
        
            
                
            
        

    



















“Mitch should be here, shouldn’t he?” My wife Brit is already down to her underwear on our bed. She picked out her pink biniki set of underwear with the black leopard spots.
“He called a half hour ago, said he got tied up at that thing,” my friend Jay says to her lifting his eyes over the camera on the tripod. “But he said for us to go ahead without him.”
“He didn’t really say that,” she grins sideways at him skeptically. “Did he?” she adds in a tiny voice.
“He said he’s not going to get back ill after 4 at the earliest, didn’t want us to waste the day.”
I’m not tied up with anything — I’m across town in his apartment watching the live feed from the video cam that he also set up in a corner of our bedroom.
“Anyway,” Jay looks through the camera at my wife as she pulls her fingers up her crossed-over leg. “It’s more like a professional shoot this way — a model’s husband wouldn’t be looking over my shoulder if this was a real pro session.”
“I guess not,” Brit says with a sigh as she twists her head to look out the window. “Still, I’m not sure he’d like to know that I’m dressed like this alone with a man in our bedroom.” She looks uncertainly back up at Jay through her fallen hair.
“Brit,” Jay shakes his head and smiles at her crookedly. “I think he’s pretty aware of what the day was going to look like. He knows what these things are about. He was really excited about you posing for me, too.”
“He said that?”
He bends down to look through the camera again. “Swear to god. He’s excited about you doing it.”
“No way,” she says coyly. “Don’t believe you.” A grin creeps widely up one side of her face.
“I like the way your hair is right now, why don’t you look at the camera and just say what you said again.”
“Like this?” she says, and she rolls over onto her stomach and lifts herself up on her elbows. The look she gives his camera is sly, demure, and on the edge of naughty. She pulls strands of hair over her face to obscure her eyes, which only serves to enhance them. I lean closer into the monitor on Jay’s desk. It’s aimed at the side of the bed and she doesn’t know it’s on, or that I’m on the other side of it watching her.
Jay rolls off a fluttering spree of pictures and lifts his face just over the top of his camera again. “Why not try rolling onto your back, but keep her eyes on me here,” he says, pointing at the face of the lens. 
“Like this?” she says, compliantly stretching her hands out toward the camera and rolling over with her head twisting to keep her face toward the camera until she is on her back looking at it upside down. The photos fly.
“That is some kind of sexy,” Jay growls.
“I’m just not perfectly comfortable without my husband present though,” she says with a serious and innocent, but comically upside-down face. She talks to Jay through the lens now. He keeps taking shots.
“That’s good,” he says. “So good.”
“It’s good that I’m not comfortable?” she half squints. But she also lifts her knees and pushes her hands between them, both palms facing out against their own inner thigh. They part an inch.
“I told him your face was going to be perfect  for the shots I needed,” Jay says. “And I wasn’t wrong.”
“What did Mitch say when you said that? Did he know you were going to ask me to take off my clothes too?”
“Oh yeah, he knew,” Jay murmurs bent over and staring through his camera snapping shot after shot. “I showed him the kind of pictures I wanted to get for my portfolio. He totally knows what you’re doing here today.” He lied about some of that. I wasn’t totally aware.
“And he was okay with it?” she says in that tiny voice again. She spreads her knees apart further and pushes her hands halfway down her thighs. He didn’t ask her to do that.
“He trusts us,” Jay says, leaning harder into his camera and letting the shots pile up.
“How does he know we won’t end up doing something,” she says, pushing her heels into the bed to slide her body toward the camera until her head drops off the near edge of the mattress and her hair falls behind making a curtain to the floor. She shoots a brief, sharp, grin and flicks her tongue toward the camera lens behind which Jay is staring. She drags it slowly over her lip and back into her mouth. I had no idea she would ham for the camera like that.
“That’s really good,” Jay groans. The camera clicks like a hummingbird’s wings.
Brit puffs air out her nostril and grins with her eyes closing. Her hands have moved all the way up her inner thighs and now grip her legs at the edge of the leg band of her panties.
“I guess he won’t know, will he,” Jay says for my benefit listening in, no doubt, and keeps snapping away gleefully. I lean closer into the monitor in his apartment and wrap my hand around my chin to rub it hard. It feels like the moment of truth is on the bus and the bus is on the move.
“I don’t think either of us would do well to tell him, do you?” she says, pulling one hand up over her bare stomach and over the cup of her bra to squeeze her breast gently. She keeps staring unflinchingly at the lens. It’s already far more than I expected to see through the video camera.
“You keep doing what you’re doing right now and there’s no telling what’s going to happen.”
Brit chuckles. “I thought you were supposed to be the pro,” she says, slipping her hand inside the cup of her bra to handle her breast bare. “You’re not getting nervous, are you?”
He lifts his face from behind the camera but keeps shooting pictures at her. “You’re kind of making me forget that pro part,” he says.
My wife snickers and gently shakes her head to make her hair wave enticingly under her head and she smiles again and closes her eyes. “Isn’t this the kind of picture you really want?” she says, pulling both her bra cups down under her breasts to reveal them for the camera and to Jay, and to me, and to rub them. She licks her fingertips and teases her already erect nipples. “Pictures like this?” she says softly to him upside down through the lens. She slips her fingers under the waist of her panties and the crotch bulges from her knuckles below.
Jay stands up and looks down at her rubbing his chin just like I’m rubbing mine back in his apartment staring under increasing levels of shock into his computer monitor. “I guess,” he swallows nervously. “I mean, yeah.”
She snickers and lifts her hips by pressing down on her heels and shoulders, peels her panties off her ass, and then tucks her knees to her chest tightly together, and points her feet. She delicately slides her pink and black panties down her thighs, over her knees, down her calves, and finally off her toes. She laughs playfully as a kitten and tosses her rolled up panties at Jay who catches them and holds them in front of his face. She pulls herself up into a sitting position with her back to Jay and pulls her hair over her shoulder, half turning her face to him. “Some help please,” she says in a light, breathy voice.
Jay steps around the legs of his tripod and unclasps her bra. She flops over on her legs and sits on them sideways facing him with her arm over her chest holding the cups of her bra to her chest. She pulls one arm and then the other free of the slack shoulder straps. “Is this like what you and Mitch were looking at?” she says with a soft, serious voice, and she takes the bra away from her body and shows Jay and the camera, and me on the other end of the video feed, her completely naked body sitting on the bed like a pearl on an oyster shell.
“Ah,” he chokes and swallows. “Yeah, something like that.” She flattens herself on her stomach and raises her torso on her elbows. “Just going to check on something,” he says to her and he quickly slips out of the range of the video feed and out of the room. My wife puffs a breath out her pouting lips and lifts a strand of hair off her face with her breath. She checks her nails and then leans over as though checking where he’s gone and for how long.
My phone chimes and I quickly snatch it up. It’s Jay texting. “Far enough?”he writes.
“It’s pretty far,” I respond cryptically.
“Do I win the bet?”
I ponder the query. When we talked in the stands of the game three days earlier, the idea of my wife stripping herself down to nothing and sprawling on the bed in front of him would definitely have been “far enough.” It was definitely more than I expected or could even imagine. But now? Watching on the video feed, intrigued and impressed, I wasn’t so sure I wanted things to stop there.
Jay had been devoting a lot of his time to this photography hobby and I didn’t mind encouraging him. We were both big fans of the beer-money side hustle and scheming them out was a big part of every conversation we had.
“I’m selling pictures, but . . . “ he trailed off.
“. . .  but what?”
We watched the runner on base dart for second, spin out, and crawl desperately back to first. “I got it figured out, I got the accounts, I understand the keywording and all that.”
“But what?” I laughed. The batter swung and missed.
“The real money’s in shooting models.”
“Hey,” I slapped his arm. “Brit’s always going on about wanting to try modelling!”
“Exactly what I sort of wanted to talk to you about.” He looked sideways up at me with a sheepish look.
“I fucking love it!” I said right away. “You want Brit to model for you!”
“Yeah but, not just face shots.”
“I get it, I get it,” I nodded at him. “What, like, in a park, walking on a street?”
“That and,” he swung his head side to side like he suddenly heard a favourite tune. “Indoor.”
“Indoor?” I shrugged and frowned with a grin.
“Bedroom,” he came right out with it.
“Fuck, Jay,” I slapped his arm. “You serious?”
“Look,” he said. And he pulled out his phone and showed me the website where he posts his shots. “These are the top sellers this month.” He scrolled through 10 or so shots. They were all women nude or semi-nude. “Each of these shots could be making hundreds of dollars a month.”
“No shit,” I said.
“No shit,” he nodded. “And these aren’t the x-rated ones.”
“Those do better?” My eyebrows shot up but I shouldn’t have been surprised.
“Yeah, and,” he put his phone back in his pocket. “That’s the still shots. Video does ten times better yet.”
I rolled my head back to the game and stared at the diamond. “Movies?” I asked.
“Nope,” he replied leaning forward with his elbows on his knees just like me, staring out at the diamond. “Just clips, like four minutes, 12 minutes, whatever. Short.”
I knew exactly the kind of thing he was talking about. “Porn clips.”
“She’s got the perfect look.”
“Interesting idea,” I nodded blankly. “Except Brit would never do that.”
“You never know what a girl’s going to do once the camera’s rolling,” he said.
I shook my head and looked over my shoulder at him. “Listen to you, talking like some kind of pro already.”
“It’s true, you get them in front of a camera, and they turn into something else.”
“Yeah, maybe, but not Brit.” I was sure.
We both stared at the game silently and without reaction, though much was going on. “Brit strikes me as someone who would like to get stripped down for the camera, to be honest.”
“You wish,” I shook my head and sniggered.
“We could just see,” he suggested.
“I can tell you right now, she might like trying different clothes on for the camera, but clothes off? Not a chance. She’d give one look at me and she’d be out of there.”
“Maybe you’re not there,” he said. “Of course she’s going to be inhibited with you staring at her. Maybe it’s just me and her.”
“That’s an even bigger no.”
“You scared what your wife might do?”
I laughed at his face. “I will bet you that she will not take her clothes off for you, even down to her underwear.”
“I’ll bet you on that. But you can’t be there.”
“I have to see.”
“I’ll put on a video camera.”
I squinted at him.
“And it has to be at your place,” he went on. “Where she’s comfortable.”
“The fuck, Jay?” I stared at him with a grin.
“You can go to my place and watch on my computer.”
I leaned away from him. “It sounds like you already figured this all out.”
“No, no,” he laughed and he slapped my back. “Just thinking it up now. If she doesn’t know you’re watching, if she’s at home, just me and the camera, I’m betting you she takes her clothes off for the camera.”
I had to take the bet. And now, with my wife not only stripped down, but completely naked, I’m intrigued enough to see more.
I get off text and phone him. “Double or nothing,” I respond to Jay.
There’s a long delay and I hear his breathing. Finally he says, “Double or nothing what?”
Now it was my turn to delay a long time and breathe in the phone searching my mind for what I was going to say. “She doesn’t do anything.”
I can hear him swallow. And then I hear my wife’s voice twice, on the phone and on the computer video monitor. “Jay!” she cries out.
“Do anything . . . ?” he trails off.
I swallow and clamp my eyes shut. “ . . . on the video,” I finally get it out.
“You want me to tell her the video cam is on?”
“Tell her it’s on, but don’t tell her I’m watching.”
“No of course not,” he says. “How far do we let it go?”
I laugh. I don’t think there is need to put an upper limit on things. I know Brit at least as well as that, despite how much she surprised me already. I know her attitude toward porn, which Jay doesn’t, so there’s no chance anything other than rolling around naked for the camera would take place.
“Let’s you and me just see how far she goes,” I reply.
“I don’t think that’s safe,” he says.
“Jay,” I tell him. “This is Brit we’re talking about. Nothing’s going to happen.”
“And if it does?” he says, and I can hear Brit again shouting his name louder from our bedroom.
“Then all the power to you,” I say with finality. “If you get more than that out of her for your little porn career, then she’s all yours. I mean,” I chuckle, “maybe I’ll learn something valuable about my own wife.” I didn’t think so, but stranger things, right?
“What has to happen to win the bet?” he says. Brit calls him again.
“Jay,” I tell him, “lets just say you already won the double, so just relax, take your shots, and enjoy the evening.”
“Video clips,” he points out.
“Enjoy shooting your video of my wife,” I grin. “I’m watching the whole time, so go for it.”
“I don’t know if you know what you’re saying,” he tries again.
“I know Brit,” I laugh. “Whatever happens, happens, you’re good to go, green light, let her go, let’s see what she does for the camera like you say all girls do.”
“Anything?” he checks one last time.
“Seriously!” I shout at him. “No holds barred.”
There’s a long pause. Finally, he says, “Okay, dude, but don’t get all up on me if you don’t like what you see.”
“Who knows!” I laugh heartily back down the phone at him. “Maybe I’m one of those guys who loves to see what his wife does.”
After a long pause on his end, he says, “Talk to you later then.”
“Just keep the video rolling no matter what,” I tell him, and we both hang up.
I look at the screen and see my wife on our bed with the duvet wrapped around her and only her head poking out the top where she sits with her legs pulled up tight to her chest. Jay comes back into the room.
“Just looking for my other lens,” he says to her.
“Thought you abandoned me!” she laughs. “Like you’re scared or something,” she says.
“No,” Jay chuckles.
She sheds the blanket and leans back on her outstretched arms and teasingly begins to spread her knees slightly apart looking coyly up at him.
“Hey,” he says. “Want to try something?”
The wife I know would have said, “Don’t think so,” or she would have twisted her face skeptically at any kind of suggestion. But the woman in front of the camera was not the wife I know.
“Already trying a lot of things,” she smiles and spreads her knees further. “So why not?” she smiles up at him.
“I have a pretty good video camera,” he says, hooking his thumb over his shoulder at the camera I’m staring back down through. “We can try a bit of that, if you’re into it.”
She bites her lip and pulls her hair over her face. She pushes herself up to kneeling and covers her bare pussy with her cupped hands. “And what if I was into it?” she says like someone I’ve never met.
Jay pauses before approaching the camera I’m watching through. For a moment all I can see is a close up of his shirt as he pretends to her he’s turning it on. It’s already on, of course. When he backs away, my wife says, “Is it close enough?”
“I was actually thinking of moving it just outside the door, and closing the door half way, so it feels like you’re spying from the hallway, like it’s a hidden camera.”
I ponder that. How much of all of this has Jay thought out beforehand? He kept saying earlier that he was just coming up with idea, but I’m not so sure.
“You get on the bed and let me look at what it looks like,” Brit says. She hops up and prances over the floor toward me. Gone is any reticence about being naked. Jay is reluctant but she pushes him and he agrees to get on the bed. I can’t see Brit anymore — she is looking through the back of the camera and seeing exactly what I’m seeing.
“Is the lighting okay?” she says from out side the bedroom door where Jay planted the tripod.
“Should be, but even if it’s a little dim, that just makes it look more real, like an amateur shot.”
I can hear my wife titter at that. “But how do we know how things will look — you have to take your clothes off so I can see how the skin looks.”
Jay stares at the camera with a look telling me he knows I’m watching everything.
“Come on,” I can hear my wife, but I can’t see her. “I did, I think you can too — what did you tell me, don’t be scared?” she laughs again.
Finally, keeping his eyes on the lens of the video camera as though scolding me, he tears his t-shirt up and off his body.
“Pants too,” my wife sing-songs from the hallway and behind the camera and she titters some more.
Jay again stares into the camera before he shakes his head and undoes his jeans and peels them off.
“Everything, like you made me do,” my wife’s voice is softer.
“Not necessary, is it?” he says to her.
“Fair’s fair,” she says still behind the camera. “You made me do it,” she reminds him.
“I didn’t make you,” he corrects her staring at her over the top of my screen.
“You didn’t stop me,” she challenges him right back.
Jay picks up his phone and looks at it and then at the lens of the camera. He’s telling me to phone or text to stop things. But he gets no call. He tosses the phone onto the bedside table and stands up to pull his underwear off.
I can hear my wife laugh before the screen is blanked out. She has come in front of it. “Looks good,” she says.
When I can see again, my wife is lying on the bed sideways on her arm and fluffing her hair and Jay is standing with his back to the camera looking down at her from the edge of the bed.
“How do you want me?” she says to him.
“Well, being a video,” he says, “it’s less about a pose and more about moving around.”
“I feel kind of silly just moving around alone,” she says.
“I can show you what they look like, these kinds of videos.”
“Why don’t you just get on the bed with me and show me.”
“Well, for starters, you’re Mitch’s wife,” he says.
“He doesn’t have to see the video, you can just show him the fashion shots, right?”
He glances over his shoulder at the camera. She doesn’t know he’s glancing at her husband.
“You shouldn’t want to though,” he tries again.
She rolls in a squirm onto her stomach and clasps her hands together and rests her chin on her knuckles looking hard up at him. Her face is but a foot from his hips — his naked hips.
“I don’t know what it is,” she says, “but the camera does something to me.”
Jay turns around again and glares at the camera and at me. He quickly spins back though. Brit has reached out and very lightly scratches her long white-painted nail along the shaft of his cock.
“Are you sure about this, Brit?” he says down to her.
“No,” she replies softly, but she also shimmies her body forward on the bed so that her mouth is right in front of his hanging, enlarging cock. “But it doesn’t feel like I’m Brit anymore,” she says before she gently closes her eyes, drops her mouth slowly open, and stretches her neck softly forward. Jay turns and looks in the camera still with his hands on his hips. My wife’s pink-matte painted lips open and they wrap around the head of Jay’s cock. Her fingernails gently, slowly, slide down the underside of his nearly completely hard cock before her palm cups gently around his balls. With her neck straining and her throat stretching, her lips slide down the length of his shaft before pulling back up and off.
With his cock in front of her face, she pokes her tongue at it and wraps her hand around it to stroke it. “Tell me you don’t love this version of Brit though,” she chuckles, and she consumes his cock completely again. She pulls off and laughs. “Why don’t you stand at the end of the bed” she says and she adjusts her own position on the bed. When he comes around and thrusts his hips forward at my wife’s waiting and open mouth that drips with saliva, she says, “I want you to really fuck my face.”
“Brit,” he says to her with his eyes squinting in disbelief.
“For the camera, right?” she says softly before closing her eyes and dropping open her mouth, waiting for him.
When he pushes his hips forward and his cock touches her lips, she smiles, she chuckles, and she tilts her head back to accommodate him. He pushes it in and she stops him, grabbing his cock and pulling her face away.
She looks up at him while she squeezes his cock. “Fuck my face hard,” she says. “Like in those movies.” My own jaw drops wide open.
He pushes his cock harder into her mouth but she stops him again. “Fuck my mouth like it’s my pussy,” she says to him. “Hard, okay? I can take it.”
He looks over at the camera and then down at her.
“Fuck me like you’re angry at me,” she growls playfully, and she titters.
Jay plunges into her mouth hard enough to bulge her throat and my wife wraps her hands around his thighs and digs her nails into his flesh to hang on, encouraging him to ram her throat harder. He pushes his fingers through her hair and grasps her head in front of his hips. I can hear my wife whimper and cry. He begins to move his cock so hard and fast into her face she doesn’t have to move anymore. When he throws his head back and tries to pull out, she thrusts her hands around the back of his thighs and refuses to let him. He taps then slaps her shoulders trying to warn her but she only cries with his cock muffling her voice and pushes her own body harder against his.
He rams her so deeply, he touches her nose with his abdomen. All his muscles clench and he shoots his head up to the ceiling and grimaces like a man in extraordinary pain. I can see my wife’s cheeks suddenly bulge. When she can’t swallow it all, gobs of it rush from the corners of her mouth and hang in long stringy wads off her chin down to the edge of the bed. Still he shoots in her mouth and she pulls back laughing. His cum shoots at her face and neck and she plunges her mouth back over his cock and catches more even with her face and chin and neck dripping from him.
Finally he pulls out and twists around and collapses on our bed. My wife leaps up laughing and she prances past the camera and down the hall cupping her mouth with her hand catching the remnants. After a few moments, Jay pushes himself up and, without looking in the camera this time, he passes by it and a moment later, the feed ends.
—————
When I come in, both Brit and Jay are dressed again and they are looking at his laptop together at the kitchen table.
“Gonna get going here,” Jay immediately stands up and folds his laptop closed.
“How did everything go?” I ask feigning innocence.
“I’ll let Brit tell you,” he says, and he quickly ducks out. “I left her the files of the shots. You can both look things over, tell me what you think,” he says to me, slapping my back.
I sit down and Brit squirms in her chair and captures her palms between her outstretched legs. She looks up at me through strands of her hair and grins uncomfortably. “So,” she starts. “Kind of did some things you might be surprised about.”
I look sideways and grin. I’m unprepared for how much she’s going to tell me. Everything? I’m not ready for it. “Oh-oh,” I grin.
“I guess I can show you?” she says.
I swallow and bulge my eyes. I am definitely not ready to watch the video she made. She opens her own laptop and half turns it to me.
“Are you sure?” I ask her. I feel nauseous and try to think of how to stop her showing me.
“I think you should know?” she shrugs. She opens a file and grips my hand in hers as though to keep me from running away. “But I think in the end it was okay — I think you might like it.”
I swallow and wipe my forehead like sweat is beading already. “We don’t have to look right away, do we?”
“Best to rip the bandage off, right?” she says, moving the curser and hovering her hand over the mouse, ready to open the image.
“We should talk first, maybe.”
“You should see what I did first,” she insists.
Will she notice that I already seem to know? Will she show me the whole thing? Is she going to expect a reaction from me? I need a lot more time to think.
“Ready?” she says. She isn’t going to give me time.
I can feel my face blanch and the blood rush out. I don’t even know who she is anymore, to be so bold about it, too. I close my eyes and she laughs. She thinks this is fun, she’s behaving like it’s nothing.
“You can look now,” she says softly, squeezing my hand.
It’s a shot of her with her dress half open. I look at her and she looks at me with testing eyes. “Another one?”
I nod.
This is one of her with the dress off her shoulders and crumpled around her waist.
“Okay?” she chuckles nervously.
“It’s okay,” I say. “It looks nice.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yeah, I love it,” I say with a shaking voice.
She clicks open the next one. This time she is in her bra and panties kneeling on the bed.
“Do you like them?” she asks.
“I do, I really do,” I say, nervous about what’s coming.
She laughs and shakes her head with a wide grin. “I can’t believe you’re okay with it, I thought you’d be angry.”
“What about?” I said to her blinking and shaking my head.
“Some of these ones,” she says nervously, and she opens another file. She shows me pictures of her rolling around the bed in her panties and bra.
She opens the last one. It’s her staring in the camera upside down on her bed with her hand cupping her breast, over top of her bra. “That’s all,” she says quietly.
“That’s it?” I ask incredulously.
She laughs and slaps my arm. “What do you think? Of course that’s all!”
I nod looking at her silently.
“What, did you think there was more?” she asks.
“No, I don’t know, I was just wondering.”
“There can be more,” she says. “Jay wants to shoot more.”
“He does, does he?”
“Uh huh, he said he thought we had a real chemistry. He said the camera really loves me.”
“Yeah, yeah,” I nod. “I can really see that.”
“But I don’t think it’s a good idea.”
“Did you enjoy doing it? You said you always wanted to be a model, right?”
“I liked it, but . . . “ she trails off.
“But what?”
“I wasn’t sure you’d like it.”
“I love it!” I say. I almost forget what I really saw take place in our own bed just hours earlier.
“Really?” she turns to me skeptically.
“I mean it.”
“What if Jay wanted me to go further?”
“What do you mean?”
“Like further-further,” she says, glancing at the picture of her staring at the camera rubbing her breast.
“Did you like doing it?” I ask her.
“I did,” she says in a shy, quiet voice looking down. “A lot.”
I could say, “I actually know what you did,” or I could say, “I watched the video of you.” I could say, “We’re done, it’s over.” Or I could say nothing at all and just walk out, and leave her to figure out that I knew. But I say none of those things.
“Why did you like it so much?” I ask her, wondering just how much she might tell me.
She shrugs. “I don’t know, it’s like I become a different person in front of the camera.”
“That’s a good thing?”
“It felt weird, it felt different. It felt like someone else. Like it wasn’t me.”
“And you liked that?”
She tilted her head sideways and stared through the tabletop like it wasn’t there. “It was like — I know there are people on the other side of the camera, and of course, Jay, but when I look in the lens,” she stops and rolls her face toward mine. Her eyes are narrow and her mouth is pulled in thought. “. . . it’s like nobody is there but just me and my own consciousness. It’s just me looking at myself, sort of, if that makes any sense.”
“So like,” I want to test her. “Even if someone else was in the shot, you’d still feel like it was just you and the camera?” I’m wondering if I should tell her I saw her and Jay together.
“What are you saying?” she asks in a very quiet voice.
“I’m just saying, if you were like with someone in the shot, would you be aware of them, or would it still just be you and the camera?”
“What are they doing?” she half grins.
“I don’t know, like just, kissing, say,” I shrug like it’s the first thing I pull out of my hat.
But she isn’t alarmed. “I’m pretty sure it would still just be the camera. Another person wouldn’t change that. It would still feel like I am that other girl.”
Was she speaking from experience? Was that really how it felt to her earlier that day? “Even if you were naked with them?”
She laughs and ducks her face down. She blushes. “What are you saying?” she winces with squeamishness.
“Well, I don’t know,” I shrug. “Probably just that Jay probably can sell pictures if they have more of that going on,” I suggest as though I don’t know. I’m really trying to get her to tell me what she already did.
“You mean just with another model, like being naked?” She scrunches her nose up. “You’d be okay with that?”
“I don’t know,” I shrug. “If it’s not really you, then why not just try, see what happens?”
“You’d be okay with me being naked and kissing someone like on the bed?”
I wonder the same thing about her. Would  she be okay with that? Is she okay with having done that? “If it’s just for the photo shoot, if it’s just for the art, to make pictures to sell for Jay, I mean, if that’s all it is . . .” I shrug.
“Well, okay,” she turns her face half away and grins. “How much is okay with you then?”
“What do you mean?”
“Kissing naked is okay. Even if the man is naked?”
I am dying of curiosity how much she is going to ask of me, how far she want’s to take it, and if she’ll tell me what she already did. “He’d have to be for the picture, right?”
“Okay, what if he’s touching me?” she tilts her head back and shakes it with a wide smile challenging me.
“Where?” I ask, putting the ball back in her court.
She curls over and laughs and hides half her face pulling her hair over it. “Here,” she says in a tiny voice.
“Where?”
“Here,” she moves her hand in circles above her chest.
“That would be a good picture.”
“What if I touch him?”
“Where?’
“Guess!” she says and she laughs wickedly. But then she straightens up and nails me with her gaze — she really wants to know.
“Is it really like a different person, and it really feels like its just the camera for you, and its all for the shot, for the picture?” It isn’t hypothetical, it really did happen, but I have to pretend I don’t know that.
“Uh-huh,” she says immediately, throwing her head up and down with an enthusiastic nod.
“Well, touching him there, I mean, I don’t know, I guess,” I say, now shaking my head. The whole conversation seems surreal.
“But without you there, because if you’re there, I wouldn’t be able to do anything,” she says.
“Why not?”
“Because then it wouldn’t just be me and the camera, would it,” she points out.
“But Jay’s there.”
“Jay’s like the camera, he’s just part of the set up.”
“What, I go somewhere else when you’re going to do it?”
“I would go over to his place. He has a studio.”
“You want to go over to Jay’s place and do the shoot?”
“Saturday?” she says.
I recoil. It sounds like her and Jay have already made a plan. “This Saturday?”
“About four?” she says.
“I guess,” I say without really thinking through the implications of the whole conversation.
She leaps up and throws her arms around my neck and kisses me hard. “I knew you’d understand! Jay said no way, but I said you’d let me do it!” She squeals and runs off.
————-
This time Jay sets me up at my place on my laptop to get the video feed from his studio. He’s set it up to look like someone spying through a curtain over a window and instead of a bed, its a couch like in any normal apartment. The camera is on the whole time but he tells her he’ll cut out the whole start-up so that it looks like she doesn’t know about the camera.
“Just pretend you’ve come over for a date.”
“I’m not an actress!” she squeals and covers her face in her hands.
“Just get into the feeling of it, like I brought you home and we’re getting to know each other, and just forget there’s a camera.”
“It’s a date?”
“Yeah, and just do whatever you’d do on a date.”
“Okay!” she nearly screams. But then she steps away from the camera following him out of the frame. When they come back in, they are both in character. My wife pretends to be nervous about him. He invites her to sit on the couch with him and they start to chat and laugh and then kiss.
I lean back in my chair and cover my mouth with my hands. It looks like a real date. It looks like a real hidden camera. And when they kiss, and when they strip, it looks real in every way.
I watch my wife go down on Jay and then I watch her remove her clothes and underwear and straddle his lap. And just when I’m nearly falling down, I can see her raise her hips high over his lap, grip his cock in her fingers, and settle herself down over him. Before I know what’s happening, I’m watching my wife vigorously ride and fuck my friend. And I’m not stopping her, I’m not phoning my friend, and I’m not even angry. She said she felt like a different person, and that, with the camera on, she felt like it was just her and the camera, nobody else, not even Jay. When I come in my hand, I’m filled with remorse and shame, but I still do nothing to stop it.
————
“How’d it go?” I ask her when she comes back home.
“It’s kind of weird to tell you details,” she says
“Well, was it good?”
“I guess,” she says.
“Did it feel like someone else again?”
“Definitely!”
“Are you going back?”
“Yes,” she says. “I love it.”
And that is all we say about it. How could I tell her that I knew what was going to happen, and that I watched, and still did nothing to stop it?
The following Saturday, the set up is changed to look like a different apartment and a different couch. I lean back to get ready. But instead of Jay walking into the scene, it’s another man. I grab my phone and squeeze it. Jay said nothing about that. But I’m unable to call him. I’m unable to stop it. The date proceeds like the last one, only this time, the man takes my wife heavily on the couch with her feet pointing to the ceiling. It looks so real.
—————
“You never said there’d be other guys,” I say to Jay at the game.
He doesn’t answer for a long time. Finally, he says, “I’m thinking of quitting my job — the money since Brit came in is getting ridiculous.”
“Are you paying her?”
“She didn’t tell you? She’s getting a lot.”
I stare out at the game. There was so much she isn’t telling me. “Yeah she mentioned something about it,” I lie.
“So you’re good for her coming over Saturdays?”
“Every Saturday?” I turn to him.
He looks at me and silently nods.
I inhale deeply and sigh long. “I guess,” I say. “I get to keep a watch over things?”
“Always,” he says, looking out at the game. “Always,” he repeats, “if that’s your thing.”
And I have to nod. I guess it became my thing.
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