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		CHAPTER 1

		

		JUNE

		"Let's not get him something stupid like a pizza..."

		My husband Lewis looked up from his laptop. "Why not?"

		I held out my hand, palm and fingers up. "Like, pizza doesn't last."

		"You mean you spend twenty dollars and poop it out the next day?"

		I scowled at him. "Do you have to be crude?"

		He stretched and leaned back. "Well, what do you suggest for a birthday present? I don't want to buy him a car."

		I exhaled loudly. Men could be so difficult at times – exaggerating everything. "Austin is into games and he seemed impressed with my cosplay Halloween outfit last year."

		"Mmm?"

		"Did you know you can upload a picture and have a company print up a full-sized poster?"

		His wheels finally began turning and interest entered his eyes. "No shit?"

		I said flatly, "Google it." I waited while he did just that.

		Lewis lifted his eyebrows. "Not bad for a price, either." He turned away from the screen. "So what do you suggest?"

		I shrugged, hoping he would pick up my idea and run with it like a man should. "I don't know. Maybe find out what characters he likes and I'll arrange a costume for it. Then we can pose and you can take the poster picture with your camera."

		His eyes darted to his vlogger camera, then to the case holding his lighting umbrella. Then he looked at me. "I think you have something there."

		I smiled with satisfaction. "Find out what female character from his games he likes."

		"He YouTubes a lot of games for his channel."

		"Right. Ask him."

		He grumbled but turned to open up his email.

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		LEWIS

		I blew out a breath.

		June had a good suggestion but then leaves everything to me.

		Women could be so difficult at times – making a big deal about everything without cause.

		I emailed Austin and typed out a quick question about June's birthday plan. No point in keeping it a secret.

		A half hour later, I had an enthusiastic response. He must've been sitting at his computer editing another game review for YouTube.

		I called out. "June." I then repeated her name with one-second pauses. "June. June. June. June." I knew she often tuned me out if she was busy.

		She stomped her foot announcing her arrival in the doorway. "What?"

		"He likes Sailor Moon. Main character."

		"I've heard of it, but don't know anything about it. I'll look it up." She was suddenly thoughtful and not perturbed.

		I mentally dusted off my hands.

		She had a hold of the concept and was running with it – like she should have from the start.

		Knowing it would all be well-handled, I said, "Love you, babe."

		Her voice drifted back from the hall, "Love you, too."

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		JUNE

		Naked at the mirror, I considered the outfit I had hung.

		I slipped into the dress and zipped up the side. I attached the bow at the neck and put on the cap. I spent the next half hour arranging the cap. It just looked goofy any way I set it.

		"What are you doing?" Lewis grumbled from the door. He held his camera in his hand.

		"Trying to find a way to wear the cap that doesn't look dumb."

		"It looks fine. Come on, everything's ready and he's waiting."

		I sighed. Men just did not understand or care about how an article of clothing could look stupid. I pointed to my head. "This doesn't look dumb?"

		"It looks great." To his credit, he did give me a once-over.

		Oh well, fine. "It's going to be on his wall..."

		"It'll be fantastic."

		I followed him to the studio where he made his news vlogs.

		He had a simple canvas pulled and his one umbrella light set up.

		Austin was sitting in the computer chair, swiveling left and right. When he saw me, he brightened. "Hey, June!" He eyeballed the outfit. "Not bad."

		"I could find an exact one and I don't have blonde hair."

		"You look great." He appeared to mean it.

		I cast a look at Lewis to impress upon him that I knew what I cared about, but he was giving me the identical look.

		Austin scrambled up from the chair. "So do I get to be in the picture?"

		I laughed. "That was the idea. I don't think you want a picture of just me posing on your wall."

		"That would be fine, too."

		I giggled.

		My husband said, "We can take a few pictures. I only have the one umbrella, so lighting is going to make some shots iffy. Well... maybe I'll do the professional style and take a few dozen in different poses, then you can select which one you want for a poster."

		Austin smiled, pleased. He was normally a very serious guy who only broke it up while making gaming videos. He had a very nice smile when he chose to show it. "So the poster could be like we went out on a date?"

		I lifted eyebrows, placed my hands on my hips, and cocked them off to the side.

		Lewis paused, holding the camera after checking it for the zillionth time. "Yeah, if that's what you want. It's going to be your poster."

		He was grinning ear to ear. "On a date with Usagi. Woo."

		I said, "That's the sailor girl I'm—"

		"Yep."

		I lowered my chin. "Don't call me Usagi."

		He burst out laughing.

		My husband said, "Well, we can use parts of the house, I suppose. Dining room like a date table, couch..."

		I said, "It's just one poster."

		"We'll pick the best of them for it. But the rest... Maybe we can have some fun and do up a whole theme of a date night for our photo albums. Everyone gets copies."

		Austin said, "I don't want to put you out for it..."

		I said, "Nah, I'm dressed anyways and Lewis loves to take pictures. Might as well make it all fun."

		My husband held up the camera. "Let me drag the umbrella and we'll start in the dining room. June, would you pour up two glasses of whatever? And maybe light a candle for the table."

		I got moving. "On it."

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		LEWIS

		With her help, the scene was set within minutes.

		I set the umbrella low and found a good spot. "Okay, lean over the table and your glasses together like you're in deep convo. And smile."

		My wife tilted her head wearily at me and gave me a dry look.

		I said, "Look, some people just grin like fools and the picture doesn't look natural."

		"Okay, fine."

		Austin chuckled. "Uh oh... she said the dreaded fine-word."

		June gave him a look. "Don't you start, too."

		I grumbled, "Don't look at me, babe. Look at him. Better." I snapped one.

		Austin sniffed the glass. "Do I get to drink this?"

		I snickered.

		June said, "No, I was going to pour it back into the bottle..."

		"Oh."

		She rolled her eyes. "I'm kidding, you nerd."

		He puffed up his chest and sat taller. "Hey now, I'm no nerd."

		She giggled.

		I got a pic of that. Looked too good to pass up.

		She said, "Drink up if you want." She chugged down her glass. Her face turned red.

		I laughed. "Grabbed the wrong whiskey bottle, didn't you?"

		She could barely talk. "It's burning!"

		Austin said, "You know I read that taking that much all at once can cause brain seizures."

		Her eyes popped out.

		Austin's eyes began to tear up and he held out for only three seconds before laughing.

		She gasped, "You!"

		He held up his hands.

		She blinked her eyes. "Wow." She shook her head, then closed her eyes and coughed. "The liquid looked like champagne..."

		"Light colored whiskey can be some of the strongest..." I said.

		She blinked several more times.

		"Maybe I should get a picture of you blinking."

		"I can feel it down to my fingers..." She waggled them erratically.

		"Okay, let's head outside."

		Austin said, "Outside?"

		"Yeah, a coming home shot."

		I led the way.

		June giggled. "Sorry. My feet are numb."

		Austin had caught her from pitching over. "Can you walk?"

		"Yes. It was just unexpected."

		I took some pictures of them as if they were coming home: arm in arm; at the door; going inside. "Okay, maybe the couch?" They sat together. "Stop looking at me; look at each other." I took a few pictures.

		June had recovered from her numbness, but she had a hard time not smiling.

		I said, "Let's add a romantic end to the date."

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		JUNE

		My husband said, "Give him a kiss, June." He tapped his cheek.

		Cute. I turned my head to give Austin's cheek a peck but got a mouthful instead. He had turned his face also, either not noticing the cheek-tap or just goofing around.

		And the kiss was a surprise. Instead of a scratchy lip brush across stubble, I got a soft, warm tongue on my lips. Instinctively, I opened my mouth and within that split second, I was kissing our friend right in front of my husband.

		Well now, this is pleasant. His kiss was as smooth as could be and surprisingly not awkward. So, I kissed him. I mean, why not?

		Lewis said, "Hey, that works, too." He laughed and took some pictures.

		Austin broke off kissing me with a dazed smile. "What?"

		"I was just wanting her to kiss your cheek, but..."

		His eyes got large. "Oh. Sorry. I thought you—"

		"It's all right. I think it'll look nice."

		I was looking at the profile of our friend's face. He really was a handsome guy under his glasses.

		Austin mumbled, "Oh, so I can kiss her again?"

		"Sure, one more. Do a hug with it. An embrace, you know."

		Austin was nodding, smiling brightly. Unfortunately he had a hard time erasing that when he turned his face to me. He started cracking up. "I can't kiss while laughing."

		I poked him. "Stop it."

		He poked me back.

		My husband grumbled, "Kiss, not tickle." He hummed in thought.

		I said, "What?"

		"Maybe we can fake some romantic shots. With the right angle and lighting..."

		"Fake romantic shots? What are you talking about?"

		"Just kiss and I'll direct."

		I turned my head to Austin.

		Our mouths met and we kissed. Knowing it was coming made it even smoother and better this time around. Our hands circled each other on the couch.

		My husband said, "Very, very nice. Maybe more hand action? You two almost look like mannequins."

		Austin said, "Like a normal kiss?"

		"Yeah."

		Immediately, his hand squeezed my boob through my dress. But it wasn't just a rub, it was like he was squeezing a lemon at the grocery store.

		I squeaked and slapped his hand.

		He laughed. "Totally natural. That's exactly how it goes."

		Lewis laughed, but I scowled. "How would you like it if I—" I groped his package in a squeeze that was vicious.

		He squawked.

		I made eyes at him.

		He said, "Okay, okay. Sorry."

		Lewis held the camera up to the side. "Can you two do this without trying to kill each other?"

		Austin said, "Sorry."

		But I felt bad for him since he was the only one apologizing and it was his birthday. "Hey, it's okay. Just fun and games." I mocked petting his crotch, but didn't touch it. "I'll be gentle next time."

		He lifted his arms high. "Well, then!" He slowly brought his hands down and clasped them behind his head. His grin was insufferable.

		My husband said, "June, climb onto his lap and—"

		I was big-eyed and shaking my head hoping Austin wouldn't notice. I flicked fingers at my skirt.

		Lewis wasn't stupid. His eyes registered that he understood: he knew I often went without panties. Not all the time, but often enough. He muttered, "Oh..."

		I don't think Austin caught it.

		"Maybe some more kissing and hand-action without killing each other?"

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		LEWIS

		I had to swallow a couple times. June sometimes went without panties. She probably thought we were just going to take a dozen pictures against the backdrop and be done with it.

		They embraced for a kiss.

		Again, a warm feeling spread from my chest downwards. That they had kissed so easily was a bit of a surprise, and a nice one. Certainly it played well for the camera. But it had given me ideas.

		Their hands seemed awkward, though, trying to fake some groping. I could tell they were trying to be polite, or chaste, or whatever. I said, "It looks a little stiff. Just think of the clothing, maybe, and go ahead and touch."

		My wife's hand dropped to Austin's jeans and lightly rubbed the denim. His hand rested on her dress at her breast and moved.

		"Yes, much nicer."

		Austin broke the kiss. "I'd say."

		June giggled. "Don't get your hopes up."

		"Hey, a man can dream."

		A look came over her face as if she was really registering what he said as something less joking and possibly more serious. She kissed him again.

		Before she or I could say anything, his hand traveled up the side of her skirt, underneath. It was nothing more than a hip rub, but...

		Austin's eyes shot open just as June made a choked sound and tried to twist away. But twisting away from him was the worst possible move. His hand was under her skirt. Just the simple turn of her hips brought the hem up against his wrist and exposed her pussy to the air.

		My friend gushed, "Sorry!"

		I was stammering, "S-sorry" for having directed it.

		June was undergoing an extreme blush. "Sorry!"

		A half second after a silent pause, we all laughed as she arranged her skirt again.

		I said, "My fault. I shouldn't have asked for it. But I was thinking about other shots."

		Austin said, "I guess I got carried away. The kiss was really nice."

		June was saying at the same time, "I'll just go die, now."

		Austin touched her arm. "Don't be embarrassed. I'm not offended. I just didn't know you don't wear panties."

		"Not all the time," she said.

		He said, "If it's any consolation, I go commando all the time. Even now."

		She blinked at him and smiled. "Oh?"

		I said, "Let's not worry about who's at fault. I had been thinking that maybe... we could do some... special shots." Would they go for it?

		June looked at me. "Special?"

		"We did the date thing and we'll do a few backdrop poses for the poster, but... How about some faked romance pictures?"

		"Faked?"

		"Yeah, like you both undressing for a hot night. We can use the position of the camera to make it look like you're doing things you aren't."

		Austin looked back and forth between us for a moment, then said carefully, "I'm game if she is." There was no challenge in his voice. That was important because my wife took it personal when challenged and often overdid herself proving she could do something.

		Even then, June's eyes regarded him and she instantly said, "Sure, I'm game. What's on your mind? Undressing?" She made eyes at Austin, taking a brief look at his jeans, and smiled.

		He blushed.

		"Yes. Let's do the backdrop shots first in the studio." I led them to my office and took a half dozen posed portrait shots for the poster. I got them side-by-side, waving, her leaning on his shoulder with a foot up, one with him behind her grinning over her shoulder with her arms high, and the last one him holding her in his arms like a hero – her arms around his neck.

		Austin said, "Those are going to be tough to choose from."

		I said, "No worries. We'll order one poster for your present, but I'll give you copies of everything. You can order a hundred posters if you want."

		He looked very happy.

		June said, "Who would want pictures of me all over their place?"

		He said, "But you're dressed as one of my favorite—"

		"Okay, okay." She rolled her eyes over a wide smile.

		In the bedroom, I said, "I'll get some of you two undressing each other."

		They both looked shy.

		"Look, it's not difficult; just undress each other like you were really on a date and this is the hot stuff."

		June said, "Well, all right." She started by unbuttoning his shirt and removing it. Then she dropped to work on the jeans buttons.

		I got a good picture of his jeans coming down and his cock just a couple inches from my wife's face.

		She laughed.

		He was indignant. "What?"

		I covered my mouth. He wasn't small, but I was bigger than he was.

		He said to her, "Hey, I didn't laugh at you."

		She waved her hands, shaking her head. "No, no, it's... cute."

		He sounded exasperated. "It's bigger when... er..."

		I had been moving to take a couple pictures. One might almost look like she was ready to give head. "These are going to look good. Austin, get her out of her dress. Then you can laugh at her."

		June coughed. "Thanks a lot, dear."

		"Yes, I love you, too."

		He helped her up from her knees and looked around for how to remove her dress. She indicated the zipper and told him.

		Nice. Austin's dick was firming while he did it. Nothing like an authentic bit of excitement. They were naked. "Um, June?"

		"Hmm?"

		"Would you mind grabbing him? I mean, a little touching won't hurt anything, will it? There will need to be some touching for the faked shots, anyway."

		She lifted her chin at him. "Since he groped me, I guess I could get some payback." She took his cock in her hand.

		His eyebrows came up, but he said nothing. If anything, he got a much more serious look on his face.

		I said, "What's with the angry face?" They weren't going to look right for the pictures.

		He blinked. "Huh?"

		"You look like you're thinking about an IRS tax notice or something."

		He broke out in laughter. "Uh, I was. I'm trying to think of something else so I don't get hard."

		June said, "Too late."

		"This is embarrassing."

		I shook my head. "Come on, you two. They're just pictures. Don't act like children. Think of yourselves as models."

		My wife said, "It does get bigger."

		Austin chuckled. "Told you." Still, he was smaller than me. That should make the fakes easier.

		June gave him a few strokes. Realizing she was doing it, she stopped. "Is that okay? Or...?"

		"It's great. No worries. Austin, would you give her some finger attention?" I moved to get the shot. "Nicely done." I noticed my wife's eyes closed and a strange look on her face. Suffering? Trying to control herself?

		I took a deep breath. "Want to try some fakes?"

		Austin said the magic words. "I'm game."

		My wife said, "Let's do it. What do you want?"

		"Fake a blowjob."

		She frowned. "How do you fake a blowjob?"

		"Austin, lie on the bed. June, get next to him. Lower your mouth over without touching it."

		"Oh."

		They positioned themselves and my wife lowered her mouth over the top of his erection. She was very careful, holding onto the base of his shaft.

		Fantastic. Looks real. I clicked a few.

		Austin gasped and his cock flexed. Just the movement of the flex brought the head of his cock into contact with the inside of my wife's mouth.

		She made a noise, but her mouth closed reflexively on his shaft. She drew her mouth off.

		Austin almost came off the bed.

		She scolded him. "Trying to get funny?"

		"No, the heat of your mouth... I couldn't help it."

		I said, "Careful, you two. Although I wish I had been recording instead of taking stills."

		June said drily, "Well, I've already had him in my mouth, you want me to do it again?"

		I brightened at her amenable suggestion. "Would you?"

		She sighed. "Sure, why not?" She pushed Austin back down. She gave me a look. "Get ready. I'll only do this once, okay?"

		I nodded.

		She made sure I was in position and then lowered her mouth over Austin's cock. Her lips closed on it and she drew upwards, leaving a wet trail.

		I was recording video. Whoo, hot.

		She didn't pull off like I thought she would. She went back down, slowly, her cheeks working.

		Austin groaned.

		Her head came up again, her lips sliding on his shaft. Back down she went. Then up again and off. She smacked her lips and looked at him. "Very nice, Austin."

		I switched back to pictures and wiped my brow. "Okay, Austin, let's do some fake pussy-eating."

		He chuckled.

		June said defensively, "What? I don't stink."

		"No, you don't. You smell really good."

		She firmed her lips. "I meant... down there..."

		He showed teeth. "Can't wait."

		She looked at me plaintively. "Lewis..."

		I had a good chuckle. "Don't worry; he won't bite you."

		She rolled her eyes. But she laid herself back on the bed and jerked her legs slightly open. Then a little more to allow him to get between them.

		I tried, I really did. No matter how close I told Austin to get, not a single angle looked real.

		Annoyed at my urging, he finally just stuck his mouth on her pussy. He licked upwards.

		I frantically clicked.

		June was coming up, though. Her upper body lifted and she grabbed his head as if to push it away. But then she settled back down, eyes closed.

		I said, "Oh, man..."

		Austin laughed at me. "Let me guess, you want a video of that?"

		I couldn't help it; it looked fantastic. "Yes."

		He nodded.

		June was silent like we weren't even talking.

		Austin said, "Okay."

		I got ready.

		His tongue did the motion again and it drew a shuddering groan from my wife.

		I swallowed to get moisture in my throat. "Okay. Very nice. Now we can go back to the fake stuff. Let's have June straddle you."

		Austin reclined on the bed, his cock sticking up.

		My wife looked at me for instruction. Her nipples were poking out.

		I pointed. "Get over him and spread your lips like you're going to sit on him. I'll get some pics. Then you sit on it. Not on it for real. Push it down onto his stomach and then sit on the shaft so it's not inside."

		She tilted her head. "Yeah, I get it." She got over him, grabbing his erection and spreading her lips.

		I got what I wanted. From behind, I turned on video. I captured her lowering over him. Even though it wasn't going inside, it looked like it from this angle. "Perfect," I said.

		They both looked at me for direction.

		I moved around, switching back to pictures. "Austin, fondle her boobs." I was beginning to enjoy being director. The warmth had spread throughout my body and my dick was stiff. So this is what it's like to direct porn.

		June really liked her boobs played with and she responded by moving back and forth on Austin's hips.

		In an instant, I captured it as video. I couldn't get too much from their heads as that would expose the fakery. From behind June, I said, "Grab her hips."

		Austin took hold of my wife's hips as she moved on him.

		Totally realistic. My cock flexed hard. I wasn't sure who was going to enjoy the videos more. But in the end, I wanted this to be fake, but look real.

		Period.

		How far was too far?

		June was moving on Austin. He was guiding her hips, his hips flexing under her. Sort of a mutual masturbation.

		That was enough.

		I said, "Let's fake a doggie position."

		June looked at me and then down. She moved off immediately, like a good wife.

		Austin was up, smiling, and ready.

		I smoothly switched back and forth between pictures and video like an absolute pro. All my vlogger experience was tested and well-used here. I repositioned the umbrella.

		Austin, behind her, said, "How do we fake this part?"

		"Stick your erection between her thighs. It'll look close enough."

		"Sure thing, buddy." He took hold of my wife's hips and my cock flexed in my pants.

		Again, by virtue of the position, his cock had to be rubbing right along her opening. I could tell he just couldn't control himself. He was moving back and forth, feeling what there was to feel.

		In his position, I wouldn't be able to control myself, either. I didn't scold him.

		June, apparently moved by his motions, began moving in counterpoint to him: forward when he pulled back and back when he slid forward.

		Perfect video from the side and slightly to the rear. My cock flexed again.

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		JUNE

		Tingles ran up and down my arms and back as Austin's cock slid back and forth between my labia. If I had to suffer taking fake pictures, at least I was enjoying it.

		I moved my hips back against him, relishing the slick feel as my juices wet his shaft and created a smooth sliding sensation. Since my husband wanted this to look real, I began angling my pussy so that Austin's pushes slid the head of his erection over my clit.

		Who was going to be the wiser?

		My husband wanted real-looking, Austin wasn't going to say anything, and I was going to take advantage of it. I had been embarrassed, at first. But as soon as I saw Austin's manhood, everything broke and suddenly became natural. Could I play along? Absolutely.

		But deep inside, I felt a dangerous, familiar ache of need. How does one satisfy that? And how does one handle an available stiff cock rubbing right in the area where it was most needed?

		Austin's breathing was becoming heavier and his thrusts were causing all kinds of tingly sensations within me. But he said, "I think we better change positions."

		My husband was having periods of seemingly just staring. I don't know what was going through his mind. Never could tell with men.

		Disappointed, I pulled forward and away.

		Lewis cleared his throat. "Oh, yeah. Let's... fake a missionary entry."

		I was totally willing to go with it and give it my best shot. This was beginning to feel fun. I plopped back and spread my legs.

		Austin crawled between them, holding his cock and stroking it.

		I gasped at the electric jolt from the sight.

		There is just no way to describe the hot flash that ripped through me seeing Austin looking at my pussy and stroking himself. Without a conscious thought, I was horrified to find myself jerking my legs open wider.

		Oh my gosh. Did anyone notice? I looked back and forth between my husband and Austin. Lewis was concentrating on the camera and Austin's dick. Austin was focused on my pussy. Neither made any indication they had seen me do that.

		I sighed with relief.

		And my legs did it again!

		I covered my face.

		Lewis said, "No, don't do that, June. Hold out your hands like you're beckoning to him."

		I did it, but I felt the heat of the blush in my cheeks.

		He said, "Okay, Austin. Aim it at her and get close."

		I tried to lay as still as possible. No more involuntary fuck-me moves. My goodness, is that what my body is saying? A knot of tightness began to build inside of me.

		My husband was working the camera. He came over to us and touched the side of my pussy, well away from the opening. "Put your dick here and press. It'll look like penetration from the side."

		It was uncomfortable, but Lewis made positive noises and took the pictures.

		"Okay, now pull your dick up and lay on her. Put your balls against her. It'll be perfect from the back."

		Austin bought his dick up and rested it on me, the underside of his shaft resting on my clit and the head poking between our lower abdomens.

		I couldn't help myself and moved to ease the tension on my clit. And within a second or two, Austin was moving, also. Well, that was easy. If he was going to go with it, so was I. I tilted my hips to get better connection.

		His cock felt so good rubbing along my pussy and clit that I gasped. Our movement was making wet sounds. I didn't care.

		Lewis moved around us. "Okay, this is great from these angles, but I'd like to get some from your heads. Austin, aim your cock straight down and move forward."

		I felt our friend reposition his erection so the topside was hitting my pussy. I asked, "Doesn't it hurt forcing it down like that?"

		Austin breathed, "No, not really. Sorry if I'm excited..." He gave me a worried look, but then his features relaxed. He stared at my face for a moment. Then he moved.

		I moved with him.

		Then we were moving together, him sliding his shaft up and down and me thrusting my pussy to rub his thickness. We rocked together, masturbating each other using our crotches. It was strange, but very enjoyable. The wet sounds got loud.

		My husband called for a new position: spoon.

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		LEWIS

		They were really into it and my dick was throbbing. It was a powerful sensation to tell them what to do and see them do it and enjoy it.

		"June, one foot on the bed so your leg is lifted. For the camera."

		"Right." My wife's voice was wavering. Her pussy was swollen.

		"Austin, get behind her. I'm going to get some closeups so we don't see that there isn't penetration."

		"Okay, no problem." Getting behind my wife, he scooted up and stuck his erection on her inner thigh.

		"Hmm. No, hold it in place."

		My friend moved a bit, grabbing his dick and placing it along her pussy.

		"Perfect."

		They began moving again. I began recording. I moved, getting different angles and closeups. As they moved, the head of his cock parted her lips and moved along her hole. Neither stopped; both of them kept moving.

		But as I was getting it all, I noticed their movements became more focused. His thrusts were shorter and slower when the head was at her opening. Her hips slowed and angled so the hole was more in line with his thrust.

		I found myself speechless and just watched and recorded for a moment. June's gasps were obviously suppressed, and Austin was barely breathing. With every pass, his cock angled more to her opening. Then, the head was teasing her hole – pushing a little. Parting the swollen lips. Pulling back, teasing again.

		June held her hips still when he teased her hole.

		My friend moved even slower.

		I got a closeup of his cock right at my wife's opening. There was a big smear of precum that had oozed out of his dick. The helmet of his erection probed her hole, pressing, then pulling back.

		I could barely breathe.

		The head pressed again, pushing her lips inward a little. Then sliding back. Now forward again, pressing harder against her hole. June shifted, angling her pussy more toward penetration.

		My friend pulled back. Forward again, the head of his cock pressing between her lips and against the tightness of my wife's hole. June gasped. Instead of pulling back, a quick jerk pushed the head even harder against her opening. Suddenly, her pussy formed a circle as the head pushed open her hole and poked almost inside.

		Austin trembled.

		I realized I had been in the same spot for a minute or more filming the constant progression of my friend's cock against my wife's open pussy.

		I took a deep breath.

		Maybe because he heard it, Austin pulled back, instantly. My wife's pussy squeezed and she let out a sigh.

		I moved the umbrella and got in as close as possible, not daring to say anything.

		The head of Austin's cock began moving back towards June's pussy. My wife angled her hips for entry. Slowly, with her angling and his thrust, the head of his cock made a direct travel right to her opening. The helmet pressed between my wife's outer lips. The shaft angled more directly. It stopped, pressure mounting behind his thrust. A quick jerk of my wife's hips and the helmet smoothly disappeared from view. One second of penetration. Then he was out.

		I was dizzy, unable to breathe except with gasps. I got the camera even closer so that all I could see on the screen was my wife's pussy.

		The head of Austin's cock came back into view. It was soaked and leaking. Again, with agonizing slowness, the head moved and she angled her hips to bring it all together.

		My wife wanted him inside her! There was no other way to interpret it.

		But this wasn't anything I had wanted and I still wasn't going to say anything. I was too turned on to stop them and too reluctant to just give them permission. Would they do it right in front of me with me recording it?

		The head touched her pussy, parted her lips and pushed against and into her opening. Again, the head went in, then came out. But this time, it didn't pull all the way back. I recorded the advance of his cock again. The helmet pressed into my wife and Austin stopped.

		He just held it there.

		This close, I easily caught the flexing of his shaft. Then my wife moved. A quick rotation of her hips was all. Seeing the shaft move in response told me that the head of his cock was a half inch or maybe a little more inside my wife.

		Instead of pulling back, the shaft moved - forward! A little more slid into June's pussy.

		My wife moaned.

		A little more slid in.

		This was no longer a simple passing that turned into an accidental insertion. It was no longer a teasing slide. The head of my friend's engorged cock was not just inside my wife, but pushing deeper. And she was enjoying it.

		I still wasn't going to give them permission. It wasn't what I wanted. But... I called for a change of position.

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		JUNE

		I almost screamed.

		He wanted me to get on him again? I ground my teeth together until they hurt. My pussy ached and was all wet. My clit throbbed painfully with tension.

		Lewis said, "This time, hold him on you and tease him."

		"What?"

		"Get on like you did last time. Straddle him and hold his cock against your pussy."

		I blew out a frustrated breath. "Okay." At least I could rub my clit with it. I got over him and grabbed his wet shaft. For a moment, I didn't know what to do with the slick smear. Doing the first thing I thought, I stroked it on him like lube.

		My husband said, "Oh, that's nice."

		I said, "Yeah, it feels nice in my hand."

		I positioned myself close and brought his erection into contact with my pussy. "So tease him like the spooning?"

		"Yes." He had a raspy sound to his voice.

		"Okay..." I began moving, deliberately pressing his shaft back hard enough to rub my clit on him and get relief. Slowly, the tension spread outward, becoming less localized and more even, but building even more strength overall. I gasped.

		Lewis got in close with the camera.

		I laughed quietly at how ridiculous it would look, but didn't say anything – just shook my head. Who was going to be able to see anything with the focus so close?

		I leaned back and moved my hips up and down. But that was a mistake. Or maybe it wasn't. Instead of just relieving the ache in my clit, it began to tease the deeper ache inside my pussy. I pressed when the head passed the hole each time – trying to scratch that deep itch.

		Aggravated, I got on one foot and leaned up over him. I began rubbing the head along my opening while directly over him. My head was hanging down so I could see. Enrapt by what I was doing, I toyed with his cock at my entrance in little circles.

		It felt great.

		Austin sighed happily.

		But the hunger gnawed and grew.

		Placing the head firmly between my lips at the opening, I began moving my hips round and round in circles. The head of his cock reamed around my opening, massaging the ache that was there. I shuddered and moaned. This felt... so good.

		But Austin threw a wrench in the whole thing. He lifted his hands and played with my boobs. His thumbs across my nipples caused bursts of jagged tingles and explosive spots before my eyes.

		I growled and ground harder down on the cock. I pressed heavier on the thickness massaging my opening. The tension built, shredding my nerves with urgency. I had to squash that need!

		With a jerk, I pushed at the thickness. The tension briefly abated. I jerked again and again. Needing a little more relief, I moved to bring more weight down on it, hoping to squash the maddening ache growing stronger in my pussy.

		The increase in pressure at my entrance was delicious. I circled again as the helmet wedged pleasurably at the entrance to my hole. It was like getting a wonderful massage.

		Maybe just a little more pressure?

		I pressed down a little more. I was greeted with a widening of my pussy as the head wedged into my entrance. The stretching felt so good. My circles increased the relief and, at the same time, the aching need deeper inside. I was moaning now, uttering my gnawing hunger.

		Maybe a little more.

		I pulled up and off, panting. I got into a more comfortable position squatting over him and scooted back. Holding onto him, I guided the head right to my hole. Placing it there, I pressed backwards. The pressure built as the helmet lodged against my opening.

		This time, I moved my hips up and down, just rubbing the head along the opening. No danger of going too far.

		But I guess Austin was having control problems. I had felt him move and also struggle to stay still. In this position, while I maintained control over myself, any move by him translated into danger. I felt him thrust.

		I went still, holding him at the entrance.

		When he didn't move again, I continued my movement with his cock at my entrance. Up and down I moved my hips, massaging the ache very effectively. The only ache I couldn't reach was deeper inside.

		Austin convulsed again, the head of his cock thrusting against my hole.

		I went still, relishing the pressure created by his move. My hole stretched and I groaned with relief.

		But he pulled back.

		I moved again, but scooted back a little to increase the pressure yet again. It was almost good enough. I moved until the head of his cock was firmly wedged at my opening. The very tip was inside, so it wasn't going to move out of the way. Up and down I moved, causing the helmet to change angle over and over – creating a rubbing sensation at my opening.

		It was delicious.

		Austin moved again, panting with desperation.

		I wasn't really considering how this might be affecting him.

		But I felt that pressure increase dramatically and then the blissful stretching that followed. The helmet lodged firmly in the opening and spread me wider.

		I sighed with relief and moved, not waiting for him to pull back. Up and down I moved and because the head was stretching my hole open, it felt so much better.

		Austin grabbed my hips and thrust again. Thickness spread deeper into my hole.

		I groaned loud, "Yes..." I moved just once as the tension began twisting inside of me to unbearable levels of need.

		Austin heaved upwards toward me. His erection speared deeper, reaching inside for that ache that needed to be touched.

		I lost it. I cried out with lust and pushed back as hard as I could.

		In that split second, he was frantically pounding his cock as deep as he could into my aching pussy. I was desperate with need and pushed back against his thrusts with wild abandon.

		In and out his thickness filled and emptied me. I went harder and faster. So did he. From deep within, all my tension twisted up inside of me until the words erupted from my mouth. I had no control, they just came out in a scream. "Yes, fuck me!"

		

	
		CHAPTER 10

		

		LEWIS

		My wife's scream echoed in my ears.

		I had refused to acknowledge what was happening so as to give them no permission.

		But now my wife was getting fucked right in front of my very eyes.

		That it was our friend seemed to soften the blow a little, but still. I had watched her practically beg to be fucked. I had watched Austin lose control.

		They had both come to this on their own without my input.

		I was absolved.

		But here I was, camera forgotten, as I stared dumbly at the pair.

		Austin threw my wife off and over. He scrambled over her, his erection bobbing wetly, and proceeded to ram it straight back into her pussy. Her head was hanging off the edge of the bed, landing right where she had flopped from his toss.

		Her head rolled limply as my friend pounded his erection over and over into my wife. He moved like a machine on her, desperate and focused. She responded underneath him, clawing his back and mumbling incoherently. She was totally lost in the fuck.

		Austin's butt moved rapidly, squeezing and flexing, as he drove continuously tip to root.

		My wife had never taken another man, except one before we were married. She had not ever cheated on me. But here she was, begging him to fuck her and both acting like I wasn't even in the room.

		And... here I was, camera dropped, squirming at the strength of the erection in my pants. Do I stop them? Do I join them? Do I leave the room and let them fuck in privacy?

		Austin was grunting with effort.

		His grunts resonated so deep inside me that my balls tickled each time he made the sound. Each utterance was made at the deepest penetration of my wife. Coinciding with the tickle he caused, each time he thrust forward, so did my hips – as if I could urge him with my motions to go even deeper into my wife's pussy.

		I couldn't control myself.

		Horrified, I willed him to fuck my wife deeper and harder. I wanted him to be so deep and fuck her so hard that she cried out with agony and lust.

		I wanted him to fuck her unconscious and then...

		I swallowed, knowing that he was in her without a condom. I latched onto that in a strange focus of the event. I had this insanely dangerous desire for him to cum inside my wife. But at the same time, I was repelled by it.

		I made my involuntary hip motions while he grunted on June, willing him to keep fucking her and more. I began grunting, too. I wiped my brow. Suddenly, I felt wetness in my pants. Was I peeing myself? But I wasn't. It was precum leaking out. But not just oozing like normal, it was coming out almost like a pee stream. The entire front of my pants was soaked in seconds. But I knew it wasn't an orgasm – just an insane amount of leakage.

		June was whimpering. She was clutching his arms as he drove into her as hard as he could. Her mouth opened. A long, low wail started that rose in pitch. Then she bucked like a madwoman.

		I had never seen her have such an intense orgasm.

		Tears ran out of her eyes and she writhed underneath him like a trapped, crazy woman.

		Austin went nuts. But he got quieter. In and out he slammed his cock into her pussy. His back flexed in constant motion of driving his hips as hard as he could.

		The bed protested. The headboard beat against the wall - lightly, since they were more to the side than straight on.

		My wife's hungry pussy took every single thrust. Skin slaps echoed in the room.

		Again, my erection let out a stream. The front of my pants now had soakage on the outside, and it was white. It was coming through the material.

		There was a sudden frenzied flurry of scrambling as Austin dug in his feet and began pushing deeper.

		June almost slid off the bed.

		Austin quietly arched up and back, hips forward and jerked. His breath came out in hisses.

		He was sperming my wife, deep.

		Her legs came up, circled his waist, and pulled.

		

	
		CHAPTER 11

		

		JUNE

		I was riding on clouds so high I didn't need to breathe.

		My orgasm had lifted me and dropped me so harshly that I was a limp form with no ability to move at all. The heat of my orgasm had blossomed explosively, bursting out from my clit and spreading to every inch of my body.

		I was alive with tingles and heat. Everything felt flushed.

		And then there was the wonderful burning sensation of Austin's orgasm so deep inside me – completing me on levels I couldn't comprehend but very much appreciated.

		I hugged him as he spent himself and dropped onto me. It was all I had the strength for. I whispered, "That was fantastic."

		He was panting, out of breath. He reached behind my head and lifted it. Kissing me thoroughly, he whispered back, "Thank you for the birthday present."

		I began to focus. I hadn't done this as a gift to him, at all. I shook my head. "No, it wasn't a present. I mean, it was..." I looked around.

		I saw the back of Lewis as he went into the bathroom. Lewis? Wait. What had happened? I came to realize the teasing had gone too far – that we had lost control and fucked.

		Austin kissed me again. "So this wasn't a gift?"

		I touched his face. "It was special, but no, this wasn't supposed to happen." I struggled to get out from under him.

		He helped me up. "No?"

		I laughed. "No, it was just supposed to be pictures." I looked at his shrinking cock. Possessively, I reached out and took it gently in my hands. On impulse, I bent over and began sucking him, tasting both of us and what we had done.

		Lewis came out while I was sucking. He ran his hand back through his hair. "I guess..."

		I stopped what I was doing, concerned for my husband. "Lewis."

		He held up a hand. "I guess I can't deny what happened and maybe I'm at fault."

		Austin said, "I never would've done this if I thought you didn't want it."

		"I know, I know." He blew out a breath.

		I said, "Are you okay?"

		He nodded, not looking at us. "I'm just sort of stunned, is all."

		"You didn't say anything and—"

		Austin said, "I didn't mean to—"

		Lewis interrupted us. "I'm okay." But he said it a little too sharply.

		I said, "I'm sorry." I didn't want to ruin things because we lost control.

		My husband said, "Don't be. What happened happened. It can't be undone and if it had really bothered me, I would've said something about it. Besides, Austin's a friend; he didn't mean any harm."

		I was quiet.

		Our friend said, "I couldn't help myself. I mean, I tried, really. But she's so beautiful and sexy... and she was rubbing all over me."

		Lewis gave a strained chuckle, but I could tell some of the tension drained off by his expression. "I would've lost control in your position." He let out a deeper breath and nodded. "But hey, I got some hot pics and videos of it all."

		Austin muttered, "You gonna share?"

		"Of course." He looked down, looked up at us, then down again, smiling. "It was hot enough that I came in my pants. Had to go clean up."

		I felt a warm twisting inside of me that sent a fresh burst of tingles radiating up my back and chest. "You weren't repulsed? Disgusted?"

		My husband's eyes widened. "Fuck no. I was so hard it hurt. And when he threw you to the edge of the bed and... took you, it looked so perfect."

		I ventured a smile, but said nothing.

		Austin said, "June is special, Lewis. I wouldn't do anything to hurt either of you. And yes, she's amazingly sexy. You can't imagine how much I treasure what happened."

		My husband was listening intently, eyes focused only on our friend. Eyebrows drawn down in concentration, he nodded slowly at the end. Then he tossed his head to the side, smiling and looking down. "Hey, I understand."

		"And just so you know, those pictures you share with me are going to be the cause of many nights of..." He made back and forth hand masturbation motions.

		Lewis laughed, all the tension gone.

		I giggled. "You poor guy."

		"Hey, it's all I'll have."

		My husband frowned. "Nah... you're our best friend. Maybe..."

		I looked at him, daring to wonder.

		Austin locked eyes with him.

		Lewis gave a curt nod. "Maybe this was a good thing. If you want to... do it again..."

		Austin's mouth fell open. "Are you serious? I'd be honored..."

		My husband shrugged. "I think I could make room for you. If you really value June, I think she can accommodate both of us."

		"You... are so awesome." He even looked flabbergasted.

		Lewis smiled wide. "Nah..."

		I said, "Maybe then Austin can take me on a real date."

		My husband looked surprised. "That's not a bad idea. At all." His smile supported the truth of his words.

		I made a date with Austin a minute later.

		

	
		CHAPTER 12

		

		LEWIS

		I felt good over the next few days about what had developed from the event. While still troubled at the unexpected change in our lives, I found that this change looked promising rather than debilitating.

		None of it appeared to threaten anything and I wasn't alone in being excited over the development. Both Austin and June were excited, too.

		With no one hurt, why stop?

		In fact, Austin's attention could help out when I needed to have uninterrupted time with my news vlog. June occupied and happy meant a happy marriage. Even I could see the benefits there.

		I didn't tell that to my wife; I'm not stupid. She might take it personally. Of course I loved her and no one else, but women just didn't understand men when we needed to focus. We couldn't be constantly being distracted with input on things like what color socks to order for next spring.

		Hey, I'm trying to finish my vlog here. Duh?

		I watched Austin leave with June on their real date. Good feelings. I heard them return. Curiosity. I saw them kiss inside the door. Some arousal.

		Why did my wife look so beautiful wrapped in another man's arms? Face locked to his in a kiss? I mean, really, really beautiful.

		I knew I had made the right choice, right then: the kiss.

		I had to lay down a simple rule though. "Hey, uh..." I approached.

		They broke the kiss and looked at me, still hugging. My wife wore a brilliant, glowing expression and I could see the appreciation and love for me in her eyes.

		I held up a condom package. "For what's about to happen..."

		Austin's eyes registered the package. He pursed his lips and accepted it. "Sure thing, buddy."

		June was a little less accepting. "Do we have to?"

		I said, "I think it's a good idea. That way you two can do it as often as you want, without worry."

		He nodded. "It's a solid idea, Lewis. No problem."

		My wife didn't say anything.

		They went into the bedroom and I followed, happy and feeling the growing excitement in my pants.

		They both stripped fast.

		In seconds, he was sitting on the bed and my wife was kneeling before him, holding his cock and licking it.

		Certainly, who doesn't like blowjobs? I'm not a demanding fan of them and when they happen, that's great. But watching my wife's mouth suck down on his shaft and lick the head did a funny thing in how I viewed her. It made her mouth better. Is that weird?

		Her neck moved and she fucked his cock with her mouth.

		My friend was leaned back, eyes alight with amused interest.

		He returned the favor to her, switching positions and licking her with abandon. Seeing my wife's face slack with pleasure was spice on the experience. Hearing her sighs and gasps caused sympathetic vibrations that traveled up my dick.

		Austin was a little smaller than me, but still solid and thick. If June thought anything less of him for it, she had said nothing to me and I didn't want to insult our friend by asking her – even if I asked her in private.

		He rolled on the condom with resolute care.

		My wife watched, frowning. Her eyes sought mine. "Maybe...?"

		"Hmm?"

		Austin placed the tip of his sheathed cock against my wife's pussy.

		June's eyes turned pleading. "Maybe we can start without it? So we can both feel it again on our real date? And then he can put it on later?"

		I sighed with a release of pressure. Her request certainly made sense and really wasn't out of line; they had already done it without one a few days before. What was one more time for just a little bit? I nodded. "For the road."

		Austin's face lit up and he squeezed the base of the condom and pulled. Off it came.

		June's smile spread wide and then so did her legs. My wife's smooth thighs parted and welcomed our friend.

		His dick touched her pussy.

		I had everything ready, camera primed and light set up to catch everything better this time. I zoomed in on the touch and the gentle push that spread my wife's outer lips.

		Licking my lips, I watched on the little screen as his shaft slid forward and into my wife's pussy.

		It was beautiful.

		And very sexy.

		They kissed right away as he adjusted his hips and began to move into a slow rhythm.

		I was getting hard, fast. Not wanting to make another mess, I got out of my shorts and let it harden freely.

		In and out, my friend slid his erection through my wife's pussy lips. Glistening with their juices, his shaft moved from tip to root. June clutched his arms and moved her hips to the same rhythm.

		The fuck was perfect.

		It became even better when my wife threw her legs open as wide as they would go. Watching her pussy thrust up and down as our friend drove his cock deep into her was a drug that had my heart pounding and my breathing ragged.

		I grabbed my cock and started stroking; there was no way I could help it. I almost sighed with relief every time he pushed as deep as he could go.

		My wife's quiet gasps were sexy and sent tremors of lust through my soul.

		I enjoyed this.

		Immensely.

		Austin made love to my wife right there on our bed and it was so natural and normal that I stroked right along with them.

		June looked over at me and I winked and nodded. She saw my hand on my erection.

		She smiled.

		Then she closed her eyes and kissed Austin while his cock probed the sanctified depths of the woman who had been my bride.

		

	
		CHAPTER 13

		

		JUNE

		Austin's stiffness was a welcome rod of lust filling my insides. My pussy stretched around his thickness and tingled with the passage of his shaft through my labia.

		His ropy muscles and hard body pressed over mine gave me the firm presence I needed.

		I loved my husband, most assuredly. But this was something on a different level. This was raw lust and sex at a primal level. My pussy needed this cock and this man.

		Years of faithful marriage were now enriched at the deepest level as this friend of ours filled my pussy with such care and tenderness. Yes, having only my husband between my legs was the perfect preparation for this immaculate invasion.

		Sex with Lewis was always great. But Austin's cock inside me was elevating this above and beyond mere satisfaction.

		Did Austin feel the same way?

		I hope so. I don't want this to end.

		Our friend provided an even deeper completion to my marriage to Lewis that I struggled to fathom. Not until I had taken this man's cock inside of me had I imagined that there was yet more to be fulfilled in my soul.

		I had been happy and satisfied being married to Lewis. Our sex had been great with never any doubts.

		But now?

		There was no way I could envision giving this up.

		If only Austin felt the same way.

		I leaned up a little and whispered, "Are you enjoying this?"

		"Yes." His eyes sparkled at me.

		"Do I feel good?" I was searching for answers to questions I wasn't asking.

		"Phenomenal."

		I heard a high moaning sound, then realized I was the one making it. I was overcome with emotion, lust, and need. I bucked up against him.

		He gasped and said, "Maybe we should put on the condom. I think I'm getting close."

		I squeezed him with my hands. "Wait."

		"Mmm?"

		I looked over at my husband. "Can he... skip the condom this once? To make our first date complete?"

		Lewis blinked and kept stroking, but he moved his hand a little slower, thinking. He sounded a little out of breath. "Well, I guess... I guess it won't hurt. But definitely next time."

		I looked up at Austin and raised my mouth to his ear. I whispered so low only he could hear it. "Fill me. And don't worry about the condom thing; I'll make sure we never use one."

		It just felt right.

		Austin did not answer with words.

		Suddenly, I was thrashed on the bed by a raving madman – his cock sliding hard and far into my depths in an assault that left me spinning and delirious.

		Driving in circles, my soul was spun upwards at a dizzying rate until everything in me felt tense and stretched to the limit. And then the enormous thing in me snapped.

		I didn't know which way was up.

		I bucked as hard as I could. "Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!"

		

	
		EPILOGUE

		

		LEWIS

		My wife screamed and writhed under Austin as if she were being electrified.

		My friend's cock was a blur – in and out it rammed my wife's open pussy. He grunted quietly, grimacing with effort. His back muscles were bunched and his hips and butt flexed between my wife's thighs with a frantic desperation.

		He dug in his feet on the bed and pushed his quivering body. His dick drove deep, drilling my wife's pussy with forceful slaps.

		And I knew I had made the right decision.

		This was the proper thing to do.

		Too perfect, too sexy, too beautiful for a condom.

		No, the condom would've ruined it. He needed to be inside her bare. The head of his cock needed to be free inside of her, probing the entrance of her womb.

		That's where it belonged.

		This is what my wife needed.

		Her desperate cries and fingernails pressing into his skin confirmed everything I felt.

		Austin groaned with defeat at first as his body shook violently. With several savage pushes, he crammed his hard cock as far as he could into my wife.

		His raised head, his now triumphant groans, and the frantic flexing of his butt told me he was ejaculating perfect lust into my wife.

		This beautiful display proved to me that there was nothing better than watching my friend bring himself and my wife to such delicious satisfaction.

		That it had happened without a condom made it ever more perfect.

		Knowing he was ejaculating inside my wife was too much for me: my erection erupted. Strong squirts arched out, flying through the air.

		Still, I kept the camera as steady as I could.

		Austin pumped his cum deep into my wife and it was good. I caught it all on camera!

		

		Thank you for reading Poster Shoot! I hope you enjoyed this short tale of marital sharing.

		For similar stories, check out these titles by Laran Mithras:

		Defile Her – wife is taken rudely in front of her husband by an opportunist

		Sharing Her Passion – a friend is asked to sleep with a wife and he develops strong feelings

		Letting Her Date – husband finds he's excited over his wife dating other men

		Sharing Carlene – an average wife's discovery of the hotwife lifestyle

		Caught Between Them – a sexy ménage of misunderstanding

		Expanding Our Marriage to Three – Christian friends find a wife in common

		It's Not Cheating – if there's no penetration! She tests that boundary, hard
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