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Chelsea was not happy when she saw the
charge on the credit card bill. Two thousand dollars for a video
camera? My God, they were both still starving college students.
What the hell did he think he was doing? Chelsea put the bill on
the table and began pacing in the tiny kitchen of their apartment,
trying to figure out how she was going to broach the subject with
Mike.

She was still getting to know Mike in a
lot of ways. They had only been married a year and there were
suddenly, now that they were living together full time as man and
wife, things that bothered her that she hadn’t even noticed when
they had been dating, like the fact that he talked in his sleep. A
lot. There was also his annoying habit of insisting that the toilet
seat lid remain down when not in use or his penchant for leaving
something wherever he felt like it when he was done with it. All of
this, though, was nothing in comparison to his habit of buying
something, usually a large ticket item, like the tv, without even
bothering to tell her and then the bill would arrive and she would
have to ask about it and he would get defensive because, hell, he
was working too, and the whole thing would spiral out of control
and he would end up on the couch and she would end up with a pint
of ice cream in the bed listening to Air Supply.

Chelsea took the bill in her hand again
and thought, maybe, there was a way they could deal with the extra
expense without her saying anything. It was on a credit card, which
meant reasonable payments, but, and here she sighed again,
reasonable was going to fly out of the window if he kept insisting
on spending like this. She got up, leaving the offensive paper on
the table and poured herself a drink. Nothing alcoholic, she was
just becoming parched even thinking about the fight ahead of them.
Well, she would let it lie for now, because tonight was their
anniversary and she wasn’t going to ruin it with an argument about
money.

In fact, she needed to start getting
ready. Mike had said he had something special planned and he wanted
to get going right after work. She was pretty sure that was his
coded way of telling her that if she needed five hours to get
ready, then she better take it early enough that she would be ready
when he got there. She laughed. She had to admit that not only Mike
had annoying habits that his partner had to deal with. She had
been, from their first date three years ago, notoriously late for
everything. But she always reminded him that if he wanted the hot
gal he fell in love with, he had to give her time to make herself
hot. He would always grin at her like a wolf and then agree to let
her have extra time, but she didn’t want to push it today. He had
seemed extra excited about what he had planned.

She went to their room and got
undressed. She walked into the restroom and started the tub,
putting in some bubbles because she knew she needed the tension
relief. As the steam filled the bathroom, she turned to watch her
image in the mirror. She had been such a geeky kid, all legs and
teeth and big eyes, she always expected to see that girl return.
But she was happy when she saw that she hadn’t reverted to her high
school days.

Chelsea looked at her tall five foot
ten inch frame and admired the gentle curves that had replaced the
straight as a board thinness of her childhood. She still had the
long legs, but now they were toned and were topped by a lovely
heart-shaped ass that offered just enough to make her jeans happy.
Her torso was also long and her breasts, well, she felt they were
her best asset. They were full, but not so overpowering that they
seemed wrong with the whole. When she was younger, they had seemed
like two giant balloons stuck to a wall. She didn’t know what to do
with them and it wasn’t like many boys had asked her to try. In
fact, it was Mike that had first made her feel comfortable with
herself. She smiled when she thought about his lousy pick up line.
It had been so trite, but his charm had been real and she had felt
flattered that he had even noticed her.

She smiled into the mirror and shook
her long wavy red hair. That’s right, she had also been a redhead,
with the freckles to match, but the freckles were faded and her
hair had deepened to a lovely auburn that went so well with her
striking green eyes and her creamy complexion. Mike called it her
sunburnt complexion, since she practically had to make herself a
ghost with all the suntan lotion before she could tolerate the sun
and not get burnt. She sighed and then, suddenly, she realized that
the tub was still running and ran to shut off the tap before it
flooded the whole place. Just what they would need on top of a
large credit card bill, a fee for clean-up after she damaged the
apartment below theirs. She turned the knobs to stop the flow and
slipped into the water and made her mind stop turning in circles,
at least for the moment.

By the time Mike showed up, Chelsea was
ready for whatever he had in store for her. She wore a nice classic
little black dress with some nice silver jewelry as accents. She
had gone a little more daring on her make-up, though, choosing
metallic shades of gold and green for her eyes and an almost gold
for her lips. She thought he’d be pleased to show up anywhere with
her. She had decided to just let the thing with the video camera go
and enjoy the night with her man.

“Hey, starshine, you are beautiful
tonight.” Mike walked into their house and dropped his stuff on the
floor to twirl her in his arms.

“So, what’s the big special date? Where
are we going?”

He closed his grey eyes and shook his
head, refusing to give up any information. “No, you’ll just have to
trust me. I will tell you that I am taking you to dinner at
Corsica’s.”

She squealed in delight. She had
determined that money was no object right now and Corsica’s was
definitely the right place for that kind of thinking. “Oh my God,
Mike, that sounds amazing. You have to have reservations like weeks
in advance for that place.”

He nodded. “Yes, you do, unless you’re
me.” He smiled mysteriously and took her hand. “Come on or we’ll be
late.”

“Don’t you want to change or
anything?”

“What, I don’t look good enough for
you?” He teased.

“No, you always look great, you know
that.” She rushed to the kitchen to grab her purse off the counter
and then they were out the door.

Dinner was as glorious as she imagined
it would be and they laughed and talked all through the meal.
Chelsea thought nothing had ever felt more perfect in all her
life.

Then, Mike stood up, patting his
stomach, which was as lean and toned as could be, but which he was
pretending was now stuffed. “Well, that was astounding. Is my lady
ready to go?”

Chelsea stood up and took his hand, her
heart beating as fast as it had on their first date. “She
is.”

They left the restaurant and drove for
an hour to a beautiful little bed and breakfast. When Mike got out
of the car and walked around to open her door, she noted how
peaceful everything seemed. “Yeah,” he took her arm and escorted
her to the door, “I may have arranged for us to have the place to
ourselves for tonight.”

She looked over at him, stunned. What
in the world? “Has a rich uncle died or something?”

He chuckled as he pulled a key from his
wallet and opened the door onto a quaint little sitting room.
“Well, something. Something.” His voice trailed away as his arms
wrapped around her and he kissed her softly on the lips. “Come on,
our room assignment is on the door.”

They had fun walking down
the hallway and reading the different names on the doors.
The Oriole. The Mockingbird. The Blue Jay.
They saw their name on the room marked
The Cardinal. Mike
mumbled something about that being an appropriate name.

“What?” She looked at him
quizzically.

“I said, get in here my ravishing
beauty.” He pulled her inside and slammed the door.

 

They had been making out for about a
half hour when the knock came on the door. Chelsea jumped and
instinctively tried to cover herself, now that she was only in her
panties. Mike gave her a strange look and jumped up to get the
door. There was a quick muffled conversation and then Mike let
someone in.

Chelsea was shocked to see it was
Mike’s friend, Kyle. She grabbed the blankets around her more
tightly. “Is there something, um, wrong? Do you need something
Kyle?” She kept looking back and forth between the two, trying to
figure out what was going on.

Mike Sat by her on the bed. “Nothing’s
wrong, sweetheart, everything’s right.” He leaned into her and gave
her a deep kiss and, for a moment, she forgot that Kyle was even
there.

Then, she felt another person settle on
the bed on the other side and she felt hands on her shoulders. She
pulled away from Mike and turned to see Kyle completely naked and
kneeling behind her on the bed. She turned back to ask Mike what
the hell was going on, but he was gone from her side. She looked
around the room, panicked.

“Don’t worry, Chelsea, you’re gonna
love every minute. Now, come here.” He pulled her back to lie on
the bed, the sheet slipping down to her waist and her breasts full
and firm, settling like two perfect hills. Her breathing was rapid
and her eyes were still darting everywhere as he leaned over her,
his muscled chest pressing down on her breasts and kissed
her.

His lips were soft and as the kiss
continued, she felt herself begin to respond. Without realizing it,
her legs had begun to scissor on the comforter and she leaned into
him, feeling his hands slide along her arms and then her back until
one hand cupped her ass cheek and squeezed it gently. She drew in
her breath as she felt sensation heighten in her body, felt her
nipples harden as his chest moved over them.

He broke away from their kiss and moved
his head to her breast even as his hand moved from her ass and
slipped between her legs to cup her pussy. The warmth of his palm
on her mound made her moan and she moved her hips up to push
against it. He sucked on her nipple harder until she cried out and
pushed his head back, but he simply moved to her other breast,
making her gasp again as the feeling traveled through her and
centered at her clit.

Now, his fingers parted her sweet
folds, slipping inside and stroking her clit before moving them
down and inside her deeply. Groaned, her hands coming up to grasp
at his head at her breast and pulled him hard against her as she
arched her back and pushed his fingers deeper, letting him explore
until he found her sweet spot. He took his head away from her
breast and began moving his fingers rapidly, making her body
respond hard and fast with an orgasm that roared up and shook her
as it coursed through her.

Then, he was on top of her completely,
his body pressing all along hers and his hips moving above hers.
She felt his cock slip inside her and her body spasmed again as her
orgasm regained strength. His cock was not as thick as Mike’s, but
it was long and slightly curved and stroked her inside in a way
that kept her orgasm going. Her mind focused on the thought of how
different Mike felt inside her and then she realized that she
didn’t know where Mike was.

She opened her eyes and tried to look
over Kyle’s shoulder as he thrust into her, and she suddenly saw
the light and lens of the camera pointed in their direction, and
behind it stood Mike, his dick in one hand and his other hand
resting on the camera on the tripod.

She gasped and Kyle reacted as if it
were him that had made her make noise. He began to move faster on
top of her, pulling her legs up to drape over his arms so that her
ass was raised from the bed and she felt him deeper than ever. She
tried to stay focused on her husband and the camera, tried to see
what he was doing, but her body pulled her back to Kyle as he moved
inside her.

She gave up as her body shook with
another orgasm, Kyle’s cock stroking her sweet spot over and over
and sending ripples of pleasure through her. Her arms gripped
around his chest and she pushed up against him, feeling now his own
urgency, knowing he was close. Mike stepped away from the camera
for a moment and then went back to apparently adjust something and
she lost track of him again as Kyle began groaning loudly. “Oh
fuck, yeah, oh God, oh fuck, oh fuuuccckk!”

Suddenly, Kyle had pulled out and spun
her around and brought her face up to take his spurting cock into
her mouth. He shoved deep and she felt his long shaft push down her
throat even as it filled it with semen. She struggled to catch her
breath and finally, swallowed, gulping down the salty load from her
husband’s friend. Kyle pulled out slowly and then bent down and
kissed her cum-smeared lips before getting off the bed and walking
over to Mike by the camera. She watched them have a quick
discussion and then Kyle moved over to a chair in a corner and
gathered up his clothing and left. She watched his naked ass as the
door closed behind it and felt her pussy clench in response. She
sighed and fell back on the bed, trying to wrap her head around
what had just happened.

Then, Mike was there, stroking her
hair, talking to her. “Honey, I know this is a shock, but I want
you to know that I did everything for us. It wasn’t something I
even considered until Kyle approached me after Alan’s party and put
the idea to me.”

She remembered the party he was talking
about. It had been a birthday party for a college friend of theirs
and they had ended the night pretty wasted, though Mike had been
much farther gone than she had been. Yes, a night to remember,
apparently for more than she remembered it for.

“Chelsea,” his hands continued to touch
her lightly, bringing up sensation in every nerve, “I just want so
much to give you everything and we never have the money for it and
– “

“Wait, did Kyle pay you for tonight?”
Mike shook his head sheepishly. “How much?”

“Five thousand dollars.”

Suddenly, the two thousand dollars for
the camera seemed like nothing, and now she understood how Mike had
managed to get them into Corsica’s and how he had arranged for the
bed and breakfast. “And how much is left?”

“Well, about enough for a really good
meal at McDonald’s.”

She looked at him a moment longer and
then started laughing. She couldn’t stop. It was all so unreal. She
had just had sex, on camera, with Mike’s friend and had unknowingly
been paid for it. More than that, it had gotten them a camera, a
fancy dinner and a night in a bed and breakfast. That was it. Mike
smiled and moved closer. “So, you’re okay?”

“Hell no, you’re the worst businessman
ever.” Mike’s smile wavered and she leaned up to give him a kiss.
“But the whole experience has made me hot as hell. Is the camera
still rolling?”

“Yes, but I can turn it
off.”

She shook her head and pulled him down
on top of her. “No way. That tape is going to make us rich. Now,
shut up and fuck me.”

The camera caught every
move.
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