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Chapter One

My twenty eight year old wife, Chrissy, studied to be a teacher but ended up a housewife for the first several years of our marriage.  And now?  She does sex cam work, getting naked and masturbating online for a viewing audience.  She tried to keep it from me and succeeded for a number of months.  But I know now, and she knows I know, and lucky for her, I find the whole thing preposterously hot.  Especially the private shows she does, where she speaks intimately with other men and makes herself cum while staring at their cocks and watching them jerk off.  We’ve discussed it in depth, and we’ve agreed she’ll keep doing it - frankly, we may need the income, soon - as long as she never physically meets with another guy, and as long as she’s always 100% honest with me about what happens.  No more secrets.

Chrissy is a gorgeous, tiny woman at 5'2”.  Small tits, small waist, small everything.  Except her eyes.  Those are huge.  And she wears her brown hair long.  She works hard to keep herself so petite.

I’m still in okay shape, nothing like her, but even though I’ve got two years on her, I’m thinking maybe I should try to do better.  Especially given what she just suggested. 

“You should join me some time,” she said.

“In front of the camera?”  I laughed.  “Yeah, that’d be a great way for you to lose viewership.”

“Paul, I know you don’t see yourself like this, but you’re hot.  You know Stephanie thinks so.”

Stephanie was our thirty three year old neighbour.  Another beautiful woman.  Black hair kept in a bob cut, bigger tits than my wife, and four inches taller.  She’s divorced now and recently lost her factory job.  Chrissy convinced her to start doing cam work, too, though unlike Chrissy, she doesn’t know I’m aware.  I had a private show with her where we both watched each other masturbate to orgasm twice, though she never got to see my face.  And during an intimate conversation in the performance of that show she confessed just how sexy she found her next door neighbour.  And his wife.  How she’d love to fuck them both.  So yeah, I was aware of how she felt.

“Be that as it may,” I told Chrissy, “Your whole show is built around the premise that you’re doing this very dirty thing behind your husband’s back.  That he doesn’t know.  My showing up would kinda kill that angle.”

“Good point,” Chrissy conceded.

I spent a lot of time on the road these days.  I was in computer sales, and the entire industry was slowing down as a recession really sank in its teeth.  My company had laid a lot of our sales team off, leaving me to pick up all the slack.  When I did work in town, Chrissy usually did her shows between 9 and 5, while I was at the office.  When I was out of town, she generally performed at night, though sometimes (when she was feeling particularly ambitious or horny) she’d sneak in multiple shows from sunup to sundown.  And when I didn’t have to work, say, on a weekend, while she used to take the day off entirely to prevent me from finding out what she was doing, she could now perform with me right there in the house. 

During her main show on such days, when she’d be live before an audience of dozens or sometimes hundreds (she was a very popular performer), I’d be just off camera, watching the live-action version.  Far enough removed that I didn’t have to worry about inadvertently casting a shadow or showing up in window reflection, but near enough that I could still clearly see and hear her activity.  Most often I’d be sitting or kneeling in the bedroom doorway, shooting my seed onto our hardwood floors right around the same time Chrissy (known as InnocentWife123 to those viewers online) would be rocking out her first orgasm on one of her three sex toys. 

More often than not she’d follow the main show with a private show, where one of her viewers paid a hefty fee to join a one-on-one video chat, where they could see her and she could see them, and where the viewer could direct the action, getting her to perform whatever sex act they had dreamed up.  I could have watched these shows from the doorway, too, had even, for the first couple times she’d performed when I was home, but now I always shut the bedroom door and gave her her privacy, knowing she’d show me the recording later anyway.  Of everything my increasingly libidinous wife had gotten up to, the private shows were my favourite.  They were no longer a staged thing for a largely invisible audience - this was one-on-one cybersex with a real partner, and I loved how horny she got looking at those guys playing with their hard dicks, knowing she was the reason their cocks were standing up in the first place.  I wanted her to feel as free to just be herself as possible, and for the most part, if I gave her her space, it worked.  But even more than watching those private shows after the fact (and I did it every night when she was done, either masturbating or letting her do it for me, with hand or mouth, while we reviewed the footage together), I loved watching the private shows she’d recorded before she’d realized I knew what she was up to.  She had never expected me to find out about her slutty alter ego, and so I knew that whatever she did or said in those videos, she was being her truest self, modifying her behaviour not one iota to account for her husband’s feelings.  And she had saved all those videos, even against the recommendations of her employers at Whortal, so she could relive the sessions while masturbating.  They turned her on that much.  And that turned me on.

I hadn’t watched all of those videos yet.  There were dozens, and I was rationing them out, enjoying them most often when I was out of town, when I didn’t have my wife on hand to fuck.  Then I’d curl up on the hotel bed or the couch, connect to the hotel wifi, pick one of the private recordings she’d made, and masturbate to it.  Sometimes I’d fire up the one she’d labelled her favourite - the one where the guy jerked a truly gigantic penis with both hands, jetting enough cum to fill a large soup bowl, I’m sure.  She had definitely shown a love for looking at larger penises, even though she claimed my dick was her favourite, and her favourite dildo was of a similar size.  But I had seen more than a few videos where she’d chatted with men with smaller dicks, too, and she could sometimes get surprisingly aroused by those as well.  On the night I’d first discovered her filthy pastime, she’d performed a private show for someone with the username MicroBadge9000, and when I watched that video, the reason for his pseudonym had been pretty apparent.  His penis, fully erect, might only have been three inches long - he literally masturbated with one finger and thumb.  But Chrissy fucking drooled over it, and I knew her well enough to be sure that the powerful orgasm she achieved while watching it twitch and spew its small load of semen was far from faked.  She’d done three private shows with him, in fact, over the months before I found out what she was up to, and she openly expressed her lust for his tiny dick each time.  I guess my wife just liked cock.

But there were more surprises for me.  When it came to Chrissy, there were always more, and our sex life was enjoying a magnificent renaissance because of it. 

A week after she’d made the suggestion that I consider performing with her, I was out of town on one of my business trips, curled up on the sofa of my usual discount hotel chain.  I’d already ordered and eaten my room service, had stripped naked and intended to stay that way for the evening.  After I got off to whatever previously recorded private show I picked out, I would be tuning in to Chrissy’s live performance, and then more likely than not watching tonight’s private show, as well.  I might even tune in to watch my hot neighbour doing her show, too.  Ironically, I usually ended up cumming more when I was out of town than I did when I was home with Chrissy.  Stimulation overdrive.  My nuts would be sore if I stayed away from home long enough.

I used her username and password to access her saved videos.  Each was accompanied by a small thumbnail, though it could be hard for me, at a glance, to differentiate them the way I knew Chrissy could.  I usually chose a video at random, sometimes firing up a different one partway through if it wasn’t quite as hot as what I was looking for, or if I realized I’d already seen it before.  Tonight’s choice I had bypassed several times in the past because the thumbnail showed my wife in the lefthand half and just black on the right.  I fired it up now, watched Chrissy sit naked before the camera for several long seconds before I got impatient and scrubbed through to the point where the other party joined the private show.  That person took three whole minutes to appear, but when they finally popped up on screen, my eyebrows raised.  So did another part of my anatomy.

I’d known Chrissy had female viewers, of course.  I think they were in the tiny minority...  somewhere between 8 and 10% might have been optimistic.  But they existed, sometimes chiming in with their own typed messages of support or details about what they were doing to parts of their bodies that her male audience obviously lacked.  I had never before seen Chrissy do a private show for one, though.  She had never mentioned having done one, though in fairness, I had never thought to ask.

This particular woman looked a little younger than Chrissy.  Maybe twenty three or twenty four?  Maybe even younger, just college aged.  She had red hair, worn long, a cute little overbite.  She wasn’t wearing glasses, though I could see the marks where she had worn them recently and I wondered if she had removed them out of vanity before meeting with my wife.  Glasses were the only thing she had removed, though.  She was still wearing a cotton jersey with the sleeves rolled up and some sort of video game logo at the centre.  Her breasts, two small hillocks behind the fabric, looked slightly smaller even than my wife’s.

I glanced at the date that accompanied the video.  Chrissy had had this encounter about three weeks before I’d discovered what she was up to.  Based on the time of day, I could assess that I would have been out of town, on a business trip like this one, maybe watching the news, maybe out eating, completely unaware that my wife was sitting in our bedroom, naked, in front of the camera we’d bought, and being stared at by a very pretty, very nervous younger woman.

Beneath the woman’s camera feed was her username:  TextbookExample22.

Chrissy smiled and welcomed her and the girl smiled back, shyly.

“What are you a textbook example of?” Chrissy asked.

“Right now?  Adrenal response.  I’m a little nervous.”

“Don’t be,” Chrissy insisted.  “It’s just you and me here.”

And your husband, in the future, I thought, and had a moment’s misgiving at watching the video.  It’s funny.  I hadn’t experienced that even once while watching the other vids, watching these men I didn’t know and would never meet toying with their cocks, making themselves cum, all the while thinking they had an audience of just one.  I suppose it’s because Chrissy had been open with all of them that she was married, that her husband was unaware of what she was doing.  And while maybe not all of them believed it, maybe some thought it was just a fantasy she was selling, they had made the choice to virtually fuck that absent husband’s wife.  So, tough luck if the husband later got to see them being their truest and nastiest selves.  (They seldom stole my focus from my wife being her truest, nastiest self anyway, though I did get a certain voyeuristic thrill even out of watching the guys, especially when they shot off their load.  I didn’t consider myself into men, but that was still plenty hot, somehow).  The girl seemed vulnerable in a way that none of them had, though, and I had to remind myself that she had made the same choice they had.  My wife, my home...  my right to watch.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” Textbook said. 

“I’ll let you in on a secret,” Chrissy answered, still smiling gently.  “Neither have I.  Not with a girl.”

“No?”

“No.  But I’ll tell you another secret, too:  I’m really turned on by the prospect.”

The red headed girl chuckled, blushed.

“Can I see you?” Chrissy asked.

“You mean...?”

“I mean, you can see me.  You can see my breasts.  If you’re comfortable...  I’d love to see yours.”

“Okay,” Textbook breathed.  And she used both hands to draw the jersey up and over her head, getting tangled in it all for just a second.  She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her tiny tits very much grabbed my focus as she struggled, both arms over her head.  She wasn’t flat chested, but she wasn’t much more than an A cup.  She had puffy areolae, each almost as raised from her breasts as the breasts were from her chest.  I had a vivid flash of how they might feel and taste on my tongue.

She finally struggled the shirt completely free, and she was blushing fiercely, but Chrissy laughed it away in that charming, completely real way she had.  There was no mockery in it, certainly no artifice.  You’ve charmed me, that laugh said.  And even through the blush, the girl smiled, lips sealed over her overbite.

“You have lovely breasts,” Chrissy told her.

“They’re little,” the girl countered.

“But they’re cute.  I bet they drive every boy around you mad.”

“They do,” she confessed.  “But I’d rather drive the girls wild.”

“Yeah?  Have you ever been with one?”

“No,” the girl admitted.  “Well...  sort of you now, I guess.  Have you?”

“Sort of you now, I guess,” Chrissy repeated.  “We can figure this out together, though.  I’m um...”  She smiled, cocked her eyes up to the side, and then she blushed!

“Yeah?” the girl asked.

“I didn’t realize how...  horny this would make me.  This is interesting.”

“Me too,” Textbook said, then amended, “Well, I knew how horny it made me.  I watch you every night.  But I didn’t...  I...  I really think you’re hot.”

“Yeah?” Chrissy said, biting her lip.  “I think you’re really cute.  Can I see the rest of you?”

“Don’t I get to see you?” Textbook asked.

“I’ll show you mine, if you show me yours.”

“In fairness, I’ve already seen yours.  About thirty times.”
“Yeah, but the next time I show you mine, you get to do whatever you want with it.  Or, at least, you get to tell me what you want me to do to it.  But first...  I know you’re the one paying, but I’m telling you, one girl to another:  I’m aching to see your pussy.  Can I?”

Wow.  I might have written this off to a great and professional sale on my wife’s part.  I’m a salesman, and I know em when I see em.  But she was breathing fast, and her nipples were stiff, and her eyes kept dropping just those subtle few degrees from the redhead’s eyes to her exposed tits on the screen, lower, as if Chrissy could somehow see what even the girl’s camera couldn’t catch.  She licked once at her lips in what I’m sure was a completely unconscious gesture.  On the hotel couch, my hand snuck in at my dick, just touching lightly at it, fingers running the length, reminding it what was to come.

“Okay,” the girl said, and she stood, stepping back and away from the camera.  She was wearing only a pair of boy’s blue cotton briefs.  She turned her back to the camera, and edged them down.  I don’t think she was trying to be sexy in her slowness, I think it was nerves and hesitancy, but it was a proper show, her cute and trim bottom coming into view at a pace that left me spellbound.  Every inch of skin was a cliffhanger.  I’m sure Chrissy felt the same because I could see the ardent smile on her lips, her eyes glued to the girl’s emerging bottom, loving the slow reveal, willing it faster, nonetheless.

When the girl’s underwear was fully off, her gorgeous, taut ass bare, she looked nervously and coquettishly back over her left shoulder.

“You’ve got a great ass, girl,” Chrissy praised her, then she smiled and added, “What other pretty thing are you hiding from me?”

The girl took a deep breath, let it out on a shuddering sigh.  But she put her hands behind her back, so as not to block Chrissy’s view, and she turned slowly in place to face front.

Her pubic hair was as red as that atop her head.  She had obviously done some degree of grooming, keeping the surrounding region of her thighs free of hair, but her pubes were long and curled, like a blossom of flame between her legs.  Her slit was concealed behind it all, but there was something very cute and unassuming about her natural state.

“Oh, my,” Chrissy said, and she leaned toward her computer screen to soak in the sight.  “You’re a bad girl to hide that from me,” she told TextbookExample22.  “I want it.”

“Yeah?” the girl asked.  She was breathing fast too, hands still behind her back, fully and frontally nude to my wife.  She still looked nervous, but she also looked like she was loving the exposure.

“Yes,” Chrissy said, then commanded, “Bring it here.”

The girl stepped forward, toward the camera, and Chrissy said, “Pick up the camera.  I want to see you up close.  I want to see you in detail.”

The girl did as commanded, drawing the camera down to focus on her vagina in close-up, even spreading herself at my wife’s behest.  It wasn’t the first time I’d seen Chrissy taking charge in one of these private shows.  She was the worker, the other party the employer, but more often than not Chrissy just demanded whatever she thought would turn her on.  It was the other reason I loved the private shows so much.

“Oh, sweetie, it’s gorgeous,” Chrissy assured her.  “Any girl who can appreciate girls would be lucky to get anywhere near it.”

“Can you appreciate girls?” Textbook asked.

“It’s really starting to seem like it,” Chrissy muttered.  My attention had been fully on the redhead’s feed as she displayed her young body, but I suddenly realized that, since about the time the girl had turned around, Chrissy’s hand had been rubbing at her own vagina, down below the camera feed. 

The girl noticed at the same time, tilting the camera upward so that it wasn’t just her pussy in shot now, but the long plane of her body, the small swell of her tits, her hanging hair and her grinning face.  “Are you playing with yourself?” she asked my wife.

“Yup.”

“Did I make you want to do that?”

“Yup.”

“Can I watch you?”

“Yes,” Chrissy breathed, “But I wanna watch you, too.”  She stood and lifted her chair aside.  She was a tiny woman.  With the back of her legs against the foot of our bed, she could be seen head to toe, utterly naked, right hand digging at her cunt, making no effort to conceal it, making no effort to perform, either.  Just pleasuring herself while she looked at this gorgeous, shy girl.

“That’s hot,” the girl told her.

“Thanks.  Now you.”

The girl seemed more shy about it, but she did slide her hand down between her legs, starting to toy.

“Do you masturbate often?” Chrissy asked her.

“Every day.  You?”

“If you watch my channel, you know the answer to that.  But honestly?  At least twice a day.  Sometimes three, four or even five times.”

Wow.  That was new information for me.  I didn’t know if she’d been at that for years, the whole time claiming to me that she never masturbated, or if it had been a new thing since starting the channel. 

The girl asked her, “Do you get turned on doing your show?”

“Oh, God, yes,” Chrissy told her.  “And the private shows.  Sometimes afterward I relive what happened and grind out several more, you know?”

“Yeah?”  The girl was getting into it now, losing herself in the moment. 

So was Chrissy.  She hadn’t gone for one of her toys, was just using her right hand, one finger twitching back and forth over her clit, but she added her left now, pushing a finger up inside her pussy and moaning.  “There’s going to come a day, Miss Textbook,” Chrissy told her as she masturbated, “When I’m going to be fucking my husband, and it’s you that’s going to pop into my head.  Your sexy little tits and your fire engine pussy.  I’m gonna cum with his cock inside me, and he’ll have no idea I’m fantasizing about licking you between your legs.”

“Oh,” the girl said, and her jaw dropped open.  That had done something for her.  She was panting, surrendering to her action, and she did something next without a hint of self-consciousness, something I’m sure she wouldn’t have done if my wife hadn’t gotten her as turned on as she was.  She reached her left hand behind, did something to herself there that made her hips thrust toward the camera.

“Are you...?” Chrissy asked.  It was intrigue in her voice, not judgement.

“Sometimes it helps me,” the girl said.  “And sometimes it makes it epic.  Don’t you ever?”

Chrissy shook her head.

“Try it,” the girl suggested, and my wife pulled her finger from inside her pussy, reached it behind her.  

She looked tentative for a moment but a second later her eyes widened and she exclaimed, “Whoa, okay!  Whoa, that’s!  Huh...” 

I had a pretty good idea what she was doing, based on the twitch of that arm, but I was still grateful when Textbook told her, “Turn around, I want to see.”

Chrissy spun in place.  Her right hand was still working her clit from in front, but her left was flattened against her ass, middle finger inserted between her cheeks, working with a subtle in and out and side to side motion.

The redhead watched it all, her hands working faster.  She wasn’t going to last.

On the couch, I’d been playing for a while now, but I wasn’t going to last either, so I grabbed hold of my cock, started tugging in earnest.  If the laptop hadn’t been in my lap, I’d have probably stood and joined the girls in their anal action, just to see what all the fuss was about.

“Oh, God,” Textbook said.  “Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Uh-huh!”  I had never known Chrissy to show any real interest in anal play, and I really suspected she was just discovering the joys now.  Thank you, TextbookExample22! 

“Oh, fuck, that’s hot,” the girl told her, watching my wife finger her asshole.  “Oh, I wanna shove my fingers up inside you, InnocentWife.  Then I want you to tie me to the bed and lick my pussy till I cum...  while your husband watches!”

I had no idea what had prompted Textbook to drag me into it, but the imagery apparently worked for all three of us.  Chrissy stiffened, just her arms still moving, then suddenly she was groaning and folding back and forth at the waist, her two different hands trying to perform two different actions, growing confused and only engaging at either end of her thrust.  The stimulation would throw her into motion again, penduluming her hips to the other extreme.  She was cumming at both ends, didn’t know how to handle it.

TextbookExample22 folded her lower lip into a bite, collapsed forward, squirming and grinding at the air, both hands working herself from either end.

I only had the one hand going, the other fighting to position tissues to catch my cum as it started to fly, almost too late. 

Dear Jesus, I had definitely found another favourite among Chrissy’s videos, and couldn’t wait to introduce anal play to our repertoire when I got home.

But it was the very least of the surprises awaiting me over the next couple of weeks.  And not all of them were good.


Chapter Two

I got the bad news the next week at work.  My company was shuttering.  Sales had simply dropped too much, they’d already laid off as many staff as they could...  there was nothing else for it.  They gave me the news in person, which I appreciated, but Chrissy was damned surprised to see me when I came home before noon.

“So that’s it?” she asked me.

“There’s severance,” I told her.  “But that’ll only go so far.  I’ll have to start looking for something new, ASAP.”

“Fuck,” she whispered.  “Well, thank God I have my...”

“Yeah,” I agreed.  Chrissy was bringing in good money by this point on Whortal.  There were many cam sites on the net that allowed a person to do what she was doing, but Whortal was the most upscale and one of the only to screen potential performers to make sure they lived up to a certain standard of sex appeal.  They charged more for tokens with which to tip their performers, ensuring their clientèle was usually higher class.  She worked only a couple hours a day and still brought in a wage not much lower than what I had been providing.  She was our safety net, for sure.  “How are things with that?”

I knew how the performances were going, as I watched most of them.  But I didn’t know about the financial end of things.

“Good, I suppose,” she said.  “I mean, we’re slightly down from a peak about a month ago...  I guess the recession hits everybody, right?”

Of course it did.  And while I knew she picked up new viewers on the regular, old viewers eventually drifted off, too.  She played InnocentWife, but even her most diehard fans were in the equivalent of an open marriage with her, where she would entertain others behind closed doors each night, and they could move on to their choice of dozens of new online partners on the Whortal site alone.  Some of whom charged significantly less than Chrissy did for private shows.

“We’re still okay, financially, though?” I asked her.  “With just your income?”

“I’ve been saving this whole time,” she assured me.  “We’re fine on my income for a long while, if need be.  And I can always do more shows per day.”

Although that would reach a point of diminishing returns, too.  There’s such a thing as media oversaturation.

She eyed me, frowning a little at the look of worry on my face.  Finally she said, “ I can do one right now, if you want.  I was gonna this afternoon, anyway.”

“That’s up to you.”

“I figured maybe you’d want to watch from the doorway?  Maybe it could cheer you up?”

“Yeah,” I said, but I surprised myself with what I said next.  “I think I’ll leave you to it.  Go out for a walk, clear my head.”

“Okay,” she replied, and I could hear the anxiety in her voice.  I hadn’t realized how badly I would take the loss of the job, and evidently she hadn’t either.

I left and stayed out long enough that she could wrap the show and the follow-up private show if there was one.  When I got home she had changed clothes, so I knew she had performed.  She was waiting near the door for me, shifting anxiously from foot to foot.  She threw me a smile and I did my best to return it. 

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I assured her.  “It’s just going to take a bit to sort this out in my head.”

“I know.”

“I’m going to shower.”  I’d already done so before work, but the weather outside was just starting to turn cool, and the warmth of the shower always eased that out of me, helped me relax.  Although, I’m sure it wasn’t just the weather leaving me cold, just now.

I’d only been in there a few minutes when Chrissy poked her head around the shower curtain.  I wasn’t washing, I was just standing under the hot spray, feeling dour.  But she looked me up and down and smiled before ducking back out.

“What?” I called after her.

“Nothing.”

“What?” I called again, but she’d already shut the bathroom door, leaving me alone.

When I was towelled off and dressed again, I met her in the living room downstairs.  She was still grinning at me, that impish little smile she gets when she’s had an idea she thinks is fun.  Or when she’s horny. 

“Sit,” she said before I could question her again, patting the sofa beside herself.

I did so and waited for her to tell me what this was all about.

“So, I put forth the question to my viewers as to what they wanted to see on the channel.  Even before you came home today, I’ve been trying to brainstorm new ideas, but it never hurts to ask your audience, right?  Things are still going good with the channel, so I don’t want you to worry, but, like I said, there’s been a small drop-off in the last month, and I’ve been trying to figure out ways to recoup that.  More shows is a no-brainer...”

“What about one of those devices I’ve seen other girls use?” I suggested.  “They’re like vibrators you insert and they have have a receiver that detects when someone tips and then vibrates so it’s like-”

But Chrissy cut me off.  “Sound-activated vibrators.  Yeah, Whortal doesn’t allow them.  Unsightly because of the receiver that is always protruding from the vagina.  There was a mini-revolt among some of the girls when those got banned, but we make a lot more than they do on other sites, anyway, so most of the people who objected stuck around.”

“Could you work on other sites?” I asked.  “Build a new audience elsewhere?”

“No.  Whortal has a no compete clause.”

“Well, what if you invested in some new toys?  Like-”

“Paul, I’m trying to tell you my idea.  Or the idea they came up with.  It’s a good one.”

So, I shut up.

“There’s been a request.  And it’s not the first time I’ve heard it, but it was resoundingly the most common suggestion today, not of what to do to improve the channel, of what they want to see.”

“Okay.”

“And I was thinking about what you said,” she told me.  “About how my channel was built on the premise that I’m this oversexed girl who needs to cum all the time and who’s not just willing to go behind her husband’s back to do it, but who kind of revels in it.  I mean, I point out the fact that I’m doing it behind your back constantly during my shows.  And they eat it up.  For some, I think that’s the whole appeal.”

“Okay...”

“So what if I did something even more wicked than just masturbating while they’re watching?”

“I don’t want any other men involved,” I said right away and she shook her head.

“No, no, no, of course not.  I don’t either.  And, remarkably, that’s not what they’re suggesting.  The number one request today was for one man in particular...  you.”

“What?  Nobody wants to see me.”

“I’m telling you, Paul, I sorted through the recommendations while you were in the shower and there were, like, sixteen separate people who chimed in to my chat room with the request to see my husband.  Actually...”  She checked on her phone.  “Fuck, there’s been three more just since we started talking.  I don’t know if they just want to see if I’m lying about being married, or if they just want some cock on the channel-”

“They asked to see me naked?”

“Some of them!” she insisted.  “You’re mission one for a lot of my regulars.”

I sighed.  “That’s insane.  And even if they think they want it, they don’t.  I mean, we already talked about this.  If I show up in front of the camera, then the game’s up.  They know that I know.  Then you’re not InnocentWife, you’re Openly-Performing-With-Her-Husband’s-Consent-Wife.”

“Not necessarily.  They only know what I tell them.  And even before this, occasional clients asked about you.  There’s a weird connection I get with my audience, where they only know me and our bedroom, but they feel like they know me more personally.”

I knew what she meant.  Even Stephanie had opened up to a complete stranger during her first private show.  There’s an intimacy, especially to those one-on-ones, that builds the illusion of a more complete relationship.

“So...?” I said.

“So, what if I told them about a new feature on the show? Something we’d only do once in a while.  I don’t want it taking away from what I’ve already built.  But maybe I tell them that they want to know my husband, so I’m going to share my husband.  Only, like the rest of the channel, I do it behind his back.  I ‘hide’ cameras” (she made little air quotes when she said the word “hide”) “where you don’t see them, and catch you naked or during sex or...  you know?  Why are you frowning?”

“Well, wouldn’t that be illegal?  You can’t just broadcast someone without their knowledge.”

“And I wouldn’t be!  You’ll have to register as a cam performer with the company.  But our outward story would be that I’m sharing you without your knowledge.  Which will make me look like even more of a terrible wife than I already am, and one who is still presenting to her husband the face of the InnocentWife.  And I think that’s what most of them want.  This dirty, whorish, bad girl, who will stop at nothing to do what turns her on, but who still sells herself to the world, and to her husband most particularly, as a good girl.”  She smiled.

“So...  how would it work?  Would I have my own channel?”

“No, we’ll do it on my existing channel.  And I can incorporate it into my show later, too.  In addition to the live feed, I can play back bits while I’m performing, tell them how much it turns me on to show you off like this.  And...”  She floundered for a moment and I gave her a long, hard questioning look.  She finally said, “Look, you don’t know what it’s like to be looked at.  To be watched by all these people, and to know just how turned on they are to be watching you.  It burns me up.  It’s like a fire not just in my pussy, but all the way through my core.”

“Well, now you’re turning me on.”

“Aha!” she said, and she pointed a finger at me.  “But you do know that!  You know, personally, how hot it makes you to know that other people are looking at your wife.  To know the dirty things they’re doing while they’re watching.  And to know how hot it’s making her.  I want to know that, too, you know?”

I waited for her to finish, not quite sure where she was going, and she dropped the finger. 

She said, “Look, I think this will make money.  As long as we don’t do it too often, as long as we get creative with what we show and what we don’t, as long as we make them believe it’s real, it’ll drive new eyes to the channel.  The wife who’s willing to do that to her husband, just to get her own rocks off?  But...  if I’m honest with you?  It would also get your wife’s rocks off.”

“You...  want to show me off.”

“There are straight men on my channel who would tune in just to see me do something so wicked to you, but I have plenty of bisexual men and women on the channel, too, who would tune in just to get a look at your dick.  And knowing that those people are at home, playing with themselves while looking at you?  I mean, I at least want to know what that’s like.  You’ve gotten to experience it, and you seem to enjoy it.  And you could get a small taste of what things are like on my end, too.”

I considered it, sighed.  I wasn’t sold.  I thought about raising the fact of what it could mean to have my face on the internet, of being recognized, but almost anybody who could recognize me could just as easily recognize Chrissy.  There was already a supreme embarrassment factor to her job for me, because anyone who caught her show was already thinking of me as sort of a cyber-cuckold.  Was there that much more to risk?

She might have guessed my thought from my reaction, though, because she said, “Try it the once?  We’ll keep your face off camera, so you don’t have to worry about that.  Then, if you enjoy it, and if the demand is there for more, we can engineer something else later on.  At the very least, it’ll be unique.  I don’t know of any other performers on the site doing anything like it.”

“No face?” I checked in.

“No face.”

“But...”  I pointed at my groin.

“Oh, yes.  Plenty of that.”  She smirked, watching my face.  At the very least she had succeeded in distracting me for a moment from the anxieties about the job loss.  “You’re getting turned on by the thought,” she said.  “I can tell.”

“No!” I insisted.  “I’m just...”  But I wasn’t sure how to finish that.  Was I turned on by the thought?  Of having nameless dozens or hundreds staring at my naked body?  Was I?  “When would we do this?”

“I’ll set up the prospect on my show tonight.  If there’s still interest, I’ll set up a specific time for tomorrow for people to tune in.  We’ll have to sign you up, and then...  Leave the details to me.”

Which is how I agreed to become a sex cam worker.


Chapter Three

We didn’t really need a spy camera, but Chrissy’s plan did require a new investment.  She went out and picked up a small waterproof camera, promising me that even if we never used it for the current purpose again, she could use it to make shower videos of herself.  It was lower resolution than the main camera she used, but was still 1080p which is how 95% of her audience watched her anyway.

She had explained on her show the night before that I would be working from home the next day, and so she couldn’t do one of her regular shows in the daytime.  But, she promised her audience, she had hidden a camera in the bathroom, in a waterproof radio.  She would entice me into the shower with the promise of sex, then find an excuse to leave early, so the audience would have some time alone with me.  She would even use that time to run upstairs and engage with her audience in the chat room, so all of them could enjoy my “unknowing” exhibitionism along with her. 

“And what do I do?” I asked her.

“That’s up to you...  but I can tell you the number one request is to see my husband.  The number two request is to see you naked.  The number three request...?”

“I’m sure they want to see us screw.”

“Nope,” she said, shaking her head.  “You’d think.  The number three request is to see you doing what I do on my show.”

“I’m supposed to...?”

“If you’re up for it.  Don’t be scared.  I promise I’ll make everything easy.”

“And how will I know if anyone’s even watching?”

She simply smiled in answer.  She had something up her sleeve.

I had only just lost my job, and a lot of the accessories I used to do that job were still in my possession.  There was my work laptop, for one, and the projector that I had formerly hooked to it to display promotional material or demonstrations for potential clients.  We rigged that up in the bathroom with the projector targeting the ceiling.  It was a slightly distorted image, as the projector was casting at an angle, but when she hopped in the tub and fired up the camera (which wasn’t hidden in any way, but just balanced on a rear shelf), I could see her image both on the laptop screen and on the ceiling.  She was short enough that I could see her full face, but angled as the camera was it would only catch me from the shoulders down.  Unless I crouched.

“I’ll run the Whortal feed down here, too, that way you can keep an eye on how many are watching you and what they have to say.  In my experience the comments are mostly positive, but if you get anyone trolling, just ignore them.  There are always a few assholes who show up to ruin everyone’s fun.”

“What do you mean?  What’ll they say?”

“I dunno,” she shrugged.  “Maybe nothing.  I’m just saying, ignore them if they do.  They’re just jealous that other people are making money for cumming while they have to go to their crappy desk or sales job.  Oh!  No offense.”

I chuckled.  “None taken.”

The show was scheduled for 3 PM, and as the hour drew near I grew more and more nervous.  Five minutes beforehand, we were standing naked together in the bathroom.  She would head upstairs to talk with her audience in just a moment, and I would start the show by climbing into the shower thereafter.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I told her.

“You can do this!” she promised me.  “I do it every day.  Sometimes several times a day.  It’s fun!”

“I’m not you!”

“And that’s the point.  Something new for the channel, right?”  She gave my dick a squeeze, told me, “I’ll be there with you to start.  And after I leave, if you’re nervous, just shower normally.  No big deal.  Don’t look up if you find it stressful, ignore everyone else, wash your hair and get out.  They’ll still get a thrill out of me showing off your cock either way.”

“That last sentence didn’t help,” I told her.

“You got this.  Just remember, I’ll be upstairs watching you, too.  And I can promise you, I’ll be playing.”  She gave my ass a swat and trotted from the room.

The computer and projector were already doing their thing.  The Whortal site was displayed, and I could see there were already people gathering for the show.  Chrissy could hide or display the number of viewers, and right now she was displaying, partly for my benefit.  There were eighteen viewers waiting for me to shower.  All they were getting for the moment was a black screen.

As I stood there, breath picking up, starting to feel an outer edge of panic, I saw InnocentWife123 sign in to the chat.  Immediately there were typed greetings and welcomes and messages of excitement, questions if she was really going through with this, when would they get to see her husband, would he really be naked?  She had the camera feed linked to the waterproof camera in the tub, so it was still a blank screen until she turned that on, but the conversations were visibly flowing.  She said I was already in the shower (my cue to get in) and she would be starting the camera promptly at 3.  She thanked everyone for coming and reminded people that even though I would never find out I’d been on display, they should tip me big.  “After all,” she typed, “you’ll be getting to see his big tip.”  Hahahaha, LOL, and ROFL were common responses.  The audience was primed and excited. 

I started the water, tested the flow for temperature, climbed in.  I glanced up, saw the screen was still black, turned my back to the camera and picked up a bar of soap.  They say the best place to start a story is “in media res”, so I started scrubbing my arms.  The computer was silent down here, which was good, because the camera was picking up sound, and the last thing we needed was for incoming tips to chime, giving away the fact that I must be aware of what’s going on.  As the minutes ticked by and nothing changed, I could almost forget what was about to happen.

My eyes were shut, but I knew the show had begun when I sensed a sudden brightening behind my closed lids.  That meant the camera feed had shifted from black to a live image of the shower.  A live image of me.  My heart skipped a beat and I forced my eyes open.  We had discussed at length how this scenario would play out and the number one rule was to do nothing to indicate I was aware I was being filmed.  I was 99% sure my face was off camera, but I still suppressed the instinct to look in that direction, the direction of my audience.  Instead, I forced my gaze upward.  Even if my head was on camera, looking in that direction would be in no way suspicious.

The first thing I saw, the thing that stole my focus, was me.  Me, naked on the ceiling.  My head was off camera, but I could see my shoulders, my one hand still absently scrubbing at my arm, the water coursing over my back, and over my legs and thighs.  And over my ass.  My naked buttocks were being displayed to the world.

From there, my gaze naturally shifted to the comments section.  Viewership had picked up.  There were 44 viewers now, and that number was growing, even as I watched.  And the comments stream was filling up fast.  I just barely caught Chrissy’s “Tada!” message before it was forced off the top of the page by the influx of new messages.  “Great ass!” and variations thereof (“Your husband has a cute butt!”, “Wow, nice bum!”, and even “I’d fuck that ass!”), were the predominant comments, along with statements like “Your husband is hot!”, and the one that made me smile:  “Please, please, please, please turn around!”  People were watching me naked on their computer screens - people in their bedrooms or their living rooms or in the bathroom at their work, watching on their phone, for all I knew.  And the verdict so far was that they liked what they saw.

My heart was pounding in my chest.  But that arousal Chrissy had talked about was suddenly there, too, surging larger and larger.  Perhaps hottest of all was that none of them knew that I knew they were watching.  I was the one being observed, but I was a voyeur to all their reactions, too. 

I could hear Chrissy’s footsteps pounding down the stairs as she ran to join me, thought for a second that she should slow down or risk giving away that this was all a set up, before remembering that they knew she was in on it.  I cast one more glance upward before she came in, and the tips had started to flow.  People were actually spending money, even though they didn’t have to, to show appreciation for my naked form.  Or, I suppose, to show my wife appreciation for giving them their peephole onto my naked form.

The bathroom door opened, and she kept it open to let some of the steam out before it could fog the camera lens.  The curtain at the rear of the shower rattled back on its rings, and I looked upward again to watch my wife’s arm come into view on the projection, then her own naked body.  Her ass was also pointed at the camera as she stepped toward me, momentarily out of focus as the camera scrambled to figure out what it was supposed to be looking at.  She embraced me from behind, and while I was aware of our height discrepancy, the image on the ceiling really highlighted just how tiny she was.  The top of her head was on camera, even though she was closer to it. From the front, I would have had a good inch of pectoral yet outstanding above where she ended.

She reached around my body, touching my penis, and I heard her gasp and giggle to realize I was already semi-erect.  I knew she wanted to let the audience watch me grow, though, so she pulled her hands away, said, loudly enough that the camera could hear, “Hey, baby.  Miss me?”

“Always.”  It was our rehearsed banter.  We didn’t have much of it, because we didn’t want things sounding stilted.  Neither of us were exactly actors.

“Turn around, let me get a look at you.”

And let everyone else get a look at me, I thought.  It was the moment of truth.  A glance upward showed the tips were still coming, though slowing.  Time to give the audience what they came for.

She turned her body profile, clearing the view for the camera.  I kept my eyes upward to watch my own performance, and couldn’t help but admire her little tits and erect nipples there on the ceiling.  I also got a kick out of the messages responding to Chrissy’s instruction:  “That’s right!” and “Listen to your wife!”, and the crudest and most straight to the point, “Cock time!”

I shuffled in place, pausing when I was also in profile, facing my wife.  My penis and half of my ball sack were now visible in front of my thighs on the camera feed and I was surprised and impressed at their size there.  I only ever really saw them while peering down from above, which had a side effect of minimizing their apparent size to me.  I wasn’t huge by any means, but the side-on angle and the hot water and the early swell of erection-to-come left me looking bigger than I had anticipated.  The comments were certainly appreciative:  “Woo-wee!” and “Lucky wife” and “I want that thing in my mouth!”  I was even entertained to see a name I recognized from Chrissy’s regulars, as MicroBadge9000 offered, “Wish my cock was that big.”  I chuckled, realizing this stranger and I had now mutually observed each other’s penises.  It was a weird world Chrissy had dragged me into.

I finished my rotation, full on to camera and Chrissy took my hand with its bar of soap still clenched, dragged it down to my penis.  “Scrub it,” she instructed.  “I like watching you wash it.”

She was grinning, and it could have sold as the grin of a horny wife to husband, which it was, but I knew it was also the grin of a girl pulling something over on multiple parties.  Everyone watching thought she was tricking her husband into manipulating his penis in front of them, but she knew that I knew they were watching, and that she was still, nonetheless, coercing me into manipulating my penis in front of them.  I followed her instructions, looking up every once in a while to appreciate the lather of the suds in my pubic hair, the slip of my hand across my cock and balls.  The comments were filled with filthy banter, appreciations, and lustful wishlists.  Not a negative comment to be seen, after all Chrissy’s warnings.

“What happens when it’s clean?” I asked her, and her response, the last of our script, was, “Then I taste it, to see how clean it is.”

I finished scrubbing and rinsed it off, and by the time I was done, my stirring erection had grown to half-mast.  She got down on her knees, still being careful not to block the camera’s view of my genitals.  I even saw her cast a grinning glance back over her shoulder - she knew where the “hidden” camera was, after all, and could acknowledge it as long as it didn’t look like I might catch her acknowledgement.  She toyed with my cock, tickling, petting, tugging, pulling her hands back once in a while to let the audience see my erection climb.  When my penis had reached its full length, about five and three quarter inches, I turned upward again both to share my audience’s view of my upright dick and to bask in the compliments it was receiving.  As always, it was hard to tell which of the viewers were male or female based solely on their names, but it didn’t really matter, after all.  People were watching my penis, people were loving my penis, and people were loving themselves while watching my penis.  It was a powerful aphrodisiac.

Chrissy leaned in, and my dick finally disappeared from view, replaced with the back of her head, her wet and shining hair.  As she took me into her mouth I had to fight back the urge to orgasm.  Her lips and tongue were smooth and wondrous on my shaft, and I was already immensely turned on by my exposure.  The messages overhead were a mixture of encouragement for my wife and a request that she stick to the game plan.  “Suck that dick!”  “Make him cum!”  “No, she’s just tricking him.  She gets him turned on then ditches him so we can watch him masturbate.”  “Yeah, bait the bate!”

I had been most nervous about that part of the plan, fearful that under the pressure I might not even be able to get an erection.  Yeah, that wasn’t going to be a problem.

Chrissy’s phone was in the bathroom with us, and suddenly it rang.  No one was calling - it was an app that she had set up to sound her ring tone after a specified time.  But she pulled me from her mouth anyway, told me to “Hold that thought,” then hopped out of the shower.  I could hear her talking on the phone, which meant her audience could hear her, too.

“What?  Oh, no, I’m sorry to hear that.  Yes, of course.  Yeah, I’ll be right over.”  She stuck her head back in.  “Sweetie, that’s Lisa.”  (A made up name.  I don’t think either of us even knew a Lisa).  “Her Mom was supposed to babysit, but now she’s really sick, and she needs me to come over and take over before she gets fired.  I’m gonna head upstairs and get dressed.”

“Now?!” I demanded, gesturing to my hardon.

“I’m sorry, hon.  Take your time in the shower.  If I don’t see you before I leave, I’ll be back later tonight.”

Then she took her towel and padded from the bathroom.  Leaving me alone.  Well, not precisely alone, but with...  I looked up.  187 viewers.  187 people were staring at my hard dick as I stood stock still under the shower stream.  188.  Someone new had just popped on.  People who had been watching all along were filling in the newcomers on what was happening, as if they’d just been watching some dirty movie to this point.  Which, I suppose, they had been.

Chrissy had told me that what happened after she left was up to me, but I was incredibly aroused and there was no way I was leaving this shower without cumming.  But I wanted it to look natural, so I picked up the shampoo bottle, started to work on my hair.  You couldn’t see me scrubbing it on camera, but it was apparent when the suds ran down my torso, highlighting muscle contours, making them, like my dick, seem bigger than they were.  And all the while, my penis stayed erect, giving them all the dirty view of the underside of its shaft. 

When my eyes were safe from soap I read the messages again.  There were 193 viewers now, and the stream was alive with people cajoling me to masturbate.  “Stop washing your hair!”  “Make that thing cum!”  “Take the bait, man!” 

Chrissy had rejoined the conversation and she reassured them all that I would almost assuredly do so - I never left the goddamned thing alone, according to her.  (She wasn’t exactly wrong).

Somebody on the channel wrote “Thank you for letting us see your husband naked,” and I had to fight my laughter down.  Someone else joined in then, also thanking Chrissy, and that one made me gasp aloud.

“Seriously, thank you sooo much for this,” the person typed.  It was the name that made me gasp, though.  It was LonelyLady347.  It was Stephanie, our super hot, black haired neighbour that Chrissy had also convinced to join the sex cam world.  She and I had had a private session together, which meant I had seen her make herself cum, and she had seen me, as well, in close-up.  There was literally nothing on her screen that she hadn’t seen before, then.  Only she didn’t know it.  She didn’t know I knew about her, and had never clued in that I had been the first she’d ever done a private show for.  She typed, “I’ve been wanting to see that cock since you guys moved in.”

I knew InnocentWife123 and LonelyLady347 had some cross-over viewership, and those viewers were aware that they were friends and even neighbours in real-life.  On her channel, Stephanie also often played up the fact that she wanted to fuck InnocentWife’s husband (which I knew wasn’t just an act, though the audience ate it up), and a lot of the viewers congratulated her now on finally getting to see me naked.

“You like?” Chrissy typed.

“I love,” Stephanie responded.

“Are you masturbating, thinking about my husband’s cock?” Chrissy typed, and I would have kissed her had she been in the room.  That was one hundred percent for my benefit.  She knew I knew who LonelyLady347 was.

“I’m masturbating looking at your husband’s cock,” Steph responded.

I didn’t need further incentive but that last sentence gave me it.  I needed to cum, and I couldn’t wait to do it with Stephanie and...  197 viewers we were now at...  watching.  Steph had seen me masturbate before, but she hadn’t known it was me.  It was an entirely more erotic thing to have her watching me now, fully aware of whose penis was on camera, and especially with her believing she was getting some forbidden, voyeur’s peep into her neighbour’s shower.  Oh, Steph, if you had any idea the things I knew!  Or the things I’d seen.  I reached a slow hand in front of myself, teasing them, letting them see it coming, building anticipation, then I ran it from the base of my balls to the tip of my dick.

“Holy fuck!” someone typed.  “He’s doing it!” wrote someone else.  Other reactions:  “Yesssssss!”  “Show time!”  And “Tug that thing, bitch!”  Which is the closest we came to anything negative in the entire comment stream. 

When someone typed that they wanted my hard dick in their mouth, Stephanie responded, “Get in line!  That cock is mine!”

To which Chrissy responded, “That cock is mine!”

To which Stephanie responded, “One of these days you’re going to get drunk, Innocent.  And then we’ll see who has the last blowjob.”

Yeah, that was it.  I was going for this.  I wrapped a fist fully around my cock, started jerking it to the virtual applause of my public.  I cupped and tickled my balls with the other hand, and edged myself slowly toward the camera as I did it.  They couldn’t see my face, anyway, might as well give them the close-up of what they wanted to see.  I kept my gaze upward, to make sure I didn’t go out of focus, to make sure it didn’t look strange or fake that I was maneuvering toward the camera, and to watch my own dirty performance.  And to read the comments.  The fucking comments.  I had a crowd of hundreds urging me to cum, with another few of them announcing their own orgasms every few seconds.  And the tips were pouring in.

I felt it build from deep in my balls, felt the tension build through my shaft, and at the last second had to fight down the urge to call either my wife’s name or Stephanie’s.  No one knew their names, of course, and we didn’t want them to know their names.  And I wasn’t supposed to know about either of their screen names.  Instead I uttered a single loud groan, and then my hips were bucking toward the camera, and my sperm was jetting against the back wall of the tub, my right hand yanking on my cock, swollen, purple head just a blur on the camera. 

My third jet of cum took an unlucky trajectory, globbing on the top of the camera, semen rolling down to cover the lens.  The reaction to that was a mixed bag:  “What the fuck happened?”  “Money shot!”  “Holy fuck!  Bullseye!”  And “Ewwwww!” 

I laughed silently at all of it.  By the time I’d finished cumming, most of them knew the show was over.  I couldn’t very well clean the lens, and in contrast to the opening black screen they’d had, all they were getting now was opaque white.  But Chrissy had an appreciative crowd.  They were thankful, they were complimentary of her husband and of her deviousness.  She made a small fortune off my penis that day.

But no one was more appreciative than Stephanie.  When the room had fully emptied, Chrissy started up a private chat with her, no video, just text, and she asked Stephanie how she’d enjoyed the show. 

“I fucking came so hard, I nearly broke a hip,” she responded.  I could have jerked off again to that sentence alone.

“I’m glad you enjoyed.  And we’ll have to see about the ‘me getting drunk’ part.”

“Oh, yeah?” Steph typed.  “Look, I know we joke around for the crowd, and if I ever overstep, you tell me.  But if you’re ever serious about that, I’ll be there with a bottle of schnapps.  And a pack of condoms.  Just gimme the word.”

And I knew I would be jerking off to that sentence.


Chapter Four

My wife was giddy with the success of our little ploy, and more than a little aroused by it.  I was too, especially with everything Stephanie had said.  Chrissy came down to the bathroom while I was still towelling off, a huge grin on her face, and despite the fact that she (and around 200 others) had just seen me orgasm, she got down on her knees and took me in her mouth again.  She was insatiable, and we ended up fucking right there on the bathroom floor.  Things had certainly changed for the better in recent weeks, as far as our sex lives were concerned.

Our money situation was more perilous than ever, though.  We were curled on the couch later, reviewing the event and discussing that fact.

“Tips were huge,” Chrissy assured me.  “A lot of people liked your penis, Paul.  And a lot of people liked a wife selling out her husband, I guess.”

“Stephanie liked it,” I said.

“Yes, she did!” Chrissy laughed.  “I thought you’d enjoy that bit.  Did it turn you on?”

“Of course!”

“Uh-huh!  I really shouldn’t be entertained by the fact that my husband wants to fuck our neighbour.”

“And I shouldn’t be entertained by the fact that my wife likes to get naked in front of others and watch guys jerk off.  But here we are.”

“Here we are,” she agreed.

She was grinning in a way that let me know she wasn’t really upset by what had Stephanie had said, or by my reaction to it, in fact, she was still horny.  She got like that, these days.  She would get turned on by something that transpired on her channel, and once the ball was rolling, she’d be unable to come down from that state.  And I knew from years of experience that when Chrissy was turned on, she was also at her most suggestible.  I had done something today that had aroused her, and if I was ever going to get her to act on one of my personal fantasies, now seemed like as good a time as any to try.  As long as I played my cards just right.

I added to my earlier statement, “And girls.”

“What?”

“You like watching girls get off.  TextbookExample something-or-other.”

“Oh,” Chrissy said, and she blushed furiously.  “You saw that one.”

“I saw that one.”

“That’s a one-timer.  So far, at least.  My only private show with a girl.”

“But it worked for you.  I mean...  you seemed almost as turned on by it as you are by the guys.”

“Yeah...  that surprised me.  But, yeah...”

“So a logical extrapolation of that might be...”

“What?”

“If you wanted to try something new for your channel...”

“What, Mister Cryptic?”

”...connecting it to schnapps, for instance...”

“Oh!”  She gave me a sidelong glance.  She understood at least who I was talking about, but there was caution in that gaze.  Yeah, I had to step carefully.  “You want to do a threesome with Stephanie.”

“No, I wasn’t thinking threesome.”  I was thinking threesome with Stephanie, I was always thinking threesome with Stephanie, except when I wasn’t.  And then I was thinking...

“What, you just want to fuck Stephanie?  On my channel?” 

Um, yes, I also wanted that.  But if not that, then...  “No, I wasn’t thinking about me fucking Stephanie...”

“Well, who-”  Comprehension dawned.  “Me?  I thought we were show and tell only.  No meeting up with other people.  That’s not just a you rule, that’s a me rule.  Even before you knew about the channel, that was a hard rule I stuck to.  No other people in real life.”

“And I think that’s a good rule.  An important rule.  I’m just saying, if we were to explore a theoretical exception...  I might be able to make one in the case of our hot neighbour.  And since both of you run channels where your audience knows you know each other, it might also be a way to ramp up sales.  For both of you.”

“Stephanie,” she said again.  “You want me to fuck our neighbour, Stephanie.  It’s a slippery slope, mister.”

“I’m just...”  I threw up my hands, suddenly feeling on the defensive.  “Sorry.  I thought maybe...  Forget it.  I’m sorry.”

But she surprised me.  Again.  “No, no, wait...  let’s...  we can talk about this.”

“We can?”

“Yes.  If you want.”

“Okay.  I’m saying I’d be open to it.  If you want.”

She considered it long and hard.  She finally said, “Things are good between us right now, right?  Like, that’s not my imagination?  Despite everything that’s new in our mutual sex lives, everything’s good, right?”

“Because of everything new,” I countered her.

“Okay.  Agreed.  But here’s the thing:  the day you found out about my channel...  the day I knew you knew...  that was the scariest day of my life.  I was certain I had flushed our marriage down the toilet, and I would have taken it all back to prevent that, but I couldn’t.  It was too late.  This would be like that.  You can say okay, you can say you want it, but if I did it...  it would be too late to take back.  And once was enough on that front.  I don’t want another day of terror, wondering if I’ve destroyed us.”

“Alright, here it is from my side, then...  Deep breath.”  I actually said that before taking a deep breath.  “This isn’t a new fantasy for me.  I’ve...  the image of you with a woman-”

“Stephanie,” Chrissy interjected.

“Among others.”

“What others?”

“Maybe we don’t go into that list just now.  So I don’t destroy our marriage.”

“Really?” Chrissy laughed.  “That many?  Interesting.”  But she had that look again.  Intrigued.  Receptive.  And still horny.  I figured I was back on safe ground.

“It’s an image I’ve had a lot.  Like, since we met.  So, you can be pretty assured this isn’t a casual whim.”

“This would be your fantasy,” she said.

“Yes.”

“I would be fulfilling your fantasy.”

“Big time.”

“I like that part.”

“So...  schnapps?”

“I will talk to your fantasy.  See if it’s really her fantasy.”

“When we had our one on one, she said-”

“I know what she said.  I’ve watched that video quite a few times.”

“Really?”

“You’re not the only one with out there fantasies...  I’ll talk to her.”

She went over that afternoon.

She returned more than an hour later, a little drunk.  Stephanie had served drinks on Chrissy’s arrival, and mostly wanted to talk about the shower show.  She had recorded it, she told my wife, and hoped that was okay.  Chrissy had laughed it off and then brought up what she really wanted to discuss.

“So what’d she say?” I asked.

“She agreed.”

“Really?”  Man, this day just kept getting better.

“With a few of caveats.  The first is she wants...  for the first time, at least...  for it to be at her place and on her channel.”

“Is that cool with you?”

“Her income lags behind mine, so yeah.  That’s fine.  The second...  she wants confirmation that it’s okay with you.”

“Really?  She had no problem with you exposing your husband to the world, even recorded the video for her own private pleasure, but she wants to make sure I’m okay with you two sleeping together?”

“We all have our boundaries.”

“So, tell her I said okay.”

“No, she wants you to tell her.  And remember, as far as she knows, you don’t know about the sex cam work.  She thinks you’re still in and out of town on business, so I told her it was a fantasy you had mentioned.  That we might keep each other company while you were out of town.  That work for you?”

“I can sell that.  Anything else?”

“Yes...  but we can discuss that later.  Let’s see how this goes first.”

I called Stephanie up, and could hear the slight inebriation in her voice.  She was amazed that it had, in fact, been my idea, but she said that yes, if it was something I was into, she’d be happy to oblige.  “Just get her to tell you all the details later,” she insisted, and I laughed, knowing I’d be watching the live show along with everyone else.

Both Stephanie and Chrissy announced the upcoming event on their shows that night, scheduling it for the very next evening when Steph thought I would be out of town.

On the night itself I suggested I drive our car elsewhere, in case Steph should see it and realize I was still here, but as usual, Chrissy had already thought of how to cover her tracks.  She’d told Steph I was taking a train, so as long as I stayed away from windows, and didn’t turn on unnecessary lights, we’d be fine.

The show was scheduled for 8 PM, but Chrissy was heading over for 7 so they could have something to drink and loosen up a little.  She was wearing her black merry widow under jeans and a blouse as I stood with her at our front door, about to see her off.  She looked nervous as hell and I told her so.

“Dude, I’ve never even kissed a girl before!” she said.  “It’s one thing to mutually masturbate over the internet, but...  what if I can’t?”

It was the same thing that had happened to me yesterday before the shower, the same thing that happens to anyone before they step out of their comfort zone and try something new.  I told her this, but she still looked nervous, so I told her to close her eyes, to picture Stephanie, picture her naked, picture herself naked beside her.  When I got to the part about picturing Stephanie’s tongue running over her pussy she shivered and chuckled and pushed me away saying, “Yeah, yeah, okay I’m going.”  Nervous still, but excited once again.  Glad I could help.

When she was gone, I got the laptop set up in the den on the opposite side of the house from Stephanie’s place, to make sure I wouldn’t be spotted still at home.  And I had a drink of my own.  Chrissy wasn’t the only one who was nervous.  I had been fantasizing about this for a long while, but she had a point - I was about to watch my wife have sex with someone else.  A line that couldn’t be uncrossed. 

The show started on schedule, and given my slight inebriation I almost missed it, waiting on InnocentWife123’s page a full five minutes after the hour before remembering that this was a LonelyLady347 show.  When I arrived, both were already down to lingerie, Chrissy in her merry widow, Stephanie in a green floral lace teddy.  They had a massive audience of 242, and they’d clearly been taking audience questions together.  Scanning back up through the list of previous questions, I could surmise where the conversation had gone, both of them confirming that this would be their first ever girl-on-girl encounter, that LonelyLady was unmarried and single, and that InnocentWife’s husband (as usual) had no idea.  That last bit was a lie, clearly, and even Stephanie knew that, but her audience found it delightful.  I, in turn, was delighted to see TextbookExample22 among that audience.  She had been my wife’s first lesbian experience, by proxy, at least, the internet between them, and that she should be witness to this, Chrissy’s sapphic deflowering, thrilled me.  I pictured her sitting at home, one finger dug into her fire engine bush, the other tucked up her backside as she prepped herself for what was to come.

“So...  we’re new to this, kids,” Chrissy said into the camera.  She was seated on Stephanie’s bed in the woman’s grey painted bedroom.  “Tell us what to do.”

Suggestions poured in, but they took the simplest to start.  Stephanie took Chrissy’s chin in her hand, turned her face toward her own, and met her in a gentle kiss.  They started to pull apart, but Chrissy leaned in to extend it, which got my heart pumping.  Lips locked, Chrissy even bit at Stephanie’s lower lip, a move she had used on me many times.  When they finally did separate, both were grinning, Stephanie looking more than a little surprised.

“Okay,” Stephanie sighed.  “That got me going.  I think I’m gonna be good with this.  You, InnocentWife?”

“Yup,” Chrissy confirmed.  “Gonna be just fine!”

“So, what’s next?” Stephanie asked.

The typed suggestions flooded the screen:  “Get naked!”  “Fuck!”  “Lick her cunt!”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Stephanie laughed.  “You guys are putting the cunt before the horse!  One step at a time!  Whose tits do you want to see first?”

Steph’s were bigger, so it was perhaps unsurprising that LonelyLady won that battle.  The girls turned to face one another again and Chrissy raised her eyebrows and took a deep, preparatory breath.  Then she slowly lowered the straps of Stephanie’s teddy over her shoulders, adding just enough force to tug the clinging fabric down over both breasts.  She stared at those breasts for a long moment afterward, mouth slightly agape, and then, not waiting for further requests, leaned in and ran her tongue up and over Stephanie’s right nipple, causing Stephanie to gasp.  Chrissy leaned back, as if to assess her work, then did it again, and followed that up by encasing Steph’s right nipple entirely in her mouth.  Stephanie shivered and grabbed the back of her head, holding Chrissy in place.  By the time Chrissy had had her fill, pulling back and wiping away the drool from her lower lip, the suggestions had filled the screen once again.

It was TextbookExample22 who won the next honours with her suggestion that Stephanie “Stand InnocentWife up in front of the camera and strip her naked for us.”

I’d known what I was sitting down to, so I had dressed for the occasion, and at that wonderful command, I undid the tie of my bathrobe and parted it.  I was still wearing underwear beneath, but my cock was tenting those severely as Stephanie did as requested, peeling away most of my wife’s clothing, leaving her completely naked before the audience, except for her thigh high stockings.  The audience was going nuts with both digital applause and tips.  Stephanie had lowered the volume on her own computer so that the constant clamour of those virtually dropping coins wouldn’t grow distracting.

“What should I do with her now?” Steph asked.

I had two separate accounts on Whortal.  One was the one I’d been forced to register recently, in order to appear as a performer on Chrissy’s channel.  The second was my standard user’s account under the name of SexySalesman.  This is the account I was using now, and Stephanie seemed delighted when she saw my name pop up.

“SexySalesman!” she exclaimed.  “Everybody, SexySalesman was my very first private show partner, so I have very fond memories of him and his penis both.  What does he want me to do?”

Chrissy was grinning wickedly.  She knew full and well who SexySalesman was, so she had certain confirmation that her husband was watching now, if there had been any doubt.  She leaned in and squinted at the screen, constantly scrolling to keep my message from being lost behind the deluge of incoming messages.  “He wants me to stand with my hands behind my head, and for you, LonelyLady, to go behind me and... one sec...”  She had lost the message, had to frantically scroll to reach it again.  “For you to reach around from behind and play with me.”

“Play with you - what’s that mean precisely?”  Stephanie had abandoned waiting to be told to finish stripping and was stepping out of her teddy entirely.  Her clean shaven pussy, with its always obvious, large clitoris pulled my gaze.

“Like, play with my tits and my vagina, I guess.  Is that right, Sexy?”

I typed an affirmative and Chrissy smiled broadly.  “Happy to oblige.”  She stepped back from the camera to ensure her whole body could be seen, tucked both hands behind her head.  It had the effect of thrusting her chest toward the camera, but also of flattening her pecs, making her small tits look even smaller.  Her nipples stood out boldly atop them.

Stephanie, now completely naked, stepped up behind her.  She was taller than Chrissy, and her grinning face was easily visible to the left of my wife’s head as Stephanie slid her hands across Chrissy’s ribs and over her stomach.  She tickled briefly at my wife’s armpits and Chrissy laughed and folded herself away, protectively.  She’d always been very ticklish.  But after Stephanie promised not to do it anymore, Chrissy resumed her position, eyes looking straight at the camera, straight at me.  She couldn’t resist a few more snickers at Stephanie’s touch, her pre-emptive ticklishness kicking in, but when Stephanie’s hands found her nipples, petting lightly, before taking each between finger and thumb, the laughter died away, leaving only lust in her eyes and a ghost of the former smile.

“You know I’ve seen your body countless times on your channel, Innocent,” Steph said, “But it’s an entirely different thing touching it.  She has the smoothest skin, guys, and even though my room is cool, it’s like fire.  I wonder what her pussy feels like.  May I?”

“You very much may,” Chrissy sighed, and Stephanie’s right hand diverted from Chrissy’s breast and arrowed down over her taut belly. 

Stephanie smiled briefly at the touch of Chrissy’s pubic hair - she had shaved hers long ago, and I guess wasn’t used to the sensation - but her look turned to wonder when her hand slid the remaining distance, tickling over Chrissy’s lips, parting them the way she would part herself, her middle finger seeking out Chrissy’s clit.  My wife’s mouth drew into a trembling line, lips folded between her teeth, and she stood momentarily on tiptoe when Stephanie found it.

“Oooh,” Stephanie cooed.  “She’s soft guys.  And she’s very, very wet.  And...  you’re a lot smaller than me.”

“Obviously,” Chrissy said.  She was rocking her hips to meet Stephanie’s touch.

“No, I mean...  this is basically the manner I’d make myself cum, but your vagina feels...  similar but different.  I mean, yeah, obviously but...  it’s like an out of body experience.  It’s neat.”

Chrissy chuckled.  “My pussy’s neat?”

“Yeah,” Steph agreed.  And she hooked one finger up inside my wife’s vagina.

Chrissy went on toe point again, eyes widening, mouth dropping, body arching forward, though Stephanie used her other hand to pull her back into her.

“Oh, I think she liked that!” Stephanie laughed. 

“Yup, she did!” Chrissy agreed.  “Keep going.”

Stephanie was clutching my wife tightly to her, looking down at her body from over Chrissy’s left shoulder.  Chrissy’s arms were still locked behind her head, though she unclasped her hands long enough to reaffix that grasp behind Stephanie’s neck, instead.  With more freedom to move, Stephanie kissed at Chrissy’s neck, her one finger pumping in and out of my wife’s cunt.  I could see the look come into Chrissy’s eyes that signified her orgasm was on its way, was not surprised that it was a look many of the viewers knew also - after all, any of her regulars had seen her cum aplenty.  The message portion of the screen was filling with words of encouragement to Stephanie: “Keep going, Lonely!”, “Make her cum!” and “Finger that pussy!”  But also statements of recognition:  “Innocent’s gonna blow!” and “Here she cums, boys!”

And suddenly Chrissy was shaking in Stephanie’s grasp, her stomach tightening, trying to double her body over, finding herself restrained, hips spasming, thighs clenching, toes extending her to point again.  “Oh, fuck!” Chrissy cried.  “Oh, fuck, yes!”  Then she was beyond words, just shaking against Stephanie’s body.

And the tips rained down.

As her orgasm ebbed, she settled herself back onto her heels and Stephanie gently released her.  Steph was grinning ear to ear, and Chrissy, after she had caught her breath, laughed too. 

“Well,” my wife said, “that is the first time that’s ever happened with another girl in the room.”

“First time I’ve made it happen to a girl,” Stephanie added.  “Is it my turn?  It’s gotta be my turn.”

“It’s gotta be your turn,” Chrissy agreed.  “How do I make this happen, guys?”

But Stephanie surprised everyone.  “Actually, I’ve already taken care of that.  As soon as we planned this little event, I did a little shopping.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah.”  Steph disappeared from camera for a moment, came back with a plastic bag.  She drew from within it a black, canvas harness with a vacant ring in the front and a long, purple dildo with a wide base.

“Is that-?” Chrissy asked and Stephanie confirmed.

“It’s a strapon.  Have you ever used one?”

“No,” Chrissy laughed.  “When would I have?”

“I’m thrilled to have you here,” Stephanie assured her, “but it’s been a really long time since I’ve been fucked proper.  You game?”

“Should I do it, guys?” Chrissy asked, and there was a chorus of textual agreement.  Even from me. 

“You’ll have to show me how,” Chrissy told her, though Stephanie had never used one before either, so a comical fumbling ensued as Chrissy stepped into the thing and they tried to figure out how to tighten it.  “Bear with us, guys!” she laughed.  “Technical difficulties.  Talk amongst yourselves or, I dunno, read or something for a minute.”

When they finally had the harness secured, Stephanie retrieved the dildo and held it up to the camera to show it off.  It was about six inches long, and modelled and textured off an actual penis.  But it had a surprise in the back.  Behind the wide base was a second, smaller dildo, about four inches long and curved sharply.  “This part goes inside you,” Stephanie told my wife.  “To help hold it into place.  And so you get to feel something, too.  Plus there’s this texturing where your clit goes.”  She showed off a row of soft rubber spikes.

“So it’s not just your turn, after all, is it?” Chrissy snickered.  “Twice in a row.  I win!”

“I think we’ll both win,” Steph asserted.

They fed the long end of the dildo through the ring at Chrissy’s groin, then hooked the smaller end up inside her pussy.  They positioned Stephanie on her knees on the bed, profile to the camera, so the audience could see both of the girls as they went about their business.

“Are you ready for this?” Chrissy asked her.  “Do you need any foreplay, or...?”

“What do you think we’ve been doing?” Stephanie guffawed.  “I’m like a Slip N Slide right now, I’m ready!”

“Alright,” Chrissy said.  She climbed onto the bed behind Stephanie, gripped the dildo and eased it into my neighbour’s cunt.

I had been hands off this whole time, as I often was during the web shows, waiting for the climax to, well, climax.  But I fairly tore off my underwear now and took myself in hand.  When I had sent my wife next door to fuck another woman, I hadn’t expected she would actually fuck another woman.  There was something so wanton and so debaucherous about seeing her with her rubber penis in hand, shoving it up inside another girl from behind. 

And Stephanie loved it.  As the dildo inched up inside her, her head turned up toward the far wall and she let out a fulfilled growl.

“That working for you?” Chrissy chuckled.

“Oh, God,” Stephanie panted.  “I haven’t felt something like that inside me for so long.”

It was a new thing for Chrissy, being the “male” component of this action, and I could see her calculating it out, tentative in her withdrawal, figuring out if she bent at the waist, or if she folded back on her knees, or just what would work.  She had little enough experience with doggie-style sex even as the recipient.  Until recently our intercourse had been mainly missionary.  But as she pushed back inside, a grin climbing her face at Stephanie’s renewed groan, she became more confident, and started picking up the pace.  Neither of them were reading messages anymore, though Stephanie occasionally threw a glance at her computer, maybe to make sure they were still well framed, or maybe just to admire the show like the rest of us.

As Chrissy’s thrusting tempo picked up, she said, “Oh, yeah.  Yeah, I see how this works.  Those little spikes are fucking great.”

“You feel it?” Stephanie asked, though her voice jolted with each pounding thrust from behind, and her eyes were half-lidded.  I was surprised she could form words.

“Yes!” Chrissy answered.  “You like my cock up inside you?”  She did flash a grin at the camera on that, suddenly shyly aware of her audience again, overhearing her speaking so wickedly and so ludicrously.  But she didn’t hesitate, just went on fucking.

“Uh-huh,” was Stephanie’s answer.

“Good,” Chrissy said.  “Now, I want you do something for me.”

Steph didn’t answer.  She was just loving getting fucked.

“I want you to pretend it’s my husbands cock buried up inside you.”

That got Stephanie’s attention.  Her head rose again, and she looked back over her shoulder, blinking rapidly, joyful disbelief in her eyes.  The message board was lighting up with approval over the notion, too.

“Don’t look at me,” Chrissy commanded.  “Eyes front.  Pretend it’s my husband on his knees on your bed, fucking you from behind, jamming his sexy cock up in you.”

Stephanie didn’t utter a word of disagreement.  Her eyes closed and she bit at her lower lip, purring.

Chrissy was getting off again, too.  The familiar look of lust had captured her features.  She was in that place I loved, that place where she was so horny she’d agree to almost anything, and that place where she was incapable of lies.  Get her turned on enough and she would confess any dirty secret to you.  And I think that’s what she was doing when she went on with, “I wanna watch.  I wanna watch my husband fuck you.”

She was slamming in and out of Stephanie now.  My neighbour was rocking forward on her palms with each thrust, almost over-balancing so that she had to thrust one palm out to brace on the bed in front of her.  Her black, bob cut hair was flopping back and forth, and each time it revealed her face her mouth had opened another notch wider.  She was getting close to cumming.

“I wanna watch my husband fuck you,” Chrissy said again, and added, “while you lick my cunt.”  And that was enough for Stephanie, she was cumming on the purple rubber cock, screaming it out, gripping the quilt on the bed, bunching into a ball in one fist, pounding the bed with her other hand.

The sight of her cumming, the knowledge that she had made it happen, the image of her husband banging this hot woman from next door, maybe a mixture of all three made Chrissy pop off again.  She grabbed Stephanie’s hips hard enough that I was sure she’d leave marks, and her long, slamming thrust turned to a shorter stroked grind, as she rode the rubber spikes and the little bit of rubber cock up inside her.

And me?  Yeah, I fucking blew off hard at that, picturing the same thing I’m sure Stephanie was, and the same thing I hoped my wife was. 

Tips.  Praise.  Announcements of orgasms.  That show was a success.  Between what had just happened next door and what had happened yesterday in our shower, it seemed Chrissy had found a way to revitalize the stream.  Tonight’s income was all going to Stephanie, but Chrissy had hinted that there was more to come.  Another caveat Steph had laid, at least, and which had yet to be revealed to me.


Chapter Five

Our sex was mind blowing that night, my head full of the images I had seen and those that had only been conjured to my brain by the words my wife had spoken.  It was in the afterglow, her laying with her head against my pectoral, her naked body pressed against mine, that I finally posed the question.  “What was the other caveat Stephanie insisted on?”

“I was waiting for you to bring that up,” Chrissy said, a small grin at her lips.  “She um...  she said she would only have sex with me if I would consider letting her have sex with you.”

“Consider?”

“Yes, consider.”

“And have you?”

“You saw the show tonight.  I more than considered it.  I made another woman cum while picturing it.”

“And you came,” I reminded her.

“I made myself cum while picturing it, too,” she admitted.  “Is this fucked up?  I mean, everything for the last few months has been fucked up.  Good fucked up, as far as you and me are concerned...  at least it seems to have turned out that way.  Mostly.  But...  things keep progressing.  Getting more and more fucked up.  Are we entering a danger zone?”

“You started us on this path,” I reminded her.

“I did,” she sighed.  “And I did it without your permission.  So, I’m definitely not going to stand in your way if you want this.  I guess I’m just asking...  do we want this?”

I guided her hand down to my penis.  We had both climaxed less than ten minutes before, but it was hard again already.

She rolled her eyes, said, “Okay, you want this.  Do I want this?”

I touched my hand between her legs, found her already swollen and still quite wet.  A few twirls of my finger over her clit had her panting and she said, “Okay, okay, clearly I want this, too!  I just...  let’s revisit?  Let’s reassess after?  I know I started this, but I feel like I’ve guided us to the brink of a very, very deep rabbit hole.  And I don’t know what else is down there.”

I promised we would.  And because we were still looking for ways to increase our income, to keep making our mortgage payments, we agreed that whatever happened with Steph, we’d capture it live for the channel.

This was Chrissy’s plan:  We would film it on the 1080p camera she’d bought for the shower sequence, and she would actually hide that camera this time, opposite the bed.  She would hide it because we’d agreed to keep up the ruse in front of Stephanie.  Steph didn’t know I knew about InnocentWife123, certainly didn’t know I knew about LonelyLady347, didn’t know I was SexySalesman, didn’t know that the shower scene she had enjoyed so much a few days before had been a set up.  I didn’t have a problem with her finding out, but Chrissy was insistent that if we ever did want to leave this weird new world we were exploring behind, it would be nice to have at least one member of our family seeming “normal” in front of our neighbour friend.  Just as Chrissy had been my back door into this wild and sexy world, I think she was now viewing me as an escape hatch from it.  If we should ever choose to avail ourselves of such.

Stephanie didn’t yet know that I’d been let go from my job, but Chrissy would tell her that it had just happened, and that in an effort to cheer me up, she was going to have her over as a surprise.  A naked surprise.  A sex surprise.  And that, of course, she’d film it all on hidden camera for her audience.

I was instructed with the same rules as when we’d filmed the shower scene.  Don’t look at the camera, don’t acknowledge an audience, don’t address Chrissy or Stephanie by name or by cam name. 

Chrissy and Stephanie both announced the impending candid show the next night on their channels, so it was official - my deepest fantasy was now scheduled for the next evening after that.

On the day, Chrissy went over to give Stephanie spare keys to our place, promising her that I had voiced the desire more than once for a threesome, but that it would actually be a surprise. 

There wasn’t precisely the same level of nervousness for me this time as there had been pre-shower show.  The excitement of what was to come helped keep that tamped down, and I knew what it was like to have an audience watching now, though I did have some low-grade anxiety about screwing up the performance, letting on to Stephanie or the public just how much I knew.  Chrissy seemed more nervous, though, and why not?  She had done a lot of stuff behind my back, had had virtual affairs with dozens of men, and had by now even slept with another woman.  But I was going to be the first (and the only) in our marriage to sleep with another member of the opposite sex.  She had feared what might happen when I first found out what she was up to, but this was the first time she had reservations about the outcome of our actions together, and I did check in with her again that she really wanted this.

“You know I do,” she assured me.  “And I know how much you want it.  So, this is my brave face.”  She jutted her chin out at me in a comic depiction of courage, and I laughed.  But I didn’t forget her insistence that we check in with one another after.

There was no way to display the feed or who was watching this time, not if we wanted to keep Stephanie in the dark about my full level of knowledge.  Chrissy hid the small camera between a bunch of arranged books on her dresser, checked several times with her pre-show feed to make sure everything would show up.  Then she called me upstairs, asked if I was ready.

“I’ll go first,” she explained again.  “I’ll get on the bed like any other show, start playing with myself.  No toys - my regulars still think you don’t know about those.  You walk in and see what I’m up to, you offer to join, and we take things from there.”

“Won’t that look staged?  You openly masturbating on the bed?”

“It’s supposed to be staged.  Steph and I have prepped everyone with the idea that this is a surprise for you.  So I’ll be nice and loud, something they’ll believe I’m doing to attract your attention.  Like, letting you catch me is part of the surprise, too.  Of course, they think the real surprise is that you don’t know they’re all getting to see you naked again, and that this time they get to watch my hapless, unwitting husband fucking two women.”

“Hapless and unwitting.  How flattering.”

“You’re getting the last laugh, Paul.  Remember that.  You’re the one fooling all of them.”

I nodded.

“Plus four tits and two pussies, so quit your griping,” she added.

I donned a pair of jeans and a plain, gray T-shirt.  No socks, so I wouldn’t have to deal with them on camera.  I kept my underwear, though, fearing that going nude beneath the jeans might tip the hand to some that this was a set up.  Then I kissed my wife and wished her luck.  She started the feed going, entering the command on the computer which we’d hidden in a closet in the den (there were 148 people waiting even before the camera started broadcasting), then went into the bedroom while I waited in the hall.  I heard her whispering to her audience and giggling, heard the mattress spring creak as she laid down, heard her start to groan.  Louder.  Louder. 

I went in.

My tiny wife was sprawled on our bed, right hand dug deep into her cleft, left playing with one of her little breasts.  She faked a look of surprise, then smiled at me.

“What are you up to?” I asked slyly.  Once again, we’d kept the script to a minimum.  We’d be improvising our way through the sex with our neighbour, so the only risk of bad acting was here at the opening.

“What’s it look like?” she asked.  Her hand was still grinding between her legs.

“It looks like I’m missing out.”

“So, stop missing out.”

I went to her, grinning, knowing as I climbed atop the bed that I could now be seen, too.  There was a dirty thrill to that, and I could understand what the initial allure had been for my wife.

We began to kiss, passionately, and as my hands toured her body (her skin was hot, Stephanie had called that right), she peeled off my shirt and undid and slid off my jeans.  She told me to lay on my back, and I knew that this was for the benefit of the viewers.  As in the shower, she kept her body out of the way while she shimmied my underwear down, popping my erection into their sightlines.  I also knew that Stephanie would be watching at home, and my cock on camera was her signal to come and get my cock in real life.  It stood a little straighter as I thought of what was soon to come.

Chrissy wasted no time.  She laid her head on my pelvis, fed my penis into her mouth, began fellating me.  I gripped her hair, and she massaged my balls with a free hand, still masturbating with the other.  That’s when I heard the door downstairs open.  We hadn’t rehearsed this - we were off script from here on out - but I’m sure my face had showed the recognition of the door’s sound, so I said to Chrissy, “Honey, I think someone’s here.”

She didn’t bother removing my dick from her mouth, just shook her head and kept on sucking.

Steph made enough noise coming up the stairs that I couldn’t in any believable way fake not hearing it, so I insisted again to Chrissy that someone was here, and this time she added an “Uh-uh” to her head shake, which felt amazing on my dick.  But Steph’s shadow visibly fell over me as she stepped into the doorway, and I did my best to show not just surprise but panic as I pushed Chrissy off me, a huge globule of mixed saliva and precum spilling from her mouth and onto our bed.  “What the fuck?” I gasped, and I rolled over the edge of the bed, picked up my jeans from the floor, held them in front of my spit shined penis.  I think I sold it.  Stephanie definitely bought it.

She was standing with hands on hips, eyes locked on my now concealed prick, grinning ear to ear.  The audience wouldn’t be able to see her yet, but they’d hear her when she said, “Hey, guys,” and capped it with the same words I had used in that doorway:  “What are you up to?”  I could just imagine the gleeful mayhem transpiring in the chat window right now.

But I still had a performance to sell.  “What are you doing here?” I demanded, and I thrust one leg into the jeans, then the other, started sliding them up before Chrissy rolled over on the bed top and grabbed my wrist, stopping me.  The jeans were up to my knees, I was slightly bent and my unblocked dick was pointing at our neighbour who was staring at it, grinning.

“It’s okay,” Chrissy said.  “I invited her over.”

“You what?”

“I invited her,” Chrissy said again.  Then she smiled and said, “Surprise!”

I knew the answer to the next question I asked, but I asked it anyway, because I wasn’t supposed to know.  “Invited her over for...?”

Stephanie crossed the room directly at me.  Chrissy was still holding one wrist, so I didn’t resist as Stephanie locked her lips over mine and took my penis in hand.

“That,” Chrissy said simply.

I stood straight and my jeans fell back about my ankles.  I pried Steph’s mouth away from mine long enough to ask Chrissy, “For real?”

“She’s for both of us to play with,” Chrissy answered, still grinning.

I knew I could only mess up the performance if I kept trying to improvise dialogue, so I offered Chrissy only one last phrase, and it wasn’t acting, it was authentic:  “Thank you.”  Then I pressed my naked body into Stephanie’s fully clothed form and locked her in a kiss again.  Her tongue danced over mine, her hand squeezing my cock between my pelvis and her jeans.  I reached behind her and cupped her denim covered ass, thinking she’d never know how many times I had admired it from across our yards, realizing that the same was apparently true from her side of things, too. 

Stephanie finally disengaged, said, “You guys have a head start on the nudity.  Let me catch up.”

I glanced at Chrissy as Stephanie peeled off her clothes, realized she was still masturbating, something that had become quite habitual for her.  She was making a living at it, after all.  Her eyes were alternating between my upright cock and Stephanie’s body as the girl’s jacket came off, then her sweater, then her jeans, bra and panties.  And from Chrissy’s dresser, untold numbers were watching all of us.  Most of them, more than likely, doing the same thing Chrissy was.  It wasn’t until Stephanie was completely naked, standing straight, cocking an eye and a grin at me that I realized I was unconsciously doing it too.

I turned to Chrissy, asked, “What do we...?”  Stephanie looked in her direction, too.  My wife had organized this, and it looked like she’d be calling the shots.

“Lay her down here,” she instructed me, and she sat up on the bed and gestured in a horizontal manner.  I recognized what she was doing, because it was the same thing the two of them had done when they’d fucked at Stephanie’s.  She wanted Steph laid out sideways, so that no one would block anyone else from the camera.

I took Steph’s waist in both hands, half lifted her onto the bed, half let her hop there herself.  She was smiling as she laid back, legs spread, directing my eyes with her own to look at her inviting, clean shaven pussy.  I’d seen it, of course, on camera, many times, but she didn’t know that, and the reality of it was something else entirely.  Her vulva was pink candy and her clitoris large and round, protruding between her lips like a slick, pink marble.  I licked my lips and felt Chrissy’s hand on my ass, pushing me toward our neighbour.

“I want you to lick her,” Chrissy said, and I could tell by the husk of her voice that she wasn’t play acting.  She was completely aroused.  “I want to watch.”

I folded my body atop Stephanie’s, mouth finding her breasts, licked and nipped at her nipples.  Her breasts were larger than Chrissy’s, but her nipples were smaller, and they felt foreign and wonderful in my mouth.  Even her skin had a subtly different taste and texture.  I could see the tiny fine hairs standing erect on her lower belly as I slid my mouth down toward her vagina, kissing her stomach along the way.

“Oh, fuck, I’ve imagined this,” Stephanie moaned as I reached the top of her pubis, began kissing lightly around her pussy, teasing her without giving her actual relief. 

“So have I,” Chrissy and I said in unison, and Chrissy chuckled.

I had never felt a clean shaved pussy before.  She had obviously worked on it today, manicuring it, and I could barely feel the grain of what would have been her pubic hair, had she allowed it to grow, as I slid my lips and tongue over the region.

“Stop teasing us,” Chrissy said, and I wondered if her “us” encompassed more than just she and Stephanie.

I lowered my face directly in front of Stephanie’s glistening vagina, raised my eyes to see that my neighbour had lifted her head, was staring down at me with pleading eyes.  So I extended my tongue and ran it her length, and she groaned and laid back again.  She tasted decidedly different down here than Chrissy did, too.  It was exotic, and I returned to her with zeal, sliding my tongue across her pussy, amazed by the feel of that bulbous clitoris.  I even took it into my mouth, sliding lips and tongue alike over and around it as Stephanie bucked on the bed.  It was enough to draw Chrissy’s attention, and I felt her weight shift as she crawled toward us, nudging me out of the way.

“Let me taste,” she said, and I gave her the room to lower her face to Stephanie’s cunt, watched as her small, soft tongue dipped inside our neighbour. 

“Holy shit,” I grunted and, without ceasing her licking, Chrissy tilted her head and her eyes so I could see her grin.

“Stop, I’m gonna cum,” Stephanie said, she reached a hand down to push Chrissy’s face away. 

But Chrissy just told me, “Hold her down,” and went on licking.

I moved around the bed, grabbed both of Stephanie’s wrists, pried them up above her head, locked them against the bed.  She met my eyes with hers, and I could see the lust in them.  She didn’t want Chrissy to stop, just hadn’t envisioned her first orgasm of the evening coming at the ministrations of my wife.  Her eyes shifted, and now she was instead looking at my hard cock, my balls hanging just above her forehead.  She arched her neck, extended her tongue, tried to lick me, but Chrissy had shifted position to lay directly between Steph’s legs so she could now apply the full force and talent of her tongue, had even reached up her tiny hands to play with Steph’s tits, and suddenly Steph didn’t have the strength to keep trying for me.  Her eyes closed, her head thrashed from side to side and she started keening the approach of her orgasm.  I watched her stomach muscles tighten, felt her strain against my grip, watched her neck fold back again, her mouth drop open, her teeth bared in a look that could almost be rage.  Then she growled out her cum forcefully, ankles wrapped around Chrissy’s back.

When she had finally collapsed back to the bed, Chrissy withdrew, wiping at her mouth with the back of one hand and chuckling.

“Oh, fuck,” Stephanie groaned.  “That was really, really good.  Thank you.”

“That was her first time,” I told Stephanie, and while that was true, I saw the flicker of the secret she was holding behind her eyes - she may not have been licked by, but she had previously been fucked by my wife.  She didn’t know how much of the details Chrissy had shared with me.

“And it’s your turn next,” Chrissy told her.  “But you’re going to do it to me while I’m watching my husband fuck you.”  Which is precisely what she had said she wanted while she’d been fucking our neighbour.

“I got no problem with that,” Stephanie said.  “Just give my pussy a minute to recover.  In the meantime...”

I had relaxed my grip on her wrists after she’d cum, and she lifted herself up on her elbows now, licked my balls quickly.  She grinned at me, then rolled over onto all fours, took my cock in hand, ran her tongue around the tip, savoured and swallowed the precum.  “You taste like my dreams,” she told me, then fed my full length inside her warm mouth.

Her technique was different from Chrissy’s.  Instead of bobbing her head, she was slipping her tongue back and forth along the underside of my penis, while her suctioning lips held me in place.  It was an incredible sensation and Chrissy saw it on my face.  She smiled at me, got up off the bed to walk around behind me.  She ran her hands down along my back, gripped my ass, and before I even knew what she was doing, she pushed a finger between my ass cheeks, prodding my asshole.

“Whoa!” I yelled, hips thrusting forward, but Stephanie moved with me, not relenting, and Chrissy did, too, grinning wickedly at me from around one arm.

“Go with it,” she instructed me.  “A friend told me about this once, and it’s great.”

I knew the friend in question, guessed that friend was probably watching, and the memory of all those eyes in conjunction with Stephanie’s mouth from in front and Chrissy’s finger from behind left me on the precipice of orgasm.  I announced it almost as Stephanie had, saying, “Hold up, I’m gonna cum!”

I saw Steph’s eyes shift to Chrissy’s, glanced down to see Chrissy shake her head.  Her finger was still pressed to my asshole, not penetrating, but just applying waxing and waning pressure at my puckered hole.  She said, “My husband, my rules.  Keep sucking.”

Which Stephanie did. 

As my orgasm built, Chrissy commanded me, “Put your hands behind your head.”  It was the same position I’d ordered her to maintain when she’d been at Stephanie’s place, and I’m sure she savoured the revenge now.  It left me feeling completely exposed, and it wasn’t long before that feeling of impending orgasm had grown gigantic.  I tried to warn Stephanie, but there was no time, and the climax I experienced was unlike any I had had before.  My cock spasmed in Stephanie’s mouth, and she didn’t withdraw, didn’t fight it, just swallowed each pump of cum as it spilled forth, even following my hips with her face as I bucked back and forth.  Because it was like my asshole was cumming too, twitching under Chrissy’s pressing finger tip, and my pelvis shook violently.

At the tail of it, Stephanie pulled my penis from her mouth, and licked her lips.  There was a small globule of semen still lingering on her lower lip.  “Well, I’m definitely ready now!” Steph announced.  “But now we have to wait for you.”

“I’m sure we can think of something to do in the meantime,” Chrissy purred, and she crawled back onto the bed, extended her neck, and licked that stray bit of semen from Stephanie’s mouth.  She smiled, and the two of them started kissing, while I laid back on the bed, watching and occasionally tugging at my spent cock.  Their hands slid over one another, and with that visual to go off of it didn’t take long till my penis was erect once more.  Chrissy saw it from the corner of her eye and disengaged from Stephanie.  She climbed from the bed, took me by the hand, and guided me around to the opposite side of the bed saying, “Right this way, sir.”  She patted the bed top, and I climbed atop it on my knees, already knowing what she wanted.  She then walked back around the bed once more and dragged to its edge a chair I recognized well - it was the chair she always sat in during her one-on-one private shows.  She sat in it now, bent her knees and planted her feet on the edge of the bed, legs splayed.

Stephanie grinned, said, “I think I know where you want me.”

“I’m the only one who hasn’t cum yet,” Chrissy pouted.  “It’s my turn.”

“I think it’s about to be all of our turn,” I said, as Stephanie climbed between us on all fours, arching her pussy and pretty little asshole back at me.  We were all profile to the camera.  The audience would see the train of all three of us, me at the back, Chrissy at the front, and Steph in the middle.

“Don’t bounce her too hard,” Chrissy warned as I inserted my dick into Stephanie’s pussy.  Steph sank back onto me as Chrissy continued, “Remember where her face is.”

“I will not forget that,” I promised.

Stephanie lowered her mouth to my wife’s vagina as I took Stephanie’s hips in my hands again and saw that yes, indeed, Chrissy had left tiny nail marks there the day when she had fucked her in the same manner as I was doing now.  I kept my fingers splayed around those tiny injuries, and guided Stephanie gently enough to be sure I wouldn’t accidentally slam her face on the other end, injuring either of the two ladies. 

Chrissy came quickly, eyes always on me, watching what I was doing to our neighbour.  Her little feet drummed a dance on the bed top, the chair rocking back on its rear legs precariously.  When it was done, she pulled her body away from Stephanie, who looked back over one shoulder and said, “Oh, God, lemme have it.”

I started fucking her with greater force, picking up still more steam as she chanted, “Harder!  Oh, God, harder!”  Towards the end, she reached backward with both hands, clasping my own on her hips, to lock us in place, and to add her own strength to the collision of our bodies.  I felt her cunt spasming around my dick as she howled out her orgasm.  I held out till she was done, something I wouldn’t have been able to do if I hadn’t cum already, then pulled myself out of her and jerked my second load onto her gorgeous ass, giving the audience the money shot I’m sure they wanted.

Then the three of us climbed into bed together, laying side by side, Stephanie in the middle, until Chrissy finally suggested we head downstairs to get some wine.  I know she took the time in our absence to say goodnight to her viewers, and to kill the camera feed.


Chapter Six

Stephanie stayed another couple of hours and we not only polished off two bottles of wine, but we ordered take-out and dined together.  When we kissed her goodbye, it was definitely no longer just neighbourly.

After she was gone, Chrissy took me by the hand and dragged me upstairs to point something out on her computer.

1242.  At the height of our performance, we had had 1242 viewers.  Between them, the tips they had showered down on InnocentWife was more than she would usually make in four nights of cam work, including private shows.

“That’s all you,” she told me.  “They’ve seen me and Steph many times.  Most of them, anyway.  That’s you.”

“It was all three of us,” I assured her.  “And if any of it was me, it was just the dirty notion that I didn’t know they were watching.”

“I don’t think that’s all it was.  But in any event...  it’s a good note to go out on.”

I stepped back from her, blinking.  “Out on?  What are you talking about.  You’re done?”

“Not quite yet,” Chrissy said.  “But I think I’m going to wind the channel down.”

“I don’t understand,” I told her.  “I thought the purpose of this was to drive viewership up.  To keep the income flowing.”

“Yes,” Chrissy agreed.  “But...  there’s been a few developments.”

I squinted, confused and suddenly anxious.  “Is this what you meant by touching base after?  There’s something you want to talk to me about?”

She nodded.

“Should I be scared?” I asked.

And this time she smiled.  “No.  You should definitely not be scared.  I wanna show you something.”

She opened her email, scrolled the inbox down to several days before.  I remembered, suddenly, the time I had scoured her emails when she’d been out of the house, back before I’d known about InnocentWife123, back before I’d known any more than just enough to make me worried.  It was like déjà vu, because the email she was showing me actually came from one of the same senders I had encountered that day.  It was the company she had briefly worked for, the online education job she had held back when I’d first told her there was the possibility my job might be in jeopardy.  I read it.

“Really?” I asked her.  “This is real?”

She nodded.  “They’re back up and running.  And just like they promised, they want me back.”

“And you want to go back?”

She sighed.  “I’m a teacher, Paul.  I mean, I used to be, anyway.  I’ve enjoyed myself the last many months.  Enjoyed myself, maybe, a little too much...”

“What’s that mean?”

“Do you remember what I talked to you about when we had our private cam show together?  Back when I didn’t know it was you, didn’t know you knew any of it.  Back when I thought I was just talking to SexySalesman?”

“You were worried,” I answered.  “You said your husband wanted you to be a bad girl, and that you wanted to be a bad girl, but you didn’t know if the two of you could be the same after that.  You didn’t know...”

“If we could just go back to holding hands after,” she finished for me.  “We can, right?” she asked.  “We can still do that?”

“Yes, of course,” I said.

“For now,” she acknowledged.  “But...  InnocentWife...  I dream about her sometimes.  Like she’s this whole other person.  She looks like me, and sounds like me...  but she’s bolder.  Tougher.  She’s changing me.”

“In good ways!” I assured her. 

“In some good ways,” she acknowledged.  “But some of the stuff you like about me now...  some of the stuff InnocentWife’s brought out in me...  it’s dangerous, Paul.  Even tonight.  I was anxious about bringing another woman into our bed.  And it’s fine!  I see you looking apprehensive, I assure you, it’s fine, we’re fine.  But I was commanding you in there.  And her.  And I know you said that’s something you like.  That I’ve learned to ask for what I want, sexually.  Only I don’t always ask anymore.  I order.  And I take.  The channel itself, InnocentWife’s entire existence started with me taking something I wanted without checking in with you.  And I told you I was terrified it was going to cost me my marriage on the day you found out, but the truth is that was always in the back of my mind.  This fear that what I was doing would have a cost, and it was just a matter of time before I’d have to pay.  And that maybe the price would be too high.  And I feel that again, sneaking in.  Like I’m playing with fire.”

“Okay.”

“And I know the money will be a little tighter - I won’t quite make the same teaching as I did as InnocentWife.  And there’ll be early mornings.”  She rolled her eyes at that.  “God, the early mornings.  But you’re still looking for more work.  You’ll find something.  I mean, the fact that the teaching job reopened means they have money again.  And I’ve heard rumblings that Stephanie’s factory may be hiring again soon...  I have no clue if she’d go back, though.  I think LonelyLady347 makes her a lot less lonely.  But, at the end of it all...  if I can shake off InnocentWife, I get to go back to being your innocent wife.  And we can keep the good parts.  The parts that work for us.  Not to mention all the videos I made.  You know, if you ever feel like- ”  She made a clicking sound with her mouth and a jerk off motion with her hand.  I laughed and she grinned and added, “I just won’t be...  you know, doing that online anymore.  We keep the parts that work for us for us.  Just us.” 

“Chrissy, if this is what you want, you don’t have to explain to me.”

“Actually, I do,” she said.  “Just remember the ‘don’t have to be scared’ part when I show you one more thing.”

She guided me by the hand again, out of the den and into the bedroom.  She opened the top drawer of her dresser, pulled out something rounded and stick shaped, and my first instinct was to assume that she had bought a new vibrator, wondered why she thought that might scare me.  But she held it out to me, and I realized that was not what it was at all.

I took it in hand, squinted at the symbol displayed in the tiny window.  A little blue plus sign.  I looked up, shock on my face.  I said, “But we weren’t even trying, anymore.”

“No,” she agreed.  “We were worried about money.  And I think we were worried about us.  But after we stopped trying we started doing a lot more, didn’t we?  A lot, lot more.  And...”  She gestured to the stick.  “Are you happy?”

Tears rolled down my face, over my smile. 

I took her hand and held it.
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