed the tail end of her orgasm.  When I opened them again she was still on all fours, hanging hair completely concealing her face.  She was panting down at the bed top, struggling to catch her breath.  Finally she let out a laugh and shuffled herself forward to get the dildo out from inside her.  It glistened from its perch on the side of my dresser.

She sat on the bed’s edge, still laughing, hair a mess in front of her eyes till she shoved it aside.  Her tits were still out for anyone to stare at.  Her cunt was a wet mess, her gorgeous trim job still on display.  “Holy shit, guys,” she said.  “Oh, God, that was good.  That was really, really good.  Did any of you cum?”

I knew I had, but I clicked the button that would minimize the screen so I could see the chat again, unsurprised by how many viewers claimed they had orgasmed along with her.  Some described it.  One offered pictures and she said, “Yeah, send them.  I’ll look at them.  Maybe I’ll play with myself again later while I look at them.”

I didn’t know if that last was just showmanship or if she really would do that.  I vowed I would scour her computer in more detail when I got home, to see how many tokens from viewers she had collected, if she did indeed keep them.

“That was fun,” she said again, “But I promised one generous viewer that I would join him or her for some private time.  So, let’s see who won!”  She clicked something, tilted her head, smiled and announced, “Micro!  MicroBadge9000, it’s time for your private show.  Did you cum?”

MicroBadge claimed to have done so twice.

“Well, I hope you saved one more for me!”

He assured her he had and she laughed.

“Well, thanks guys!  I really had fun tonight.  And I’ll be back tomorrow at the same time.”  She read another message, responded, “Will I be back tonight?  Well, I dunno.  I came pretty hard, and I know from experience that Micro can make me cum pretty hard, too, so we’ll have to see.  Check back in, but if not, then come find me tomorrow and we can play.  Just remember...”

It was like a call and response with her audience, who had the schtick down pat.  Many of them responded with “Don’t tell your husband!” a few filling in her own line verbatim with “Don’t tell my husband!” 

Then the screen went dark with just a written explanation that InnocentWife123 was in a private show.

I sank back onto the hotel couch, still covered in semen.  My heart was still pounding in my chest.  I couldn’t believe what I had just witnessed, but now that I had a moment, and now that the lava burn of my lust was, if not gone, at least momentarily sated, I knew I had to think about what this all meant.

Chrissy had enjoyed her performance.  I had no doubt about it.  And if I needed any proof that I had enjoyed it, all I would need to do would be to run a hand across my chest.  I’m not sure I’d cum that hard since the earliest days when I’d been experimenting with sex as a teenager, long before I’d met Chrissy.  I had cum harder watching Chrissy fuck Mister Pink, AKA Jack, than I had when I’d been fucking Chrissy myself.  Why?  I realized it was because I was seeing a new side of her here.  Not the stayed housewife who would sometimes consent to orally pleasure me because she loved me and she wanted me to be happy.  I had seen a woman, in the fullest and most fearsome meaning of that word, a woman who wanted sex and was going to have it, who was going to take it, who was going to make it do any and every dirty thing she wanted it to do till her cunt was messily satisfied.  I had never seen her so wanton, had never seen a hint that she was capable of it.  It was beyond hot.

But...  what did it mean that it was happening without me?  I reminded myself that I was still a part of it, to some degree.  She was using me as an absent prop for her act, had even pointed out the truth when she had used my dresser as something on which to plant her dildo and thrust against.  I remembered as well what I had thought earlier about it not being Chrissy in front of the camera, that the character of InnocentWife123 gave her some permission to feel and act in a way she normally didn’t.  A way she was, perhaps, frightened to in front of me, where she felt, maybe, that she did have to play the innocent wife.  I didn’t have to guess at whether or not she’d be frightened to have me find out the truth about all this - she was actively hiding it from me, under the floor boards and in amidst the towels and behind passwords and deleted histories.  She was terrified of me finding out, terrified, I’m sure, that it would mean divorce.  Which was the question before me, come to that.

I loved Chrissy.  I also lusted after her, had even before any of this.  Even now the thought of going home to her made my cock stir from its bed of cum covered pubic hair where it had barely rested its head. 

But I was concerned about her hiding all this from me.  Concerned about the magnitude of the lie between us.  Concerned, if I’m honest, about where it might lead, or where it may have already led.  Would she ever meet one of her viewers in the real world?  Would there one day, or had there been already, a real Jack that she fucked, with or without a viewing audience?  Was this Chrissy’s private fantasy, something that earned her cash while making her cum, or was it a gateway drug to extra-marital sex?  I thought again about my own interactions with websites like Whortal in the past, how I had tuned in to watch anonymous women fuck themselves and fuck their partners, all while tugging an orgasm out of my own dick.  I had never told Chrissy about any of those instances.  It would never have occurred to me to do so, as I saw it as no more than watching porn, which I doubted she cared about me doing, and which actively turned me on to think about her doing.  But I had always drawn the line at interacting with those girls, even in a fleeting or passing manner.  Because that would have made it more than porn.  That would have made it cheating.  By that logic, Chrissy was cheating on me.  With many, many men.  So, how did I feel about that?

She was with one of them right now.  Well, not with, but online, letting him watch her in our bedroom.  Maybe watching him, if the private shows were reciprocal.  How did I feel about that?

My dick was upright again.  Turned on, that’s how I felt.  The idea of her looking at another man’s cock and making herself cum with one of her dildos...  it wouldn’t have entered the spank bank before, but it was there now.  And maybe it always had been, to a degree.  I had always found the thought of her watching porn arousing.  The thought of her looking at men there, getting aroused, had always made my cock hard.  So was this so different...?

I decided to say nothing for now.  I would need more data before coming to a conclusion.  I would need, for one thing, to be certain that watching and being watched was as far as it would ever go.  When I knew for sure how I felt about it, then I would talk to her.  And we’d take things from there.

I remembered her private photos and videos, thought about purchasing them, then realized I might be able to access them without doing so.  It was my own wife, after all.  I shouldn’t have to pay money to see her.  Instead I waited till the “Private Show” notification had turned to “Offline.”  Then I logged in to the Whortal website using InnocentWife123 as my username and WhortgagePayments123 as my password.  It worked.  I downloaded everything she had uploaded there and then logged out again, in case she tried to pop back on for another show while I was still on.

She had a dozen photo sets and videos uploaded.  All of them, I was relieved to discover, were of her masturbating or simply being naked.  None involved other men in any way.  She had two different videos of her fucking Jack, one of her trying to fuck the big black dildo and failing because it was just too big, but promising that if people watched her live she would have another go, and that she could surely take it all in a private show - she finished that video by instead fucking the little jackrabbit vibrator she owned and cumming in loud, ongoing wails.  She had a photo set of her showering, of her making herself cum with the shower head.  She even had a video of her masturbating at our open bedroom window, where potentially any of our neighbours might have been able to see her do it, smiling mischievously back at the camera the whole time and cajoling everyone to not tell her husband.

Her husband knew though.  Her husband made himself cum three more times over the next hour, watching her, his balls aching by the end.  Her husband checked back online several times, too, to see if she would pop back on.  But she didn’t.

At around 8 PM I called her.  Sometimes she went to bed that early before a 4 AM wakeup, and while I knew she didn’t really have to get up that early, she didn’t know that I knew, so calling later would be rude.  She actually did sound tired when I talked to her, and I thought I knew exactly why.  I was tired myself.  And sore.

“How you doing, baby?” I asked.

“Good.  Sleepy.”

“Yeah?  What’d you get up to tonight?”

“Nothing.  Watching TV.  Reading, like I said.”

A lie.  A lie that should have disturbed me.  But a lie that, armed with the truth as I was, somehow aroused me.  How weird was that?

“Get to bed, then baby.”

“I will,” she said.  “I miss you.”

“I miss you, too.”

“You’re coming home tomorrow?”

She knew I wasn’t.  She had promised her audience a show tomorrow.  This was her double-checking.  “No.  Day after.”
“Oh, right.  Shoot.”

“But when I do...  maybe you put on that new black number again for me?”

She chuckled.  “Yeah?  You like that one?”

“I do.  It’s hot.”

“I think so, too.”

“So you’ll wear it for me?”

“Of course.  I bought it for you.” 

Not just me, I thought, though it didn’t make me want to see her in it any less.  “Good.  Sleep tight.”

“Paul?” she said before I could hang up.

“Yeah?”

“I love you.  You know that right?”

I love you was a normal thing for her to say.  The second part?  I’d never heard her ask it before.  “I love you, too,” I told her.  And I knew that remained true. 

I just needed time to figure out how else I felt.


Chapter Six

It was hard for me to concentrate at work the next day.  I’d watched a few of her private videos again that morning, had jerked myself off to the point I felt almost raw.  But I couldn’t wait for her performance tonight.  Couldn’t wait to see what she would get up to.  Couldn’t wait to see her tomorrow, to fuck her, and yes, bizarrely, to hear the lies about how innocently she’d spent the last two days reading and watching TV.  Knowing all the while exactly how she was contributing to our whortgage payments.

I spoke to her on the phone again when I first finished work, just to reassure her that I would not be home tonight, to make sure she would feel free to do whatever she wanted to do.  And before the appointed hour could roll around, I made an account under the user name SexySalesman, and bought up three thousand tokens, costing me $750.00.  They were a quarter apiece, and while I couldn’t be sure exactly how much she’d raked in the night before, I knew that MicroBadge alone had spent at least two hundred and fifty dollars on her, and another hundred and fifty just for the half-off private session.  I hoped I had enough to get myself alone in her private chat.  I was aroused by the thought, but I also wanted to use it to find out as much as I could about just how far she was willing to go.  She didn’t know it, but I was pretty sure that that one-on-one session, assuming I got in, was going to determine the fate of our marriage.

InnocentWife showed up on schedule and the show was set up the same way as the night before, performed on the bed, the camera viewing from the same angle.  She wore a different piece of lingerie tonight - a semi-sheer white camisole over a white lace bra and pantie set.  I recognized it from her recent purchases, made on the same day I’d found her stash of sex toys. 

She performed in much the same manner, charming her audience, chatting with them, answering questions, reminding them at regular intervals that she was doing all of this behind her husband’s back and that nobody should tell him (as if they could).  And masturbating, of course.  Tonight it was the little jackrabbit vibrator, and though I’d seen her (twice now) getting off with that thing in one of her videos, it was extra exciting to watch the performance live.  I kept the chat window open the whole time, to interact with her myself, occasionally feeding her tips.  I was grateful that MicroBadge9000 wasn’t in the mix tonight, as I didn’t want to risk being outbid for the right to privacy with my wife.

She orgasmed on her back, the vibrating toy tucked up inside her.  As before, she urged her audience to share their own orgasms with her, and there were many who did.  Chrissy put on a hell of a show.  She finished by asking if anyone wanted a private show.  I pounced straight away, and she identified me by name.  A moment later the screen went dark and there popped up an invitation to participate in the one-on-one session with InnocentWife123 for 1200 credits.  I clicked Accept, and the screen blinked again to the view of our bedroom, Chrissy now seated, naked, in the chair in front of her computer.

“Hey, Sexy Salesman,” she cooed, then frowned.  “Hmmm...  something’s amiss.  I can’t see you.”

Yeah, that was right.  A little research had revealed to me that the private shows were reciprocal, so I had killed the microphone on my end and covered my laptop’s camera with a small piece of tape.  I had thought initially about letting Chrissy see just my penis, figuring that if I kept the lights dim, she wouldn’t recognize it.  But even if that worked, she’d recognize my voice.  This way was safer.  I typed: No, sorry.  Camera busted.  Can only type.

“Oh,” she said, and pouted.  “That’s too bad.  You can still see me, though?”

Yep, I wrote back.

“Okay!  Good.”  She smiled.  Beautiful, winning smile.  “Did you enjoy the show tonight, Sexy?”

Yes.  Very much.

“Did you cum?”

Not yet.  Hoping you can help me with that.

She laughed.  “I would love to help you with that.  Hoping you can help me get back there, too.”

Do you always cum in your private shows after your main show?

“Not every time.  But most times.  The main show gets me turned on, and the private show lets me relax a little with someone in a more personal way.  And the second cum helps me sleep.”

Do your customers always cum during the private shows?

“So far I have a perfect track record, there!  Though usually I get to see it.”

Do you like watching them?

“Of course!  It helps me get off.  Now, what would you like to see?”

Would like to talk more, first.  Is that okay?

“Sure.  Though most people want to see me doing something while we talk.  And I can multi-task.”

Can you fuck Big Black?

“Whoa-ho!” she laughed.  “Whoa, you’re pulling out the big guns.  Can I fuck Big Black?  I can and I have.  But only sometimes.  I have to be really, really turned on, and I have to ease into him.”

Want to try?

She smiled, rolled her eyes but promised, “For you, SexySalesman, I will try.  Give me a second, though.  He’s downstairs.”

She disappeared from the camera, and I settled back on the couch just occasionally toying with my fully erect penis.  I was eager to see her in action with the toy, because as yet it was the only of her dildos I hadn’t seen in use.  But I also knew from experience that the more aroused Chrissy got, and the closer she got to cumming, the more willing she got to talk dirty.  It was usually an uphill battle - she played the true innocent wife with me - but I thought that tonight, with the anonymity of her character to hide behind, getting her turned on and pushed to the brink of a serious orgasm was my best route to finding out just how far she’d take things.

She came back into frame a minute later with the giant black dildo in her hands.  It was crafted, like Jack, in the shape of an actual dick, though I couldn’t imagine what life might be like having something that hefty hanging between your legs.  I’d heard of women with large breasts developing back problems, but that monster looked like it might make walking difficult.  Like Jack, it wasn’t shaded in any realistic skin tone - it was an opaque, almost shiny, unadulterated black.  She held it up to the camera, threw me a rueful wink, as if to say ‘We’ll see!’  What she actually said was, “This’ll take me a bit.  Always does.”

Why did you buy such a big dildo if it’s too hard to fit? I typed to her.

She chuckled.  “Honestly?  It was after a one-on-one session like this one.  The fellow who paid for the private show was a dark skinned gentleman with a penis somewhere in the neighbourhood of this size.”  She grunted once, bit at her lower lip, and I could see that while she’d set the dildo aside, she was rubbing herself between her legs, that part of her body off screen since she had to sit close enough to read what I was typing.  Her eyes were squinted a little in memory.  “I couldn’t believe it when I saw it.  Took him two hands to jerk it, and he had to put his biceps and his shoulders into the effort.  When he came it was like a fire hose.  I couldn’t get it out of my head.  I bought Big Black two days later.”

My cock throbbed to hear her describe the experience.  The jealousy resurged momentarily when I remembered that the person she was describing wasn’t someone she’d watched in a porno video, as I’d tried to entice her to do many times, but someone she’d actually spoken to, made a connection with.  But the jealousy almost seemed to add to the lust I felt.  She had talked with this guy with the giant penis, watched him jerk off, and it had turned her on so much that she’d gone out to buy an approximate replica of his cock two days later.  I would be cumming to that image for years to come.

Have you ever fucked someone that big in real life? I typed.

“God, no,” she laughed.  “My husband, God bless him, is considerably smaller than that.  Not that I mind.  His dick is about perfect sized.  But no, Big Black is as close as I’ve ever come to something like that.”

So you’re really married?

“Of course I am!”

Have you ever cheated on him?  Pretty much the million dollar question.

“No.  And I wouldn’t.”

Some would argue that the show she was performing was cheating.  I, myself, would have labelled it such.  But she clearly didn’t interpret it so, and at this point what I really wanted to know is if she would ever meet another man in the flesh.  I wondered if she would even entertain the notion in the form of flirtation.  So I typed, What if I came over and fucked you?

“Sorry, my dear,” she said.  “You can watch me cum, and I would absolutely love to watch you do the same.  But no one gets near my pussy but him.”

Her saying it here didn’t necessarily make it fact, but the surge of relief I felt at the statement was intense.  She had been honest, so far as I could tell, about everything else.  And playing with the notion of fucking the paying stranger, even if she never intended to follow through, could only net her bigger tips.  But she hadn’t gone there.  Thank God.

Does he know you do this? I asked.

“Nope.”  She was still working herself down below.  She was aroused by this simple conversation, by the knowledge that someone was watching her do what she was doing.  Her eyes kept turning from the camera, maintaining a connection with me, toward the screen, where she was used to getting a private show of her own.

What would he do if he found out?

Here she paused in her activity, eyes dropping to the floor for a moment.  She finally said, “Honestly, I don’t know.  All in all, though, it’s probably best for all of us if he never does find out, don’t you think?”  She started playing with herself again.

Does he really travel as much as you say?

“Yes.”

Doesn’t he fuck you when you he’s home?

“Yes, he does.”

Is he not good at it?

“He’s great.  I don’t think he knows how great.  I’m trying to get better at showing him.”

Why do you do this, then?

I thought she would talk about the money, because I’m certain that’s what had drawn her in in the first place.  But she surely knew that talking about money issues was going to kill the mood, and she said something that hewed a close line to my own thought earlier:  “On here I get to be InnocentWife, and she’s not so innocent.  My husband married a good girl.  Sometimes he tries to get me to be a bad girl, and I want to be.  But if I cross that line...  is there any going back?  Can I still be his good girl later, if I’m his bad girl in the bedroom?  Can we really still walk down the street holding hands after he’s seen me ride a nine inch dildo?”

I think you could.

She smiled.  “Maybe.  I’m trying to figure all that out.  I think this is part of that.”  But she had maybe had enough of the talk about her marriage.  I believed her when she said she wanted to cum, and talking about the struggles she was having surrendering sexually to her husband in the bedroom probably weren’t going to get her there.  So she changed the subject, asking me to describe my cock.

I stuck as close to the truth as she had, and she followed my description with “Mmm, that sounds nice.”

We continued to talk for a while after that, me describing what I was doing, her playing visibly with her tits while her other hand twitched rapidly below the camera.  But eventually she said, “Okay.  I think I’m ready to try this.”  She picked up the large black dildo, chuckled ruefully and said, “Sorry, Sexy, here’s the thing.  If you want to see me do this, I have to pull the chair back.  And I can’t read what you type unless I’m close to the screen.  I think I need glasses!  I didn’t used to, but I think I do now!”  She laughed, and it was that candour again, that willingness to engage with her audience personally, even when it wasn’t about something sexy, that I’m sure made her so popular.  She could be your neighbour or your co-worker.  Your friend with Big Black Benefits.

I won’t be typing, I promised.  I’ll be making myself cum.

“And I’ll be doing the same,” she said.  “Or Big Black will.  Stay put and we’ll chat afterwards.”

She got up from the chair and lifted it backwards, rather than risk scraping our hardwood floors with it.  It made me laugh, remembering that when she’d been ready to fuck Jack yesterday, she had scraped my dresser across the floor with no compunctions.  She must have had a second feed where she could see herself, because the first time she sat to test the vantage her vagina was only half on the screen, the other half disappearing below, and she got up to shuffle the chair a little further back again.

Big Black didn’t have a suction cup base, just a wide, flat, circular bottom, but she stood him straight on the chair top anyway.  She held up a finger then and said, “One second,” and she disappeared from frame just for a moment, returning with two belts, both of which I’d seen her wear with various outfits in the past.  She wove them around the seat of the chair, literally strapping the big dildo into place, upright.

I typed, Wow, you have this down to a science, and she saw the words appear, leaned close to the screen, squinting, before laughing and saying, “Yeah, it took some trial and error, but I’ve figured out how to fuck him just right.  This chair is key.”

She straddled the chair, standing, had to raise herself on tiptoe to get the clearance she needed to position the huge, silicone cock head beneath her pussy.  She said, “Bear with me.  It’ll take me a minute to get started, but then...  fireworks.”  And she gently eased herself downward onto the dildo, gripping the chair back behind herself for support.

It was slow going.  She inched herself down the shaft, taking more and more of the thing inside her, her mouth hanging open, eyes unfocused, no longer checking to see if I was typing.  She shuddered once even before she’d made it all the way down the first time, laughed and said, “Sorry.  This thing makes me cum a lot.  Like, mini-cums, just from the size of it.  Give me a -”  She jolted again, biting her lip, smiled and finished, “second.”

She finished in a deep squat and there were still about two inches of rubberized cock protruding beneath her.  She couldn’t take the whole thing.  Her pussy was stretched wider than I’d ever seen it.  Unless I used my fist and forearm, I would never be able to duplicate the effect.  “Okay,” she prepped me.  “I’m gonna fuck it now.  And based on past experience, and what you just saw, I’m gonna cum a bunch of times.  But if you’re trying to go off with me, hold out for the last one.  It’ll be when I get going fast, and believe me, you’ll know it.  Jack’s a better and easier fuck, but Big Black can just about make me pass out, as long as I don’t hurt myself first.  Wish me luck.”

She gripped that chair back tightly, lifted herself up again, almost as slowly as she’d gone down.  It was on the subsequent descent that another orgasm struck her.  She half-smiled, but she was already losing her ability to find the laughter in it, instead just finding the lust, and with each mini-climax that stuck her thereafter, the smile diminished until her jaw was literally hanging slack, her eyelids drooped nearly shut.  Her tempo increased over time, and I grabbed hold of my dick and started pumping along with her, matching her pace.  Her legs were shaking, partly from the strain of the repeated squats, partly because she kept cumming.  Faster and faster, lift and descend, gorgeous toned thighs flexing, face now bent toward the floor, watching the giant dick as it stretched obscene and visible beneath her, watching as her cunt swallowed it, her body jolting out small orgasm after orgasm.  At one point a long stretch of drool literally dropped from her mouth to her thigh, and she didn’t even acknowledge it.  She may have forgotten I was here.  It was just her and the giant black cock, strapped prisoner on the chair.  Harder and faster, long strokes becoming increasingly vicious.  She was impaling herself on the thing, cunt so well lubricated that it slid down that shaft almost frictionless now.  Her interior must have been stretching to accommodate the dildo, as well, because by now her ass was striking the seat.  She had made room for those extra two inches somehow.  I could see how she could hurt herself doing this, but there was nothing about the action right now that spoke of pain, just pleasure so great that it bordered on it.  She was grunting fiercely, animalistically.  When she lifted her face forward for a moment, her hair was a tangled mess behind which I could see grit, bared teeth and squinted eyes.  She was literally snarling in her sexual surrender to the giant dildo.  Up, down, wham, wham.  The chair was rocking, her grunts growing louder and louder.  She announced her final orgasm with a literal scream of, “Oh, God!” that I’m sure Stephanie must have heard next door.  She sank onto the dildo, her body shaking seizure-like, the chair lifting off its back legs so that her feet and the chair’s front legs became what was holding the whole thing upright, holding Big Black inside her.  She came more violently than I had ever seen anyone cum, even in video, literally losing control of her legs toward the end so that the chair tipped further and she would have come down on her knees, either popping the dildo free or toppling the whole chair with her, if she hadn’t shot one foot out at the last second, transforming the whole affair into a shaky tripod.  She held that position afterward for a long moment, looking like some crazy statue, head down, one knee almost on the ground, a woman bent in prayer or fealty.  Then she cocked her head to the side, sweat matted hair like jail bars in front of her face.  She gave out one exhausted chuckle, tried to stabilize herself, tried to get back into the seat, and then she did fall, her legs still too shaky to hold her, and the dildo did (thank God) pop free of its leather tethers and she hit the hardwood, laughing loudly.  I was grateful for the laughter because without it I might have worried that she really had hurt herself.  That thing was fucking dangerous.

At some point in the midst of her performance, I had stopped stroking.  I had forgotten I was a part of this at all, just absorbed in the sheer lunacy of my 5'2” wife fucking something that was almost a sixth of her height, fucking it so hard she had turned into an animal and had literally fallen from her seat.  But she was still laughing, cackling almost, finding the whole affair hilarious, and I couldn’t see her any more, other than one knee as she rolled herself onto her back, and I jerked myself off listening to the sound of that laughter.  It had always been one of the greatest sounds in the world, but never before had I found it so mind bendingly sexy.  I came hard all over myself, and jetting sperm across the couch which I would have to mop up before the cleaning ladies found it.

A full minute she lay on that floor laughing, and when she literally clawed her way back up to kneeling position she did it exaggeratedly, trying to make me laugh.  The dildo slid out of her as she got back to her feet, even more evidence of just how wet she was.  She didn’t lift the chair this time - I doubt she still could have - but dragged it back in front of the computer, collapsed into it, still catching her breath.  “See?” she panted.  “Fireworks.  Or fucking nuclear explosion or whatever.”

Did you hurt yourself? I typed with my sticky hands.

“Not that time.  But the thing’s a fucking menace.  There’s a reason I don’t use it that often.  Did you cum with me?”

Oh, yes.  Lemme clean my hands before I type more.

She laughed at that.

The next thing I typed was, Your husband’s a lucky man.

“I’m lucky,” she assured me.  “Believe me.”

Do you miss him?

She smiled, but it was slightly confused, and she told me frankly, “You’re the first person to ever ask me about him other than to confirm that I’m really married.  Why the interest?”

You seem to really love him.  I think that’s amazing.

“I do love him,” she assured me.

You should tell him what you’re doing then. 

She frowned.  “Easy for you to say.  What if he leaves me?”

I don’t think he will.

“But you don’t know,” she said. 

Maybe he already knows.

She laughed at that.  Sexy, charming laugh.  “Not a chance.”

After we disconnected, I mopped up the sperm from the couch, all the while thinking to myself that sooner or later the truth was going to have to come out.  I just didn’t know if it was going to be me or her that broke it.  Having this secret from her, the secret that I knew her secret, was actually a weird sort of turn on, but it couldn’t hold forever.  Until one of us found a way to breach the truth, though, I intended to have as much fun as I could.  After all, she clearly was.


Chapter Seven

Here’s something I found weird:  the next time I saw Chrissy, she was in a knock around T-shirt and jeans.  Just ordinary, hang around the house clothes.  And I found her even sexier than when she’d been in lingerie.  Maybe it was the casual intimacy of it, the reinforcement that there was no performance here.  She was my wife, I was her husband, and she may have performed for others, but I believed her when she said she had been with no one else but me.  I reminded myself that I had watched hundreds of women fucking themselves live on camera over the years, and never once had I told Chrissy.  The difference here was just two things:  she was letting others see her, and she was having online conversations.  And she was getting paid, but that could only be a good thing.

The other good thing?  She initiated sex again.  She asked me what I wanted to do, and just to test the waters, to see how her attitude might have changed, I asked if she wanted to pick out some porn for us to watch together, something that would turn her on.  She seemed less embarrassed by the prospect now, more tentative, gauging my reaction warily the whole time as she looked online and settled on, surprise, surprise, videos of guys jerking off. 

“This does it for you?” I asked her.

“Is that okay?”  Literal fear in her voice.  She had gone out on a limb to reveal something about her sexual tastes and she was terrified of being judged.

“That’s hot as fuck,” I assured her. 

I went down on her while she watched, and she came ecstatically, and reciprocated with a blowjob afterwards without waiting to be asked.  Yes, her horizons were opening up.

I still had to work the next day, and I checked midday on my phone to see if Chrissy was performing while I was out.  I caught only the final few seconds of a show, but yes, I had proof now.  Even when I was in town, if I was at work, she was still willing to sneak in a session.

I was insanely turned on by it and we fucked again that night when I got home.  Twice in two days.  We were edging into record territory and I didn’t want to do anything to rock that boat.

I had another out of town trip the week following, and it was on the day I was to leave, checking my phone quickly for updates on Whortal, that I saw something that made my heart skip a beat.  InnocentWife’s page was still set up as before, still had the videos and photos for sale, but there was also a blog area which she had never previously used, other than for a few perfunctory posts reminding people of upcoming shows.  But she had a new post up today, added in the early morning hours, presumably while I’d been asleep.  She was promoting another person’s page, sending traffic their way.  It was a new girl to the site, someone trying cam work for the first time, and InnocentWife wanted to make sure everyone made her feel welcome.  It was a close personal friend of hers, she said.

It was Stephanie.  Or should I say LonelyLady347?  I clicked the link to go to her page, and it was still in the early stages of being set up.  No photos or videos for sale, which was unsurprising if she’d yet to start broadcasting.  But she did have a profile pic, her in a matching red bra and panties set, her black, bob cut hair vibrantly contrasting.  It was the woman whose ass I’d admired as I’d helped her change her light bulb, the woman I’d pictured fucking my wife, fucking us both, and even fucking Chrissy’s toys on more than one occasion.  Her first performance was scheduled for tonight, an hour after Chrissy’s, presumably so she wouldn’t steal viewership, and maybe so she could watch her friend first, and take courage and inspiration.

I saw Stephanie that morning as I was loading my luggage into the car.  She was standing on her porch with a mug of coffee and I waved and she waved back.  But I couldn’t resist a quick chat, and I walked over to greet her.

“Hey,” I said, and she responded in kind.  “Just wanted to see how the job hunt was coming along.”

“Oh!”  She looked surprised.  And nervous.  She said, “Good.  I think it’s sorted out.”

“Yeah?  Was Chrissy able to help?”

“Uh...  yeah.”

“What’ll you be doing?”

“Um...”  And I could see by the way she was scrambling that she had not anticipated this chat, had no prepared answers.  She was winging it, and I could have laughed (but didn’t) when she said, “You know, same thing as Chrissy.  Teaching.”

“You got in with the same company?”

“Yep,” she agreed.

“Even without a teaching certificate?”

“I guess they were hard up.”

Right.  As I knew I would be, tonight, watching her show.  I wished her luck, and got in my car with a huge smile on my face.

I tuned in for Chrissy’s show that night, as I always did when I had time.  It was a standard session during which she stripped and fucked her favourite pink dildo, the one she claimed reminded her of my dick.  At one point she asked for suggestions for anything new she could do on her channel.  A dozen ideas poured in, and I gave my contribution too, typing, What if you had someone else on the channel with you?

She addressed most ideas, and playfully frowned when she saw mine.  She knew me by now as a regular and she said, “I told you, SexySalesman, no other guy but my husband will be getting near my pussy.”

I responded, What about a girl?

She looked surprised by the suggestion, hesitated just a moment, and as she’d already verbally promoted Steph’s channel tonight, I filled in the gap by typing, You could make LonelyLady347 a whole lot less lonely!

She smiled, shook her head, said, “I’m not sure my husband would appreciate that.”

And it would drive traffic to her channel, I’ll bet.

“Maybe it would,” she mused.  “In any event, you just concentrate yourself on making her less lonely.  Are you going to watch her show?”

I assured her that I was.

“Good,” she said.  “Me too.  Sorry guys, no private show tonight, I’m throwing my friend some support.”

Are you going to make yourself cum while you watch? I typed to her.

“Are you?”

I guaranteed it.

“Well, we’ll see how things go on my end,” she said.  “But I am looking forward to it.”

Stephanie’s show started just one minute later. 

I’d been in her backyard, but I had never been in her bedroom.  When the camera clicked on I was treated to a view of a tastefully gray painted room, a darkened window, a king sized bed with a heavy quilt cover.  There was nothing sexual about her set-up, nothing she had done to her environment to present anything other than what she was, or what she’d been till recently - a working class divorcée.  Her wrist was the only part of her body in shot at the start, as she turned everything on and got things set up, and I saw her lean in close to the screen to ensure things were working.  And they were working.  Chrissy had driven a small horde to Stephanie’s channel, and Steph was going to start with one hell of a leg up, audience-wise.  Text messages were popping up with “Hello!” and “Welcome!”, one after the other.  She noticed it, smiled nervously, stepped back to let the camera see her full-frame.

She was wearing the same red bra and pantie set that she had in her profile picture.  I’d seen the picture but the live view was incredible.  She was visibly trembling, just a little, and her skin was raised in goose flesh everywhere.  But her blue eyes twinkled as she smiled at her audience, and I felt like I grew another inch just to hear her voice when she first spoke.

“Hi, everybody!  This is my first time doing this, and I want to throw a quick thank you to my friend, InnocentWife, for her support.  I’m a little nervous, but I’m also, well...”  She laughed, and I thought she had taken a page from my wife’s book.  She was being herself instead of some fake and moaning porn star, and I thought it was going to do a lot to retain her audience.  “I’m a lot more turned on than I thought I would be!” she went on.  “Any words of support from you guys might help me relax.  And I’ll be doing a private show after this if anybody’s interested!”

I jumped on that before anyone else could, and I’m sure that if Chrissy really was watching she was thrilled for her friend when Stephanie said, “Oh, wow!  That was fast!  Okay, SexySalesman, stick around at the end of the show and we’ll have some alone time together.”  She smiled directly into the camera, directly at me, SexySalesman, and I could have cum on the spot.  I very forcefully kept my hands away from myself as she did her thing, waiting for my chance to realize a fantasy with her.

It crossed my mind just for a second that what I had planned meant crossing a line not much different from that which Chrissy had, and crossing a line I had never crossed before, because I intended to engage my camera and my microphone both for this.  I doubted Steph would recognize my voice so completely out of context, especially keyed up as I knew she would be, and I intended to keep the camera focused on my dick, so there was no way she would recognize me visibly.  It was something I would have always considered cheating in the past, but Chrissy had made it clear that she didn’t precisely deem it so, so I reassured myself that I was doing nothing wrong. 

Stephanie was definitely nervous through her performance.  She put on music and danced, and the girl knew how to move.  But I saw the barest hesitation before she removed her bra, showing me the tits I had dreamed about since first meeting her, larger than my wife’s but surprisingly with smaller nipples.  She turned her back to the camera before slipping off her panties, and even with my self-instruction to the contrary, I couldn’t resist giving my cock a squeeze at the sight of that ass, the one I had admired behind denim, now bared to me.  When she turned back to the front, her vagina wasn’t just trimmed like Chrissy’s, but completely shaven.  She had a large and lovely clit that protruded just enough to be seen even when she faced straight on to the camera.

She didn’t have her patter down the way Chrissy did, didn’t have the “Don’t tell my husband” schtick to fall back on, but she was trying and she loosened up as the performance went on, especially once she’d set about masturbating in earnest, back on her bed, head propped on a pillow so we could all still see her face through her parted knees, as her fingers dipped and delved.  I wasn’t alone in throwing her tips, though I knew she wasn’t pulling in as much as Chrissy had.  But I believed her orgasm to be legitimate toward the end of her show.  Shaved as she was and positioned as she was, I was pretty sure I could even see both her vagina and asshole pulsing and twitching with the aftershocks once she pulled her hands away.  She smiled a relieved, relaxed smile when she had finished, thanked her audience and re-invited me to stick around.

During the interlude I made sure to sit in such a way that nothing above my waist would be seen, and cast about the hotel sofa to ensure I’d left nothing in shot that could identify me.  I was safe.  My dick was fiercely hard and twitching when the screen darkened and the private invitation to join my neighbour popped up.  She was charging three times less than Chrissy had for the one-on-one, though I expected that as her audience grew and she gained her own hardcore fans, she’d be able to raise that price.  As it was, I intended to leave her a very generous additional tip at the end.

The black screen cleared and there she was, Stephanie, my gorgeous neighbour, seated as Chrissy had been when I’d had my one-on-one with her, as Chrissy had probably counselled her, right in front of the camera, so that her body from her tits on down were hidden from view.  She smiled and I saw her eyes widen when my hard and twitching cock filled her screen.

“Oh, my!” she laughed.   “That’s...  that’s a penis!  That’s your penis.  Hello, SexySalesman, you have a very sexy penis.”

“Thank you,” I said, and I saw no reaction that would indicate I’d been recognized.  She was staring at her screen, forgetting to speak for a moment.  I hadn’t known her to date since the divorce, and it occurred to me that mine was quite possibly the first cock she’d seen since.  She seemed almost entranced for a moment, before giving her head a shake.

“Sorry,” she laughed.  And then, confirming the thought I’d had, “I haven’t seen one of those in a while.  It’s...  um, it’s nice to see that.”

“You like it?” I asked her.

“I fucking love it,” she assured me.  “How about you?  Did you like my performance?”

“You were incredibly hot.  You’re very, very sexy, St-”  I caught myself at the last second.  I’d almost done it.  I’d almost called her by name.  I smoothed it out into, “Stone cold fox.  You’re a stone cold fox.”  And if she noticed anything strange in it, she didn’t betray it.  She blushed, in fact, actually blushed, even after all she’d just done in front of an audience, in front of me. 

“Thank you,” she said.  “Long time since I’ve heard that, too.”  She kissed her fingertips, touched them to the screen, to the image of my penis, I supposed.  She said, “Can I see your face?”

“No,” I told her.

“Why not?  Would I recognize you?”  My heart tripped over itself, wondering for just a second if she had recognized me, but she followed up a moment later with, “Are you some sort of celebrity or something?”

“Or something,” I told her, and she said okay.  “What would you like me to do, then, Sexy?”

I told her she had an amazing pussy.  I had never seen a clitoris quite as large and she said, “Yeah, it’s super sensitive.  I cum if the wind blows wrong.  You want to see it up close?”  And she stood without waiting for my response, legs spread before the camera, her cunt life-sized on my screen as she spread her lips with the fingers of one hand, displaying her vulva.  Her clit was twice the size of Chrissy’s, round and protruding.

“That’s gorgeous,” I told her.

“Yeah?  Why don’t you touch your dick while you look at it?”

I confessed, “I didn’t touch myself through the entirety of your show, because I think you’re super sexy, and right now I’m like you.  Think of my hand as the wind blowing wrong.”

“You’ll cum that fast?”

“I’m on the edge now,” I told her truthfully.

She crouched, bringing her smiling face to the camera, said, “Honey, here’s the thing.  You’ve caught me on a good night.  I haven’t fucked anyone in more than seven months, and I can’t believe how turned on I am right now.  I’d rather that cock was here with me, in my bedroom, because I think I could make some dirty, dirty use of it.  But I’m in no hurry tonight.  So you make yourself cum, and I’ll watch, and then we can start our one-on-one time.  I just want to see that pretty thing spill for me.  Sound good?”

It sounded more than good.  She straightened up, that lovely bare pussy of hers once more filling the screen, and I wrapped my fist around my cock.  It didn’t take long, especially not once her other hand snuck into frame, touching lightly on her swollen clit, and as I came, sperm spilling over the edge of my dick and my hand, I heard her grunt, and she lost her balance, toppling forward, knocking the camera askew in her own orgasm.  And she laughed.  So much like Chrissy.  She straightened the camera, sat again in the chair, still giggling, cheeks flushed with high colour.  “Okay,” she said.  “And with that out of the way...!  Whatcha wanna do, Sexy Cock?  Or Salesman.  I’m gonna call you Sexy Cock since that’s all I can see and I’m sure the rest of you is just as sexy as it is.”

I mopped up and threw her a twenty dollar tip, then asked if we could just talk for a bit while I regained my stamina and what I promised her would be a second erection shortly. 

“I’ll stick around all night for that,” she said.

We talked candidly about our sex lives and fantasies, and it was thrilling to match what she was saying with what I knew to be fact, buying me in to the idea that the rest of what she was saying was likely fact, as well.  She confessed again that she hadn’t had sex in a long time, admitted a divorce though she didn’t go into any details around it.  She confirmed that she was real-life friends with InnocentWife123, and that she’d been skeptical when she’d first learned about this career avenue. 

“She really is married, you know,” she told me.  “And her husband really doesn’t know what she’s doing.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Not yet.  But he’ll find out some day, won’t he?  And then...?  I don’t want to see him hurt.”

“You care for him?”

“Oh, he’s one of the good guys.  One of the best.  She’s lucky to have him.”

“I’ve seen her.  He’s lucky to have her.”

“She’s a top tier hottie, no doubt,” Stephanie agreed.  “But so’s he.”

“Really?”  I couldn’t let that go by without probing.  “You think he’s hot?  You’re attracted to him?”

“Sweetie,” she said, “If she ever gave me the go-ahead, I’d fuck him till he was cross-eyed.  If I wasn’t on here with you, I’d probably still be masturbating, picturing his dick in this bedroom.”

I laughed at that.  How could I not?  I asked, “What do you suppose his dick looks like?”

“Like perfection,” she told me.  “And maybe a little like yours, mister Sexy Cock.  How’s that second hard-on coming for me?”

Oh, it was coming.  Keep talking like this and it would be coming, then cumming.  I asked if his wife knew how she felt, and she confided that in a few drunken moments she had mentioned her desires to InnocentWife, but her friend knew she would never act on them without her consent, so it was all good.  I asked then how about the wife?  Did she feel any attraction to her?

“Chr-” she started, and I couldn’t believe it when she pulled the same maneuver I had, changing it to something that sounded plausible, even though it wasn’t what she’d been about to say.  Instead of my wife’s name, she said, “Christ.  I mean, yeah, she’s gorgeous.  I’ve never been with a woman, but I can think of worse places to start.  But it would never happen.”

“Why not?”

“I may want to fuck her husband, but she loves him.  Point blank.  She would never get together with someone behind his back.”

“What if he said ‘okay’?”

“If he said ‘okay’?”  A devilish grin spread across her lovely face.  “I wouldn’t just stop when she was cross-eyed.  I’d fuck em both till they went blind.”  She had dropped a hand back into her lap, was playing again, and that final statement, the images and promise it got rolling in my brain had got my blood pumping again.  She smiled as she watched my penis start its climb.

“How about I lay back on the bed,” she asked, “and we can watch each other make our naughty bits twitch?”

Which is what we did.


Chapter Eight

Chrissy’s show didn’t air at the expected time the next night, and I called her, concerned without trying to sound so.  She didn’t sound sick, but she sounded not quite herself.  Nervous?  Disconcerted?

“Are you okay?” I asked her again.

“I am,” she said, then she asked, slowly and emphatically, “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I assured her, mystified.  “Why wouldn’t I be?”

“I just want to make sure you are.  You’re okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said again, laughing it off.

“And you’re still coming home tomorrow?”

“Of course,” I assured her.

The rest of the conversation went strangely, and it wouldn’t be till after I’d hung up that I considered the possibility that “And you’re still coming home tomorrow?” hadn’t had the emphasis on the ‘tomorrow’ part so much as on the ‘coming home’ part.  Had something happened?  Had she discovered that I knew about her new career?  Had Stephanie recognized my voice, after all?  But I couldn’t believe that last bit.  She hadn’t done or said anything to indicate that she knew who I was, and even if she did fantasize about me the way she claimed to, I couldn’t believe she would have been so open with me or filthy in front of me if she had recognized. 

And Stephanie’s show went on as scheduled.  She made her naughty bits twitch for the whole crowd, and I did the same, without her eyes on me this time.  I didn’t have the funds for private shows every night, after all.

But I went to sleep that night nervous about what had transpired back home, and I wasn’t concentrating the next day at work.  I didn’t make the sale.

Chrissy was seated on the couch when I came home the next day.  She was dressed casually once more but one look at her showed me just how stressed she was.  Not even nervous.  This girl was terrified.  I could think of nothing other than that she knew that I knew, but I couldn’t even think of a way to broach it.  And what if I was wrong?

She asked me how the sale went and I told her it hadn’t.  “I’m sorry,” she said, but it was stilted.  It wasn’t what she wanted to talk about.  Needed to talk about.

I started past her, hauling my luggage toward the stairs, but she called my name, and when I turned back to her, she was looking at me desperately.  “Come sit with me,” she said.  “Please.”

I did, waiting for her to make the first move.  She finally gave me the cliché:  “We need to talk.”  I doubt there’s any partner who’s ever heard that phrase from their spouse and not felt a pang of fear.  But as frightened as I felt, she looked more so.  Still she didn’t say anything, her eyes questing over my face, looking for anything that would betray what I was thinking or feeling.  She sighed, and I saw the resignation come into her eyes as she realized that she was going to have to speak first, that she was going to have to give me some clue as to what was going on.  And she was terrified she wouldn’t like the outcome.  What she finally settled on was, “I’m sorry you didn’t get the sale.  I thought you would.  Because you are one sexy salesman.”

She stared at me afterward, biting her lip, waiting for my reaction.  She didn’t get the one she expected, though.  I chuckled, and then that grew into a laugh.  Part of it was relief - I needed for this to come out as much as she did.  I hadn’t expected it to be so soon, but I was glad that it had.

She frowned, genuinely confused, and I finally told her, “That’s a bold way to bring it up.”

“I’m a bold girl.”

“I’ll say,” I agreed.  Then, “How?  How do you know I’m so sexy?”

“I saw.  Yesterday, I saw.”

“Yesterday?”

“She shared the recording with me.”

Huh.  I hadn’t known there were recordings, didn’t know if that was a natural function of the Whortal service, or if it was some third party software that Stephanie had used.  “She recorded it?” I asked.

“We record a lot.  For legal reasons.  And for promotional stuff.  The stuff we sell on the site, most of that is just a recorded session.  Not usually the private ones, but the public ones.”

“Why’d she show you?” I asked.

“I asked her to,” she answered.

“Why?”

She dropped her eyes, sighed again.  The truth was out there.  Some of the truth, anyway.  There was no turning back now, and I saw right then and there her simple decision to go for honesty.  Regardless of consequence.  She said, “Because I met with SexySalesman before, didn’t I?  Only his camera wasn’t working.  His mic wasn’t working.  When I asked her about her session with him, she described a working camera.  So I asked to see.”

“Why?” I asked again.

She shrugged.  “I was curious.  I wanted to find out what I’d missed out on that night.  And he was a regular.  I wanted to see what he looked like.”

“Naked,” I said.

She shrugged, confessed, “Added bonus.”

“And she just gave you the recording?”

“A copy,” Chrissy agreed.  “She warned me first that she had said some things that might raise my eyebrows, but I dunno...  maybe she felt like she owed me for introducing her to it all.  Mentoring her.  So, yeah, she gave me a copy.”

“And did it raise your eyebrows?”

“Paul...  there was nothing she said that night that I gave a single crap about after I realized it was you.  After I knew that you were SexySalesman, and after I realized that meant that you knew about me.  Which took about five seconds, incidentally.”

“What gave me away?”

“I know your voice.  I know your dick, Paul.  And I know your wedding band, which you didn’t take off.”

Fuck.  I had checked the sofa for anything I may have forgotten, but I hadn’t even thought about the ring.  “You don’t take yours off,” I countered.

“I’m married,” she said right away.  Then, in the meekest voice I’d ever heard her use, “Right?”

I took longer than she wanted me to to answer.  Panic lit her eyes as her face tilted up to me.  But I said, “Yes,” and she looked moderately mollified.  I didn’t want a divorce, that’s for sure.  After all, I had been a very willing participant in some of her scheme.  But I’d be lying if I said that there wasn’t still a layer of fear buried beneath everything, and of hurt that she had kept so much from me.  So I finally said, “Just tell me how it all happened.  Tell me everything.  No more secrets from either of us, okay?”

She nodded.  She had lost the teaching job she told me.  The company had gone under.  I confessed that I knew - no more secrets from either of us, right?  I told her I’d seen the email on her computer after I’d found her stash of toys and her list of passwords.  Even though she knew I knew all about her, had obviously seen her using those toys - every single one of them - live and before a digitally cheering audience, she blushed when I brought it up.  She hadn’t known I’d found them, hadn’t known I’d gone on her computer.  But she didn’t chastise me for the breach of her trust - I think she knew that would have been a very dangerous leg to try to stand on.  Instead she went on, telling me about her search for work afterward.  How she’d wanted to tell me, but that I’d mentioned to her more than once how important it was that she’d secured the teaching job given the tenuousness of my own position.  She wanted a replacement job before she let me know what had happened.  But her online searches had turned up little other than the job she had ended up taking with Whortal.  She’d realized we’d already invested in all the gear she would need (“Well, most of the gear,” she said.  “I got the dildos later.”) and after some online research she’d found nothing but glowing reviews for the Whortal site.  It was the highest paying such site online, where the tokens cost the most, and they curated their performers - only the hottest individuals were allowed to broadcast - and it would give her a possibility of earning far more than she had while teaching, even if she only did it part-time.  “I told myself I’d just try it the once,” she said, “Knowing I’d hate it.  Knowing I’d find it shameful and scary...  but...”  She shrugged.

“You liked it?” I said.

She dropped her eyes.  This was the most damning part, in her mind, I guessed, but she nodded.  Slow, subtle nod.  “I liked it,” she agreed.

“What did you like about it?”

“The money,” she said first.  “Every day I made more than the day before.”  She sighed, then said, “The validation.  People on there thought I was really, really hot.  And they weren’t shy about telling me.  Or showing me.”

“You are,” I told her, and she gave me a mournful smile.  “But I always told you that.  Did I not do it enough?  Did I not give you enough validation?”

“It wasn’t you,” she insisted, eyes wide.  “No, it wasn’t you, Paul.  You always did.  It was me.  I didn’t see myself that way, it was like...  like I couldn’t allow me to see myself that way.  I never had.  But on there...  and as time passed...  on there, I did.  And I liked that.”

“Did you ever...”  It took me a while to get the sentence out and that surprised me, because I truly did believe I knew the answer already.  Even Stephanie had confirmed it.  But sometimes fear gets in deep, and it can be hard to exorcise.  “Did you ever meet any of them?  Did you ever-”

“No,” she cut me off.  Insistent.  And sincere.  “Never.”

“But you watched them.”

“Yes,” she acknowledged.

Thinking of her choice in porn, I said, “And you liked that, too.”

Her jaw clenched, and she was ashamed.  “I did.  I found it validating,” she acknowledged again, but then, going for one hundred percent honesty, “And hot.  I mean...  yeah, it turned me on to see them doing that, to know they were doing that because of me.  It...  helped.”

“Helped?”

“Me uphold my end of things.  Do what they were paying to see me do.”

“To make yourself cum,” I said more simply.

“Yup,” she acknowledged.  No use beating around that bush, pardon the pun.

A new thought occurred to me and I asked suddenly, “Does Stephanie know?  That it was me?”

“No,” she said.  “I didn’t tell her.”

“Why didn’t you do your show last night?”

“I couldn’t,” she said.  “Not knowing you knew.  I knew we had to talk.”

I nodded, finally asked, “So, what now?”

“I don’t think that’s up to me,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“Paul...” she said, and it wasn’t fear in her eyes now when she looked at me, it was just sadness.  Overwhelming sadness and loss.  Like she thought she already knew the answer before she asked the question.  “Are we done?  Did I destroy us?”

“No,” I told her, and she surprised me by breaking down in tears right then.  Folding her face into her hands and sobbing.  “We’re not done,” I promised.

And she wailed right through her palms, “Why not?”

I sighed.  In for a penny.  I told her about what I did every night in the hotel rooms, long before I’d discovered her online show.  Told her there had been many, many women like her that I had watched.

“Yeah, but they didn’t watch you,” she countered.  “You didn’t perform for them!”

“No,” I acknowledged, “but quantity-wise I probably have you beat a few dozen times over.”  She was still crying, and I finally sighed and said, “Look...  I’m glad this is out.  I’m glad we both know.  I just didn’t like the secret of it between us.  I didn’t want...  I didn’t like that you were working so hard to keep something of you from me.  I...  I don’t...  I mean, I don’t exactly hate InnocentWife123.”

She lifted her tear-streaked face from her palms, looked at me with abject shock.

“She’s hot,” I went on.  “Really hot.  I didn’t fake things on my end when the mic was off and the camera was off.  And I didn’t fake it each night while I watched you, either.”

“You mean you...?”

“I think I ruined a few hotel sofas,” I laughed, and she actually managed a small laugh of her own. 

A new thought occurred to me.  “The private shows you did,” I said.  “Did you...  did you record those?”

She nodded.

“For...?”

“We’re supposed to, in case anything illegal transpires.  But we’re supposed to delete them after.”

“You didn’t delete them?”

She shook her head.

“Why?”

She looked hesitant, said, “I think you know.”

“You liked them?”

She nodded again.  “Sometimes when you were gone, if I couldn’t sleep...  sometimes one of those could help me...”  She sighed.  “Could help put me in a state where sleep was easier afterwards.”

“I want to see them,” I said.

She looked hesitant, said, “You may not like...  I mean, I got into things the same way I did with SexySalesman.”

“Really?” I asked, and I’m sure she mistook my quickening breath for anger rather than the arousal that had just surged.  “Get your computer,” I told her.  “And get your toys.  And meet me up in the bedroom.”

I took my luggage upstairs, and she did as I’d asked without question, arriving with the bag of dildos in one hand, the computer in the other.  She had left the camera downstairs, and that was fine, at least for what I had planned for now.

I asked her to set up the computer where she would normally put it to watch stuff, and I was unsurprised that that was on her dresser at the foot of the bed, where I knew it usually resided during her shows.  Then she looked to me for further instruction, not really sure what I wanted, and afraid to take initiative on her own.

“InnocentWife isn’t so innocent,” I said from my seat on the bed.  It was her own words played back to her and she nodded in acknowledgement.  “But she was also helping Chrissy to loosen up.  To be more forward about what she wanted.  What she likes.  And I really, really liked that.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.  I want to know what turns Chrissy on.  And I want to share with you what turns me on.”

She managed a small guffaw, said, “I already know what turns you on and she lives next door.”

“That’s true,” I acknowledged.  No dodging that one.  “Stephanie is very fucking hot.  But know what’s hotter?  My wife when she’s not holding back.  When she knows what’ll get her to cum and she just goes for it.”

“So...”

“So I was hoping you’d pick out a toy-”

“Not Big Black,” she said right away, and I laughed.

“Not Big Black.  That one’s maybe a little dangerous for just now.  But pick one out.  Then pick out what you find your hottest recording.  Your hottest one-on-one that happened in this room while I was at work.  The one that makes you reach between your legs to help you sleep when I’m not here.”

She was still nervous, but she nodded, pulled, unsurprisingly, Jack from the bag, put it on the bed.  Then she fired up the computer, went to the website, to a private section where I saw she had not just a couple, but several dozen recordings.  She still knew unerringly which one to seek out, though.  She looked back over one shoulder warned me, “Last chance to back out.  Last chance to hold on to any vestige of me as a good girl.”

“You’ll still be my good girl,” I promised.  “You’ll just be my bad girl, too.”

She pressed play, settled back with me on the bed, said, simply “This one.”

There were two side by side images - Chrissy on the left, a black screen on the right, waiting for the client to show up.  Chrissy was naked, her little tits still pointed after whatever show she had just completed.  She looked expectant, nervous and turned on.  It was a sexy combo.  A moment later the client did show up and...  whoa.

“Whoa,” I said.

“Yup.”

It was a Black man, with a clean shaven scalp, but a scruff of beard on his cheeks and chin.  His naked body was in great shape.  He looked like someone who spent his time at the gym.  I figured he must have spent a lot of time working his lower back, because without that he’d be in danger.  At a glance I knew - this is the gentleman who had inspired Chrissy to go out and purchase her largest dildo.  I had never seen a penis that size.  If anything, Big Black was smaller.  He was seated in a hard backed chair and his epic dick curved back toward his body, the head touching his torso just under his left breast.

“That is...” I started, couldn’t figure out a way to finish.

“Big,” Chrissy acknowledged, simply. 

The Chrissy in the video was stunned.  Her jaw had dropped, her eyes were bugging out of her head, and the guy on the screen chuckled at her reaction.

“You like it?” he asked her.

“Um...”  The recorded Chrissy looked truly at a loss for how to answer.  How to form words.  Finally she gave the one word answer she had given me a moment before:  “Yup.”  She tilted her head to one side trying to make sense of it, finally instructed him, “Stand up.”

“Stand up?” he asked.

“Yeah, I wanna see it from different angles,” she said, her voice trailing off toward the end.  On screen she had brought one hand up to play with her tits, and her other was already working away below the camera.  She looked transfixed, lost in the site before her, and lost in the lust it was bringing her.

The guy on the screen stood, turned profile.  His dick could have been an elephant’s tusk.  He brought one hand to stroke lightly upwards on it and she muttered, more to herself than him, “Oh, fuck that is hot.”  She retrieved Jack from somewhere beside her.

He chuckled again and she told him to turn around so she could get a look at his ass.  On the screen she was frantically masturbating while devouring him with her eyes.  She gasped out, “Fuck, man, I should be paying you.”

In the real world she looked at me, fear back in her eyes.  She stood and said, “I should turn this off.”

“No, no,” I said to her, and reached one hand out to try to guide her back down.  I missed the attempt though, because my eyes were glued to the screen. 

She saw it, probably saw the bulge in my pants, too, asked, disbelievingly, “Is this turning you on?” 

“Is this turning you on?” I asked.

“This always turns me on,” she confessed.

“Take off your clothes,” I instructed, and I began frantically tearing my own away.

I’m sure it wasn’t the reaction she’d been expecting.  Even from the corner of my eye I could see the relief written all over her.  If this is truly how I was receiving this, then she was only too willing to play along.

When we were both naked, my dick pointed skywards and considerably smaller than the one on the screen, I pulled myself back on the bed, legs parted in a vee.  I instructed her to sit between them and continue watching the screen.  She did so, and I reached over to pick up her pink dildo, pressed it to her.

“You want me to...?”

“When you couldn’t sleep, you masturbated to this?”

“Sometimes.  There are others I like too, but this one never fails.”

“Do it now,” I told her. 

“With Jack?”

“With Jack,” I agreed.

I watched the action on the screen over her shoulder, watched as the guy began working himself, again in profile for her viewing pleasure.  And he really did need to involve his whole body in his masturbation.  Biceps, shoulders.  He even started thrusting with his pelvis.  And my wife on screen, the one who had been live with him, watched it all with unblinking eyes, gasping and groaning, slobbering while fucking herself.  She finally realized he wasn’t getting the full picture, stood and kicked the chair aside.  It clattered hard on the floor.  She stood naked in front of him, thrusting the same dildo she was using now in and out of herself.

Here on the bed today she was ramming it so hard I could feel her back rocking into my chest.  She whispered to me in dusky tones, “Watch when he cums.  It’s fucking incredible.”

A moment later the guy on the screen exploded, crouching in the shot so that she could see the unending ropes of cum that were flying from him like cannon shot.  On screen, Chrissy came too, fiercely, violently, dropping to her knees so suddenly that I’d be surprised if she hadn’t ended up bruised afterward, head flung back, shoulders collapsing against the foot of the bed behind her.

In my lap now Chrissy went off, too.  She knew I was behind her, so she modulated her head thrust, but the impulse was there.  I could see the cords in her neck standing out, her jaw clenched.  Her groan, locked behind her clenched teeth, sounded almost desperate.  I don’t think I’d ever seen her look so sexy in my company before.  She had surrendered to what she knew could make her cum, hadn’t tried to mitigate or halt it for my benefit.  And cum she had.  She was trembling as she came down from it.  Then, as if all of a sudden she’d remembered I was there, her head spun to me, eyes wide, assessing, fearful she might find judgement in my eyes, anger in my eyes. 

But she didn’t.  “That was so fucking hot,” I told her, honestly.

Her smile was equal parts relief and joy.

“Let’s watch another,” I told her.

“Later,” she said.  And she pushed me back to the bed, cast Jack aside, and climbed astride me.  She grabbed hold of my aching dick, stuffed it inside her and started thrusting against me with abandon. 

We both came together.  And it was the best it had ever been.

There’s more to tell you with my webcam wife.  Much more.  InnocentWife123 is still doing shows, and so is LonelyLady347.  Hell, I’ve gotten involved now, too. 

But that’s a whole other story...


Reviews are really important to independent authors and they help get the right story to the right reader.  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a rating or review for it!  It would mean a lot to me :)

Thanks!

Amanda
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Pineapples in Winter

Rob is not related to me, is certainly not my brother, but he grew up in the same house as me, and my family basically treats him like he is. I'm eighteen, and he's twenty two, and though he doesn't know it, I've lusted after him most of my life. Now he's coming home for the holidays with his incredibly hot girlfriend, who I'd trade places with in a second, if I could. And maybe I can. Because Rob is playing mind games that he thinks are working on me, and as long as I play along I might just get everything I've ever wanted from him, his smoking hot girlfriend and my best friend... and still come out seeming completely innocent on the other side.

Hotwife and the Neighbor Boy

Maggie's 35th birthday is on the horizon, and it's weighing on her. When her husband notices their eighteen year old neighbor seems to have a thing for Maggie, and that the desire might even be reciprocated, he hatches a plot to make this Maggie's best and hottest birthday yet, and make her feel a whole lot younger in the process.

Summer Games

Kyle and I are the senior counsellors at our summer camp, so when the camp director has to leave for a few days, he leaves us in charge of training the new counsellors. Bad move. We run through the games he wanted us to, but with a twist: the winner of any game can make anyone on the other team do whatever he or she wants. I mean, we're just seven horny teens and one twenty year old... what could possibly go wrong with this plan?

Hotwife at Club Mirage

We just moved to a new city and discovered that our apartment overlooks the rooftop pool of a sex club. Watching those people from our window is hot enough, but now my husband wants me to go down and join them. I would refuse, but since the accident, he's been paralyzed from the waist down, and I really could use some attention. But the stuff that goes on there is so wild... and so addictive... from a sex swing in the bar, to a fetish dungeon, to personal classes in how to do anything and everything in the bedroom... I'm going to agree to this. I can't say no. But will our marriage ever be the same?

Jack's Punishment Part One: Jack in the Box

Jack Nelson is a senior at the co-ed private school of Ridgeview Academy. He's a brazen flirt, but when he propositions Ms. Wells, the pretty new teaching assistant, in front of the whole class, has he gone too far? Maybe so, because he soon finds himself coerced into serving as sexual education tool for his female classmates. He's promised that every effort will be made to protect his identity. But as angry as she is, can he really trust Ms. Wells?

Jack's Punishment Part Two: Blackmail and Benefits

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson was promised his identity would be protected when he agreed to serve as a sexual teaching aid for his female classmates. But four of those girls now know who he is, and armed with nude photos of him, have everything they need to blackmail him into fulfilling their every sexual desire...

Jack's Punishment Part Three: Teachable Moments

The conclusion of the Jack's Punishment series...

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson has had a day of sexual awakening, serving as sexual education aid for his female classmates, being blackmailed by several of them into performing perverse acts with and for them in the girls' change room, and then coupling with his neighbor, Cathy... and that was only Tuesday! He's got a whole school week ahead! And now that he's been given the blackmail material, which also implicates his tormentors, Jack has a little more freedom to start making demands of his own.

But will it all be complicated by the fact that one or more of those girls, and even the teaching assistant, Ms. Wells, seem to have developed feelings for him? For that matter, what if Jack has fallen in love with one of them, himself?

Stripper Wife

After my husband cheated on me I never dreamed I'd end up becoming a stripper behind his back. But what can I say? I love getting naked for a room full of men, love even more what they let me do to them in the back room. And with my eighteen year old mentor, Desani, at my side? I can do anything I want!

Initiating Charlie

Charlie's been described to me as gorgeous by every female friend I've ever had. It's been hard for me to see it, of course, because we've been raised practically as family.

At eighteen, both of us have headed off to the same university - a perfect chance to reinvent ourselves. I'm even joining a sorority, although the final initiation is supposed to be wild. Turns out, he's joined a fraternity, too. In fact, our organizations are paired. As are their final initiations...

Initiating Charlie is a taboo erotica novel about what happens when a young woman is given power over a young man, and a consequence free opportunity... to do whatever she wants.

Watchful Wives

Since learning that my best friend, Carol, has a private video of her hot husband pleasuring himself, I have been perpetually horny. Pete was my number one crush growing up, and while I’m happily married to Bill, he still occupies my fantasies. Now Carol’s offering me a deal: she’ll share the video with me... if I make one of Bill and share it with her. What’s more, our friends are in on it now too, with the same ruleset. That’s four women all conspiring to film our husbands intimately and share those videos without their knowledge. The thought of seeing those other men I know so well is unbearably sexy. But can I do this to my husband? And what if any of them ever find out?

This is a 25000 word novella packed with erotic scenes of women indulging forbidden, voyeuristic desires while maintaining the illusion of their normal, every day lives.
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