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She turned the cushioned chair in the corner of the room and made it face the bed.  I walked to it timidly and sat down, facing the action.  I took a glance at the camera to make sure I was in shot.

“Now,” she said.  “Watch me suck your husband’s fat cock.”

I felt humiliated, but gloriously.  It’s tough to articulate.  I felt safe with Danika, and that allowed me to sink into the dynamic.  I was playing the submissive wife that got off on her husband fucking other women, but perhaps I wasn’t playing the role at all.

Brad’s attention was soon turned back on Danika as she sank to her knees and started with his belt.  It opened easily enough.  Brad had forgone underwear, so the second she opened his pants his hard cock sprang up and out.

Danika was startled but looked at the camera with a dazzling smile.  “All for me,” she said, and she looked back at me in disgust before pouncing on my hubby.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself.  My stomach was turning, but my pussy was salivating.  The two emotions seemed so at odds with each other.

I watched my husband’s cock go right into her mouth.  She sucked on him with a passionate energy that I’d lost.  Brad responded to it instantly, casting his head back and letting out a deep, long groan.

His pants dropped to the floor.  Danika pushed him back onto the bed and he fell with a laugh.  His cock slapped up against his stomach.

Our little slut dragged his pants off his ankles as Brad removed his t-shirt.  It hardly seemed worth him wearing them at all.

She prowled up onto the bed and went straight back for his cock, pulling it back from his body and planting herself down around it.  She pulled off him and looked back at me.

“Hold my hair,” she said.

Quickly my husband was back in her mouth.  She hummed and kissed around him as I stood up.  Brad didn’t even look at me.  He was too busy focusing on Danika’s magic mouth.

I grabbed her auburn hair and moved it aside so the camera could see.  I could see too.  I didn’t want to look, but I couldn’t stop myself.  I was drawn to it like a moth to the flame, and just like a real flame I felt a searing heat within me.

“Look at that,” Brad said.

The two of us did.  With our eyes on her Danika put on a real show.  She started to drive her head down over my husband’s shaft until all of it had disappeared.  I was so shocked that I had to lean back to assess it, tilting my head like a tricked puppy.

I could see her neck turn fat and swollen and I realized that’s where she was housing Brad for now.  His toes were curling, and he was breathing deep.

“That wasn’t in the bio,” he laughed.
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“I’m a performer,” my husband shrugged.  “It’s a part of who I am.”

I knew that, of course.  You don’t meet a guy at karaoke and think that he might be a wallflower.

“I get that, but is this something you have to do?” I asked.  His suggestion wasn’t painful, really, I just wanted to get to the bottom of it.

“We could make good money, Jess.”

“But at what cost?  Our relationship?”

“I’ll always love you, no matter what.”

I looked down briefly.  I had some insecurities, especially now that I’d turned forty.  My husband was still in his early thirties.  I knew deep down he’d never cheat on me, but this felt pretty close.

“It’s just porn,” he shrugged.  “It wouldn’t mean a thing to me, I swear.”

“Can I pick the actress?”

“You can do more than that,” Brad said.  “You can film.”

A smile started somewhere inside me.  I guess that was the first hint that I was into this kind of thing.  The idea of filming my husband fucking another woman was instantly intoxicating.

“If you get more confident, maybe you can join in,” he suggested, knowing that I was on the end of his line now.

“So, I pick the actress and then record the two of you ... fucking.” I said the word softly.  It sounded so naughty.

Brad nodded.  “Exactly that.  Now, we might have to pay the first actress or two, but then they’ll be coming to our channel for a spot—for the exposure, you know?”

I didn’t know, but Brad explained it with an attention-to-detail that made me realize he’d been thinking about this a lot.

We still had sex, but lately things had simmered.  I knew it would never be the same as those opening four years, when I felt alive and wanted.  I knew that wouldn’t last, of course, and I was happy with what we had now.  My only fear was that Brad wasn’t.

I agreed, of course.  I wanted to keep Brad happy and I kind of liked the sound of it.  I’d never seen two people fucking up-close like that, and with the camera in my hand I held a kind of power that I lacked elsewhere in my life.  I could be in control.  I could allow people to see as much or as little as I liked.

The reality was somewhat different.  Brad showed me a selection of the models he could afford for his first foray into porn.  To my surprise, they were attractive.  I felt immediately threatened, but I perused the women, nonetheless.

“Cherry,” I said, looking at the profile picture.

Brad clicked on her.

“She’s eastern European,” Brad said.  “Which means she’ll definitely be into anal.”

“Anal?”

“Maybe we won’t start with that, but it’s definitely something we’ll build to.”

“Anal sex?”

“Yeah,” he said nonchalantly.  “You don’t mind that, do you?”

“I just can’t believe people do that.”

“It’s twenty-twenty-three, Jess.  People are doing way worse, trust me.”

I wondered what that worse might be.

“Cherry sound good?” he asked.

I looked at the rest of the pictures in her bio.  She had a beautifully trim body and an enviably photogenic pussy.  It was smooth, inviting and symmetrical, and the smirk on her face told me she knew how good she looked.

“Cherry,” I decided.  “I don’t even want to see the rest.”

My husband smiled and kissed me.  “I’ll get her booked.”

The week that followed I familiarized myself with the camera.  I wanted to make sure I wasn’t doing any accidental zooms or letting the battery drain unnecessarily.  My husband had stressed that we might only get one shot at this.  By the time Cherry arrived, I was good to go.

My husband let her in.  I stood kind of awkwardly in the hall, and I was surprised immediately by how nice she was.

“I’m Danika, nice to meet you,” she said.  “My God, I love your sneakers!”

My unease passed as Danika quickly stripped me of my trepidation.  I felt silly for thinking that Cherry might be her real name.

“I’m Jess.”

“Lovely to meet you, Jessie” she said, and she kissed me on both cheeks.

I was utterly disarmed.  I don’t know why, but I’d expected Danika to burst through the door with a cock in each hand and a mouth full of cum.  To see that she was just a person made me feel stupid.

“My wife’s been practicing her camerawork all week,” Brad said.  “She’s a pro!  We’re both so excited.”

He put his arm around me.

“Is this something you’re into, Jessie?”

“I don’t know.  I’m hoping to find out today.  Do I call you Cherry or Danika?”

“Either,” she shrugged, smiling.  “I’m happy both ways.”

“I’ve seen,” I said wryly.

Danika burst out laughing and tossed her long hair behind her.  “Been doing your research, huh?”

“We’ve seen a few videos,” Brad said, smiling.

“And I’ve seen yours,” Danika said.  “I can’t wait to get at that cock.”  She turned to me.  “You’re a very lucky woman.”

“I keep telling her,” Brad joked.

“Would you like to see the room?” I asked.

Danika nodded happily.  “Sure.  Let’s get to it.”

I showed her the bedroom.  Brad had been tidying and making sure it all looked good for the camera.  I’ve never known someone take so long to decide on a set of white sheets.

“I hope it’s to your liking,” Brad said.  His nervousness was endearing.

“It needs to be to your liking,” Danika said.  “I’m paid to be here.  I do what I’m told.”

“Is that right?” Brad asked wryly.

Fuck, I liked the idea of that; doing what I’m told.  Maybe if this went well, I could travel the country like Danika and turn the tables on my husband.  Would he be into it so much then?

“Let me go get ready,” Danika said.  “Where is your bathroom?”

I showed Danika down the hall while Brad set things up in the bedroom.

“It’s just me and him?” she asked.  “Or are you joining us too?”

“Just you two.”

“Shame,” she said, and she bit her lip and looked me up and down.  “I think I could make you my slut.”

I was shocked, but my eyes sparkled.  I felt my skin prickle.

“I think you’d like that,” she said at the bathroom door.  “Wouldn’t you?”

“Maybe,” I said softly.

Danika gave me another kiss.  She put her hand against me and rubbed slowly down my body, then she giggled and closed herself inside the bathroom.

I was left outside utterly enamored by her and more than a little intrigued.  I could hear her singing inside as she undressed.

“You haven’t moved, Jessie,” I heard her say.  “Don’t worry.  You’ll see me naked soon!”

I hurried away from the door and back into the bedroom.  I closed it quickly behind me and fell against it, breathing hard.

Brad was busy with the camera, but he spotted how startled I looked and stopped.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

“She’s so naughty.”

“What did she do?” Brad smiled, walking closer.  “She touch you?”

I shook my head.  “She gave me an idea.”

“What?”

“It’ll surprise you.”

Brad didn’t have time to interrogate me.  Danika knocked on the door and I moved away to let her in.

“Hope I’m not interrupting you lovebirds,” she chirped, and she strode into the room in her white bikini.  Her tan was a beautiful soft brown, and her body was enviably athletic.  Fucking was her sport.

“Start rolling,” Brad said.

I moved to the camera and started recording.

“How are we doing this?” Danika asked.  “Shall we just go with it?”

“I think so?” Brad said, but he didn’t sound sure.

Danika took charge.  She took two steps towards him and grabbed his shirt.  She pulled him in and started to kiss him.

I felt a pang in the bottom of my stomach.  This was it.  It had started.  I was watching my husband kiss another woman, and there was worse—or better—yet to come.

Brad’s arousal was apparent when Danika pulled her lips off him.  He stared at her with a serious, lusty look in his eyes.  His hands came to her hips and he pulled her close so that she could feel his erection.

He started to kiss her again and I took the camera for a walk, approaching them with the handheld device and focusing on their intense kiss.

My husband’s hands started to wander so I panned back, showing the viewers how he made fists against her ass before moving his hands up to her perky tits.

The bikini top was barely on for long.  My husband moved the cups aside easily and Danika’s perky tits came into view.

My husband leaned away and stared down.  I knew what he was going to do, but it didn’t stop it from shocking me.  He leapt to her nipples and raced his mouth over them, sucking deep and making Danika moan.

I couldn’t tell if her cries were real, but they certainly felt real.  They hit me like a spank.  My face flushed red with embarrassment.  Danika looked over at me and noticed.

“It’s okay,” she mouthed, out of shot.

I bit my lip and admired her beauty.  Even though my husband was on her tits she was looking straight at me.

“You like that?” she said, and she said it so loud that I didn’t imagine it was directed at me.

“Yes,” my husband snarled, breathing against her flesh.

“Not you,” she said.  “Her.  You like that?  You like when your husband sucks my perky tits?”

I pulled my face away from the camera and looked between them both.  Danika was in a role, that was clear, but neither my husband nor I were there with her.

“Well?” she asked, and her sudden dominance startled me.

“I—uhh?”

“Go with it,” she whispered.  We could handle that in the edit.

“T—teach me a lesson,” I said from nowhere.

“Put the camera back on its stand,” Danika said.  “I want you to sit in the shot and watch.”

Everything had suddenly turned so meta.  I was watching my husband fuck another woman anyway, but now I was doing it with purpose.

“People will love this,” Danika said, excited, then her voice rose, and she issued another command.  “Here.”

She turned the cushioned chair in the corner of the room and made it face the bed.  I walked to it timidly and sat down, facing the action.  I took a glance at the camera to make sure I was in shot.

“Now,” she said.  “Watch me suck your husband’s fat cock.”

I felt humiliated, but gloriously.  It’s tough to articulate.  I felt safe with Danika, and that allowed me to sink into the dynamic.  I was playing the submissive wife that got off on her husband fucking other women, but perhaps I wasn’t playing the role at all.

Brad’s attention was soon turned back on Danika as she sank to her knees and started with his belt.  It opened easily enough.  Brad had forgone underwear, so the second she opened his pants his hard cock sprang up and out.

Danika was startled but looked at the camera with a dazzling smile.  “All for me,” she said, and she looked back at me in disgust before pouncing on my hubby.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself.  My stomach was turning, but my pussy was salivating.  The two emotions seemed so at odds with each other.

I watched my husband’s cock go right into her mouth.  She sucked on him with a passionate energy that I’d lost.  Brad responded to it instantly, casting his head back and letting out a deep, long groan.

His pants dropped to the floor.  Danika pushed him back onto the bed and he fell with a laugh.  His cock slapped up against his stomach.

Our little slut dragged his pants off his ankles as Brad removed his t-shirt.  It hardly seemed worth him wearing them at all.

She prowled up onto the bed and went straight back for his cock, pulling it back from his body and planting herself down around it.  She pulled off him and looked back at me.

“Hold my hair,” she said.

Quickly my husband was back in her mouth.  She hummed and kissed around him as I stood up.  Brad didn’t even look at me.  He was too busy focusing on Danika’s magic mouth.

I grabbed her auburn hair and moved it aside so the camera could see.  I could see too.  I didn’t want to look, but I couldn’t stop myself.  I was drawn to it like a moth to the flame, and just like a real flame I felt a searing heat within me.

“Look at that,” Brad said.

The two of us did.  With our eyes on her Danika put on a real show.  She started to drive her head down over my husband’s shaft until all of it had disappeared.  I was so shocked that I had to lean back to assess it, tilting my head like a tricked puppy.

I could see her neck turn fat and swollen and I realized that’s where she was housing Brad for now.  His toes were curling, and he was breathing deep.

“That wasn’t in the bio,” he laughed.

Danika spluttered off him and laughed too.  I daren’t join in.  Instead, I held her hair like submissive little cuck and let the camera capture their enjoyment.

“Get my pussy ready for him,” Danika said now, and this time she didn’t even look at me.

I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant.  I had my suspicions, but I thought it best to make sure.

“You want me to ...” I started, hoping Danika would finish.

“I want you to put your face on my pussy,” she said.  “Get it nice and wet so I can slide your husband in there easily and show him what a real pussy feels like.”

Fuck, she was good.  So good that I started to feel a tear welling in my eye.  I had to remind myself it was all make-believe, but it truly wasn’t.  I was really about to witness my husband fucking another woman.  I was both excited and scared.

I took a hold of her dainty, white panties and slid them down her legs.  I was transfixed immediately by her ass and pussy.  I’d long-thought an asshole to be off-limits, you know?  Kind of like a taboo thing that was just there.  I’d never seen one from this angle, and I’d never seen one as pretty as Danika’s.

“Lick!” she asserted, looking back.

She started to smirk as she turned back to my husband and put his cock back in her mouth.

I pressed my face against her tentatively.  I’d have preferred a different angle, but my wants and needs had fallen by the wayside.

I moved my nose to her asshole and pressed my tongue into her pussy.  She let out a moan immediately and moved her ass back against me.

I was suffocated by her flesh, but I did my best to stick to the brief.  I started to tongue out into her folds, tasting her sweet cream and coaxing more of it free.

She sat up now and took a hold of my head, pressing it into the crease of her ass and laughing with relish.

“Get your fucking tongue in there,” she said forcefully.  “My ass is all you deserve.  Get out of my pussy.  Get out!”

I moved back, looking at her warily.

“My ass,” she said.  “That’s where you belong.”

Shit, this was it.  I hadn’t expected my first forays into cuckquean lesbianism to have been dialed up to eleven so soon.

“Tongue my fucking ass,” she demanded.

I tried not to think about it.  I just went for it.  I pressed my tongue in there and tasted nothing.  I don’t know what I was expecting, but I was happily surprised.  My tongue tickled into the little dimple and I teased around her puckered knot.

Danika responded by giggling and shaking out her hair.  She put my husband back in her throat and I lost myself in that beautiful dot of hers.

I split her ass wide and started to prod and probe, with Danika letting me know just how much she was enjoying it all.

“Go get the camera, Brad, honey,” Danika asked.  She motioned back at me.  “Show them this.”

Brad shuffled off the bed and grabbed it, moving it over towards me and filming from behind.

“Eat her fucking ass,” he said.

“That’s all you deserve,” Danika said, smiling for the camera but scowling at me.

She pushed my head on her and I tongued into her ass, spreading the muscle.  I could feel her wet pussy against my chin as I fought to work my way further inside her.

I slurped my breaths, finding them difficult to take now that I was wedged between that beautiful, soft ass of hers.

My husband’s hard cock sat close, but it felt forbidden, as though it wasn’t mine to touch.  It belonged to Danika now.  I belonged to Danika.

“There’s a good slut,” she said.  “Keep being good and maybe I’ll let you eat his cum out of me later.”

A whimper of joy leapt from me at the idea of that.  It surprised me.  I wanted so desperately to rub at my pussy, but I wasn’t dressed for it.  I wore a pair of jeans and a flannel shirt.  I wasn’t expecting to be on camera.

“Spit on it,” Danika ordered.

I moved away and Brad zoomed in.  I spat, then I tickled my spit against her knot, circling it with my tongue like a shark circled its prey.

I pushed my tongue all the way out of mouth so that the camera could see the point of contact.  Danika giggled.

“Now put him in my pussy,” she said, rolling over.  “In fact, lick that first.”

She lay on her back and stared down as I got between her legs cautiously.

“Put her face on me, Brad,” she said.

My husband gripped my hair roughly.  I felt the pain in my follicles, and I wriggled quickly into position.  I was their toy now, and it felt good.

I opened my mouth wide and French-kissed her folds.  She used her hands again to hold me against her, then she started to grind against my face.  Brad captured it all.  When she finally released me, I had to wipe her creaminess off my face.

“Put him in,” she said, and she pushed me away.

Brad took my spot, aiming the camera down.  I grabbed his cock, jerking it once or twice.  He felt so stiff.  I’d never known him so hard.

I smudged the tip of his cock against her, rubbing at her pussy and then her clit.  Danika wailed in joy like it was the best thing in the world.

I moved Brad down and he pressed forwards.  I watched her pretty pussy envelop him, and the shame enveloped me too.

The humiliation was glorious, and it was compounded by the camera capturing it all.  I didn’t know this was something I was into, but Danika seemed to have a sixth sense for these things.  I wondered how long she’d been in the industry.

“That’s it,” she cooed, and she narrowed her eyes and breathed steadily for the camera.

I watched all his inches sink into her, at first from above and then from behind, through my husband’s legs.

I watched his toned, shaven ass bounce into her.  He’d trimmed and waxed especially for the occasion, so much so that even his asshole looked inviting.

His cock sprang through her, hitting deep and sending yelps of pleasure out of her.  Brad handed me the camera as he started to fuck her.

I watched through it, trying to distance myself from the act, but it was no good.  I could hear them and smell the sex right in front of me.

Brad’s cock turned creamy as Danika’s cum covered it.  She truly was enjoying herself.  The moans weren’t just for show.  You couldn’t fake that kind of cum.

Her abs flexed as she leaned up from the mattress and moaned, grabbing her hair and voguing for the camera.

“You like that?” she asked, and I realized again that she wasn’t talking to the audience.  “You like when I fuck your husband’s cock, huh?  He’s never known tightness like this, have you honey?”

“Never,” Brad said.  That cut deep.

“Fuck me,” she urged.  “Fuck me hard.”

Brad started to pound her.  The bed shook and I had to put a foot down on the floor to steady myself.  I kept the camera looking on the action.

“Give,” Danika said, and she reached out for the device.

My husband slowed his thrusts.  Danika took the camera and pointed it down over her perky tits.

“Suck my cum off him,” she said.

Brad pulled himself out and held his cock still.  The light above bounced off it beautifully.  He was clearly covered.  I moved my hair behind my ear and approached delicately.

I tongued out cautiously and tasted her tangy sweetness.  Danika giggled.  Now she spoke to the audience.

“Look at that slut,” she whispered.  “Look how she sucks my cum off her husband’s cock.”

She grinned, and for the first time it felt like it was for me.  I had to fight so as not to smirk back.  She bit her lip and then re-entered her femdom character.

“Every fucking drop,” she cried, and she grabbed my hair and started to work my head over him.

My husband took the camera now.  He held it out at the side and aimed it inwards at his cock.

Danika pushed my head down and I felt Brad at the top of my throat.  I didn’t possess her powers.  I gagged and she pulled Brad off me.  I’d covered him in thick spit that looked almost like cum.

“Good,” she said.  “Good girl.  Now put that back inside me!”

I grabbed him and Brad filmed me putting his drenched cock back to Danika’s lips.  She enveloped him again and swallowed him in her tightness, then Brad held her hips and started to nail her hard.

He banged against her clit.  Danika licked her fingers and started to spin them on the sensitive node.  She groaned long and loud.  I thought it might be an act for the camera, but it was convincing.

Her whole body trembled.  Her chest turned red.  She looked up at my husband like she adored him, then she yelled: “I’m coming!”

She writhed, losing herself.  I don’t think Brad knew quite what to do.  He filmed her wriggling beneath him.

“She’s coming,” he hushed.

He must have been able to feel her pinching around his cock.  Her thighs squeezed together, and she pinched Brad out of her.

She opened her legs and Brad moved the camera between them.  It focused on her pulsing pussy as she came.  A drop of white cream hung on the gasping O.

“Lick it!” she demanded.

I knew the instruction was for me.  I fell towards her and pressed my tongue to her pussy, feeling the contractions against me.

It was beautiful to witness, but jarring to think it was my husband that had delivered it.  He hadn’t made me come in so long, but Danika seemed able to derive the greatest joy from the smallest of acts.

I licked her cum out of her and she used my face as her rag.  She smothered me with her flexing folds until she’d calmed down, then she leaned back in the duvet and sighed happily.

“Jerk his cock,” she said.  “I’ll let you.”

Danika started to finger at her folds again.  I took Brad’s cock in my fist and jerked him over her.  My hand ran over him, using Danika’s cum as lube.

I jerked him fast and hard, just how I knew he liked it.  I didn’t make the connection, but I was readying his cock to come inside her.

“Good,” Danika said, spinning her finger on her pussy.  “Get him there.”

Brad groaned as he drifted off.  I felt him swell and his balls drew close to his shaft.

“Put him in me,” Danika demanded.

I married his cock up to her again and Brad sank inside.  He gave me the camera.  Quickly he started thrusting, and soon his cries had transformed into ones I knew all too well.

“Let it all out,” Danika said.  “Let out that cum in this tight pussy.  Give me what you never give your wife.”

Brad pumped with purpose.  He slammed home and then stared down at the source of all his joy.  I knew what was going to happen next, but it still shook me to the core.

I watched his cock throb.  There was no evidence of his release yet, but his heady moans and Danika’s longing calls told me everything I needed to know.  He was filling her with his heat.

It started to flow back eventually, and I moved the camera around to see it rolling out of her pussy as Brad’s cock sat just inside her.

“Now eat it all up, you naughty bitch,” she told me.

Brad pulled back and took the camera.  His job was done.  Now it was my turn.
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