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Smitten


 


I first met Allie at work. She was a
marketing manager from another division, and had been assigned to a project I
was heading up to provide expertise that we didn’t have in our group. I had
never met her before but was instantly smitten.


Allie was in her mid twenties, blonde, just a
little taller than petite. She didn’t dress provocatively, rather, she was a
little on the conservative side, with well tailored skirts just below the knee
and blouses that weren’t revealing. But I could tell that she had a great body,
and her legs were amazingly, with that defined toned look in her calves, ending
in nicely curved feet that I’d get a glimpse of every so often if she
subconsciously let her heels dangle when she was concentrating on something
else in a meeting.


I was only a few years older than Allie and had
always wanted to date someone like her, but I never had the chance. For some
reason the only women who had been attracted to me were always taller, fuller—not
quite Amazonian, but never ones I could feel, well, manly next to. And they all
seemed very assertive, wanting to be in control. Frankly, they intimidated me
and I never let things get very far with them. 


I actually didn’t have as much experience with
women as I let people think. I wasn’t really bad looking, pretty average all
around, but I was socially adept and had a lot of friends. I know it’s not
about size, but I’m not that big of a guy, and always wondered what would
happen with a woman smaller than me, whether I’d be able to have a little more
control, whether I’d be viewed as sexier, more appealing.


So when I first saw Allie I set my sights on
her. But our company had a firm policy against company romances between bosses
and superiors. I didn’t know whether it would apply in our case, since
technically she didn’t report to me. So I was cautious, keeping our
relationship totally professional. In fact I went out of my way to be extra
careful, even cool toward her.


Allie was all business at work, too, totally
appropriate for a young woman in her first real job. There were six people on
our project team, four men and two women. Allie was much better looking than
the other woman and she could have easily parlayed her looks into getting more
attention from the others for her ideas. Or to make an impression on me, since
I’d be the one writing her review at the end of the project. But Allie was
reserved in her interactions, keeping everything professional. I could see the
other three guys checking her out all the time in our meetings, even the two
who were married.


One of the single guys had a way with the
women, and he was always bragging about his sexual exploits.  I didn’t like him
but had to work with him, and what made it worse was he wasn’t making stuff up,
I saw him with plenty of women. A group of us would meet on Fridays for happy
hour after work, and the ladies in the bar would flock to him. I can’t describe
what he had, I’m not sure as a guy I knew his secret, but whatever it was
certainly worked. Yet none of his charms worked on Allie; she was polite to him
like she was to everyone, but she didn’t succumb to his charms, even though he
tried hard to hook her.


I wondered if Allie was gay, but one night at
happy hour I overheard her talking about her ex boyfriend to Jill, the other
woman on the team. Allie seemed genuinely upset about their breakup, and that
had been over a year ago. In the noisy bar it was a little hard to catch their
conversation, especially without seeming to eavesdrop, but Jill was pointing
out hot guys in the bar outside our group, and Allie was laughing and
responding as if she was interested. At one point I saw Jill look over in my
direction, probably at a guy behind me, and I could have sworn she said
something like, “sit on his face.” It didn’t seem like something Allie would be
interested in, and I saw her face flush, maybe from embarrassment. Allie gave a
little smile and a knowing nod. I so wanted to turn and look at whoever had
attracted such interest, but Allie and Jill were looking my way and if I turned
they would know I had been listening in.


 Maybe Allie was just so focused on her career
and didn’t want to complicate things with men right now. Either way, she was
all work, no flirt.


Still, I couldn’t take my mind off her. Have you
ever had one of those infatuations with a woman, and you just thought about her
all the time? Whenever I was in the same room with Allie it was hard to
concentrate. I’d try to watch her without staring, and whenever she looked my
way with those bright, penetrating blue green eyes I’d get lost in them for a
second before turning away, sure that she had seen me. When I passed by her in
the hallway I was never sure what to say; everything I did manage to vocalize
seemed so mundane. I always had the urge to turn and watch her after she
passed, to get a glimpse of those wonderful legs, to imagine what she looked
like under her business-like clothes. Did she dress a little more risqué
underneath? A lacy bra and panties maybe? Was she wearing stockings or pantyhose?


And of course, I always wondered, hoped, that
she had some interest in me, that maybe she thought about what she was going to
wear on days she was going to meet with me, wanting to look her best, wanting
to get my attention and interest beyond work. But held back by her conservative
nature and our work policies.


Take one Friday afternoon, for example. I was
heading to the large copy machine, located in a back hallway. The assistants
usually made copies, but I never minded doing it myself. As I walked down the
hall I could see a woman kneeling at the machine, the paper draw open. My pulse
quickened as I realized it was Allie. I slowed to give myself a chance to watch
her as she bent and fussed with something on the copier. The sight of her on
her knees instantly put a vision in my head of her kneeling in front of me, and
in a second I started to harden, imagining myself looking down her blouse at
her breasts as she took me in her beautiful mouth. . .


“Shit!” I heard Allie exclaim, her oath so
incongruous with her buttoned up, conventional personality; I had never heard
her swear before. For some reason it made her even more alluring.


I immediately had this idea of impressing her.
“Problem?” I asked.


Allie looked up at me and seemed surprised, she
hadn’t heard me approach. But she recovered and gave me a frustrated smile. “I
think it’s jammed.”


“I’m pretty good at fixing things,” I grunted,
trying to sound extra masculine, even though I couldn’t fix a toaster. I knelt
next to her and peered into the dark cabinet. I was acutely aware of her
presence; this was the closest we had ever been to each other. Her shoulder
brushed mine, and her delicate perfume almost made me faint with desire. She
was wearing a crisp white blouse, and though it was fully buttoned, from the
corner of my eye I could see her breasts outlined against the fabric, just a
few inches away.


“I think something is stuck in here,” I said,
trying to keep my mind on the copier.


“Maybe it just needs a good hard yank,” she
said.


I almost choked. For a second I thought Allie
was flirting with me, that she had noticed the erection forming in my pants.
But she was looking into the machine, and then she reached in, her arm over
mine, her fingers touching my hand. 


“Right here,” she said. “Feel this?”


I felt it all right. Her hand on mine, guiding
it, like she was taking control. My head began to swim, thinking of her hand on
mine, guiding it between her legs.


“I think I got it,” I mumbled.


Allie pulled her hand away and stood up. “I
better let you handle it.”


I swelled with pride. She wanted a man
to take care of things. Me.


I gritted my teeth and pulled on the stuck
part, but couldn’t budge it. “It’s jammed pretty tight,” I said. I half lay on
the floor to get better leverage and allow me to reach in farther. But I
couldn’t move it, I wasn’t strong enough. I glanced up at Allie from my awkward
position, half on my back. Maybe she didn’t realize how close she was to me;
the points of her high heels were practically in my face. My eyes were drawn
past her slim ankles, up those amazing calves, past her knees, and onto her
slim thighs. I could actually see a little up her skirt, if she moved just a
little I might even be able to tell if she was wearing stockings, I might even
get a glimpse of her panties. . .


“Do you see anything?” she asked. 


My face turned red. I thought Allie had caught
me looking up her skirt. Shit, would she report me for this? I was frozen in
fear, my arm still extended into the machine, my eyes darting around, not
wanting to get in trouble. I had to resist the overwhelming urge to look back
up her skirt. But Allie’s eyes appeared to be on the copier.


“I—I,” I stuttered.


Now Allie did look at me, and seemed to realize
what I might be able to see. I thought she’d jump back, or shriek, or call me a
creep. But a small smile crept over her lips, and she shifted her legs a
little, I swear she was actually opening them wider, and I couldn’t help it, my
eyes were pulled like magnets toward them, and to the hidden secret under her
skirt. Just a little more. . .


Her knees bent; she was slowly, ever so slowly,
dropping down, the motion bringing her even closer to me, her knees were now on
either side of my head, it was as if she was going to squat on me and smother
me under her.


Then, in one movement, she shifted backward and
away, dropping to one knee, quite out of reach, smoothing her skirt down over
her legs, demure and professional once again. 


Had I imagined all of that? Had she been
letting me look up her skirt, or was she just oblivious, so focused on getting the
copier fixed?


“Let me try,” she said with a little sigh. Like
I had disappointed her.


Allie reached past me, kind of shouldering me
out of the way. I heard a click inside the machine; she hadn’t strained at all.



“Just needed a woman’s touch,” she said,
straightening up.


“Uh, I guess so,” I said. Maybe I had been
turning the wrong thing.


After that Allie seemed a little cooler to me.
Not that she had been especially warm before, but her responses to my attempts
at conversation were short, just enough to be polite. It was as if she had
written me off.


Not that I didn’t try. The more distant she
became, the harder I tried to get her to like me. Looking back I guess it was
pretty pathetic. But I was totally smitten.


Our project finally came to an end and Allie
was going to transfer back to her old division, so I knew I’d not be seeing
much of her, if at all. At our Friday after work get together the entire team
was celebrating the end of our project. The team had done well, and our work
had been mentioned by the higher ups. Even Allie was a little more relaxed. We
were all drinking more than usual, no one in an especial hurry to get home or
back to their hotels. I think that’s what gave me the courage to try again with
Allie.


“So I guess we are officially not working
together,” I said to her.


“I guess not,” Allie replied. “It was a
pleasure, Rob.” Her tone was very flat, polite. She seemed sincere enough, but
basically just giving the expected line.


I glanced around the bar, hoping no one could
hear. “So I was thinking. . .since we are in a different situation, I
was wondering if you’d like to, you know, hang out some? Maybe have dinner?”


Allie gave me a little frown, a look that oddly
made her beautiful sharp eyes even more alluring. “I’m not sure that would be
appropriate, Rob. After all, you still have to do my review.”


“Maybe after that’s done with,” I said.


Allie shook her head. “I don’t think that would
be right. What if you gave me a good review, and people saw us together, and
thought you wrote me up nicely because we were fraternizing?”


That’s how she put it, fraternizing. Like
spending time with a guy was something against the rules. I wondered again at
how inexperienced and conservative she must be. 


“Everyone knows you are going to get a great
review, anyway,” I said. “We all are. The project turned out great. No one will
think it is because we, uh, spent time together.”


“I don’t know,” Allie replied. “I wouldn’t want
to take the risk. It’s different for a woman, you understand. Everyone always
assumes that any woman who gets ahead has slept her way to the top. Even a hint
of that would ruin my career.”


I couldn’t imagine anyone thinking someone as
professional and aloof as Allie would be the kind of woman who would sleep with
her boss to get ahead. But she was right, what did I know? Yet I wasn’t ready
to give up yet. “Maybe we could wait a little while?”


Allie gave me a smile, maybe seeing a way to
let me off the hook. “Okay, Rob, I’ll think about it. Maybe someday.”


I had to content myself with that for the
longest time. Within a few weeks she had left the division and had actually
been transferred to a group in another city, about an hour away. Our business
units had no overlap, so I never saw her. Allie’s profile was on a social
network site, but she didn’t seem to be an active user. I thought about
friending her, but felt a little odd about it as time went on. Then I saw a
post about how she had taken a job in Utah, of all places. I sent her a
congratulatory email, and in response she sent me a polite but very short,
impersonal, thanks. I hope you are doing well, it ended, a response that
could have come from anyone.


A year went by, but my memories of Allie were,
if anything, more acute. I could still picture her slim figure, the allure of
her crossed legs in a meeting. I could almost feel her touch on my arm that day
as we tried to fix the copier. And whenever I thought of what had happened
next, when she had looked down on me, helpless below her, giving me an
accidental—or purposeful—look up her skirt, I would get so aroused I’d have to
give myself a release.


I tried to date other women, but they all paled
in comparison to my memory of Allie. The ones who had her physique weren’t
interested in me, or were to flighty, or didn’t have her marvelous toned body.
The few others I met all seemed to want to coddle me, or boss me around.


 


 







Hooked


In the third year after Allie left, I had a
stroke of luck, although it had nothing to do with Allie or women. I had been
working on a special software project, and the company had created a new division,
setting us up in separate offices a few blocks away. Things progressed rapidly,
and our product caught the interest of a venture capital firm. Those of us who
had been working on the software were given the chance to be part of a spin
off. I took the chance; I was still pretty young, and while I had been doing
well in the big company, I might never get an opportunity like that again.


Within a year the venture firm had already given
us more funding, and a year later the business went public. I was, for all
intent and purposes, suddenly well off. Not filthy rich, but I had some money
in hand, and enough stock options that, if I stayed with the business and
played my cards right, I’d have a pretty comfortable life.


I was so busy that I didn’t really have time
for women, although a few more of them seemed interested in me now that I had
made it pretty big. My name had actually been mentioned in a few business
articles about young successful software designers. I had a few dates, but it
seemed pretty clear the women were more interested in my money than in me.


I had never forgotten about Allie; in fact, I
still fantasized about her. But I had finally accepted that I’d lost my chance
with her. She was probably married now anyway.


So imagine my surprise one day when I hear my
name being called as I’m standing in line to get my morning latte at a coffee
shop around the corner from my office. I turn around and there is Allie. I
haven’t seen her in years, but she still looks the same. In fact, she looks
better. Her hair is a little less formal, she’s wearing a touch more makeup,
her heels are an inch taller and her skirt is a few inches shorter. She still
looks like a conventional professional business woman, but she seems just a
little more feminine.


All of the feelings I had for her came rushing
back, especially when she practically ran up to me in the crowded line and gave
me a nice hug and a warm kiss on the cheek. “Rob! What a pleasant surprise!
What are you doing here?”


I’m so taken aback by everything, by her
beauty, her new style, and especially her touch and kiss that I can barely
speak. When I finally get my wits about me I say, as matter of factly as I can,
“I was part of a spin off and we have new offices around the corner.” 


Allie’s eyes widened. “I read about it. You
are a part of that?”


“I kind of led it,” I said. Like it was no big
deal.


She gave my arm a little squeeze, which made me
stand up taller. “I always knew you’d be really successful.”


Actually, I didn’t think she had felt that way,
at least when we were working together; she had never let on that I had any
special skills at all. In fact, she treated me more like a peer or a
subordinate than a boss. But I wasn’t thinking about that now, just that she seemed
pretty impressed at the moment.


“What are you doing here?” I asked. “I mean,
around this neighborhood?”


“I moved back into the city and live just a few
blocks away. I rejoined the company!” Allie gave a little pout. “But now you
work somewhere else, so I guess that means I won’t be seeing you.” 


She was probably just saying that because it
was polite. But there was this little change in her tone, and in the way she
was looking at me, suggesting that she really had been thinking about
me, that she wanted to see me.


I was feeling pretty full of myself right then,
not only from my business success, but because of her more approachable
attitude, so I ventured, as casually as I could, “Maybe we can catch up
sometime, you know, when we aren’t both on our way to work.”


Actually I would have blown off work for her
right then, but I didn’t want to get shot down in front of all the people in
the coffee shop. The memories of her turning me down before were still too
vivid.


Allie surprised me by saying, “I’d love
that.” And then shocked me when she pulled out her cell phone and began
scrolling through her calendar. “What would be a good day to have lunch?” She
looked up. “Oh, you might be too busy for lunch with me. Maybe something after
work, at night?”


Night. She said night. Like a date.


I fumbled for my phone, pretending to look
through my calendar, knowing I’d have cancelled dinner with the President to
get a chance to be with Allie. “How about. . .” Should I ask her for
a weekend? Would that be too presumptuous? She probably had a boyfriend. I
belatedly looked at her finger to see if she was wearing a ring; in my
excitement I hadn’t noticed, but her left hand was hidden under the phone. “Are
you available this Thursday?”


“That will work,” she said. “Do you still have
my number?”


I had it memorized. “I’m sure I do somewhere,”
I said. “Uh, where would you like to go?”


For the briefest second I thought I saw the
gleam in her eyes dim, like I had said something wrong, or unexpected, or
disappointing. Why I couldn’t imagine; I was trying to agree to whatever she wanted
to do. But she smiled and said, “Is that Japanese place still open, the one on
the other side of the office?”


I hated Japanese food, and thought she would
have remembered that from our work time together, but right now I didn’t care.
“I think so. What time?”


“How about eight? That will give me time to
freshen up after work.”


Freshen up. She was thinking of
it like a date. “Sure. I’ll see you there.”


“Great.” She stood on her toes to give me
another kiss on the cheek. “I’m so glad I ran into you!”







First Date


In a perfect world, we would have had that
dinner, it would have led to some kissing, then touching, then sex. Allie would
have fallen in love with me, and we would have gotten married and lived happily
ever after. In fact, some of that happened, but not exactly the way I
would have pictured it. And as for happily ever after, well, that remains to be
seen.


That first dinner went great. Allie was bright,
effusive, and a good conversationalist. But she still had that air of
diffidence, like this was just two old office acquaintances catching up after a
long time. She asked me a lot of questions about my new job and company, and
made all the appropriate nice comments. She didn’t go into great detail about her
prior job, the one she had left our company for originally; I got the sense
that she hadn’t been happy, or hadn’t done well, and I didn’t pry. I was a
little surprised when she told me what she had come back to do; it sounded like
a lateral move, pretty similar to the job she had years ago. It seemed to me
her career had stalled a little.


“I have to ask though, why did you go to Utah?”


Allie looked away briefly. “I just wanted to be
surrounded by something else. You know, different kinds of people.”


I wasn’t sure what she meant. “Mormons?” I joked. 


“Not exactly,” she said. “Just where there weren’t
so many temptations, where I could concentrate.”


I figured she meant the distractions of the big
city, the stores, the hustle and bustle, and let it go.


We had a few drinks at dinner, nothing excessive.
When the check came Allie insisted on paying half. I didn’t want to shove it in
her face that I probably had a lot more money than she did now, so I agreed.
“But you have to let me treat next time,” I said.


She gave me a demure smile and said, “A next time
would be nice.”


I offered to walk her home and she accepted, and at
her apartment building I was hoping she’d invite me in, but she just gave me a
little hug and said, “It was so much fun catching up. Let’s do this again
soon.”


Nothing specific, not When can I see you again,
or anything like that. But her voice sounded sincere, and maybe I was just
feeling full of myself, but I honestly thought she had a good time. As she
walked through the glass doors of her modern building she turned back and gave
me a little wave.


After that night, I pursued Allie with a passion. It
was a little difficult, since I was traveling a lot, but every time I was back
in town I asked her out. She didn’t always say yes, but I did get a few dates.
All of them were the same; we’d have dinner, it would be pleasant, and at the
end of the night I’d get a peck on the cheek. I fantasized about her so much I
couldn’t concentrate at work.


But though we now were having dinners together about
once or twice a month, things didn’t seem to be progressing. Our conversations
were friendly, but not intimate. Allie mostly asked about my job and told me
about her work. We’d chat about current affairs, movies, and such, but never
anything really personal. For all I knew, she was having similar dinners with
other men, or even had a boyfriend.


One night I finally got the nerve to ask her about
this. “Allie, don’t get me wrong, I really enjoy our time together, but I was
wondering if you would be willing to take this to the next step?”


Allie’s eyes opened wider. “What do you mean?”


“Well, we’ve been seeing each other for quite a
while, but all we do is go to movies and eat out.”


“Well, Rob, you should know by now I’m not the type
to rush into things.”


“I’m not trying to rush you, but I was wondering, is
there someone else?”


Allie frowned. “No one in particular. I mean, I do
have some other male friends that I see now and then.”


“So no boyfriend?”


“Whatever makes you ask that?”


“I don’t know. I’ve never even been in your
apartment.”


“It’s just that, well, it’s kind of small. I’m not
really successful like you are. You told me you have a really nice place.”


I had been trying to get Allie over to my new
apartment, a benefit of my newly acquired wealth. But she had always demurred,
and I thought it was because she was embarrassed that my career had progressed
much faster than hers. “I’m sure yours is just fine.”


“I don’t know,” said Allie. “I’d hate you to be
disappointed.”


I shook my head. “I could never be disappointed in
you.”


Allie brightened. “Okay, why don’t you come over
next Friday and I’ll make dinner for you?”


“That would be really nice.” Finally, I was getting
somewhere.


 


 







One Foot At a Time


I was nervous all week waiting for our
dinner. When Friday finally arrived I bought a bouquet of flowers and a good
bottle of wine. Allie met me at the door. 


“I’m so sorry I’m still in my work clothes,” she
said. “I had a late meeting and just got home. I’ll get dinner started right
away.”


“No hurry,” I said. I was too nervous to eat anyway.
Besides, Allie looked great. She looked better in work clothes than I bet most
women looked naked. Tonight she was wearing a dark blue skirt with a lighter,
pale blue blouse. Her only jewelry were some small diamond earrings and a
string of simple pearls, which I had never seen before and I secretly hoped she
had worn for me. She was wearing nude stockings or pantyhose; her heels were by
the door.


I gave Allie the wine and flowers and she made the
appropriate polite remarks, and then she bustled around her small kitchen. I
tried to help but mostly got in the way, so was relieved when she told me to
just sit and wait.


Dinner was simple but nice, pasta with fresh herbs,
a heaping salad. After dinner we sat on the loveseat and caught up. 


At one point there was a little silence. We were
pretty close together, the loveseat was small. Allie leaned back against me and
tilted her head up, and after a moment of trepidation I bent down and kissed
her. She hesitated just a bit, but didn’t pull away, and then returned the
kiss.


It was wonderful. All of my waiting for this moment
had been worthwhile. It was like she had finally relented, had finally given me
an opening. It wasn’t a passionate kiss, but it wasn’t chaste either, it was
kind of like her personality, a little formal. But I didn’t care.


I kissed her two or three times, and each time she
responded the same way. I was getting pretty worked up, but she seemed just
about the same. I stroked her hair and wondered if something would happen next.


When I looked down her eyes were closed. Was she
thinking of what I was thinking? Was this to be the night? 


But after a minute I realized that she was simply tired.
I was so worked up I must have been talking a mile a minute before then, and had
probably been boring her. “You look a little tired,” I said.


Allie visibly tried to perk up. “Sorry, it’s been a
long week. And the wine always makes me sleepy.”


“Would you like to call it a night?” I asked,
holding my breath, hoping she’d ask me to stay over. Even just sleeping next to
her with no sex would have been a huge breakthrough.


“No,” she said. “I just need to close my eyes for a
minute. Is that okay?”


“Sure. Why don’t you lie down?” 


“That would be nice,” she said. Allie scooted back
along the small loveseat. I was hoping that she’d lie in my lap but instead she
went the other way, leaving her curled up on the small sofa, with her feet in
my lap.


Allie’s beautiful, arched feet were now rubbing
against my groin. Her skirt had hiked up just a little as she snuggled in, revealing
more of her wonderful legs all the way up to her thighs. She must have been
really tired, because she made no attempt to fix her skirt and cover up. 


I casually placed one of my hands on her calf and
the other on her ankle and held my breath. She didn’t say anything so I slowly
moved my hand up and down her leg, and began to give her a foot rub. After just
a few seconds she actually moaned, and said, “That feels so
good!” She arched her back and I was in heaven.


“Just relax,” I said. Unfortunately I couldn’t take
my own advice. As I continued to rub her feet I became incredibly aroused. Her
arches were right on top of my cock, and with each movement I made, and with
each of her responses to my touch, the friction between her feet and my cock drove
me wild. I knew if I kept going she was going to feel my erection. I don’t have
the biggest package but it would still be hard to miss. But I couldn’t stop, it
felt so good, and she was obviously enjoying it as well.


“You have amazing legs,” I said. “But I’m sure you
know that.”


“What, these?” Allie lifted one perfect leg up, her
ankle passing right by my face. She opened her eyes and studied her leg as if
seeing it for the first time. “I never thought much about them. What makes a
leg nice?”


“The proportion, the definition, it’s kind of hard
to explain,” I said, almost drooling over the position she was in, virtually
offering her leg up to me. I had the sense that she knew perfectly well what
she was doing, she had to know what a wonderful body she had, but her tone
wasn’t at all coy or teasing or boastful. She was talking as if she were in a
business meeting. On one hand it drove me crazy, because I wanted her to be
more sexual, but on the other hand her casual attitude was incredibly arousing
and sexy.


By lifting her leg her skirt hiked up even more, and
now I could see all the way to the top of her thighs. She was wearing
stockings! If she moved just a tiny bit more I might be able to see. . .


Right then Allie dropped her leg gently back down,
her foot snuggling into my crotch. “Do the other one,” Allie purred, and it
took me a second to realize she was talking about her other foot, and not my
own tight muscle. 


I rubbed her foot, trying to keep my mind from
wandering, trying to keep my eyes from sliding over to her legs. Fortunately
she closed her eyes again and I was able to sneak a few peeks. Not only was she
wearing stockings, but they were held up by a garter. Is this how she dressed
for work? Had she dressed like this when we had worked together, hiding racy
underwear beneath her businesslike outfits?


My erection was pitching a tent in my pants, and I
had to carefully keep her feet a little suspended so she wouldn’t feel it. But
then she suddenly shifted her legs, bringing her feet into direct contact with
my cock. 


“That feels wonderful!” she moaned. 


I thought she meant my foot rub and kept at it,
shifting myself on the loveseat to keep her away from my hard member. It’s not
that I was embarrassed about her getting me excited; actually I wanted her to
know that, but I didn’t want her to think I had some kind of kinky foot fetish.
I did appreciate a nicely curved, delicate arch, but I didn’t obsess over feet.
Yet I couldn’t deny the effect this was having on me. I rationalized it was
just because we had kissed, and she was now letting me massage her, two things
I had never been able to do in the years that I had known her.


I glanced again at Allie’s legs and was shocked to
see that she was ever so slowly spreading them. Not really wide, but bending
her knees just enough so that the bottoms of her feet could now touch one
another. Except that my cock was between them. With her eyes still closed, she
began to work her feet up and down on my cock. The movement was so subtle that
she might not have even been aware she was doing it; my hands were still on her
feet and maybe she was just reacting to my massage.


But I couldn’t ignore it. It was as if I was getting
fondled, right through my pants.


I guess I gasped, and Allie opened one eye. “I think
maybe you are the one who needs to relax,” she said slyly. She lifted up
her knee, which drove her toes right into my erection.


“I’m sorry,” I said, shifting uneasily. “You excite
me, I can’t help it.”


“Aww, that’s so sweet,” she said. “It’s nothing to
be embarrassed about. It’s a compliment, really.”


“I didn’t want you to think. . .” I
stopped. What didn’t I want her to think?


“That you liked it? Don’t you like being rubbed?”
Allie was smiling at me, a combination of innocent surprise and a little bit of
a tease.


“Um, I—.” I couldn’t talk straight, because now she
was shamelessly using her feet to stroke me.


“You must be pretty uncomfortable, all tied up like
that,” she said. “Maybe you’d better let it out.”


Allie’s tone was still rather matter of fact, like
she was suggesting a fix to a business problem at work. She wasn’t acting coy
or making sexual faces or trying to sound sexy. Which of course made it even
more erotic.


“Are you sure?”


Allie sighed. “Well, if you don’t want to. . .”


I wasted no time unzipping my fly and pulling out my
cock. I was as hard as I’d ever been in my life, but I couldn’t say it burst
forward in any kind of splendor, in fact, the head barely cleared the folds in
my pants.


But Allie didn’t seem to notice, or care. “Ooh. I can
feel that you are excited.”


Now her feet were right on my skin. The feeling of
her silky stockings as they rubbed up and down on me was mind-blowing. I’d had hand
jobs, but this was so much better. I was torn between watching Allie, with her
almost serious look as she concentrated on jerking me off, watching her feet on
my cock, or closing my eyes in ecstasy.


Watching her feet on me won out. I couldn’t take my
eyes off of what she was doing.


“Does that feel good?” she asked. Like she had no
idea, that this was the first time she had done anything like this.


“It’s, it’s incredible,” I managed. 


Allie’s legs were getting into the act now, sliding
back and forth, now and then spreading to get a better grip on me, giving me
glimpses of her slim thighs. At one point she caught me peeking, and made a
show of readjusting her skirt, but in the end I could see just as much as
before.


“I can’t take much more of this,” I blurted.


Allie slowed her foot ministrations and slowly dragged
her feet off of my cock. “Do you want me to stop?”


“No!” I craned my hips forward.


“Okay,” she said, and resumed the up and down motion
on me.


“Allie, if you keep doing that, I’m going to lose
control. . .”


“Make up your mind,” she ordered, very serious. “Sheesh.”


I was confused by this change in her tone, she
sounded disappointed. “I don’t want you to stop, but I might, I might—”


“What?” she asked, still serious, like she didn’t
know.


“Come! I might come!” And just like that I did,
shooting my load, globs of it landing on her stockings and my pants. I groaned
as she keep milking me until I was dry. I gasped, my head hanging back, totally
spent. I’d never had such a totally sexual experience, and she hadn’t even
touched me with her hands. Shit, I hadn’t even seen her naked.


“That was incredible,” I said, breathing hard.


Allie pulled her feet back and tucked them under
her, ignoring her cum covered stockings. She wrapped her arms around herself.
“I hope you don’t think less of me,” she said, shyly. “I’m usually not so
forward.”


“What do you mean?”


“Well, I don’t want you to think I’m that kind of
girl,” she said. “I just kind of lost control there.”


That wasn’t exactly what I considered losing control;
I’m the one who had lost it. I always assumed she had a sexual history. Maybe
she was just being coy. I started to say something about her having to have a
lot of experience to give such an awesome footjob, but bit off my thought; I
didn’t want to imply she was some kind of slut.


Instead I slipped off the loveseat and knelt by her,
my hand caressing her thigh. I gave her a kiss and said, “Now I’d like to make
you feel good too.” I slipped my hand a little up her skirt.


Allie grabbed my hand and stopped me. “Don’t,” she
said. “That’s what I was afraid of, that I would give you the wrong idea.”


“What do you mean? It’s only natural. I never
understand when a woman says that. It’s not like it’s our first date.”


She pulled away. “So you’ve had sex a lot on the
first date?”


“No, no, I haven’t.” Not that I hadn’t tried. But no
woman had ever let me do that. In fact, it usually took me forever to just get
to the fondling stage, and maybe a hand job now and then.


“I told you I’m not that kind of girl.”


I tried to reason with her. “Allie, we aren’t
teenagers. I certainly wouldn’t think less of you for having some sexual history.
I do.”


“Well, I don’t,” said Allie. 


“None at all?” I was incredulous.


“Is that so surprising? See, you do think
less of me,” she pouted.


“No, I just meant, you are so beautiful, I assumed
you’ve had serious boyfriends. Sex would be a part of that.”


“Well, not for me. I mean, I’ve done some things,
you know, with my hands, but I’ve never gone all the way. I’m saving that for
when I get married.”


She was a virgin? She was, what, late twenty
something? Where there really still virgins that old these days? 


I didn’t know what to say, exactly, so I jested,
“Well, I guess we’ll have to get married then.”


Allie’s eyes widened, and her face grew serious.
There was a long silence. Then she whispered, “Okay.”


I thought I had misheard. “Okay? You mean, you want
to get married?”


“Didn’t you just ask me?”


I guess I had. I wasn’t really thinking. I hadn’t
even thought that marriage was in the realm of possibility—hell, it had taken
years just to get my first real kiss. Could this be possible? Could I get to
marry someone as beautiful as Allie, so out of my league, just like that?


I didn’t want to miss this opportunity. I tried to
keep the squeak out of my voice. “Yes, I do.”


Allie looked like she was really happy. She pulled
me down and gave me a nice kiss, a real good kiss. “That would be nice,” she
said.


“Are you saying you want to marry me? For real?” My
head was spinning.


Allie smiled. “I think you are going to be the
perfect husband for me.”


 


 







The Big Day


Things moved fast after that. It had still
barely registered that Allie had suddenly decided not only to get closer to me,
but to marry me. In the weeks that followed she immediately shifted into her
professional get it done mode, and had set in motion all the preparations for
the wedding.


Maybe I should have been suspicious of her seemingly
sudden desire to get married, but I rationalized that I had, after all, known
her for years, even though we hadn’t seen each other for part of that time. We
had worked together, and I thought I had a good sense of what kind of person
she was. And ever since she had moved back into the city we certainly had spent
time together.


Allie did give me one caveat to getting married: I
had to pass her parents’ approval. I was a little nervous about this; from what
she had told me they were very traditional people. I was nervous meeting them, but
they seemed to like me well enough. They weren’t exactly effusive, but they
didn’t seem the effusive type. They asked about my job and my prospects and my
background, but no more than I’d expect any other parents to ask given their
obvious concern over a future son in law.


After they left town Allie gave me a big hug and
said, “I told you they’d be fine once they simply laid eyes on you!”


One thing that did not change much after our
engagement was our sex. Allie just didn’t seem to be that interested in sex at
all. She was very perceptive about when she sensed I was getting extra
frustrated, and then she’d do a little something for me, like a messy hand job
or one of those wonderful foot jobs. But that was it.


I finally asked Allie about her ambivalence toward
sex and she said she just needed more closeness, and it was something she
thought she would grow into. She shared with me that she had a prior history of
being misled by temptation and lust, and didn’t want to fall into that trap
again. 


“Besides,” she said, “you don’t want me just for
sex, do you? Don’t you want me for who I am?”


“Of course I do,” I said. “That’s the most important
thing.”


“Well, I’m the same way. I want you for the kind of man
you are. You wouldn’t want a marriage to be based only on sex, would you?”


I couldn’t say anything to contradict this. “But
what if we’re not compatible? Don’t you want to know that now?”


Allie gave me a shy grin. “You certainly seem
excited by me.”


“I am! But I want to make sure I can give you what
you need too.”


She gave me a little kiss on the cheek. “I’m sure I’ll
find a way to get everything I need. You worry too much. Besides, remember what
I told you, I want to save myself until we are married.”


I thought there was a lot of room between what we
were doing now and saving herself, if what she meant by that was intercourse. I
had taken her comments about her experiences with lust to mean that she had been
physical with other men. And maybe she also had all consuming unrequited
crushes, much as I had.


In any event Allie was so busy with the wedding
preparations I hardly saw her. She went about everything in her businesslike,
detailed way, from booking the location to deciding on the music to writing the
vows. She spent an incredible amount of time picking the wedding photographer,
going back multiple times to meet with potential photographers to view their
portfolios.


I bought her a beautiful engagement ring, a benefit
of my nice income, and Allie wore it proudly. And I was proud of her— I
showed her off whenever I could. I made a point of having her stop by the
office to pick me up for lunch now and then, so everyone there could see what a
hot woman I had attracted. She invited me to a large party at her company, the
one I had worked at, and I took secret satisfaction in seeing how many of the
women who hadn’t given me the time of day now seemed to follow me with their
eyes. The men, of course, followed Allie with their eyes, but I didn’t
care, she was mine. Actually it kind of excited me, seeing them drool
over my future wife.


The big day finally arrived. The place Allie had
picked for our wedding was a little outside the city, where guests could stay
in cottages to make it a weekend experience. I was a little nervous, but
excited too. I had waited so long for this. And of course, I’d finally get to
have real sex with Allie.


Most of the arrangements had been taken care of; all
I had to do was wait. But I couldn’t sit still so I walked around the grounds to
get some fresh air. It was a wonderfully warm spring day. From a distance I
watched the guests arrive. Many of them were friends of mine and Allie’s from
our work days together. I bet a lot of the guys still couldn’t believe I had
landed Allie.


The caterers were bustling around, doing last minute
preparations. We had gone first class, I had the money and I assured Allie the
sky was the limit. The photography crew was taking pictures and videos of the
guests; even here we hadn’t skimped, there were three photographers. All three
were large black men who looked more like football players than photographers,
but they seemed to know what they were doing, and Allie had spent a lot of time
researching all of the vendors. I was sure she had picked someone good.


I went inside and took my place. The music started
and the procession began. When Allie came down the aisle I almost fainted, she
looked so beautiful. She was dressed in a traditional white gown, not too long
or short, just as I would expect from her. I could hear the oohs and aahs from
the guests, and knew the men were drooling over her. The photographer was
capturing every moment; at one point the broad shouldered black man knelt in
the aisle to snap a shot of Allie, and he was so large I lost sight of her
behind him.


The ceremony went by so fast it barely registered. I
was so proud to see Allie wearing her wedding ring. I was walking on air!


Outside, the photographer kept snapping pictures,
and then we followed him to a small private garden, where the formal photos
would be taken while the guests had cocktails.


The photographer and his assistants first took shots
of me and Allie together. Derrick, the lead photographer, was like a drill
sergeant, telling us where to stand, how to pose, which way to look. I didn’t
care, I just followed his orders. 


“That’s it for the couple photos,” Derrick said in
his commanding voice. “Now let’s focus on the beautiful bride, that’s who most
people want to see pictures of.” Allie giggled as Derrick led her away from me
over toward some steps at the edge of the garden. His husky black assistants followed
behind, and I was left standing there kind of alone.


Derrick started taking photos of Allie. Often he
would hand his camera to an assistant and position her in a certain pose. As
the session went on Derrick seemed to get more and more familiar with Allie. I
couldn’t hear everything he said, but Allie’s eyes were bright and she was
laughing. I’m sure it was Derrick’s way of making her relax. Although I must
say every time he put his hands on Allie to position her a certain way I felt a
little weird, seeing his hands on my wife. His dark skin contrasted so much
with her white wedding gown that I couldn’t take my eyes off of what he was
doing. At one point he stood beside her and bent her forward slightly; I could
see the outline of her breasts. Derrick ran his hand down Allie’s back, pushing
her slightly lower, and when he was satisfied he took his position in front of
her for a close up. I frowned, thinking he might be looking down the top of her
gown. Then he said something to her and she laughed and blew him a kiss as he
took pictures.


I started to get angry at Derrick; he was being a
little forward and not very professional for my tastes. Finally, as Derrick was
once again positioning Allie for a shot, with his hands on both her shoulders,
I couldn’t take it any longer and walked over.


“Hey!” Both Allie and Derrick looked at me. Allie’s
eyes were wide, and her face was a little flushed. Derrick just gave me a cold
stare. “Um, do you really have to do that? You know, all those positions?”


“Only using one position gets boring,” said Derrick.
“We’re just trying to make this memorable for Allie. Isn’t that what you want?”


“Yeah, sure. I just don’t like—.” What was I going
to say? That I didn’t like his hands on my wife? That sounded so petty. He was
just the photographer, he probably did this with all the brides. “How long is
this going to take? We have guests waiting.”


“This is likely to be your wife’s only wedding,”
said Derrick. “Nothing that happens today should be rushed.”


I didn’t like the way he said that. Likely to be
her only wedding. Like it might not last.


Allie put her arm around me and led me away. “Don’t
worry, Rob. I’m sure we are almost done. And I do like the fact that he knows
exactly what he wants. It’s one of the reasons I hired him. That way we won’t
waste a lot of time.”


I stared into Allie’s bright eyes. She certainly
seemed to be having a great time, and I didn’t want to spoil the mood. “Okay.”
I lowered my voice. “I guess I was upset because Derrick seemed to be getting a
little familiar with you.”


Allie laughed. “Oh, Rob. You’re not jealous, are
you? You are so cute!” She gave me a little peck and skipped back to
Derrick. 


The burly photographer said something quiet to Allie
and she laughed. Then he took her by the arm and guided her to a small bench. With
his steely eyes on me, he turned Allie around and pushed her down into a
sitting position, so that her face was practically in his crotch. Then he make
a big show of moving her hair aside so that I had a clear view of her profile,
all the while never taking his eyes off me. My hands clenched as  I realized
what he was doing. He was pretending he was in control of my wife.


But what could I do? Derrick really hadn’t done
anything wrong. I’d seem childish if I complained, and I’d spoil Allie’s day.


I fumed as Derrick took his time with the photos,
moving Allie into different positions. At one point one of the assistants was
holding the camera, and Derrick was taking light readings of Allie, bringing
his face very close to her. Allie, for her part, didn’t seem put off by this at
all, if anything, she seemed to revel in the attention.


I couldn’t stay mad, because Allie looked simply
radiant. My mind began to drift to later in the evening, when I’d be able to
see her out of that wedding dress, maybe in nothing but those white stockings,
and I’d finally get to fully have her. 


I bet Derrick wished he was so lucky.


The picture taking finally ended. I took a deep
breath and hurried over to Allie.


“At some point you might want to change out of your
wedding dress before the reception is over,” said Derrick. “Make sure you tell
me when that is going to happen, so I can get some final candid photos.” 


“That would be great,” said Allie. “I’m sure these pictures
are wonderful, but I’d love to have something that wasn’t so posed.”


As Allie and I walked to the tented reception I
could feel the eyes of Derrick and his assistants on her. Sorry guys, I
thought gleefully, she’s mine!


The reception was a blur. I barely remember eating,
and soon we were cutting the cake and going around each table to see the
guests. Then it was time for our first dance.


I’m not a great dancer but I did okay with the slow
music. After that was over the tempo picked up, and Allie wanted to keep
dancing. I’d never seen her like this—it was as if she had finally let her hair
down. She’d had a few glasses of champagne, and while she wasn’t drunk, I could
definitely tell she was really having a blast. Long after I got tired she was
still on the dance floor, accepting dances from anyone and everyone. 


Throughout it all, Derrick was close by, taking his
pictures. Now and then I caught Allie giving him a big smile and preening for
the camera.


 Allie finally collapsed in a chair next to me.
“Isn’t this fun?” she panted.


I was happy for her. “I’m glad you are having such a
good time. I want this to be the best for you.”


Allie gave me a sly smile. “And the night isn’t over
yet!” 


I felt a tingle in my cock. “I can’t wait.”


Allie wagged a finger at me. “Naughty, naughty! I
was talking about more dancing!” she teased. “Speaking of which, I think it’s
time I changed out of this dress. It’s a little cumbersome on the dance floor.”
She looked around the room. “Now where is Derrick? He told me he wants to get
some candid shots.”


“Don’t you think we have enough pictures?” I asked.
Derrick didn’t need to give her any more attention.


Allie missed my intent. “Don’t worry, Rob, it’s a
flat fee. We get the whole package deal for one price. Oh, there he is.” She
waved like a schoolgirl and jumped up.


“I’ll come with you,” I said, rising.


“That’s okay, dear. You should stay here with our
guests. Don’t worry, everyone is having such a good time they won’t miss me,
and they all expect this anyway.”


She blew me a kiss and traipsed over to Derrick. He
bent down to say something to her—he had to bend, he must have been a foot
taller than she was. He made a little twirling motion with his hand, and then
pointed back toward the main building and the cottages. Allie nodded
enthusiastically. Derrick strode to the edge of the tent area and then started
taking pictures as Allie made her exit. As she approached him he kept backing
up, his photographers holding the lights and video camera, and soon they were
lost in the gloom outside the brightly lit tent.


She’ll be right back, I thought. Just a quick change
and a few pictures, and then she’ll want to get back to the dance floor. I
busied myself by fantasizing about what I’d be doing with Allie later that
night. 


Suddenly I frowned; wasn’t I supposed to get to see
her take off her wedding dress? Was this normal? I tried to think about the
other weddings I had been to and whether the bride had changed her clothes. I
couldn’t recall. I was a little disappointed, but maybe I could convince Allie
to put her gown on again for me that night. Besides, I’m sure she’d still have
something sexy on underneath.


One of my old work friends came up to me and brought
me a beer. “Great party!” he said, slapping me on the back. He was a little
drunk. He leaned down and loudly whispered, “You lucky dog! Allie is so hot!”


I smiled and beamed with pride. He was being lewd
but I’d be feeling the same way if I had been invited to a wedding where Allie
was marrying another guy. “I sure am.”


My buddy looked off toward where Allie had gone. “I
never would have thought this was the same Allie we worked with,” he said. “She
seems so much looser. I mean, less formal.” He slapped me on the back again.
“You must be making quite an impression on her!” He gave me a big wink.


I nodded, my eyes following his, wondering when
Allie would get back. Someone walked into my field of view, and soon the table
was surrounded by well wishers. I had to talk to them all, and they kept
wanting to have a toast with me. I could tell that most of the guys were still
amazed I had landed Allie.


I glanced at my watch and was amazed at how much
time had gone by. Allie certainly should have returned by now. Maybe she was on
the dance floor, which was crowded. I excused myself and walked though the
dancers, but there was no sign of Allie.


Frowning, I left the tent and made my way past a few
drunken revelers back toward the main building. A quick look inside told me
that Allie wasn’t there. Maybe she was back in our wedding cottage, changing
into her dancing clothes. But what was taking her so long?


The cottages were spread out behind the main
building, and I followed the pathway around back. It was darker here, the
walkway lit only by small path lights. The music from the tent faded away as I
walked toward what I though was our cottage.


There was a light in the window of the bungalow. Allie
was probably inside. I went up the short steps, but when I tried to enter the
door was locked. I didn’t have the key; I hadn’t even thought about it. Maybe
Allie wasn’t here after all and the light had just been left on. I knocked but
there was no answer.


Where was Allie? I hadn’t passed her on the path,
although she might have gone around another way. I walked around the back.
Maybe I had the wrong cottage.


I had my head turned as I went around the corner and
bumped into something hard. I yelped and jumped back, petrified. A huge figure
cast a shadow over me. It was one of Derrick’s burly assistants.


I tried to regain my wits. “Sorry,” I mumbled. “I
was looking for my wife.”


The black man jerked his head toward the cottage.
There wasn’t much light here, and I could barely see his face, his skin was so
dark. “She’s inside with Derrick.”


I could see some light illuminating a window behind
him, and a back door. I made to step past him but he blocked my way.


“I don’t think you want to go in there right now,”
he warned. “Derrick isn’t finished yet.”


I was about to demand that he move aside when I
heard the sound of laughter from behind him. The window was open just a little,
and I could see a hint of movement beyond the sheer drapes.


“What’s going on in there?” I demanded.


“You know, Derrick and Rasheed are getting some
candid shots of your wife.”


“It’s taking an awful long time, isn’t it?” I said,
trying to see past his wide shoulders, but he kept blocking my way.


“Derrick takes his time,” said the assistant, whose
name I think was Malcolm. “He doesn’t like to rush things at a wedding.”


Just then I heard what sounded like a moan from the
open window. I pushed past Malcolm, who didn’t stop me this time but just gave
out a deep chuckle.


I peered through the gap in the drapes and my eyes
bulged. Allie was standing in the middle of the room. Derrick was sitting on a
chair facing her, and Rasheed, the other photographer, was taking pictures. But
it’s what he was taking pictures of that staggered me. Allie was holding her
wedding dress up around her waist, revealing all of her legs. I could only see
her in profile but she looked like she was smiling. 


“A little higher,” ordered Derrick. I could hear him
clearly because the window was open a few inches and they were just a few feet
away from me.


Allie did as she was told, slowly bunching her
dress, revealing her thighs, then the top of her stockings.


She won’t keep going, I prayed.


“Higher,” said Derrick.


Without hesitating Allie wrapped more of the fabric
in her fingers, and although she wasn’t facing me, I was sure that Derrick and
Rasheed could now see her panties.


“Nice,” said Derrick. “Who were you thinking about
when you decided to wear these tiny panties?”


Allie put her hand to her mouth as if she was
embarrassed. She whispered something but I couldn’t hear it.


“Who?” demanded Derrick.


“You,” Allie whispered. “I was thinking about you.”


I was so shocked I couldn’t speak.


Derrick chuckled. “That’s my girl. I’m glad we got
that out in the open. Now let’s get something else opened up, so to speak.”
Derrick grabbed Allie’s thighs and forced her legs a little more apart.
“Rasheed, make sure you get some good shots of her thighs. So many women have
fat thighs. I hate that. You can see right through the gap in Allie’s, and she
doesn’t even have her legs spread yet.”


Rasheed was snapping away, taking closeups of
Allie’s legs and crotch, with Derrick’s hands on her. 


“Hey,” I croaked, my voice sticking in my throat, so
weak that they didn’t even hear me.


Malcolm had come to stand next to me and look in the
window. “I wouldn’t do that,” he warned. “Derrick gets pissed if he’s
interrupted in his work.”


“But he has his hands on my wife!”


“He’s just trying to give her something she’ll
remember.”


Derrick was now squeezing Allie’s thighs and running
his hand around them. “I bet you want to open up more for me, don’t you?”


Allie responded by shifting her feet and spreading
her legs. She looked down to see what Derrick was doing, but the folds of her
dress were in the way.


Derrick stood up suddenly. “I think we have enough
shots of you in your dress,” he said. “It’s time for something more casual.” He
reached down and grabbed the top of Allie’s dress in his big hands. “Don’t you
think so, Allie?”


Allie was staring at him, mesmerized. Slowly she
nodded.


Derrick pulled his hands apart and the wedding dress
ripped completely from top to bottom. The black man released it and the pieces
fell to the floor.


I had paid thousands of dollars for that dress!


Allie stood stark still before him, clad only in her
bra, panties, stockings, and heels. All in white. I could see her breathing
heavily, her eyes glued on Derrick, her pert breasts just inches from him.


This was too much. I reached for the window to hoist
it higher so I could stop them.


Malcolm grabbed my arm. “Can’t let you do that, my
man. If you interrupt Derrick he’s going to be mad at me too. That’s why I’m
out here, to make sure no one bothers him.”


“But I’m the groom!” 


“Hey, you’ll have to wait your turn like everyone
else.”


“Everyone else?” I croaked.


Malcolm grinned. “Rasheed’s going to want a piece
when Derrick is done. And I’m next. Then you can probably go, unless Derrick
has called Amos.”


My head was spinning. Who was Amos? What did Malcolm
mean by taking turns?


“I have to stop this! I can’t let you all attack my
wife!” I wailed.


Malcolm pointed in the window. “It doesn’t look like
anyone’s getting attacked to me.”


When I looked back inside I almost fainted. Allie
was standing on her tiptoes, her arms around Derrick’s massive shoulders.
Derrick was kissing her neck. She was now turned slightly toward me. Her eyes
were closed, her head thrown back. 


She’s going to push him away! I thought. He’s
obviously forcing himself on her. She’s going to cry for help any second.


Derrick took Allie’s chin and turned her face to
him. 


“Now Allie!” I whispered hoarsely. “Stop him!”


But instead of doing that, Allie leaned up and kissed
Derrick. And not just a little kiss, she urged her mouth against his. Derrick
let her get more and more into it, as if he was deciding whether to respond. I heard
Allie moan in frustration. Finally Derrick smashed his mouth against hers,
enveloping her. 


Rasheed kept taking pictures. 


I stood aghast. My wife was not only kissing
Derrick, she had initiated it.


“She’s in for it now,” said Malcolm. “Once they make
the first move like that, Derrick knows he’s in the clear. She didn’t even
flinch when he tore up that dress.”


“Does he do this a lot?” I asked timidly. 


“Sure, but only with the hot wives, and they have to
really want it, as your wife obviously does.”


“She does not want this,” I argued.


“Really? How do you explain that?”


Derrick had taken Allie’s hand and guided it to his
crotch. I expected Allie to revolt and pull back her hand, but she immediately
began kneading Derrick’s cock through his pants. He was wearing some kind of
clingy silk slacks, and I could see his erection even from outside the room.


“That’s a good girl,” said Derrick. “You want that,
don’t you?”


No! I screamed in my head.


But Allie nodded and kept caressing Derrick’s cock
as she thrust her tongue in his mouth. Derrick slipped his hand in between them
and began rubbing her breasts.


“I can’t believe this,” I whispered, still for some
reason not able or willing to raise my voice.


“Not many of the husbands do. Of course, not all of
them know it happens, and not all of the ones who do know like to watch like
you do.”


“What? I don’t want to see this!” But I couldn’t
take my eyes away.


“What’s the matter with you? You gay or something?
Man, that gets me hot.”


“It does not get me hot. That’s my wife!
She’s cheating on me already!” But even as I was saying this I could feel my
cock start to harden. Allie was shamelessly stroking Derrick faster and faster,
and he was roughly squeezing her breasts. I should have been disgusted by this
display of sluttiness from my wife, but for some reason I was getting aroused.


Almost as if it had a will of it’s own my hand
strayed to my cock and I started grabbing myself though my pants.


Malcolm glanced at me and laughed. “So, you are a
man after all. Well, not much of one, if you are meekly watching your wife with
her hands on another guy’s cock.”


Derrick pushed Allie to the floor. She dropped to
her knees and unzipped Derrick’s slacks.


“You’ll never get it out that way now, girl,”
Derrick chuckled.


Allie reached up and unbuckled Derrick’s belt, then
grabbed his pants by the waist band and pulled them down, but she couldn’t get
very far, because Derrick’s stiff erection was holding his pants up. This
didn’t stop Allie. She reached into his pants with one hand to free him as she
pulled them down with her other hand.


Derrick’s cock sprung into view and I gasped along
with Allie. He was huge. I had seen my share of porn, but I’d never seen
a cock like this. It practically leaped out at Allie, smashing her in the face,
and she had to lean back to be able to see all of it. Reverently, Allie wrapped
her hand around it and started stroking, her white skin making a clear contrast
with the ebony black cock.


Allie must be afraid, I thought. She’s
probably just too afraid of them to say anything, so she’s going along against
her will. She’ll probably just jerk him off a little and then get out of there.
She’ll come crying to me and ask me to get Derrick and his buddies to leave.


But Allie didn’t stop. She kept stroking Derrick’s
cock, making it even bigger. She licked her lips, and started to bring them
forward. . .


“Not yet,” said Derrick, stopping her. “You have to
ask first.”


Allie looked up at Derrick from her subservient
kneeling position. “Please,” she whispered.


“Please what?”


“Please, can I suck it?”


“Okay, since you asked nicely.”


Derrick thrust his hips forward even before Allie
had opened her lips, and his movement carried his cock deep into her mouth. I
heard her gag even before he was partway in. Allie pulled back to get some air,
wrapping both her hands around the stiff cock, and yet there was still a lot of
it she couldn’t cover. She hungrily took the cock back in her mouth and began
sucking on it.


With each stroke the diamond ring on Allie’s finger
sparkled in the lamplight, a beacon drawing my eye toward it. The ring I had
bought for her, brightly contrasted against the dark black skin as her hand
raced up and down. 


As if Derrick was reading my thoughts he said,
“Rasheed, get some shots of her ring.”


“Got some good ones, Derrick,” said Rasheed. 


“That feels pretty good, Allie,” said Derrick. “Have
you sucked a lot of cocks to get this good?”


Allie mumbled something I couldn’t hear because her
mouth was full. I leaned forward—I wanted to know the answer to that question
too. Allie had never sucked my cock. Where had she got her experience? Or was she
just so turned on now by Derrick that her exuberance was overcoming her
inexperience?


Derrick pulled Allie’s fingers away from his cock
and held them with one of his big hands,  and with the other he grabbed the
back of Allie’s head and guided it back and forth, like he was fucking her
face. Allie’s hair had fallen free, and she looked wild as Derrick slammed his
cock into her mouth. She didn’t resist at all, in fact, I heard her moan.


My hand tightened on my cock. Why hadn’t Allie ever
done this to me?


I know I should have busted right through the window
and tried to stop this. But what could I do? Even if I could get by Malcolm,
Derrick was way too big for me. Not to mention Rasheed, who was still taking
pictures and letting out some enthusiastic howls. And what would Allie think?
That I’d been spying on her?


Derrick finally stopped fucking Allie’s mouth. I
blew out a deep breath, maybe it was over, and I could try to forget that this
happened. Not that I could, but at least it would be past. I’d figure out how
to deal with it later. And it wasn’t like they had sex yet, not totally.


“Get up,” said Derrick.


Allie stood up to face him, trembling.


“Take off your shoes,” ordered Derrick.


Allie slipped out of her heels, revealing her
perfect feet, the same feet that had stroked my cock.


“On your toes,” said Derrick. “Then take off that
bra and those panties.”


Allie rose up on her toes and shimmied out of her
underwear. Then she timidly unsnapped her bra. As it fell off her shoulders she
unconsciously covered her breasts with her hands, suddenly shy.


“Arms up,” demanded Derrick.


Slowly Allie raised her arms over her head. She now
stood start naked except for her white stockings.


“Bend over,” ordered Derrick.


Allie did as she was told, bending at the waist. I
had a firm view of her tight little ass. I’d never seen her so exposed.


Rasheed blocked my view as he took pictures of
Allie’s ass and pussy. I leaned my head from side to side, trying to see past
him, trying to get a glimpse of my own wife as she spread herself for those
other men.


Derrick snatched Allie by the hips and spun her
around, making Allie reach for the bed to keep from falling. She was now
standing by the bed, her head down, her hips and ass up.


“Stay there,” Derrick said. He positioned himself
behind her and slowly started removing his clothes. When he was naked he took
his cock in his hand and started guiding it up and down Allie’s ass. He was
still a foot away and his cock could still touch her. Allie moaned and leaned
back toward him.


“Spread your legs,” Derrick demanded.


Allie quickly shifted herself and reached back with
her hand for Derrick’s cock. 


I bit off a scream. What was Derrick going to do
to her? Why didn’t Allie try to get away?


Derrick took hold of Allie’s hips and began to slide
forward.


He’s going to fuck her! I though wildly. I
have to stop this!


But I couldn’t move. It was like I was frozen in
concrete. The only thing that moved was my twitching cock. And then my hand,
reaching for it, stroking it. If Malcolm hadn’t been there I might have taken it
out and began jerking off. My beautiful wife, in living color before me, being
taken by a hung black stud. I’d never even seen porn this good.


I found myself, against all my judgment, thinking
only one thing.


Can Allie possibly take that huge cock in her?


I didn’t want it to happen, I didn’t want to be
humiliated, watching my new wife be fucked by someone, but part of me was dying
to find out.


Allie spread her legs some more, and now had a good
grasp of Derrick’s cock. And then she began guiding it into her pussy.


She moaned loudly as Derrick’s cock breached her. I
couldn’t see her pussy from this angle, but her back arched and her head
lifted, and I knew she was in heaven. Derrick slowly began to push in. How
could she take it? He hadn’t even touched her pussy with his hands or mouth to
get it ready. Could she be so wet already, just from sucking him, that she was
able to take that huge cock?


Derrick kept pushing forward. Allie’s knees trembled
as each inch entered her. 


“Wow, look at that,” said Malcolm, in awe. “She must
be really tight.”


“I guess so,” I mumbled.


“What? You’ve never had her?” Malcolm shook his
head. 


“I think she’s a virgin,” I said. I was defending
her, she wasn’t some slut. Or hadn’t been, before this. 


“Not any more!” laughed Malcolm. “Now she’s showing
her true colors! Or the color she likes best, which is obviously black.”


Derrick was about half way in and then he suddenly
pulled almost all the way out. Allie gave a little cry of frustration, shoving
her hips back at him. It seemed to be just what Derrick was waiting for,
because he slammed his cock forward, driving it almost all the way in her, and
she screamed.


Screamed!


Not for help, but in pain and ecstasy and demand.


Derrick pulled mostly out again, teasing her.


“Please!” said Allie. “Give it to me!”


“Why should I?” said Derrick.


“Because I’ve waited so long for this! I need it! I
need you!” Allie wiggled her ass, trying to reach back for Derrick’s cock.


“Well, if you put it that way,” said Derrick. He
rammed his cock forward. “That’s because you waited for it.” He pulled back and
rammed it in again. “And that’s because you need it.” He pulled back a third
time. “And this,” he paused dramatically, “is because you saved it for me.”
Derrick slammed his hips forward, burying his cock to the hilt. The sound of
Allie’s moan was lost in the tumult as she crashed on the bed, the huge form of
Derrick on top of her.


Allie’s legs opened even wider, her knees bent, as
Derrick pounded her. Her fingers grasped at the bedspread like a lifeline. “Don’t
stop, don’t stop, I’m going to come!” she gasped. Derrick increased his pace
and Allie screamed into the pillow as her legs started to spasm in orgasm.


I’d never seen Allie come. 


Allie’s excitement was contagious and I realized I
was stroking myself. I didn’t care anymore where I was, I didn’t care about
Malcolm standing there. I was beyond the shock of Allie’s infidelity. I was
just so turned on I couldn’t think of anything else except Allie and Derrick.


When Allie finally came up for air Derrick flipped
her over on the bed so she was facing up. She reached for him as she spread her
legs, and for a brief instant before Derrick mounted her I could see her pussy,
red and puffy. Then Derrick blocked my view as he positioned himself over her.
I watched, mesmerized, as Allie’s hand took hold of Derrick’s cock and guided
it back into her pussy, her diamond ring sparkling.


Derrick pushed into her and now began using his full
weight to fuck her.


Allie moaned, her arms reaching around Derrick’s
broad shoulders, her fingers grasping at his skin. She leaned forward and
started kissing him passionately. She finally broke free of his mouth,
breathless, and leaned her chin on his shoulder as he drove into her.


“Do you want the rest of it?” Derrick growled.


“There can’t be any more!” exclaimed Allie.


In answer, Derrick drove down so hard that the
window shook. Allie’s mouth opened in a silent scream. 


“Do you want all of it?” Derrick repeated.


“He’s got all of it in her!” I whispered. 


“That’s not what he means,” said Malcolm.


I suddenly realized that Derrick wasn’t wearing a
condom. He was riding totally bareback on my fertile wife! I doubted Allie was
on any kind of birth control. She didn’t need it, since we weren’t having
intercourse.


“No!” This time I did yell, but no one heard me,
because the sound of Derrick’s grunts and Allie’s moans and the slamming bed
drowned out my voice.


I couldn’t take my eyes off of Derrick’s cock as he
rammed it in my wife’s unprotected pussy, his huge balls, filled with his seed,
slamming against her ass. I can’t explain why, but the very thought of it drove
me crazy, and I squeezed my cock harder.


She has to stop him now! I thought. She
has to come to her senses!


Allie’s eyes suddenly opened wide, and I swore she
looked right at me. I ducked involuntarily, shamed, not wanting to get caught
spying, not wanting to  be discovered standing by helplessly. When I peeked
back through the window Allie’s eyes were closed, and there was no indication
that she had seen me.


I breathed a sigh of relief and resumed squeezing myyself
through my pants.


Suddenly Allie’s eyes opened wide and she looked
right at me. I couldn’t react in time and I was caught. I froze, expecting her
to cry out.


Instead, she just smiled at me. A wide, wonderful,
pleased, dreamy smile.


Then she reached as far around Derrick as she could
and rolled her left hand back and forth on his back, like she was making sure
that I got a good look at her wedding ring.


Her eyes closed again, lost in ecstasy. Her
breathing was so loud I could hear it. Her legs tightened around Derrick’s back
and her feet curled, her toes pointing up.


Derrick started to moan.


“He can’t come in her!” I said, more to myself than
anyone else.


Malcolm chuckled. “Sure he can. I bet she begs for
it. Lots of surprise babies in nine months from nights like this.”


She’s going to stop him! She saw me, she’s
doing this to get back at me for something I did, something I’m not even aware
of, or maybe because she thinks I’m sick and get off on it. But she’ll never
let Derrick come in her!


“Say it!” said Derrick.


Allie’s eyes opened and she looked right at me
again. “Give it to me!”


And everyone, especially me, knew what she meant. 


Derrick slammed into her. My fingers were furiously
stroking myself through the slippery material of my tuxedo, and as Derrick
grunted I lost control, ejaculating into my pants. With each animalistic grunt,
Derrick shot another load into Allie, and for a few spurts I matched him, until
I was empty, but Derrick kept going, shooting more and more sperm into my wife.
Allie’s toes curled and she pulled him deeper inside. Her mouth clamped on his
shoulder as she shuddered in another orgasm.


Derrick finally rolled off, revealing Allie with her
legs spread wide, her pussy gaping. I could see the rise and fall of her chest
as her orgasm lingered.


“He really stretched her out,” marveled Malcolm.
“She probably won’t even feel it when you finally get in there.”


Allie reached down and rubbed her swollen pussy. “I
can’t believe how good that felt to have you come in me! Is this your cum
leaking out?”


Derrick laughed. “That’s just your wetness, girl. I
shot my load so deep in you it won’t leak out now, maybe ever. It’s got a job
to do.”


Allie ran her wet fingers over her lips. “I think I
can taste a little of you.”


“Here’s some more,” said Derrick. He pulled Allie up
to a sitting position and stuck his cock in front of her face. Even though he
had already come it was still thick. “Clean it off.”


Allie ran her tongue along Derrick’s cock, licking
it dry. Then Derrick pulled up his pants and said, “Next!”


Allie’s eyes widened as Derrick moved aside for
Rasheed, who had already unzipped his pants. Allie didn’t even hesitate but
reached in and took out Rasheed’s already stiff cock.


“I want video of this,” said Rasheed.


Derrick picked up the video camera and began
shooting as Allie sucked on Rasheed’s cock. 


“What are they going to do with that video?” I wondered.


“That’ll cost you extra,” said Malcolm. “But I bet
you want a copy to relive this experience over and over, don’t you?”


I had to admit that sounded exciting. I never would
have imagined that I’d be standing by as my wife had sex with another man—men—but
now I was thinking what it would be like to watch the video. It would be even
better than internet porn.


Plus I was sure that there would be one silver
lining in all this. After everything Allie had been willing to do with these
other men, certainly she wouldn’t deny me anything I wanted now from her
sexually. 


“I better move before Rasheed gets it all,” said
Malcolm. He slipped away and soon I saw him enter the room. Allie saw him come
in and gave him a smile around Rasheed’s cock. 


Malcolm wasted no time. He repositioned Allie on all
fours on the bed even as she kept sucking on Rasheed. Allie seemed to know what
he was going to do because she reached back one hand and spread herself open.
Malcolm dropped his pants and in one motion slammed his thick cock into Allie.
The motion shoved her forward onto Rasheed, and she gagged, then quickly
recovered and pushed back with her hips.


“That’s it,” said Malcolm. “Fuck me.”


Allie moved her hips back and forth, driving into
Malcolm’s cock. Rasheed held the back of her head, fucking her face. I could
only watch helplessly as the two black men filled her holes. All the while Derrick
kept shooting video.


I still knew I should try to do something, but what
could I do with three big men between me and my wife? Besides, she certainly
seemed to be enjoying herself.


I could call the cops, I thought. Then I pictured
the scene, the cops showing up, all the guests crowding around. And the cops
quickly finding out that Allie was a willing participant.


Maybe she was drunk, I rationalized. Or drugged.
That might explain why she had never so much as given me a blowjob and now was
taking on three men. Yet she seemed coherent and aware. Malcolm was holding her
hips and slamming into her, and she reached back and gripped his hand, her
wedding ring mocking me.


I could divorce her, I thought sternly. This was
unacceptable and certainly grounds for it. But what would I tell everyone? That
my wife had sex with three strangers on our wedding night? I’d be the
laughingstock of the company and all my friends.


Allie moaned in ecstasy. How I wish I was in there,
with my cock in her mouth or in her pussy! Even though I had come in my pants I
felt myself begin to stiffen. Of course, my cock was nothing like what Allie
was getting now. Would I be able to satisfy her after this?


Malcolm pulled Allie back so hard toward him that
Rasheed’s cock slipped from her mouth. At that moment Rasheed moaned and I saw
his cock jerk, and a huge spurt of cum hit Allie on the face. She cried out in
frustration and opened her mouth, diving back onto Rasheed’s cock. I saw her
cheeks fill and her eyes widen. When Rasheed finally finished Allie gasped for
air, and I realized she must have swallowed all of Rasheed’s cum.


Malcolm didn’t give her any respite and began
fucking her even harder. Allie moaned and pushed her hand back against his
thigh, as if she was trying to keep him at bay.


Finally, I thought, she’s come to her
senses, she’s had enough. She’s been humiliated by having cum shot on her
face and in her mouth, and she’s going to stop this!


But her halfhearted resistance only spurred Malcolm
on, and he slammed into her little pussy. Allie’s hand turned, and now she was
grabbing at Malcolm’s thighs, pulling him even deeper into her. 


“I think she wants it!” said Rasheed. 


“Is that right? Do you want it?” asked Malcolm.


Allie nodded fervently. Her head was raised up, her
back arched as Malcolm fucked her like an animal.


“Where do you want my cum?” grunted Malcolm.


“In my pussy!” screamed Allie.


Malcolm made one last thrust and groaned, and I knew
that he was emptying himself into Allie. She reached back and roughly rubbed
her clit, and even as Malcolm was still shooting inside her she moaned and
started to spasm.


Allie collapsed on the bed as the three black men
high fived and started getting dressed. I couldn’t stand to watch any longer
and collapsed onto the ground. What was I going to do now?


A few minutes later I heard the door close. When I
looked back inside I saw Allie pulling on a skirt, even though she had no
underwear on. She hastened into a blouse, and then starting brushing her now
wild hair.


Like nothing had happened.


I rushed around to the front of the cottage. The
three photographers were already gone. I was deciding what to say to Allie when
she came bustling out of the cottage.


“There you are!” she said gaily. Maybe she hadn’t
seen me at the window after all. She pulled me by the hand back toward the
reception. “We have to go, I didn’t realize it was so late, our guests will be
waiting.”


“Allie, wait, we have to—.” I didn’t know what to
say.


Allie misunderstood my intent, or pretended to.
“Don’t worry, I’ll be taking care of you soon enough!” she said, as she reached
down to my crotch. “I bet you are a little excited. . .” She smiled
as she rubbed me through my tuxedo pants. “Ooh, I can feel something wet here,
it looks like you already took care of yourself! You naughty boy, you couldn’t
wait!”


I groaned as she rubbed me, feeling myself stiffen. 


“Were you peeking?” Allie asked, teasing me.


“I—I—.” I couldn’t concentrate with her rubbing me,
and now didn’t know whether to admit my spying, which she probably already knew
about, or deny everything. Maybe I could just pretend nothing happened to save
me the embarrassment.


“We really do have to go,” said Allie. “We don’t
want the guests wondering if we were up to something, do we?” 


“But Allie,” I blurted. “You were up to something!”


Allie frowned. “I’m so sorry dear. I was afraid of
this. I have a confession to make. For as long as I can remember, only black
men have excited me. I thought it was some kind of phase, but it kept getting
stronger and stronger as I got older. The city is filled with so many gorgeous,
big black men! Everywhere I looked there was another one, and I know they
wanted me. I think black men are drawn to petite white women, don’t you agree?
Anyway, that’s why I had to move away to Utah.”


I was confused, still not thinking straight, as
Allie continued to rub my cock, right there in the walkway. “What’s did that
have to do with Utah?”


“I picked a place where I thought there wouldn’t be
that many black men. But it was even worse, the ones I saw were like magnets, I
had to fight the urge to be with them. So I decided to just come back here, since
there was always going to be the temptation.” She leaned close to me, like she
was sharing a secret. “I even bought a large black dildo!”


I couldn’t imagine sweet Allie with a dildo, or any
kind of sex toy, but on the other hand I couldn’t imagine her having sex with
three men. “I thought you were going to save yourself for your wedding!”


“But I did, Rob! I swear, I didn’t have sex with
anyone before tonight! I was a total virgin! I resisted all those temptations
until after I was married!” Allie said it like she was proud of herself.


“But, but,” I stammered. “I thought you were going
to save it for me!”


“I was! I mean, I tried to! I really did. But when I
met Derrick all my urges came flooding back. I really wanted to resist, but you
saw him, he’s so big and powerful. Once he started taking pictures of me and
putting his hands on me I lost control. And seeing him next to you—I’m sure you
understand, it’s nothing personal. He’s just so much more man than you
are.”


“Nothing personal? That sounds pretty personal!”


“Don’t take it that way, Rob. It’s just the way of
the world. And anyway, he just took me. You didn’t think I would be able
to resist him, did you?”


“You resisted me long enough!”


“Well, that’s different.” Allie smiled
mischievously. “I told you, you’ll get something a little later. It will still
be on our wedding night!” She stopped rubbing me and pouted. “Unless you don’t
want me.”


There it was. I could tell her now, and end this.
I’d have to wait a while before I could divorce her, so as not to create a
scandal or be embarrassed.


Allie seemed to read my mind. “Of course, if you
decide you don’t, I guess I won’t be able to be intimate with you.”


The thought of not having sex with Allie drove me
crazy. I had been so close! And when I first met her, years ago, I had always
assumed she had been with other men. What difference did it really make if she
had her experiences back then or just recently? I really hadn’t ever expected
that I’d be marrying a virgin.


“I thought you wanted to marry me,” I whined.


Allie sighed. “I did. Why do you think I did marry
you?”


“But those other men!” There, I had said it. Sort
of.


Allie shook her head. “It didn’t have to be this
way. I was trying desperately to resist my attraction to black men. Didn’t you
notice how serious I was about my work, and how cold I was toward men? I
thought I could make myself an ice queen. But I knew I wanted to be married,
and I looked at every man as a possibility. I wanted a black man, but my
parents never would have accepted that. Didn’t you see how happy they were when
they saw that you were white? I hoped if I could find a powerful white man,
that would be good enough to satisfy my needs. For a while I thought you might
be a possibility. You weren’t exactly big and strong, but I thought maybe you
could grow into it, or had a hidden tough streak. So I decided to test you.”


“Test me?”


“Remember that time when we were working together,
and you saw me at the copy machine? I let you look up my skirt. I practically
opened myself up to you. Any real man would have taken me right there.
But you were such a wimp, even when I almost let you see my pussy. I couldn’t
tell if you wanted me to sit on your face, or piss on you, or what. You didn’t
do anything.”


I remembered that like it was yesterday. “But what
could I have done?”


“Anything! Grabbed me, kissed me, fondled me,
anything! But you didn’t do a thing. You couldn’t even fix the damn copier.”


My mouth fell. “I’m sorry.”


Allie touched my face. “Don’t worry dear. It all
worked out. When I came back to the city, and saw that you had made all that
money, I decided there might be a better way. You’re never going to be enough
of a man for me sexually, and after tonight I know that I can’t resist my needs
anymore. So we can be fine together. In fact, I’m more convinced than ever you
are going to be the perfect husband! I can get what I need, and you can have
what you deserve.”


“What’s that?” I asked.


“Why, you can watch, dear!” Allie gave my cock one
last stroke. “Now we better go, otherwise you’ll have nothing left for later.”
She smiled sadly. “Although I’m not sure if it’s worth letting you in me, I’m so
stretched out. Maybe I’ll let you jerk off on my swollen pussy, would you like
that?”


“Wait!” I said. This was my last chance, to fight
back, to tell her this was unacceptable, that I couldn’t be married to her.
That she couldn’t just go carrying on with black men while I helplessly stood
by. 


Allie put her hand on her hip, waiting impatiently.
Even like that, she was beautiful, even more so since she was still flushed
from her escapade. I knew right then I’d never have a chance with any other
woman half as pretty. And I had to admit, everything she did had turned me on. 


So what could I say? “Uh, you have a little,
something, on your neck.”


Allie frowned and touched her neck. Her face broke
into a sheepish grin as her finger came away with a blob of cum. “Oh, thank you
dear. You are so observant.” She looked right in my eyes as she slid her finger
in her mouth and licked it clean.


Allie put her arm through mine and we headed back
toward the brightly lit tent. What else could I do? I couldn’t exactly leave my
wedding, or make an announcement that everyone should go home because my virgin
wife had just cuckolded me.


As soon as we entered the tent a cry went up. The
booze must have been flowing freely because most of the guests were still
partying it up, and they probably hadn’t even noticed we had been gone. Someone
starting banging their silverware on a glass, and soon everyone was doing it,
the age old demand from the guests for a wedding kiss.


Without even thinking I turned to Allie. Her faced
was flushed, her makeup a little smudged. To anyone else, she probably appeared
to simply be caught up in the excitement of her wedding. To me, she looked like
she had just been fucked. Which of course she had.


Allie put her arm around me and gave me the biggest,
deepest kiss she ever had. I responded automatically as her tongue thrust into
me, but I had to fight back a gag as I tasted the salty remnants of Rasheed’s
cum in her mouth. I started to pull back but as the crowd hooted for more Allie
threw her arms around me and sucked my tongue into her mouth, making me taste
all of the salty leftovers.


When she finally broke free everyone clapped. 


As I looked around at the happy guests I knew that I
had no chance of getting out of this. I would never be able to face them again
if I did. And Allie was right, I never could compete with the likes of Derrick
and his friends. Allie flittered between the tables, the men all peeking at
her, trying not to get caught by their wives and girlfriends as they undressed
Allie with their eyes. 


Suddenly a flush of pride flowed through me.
Humiliated as I was, all these men were jealous of me. I bet not a few of them
would trade places with me, even knowing their wife really wanted to be
manhandled by big black men. Maybe it was a small price to pay. After all,
Allie had promised that I’d at least get something.


And I had to admit, it was exciting to watch.


I took my place at Allie’s side and made the rounds,
becoming more and more comfortable as the night wore down. At one point, when
Allie and I were alone for a minute, I whispered in her ear, trying to pitch my
voice as deep as possible.


“Hey, the party is almost over, I’m going to fuck
you later.” I’d never said fuck to Allie before. 


Allie burst out laughing. “Oh, Rob, that’s so cute!
I never thought you had it in you.” She tried to stop laughing. “Seriously, I
don’t think you can ever make me wet, but tonight I’m still so full of cum, I
guess that will help things along.”


Allie’s phone rang and she pulled it out of her
clutch. She brightened when she saw the number. As she listened I saw her face
flush with excitement.


“All of that sounds great!” she said. “And I can’t
wait to see you again!” 


“Who was that?” I asked, perplexed.


Allie beamed at me. “It was Derrick. He had this
great idea! He wants to do a honeymoon shoot! He thinks he can even make money
posting some of the pictures on the web.”


I shook my head. “What?”


“Yes! He’s going to come with us on our honeymoon
tomorrow!” Allie was shaking with anticipation. “But we can talk about it
later, I have to go now.”


“Go? Go where?”


“Derrick’s other assistant Amos is arriving soon. He
wants to do some black and white. Although I think he really wants to do some
black on white, if you know what I mean!”


“Allie!” I whispered urgently. “You can’t just have
sex with four men!”


My beautiful bride shook her head. “Not all at once,
dear. But what a great idea! Maybe on our anniversary!” She reached up and gave
me a kiss on the cheek. “Why don’t you stay here with our guests to see them
off? This might take a while.”


“But Allie!”


Allie turned to me and frowned. “Now Rob, I have to
go. It would be rude not to do this, given that Derrick sent Amos all the way
out here.”


“I didn’t mean that, I mean. . .”


“Yes dear?” Allie waited expectantly, beautiful,
radiant, aroused. And very much in control.


“Have a good time,” I said.


“Oh, I will!” she said, and now she threw her arms
around me. “Rob, this has been the perfect wedding!”


 


 


 


 


 


 

















~  ~  ~  ~  ~


If you enjoyed this book, please check out my other stories—you can
read descriptions of a few of them on the following pages. Please check amazon
for the latest releases. You can also follow me on twitter, on amazon directly,
or sign up for an anonymous mailing list.


I love hearing
from you! Reviews help new readers find my work and accurately decide if the
book is for them as well as provide valuable feedback for future stories.


Thank you!
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Books by C. C. Morian
and Blaise Quin


Satisfying Her Needs


 


Peter’s wife Andie is hot, but when it comes to sex, she
just goes through the motions, and not very often at that. She says she loves
him, but married him for all his good qualities, not anything physical. The
only way Andie can get excited is by fantasizing about other men. Not faceless,
nameless men, but real men she knows, men she has flirted with. Although Peter
wishes he alone could turn Andie on, her fantasies help rekindle their love
life. 


 


Until Peter finds the video. . .


 


 


Revenge Is Best Served Hot: Powerful
Women (3 novella bundle)


 


Even the strongest women can be made to feel powerless in
the face of a sexist boss, a cheating boyfriend, or even a devious girlfriend.
See how these women reclaim their power, and get their revenge.


            






 







Books by C. C. Morian


A Surprise Revelation (The Surprise
Series #1)


 


Melissa Evans is, for the most part, happily married. At
least she keeps trying to convince herself she is. She has a handsome, caring
husband, a good job, a nice house. But she’s in a rut, sinking into the
complacency of a marriage that isn’t growing the way she had dreamed.


 


Until she meets biker Vern, who awakens in Melissa a secret
uncontrollable need she has tried desperately to ignore, a need that, if she
succumbs to it, could devastate her husband Richard and destroy her marriage.


 


Yet Richard has a secret of his own. . . he wants to watch.


 


(This is a standalone book, although Melissa and Richard’s
story will continue in A Surprise Reunion.)


 


 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


Melissa has been trying desperately to resist her innermost
desires for more passionate romance. She and her husband Richard have tried
everything to spice up their marriage, to give Melissa an outlet to satisfy her
needs and make her truly happy, but they’ve had limited success.


 


The only man who ever truly fulfilled her cravings was alpha
male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa thought
she was over him. Now she's not so sure, and neither is Richard.


 


Richard tells Melissa that he lovers he so much he 
wants her to get back with Marcus to find out if that’s what she needs to make her really happy.


 


There’s only one condition: Melissa has to tell Richard everything
that happens with Marcus.


 


Everything.



 





(This is a standalone book, although you can read Melissa
and Richard’s backstory in A Surprise Revelation.)


 


 




Allure of The Vixen


 



Joanne is irresistible. She’s everything Michael looks for
in a woman. Stunning eyes. An amazing body. Smart and sensual. A vixen who
snares men, uses them, and when she’s done, casts them off. A woman who can
make a man feel so powerful, yet so helpless.


 


Michael is successful, handsome, and attracts plenty of
women, he gets to pick and choose. He doesn’t need a woman who will try to jerk
him around, no matter how alluring. He’s promised himself to never get involved
with a woman like Joanne.


 


Especially one with her secret. . .







Join my mailing list


 



If
you would like to be one of the first to


hear
about my new releases, sign up here


 


(I
promise I won’t share your email or send too many!)


 


 


 





cover.jpeg





