
        
            
                
            
        

    



















Stacey pranced out from our bedroom in her short and torn denim cutoffs and loose, off-the-shoulder white top. She plopped down onto Carey’s lap where he slumped deep in his seat, his arms resting at ear level up atop the arms of his chair. She pulled strands of her hair over her face and through her lips. “Take a picture,” she said to me where I slumped in the other chair watching her every move. He and I had just got back from a hard climb. “We’re cute, aren’t we?” she said, and she kicked her legs out straight, arched deep in her back, and laughed gutturally at me. We met eyes, both set hard. 
She suddenly twisted around in Carey’s lap and gaped up at him from below his chin. “Oh my god! Are you getting a boner under my ass?” She turned to me. “I think your friend,” she said, making air quotes and rolling her eyes, “is getting a hard-on under me,” she said. She rocked her hips back and forth over his lap. “You better beat him up and throw him out.” She looked through the lens of my camera and licked her lips and flicked her hair. “I think he might be bigger than you, honey,” she said as though in a private whisper with her eyes widening. She bit her lip and arched her chest out. “You better stop him,” she groaned.
I snapped out a string of photos and startled and laughed at myself. It was a new camera and I was just learning about it — like the auto fast-speed shutter setting. Stacy laughed and reached behind her head with her twisted arm to clutch her hand into the hair on the back of Carey’s head. “Maybe you can sell sexy pictures of me and Carey online,” she said, and she pulled her top down over her shoulder and over the side of her chest showing her bra strap and the top edge of her bra.
“You get some good shots of me climbing today?” Carey said to me. We climbed together, spotting each other up the side of cliffs. That was the idea with the new camera: maybe we could get great photos of being glued to a wall of rock halfway up beside a waterfall kind of thing and post them online.
I stared through the lens at my wife sucking on strands of hair stretching her feet out to catch her toes on the edge of the coffee table, and I twisted the focus and turned the f-stop function trying to learn how to do field of depth shots.
“Got some good shots, yeah,” I said. “Need to be able to grab them faster though. Without thinking.”
“Like the way we climb,” he said, wrapping his arms around the bare shoulders of my wife. “Without conscious thinking.”
She wriggled and nestled herself deeper back against his chest. “Are you thinking now?” she said to him but with her eyes through the big lens and locked on mine. “Because whatever it is you’re thinking, my husband is right in front of us with a big honking camera, so you’ll never get away with it.”
“Shut up you,” he said, pulling her hair away from the side of her face and pushing his face down to kiss her cheek and reach with his lips trying to catch her mouth.
“Uh, husband,” she raised her eyebrows at me. “He’s trying to make out with me, aren’t you going to do something?”
“Wassa matta baby, you no like?” he said in his shitty Italian gangster accent.
“I like it,” she twisted her face around and stretched her neck to catch his lips with hers. “Maybe a bit too much. But maybe we should be a little more discreet with our affair.”
He chuckled and shook his head also looking at me through the lens. “Come on, Sanford, control your fucking wife. She’s getting me all wound up here.” He kissed her again. “Come on, Stacy, enough. You’re making a grown man cry here.”
“Aw, what’s the matter, honey?” she said looking behind her and up into his face. She cupped his chin in her palm. “You not getting laid these days?” She squirmed her hips in his lap and snickered.
I chuckled and snapped more pics. “These look pretty good, actually,” I said. “Lover’s shots sell a lot too, or so the Reddit says,” I said, and I pulled the zoom in on her fingers wrapped around his cheek.
“I get laid plenty,” he murmured into her ear. “I get laid enough, anyway. I think,” he raised his face to me and shrugged with a frown. “Right?”
“I don’t know, man,” I shook my head. “When’s the last time?”
My wife turned around in his lap and sat on his knees facing him, planting her hands in his shoulders. “Yeah, when was the last time you got your dick wet?” She tittered and twisted around to catch his knee with one of her hands with the other gripped around the back of his neck. “We talking blow job or full on fucking?” she said to me over her bare shoulder.
“Blow job or fuck, either one, when was the last time?” I said to him past her grinning face.
She wriggled on his lap and pulled herself up closer against his body. She played in the hair on the back of his head and arched her back so her chest pressed into his neck. “It’s okay, baby,” she said softly to him. “You’re with friends, we won’t laugh.” She leaned her head down and kissed him a little too long and a little too deeply for friends just having fun.
I snapped away and kept my eyes behind the camera.
He shook his head with a smirk and she reached down between their abdomens. She twisted around over her shoulder again and said to me, “He’s very hard, honey. I don’t think it’s at all appropriate that your wife is sitting on your friend’s lap rubbing his hard dick, do you?”
I smirked and pulled my face around the side of my camera. “It’s so wrong, it just might come around the other side from behind and bump into very right.”
My wife rocked on his lap in time with the music and seemed to be thinking hard with her eyes on mine silently before she turned back to Carey. She reached down his sides and began tugging at the bottom of his shirt to pull it up over his chest. She pressed her palms into his bare chest. “Now you’re making me horny,” she said softly to him before twisting around to me again. “Honey?” she said to me and she bit her lip. “Now your friend is making me horny. And I got laid just last night,” she said, turning to face him again. “And good, too,” she groaned deeply. She turned back to me. “I think you should send him home now.”
Carey pushed her back and made her top slip down far enough over her arm, the cup of her bra was fully exposed. “Your wife is giving me a boner, dude, can you please get her off of me.”
She tittered and grinded her hips down harder into his lap. “Aw, poor baby. What are we going to do about your friend’s boner, honey?” she rocked her face back and forth at me with pretend innocence. “He doesn’t seem able to control himself.” She twisted around again and shook her face toward his. “Maybe that’s why you aren’t getting laid very much — do you have . . . “ she paused and tickled the underside of his chin. “Self control?” she nearly whispered.
“Obviously more than you do,” he sneered. “If I started rubbing your tits or your pussy, I’m pretty sure you’d get whatever girls get for boners, too.”
She bit her lip and pushed her chest up and out. “Wet, baby,” she said to him, stretching up to kiss the underside of his chin. “Girls get wet — that’s how you know they like you.” She turned toward me. “Your poor friend doesn’t know that girls get wet when they’re horny.”
“Fuck off,” he laughed.
She brought her tongue out under her top lip and dropped her mouth open. She seized his wrist in her hand and pushed it down between her legs, opening her thighs and pressing his fingers into the underside of her crotch. “Down here,” she said softly. “This is where a girl gets wet — you need to touch her here,” she said, leaving his hand between her legs and reaching up to wrap her arms around the back of his head. She closed her eyes. “That’s right,” she said nearly inaudibly. “Right there,” she whispered and she grinned because she knew I was watching.
Carey continued to rub his finger up and down over the hard denim seam of her shorts that ran down the centre of the apex of her thighs and he brought his eyes to mine. “Maybe it’s your wife that isn’t getting laid good enough,” he said to me. “You sure you looking after her, dude?” he said.
I rocked my head to the music and snickered. I turned my camera around and busied myself with it’s other settings. “That lady gets more than enough,” I said and I snorted.
She stretched her body up and back and pushed her head over Carey’s shoulder so that her mouth could kiss his ear. She laid flat on her back out over him head to toe. “I don’t know honey,” she moaned. Her top rode up her body and her stomach and the bottom of her ribs became exposed. “Who knows what’s too much and what’s enough?” She began to dance horizontally on top of him. “Anyway,” she said, squirming with her hips and groaning, pushing her abdomen up into his hand. “There’s different kinds of horny, isn’t there.”
Carey tried to pull his hand away from in between her legs, but she squeezed her thighs tightly on him and seized his wrist to push him down and keep him there. “Keep going,” she moaned up to him. She undid the button in the waist of her shorts and pulled the short fly down. Her low-rider white lace underwear became visible deep below her stomach.
“I’m not comfortable,” he said. She laughed and closed her eyes but lifted her face to me over her stomach and hips. “You don’t mind, do you honey?” Without waiting for my reply, she twisted back against him, kissed his neck, and pulled open her shorts. “He doesn’t mind.”
“Tell your wife you mind,” Carey said. “It ain’t right for a friend to stick his hand down his wife’s panties.”
“He wants you to,” she murmured still with her eyes closed. “Tell him you want him to finger your wife,” she said to me over their bodies. She bit his neck and ear. “It’s a different kind of thing. It’s ‘different day,’” she tittered and kissed his neck. “It’s ‘different day,’ isn’t it, honey,” she called to me. “I’m your wife today, he’s the friend who has to leave,” she chuckled up to him.
“Sanford?” he said and he flared his eyes at me and shook his head.
“What?” I said. I held the camera up and snapped pictures. “Got to say, it looks pretty hot. Might be some pretty good pictures here.” I pressed the camera closer to my face to make it clear to them both: I wasn’t going to stop anything, I was only going to take pictures.
The thing was, Stacy and I always teased each other about cheating. We would be at a party, and she’d hold me close and murmur in my ear, “See that guy at your 2-o’clock?”
I’d try to look around her shoulder but she’d giggle nervously and press her body against mine. “Don’t look!” she squealed in my ear. “But I want to fuck him — can I fuck him?”
“No honey,” I said. “You’re a wife — you’re my wife. No fucking anybody else anymore.”
She pouted and twisted around against me and stomped her feet, pushing her ass into my groin and pulling my arms around the front of her chest. “I never get to have any fun!”
Or we would be at a cafe Saturday afternoon. “Just going to set these down,” I said, putting our coffees on the table in front of her. “Barrista is fucking hot,” I said, “and she wants to fuck me — like right now.”
Stacy leaned out to see around me to the back of the cafe. “She say that to you?”
“Uh huh,” I said, sitting down. “Nothing unusual about that, mind you. All of them here sooner or later try to fuck me.”
“Go then,” she shrugged. “I’ll save your seat.” She blew on her coffee and looked casually around.
“Okay then, just going to bang that sweet pussy against the manager’s desk behind that wall then and split her wide open. I hope she doesn’t make too much noise for you.”
Stacy shrugged with one shoulder. “Just don’t shoot your cum in her hair, she’s still at work, you know.”
“I’ll spray it all over her face and tits — just like I did you this morning.”
She heaved over and her shoulders jiggled. “You just about made me spray my coffee all over your face and tits!” she barely restrained her laughing.
“Seriously though,” I said, sipping from my cup. “What if I did do her?”
“I would seriously draw and quarter you and drag your body parts behind your pickup truck up and down the street until everything was worn down to stubs and all that was left of you was curls of rubbed skin and loose teeth in the gutters.” She shrugged calmly and sipped her coffee and swung her one leg from the knee of her other leg.
“That’s not what I said when you asked me seriously.”
“Double standard, what, you new to the planet?”
“I said that I would enjoy experiencing vicariously the intensity of your sensuality and euphoria.” I sipped.
“One way street,” she shrugged again. “Doesn’t turn me on thinking about you fucking another girl. But obviously it turns you on thinking about me fucking another guy.”
I snorted and leaned low over our table and brought her down with me. “Would you fuck off with that?” I grinned and chuckled. “That was private!”
“I think it’s hot,” she grinned back at me. “Playing around with another guy right in front of you.” She bit her tongue and scanned her eyes all around my face.
“You don’t have the balls for it,” I sneered.
“You don’t think I could do it?” she said, twisting her face at me.
“You’re all talk,” I said.
“Is that a dare?” Her eyes looked at my mouth like she was ready to fuck me right on the table.
“You’re getting hot right now, aren’t you,” I teased her.
“Maybe. Maybe I’m thinking about someone specifically right in front of you.”
“That’s all it ever will be too, must imagination.”
She gasped and tapped my arm with her fingers. “What about Carey?” She widened her eyes and dropped her mouth wide open.
“What about him?”
“What if I fucked him? Would you get all angry and mad and stomp around and get a divorce and everything?”
“You wouldn’t fuck him, you don’t even think about him that way.”
She sat back and crossed her arms over her chest. “What little you know,” she shook her head at me. “What little you know.”
I paused. I thought I knew her well enough to know she was mostly all talk. But I also knew ‘mostly’ was not ‘completely.’ We teased each other mercilessly and it was often enough to get the other to do something they didn’t want to do. For me, it was her relentless teasing that made me put my name in for manager of my group at the IT department at the utility, something I had no business imagining I was ready for, but you know what? They hired me — my inexperience was a plus, they said, new eyes, new ideas kind of thing. I teased her about publishing her novel. But you know what? Just to show me, she hit the button at the end, and the thing actually sells a few copies a week, much to her amazement, and mine, to be honest. I had to be careful. Pushing too hard made us do things.
“We’re going climbing, by the way, Saturday morning, early,” I told her. “Back in the evening sometime.”
“Bring him over for beers,” she said.
“Okay, I’ll bring him over,” I shrugged. “First time out with the new camera.”
“You don’t think I’ll do anything to him,” she said, her whole body rocking from her leg that swung with agitation from her knee.
“I know you won’t,” I replied and I immediately regretted saying it. Red flags shot up all over my mind like the most egregious penalty on the field had been caught by all four refs. I shouldn’t have said it. I knew it was one tease too many. I pushed her over that fine line and all I could think the next two days and up the side of the cliff Saturday was how I knew in my mind’s eye she was going to do something and there was no way I could derail it without losing face. I had to bring him over when we got back. My mind screamed at me but I could think of no solution.
Now she was spread over his body with her shorts open and his hand on her panties and her top pushed up so high the bottoms of her bra cups were exposed to me.
“You getting good pictures, honey?” she said.
“Sure I am,” I replied behind the camera.
“Maybe your friend and I should go to our bedroom — isn’t that what people like in these kinds of shots?”
“I am not going to your bedroom with your wife, dude,” Carey shook his head.
“Oh come on,” she twisted around and kissed his cheek behind her. “He dared me.”
“You dared your wife?” he said with his face screwed up.
“I’m fine if she’s fine,” I shrugged with stoicism. She hung her pinky from her teeth and grinned at me. Her face reddened too. She knew I was trapped: if I said ‘No’ in any way, she’d never let me live it down.
“Watch this,” she said softly to Carey over her shoulder. “Oh honey,” she called to me. “I want to show Carey something in our bedroom, do you mind?”
“I don’t care,” I shrugged and I snapped away at the camera. “I’d like it. I’d watch,” I said. “I’ll take pictures, even.”
She tittered at me through the lens. “You know you’re going to stop me,” she said only for me, even though she was still squirming and pressing her exposed body all over Carey’s body. “Do you need me to keep going?”
“Not going to give you the satisfaction,” I grinned back at her.
“I don’t believe you,” she stuck her tongue out. “You can’t handle it.”
“It’s you who can’t handle it,” I said. “Me? I fucking get off on it.”
She laughed and twisted around so she was lying face down on him and she looked over her shoulder and down her back and over her ass at me. “Do you think about me screwing other men?”
I snapped pictures. “I jerk off thinking about it.”
She laughed and spread her legs open over Carey’s lap. “Something the matter with you, you know that?”
“Sometimes,” I said, the camera hard over my eye. “I imagine I’m a different man when I’m fucking you.”
She laughed so hard her whole body jiggled. “I should tell you,” she said when she stopped laughing. “Warn you,” she said, pursing her lips and caressing the back of Carey’s head. “I actually am getting kind of hot thinking about it.”
Carey squeezed her ass with his hand inside her shorts. His other hand drew up her bared back and stoked her skin with his nails. “Should I even be here?” he said.
“Shut up,” she said to him but with her eyes on mine.
I breathed deeply and jutted my jaw. “I’m just the photographer. Your his wife tonight, didn’t you say that?”
She squinted at me and pushed her body down harder into his. “I can’t tell what you’re saying right now.”
“Go to the bedroom,” I said. “That’s what I’m saying.”
She pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes. “Come on,” she said to Carey still looking at me. “Take me to the bedroom then.”
She rolled off him and stood to pull him up with both their arms outstretched.
“Dude, just no,” he said, struggling to press his body heavier into his chair.
“Just let her take you,” I said. “Just roll with it.”
He shook his head and sighed, but he let her pull him up and she tittered, pulling him behind her with both her hands behind her back. I followed down the hallway snapping pictures as I went.
When I came around the corner into our bedroom, Stacy was standing on our unmade bed and pulling Carey up behind her. She twisted around and lifted one leg and leaned back against him, letting him catch her with one hand around her wrist, his other hand around her waist. She curled her shoulders forward and twisted her head behind her and gasped in his embrace. I snapped the picture.
He roamed with his hands down the front of her body and over the open front of her shorts and she lifted her face to mine with her hands falling around his wrists, both restraining him and allowing him. They both looked at me across the room.
“How far are you letting us go?” she said to me softly and seriously. “I’ll going to keep going until you say stop,” Carey warned me. His hands pushed down inside her shorts and she crunched her abdomen and bent at her waist. Her ass pushed back into his groin. “You have to say stop, okay?” she said in nearly a whisper.
I nodded and stayed hidden behind the camera.
Carey stared at me through the lens as he pushed his fingers beneath the waistband of her panties. “You have to say stop, bruh,” he squinted at me hard.
“Just fuck off and keep going,” I said, snapping pictures. “Stop being such a pussy.”
He shook his head at me. “This isn’t some cliff we’re talking each other up, you know,” he said. I could see the front of my wife’s panties bulge where his hand pushed further down inside.
She pressed her ass harder back against his crotch and seized his forearm in her grip. “I told you,” she gasped at me. “You can’t take it.”
I sat down in the chair and said nothing.
“Fuck,” she sighed and she twisted around against Carey’s body and pushed herself against him to kiss him deeply on his mouth. “Would you fucking stop that a second?” she said to him with a grin and a snicker and she squeezed his wrist in her hand, but she didn’t pull him out of her panties. She recoiled in her hips and gasped again. “Baby?” she said to me sticking her ass as far back from Carey as she could. Still his hand worked inside her panties. “He’s making me so wet,” she groaned at me and she bit her lip.
I wasn’t going to lose though. “Do you want to do it with him?” I said to her.
She immediately nodded fast and deeply at me still biting her lip. “Yes, of course I do,” she said with barely any breath at all. “Im a bad girl,” she croaked and her jaw dropped down as her eyes clamped shut. I could tell his finger had entered her. He wrapped his arms around her harder and she pushed her body back against his. “You love seeing me in this state, don’t you,” she half grinned as she bent over at her waist and kicked one leg down like someone needing to go pee.
It was true. “Let me watch you masturbarte then,” she said to me one night as we reclined together on the couch. I told her that time she masturbated for me as I drove was one of the hottest things we’d ever done together. “See if I can tell what you’re talking about.”
I’d said back then that watching her do it to herself gave me a high by feeling through our connection her sexual feelings. She might have been wearing the same denim shorts she wore standing on the bed turning around and passionately, quietly, kissing my friend. We were excited to be getting out of town. It was just a road trip for the sake of a road trip to some place unremarkable except for being about three hours from home. Come to think of it, she was wearing the same off-the-shoulder white top, too. Had she planned to remind me the whole time?
“Like this?” she said on the truck seat beside me as we rolled down the rural highway. She had parted her shorts and slipped her hand inside her panties.
“Like how you want to do it — like how you would do it if I wasn’t here,” I said to her.
She thought about it gazing out the front window. “Kind of hard in public like this.”
I looked around. “There’s nobody out here,” I said.
She lowered her face and raised her eyes. “You sure?”
I nodded.
She wriggled on her ass and worked her tight shorts down her legs. Looking out the back window and at the occasional farm house going by, she tittered and then fluffed her top up and ducked down to pull it up and over her head. She looked at me and bit her lip and widened her eyes. I wasn’t expecting it, but she wriggled on her hips again and pulled her panties down and off her toes. She lifted her feet to press them into the dashboard and let her knees fall apart.
The sun beamed in through her open side window and her hair flew up and around behind her. She sank down in the seat and sucked her fingers wet before cupping her hand over her pussy. She looked up at me squinting through the sun and covering her face with her hand. “Are you sure?” she said again. I didn’t answer, I only smiled. She closed her eyes, dropped her mouth open, and spread her pussy lips with two fingers of her right hand before wetting the middle finger of her left hand and touching it to the cleft between her already swollen lips.
It wasn’t long before her hips vibrated and her legs flexed to lift her ass off the seat. Her head swung back and forth and her hair whipped over her face. Her mouth dropped open and she cried out with a death-like gasp before shutting her legs on her hand and rolling over on her hips to lay her nude body against mine and hide her grinning face in my shoulder.
She bit me and groaned. “Oh my god, I came so fast,” she said. She pushed herself up and nearly chewed my ear off. “And so hard,” she whispered. “You need to pull over and fuck me, baby,” she groaned as though in pain, she was so horny.
It was how she groaned toward me standing on the bed with Carey when he pushed her panties off her hips and halfway down her thighs where they stretched between her spread legs. “I think he’s going to fuck me, baby,” she breathed more than said. Her body writhed and she stamped her foot again. She did that thing with her top, fluffing it up and then pulling her arms down so it flew up and off her body. She turned around and pulled her hair up over the top of her head so it spread down over her face and she turned her head sideways and stared at me, or at my lens anyway. She had exposed the clasps of her bra to Carey and pushed her back up to him to enable him to undo them.
She shook her arms and the cups of her bra fell from her breasts and she caught the strap in her finger and laughed when she tossed it at me and it landed, hanging, from my lens. She lifted one knee and then the oother and used her toes to catch the waist of her panties and pulled them down and off her legs, throwing them behind her with her toe kicking up. Carey remained standing on the bed as my wife pushed his t-shirt up and over his head and then, with her hands feeling his torso all over like a blind sculptor, she found his button, undid it, and slid her fingers inside the loosened waist of his pants.
She turned around and stared at me over her shoulder as she slowly bent her knees and slid her body down the front of his body. He planted his hands on his hips and stared at me too, even as she pushed his pants down his thighs, and then pulled his underpants down too. He stepped out of his crumpled clothes and I snapped pictures. My friend and my wife were completely naked on my bed together and my heart pumped hard not with anger or jealousy, but with arousal. I was in tune with my wife. She ran her hands back up his legs, scratching all the way with her nails and staring at me, even as her hands reached his cock that hung rigid between them.
She grinned the tiniest grin before she closed her eyes, turned back toward him, and played her tongue out flat over her teeth and lips. She pressed her palm into the top of his cock and wrapped her tongue around the underside of it and tittered, looking up and finding his eyes with hers.
He raised his gaze from her hungry, moaning face and up to mine, still hiding behind my whirring and clicking lens. “Dude,” he said. “Things are going to happen. Things we can’t stop,” he half turned away.
My wife fell to her knees and reached up his body to cover his mouth with her fingers. “Shh,” she said, and she closed her eyes and opened her mouth like a schoolgirl readying to receive her first communion, and sank her soft, pink lips around the head of his cock.
I struggled to focus on the photography aspects of the scene in front of me. But I found a kind of peace, a kind of objective distance when I put the lens between myself and my wife and friend. It was her moans that infiltrated my mind: the sound of my wife experiencing such a sexual thrill was what shook me — it’s what I still recall now, and get hard about replaying, even though I didn’t record it, I only took still shots. I focused then on the visuals, but the audio is what turned a deliciously illicit sexual encounter into something that changed all of our lives.
A spouse may cheat not because she is unhappy or unloved or unfulfilled. On the contrary, she may cheat for the very opposite reasons: because she is so in tune with her body, so captivated by her lived experience of sensuality. Maybe she cheats because in her world of responsibilities and routines by which she is identified and identifies herself, as a professional, as a wife, a mother, a daughter to aging parents, a soccer coach, whatever, she needs a holiday. It’s a holiday precisely because the dalliance would never work in real life, the man would never be someone she could live with, the encounter never could be something that would be main to her life. It works because it’s wrong — and who doesn’t want to be wrong a little bit now and then?
And me? The feeling was surprisingly similar. I had my identities too, as a professional, as a husband, as a man, and as a fit, athletic guy. I had expectations from those around me and myself too — expectations of how to react to different situations, like a fire, a confrontation on the ice or field, an argument at work, or the discovery of a cheating spouse. And I too found like her the relief of escape from roles, from expectants, from proscribed behaviours. I was supposed to stop my wife fucking my friend. I was supposed to push my friend away from her and challenge him. I was supposed to divorce her, leave her, be hurt and pissed off.
To sit back and do nothing that I was expected to do was a holiday from myself as well, even as my wife’s head bobbed forward and back against my friend’s hips. And even as she tugged at his hands and his knees buckled until he came to kneel like her, and then to fall back under her as she pushed herself over him, I watched and I liked.
I pulled the camera away from my face and gazed at the bed as though it was a place I’d never looked at before. My wife pushed her body down over my friend’s body and dragged her tits — her delicious, marvellous tits — up his chest and neck, and she raised herself on her hands and pushed them into his mouth.
She laughed and kissed his mouth and glanced one last time over her shoulder at me sitting behind them. Her eyes glowed and her mouth curled in a slight smile. It was as though she and I both knew — this was a holiday for both of us.
She reached down between their abdomens and I saw her hand emerge from between her legs where her fingers, long and deft, wrapped around his stiff erection that rose behind her squirming ass. His hands pushed down from her shoulders and over her back to grip her ass and squeeze her there before he took control of her thighs in his grips. She curled her spine and her hips raised up and angled down. She drew the head of his cock through the cleft of her puffy and moist lips and then let go. I heard her gasp and I watched her pussy lips fold around the head of his cock, and then slide down the shaft until he completely disappeared inside her. It was the first time I’d seen in real life a cock and pussy fucking that wasn’t my own.
She curled her spine and raised her hips and his cock re-emerged from inside her grasping lips coated in shiny glisten from inside her. But she plunged back down over him again so hard I could hear the smash of her hips against his. She pushed herself up on straight stretched out arms and planted her hands into his shoulders and began to snap her body and plunge her hips against him, fucking him with rhythm and power.
He pushed her off and she squealed and laughed as he climbed up over her body and spread her legs under him. There was no more need to remind her to pretend I wasn’t there. She wasn’t looking at me anymore. Nor was he. It was as though they were a couple in their private bedroom having sex after a date. He dove down between her thighs and she yelped when he pushed his mouth against her pussy, but she also snapped her spine and arched her back and twisted her whitening knuckles into the sheets she pulled free of the side of the bed.
“Oh fuck!” my wife cried out with her face nearly turned upside down to the headboard behind her. When he released her with his mouth, her hips dropped as though from a height into the bed and he pushed himself up over her and before she could regain her bearings, he pushed his dick into her and she yelped again and curled up with her stomach crunching to bite his shoulder and grimace. He rammed himself against her so hard the bed skidded on the floor and the headboard knocked the bricks behind it.
When they fell apart to catch their breath, I saw my wife reach for her glass and noticed, just as I did, that it was empty. I jumped up and snatched it and mine too and darted to the bathroom. I came back and placed full glasses of water by each of them and went back to my chair and pretended that I had been remembering to take pictures the whole time. My wife and Carey sipped their water and glanced at me, but soon they were kissing again and began to ram their bodies at each other again, lying on their sides.
My wife rolled away from him and let him stab his cock into her pussy from behind. She pushed him down and threw her legs over him to drop her mouth back down over his cock that she lapped at and swallowed like a starved animal. He tapped her hips and tugged her thighs and she laughed and squealed as she brought her hips over his face and lowered herself down over him. She tried to keep sucking him but every now and then his eating her was too much and she squeezed his cock in her fist and threw her head up and back from his lap and clenched her eyes toward me and groaned out loud.
He slapped her ass and she squealed and said, “Hey!”but she also crawled down his body to grip his ankles in her hands and wave her ass over his lap. She raised her face up from his knees even as he gripped her hips and pulled her down over his cock. Her eyes were on mine even as his cock pushed back inside her pussy. She struggled to keep them open as long as she could, even as he pumped his hips up against her and as she twerked her ass and fucked him fast and hard reverse cowgirl style. Her mouth dropped open and her breathing stopped. I saw her nails dig into his ankles and I knew, she was cumming.
As soon as she breathed again, Carey pushed up behind her and gasped her hips where she remained on her elbows and knees and he pulled her ass up to his hips. My wife’s chin rested on the bottom corner of the bed facing me. Her hands twisted up inside the loose sheet and she tugged on the tension. When he pushed his cock into her from behind, her eyes clenched but she opened them again and stared at me. She was glassy and sweaty. Her whole body jerked with each thrust he hammered into her.
“Baby,” she groaned at me with half-lidded eyes and her mouth dropped wide open. “He’s fucking me so hard!” she winced.
I put the camera aside and I slid down out of my chair and walked on my hands and knees to the foot of the bed. I knelt there with my face right in front of hers. She winced with each slam he rocked into her from behind. “Is it good honey?” I said, and I kissed her on her sweating lips.
“Fuck yeah, it’s good,” she cried in a voice that barely registered.
“Do you like getting fucked in front of your husband?” I said and we kissed sloppily again.
“Fuck yeah,” she breathed hard. She clamped her eyes shut and her face bounced forward against mine. We both heard him grunt behind her. “He’s going to cum inside your wife, baby,” she nearly hyperventilated.
“Are you going to cum again?” I said, holding her face in my hands.
“Oh shit,” she groaned, and she stopped breathing again. The slapping was loud and the bed was getting destroyed. I kissed her as she cried out in a scream.
__________
Sometimes they play on the couch when we’re watching shows, and sometimes they fuck there, too. Sometimes they take it to bed. And sometimes my wife gets a particular thrill out of not letting me come with them, or watch. Sometimes he steals her from me and takes her home. Sometimes I come home and find him fucking her on the kitchen counter, like last week, or on the couch or in bed already.
He’s taking her to Vegas for the weekend, without me. ‘We’re going to share a bed,” she said to me, hanging her arms around my neck and kissing me with a snicker and a smile. “We’re going to sleep together,” she kissed me. “And I’ll fuck him in the morning before we get up,” she licked my neck. “He’s going to make me so sore,” she groaned into my ear.
He was standingin the kitchen, too, both their bags slung around his shoulders. “You’re fucking wife, man,” he said and he shook his head even as he took her hand. “Not sure when she expects me to sleep,” he said as they went out the door together.
My wife giggled as she pressed her body against his and went out the door with him. “Bye honey,” she said with a titter and she waved at me with her fingers as the door closed. I could hear her laugh and squeal as they receded down the hallway.
I nearly killed my cock I jerked off so much the whole weekend long.
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