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Chapter 1-My Wife’s First Porn




It was like he was trying to get me to cheat on him. For days, not a single word had passed between us. I'd rush home to make his favorite dinner, only for him to grunt, eat in silence, and retreat to his study. He'd work until almost 11, then crawl into bed without me, leaving me on the couch, watching the news, feeling completely invisible.

This went on for weeks, a silent war in a house we once called home. One night, I reached for him under the covers. My hand found his manhood, and I felt him instantly harden at my touch. A spark of hope ignited in me, a desperate flicker of desire for the man I used to love. I gently worked my way up and down his shaft, feeling his cock grow. The thought of being with my husband after weeks of emotional starvation made me wet almost instantly.

But he gave me another one of his useless grunts and rolled onto his side, turning his back on me. My heart shattered. I felt so hurt, so rejected. My husband wanted nothing to do with me. I knew it wasn't my looks. I worked out, I ran; I was a 33-year-old woman with a tight, firm body and an hourglass figure.

At the gym, a new kind of validation began to emerge. I'd catch younger men checking me out, and I'd secretly revel in it. A slight tingle would shoot through me, and I'd carry that sexual energy home, only to be met with cold indifference. Now, I started to give them knowing looks. It was the only source of attention I was getting, and I drank it in, a small rebellion against the man who had forgotten me. If Daniel didn't want to show me affection, I knew there were plenty of men who would. The idea of acting on it was just a thought, a dark fantasy I never believed I'd pursue.

As the weeks wore on, that idea of a strong, healthy marriage began to crumble. I tried everything. His favorite meal, me in stockings, high heels, and a 50s housewife dress. "Not hungry," he muttered, disappearing into his study. The words were a knife in my heart.

I grabbed my gym bag and ran out, fighting back tears in the car. I'd work my frustration out on the treadmill. But at the gym that night, something was different. I walked through the weight area, ignoring the strange looks from the staff, but when the college boys eyed me, I met their gaze. I gave one of them a slow, inviting smile, a silent promise. I flipped my hair over my shoulder and walked away, a new sense of power coursing through me.

In the locker room, I savored every moment of undressing. I ran my hands down my legs, feeling the silky smooth skin my husband no longer wanted to touch. I took off my black, lacy panties, and noticed a faint wetness. Just from the college kid? My heart sped up at the thought of the power I held, and I had to tear my hand away from the heat between my legs.

I chose a stationary bike with a view of the weight area, a far more exciting prospect than the muted CNN. As I pedaled, I watched the young men, their muscles flexing, their bodies taut. I watched their bodies, doing my best not to get caught. My plain white panties were getting wetter by the minute, and I was almost afraid it would be visible through my tight shorts. The movement of my legs and the bike seat was like a mild vibrator, rubbing me in just the right way. My eyes were fixed on a strong, handsome man doing squats, his shorts clinging to his large cock. I decided to chance it.

The workout flew by, and I left the gym with a new sense of confidence, my body humming with a low, delicious hum. I took the long way back to the locker room, reveling in the eyes on me. I didn't usually shower at the gym, but tonight, I stripped down, a thin line of wetness clinging to my panties as I slid them down. I stepped into the shower, the cold water a shock to my hot skin, my heart rate soaring.

As the water warmed, I reached down, my finger sliding between my wet slit. My body was incredibly sensitive, and I was so tight. I moaned as the steam rose around me, my two fingers slipping in and out. I had forgotten I was in a public shower, but I couldn't stop. I leaned against the warm tiles as the pleasure overcame me. I bit down on my free hand, trying to stay quiet, but a laugh escaped me. I was so happy, so desired, and for the first time in weeks, I felt truly alive.

I let the hot water rush over me, my body in a state of blissful afterglow. I finally dressed, feeling a new kind of confidence in my sexy little outfit. It was almost ten when I got home. The garage was empty. He wasn't even home.

"That fucker," I said aloud in the car. Being ignored was one thing; being abandoned was a whole new level of betrayal. It was the last straw. I put the car in reverse and sped away from my dead-end neighborhood, heading for the city lights.

I found a bar called The Empty Glass. I wasn't sure what I was looking for, but I was angry, turned on, and desperate for attention. The outfit I wore to the gym was perfect for this place. I got a glass of wine and sat down, a small smile on my face as two men noticed me immediately.

A man named Arnie sat down next to me, his line unoriginal but his smile kind. I gave him my new name, Carol, and told him I was "feeling... adventurous." But he was a bore, a boy in a man's body who had to be home by midnight. I left, feeling foolish and stupid. The entire drive home, I questioned what I was doing. I got home to find Daniel's car in the garage. He was asleep, oblivious. I got into our loveless bed, staring at the wall for hours, but my failed night at the bar wasn't going to stop me.

Over the next few weeks, I began flirting everywhere. James at work, who had always been a terrible flirt, was now a new conquest. I wore shorter dresses, my body a silent invitation. I'd go to the bathroom at work, just to relish in how turned on I was, rushing home to have powerful orgasms. I cooked for myself, leaving Daniel to fend for himself. I went out almost every night, my friends none the wiser.

One night, at a club, I danced with a handsome Hispanic man. I didn't go home with him, but when I ran into him by the bathrooms, I pulled him against the wall, my hand slipping down his jeans. I felt his cock grow in my hand, and I watched his eyes, wide with excitement and confusion. I jacked him off, stroking his dick harder and harder, my power over him absolute. "Are you going to cum for mommy?" I asked, and he answered with his body. He moaned, his hot, sticky cum shooting into his pants. I slid my fingers out, licking them clean, the taste of his cum on my lips.

My heart was racing. I had jacked off a stranger in a club. My friends were none the wiser. I went home, showered, and had two orgasms, a triumphant, silent rebellion against the man who slept next to me, still completely oblivious. I was beginning to feel more free, more alive.

On a Saturday morning, he was gone, and I felt nothing but freedom. I went to the mall, wearing a tighter shirt and yoga pants, feeling sexy and confident. That's when I saw it. A flyer on a community board: "Real Women Wanted." It was an ad for a local modeling campaign. The pay was low, but it mentioned swimsuits and lingerie. Something about it, a hint of something naughty, pulled me in. I had seen the videos online, the "auditions" that ended up with women on their backs, getting a load on their faces. I knew what this was, and I wanted it. I wanted to show off my body, to throw it in my husband's face.

I called as soon as I got home, my heart racing, half expecting him to pull into the driveway. The man on the phone was friendly, but I could smell the scam. He wanted me to bring lingerie. I was more than happy to have a little adventure. I agreed to meet him at his hotel on Monday, on my lunch break. I spent the afternoon in bed, watching videos of models "auditioning," getting more and more turned on.

Sunday, I gave Daniel one last try. I wore the 50s dress again, this time with no panties, bending over to show him what he was missing. He didn't even sneak a peek. I burned his dinner on purpose, and he still didn't acknowledge me. That was the last straw. I was ready for my audition.

With a beach bag over my shoulder, I stood outside room 114. My dress was professional enough for the office, but with a few adjustments, it became flirty. My heels tightened my calves and ass. I looked down at my bag, wondering if what I had brought was sexy enough, but it was too late. I knocked on the door. It opened quickly.



"Hey, hey, come on in." As the door opened, a camera was already pointed at me. The man holding it wasn't a dreamboat, but his smile was kind, his eyes gentle. I'd have walked in even if he looked like a total creep. My heart hammered against my ribs, a thrilling drumbeat of defiance.

"Hi," I said, a little breathlessly, trying to ignore the lens.

"Now, what's your name?" he asked, his eyes scanning my body. Without my scarf, the low V of my dress was on full display, hugging my curves and showing off what my husband had long ignored.


"I'm Sandy," I said, a blush creeping up my neck. Don't be shy, I told myself. This is what you came for.


"Nice, nice. I'm Daniel. And how old are you, Sandy?" He backed into the room, keeping me in focus. Lights were set up, shining on the bed and an empty wall. He placed the camera on a tripod.

"I'm 33." I knew the routine. A little small talk, a little coercion, and then, the main event. My lunch hour was ticking. I wanted to speed things along.

"33, nice. We talked on the phone; I'm taping this for my boss. He's looking for models of all shapes and sizes for some local ads. I'm going to have you pose and try on a few different outfits. Sound good?" He spoke softly, his voice a soothing balm. It was easy to see how he disarmed so many women.

"Let's do this," I said, a flash of a smile on my face.

He had me turn, lift my dress, and show off my legs. He spoke about his boss and pay, all the things you'd expect to hear, but all I could focus on was the camera and the rush of blood to my face. This was it. This was my great rebellion.

He finally noticed my wedding ring. "Are you married, Sandy?"

I laughed, a little too loud, and looked down at my hand. "I am."

Daniel kept his eyes on me. "Does your husband know you want to be a model? I mean, look at you, he'd have to know."

I giggled, hoping it didn't sound too fake. "What he doesn't know won't hurt him." I swayed my hips, my dress swirling a second behind me.

"Oh, nice. Nice. Sandy, why don't you show off your body for us?" He picked up the camera.

"Sure. Sounds good." I was ready. Ready to humiliate my husband, ready to get off on the sheer audacity of it all.

As Daniel panned the camera over me, I pulled the dress down from each shoulder, revealing the white bra and panties. The camera came up to my face, and I gave a naughty smile, a silent promise.

"Nice. Nice. Sandy, you are gorgeous. Can you turn around for me, honey?"

I did as he asked. A heat was rising between my legs, a need growing. I pictured the thousands of men who would see this video and it made me wet. I swayed slowly, knowing Daniel would love it.

"Nice. You look fantastic. Can I touch your skin?" He was beside me now, the camera in my face. I smiled and nodded. I wasn't scared, just tingling with a nervous excitement for what I knew was coming.

He touched my face lightly, and I moaned, half from his touch, half from the large bulge in his pants. His fingers left my face, trailing down my arms. I put my hands against the wall, sticking my ass out, giving him what he wanted. He squeezed my tight cheeks, a wave of satisfaction washing over me. All that working out wasn't for Daniel, but it was paying off.

He squeezed my cheeks, his fingers tracing the thin line of my G-string. I moaned as his finger brushed my asshole. My impatience was a raging fire, and I writhed as he trailed lower, finally finding my wet pussy.

"So you want to be a model? Would you do nude modeling?" His finger retreated, and he turned me around.

I was flushed, desperate, a dirty slut on camera. "I would consider it. Do you think I could?"

"You have a very nice body. Are you shy?" He was practically drooling. I shook my head no.

"Why don't you prove it?"

I reached behind my back and unsnapped my bra, my ample breasts free, exposed to the world. I tossed the bra aside and shook my chest, Daniel groaning in response. Next, my panties came down, and I kept my legs together, wanting to build the tension.

He stepped up, running a finger up my thigh. He was strong, and his touch was electric. He pushed me against the wall and kissed me, his tongue sliding into my mouth. I closed my eyes, lost in the moment. He knew the camera was a turn-on, and he used it to fuel my fire. I pictured my husband stumbling across this video, his dick going limp as he watched a young, powerful guy fuck his wife.

I moaned and reached into his loose jeans, my fingers wrapping around his hard, wet cock. This wasn't like the dance partner; this was a whole other level of power. I wanted the camera to see it all. I wanted to prove to myself how far I was willing to go.

He stepped back, setting the camera on the tripod, and I was thrown backward onto the bed. I squealed with delight, my breasts shaking, and looked up at him as he slid his pants down. I pulled myself to the edge of the bed and took him into my mouth, my eyes closed, lost in the fantasy of my audience.

Daniel was big. I had to stretch my lips around him, but I managed. My mouth watered at the taste of his precum, and I moaned. He pushed into me, his cock sliding deeper. I smiled, opening my eyes to look at him.

"You really want to be a model, don't you?" he said for the camera.

"I sure do!" I said, stroking his dick outside my mouth. I spit on him, a silent dare, and picked up the pace, my breasts jiggling with each motion.

He picked up the camera, pointing it down. I smiled into the lens, whispering something about loving his cock, then took him back inside. He reached my throat, and I fought my gag reflex, my body learning to submit to his power. This was what I'd been aching for, a man who could fill me, a desire that my fingers could no longer satisfy.

I pulled him out, drool on my chin, and looked up at him, a desperate plea in my eyes. "Are you gonna fuck me or what?"

"Nice, baby. Is that what you want?" he said, still filming.

"I do, I need it. Your big cock made me all wet, and now I need a good fuck." I licked my fingers, a wet trail of my own desire. "Look what you did to me." I smiled at the camera, a thrill shooting through me.

He pushed me flat onto the bed, his strength overwhelming. He knelt down, running his tongue up my wet slit, and pulled my legs almost vertical, giving the audience a full view of my freshly waxed, dripping-wet pussy.

"Nice, look at that pretty little cunt," he whispered, his voice a low growl. I squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples, giving him sad eyes.

"Aren't you going to fuck my cunt?" I said, an innocent plea from a woman who wanted to be a dirty slut.

He released my leg, grabbed his cock, and slapped it against my pussy. The sensation on my clit made me writhe. "Tell me what you want, baby."
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