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A Couple’s Destiny

Emily thought about the phone call she had received from her husband for the hundredth time as she made the drive home from work. His voice had been quite serious as he confirmed his young wife had nothing planned that evening and would be available for a serious talk. Despite her probing, she was unable to get any more information from him and was left anxious and concerned for the rest of the afternoon. She couldn’t think of anything she had done wrong or even something she may have neglected but, because of the void of information, her mind had begun to speculate with all kinds of wild thoughts. Was her husband having an affair? Did he want a divorce?

Emily Anne Kragthorpe and John Patrick Howard had been married in a very lovely and expensive wedding two years earlier. The Howard family was quite wealthy and one of the bastions of society in the east coast city they called home. The Kragthorpe family was from the Midwest without the same pedigree but, Emily was a ravishing beauty in addition to being very friendly and kind. She had easily won over, not only her husband, but his family as well. They immediately purchased a nice home in one of the finer neighborhoods and established themselves on the social scene. As a couple, they would often chair fund raising events and because of their fine looks it was common to see their picture appear in the society section of the local paper.

With great trepidation, Emily pulled into the circular driveway behind her husband’s car and entered their home where she found John sitting on a sofa with a tumbler of whiskey.

“John is everything okay?” She asked with a worried look.

“Yes, everything is fine. Why?” John replied with a questioning look.

“Well your phone call today was so strange. I don’t know what to expect.” She answered trying hard not to let her voice break.

“Oh Emily. I’m sorry. I had so much on my mind I guess I didn’t explain myself well.” He answered taking her hand and guiding her next to him on the couch where he gave her a soft kiss on the cheek. The teary look in her eyes let him know that she was upset.

“Okay.” Was all she could think of to say. She sensed her fears had been misguided but she still didn’t know what was going on.

“You look like you are going to cry.” John said to her as he stroked her hair.

“Well…I don’t know…maybe. You had me so scared. I thought maybe I did something wrong or…” She let out.

“No, no. You didn’t do anything wrong. Nothing. I’m sorry.” He consoled his trembling wife.

“Then what’s going on?” She finally asked after regaining some composure.

“Let me get you some wine and let you relax first.” John replied and left the room briefly returning with a full glass.

The smile on her husband’s face allayed any remaining concerns and after taking several sips she felt calm. With a small nod, she indicated to her husband she was ready.

“Okay. You may think I’m crazy but I’ve been thinking about something for a while. And, well it’s hard to explain. Actually, it’s not hard it will just seem odd I think.” John began to explain then stopped and took a sip from his glass before continuing. “Anyway. You know we are very privileged and it’s always bothered me a bit and lately it’s started to bother me even more. I mean I can be a complete dud, a complete failure, and we would still have all the money in the world. I want to do something on my own, I mean I want us to do something on our own. Prove ourselves and not just be another trust fund couple.”

Emily didn’t respond immediately. She mulled his words and after analyzing them, spoke. “John, I understand your feelings and actually they are very admirable. What were you thinking about doing?”

“I’m thinking we should get away. Move to another state and just start from scratch. See what we can do on our own without the family money or name.” He said to her looking into her eyes to gauge the reaction.

“John, if it’s important to you then we should do it. I don’t care about the money.” She answered instantly, which pleased her husband immensely and he pulled her to him and hugged her.

That conversation started the ball rolling on where they should go and what they should try and do. At first, Emily thought her husband had meant that they should go to another large city in another part of the country so she was surprised and nervous when John began talking about going to smaller locations in the South. Then, there was the whole idea of what to do - how to strike out. John was an attorney but had only worked in the family business and, although smart and ambitious, he didn’t have any developed skills. Emily, for her part, had worked since college but in roles for non-profits that didn’t pay very much.

Then, there were the families. Emily’s parents had been pleased when she had married well as they knew she would be taken care of. They expressed some initial concerns about the couple’s intentions but bought in without too much fuss, particularly her father who saw it as a manly idea.

John’s family was a completely different situation. Although John had several siblings, he was the oldest and his father and grandfather had already earmarked him to take things over. In addition, they loved Emily and already had in their heads that she would dutifully produce beautiful children to maintain the Howard line. There were countless conversations, some heated, where his family tried to convince them that their place was here, in the city, where they would become leaders of the community. Only John’s grandmother on his father’s side proved to be an ally as she saw it as a romantic notion where the young couple could learn about life together.

When it was all said and done, the biggest issue that Emily had was John’s choice of location. He had focused his attention on the South and after research and pondering had honed in on Mobile, Alabama as the place to go. Emily would have greatly preferred Atlanta, Dallas, or even somewhere like Nashville but John was adamant about breaking out of their comfort zone. So, she fell in line as the supportive wife. The idea was to take just enough money to get started and then live off what they earned. It would be a far cry from their current life and Emily knew that there would be no more designer clothes or fine dining for a while.

The couple made an exploratory visit to Mobile and found a small house to rent in an older but still quite nice neighborhood that had lovely, large oak trees. The best part of the house was an elevated wrap-around porch where they could sit and enjoy the evenings together.

Family and friends demanded a going away party where they were hounded by pleas that it wasn’t too late to reconsider. Emily’s girlfriends spent all evening huddled around her with tears flowing as the drinks went down. John’s friends, while much more stoic, felt the same as they realized they were losing their de facto leader.

After selling their imported cars and buying more “practical” replacements - a Tahoe for John and a Camry for Emily, they loaded a U-Haul with just the things they felt essential for their planned reduced lifestyle. John pulled the trailer with the Tahoe while Emily followed in the Camry as they headed south. Both felt nervousness as well as exhilaration as they contemplated the challenges and adventures that were ahead.

It took a week to get moved in and settled but finally it was finished and on a clear October evening, the couple sat together on their porch watching night come to the neighborhood.

“Now it’s time to find jobs.” John laughed.

“I don’t even know where to start but I guess that’s part of the adventure.” Emily replied. Her words caused him to cringe a bit. He knew how much she had sacrificed for his idea and he wanted her to enjoy it too.

“You’re wonderful for doing this.” He said smiling and looking into her brown eyes.

“It will be fun.” She said wanting to maintain a positive attitude.

In reality, she loved her husband very much and wanted to have a strong and lasting bond with him. The money had never been a motivation for her even though her friends liked to tease her about “bagging the elephant”. To her it was much more about his honest and caring ways and the fact she found him very handsome. At 6′1″ tall with a medium build, black wavy hair and a killer smile she had been drawn to him instantly. Of course, other women were as well but, once they connected, he had completely ignored them and gave her all his attention.

John noticed Emily’s smiling at him then watched as she took a drink from her glass and looked over the rim at him with playful eyes. John knew that look. It was her way of saying she was up for lovemaking. Emily was a willing and at times passionate lover but rarely took the initiative in starting sex. She preferred to drop hints, like she was doing now, and wait for John to make the first move. John had certainly had wilder sex before he met Emily and he had hopes that she would loosen up as she got older but, none of his prior conquests were as emotionally fulfilling as his wife.

Of course, it didn’t hurt that she was stunningly beautiful. At 5′7″ tall and a slender 126 pounds she had a model like body. Her hair was a soft, light brown color that fell just over her shoulders and her eyes were a very dark brown that seemed to draw you in. She had a wonderful pure complexion and, when she had been in the sun light, freckles would appear on her cheeks. John loved her B-cup breasts that stood high on her chest with tiny pink nipples that pointed upward. But, he felt her best feature was her long perfectly proportioned legs that transitioned into a butt that was toned from her bi-weekly workouts. Even with her great looks, men usually treated her with the utmost respect due to her charming nature. There had been a few times he had had to subtlety intervene but it was quite rare.

Later, with the bedroom windows open and a gentle breeze blowing in, John made love to his wife reveling in the feeling of her body and the soft purrs of arousal that his movements brought forth. He tried to wait for her, to let her climax, but she didn’t seem to be progressing and he was unable to fight the soft milking of his dick by her folds. With a series of grunts, he emptied into his wife then collapsed on her nuzzling his lips against her soft neck. Emily stroked his hair until he rolled off and within minutes John was asleep.

Emily stayed up a little longer after cleaning up in the bathroom. They had discussed starting a family and John had even stated he wanted five children. Emily was more in favor of two or three but was willing to fulfill his desires. Now though, she wondered when they would be in a position for her to get pregnant.

Emily actually found a job first. In just three weeks, she had applied then interviewed for a position as a state social worker in the Mobile regional office. Of course, there had been lots of curiosity about her background and how she had ended up in Alabama from her prestigious East Coast University but, she was able to convince the interviewer she was sincere about the role. She was to be paired with a senior member of the staff for a four month training and probation period starting the following Monday.

The young couple celebrated that weekend by splurging on a night out at an Italian restaurant followed by a night of lovemaking. John was thrilled when Emily used her fingernails to tease his dick to a second erection after he had cum then climbed onto him and rode him while he played with her breasts until she had a nice orgasm. The couple was finding that with less demands on their time they were together much more. It translated to their lovemaking too, as they were now doing it four or five times a week instead of the two to three times they were used to in the city. John was pleased that Emily was becoming more relaxed in bed and her sighs and moans were now more pronounced, giving him verbal clues as to what she liked. They were even experimenting with different positions! There was still a long way to go but nonetheless it felt to him like progress.

On Monday, Emily was introduced to Janice her trainer and supervisor. She was an early 40’s black woman that was several inches shorter than Emily and much heavier. Janice gauged her new charge with a look of confusion then led her into a small conference room where she explained the work they did and what was expected of her. Just before lunch, she finished and gave Emily another once over.

“Girly, we will be going out to the field almost every day. You can’t be wearing clothes like you stepped out of Cosmo or you’ll have all the men horny. Hell looking at you they going to be horny enough anyway.” She said in her thick, southern black accent.

Emily had no idea how to respond so she just stood quietly and stared. After lunch, they climbed into one of the government cars and headed into the field. Their job was to check on the condition of children where a parent was receiving government assistance or where a court had applied a condition on the household. The “field”, in their world, was typically homes and apartments in the poorer neighborhoods. After a twenty minute drive, the car pulled into a rundown trailer park littered with trash and broken down cars.

“J what’s this bitch doin here?” A disheveled young black woman asked after opening the door of the trailer in response to their knocking. At her side, were two young children that Emily guessed were two or three.

“Her name is Emily and don’t be calling her a bitch. She works with me now.” Janice explained matter-of-factly.

The door was opened and the two social workers entered the mobile home. Emily was shocked at the mess inside. It looked to her like it had been intentionally trashed with fast food wrappers littering the floor and stacks of soft drink cans on various surfaces. There was a foul smell too and she guessed no one had made an effort to clean in a very long time.

“Where’s Davonte?” Janice asked.

“He’s sleeping.” The young woman answered and nodded towards the hall. Emily followed Janice as she went towards the back and, looking over her shoulder through the bedroom doorway, saw an infant curled up sleeping on an unmade bed.

“Jaquay not coming around now is he?” Janice asked when they returned to the front.

“Nah. I ain’t seen him in a while.” She answered.

“Okay. I’m going to write up the report clean but you need to get to work on this house. It’s a pig’s house. Next time if it ain’t clean we’re going to take these kids.” Janice told her.

“Okay Ms. Janice.” The young mom said as they moved to the door.

They made two more stops that afternoon with both being very similar to the events of the first. Emily was impressed with the easy way her supervisor interacted with the people and dealt with their issues. She wondered, with great doubt, whether she would ever be able to be so relaxed.

“We’re going out first thing in the morning so be on time and wear some better clothes.” Janice instructed her new trainee when they arrived back at the office.

At home, Emily explained to her husband what had taken place and together they discussed the positives and negatives of the job. Emily liked that she was helping people and viewed it in the same vein as her prior non-profit work. Both of them had some concern about the potential danger, but Emily felt Janice would be a good teacher.

When they met in the office the next morning, Janice was pleased to see that Emily had dressed down. She was wearing a simple dress that extended below her knees and had a high collar along with a pair of “practical shoes”. The loose fit masked her shapely body although her facial beauty was still there. Janice knew there wasn’t much she could do about that so, after pouring some coffee in a styrofoam cup, she directed Emily towards the car.

All morning they made calls which were about a 50/50 mix of black and white households. In most cases, the father was absent from the family, there were multiple children and a young mother with no job. They would check on the welfare of the children or confirm they were going to school if they were old enough, direct the mother to take action if something was amiss, then move on to the next case.

They had just got in the car after leaving a trailer house that had been there first stop after lunch when Janice took her cell phone and called the office.

“Bryan, we need the police out to 45 Shady Lane. There’s drugs in the house.” She heard the black woman say into the phone. Then after a pause she answered to Bryan. “Yes, that’s right. Paula Henry.”

When she finished Janice turned to Emily and said. “You missed it.”

“Missed what?” Emily asked.

“There was a pipe on the back table behind some soda cans.” She explained.

“Pipe?” Emily asked feeling foolish as she did so.

“Yes, Ms. Priss. For smoking meth or crack. You do know what that is don’t you?” She replied in an irritated voice.

“What’s going to happen?” Emily was very interested to understand what would take place but was still nervous about Janice’s scolding.

“Police are going to come, search the place and probably make an arrest. We will take the kids into protective custody.” She explained.

Twenty minutes later a squad car pulled alongside their vehicle and two officers emerged - an older white man that was overweight and a thirty something black man that was tall and in reasonably good shape. Both men made no attempt to hide the once over they gave Emily when they got out of the car.

“Who’s your new girl, Janice?” The white man asked.

“This here is Emily she just started.” She explained.

“What you got?” The black officer asked and Janice explained in detail what she had seen and where it was located in the trailer.

“Okay, let us take a look.” He replied and the two men headed towards the door.

Fifteen minutes later they emerged carrying a bag and leading the handcuffed young black mother towards their squad car. As soon as they walked by, Janice moved towards the trailer with Emily in close pursuit. They gathered the three kids along with a few personal items, took them to the car, and left after rigging up child seats that were pulled from the trunk.

That night Emily described to John the events of the day and they discussed how different the world felt in just the short time they had been in Mobile. It was eye opening for them and, although it was tragic to see a mother being taken to jail, they knew it was a learning experience.

“I have some news too.” John announced when Emily had finished telling about her day.

“Tell me.” She prodded. The grin on her husband’s face made her think it would be good news.

“I decided to attend a local civic club luncheon today and I just decided to introduce myself to anyone that would listen. One of the people I met was an officer of a bank here in town and when I told him I was looking for something to do he said one of his clients might need some help on a real estate development. I’m to have lunch with the two of them tomorrow.” He explained.

“That’s excellent news!” She declared.

“I’m so antsy to get going and something like this would give me a chance to meet people.” He responded.

The following day seemed to drag by for Emily as she was eager to get home and hear how John’s meeting had gone. Fortunately, it had been uneventful and after spending the final three hours in the office doing paperwork, she jumped in her car and pointed it towards home. When she pulled up, she could see her husband on a chair on the porch with a bottle of wine and she knew it was good news.

“Tell me about it.” She demanded as John handed her a glass.

“I start Monday. It’s not huge. Just a little under $4 million. But I will be the point person on the project. I’m very excited.” He answered with a huge smile.


“Congratulations my dear!” Emily said as they toasted.

The young couple sat on the porch discussing John’s opportunity and drinking wine until well after dark. Finally, with both pleasantly drunk, they beat a path to the bedroom and after fumbling to get each other’s clothes off and laughing the whole time, they jumped onto the high bed and quickly embraced. Their lovemaking continued long into the night and John was pleasantly surprised when Emily woke him after he had drifted off and climbed on to him.

Now that both were working, the anxiety level vanished and with John’s salary they were able to achieve a more-or-less break even status with their finances. The next several weeks went by quickly as they worked and late fall and hints of winter started to creep into their Gulf Coast home.

It was a Wednesday afternoon, and Janice and Emily had just finished inspecting a household of a young mother with two kids. The house, which was shared by the mother’s out of work brother, had been pleasantly well kept and the kids, as confirmed by the school, were attending as required.

“I need to go back in and talk to Ranisha.” Janice said to Emily after they had returned to the car. “You just wait out here.”

It seemed a bit odd to Emily as nothing like this had occurred before but she just nodded and watched as Janice flipped on the radio for her to listen to then left the vehicle and went back into the house. Emily pulled out several files and busied herself with catching up on some paperwork while she waited. She was almost finished when she glanced at her watch and realized that almost twenty minutes had passed since Janice left. When ten more minutes had passed and there was still no sign of her co-worker, Emily nervously left the vehicle and approached the door.

“What’s you want?” Ranisha asked through the slightly opened front door.

“I…I need to speak with Janice.” She answered.

“She busy right…” The young mother started to say but at that moment there was a noise further in the house that made her stop, then look at Emily anxiously.

“Open the door, let me in.” Emily demanded. She thought about calling for the police but some kind of partner solidarity kicked in and she felt she need to act immediately.

The force of her words made the black girl back away and Emily found herself moving swiftly down the hallway towards the source of the sound. Nearing the end, she came to a dead stop outside a closed bedroom door with Ranisha right behind her.

“OH FUCK…HIT IT…HIT IT…FUCK THIS OLD PUSSY!” She heard Janice’s voice screeching and the incessant sound of squeaking bedsprings. Just for an instant, she thought maybe her trainer was being sexually assaulted but the sounds made it clear that she was a more than willing participant.

“Move that fat ass, bitch.” Came the cry from a male voice that Emily knew was Ranisha’s brother, Sam. Dumbfounded, she stood still for several more seconds, listening to the mating until she felt her entire body blush. She rushed past Ranisha, noticing her strange grin, and fled to the safe confines of the car.

Emily was forcing herself to work through more paperwork when about thirty minutes later the front door opened and Janice appeared. As soon as she entered the car, Emily’s sense of smell was assaulted with what she knew was a combination of sweat and sex.

“Don’t you worry about it.” The supervisor told her charge as she settled into the seat then turned the ignition. All Emily could think of to do was nod her head as she kept pretending to study the papers.

The rest of the day was very tense with little talk. On the drive home, Emily thought about telling her husband what had occurred but decided to keep it to herself for the time being. She rationalized that it would only cause him to worry and he might press her to quit her job. It wasn’t something she wanted to deal with since John was enjoying learning about real estate and was very proud they were making it on their own.

The next morning, Janice drove them directly to a small diner as soon as they left the office. Inside, she directed Emily to a back booth and after ordering coffee the conversation started.

“I guess we need to talk about it.” The black woman said with a deep sigh.

“No, there’s no need.” Emily quickly countered.

Janice looked at her for several seconds then spoke. “Are you sure now? Cause I don’t want you to freak out and I damn sure don’t want to hear about it in the office.”

“No, you won’t. It’s fine. I’m fine.” The young wife replied struggling to maintain eye contact with her trainer.

There followed a long silence while both women contemplated events. Janice was concerned that Emily was too green about the ways of the world to deal with what she had discovered. If she made a stink, especially since she was being trained, the black women felt she might lose her job. Emily just wanted it all to go away and it was a subject that would never be discussed again.

“You okay girl?” Janice asked breaking the quiet.

“Yes, I’m fine. Truly.” Emily responded.

Unfortunately, Janice took Emily’s response and mannerisms as condescending and judgmental. She had always had something of a temper and now she could feel her blood beginning to boil.

“You know you ain’t no better than me. You ain’t special. You think you’re so damn high and mighty with your skinny body and fancy education but look at you , working with fat ol’ Janice.” The black woman launched on her student.

“Janice, really I…” Emily started to reply before she was cut off.

“I bet you ain’t never been fucked good either. Your husband? Little boys prick I bet.” Janice spat out.

“Listen, I do not want to have this conversation.” Emily fired back. She had been stunned at first with the change in tone but the black woman’s challenge had made her angry. Now, she decided she had to say more. “And you know nothing about my husband. We are in love and make love. We don’t fuck.”

It was the third time in Emily’s life where she had used the disgusting term and she instantly regretted losing her cool. Janice realized she had pushed too hard as well and had been surprised by Emily’s aggressive response. At that point, both women were happy to stop.

They made rounds all morning with an awkward silence broken only when absolutely necessary to discuss a case. When lunch time came, Janice pulled the car into a sandwich shop but, when Emily opened the door to get out, she felt a hand on her arm.

“I want to say I’m sorry for what I said.” The older woman said in a voice that let Emily know she was sincere. Janice was not the type of person that typically offered up an apology but for some reason she wanted to this time.

“Thank you Janice.” Emily responded after letting the words sink in. Then she continued. “I don’t want to hurt you or get you in trouble. You can trust me.”

Janice received the words with a big smile and together they walked into the shop feeling much better that the air had been cleared. Amazingly, that conversation set them on a path that was more open and enjoyable. Janice quit lording it over her trainee and started treating her as an equal while Emily became less intimidated and was able to share things more freely. In fact, people in the office, seeing the difference that developed over several weeks, began to refer to them as “friends”.

One Friday, stopping for a late lunch and feeling relaxed about the upcoming weekend, Janice broached the subject of sex with Emily again. This time, her words weren’t pointed or barbed. Rather, they were asked out of curiosity in a manner any woman might follow.

“How are things in bed with you and John?” The black woman asked.

“Ssshhh…Janice. Someone might hear. Anyway, I’m not going to answer.” Emily replied with just a hint of a smile.

“Come on. Tell me what white sex is like.” She prodded.

“I’m sure it’s exactly the same.” She answered in a whisper while rolling her eyes. The fact that they could talk this way was a testament to how far their relationship had come from its rocky start.

“Is he big? Does he put you to bed?” Janice continued unaffected by Emily’s discomfort.

“Put me to bed?” She asked ignoring the first part of the question.

“Yeah, when y’all are done are you passed out?” She explained.

“No.” The young wife replied in a way that let Janice know she was both confused and curious.

Emily thought about their post-coital routine. Usually, she would go to the bathroom and freshen up. Sometimes John would too or he might just go to sleep. Certainly, she had never passed out from sex.

“How big is he?” She asked again.

“Janice, you’re crazy…” She started to protest but she was interrupted.

“Come on Emily. Tell me now.” She pushed.

Emily, looked around the room and, satisfied no one was paying attention to their conversation, used her hands to show a length of about five inches.

“How thick? How big around?’ Janice quickly asked now that she had her giving up information.

Again, using her hands, Emily signaled that her husband’s shaft was about 1 1/4 inches in diameter.

“Okay then.” Janice said and picked up the menu.

“What?” Emily responded somewhat perturbed that after allowing herself to be goaded into sharing intimate information her colleague had suddenly dropped the subject.

Janice liked Emily and didn’t want to embarrass her, so she didn’t want to have to explain that her tall, good looking husband was under endowed. What a pity she thought. From the pictures she had seen, she knew he was very handsome and there was no question he doted on his wife. If he would just have had a bit more, she would have accepted Emily’s view that he was the perfect man.

“Nothing girl. Let’s get some food.” She replied hoping to change the subject.

“Janice. Don’t act like that. Tell me what you’re thinking.” She asked, now very curious.

Janice tried to think of a gentle way of telling her but in the end she just blurted out. “Honey, that’s pretty small.”

Instantly, Emily’s face turned to disappointment which made Janice feel even worse. Several seconds of awkward silence were broken when she said. “It’s just fine for me.”

They ordered their food and tried to chat about other things but it was clear Emily had something on her mind. When they had finished eating, she took a deep breath to summon her courage and spoke.

“What’s normal? I mean what’s average?” She asked.

“A bit larger. What about other men you’ve been with?” Janice responded.

“I’ve only been with John.” She answered.

“Mercy girl. That thing won’t wear out.” She replied instantly mad at herself for the flippant answer.

“Well a little bit of size is not a big deal.” Emily stated ignoring Janice’s comment.

“Honey, a little bit gets you to average but there are plenty of cocks out there much bigger.” She explained.

“How…how…uhhh…how big?” The young wife stammered as her face and neck turned crimson.

“Sam’s about this.” She replied and, much like Emily, she used her hands to describe a cock of 8 1/2” by 2” proportions.

The pretty young wife accepted the description without comment and both women let the conversation move to less charged subjects.

John’s boss on the development was Frank Bettencourt a wealthy self-made man from the area that would do whatever it took to get what he wanted. As a result, he was both respected and feared by almost everyone. He could be a complete asshole one minute and utterly charming the next. He and his wife Sylvia lived on a nice estate in one of the oldest and most prestigious sections of the city.

As soon as he had received John’s name from the bank, he had his people do a quick but thorough background check. He was surprised by what he found both admiring John’s tenacity and thinking his wealth and connection might prove useful at some point. The material also had information on Emily. There was no question she was a rare beauty and he wondered how her husband could let her mess with the dregs of society in her social worker job. Maybe there was something he could do there too at the right time.

Attitude and persistence are key characteristics in the successful approach to any task and John was loaded with both. In just a few weeks, he had things at work well in hand with a solid plan. His results didn’t go unnoticed by Frank who was quite impressed by the young man.

“Mr. Howard? This is Mr. Bettencourt’s office phoning. Mr. Bettencourt wanted to see if you and your wife would be available for dinner at their home this Friday.” The voice of a young woman with a slow, southern drawl soaked in syrup came through the phone.

“Honey, you look unbelievable.” John said to his wife as she stepped into the living room. They had accepted the invitation for dinner and were just finishing getting ready.

“Do you really think so?” She asked with questioning eyes. She had on a knee length black dress that was fashionably snug. With it she was wearing low heels and pearls John’s grandmother had given her as a wedding present.

“I do! We better get going.” He replied.

Fifteen minutes later, they pulled into the sweeping driveway stopping just past the front door and were met by Frank who had a beaming smile while holding a half-full tumbler of whiskey. Emily thought he looked to be in his mid to late forties and was in good shape. He was about the same height as John but twenty pounds heavier with a full head of dark hair that was just beginning to gray at the temples.

“Welcome!’ He stated loudly.

He fawned on Emily but did so in a respectful and charming way that made her think about the life they had left behind. Inside, they met Sylvia who appeared to be a few years younger than her husband. She had a slender build like Emily but was an inch or so shorter and had blonde hair. Emily thought she might have had breast work done as they looked too full for her age but if so, it had been good work.

“The kids are at college so we have the place to ourselves.” She announced with a sweep of her hand.

It was a beautiful home and Emily was only too happy to get the grand tour while the men moved to the bar. From room to room they went with Sylvia holding her hand while she described what her intent had been with the furnishings. While it wasn’t necessarily what she would have selected, she did acknowledge the good taste of the older woman.

When they returned to the bar, Frank had champagne poured for them and together they toasted their new friendship. Their hosts were thoroughly charming and an excellent meal was delivered by servants to the dining room which they enjoyed, then moved back to the bar to relax with a digestif. Emily felt it was easily the best evening they had experienced since their arrival in Mobile.

What the young couple didn’t realize was that they were being set up. The older couple had plans for seduction and, with the trap now set, they were ready to move forward.

“John, why don’t you let me show you the house.” Sylvia asked her male guest.

John really wasn’t interested in such things but he thought she must feel pride in her home and he should be accommodating. Together, they left the room and Sylvia led them to the far end of the large house. After making a point of showing the young husband several paintings, she stepped into a dimly lit room and turned to face him.

“I’m so glad you came.” The seductress purred while taking his hand in hers.

At first, John thought that he was just dealing with the peculiarities of southern hospitality but when the woman brought his hand to her breasts he realized it was something different.

“Uhhh…Sylvia…” He stammered.

“It’s okay John. Just relax.” She spoke softly to him. Then, after a short pause, she added. “You know you can have me anytime you want.”

“Well I’m married and…and…what about Frank?” John replied. Despite being very handsome, he had never been in a situation remotely like this.

“Well, we won’t tell her and Frank won’t care.” She explained.

As she spoke, her other hands reached between his legs and with her fingertips, she found his balls. With a very light and experienced touch, she lifted them gently though his clothes. Now balanced on her fingertips, she softly moved them and was pleased when his pants began to tent.

“I…I think we should get back.” He gasped.

“First feel how hard my nipple is.” Sylvia commanded. She took his hand and brought it through the opening in her dress until his palm covered her breast. “Pinch it but not too hard.”

John did what he was told which brought a deep sigh from the hostess. With that, he pulled away and moved until he was several steps away.

“Let’s go back.” He said with his words coming out like a plea.

“Here, hold my hand. We don’t want to seem guilty.” She instructed.

However, rather than rush back, she continued with the tour which took another fifteen minutes. She felt it had been a good start and that with more seduction over the next several weeks she would bed him.

As soon as his wife had left with John, Frank had moved next to Emily at the bar. He freshened her drink, ignoring her plea that she had already had too much. Frank asked questions about her upbringing and background to get her settled in and give his wife time to take John away.

“You are an outstanding addition to our city.” Frank toasted the Emily once he knew that her husband was out of earshot.

“Why, thank you.” She responded missing the fact that the compliment was directed only towards her.

“And, I must say, a very beautiful addition.” He added.

As he spoke, he moved his hand to the small of her back but Emily had grown so comfortable with him that at first it didn’t register with her as a threat.

“Thank you again.” She answered with a small laugh.

“Emily, I want you to know that you can think of me as your close friend. I think it would be nice if we spent some time together getting to know each other.” He spoke softly to her while his hand drifted to her ass.

Even with this move, the warning bells were slow to go off. The combination of his charm and the alcohol had lulled her into a feeling of trust. It was only when he gently squeezed, feeling the firm muscles in her ass, that the she finally grasped the significance.

“Uh…Frank. I think you should stop.” She forced out while she tried to move his hand away with hers.

“I don’t want to stop. It feels too damn good.” He replied and in his eyes she could see a hunger that scared her.

Emily tried to twist away but he was too strong and her movements only resulted in her getting closer to him until her hip was pulled against his crotch. She could feel his bulge and knew that he was partially aroused. She thought about calling for her husband but didn’t want to create a scene, especially with his new boss.

“Please…” She begged the older man.

Frank was a predator and new when his prey was vulnerable. He lifted his other hand and let his fingers trace the skin next to the fabric covering her breasts. Down her barely exposed cleavage he moved feeling her body tense.

“Tell me your cell number and I’ll let you go.” He offered.

“Why?” She was able to choke out. It would have been easier to tell him and make this end but she still had her decency and some defiance.

“So we can talk.” He answered while his fingertips continued the teasing.

She knew what he was after and she knew it was insane to give him her number. However, at that moment, she suddenly became aware of something else, something unexpected - she felt her nipples starting to get stiff.

The young wife blurted out her number quickly and Frank had to get her to tell him again more slowly. Even with that, he held her for several more seconds, fondling her ass, until he finally let her go.

Emily was sitting on the sofa while Frank stood at the bar when John and Sylvia returned. She had been able to compose herself so there was no indication anything unseemly had occurred. Likewise, John had calmed and showed no outward signs of distress. Frank talked them into a nightcap that took thirty minutes to finish and then the couple left. The ride home was quiet as both husband and wife contemplated what had occurred.


“How did you do with young John?” Frank asked his wife once the door was closed.

“Oh, I’m pretty sure I’ll have him in bed before long.” She giggled.

“I have a tougher putt.” He offered.

“You mean the young, beautiful and wholesome Emily wasn’t ready to fuck?” She asked while reaching over and squeezing her husband’s heavy cock.

“It will take some work but you know I like a challenge.” He replied.

It was five days before Frank made the first call. During that time, neither John or Emily had shared what had taken place. Emily, not recognizing the number, answered and there followed a very strained and awkward discussion that lasted several minutes before she was able to beg off. Frank, leaned back in his chair and broke out in a smile. He knew she was going to be a challenge but, that’s what made life fun.

Every other week, Emily left Janice at Ranisha’s house and drove the car to a small coffee shop several miles away where she would busy herself with paperwork while giving her trainer a couple of hours to play. Ranisha’s house was on the schedule for the day and they arrived just after noon. The sky had been darkening for the last hour with storm clouds that indicated rain was imminent.

“Ranisha’s doing well don’t you think?” Emily said to Janice. It was intended as a bit of a poke at her since there was really no reason for there to be an open case on the mother and children.

“We’ll just check quick then you can get our paperwork done.” The supervisor poked back.

They were in the house for about five minutes when the sound of thunder became loud and the rain began. Inspecting the house, they found Sam watching TV with another man that was introduced as his cousin Carlos. Carlos looked to be a few years younger than Sam but like him was over six feet with a large chest. Unlike Sam who was wearing jeans and a long sleeved shirt, his cousin had on a t-shirt and thin workout shorts that displayed a large bulge. Tattoos were prominent on both his arms but the quality was so poor it was impossible to distinguish the art. Janice had to fight back a smile when she caught Emily stealing a peak.

Soon, they were done and Emily moved towards the door intending to bolt quickly for the car. Outside, the rain wasn’t too bad so she made it to the car without much damage and began fumbling for the keys, finally realizing that she had forgotten to get them from Janice. Not wanting to disturb the fun, she stood next to the car for several minutes rationalizing that she would just wait there until Janice emerged. It was a ridiculous decision and over the next fifteen minutes the rain increased and the temperature fell leaving her soaked and shivering uncontrollably. Finally concluding that she couldn’t stay there, she sloshed her way back to the house and knocked on the door lightly.

“Damn girl.” Carlos exclaimed when he opened the door and saw the young wife drenched with her knee length dress sticking to her body providing a clear outline of her bra and panties. “Get in here.”

The black man took her arm and pulled her inside towards the tiled floor in the kitchen. Ranisha peaked out from her bedroom and stared for several seconds then her head disappeared leaving them alone. Further down the hall, the sound of bed springs squeaking could be heard but the noise level indicated a slow pace.

“I’m so cold.” Emily forced out through chattering teeth.

“You need to get out of dem wet things are you going to freeze to death.” Carlos stated in an uneducated voice. With that, he turned and went down the hall returning a few seconds later with a t-shirt in his hand.

“Go to that bathroom and change in to this and we can dry da things real quick.” He suggested. He was hoping that in her state she wouldn’t realize how little he was offering.

Emily allowed herself to be directed to the bathroom where Carlos found a fresh towel in a cupboard then closed the door as he left. In her state, it took her almost five minutes to undress. Then, she used the towel to dry her body and squeeze as much moisture from her hair as possible before she slipped on the shirt. It came barely to mid-thigh and she knew she would have to be careful if she didn’t want to put on a show.

“Oh. Thank you.” Emily said when she emerged from the bathroom and found Carlos standing with a big mug of coffee.

She let him take her things and although nervous about the undergarments, she realized she had no alternative. Shortly, she could hear the dryer starting. What she didn’t know was the quick but thorough inspection Carlos had made of her things including inhaling deeply from the crotch of her panties. Even wet, it was a sweet aroma and his mind went to her near naked body just outside the door.

“How da coffee? The things won’t take too much time.” He said when he came back.

Carlos sat at one end of the threadbare couch and directed Emily to sit at the other. It was difficult for her to sit without making the shirt ride up and she tugged at it repeatedly trying to increase her comfort. The black man enjoyed the show and he felt his cock start to stir involuntarily which made it move in his shorts. Emily saw it and it was only when she looked up and saw him smiling at her that she realized she had been caught.

Down the hall, Janice was now getting fucked hard and her cries were coming fast, nasty and loud. Emily couldn’t help but think about the size of Sam’s penis and what it must feel like to be moving into her friend at such a torrid pace. The thought made her shiver and when it passed she realized something else - she was getting wet.

She flashed to the evening when Frank had fondled her causing the unwanted reaction that had sprung from her body. Her mind had fought with it and rationalized it was a combination of fear and alcohol that had elicited the response. Now, it was happening again although this situation was much more basic. She wasn’t in a fancy home drinking fine liquor. Instead, she was in a home under state supervision, half naked with an out of work black man.

Emily squeezed her legs tightly together to try and make the feeling go away but it only resulted in making it stronger. Then, she squirmed trying to find a better position making sure to hold the end of the shirt tightly so it wouldn’t move up. Looking at Carlos, she found him staring at her with a look - a knowing look that made her think he was completely aware of her condition. However, rather than becoming frightened, she felt her nipples suddenly become erect. The thin t-shirt couldn’t hide her nubs and she watched as a smile appeared on the black man’s face.

“I’ll check on the clothes.” She announced and jumped to her feet.

She needed the movement as a form of relief and she walked quickly to the small laundry room where her clothes were being dried. She had decided that she would put them on if they were even reasonably dry but when she bent down and opened the door she was disappointed to find everything was still quite wet.

With the sound of his footsteps masked by the dryer, black legs suddenly appeared in her peripheral vision and she realized that Carlos had followed her into the room. It seemed like eternity to Emily but was probably only several seconds that they both stayed quietly in place before the young wife stood, while continuing to face the dryer. A ringing sound started in her ears and her vision became tunneled as she stared straight ahead. She knew what was coming but, despite what her brain screamed, her feet refused to move.

Then she felt it. It was his fingers on the back of her thigh just at the bottom of the t-shirt. His touch made her pussy begin to throb and a small involuntary whimper escaped her mouth. She had expected him to be rough but his strokes were gentle, almost teasing, even when he pulled her shirt up and put both hands on her ass.

Emily’s breathing became labored and she was practically shaking in fear and excitement, but still she could not make herself move. The black man kicked the inside of her foot with his and instinctively she knew she was being told to spread her legs. There was only a second of hesitation but in that second she abandoned all idea of flight.

“Ohhh…” Came her groan of arousal when she felt his fingers trace the length of her shaved slit.

“Yeah baby that’s right.” Her black seducer answered.

“Uhhh…mmm…ohhh…” She whined seconds later when his fingers parted her folds and found her soaked and ready.

Carlos continued to play with her pussy, expertly circling and teasing her clit which put her on fire. She was now continually moaning and when the black man used his other hand to push between her shoulders she bent forward over the vibrating machine.

Then it was there. Something thick and long was being run over her wet pussy which excited her even more. She knew what it was and the significance of what was occurring but without prodding she spread her feet several more inches and raised her ass in invitation. The black man smiled at her wanton display thinking about how good her pussy was going to feel.

Carlos had a full, circumcised head the size of a plum that he now pushed between her lips. Back and forth he moved until he found the split that was her opening. He toyed with it, flexing forward and letting it begin to penetrate then backing off until he had the young wife searching for a connection.

“Ohhh…ohhh…mmmmmm…” Emily whined when he pushed the head fully inside. Her hands gripped the sides of the machine but, ever so slightly, Carlos felt her push against him.

It felt so different to both of them. For Emily, there was a wonderful feeling of fullness while Carlos’ cock had never experienced such a tight fit. There was some discomfort for her as she stretched but Carlos gave her time and it quickly vanished.

“Gonna feed you now.” The black man announced.

He started slowly, with shallow thrusts that at first were difficult until her pussy bathed him in lubrication. On the sixth stroke, he slid halfway in and by the tenth he was balls deep. Carlos had never felt anything so snug, hot and wet. She was his first white girl and he thought he had hit the jackpot. He stood still to savor her for a moment while listening to the low, passionate whine she was making.

Then, he started fucking her. Deep with a steady rhythm that made her soft whines turn to grunts and loud groans. When she tried to turn her head to look at him, Carlos put his hand on her neck and pushed her head down so she wouldn’t upset the angle of their connection. It wasn’t long before her pussy started to make a slurping sound and he knew he had busted her open.

The feeling was more complete and intense that anything Emily had ever experienced. She silently cursed Janice for putting the bug in her ear about large cocks but now she knew that her friend had been telling the truth. The fact that Carlos was mercilessly fucking her only added to the intensity of her arousal as it was new and so different than what she was used to. She knew she was going to orgasm and she knew it would be way different.

With Carlos holding her head, she was forced front down on the machine. She realized if she held her body just right she could let her nipples just graze the lid of the vibrating machine. It was all so naughty, so dirty, a black man taking her from behind while a machine played with her nipples. But, it all started to come together and then like a freight train traveling 80 mph it hit.

“Ohhh…Oh God…Oh yes…Ohhh…Ohhh…Do It…Do It…” She cried out as an intense wave swept through her body and suddenly she was floating, drifting away into space.

Carlos had to hold her up after her climax and decided to take her to bed to finish. Emily came back to consciousness to find herself on her back with her legs hooked over her lover’s black arms. In this position she was spread obscenely open and she could watch his large cock sliding into her drenched opening.

The first thing she noticed was that it was coal black. When Carlos pulled back it seemed to go on forever without reaching the end. His cock was at least as long and thick as what Janice had described and there were prominent veins running along the top that John’s didn’t have. There was a sound in the room that she realized was her voice responding to each thrust.

“You like this black thing?” Carlos asked. He was raised on his arms and looking directly down at Emily with sweat dripping from his body.

Emily didn’t know what to say so she just nodded quickly which brought a smile to the black man.

“You fucked a brotha before?” He asked. Emily shook her head no but it wasn’t enough for him. “Damn, woman speak up.”

“No.” She forced out between grunts.

“Good. Going to give dis pussy its first black nut.” He replied with a huge grin.

They fucked in silence for several minutes and Emily could feel a fluttering sensation that started in her tummy and began to spread that let her know she was on the path towards another climax. Her sounds became more pronounced and her hands which had been on his biceps moved to his shoulders.

“You ready to go again, girl?” The black man asked.

“Yeah.” She gasped.

Emily’s clit felt tight, like a guitar string, and each thrust from Carlos was plucking it. Just a bit more…a bit more she thought trying to will her release but, just like before, when it arrived it came in a flood that took control.

“Ohhh…Again…Again…It’s Happening Again..OH GOD YES!” She screamed as her body began to spasm beneath her powerful lover.

The last thing she remembered was the cries coming from Carlos and the throbbing feeling in his cock as he filled her with his semen.

“What the hell is going on?” Janice asked Carlos as she stood in the doorway of the bedroom and looked down at Emily who was asleep with a thin sheet covering her only from the knees down.

Sam was there too looking at the beautiful white girl with her glistening mound swollen from the workout it had received. Janice pushed the two men outside and closed the door.

“Did you rape her?” She said looking at Carlos with an angry expression.

“No…no, ma’am. She wanted it…bad.” He replied.

“How many time you fuck her?” Sam asked.

“Twice.” Carlos replied before Janice could stop him.

Janice had Carlos tell her everything that had happened. He started with Emily at the door soaking wet and ended with Janice waking him as he slept next to the white girl. In between, he left nothing out which put a smile on Sam’s face.

“What ya going to do?” Sam asked the supervisor.

“Nothing. Let her sleep. She’s finally been put to bed.” She said.



A Couple’s Destiny Pt. 02

Emily woke suddenly and for a moment was confused. Then, she saw Carlos leaning over her pushing her legs apart and moving into position between them. The sex and brief sleep had taken away her lust and the realization about what she had done hit her hard.

“No, no more, please! I need to go,” she implored the black man.

“Baby, we got time. Sam and Janice went back to fucking,” he declared.

Seeing the young wife sprawled out and freshly fucked had excited them and they returned to the bedroom.

Carlos pushed her legs open, moved his body between them, and put a hand on her shoulder to pin her so she couldn’t move away. Nervously, she watched as he took his fat cock in his free hand and brought the head to her slit.

“Yeah…you still ready,” he said as he teased her opening.

With his semen slowly oozing out of her opening, Carlos was able to coat the head and start to push inside.

“Please no,” Emily whined, trying one last time to stop him.

Carlos ignored her and kept working his shaft to get deeper penetration. When he had made it halfway, he started quick, short thrusts intended to get them fully lubed. It worked, and less than a minute later he pushed forward until his balls were snug against her firm ass.

After a short pause, he started fucking the married white woman with powerful strokes. Before, he had shown some compassion in their coupling, but now, fueled by his own lust and goading from his cousin, he was going to make it all about him. Emily’s fingernails bit into his biceps letting him know that he had her attention and that she was likely feeling some pain. However, rather than make him slow, the knowledge excited him further and his hammering became even more pronounced.

“Please…please, Carlos…you’re hurting me,” Emily begged.

“You best just close your eyes, Carlos’ going to take it now,” he grunted in response.

For the next few minutes, Emily did exactly that. She tried to take her mind off the pain she was feeling and the thought of her nasty cheating. But it was impossible to ignore what was happening and she suddenly realized that she was no longer feeling discomfort. Somehow, a warm feeling had replaced it deep in her pelvis that was beginning to radiate outward. Along with that, there was the sound of her pussy responding to its invader with wet smacking sounds. However, what put her back in a place of abandon was when she opened her eyes and saw the thick black monster sliding easily in and out of her body. Involuntarily, she shuddered and her pussy clamped down on Carlos’ cock.

“Oh yeah…squeeze that thing baby…do it again,” he spoke to her hoarsely, with a lust filled smile.

Strangely, Emily did as he demanded and used her muscles to clamp down and he responded by thrusting into her with more urgency.

“Ummm…uhhh…” she whined, abandoning her attempt to disassociate from the act.

“You liking it now,” Carlos stated, and he took his hand and started pinching her small, erect nipples.

“Ohhh…ohhh…ummm…mmm…” she let out, showing the effect.

Janice and Sam could hear the bedsprings squeaking and the occasional excited whine from Emily. Together, they slowed their pace so they could listen to the mating occurring just down the hall.

“Tight ass bitch likes black cock,” Sam said, stating the obvious.

“She needed it,” Janice replied, and she felt both erotic exhilaration and a certain sense of worry as she audibly witnessed Emily’s plunge.

They had all but stopped when they heard her orgasm start and seconds later, Carlos announced loudly that he was cumming. The cries and squeaking continued for a good minute before the sounds slowed then stopped altogether.

“Hurry up and finish,” Janice instructed Sam.

She knew she was far from a climax, but wanted to give him the chance. It took just a few more minutes before Sam grunted, then groaned and put more of his seed into his lover.

“Emily, we need to go,” Janice called out while gently knocking on the closed door.

Carlos had spooned up behind her after their mutual orgasm and held her tightly against his body. He was slowly stroking her from her breasts to her mound and she thought, by the swelling in his cock, that he might be building for another round. Thus, her supervisor’s words provided a feeling of relief.

“I…I need my clothes. They’re in the dryer,” she answered, hoping Janice would bring them and save her the humiliation of walking naked through the house.

Shortly, there was another knock on the door followed by the sound of it opening. Janice appeared in the doorway carrying her things with Sam right behind peering over her shoulder. The only thing shielding her body from his view was her lover’s body.

“We done had a good time,” Carlos stated while pulling away from her and stretching.

His move did two things. First, it left her completely exposed and instinctively she used her hands to try and cover her privates. Second, it showed Carlos’ large cock totally covered in her juices. She felt humiliated and the feeling grew when she saw the two men smiling at each other.

“Janice can you get them out so I can get dressed?” she begged.

“Kind of late to get modest,” the black woman replied, but at the same time, she began to shoo the men from the room.

Janice closed the door behind her leaving Emily alone, and instantly she jumped from the bed, feeling the soreness already creeping into her pussy, and started putting on her clothes. When she finished, she took several deep breaths and then opened the door. Fortunately, her supervisor was alone, waiting for her in the small living room. She had told the men to get lost thinking it would be best for them to leave without any awkward goodbyes.

They drove in silence and were halfway to the office when the full realization of what she had done hit Emily, and a massive weight descended onto her chest. Her tears flowed while she gasped for air and Janice was concerned enough that she pulled the car over into a parking lot.

“Let it out, girl. Let it out. We’ve got plenty of time,” she whispered while rubbing her shoulders.

“Oh God Janice what have I done!” she cried out.

“You had the best sex of your life. Now, I know how you are and you’re going to feel bad, but you just need to calm down,” she said.

“How am I going to face John? What am I going to say to him?” the young wife whimpered.

The black woman could see she was regaining some control, but she also knew she was fragile and could launch into a fresh round of crying at any moment.

“You ain’t going to say shit to him. Not a word. You hear me? You get home tonight you pretend you’re sick and go to bed and get some sleep. We’ll talk tomorrow when things are calmer,” she instructed her trainee.

Emily nodded and they drove on to the office where, after another quick pep talk, she got in her car and left for home. Fortunately, she arrived before her husband and quickly went to the bathroom where she started a hot bath. She peeled off her clothes, and when she got to her panties, she was disgusted to discover that the crotch had filled with Carlos’ slimy semen that had seeped from her body. In addition, there were dozens of small curly hairs not only mixed into the mess but also scattered across her pelvis. Leaving her clothes on the floor, she jumped into the hot water as if somehow it would wash away her sin.

Emily was in bed reading a book and drinking hot tea when she heard her husband at the door. His footsteps went to the kitchen before moving towards the bedroom.

“Honey, are you okay?” he asked when he saw her in bed.

“I’m not feeling well,” she told him, following Janice’s advice.

“What’s wrong?” he asked with a concerned look.

“I’m not sure, I just have a headache and I’m a bit nauseous,” she answered.

Emily made it through the night, although several times her guilt became so acute that it took all her willpower to keep from waking John and admitting her infidelity. She thought about how that conversation would go. Her husband had only raised his voice with her once or twice. He wasn’t the overly jealous type or the kind of man to get angry and yell, although she felt in this case, she certainly deserved it. He wasn’t a racist either but she believed he would be very surprised her cheating had been with a black man. No, she thought he would want to know what motivated her and what it meant for their relationship. The relationship answer would be easy, but the motivation response much harder. How could she ever tell her loving husband she had become aroused by her supervisor’s dalliance and intrigued by a big cock?

For the next few days, Emily and Janice discussed the situation non-stop. Janice’s tried to be supportive and soothe the young woman’s psyche, but she also made a point of reminding her about what she had been missing. It was during lunch on the following Monday that she finally got the young wife to admit that it had been her best orgasm ever.

“But, Janice, it’s supposed to be about making love. With someone you care about,” she whined.

“Honey, sometimes you just need your toes curled,” her friend replied, as she was well past the point in her life where she believed in love, soul mates and all that other romance novel crap.

“I’m not that way,” Emily responded.

“Now, you know I’m your friend and I don’t like seeing you upset, but you got to get off that high horse girl. You got fucked good and hard by a man that had you squealin. It ain’t no more than that. If you don’t want it no more than don’t do it. Keep to John and leave it as a memory,” Janice told her.

“Okay,” the young wife replied, knowing Janice was growing tired of the subject.

“How’s your cootie? You still sore?” the black woman asked.

“God, Janice. You can make me feel so embarrassed,” Emily replied.

“Well? And you been with John yet?” she continued.

“It’s just a bit sore, and no, we haven’t made love,” she answered without really knowing why.

“He ain’t come for it?” she probed.

She remembered back to when she was the young girl’s age. Her husband at the time had wanted it almost every day.

“I’ve been pretending I’m not feeling well,” she responded, although, in truth, she had only used the excuse once.

There was also the subject of Frank. Part of Emily wanted to tell Janice about the older man’s advances, as she didn’t have anyone else in Mobile she could confide in. However, she decided that for the time being it was best to keep it a secret.

Sylvia had continued to plot on seducing John, as the young, handsome, and wealthy man from the privileged environs of the east coast would make a nice trophy. She figured she could keep him as a boy toy, a divergence, for a while, depending on how good he was in bed, and then turn him loose. Several times before, she had done something similar with her husband’s full knowledge and consent. She loved how Frank let her play and she knew that deep down they were made for each other.

Sylvia never lacked in boldness, and the plan she developed called for the young husband to come to their large house on a made-up pretense where she would essentially assault him. The thought made her giggle at her own decadence and the look of surprise she expected to see from the young man. She phoned him and after the standard pleasantries, she started working.

“I could really use some assistance this afternoon. There are some things needed in the house and well, with Frank out of town and you being tall, I thought you might help? Could you please?” she asked in her most syrupy southern voice.

John found it impossible to say no, although he knew he was likely being set-up. He wasn’t a stranger to flirtations from women, as his good looks ensured he got plenty of attention. There was something strangely interesting about his boss’ wife, and after thinking about it on the drive over, he realized that she came across more as a huntress than a bored and horny wife. When Sylvia opened the door, things could not have been more obvious. She was wearing a thin pink robe and her large nipples were prominent through the material.

“Hello John,” she said seductively.

He half-expected to see her bat her eyelashes but that never came. Instead, she looked at him with a huge smile like a child looks at a bowl of ice cream.

“Hi, Sylvia. What are the chores?” John responded, trying to keep things light and focused.

“Follow me, honey,” she answered, and stepped back to let him enter.

She led the young husband to the bar and sitting on a table in front of the leather sofa were two glasses of red wine.

“I thought we could relax and chat first. We really haven’t gotten to know each other very well,” she explained.

Her game amused John even though there was a certain element of danger. Still, he felt in control, so he took the seat she offered and then the wine. Sylvia curled up next to him with her feet beneath her which brought the robe very high on her legs and created an opening at the top through which he could see most of one breast. Quickly, she had taken command and he could feel his dick stirring in his pants.

“Ma’am we be leaving now,” a voice from behind them called out.

“Okay, Tanya. Have a good evening,” she responded in a bubbly voice without turning.

“All alone,” she said to John in a much lower voice.

The young husband was suddenly nervous, but he had also become quite horny. For the next thirty minutes, they sipped the wine and chatted with Sylvia flirting hard. There was a pause once while she refilled their glasses, and when she returned to her spot, even more skin was showing. He could now see a hint of her areola, larger than his wife’s and a darker shade of pink.

“John, I’m very attracted to you. I’ve been thinking of you…us…since you were here for dinner,” she said, taking his hand in hers.

“Sylvia, I’m flattered…really…I’m…” he stammered trying to find the right words, but she stopped him cold when she placed his hand high on her thigh, only a few inches from her pussy.

“I know I’m older, but do you think I’m attractive?” the vixen asked, toying with her prey.

“Sylvia you’re beautiful. But, I’m married,” he answered.

“Ssshhh…it’s just us now,” she whispered.

Suddenly, she stood and dropped the robe to her feet giving him an up-close view of her well-toned, mature body. Two kids had not left her unscathed, but a rigorous workout regime and selective, expensive “fixes” provided her with a look most women ten years younger would be proud of. Before he could move, Sylvia straddled his waist and leaned forward until her breasts were an inch from his face.

“Sylvia…” he tried to protest, but she closed the gap and pushed the soft mounds into him.

“Oh, darling suck on them. They’re all for you,” she moaned with passion.

John hesitated, but when one of her long nipples contacted his lips, he drew it into his mouth and sucked on it like a nursing child. Without prodding, he soon moved to the other and for the next few minutes, he went back and forth, listening to Sylvia mew in pleasure.

“I want you naked,” she declared, pushing on his shoulders.

She immediately went to the buttons on his shirt, rapidly undoing each one, and then pulled the fabric open exposing his well-formed chest. Now, it was her mouth that found and sucked on his tiny nipples making him groan and writhe in response to the incredible feeling. When Sylvia went for his belt, John gave a token protest that she easily brushed aside and quickly she pulled his clothes off. A pang of disappointment went through her when she saw his average dick. She had held out hope that he would be one of those rare finds of looks and size, like her husband, but it was not to be. Still, as a boy toy, she knew she could have some fun and who knows, if he knew how to use it, he might prove more than adequate.

Sylvia dropped to her knees between his legs and inhaled his dick into her warm mouth. The sound of erotic joy that came from his mouth excited her and she started to make love to his appendage with her lips and tongue. While she did this, she used her fingernails to lightly teased beneath his balls, and within seconds, he had spread his legs wide and had one hand on her shoulder while the other guided her head.

John reveled in the incredible feelings he received from the mature woman and realized it was the best blow job he had ever received, either from his wife or a previous girlfriend. In fact, the way Sylvia performed forced him to accept that Emily either wasn’t enthusiastic or didn’t know what she was doing, and he suspected it might be a bit of both. With her mouth still working his dick, Sylvia started to gently rub between his anus and balls. John’s body flinched and a tingling sensation began, centered in his groin, that let him know he wasn’t going to last much longer. Soon, his body stiffened and with several loud grunts, he shot his load into his new lover’s mouth and felt her swallow it down. Totally spent, he sunk into the sofa with his eyes mostly closed.

“You like that baby?” his boss’ wife teased him and all he could do was nod in response.

The seduction had aroused Sylvia and now she was ready to fuck. She had counted on a young man’s short recovery and was pleased to see John’s dick start to harden again with just some light stroking of her fingernails along the inside of his thighs.

“Let’s go to bed,” she commanded, and stood, pulling him up with her.

Together, they moved to the bedroom and Sylvia immediately jumped on the high bed and spread her legs in an erotic invitation. John paused again as he once more thought about his beautiful, innocent wife.

“Sylvia, I feel…I can’t…” he said.

“Come up here,” she said patting the spot at her side.

She was prepared for this and had been pleasantly surprised at how easily things had gone so far. John remained still for a moment then climbed onto the bed, and as soon as he settled, Sylvia turned to him and pressed her lovely body against his. Her fingernails went to his nipples and began teasing them until his breathing became ragged. Then, she let her hand wander to his dick and she started giving it light strokes.

“Sylvia…” John tried to speak.

“I want to feel you inside me,” the older woman interrupted.

“Sylvia, I can’t…” he started, but the mature vixen, in a sudden movement, rolled on top of him and before he knew what was happening, she had impaled herself on his dick.

“Ummm…” she moaned, as he easily slipped into her wet opening.

“Shit Sylvia…” John protested, but she cut him off once more.

“Ssshhh…do it, baby,” she groaned lustily into his ear.

She had only been riding him for a few strokes when she felt him begin to push back against her movement. From there, his reluctance disappeared, and he completely engaged in their coupling. When she was certain he wasn’t going to get cold feet, Sylvia rolled onto her back pulling him on top, and he began to thrust into her rapidly. His style and smallish dick weren’t completely fulfilling, but the seductress was enjoying the moment and felt with some guidance she could turn him into a much better lover.

“Take it, baby… take it,” she whispered in encouragement.

“Yeah…” John responded.

She could tell he was now totally into the sex and any concern about cheating on his beautiful bride had vanished.

“You can have anything you want baby. It’s all yours…” she told him, and although it was just meant as sultry bedroom talk, she felt a tremor go through the young man’s body.

“Anything?” he asked after several seconds.

“Anything. It’s all for you,” she responded while letting her fingernails trace the muscles in his back.

“Okay,” he grunted, and the way he said it let Sylvia know there was more.

“What do you want baby. Tell me,” she moaned.


“I…I want…I want your ass,” he forced out.

While it terrified John to say it, his admission greatly excited Sylvia. She had just learned that her new lover had a naughty streak and she loved exploiting people’s dark side.

“Oh, darling it’s all yours,” she replied and guided him off so she could turn over.

In seconds, she was presenting her new boy her lovely, firm ass.

“Damn!” John declared as he exhaled.

He had wanted badly to experience anal sex, but he didn’t dare bring it up to Emily. She was his love, the woman he worshipped, and to him, it was a decadent fantasy.

“Put it back in my pussy for a while and when you’re good and wet you can do it,” Sylvia said to get things rolling.

The young man did just that. He fucked her for about thirty seconds then pulled out and brought his dick to her puckered hole and with just a little effort was able to get the head started. His actions brought squeals from the woman which made him even harder. Instinctively, he went slowly at first, but it wasn’t long before he was easily sliding in and out, and he found it so warm and tight that he had to use all his willpower to keep from cumming.

Sylvia loved it. She liked anal sex, but her husband was so big that she only enjoyed it when she was drunk. John’s fit was perfect, and if he would just quit being so damn gentle then she could declare that they had found something he excelled at.

“Take my ass baby. Take it hard,” she cried out in encouragement.

John did want to take her hard. He was feeling a sudden rush of power by experiencing this lovely, mature woman in the ass. Her words made him start thrusting harder which brought fresh squeals from her, and when Sylvia felt his hand take her hair in his hand, she knew that with just a little more she would be able to climax.

“Pinch my nipples John…pinch them, baby,” she whined moments later.

It was coming fast for her and she wanted it to be a good one. The young husband found a long nipple and pinched, then pulled until it extended an inch. He wasn’t gentle, which was exactly what Sylvia needed, and with a high-pitched squeal that morphed into a deep moan, she let go. It was a good orgasm, deep and satisfying, and John felt her body spasm and then her sphincter began to pulse around his dick. It drove him over the edge and with a roar he put a second load into his boss’ wife.

The young husband got home just after seven after showering with his new lover. On the drive, guilt started to creep in and by the time he arrived, he wasn’t sure how he would be able to face Emily. He found her on the couch wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt while doing some paperwork. She had on the heavy rimmed glasses he found so cute and sexy, and suddenly he wanted his wife. He sat down next to her, forced a smile, and thought about getting her into bed.

“Long day?” she asked, looking over the top of the glasses.

“Yeah, I’m ready to relax,” he said with a little grin, trying to signal his interest.

Emily understood the message and for an instant, a wave of panic raced through her body. They hadn’t made love since Carlos had so thoroughly taken her, and she worried John would be able to tell. Would she feel different to him? Looser? Still, it was time for them to be together, and she knew her mannerisms recently had delivered a message to stay away.

“Me too,” she smiled back in a very vulnerable way.

John went to the kitchen and poured some wine. Emily put away her work and they sat together on the couch sipping the smooth liquid while chatting. After a few minutes, John took her feet, pulled them onto his lap and began to rub. It started things and soon they were in bed. He tried to go down on her, but she told him she was ready and wanted to make love, so he moved between her legs and gently pushed inside. They began a slow rocking motion, kissing and caressing each other while they slowly coupled.

Despite doing her best not to, Emily found herself comparing their sex to what she had experienced with the black man. To her, it was completely different. With John, it was loving and caring, while with Carlos it had been raw and carnal. It seemed wrong and illogical to want anything but the intimacy that husband and wife shared, although, being honest with herself, she couldn’t ignore the pleasure she had received from the black man’s heavy cock.

In John’s primordial brain, there was a voice telling him how powerful he was to bed two women on the same day. That he deeply loved his wife, there was no doubt, but the thought was still exhilarating. He knew it was dangerous to have a mistress. Especially when the woman was the wife of the boss, however, with her he could experience things he would never be able to ask his wife to do.

They both finished with small orgasms. Emily had not been able to completely let go as thoughts of Carlos kept appearing in front of her closed eyes, while with John, it was exhaustion from his afternoon with Sylvia.

“I bedded our new boy,” Sylvia giggled to Frank when they spoke on the phone that evening.

“What? Already?” her husband responded, truly surprised.

He knew his wife could be a driven vamp when she wanted. It was one of the reasons he loved her so much, but he had expected greater staying power from John, especially with his hot wife.

“Yes, sir,” she answered, obviously quite proud of herself, and she went on to explain all the events, leaving nothing out.

“Guess I have some catching up to do,” he admitted.

“Yes, please hurry up. I want them over for the night. I want John to see you fucking his wife,” she declared.

“God, you are so sordid,” Frank laughed.

“It’s why you love me,” his wife replied, joining the laughter.

Emily tried to concentrate on her husband and work, but Frank had ratcheted up his efforts to communicate. She received daily texts that sought to establish interaction along with the occasional phone call that she ignored. While it merely annoyed her, her failure to engage pissed Frank off, as he wasn’t the kind of man that often dealt with failure. Besides, he had his wife rubbing his nose in it as well. He considered various options, but none he thought had any real potential. He hoped that if there was just some way to get her alone for a while, he could break her down.

The time came for the next scheduled visit to Ranisha’s house, and Emily made it clear that she wanted Janice to handle it on her own. After all, they both knew the only purpose of the visit schedule was for Janice’s time with Sam. Her supervisor accepted her position and they agreed that Emily would merely drop her off then return two hours later to pick her up. That’s exactly what they did and now Emily checked her watch while sitting at the coffee shop waiting for the designated time to arrive.

She used the solitude to catch up, as every home visit required about thirty minutes of paperwork. While performing this busywork, she began to reflect and decided that things with John were going quite well. Somehow, she had been able to get past the guilt, and now they were making love almost every day. In all their time together, she had never seen him so sexual, and now he just couldn’t get enough of her. There were things she wished he did better, but his desire for her certainly helped her feel good about herself.

At the appointed time, Emily packed up her things and left to make the short drive to collect Janice. As she was approaching the house, she saw Carlos standing in the small front yard smoking a cigarette. Her first reaction was to keep going and come back a bit later, but when Carlos spotted her, he waved and she felt obligated to pull in. She remained in the relative safety of the car for several minutes while Carlos watched and smoked, but finally, feeling she was being rude, she got out and approached the black man who had so thoroughly fucked her.

“Hey there baby. Was hoping you’d spend some time with me,” he stated with no pleasantries.

“Sorry, I was busy,” Emily responded, forcing a smile.

“Been thinking about you. You been thinking about me?” he asked.

The question made her gasp, because, she had in a strange way, although there was no way she was going to admit it.

“It’s good to see you, Carlos. Is Janice ready?” Emily said, avoiding the question.

“Come on we’ll check,” he answered and flicked the cigarette butt into the weeds.

The whole point of the agreement with Janice was to avoid going into the house and seeing Carlos or Sam. Now, she had already talked to one of them and would likely see the other. It annoyed the young woman, but she knew it would be rude not to follow Carlos, so together they moved towards the door. As soon as she stepped inside and heard the squeaking, she knew that the lovers hadn’t finished. Silently, she cursed Janice, something she rarely did, feeling she had betrayed their pact. Within seconds, she felt Carlos’ presence behind her, so she wasn’t surprised when she felt his hand squeeze her ass.

“No Carlos. Last time was a mistake,” the pretty young woman said.

“Lordy woman, I know what I seen and I seen you getting off,” he laughed while his hand kept contact.

“I’m going to wait in the car,” she declared and tried to move past him.

“Baby, I need to feed this thing,” he replied, blocking her path.

When she tried to step around him, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in a tight embrace. Suddenly, she could smell his scent and feel his partially erect cock pushing into her belly.

“Carlos, I’m going to the car,” she said in a stern voice that masked the gnawing fear in the pit of her stomach.

“Well, I’m here waitin if you change your mind,” he said, and surprisingly let her go.

Emily beat a hasty path to the car where she jumped inside and immediately locked the doors. Now feeling safer, she took stock and realized she was breathing hard and her hands were shaking. Also, she could tell her pussy had started to lubricate, which brought a wave of shame. It forced her to consider the meaning, which lasted until the trailer door opened thirty minutes later and Janice emerged.

“Did you come inside?” the black woman asked when she had settled in the seat.

“Yes,” Emily answered without elaborating.

“Well, you got Carlos all worked up,” she laughed.

“Janice it’s not funny. Where were you?” Emily spoke to her supervisor in an accusatory tone.

“Girl, don’t you get uppity on me. We got started late and you know better than to come in. You sure you didn’t want some?” the black woman shot back.

Emily’s face blushed and her eyes flashed red, but she kept her cool, started the car and left. They went back to the office and by the time they arrived, she had cooled considerably. When they got out, Janice stopped her to talk.

“Carlos was there hoping to see you,” she said.

“What’s that mean?” she asked, although, she was pretty sure she knew why he was there.

“Means he wants to bed you again. The way he described it you were seeing stars which certainly matches what I was hearing. You sure you don’t want more?” her supervisor challenged her.

“Janice it was a mistake,” Emily countered.

“Maybe…here…he gave me this. You keep this now and if you get an itch you can get it scratched. When you’re ninety years old, it will make for some good memories,” she replied and handed the young wife a small piece of paper that had Carlos’ address and phone number.

“No, Janice,” she responded.

“Take it,” her supervisor said in a stern voice, and to avoid an argument, she took the paper.

“Frank, I’ve got John stopping by tomorrow afternoon, so don’t plan any meetings and don’t come home early, either,” Sylvia informed her husband while they watched TV in bed, and when she saw his annoyed look, she followed with, “And, how are you coming with sweet little Emily?”

It was a sore subject for the businessman. Typically, he would be well on his way towards bedding his target, but, so far, the young wife had refused to engage.

“Don’t be an ass woman,” he replied which brought giggles from her.

“Do you need some help?” she asked while still laughing, and his response was to pull her across his lap and begin to spank her bare ass.

“Don’t leave marks! What will John think?” she cried out in faux concern, and her husband gave her one final whack then pulled her on top of him.

“Put it in,” he commanded which she did immediately.

Once inserted, she fell onto his chest and purred in joy from the feeling. They would often connect this way and spend hours kissing and talking with no rush to completion.

“I’m running out of ideas,” Frank admitted, and Sylvia knew he was referring to Emily.

“What have you tried?” she asked.

“Everything,” he replied and went on to describe the attempted phone calls and texts, all intended to create a basis for communication.

“Maybe, it’s time to go back to square one,” his wife suggested.

“Like?” he asked.

“Get them over for dinner again and start over,” she explained.

“Can’t hurt. I’ll get my secretary to set it up. Friday?” he asked.

“Sure! We have no plans,” she confirmed.

The next afternoon, when John arrived, Sylvia took him straight to bed foregoing any pleasantries and idle chat, as she had a plan and wanted to put it immediately to use. It was her desire to turn the handsome, well-mannered young man into a more forceful lover. So, she began teasing, not allowing a release, while she kept him at a highly aroused level. From the moment they climbed naked into the bed, it was clear that John wanted her ass again, but he lacked the forcefulness to demand or merely take it. Sylvia would get in a position that let John have a great view, but before he could take advantage she would move. This went on for hours and just when she thought it was a lost cause he snapped.

“Dammit, get over here,” he barked at his mistress.

“Darling, what do you want?” she answered coyly.

“I want what we did last time?” he said.

“What’s that?” Sylvia answered, enjoying the game, knowing that with his upbringing and education, he was struggling to ask for something he felt was dirty.

“Anal sex. I want us to do that,” he was able to force out, and when he said it, his entire body blushed and he had to look away.

“Darling, if you want to fuck my ass just say so. Say, baby, I want to fuck your ass,” Sylvia said in a sensuous voice while looking up at the young man.

“Sylvia, I’m going to fuck your damn ass!” John replied, finally understanding her angle.

With his hands, he directed her onto her knees and then slipped into her pussy where he fucked her hard and fast for a minute. It was an amazing feeling for Sylvia, and she was about to ask him to keep going when he suddenly pulled out and brought his dick to her tight hole.

“Go, baby…do it,” she encouraged him.

As soon as he was all the way in, he started hitting her ass hard and fast which brought a fresh set of moans and whines from the older woman. Remembering she liked her nipples pulled, John leaned forward and took one in each hand twisting, pinching, and pulling on them making her cry out in both pain and ecstasy.

“Damn,” John forced out through gritted teeth when her sphincter began to clinch his dick.

“Oh, God…do it,” Sylvia whined once more.

“Do what?” he demanded, playing her game back at her.

“Fuck my ass. Fuck it hard,” the much less modest wife squealed in delight, excited at how fast her student was learning.

The understanding of her game played into his dominant desires and he took her hair in his hand and pulled, lifting her head, and turning it so he could look into her face. With his other hand, he hit her hard on the ass with his open palm.

“Ayyyeee…ohhh…ohhh yes…” Sylvia cried out.

“You like that. Come on baby talk to me,” he demanded.

“Yes, I do…I do…fuck my ass John…fuck it hard,” she grunted and now her ass was actively pushing into him.

“Yeah…yeah…yeah…” John began to chant, as he hammered away.

He was now holding her hips in his hands and pulling her into him while he thrust forward. He watched Sylvia’s head begin to thrash and her hands grip the sheet tightly. He was loving every second of their anal mating and felt she was as well.

“Nipples John…please…” Sylvia whined.

He toyed with the thought of making her beg, but he was getting very close and didn’t think he would last much longer. So, he reached for her long nipples and pulled and twisted.

“Ohhhh…ohhh yes…ohhh yes…I’m there…God I’m there…I’m cumming John you’re making me cum…” she let out in a series of deep grunts.

The magical moment came when her ass began to spasm and John joined her in a huge climax, firing his semen deep into her bowels. He collapsed over her back and together they fell onto their side. John pulled her tightly into him with his arm around her waist and began nuzzling her neck and ears. After she caught her breath, he turned her head and began giving her gentle kisses, telling her how beautiful she was, until he heard her begin to softly weep.

Sylvia took him to the tub and washed him slowly while exploring his body. When she finished, it was back to bed where she pushed him onto his back and found his dick with her mouth. Ever so slowly, she made love to him with her mouth until he was squirming then she climbed onto him and slipped him into her soaked pussy. His combination of looks, boyish charm, and manners coupled with his naughty streak was captivating her and she could feel a connection developing. It scared her, but she so wanted to be his lover and teacher that she ignored her fears.

“I want you every day,” she whispered into his ear while they moved in rhythm.

“I don’t think Frank will like that,” he whispered back.

“It’s okay. I have permission,” Sylvia replied.

“What? What do you mean?” John replied, stopping their movements, which brought a disappointed groan from his lover.

“Just what I said,” she answered, looking down at him with a smile.

“You mean he knows?” John asked, incredulous at the thought.

“Yes, he knows. Don’t worry it’s okay. I love my husband. We’re just having some fun,” she explained.

“My God,” John responded.

He was worldly enough to know couples like Frank and Sylvia existed, but he didn’t think he would ever encounter one.

“Didn’t you have fun?” she asked while nibbling on his ear.

“Of course, but…” he started.

“Then don’t try to think so hard. Don’t analyze…just enjoy,” the older woman counseled.

“Well, there is Emily to think of, too,” he replied, as thoughts of his loving and caring wife suddenly appeared in his head.

“Maybe, she wants to play, too,” Sylvia whispered into his ear, while her fingers rolled one of his tiny nipples.

“Emily? No, she never would,” he responded.

“Maybe, she just needs some encouragement,” Sylvia answered.

She had perked up when he replied in a non-possessive way, and she thought maybe she had a chance to help her husband get into the pretty woman’s panties.

“By whom…you? Another plan? You know I’m on to you now,” John laughed and pulled her hard onto his dick.

“Well, y’all are coming to dinner on Friday. Just let things develop and don’t be possessive,” she instructed.

“We are?” he asked.

“Yes, you are. Trust me,” Sylvia giggled.

“John, can we talk about something?” Emily asked her husband.

It was Wednesday evening, and they were on the couch sharing a bottle of wine with Emily snuggled against his shoulder feeling secure.

“Of course, honey. What’s up?” he asked.

“Do we really need to go to dinner on Friday?” she asked with her eyes diverted.

“Well, I don’t know…I guess so. I thought we had fun last time?” he answered, and after several seconds of silence he added, “What’s wrong, Emily?”

There was more silence before she finally spoke, “I’m nervous about Frank.”


“I see. Can you explain why?” John replied, but based on the seduction he went through at the hands of Sylvia he had his suspicions.

With a deep breath, Emily told him about Frank’s attempts to communicate with her and the unwanted texts and calls she was receiving. Her husband asked some clarifying questions and wanted to know why she hadn’t told him before. She explained she didn’t want to upset the relationship he had with Frank and that she had hoped it would stop.

“When was the last time he tried to talk to you?” John asked.

“He sent a text yesterday,” she replied.

“Let me see it,” John requested.

“I delete them as quickly as they come in,” she explained.

“Well what did it say?” her husband pushed.

“How was I doing? What was going on?” she answered.

“Honey that seems pretty benign. Are you sure he wasn’t just being friendly? You know things are a bit different down here,” John asked.

“I think it was done with intent,” she replied.

John just nodded his head and began stroking her hair. He knew she was telling the truth and that she was right about the purpose. It was becoming clear to him that they had been set up by Frank and Sylvia. Sylvia had been successful, easily so, he had to admit, but his beautiful wife had rejected Frank’s advances, and a wave of guilt washed over him as he thought about the sex he had experienced with the older woman.

John phoned Sylvia early the next morning and requested they meet over coffee. Sylvia suspected that John had let his guilt overcome his desires and wanted to break things off. The thought impacted her more than she expected and she found herself crying, as, in just two meetings, she had let the young man get under her skin. He was waiting when Sylvia walked into the small shop, and after their coffee arrived, he started.

“Emily is upset. She told me last night that Frank has been pursuing her, and now she doesn’t want to meet for dinner,” the young husband explained.

Sylvia exhaled deeply and felt the weight leave her chest when she realized she wasn’t being dumped. The fact that John sought her out to discuss the situation was a good sign just like their conversation on Monday, so she sipped her coffee while considering what to say.

“Yes, I think he has been trying,” she answered in her best matter-of-fact voice.

“Why?” John asked, naively.

“Well, I suppose it’s to get her into bed,” she replied.

“She’s not like that. She won’t ever do it. And, I don’t want her to, either,” he stated.

Sylvia was disappointed to hear his last comment but hoped she get him to consider a softer approach.

“John, you and I have been having fun. Why not her and Frank? Is it just an ego thing?” she probed.

She was trying to get him to discuss it hoping she could find some common ground and create a compromise.

“It’s different with…I don’t know…it will upset our marriage, and like I said she won’t anyway,” he responded.

“If she did, would you be okay with it? Would you allow her?” the older woman asked, continuing to dissect the situation.

“I don’t know…you know…probably not,” he replied.

“So, you get to have fun but not her? You know, Frank isn’t selfish like that. He lets me play because he trusts me,” she explained.

“How can he not get jealous?” John asked.

“Because he knows I will always be his and he likes to watch me with other men. It turns him on,” she told the young man, seeing the confusion on his face.

“I would never in a million years have thought I would be having this conversation,” he answered while shaking his head.

“John, listen to me…this is important. Women like sex just like men, and they have fantasies, too. Some are quite wicked, but women fear judgment. Especially by the man they love. So, they lock their thoughts away and pretend they don’t exist. But, if a man is wise and truly loves his wife, he will let the thoughts emerge and when they do, and if he handles things correctly, then a magical experience awaits,” Sylvia explained, quite proud of how she put her thoughts into words, and she could see the wheels turning in his head.

In fact, her words did hit home. John was in love with his wife despite his affair with Sylvia, and he had seen snippets, occasional moments when it seemed a completely different person existed in Emily. He had always been at a loss about how to draw this person, the more sexual being, out. So, Sylvia’s idea intrigued him, and he turned to her for more advice.

“What should I do? I mean how should I handle it?” he asked.

“First, there’s no rush. Second, let her know you are okay with her being vivacious and flirtatious. Encourage her, but always be there. Finally, never get judgmental. Do you understand?” she asked, and John responded with a slow nod of his head. Then, she followed with, “Now, come to dinner Friday. I’ll speak to Frank about behaving, but push her a little. Not too much, just a little. Get her to wear a sexy dress she likes, but that makes her a bit nervous.”

“I’ll try,” he replied, suddenly feeling very strange.

Friday, as the sun was setting, they drove in silence towards Frank and Sylvia’s house. It had taken several conversations to get Emily comfortable in going, and another to convince her to wear the short cocktail dress. Just like Sylvia had described, it was an outfit that she loved in her closet but made her nervous when she thought about wearing it in public. She had been disappointed when her husband wouldn’t cancel the dinner and became very confused when he suggested and then pressed that she wear the sexy dress.

“Fantastic!” Frank exclaimed when he saw Emily.

He had met the car as it pulled up and rushed to open her door.

“Hello, Emily…hello, John,” Sylvia said, giving a more traditional greeting.

As a group, they went to the bar where their hosts had champagne waiting. With a quick toast, they started drinking, and within just a few minutes Sylvia and Emily were in an animated conversation, while John and Frank talked about the college sports scene. John would sneak peeks at his wife and was pleased to see that Sylvia had her well entertained. When the first bottle was gone, Frank opened a second, and it was when they were partially through it that Emily and their host found themselves alone together.

“Emily, it doesn’t seem that we hit it off,” Frank said.

“No, I suppose not,” she responded.

Emily was not normally this abrupt, but she had felt put upon by his actions and her own husband’s insistence they attend the dinner.

“How do we get past it?” he followed, trying his best to look sincere.

“I would appreciate it if you could treat me with respect,” the young wife stated.

“Emily, let there be no question…now or ever…that I have the utmost respect for you. When I see you and John, I see what Sylvia and I wish we had been at your age,” he answered.

His words struck a chord with her and she instantly felt better. Maybe, she had overreacted to his attempts to communicate, so with a nod of her head, she accepted his explanation.

Shortly after, dinner arrived accompanied by an outstanding red wine that Emily found delicious. She knew she was drinking too much, but she couldn’t put it down, partly influenced by her nervousness. Besides the issues with Frank, John was acting strangely with Sylvia, almost too familiar and close, and she wondered if there was something going on. After dessert, Sylvia took Emily by the hand and led her to her bedroom to freshen up leaving the men alone.

“How’s my wife in the sack?” Frank blurted out, while the women’s shoes clattered down the hall.

“Uh…uh? What do you mean?” the young husband stammered, while almost choking on his drink.

“John…please. We are adults here. I don’t want to play games,” his boss replied.

“Well, it’s quite awkward,” he answered, unable to look the older man in the eye.

“It’s a simple question. Did you like fucking her or not?” he pushed.

Frank could be quite charming at times, but at others very ruthless, and he was now letting his dark side show.

“Yes, I did,” John answered, summoning his courage.

“Good. She knows what she’s doing. I think I trained her well,” he responded.

“Yes, obviously,” was all the young man could think of to say.

His upbringing had not prepared him for this type of conversation, but neither did it prepare him to be an adulterer. To his knowledge, no man in his family had indulged or at least had never been caught.

“She has plans for you two. Hope you’re up for it,” he replied with a small laugh.

“Look, maybe it’s best if we just stop…” John started before she interrupted.

“Nonsense. Sylvia and I understand each other,” he said.

“I see,” John replied, although he wasn’t certain about the message.

“There is a matter we need to discuss,” Frank stated, and this time there was no humor in his tone.

“Oh, what’s that?” John asked naively.

“I want to bed Emily,” he said looking straight at his new employee, and this time John did choke briefly on the liquor before he regained his composure.

“Frank? What do you mean? I mean, I know what you mean. But, Emily won’t…she doesn’t want to do anything like that,” he responded haphazardly.

“So, you want to fuck Sylvia, but deny me Emily?” it was a question that came out as a statement.

“Frank, well come on. I mean it’s different. Sylvia…it’s what…I mean she wanted to,” John tried to explain as sensitively as possible.

“How do you know Emily doesn’t want to?” he asked.

“I know her. She’s my wife,” John answered.

“Listen, Sylvia is comfortable because she knows she has my permission. Does Emily know she has your permission?” he asked rhetorically.

“Of course, she doesn’t have my permission. Look forget everything…forget Sylvia. In fact, maybe we should leave,” he answered, suddenly angry with the whole conversation.

“My advice is not to do that. There’s so much more to experience if you play your cards right. Sylvia told me about the conversation at the coffee shop. I think you would love to see your wife open up. Besides, fair is fair,” Frank explained.

Up until his last statement, John felt he was trying to be supportive, but there was clearly an ulterior motive in his message.

“What do you mean fair is fair?” John attempted to clarify.

“I’m saying…suggesting, that you give it a chance,” his boss replied vaguely.

“Honey, Emily agrees that silk rug just makes the room,” Sylvia said in a bubbly voice, and their return ended the men’s discussion.

“Of course, team up on me to get the most expensive one,” Frank laughed.

John noticed Sylvia shoot a quick glance at her husband then to him and he wondered if she knew the conversation that was going to occur when they left.

“Let’s go to the lake and look at the stars,” their host suggested.

With that, Frank opened a bottle of port and led everyone out the back of the house to a structure alongside the bank of a small lake. The moon was rising over the trees across the water, a fact that no doubt their hosts were aware of, which provided a spectacular view. Set within the overhang of the structure were two large gliders with tops and sides that made them quite intimate. As soon as Frank had poured the wine, Sylvia grabbed John’s arm pulling him with her into one of the gliders leaving Emily to sit with Frank. The young woman was not at all happy with what had occurred, but with a sigh, she accepted the situation rather than create a scene.

The gliders were oversized, well-padded and deep, making one feel almost like a child when fully inside. Emily worked her way into one corner while Frank sat almost in the middle. All she could see looking sideways at the other glider were the feet of Sylvia and her husband who seemed to be quite close.

“What a beautiful night,” Frank spoke softly and touched his glass to hers.

“Yes, lovely,” the young woman answered.

She could hear whispering in the next chair and the occasional giggle from Sylvia which made her tense. It wasn’t like her husband to act this way, and she intended to discuss it when they got home.

“Give me your feet,” Frank requested and patted his lap.

“Come on, Frank,” she answered in a low voice that held a hint of exasperation.

“Do you really fear me touching your feet?” he asked in faux hurt.

With a sigh, once again deciding to avoid conflict, Emily turned so that her feet were in his lap, but made sure to hold her dress in place as she moved. With one hand holding his glass, Frank used the other to begin a slow, gentle caress.

“You have very nice feet,” he said after a minute.

She had to admit, it did feel very good. Emily had been dealing with the stress of the forthcoming dinner all week and the alcohol, the pleasant evening, the comfort of the glider and even Frank’s touch were combining to relax her despite the situation. She rationalized that it would help her get through the evening faster, and the only thing keeping her from closing her eyes and perhaps drifting off for a few minutes were the whispers coming from the other couple.

“I have to tell you, Frank can be very hard,” Sylvia said in response to John’s question.

He had explained the earlier conversation and had sought guidance from her concerning her husband’s meaning.

“So, it was a threat? What can I do?” he asked in frustration.

“Let him have her,” she whispered.

“What? What’s that mean?” he replied, trying to keep calm.

“Just think of the fun we can have if they are lovers, too,” she leaned into him and spoke very slowly into his ear.

“Sylvia, I told you it won’t happen,” he protested.

“Mmmm…have you ever watched people fuck? It’s so erotic, so sexy…Frank loves to watch,” she continued, ignoring his statement.

Emily had been looking into her wine glass thinking about everything and nothing while listening to the words she couldn’t make out. Slowly, she came back into the moment, and when she did, she realized Frank was now stroking her calves as well as her feet. She looked up and their eyes met and just for an instant, there was a connection. Wordlessly, he communicated a deep, passionate desire which brought from her a look of helplessness. It happened so quickly and was so unanticipated that it made her shudder and when she did, his mouth broke into a small smile.

“What were you and Sylvia talking about so quietly?” Emily asked as they drove towards home.

“Nothing really…just stuff,” he answered vaguely, and she knew her husband well enough to know he was being evasive.

“Just stuff?” she clarified.

“Yes,” he confirmed.

“Did you kiss her?” she shot back quickly, hoping to catch him off guard.

“What? No…of course not…no,” he protested too vigorously, and her wifely instincts told her he was lying.

“John Patrick Howard.” I would appreciate it if you told the truth.

She rarely used his full name, but when she did, he knew it wasn’t a good time to play games.

“Okay, well… I let her kiss me some,” he admitted.

In truth, Sylvia had initiated the kissing, but John had been an active participant.

“Some?” she tried to clarify again.

“Yes, a few times. Look it was just flirting. Don’t make a big deal out of it,” he replied, defensively.

“I didn’t. Your lying did,” she answered, but as she spoke, she felt hypocritical as the thought of her time in bed with Carlos swept through her mind, and suddenly, she was the one feeling guilty.

“Okay, I shouldn’t have lied but it wasn’t a big deal. And, you know you don’t have to act so stiff,” he fired back.

His words were out before he could stop and he wondered why he had added the comment on being stiff. Emily didn’t respond, and they drove the rest of the way in silence. Inside, John went immediately to bed knowing there was no chance for any lovemaking. She spent a long time in the bathroom and when she finally emerged, he was asleep. She climbed into bed and lay there looking at the ceiling thinking about all that had occurred. In her mind, she debated whether it was this new place that was causing the events or whether it was something in her. Before they moved, they were always surrounded by family and friends who loved and supported them. When they met new people, they were usually similar to them, educated, wealthy and refined. Her thoughts only caused her to become antsier until finally she put her hand on her husband’s shoulder and shook him.

“John, can we talk?” she spoke softly.

It took several attempts, but finally, he was facing her and looking into her eyes.

“Are you okay?” he asked and put his arm over her.

“Yes, can we talk?” she asked again.

“Sure honey,” he answered, but cringed at what might come.

“What did you mean when you said I was stiff?” she asked.

“Oh, Emily, I just blurted that out. It was nothing,” he said, trying to avoid answering.

“Please tell me,” she whined, recognizing his attempt.

“Well…I guess…well all week you didn’t want to go to dinner. Then, when we’re there…I don’t know you just act standoffish. Honey, the south is different…it’s more open and you have to be friendlier…and kind of just go with it sometimes,” he explained.

“What if Frank wanted to kiss me?” she asked in a voice that was barely a squeak.

“It’s just kissing, Emily,” he replied after a short pause.

He realized he had just encouraged a connection with Frank, and a strange feeling came over him as the reality sunk in. Strangely, he felt his dick stir, and a vision of his wife in a passionate embrace with Frank swept through his brain.

“Hold me,” she asked, and John had to turn his body slightly to keep his stiffening dick from touching her leg.

Later, they made love, although neither of them reached a climax. Instead, they just rocked together, enjoying the feeling until they slowed drifted to sleep.

Emily pulled up to the Starbucks ten minutes late for her meeting with Frank. He had called the Monday after their dinner and this time she answered. After chatting for fifteen minutes, she had agreed to meet him after work the next day. When she entered, she spotted the large man seated at a tiny table with a cup already in front of him.

“You look incredible, what are you having?” he asked after giving her a hug.

“I’ll just have tea, Earl Gray,” she replied.

Five minutes later, he was back and for the next hour, they had a varied and pleasant conversation. Emily expected an approach at some point, but Frank stayed friendly and before she knew it, they were hugging goodbye.

Their meeting started a routine of getting together once a week. Usually, it was for coffee and lasted about an hour, although they had met for breakfast on one occasion. Frank played her slow, intentionally keeping the conversations light, and avoiding any mention of sex. In just a few short weeks, he sensed the young wife becoming relaxed and enjoying their rendezvous.

While this was going on, John and Sylvia were meeting weekly as well, although their encounters were all about sex. Playing submissive, she had tapped into his unknown desires and was making good progress towards making him a more confident lover. In fact, his technique had so improved, that even with his average size, she enjoyed their fucking. In addition, she had coached him on oral sex, teaching him both technique and patience.

John, through Sylvia, knew that Frank was communicating with his wife but didn’t know the details. He was counseled to not interfere and to act positive about his boss if she brought anything up. His possessive instincts were tempered by concerns about what Frank might do if he interfered, and he was still holding to the belief that his wife would reject any sexual advance. In the end, he hoped that Frank would eventually accept it and let it go.

“Are you ever going to close the deal?” Sylvia teased her husband one evening while they lay in bed watching TV.


“It’s a fish that has to be played just right. But I think I’m getting close,” he announced.

“Hope it’s worth it,” she replied.

“I’m thinking it will be,” he answered.

The young couple was coming for dinner again, this time on a Saturday. John could see that Emily was less reserved than last time and suspected it had to do with Frank’s efforts but was afraid to query her on the subject. Like the previous visit, after dinner, they went out to the lake to look at the stars after consuming a lot of wine and split into the two large gliders. It was a chilly evening, so their hosts had set out some large blankets, and Frank took one and spread it so that it covered them from the waist down.

Emily was wearing a dark skirt and a long sleeve blouse that Frank was pleased to see showed a hint of cleavage. The conversation between John and Sylvia that had started out lively had quickly turned into soft whispers which, like before, made Emily very curious. Her husband had admitted kissing the older woman, and she knew that Sylvia was aggressive which made her wonder what else might occur.

“Why don’t you come over here?” the older man suggested while patting the space just to his side.

Emily wasn’t pushed in the corner like she was last time, but there were still several feet between them.

“Oh, Frank,” she replied, trying to politely brush off the request.

“Come on,” he responded, letting her know he wasn’t going to drop the subject.

Emily looked at him for several seconds and her thoughts went to their meetings and how well behaved he had been. With a deep breath, she slid towards him and when she settled, he scooted over closing the final distance so that their legs were touching. Looking up at her large host, Emily suddenly felt very vulnerable but was able to force a smile. Frank’s arm went around her shoulders and for the next few minutes, they quietly sipped their wine while looking at the sky.

“Mmmm…” came a clearly audible sound from Sylvia which made Emily tense.

To her, it came across as a clear message of satisfaction related to something and she cringed thinking about what might be going on. Frank’s hand was now on her shoulder, pulling her closer against him, which she accepted without protest. She suspected what was coming next, so she wasn’t surprised when he leaned down to kiss.

“Frank, no,” she whispered.

To her, the thought of husband and wife making out with others just a few feet away was just too strange. Undeterred, Frank used his hand to turn her head and planted his lips on hers. Surprised and not wanting to encourage him, she acted lifelessly and let him explore her mouth without responding. When the kiss ended, Emily directed her gaze downward, purposefully avoiding eye contact. Just then, a burst of giggling erupted from the other glider which infuriated the young wife. Frank recognized the emotion surging through her and saw it as an opportunity. He leaned his head down once more and this time when their lips met, he found a more willing reception.

“Baby, you know how to kiss,” Frank told her when they finally broke after a long soulful connection.

In truth, he thought she needed some coaching, but that could come later.

“Thanks,” Emily replied softly.

Frank pulled her even closer and then initiated a deep kiss aggressively exploring her mouth with his tongue. He could feel the young wife begin to respond then pull back in fright as the kiss progressed, so he kept it going for a long time. Slowly, he started working his hand along her side until it was high on her waist, just below her breasts. Emily sensed his intent and tried to squirm away, but Frank’s strength held her in place.

“Frank, I’ve had enough,” she whispered when the long kiss finally ended.

“One more baby. I’m enjoying it cause you kiss so well,” he said softly in her ear.

His breath made her shiver for a second and she nodded her agreement thinking that at least they had settled on an ending. However, instead of going straight to her lips, Frank nuzzled her neck, kissing it lightly, and before she could stop herself, a soft sigh escaped her mouth which embarrassed her while encouraging her seducer. Leaving her neck, his lips found hers and they started the kiss with Frank feeling some response from the young wife. Emboldened, he let his hand move up until he was cupping her right breast.

“Mmmm…mmmm…” Emily tried to cry out as she squirmed to free her breast from his hand.

Frank had the leverage and wouldn’t let go, and seconds later, his fingers found her small nipple and began to squeeze it through her shirt and bra. With all her strength, she twisted from his grasp and was able to scoot out of the glider. She took the few steps to where her husband lay nestled with Sylvia, intending to grab him and leave, but when they came into her view, she stopped cold. Her husband rested diagonally across the seat with his pants at his knees and Sylvia’s head was bobbing as she sucked his dick. So consumed were the lovers, they didn’t even notice Emily until she was bolting away towards the house.

“Emily, wait!” John called out, but his words had no effect.

Fortunately, Emily had driven them in her car, so she was quickly behind the wheel, and although in tears, she managed to get away from the house. However, once on the highway, she pulled over and lost all control. She felt completely betrayed and abandoned, wondering how John could be so awful, so insensitive and heartless. Then, she remembered her own infidelity and she wondered if God was paying her back. Her phone rang and she could see it was John, but she ignored the call. There was no way she could speak with him now and she wondered if she ever would be able to.

Suddenly, she felt defeated and considered that maybe it was all her fault. Perhaps, she wasn’t a good enough wife or lover, and maybe he was already tired of her. However, her anger quickly returned and along with it came a surge of jealousy and a burning desire for revenge. She opened the compartment by her hand and moved the CDs until she found the scrap of paper. Dialing quickly before she lost her nerve, she heard the ringing start and the clicking sound of the answer.

“Hello?” a sleepy voice said.

“Carlos, this is uh…it’s Emily. Janice’s co-worker. Can I come over?” the young wife asked.

Emily almost stopped and turned around a dozen times as she drove towards the address. However, her rage propelled her forward along with her need to inflict pain upon John even if he didn’t know about it. Along the way, her phone rang three more times as her husband tried to reach out, but she still refused to answer.

She finally arrived at a dilapidated trailer house with two broken down cars in front surrounded by knee-high weeds. She was frightened and unsure if she was at the right place until she saw Carlos peering from the small window in the door. With a deep breath, she turned off her phone, then purposefully opened the car door and strode the short distance to the steps trying her best to channel her fear.

“Well looky at you…damn!” the black man exclaimed when she stepped inside.

Carlos, clothed only in a pair of loose-fitting shorts, reached for her, wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close for a kiss. Despite being the one to reach out, at first, Emily was reluctant, but after a few awkward moments, she allowed his full lips to connect. Nearby, she could hear talking, and when they stopped, she noticed two men in front of a TV in a room to her left. They were both staring at her and there was the unmistakable aroma of pot.

“Hey man. This my girl Emily,” he announced to his friends, as his hand rubbed her flat tummy.

“Hi,” she replied meekly when they waved.

Carlos directed her down the hall to the right, to the last room, where a twin-sized mattress was on the floor and empty soft drink cans and fast-food wrappers littered the floor.

“Let’s get comfortable,” Carlos said, and immediately began pulling at her clothes.

“Look…uh…I’m not sure…” she started when she saw the room had no door, but the black man paid no attention and lifted her arms to pull her blouse over her head.

“Let me see them titties,” he demanded, and his hands reached for her bra.

Emily realized she had made a big mistake. Her previous time with Carlos had been unplanned, a strange series of serendipitous events. Now, it just felt cheap and disgusting. She wanted to gather her clothes and leave, but the look in the black man’s eyes let her know it wouldn’t be easy.

“Carlos, please…I need to go,” she implored him, crossing her arms over her chest.

“Baby, you just got here. Don’t you worry. I’ll make you feel good just like before,” he said in a low voice and moved closer until his arms were wrapped around her body.

Emily elected to keep her arms over her breasts and was not in a good position to ward off his advances. While she was thinking about what to do, he started nuzzling her neck and licking it softly. His hand found the zipper of her skirt and suddenly the young wife had to choose between her top and bottom.

“Carlos, no,” she stated, and her hand dropped to push his away.

Not only did she fail to stop him, but now one of her breasts became exposed and he took advantage by moving his mouth onto the soft flesh and sucking hard. With a gasp, Emily’s hand returned to try and move his mouth, but at the same time Carlos was able to push her loosened skirt over her hips and it fell to her feet in a heap. With no more pleasantries, he used his weight to pull her to the mattress where she ended up on top of him with her legs spread. Seconds later, despite her continued attempts to stop him, she was naked and Carlos was on top of her with his large cock pressed against her mound separated only by the material of his thin shorts. He ground into her, ignoring her pleading eyes. To him, a white woman was a prize and a hot one was the top prize, so he intended to claim this one again.

“Get ready baby. You know you need it. It’s why you here,” he stated.

“Please Carlos. It was a mistake. Let me up so I can go. I’m sorry,” she whined, still trying to convey her message with her begging eyes.

Carlos didn’t reply. Instead, he began pushing harder against her sex and dropped his head and sucked a nipple, along with part of her breast, into his mouth.

“Carlos, I’ll scream,” she told him.

She realized her decision had been reckless and that she was now at the mercy of the black man. That knowledge caused her to start sobbing softly, but Carlos’ only response was to move his mouth from her breast to her mouth and kiss her sloppily. Soon, she felt him move and knew he was working his shorts over his ass and down his legs. Then she felt it, the thick cock that had taken her once before was now free from its confines and lying firmly along her slit. Now, when he moved, the thick shaft worked to separate her lips and she felt a tickling sensation. His mouth returned to her breasts but this time he nibbled on her sensitive nipples which caused an involuntary wiggling of her hips. Emily could feel him getting harder as they rubbed together and the tickling started to change into a dull throbbing.

“Going to fuck you good,” he announced when his mouth left her nubs.

“Carlos, please,” she whined, knowing her pleas were useless, but wanting for her own sake to try.

The black man lifted from her body and took his cock in his hand and directed it towards her opening. Looking down, Emily saw the large, dark object that had invaded her before and for a moment she shivered. He began gliding his plump cockhead along her slit making it wet despite her reluctance, while quickly turning her throbbing into a needy ache. When he thought he had prepared her, Carlos found her hole and pushed firmly watching his head slowly disappear into the wet folds. When he had it started, he leaned forward driving the shaft into the pretty wife.

“Uggghhh…fuck…fuck yeah,” he called out, as the tight, warm feeling made his balls tighten.

“Nooo…oh God help me,” Emily whined.

“Baby, he ain’t going to help you, but this fat cock will,” he laughed.

Emily’s pussy betrayed her mind because, within three strokes, she had fully lubricated. Carlos fucked her hard and fast which brought from her a succession of involuntary grunts and moans. But something else was happening too, the dull ache was spreading through her body in a way she knew well, and the fact that this black man was making her respond brought a fresh wave of sobs. Carlos’ mouth went to her and started kissing her again using his thick tongue to explore her mouth. The kiss lasted a long time, and partway through, Emily realized her tongue was moving against his in a sensual way. It was then that she realized her morals had completely lost the battle with her excited body.

“Mmmm…” Emily let out when the kiss ended, and in her moan was a tinge of passion, telling Carlos she was heating up.

“Feels good don’t it baby,” he asked but received no reply.

For the next few minutes, the black concentrated on fucking her with long, full strokes. It was when the wet sloppy sound of her pussy began to fill the room that Emily lost any remaining control.

“Ohhh…ohhh…” she started to whine in obvious arousal.

“Good, baby,” Carlos encouraged.

Emily’s hands which had been on his arms in a defensive position moved to his back and began to glide between his shoulders and ass. In his life, Carlos had fucked a lot of women and he knew when they let themselves go. This young white wife was there, and he planned to take full advantage, enjoy her pussy, and take her over the edge.

“Mmmm…uhhh…uhhh…” the sounds of her slurping pussy seemed to synch with her whimpers and moans.

“Your pussy loves black dick don’t it?” he challenged her, and when she didn’t reply, he added, “Tell me you like it, baby.”

“I like it,” she responded.

Emily’s body seemed to be floating, connected to reality only through Carlos’ cock which filled her completely.

“What you want girl?” he probed, feeling she was almost there.

“Uhhh…uhhh…cum…I want to…oh make me cum…please…” Emily grunted as she became a needy slut.

“Yeah, you going to get there…Carlos going to make you cum,” he replied, inspired by her begging which made him feel powerful.

He knew bedding a white woman would bring him lots of respect from his friends, and making this beautiful woman have a powerful orgasm would make it even better. He wanted her to cry out loud so everyone in the trailer could hear, and it didn’t take long for it to happen. Emily could feel it building and she became still, not wanting to scare it away. Suddenly, with Carlos going deep, it hit her like a wave sweeping through her young body.

“Ohhh…ohhh…don’t stop…do it…do it…oh God!” she wailed, announcing to all she had reached her climax.

Her powerful release pushed Carlos forward and quickly he joined her.

“Oh, fuck baby…fuck yeah…good pussy…fuck yeah,” he grunted loudly.

Emily could feel his cock pulsing at her opening and knew he was planting his heavy semen deep within her body. He kept rolling into her for some time, and when their mating finally stopped, they could hear clapping coming from the other end of the trailer as his friends expressed their approval.

Carlos turned them so that he was on his back and reinserted his half-hard cock into her wet opening and pulled her down so that her breasts pressed into his chest. He held her tight, fearing she would try to leave, but he needn’t have worried as there was no strength in her body. Strangely, Emily felt relaxed and safe in Carlos’ arms and drifted away for a while. When she awoke, she felt Carlos rolling her onto the dirty mattress then pull her close and start to fondle her breasts. It felt good, so she let him without protest.

“You need to get this cock hard. I want to get some more pussy,” he demanded several minutes later and returned to his back indicating what he wanted from her, but when she didn’t move, he clarified, “Suck on my dick baby.”

Feeling resigned to the situation, Emily got on her knees, took his member in her left hand around the fat base and began to suck the head tasting the remains of his semen and her own discharge. Turned with her butt partly towards his face, Carlos smiled when he saw the frothy mess around her pussy. He knew he had given her a first-class fucking and it made him proud.

Fortunately for Emily, her lips and his view of her pussy quickly reenergized his cock. Surprisingly, it was the young wife that threw her leg over his waist and pulled his cock into her well-used opening. She watched as the large black tool disappeared inside marveling at the feeling it brought forth.

“Ohhh…” she gasped when his cock reached her limit, and glancing down, she could see Carlos smiling.

“Work it, girl,” he instructed, and she started grinding on the man.

She closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensations coursing through her body, then felt Carlos’ hands on her breasts, at first gently massaging them, then finding her nipples and rolling and pinching them in a way that heightened her arousal. The feeling was magical, and although Emily hadn’t expected to orgasm again, she felt she was on a path where it was possible. Being on top allowed her to set the pace and move so she could find the best feeling. She kept her eyes closed most of the time to focus on the connection to her lover, so it startled her to hear the voice over her shoulder.

“Damn, that’s a good-looking bitch,” a man said and turning she saw that Carlos’ friends were standing at the door.

“Get the fuck out of here, Daylon,” Carlos yelled at the speaker, but there was more amusement in his tone than anger.

Emily stopped moving and leaned forward to try and hide her body against Carlos, but all it accomplished was to provide the onlookers a perfect view of the cock buried in her pussy. She couldn’t help but turn and look back at the men and when she did, she could see their eyes staring at the connection. Unfortunately, she couldn’t think of a better position, so she remained still.

“Carlos, make them leave,” she implored her lover.

“Get the fuck out of here,” he called out, this time with more conviction.

“Man, you goin to share?” a voice asked.

“You want some of this?” Carlos asked, and although it was meant to taunt his friends, it terrified the young wife.

“Carlos, no! Please!” she said into his ear.

“Man, get her back to fucking so we can watch,” Daylon demanded.

There were several seconds of silence then Emily felt him pushing on her shoulders and said, “Get back to it, baby.”

“Carlos, make them leave,” she tried once more.

“You want to put on a show or get banged?” he asked with no sympathy or caring in his voice.

Knowing the alternative was horrifying, Emily slowly lifted back into position and began moving with her eyes tightly closed, praying the men would get bored and leave.

“Hey, we can’t see shit. Make her turn,” one of them called out, and almost immediately she felt Carlos direct her with his hands.

She allowed the manipulation and seconds later she was facing the door with her back to Carlos. She felt his cock probing for her pussy and when he found it, he pulled her onto him in a reverse cowgirl position. Now, his three friends had a full-frontal view of her body impaled by Carlos cock.

“Move,” he demanded, and with help from his hands, she began to roll her hips.

Humiliated, Emily closed her eyes and tried to ignore the situation, but the constant comments thrown at her made it impossible. After several minutes, she opened her eyes and saw that the two men had their cocks out and were stroking them slowly. She quickly closed her eyes but less than a minute later something compelled her to look again. Her eyes met Daylon’s and his look conveyed a burning hunger that caused her to shiver. Looking at the other man, she saw in his eyes the same look and she knew she was in a dangerous position, protected only by Carlos.


Something strange happened inside Emily. When she closed her eyes again and thought about the looks, she found herself becoming excited. The danger and their unmasked desire to have her, to take her, acted like a powerful aphrodisiac for the young wife. She felt her nipples tingle and knowing they were staring at her she began moving on Carlos’ cock in a more sensuous way.

“Ride that dick, bitch,” Daylon said, and the sound of his voice seemed much nearer.

When Emily opened her eyes, the black man had moved into the room and was standing at the end of the mattress just a few feet away. He was furiously pumping his cock and with each stroke, she could see the pink of his hole as it quickly opened and closed. He wasn’t as large as Carlos, but it was a nice tool and beneath hung a large nutsack that was swinging in time to his motion. Emily’s looks moved quickly between the rigid cock and Daylon’s hungry eyes until just seconds later, she saw his legs start to get wobbly.

“Oh fuck…fuck yeah…fuck…” he cried out, barely staying erect, and at the same time, a jet of semen left his hole, hung in the air for a moment, and then fell onto Emily’s leg.

“Ohhh…” she gasped when she felt the thick liquid hit.

Daylon stumbled back and leaned against the wall and behind him, Emily could see the other man in the shadows. His body seemed larger and although she couldn’t make out the details, she could tell he was working his dick.

“Fuck her man,” he spoke in gasps.

“I am fucking her Jamal. Step up here and show her your thing,” Carlos grunted.

At first, Jamal stayed where he was seemingly ignoring Carlos’ words, but after about twenty seconds Emily saw him emerge from the darkness. He was tall and powerfully built with a set of muscles that made it look like he worked out often. His bare chest exposed numerous tattoos and he held in his hand a cock that was about the same length as Carlos’ but even thicker with a huge head. There were veins running over it and one prominent one that looked like it traveled the entire length. Slowly, he moved to the spot vacated by Daylon.

Emily couldn’t make herself look away and she saw Jamal’s face grow tense before he too let loose with spurts of thick semen. However, instead of hitting her, most of his load landed on Carlos.

“Hey, motherfucker. Don’t get that nasty shit on me,” he yelled in response.

“Shit, sorry man,” Jamal answered, as he too sought support from the trailer walls.

Suddenly, everything stopped and before long both men slowly moved back towards the TV. When they were gone, Carlos positioned Emily on her knees and took her from behind with deep, even thrusts. Emily could tell by his sounds that he wasn’t going to last long, but it still felt very good so she stayed in place and let him ride her until with several deep grunts he deposited another offering of his seed. With that, they collapsed forward where they recovered until Carlos finally fell to her side.

Somehow, the satiated feeling from the sex overpowered her guilt and Emily drifted from a state of relaxation into sleep. Sometime later, she awakened to the feeling of hands kneading her ass that soon began working to spread her thighs. When she felt the knees between her legs, she knew Carlos was going to take her again, but her strength had waned and she lacked the willpower to resist. She felt the cockhead probing at her opening, and after entering with relative ease, the heavy shaft began taking her with full thrusts.

Soon, her body responded, and soft sighs and moans emerged from her mouth as a buzzing sensation began to build in her core. As if sensing her state, his movement became faster which heightened her arousal and Emily moved her knees out in an act of submission.

“Fuck her good, man,” she heard a voice say behind her.

It took a moment for it to register, but when it did, she realized it was Carlos speaking which meant he was not the man inside her. In surprise, she turned her head as far as she could and suddenly, she was staring at the face of Jamal who looked down at her with a determined look.

“No! Get off me!” the beautiful woman cried out as she tried to move.

The black man took one hand and placed it between her shoulders essentially pinning her to the mattress like a butterfly on a display board. Her cries and pleas excited him, and he pushed into her with deep, powerful strokes. For a time, she continued to struggle, but his relentless movements won out, and although she knew she wouldn’t orgasm again, she accepted his efforts. Several minutes had elapsed when she felt his thrusting start to become erratic, signaling his impending climax. Soon, his grunts became more pronounced, which somehow elicited moans from her, and then with a loud cry, he slammed against her ass and released his semen. Emily could feel the spasms of his cock as the jets of fluid escaped until finally, with a deep moan, he collapsed onto her back.

For the first time in her life, the young wife had experienced forced sex, although strangely she felt resignation more than anger. In retrospect, now that her anger had faded, she realized her actions had turned out to be far more disgusting than anything her husband had done. Suddenly, she felt completely empty and struggled to fight back the tears.

“Fuck man…” Jamal grunted as he lifted.

The tone of his voice indicated that he was exhausted, and Emily hoped that the men would drift away and leave her alone. She knew there was still one more that hadn’t experienced her, and she wanted to avoid him, so if they just gave her a little space she planned to quickly dress and leave.

“That’s fine pussy ain’t it?” she heard Carlos state.

“Oh, fuck yeah man…she drained me,” his friend replied, and then added, “Daylon going to hit it?”

“He done fell asleep,” Carlos laughed, with Jamal joining him.

“Let’s smoke a bowl,” he suggested when their laughter died.

“Good idea,” Carlos answered.

Emily was still face down with her eyes squeezed shut, but she sensed movement. She remained still for a while, and then slowly looked up and was grateful to see that she was alone. Realizing she had a window of opportunity, she quietly dressed, then tip-toed towards the door. With keys in hand, she opened the door and ran to her car. In seconds, she was inside with the motor running, and when the headlights came on, they illuminated the two black men at the door of the filthy trailer. Fortunately, they showed no interest in chasing her, evidently satiated from the fucking.

The young wife tried to recall the turns she had made to get to the trailer and was relieved when she came upon a wide, well-lit avenue. Now, she felt safe, although the throbbing between her legs and the oozing sensation as the remnants of her ordeal filled her thong, explicitly reminded her what had occurred.

“Wha…what…who is it?” her supervisor’s confused voice sounded in the speaker.

It was 7:00 AM and the young wife needed to talk with someone and Janice was the only person that understood everything. After leaving the trailer, Emily had considered driving home but wasn’t ready emotionally or physically, so she checked into a cheap motel. She was able to shower and get several hours of fitful sleep, but could no longer keep still.

“Janice, it’s Emily,” she replied, then added, “I…I…need to talk with someone.”

After several probing questions, the black woman understood her protégé was quite upset, so she told her to come over. The young wife moved as fast as she could and precisely eighteen minutes later, she was knocking on the door of the small bungalow. Janice had coffee ready, and after pouring two cups they moved to the kitchen table. The older woman didn’t press, letting her proceed at her own pace, so with her emotions heightened it took Emily almost thirty minutes to tell the story. She left nothing out, and as she began to describe the scene at the trailer, she could see the black woman’s eyes get big.

“Your man…he’s fucking the bitch,” Janice declared when she finally stopped.

Emily drew in a deep breath and started to shake before whimpering, “I know…”

“Well, you got yours at the trailer. Did you cum?” she asked, but when she saw the young wife look at her feet, she added, “I guess you did.”

They sipped their coffee in silence for several minutes although it was clear to Janice that her co-worker had more on her mind. However, she decided to stay passive and wait for the young wife to summon her courage.

“Oh, Janice…what am I going to do? My marriage is over,” she whimpered, fighting to hold herself together.

“Baby, what do you want to do? You got to decide,” she replied.

“She was…it was in her mouth…and you’re right. There’s more going on,” Emily declared.

“And you got your bell rung by two brothers and it wasn’t the first time,” she reminded her.

“I know…I know…” she said in a low voice, then continued after a pause, “There’s more…”

Emily explained the situation with Frank, the serendipitous meetings, and his attempts at seduction. The longer she spoke, the guiltier she felt about her own behavior. Certainly, it didn’t put her on strong moral ground, and she had to accept the reality that she was equally compromised, if not more so.

“Girl…Emily…don’t you see it? They’re setting you up. They’re swingers or something, and I bet that dog husband of yours knows all about it,” she stated.

“Wha…what?” she answered, looking confused.

“Your husband and that woman are fucking and they want you to join the party and fuck her husband,” Janice clarified.

“And you think John knows?” she asked.

“Oh, baby…you can bet he does,” she said.

Janice let the young woman rest at her house until she regained enough strength to drive home and confront her husband. She had been avoiding her phone, but once in her car, she checked it and saw that John had called twenty-three times and left seven messages. She completed the twenty-minute drive to their house and once in the driveway, she took several deep breaths before getting out.

“Emily, my God, where have you been?” John asked, meeting her at the door, appearing sincerely concerned.

“I…I needed time,” she replied, almost choking on her words.

“Let me get you some tea,” he said and helped her to the sofa before heading to the kitchen.

A few minutes later he was back, and after handing her the cup, he joined her on the couch. There was an awkward silence before Emily finally spoke.

“John, I have a question and I would appreciate an honest answer,” she began, and when she saw her husband slowly nod, she continued, “Are you having an affair with Sylvia?”

Even though he knew she would ask, the question threw him off-kilter. She had always been able to read him, and he knew he must look guilty, so he decided to tell the truth.

“Yes…” he said, barely above a whisper.

His mind raced with the potential ramifications. Despite his indiscretion, he loved his wife and would be devastated if she left. Plus, divorce would create something of a scandal for his conservative family, and if the truth came out it would cast him in a very bad light.

“I…I see…,” Emily replied, choking on the words, and quickly followed with, “Do you love her?”

“Oh, no honey…no…I love you,” he answered.

“Then…why?” she asked, breaking down in tears.

“I…I…she just was so aggressive…relentless…and I guess…I was weak…” John said, quite subdued.

“I need to rest,” she declared seconds later, and leaving her tea untouched, she disappeared into the back of the house.

Emily took a long shower then donned full pajamas, as there were bruises on her thighs that she needed to hide. She climbed into the soft bed, refreshed by the cool sheets, and thought about the short conversation she had with her husband. She was thankful he had been honest, but with his admission came an overwhelming feeling of exhaustion, and although she knew there was much more to discuss, she needed to rest.

The interaction with his wife perplexed John. He had expected tears and perhaps even yelling and threats, although that wasn’t really his wife’s style. Now, he had to ponder the meaning of her quick disengagement, and since he had no way of knowing the guilt she was holding, he took it as a very negative sign. Had she already decided to leave and divorce him?

After the shower stopped, John lasted less than an hour before he decided to join his wife. His fears drove him to stay close to her, so he quietly entered the bedroom, stripped to his boxers, and slid between the sheets. He placed his hand on her hip and when there was no reaction, he let it drift over her body. Expecting a rebuke at any moment, he inched closer until he could snuggle behind her.

“Emily?” he whispered.

Several seconds of silence ensued and just when he thought she must be asleep, she answered, “What?”

“I’m so sorry…I don’t know what else to say,” he whispered.

More silence followed, and then she asked, “Did you know that Frank was trying to…he wanted to…he’s been trying to fuck me?”

Her choice of words surprised him, although he suspected she had chosen them on purpose. Also, he knew that she was referring to the broad effort the couple had made and not just the time by the lake. If he admitted his knowledge, then he would be admitting he was culpable in his wife’s seduction. He felt she sensed something, so he knew he needed to be careful in how he responded. He knew that if she caught him in a lie it might shatter their marriage.

“I…I…uh…knew he thinks your beautiful…and that there was something happening,” he said.

“And…you let it…” she stated.

“I…I…well…I failed Emily…I’m sorry,” he replied.

In bed with Sylvia, with her sucking his dick, it had seemed simple, almost tame, but now he couldn’t understand why he had allowed himself to participate in their ridiculous game.

“What did you find out?” Janice queried her the next day as they began their rounds.

“He admitted…you know…what you said,” she replied.

“That he’s been bangin the bitch? How long and how many times?” she asked.

“I didn’t ask for the details,” she answered, wishing she would let it go.

“Well, you can be damn sure it was more than once, especially with the husband sniffin around you. How long was he at it?” she probed.

“A few weeks,” Emily said.

That ended the conversation, and they went about the day handling their assigned workload. However, during a mid-afternoon break, the young wife saw her supervisor get a look in her eye that she knew meant there was something on her mind.

“I talked to Sam yesterday and he’d seen Carlos,” she began, which made Emily cringe at the thought of her sordid night. Janice gave her a moment to acknowledge the statement, but when she didn’t reply, she continued, “The story is that you had the time of your life.”

“That’s not true,” she quickly responded.

“Well, I’m not saying it is or isn’t. But you did call him and go to him, which is the second time he got in your panties. Maybe you got a thing for black dick in your head. I don’t know, but Carlos is expecting to bed you next time we see Ranisha,” she stated, and it looked to Emily like she was trying not to smile.

“No…no more…” she fired back.

“Okay, whatever. That’s up to you. Just tell me why you went to him,” she pushed.

“I was angry and upset and…I…” she started, then let the thought trail off.

“Wanted payback? You could have just done it with the bitch’s husband. What’s his name? Frank?” she stated.

“Janice, please…please just stop,” she begged the older woman.

Thankfully, she did let the subject lapse and they finished the day with no more talk about the mess. Emily realized she was being unfair to Janice as she had drug her into the situation by running to her when she was upset, so it was only natural she would want to talk about it. However, her mind was such a cauldron of turmoil, any discussion caused her anxiety. She needed the space to pick and choose when to consider something and when to push it all from her mind.

On the ride home from work, she thought about Janice’s statement concerning Carlos. She had indeed been upset and sought payback, although deep inside she knew that there were other motivations as well. It might have been a secondary, but she had to admit that the black man had a strange ability to excite her, and her acceptance of the reality made her shiver a little.

John was waiting for her when she arrived at home with a glass of wine, and as she moved about the house, he followed her like a cowed puppy. While she was pleased to see him accept his guilt, his mannerisms also angered her as she knew he thought that some special attention towards her would lead to forgiveness. She knew she didn’t want her marriage to end, and the guilt she carried for her own behavior made it difficult to be too judgmental. Nonetheless, she wanted him to suffer, for the time being, so she went about things being only minimally pleasant. It was enough to give him hope but clearly delivered the message that he was in the doghouse.

“How was your day?” John asked when Emily finally took a seat on the sofa.

“It was fine,” she answered, purposefully being terse.

“Okay, well I made a snack for dinner if you want something,” he said.

The young wife could count on one hand the number of times her husband had attempted to prepare something to eat which was further validation about how guilty he was feeling. She had to work hard to keep from smiling and finally just nodded her head. Immediately, John bolted towards the kitchen and returned a few minutes later with more wine and the snack. After that, she eased up on him a little and became more talkative, and when she went to bed her husband followed close behind.

“No, John,” Emily declared when she felt his hand on her hip.

Instantly, he removed his hand but remained close.

“Emily…I…I need to hold you,” he whispered.

“No, you don’t…not yet,” she replied.

“Please, let me hug you,” he whined.

Seconds later, when his hand returned, she didn’t stop him and soon he had it wrapped around her waist and snuggled against her back.

They were quiet for a long time before Emily finally broke the silence, “How many times were you with her?”

She could feel his body stiffen, and the seconds ticked by before he replied in a low voice, “.”

“I see,” she answered, dumbfounded by his admission.

More silence ensued, and this time it was John who interrupted it, “What are you thinking?”

“I think we need to leave here and go home,” she replied without hesitation.

“Okay,” he said.

“Do you?” Emily followed.

“I want you to be happy…and…fix things…that’s all that matters,” he replied, answering the question indirectly.

That ended the conversation for the evening, and for the next few weeks, they lived in a stilted relationship that progressed very slowly towards normalcy. John continued to do everything he could to pamper his wife, and several times Emily’s guilt rose to the point that she considered admitting her own indiscretions. However, each time, she decided the truth was just too shameful. She avoided a visit to Ranisha’s house by having Janice drop her off beforehand, although, afterward, she had to hear her supervisor explain the disappointment Carlos expressed when she didn’t show. In addition, Frank had been completely silent, and although she was thankful for it, she found it odd.

“Have you talked to Frank or Sylvia…uhhh…about it?” Emily asked.

It was a Friday evening and they were at home sharing a bottle of wine. Emily seemed in good spirits, so her question concerned him because he didn’t want to break the mood.

“Honey, do we have to get into it tonight? Let’s just enjoy the evening,” he begged.


“Tell me,” she stated, although by her look she seemed more curious than angry.

“Yes, I’ve talked to both of them several times. I told them it was all over, and I told Frank not to bother you, although he wanted to call,” he explained.

“That took several times?” she challenged him.

“They…ummm…keep bringing it up, and Frank was…uhhh…worried about you,” he replied.

Emily knew what he was trying to say was that the older couple hadn’t given up on their idea, which irritated her, although she found the comment about Frank’s concern somehow pleasing.

They hadn’t made love since before the night at Frank and Sylvia’s, but the young wife knew it was time, so when her husband put his arm around her waist later in bed, she took his hand and brought it to her breasts. John knew the message, and he immediately nuzzled her neck and started to slowly stroke her body. She helped him with the buttons on her pajamas and soon they were naked and wrapped in an embrace. Emily could tell that her body was erasing any lingering furies as she felt her nipples stiffen and a dull throbbing begin between her legs.

She pulled her husband on top of her and he entered her easily, beginning a slow, gentle motion as he continued to kiss her lips, neck, and ears. When soft purrs began to come from her mouth, John knew she had decided to forgive him. He continued to move slowly, telling her often that he loved her, and reveling in the feelings of her warm body. When he finally let go, he stayed inside her so when he recovered, he could start again. However, when he did resume, it took him only a few minutes to realize she was not going to reach an orgasm. He slowed, then fell to her side, but maintained a tight embrace until they both were asleep.

“Good morning,” John said to his pretty wife when her eyes fluttered open.

He had been stroking her tummy and the inside of her thighs hoping she would be in the mood for more lovemaking.

“Good morning,” she answered with a tiny smile, then asked, “What time is it?”

“Seven-thirty,” he told her, still touching her seductively.

A light rain was falling, which they could hear on the roof, and the darkened skies created a gentle illumination in the room. It was a day made for sleeping in and love, and John hoped he could take full advantage.

“What do you want?” she asked as a full smile filled her face.

“You,” he replied, then flipped the sheet back and took one of her small nipples between his lips.

“Mmmm…I need to brush my teeth first…” she whined.

“Uh, uh,” John responded and started to move over her.

With no further words, he got into place, and with her hands on his hips to guide him, they connected. He was determined this time to bring her to a climax, so he began moving with a full, deliberate rhythm that usually took her to the right place. At first, her sounds were encouraging, but she didn’t seem to progress, and when her fingernails started to glide over his ass and thighs, he knew he wouldn’t last long. With a series of whines and groans, he erupted and felt her body move in a way that seemed intended to milk every drop of semen from his body. He soon collapsed at her side in a peaceful, satisfied state.

Emily wasn’t too concerned about her inability to orgasm. She knew there was still some turmoil and unresolved issues in her brain that held her back. She knew as a couple they needed to move forward, so she was pleased they had made love and that it had been a positive experience. The rain was now falling harder and the bedroom had become darker, which seemed to make things even more intimate.

“Honey?” she whispered to her dozing husband.

“Mmmm…hmmm…” he sighed.

“What did you do with her?” she probed.

A long silence ensued before he answered, “Emily, not now…”

“Tell me,” she pushed.

She sensed there might be something, so she turned his head with her hands until they made eye contact.

“Normal stuff,” he answered with clear guilt.

“What else?” she demanded.

John knew that anal sex was a taboo subject with his wife, and he wasn’t sure how she would take the fact that he had experienced it with another woman. However, he had tried to be as honest as he could with her, so he decided to tell the truth.

“Well…uhhh…we…she liked anal sex,” he forced out.

There was a long silence, and he could see the wheels turning in her head before she replied, “That’s nasty.”

He held out a faint hope that his admission would end any questions she had about the older couple, but it was not to be.

“Did you really want me to?” she asked.

“Want what?” he replied, although he felt he knew her meaning.

“Be with Frank,” she said.

“Honey, I don’t know. It didn’t even seem real…and, I knew you never would,” he responded.

In less than a second, the young wife’s emotions pegged the dial in diametrically opposite directions. At first, she took his comment as an indictment of her sexuality, which angered her, and for an instant, she thought she would tell him about the black men. Then, just as fast, the needle swung the other way, when she considered he was complimenting her on her virtue. In the end, she landed right where she started, although now with more questions.

“But, what if I did? What if it would have happened? How would you feel?” she fired off quickly.

“I don’t know. I…I guess a lot would depend on how you felt,” her husband said.

“So, if I was okay with it, you would be too? No jealousy?” she countered, although there didn’t appear to be any anger in her voice.

“Maybe…I don’t know. It’s all very strange. I guess Frank and Sylvia do it and it looks like they really love each other. I kind of saw that…but…I really don’t know,” John said.

“Odd, that you didn’t think such a big thing through,” she challenged him.

“I never thought…that…uhhh…you’re right. I screwed up,” he replied.

“Never thought? Meaning you didn’t think I would, so you could have a pure wife at home and keep your mistress?” she said, accurately inferring where he was going.

“No! I didn’t say that…” he tried to deny, although he knew he was busted.

“Maybe I’m not as pure as you think…” Emily replied.

Almost at the same moment, both realized that John’s dick was erect. It pressed into his wife’s hip, and he thought it would be the source of more pointed discussion, so he was surprised when he felt her hand wrap around it. She tugged on it several times, then moved in a way that he thought was an invitation to mount her, so he quickly rolled on top. His wife spread her legs and guided him to her opening where he easily entered.

He had only moved inside her for several seconds when he asked, “What happened? What happened with Frank?”

In all the intervening time, he had never considered it as something that needed discussion, but with Emily’s statement, he wondered if there might be something he needed to learn.

“Now, you want to know?” she replied.

It was an admonishment meant to scold him for his lack of interest in her time with the older man. John knew her intent, but suddenly he couldn’t hold back his interest.

“Yes, now I do. So, tell me,” he said while continuing to move slowly.

“He kissed me and touched my breasts,” she said.

“Okay,” her husband responded.

He had expected, based on her statement, a more serious interaction, so his response came out sounding dismissive. For some reason, the young wife became offended by his tone thinking it was a shot at her sexuality, and in emotional defense, she once more recalled her encounters with the black men. She wondered what her husband would think of her purity if he knew about these wild encounters. Suddenly, she was comparing the loving, giving lovemaking she shared with her husband to the raw, aggressive sex she experienced with Carlos and Jamal. Both were fulfilling, although she had to admit that the black men left her exhausted and completely spent. Then, for some reason, she thought of Frank and wondered where sex with him would land on the spectrum.

“He wanted to take me to bed,” the young wife stated, eager to see what reaction she would get.

John, knowing about the older man’s interest was not surprised, and he thought his wife was seeking sympathy, so he said, “I’m sorry, honey.”

She was disappointed by his words as they seemed almost indifferent. She had expected something emotional, perhaps outrage or even interest, but not passiveness. Now with her head in complete confusion, she knew there was no way she would ever orgasm, so after a few minutes, she tickled her husband’s balls in the way that always worked, and soon he let go with a grunting, gasping climax.

It took another ten days for Frank to call Emily on her cell. In the interim, the young couple had continued to progress in returning their marriage to normal, or at least as normal as it could ever be. She had enough feminine wiles to know the older man would eventually reach out and had thought through how she would react when he did. Intellectually, she knew it was wise to move on and work on her husband to return to the northeast. However, she felt insulted by her husband’s lack of response when she told him about Frank. She took it as an indictment on her sexuality, on the very core of her womanhood. Plus, she was intrigued to see how the man would try to play things, so after a short conversation, she agreed to meet him at their normal spot for coffee.

“You promise you didn’t tell Sylvia?” Emily asked when they sat.

She had specifically asked, demanded really, that the older man not tell his wife, as she wanted to make sure everything was discreet. He had instantly committed that he wouldn’t tell a soul, then promptly explained everything to his wife that night as they shared a drink. Their marriage had survived all the years through total honesty, and as badly as he wanted to bed the young woman, he wasn’t going to upset that dynamic. In fact, he had hoped to get some advice on how to play his re-hooked fish.

“Scouts honor,” he laughed.

As he had expected, Frank quickly determined that his engagement with Emily had taken a big hit and that he would have to put in some work to return her to her prior level. They endured a stilted start, but finally, an interaction developed and the older man subtly let her guide the discussion. When it came to the night by the lake, he listened to her words of hurt and resentment merely nodding his head as she spoke. An hour later, they left the coffee shop with no follow-up plans. Frank thought it best to keep heaviness out of the conversation, thinking he would stand a better chance if he provided the young wife some space. Emotionally, Emily took the bait, as she left their meeting pleased that he had listened and treated her with respect.

Two weeks later, they met again and once more Frank allowed her to guide the conversation. Amazingly, they barely spoke about their spouses and when they did, he made sure to support her views. Once again, the young wife left the meeting feeling good about the exchange with a growing opinion about the emotional intelligence of the older man.

“Will you please hurry! John won’t do anything now,” Sylvia complained later that evening when she found out about the rendezvous.

“Got to play the fish lightly. You said so yourself,” he countered.

“How much longer?” she asked, unmoved by his remark.

“I’m going to push her next time, so we’ll see,” he explained.

The young couple had returned to their standard husband-wife routine, although there was still a residual gap. They both wanted to mend the broken trust, but really didn’t know how, and for some reason, Emily didn’t completely understand, she elected to keep her meetings with Frank a secret. The conflict it created in her thoughts scared her, however, she knew she would meet him again if he reached out again.

Frank texted her three weeks later and after a brief exchange, they agreed to meet mid-afternoon on the following Saturday. The older man was pleased with the arrangement as he thought it would create a more relaxed, unrushed situation. So, with a feeling of hope, he pulled up to the shop at the appointed time.

“Hi, Emily, you look incredible,” he said to the lovely wife when she joined him a few minutes later.

“Thanks,” she replied, trying not to blush.

Quickly, it became apparent to Frank that there was something in the air, a feeling of erotic tension, that had not been there before. It lifted his spirits and provided a sense of empowerment, yet he knew he should take his time, so he allowed the conversation to stay light for over thirty minutes before he decided to make a play.

“Emily, I have a question, and I hope it doesn’t upset you,” he started, then paused to give her a chance to respond. She remained silent, only staring back with a nervous look, so he continued, “You felt so good in my arms when we were together. Would it have been so bad to stay that way?”

Her body shuddered and she looked down at the table while she replied, “It…I don’t know Frank…it’s just wrong.”

“Didn’t it feel good to hold each other?” he pushed.

“Frank!” she exclaimed in a tense whisper while she glanced around to see if others could hear.

“Emily, I want to hold you again,” he said and took her soft hand in his.

“Frank…John and Sylvia…they were…and they were…you know…doing it. Having an affair,” she replied now showing distress.

The older man let the silence settle around them for several seconds before he responded, “Emily, I gave my wife permission…permission to explore and experience things. John is not threatening to our relationship. Do you understand what I’m saying?” he explained in his best soothing voice.

“I…I…I really don’t know what to say,” she answered.

Even though Emily had suspected that there was something going on in the relationship between the older couple, she thought that he must have been at least a little upset by his wife’s actions. After all, the young wife caught her brazenly sucking the penis of another man just a few feet away. However, his words were an admission, which required her to reconsider the dynamics. As her mind reeled with the new information, she recalled her own actions with Carlos and his friends and knew that any judgment from her would be very hypocritical.

“First, I would hope you don’t think badly of us. That would make me quite sad. Also, I was serious about how special you felt in my arms,” he told her.

“I…I don’t think badly…it’s really not my place,” she replied.

“Good. Emily, I know I unloaded a lot on you. Why don’t we call it a day?” he suggested, seeing how her mind was consumed with processing the message.

“Yes…yes,” she responded.

He walked her slowly to her car and they chatted for a few minutes before he decided to make another push that he hoped would leave a good impression.

“Emily, I’d like to kiss you,” he stated.

“Uhhh…well…” she started to reply, but he was already taking her into his arms.

She let his lips find hers and slowly the kiss became more complete until they locked into a mutual, passionate embrace. When she moved her arm around his neck, Frank knew that he had crossed a threshold and was further pleased when she began emitting soft whimpers. When they broke, he gave her a final peck on the cheek, then turned and left. Suddenly aware of her surroundings, the young wife realized she had just shared an intimate moment in the bright sunlight of the open parking lot. All the way home, she thought about the kiss, and although she knew it was wrong, it had not been unpleasant.

The following Tuesday, glancing at her phone after hearing it beep, she read the message from her husband’s boss, “Emily, if I invite John to dinner Saturday will you come?”

“Everything okay?” Janice asked her as she drove them towards their next appointment.

“Yes, fine,” she quickly replied.

Even though her supervisor knew she was lying, she didn’t press, but she wasn’t surprised when her assistant asked her an odd question, just minutes later.

“Janice, have you ever heard of couples that have sex with others and know about it?” she asked.

“Yeah, they’re called swingers,” she laughed.

Emily expected her response and undeterred, asked, “What…what do you think…I mean why do they do it?”

“To fuck…for the sex…they horny,” she answered, laughing again.

“Okay…thanks,” the young wife responded with a shake of her head, unable to hide her exasperation at the older woman’s words.

“Why, girl?” she probed.

“Nothing, just asking,” she tried to answer evasively.

“No…uh uh…you tell old Janice what’s going on,” the black woman demanded.

With a sigh, Emily explained the meetings she had with her husband’s boss and his admission that their marriage was open. She ended by telling her about the text she received, wanting her to commit to dinner.

“Well?” she asked when she didn’t receive an immediate response.

“Girl, he’s asking you to fuck,” she stated.

“I don’t think so…” she started before the black woman cut her off.

“Bullshit! You been meeting him on the sly and he talks sweet to you. Now you get this? Girl, he’s been seducing you,” she declared.

Instantly, she knew the older woman’s words were true, and in fact, she realized she always knew what was taking place, which left her feeling quite guilty. However, there was something else that she couldn’t deny. She enjoyed the meetings and Frank’s pursuit, which left her pondering her virtue.

“God, it’s so confusing,” she cried out in frustration.

“Nonsense! Do you want to fuck him or not? That’s the only question! Let me remind you that you’ve already spread your legs for a couple brothers, so you ain’t no saint,” she stated harshly.

“Thanks. You make me feel so good,” Emily answered sarcastically.

“Now look. Your husband already given you permission. Hell, he pushed you! You want it or not?” she followed.

There was a silence in the car before the young wife finally replied, “It all feels to close. Like, it’s claustrophobic.”

Janice pulled the car onto the shoulder of the highway, and then looked towards her charge, “It’s simple. Yes or no? Type one or the other. Either you go with it or not.”

The two women locked eyes for several seconds, and then Emily slowly lifted her phone. After several seconds, she turned the screen towards the black woman who read the message. She fought back a smile as she turned and pulled the car back onto the road. Throughout her life, she had viewed the events she had dealt with as part of her circumstances, and that in some ways she was a victim. Now, watching the beautiful, educated, and privileged girl’s reactions, she realized there was very little difference between them. Deep down, they were both just horny sluts.

Sylvia was giddy when her husband told her about Emily’s reply. She had missed John, as he had gotten under her skin, and very much wanted her boy toy back. She had taken the young wife’s reply as an acceptance of the situation, and even though her husband might still have to work for it, she was hopeful she would get John immediately.

When her husband arrived home that evening, she could tell he was very nervous, and although she knew the source of his discomfort, she remained silent. In a way, it was fun watching him squirm, which only became more pronounced as the evening wore on.

“Uhhhh…honey…ummm…” he started then, then stopped.

“Yes?” she asked, looking up from her book.

“Uhhh…well…we’ve been asked to dinner. At John and Sylvia’s,” he forced out.

“Oh…” she replied, deciding to make him work for it.

“Yes…mmmm…what do you think?” he asked.

“What do you think?” she fired back.

What Emily didn’t know was that Frank had explained the situation in detail to the young husband. He had told him about their meetings for coffee and even the deep kiss they had shared, and he told him about the text exchange that very afternoon. John had been shocked, and at first defensive, but when he dangled the opportunity to rekindle his relationship with Sylvia, he started to soften. Much like Emily, after contemplating things, he had decided to go forward even though his mind was in some turmoil. Still, he was nervous about asking her, not out of fear of her anger, but for what it signified for them. He sensed by her manner that she was toying with him, although a piece of him wanted to hear her sincerely decline the invitation.


“I don’t want you to feel forced or uncomfortable, so if you don’t want to, I completely understand,” he said.

“But…you want to,” she said.

“Well, he is my boss,” he responded.

“Are you going to fool around with Sylvia?” she asked boldly.

Even after her conversation with Janice and her own contemplation, she wasn’t completely sure about what she wanted, and now faced with it, some possessiveness was kicking in. A part of her held out hope that she could maintain control over her husband and herself, and they would escape the evening unscathed.

“No…no, of course not,” her husband replied as his faced reddened.

“Okay then,” she answered, and returned to her book.

John fought back the urge to challenge her on the surreptitious meetings and the illicit kiss; all that had occurred after the fateful evening, and like his wife, while curious, he thought that he could maintain control.

As Emily was in the bathroom preparing, she glanced at her phone for at least the tenth time and read the messages she had received from Frank asking what she was planning to wear. They had started Thursday and continued as late as that very morning, but she had ignored them all. Still, she knew he had at least partly achieved his goal, as she wore a sexy knee-length cocktail drive cut low enough to provide a tease.

“Come in…come in,” their host said, with his wife right behind.

Together, they walked to the bar where champagne was waiting on ice. After a quick toast, they began chatting as if the previous episode had never occurred. Both Emily and John found it surreal, although they were thankful to avoid any awkwardness, and within minutes any lingering thoughts had departed. When they emptied the first bottle, another quickly appeared, so by the time they were ready for dinner, everyone was buzzing. It was a good meal, and as soon as it ended, they moved back to the bar.

“Should we go to the lake?” Frank asked.

Emily had wondered when and how the subject would arise, but she had expected something softer, which left her a tad disappointed by his brusque approach.

“Uh…no, Frank. Don’t think so,” she stated.

“I know…I know…husband with wives,” he quickly replied.

To the young wife, it was the right answer, even though she was still suspicious. She looked at her husband, and with a shrug, she acknowledged her acceptance.

“There ya go!” their host said, happy to get agreement.

Soon, they were in the same spot, but this time John and Emily shared a glider while their hosts occupied the other. Like before, it was a cool evening and they quickly pulled the heavy blanket over them. Emily snuggled close to her husband, happy with the way the evening was progressing. She had faced her fears and maintained control, and was now thinking about how she would be able to tell Janice that her sordid predictions were wrong.

“I love you,” John whispered which sent goosebumps through her body.

She leaned her head up and licked his ear and then kissed his neck in the way that she knew he liked. His arm, wrapped around her waist, pulled her closer and as he turned to find her lips, she felt his other hand land on her thigh. To her, this was a sexually aggressive situation she could accept. Even though others were nearby, it was husband and wife involved in intimate foreplay.

“Mmmm…” she moaned when the kiss ended.

For the next few minutes, they continued their play oblivious to the presence of the other couple. It was only when the sound of groans and whimpers began to fill the night air that their attention turned to Frank and Sylvia.

“They must be having fun,” John giggled.

“Aren’t you?” his wife asked, in a way that sounded like an invitation.

Without responding, and as the sounds of the others continued, he began to get more aggressive. His hands roamed her body, even gently massaging her breasts through the dress, and her lack of protest encouraged him. With one hand beneath her skirt, almost to her rear, his other went to the zipper of the dress and slowly he made it descend. As soon as it was down, she helped him pull the straps from her shoulders, and instantly his hands found her bare breasts.

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered.

“Do you like this?” she asked, seeking verbal assurance.

“Hell, yes!” he answered instantly.

By the time her husband’s lips moved to her nipples, Emily could feel a dull throbbing between her legs. She fought back her whimpers, as she was still reluctant to tell the other couple where she was, but there was no question she was excited.

“Let me take it off,” her husband said, referring to her dress.

“Are you sure?” she asked, as a ping of nervousness hit.

“Yes,” he answered, and when he started tugging, she raised her hips so he could move it.

Seconds later, it was over her head and off, and now the young wife was naked, save for her tiny thong, just feet away from the others. Like previous times, her mind shot to the decadent sex she had experienced with the black men, but this time, with her husband, it felt almost innocent. John pushed on his wife’s shoulders hoping to get her onto her back so he could taste her sweet pussy. However, she stopped him and instead directed him backward, and seconds later her hands were working on his pants.

“Uggghhhhh…” he groaned, loud enough for the others to hear when his wife’s mouth inhaled his stiff dick.

She was between his legs with her body covered by the blanket. Only her head emerged from the covering, which was now slowly rising and falling as she took him orally. Oral sex from Emily was a rare treat, so he savored the moment, especially given the sexually charged surroundings. He could still hear Sylvia’s sounds, which made him remember their intimate sessions, and a twinge of guilt momentarily interrupted the tingling in his balls.

“Do you like it?” Emily asked, looking up with a naughty smile.

“Yes,” he replied and used his hand to move her back.

This time, she rose onto her knees and began taking him faster. It was a magical feeling and with a deep sigh he let his head fall back and his eyes close. The young husband reveled in the wonderful feeling as he started to feel his balls tighten in the way that signaled he was close to release. Suddenly, he sensed something amiss, and when he opened his eyes, he saw Frank standing alongside Sylvia, wrapped by a blanket, staring down into their glider. Instantly, all thoughts of orgasm vanished, and he became terrified about his wife’s reaction.

“Damn, that looks nice,” their host said.

“Shit, Frank,” John replied, and the exchange made Emily stop and look.

“Frank, go back. You promised,” she cried out as she hid under the blanket.

“We just want to watch…come on Emily. You were doing great,” Sylvia laughed.

“John…” the young wife whined, signaling for him to do something.

After another quick look around the scene, he did do something, although it wasn’t what his wife expected. He reached beneath the blanket and tugged on his wife’s shoulders clearly indicating his intent. It took several attempts, but finally, her head emerged, and she looked around nervously. Once again, the young husband guided her with his hands until she was staring at his erection. The couple stared at each other for several seconds, and then very slowly Emily moved the last few inches and licked his shaft with her tongue.

“That a girl!” Frank called out.

His words caused her to pause, just for a moment, and then she returned to her licking, that over the next minute increased in intensity. Suddenly, her mouth covered her husband’s crown and then she lowered, taking several inches, and making his back arch. Now, it seemed the young wife was on a mission, as she rapidly bobbed her head and ignored everything else. She had her eyes squeezed shut, and as she moved the blanket worked off her shoulders until her lovely breasts came into view.

John watched his boss inch forward, reach out with his hand and slowly lift the blanket off her legs. Whether she was aware or not, Emily made no move to stop him, and seconds later Frank’s hand found her leg.

“Uhhh…no…” she let out, stopping her efforts.

John’s hand, still on the back of her head, pulled her back while he said, “Don’t stop.”

“John…” she whimpered.

“It’s okay,” he replied and tugged again.

With a last look, she took him in her mouth again, and Frank’s hand started to slowly stroke her soft flesh. He moved over each leg in a slow sensual way until he was caressing her firm ass. Then, he started massaging the inside of her thighs and with each movement, the top of his hand would gently rub the young wife thong covered mound. It provided her a deliciously naughty feeling that both aroused and embarrassed her as she knew she was now practically dripping.

“Mmmmm…” she heard her husband moan, and looking up she could see that the older woman was toying with his nipples.

A wave of jealousy swept over her, but her husband’s guiding hand and Frank’s ministrations kept her under control. Seconds later, when she felt her host toying with the edge of her thong, she knew what was coming next, but when his fingers found her soaked slit, she was unable to hold back.

“Mmmm…mmmm…” she whined around her husband’s dick.

Her sudden sounds made John look and seeing the motion of the older man’s hand, he knew what was happening. He felt more arousal than jealousy, although when his eyes landed on Frank’s heavy cock, larger than his own, he wondered where it would all end.

“This is so hot,” Sylvia whispered, and then started to giggle.

She lowered her body to dangle a breast into John’s face and he immediately took a nipple into his mouth. At first, he worried about how Emily would react, but when he looked at her, he could see she was now clearly moving her ass in response to the fingering she was receiving from Frank. Moans and whimpers escaped her mouth. However, they were nothing compared to what happened just seconds later.

“Uhhhh…uhhhh…uhhhh…ohhhh…” his wife let out.

He couldn’t tell for sure what had caused the reaction, but seeing the sawing motion of the older man’s arm, he suspected he now had one or more fingers buried deep in his wife’s pussy. It was indeed the case, and it wasn’t long before his wife’s efforts on his dick started to wane. The sounds coming from her indicated she loved the attention, and soon it was clear she was going to climax.

“Ohhhh…ohhh…ohhh…mmmm…ugghhhh…” she moaned as she let go.

Her mouth had completely left John’s shaft which left him as a spectator to the orgasm she was receiving through the attention of another man. Near the end, her body began to writhe and the movement of her head caused her dark hair to sweep like a broom across his groin.

“No more…no more…” she finally called out to stop Frank’s plunging fingers.

The older man did as she requested, but rather than leave her be, he quickly wrapped her in the blanket, and then lifted her into his arms and disappeared.

“Finally,” the older woman declared and climbed onto John’s body.

Her hand found his hard dick and with just a few quick moved she had it buried in her pussy. She started to ride him, and letting her chest fall into his, she covered them with the blanket.

“Damn, Sylvia…what happened?” the young husband asked.

“Ssshhhh…did you miss me?” she asked, and before he could answer, she added, “Don’t worry…he’ll treat her good.”

They stayed connected for several more minutes, but the older woman could tell her young lover’s mind was thinking about his wife.

“Maybe, I should check on her,” he said, then quickly added, “Where did they go?”

“They’re inside,” she replied, then continued with a giggle, “Let’s go see.”

Sylvia thought it very likely her husband was already pounding the young wife senseless and hoped a quick look would satisfy him. Together, they made their way to the backdoor in the cool night air and entered the house. Even though it was quiet, the older woman knew where she would find her husband. He had a special upstairs bedroom he used for all his conquests, and sure enough, as they climbed the stairs, they began to hear the sounds. At first, they were indistinguishable, but when they reached the landing the squeaking bedsprings and gasps of pleasure in Emily’s voice made it clear that Frank had his cock in her. Sylvia led her lover towards the open door but held on tightly in case he lost his cool.

When the bed came into view, they could see the couple on top of the covers with the older man taking her in the missionary position. Raised over her and looking down into her face, his athletic hips moved with a deliberate force that drove the full length on his large shaft into her with each thrust. The look on his wife’s face mesmerized John, as he watched her stare up at her new lover with a submissive expression. This, along with the whimpers of passion that escaped her mouth left no doubt about her involvement. Emily had her legs lifted so that her feet were resting on his ass, and with each thrust, they bounced several inches into the air. One hand clutched a bicep while the other held onto the back of his neck, and John shuddered when he realized he was witnessing his wife’s complete surrender.

“Come on baby,” Sylvia whispered and pulled on his hand.

She was happy to see that with just a little more prodding he allowed her to lead him to the master bedroom. She was thrilled to have him back to the spot where they had shared so many pleasant moments, but she knew his mind was in turmoil, so she tried to take him in a direction that would clear his mind.

“Take my ass, baby. Do it now. I don’t want to wait,” she declared.

Her instincts were correct, and her demand registered instantly in the young man’s churning psyche. Without speaking, he quickly stripped then jumped onto the bed and flipped his mistress onto her knees. The strange look in his eyes frightened the older woman but also excited her, and she was practically shaking when she felt the head of his dick probing her opening.

“Start slow, baby,” she asked, knowing she wasn’t prepared.

“Hush,” John demanded.

“Easy…” she started, but suddenly a burning sensation coursed through her body as he rammed forward, “Uhhhhh…slow…uhhhhh…”

He had driven in several inches and now pulled out then thrust again gaining another inch. Twice more he did the same, while Sylvia cried out in pain and excitement before he had her open enough that he could create a rhythm. Now, with his hands on her hips, he started a rapid movement and listened as his lover’s pleas became whimpers of joy.

“Oh, John…it’s been too long…” she moaned.

“You like this don’t you,” he pushed.

“Yes, oh yes…don’t stop. It feels so good,” she whined with her head buried into a pillow.

Her words were what he needed to hear to overcome the bruise to his ego of seeing Emily with Frank. It made him feel better to be bedding the man’s wife and making her moan in pleasure. Still, he couldn’t completely rid his mind of the vision of his wife so completely giving herself to the older man. Especially, since he knew that Frank’s cock was reaching places he had never been.

For some reason, the more he dwelt on Emily and Frank, the more aggressive he became with the mature woman. He started to thrust into her as hard as he could, forcing squeals from her mouth and one hand snaked beneath her and began to roughly twist and pull her nipples. Sylvia had always liked it when he was aggressive and never tried to stop him, but now, between her squeals, she started to plead with him to ease up, and one of her hands reached back in a vain attempt to slow him.

“Not so hard…easy…go easy…” she whimpered without result.

Completely consumed, John didn’t notice the shadow cross the room. Frank and Emily, still naked, stood at the door and silently witnessed the spectacle. Frank had taken Emily to one big orgasm while she pawed at him, and then made her release in a smaller one when his throbbing cock released his semen deep within her womb. After a panting recovery, where their sweaty bodies writhed together, they had decided to check on their spouses. They had not expected to find the scene before them, and while Emily looked on in shock, Frank smiled as he thought about his wife reaping what she had sowed. He knew he would have great fun with her tomorrow, teasing her about her student taking charge.

“Fuck yes…fuck yes…” John repeated over and over, and then with a quick motion, he grabbed onto her hair and pulled her head from the bed causing her back to arch and her hands to rise as if she were trying to pray.

“No…ughh…ughhh…mmm…ughhh…” Sylvia started to pant, but her sounds quickly morphed into gurgling noises.

Emily thought she might be in distress, but Frank sensed what was taking place and held her back. Seconds later, her body started to spasm and a high-pitched squeal filled the room.

“Ayyyyyeeeeeeee…ohhhhhhhhhh…fuuuccckkk…” she screamed.

Her body contorted so violently that John could no longer hold her up, and she fell forward with her young lover following her down.

Frank realized he had just witnessed his wife having a massive orgasm, one of the biggest he had seen her experience, but rather than jealousy, he felt arousal and his flaccid cock begin to stir. John had continued his relentless pistoning into the older woman’s ass, who now seemed totally out of it. Now, it was Frank’s turn to desire something after seeing his wife taken, and he gently began to position his young lover. With his hands on her shoulders, Emily knew what he wanted, and without hesitation, she dropped to her knees. She was excited to see up close the tool that had brought her so much pleasure and she quickly had her tongue out, licking his shaft and tasting the remnant of their mating.

Frank thought the evening could not possibly be going any better. He had a beautiful young woman eagerly licking his cock and balls while he watched his loving wife getting reamed by the young man. He wanted to stay until he saw John explode into her ass, and then he planned to take his new mistress back upstairs where he would enjoy her until he passed out.

His cock had just reached full mast from the combined efforts of the show he was watching and Emily’s attention when John began showing the telltale signs of impending climax. Less than a minute later, in a series of awkward thrusts and deep grunts, the young man released his semen. Sylvia, thoroughly satiated, never stirred, and after several deep breaths, her lover collapsed onto her back. With his head turned towards the open door, it was then he spotted the couple and saw that his wife on her knees. He contemplated getting up, but exhausted from the physical and emotional exertions, he remained in Sylvia’s snug ass. For a moment, the two men made eye contact, but it ended when he saw Frank lift his wife to her feet. Seconds later, they disappeared, and he knew that his wife would soon receive the older man’s cock for a second time.

The washcloth Sylvia was using to clean his dick woke him from his slumber. Looking at her, he could see she had a dreamy look in her eyes, and after she returned from the bathroom, she threw the sheets back, climbed beneath them and beckoned John to move close. Once next to her, she snuggled against him and began to shower his face with kisses.

“I’ve never cum like that. You are so mine,” she declared.

“I guess you liked it,” he laughed.

“I did! Did you?” she asked, showing her needy side.

“Yeah, but I don’t know what got into me,” he replied.

“I do. You got super excited seeing your wife with Frank, so from now on we are going to watch them first,” she giggled.

“Do you think she liked it?” the young husband asked.


“Mmmm…hmmm…Frank is very good,” she answered and squeezed his dick.

“Should we…you know…check on them?” he asked.

“You can have a look, but I think they’re sleeping. You were out for almost an hour after I woke up,” she replied.

“Okay,” John said and got out of the bed.

He stopped to put on his boxers, then climbed the stairs to the bedroom and gently opened the closed door. The couple were underneath a comforter, cuddled closely, with Emily’s back pressed firmly against his chest. As Sylvia had suspected, they were sleeping, so John quietly closed the door and returned to the older woman.

“They’re asleep,” he confirmed.

“Good! Now, come back here,” she said and lifted the covers.

He scooted in and they ended up facing each other. She kissed him several times, then looked into his eyes and spoke.

“We want to do this a lot,” she said.

“I…I’m not sure about Emily,” he answered.

“She’ll want to if you tell her it’s okay,” she replied, and after a pause added, “Tell her it’s okay.”

“I will,” he replied, although his mind was in turmoil.

“Good, now fuck me,” she demanded.

John followed her instructions and they both reached a satisfying but subdued, orgasm. After a few minutes of recovery, he announced to her that it was time to go.

“I better collect Emily so we can leave,” he stated.

“Stay the night,” she suggested.

“I think it would be better on Emily if she woke in her bed,” he countered, and his words brought a knowing nod from the older woman.

Together, they climbed the stairs and knocked lightly on the door.

“Yes?” Frank called out.

Opening the door a few inches, John looked in and said, “Emily, I think it’s time to go.”

There was some stirring in the bed and a brief whispered conversation before his wife replied, “My things are by the lake.”

“Okay, I’ll get them,” he said and closed the door.

Sylvia grabbed her robe as they passed the bedroom and they walked out to the gliders where they located his wife’s dress. They returned quickly and found the door fully open with Emily on her back on top of the covers in her thong. Frank was by her side, still naked, and his large hand was slowly massaging her flat tummy. He handed her the dress and she stood and pulled it over her head. Then, with surprisingly simple goodbyes, the couple was out the door and in their car. They traded several glances as if probing for each other’s thoughts but remained silent during the drive.

Emily rushed straight to the bathroom as soon as the door opened. Like her times with Carlos, she could feel the sticky semen between her legs as her body slowly oozed its contents. After dabbing with a wad of tissue to clean up the mess, she lifted her head and gazed at her reflection in the mirror. A strange mixture of feelings coursed through her body as she came face-to-face with her adultery. So much had changed in her life in such a short period of time, and although she wanted to blame it on their move south, she knew it would be a lie.

There were other things in play, too, not the least of which was plain old opportunity. Up north, surrounded by friends and family, they had lived a privileged, insular existence. Sure, she had received unwanted attention at times, even by some of their close acquaintances, but in that world, it had seemed easier to ignore the advances. Now, living by themselves, separated from the traditional structure and with a different set of rules, there was nothing to lean on. Hell, even her husband had acted as an instigator.

Then, there was her own reaction, as no matter how much she wanted to play the victim, she couldn’t get over the sensations she experienced. The orgasms had been deep, powerful, and entirely devoid of love. It was so counter to all her previous notions of sex that she felt bewildered and concerned. The concept that fulfilling sex only existed as a shared intimacy between committed couples lay shattered like glass on concrete, as her multiple lovers had taken her to places she didn’t know existed. Both individually and collectively, her experiences caused a frightening questioning of her values.

“Honey, open up,” John said softly while lightly tapping on the door.

Her husband’s voice ended her moment of reflection, and after tossing the tissue into the toilet, she opened the door a sliver and said, “I’m going to take a shower.”

“Emily, let me in,” he replied and pushed on the door as she backed away.

John’s eyes roamed his wife’s body, still clothed in her dress, which made her shudder. There was a strange look in his eyes, unlike anything she had ever seen, and she cringed, expecting the worst. However, rather than verbally reproach her, or worse, he looped his arm around her waist and pulled her tightly to him. Instantly, his lips went to hers, and although still unsure of things, she accepted the kiss.

At the house, his thoughts had often gone to his wife, but the hostess had kept him busy so he couldn’t dwell on the subject. Now, released from that distraction, his mind filled with memories of her actions and responses. For some reason he didn’t entirely understand, it had excited him immensely, and those feelings now propelled him to want her beneath him.

“I need to shower,” Emily whispered when the kiss ended, sensing his intent.

“Later, let’s go to bed,” he replied.

Although she didn’t feel clean, the young wife allowed her husband to lead her to their bed, and with no foreplay, John positioned himself between his slender wife’s legs.

“Mmmm…you are so incredible,” he groaned as his dick slid inside. Then, remembering Sylvia’s counsel, he said, “We did it together, so it’s okay. And, I love you.”

Her husband’s words had an immediate effect on the young wife. A wave of relief swept through her, and she suddenly found her voice.

“Are you sure? John, I don’t know…I’m so confused,” she gasped.

“I’m sure, we did it together, honey,” he said again, then added, “Don’t be upset, okay?’

“Okay…” she let out in a soft squeak.

John had started out with a slow, gentle motion, planning to make love to his wife in a caring way. However, with each stroke, his mind returned to the house and the vision of her with Frank. It caused his movements to increase in speed and force, and it took Emily’s loud grunting to make him aware of his aggressive state.

“John…easy…” his wife whimpered.

Her words made him slow for a bit, but the image returned, and now he felt the same surge of energy as he did when he took Sylvia earlier. He moved powerfully into his wife, and took her wrists in his hands and pushed them over her head.

“Don’t…don’t hurt me,” she whined.

The sounds of slapping flesh, his grunts of exertions and his wife’s whimpers merged and filled the room. Something primal was happening in his head that he didn’t understand, but at that moment, all that he wanted was to fill his wife with his seed.

“You’re mine…you’re mine…” he grunted in time to his full thrusts, then added, “No matter he fucked you, you’re mine.”

“Yes…yes…yes, baby…I’m yours…” Emily cried out.

His words had struck a chord in her psyche, and at that moment, she had a deep desire to be a totally giving wife. In addition, a tingling sensation began that fired between her pussy and nipples that made her hips thrust to meet her husband’s motions. For a second, she thought she might be close to an orgasm, but the cries now coming from her husband let her know he wouldn’t last long enough.

“Oh shit…fuck…oh damn…shit…” John grunted as he slammed his pelvis into hers.

Completely spent, the young husband collapsed onto his wife. Together, they gasped for air while Emily’s hand slowly stroked her husband’s hair. It had been a bizarre night, and a strange ending, but John had made her feel desired, which had been a big concern.

“Where have you been?” Emily asked her husband when he came into the house.

It was almost eight in the evening on the following Wednesday, and well past the time he normally came home. She had tried to call him several times, and when it rolled to voicemail, her mind filled with thoughts of him with Sylvia.

“I’m sorry, I went shopping,” he answered with a big smile.

“For what?” she asked, with the look on his face showing some promise.

“A couple things,” he replied and took the bag from behind his back.

Like a magician with a hat, he slowly pulled out a small article that Emily soon realized was a negligee. It was emerald green, her favorite color, but in his hand, she couldn’t tell much else. Then, he revealed a small box, and once more he moved deliberately, to build suspense, as he opened it to reveal a lovely strand of pearls.

“Ahhhh…” she gasped when she saw them.

It wasn’t the first set of pearls he had bought for her and he knew from experience that it was one of her favorite gifts. He was happy to see the childlike smile come to her face.

“Why…?” she started, but he cut her off.

“Just because,” he interjected, then added, “Why don’t you try them on.”

Emily accepted the gifts from his outstretched hand and quickly disappeared into the bedroom. A few minutes later, she was back, demurely smiling as she walked sensually up to him in the teddy with the pearls nestled softly between her breasts. John was pleased to see that her small nipples and vulva were discernible through the gauzy material.

“You look amazing,” he whispered, as he took her into his arms.

“How amazing?” she giggled.

“Totally…completely…” he responded as his hand squeezed her ass.

Sylvia had been the impetus for the purchases, as she texted him that day to remind him to be positive and supportive. So, after work, he had bolted for the stores, spending several hours mulling over what to get.

“I made dinner,” she said in a little girl’s voice.

“Good, I’m starved,” he replied.

“Okay, I’ll get it for you. Let me change,” she said.

“No, honey…don’t change,” he pleaded.

With an impish smile, she pivoted and went to the kitchen. Just a few minutes later, she was back with a plate of food that she set before him, but when she tried to move away, he pulled her into his lap. She fed him while his hands roamed her body, and it wasn’t long before they were both worked up. Leaving the dining table, they made for the sofa where their fondling became more intense. While they kissed, John let his hand tease her nipples and pussy through the material of the teddy. It wasn’t long before his lovely wife was moaning into their connected mouths while her body writhed in response.

“Let’s go to bed,” she whispered when they broke.

“Uh uh…right here,” her husband replied.

His hand had slipped beneath the garment and was fondling her ass. Slowly, while never stopping his stroking, he worked around her body until he arrived at her wet opening. He smiled at her, making her blush, as he coated his fingers with her juices, and then pushed a finger deep inside.

“Uhhhh…mmmm…” she moaned and pulled his head to her breasts.

With his head bent low, he licked and kissed the exposed parts of her breasts. He was running his tongue down her cleavage when he spotted the fading remnant of a love bite that his boss had left. It brought the memories rushing back, and once again he felt the urge to take his wife powerfully. In a swift move, he flipped her onto her back, dropped his pants, and while pulling the material covering her pussy aside, he lined up and pushed inside.

“Oh, John…ohhhh,” Emily moaned.

“Yeah…yeah…” he forced out, as he took her with deep thrusts.

The young wife recognized the fire in his eyes. It was the second time in the span of just a few days that he had acted this way, and she knew he was likely still stimulated by the events of the past weekend. It was very different than their normal lovemaking, more taking than giving, but she couldn’t deny that it excited her in a strange way.

“Is this how you want me?” she gasped between his thrusts.

Emily hadn’t even thought about her words before she said them, but now realized that they were in a way an act of submission.

“Yes…” her husband responded, taking her hands, and pushing them over her head once more.

Emily and Frank met often, usually with their spouses, although occasionally they would sneak away. These solo sessions usually proved more sexually powerful, and at first, it caused the young wife some distress. However, as she allowed her mind to open and accept all she had experienced outside her marriage she realized that deep inside she harbored a naughty streak. The conservative world she came from had kept it hidden, but circumstances and Frank’s relentless pursuit had allowed it to emerge. Now, when she was with her lover, she had no guilt and they typically experienced explosive sex. Frank was thrilled to see her passion freed and before long he declared their sex the best he had ever experienced.

Fortunately for John, his wife’s newfound sexual freedom carried over to their bedroom. They were making love at least four times a week, and with the demands of Sylvia added in, the young husband stayed satiated most of the time.

“When’s your last day?” Janice asked as they drove to a home visit.

“The 22nd, in three weeks,” Emily replied.

John’s project had recently concluded and with the money he made, he felt he had achieved his goal. They had decided to return to the east coast, and she had put in her resignation.

“You still seeing your man?” the black woman asked, referring to Frank.

“Yes…” she blushed.

“You going to be able to let him go? I know you like the sex and I think he got in your heart, too,” she said.

“I’ll be okay,” Emily responded, although the words made her feel a little sad.

“No more vacations to the islands?” she asked.

Janice was referring to a five-day trip the couples had made to the Caribbean several months prior. It had started as a normal vacation, but on the second day they had swapped partners and Emily had spent the remaining time as Frank’s trophy wife. She hadn’t seen her husband again until they were leaving for the airport.

“No, no more…just back to the cold north,” she replied, forcing a laugh. Then, before the black woman could comment again, she added, “Besides, we want to start a family like I told you. So, it’s a good time.”

“When you going to start trying?” Janice asked with suspicion.

“I stopped the pill last month,” Emily explained.

“While you still fucking your man?” she asked in a louder voice.

“He…he uses a condom now,” she replied.

“Uh-huh…I bet he does…” the black woman responded.

Emily dropped John, Jr. off at his preschool, then drove her 4-year old daughter, Annette, to her best friend’s home for a scheduled play day. It had been five years since they moved back to the east coast, and the memories of their time in the south faded more with each passing day. Now, she enjoyed the role of a stay at home mom, and with her husband back in the family business, they were financially unburdened.

Occasionally, her mind would drift to the adventures they had experienced, and depending on her mood, she would either smile or shudder. She had gone from shock to acceptance during those days as she experienced Carlos and then became Frank’s lover. However, now back in the close family environment, she had returned to her conservative ways, although not completely. The encounters down south had put the couple’s sexual interaction on a level that she had never expected. They were communicative, open, and often explorative with each other which kept the bedroom quite fun.

The one thing that weighed on her mind was her son, John Jr. She had cut things close with Frank, much too close really, and was happy when her son was born with her husband’s features. However, every now and then, when she looked into the young child’s eyes in a certain way, she wasn’t completely sure.
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