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Author’s note

 

There have been some wonderful books
written about hotwives, those women who have sex with other men with the
complete knowledge—and support—of their husbands. Yet most of them start
somewhere in the middle, where the couple has already discussed their
particular interest for exploration, or may have already had the full hotwife
experience. Though some stories tell of the entire idea being suddenly discovered,
things tend to move rather quickly toward it becoming a reality, especially in
cases where the woman has had a previous history of being with other men before
marriage.


 


Yet I’ve always wondered: how might this all work if the
woman hadn’t been with any man other than her husband? How might she make the
transition? And what if the woman had a traditional upbringing, who was always
of the mind that sex was only something you did with the man you loved? Would
it be possible for a woman like that to undergo a sexual exploration?


 


Consider Emily. Somewhat shy, with a traditional upbringing,
she fell in love with her high school boyfriend, Justin. Convinced he was ‘the
one,’ she dated no other man in college, waiting patiently even as Justin sowed
his wild oats elsewhere. He finally realizes what he was missing, and they
happily marry, Justin trading off more robust sexual experiences for very
traditional sex with the woman he loves. Neither of them even know what a
hotwife is. (And if Emily were told, she wouldn’t believe it possible).


 


And yet even something as innocuous as a new outfit which
draws the attention of other men can serve to set off a chain reaction of
events which transform both Emily and Justin. It doesn’t happen all at once—no
sudden announcements of “I want to see you with another man” or “I want to have
sex with someone else” leading directly to an unbelievable sea change. But
rather, a gradual, step by step, totally understandable growth in understanding
hidden needs, and more importantly, each other.


 


So if you prefer stories which dump you right in the middle
of a husband watching his wife with another guy, this one might not be for you.
But if you want to come on a journey to see how a woman changes in front of
your eyes, to witness an internal awakening and acceptance of her own hidden
needs, then read on. You’ll be amazed by how far Emily and Justin are willing
to go, and yet, it will all seem so believable, because you’ve been there every
step of the way.


 


This is the second part of the transformation. I’ve written
this story in collaboration with my frequent co-author, Blaise Quin. If you’ve
read some other books in the Her Needs series, you may recognize Blaise’s
stylistic input, which tends to add more detail around the complex emotions of
the husband. I believe this focus and intensity complements my own style and
emphasis on the wife. (Blaise will take the lead on Book 3, a story which will
simply blow your mind!)


 


I urge you to read part one if you want to see how this all
started, how the very idea of being with another man even made it into Emily’s
head. If, however, you have decided to start here, just keep repeating to
yourself: this could be real, this could be real. . .


 


— C. C. Morian
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AWAKENING HER NEEDS


Book 2


I settled back into the warm sheets, tired
but in a good way. It had been a long hard week at work. And yet the minute I had
walked in the front door earlier that evening I got a second wind just from
seeing Emily.


She’d been characteristically quiet but
uncharacteristically interested in immediate sex, practically dragging me up
into the bedroom. Well, giving me a deep kiss and demurely suggesting we go
upstairs, and then leading me by the hand. That might not seem like much, but
for Emily that counted as dragging me, the equivalent of attacking me the
minute I walked in the door.


Had Emily really attacked me in the foyer I
would have immediately worried something was the matter with her. But her obvious
interest in sex, and making the first move, was so out of character that all my
travel fatigue instantly vanished, my erection poking against my pants even
before we got halfway up the stairs.


Our coupling was gentle, more like the old Emily
than the newer Emily, but still more than satisfying; I was riding the high
from her initiative. Her newfound interest in the physical part of our
relationship still surprised me, not that I was complaining.


The white noise of Emily’s shower threatened to put
me to sleep, my post coital relaxation overwhelming. I vowed to stay awake; I’d
been away for almost a week, and though Emily and I spoke every night, I
realized she would want to talk before turning out the lights, catch up on the
little things, be together.


My phone buzzed with an email. I might have ignored
it, but  figured it would help keep my eyes open. It was from Damian, my boss.
The man knew his stuff but he was a hard driver, thinking nothing of sending me
messages at all times of the day and night, weekends too. 


Review the attached and get back to me asap.


Typical Damian, to the point, almost demanding.
Still, he was my boss, and I was still proving myself to him. He’d given me a
new role with lots of responsibility, and I didn’t want to disappoint him.


The attachment was a spreadsheet, the numbers too
small to read on the phone, so I transferred it via wifi to the tablet we kept
in the night table. I glanced at the spreadsheet and frowned, it was just the
detail of a small capital request from engineering on the pipeline project. I
thought I had already reviewed that with Damian, and in any event, it wasn’t time
critical, we wouldn’t even be at that stage in the project for six months.


I crafted a quick reply, leaving out any suggestion
that Damian might have forgotten. This was the third time that he’d sent me a
message the minute I’d walked in the door; if I was a conspiracy nut I would
have suspected he was keeping track of me, making sure I didn’t forget my job
when I got home. Maybe I’d try to talk to him about it, make a little joke, see
how he responded. I liked my job, but I loved my wife; I needed my own space
free from work all the time. I brought enough home as it was.


The interruption had at least given me a bit of a
second wind. The shower stopped; I decided to sneak a peek at the baseball
scores. The browser opened to a search engine, with search results for ‘asdf’,
as if someone had typed random characters in for the last search. With nothing
more than idle curiosity, I hit the back button, and discovered another search.


Now I was wide awake.


I started going through the history but was
interrupted by Emily coming out of the bathroom, extra cute in her pajamas,
ready for bed. Her face was scrubbed clean, her skin glowing, her small feet
barefoot.


“I hope that isn’t work,” she said.


“Just a quick request from Damian. Don’t worry, it’s
already taken care of.”


Emily bit her lip and turned away from me as she
finished drying her hair. “He gives you more work that you have to do at home
now. You need to have your own space.”


“That’s funny, I was just thinking the same thing.
It’s just Damian’s style, and maybe he’s a little insecure about his new job
too, that’s why he’s pushing so hard.” I thought for a minute. “Although come
to think of it, I can’t see Damian as the insecure type.”


“I just don’t want him—I mean your work—to get
between us.”


“Don’t worry. I’m going to talk to him about it.”


Emily spun around. “What?”


“I’m going to tell him not to be contacting me at
all hours, it’s not like I’m not in the office enough.”


“Oh.” Emily slowly resumed drying her hair, then
stopped. “Maybe you shouldn’t do anything to upset him.”


“Are you worrying how he might react?”


“He’s your boss, right? I don’t want him taking
anything out on you.”


I shrugged. “I don’t think he will, but if it
worries you I’ll let it go for now. But this better not be the norm later on
down the road, I can’t have him taking over my—our—life. No job is too good for
that.”


“No, I guess not.”


“If it becomes an issue, maybe you could talk to him
instead of me, he might respond better.”


Emily looked up sharply. “Why do you say that?”


“No reason. I just meant he seemed quite taken by
you when you met. You could make a joke about it or something, you know, you
could say all the work is keeping me from my husband. Remind him how he talked
about wanting everyone who works for him to be happy not just at work but at
home.”


“Let’s not talk about your boss,” said Emily.


I shrugged. “Okay. I did have something I wanted to
ask you, though.”


Oh, Jason, I’m sorry, I really couldn’t help it—”


Emily was wide eyed, even from half way across the
room I could see her shaking, unable to finish her sentence. Feeling sorry for
her I quickly said, “It’s okay, I guess I’m partly to blame.”


“No, no, it’s not your fault.”


“I mean, if I hadn’t mentioned it in the first
place, you might never have even considered it.”


Emily’s look turned to one of confusion. “What?”


I dangled the tablet. “The porn. You’ve been looking
at porn, haven’t you?” I kept my voice flat, this wasn’t an accusation, it was
more like a teasing flirtation.


“Porn? Oh, yes, the videos. I guess you caught me!”
Emily turned away in obvious embarrassment, but for just a quick moment I
detected something else in her voice, like she’d been caught at something. But
I guess she had, because to her, looking at porn would be like robbing the
cookie jar.


Pretending to be stern, I said, “Come here.”


She shyly padded on her bare feet to the bed and
stood waiting. She must have known I was joking, but I continued in the same
voice, “I guess I’ll have to punish you.”


Again her eyes widened, and she shifted uneasily on
her feet. “Punish me?”


“For looking at porn without me. What do you think
would be an appropriate punishment?” I was trying hard to keep a straight face.


“I don’t know,” she whispered.


“Maybe I should make you do something you don’t want
to do. Isn’t that what a punishment is?”


Emily sucked in a breath. She looked so young and
innocent, her hair still damp and unbrushed, her eyes bright and a little
anxious.


“What are you going to make me do?”


I pretended to think about it, enjoying the little
game. I must say, Emily was doing a wonderful acting job, nervously pretending
to be guilty of some big crime instead of just looking at some risqué videos.


“I noticed that one of the videos you searched on
was for ‘BBC.’ Is that right?”


“Yes,” she said, her voice so quiet I could barely
hear her.


“Speak up. What were you searching for?”


“BBC.”


“I seem to have forgot. What does that stand for?”


Emily’s lips squeezed shut and she shook her head.


“You don’t know? You searched for it, didn’t you?”


A small nod.


“So what does it mean?”


“I can’t say it!”


I couldn’t help but smile, this was my Emily. I
didn’t want to make her really uncomfortable, but so far she seemed to be going
along. I decided to push it a little more, just to see how she’d react.


And even though we’d just fucked, I was getting
aroused, hearing Emily talk about sex, admit to having watched the porn. And
not just porn, but porn featuring big black men.


“At some point, you have to admit the truth,” I
admonished. When she didn’t reply, I said, “For now I’ll just ask you some
questions, and you can answer yes or no.”


Another small nod.


“Were you having fantasies?”


“Yes,” she said, reddening.


“Did they involve a black man?”


Another curt nod, and although it didn’t seem
possible, she reddened even more. If I didn’t know she was embarrassed, I would
have thought she was sick.


“And a woman? A married woman?”


Emily bit her lip so hard I thought she would draw
blood.


“I’ll take that as a yes. Now tell me, where did
these fantasies take place?”


Her voice tiny, she whispered, “Everywhere.”


That surprised me. “Everywhere? What do you mean,
everywhere?”


Emily hesitated before replying. “In the bed. In the
shower. Even—even when not at home.”


It wasn’t just my mind that was wide awake now, my
erection was pushing against the sheets.


“You’ve been having a lot of these fantasies?”


“Justin, I’m sorry, I just can’t help it, I can’t
get it out of my mind.”


“At work?”


She nodded.


That it itself was a wild thought. My conservative,
hard working wife, thinking about sex in the office. And not just sex, but. . .


“These fantasies. Are they just about the random men
and women in the videos? Or are they about you?”


Emily’s lip quivered violently. I had my answer. My
stomach flipped. Emily was fantasying about other men. Not about me. At
work. At home. In bed. Which meant she must have also been—“These fantasies,
what did you do?”


“I—touched myself.” Her voice was again a whisper.


“Very well,” I said, trying to keep up with the
little game, still stunned over her admission. Trying to hide my own confused
combination of unease and arousal, I patted the bed. “Come here.”


Emily lifted the sheet and started to get under the
covers. “No, stay on top.”


She frowned but did as I asked. I could still see
her trembling. Not in any kind of fear, but in anticipation. I knew her well
enough to tell the difference.


“For your punishment, you are going to have to show
me what you did.”


“Show you?”


“Yes. You have to show me the videos you watched,
and how you touched yourself.”


And just like that, Emily burst out crying.


I wrapped my arms around her, consoling her. I was
mad at myself, I’d pushed her too far. It was selfish, I was driven only by my
own arousal, and what I had taken for titillation on Emily’s part must have
been anxiety. 


“I’m so sorry, Emily. I shouldn’t have done that.”


She hugged me with more strength than I thought she
had. Her time in the gym must have really been paying off. 


“No, no, that’s not it, you didn’t do anything
wrong, it’s me.”


“Shh. There’s nothing wrong with looking at porn.
And having fantasies. Even if they are not about me.”


I felt her stiffen in my arms. So that’s what this
was about, she was feeling guilty.


I felt sorry for her, and was still angry at myself.
And yet, a little devil was whispering in my ear, prodding me, arousing me. She’s
infatuated with it now, said the little devil. Having sex with another
man. She wants it. For real.


“It’s okay,” I said, not sure whether I was talking
to Emily or the little devil in my head.


Emily hugged me even tighter, her petite body light
as a feather. 


“I just can’t help it,” she sobbed quietly into my
neck.


“I won’t mention it any more,” I said. “None of it.
Do you think that will help?”


“I don’t know.”


“Emily, listen to me.” I gently pulled her away so
that I could look her in the eyes. “Even though we are married, even though we
talk about everything, it’s okay to have a few little secrets. Not secrets,
really, just—private things. You don’t have to tell me about your fantasies.”
That last sentence was hard; I believed it, but I so much wanted to know what
she did fantasize about. “And even the porn. If you want to look at it,
just go ahead. You certainly don’t need my permission, but you also don’t need
to be embarrassed.”


My words seemed to have a little effect, she tried
to smile. “I know you liked watching the videos with me,” she said between
sniffles.


“You don’t have to do that for me.”


“I liked doing it with you.”


“We can do that anytime you want. But if you don’t
want to, that’s fine too. I’d rather look at you than some woman in a video.”


“They’re prettier than I am.”


“Don’t be ridiculous. You’re beautiful.”


“No I’m not. I may be cute, but I’m not beautiful.”


I kissed her on the nose, then the forehead. “You’re
beautiful to me.”


She gave me a little half smile. “I’m not feeling
beautiful right now. My eyes must be all red.”


“That’s okay.”


“You really think I’m beautiful? I mean, when I’m
not crying?”


“All the time.”


“That’s because you’re my husband.”


“No, other men say that too.”


Emily pulled away. “What other men?” Her eyes
flashed. “You talk about me with other men?”


I was shocked by her sudden change in demeanor. “I
didn’t mean anyone in particular. I just meant that I’m sure other men must
think you’re beautiful.”


“I doubt that.”


“I told you, I’ve seen other men check you out. I
bet if you were out alone they'd do more than that, they’d hit on you.”


“I’d never do that.”


“I didn’t mean you’d be asking them to. Just—you
know how men are. They see an attractive woman, that’s the way they respond,
they get aroused.”


“Well, I’d never go out alone somewhere where men
would be—thinking about things like that.”


“Let me tell you a secret. Men think about sex all
the time, it doesn’t have to be at some bar. It could be in the office, in the
bank, anywhere.”


“Really?”


“Really.”


“Is that something about men? They just can’t help
themselves?”


“I think that’s part of it. Something hard wired.
Genetic, if that’s the right word.”


Emily put her hand on my chest. “Even you?”


I couldn’t deny it. “Even me. Sometimes, even when
I’m at work—”


“Let’s not talk about work,” she interrupted.


“Okay. What do you want to talk about?”


Emily looked up at me, her eyes bright with. . .I
couldn’t tell. I would have said excitement, but there was also a small quiver
in her lip, a hint of some deep hidden emotion.


“We could watch a video,” she said.


 


 


 


Emily grasped at the idea of watching a
video like a life preserver. She’d been drowning in the conversation with
Justin, an angry sea threatening to uncover her inner turmoil. And also reveal
the first big secret that she’d kept from her husband.


The longer she waited to tell him about Damian the
worse it would get. What if Justin found out from Damian that he had seen her
in the gym? Would Justin wonder why she hadn’t mentioned it? Maybe she could
say that she hadn’t told him because she didn’t think it important.


She wasn’t good at lying.


If only she could stop thinking about all of it.
Damian. Arousing another man. Maybe even having sex with someone other than
Justin.


So Justin thought about sex all the time. That meant
that Damian probably did too. And she was sure that Damian wanted to have sex
with her.


She couldn’t let that happen. 


And it had to start with her not thinking about it,
not wanting it, not sending signals that would tell Damian she really did
want it.


Maybe if she found some other interest to take her
mind off of Damian, of husbands watching their wives have sex with other men.
It would have to be something more than just delving into work or going to the
gym. That’s why she had suggested watching another video. 


Maybe she’d discover some other fantasy to excite
her, excite Justin. Some kind of sex besides wives having sex with other men, any alternative that
would change her focus.


“A video? Sure, if that’s what you want.” Justin
handed her the tablet. “You pick.”


Emily understood his meaning. Tell me what you
like. She took the tablet, poising her fingers over the search bar. What to
search for?


Nothing to do with wives or black men.


“What do you want to watch?” she asked, stalling a
little.


“Anything you pick will excite me. Just the fact
that you are picking something at all excites me.”


“Really?”


Justin smiled and guided her hand down to where his
erection lifted the sheet. She stroked him through the fabric, oddly sensual.
Is that all it took for a man? A woman simply had to suggest watching a video? 


Or maybe Justin was right. It was because it was out
of character for her. As she felt for him through the crisp sheet, she wondered
if she’d respond the same way, if she’d get excited if Justin did something out
of character. Yet she wasn’t sure what that would even be. He was a gentle,
caring lover. Would she be aroused if he turned rough? 


She doubted it.


Justin’s interest in seeing other men look at her.
Was that out of character?


Suddenly, she was afraid. She realized maybe she
knew her husband less than she had thought.


“Emily? Are you okay?”


She’d stopped stroking him, and was staring into
space. “Sorry. Just—thinking about what to search for.” Which was, in a way,
the truth of it all. What was she looking for?


“Wives and husbands?” suggested Justin.


Emily shivered. Was that what he wanted, or what he
thought she wanted? “Let’s try something new,” she said. “After all, that’s how
all this started.”


“Okay.”


Was there disappointment in Justin’s voice? Emily
wasn’t sure she wanted to know, not right now. She had a quick thought of
pretending she was tired, that she wanted to go to sleep. But that would
certainly be disappointing to Justin.


And she’d lie awake, having nothing to distract her,
nothing to take her mind away from. . .


“Let’s just pick something at random,” she said,
pulling up the search history, going back to a site she’d seen. She’d have to
remember to clear the browser history in the future. 


Or maybe not. Leave the tablet on the bed, let
Justin see what she’d been looking at.


She must have smiled, because Justin asked, “What’s
so funny?”


“Nothing. Let’s see.” She scrolled through to the
page of video categories. “We can pick something together. Close your eyes.”


“Why?”


“So it will be a surprise for both of us. I’m going
to do the same thing.” When Justin had closed his eyes, she took his hand in
hers, lining up their index fingers. True to her word, she closed her eyes, and
together they ran their finger over the screen.


“How do we pick?” asked Justin.


“Let’s count to three and push,” she suggested.
Actually, this was kind of fun. What would they select? What would they
discover about each other?


Please don’t let it be BBC, she prayed.


They counted together. “One, two, three!”


Emily opened her eyes. The screen had jumped right
to a video. To her relief, it didn’t seem to be about wives, and there was no
black man.


“What is this?” she asked.


“I don’t know, let’s see.”


A naked brunette was on a bed, lying on her back.
She was pretty, thought Emily, in a way she herself wasn’t. Though the woman
had a great body and a firm stomach like Emily, the similarity ended there. She
was much larger boned than Emily, taller, her breasts fuller, wider. Her thighs
were tight, no flab at all, a body most women that size would die for.


The woman was staring at a man standing at the side
of the bed, her eyes wide as if she were already in the midst of arousal. The
man, visible to the camera from the side, had powerful arms, covered with
tattoos, and a buzz cut. His legs looked like a body builder, powerful. His
erection pointed at her spread legs.


Emily relaxed just a little. It looked like they
were going to start ordinary, missionary sex. This she could deal with.


Wait, there were more legs, there was another man underneath
her. . .


The woman was actually on top of another man, his
face barely visible under her long hair. Suddenly the woman’s hips jerked
upward, pushed from below. The sound she let out was something between a moan
and a whimper.


“Oh my god, is that what I think it is?” Emily
blurted.


Justin didn’t reply. Emily felt herself blushing
madly. Anal sex. She’d heard about it, but never thought anyone actually
did it. Her butt tightened, just thinking about the pain. Who’d want to do that?


Emily squeezed her eyes shut, she couldn’t bear to
watch. The video grew quiet, Emily hoping it was over, or Justin had stopped
it. She heard, “Give it to me!” the voice beseeching, wanting. The voice tore
Emily’s eyes open.


To her shock it was the same video, the woman not
begging for the man with the buzz cut, but for the faceless man behind her. In
her. Emily stared, stunned, there was no mistaking the look on the brunette’s
face. Ecstasy. 


It had to be fake, there was no way—


The woman lifted her legs, the camera zooming in on
the man’s cock inside the woman’s ass. Emily let go of the tablet, pulling at
the sheet to cover herself, as if she herself was about to be entered.


She squeezed her legs together so hard her knees
hurt. Yet now she couldn’t pull her eyes away, just like the first time she’d
watched porn, her fascination uncontrollable. 


The brunette moaned again, the camera pulling back
to show her face, her lips trembling, and now Emily could see a more complex
set of emotions there, arousal, yes, yet mixed with. . .anticipation?
Pain?


She’d never know, because at that moment the
tattooed man bent over the waiting woman. The woman reached for his shaft,
guiding him toward her.


“She’s going to. . .” whispered Emily.


And the woman did, pulling the man forward, the
camera again zooming in to show him enter her.


And there it was, two men, one woman. Both of them
inside her at the same time.


Justin shifted on the bed, Emily prying her eyes
away to look at him. Justin was intent on the screen. He must have felt Emily
staring at him and he sheepishly turned to her.


“What do you think?” he asked.


“I think it’s—what do you think?”


“I asked you first.”


Before Emily had a chance to reply she was
interrupted by loud moans, the tinny tablet speaker still enough to convey the
raw emotion of the people in the video. The men grunted, the woman whimpered.
Then begged and pleaded.


“Do you want all of it?” 


“Yes! Give it to me!”


“She seems to be enjoying herself,” commented
Justin.


As if to prove his point, the brunette reached back
to grasp the hidden man’s hip, pulling him deeper into her.


“I can’t believe it,” whispered Emily. “That must
hurt so much.”


“That might be part of the thrill,” said Justin.


Emily frowned at him. “People like pain?”


“I think some do. I’m not sure this is a lot of
pain, though.”


Emily’s immediate reaction was to ask Justin how he
knew. She bit her tongue just in time. Did she really want to know if Justin
had anal sex with another woman?


And if he had, and liked it, why hadn’t he ever
wanted to do it with her? Why would he be willing to have anal sex with someone
else and not his own wife?


It was twisted logic, she knew. A very female thing,
sexual insecurity. How crazy was that, being insecure about your husband not
wanting to have anal sex with you?


“Justin?” She chose her words carefully. “Is that
something you’d want to do?”


“Emily. . .”


“No, really, I want to know.”


Emily searched Justin’s face, seeing his own mix of
emotions, the moans from the video an urgent soundtrack to the story being
created in their own bedroom.


“I wouldn’t want to ever do anything to hurt you,”
said Justin.


There it was. In Justin’s own way, he was saying yes.
He wanted to have anal sex with her.


“I’m going to come!” screamed the woman in the
video, drawing Emily back to the screen. And sure enough, the brunette
certainly seemed to be having an orgasm, Emily somehow knowing it wasn’t faked.
Both men kept thrusting in her, up, down, taking turns, her orgasm lasting
longer than Emily thought possible.


Is that what anal sex could do?


The hidden man yelled, “Where do you want it?”


“In my ass!” screamed the brunette, her mouth in a
wide O, her fingers clutching at his thighs. She froze, waiting. A stream of
grunts, the woman smiling, Emily certain the man was ejaculating. Could she
feel it? Could she feel the man’s seed shooting into her ass?


The tattooed man had stopped briefly, and now
resumed thrusting, his own growl communicating his finish, the woman latching
her legs around him, holding on long after he finished.


The video ended, but not before Emily caught the
look on the woman’s face, a look of absolute, unmistakable, utter joy.


The bedroom fell into a deep silence, yet the air
full of expectation. Emily knew Justin was waiting for her to say something. To
decide.


Pick another video? Turn off the tablet? Make love
to Justin? What was making love now? Could she ever think of sex the same way
again?


Justin’s rock hard erection still pushed against the
sheet.


Emily slid the sheet aside and turned over so she
was laying on her stomach, feeling as vulnerable as she ever had in her life,
even though she still wore her pajamas. She turned her head toward Justin.


“Be gentle with me,” she whispered.


 


 


 


I couldn’t believe my ears. My inhibited,
traditional wife wanted to have anal sex.


Even as my mind boggled with the thought, my cock
swelled, aching. I looked down at Emily’s tiny ass, outlined in her thin
pajamas, soft, and yet tight at the same time.


I rolled onto my side, almost hesitant to touch her,
she seemed so fragile. Instead I pulled myself close, my arm lightly on her
back, protective, my face near. “Emily, we don’t have to.”


“We said we are going to try new things.”


“I don’t think this is what we were talking about.”


“Maybe if I’d known. . .I might have
suggested it.”


Tense as I felt, that made me smile. “I don’t think
so.”


“You don’t want to? With me?”


That stopped me short. Of course I wanted to. But
I’d never let myself consider it. I just never imagined she’d ever be
interested, and worse, that if I suggested it, she’d think I was a sick weirdo.


But underneath her question I sensed another
meaning. She wanted to know if I had done anal with another woman, and yet
didn’t want to do it with her. How to answer that? 


Maybe some questions were better left unanswered.


“Are you sure?” I asked instead.


“I’m sure I want to try. I want us to try.
Just stop if it hurts.”


“I—think it might. So maybe we shouldn’t do it at
all.” I meant that, but if we stopped now I knew I’d always wonder what it would have been like
to do anal with Emily.


“The woman in the video, she didn’t seem to be in
pain. She seemed—. I don’t know. But the men weren’t being very gentle, and
still she seemed to like it.” Emily hesitated. “I know she liked it.”


“I’ll be gentle,” I said. “If you’re sure.”


Emily’s eyes were soft and caring. “I trust you.”


I waited, giving her the chance to change her mind.
This act, if it went awry, could create more than physical pain, it could
change our marriage. Not because married people didn’t have anal sex, but
because women like Emily didn’t.


Emily must have sensed my hesitation, because she
reached down and pushed off her pajamas, revealing her small, beautiful ass.
She didn’t have an ounce of fat, yet she wasn’t bony. Her soft, yet fully
defined butt curved gracefully down to her thighs, the gap between them setting
off her luscious pussy.


I’d seen many other women’s asses before, in real
life, in porn. I’m sure there were as many different tastes in asses as there
were men. Big asses, jiggly asses, asses that flowed right into the leg so you
couldn’t tell where one began and the other ended. Yet my favorite by far was
exactly what was in front of me, well defined, firm, a private back door just
for me.


I’d never been so excited in my life in expectation
of having sex with a woman I’d already slept with. And though I loved my wife,
and I loved her body, I’d never been so aroused over the idea of what might
happen. 


I had to fight the urge to immediately climb on her.


Instead, I reached out and slowly massaged her butt
cheeks. I’d never touched her there other than during regular sex, when I’d
pull her toward me in the missionary position. Now my hands had a different
mission, to prepare her, anal foreplay. I concentrated first on one cheek, then
the other, trying to treat it like a massage, getting her comfortable with
attention on just her ass.


“That feels good,” she murmured.


I didn’t know whether Emily was saying that just to
make me feel better, but I took her at her word. I repositioned myself,
straddling her, my knees astride her legs, allowing me to use both hands. After
a few minutes I felt her relax ever so slightly. I gently spread her cheeks
open, but just for an instant, as if it were a natural part of the massage.


Emily immediately tensed up. She wasn’t even ready
for that.


So I went back to my massage, moving my attention
every so often to her thighs, to her lower back. Slowly she relaxed, and the
next time I spread her open she didn’t tense as much.


The third time she didn’t tense at all.


Very slowly, I spread her thighs open another few
inches. The change was astounding. Her cheeks opened, her labia suddenly
visible. Her butt became even rounder, more pronounced.


I spread her open even more, revealing her rear
opening.


I stopped, staring at it. So small, so tight. Could
I possibly fit in there? Could anything?


I almost stopped right then. My body lusted over the
idea, but my mind rebelled. Hurting Emily was too big a price to pay for a short
term pleasure. Even an incredible pleasure.


Instead, I shifted my attention, and my hands,
elsewhere. I ran my finger along the inside of her thigh, across the top of her
pussy, and down the other leg. Back and forth, her smooth skin like warm ice.
She shifted underneath me, opening to me on her own accord.


On the next pass with my finger I moved upward,
circling the outer edge of her labia, crossing over to the other side, not
meaning yet to touch her most sensitive spot.


Her clit seemed to jump out at me, suddenly
engorged, snagging my finger. I stared, amazed.


Emily was aroused.


It must have been from my touching her there, I
reasoned. She couldn’t have been excited by. . .


I gently glided the very tip of my finger inside
her pussy. To my compete amazement, she was soaking wet, her wetness carrying all the
way to her opening.


Now I was torn. Did this mean she wanted more
attention there? Or had she become wet from when I was rubbing and opening her
ass?


There was only one way to find out.


I slid my middle finger all the way inside her pussy,
effortlessly, she was that lubricated. In and out I moved, spreading her
juices, on her, along my finger. I’d never done this to her from this position,
and was awed by how it looked; she opened to me like a blooming flower,
her pussy lips spreading, revealing, taking on a totally new appearance.


Emily moaned, her knees bending, her dainty feet
pushing against my torso. I eased myself down onto her, my finger still doing its
magic, gathering her slickness.


I rested my weight on my elbows, I didn’t want to
crush her, and I needed the separation, not only for what I was doing, but
because I wanted to see. As I moved my finger I kissed her back, her neck, her
hair. When she was ready, I slipped a second finger in, gathering even more of
her juices.


I kissed her cheek, then focused on her eyes, they
would tell me the truth.


My hand rose up, across her mound, pulling her
juices with me. I poised my middle finger at the entrance to her anus, using my
thumb to slightly spread her cheeks.


“Let’s try this first,” I whispered. “Are you
ready?”


She nodded once, squeezing her eyes shut.


“No,” I gently corrected. “That will only make it
worse. You need to relax. Just—.” I didn’t quite know what to say. I’d never
been on the receiving end of this. “Just pretend it’s a massage.”


Which was ridiculous, but it was the best advice I
could think of. I shifted back to rubbing her cheeks, letting my fingers gently
graze her opening, but not focusing on it. Every so often I’d slip my middle finger
back to her pussy, touching her clit, gathering more of her juices, spreading
them.


Slowly she relaxed. I used my first and third
fingers to spread her open, and I placed my very wet middle finger against her
puckered hole. Not pushing in, just leaving it there.


Again she tightened, and even though I was not in
her, I could feel her ass denying entrance. I held my finger steady, kissing
her gently, and waited until she had settled down.


Each time my cock brushed her naked thigh I expected
to explode, I was that turned on.


Very slowly, very carefully, I began to push my
finger in. She tried to relax, I sensed it, but her body rebelled, her
sphincter muscles tightening. I immediately stopped.


“It’s okay,” I said. “Maybe that’s enough for
tonight.”


I started to move away, but Emily grabbed my wrist.
“Maybe the lubricant?”


“Lubricant?” Of course I’d thought about lubricant,
I didn’t think we had any. 


“In my nightstand.”


I reached over and opened her drawer, and in the
bottom, found the tube. I never knew she had it. The tube was half empty. How
long had she needed that? Didn’t I get her excited enough, wet enough?


“I haven’t used it in a long time,” she said,
turning to me. “I don’t need it any more.”


So she’d needed lubricant to have sex with me in the
past. When had that changed? Since that night she’d worn her new outfit, that
had to be it. The night we’d both seen other men ogle her.


Emily lay back down, but this time she reached back
and grabbed her own ass and spread herself open. I think it was the most
decadent thing I had ever seen her do, and it was hopelessly, completely,
erotic.


I stared in awe, just taking it in. Who was this
woman?


A woman I loved, and who obviously loved me,
offering herself up this way.


I spread the lubricant on my finger and again lay close
to her. I wanted our bodies to be touching, I wanted her to feel this was an
act of love.


Again I placed my finger against her opening. Emily
took a deep breath, and I pushed, her tightness grabbing at me, but this time
it felt like it wanted me in, not out. I pushed some more, feeling the
resistance, going as slow as I could, whispering in her ear, my lips against
her cheek, attuned to any pain.


As soon as she tensed I withdrew, but not all the
way. After what seemed like an hour, but was probably just a few minutes, I had
worked my finger in part way. Emily’s lips trembled.


“Does it hurt?” I asked.


“Less than I thought,” she said, a little surprise
in her voice. “It’s more like I’m expecting it to hurt.”


I was mesmerized by the look on her face, her eyes sometimes
open, sometimes closed, yet throughout it all, her utter trust in me not to
hurt her.


I slipped my finger in deeper. The instant the tip
cleared her sphincter she gasped, her eyes widening, her lips pressed together.
I stopped, not knowing whether it would make it worse pulling out. Long seconds
passed until the color returned to her cheeks.


“How does it feel?” I asked.


“I can’t explain it,” she gasped. “Strange, but
good.”


I kissed her on the cheek, then the lips. “We can stop
here.”


“Just a little more,” she said.


I waited, then gradually pushed my finger all the
way in. I was breathing just as hard as she was, harder even.


Minutes passed without either of us moving. Then,
like a ray of sunlight, her face relaxed. 


She opened her eyes, looking deep into mine. 


“I’m ready,” she said.


 


 


 


Emily tried hard to relax, not only her
body, but her mind, the mental tension just as great as in her body. She had an
overwhelming urge to squeeze her legs shut, to protect herself.


She was more nervous than she was the first time she
had sex. Even though this was Justin, even though she trusted him, opening
herself like this was so complete, so utterly defenseless.


Justin pushed his finger in again, her muscles
contracting even as she fought to give him access. A quick sharp pain,
indescribable, not like the pinprick of a needle but just as powerful,
impossible to ignore.


Just as fast as it came it was gone, leaving behind
more the memory than the actual pain. Then a new sensation, an internal tickle,
a newly discovered arousal.


Justin stopped, waiting. Emily could feel herself
finally relax.


“How does it feel?” he asked. She could hear both
the concern and the expectation in his voice. 


“I can’t explain it,” she said, her words expelled
with the force of the pressure she’d been holding in. “Strange, but good.” 


Justin kissed her gently. “We can stop here.”


She’d come this far. “Just a little more.” 


Emily’s heart pounded, her breathing shallow, as
Justin pushed his finger in deeper. Surprisingly, the pain didn’t increase, but
rather just lurked on the edges. But the strangeness increased, the unknown
sensation of having something in her back there.


And then, all at once, her body gave way, as if she
had fallen into a deep pool of soft feathers. She had no idea why she was able
to do this, perhaps all her built up resistance had been used up. Her legs
turned to jelly, melting into the bed.


And deep inside her, in a place she’d never even
known existed, a sensitive spot in her pelvis, a tingle grew into a desire.


“I’m ready,” she said.


Emily closed her eyes, oddly not wanting to think of
the preparations Justin was making, even as she heard the ripping of the condom
wrapper. No doubt he would spread more lubricant onto his condom covered shaft.
No, she wanted to think of this as a new way of making love, as an experience
of closeness they’d never had.


Justin’s weight was back on her, and now it wasn’t
his finger up against her opening, it was his erection. The recognition caused
her to tense up again, it was one thing to take his finger, but this was so
much bigger, so much thicker. . .


Emily could hear her own breath, blowing against the
pillow, her face buried. She wrapped one hand around Justin’s wrist, the other
squeezed the sheets, waiting, waiting. . .


The pain this time was immense, but since she’d been
expecting it, for some reason it didn’t seem to affect her as much. If she
could just make it past this part. . .


Then he was in. She wasn’t sure how far, but the
worst was behind her, it was as if she’d run through fire, still feeling the
heat, the pain, but now into the clear. She sighed, the relief washing over
her, oddly relaxing.


The relaxation didn’t last but an instant, because
the strange sensation, the new, indescribable one, came back with a vengeance.


“Stop!” she gasped.


“Are you okay?”


Emily felt him start to retreat. She grabbed for his
hips, stopping him; she wasn’t sure if she could take him again if he pulled
out now. Yet it wasn’t the pain that had made her want to stop.


“Justin, will this change how you think of me? In a
bad way?” Will you still respect me, is what she meant. After you do
this to me. After I let you do this.


If it turns out I like this.


She felt Justin’s lips on her neck, his mouth near
her ear. His arm shook, he was keeping his weight off her, keeping himself from
delving deeper into her.


“I’ll love you, either way.”


She believed him, although hearing the words made
her feel better, made her even more ready.


“Go ahead,” she whispered.


Slowly, carefully, Justin descended onto her, into
her, the pressure building, building. A new wave of feeling engulfed her, a
sense of total, absolute fullness. 


It was amazing.


It was like the first time she’d had sex, the sense
of being stretched open, of being filled. But this was so much more, so complete.
She felt like she was going to burst, and yet she wanted more, she craved it.


Her lip trembled, her body began to quiver, in
expectation, in desire. And still the fullness grew, every little bit that
Justin moved multiplied a hundred times inside her, opening, stretching.


Accepting.


Justin’s fingers touched her clit, and she was so
sensitive her entire body jerked, an explosion, driving her hips upward,
impaling herself on his cock. A sound escaped from her lips, she wasn’t sure
she would have known what it was, some other woman, not her, it had to be
someone else, being taken this way.


Her body gyrated on its own accord, wanting to press
down against Justin’s fingers to force them onto her clit, wanting to lurch
upward to feel the fullness. Justin wasn’t fucking her, she was fucking
herself. Back and forth, up and down, each movement pulling him in deeper, each
push grinding herself into his hand, crushing.


She gasped as Justin’s stomach hit her back. He was
all the way in.


A new sound overcame her moans, Justin groaning, his
guttural emanations as clear as words, he was lost in it, in her, in this new
sharing, he was trying to keep control, he was trying to keep from pushing too
hard, from hurting her.


Emily was beyond hurt, the pain still lingered like
a shadow, but it was swept aside by the glorious fullness. And the goose bumps
she got, hearing Justin, knowing how incredibly aroused he was.


She was so close herself, impossibly ready to come,
so quickly, her body a coiled spring.


She wished she was able to see his face, she wanted
to see what he was feeling, she wanted to see when he. . .


“Emily, I can’t. . . oh god I’m going to
come!”


She squeezed his hand, his body tensing over her, in
her, a smile on her lips as Justin spasmed.


“Argg!” he groaned, falling atop her, his fingers
momentarily stopping their moments on her clit, so consumed in his own orgasm.


She didn’t remember Justin ever coming so quickly,
and this thought thrilled her. And yet, selfishly, she was a little
disappointed, it had ended too soon, the fullness disappearing like the air
being let out of a balloon. Within seconds, though she still felt connected to
him, it was as if he was no longer inside her.


Is that all? she thought.


As if reading her mind, Justin said, “I’m sorry, I
couldn’t help it. I hope I didn’t hurt you.”


He rolled over, slipping out of her, and Emily felt
a loss she couldn’t describe. He lay next to her, kissing her on the cheek, his
fingers still between her legs.


“That was pretty quick,” she said, trying not to
make it sound like an accusation. “I mean, you seemed to enjoy that.”


“It was incredible,” he said, his voice filled with
awe. “It was so. . .I can’t describe it. It was like I was totally
surrounded by you, every inch of me.”


She smiled, happy for him, her arousal not lost, but
holding at a plateau. “I’m glad,” she said.


“How do you feel?”


“Warm,” she said. 


“Did it excite you?”


“Couldn’t you tell?”


“The guy in the video lasted a lot longer,” said
Justin.


“Maybe he didn’t like it as much as you did.”


“Or maybe you need someone like him,” said Justin.
“Sorry, that didn’t come out right.”


And suddenly it was back, all those thoughts of her
with another man forgotten for a time, now rushing into her head, impossible to
shake. She was lying with another man, he was in her ass, Justin bending over
her, about to fuck her, watching.


She must have moaned, because Justin’s eyes widened.
He slipped his finger in her, pulling her juices onto her clit.


“Does that excite you?” he asked. 


He didn’t have to explain what he meant. “Yes,” she
whispered, not sure if she was responding to his question or to his touch.


“Like the video? One man in here,” he pushed his
fingers deep into her pussy, Emily’s muscles grasping at him, wanting more than
fingers, wanting the same kind of fullness as she’d just experienced.


Justin’s other hand was on her ass, his other finger
entering her from behind. “And another one here?” 


It wasn’t the same, just a finger, yet she puckered
and pulled. Justin pushed one finger and then the other, and she gasped, not
because of the fullness, but the vision. 


“Does that excite you?” he repeated, his fingers moving
faster, harder.


Emily couldn’t say the words, but her body was
screaming the truth.


“I’d like to see that,” said Justin. “I’d like you
to be filled so much that you lost control. I’d like to see you totally,
absolutely, filled up.”


And those words, capturing exactly what she wanted,
what she was dreaming about, what she craved, pushed her over the edge, her
pussy and ass both tightening at the same time, grabbing at Justin’s fingers,
grabbing at the two cocks, pulling their seed into her.


Her belly tightened, her body jerking wildly, and
when her orgasm came it was like nothing she’d ever felt before, every inch of
her trembling, shivering, an electric current overloading her muscles, bursting
from her pores.


A second wave hit her, and then a third,
aftershocks. She had to push Justin’s fingers off her clit, so sensitive that
even the touch of the bed sheet was too much to bear.


Long after it was over she lay there, amazed,
knowing she’d never think about sex the same way again.


 


 


 


Fortunately, the next day was a Saturday. I
don’t know if I would have been able to concentrate in the office after what
happened the night before.


I’d had anal sex with my wife.


I was sitting on the sofa, watching a baseball game,
if watching meant that I vaguely realized the tv was on. All I could think
about was last night.


The night that Emily had not only let me take her
from behind, but had wanted it, had got off on it.


Emily was out running errands. That morning when I
awoke she was not in the bed, and she had blushed when I had come down to the
kitchen. I had no doubt why she was embarrassed. I wasn’t sure whether I should
mention anything or not. In fact, until I had seen the redness rush into her
cheeks, I would have thought it had all been a dream.


A glorious, exotic dream.


I went with my gut and didn’t say anything directly;
no matter how Emily had started to change in the bedroom, this was the same
traditional woman I had married, the woman who didn’t joke about sex, who until
recently barely talked about sex in the bedroom, let alone outside of
the bedroom. I’d simply said good morning and asked her how she was, giving her
an opening, letting her decide how much to reveal in her response.


She’d said she felt fine. Fine. What did that
mean?


Now, alone with my baseball game, a beer, and my
thoughts, I relived the entire experience. I still couldn’t believe it. After
years of marriage, I’d established a well defined set of expectations about
what Emily was comfortable with, about what would be the likely limits of our
sex life. And now, in just the last few months, a giant upheaval threatened my
understanding of our entire relationship.


So far, the change had been good. At least for me,
and I think for her too. I couldn’t deny my selfish interest in getting Emily to
try more than just infrequent missionary intercourse. But I really, truly,
wanted her to enjoy it as well, not just do it for me. 


It seemed I’d succeeded on both counts.


So why was I worried?


 


 


 


Emily stared at the display in the shop
window. She’d walked by this store a hundred times, and had never given it more
than a second glance; it was obvious from the mannequins in the window what
they sold inside: slutty clothing. Tight, form fitting knit dresses made from
glitzy fabric. Shoes so tall and spiky they looked impossible to walk in.
Sheer, plunge cut blouses. 


Nothing at all that Emily had ever been remotely
interested in wearing.


Yet today she felt different, and not only because
she was a little sore. . . back there. Not painfully sore, but even
if she hadn’t remembered the sex from the night before—not that she could ever
forget it—every so often her thighs would come together just so, and her butt
would squeeze on its own accord, unseen ghost hands grabbing at her rear.


And the first time she had sat down. . .the
hard chair pushing against her, reminding her of Justin’s hardness, about to
enter her.


She shivered, though the day was warm, refocusing on
the window display. Is this the way women who had anal sex dressed up? 


She’d always assumed that there was a direct
relationship to how a woman flaunted herself and how she was inside. That was
ridiculous, of course, and small minded. And she was old enough now that she
could not longer blame her upbringing for such views of the world, she was
responsible for her own thoughts and ideas. Yet the impression lingered. Not
that the clothing served as a cause, but rather that the type of woman who
wanted kinky sex had to be different, she had to look different. Didn’t
she?


Emily glanced up and down the street. Lots of
shoppers, mostly women, sporting a variety of outfits. Most of them casual,
revealing little of their bodies or their innermost secrets, jeans with
sneakers and casual tops. A few comfortable dresses. Two younger women in short
skinny jeans and sandals, yet their age made the outfits seem totally
appropriate. There. A woman her own age, dressed as Emily often dressed, in a
modest skirt with a blazer.


Would a woman like her have anal sex?


A week ago, Emily would have guessed no way. Today
she wasn’t so sure. She glanced back and forth from the window display of the
scantily clad figures to the women on the street. Who could tell? Did most of
these woman do it?


Was some other woman on the street right now looking
at Emily, wondering if she was someone who had anal sex? 


Or was some man looking at her, wondering the same
thing? 


Emily shivered again and walked quickly away from
the store.


 


 


 


I heard the door open just as I had pulled
my sweatpants down to free my cock. I hastily tucked myself back in, crossing
my legs stiffly on the couch, pretending to be interested in the baseball game.
I’d been so overwhelmed by memories of the night before I’d just been about to
jerk off while sitting on the sofa.


“Justin?”


“I’m in here!” I prayed my erection would die down
before Emily came into the living room.


No luck. Emily made a beeline for me. 


“Justin, I—.” She gave me a strange look. “You look
a little disheveled. Why is your underwear sticking out?”


The look on my face was my confession.


“Oh,” she murmured, her confusion turning to
certainty. “Oh.”


“Emily, I—.” I wanted to say I was just thinking
about her. Which I was. And yet the words couldn’t come out. To my great relief
she let me off the hook.


“You do like baseball, don’t you?”


 Her small joke broke my spell. I pulled her down
onto the couch. “I was thinking about you, not baseball.”


Emily’s eyes were dancing. “Do you always start to
undress when you think of me?”


“Not always.”


“Unless you’ve never thought about me before, you
know, in that way.”


This was the closest Emily had ever come to teasing
me about sex. “What’s got into you?” I asked, immediately regretting my unplanned
double entendre, not wanting to break the mood.


“You did.” Emily giggled, a sound she rarely made.
“I can’t believe I just said that.”


I laughed and pushed her playfully down on the sofa,
following her, staring into her glittering eyes. “I can’t either.”


“So were you—doing something when I was out?”


I think Emily had reached the limit of her ability
to talk openly about sex. I needed to help her out. “You mean was I jerking off
fantasizing about you?”


Her eyes widened in brief shock, then the
mischievous look returned. “Were you?”


“I was about to when you came in.”


She hesitated, as if she was about to say something,
or perhaps make a decision. Then a small smile played over her lips. “Well
now,” she said, reaching between us, her fingers grazing my cock, which had
quickly reformed. “It would be a shame to waste it then.”


I lost no time stripping off my shirt, helping her
out of her top, yanking at her jeans. She hesitated at first, maybe not
thinking I’d want to do it right there, or who knows, maybe thinking she’d just
jerk me off. But I’d been holding it in all day, and I was a little out of
control.


As I undressed her, Emily vacillated between
laughing and her normal reticent shyness, letting me pull down her panties but
then holding her legs together and covering her breasts with her hands. I
kicked off the last of my clothes and lay naked atop her, seeking her lips.
Tentative at first, she soon warmed to my kiss, her body relaxing, her legs
opening.


I think it was the fastest we’d ever gone from being
totally dressed to naked.


My cock ached to be in her, yet I struggled to
retain my urge, there was no way she’d be ready. So I contented myself with
kissing, nibbling at her neck, rubbing my chest against her breasts.


I had a quick thought of using some sexy talk, using
words that had seemed to get her excited, something about other men. But I
wanted this to be just us. Maybe it was some deep insecurity, but I just needed
to see if I could do it for her, just me.


And I wasn’t going to touch her ass. If I did, I
just might not be able to control myself, I’d want to flip her over and. . .


Emily squirmed under me, lifting her hips. Her soft
bush fluttered against the tip of my cock, like a gentle stream of breath.
Suddenly I wanted more than anything to be in her mouth. 


I lifted myself off her, sliding upward, letting the
tip of my cock run up her belly, between her breasts, her skin a caress.
Emily’s eyes followed the path until I stopped above her breastbone, my cock
quivering with hope.


She looked up at me, and I couldn’t read her expression.
Surprise? Disappointment? Maybe she wanted it somewhere else. Or maybe the
thought of me practically begging her to suck me was a shock, especially in
this forceful position.


Just as I was about to move away her mouth opened
ever so slightly. I stared at her lips, mesmerized, watching as her tongue
slowly emerged. Ever so daintily, yet screaming a decadence I couldn’t believe,
her tongue ran over the head of my cock, once, twice, and then retreated into
her mouth. All that time her eyes never left mine. I groaned, my shaft shaking.
It took all my strength not to shove into her mouth.


“I guess you can’t do that by yourself,” she
whispered. 


Before I could reply she had raised her head and
took me in her mouth, not deep, just the head, her tongue flicking around the glans,
sucking gently. 


I swear I almost came right there, seeing her like
this, my sweet wife, accepting a cock virtually thrust into her face.


It felt so good I must have been pushing without
realizing it, because suddenly she gagged, a desperate choking sound, and I
frantically pulled away. “I’m sorry,” I said, “I didn’t mean—.”


“It’s okay,” she said. “Come back.”


I couldn’t help myself, I did, being very careful. I
thought she’d use her hand to protect herself, but instead she just held me in
her mouth, sucking, licking. Her head moved back and forth even as I fought to
stay still.


She was fucking her mouth with my cock.


I reached behind me, between her legs, if she was
going to do this for me I wanted to make her feel good, I knew that giving oral
wasn’t Emily’s favorite. But before I even had a chance to find my way around
unseen, Emily was thrusting her hips up to meet my exploring fingers. The
instant I touched her clit her mouth tightened on my shaft, a simultaneous
reaction that amazed me.


I took my hand away for a second, then flicked her
clit, and again her mouth reacted. Over and over I did this, it was like I was
jerking myself off in her mouth by touching her clit instead of my cock.


Abruptly she twisted her mouth away. “I have to get
up,” she said.


Thinking I was hurting her I lifted my weight off,
but she grabbed my shoulders and held me as she shimmied up, wrapping her legs
around my hips. Her mouth sought mine as her hand grasped my shaft, guiding it
forward.


“I want you in me,” she said.


“I’ll go get a condom,” I said, my cock jumping at
the thought.


“No, just for a minute, it’s okay.” Emily rubbed the
tip of my cock against her folds, then, before I could react, she shifted her
hips forward. I couldn’t see between us, but I knew I was poised at her
entrance.


Knowing the danger, yet unable to resist, I pushed
forward. Emily gasped, her arms going around my back. Although I could feel
some of her juices she was tight, maybe not quite ready. I gently eased
forward, but some hunger was on her, she grabbed at me, pulling me, driving
toward me. 


And all at once I was in her, as deep as that
position would allow, she was rocking on my hips, not giving me enough room to
really fuck her, yet the little movements more than enough to drive me wild.


My eyes were wide open, hers were closed, her head
thrown back. What was she thinking of? Why wasn’t she looking at me? Was she
imagining some other man in her, some stranger, some man with a massive cock
who could fill her up? Did she want to be filled, did she want a cock that could
do to her pussy what I had done to her ass, completely stretch her? Is that why
she had wanted to take me like this, before she was fully aroused and wet, so
it would be really tight?


And all at once  the friction was gone, whatever
brief satisfaction of fullness she might have been seeking floating away in a
flood of juices. She let out a sound, I imagined it to be disappointment,
although I had no reason to know for sure.


I suddenly recalled the look of the woman in the BBC
video, the utter joy she had when she had taken the massive cock inside her.
With a shocking clarity of understanding I realized that every woman must want
that. It was so unfair to Emily, that she hadn’t experienced it. I wasn’t small
by any means, but it wasn’t the same thing. Petite as she was, even I couldn’t
stretch her that way. It wasn’t fair, it was like a man who’d never had a
blowjob.


Even without the tightness, or perhaps because of
it, because I wondered if Emily was right now fantasizing about another man in
her, a very big cock, maybe a black cock, I started to come, and I frantically
pulled out, barely making it, the first powerful thrust of my emotion and angst
shooting clear up to Emily’s breasts. The next bursts covered her belly, thick
gobs, desperate to get out, angry at being denied her pussy, now ravaging her
dainty skin. Again and again I shot over her, emptying myself, finishing and
yet oddly unsatisfied, just as Emily must have been.


And yet, even as the last of my spasms subsided, she
never once looked up at me.


 


 


 


Emily emerged from the shower, for the
first time in a week feeling wonderfully spent. She’d just come back from a
really long jog; she’d needed that. She hadn’t been going to the gym, she was
too afraid of running into Damian. So she’d let her exercise lapse, and
combined with the overwhelming thoughts flying through her head the last few
days she had been unable to relax. 


Justin was off on yet another trip, this one for
only a few days, but still she felt alone and vulnerable. Being alone made her
think too much, and think about all the wrong things. She couldn’t even free
her frustrations by having sex with Justin.


She carefully hung up the wet towel, then went to
the dresser for fresh clothes. The sight of the big empty bed stopped her. So
much had happened lately in that bed. It was as if it belonged to another
woman, another couple. 


She circled the bed, running her hand over the slick
duvet, a gentle caress against her fingers. She had a sudden urge to feel it on
her skin, and she lay down, sinking into the thick covering, the sensation of
it flowing over her legs, like being enveloped by a man, a man who could touch
every inch of her at once.


A man who could completely cover her.


She had tasted a bit of that with Justin on the
couch, being completely covered, under him. And when he had entered her, she
had felt it, just for a minute, the unbelievable thrill of being completely
filled, so tight. Just as she had been filled when she had—


She flipped over on the bed, exposing her back, her
calves, her butt. Ass, she thought. How can I have sex there and not
even say ass? Ass, ass, ass. That’s what it is. 


She mouthed the words: I was fucked in the ass.


Just thinking it made her ass tighten, her cheeks
pucker, her mouth open. She spread her legs, just as she had that first time,
waiting, worried, expectant, praying it wouldn’t hurt.


And when Justin had entered her, being on the
precipice, wanting and not wanting. Then, past that, becoming awash in the
realization that he was all the way in her.


Stretching her.


Like the proverbial story of describing an elephant
to a blind man, she never could have understood the simply amazing sensation of
being totally filled; if some woman had tried to describe it to her Emily never
would have fully realized what it could feel like. The tightness, the
connection, not only in her depths but along every inch of Justin’s shaft. And
even more, the complete and utter surrender, the vulnerability of the position
and the act itself. 


Being fucked like that had been all encompassing; no
other thought could enter her mind, so focused had she been on Justin, on her
ass, on what was being done, on his cock inside her.


She hadn’t even thought about Damian.


His face and body now flashed into her mind, the
inescapable result of thinking about someone you were trying not to think
about. 


She forced her mind back to Justin, to the sex on
the couch, and to what had started it, how she’d almost caught him
masturbating. Maybe she should have just asked him to keep going, asked him
what he was fantasizing about. Watched him come. Picturing him touching himself
as she was kissing another man, making love to another man.


Instead she’d taken Justin inside her, because she
didn’t want him to be aroused by her that way, of him thinking about her with
another man, or only thinking about fucking her in the ass. 


But as good as it had felt, something had been
missing. Even with his arousal, even with her own arousal, having him inside
her was somehow different. She’d been dwelling on it for days, but only now, in
the silent bedroom, lying naked on her stomach with her ass exposed, did it all
suddenly become crystal clear.


It was the fullness, or lack of it. Justin, hard as
he was, tight as she was, couldn’t stretch her there the way he had in her ass.
She’d been awakened to this totally new experience, this sense of complete
fullness, and wanted it. Not only in her ass, but in her pussy.


Would regular sex ever be so good again? Or would
she always feel incomplete, unfulfilled? 


Would she only be satisfied by being fucked in the
ass?


As upsetting as that thought was, her hand crept
between her legs. Just the thought of being filled, of being taken in this
position, had lit a wave of heat. She wasn’t at all surprised to find herself
wet. She knew she should strip off the duvet, she’d leave a stain. But instead
of getting up she began to rub herself. 


If only Justin had been there, to see her like this,
for her to be spread for him, he’d know what she wanted, she wouldn’t have to
ask. She could almost feel the bed shift, Justin kneeling behind her, poised.
She briefly stopped touching herself, and with both hands reached back and
spread her ass cheeks. The hint of air on her hole was electric.


She was making herself ready.


She let go with one hand, her opening closing so
slightly, a disappointment she covered by pushing three fingers against her
swollen clit. She began to rub herself, her other hand never leaving her ass,
her muscles reaching for the cock she wished was there. 


Her hips rose up to the unseen man, Justin, then not
Justin, just a cock, that’s all she needed. Faster and faster she rubbed, her
ass clenching. . .


The phone buzzed on the dresser, the vibration
running along the headboard, mixing with her arousal at first. Emily ignored
it, she was too far along. The buzzing stopped, thankfully, but it was followed
by the ding alert of a voicemail.


Damn it, no one left voicemails. It had to be
important.


She tried to finish what she had started, but gave
up, too worried to concentrate. And maybe a little guilty, masturbating while
thinking about. . .


She rolled over, pulling the duvet over herself
while reaching for the phone, suddenly feeling the need for privacy in her own
house. This had better not be a telemarketer. . .


The missed call was from her sister Lisa. Lisa
didn’t call that often, it was usually Emily who called her. 


Immediately worried something had happened to their
parents, and not stopping to think of why Lisa would know that before her,
Emily was already redialing without even listening to the message.


“Lisa? Is everything okay?”


Lisa’s voice didn’t hold a hint of a problem. “Sure,
why wouldn’t there be?”


“I don’t know, I saw your name. . .”


“Didn’t you listen to my message?”


“No, I was just. . .” Emily couldn’t very
well say what she had been doing. “What’s up?”


“I hadn’t heard from you for a while, just wondering
how Mom and Dad are doing.”


“They’re fine. I talked to them last week. I’m sorry
I haven’t called. There’s been a lot going on.”


“All good, I hope?”


How could Emily answer that? Although Emily couldn’t
have been more unlike Lisa, she trusted her implicitly. Lisa was the wild one,
the younger sister who had chafed under their parent’s strict rules, who had
seen what Emily had gone through and hadn’t wanted to repeat it. She’d run off
at eighteen, with a black man no less. Their parents had preached to love thy
neighbor, but had never expected that.


Still, Lisa loved them, although she never reached
out. Emily shifted the conversation back to them. “They always ask about you,
you know.”


“They could call,” said Lisa.


Emily sensed the resentment, and a little sadness.
“You know how proud they are.”


“Well, I am too.” There was a silence, then Lisa
laughed. “Enough of this downer talk. I know you, big sister. You changed the
subject. What is up with you?”


Maybe it was because she felt alone, maybe it was
because her little sister had really been more of a big sister, for whatever
reason, Emily knew Lisa was the only person she could ever talk to about this.


“Lisa, I have a question—wait, can you talk? Are you
alone?”


“Just me. Antoine is off at work.”


“Okay. Wait, Antoine? Who’s Antoine?”


“My boyfriend.”


“What happened to John?”


“Jesus, Emily, we need to talk more. John was two
men ago.”


“I thought you two were hitting it off.” Lisa had
married early after leaving home, but it had only lasted a few years. Then a
quick rebound marriage; Emily had barely returned from the wedding when she
heard Lisa was moving out on that one too. Emily sensed Lisa had been trying to
create a home for herself after leaving the family.


After that, Lisa hadn’t mentioned men much, in their
calls Emily had sensed from Lisa a growing comfort in being on her own. At
least not married.


“We were, in some ways. Not so in others.”


“Are you okay?” asked Emily.


“I’m fine. Antoine is good. He works hard, I quit my
job, did I tell you that? He’s supporting me. I can’t believe I let this
happen, but I hated that job anyway. I’ll go back to work soon, I’m just
enjoying it for a while.” She paused. “What did you want to ask me about?”


Now Emily felt foolish. “Uh, I know you’ve been
with, um, your husband. . .” Her voice faded off.


“Which one? You can say their names, I won’t break.
That was a long time ago. Not in years, but you know. Dwayne or Rick?”


“Dwayne.”


“What about him? I heard from him not long ago. He’s
back in the States after leaving his reggae band in Jamaica. He sure could
play.”


“Was he—.” How could she possibly ask a question
like this, even of Lisa? “Oh, forget it, it’s too personal.”


“Was he what? Now you’ve got me intrigued.”


Emily pulled the cover even closer over herself,
switching the phone to the other hand. Instantly the musk on her fingers rushed
into her nostrils, the memory of her fantasy egging her on. “Big,” she whispered.
“Was he big?”


“You met him, remember, he was. . .”
Lisa’s voice trailed off. “Emily! Are you asking me what I think you are?”


“I’m sorry, I wasn’t thinking of him specifically,
just—”


“Are you asking me if black men have big cocks?”


Emily smiled in spite of herself. Just like Lisa to
come right out with it, say cocks like it was something she said every
day. Maybe she did.


“I have to say I’m shocked, Emily.” Lisa was
laughing out of control. “What would Mom and Dad think?” 


“I know, I’m sorry I asked, let’s talk about
something else.”


“Are you kidding me? After you bring that up? What
on earth made you ask that?” 


“I’ll tell you if you answer me.”


“Hmm. Okay, I’ll hold you to that. The answer is
yes. Mostly. At least from what I’ve seen.”


Even with the answer, Emily felt oddly even more
curious. “Well, I thought it was just a story. And you can’t have seen enough
to know for sure, right?”


“Well, there was Dwayne, and Levon, and, let me see.
Three, four, hmm, him, not him, kinda. That makes, wait, those two guys I met
in Las Vegas, wow, that brings back a memory, two at once.”


“Oh my god Lisa, two men together?”


“Wild, huh? What happens in Vegas definitely doesn’t
stay in Vegas though, I hooked up with them later in Tahoe.”


Emily put her hand over her mouth, not sure if she
should be shocked or embarrassed. Once again her musk washed over her. “Did you
do a DP?” she asked without thinking, it was the first thing that popped into
her head.


“Emily! Do you even know what a DP is?”


Emily felt her cheeks flush. “We—me and Justin—have
been watching a little porn.” Why did she have to explain it was with Justin?
Who else would it be with?


“Jesus. He’s not as nerdy as I thought he was. That
had to be his idea, right?”


“I guess it was both of ours.”


Lisa was laughing. “Good for you! My big sister,
finally catching up to me. I bet he was shocked though.”


“He liked watching my reaction,” Emily admitted.


“I bet he did. Lots of men like that, watching a
woman watch porn. Were you watching a DP?”


“Once.”


“And?”


“And what?”


“Did you like it?”


“I guess so. It—it was new. Different.”


“I’ll bet. What else did you watch?”


Emily hesitated. Sharing was one thing, but. . .
“We picked some things out at random. I couldn’t believe all the videos. Did
you know that couples make movies about themselves and put them up for anyone
to see? Not only of themselves having sex, but sometimes having sex with other
people?”


“Hmm. You know, one time a guy—a black guy—told me
this story about a couple who approached him in a bar, they wanted him to have
sex with the wife while the husband watched. And film it.”


Emily took a deep breath. Trying to sound matter of
fact, she asked, “What did he do?”


“He said he fucked her brains out, and I believe
him. It was a big turn on for him, having his way with a married woman—not that
being married would ever stop him, but having her husband right there,
watching. They got together a few times more after that. It turns out that a
lot of men get off on it, watching their wives with another man.” Lisa paused.
“Justin may even think about it.”


Emily gasped, that was too close to home. “No way,”
she lied, her voice quivering, feeling guilty for not telling her sister the
truth.


Maybe Lisa missed the deception because she wasn’t in
the room, the phone creating a curtain between them. “Don’t feel bad about it,
it doesn’t mean Justin doesn’t want you, it’s just a fantasy. And even if he
does think about it, knowing you, it’s not like he’d bring it up.” Lisa
laughed. “You could shock him, just bring it up yourself.”


“You mean just say, hey Justin, do you think about
me having sex with another man?” Emily already knew he did, but it was only
because it’s what Justin thought she wanted, wasn’t it? Would Justin
want to watch while she did it for real?


She wouldn’t mention that to Lisa, at least for now.
Maybe she’d be able to talk more about it in the future, after all, Lisa had
shared something intimate with her.


“Why not? I thought you two talked about
everything.”


“We do. More so than ever.”


“Is Justin big? Well endowed?”


“I guess so.” Emily thought about the BBC movie.
Justin was nowhere near that big. And the huge bulge in Damian’s tight gym
clothes, hinting at something massive. “Besides,” she said airily, “size
doesn’t matter, right?”


“That was either a man speaking, or a woman who never
had a really big cock. Especially a really big black cock. It’s an amazing
feeling, I can’t describe it, you just have to experience it for real.” Lisa
laughed. “More than once. Fortunately for me, Antoine is another piece of
evidence supporting the theory of well endowed black men.”


“I never could. Experience it, I mean,” said Emily.
“I’m married.”


“That never stops people, especially if you both
want it.”


“Oh my god, Lisa, what are you saying?”


“Nothing, I guess. Just—I wish you could know what
it’s like.” 


There was a silence. Emily wondered if Lisa was
waiting for her to confess she wanted to. 


“Where’s Justin?” asked Lisa.


“He’s away on a business trip, why?”


“Just wondering. Hey, I gotta go. Antoine just
walked in, and all this talk about big black cocks has got me thinking about
his.”


“Lisa!”


“What? You brought this up! Bye, sister. If we are
going to have these kinds of conversations, we definitely need to talk more
often!”


Emily smiled and said goodbye, flopping back onto
the bed. Now she’d never get it out of her head, the thought of black men, well
endowed black men who could stretch her, fill her. Lisa had confirmed that too.


She got up to pee, grabbing a pair of sweats on the
way into the bathroom. Her hair was a mess, she spent a little time trying to
brush it into shape. When she came back into the bedroom and saw the bunched up
duvet she had the sudden urge to jump back on it. Lisa had been turned on by
the conversation, Emily had been too embarrassed, but now. . .


Her phone buzzed again, this time a text. Sighing,
Emily checked the message. It was from Lisa.


I’m going to send you something overnight in the
mail. Open it alone.


Emily’s first thought was that Antoine hadn’t wanted
to have sex, it hadn’t been that long since she’d spoken to Lisa. Or maybe it
had been a quickie.


Or maybe Lisa was right now telling Antoine about
Emily’s call, about her asking about black men.


Emily closed her eyes, that thought bothering her
less than the arousal she got from a black man thinking about her.


What could Lisa be sending her? A book about sex?
Lingerie? Porn?


She’d find out soon enough. In the meantime, the
duvet called to her. Pulling off the sweats, she threw herself naked on the
bed, her fingers rushing for her clit.


This time she didn’t stop.


 


 


 


I threw the phone down on the desk in
frustration. I’d just finished packing up my stuff and was all set to go to the
airport to fly home. But as I was walking out the door I received a message
from Damian, telling me I had to stay an extra day to attend a meeting on his
behalf. I should have felt pleased that he was trusting me to stand in for him,
but all I wanted to do was get home, I’d been traveling too much.


And I missed Emily.


Ever since our sex life had been re-energized, I
resented my out of town trips more than ever. Sure, Emily was more willing to
jump in bed and have sex when I got home than she ever had before, but I also wanted
to just be around her more often. Our entire marriage, which had seemed fine
before, had catapulted to a new level.


I waited until I calmed down and checked back into
the hotel before calling her to give her the bad news.


“Hi Emily!” I tried to sound cheerful when she
picked up.


“Hi, are you on your way to the airport?”


“About that. I have to stay another day.”


“Why? What happened?” The disappointment was clear
in Emily’s voice.


“Just work stuff. Good, in a way. Damian wants me to
fill in for him at a big meeting tomorrow. He was supposed to be out here but
has something keeping him back there.”


There was a long silence on the line. “What do you
think it might be?”


“Who knows, I’m sure he has his hands full too. Or
he has some personal thing. He’s the boss, right? He doesn’t have to explain
himself to me.”


“Oh.”


“Hey, it’s just another night.”


“I miss you. I’m tired of being here by myself.”


“You haven’t been out much this week, have you?” I
started unpacking my bag.


“No.”


I stopped what I was doing, I sensed something was
wrong even in that single word. “Emily, what’s the matter?”


“Nothing, I just miss you. You are traveling too
much.”


I sat on the bed, completely focused on her now.
“Emily, we talked about this. It’s only for a year or so, probably less. Just
until this project is over.”


“Are you sure?”


“I can’t see why Damian would need to send me away
after that.”


There was another long pause. “I hope not.”


Emily definitely sounded like she needed cheering
up, not in the future, but right now. “Why don’t you go to the gym? That always
makes you feel better. Then tomorrow we can go out to eat, do something fun.”


“Not the gym. I’m not in the mood.”


“I bet if I were there I could get you in the mood,”
I teased, trying to lighten the conversation. “Say, what are you wearing?” 


“What? I’m—Justin!”


I dramatically breathed heavily into the phone. “I
bet you are hot.”


Emily let out a little laugh. “I’m not feeling very
hot right now. Well, I am sweaty, I went for a run, I was just about to hop in
the shower.”


“I like it when you get sweaty,” I said.


“Stop it!” she said, but she was laughing.


I’d never had phone sex with Emily, I couldn’t even
imagine bringing it up. I would have, right then, it seemed like an opportunity
to try, but before I could figure out a way to get the conversation seriously shifted
that way she said, “You always make me feel better.”


My first instinct was to say I can make you feel
real good, right now, but I suddenly had an even better idea. “Maybe you
should—go out tonight,” I suggested. 


“Go where?”


“I don’t know catch a drink with your girlfriends.”


“It’s kind of late to call them now, besides, it’s
the middle of the week.”


I toyed with the strap on my luggage. Did I really
want to suggest what I had in mind? “You could go have a drink alone,” I said.


“I don’t think that would be much fun.”


“You could order a Mountain Dew Me.” It was the
drink we had joked about the night I had taken her out to get drunk for the
first time. The night that I’d seen other men check her out.


The night I’d discovered that I got turned on by men
ogling her. And the night that Emily realized it aroused her too.


“I wouldn’t dare.”


“Why not?”


“Because—because someone might take it the wrong
way.”


“That’s kind of the point.”


There was a long silence on the line. “What are you
suggesting?”


That was a good question. I really didn’t want Emily
to go pick up some guy at a bar. Or did I?


“Remember that night?” I asked.


Her voice dropped to a shy whisper. “Of course I
do.”


“And everything we—talked about?”


“Yes.”


“It was exciting, wasn’t it?”


“Justin, I—.”


“It’s okay to say it.”


A small hesitation. “Yes.”


“So here’s what I think you should do. Get dressed
up like we’re going out. You can wear that special outfit. Or whatever you
think is sexy. Go out and have a drink. Have fun. See what happens.”


“Justin, you don’t want me to—I could never—”


“Nothing has to happen,” I quickly added. “Just, you
know, see if anyone approaches you. You can always say you’re married, waiting
for a friend, whatever. But you’re feeling a little down, I can tell, and this
will get you out of your funk.”


“I don’t know. I’d feel so funny.”


“Why? Women go out alone all the time.”


“Not married women.”


“Who knows? I’ve seen married women in the hotel bar
here. You could go to the bar at the airport hotel, lots of business people
there, everyone would think you are traveling for work.”


“Justin, even if I did that, I’d just feel worse.
I’d just feel more alone.”


“I bet you’ll have so many guys hit on you, you
won’t have time to feel lonely.”


“Justin, I couldn’t. It’s not the same without you.”


“You mean if I were there, and men were hitting on
you, then it would be okay?” My heart started to beat faster. It was one thing
to be talking about this in the middle of sex, in the safety of our bed, making
up some fantasy. It was another thing to be talking about doing it.


“I don’t know.”


“Think of it as something we are doing
together. We’re talking about it beforehand. You can go out, and then tell me later
about what happened.” My cock had grown hard. “That would be really hot.”


Again the slight hesitation. “You’d find that
exciting? Me alone, at a bar, with other men?”


“It’s so exciting I can’t think straight.”


“Then we better not do it. Think of what a let down
it would be if I went out and nothing at all happened. I’d wouldn’t have
anything to tell you.”


“You could just make something up,” I said. “That
would be fun too.”


“I could just make something up without going out.”


“That would be hot too.” I’d love to hear what kind
of story Emily might concoct. 


“Justin, if—and I said if—I ever did anything
like that, I’d be nervous as anything. And nothing would ever happen. I bet I’d
faint if some guy even just offered to buy me a drink.” There was a pause.
“Besides, no one would anyway. I’m not the kind of girl anyone would approach.”


My dear wife certainly didn’t know men. “Emily,
they’d be all over you. Sure, some would be jerks maybe, not all of them good
looking. But you’d have to beat them off with a stick—including the good
looking ones.”


“Is that supposed to be a compliment?” Emily asked,
but she didn’t sound mad.


“You know what I mean. Try it, you’ll see.”


“I don’t think so.” She sounded final. 


“Okay, maybe some other time,” I said, trying to
hide my disappointment.


“Maybe.”


“Okay,” I said. “See you tomorrow. We’ll go out for
real.”


After we said our good nights and hung up, I lay
back on the bed, thinking. More than thinking, fantasizing. Just because Emily
wasn’t going to actually do it didn’t mean I couldn’t pretend she had.


 


 


 


After the call with Justin, Emily laughed
to herself. A few months ago, the thought of that topic of conversation would
have been inconceivable. Now she’d just talked with her husband about going out
and meeting other men, and she was hardly bothered by it at all. She knew
Justin was suggesting it to make her feel good, that he’d never expect her to
let anything happen even if she did go out. 


Yet, for just a brief instant, Emily had actually
considered it. 


Not to let anything happen. Just to go out on her
own, sit at a bar, order a sexy sounding drink. “Mountain Dew Me,” she said
aloud. Then, trying to sound sexy, she repeated, “Mountain Dew Me.” It
didn’t work, she started laughing out loud. 


It just wasn’t her. Not before, not even now.


Still, Justin certainly found it arousing, and in a
theoretical way, so did she. They’d talked about it during sex; Justin knew it
turned her on, and she no longer denied it. She masturbated to it, for goodness
sake. But doing it for real?


She flipped through the mail as she stripped off her
running outfit. A box had arrived, the package from her sister Lisa. Emily
carried it upstairs and tossed it on the bed as she finished undressing.


She was about to head into the shower, but the box
sitting alone on the duvet reminded her of the phone call with Lisa, and what
she’d done afterward wrapped in the bed cover. Curious as to what Lisa had
sent, Emily tore open the box.


There was an inner package, upside down, and when
Emily picked it up and turned it over she dropped it in shock. It was a
brightly decorated box over a foot long. It wasn’t the box that surprised her,
it was the picture on the box, a picture of a very large, and very black,
penis.


Not a real one, but still. It was a black dildo, a
sex toy. Recovering, Emily read the box. “Lifelike feel! Use it alone or with
your lover!” There were pictures of women holding the dildo, kissing it,
caressing it. One of the photos showed a woman staring at it in awe; it
reminded Emily of one of the videos she had seen, the woman with the black man.


Emily’s hands were shaking. Stupid, it was only a
box. She forced herself to open it up.


Inside, the dildo lay wrapped in its own tissue, the
dark black of the penis appearing even more decadent against the lily white.
Like a black man buried in a white woman.


Emily became suddenly self conscious of being naked,
as if the penis could in some way see her. She clenched her legs together.


Then started laughing. This was Lisa’s idea of a
joke. The dildo was massive. Emily wasn’t sure, but it had to be ten
inches long. And even more ridiculous, it was so big around there was no way it
could be lifelike. Sure, the BBC she’d seen in the video had appeared to be
big, but who could really tell from a video?


There was a little tag attached to the dildo. Emily
turned it over. It said, Medium.


Another joke, thought Emily. There was no way that
could be a life sized medium. She picked it up, the feel of it surprisingly
realistic, the dildo lined with ridges and veins, the head detailed, even a
little slit at the top. It was hard but not rigid, with just a little flex. Like
a real erect penis.


Her hand couldn’t fit around it, not even close.


Medium, right, she thought.


A folded note caught her eye. She opened it. The
note wasn’t signed, but she recognized Lisa’s handwriting.


It’s not as good as the real thing, but it will
give you an idea.


p.s. Medium is pretty accurate.


Emily tried to stretch her hand around the dildo
without success. It had to be a joke. There was simply no way it could
be lifelike. And the length. . .


She cringed, just thinking about it. About to toss
it back in the box, she noticed a sheet of instructions. Instructions for a
dildo?


Congratulations
on your purchase of this Real Thing product. For your enjoyment and safety,
wash before first use and after using. Do not use oil based lubricants. Use of
a condom will help keep the product clean, especially if used anally.


That brought on another cringe from Emily, this time
in her butt. No, no way. . .


Real Thing
sex toys are based on real life models, accurate in every way, including size.


The dildo seemed to grow warm in Emily’s hand, just
the thought of holding a man with a penis that large. . .


She still couldn’t believe it, it had to be a joke.
She lined the dildo up with her body, one end between her legs, the tip
pointing up. The head reached past her belly button. Way past.


Exactly where Damian had touched her, where he’d said
he would reach.


Her skin tingled where the dildo touched her. She
rubbed it across her belly, trying to imagine it inside her, reaching that far.



A penis that deep would have to be so much closer to
her womb, wouldn’t it? Would that make the sperm more likely to survive, to
reach its target? Could the seed shoot all the way in?


She closed her eyes, shifting from leg to leg,
rubbing the penis over her belly, her skin and the dildo growing warm together.


Her eyes snapped open, as if she was being watched.
Nothing but the empty bedroom, but still she was embarrassed. She’d never used
a sex toy. She’d never even considered it.


And yet, here alone with her thoughts, with this
surprisingly erotic piece of plastic in her hand, she thought, why not?


She washed the toy in the sink, trying not to giggle.
Under the water the texture changed, it became, if anything, even more
lifelike, the veins palpable in her fingers. When she was finished she set it
on the counter and just stared at it. It seemed to be staring back.


Abruptly she strode to the bedroom and took a condom
out of the night table. She’d need the lubrication. She tore the wrapper open as
she padded across the carpet.


Back in the bathroom, the dildo looked a little
ridiculous on the counter. More like a parody than the real thing.


This is nuts, she thought. I’m not going
to masturbate with a black dildo.


With a nervous laugh she tossed the condom in the
trash bin and got in the shower.


Her body was so warm the water seemed cool, the flow
like a hiss of rain on hot pavement. For a moment she simply luxuriated in the
sensation, fingers dancing over her skin, losing herself.


She turned up the heat, letting the hot stream pound
into her neck, onto her back. When she turned around she caught sight of the
dildo on the counter, just outside the glass shower. It could have been a real
penis, attached to a real man, the rest of his body hidden by the steam. It
looked even bigger through the fog.


She turned away, and with her eyes closed, reached
for the shampoo, squirting it in her hand, the cream sticky, instantly not
feeling like shampoo at all, the realistic black dildo still on her mind. She
remembered another hot shower, when she had fantasized about being taken by Damian.


And it all came rushing back, meeting him by the
pool, his strong hands on her, lifting her out of the water. His hands on her
again, in the gym, his obvious erection in his tight pants, his intimate,
unbidden, inappropriate words.


Words which had aroused her nonetheless.


Emily lay back against the wall, helplessly caught
up in it, with Damian. She fought it, she fought him, her eyes snapping open,
she was alone in her shower, he wasn’t here.


The big black dildo mocked her, called to her.


Now it was more than a piece of plastic, now it was
not a joke. It was a representation of what she wanted, what she craved.


It was inevitable.


Emily opened the door and reached for it, dripping
on the floor, not caring. The door snapped shut, she was alone again, or not so
alone.


She fell back against the wall, hard, as if being
pushed, the dildo in both her hands, rubbing it up against her belly. It came
alive in her fingers, the water and fog magically transforming it into
something even more realistic than it looked. It felt like the real thing,
sliding up and down, the tip tickling her belly button.


Her head fell back, her mouth opening, reaching up
for the lips that weren’t there, opening her legs to the faceless man. Or not
so faceless. . .


It was no longer a dildo, but a cock. It slipped
down between her legs, demanding, pushing. She was guiding it and fighting it
at the same time, just as she imagined she’d be doing in real life.


The condom, she suddenly remembered. She’d need the
lubrication, the protection. . .


The cock pressed against her opening, testing,
probing. Her labia opened to it, her hips pressed against the wall, no escape.
The cock came forward, her body preparing itself for the onslaught, her mind
telling her she needed to rebel, she’d be fighting him off in real life.


No, no, she said, not sure if she were
speaking aloud. 


You want it, replied the faceless man. A
black man.


Her eyes opened, looking down, seeing the cock about
to enter her. “No, please, you have to wear a condom. . .” Now she
was speaking aloud.


“Then you won’t feel me come in you, and that’s what
you want.”


She watched, amazed, as the cock entered her, not
even cognizant of her hands, of her role in making it move. Slowly it opened
her folds, her eyes widening in amazement, having to bite her lip, the tears
flowing in anticipation, in desire, even in a some pain.


And there it was, the stretching, the fullness, the
same feeling she’d had when Justin had entered her ass, the sense of being
totally, completely full.


And the cock was only half way in.


She stopped, just relishing in the sensation, the
utter completeness of it, seeing the lips of her pussy firmly wrapped around
the cock, as tight as could be.


The urge to rub herself was immense, but she didn’t
want to do a single thing to distract her from the pressure on the walls of her
pussy.


She might be able to come, just like that, just
holding it there.


But she had to know.


Slowly, still watching, the cock pressed into her,
inch by glorious inch. Her legs were spread as far as they could, her ass
shoved against the slippery tile. She felt like she was going to explode.


She heard Damian’s voice in her ear. “Do you want
all of it?”


“I can’t!” she cried.


“I can,” he said, and the cock shoved in her,
hitting her cervix. She jerked in shock and some pain, nothing had ever touched
her there. She stared at the cock, it wasn’t even in all the way.


The cock pushed forward again, probing, grinding,
her mouth squeezed tight, the tears flowing freely now, her pussy squeezing the
cock so hard it couldn’t possibly come out, so she let one hand go, her fingers
diving for her clit, rubbing it once, twice, three times, and that was all it
took, her orgasm so powerful her head snapped back hard against the tile, her
ass clenching, the muscles of her vagina milking the cock, drawing it
impossibly deeper inside, demanding the phantom seed.


She collapsed to the floor, holding the cock inside
her, not willing or able to let it go.


She was crying freely now, in joy, relishing the
fullness, stunned she’d been able to capture it this way.


And crying in sadness, because she’d never be able
to experience it with the real thing.


Her body was so hot it didn’t even register that the
water had turned cold.


 


 


 


I kept checking my phone as I waited to board
the plane, half expecting another last minute text from my boss ordering me to
stay another day out of town. Sure enough, it vibrated in my pocket. My first
thought was to just ignore it, I could always claim to have been on the plane
already, that it was too late.


I really just wanted to get home and see Emily.


But some power pulled at me, I just couldn’t let my
boss down. When I glanced at the screen I was pleasantly surprised to see it
was a call, not a text, and it was from Emily. I quickly answered.


“Hi! I’m glad it’s you. I was expecting Damian.”


“Are you expecting a call?”


“No, just that he has a tendency to get in the way
of my plans. What’s up?”


“Do you have a few minutes?”


“Yeah, they just started boarding. Everything okay?”


“I just wanted to hear your voice. I have to ask you
something.”


“Sure, what?”


There was no response, and I thought the connection
had dropped. “Emily?”


“I’m still here. It sounds silly now.”


“Do you want to wait until I get home?”


“Maybe. I’m just—I’ve been thinking a lot about the—the
path we have started down, and want to make sure we’re in the same place when
you get back.”


I sensed a change in her voice, a seriousness. I
instantly suspected that what she was really talking about was the new ways we’d
been having sex. The fantasies, the dirty talk. The anal sex. It was bothering
her, all of it, and she wanted to reset my expectations for when I returned
home. I got up from my chair, there were too many people around, I needed some
privacy. There wasn’t any, so I settled for leaning against the wall in the
corner of the waiting area.


I have to admit I felt let down, I had been looking
forward to more of the same. Yet it was all understandable, I should have
expected it even. That hadn’t been the Emily I knew. It was amazing enough that
she had been willing to experiment with me.


I’d been happy with her before, and I’d be happy
with her again.


“Emily, I understand. You don’t have to say
anything, I get it.”


“I need to say it.” I heard her take a deep
breath, like she was getting ready to run a sprint. “I’m afraid you’ll be
disappointed in me.”


So I was right. “No, I won’t. I promise. I love you.
Whatever we did before, that will be fine.”


“No, it won’t. Just the opposite. I’m afraid you’ll
be disappointed in me if we don’t keep going, now that—now that you’ve seen
another side of me.”


“I won’t, I—”


“Please let me finish. I’ve learned more about
myself. I’ve been thinking a lot, about—what you like. About what I like. What
we like. We opened up a magic door, it all started with the bucket list. We
just can’t slam it shut and pretend it didn’t happen, that we didn’t see what
was inside.” She paused. “That we didn’t feel what was inside.”


I didn’t know where she was going with this. “I
don’t understand. Are you saying you want to stop doing the bucket list?”


A harsh voice reverberated over the loudspeaker, last
call for passengers. “Emily, I have to go. Can we talk about this at home?”


“You land at about seven, right? Don’t come home,
meet me at the restaurant—the one you took me to where we sat at the bar.”


“Sure, okay, if that’s what you want.”


“It is. Have a safe flight. I love you.”


“I love you too.”


I ran onto the plane, wondering what all that was
about.


 


 


 


Emily hung up the phone. It was a
conversation she’d planned on having in person, but now that it was over, she
was glad she had not. It was better this way, the separation. She might not
have gone through with it otherwise. 


Yet Justin hadn’t understood. It wasn’t that she
wanted to stop the bucket list. It was that they needed to decide what else should
be in the bucket list.


She’d thought about it half the night and most of
the day. Her sister’s words keep ringing in her ears. Not about the black men—well,
that too—but about how husbands liked the idea of their wives with other men. Emily
had seen the videos, sure, but they could have been a tiny sample of the
population. Yes, Justin had been aroused by the thought, but that could have
just been his reaction to her own willingness to experiment. She could have
talked about getting a boob job and for all she knew just talking about breasts
might have excited Justin, since it was so unlike her discuss anything sexual.


Now she knew that this—kink? fetish? desire?—was not
uncommon. Her sister had said so, and in this area Emily believed Lisa was a
better authority than she could hope to find anywhere.


And Emily had her own arousals to deal with, to
face. She had to find out what was real, what was true.


What she needed.


 


 


 


I barely remembered the flight, except that
it seemed agonizingly long. Once we landed I immediately pulled out my phone and
turned it on, expecting another message from Emily. I considered calling her,
but I’d see her soon enough. 


Why did she want to meet at the restaurant? Was
there something she wanted to tell me she didn’t want to say in private? Because
she was afraid of how I’d react?


The only thing I could think of was that she wanted
a bit of separation from the topic of our call, that she wanted to go somewhere
fun to put the seriousness of our conversation in perspective. She was
tempering the shift back to our old ways of sex with a festive night out,
letting me down easy.


And then we’d return home, closing the door on our
new discovery, trying to forget.


At the restaurant I gave my name to the hostess,
still in a bit of a daze. 


“Oh, yes, I have the reservation. Would you follow
me please?”


She turned to lead me through the tables before I
had a chance to ask her about leaving my bag. The place was packed. I was so
focused on not banging into anyone I barely had a chance to look around.


The hostess led me to a table for two along the
wall. “Here you go, sir. Your waitress will be along in a minute to see if you
would like a drink.”


On the table was a small sign that said Reserved,
and next to it, an envelope with my name on it. I recognized Emily’s
handwriting immediately.


I was about to call for the hostess to tell her I’d
wait for my wife before ordering, but was sidetracked by the note. It said, Pretend
you don’t know me.


That was it. Nothing else.


Confused, I looked around the restaurant. Was Emily
already here?


A burst of laughter at the bar drew my attention. A
group of men and women were clustered around one end, listening to a guy who
was waving his arms, telling some story. The women were laughing, and a few of
the men were as well, but three of them didn’t seem to be paying attention to
the storyteller. Which was odd, since he had the rest of them in stitches.


The three men were instead looking to the other end
of the bar. I followed their eyes to see what would be enough to drag their
attention away. At the corner of the bar another, smaller group was gathered,
all men, some with their backs to me, most in suits, probably just from the
office.


One of the men moved, and I caught a titillating
glance of a wonderfully honed crossed set of legs and an elegant foot, dangling
from a high heel. The man moved again and the leg was hidden, and I almost fell
out of my chair craning my neck instinctively to see it again, that’s how
powerful it had been. 


I shook my head, gathering my wits. Some temptress,
some woman looking to get free drinks or even get picked up, flirting with men
at the bar.


Smiling ruefully, I resumed my search for Emily. She
wasn’t at any of the tables. Maybe in the ladies room?


I looked back at the bar. Two of the men had broken
away from the storyteller and were jostling their way to the smaller group,
elbowing one another as if in a race to get there first. One of them edged his
way into the pack, hungry wolves on the prowl.


What kind of woman could attract that many men?


If I had not been waiting for Emily, or even if I
had but hadn’t been so intent on what she wanted to talk about, I might have
gone over to see.


A flash of white in the sea of dark jackets, an arm,
a whisper of blonde hair, something familiar, and at the same time the note on
the table shouting out to me, I was so stupid, Pretend you don’t know me. . .


A broad shoulder moved, another shifted, framing the
woman’s face, her innocent beauty, her incredible allure of demureness.


She looked right at me, and smiled, sweet, shy, yet electrified,
radiant.


Emily. 


 


 


 


Emily didn’t know how long she could resist
the sea of testosterone surrounding her.


Every second the men clustered closer, closer. She
said little, she didn’t have to speak, the men vying for her attention. When
she did speak they all stopped, rapt, keyed in on her every word.


Keyed in on more than her lips; she caught every
single one of them at one point or another staring at her, looking down her
loose blouse, ogling her legs. 


She’d arrived too early, she had never expected this
much attention so soon. She thought she’d be alone at the bar, needing time to
build up enough confidence to strike up even a general conversation with a man,
so that when Justin walked in he would see her that way. Nothing would be going
on, she’d just be passing the time, pretending she was with another man.


She wanted to find out how Justin would react. How she
would react.


It was one thing to talk about it in the privacy of
their bed, this thing that seemed to excite both of them. Did
excite both of them. The idea of her with another man. But it would probably be
entirely different in real life.


This was one way to find out. Would Justin still be
turned on by it? Would she find out she was, for real?


The worst case was that one of them would like it, and
the other would be sickened. Then they’d be in a bind.


Or maybe that wasn’t the worst. The worst would be
that they both liked it, wanted it.


The minute she sat at the bar, clearly alone, the
men had appeared as if by magic. Not all of them good looking, not all of them
smart and funny—but enough. And even the boorish ones had their own power.
Alone, they might have turned her off. But part of the pack, they just added to
the lust, the undeniable frenzy of attraction.


All these men, competing for her.


Emily had been shocked, afraid, withdrawing. She’d
risen to bolt, yet couldn’t move, frozen by the stare of the Hydra, the power
of the men. No one restrained her, no one had to. She just couldn’t move.


It’s not that she was afraid, or maybe she was too
afraid to recognize her own fear. It was rather that she was stunned, the fly
caught in the web, stung by a paralyzing venom. She’d never been in this
position in her entire life, she had nothing to compare it to.


A few months ago she might not have even contemplated
the possibility of being at a bar, a single but not unmarried woman. Just being
there. The idea of not only being there but being surrounded by men was not
an reality she would have even entertained. And yet, because of all that had
happened, because of her discovery of her inner desires—or at least her secret
fantasies—as well as Justin’s, she had been willing to take this step. For some
women it would have been no big deal, sitting at the bar for a drink. But for
Emily it was a huge leap.


She still hadn’t changed so much that she didn’t
realize the enormity of what she was doing, that she didn’t have doubts and
anxiety. Yet here she was. She felt compelled to discover the extent of her
desire.


The men plied her with drinks, with stories, on
upping themselves. It was a competition, and everyone knew it. Who would get
her? Not even her wedding band slowed them down.


And for that matter, neither did she. Never once did
she utter the words, I’m married. Or I’m waiting for my husband.


She was alone. Sitting at the bar. She could just as
well have had a sign on her forehead that said, I’m looking to hook up with
one of you.


Or something even worse.


Somehow, the energy from the men flowed over her,
giving her strength. It might have been an illusion, it might have been the
last frantic struggles of the small prey taken down by the powerful lion. Yet
it was enough for her to stay the course.


At first her eyes were constantly darting around for
any sign of Justin. Yet after a bit, as the competition grew more fierce, the
bets raised, she found herself inexplicably and uncontrollably caught up in the
web. First the tall, wide shouldered younger man, looking like a model for a
football team, his blue eyes dancing. He brushed against her; it was as if she
had fallen against a rock wall. Then the powerful, brooding gaze of a dark
skinned foreigner, she couldn’t tell his ethnicity, yet it hinted at ancient
strength and skills.


Under the spotlight of their intensity she blushed,
she cringed, she smoldered.


She yearned.


Emily had never been lost in such a sea of demand.
She’d worn a bright white blouse, pure, yet believing she’d need it to draw
even a little attention at the bar, certain that her shyness and insecure
demeanor would paint her as a shrinking Violet. Cute, perhaps, but
unapproachable. 


So she’d worn the shortest skirt she owned, the one
Justin had bought for her. And the high heels. A bra from her sister’s left
behind collection which pushed up her perky breasts.


Maybe she didn’t need a sign after all. She was
alone at a bar, her breasts a beacon, her bare thigh an introduction.


One of the men touched her thigh, perhaps
innocuously, perhaps innocently, perhaps on purpose.


A wave of heat ran up her leg, tingling.


She shifted in the seat, she had to, it was as if
she’d been shocked.


Perhaps because he’d sensed her reaction, or maybe
because she hadn’t complained, hadn’t slapped his hand, hadn’t pulled down her
skirt, he did it again.


This time his hand rested there.


She looked down, seeing the hand, knowing she should
say something. Do something. The darkness against her light skin, the
palm so large it almost covered her entire thigh.


Laying claim to her.


She pulled her eyes away and followed the arm, past
the shoulder, into the eyes of the dark skinned man. Not black, but olive, not
a tan. Eyes deep pools of darkness, of promise.


Emily opened her mouth, not sure if she wanted to
speak. Or be kissed.


A movement behind him, someone clumsily making his
was across the room with luggage. It broke the spell she was under, allowing
her to glance over. Justin was manhandling his way through the crowd, following
the hostess.


Her first reaction shocked her. Not now. Not yet.


She flushed, angry at herself. What was she
thinking?


The man must have seen the color in her cheeks. A
small smile played on his lips, he thought he had her.


And maybe he did, maybe another time, another life,
she would have surrendered to him, she would have put her hand over his and
pressed it against her hot skin. She would have followed him out of the bar,
anywhere.


Not tonight.


Yet she didn’t move his hand away, either.


Who was she? Growing warm from the touch of a
stranger. In public.


With her husband somewhere in the room.


She’d lost sight of him, her eyes coming up. Instead
of Justin she gazed directly into the chiseled face of another man, a strong
forehead, thick black eyebrows, tall. Where had he come from? 


He was in her space, he’d forced his way past the
others, the alpha, not caring about the competition, it was beneath him. He
ignored the hand on her thigh, or didn’t care.


A small space cleared around him, the others perhaps
sensing his superior power.


Emily felt herself shrink, impossibly small next to
him, his closeness and presence forcing her to think of what it would be like
to be under him, to have him pressing down on her. Could her legs possibly
spread so wide?


He would crush her for sure. Fill her beyond her
capability to take him.


She shuddered, not only at the image, but at the
fact that she was even having these thoughts.


Is this all it took? Is this all she had to do, sit
at a bar, alone, to be transformed into a hussy? Or had her inner slut been
there all along, just waiting to be awakened?


 A growl of warning from the pack, Emily cringing.
The two men were now staring at each other, the olive skinned man and the new
arrival, their glares a test of wills. Who would get the prize? Prey. That’s
what she was.


In all this time neither they nor Emily had said a
word, and yet the conversation was a screaming match, bellows of demand. Her
eyes widened, back and forth, who would win?


The dark skinned man tightened his grip on her
thigh. Through it she sensed his power, though he was not as tall as the other
man he had a different strength. Yet the larger man oozed authority and
control.


Emily’s felt the wetness spread between her legs,
her arousal out of her control. She held her breath, as if that would stop her
embarrassing display. Surely these two men could sense it, could smell it, her
musk.


Surely they all could.


Her mouth was dry, all her moisture rushing to her
loins. She had to escape, not trusting what feral signals she would give off to
the winner.


Clumsily she felt in her purse for her phone. 


 


 


 


I stared in shock at the scene at the bar.
At Emily. My wife. Surrounded by men.


I got up just as the waitress approached the table.
I looked like an idiot, trying to see over her shoulder.


“Is everything okay, sir?”


“Yes, I—just thought I saw someone I knew.”


“Can I get you a drink?”


I needed one, but I couldn’t think straight. My mind
was completely engulfed by Emily. What was she doing at the bar? Was she trying
to pick up a stranger?


I must have mumbled something, because the waitress
was gone. I got a glimpse of Emily, a flash, then it was gone again, like a
mirage, a beautiful oasis just out of reach. 


Pretend you don’t know me.


She had set this up. She didn’t want me to go to
her, she wanted me to watch. I slowly sat back down, the enormity of it
hitting me like a freight train.


I nervously toyed with the silverware, my heart pounding.
I was too far away to hear what was being said, but close enough to know what
every man there was thinking. I want this woman.


My wife.


Had Emily taken off her ring? Or was her allure so
great that no one cared?


What was she saying? Was she flirting? Smiling at
them? Hinting around?


Or just being Emily, her somewhat shy self, and
seeing what happened?


A small break in the crowd gave me a quick view of
her. She had on the skirt I had bought her, the short, tight one, showing lots
of thigh. Her breasts seemed larger than normal, more pronounced in a tight
white top.


The sea of men closed again, and I groaned,
desperate for a look at the woman I’d seen thousands of times.


What should I do? Sit here? Or go up to the bar?


Would I need to compete against all those men for my
own wife?


Anyone looking my way must have wondered what was
wrong with me, I was so focused on the bar. Did they think I’d been stood up?
Had some man taken my woman?


Did Emily want me to watch? Or to prove myself,
rescue her?


Or maybe she didn’t want to be rescued.


I remembered our confusing phone conversation. What
had she said? I’m afraid you’ll be disappointed in me if we don’t keep
going. I had taken that to mean she wanted to stop, that she didn’t want to
let our little games get out of hand.


But maybe it was just the opposite.


We opened up a magic door, it all started with
the bucket list. We just can’t slam it shut.


Maybe she was saying she wanted to do more,
not less.


That she wanted to make it real.


I laughed at the thought. Not my Emily. Not my
sweet, sheltered, demure Emily. The woman who had waited for me, the woman who
had never slept with another man.


No way. She was doing this to turn off my switch.
She was acting the slut so I’d be disgusted, so she’d put to rest any thought
of this becoming real. Proving to me that I’d hate it when I saw it. 


Perhaps proving it to herself as well.


I relaxed ever so slightly. If this is what it took
to clear her head, then I’d let her be, she seemed so worried on the phone. It
was an odd way to do it, but maybe she thought I needed to be shocked to my
senses. So that I wouldn’t be disappointed if we abandoned our newly
discovered kink.


I fought the urge to jump up and intervene. She’d
started this, and I trusted her judgment, she’d be the one to decide when she’d
had enough.


Or maybe she was waiting for me to go to her, to
say, I get it, let’s go back to our lives.


I tried to be comforted by the idea that she was in
no danger, this was a public place. Plus I was pretty close by.


A new man had appeared, a big man, the others making
space for him. The alpha wolf. His presence must have been so overbearing that
a few of the others pealed off, whimpering away. Finally I could see Emily more
clearly. She wasn’t looking at me; instead, her eyes shifted from the big man
to another, dark skinned man at her side.


A man who had his hand on her thigh.


I half rose from the table, my instincts kicking in,
but so did my arousal, my cock instantly hardening, and worse, snapping upward,
making an instant bulge in my slacks.


I crouched over, sitting back down. I couldn’t very
well cross the room in this condition.


My eyes never left Emily, and the man’s hand never
left her thigh.


How long had it been there? Why hadn’t she pushed it
away? Or just got up and walked off?


The crowded room appeared oblivious to this hidden
battle. The two men, in a competition of wills, over my wife. I was across the
room, but I was part of this fight as well. 


As for Emily, it wasn’t clear if she was a
participant or an onlooker. Or the prize.


The men certainly thought of her as the prize.


What did she want to be? The ringmaster, or the
prize?


I fought to stay in control, of my raging erection,
of my emotions. I needed to make a decision. Stay and watch? Or intervene?


What if some unexpected change had come over Emily?
What if she didn’t want me to intervene? What if she had suddenly
discovered that she liked this attention, that she wanted one of those men to
win, that she wanted to leave with one of them?


A month ago that would have seemed impossible. Yet
tonight I wasn’t so sure.


Emily was cut off from my sight. As I strained to
see her, my phone beeped with a text. 


Not now, I groaned inwardly.


I could see the dark skinned man’s arm. It didn’t
look like it had moved, which meant it was still on Emily’s thigh.


Then I saw her foot. It was turned awkwardly, the
toe pointing off to the side. Like she had twisted it, opening herself.


Like she was inviting the big man in between her
legs.


My phone beeped again, the reminder about the
message. The couple at the table next to me, the table I had to look past to
see the bar, glared at me. I fumbled for the phone to silence it.


The icon next to the text caught my eye. Emily.


I pressed the screen for the message.


Your turn. I’m ready now.


The drive home was a blur. I didn’t
remember any of it, or even how we got in the car. All I knew is that I wanted
to get Emily home and fuck her.


She sat rather primly in the seat next to me, her
legs pulled together, her hands in her lap. Yet whenever I glanced at her, in
the dim light of the car, I could see the flush in her cheeks, I could hear her
shortness of breath. Her eyes were bright with exhilaration, like she’d just
escaped a trap.


“Take Macon Street,” she said. “It’s faster.”


I tried to keep my voice steady. “You in a hurry to
get home?”


“I can’t wait to be alone with you.”


“We could just pull over in a parking lot.”


I kept my eyes on the road, but could sense Emily
looking at me. “Don’t tempt me.”


My heart was beating fast. “I must have made a
mistake and picked up the wrong woman at the restaurant. My wife Emily would
never have even contemplated such at idea, let alone be tempted by it.”


“Is that what you did? Pick me up at the
restaurant?”


“Me and about six other guys.”


Emily put her hand on my thigh. “They were trying.
You succeeded.”


I wanted her to touch me, to grab me right in the
car. But I was afraid if she did I’d drive off the road. “What would have
happened if I hadn’t been there?”


“I wouldn’t have gone if you weren’t going to be
there. That was all for you. Well, mostly for you. I—needed to know. How I’d
react.” She hesitated. “What would you have wanted to happen?”


I almost missed the turn. What was she suggesting?
What did she want to hear?


“Whatever you wanted.”


“I got what I wanted. I wanted a man to claim me.
And he did. You.”


“There were a lot of angry and disappointed men.”


“Their loss.”


“I know.” Emily had shifted the conversation, but
still I wondered. What would I have wanted? Would I have wanted to see
her leaving with another man?


“Did that excite you? Taking me away?”


I moved Emily’s hand onto my stiffened cock. “All of
it did. You setting it up. Me watching.” I remembered her text. “What did you
mean, I’m ready?”


“I was having the female equivalent of an erection.”
She rubbed me through my pants. “I’m soaking wet.”


My cock jerked at her words, Emily talking dirty.
Rubbing me in the car. Fortunately we’d reached the house, otherwise so help me
I might have just pulled over and fucked her in the car.


I grabbed her hand and pulled her into the house. As
soon as the door was closed I spun on her, pinning her to the wall, my mouth on
hers, hungry.


“You said something about being wet,” I said,
reaching under her skirt, skipping any foreplay, any of the usual preludes to
our sex.


Emily didn’t object, in fact she raised her leg
around me, giving me access. I pushed aside her panties and probed with my
fingers into her promised wetness. She moaned into my mouth, her fingers
digging into my back.


“You are wet,” I said. “What did this to you?
Was it all those men wanting you?”


“Oh Justin, I can’t believe it, they were fighting
over me!”


“I saw it. Did that excite you?”


“I—I had no idea. Yes! It did!”


“You know what they wanted, don’t you?”


“They wanted me!”


“I bet they were hard, just like I was.”


“Do you think?”


“I’m sure of it.”


Emily’s tongue pushed into my mouth, her hand
forcing its way between us, onto my cock. “Not as hard as you,” she said.


“Maybe harder.” I hesitated. Did I want to say more?
I remembered how she had been aroused by the video. “Maybe bigger,” I said.


She moaned, squeezing my shaft. I had my answer.


“What do you think they wanted to do to you?” I
asked, my hands running over her breasts. 


“What I want you to do to me.”


“What’s that?” 


“Take me upstairs.”


“I want to hear you say it. What do you want me to
do?”


Emily grabbed the back of my head, pulling herself
into my neck. “I want you to fuck me,” she whispered. 


“Just like they wanted to?”


She didn’t answer with words but with a moan of
desire, communicating more than any words possibly could.


In the bedroom we tore each other’s clothes off,
tossing them on the floor, so unlike Emily, who would normally hang up each
article. Within seconds we were both naked under the sheet. I’d noticed the
push up bra, she’d definitely worn it to make her tits stand up, advertisements
to the men at the bar. I squeezed her breasts harder than the gentle caresses I
normally used, I sucked her nipples more roughly than the light flicks of my
tongue I normally employed. Instead of pulling away Emily leaned in for more as
I channeled the energy of all those men into my hands and mouth.


I pushed her legs apart, even though she wasn’t
resisting me at all. I poised myself over her, ready, but was stopped by a wild
idea.


“Close your eyes,” I said.


When she’d complied I jumped up and snapped off the
bedroom light, leaving only the dim one in the hallway. I closed the bedroom
door almost all the way, leaving it open only enough to let a sliver of light
into the bedroom, not really enough to see, just to keep it from being in utter
darkness.


“Now cover your ears,” I said.


“What?”


“Hurry, just do what I say.”


As soon as she did I carefully opened the nightstand
drawer and moved to the other side of the room. I quietly opened the condom
wrapper and slipped it on, hoping she hadn’t heard.


Back on the bed I removed her hands from her ears
and lay on top of her, pulling her head into my neck, my face buried in the
pillow so she couldn’t see it.


“Which one did you want?” I whispered in her ear.
“Which man?”


“Justin, I just wanted you.”


I shifted my hips in the dark, my cock feeling for
her opening. “It’s okay. It’s dark. You can pretend. You can be with any one of
them.” I edged forward, poised at her entrance. “Whose cock did you want?”


“Justin—”


I covered her mouth with mine, breathing into her
mouth. “Justin isn’t here. He’s watching from across the room.”


She stiffened, the picture perhaps forming in her
mind. Then, to my utter horror, yet incredible delight, she kissed me hard, her
hands slipping between us, as if ready to push me away, confused signals.
Wanting, not wanting. Accepting, resisting.


I lowered myself, starting to enter her.


“Wait, did you—”


I knew what she was asking. Did I put on a condom?
“Those two men who were all over you. Do you think they would have?”


I felt her shake, shuddering in fear, in desire.
With one stroke I pushed into her, expecting to find tightness beyond her outer
wetness, but there was nothing but a sea of liquid desire.


“No—”


“No, you want me to stop? Or no, they wouldn’t have
worn a condom?” Without waiting for a reply I pushed on. “Would you have said
no to them?”


“No, I—”


“Say yes,” I goaded. “Say you want it!” I pulled my
cock out and held it poised at her tip.


Her hesitation was far shorter than I expected,
there might not have been a hesitation at all. “Yes! I want it!”


I drove into her, and this time didn’t stop, and she
did nothing to stop me, her legs wrapping around mine. Who was she thinking
about right now? Me? Or one of the two men? Or both of them? All of them?


I wanted to know, I didn’t want to know. 


“Those men,” I said. “I don’t think they were the
types to care how you felt. They just wanted you for their own pleasure. If
they were fucking you, you’d have to take care of yourself. That is, if it’s
one of them you’re with right now.”


I rammed into her, harder than I usually did, I was
playing a part. She stiffened again beneath me, perhaps surprised, perhaps
angry, perhaps disappointed.


Or perhaps just getting ready.


Her hand dove between us, her fingers finding their
way to her clit. The edge of her diamond scratched against my stomach. 


Could she feel that? Had she chosen to use her left
hand on purpose? So if I’d been watching, I’d see her marriage rings rubbing
her clit as another man fucked her?


I was there and not there, in her, yet watching. I
was fucking her, I was jerking off, seeing another man fuck her.


It ended the same way. I exploded, shooting my load,
my orgasm not the least affected by whether I was coming all over myself or in
her, because I knew this is what I wanted.


And what Emily craved.


 


 


 


Emily felt Justin get up out of the bed.
She started to open her eyes, the room dark, yet she could see well enough. She
closed her eyes again, not wanting to see just yet, not wanting to watch Justin
remove the condom. 


She just wanted her harmless private fantasy to last
a little longer.


Or maybe not so private. Or so harmless.


Justin certainly knew. Part of her excitement, no
doubt, was that he did know. He sensed her arousal, her uncontrollable
reaction to the idea of being with another man. And of him watching.


And still he accepted her, loved her.


She didn’t mind that it aroused him as well, these
strange erotic thoughts. She didn’t for a second think it was selfish on his
part. What mattered was that he still wanted her, this newly awakened Emily,
this woman who fantasized about other men. 


She could no longer deny the reality. Maybe this had
been part of her all along, although she doubted that; it was more likely she’d
had some capability for it. Some of the capability, ironically, might have been
because she loved Justin so much, that she trusted him, that she knew he loved
her and would do anything to make her happy, to make her feel good. Even if
that meant thinking about another man.


The scene at the restaurant—Emily had purposely
tried not to think ahead to how that might turn out. She had low expectations,
it was just as likely that no men approached her, that she would have sat alone
with her drink. Justin would have seen here there, perhaps smiling, glad for
the show, for her attempt to act out another scene from their private fantasy.
Even if the night had ended there, with him getting up from the table to
pretend to pick her up, that would have been fun, thrilling. Private.


If she had attracted a modicum of attention, a man
buying her a drink, even some boor, even that would have been fun. 


Yet even if she had thought it through, guessing at
possibilities, there was no way she could have ever imagined that half the bar
would encircle her, offer her drinks, tell her over and over how beautiful she
was, elbow each other out of the way to get her attention, to be close to her.


And her reaction, how she’d been at first stunned,
then embarrassed, then warm, then shockingly aroused.


And the two men at the end, vying for her. One of
them had put his hand on her thigh, freezing her in place, he could just as
well have tied her to the stool. She could still feel it now, his heat, he was
claiming her, right in front of everyone else.


She’d never let a man other than Justin ever touch
her in public like that. 


The toilet flushed, snapping her back to reality. A
quick tinge of disappointment, the dream was still so alive, so astonishingly
pleasant. Then some anger at herself, she was being selfish, it was Justin who
turned her on.


Plus she could have the dream again anytime, she’d
never forget it in a million years.


Justin crawled back in bed. His hands and skin were
cold. Was she still that hot?


“How do you feel?” she asked.  


“Incredible.” Justin kissed her hair, pulling her
close.


“I didn’t mean just physically.”


Justin laughed. “Incredible.”


Emily smiled. Even in his embrace, now that it was
over, she’d been anxious. “I was worried that—you’d think less of me. For
acting like that.”


“You were acting?”


“Stop it. This is serious.”


“Okay. What do you want me to say?”


Emily leaned up on his chest so she could see in his
eyes. “Just tell me the truth. Will you think differently of me?”


“I’d say I love you more, but I can’t, because I
already love you as much as is possible.”


He sounded sincere enough, and it’s so what she
wanted to hear. Still. . .“I just never want to disappoint you.”


“You can’t, don’t you understand? Not in this, not
in anything.”


She lay her head on his chest, satisfied for now.
They’d both enjoyed it for what it was. Now she needed to understand why.


“How did we end up here?” she asked.


To his credit Justin didn’t make the joke he could
have made, about ending up in the bed. That he understood her need to talk was
more proof of his love than any words could be.


“I can maybe answer for me, but first I want to hear
about you.”


“I’ve been thinking about it, I have. I don’t know
for sure. At first I thought it was just the newness, like the bucket list
items, not the sexual ones, but the bungee jumping. You know my upbringing, I
didn’t even know what I didn’t know. In college I saw what other people were
doing, but it was too much, I was overwhelmed, I just hid in my own ways. I
didn’t have you to give me the strength to try new things.”


“That makes sense.”


“Especially since I trust you. When we did—,” Emily still
couldn’t bring herself to say anal, “when we did it the other way, it
was because I trusted you. I knew you would never hurt me, that though you
wanted it for yourself, it was for me, for us.” She hesitated. “I hadn’t even
considered you’d want to have sex that way. That was selfish of me.”


Justin stroked her hair. “That’s—I don’t want to use
the word ridiculous, because I don’t want to suggest you can’t have the
feelings you do. But Emily, it’s—”


“Ridiculous?” she suggested.


Justin laughed. “You know what I mean. We discovered
something new about each other, and we did it together. Just like we did
tonight. I know you didn’t set up that whole thing at the restaurant just for
yourself.”


“No, it was for both of us. Ever since you pointed
out that men look at me, and since the videos, everything has been pointing to
where we are, or at least what happened in the restaurant.” And Damian, she
thought. Was it a lie not to mention his part in her growing transformation? “I
still can’t believe how it affected me. Seeing men compete over me, I couldn’t
begin to explain how shocked I was over that, let alone how it—turned me on.”


“I still can’t quite believe you did it. Not in a
bad way, but, I don’t know, it’s what we talked about before. The newness,
being surprised after knowing you for so long.”


“How about you? What did you think when you were
watching me?”


“That you were beautiful and sexy and—mine. I told
you this before, I’d never think of you as a possession, but seeing all those
men compete for you, I was proud. What a rush, they all wanted you, and yet
here you are, naked in bed with me.”


“I couldn’t have done it without you there. I would
have been too afraid.”


“Did it excite you that I was watching? Like the men
in the videos watching their wives?”


Emily hesitated, she wanted to make sure. This she
had to be truthful about. “Yes, it did. Because I honesty believe that you
enjoy it, that you want to give me pleasure in every way, even if it means having
a fantasy about another man.”


“That’s true. I’d—.” Justin looked away, then back
at her. “You could do it for real, if that’s what you wanted.”


Emily raised her head sharply. “What?”


“You know. If you wanted to do it for real. With
another man.”


She felt her mouth open and close, her stomach doing
a little flip. “Justin, I couldn’t.”


“Even if I were there? Watching?”


Emily shuddered. Why was she so surprised by this
question? It was the obvious next thing to discuss. “I don’t think I could do
that.” She tried to read Justin’s eyes. What was he thinking? Did her response
make him feel better, or let down?


“Either way is fine with me,” he said.


“I’m not sure what you mean. That you want me to?”


“It means what I said. I’ll love you either way.
It’s not something you need to decide now. Or ever.”


She still couldn’t read his eyes or his mind. Or her
own. The videos, the bar, even the fantasies about Damian—that’s all they were,
fantasies. She’d never thought they go past that, never contemplated a reality.


Yet—they had come so far already. From being ogled
in her new outfit, to her fantasies about Damian, to the videos, to her
experience in the bar. Each built upon the other, each adding up, another step
toward—what? Where would it end? Could it end now that it had started?


She wished she could say for sure, right now, that
she’d never do it, she’d never be with another man, she’d never even want to be
with another man.


But a few months ago she would also have sworn she’d
never have anal sex, she’d never be aroused by being stretched open by a
massive dildo.


Never say never.


Emily lay her head back down on Justin’s chest, certain
he’d realize that she hadn’t really answered his question.


 


 


 


On her drive home from work a few days
later, Emily’s phone rang. She usually didn’t talk on the phone in the car,
another characteristic of her risk avoiding personality. Lately, though, she
was in a different mood, so she hit the button to connect the hands free.


“Hello?”


“Hey Emily. I was calling to see if you got my
package.”


It was her sister Lisa. Emily blushed, even though
she was alone in the car. “Gee, Lisa, what if I hadn’t been alone and you asked
me that? You’re on speaker.”


Lisa laughed. “You could have just told everyone
what it was.”


“Yeah, right.”


“Did you?”


“Get it? Or tell anyone about it?”


“Both.”


“Yes, and no.”


“Well?”


Lisa, I’m driving, I can’t talk about this now.”


“Aha! You used it! I’m proud of you!”


Emily couldn’t help but smile. “Someday I’ll get you
back, you better watch out if a package shows up from me.”


“Try me. I’ll open it up with Antoine.”


Emily didn’t doubt it. “Good. Tell him you expecting
something really kinky. And I’ll send you cookies.”


“The other way around would be more fun.” There was
a brief pause, then Lisa’s voice came again, muffled, as if she’d turned from
the phone. “Hey Antoine, come here, Emily’s going to tell me about the big
black dildo!”


Emily had to swerve to avoid drifting out of her
lane. “Lisa! You told Antoine?”


“No, I didn’t, but I wish I could see your
reaction.” Lisa was getting a big kick out of Emily’s obvious discomfort. “Come
on, you are going to tell me.”


Emily couldn’t believe she was having this
conversation on a speaker phone; somehow that made it seem even more sinful. “I
couldn’t very well not accept a gift,” she said, prevaricating, hoping that
would be enough.


Obviously not for Lisa. “Details, details!”


Emily hesitated. How did you admit that you’d been
aroused by a large piece of plastic? “It was—insightful.”


Lisa burst out laughing. “Emily, you’re the only woman
who could call a dildo insightful!”


“You know I’m not comfortable talking about—you
know.”


“So you could use it, just not talk about it?”


“Exactly.”


“Okay, but you have to admit that’s funny. Anyway,
what insights did you glean?”


“You were right. About the feeling. But—”


“But what?”


“There was something missing.”


“Well of course there was, big sister, you didn’t
have real thing, the living, breathing man attached to it. Not to mention the
best part, the exploding part, so to speak, the release of—”


“I get it! You don’t need to go into details.” Emily
looked at the cars on either side of her in the traffic. Could any of those
drivers possibly imagine what she was talking about right now? What a shock
that would be.


Like listening to a video of other people having
sex.


Emily suddenly realized that if somehow people could
hear her, but not know who she was, she’d be really aroused. If there was a way
she could retain her anonymity and yet still have men be turned on by her, just
as they had in the restaurant, but in a safer environment—that would be
exhilarating.


“I could solve that problem for you,” said Lisa.


“What? You have another one that’s more realistic?”
Emily was trying to imagine a dildo that ejaculated.


“No, the real thing.”


“What?”


“You basically just admitted you liked it. Now that
you have a taste, it’ll never leave you. The fullness. Sure, you can use the
dildo again. But you really need to experience the real thing.”


First Justin, and now Lisa. Why did everyone
suddenly want her to sleep with someone else?


“Don’t be ridiculous,” she replied, remembering her
discussion with Justin. What exactly was ridiculous or not?


“I’m just saying. If you want to, I know the perfect
guy.”


Emily couldn’t believe this conversation, but she
couldn’t help but be intrigued. “Not that I’m interested, but who?”


“Remember we talked about Dwayne? The guy I used to
be with? I ran into him a few days ago. We got to talking about old times. He’s
still hot. If I wasn’t with Antoine I might have—I would have been all over him.
Anyway, he’s in the military, did I tell you that? He’s a medic, when he gets
out he’s going to go to medical school. You’d like him, he’s more—attentive
than most of the men I’ve been with. He has that whole alpha power thing, but
he can be sweet too, at least in private.”


“I’m confused. You want to set me up with your ex
boyfriend? I’m married!”


“I’m not suggesting you two go to the movies. But if
you ever want to hook up, get past that dildo and experience the real thing,
he’d be your guy.”


“I can’t believe you’d even think of this.”


“Why not? You could do him with Justin, have your
own real live DP, just like the porn you’ve been watching.”


Emily should never have mentioned the videos. “Lisa,
of all the crazy things you’ve talked about, this is at the top of the list.”


“Oh, there’s a lot I haven’t even mentioned. For
example, there were these three guys I met—”


“Stop! TMI!” But Emily was laughing. A nervous
laughter, covering her thoughts of Lisa’s sinful offer.


“Well, about that other thing, think about it. I’m
sure Dwayne would love the idea. He’s really careful, he’s probably the most
careful man I’ve been with. He was married for a few years, and he’s the type
who wouldn’t have fooled around.”


“Like I’d be, you mean.”


“I didn’t mean it like that. I meant he’s careful in
other ways. Being a medic and all, too.”


Emily had been stunned but this took it another
step. Lisa was suggesting she have unprotected sex with a stranger. “I just couldn’t.
Any of it.”


“I haven’t told you the best part,” said Lisa.


Emily sighed, knowing she was going to hear this
whether she wanted to or not. “What?”


“Years back he was talking about having a vasectomy!
Which means you can experience all of him. Think about it.”


And to Emily’s utter horror, she did.


 


 


 


I lay in bed next to Emily, glad to not
have been on the road this week, although I’d worked late every night. Emily
and I barely had a chance to talk, and I knew she wanted to just snuggle and
catch up.


“How was your day?” I asked.


“Busy. The same. We got a new deal.”


Emily proceeded to tell me about work. I listened,
but didn’t really focus. I knew well enough that it wasn’t that she wanted
reactions, she just needed to reconnect. I added in a few comments, just to
make it clear I was happy to hear her talk.


“What about you?” she asked, when she’d run down.


“Nothing new. I like this project, but I’m kind of
starting to look forward to when it’s over. I miss our time together.”


“Me too.”


“I’m sorry I’m traveling so much and in the office
so late. It will end soon enough.”


“Don’t worry.” Emily hesitated. “I talked to Lisa
today.”


I chuckled. I didn’t quite know what to make of
Lisa. I didn’t know her well, she lived in another city, and when I’d first
been with Emily back in high school, Lisa had been, well, a kid. But even then
she had a wild streak, an undercurrent of daring danger. And from what I’d
gleaned from Emily since then, Lisa had been a wild one, a female equivalent of
the man sowing his oats. “What’s Lisa up to now?”


“She’s with a new guy.”


“What else is new?”


“She seems pretty happy. Not settled down happy, but
happy with where she is. She’s comfortable with herself.”


“That’s good. What did you guys talk about?”


“Oh, the usual. Girl’s stuff. She asked about you.”


“That’s nice.” I’d always liked Lisa. Hard to believe
she and Emily were sisters, but I guess some people probably thought that way
about me and my siblings. Although I couldn’t picture Lisa as in my family,
either.


The bed was warm and cozy. I was a little tired, I’d
have been happy just falling asleep. Now that Emily and I were having sex more
often, I wasn’t craving it as much every night. No, that wasn’t it, I still
craved it, every time I wanted to see if it would continue to be so incredible,
whether I’d learn something new about her. And yet, knowing I wouldn’t have to
wait weeks to have sex again, if I missed a few nights, I was okay with that.


I had just started to drift off when Emily said, “We
never finished our conversation from the other night.”


“Which one?” 


“About us. The new us. And what started it all. I
told you my side. But you never told me how you—why you are excited about what
we’ve been talking about.”


My male defensiveness jolted me awake. Where was
this going? I had the answer to her question, but wasn’t sure she wanted to
hear it. “The newness, I guess.”


“I think it’s more than that.”


Emily knew me too well. I took a deep breath.
“Remember how we’ve always agreed not to talk about other people? Details?” As
soon as the words escaped my lips I realized I’d messed up.


“You mean you’ve done all this with another woman?”


I pulled her closer to me. “No, no, that came out
wrong. Let me try again. I’m not trying to avoid your question.” Well, I was, a
little, even though it wasn’t fair to her. I needed to try to explain without making
it hurt. “To answer your question, I’d have to mention—someone else. Not in the
way you might be thinking, that was nothing compared to what we have.”


“You’re digging yourself in deeper. Now you have to
tell me.”


“I don’t want to get you upset. Or hurt.” 


Emily hesitated. “You can leave out the gory
details, if that helps.”


“There aren’t any, really. I just feel
uncomfortable, bringing up my history with other women, when—”


“When I didn’t have any other men?”


“Not just that. But yes, that’s part of it.”


“Justin, I’ve always known you were with other
women. It’s nothing you’ve made a secret of.”


“But we don’t talk about it.”


“It doesn’t mean it didn’t happen. Just because
something isn’t said, doesn’t make it not real.”


Emily’s voice had grown introspective, as if she
were trying to tell me something else, but I was so focused on how to talk
about a past girlfriend that I didn’t have time to dwell on it. “Okay. When I
was back in college I was dating this girl. She was nice, cute. We lived in the
same dorm, that’s how we met. She was from a very wealthy family, but I didn’t
find that out until later, she was so down to earth in a lot of ways. Her name
was—it doesn’t matter, for the story.”


 Her name had been Luci, I remembered her clearly.
She had a wholesome, next door girl look. Not really like Emily; Emily was
blonde and shy; if you noticed Emily back then, dressed in formless sweats,
you’d want to go and protect her. Luci was dark haired but more approachable,
with a welcoming smile, if you saw her across the room you’d want to go over
and say hi, and knew she’d say hi back, in a friendly way, not a flirting way.


“Anyway,” I continued, “you know that after my first
two years I really settled down and hit the books, I needed a good job if I was
going to pay off all my student loans. I’d never been much of a party guy
anyway, and so I spent most of my time in the library. She was a year younger
than I was, and she was going to work for her father when she got out of
school, she was smart and got by with her grades, she just didn’t have the need
or desire to work hard.”


As I told the story more of it came back to me. I’d
thought about Luci quite a bit now and then, good memories, good fantasies. 


“We were in a monogamous relationship my senior
year. But I could tell she was getting itchy; she liked me, we were comfortable
together, we liked the same books and music. But we didn’t really go out much,
off campus, I was too busy with classes. She’d hang around my dorm room, but
she was bored.”


“Is that all you had in common?”







I knew that was Emily’s way of asking about sex. “We
had a good physical connection, but it—I don’t know. We were in a relationship,
but I didn’t think either one of us figured it would end in marriage. We were
just too young.” I knew that part would be hard for Emily, who couldn’t
understand the idea of sex with someone you weren’t in love with, weren’t going
to marry.


At least, not the Emily in her college years. What
she thought now might be much different.


“So physically we were okay, but maybe in a little
rut, you know? Repeating the same thing.”


“Like us. Before.”


I took Emily by the shoulders gently and looked
directly into her eyes. “No. Not like us. Nothing is like us. I’ve never felt
the way toward any other woman as I do toward you. If you don’t tell me you
believe that, I won’t tell you the rest of the story.”


“I do. I meant about the sex.”


I didn’t see any sadness in her eyes. “Okay. Maybe a
little. But just that part.” And that captured it. Luci and I had okay sex,
good sex now and then, but it had become repetitive, a little mechanical. It
still worked, but I remembered once thinking that there had been times in my
life when I would have killed to be in a relationship when I could have sex
practically any time I wanted, yet Luci and I had often gone weeks without.


I continued my story. “Near the end of the semester
there were a lot of parties. I just didn’t want to go. Luci was itching to get
out, go dancing, have a good time. So I urged her to go out by herself, with
her girlfriends, whatever. She’d have fun, I’d get my work done. And maybe she
wouldn’t start to resent me. She resisted at first, she was traditional in that
way. But I talked her into it.”


“Did it work?”


“For a while, it was perfect. She’d come back all
wired, but tired out too, she seemed happy. But you can imagine what happened.
All that time out partying, lots of horny college guys around, they started
hitting on her.”


“Did she say that?”


“Not in so many words. But it was understandable.
Hell, I would have hit on her, I mean, I had, right? She wasn’t the type to
fool around, I think if she wanted to be with another guy she would have just
broken up with me. In fact, when I’d first met her, she was dating another guy,
and she broke up with him for me. Before we’d, you know, done anything.”


“You were a gentlemen even then,” said Emily.


“I’m not sure about that. Anyway, one day she comes
to me and says this guy she’d met at a party had asked her to go out dancing.
Not to just meet up with a crowd, more like a date. At first I thought
it was the beginning of a break up conversation, but she convinced me that she
just wanted to go out, she didn’t have any particular interest in him, he was
just a guy she had fun dancing with, and since I wasn’t into dancing. . .”


“You thought it would be fun for her.”


“Right. So I said sure. But of course I thought
about it when they were out on their date, because that’s what it was. I
was anxious, a little worried. What if  she liked him better? She obviously
thought he was more fun.”


“What happened?”


“She came back all worked up, probably just from the
dancing. But she was hot, maybe he’d put the moves on her, maybe she just got
aroused being on a date. Who knows? And I don’t know whether I was reacting to
her arousal, or feeling so good that she’d come back to me—anyway, we had the
best sex we’d ever had that night. It totally re-energized our physical
relationship.”


I stopped talking to let Emily let it sink in. After
a bit she said, “That’s why you didn’t want to tell me, because that part is
like us too.”


I shrugged. “A little.”


“What happened next?”


“He asked her out again. She asked me if it was
okay, which was sweet, she could have seen him on the side, I’d never know. Or
she could have broken up with me. I said it was fine with me. I wasn’t sure if
it was because I just wanted her to have fun, or whether I wanted to see if
she’d be turned on again.”


“Was she?”


“She came back after the date and I asked her how it
went. She was different, a little subdued. I finally managed to get her to
admit that he’d kissed her good night. She was afraid to admit that, even
though it didn’t surprise me, what guy wouldn’t, even knowing a girl had a
boyfriend, after she’d had two dates with him? What did surprise me was
that I got turned on by it. Hearing her talk about it. When she realized that,
I pried some more details out of her. She’d kissed him back. Nothing else
happened, but just hearing her talk about it, the guy wanting her, I—I got
really excited. We had great sex again. And the next time. Each time she’d give
me more details. They didn’t have sex, but she’d tell me about wanting to kiss
him, about wondering if he’d feel her up on the dance floor. Stuff like that.
It drove me crazy. I was jealous, and I also wondered what it would be like to
be the other guy. Whether some woman would ever be turned on that much by me.”


“I am,” said Emily.


“You’re sweet to say it. But you know what I mean.
Or maybe you don’t, I realize it’s weird.”


“How did it end up?”


“Not like you might think. She didn’t get with him. The
school year ended, I graduated, we drifted apart.”


“Did you have this experience with any other woman?”


“No, never. She was the only one. Maybe the
circumstances weren’t right with anyone else. Who knows, I might have seen some
kind of pattern. But that’s how I’d answer your question, I think that’s where
it all started. Not that she was to blame, just that my experiences with her might
be the genesis of my reaction to—you know, thinking about you.”


Emily was so quiet that I thought she might have
fallen asleep. I was wide awake now, memories of Luci and that hot sex.
Terrible, to be thinking of her while in bed with my wife, but it was hard to
avoid. The very first time I’d almost had sex with Luci, she’d still been with
her prior boyfriend. We’d been spending a lot of time together, she rarely
mentioned him, even though he was in the same college. One night we started
making out, and I sensed it was over with him. Luci and I did a little groping,
nothing else, that’s as far as she would go, although I did manage to get her
top off. But now I wondered what it would have been like if Luci had come back
from one of her dancing dates and told me she’d been topless with another guy,
that he’d had his hands on her breasts, that she’d felt his erection through his
pants. I probably would have come just listening to her admission.


My cock stirred, memories of Luci. Wondering about
Emily. She wasn’t like Luci, and yet, Luci hadn’t been like that either, at
least I didn’t think so. Would I be angry or aroused if Emily let another man
rub her breasts, get her top off? 


Would she ever let that happen?


“Thanks for telling me that story,” said Emily,
thoughtfully. “And don’t worry, I’m not upset. It helps me understand. Not only
you, but maybe her reaction too.”


“You mean how you reacted to—the attention of other
men?”


“Yes. And to seeing how you react. It’s a cycle that
feeds on itself. One person gets aroused, and sees the other get aroused, back
and forth.”


“You’ve captured it,” I said. “Can I ask you
something now? When we were in the restaurant, would it have been the same if
there was only one man at the bar? Instead of a group?”


Emily considered. “No. There was something about the
competition, like I was on display. You know I hate being the center of
attention. But that night, it was like I was in the audience, yet taking part.”
Emily hesitated. “And knowing you were watching too, that made it even better.”


“So you like the idea of someone watching?”


“I think so. Yes. Any time one of the men tried to
get closer to me, I could see the others watching, they wanted to see what
happened. I know they wanted me. Maybe some of it is just a competitive thing,
it could have been any woman there, they would still have wanted to compete.”


“I doubt that.”


“Well, maybe not just any woman. But most women. Yet
I felt that even if they lost, they still enjoyed the show. Watching me get
picked up. Does that makes sense?”


“Perfectly. They’d be disappointed, but they would
have still been part of it.” I hesitated, not sure if I should say what
occurred to me, but thought what the hell, we’d talked about everything else.
“How do you feel knowing that a lot of those men, maybe all of those men, went
home that night and jerked off thinking about you?”


Emily’s fingers dug into my chest, and I thought I’d
gone too far. Her voice was quiet when she spoke. “You think they did that?”


Hearing that question made my cock jump. “For sure.
Some of them jerked off alone that night. Some of them went back to girlfriends
and wives, and thought of you when they were having sex.”


“I don’t think—”


I grabbed Emily’s hand and put it on my stiff cock. “Maybe
some of them are getting hard right now, like this, still fantasizing over you.
Getting ready to jerk off.”


Emily’s gently squeezed me, as if not believing I
could be hard. “You think?”


“I’m sure of it.” I lay back and let my mind fill in
the picture, guys all over the city, jerking off thinking about my wife. My
wife, who had my cock in her hand right now.


“That seems to excite you,” she murmured.


I’d seen Emily’s arousal at the restaurant, so the
next question was easier than it might have been. “How about you? How do you
feel about that? Men wishing they were with you, wanting you. Masturbating
right this minute.”


Emily took my hand and guided it to her belly, under
her waistband. My fingers sought her out, knowing what I might find, yet the
discovery was still amazingly arousing. 


“Is that why you are wet? The idea of men
fantasizing about you?”


Her only answer was a moan. I opened her up, but
avoided her clit, I wanted this to last.


“The women who made those videos, with their
husbands watching. Do you know why I think they posted them? They must have
felt the same way. They wanted others to see. They got excited knowing that
other people—people like us—were looking, getting turned on. I bet the woman
loved it, having men jerk off watching. Maybe even women touching themselves.
But especially the men, all of them taking part in a way.”


“I—hadn’t thought about that.” Emily opened her legs
a little to give me more access.


“When she made the video, maybe the woman was
probably pretty much only thinking about the man she was having sex with. But
later, at home with her husband, they could have just kept the tape for
themselves to watch. But they posted it. For everyone to see. For the
woman to know that others were looking at it.”


“And her husband, he wanted that too,” said Emily.


“That’s right. Knowing other men were jerking off
looking at his wife.” I swirled my fingers around Emily’s labia, still not
touching her clit. “Does that bother you? A husband turned on by other men
wanting his wife?”


“You mean does it bother me that you think
that?”


I groaned, not believing she’d said it so openly.
Emily reached over and took my other hand and put it on my cock. “Touch
yourself,” she whispered.


She wanted me to jerk off, as if I was watching her
have sex. With someone else.


I did what she wanted, her hand resting slightly on
mine, my other hand still on her pussy. “That’s nice,” she said. “I like seeing
you touch yourself.”


She couldn’t see much, under the covers, so I threw
them off quickly. Emily started to pull down my shorts, but I stopped her. “Do
you trust me?”


“Of course I do. Why?”


“You’ll see,” I said. I had the most incredible
idea. The only question was, would Emily let me?


I reached into the nightstand for the tablet. As I
was turning it on, Emily asked, “You want to watch a video?”


I got it ready and pointed it at her. “No. I want to
make one.”


Emily’s eyes widened in disbelief, her hand coming
up instinctively to block the camera. “No, no!”


“Don’t worry, I haven’t started recording. I won’t
show your face, I promise.”


She waited until I put the tablet down before
dropping her hand. “Why?”


“You know why. We were just talking about it. You
like the idea of having other men think about you. So do I. It’s hot.”


“Justin, I don’t know. . .”


She hadn’t said no. My cock was harder than ever, my
own idea sinking in. “Let’s just shoot something, you can look at it and
decide.”


Emily wrapped her arms around herself. “I’m too self
conscious.”


“We can do it together,” I suggested.


“How?” 


I didn’t want to be recognized in a video either.
But even if we didn’t post it, it would be hot just making it, having it. I lay
down next to her, pushing the sheets all the way off the bed with my feet. I
pointed the camera down the bed. “See? Just visible from the waist down. Me
too.” I didn’t think many people would be interested in seeing me, but this was
how I could get her comfortable.


“I’m not sure about this.”


“Just go with it, for a minute. You can erase it
after.” I leaned over and kissed her.


After a long pause she said, “Okay. . .what
do you want me to do?”


“Why not what you were doing before? What we were
doing before?” I held the tablet with my left hand, and slipped my right under
her bottoms. She wasn’t as wet as before, this request had shocked away her
desire.


“Think about it,” I urged. “Men touching themselves,
seeing just a small part of your body.” I wanted to grab my own cock, to show
her, but I’d run out of hands. “Touch me,” I said.


Slowly Emily’s hand reached for my cock, her eyes on
the tablet, as if it might bite her. Or maybe making sure I kept it aimed away
from her face. 


“Shouldn’t you be doing this?” she asked.


“I can’t, I will after if you want. Right now, I think
the men would be more interested in seeing you do it.”


“The men?”


“The men who’ll be watching. Wishing they were here.
Wishing it was your hand on their cocks.” I leaned as close to her as I could,
my mouth touching her ear. “Do you think it would be exciting, seeing another
man get hard, touching a different cock for the first time in your life?”


Emily’s lip quivered, I thought she was going to
deny it, but instead she moaned, juices rushing back to her pussy, my finger
being sucked in. I’d guessed correctly. 


We stayed like that for a few minutes, masturbating
each other, the camera running, my hand unsteady. Still close to her ear, so
the recorder wouldn’t pick it up, I whispered, “Pull down your bottoms.”


I felt her stiffen, but using just one hand she
wiggled out of them, her other hand never leaving my cock, helping me jerk off.
There wasn’t much light, but there was no doubt on the screen she was naked,
her slim thighs revealing her beautiful pussy. I stopped touching her for a
minute and moved my hand away to make sure I got a very clear shot.


“Touch yourself,” I whispered. “Show me how turned
on you are, thinking of all those men watching you.”


I thought she’d hesitate, but her hand dove to her
pussy, attacking her clit. At the first touch her hips came off the bed. I
zoomed in, her fingers reaching in to grab her juices to rub over her clit.


“You too,” she whispered. “Touch yourself.”


I did, but I didn’t point the camera at me, just at
her. I watched her face, she was looking at my cock, at me jerking myself off.
She was so beautiful, so obviously aroused. I wanted so much to zoom back out,
to stand over her, have the camera capture everything, her flushed face, her
sparkling eyes, her spread legs, her hand on her pussy.


But I remembered my promise. Someday I’d perhaps
make a video like that, for me, for us. 


Perhaps I’d even see it for real. 


That new thought awakened in me a desire I’d only
half contemplated, a wicked thought that had orbited around my fantasies. Not
only imagining Emily with another man, but being there, seeing it for real.


Jerking off while she touched herself. While she got
fucked.


I struggled to hold the camera steady as my other
hand flew up and down my shaft. Emily never looked at my face, her eyes were
glued to my cock, she’d forgotten all about the camera. Or didn’t care.


Once again I whispered in her ear. “Those men,
they’re close, they’re going to come. They’re just waiting for you.”


Emily’s lip quivered, her nostrils flared, her hand
moving so hard and fast her arm jostled the tablet. It didn’t matter, nothing
could stop either one of us now.


“I’m coming!” she groaned. 


And so did I, shooting my load, not able to see
where it went, not caring, just fighting to make sure I held the camera on her
engorged clit, capturing the rise of her hips and her fingers driving into her
pussy, wondering if she was thinking more than just of men jerking off over
her, but instead of men coming inside her.


 


 


 


Emily curled up under the covers. She
couldn’t believe she’d just let Justin take a video of her masturbating. It
reminded her of all the times she’d picked up a sleazy gossip paper in the
supermarket checkout line, screaming headlines about a celebrity sex tape.
She’d always been confused, why would anyone make a tape of themselves having
sex?


Now she knew. Not only how it might happen, but what
all the excitement was about.


She was no celebrity, and she doubted anyone would
be interested in a sex tape with her in the starring role. And yet it was a
vivid recreation of what had happened at the bar, men looking at her. Was
Justin right? That those men went home and masturbated, fantasizing about her,
all from simply seeing her sitting at a bar?


Emily hated being noticed. And yet she couldn’t deny
her response to being the center of attention. She felt like a beautiful piece
of art on display, being auctioned off to the highest bidder. Yet the bidders
were all men, and they weren’t going to pay with cash.


Justin finished up in the bathroom and she went in
to take her turn, but only after slipping back into her bottoms. How odd, she
thought. I just made a sex tape, and I can’t walk naked through my own bedroom,
in front of no one but my husband. 


Another indication of how she’d become almost two
women. One was the normal, shy Emily. The other a sex crazed Emily, the
transformation brought on by sexy clothing, watching a video, dirty talk, being
fought over by men. Each one a newly discovered catalyst. What would set her
off next? Might she be standing in the line at the market, see a headline about
a sex tape, and get aroused?


Or maybe it wasn’t two women, but two sides of
herself, one of them long hidden. Where would it end?


In the bathroom she looked at herself in the mirror.
The same face stared back at her, the same eyes, the same petite body. Yet the
mirror couldn’t show what was inside, her feelings, her desires.


Her fantasies.


Even as the reflection in the mirror stayed
constant, she was changing right before her eyes. When might it become
noticeable? Would she wake up one day, look in the mirror, and see not shy
Emily but slut Emily? Would other people notice?


Or was this normal, the women she saw around her all
day also hiding sexual secrets?


If she stopped now would she stop the
transformations, forever hide the new Emily? Or was it too late for that? Not
only for her, but for Justin?


It was hard for her to believe that either of them
could forget. Could they go back to their old ways of having sex, never to
mention or even remember their admissions to each other?


It would be impossible. Everything was too vivid.
And too arousing. 


So it would go on. Thankfully, she had Justin, she
was nervous enough but she’d be scared out of her mind of this was happening to
her alone.


It had to have some natural end. She suddenly
realized she had to find out exactly what the end was, otherwise she’d always
wonder.


But what if the natural end was farther than she was
willing to go?


What was too far? Not long ago, she would have
thought that watching a sex video was beyond her. Now she’d actually made one.


She splashed some water on her face and turned off
the light.


Justin was propped up in the bed, the tablet on his
lap. He was smiling.


“You’re a natural,” he said.


Emily smiled meekly. “Don’t even joke about that.”


“No, really. Do you want to see?”


“I don’t think so.”


Justin looked up from the screen. “Do you want me to
erase it?”


Emily leaned against the doorway. What did
she want? It suddenly occurred to her that what seemed a good idea when you
were in the throes of sex took on a totally different light afterwards. Her
parents had used just that argument to warn her about boys.


Surprisingly, though, she wasn’t appalled by having
made the video. Maybe a response of the new Emily. Or just growing up. It was
private, no different from having condoms in the nightstand. Or a black dildo.
Okay, maybe that was different.


“Can you recognize me in it?”


“I’m not even sure I would if I had seen it and not
known it was you.”


“Really?”


“I don’t know. Since I do know it’s you, it’s hard
for me to separate.”


“How about the bedroom? Or you?”


“No, nothing.” Justin held up the tablet. “Want to
see for yourself?”


“No, not now. Maybe not ever.” She crossed the room
to the dresser for a clean pair of underwear. The old Emily, not able to go
commando even to bed. After slipping into them, she turned around to find
Justin looking at her.


“What?”


“You’re just so beautiful,” he said. “And sexy.”


She smiled. Sexy wasn’t the word she had ever
associated with herself. Yet at the restaurant, that’s exactly how she had
felt. How the men had made her feel.


“What do you want to do with the video?” she asked.


“Come here, I’ll show you.”


She crawled back into bed, curling up next to him
like they were going to watch some netflix. How crazy was that?


“I found a site that has nothing but homemade
videos. Just everyday people, I didn’t see anything that looked like, well, professional
porn. In some of them no one is recognizable, just like ours. I—I think it’s
for couples like us. You can actually post comments about the videos.”


“Really?” Emily was intrigued. A window into the
thoughts of the men who had lusted over her. It would help her understand the
new Emily. Cute, experimenting wife, or a slut?


“There are some free videos, and you get more access
if you upload something. I set up an account. We could post our video if we
wanted. All it would take would be to press this upload icon.”


Emily stared at the tablet, but didn’t really see
it. It wasn’t a computer, it was a stepping stone along the path she’d already
embarked upon. It was hopeless to think she could turn back now.


Because the tablet was also a window, a window to a
new world, to the new Emily. 


She reached out and pressed the screen.


 


 


 


I couldn’t believe Emily uploaded the
video. I’d set it up, just playing around, maybe to tease her. Hey Emily, if
you don’t let me buy a new big screen television, I’m going to post that video!


Although maybe in the back of my mind wondering what
she’d do. That she’d even let me record it in the first place was shocking
enough.


And deep down, just as I’d been turned on seeing the
men fight for her in the restaurant, I knew I’d be proud of men lusting over
her in a video. Sure, you couldn’t see her face, I actually would never want
that, it would ruin her career and possibly mine, not to mention any emotional
damage it might cause. Other women might be able to do go public, not Emily.
Not even the Emily who was suddenly willing to make a sex video.


So when she pushed the button, I almost fell off the
bed.


“Now what?” she asked, more matter of factly than I
believed possible.


“I don’t know. Maybe check it tomorrow, see if
anyone looked at it? It has a counter of how many views it got.” I set the
tablet on the nightstand , got up, and turned off the hall light, plunging the
bedroom into darkness.


When I got back in bed Emily asked, “Do you think
when we wake up tomorrow, this will have all been a dream? The restaurant, the
video, everything?”


I couldn’t read into her voice. “Is that what you
want?”


She waited a long time before replying. “We won’t be
able to forget, will we?”


“I don’t think so.”


“Then I want to remember, I want to remember it as a
new experience we had together.”


“That sounds like a good way to think about it.”


There was another long silence. “We can’t go back,
can we?”


“Do you want to?”


She curled her body into mine. “I’m not sure.”


I couldn’t think of how to respond to that. I wasn’t
sure if I could go back. How would I feel if we returned to what would
now seem boring sex? I’d no doubt be disappointed, and this saddened me, it was
selfish on my part. I never imagined I’d be disappointed in Emily, in our
marriage.


It wasn’t her fault, I’d started us down this path.


I didn’t have a good answer, so for once I kept my
mouth shut, stroked Emily’s hair, and tried to fall asleep.


 


 


 


Emily heard the change in Justin’s
breathing, he had finally fallen asleep. No such luck for her, she was wide
awake in the dark. What had she done?


She’d released a demon out into the wilderness of
the internet. Her demon. Somewhere out there she’d sown the seeds of a possible
destruction of her life. What if someone recognized her somehow? She hadn’t
even checked the video. She trusted Justin, but what if he had missed a little
clue, some evidence of her identity?


She gently lifted the sheets and tiptoed around the
bed to Justin’s night table. The tablet felt heavy and hot in her hands,
dangerous, a box of dynamite that could blow up.


There must be a way to delete it.


She quietly walked out of the bedroom, there was no
need to wake Justin. In the hall she felt along the wall to the spare bedroom.
At the desk she used to pay bills she set up the tablet and found the website
easily enough from the browser history.


As Justin had said, it looked like homemade videos.
She clicked on “Recent” but didn’t find anything that looked familiar. The
videos had titles, what would Justin have named it? She should have asked to
see.


The site prompted her to sign in to see more, but she
didn’t have the password. She tried the one they shared for unsecure sites, a
phrase they’d both memorized. There. She was in.


She hadn’t turned on the light, the room illuminated
only by the glow of the small screen. Feeling guilty but not knowing why, she
began flipping through the video categories. There were far fewer than on the
porn sites. The other porn sites. This was porn, after all. Wasn’t it?


Emily shivered, and not because it was cold. The
enormity of it finally hit her. She was searching a porn site for a video of
herself.


Each video had a tiny screen cap, most blurry, not
enough to identify much. So she focused on the titles. My wife’s beautiful
breasts. Couple making love. My wife with her first BBC. 


Beautiful shy wife first time video.
Something about that one captured her attention. It had been posted the day
before, which was right, it was technically the next day now.


She clicked on it. The camera moved unsteadily, the
focus in and out in the low light, no sound. But she recognized it right away.
Justin’s hand between her legs. Then on himself. Her pulling down her bottoms.
Touching herself.


Emily forced herself to search every inch of the
screen, every part of her body, the background.


She relaxed ever so slightly. Yes, she knew
it was her. But it didn’t seem possible anyone else could know. Just the white
sheet, nothing but blackness beyond. A set of legs. 


Oh my god, her rings, what if. . .her
mouth dried up. She backed up the video, her eyes glued to her left hand. It
passed by the camera briefly, out of focus. She let out the breath she’d been
holding. She didn’t think she’d be able to recognize the ring herself, it
wasn’t in view long enough.


A loud ping made her drop the tablet, then another.
She fumbled for the volume control, glancing at the door, expecting Justin to
come in. The video was still playing, but the screen scrolled up. 


A bright red icon was blinking. Viewer favorite!
it screamed. Below it, a counter.


One hundred and thirty two.


Emily stared at it in disbelief. One hundred and
thirty two people had viewed the video in what, a few hours? 


And what did viewer favorite mean? She scrolled
down. There were dozens of posted comments.


This is so hot, I bet she is beautiful.


I wish my wife would do this.


Please post more!


I want to see her face.


I don’t blame you for jerking off watching her,
you’re a lucky guy.


There was even one about Justin: Your husband has
a nice cock. Was that from a woman, or would a gay man be watching these
videos? Would that upset Justin?


It didn’t matter to Emily. She liked Justin’s cock
too. Suddenly she understood just a little bit more about what Justin had been
trying to tell her. The pride he felt knowing other men wanted her. This was a
little like showing off your man at your college reunion. If you’d show him off
naked.


Some of the comments were crude, disgusting. Yet virtually
all of them were positive, the video rated five stars almost every time. 


Emily was stunned. Justin had been right, there were
men—she assumed they were all men—out there, somewhere, excited over her,
wanting her. That some of them might be jerks, or dirty old men, or weirdos
certainly occurred to her. But she couldn’t see them, she didn’t have to
see them. They could just as well be the handsome men at the bar who had tried
to pick her up.


They could be anyone she wanted them to be.


Emily read the comments with a combination of dread
and macabre interest. These men were writing about her. Her body. What
she was doing to herself. 


In spite of herself, Emily grew warm, tingling. She
couldn’t believe she was getting turned on reading comments from strangers who
were talking about her. This was why people posted videos of
themselves. It was arousing, all of the excitement about turning men on,
without the danger.


She glanced guiltily at the door, then slipped her
hand into her bottoms. She closed her eyes, not needing the video, she knew
what she looked like. Instead she pretended the men she’d met at the bar were looking
at it right now, in their beds, naked, strong, powerful bodies. And Justin, yes
Justin, somehow watching.


Her clit swelled beneath her hungry fingers, her
back crouched over. Somehow it felt both shameful and erotic to be masturbating
in a chair. Would the men watching think she masturbated a lot? All over the
house?


Where were they right now as they watched her on the
video? The dark man from the restaurant, exotic, alluring. Did he need to
masturbate at all? He’d no doubt picked up some other woman that night, Emily a
little pleased with the thought, she had been his first choice. Was he naked
right now next to her, after having had sex? 


The bigger man had been appealing, but it was the
dark skinned one her mind kept coming back to. His eyes, so penetrating. Might
he have made her masturbate while he watched? She could melt into his eyes.


She pretended that’s where she was right now, in his
room somewhere, he’d told her to sit on a chair, ordered her to spread her legs
and touch herself. She did just that, opening herself up as far as her bottoms
would allow, the man staring at her. She wanted to please him, she wanted to
see what he would do.


“Touch yourself,” she heard herself say.


Had she spoken aloud? No, it was the video, that
part where she had told Justin to touch himself. But it was easy to imagine it
was her speaking to the dark skinned man. He gives her the slightest hint of a
smile, his hands moving to free himself, Emily leaning forward in the chair,
desperate to see. . .


She’d stopped rubbing herself, the man shaking his
head, making it clear he wouldn’t show her anything unless she kept going. She
mashed her fingers against her clit, focusing all her energy there, feeling it
engorge. Faster and faster she rubbed, as if her energy could make the dark man
reveal himself.


He unzipped his pants, slowly reaching in, he had to
twist his wrist to free himself, wrestling his erection out into the open.
Emily gasped, she’d never seen an uncircumcised penis. The man pulled the skin
over the head and then down, the top of his cock seeming to jump out at her.
Mesmerized, her fingers flying over her pussy, she wanted to see him stroke his
cock, she wanted to reach out and grab it. . .


Another beep, disrupting her chain of thoughts, her
eyes jumping open to see a new comment. I love the way she moans when she
comes.


What? She squeezed her eyes closed just as her voice
blared from the speaker, I’m coming!


And somehow it wasn’t her speaking, it was the dark
man, it was Justin, it was the hundreds of men touching themselves as they
watched her masturbate, as they watched her body jerk, as she made them moan
and yell and dream of her.


Emily’s feet forced their way around the chair legs,
opening herself as wide as she could, welcoming, wanting everyone to see her,
wanting them to have some part of her body to shoot their come on. The seam
between her legs split wide open, giving the men a full view of her clit, her
pussy. Cool air rushed in, no match for her heat. Her fingers, freed of their
constraint, shoved against her clit, and she exploded, juices gushing over her
hand, like so much cum magically shooting from the hidden men onto her
quivering body.


 


 


 


Some noise dragged me out of sleep, a woman
moaning. I rolled over at sat halfway up, maybe Emily was having a dream.
Except she wasn’t in the bed.


Bathroom, I figured. I plopped back down. A few
moments later what I had seen finally registered, the bathroom door had been open,
no light on.


I got out of bed, wondering where Emily had gone. I
clicked on the bedside light and got up. Just as I walked out of the bedroom I
almost knocked her over on her way in. 


She looked at me guiltily, her arms held against her
chest.


Clutching the tablet.


Her eyes widened as she realized that I’d seen it. I
was too shocked to say anything.


“I had second thoughts, I wanted to erase it,” she
said quietly.


“That’s okay.” It was understandable. “I’m sorry, I
pressured you a little to make it, we should have talked more about it first.
Did you have any problem getting rid of it?”


She shook her head. “I didn’t.”


“It’s gone?”


“I looked at it, and—Justin, do you know how many
people have looked at that video already? Over a hundred! And a lot of them posted
comments!”


My heart sank, I was so excited to make the video
and get it posted I hadn’t even considered that. “I’m sorry, Emily, don’t take
them seriously, just horny guys—”


“That’s not it at all,” she said.


“What?”


She didn’t answer, but simply stared at me, her eyes
full of something I couldn’t place. Not the anger I expected, or the disgust.
Surprise? Wonder? Dismay? 


That was it, but not for the reason I expected.
“Justin, what’s happening to me?” She looked like she was going to cry.


“What do you mean?”


“I—oh, Justin!” 


Emily threw her arms around me. I held her tight,
feeling the tablet pinned between us, like a barrier. Gently I took it from her
hands. “I’ll get rid of the video,” I said.


“You don’t understand.” She paused, composing
herself. “I’ve been imagining what all those men were doing, just like you
said.”


“I shouldn’t have said that.”


“No, that’s not it! It—excited me! Like the
restaurant, only more.” She looked up at me. “I touched myself,” she whispered.
“I couldn’t help it.”


I was too shocked to reply. 


“I don’t know who I am any more,” she said.


“I know who you are,” I said, but I wasn’t so sure myself.
She was obviously torn; worried about what had come over her, but still driven
to masturbation. Over a video of herself.


“Maybe we should stop all this,” I suggested. “Give
it a break. If it worries you.”


Emily buried her head in my chest, her breathing
hard, crying silently.


“I’m not sure if I can,” she said.


 


 


 


The following week Emily threw herself into
her work with a vengeance, committed to taking her mind off all her deviant
thoughts. It was just a strange confluence of factors, she’d decided. None of
it was her. She just needed to stay busy. Sitting in a meeting one day, an
intense conversation of markets and prices and strategy, sexual fantasies
seemed a world away. It was almost easy to believe it had never happened.


Almost.


She stayed late at the office, and at home attacked
house projects, cleaning, painting. Anything to keep her busy. Justin noticed
her change, but to his credit didn’t say anything, giving her some space. Not
disappearing; she still felt—and was comforted by—his presence, but he avoided
bring up the topic.   


She dressed in her most conservative clothing,
longish skirts or slacks at the office, with low heels or flats, jackets. Any
time out of the house she wore loose jeans, sneakers, sweatshirts, even a
baseball cap. Nothing to appear sexy. Nothing to even feel sexy.


Nothing to tempt her, to tempt anyone else.


At night, she cuddled with Justin, but they hadn’t made
love. Emily knew Justin was waiting for her to make the first move, he somehow
sensed she needed space in this regard as well. It was another reason she loved
him, another reason why she could never be with another man.


By the following week she’d finally started to
relax. The demons swirled around her head, reminders of her excitement, her
arousal, whenever she let her mind drift. She fought them off, she resisted.
She wasn’t out of the woods, but she could see a path back to—she wasn’t sure
what. It would never be the same, none of it. Her ideas about sex. Her
passions. Her relationship with Justin.


She would have to deal with it again, talk to him,
they’d need to decide together how things would be. But first she needed some
semblance of normalcy.


Sitting at her desk one day she felt a stir in the
office, a sudden change in the atmosphere, a wave of energy. She looked up from
her computer. The two women who sat in the cubicles next to her were looking
toward the VP’s office. Lilly, the VP, was standing, greeting a man who had
just entered her office. Emily couldn’t see his face, just his back.


“God, he’s hot,” said Cyndee, one of Emily’s
co-workers.


Emily smiled; Cyndee thought every halfway decent
looking guy was hot. Emily didn’t even bother to look back at the man.


“You can say that again,” said Marie, the other
woman in the group.


That caught Emily’s attention. In all the years
they’d worked together, she’d never heard Marie make a comment about a guy.
Marie was married to a very handsome doctor.


“He’s hot,” repeated Cyndee, and Marie
laughed.


Now Emily had to look. The VP’s office had a glass
wall, it was easy to see in. The man had taken a seat in front of Lilly’s desk,
his profile visible to the women sitting outside. Emily was actually closest, but
that meant she was up against the partition, so unless she stood up she
wouldn’t be able to see much, plus she’d be pretty obvious. Her impression was
of a tall, dark man, but not much else.


“He must be the representative from the Spanish
company we’re going to be doing business with,” said Cyndee. “You know what
they say about Spanish men.”


“They speak Spanish?” said Emily, teasing.


“That too. Just like me. I bet Lilly is going to
assign me to take care of him this week.”


“If she does, she probably has a different idea of
what taking care of means than you do,” said Marie.


“Hey, you’re married, it shouldn’t matter to you,”
laughed Cyndee. They were close friends, it was all in jest.


“Well, if I was going to make an exception. . .”


“Marie!” said Emily and Cyndee in unison.


“Just saying,” said Marie. “But if I did, with my
luck he’d be a pompous jerk.” 


“I wouldn’t be doing much talking with him,” said
Cyndee.


Emily was shaking her head, smiling. For a second
she had worried that this blatant talk about sex would throw her into a funk,
or worse, bring up thoughts she was fighting to suppress, but it washed over
her. Maybe she was getting better after all.


“Stop staring,” said Marie. “You’re going to get
caught.”


Cyndee smirked. “How would you know I was staring if
you weren’t looking too? You guys can get back to work, I’ll keep an eye on him
for everyone.”


“He’s only going to be here for what, a week? You
think you can get a relationship going in that amount of time?” said Marie.


“Why not? I’ve got these,” said Cyndee, shifting her
shoulders back and forth to make her large breasts sway. Emily knew Cyndee
wasn’t doing it for their benefit.


“You think he’s going to want you because you’re
shaking your boobs at him?” asked Marie. “Maybe come running out of Lilly’s
office and grab you?”


Cyndee shrugged. “A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s
gotta do.”


Emily’s phone rang, an internal call, the caller id
said Lilly.


“Hi, Lilly.”


“Hi, Emily. Can you come in my office, please?”


Emily frowned. What did Lilly want with her? She
hung up and said to Cyndee, “Lilly wants something from me, probably a report
from the marketing database. I’ll do some reconnaissance for you.”


“Take good notes,” joked Marie.


Emily grabbed a notepad and a pen and went to
Lilly’s office, tapping on the glass door. Lilly motioned her in.


The man rose from his chair as Emily entered,
turning his gaze upon her. Emily’s breath caught in her chest, it was as if
someone had just bound her. The man was exotically handsome, with dark skin,
not a tan, a rugged, olive tone. His eyes were steely gray, piercing. His nose
was sharp, on anyone else it might have seem pointed, but on him it simply gave
him an aura of authority, as did his dark eyebrows and jet black hair. 


Emily was instantly reminded of the man in the bar
who had tried to pick her up, the man who had put his hand on her thigh. That
same dark, striking look, a quiet refined power. This man was taller, broader
shouldered.


Lilly was saying something, but Emily missed all of
it, her ears rushing. The man smiled, not a big smile, but a pleasing one,
extending his hand. Emily heard her name, dragging herself out of her trance,
feeling foolish, how long had he been holding out his hand?


She shrunk in her clothes, shy, awed, embarrassed. 


“Nice to meet you,” she said, finally holding out
her hand.


When their hands touched Emily’s fingers tingled, a
surge of electric sparks, yet instead of forcing her away they pulled her
forward, sapping her strength, making her knees weak. 


She didn’t know how long she held his hand. Had she
dropped it too soon? Or let it linger ridiculously long?


She hadn’t even picked up his name.


 Emily clutched her notepad to her chest like a
smitten school girl. Lilly was speaking, and Emily had to tear her eyes away
from the man and try to concentrate. 


“Antonio will need to be brought up to speed on all
our current activities,” said Lilly. “I’d like you to be his personal liaison
while he’s with us.”


“If that is acceptable to you,” said Antonio,
gallantly, yet with a certainty that he didn’t expect her to disagree. He had a
wonderful voice, his diction crisp, yet with a sexy accent.


“Of course,” stuttered Emily. “Whatever you need. I
can get you some of our strategy presentations.”


“Good,” said Lilly. “Why don’t you start by taking
Antonio to lunch? That would be better than just giving him material to read.”


“Excellent,” said Antonio. “I far prefer oral
presentations.”


Antonio mention of oral made Emily’s mouth
open, he made it sound so sexy. . .


Emily didn’t know if she could be alone with
Antonio, he was that distracting. Yet she couldn’t very well say no. “Where
would you like to eat? I mean, what do you like to eat?”


Antonio gave her that sexy smile again, his eyes on
her like they were alone. “Whatever you do,” he said.


Emily blushed, then realized he was just being
polite, that had to be it, there was no way he could be flirting with her,
especially right in front of Lilly. Plus what would he see in her, she looked
like the proverbial mousy librarian today, her hair pulled back, in a blouse
buttoned up to her neck, her skirt well below her knees. He wouldn’t be able to
tell, of course, but she even wore pantyhose, protective, confining.


“I’ll just grab my purse,” she said.


“I’ll wait for you by the elevator,” said Antonio.
“I have to make a stop.” His eyes had never left her.


Emily took that to mean he needed to go to the men’s
room, but his tone gave off hints of sexuality, like he had to run in there to
masturbate, that he’d been smitten by her. It was a foolish thought, yet that’s
what popped into her head.


He shook hands with Lilly and turned to leave,
perhaps expecting to follow Emily out. For some reason she hesitated, she
didn’t want to have him looking at her butt, nondescript as it might be in her
loose skirt. She stepped to the side, and they bumped slightly, his cologne
washing over her, mixed with the unique scent each man had. Emily almost
expected him to reach out and grab her, put his hands on her. 


Then the moment was gone, but his touch lingered.
She stared as he walked down the corridor. Cyndee jumped up to follow him,
trying to get his attention with her breasts.


“Emily?” asked Lilly.


“Oh, sorry. I was—just thinking of where to take him
for lunch. He was too polite to tell me what he liked.”


“Take him to Bannister’s,” suggested Lilly.


“Really?” Bannister’s was expensive, a plush quiet
restaurant with dark, sequestered booths.


“Sure. They have a good menu, and we want to make a
good impression. It will be quiet, they won’t bother you, and you can talk as
much as you need.”


Emily hesitated. “Lilly, maybe Marie or Cyndee would
be better at this.”


“Marie isn’t as familiar with the topics he’s going
to be interested in.”


“Cyndee speaks Spanish,” argued Emily.


“Antonio’s English is excellent.” Lilly pursed her
lips. “Besides, I don’t want Cyndee to go, even though she has the right
background.”


“Why not?”


“Do I have to spell it out?” said Lilly.


“You think Cyndee will—”


“Have a hard time concentrating,” finished Lilly.
“And I get the sense Antonio is a bit of the ladies man. Cyndee might be a
temptation. Or they both might, for each other. You, on the other hand, are
safe in every regard. Now shoo, don’t keep him waiting.”


Emily couldn’t think of another argument that
wouldn’t make her sound foolish. She stopped at her desk to pick up her purse,
thankful that Cyndee wasn’t there. For some reason Emily thought Cyndee would
be angry at her, although it wasn’t Emily’s fault that Lilly had asked her to
be Antonio’s liaison.


“I’ve got to prep the Spanish guy,” Emily explained
to Marie, trying to make it sound like a chore. “I have to take him to lunch
too.”


“Life is tough,” said Marie, sighing dramatically.


“I didn’t want to,” said Emily.


“Why not?”


Emily didn’t quite know how to answer that. She
couldn’t very well say, Because I’ve been fantasizing about having sex with
other men. Men like him.


“No reason, I guess,” she mumbled.


“Where are you going for lunch?”


“Bannister’s. Lilly’s idea.”


“Ooh,” said Marie. “Better not tell Cyndee that
part.”


“I know,” said Emily morosely. 


She made a stop in the ladies room, splashing cold
water on her face, trying to get back to normal, whatever that was these days.
If Antonio had come into the office a few months ago, she doubted she’d be
reacting like this. She might even be looking forward to working with him, a
nice change of pace, pleased that her boss had chosen her for this important
role.


Now all she could do was worry about being aroused
by a stranger.


Her eyes were a little glazed, her face a little
pale, she hadn’t been wearing much makeup, another attempt to not appear or
feel attractive. Oddly, it helped her mood. There was no way Antonio would be
attracted to her. He was probably chatting up Cyndee right now, staring at her
breasts. In Emily’s outfit, hers would seem insignificant.


But Antonio was alone at the elevator bank, managing
to look completely at ease doing nothing. His eyes sparkled as she approached.


“I’m sorry to keep you waiting,” she said.


“It was worth it,” he replied. 


Emily pushed the elevator button and they waited in
silence. Inside the car, she was acutely aware of his presence, just the two of
them in the small space.


What would she do if he reached over and hit the
stop button, trapping them? An image flashed into her mind, being pinned
against the wall, her legs wrapped around him, stunned yet not able to resist,
not wanting to resist, then begging him to hurry. . .


The elevator dinged, the doors opening, the bright
light of the lobby washing away her dream. “This way,” she said, leading
Antonio out the building. “It’s not far, we can walk.”


Being outside helped, the sidewalk crowded at lunch
time. Emily tried to make small talk without looking directly at Antonio. “Have
you been to the States much?”


“Many times,” Antonio replied, deftly dodging his
way along the sidewalk, smooth even when walking. 


“Do you enjoy being here?”


“Decidedly. There is much to appreciate.”


Emily felt his gaze on her and she blushed. Stop
it, she said to herself. He’s not talking about you.


At the restaurant she realized she hadn’t made a
reservation, feeling foolish. The hostess, an attractive but serious woman,
didn’t even look up when Emily asked if they had an opening.


“Perhaps if you told them we are from McAdams,”
suggested Antonio.


The hostess’s head snapped up upon hearing Antonio,
and her harsh face melted into a smile. As if Emily wasn’t there, the hostess
said, “Oh, of course. For you, no problem.”


Emily didn’t doubt for a moment that Antonio could
have told her they were from Mars and the hostess would have fawningly found
them a table. As it was she didn’t care, she’d avoided a disaster. The hostess
led them into the restaurant, turning to see if they were following, her eyes
only on Antonio. Antonio gestured for Emily to go first, and she was acutely
aware that her backside would be facing him. She walked stiffly, tiny little
robotic steps.


The hostess stopped at a booth. “I hope this is
acceptable,” she said. She lingered until they sat down. “If you have any
particular needs that the wait staff cannot address, please let me know personally,”
she said. She’d never once looked at Emily.


After she had gone, Antonio said, “See? There is
much to appreciate here. Everyone is so attentive.”


That’s not the kind of service she was thinking
about offering, thought Emily. The waiter appeared and handed them menus,
and Emily busied herself looking it over.


When they had ordered, and with no way to avoid the
discussion, Emily asked, “Where would you like to begin?” She was trying not to
look directly into Antonio’s eyes, it was too distracting. 


Certainly she’d met handsome men before. Yet only
one of them had flustered her like this—Damian. It was the new Emily, the
feral, visceral Emily, her body responding instead of her mind.


She’d never cheat on Justin, of course. That wasn’t
it. It was just that she was now so aware of men, of their heat, their power,
their desire. And so aware of her own.


“We Europeans, especially us Spaniards, never jump
right into work,” he said. “We talk about more general topics, get to know one
another.”


“I see,” said Emily. “What would you like to talk
about?”


Antonio leaned forward, intent. “Tell me about
yourself.”


Emily shrank back in the booth. “There’s not much to
tell, I’ve been at McAdams for about five years, right out of college.” She
proceeded to give Antonio a brief summary of her work responsibilities.


“Yes, yes,” he said, smiling, a hint of impatience.
“That’s what you do. But what about you? What do you love? What do you
dream about?”


The way he said it just reeked of something sinful.
Emily wondered if Antonio said asked those questions of everyone he met.
Probably just the women. Was he flirting, or just being personable? Somehow
Emily got the feeling that if she told him that her dream was to be with him,
he’d not only take it in stride, he’d nod knowingly, as if he expected it. 


“I guess what all married people dream about,” she
said. Why on earth had she said that? Some defensive mechanism,
mentioning her marriage. “To have a happy and healthy life, to start a family.”


“I see,” he said. “So you want to have a baby?”


Emily reddened, Antonio making it sound like he
wanted to impregnate her right there. Why was she taking everything the wrong
way?


“At some point,” she said. 


“Ah, yes, have fun before really settling down,” he
said. “So American!” Antonio leaned back in the booth. “I told you, there is
much to appreciate here. American women are so—what is the word?—open-minded.
Willing to experiment.”


“Not me,” Emily said quickly.


“No? That’s too bad. Me, I am a man that reaches for
new experiences, I am always looking for opportunities. You only live once. You
may never get another chance, so it’s always better to—how do you say it in
English? Take the plunge?”


Emily locked her knees together under the table.
Even though Antonio was across the booth, his possible double entrendres were contributing
to his masculine aura. She realized she was being especially sensitive, yet she
needed to turn the conversation back to safer waters. “How about you? Do you
have a family?”


“I do. I have a beautiful wife, we’ve been married
ten years. But we’ve chosen not to have children. My wife and I both travel a
lot, so we are often apart.”


“That must be hard.”


Antonio smiled. “We have an understanding. When we
are together, we are together. When we are apart, we live our own lives.” He
made a small motion with his hands, as if encompassing Emily, inviting her
inside.


“Cyndee speaks Spanish,” she blurted, trying to
change the conversation.


Antonio frowned. “Cyndee?”


“She’s in Lilly’s group. You should meet her, she
has a lot of experience. More than me.”


“I prefer freshness over experience,” said Antonio,
leaning forward, his eyes traveling over Emily. “It’s so new and refreshing
every time. Of course, a mix of opposites is always explosive, don’t you
agree?”


There was no doubt that he was flirting with her
now. Perhaps this was just Antonio’s way, a ladies man, forward. But his
comments certainly seemed directed to her personally.


Emily made one last desperate attempt. “Well, we
should begin to review our work, we have a lot to cover.”


“Of course,” said Antonio. “Although we have a lot
of time, Lilly told me that she’d have someone at my complete disposal. I
assume that will be you? We can talk about more—interesting topics, at other
times. Over dinner this week, perhaps?”


At that moment the waiter appeared, and Emily hid
behind her menu, trying to figure out how she’d avoid having to be alone with
Antonio.


And not sure if she wanted to.


 


 


 


Emily seemed a little subdued at dinner.
The last few weeks she’d been talking up a storm in the evenings, filling me in
on little details about her house projects, the garden, even her girlfriends.
Often she’d grow hoarse, not stopping for a breath.


I suspected the reason. She was still upset over her
recognition of her new interests, or at least her new fantasies. She wondered
who she had become, whether she had been marred in some way. This was her
attempt to get it out of her head.


Maybe I should have talked to her, tried to get
everything out in the open. But that wouldn’t be respectful; Emily had chosen a
path to help her deal with it, she’d tell me when she needed my input or help.
Or so I hoped.


As for me, I just wanted her to be happy. I’d do
whatever it took. Not necessarily to get the old Emily back; I certainly didn’t
see her as being different in any kind of bad way. If she wanted to forget all
of it, or try to, if she wanted to never mention videos or having other men
look at her, I’d be fine with that. I didn’t think I could forget, but perhaps
we could put it in the past, a memory that would grow dimmer over time.


I hadn’t spent much time considering the other option,
that she might want to go further. It didn’t seem where she was heading. But if
it came to that, I’d support whatever decision she made. Although I really
couldn’t imagine her making such a bug decision without me; that much of the
old Emily was still there. If it came to that, I’d probably chicken out anyway.


Emily poured herself a second glass of wine, another
change in her, she rarely drank during the week at all. She raised the glass to
her lips, drinking it down like water. I could tell she was trying to stay on a
roll.


I decided to help her out, keep the conversation
going about safe topics. “How was work today?” 


She flinched. “Work? Why do you ask?”


“Emily, we always talk about work.”


“Oh. Okay, nothing much.”


“Isn’t your company about to do a big deal with some
Spanish firm? Are you going to be involved with that?”


“Yes, we are. As a matter of fact, Lilly has asked
me to help get them up to speed.”


I didn’t know the ins and outs of the deal. “What
will that involve?”


“You know, giving them information, answering
questions. I started today.”


“They’re here in the city?”


“Yes, well one of them. I had lunch with him today.”


“How did it go?”


Emily took another big hit on her wine. “Fine, I
guess. It’s early. They do things a little differently, they like to get
comfortable with who they are working with before getting into details.”


“Was he nice?”


Emily’s eyes narrowed. “Why do you ask?”


I shrugged. “Just wondering. I mean, if you have to
work with him and all.”


“He’s very—European.”


“What does that mean?”


“I don’t know why I said that. I mean, he’s more of
what a generalization of European men would be. Sophisticated, well spoken. A
little formal. He speaks great English, but with an accent. I don’t even know
how familiar he is with our company, we didn’t spend much time talking about
work.”


I couldn’t quite read her tone. She sounded like she
was feigning disinterest, and yet she was definitely giving me too much
information. Perhaps it was just part of her latest binge of talking about
anything and everything except our current situation.


I laughed. “What did you talk about? Soccer? I guess
he’d call it football.”


“No, that didn’t come up.” Emily toyed with her
glass. “Just, you know, stuff.” She looked away. I noticed she’d barely touched
her dinner.


“Not hungry?”


She looked at her plate like she was seeing it for
the first time. “I—I guess not.” She picked at her food. “Anyway, I have to baby
sit him for a few days.”


“Doesn’t sound so bad.”


“Cyndee is upset.”


“Cyndee? The woman who works with you? Why?”


“She wanted to be the liaison instead of me.”


I’d met Cyndee a few times. She’d always struck me
as a little forward, flashing her boobs. She did have nice breasts, I had to admit.
“She wanted to baby sit some out of town guy?”


“Well, you know Cyndee. Marie wanted to as well.”


I knew Marie. She didn’t strike me as being at all
like Cyndee. “Really? Why?”


Emily toyed with her food again. “Antonio—he’s the
Spanish guy—they think he’s handsome.”


The way she said Antonio made my stomach turn
over. “What about you?” I asked matter of factly.


Emily didn’t look at me. “I guess.”


Normally, Emily would always have nice things to say
about people. I bet a year ago if I had pointed out some very unattractive man,
and asked whether she thought he was good looking, she would have said
something like, It’s what’s inside that counts. Or he has nice eyes. Always
looking for the best.


Yet for Antonio, she was oddly vague. I was
beginning to sense what Emily’s discomfort was all about. 


Choosing my words carefully, I asked, “Does this man
make you uncomfortable?”


Emily shrugged. “A little.”


“Why?”


Emily shrunk down in her chair. “You know.”


My usual response to this would have been anger,
demanding to know what this asshole Antonio had done, why he had made Emily uneasy.
Yet Emily’s demeanor suggested the source of her discomfort wasn’t Antonio, but
herself.


Now it was my turn to toy with my food. “This
Antonio. You find him—attractive?”


Emily mumbled something I couldn’t hear. I gave her
a minute, then asked, “Is that why you are uncomfortable? Because he’s
attractive—to you?”


There was a long silence. Finally she looked up, her
eyes glistening with tears. I should have gone to her, but I sensed she needed
a moment to herself, to grapple with her insecurities. And her desires.


“Yes,” she whispered. “I—I just can’t concentrate near
him. I keep thinking—I haven’t thought anything specific, you have to
believe me! I’m just reacting, and then I start to wonder and worry about my
reactions, and I—oh, this is all my fault!”


Now I did go to her, standing behind her chair,
wrapping my arms around her, comforting her tears. “Shh, nothing is your fault.
If anything it’s mine. I started all this.”


She grabbed onto my arms like a lifeline. “No, don’t
say that. What we did we did together. You didn’t drag me into anything. Each
time we took another step we decided it together. Even posting the video.” 


“Maybe you can just get out of this assignment, talk
to your boss.”


“And say what? Hey Lilly, Antonio makes me
uncomfortable because I find him attractive?”


“Don’t go into detail. Just say you think you’re not
right for it.”


“I tried that already. How’s it going to look
if I say I can’t do this? Because from a work perspective I can. And you know
the worse part? One of the reasons Lilly chose me over Cyndee was because she
was concerned Cyndee would be more interested in Antonio than in the deal.
Lilly called me safe. Can you believe it?” 


Talking about it seemed to be helping, so I sat back
down, this time pulling my chair close to hers. “Let me ask you something. Are
you maybe just worried about nothing? So you are attracted to a good looking
guy. Big deal. You think you’re the only woman who looks at a handsome guy, especially
some suave European, and gets a little tingly?”


“But I never did—before.”


I shrugged. “So you do now. You shouldn’t feel badly
about that. And it doesn’t bother me at all.”


“I understand what you are saying. But Justin, I
have to work with him. Closely. And—”


“What?”


“He—he made it pretty clear he is interested in me.”
Emily didn’t look away, but I could tell she was working hard not to.


I felt a little twinge in my cock. Yet another man, wanting
my wife. “Not to put you down, but are you sure it was you specifically? Maybe
he’s just flirtatious. Or interested in any woman. He’s on the road, he
figures, have some fun, find a woman to fool around with.”


“I considered that. I even tried to steer him toward
Cyndee. But he said—well, he didn’t really say it, but I know what he
meant—that he wanted me.”


I pulled my chair even closer and reached out to
hold her hand. “Emily, what’s your real anxiety? That he’s going to put the
moves on you and you’ll be in a difficult position with your boss?”


“Gosh, I hadn’t even thought of that.” She
considered. “If that happened I think I could tell Lilly, and she’d help me
work it out. Make it so Antonio and I would never be together alone. Or
something.”


“So if that’s not it, then what? Why are you so
anxious?”


Emily looked up at me, her face full of confusion.
“Where will it end? Am I going to act like this every time I meet some
attractive man? Am I going to get so—. You know.”


I gulped. It was one thing to be in bed together,
watching a video, making up a scenario about having sex with another man. Even
after the restaurant, with real people, it was still a step removed, distant
from reality. Emily telling me about her reaction to those strangers was safe,
our secret, only uncovered in the bedroom.


Now she was telling me she got aroused just by talking
to a man at work. So aroused she couldn’t concentrate. Maybe it wasn’t Antonio
she couldn’t trust, but herself.


Trying to keep my voice steady, I asked, “Is that
what you want to find out? Where it will end? Or do you want it to just end?”


Her fingers tightened on my hand. “That’s the
problem, I don’t know. I want to say— I desperately want to say—I just want it
to end. That’s what I had decided. I’m sure you’ve seen how busy I’ve been
keeping myself. I’ve been trying to create some distance, to not think about
it. I thought I was doing pretty good. And bam—one lunch with an
attractive man, and I’m right back where I was.”


“Maybe instead of avoiding it you should just face
it.”


“What does that mean? I was facing it, I thought.”


“No. You’ve been trying to put it out of your mind,
but that doesn’t mean the—,” I didn’t want to use the word problem,
“underlying cause goes away. You can’t avoid it forever.”


Emily sighed. “I know. But I don’t see any
alternative.”


“There is one.”


Her eyes widened, hoping I’d have the magic
solution. 


“You need to see where it ends, you said so
yourself.” I hesitated, making sure I was willing to voice my idea. What
convinced me was the pleading in her eyes, she needed to discover the answer,
one way or another. I took a deep breath. “Maybe you need to find out where the
limit is—where your limit is.”


“What do you mean?”


“You got excited about the videos, looking at them,
making one. Turning other men on. Each time you’ve gone a little further, you
even initiated what happened at the restaurant. You won’t know the answer to
the question about where it ends until you take the next step.”


“But what is the next step?”


“You have a perfect opportunity. Antonio. Keep
meeting with him. See how it affects you. Try to be more alone with him.”


“Justin, what are you suggesting?”


“Just that you face this head on, discover for
yourself where you want it to end.”


Emily shook her head. “I don’t know. I see your
logic, but—how about you? Where do you want it to end?”


Unbidden, my cock jumped to full attention, my hands
grew clammy. I slipped from Emily’s grasp to hide it, reaching for my wine to
cover my nervousness. I shifted in the seat, trying to push down my erection. 


My body was telling me quite plainly where I wanted
it to end. Just like my college girlfriend, I wanted Emily to go out with this
guy, to fool around with him, and then come back and tell me about it.


“I want you to be happy,” I said. “No matter where
you have to go to find out.”


Emily was silent for a long time. I tried not to
hold my breath. Would I be disappointed if she said no, or if she said yes?


“He did ask me out to dinner,” she said.


So here it was. Like the restaurant, but more
immediate. Not some stranger trying to pick her up, but a man she’d be working
with day in and day out, a man with no local complications. A man who no doubt
would try to get in her pants. Or under her skirt.


“That sounds like a logical next step,” I said
carefully.


“But Justin—if I have dinner with him, alone, he’s
going to assume—what if he wants more than dinner?”


“It’s not what he wants that you should be thinking
about, it’s only about what you will want,” I said, trying to maintain my
composure. “Emily, he’s not the first man who has looked at you and wanted you.
Way before all of this, before the restaurant, men were looking at you that
way. I’m sure of it. Just because you didn’t realize it or think about it
didn’t make it true. So you’re going to have to deal with men like Antonio for
a long time.”


“Maybe it was better when I was oblivious.”


“Let’s not look back. The point is, you are aware of
it now. The question you have to answer for yourself is, how do you deal with
it?”


“You need the answer to that as well.”


“I told you, whatever you decide is fine with me.”


“Justin, I can’t make these decisions on my own. Not
that I can’t, I just don’t want to. A work lunch, fine, I’m not going to need
to talk to you about that. But a private dinner with a man who has ulterior
motives? That’s a different thing.”


“No, it’s not. Like I said, you’ll be in lots of
situations with men who have ulterior motives. The only difference is what you
decide to do.”


“I’m not going to sleep with Antonio,” she said. But
I couldn’t tell if she was trying to convince me, or herself.


“No one expects you to,” I said. But what if it
turns out she wanted to?


“Except Antonio,” she said, smiling.


I smiled back, but inside I was thinking, And
maybe me.


 


 


 


Two days later, I was lingering around the
bedroom after my morning shower, pretending to be deciding what to wear, as if
it mattered. What I was really interested in was what Emily was going to wear. 


Tonight she’d be having her date with Antonio.


It was technically a work dinner, but I was looking
at it as a date. I was certain that Antonio would be as well. It wasn’t like a
whole group from the office was taking him out, it was just Emily.


Emily bustled around getting ready as if this was
like any other workday, but I sensed a nervousness; she set out three separate
outfits on the bed. She looked especially cute in her panties and bra as she
made her choices. I couldn’t tell if there was anything different about her
underwear, kicking myself for not paying more attention. They matched, but they
usually did.


“What are you hanging around for?” she asked.


“No reason.”


“If you are waiting to see what I’m going to wear,
it will just be one of my normal work outfits.”


“Of course.” What was I thinking? That she’d wear
something slutty to work?


“I’ll be going to dinner right from the office,” she
explained. 


“Right.” My secret revealed, I headed on down to the
kitchen to make some coffee.


Emily showed up not long after. She was dressed as
she had described, in an outfit I’d seen before, a conservative skirt, jacket,
and low heels. While she was having coffee I tried, without being obvious, to
discern if she’d done anything different with her hair or makeup. I couldn’t
notice a thing.


For some reason I was a little disappointed; I
thought she’d be making a bigger deal out of her dinner with Antonio.


As Emily was getting ready to leave she said, “About
tonight.”


“We talked about this.”


“I know. A lot. I just want to hear you say it
again.”


“It’s for us.”


She looked so fresh and clean and innocent, yet her
eyes held a deep seriousness. “Thank you. I love you.”


“I love you too. And I trust you, I trust your
judgment. Whatever happens—I’ll support you and your decisions.”


“Our decisions,” she said. “And I’ll tell you
everything, I promise.”


She kissed me gently, but lastingly, on the lips,
then embraced me. “I love you so much.”


And then she left, her heels clicking on the tile,
her toned calves and dainty rear end whispering their silent, but alluring,
goodbye.


It’s just a dinner, I thought.


Yet I had a hard time concentrating at work that
day. I kept wondering what Emily was thinking, what she was hoping would
happen, or not happen, that night with Antonio. I tried to convince myself that
Antonio couldn’t expect to jump in bed with a married woman just because she
was having a private dinner with him. But who knows what his expectations were?
Who knows what signals Emily gave him, or he imagined she gave him?


In the late afternoon I got a text from Emily. I
might be later than I thought. Dinner reservation isn’t until eight.


I didn’t think much of that, when I was on the road
I often ate that late. I texted back, Okay, thanks for letting me know.


The hours dragged by. I checked the time constantly.
I didn’t think I’d be able to sit home alone, so I stayed in the office until
past eight. After I left work I went to eat by myself, trying to set myself on
her schedule. Of course, I was in a loud Mexican restaurant; Emily and Antonio
were at a fancy place near her office. Totally appropriate for a work dinner.


I finished my dinner without tasting it, even though
I’d ordered spicy. Outside, I got in the car. At the exit to the parking lot I
hesitated. Left would take me home, right would lead me to the heart of the
city, toward Emily’s office. 


I turned right.


I had an overwhelming pressure pulling me; I wanted
to know, to see. As I approached the restaurant I slowed down, trying to peer
in the windows without getting into an accident. The tables by the windows were
full, but I had a car right on my tail, I couldn’t linger. Swearing, I turned
around in a parking lot and made another pass.


Three times I did this, growing increasingly
frustrated. I considered parking and walking past. But what if Emily was
sitting right by the window and saw me? She’d no doubt suspect I was checking
up on her, that I didn’t trust her.


That wasn’t it of course. I just wanted to watch. I
wanted to see Antonio lust over her, I wanted to see how she reacted.


Not that Antonio could do anything in a private
restaurant. 


I decided to give it one more pass. As I made
another u-turn, my phone buzzed with a text. Dinner delayed. Just heading to
the restaurant now.


Now? She was probably just arriving, she might be on
the street, she’d see my car. . .


I reversed my direction, heading away from the
restaurant, resisting the urge to speed out of there, it would just attract
attention. After a few blocks my heart finally slowed. I felt like a peeping
Tom who had just made a getaway.


What had Antonio and Emily been doing all this time?


I drove a few blocks, then pulled over, re-reading
the text. I had a lot of questions, all of them silly. Okay, I texted
back.


Although that was far from how I felt.


Back at the house I tried to stay busy, watching
some television, puttering in my office. The minutes dragged by. What were they
doing? Was Antonio putting the moves on her? Were they sitting close, having a
very personal conversation?


It’s only a work dinner, I kept repeating.
Emily doesn’t want anything to happen. 


That would be for the best. She’d come home, tired
but happy, because she’d have felt no attraction at all to Antonio, that
despite her trepidations and his forceful interest, it was just a work dinner
to her, she’d not even had to resist her temptations, because she hadn’t had
any. She’d answered her question about where it ended, because it had. 


For the best, I thought. For her, for me.


We’d go back to the way things were, maybe not all
the way back; perhaps we’d have a more active sex life. So what if I didn’t
talk dirty to her, so what if we didn’t watch porn or get aroused over comments
on the video we posted?


That’s what I wanted right? Especially if it made
Emily happy.


The other alternative I tried not to consider. That
Emily would realize she was far from answering her question, that she’d want to
go another step. What would be worse? Her realizing that, and not being able to
go further, or actually going the next step? 


Which would be what exactly?


She always said that anything we did, we would
discover together. But how would that work? If she had another dinner with
Antonio, I couldn’t very well just tag along, could I?


Certainly if I did nothing would happen. That
wouldn’t give us much of an answer. Antonio would feel like a third wheel.


Or worse, I would.


A cringing fear: the three of us at dinner, Antonio
not caring I was there, flirting with Emily, ignoring me.


Emily responding to him. 


Two opposite stimuli, one turning me off, one
turning me on.


My cock hardened at the embarrassing thoughts. Once
again my mind seemed disconnected from my body. My manhood recoiling, being
dismissed by a virulent competitor. Yet something inside me wanting to see, to
watch. Would Emily want me to fight over her? She’d already admitted that
turned her on, men competing.


She’d want me to win, of course.


I hoped.


Or perhaps she’d want Antonio to win. And as the
loser, I’d have to watch. 


Which, given my fantasies, might not be such a loss
after all.


I paced the house. Eleven o’clock. What time did
that restaurant close? They must have finished dinner. I pictured them deep in
conversation over an after dinner drink.


Or perhaps they’d left the restaurant, and were
already somewhere else, private. I realized that I had no idea where Antonio
was staying, some hotel, certainly. Would Emily go back there with him?


How did they get to the restaurant? Had they walked?
Would she drive him back to his hotel?


Why hadn’t I asked her all these questions? I was
totally in the dark.


The clock crept toward midnight. I’d hold out until
then, but if I hadn’t heard from Emily by midnight I was going to go find her.


I sat in the living room, staring at the door. What
did we really know about this guy Antonio? Maybe Emily was in trouble.


I lunged for my phone, swiping in one motion, then
froze. Text or call?


I’d text, but if she didn’t answer in a few minutes
I’d call. Just as I started to type, I heard Emily’s car in the drive.


I breathed a huge sigh of relief. She was back.


I deleted the partial text, then lay back on the
sofa, like I had just been relaxing watching television.


The door flew open, Emily rushing in. Her skin was
flushed, her eyes wide. She didn’t seem to be surprised I was waiting up. She
dropped her briefcase and bag on the hall table and rushed across the room, her
arms around me even before I had a chance to fully stand up.


“I’m so glad you’re awake,” she said. “I lost track
of time.”


“That was a long dinner,” I said carefully.


“It wasn’t all dinner.”


My stomach flipped, my fingers tightened on her back
until I realized what I was doing, and I slowly let up. “What else were you
doing?”


Emily still hadn’t let go, her head in my chest.
“Did you know that in Spain they sometimes eat dinner at eleven at night?
Antonio said he wanted to give me the Spanish experience, so we ate later.”


I bet he wanted to give her the Spanish experience.
Just not over dinner.


“You ate at eleven?”


“I told him that was too late. We compromised at
nine.”


“What did you do all the other time?”


“We just walked around, and after dinner. . .”


“Yes?”


Emily finally looked up at me. Her eyes held a new
emotion, an excitement, combined with something else. Confusion? Longing?
Regret?


“I drove him back to his hotel.”


“And?”


“He asked me if I wanted to come in for a nightcap.”
She searched my eyes; I had a suspicion she was trying to read me to determine
how much more to say.


“Did you?”


“No. It was late, and I think he had other things on
his mind besides a drink.”


“Oh,” I said.


Emily knew me so well, in that one word she must
have read both my immense relief as well as my hidden disappointment.


“He wants to see me again before he leaves,” she
said.


“And?” A flutter of interest.


“I haven’t decided. I wanted to talk to you first.”


Another possible step, another chance for Emily to
get the answer to the question she so desperately needed, the question of where
would it end. “Okay.”


“There’s one other thing,” she said. “We’d spent the
whole evening together, just the two of us, I felt that I knew him a little, do
you understand? He didn’t seem to be a stranger. We hardly talked about work.
So as he was leaving, it just didn’t seem so odd that he’d ask me inside, and I
kind of wasn’t that surprised when he—”


“When he what?”


Now her voice was shaking, her eyes bursting with
energy, with excitement. “He—kissed me.”


“Like a good night kiss? Or one of those European
two cheek kisses?”


“Like this,” she said. She stood up her toes and put
her mouth on mine, not at all tentative, perhaps like a man would kiss. Like
Antonio had kissed her.


Her mouth pressed against me, firm, demanding. I
didn’t want to pull away, but I had to know. “How did you respond to that?”


“Like this,” she said, and her mouth was on me
again, her mouth open, her tongue lashing against mine, her lips desperate.
Desperate in the way a woman would feel after sitting through hours waiting for
him to finally kiss her, a woman who had wanted him all that time.


I groaned into her mouth, her arms pulling me
tighter. I don’t think I’d ever been so aroused by a kiss. My wife’s admission
that she’d kissed another man, that she’d wanted to kiss another man.


My cock strained against her, she had to feel it.
Had her kiss given Antonio an erection? Had she felt it?


“Make love to me, now,” she urged, her breath short.


I wondered if Antonio had said those very words to
her. Or her to him.


I snaked my hand under her skirt even as she lifted
her leg to give me access. This wasn’t a time for foreplay, she’d had hours of
foreplay. I shoved my fingers under the edge of her panties and into her pussy.


She was soaking wet. She gasped, perhaps as much
from my discovery of her arousal as from my fingers on her. 


“Hurry, hurry!” she pleaded.


I carried her up the stairs, her legs wrapped around
my hips, her shoes falling on the steps.


We fell on the bed together, tearing at each other’s
clothes. We never made it to naked, she was pulling me down on her as soon as her
skirt and panties were off, barely waiting for me to slap on a condom.


I entered her in one fell swoop, her juices so rich
I barely felt her usual tightness. I thought she’d say something, be
embarrassed at her wetness, at her obvious pent up need. But she just moaned,
her hips driving up to meet mine.


Hers was not the only pent up desire. Nervous as I
had been waiting, the hours had made me more than ready, gathering ammunition
for the final showdown.


I’d won this round, but even as I shot my load I was
haunted by one thought: Emily didn’t have the answer to her question yet. 


It wouldn’t end here.


 


 


 


Emily considered calling in sick to work
the next morning. She didn’t trust how she’d respond to Antonio. She was sure
she would blush, be embarrassed. Anyone looking at the two of them together
would certainly know something had happened between them.


It had only been a kiss, but everyone would assume
much more.


Emily hovered her hand over her phone, deciding on
what to tell Lilly. She’d need a good excuse; she had a lot of material to
cover with Antonio. She couldn’t very well admit she wouldn’t be able to focus
on the work, that she’d be thinking about Antonio, the feeling of his lips on
her, wanting her.


And her wanting him back.


She’d confessed to Justin what she had done. The kiss.
And she’d managed to stop it there, thank god. If Antonio had managed to
convince her to go to his hotel room, she didn’t know what she might have done.
It had been building all evening, walking the city with Antonio, listening to
his sexy voice, his constant comments about how pretty she was. It sounded so
cheesy, and yet Antonio carried it off with a smooth sophistication.


It probably didn’t hurt that she liked hearing it. 


Did other woman have this experience? Men openly
commenting on their eyes, their legs, their breasts, even their feet? Not crass
comments, but soft, yet direct, mentions of what he found attractive. At one
point another couple strolled past them,  the woman beautiful, dressed
elegantly. Emily thought she had a wonderful figure, tall, regal. 


Antonio saw Emily notice her, and he smiled and
shook his head. “Her ankles are fat.”


“What?” Emily hadn’t really thought about the
woman’s ankles.


“She dresses nicely,” said Antonio. “But fat ankles
mean she probably has flabby thighs under that dress.”


“You can tell that from her ankles?”


“I can. I like a toned woman, like you. You have
such wonderful calves and ankles and feet. I bet your thighs are slim and
firm.”


Emily had squirmed, this matter of fact discussion
about her body. So inappropriate. But what could she say? Antonio, stop
saying nice things about me?


Besides, she found that she loved the attention. It
was like the men at the bar competing for her, yet more private, more intimate.



It continued all through dinner. She was acutely aware
of Antonio’s legs under the table, each time she brushed against him a wave of
heat shot up her calf into her loins. She knew right then  that if she hadn’t
been married, she would have no doubt slept with him, something she never contemplated
in her life, jumping in bed with a man after the first date. 


By the time she’d dropped him off at his hotel, a
kiss seemed inevitable. The evening had felt much more like a date than work.
As Antonio lingered in the car, inviting her in for a drink, she found herself
leaning toward him, waiting for it.


She had no expectations beyond that, even a brief
peck on the lips would have been crossing a line she’d never expected to cross.
Yet when his lips met hers, she’d hesitated only the briefest second, her mind
trying to set a boundary, a limit. His tongue pushed against her lips, and just
like that the barrier was overwhelmed, her mouth opening with acceptance.


The kiss lasted a long time, and when they finally
broke apart she was breathless, her heart thumping in her chest, her hands
grasping his bicep. “Come up to my room,” he said. 


“I can’t,” she had replied. Why hadn’t she said: I
don’t want to?


Antonio kissed her again, hungry for her, telling
her with his lips how much she excited him. It was Antonio who broke the kiss,
pulling away, sucking her forward, enticing her to follow him. She practically
collapsed across the seat.


“I don’t want to leave you like this,” he said, his
voice a promise. “I want to give you what I know you want.”


She knew what he mean about what state she was in,
aroused. She had shaken her head, but not in denial of her arousal.. She did
want it, but it was for Justin to provide. “I have to go.”


Antonio was a gentleman about it, yet as he pulled
away his hand brushed her breast. It could have been an accident, yet the touch
inflamed her, if he hadn’t turned to find the door handle at that point, if
he’d continued on, she might have let him, she might have followed him to his
room.


She raced home, desperate to be with Justin, she
needed him so badly.


Not feeling anywhere near as guilty as she would
have thought after kissing another man, after lusting after a man not her
husband. Maybe it was because she and Justin had talked so much about it, maybe
it was because she felt she wasn’t really sneaking around, that though she had
kissed Antonio it wasn’t cheating, because Justin knew. And maybe Justin even
wanted her to kiss Antonio.


And maybe she wasn’t guilty because deep down
inside, the new Emily wasn’t bothered the way the old Emily had been. This new
Emily could listen to another man make verbal love to her, say that he wanted
her, that she was pretty, and she was able to let herself enjoy it, revel in it
even, and yet be strong enough to stop it when she needed to.


That thought gave her strength. She put down the
phone, there was no reason to avoid Antonio. She’d stopped him last night, and
she could stop him again.


Not just Antonio, but any man, even Damian. She
decided she’d go to the gym after work. If Damian was there, she could deal
with him.


 


 


 


Emily made it through the day, but it was
harder than she expected. Even though Antonio didn’t act any differently in the
office, the perfect professional, Emily felt as though her hormones were
unleashing a scent in the conference room that anyone could pick up on. Yet
Antonio paid her no special attention, treating her politely, as he did all the
other people in the room. 


Emily caught herself staring at him more than once,
searching for any hint of their encounter, any indication that he viewed her
differently than the other four women in the room. What was he thinking? She
was so shaken by the little secret they shared. For some reason she was
disappointed that he didn’t reveal some semblance of how she had impacted him.


Cyndee was still hot for Antonio, diving at the seat
next to his when he sat down at the conference table. Antonio treated her
politely, but Emily thought she caught him looking down Cyndee’s blouse a few
times. After the second glance, Cyndee had slid her chair closer to him. Was she
rubbing against his leg? Emily felt angry and jealous. She wanted to pull
Cyndee aside, tell her not to bother, she wasn’t his type. Cyndee would be
incredulous, wondering why Emily would say such a thing. And how could she
know, anyway?


After lunch they changed conference rooms, a
different group of people. Emily purposefully sat right next to Antonio, daring
him not to notice her. At one point someone to her left started to speak,
everyone turning that way except Emily, her eyes lingering on Antonio, who had
to look right past her to see the speaker. She caught his eye, and was rewarded
with the tiniest flicker of recognition, of memory, of desire.


That was all that Emily needed, yet the simple look
had turned her insecurity into yearning, her nipples hardening, her skin
tingling. It took all her willpower to look away.


At the end of the meeting everyone had stood up to
say goodbye to Antonio before he left for the airport. 


As he shook Emily’s hand, Antonio said, “I’d like to
thank you especially for your help during my visit. I learned so much and when
I return I’ll know exactly what to do next.” His hand lingered over hers.


Emily’s smile froze on her face. “You’re coming
back?” she blurted.


“Of course. This was just the first step. I really
have to delve much more deeply into the opportunities here.”


Emily blushed, pulling her hand away, Antonio’s
strong grip and stare making it clear what opportunities he had in mind.


After he’d left the office Emily told Lilly she
wanted to go home early, she was tired after the long week. But instead of
driving home, she headed for the gym. She needed to burn off her energy, her
desire. Justin would be working late, and if she went home she’d be jumpy,
anxious for his return, needing him.


At the gym she did a full routine, cardio, weights. She
hadn’t been to the gym in a long time. She kept glancing around to see if
Damian was there.


After almost two hours she finally got ready to go
home, oddly disappointed. She tried to convince herself it was because she
wanted to test her ability to resist Damian, just as she had Antonio. She make
sure it wouldn’t be like the last time Damian had seen her, she’d be able to
walk away with no regrets, no disappointment. Even if Damian kissed her.


She texted Justin. On the way home, how about
you?


She almost dropped the phone when she received his
reply. Will be a while, Damian wants to have a drink after work.


What was that about? Justin had never mentioned
having drinks with Damian. What was Damian up to?


It had to just be work stuff. Right?


Emily was nervous all the way home, not knowing why,
yet unable to think about anything else. Would she come up in their conversation?
Justin wouldn’t say anything, would he? Would Damian? Hey, your wife is hot,
I know she wants me. Justin replying, As a matter of fact, she loves the
idea of being with a black man.


By the time Emily got home she was a nervous wreck.
She couldn’t very well text or call Justin, that would practically force her
into their conversation. And yet a part of her wanted just that.


At home she practically gulped a glass of wine,
trying to settle her nerves. She poured another glass and took it to the
bedroom as she changed. In the closet she slipped out of her heels, the shoebox
where she had hidden the black dildo staring at her.


And was instantly aroused. The idea of Damian and
Justin talking about her was so—sinful, yet so delicious. Crazy scenarios
jumped into her head, Damian blackmailing Justin, making Justin give him access
to Emily. Or Justin offering her up as a gift.


She shuddered, not able to decide if it was from the
degradation of being discussed as a prize or if it was from her arousal over
it.


Emily fingered the box, then put it back. She had to
resist even that urge. Nothing to remind her of Damian right now.


Instead she crawled naked under the covers, pulling
out the tablet. No black men, she promised herself. I’ll just take a
peek at the video we posted. . .


The video was still there, now on the third page,
that’s how many other videos had been posted. Emily figured the newness had
worn off, maybe no one else had looked at theirs. When she clicked on it she
was stunned to see it had over nine hundred views. The comments went on page
after page, positive, direct, lustful. A voyeuristic tally of many of the same observations
Antonio had made, about her slim thighs, her pretty feet. That they were able
to make comments about part of her anatomy that Antonio hadn’t seen just
aroused her all the more.


She read them all, some of them twice, growing more
aroused each time. All these men, lusting after her, just as Antonio had. That
she had such power, such affect on men, was a complete shock. Even with all
this evidence, she found it hard to believe.


And yet. . .nine hundred views. She
clicked on a few other videos, some of them had more, but they had been posted
months earlier. One new one with over two thousand, Emily’s curiosity made her
look. A woman bent over a bed, a black man behind her, inside her, the woman
moaning, begging, pleading, wanting it so badly Emily felt it right through the
screen.


Her husband’s voice, coaxing them both on. . .Emily
spread her legs, reaching for herself.


A noise downstairs. Justin. Emily’s froze, then
frantically turned off the tablet, jumping out of bed, she had to get some
clothes on. . .


“Emily! I’m home!”


Too late, she heard him heading up the stairs. She
took two steps to the bathroom, she could just close the door, Justin wouldn’t
know a thing.


Yet she was so worked up, why should she hide it?
She was suddenly tempted with the most devious thought she’d ever had. Why not?


She pulled off the covers and lay back on the bed.
“I’m in the bedroom!”


Emily set the tablet on her belly, her body shaking
so hard the screen jumped. She spread her legs, reaching for herself, opening
herself up to a new experience.


That’s how Justin found her, her fingers on her
clit, her eyes on the screen, the moans of the woman being taken from behind by
the black man filling the room. Justin stopped just inside the doorway,
stunned, taking it all in, her pose, her frantic fingers, the sounds.


“I couldn’t wait for you,” she breathed. “I checked
our video, nine hundred views. . .”


Justin bit his lip, his eyes widening, Emily not
looking at the video any longer, just at Justin, wanting to see his reaction,
how he would respond to her selfish depravity.


“Nine hundred?” he asked.


Emily jerked her head up and down. “And hundreds of
comments, men excited over me.”


“Touching themselves.”


“Yes! It turns me on so much. . .”


Justin’s hand went to his crotch, his fingers outlining
his growing erection. “Too bad they can’t see all of you like I can. You are so
sexy, I love the look on your face.”


“Do you? Do you really think I’m sexy?”


“I’ll prove it to you.” Justin unzipped his fly and
freed himself, his hand wrapping around his shaft.


Emily pushed her fingers inside, amazed at how she
now became wet so quickly. “I love watching you,” she said. “Come closer.”


Justin stepped next to the bed, looking down on her,
his hand still pulling on himself. The woman on the video screamed, Justin’s
eyes flicking to the tablet, Emily seeing the realization dawn on him that she
wasn’t watching their video, she was watching a woman with a black man.


Emily brushed the tablet aside, she didn’t want
anything to come between her and Justin. She matched her strokes to his, her
little hands no match for her husband’s, mesmerized by how the head of his cock
seemed to grow with each stroke, the slit spreading open, the slit where he
would shoot his seed. . .


“What do you want?” he asked. “What do you want me
to do?”


“Come for me,” she whispered. She was so ready, so
fast, but she needed to hold off, she wanted to wait for him, to see. . .


The video ended, and in the silence she could hear
the flick of her fingers on her clit, the slurp of her juices. And she could
hear the friction of his hand on his shaft, his breathing, his hand moving
faster and faster. The head of his cock straining, filling. . .


Emily imagined she was in a room, surrounded by
beautiful men, all of them touching themselves just as Justin was, aroused by
her nakedness, by her arousal, so turned on they had to masturbate right in
front of her, in front of each other. And Emily able to be on display, yet
somehow safe, somehow able to control them, keep them at bay by touching herself.
They all wanted her so much, yet they couldn’t have her the way they wanted,
and they had to resort to masturbating. Just like the hidden watchers of her
video.


Untold numbers of men, surrounding the bed, driven
to touch themselves just by seeing her naked.


She shuddered, so close, wanting to please them all. . .


“Emily, I’m going to—”


“Do it! Come for me, come on me!”


Justin’s first spurt hit her on the belly, a hot
ember, she lifted her head, wanting to be close, to feel his heat, to catch all
of it. His second spurt, even thicker, caught her breast, and she curled
forward, propelled by her orgasm, her body constricting, stiffening. Justin’s
cum streamed out, onto her cheek, her chin, her lips, her mouth opening to
satisfy her hunger, even as her eyes closed, picturing all the other men
shooting their seed onto her quivering body, all over her face, into her
waiting mouth.


 


 


 


They lay facing each other, Emily’s hand
curled between them, over her breasts, not defensively, but so she could be as
close as possible to Justin. Emily pressed her belly against his, Justin now
naked under the sheets. She hadn’t wiped off his cum, and if he noticed he
didn’t say anything, yet she knew he had to feel it, a sticky glue binding them
together.


As Justin had hurriedly undressed she’d run her
fingers over her cheek, gathering the residue of his proof, his arousal,
trailing it over her lips, licking them dry.


“That was so hot,” said Justin.


“Which part?”


“All of it. Just seeing you like that, touching
yourself, doing it when I wasn’t here.”


“I should have waited.”


“No, no, it’s such a turn on.”


“It was the video.” That was true, although she’d
been ready before then.


“I still can’t get over it though. You doing that.
Letting me walk in on you. You did know I was going to catch you, right?”


“I wanted you to.”


Justin shook his head. “Wow. I mean, I’m at work all
day, I’m out for drinks with Damian—he’s a good guy, by the way, I got to see a
whole different side of him tonight. We should have him over for dinner some
time, you can get to know him better. Anyway, I’m out with my boss, and here
you are in bed, touching yourself.”


Emily was dying to ask about Damian, find out if
he’d said anything about her, about how she had met him at the pool. That
seemed so long ago. Nothing in Justin’s tone indicated anything at all, he’d
suggested bringing Damian home for dinner, having him in their house. . .


Emily shuddered at the thought, Damian just steps
away from her bedroom.


“I don’t do that all the time,” she said, yet she
had often enough, many times thinking about Damian.


 “That didn’t sound like our video,” Justin teased.


“That was later.”


“Maybe we should make another one.” Justin bent to
whisper in her ear. “I have an idea. I’ll take a video of you watching a video
like that one, a wife having sex with a black man. The same way we did before, but
this time all those men out there would see what you were getting turned on by.
I bet that would get thousands of views.”


Emily’s felt her pulse quicken, that was an exciting
idea, a small next step, safe, nothing really much more than she’d already
done.


But Justin wasn’t finished. “Of course, if that
isn’t enough for you, we could just do what they did on the video, I could film
you with a real black man, I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


Emily gasped, even though she suspected that Justin
was only teasing her with a fantasy. He had to be, didn’t he? She needed to
know. “Would you masturbate?”  she asked, not really answering his question, it
could still be part of the fantasy.


There was the slightest hesitation; Emily couldn’t
see Justin’s face, pressed against her neck. Had he been surprised at her
question? Had he been teasing, but now sensed she was serious, that she would
consider doing it for real?


“I would,” he said. “Just like I did tonight.” 


And now Emily knew the truth, just from his tone. Justin
wanted it, he wanted her to do it, he wanted her to be with another man. While
he watched.


And if his voice wasn’t proof enough, she felt him
stiffen, Justin’s cock pressed against her thighs, coming alive even though
he’d just had an orgasm. Yet with all the proof, she had to hear it spoken
aloud. “Would that excite you?” she asked. “Watching?” She couldn’t bring
herself to say the rest. Watching another man have me.


Justin squeezed her ass, pulling her toward him,
grinding her hips onto his erection. “That turns me on so much, just hearing
you say it.”


His arousal forced her to voice the question she
never thought she would. “But doing it? Would you want me to do it for real?”


Justin’s fingers dug into her, hard, almost
painfully, but she didn’t care about the pain, it barely registered, she was so
focused on his answer.


“Only if you did.”


Emily realized someone would have to say it first,
one way or another. “I’m not sure, even if I thought I did I’m not certain I
could go through with it.”


“Just saying you think about it is exciting, just
hearing you talk about it.”


She could give Justin that much, it was the truth
after all. “I think about it,” she admitted.


Justin pushed her hand between her legs. “Do you
touch yourself when you do?”


“Yes.” Her fingers felt good on her clit, like they
belonged there. No longer would she ever feel embarrassed for touching herself.


“What do you fantasize about?”


“Being with another man, with you watching,” she
whispered.


“I do too,” he said. “I can’t help it.”


Justin had already admitted as much, but saying it
so openly was a new sharing, a new linkage between them. She wrapped her hand
around his shaft and shifted in the bed so that he was pointing at her. “And
you’d really want me to do it?” She squeezed him hard.


“If it excited you. . .remember the woman
in that video? The look on her face when she saw how big that guy was, how
amazed and turned on she was when he was in her, stretching her wide open. I’d love
to watch you having that experience. You deserve it.”


“You’re plenty big for me,” Emily said, but she was
thinking about what Lisa had told her about well endowed men, she was thinking
about the big black dildo, about how she had felt when it had stretched her
open, a glimpse of an ecstasy just out of reach.


Or maybe not so far out of reach.


“Would you do it? For real?” Justin asked.


Emily was dizzy, on a cliff, not sure if the fall
would be the most exhilarating thing of her life or her last. She grasped
Justin’s cock like a lifeline, and it gave her strength to tell the truth, to
share her secret with the man she loved. “It would have to be the right
circumstance,” she said.


Justin grew in her hand, her admission flowing right
into his cock. No words he could have spoken would have communicated more. She
reveled in it, arousing him so much, another new realization, another sharing.


“And you’d want a black man, wouldn’t you?” he
asked.


Emily froze, she hadn’t thought this far ahead, her
mind so boggled she wasn’t seeing the implications. The conversation had moved
so quickly from fantasy to reality, and yet it wasn’t hard to understand why,
they’d been on this path for a long while.


Yet she’d been too overcome with desire to see the
outcome, the obvious solution.


Justin was going to suggest Damian. How could
he not? He was going to suggest that she go out with Damian, just like she had
with Antonio, and one thing would lead to another and. . .


“I know someone!” she blurted.


Justin’s body went as stiff as his erection. “What?”


Oh, no, now what have I done? Emily frantically
searched for an escape from her admission. She couldn’t let it be Damian, it
was too risky, Justin’s job, she’d have to admit she was attracted to him, no,
no. . .


She guided the head of Justin’s still hard cock
against her pussy, using it to rub herself, trying to take his mind off what
she had said, or at least soften the blow.


“Who?” he asked.


“It’s just—I’m not saying I want to, just, you know,
if—”


“Emily, tell me!”


She continued to toy with him as she spoke, feeling
herself open up, the smooth head of his cock a wonderful softness on her clit
after her rough masturbating. “I was talking with Lisa about it a while ago.”


“Your sister? You were talking to your sister about
having sex with another man?”


“Not really, not that way. She’s—been with a lot of
black men.”


Justin didn’t speak, but his eye twitched. Emily
knew she couldn’t stop now, he’d be uncontrollably curious, just as she would
if he had admitted something similar. 


“We were talking about what turns women on, and she
mentioned exactly what you did, about being stretched, about how some black
men, you know. . .”


Emily couldn’t bring herself to say the rest, so she
wrapped her hand completely around Justin’s shaft. Her small hand, her tiny
fingers. Saying what she couldn’t voice, that she wanted to experience a man
who she couldn’t do that to.


Justin groaned, he understood, and even more, he
kissed her on the neck, in her hair, he wasn’t mad, just aroused.


“Who?” he repeated.


“One of the men she’d been with, I actually know him
a little. His name is Dwayne.”


And just like that, saying his name, made it all
real.


“She said he was—”


“Very.”


Emily felt Justin’s excitement, but didn’t want him
to feel badly, inferior to another man. She released her hand from around his
shaft, there was no need to belabor that point.


“She said she’d—let you do that?”


“She’s not with him any more, but they keep in
touch. She’s with someone else. But she—offered to set it up.”


“And you’d do it?”


Would she? She and Justin had explored so much,
shared so much, come so far. Yet everything they had done had been just the two
of them.


Except the kiss with Antonio. 


And even after that, Emily felt closer to Justin
than she had ever felt, not because of that kiss, but because she had been able
to tell him about it, because in a way they had shared it everything about that
night.


Fantasy or reality? That was the question.  


Or maybe not. This fantasy was a reality for them
now. The only thing left was to see how many ways they could share it.


She guided his cock to her opening, wishing she
could take his seed inside. But she wanted him to know how much it was about
him too.


“Ask me again,” she said.


“Would you do it?”


She opened her eyes in truth, she opened her mouth
in desire, she opened her legs in promise.


“Only if you are there. Only if we do it together.”


She kissed him fully on the lips, sealing the
agreement with her tongue, her mouth, tasting the remnants of his seed. Feeling
him respond, pressing into her, knowing he was sure. 


Then, wanting more, she slipped down beneath the
sheets to get it.


 


 


 


I’d rented many hotel rooms in my life, yet
none like the one I now stood in. Usually I’d barely remember the details, one
hotel blending into another, all that mattered was whether they were convenient
to my work meetings, had good hot water, plugs near the work table. I couldn’t
possibly recall the color schemes, the art on the walls, the brand of
television.


Yet this room, the room that I had rented for Emily,
for Emily and Dwayne, every little detail was sure to be etched on my brain.
Starting with the huge king sized bed, the bed that my wife would soon be in
with another man.


Where would I be? In the lounge chair, off in the
corner, in the shadows? Or in the desk chair, close to the bed? Or standing? I
hadn’t even thought about it.


I hadn’t known how much planning there needed to be
to watch your wife have sex with another man.


First had come the choice of hotel. A little out of
the city; I didn’t want to run the risk of running into anyone we knew. Which
is why we were here in the room already, and not meeting Dwayne at the bar.


Emily was in the bathroom, making her final
preparations. What exactly did a woman do to prepare to have sex with a new man
for the first time? A virtual stranger? 


Was she fixing her makeup just so? Emily had spent
longer getting ready for this than I think she had for our wedding, in the
bathroom over an hour after her shower was finished, the shower itself lasting
so long the hot water must have run out. I had pictured her shaving her legs,
being careful not to miss a single spot. Cleansing herself everywhere.


Or was she sitting on the toilet lid, nervous? Having
second thoughts?


Or so aroused she was fighting the urge to touch
herself? 


It wasn’t like she got drunk at a bar and traipsed
off somewhere. This had been planned  right from the start, from Emily’s call
to Lisa, Lisa then contacting Dwayne, the choice of time and place, like a
business meeting.


The planning took on a life of its own, almost
masking the event itself, almost keeping me from thinking too much about the
actual act.


Almost.


Everything had moved so far from when this all
started, the two of us now here, ready to do it for real. It hadn’t been fast,
but instead, an inexorable progression, a connect the dots, the picture obvious
after it was finished. It was like not seeing someone for a year, thinking they
had aged, their hair had suddenly grown longer, their tan darker, little
wrinkles that weren’t apparent before. But of course if you had been with that
person every day, none of those alterations would have seemed shocking, or even
noticeable, little bits and pieces of gradual change.


Was there anything natural about a husband waiting
for a man to show up to have sex with his wife?


Did it become natural if the husband wanted it?


If the wife wanted it?


I didn’t know what was natural anymore, for a
marriage, for me, for Emily. I was kept from freaking out by one thing only: we
both wanted this. We had discussed it, fantasized about it, planned it.


And yet, on the cusp of the event, it all seemed
surreal.


I was too nervous to be aroused, yet I’d been
aroused enough up to this point. Even deciding on the details and making the
plans had an excitement all their own.


Emily finally came out of the bathroom. We just
stood there, staring at each other.


She looked cute as she always did, yet her usual
shyness was balanced by some of the new Emily that I had come to know, that I’d
help awaken. For one thing, she was dressed differently. She wore a new, very
form fitting and very flattering blue dress. A dress we had picked out
together, a bizarre experience, me helping my wife pick out the dress that
another man would take off. 


The blue color set off her blonde hair and matched her
eyes. It was cut shorter than what she normally wore, not so short as to look
cheap, but showing lots of her slim thighs. Underneath, I knew what she wore,
because she’d modeled her panties and bra for me. I hadn’t had the guts to go
shopping with her for those, so Emily had dutifully brought home a half a dozen
combinations for me to help choose. In the end I’d picked what I thought I
would like, a white but racy combination, the edges lined in thin lace. The bra
pushed her perky breasts straight out, making them look not large, but more
prominent on her petite body. The lace was so delicate on the top that her
nipples were visible. When she’d tried on the bra I’d been so tempted to touch
them, to see if I could make them poke through, but I held myself in check.
This bra was bought for Dwayne, not me.


Her panties were similarly lined in lace, her skin
visible around the edges, meaning only a small part of her was actually
covered, just her labia. It would only take the smallest movement of a single
finger to reach her innermost parts, to open her up.


All together her underwear was not unlike
Emily—traditional on the outside, but hiding a sexy secret.


But what really defined the new Emily were her eyes,
sparkling even in the low key lights of the hotel room. Those eyes held mine
now, at a taller level than I usually looked upon them, because she also wore sexy
open toed sandals with a four inch heel.


We both waited for the other person to speak. She
had to be having the same thoughts I was, about whether we should go through
with it. 


“I still wonder if I should have worn tights, or
stockings.”


So maybe Emily wasn’t having the same thoughts as I
was after all. I tried to keep my voice steady as I said, “This is better. It’s
so natural, so you. Your legs are wonderful, you don’t want to hide them.” I’d
noticed she hadn’t mentioned pantyhose as an option; that was the old Emily.


And pantyhose would be one more thing for Dwayne to
remove. As it was, he could just bend her over, lift up her dress, and slip
inside her, right past those flimsy panties.


We still stood a few steps apart, perhaps beginning
the separation that we would need soon. She toyed with the hem of her dress. 


“Do I look okay?” she asked.


“You look amazing. Don’t worry, he’s going to be
blown away.”


A small smile played over Emily’s lips. “I want to
look good for you too.”


“Trust me, you do. If Dwayne doesn’t show up, you’ll
see fast enough.”


She glanced toward the door. “You think he might not
come?”  An undercurrent of concern in her voice.


“Hmm, let’s see. A guy gets a call saying that all
he has to do is show up at a hotel room and a beautiful woman will be waiting
there to have sex with him. He doesn’t even have to buy her dinner. I can’t
imagine any man in his right mind turning that down.”


“You forget the part about the woman’s husband being
there.”


“Believe me, I haven’t forgotten that part. You’re
sure he knows, right? Lisa made it clear?”


“Yes. She said—she said it wasn’t the first time
he’d been asked. But this was the first invitation he’d accepted.”


“Because of Lisa?”


“Part of it. And—because he remembered me.”


“I see.” And I did. Maybe Dwayne had been lusting
after Emily for years, only his relationship with Lisa keeping him at bay. How
much sexual tension did Dwayne have pent up?


We both started to speak at the same time. “You
first,” I said.


“Are you sure you are okay with this?”


I had been about to say: We can still back out.
Which was proof of yet another progression in our relationship. A year ago it
would have been the other way around, me asking her if she was sure she wanted
to go through with it, her being the one who would be thinking of backing out,
perhaps even suggesting it by merely voicing the question.


“You’ve always said that you need to know where it
ends, that you’ll wonder,” I said. “If you don’t do this—if we don’t do
this, will you know?”


Emily hesitated, but I think more for my benefit than
because she had to consider it. “No. I’ll still wonder.”


“Then that settles it.” Yet I sensed she still
seemed unsure of my response, my own commitment. I tried to think of something
that would prove it to her, that I was okay with the idea of her in bed with
another man. 


The bed.


I went to the bed and pulled back the covers,
revealing the crisp white sheets. I was preparing the bed for her and Dwayne. I
was preparing the bed where my wife would lay with her lover. If that didn’t
prove my agreement, nothing would.


I looked up and Emily was staring at me, serious.
She understood.


I crossed the room to the small table where I’d set out
some wine. I poured us both a glass and gave her one. We still hadn’t touched each
other since we’d been in the room. “To getting answers,” I toasted.


“To shared experiences,” she offered.


“Better,” I said, taking a sip, not tasting the
wine, I could have been drinking battery acid.


Emily gulped down half her glass, the first real
visible evidence of her inner turmoil. Or excitement. A drop of wine dribbled
down her chin, looking more decadent than sloppy.


I reached out and captured it with my finger.


Emily grabbed my hand, holding it to her cheek. Her
skin was hot, flushed. She held me like that, a loving connection. 


“I can’t believe what you are letting me do,” she
whispered. “I love you so much.”


“And that’s why we are here,” I said. “Because I
love you too.”


“It still seems an odd place to be for two people
who love each other. And yet, it feels right.”


I had no chance to answer that, because someone
knocked on the door.


We gave one long, final look to each other, and then
Emily kissed me lightly on the cheek. No embrace, no full mouthed French kiss
for either of us. It was as if we both understood that to do that now would
re-establish a physical connection that, at least for a little while, needed to
be broken, that we both needed to leave behind.


Emily went to answer the door. I couldn’t decide
where to sit, so I just stood there, feeling uneasy, the way I’d remembered
meeting Emily’s father the night of our very first date in high school. What
would he think of me?


Or in Dwayne’s case, would he even care.


Emily opened the door, and the first impression I
got of Dwayne was one of bulk. I didn’t know what I had been expecting, but
Emily had told me he played in a Jamaican band, giving me the impression of a
slightly built man with long hair. Dwayne had longish hair, but was the extent
of the similarity; he was built more like a linebacker. 


He stood in the doorway, giving Emily a warm once
over, and even though I knew none of his characteristics it was obvious how
pleased he was. His mouth slipped into a little grin, like he’d just won a
jackpot, or the reality of the woman before him turned out better than his old
memory.


“Look at you, girl,” he said. “You’re all grown up.”


I couldn’t see Emily’s face, but her knee bent, her
feet coming together in a pose I knew well, the shy, embarrassed recipient of a
compliment. It was obvious to all of us that Dwayne wasn’t commenting about her
height. I saw his eyes drop down, no doubt looking much lower than Emily’s face.


Dwayne’s shoulders practically touched the doorway
as he came into the room, his massive chest and torso totally blocking my view
of Emily behind him. He seemed to bore down on me, the room shrinking in his
presence. I wasn’t sure what to expect.


Dwayne, to his credit, didn’t do anything to embarrass
me at all. He held out his hand. “I’m Dwayne, but I’m sure you already know
that.”


“I’m Justin.” I shook his hand, just two guys
meeting.


Dwayne nodded. “You’ve got one beautiful wife.”


“Thanks. I mean, I know.” I didn’t quite know what
to say. “Do you want some wine? There are also drinks in the minibar.”


“Wine is fine,” he said, turning back to Emily.
“Although I don’t want too much alcohol, I want my head clear for this.”


“Lisa tells me this is your first time,” I said as I
handed him a glass, feeling stupid, what a dumb thing to say. “I mean, with
another—”


“Don’t sweat it man, I get it.” Dwayne sipped his
wine while he unabashedly ogled Emily. She stood there in her tall heels, a
little unsteady on the carpet. To help ease her nervousness I poured her
another wine and handed it to her.


“So how do you want to do this?” asked Dwayne.


“It’s up to the two of you,” I said.


“You taking off?” he asked.


“I’d rather stay.”


Dwayne shrugged. “Fine with me either way. Just so
you know, I don’t do anything, you know, with another guy. No offence.”


“None taken.”


“He just wants to watch,” said Emily, trying to be
helpful, but I cringed.


I glanced at her, to see if she noticed, but she
wasn’t looking at me at all. Her eyes were locked on Dwayne, in awe, as if she
had seen a real life giant genie come to life, if a genie looked like a two
hundred and twenty pound, six foot four black man with massive arms that
pressed against his silk shirt.


“To make sure everything goes okay,” I added. 


“No problem. I understand, I do. A tiny little white
woman, all alone with a big black man, you don’t have to be a racist to just
worry about what might happen. It’s only natural.”


I wasn’t sure if Dwayne meant it was natural to
worry or natural what might happen. I kept my mouth shut. 


Emily appeared jolted by Dwayne’s comments, her lip
quivering, her hand coming over her chest. Maybe it had finally sunk in, the
reality of what she was about to do.


I could stop it right now. No harm, no foul. They
hadn’t even touched one another, everyone was clothed. Sure, it would be
embarrassing, but understandable, and nowhere near as embarrassing as it would
be if I tried to intervene later, in the middle of whatever might be going on.
Trying to pull a big naked man off of my wife.


Trying to pull my naked wife away from him. From her
need.


Emily could stop it too, right now.


She looked at me, perhaps having the same thought. I
waited, keeping my face impassive, this was more her decision than mine. She
was the one who really had to know. I could always have my fantasies, our
fantasies. She was the one who had to discover who she had become, who she
still might become.


And I wanted to know as well. For her and for me.


A thousand emotions flittered through her face, too
many to even comprehend. I could guess some of them. She wanted to, she didn’t
want to. She was afraid, she was emboldened. She was shy, she was confident.
She knew herself, she didn’t.


I wanted to give her whatever support I could, so I
simply nodded. She could take that any way she needed to. As permission. As
acceptance. As approval.


Her eyes melted in relief, in thankfulness. Her lips
mouthed a silent I love you.


I smiled, knowing what had to happen next.


I was out of it now, an observer, yet not a passive
participant. I looked around the room, making a decision. The small bedside
lights were lit, as well as the overhead near the entry. I retreated to the
chair in the corner by the window, which would give them as much privacy as
possible, and yet I’d be able to see everything. I didn’t light the floor lamp
near the chair; it would be nothing but the shadows for me.


Now Emily and Dwayne were standing just an arm’s
length apart, Emily looking up into his face. She was radiantly expectant,
waiting for him to make the first move. 


Dwayne didn’t disappoint her. He reached out a long
arm and firmly took her by the waist. I cringed as his hand touched her. I’d
seen other men touch my wife, handshakes, even hugs. Those touches meant
nothing. Not like this.


For a long time they just stood like that, Dwayne’s
hand resting on her tiny waist, yet still a little space between them. Enough
space so that, if Emily were to pull away now, no lines would have been
crossed.


She looked to me now. I couldn’t tell how much of me
she could make out in the dim corner of the room. Did she want my approval? Is
this how it was going to be, her looking to me at each step?


I didn’t want that to happen. This had to be her
choice. If it got out of hand, if I sensed Dwayne was forcing her, I’d jump up
and intervene. But failing that, I’d leave it to her to decide.


I kept my face impassive and my mouth closed.


Maybe someday she’d tell me what she expected from
me, if anything, at that moment. Was she disappointed that I didn’t stop it? Or
pleased that I trusted her to make this decision?


With her eyes still on me, she took a small step
forward, closing the gap not only in distance but in their connection, in that
small movement taking her a world away from me, and yet, oddly, by looking to
me, keeping me firmly in her heart.


Emily put her hand on Dwayne’s chest, her palm flat,
again the old Emily, holding him at bay, and yet the new Emily, the touch
personal, sensual. Not a touch she’d give a man other than in intimacy. Her
other hand came up to join the first, sliding over his pectoral muscles.


Dwayne shifted slightly to the side so they were in
profile to me, perhaps to give me a totally unobstructed view. His hand came up
and he casually cupped Emily’s right breast, full of intent, like he was
claiming her. Not expecting any resistance, from Emily, or from me.


Emily looked down at her chest, perhaps mesmerized
by his audacity, or in awe of his assuredness. Her entire breast was lost in
his huge hand. His fingers flexed, massaging her, milking her. 


Her eyes opened wide, in shock. She stood stiffly at
first, but then, as Dwayne continued to caress her breast, she relented, her
eyes softening in a surprised delight. She leaned forward, and so did I.


Dwayne dragged his hand away, pulling at her breast,
catching her nipple, freeing it through her dress over the top of her half bra,
kneading it until it visibly poked against the thin fabric of her dress. A
nipple erection, proof of her desire.


“You like that, don’t you,” he said. It wasn’t a
question.


Emily nodded sharply. Dwayne rubbed harder. She let
out a tiny moan, and he immediately pulled his hand away, Emily’s body
following it like a magnet, desperate.


“Show me how much you want me,” he said.


Again she looked at me, but this time the look was
much shorter, her eyes less asking for permission, perhaps instead wanting to
explain: I can’t resist, can’t you see? Or perhaps asking for
forgiveness.


Emily fell against him, her arms reaching around his
broad back, which is to say, they reached around, but only made it part way, he
was that wide. Her chin tilted up, her mouth parted. She was expecting a kiss,
but Dwayne was having none of it, his face tantalizingly out of reach.


Emily stood up on her toes, reaching for him with
her mouth.


Dwayne was enjoying himself, making her suffer,
making her beg with her body, a silent scream of need.


Finally he relented, tilting his head down, and her
lips were on his.


I literally shook, my body trembling, seeing my wife
kiss another man. And not just kiss him, but telling him, shouting to him through
her mouth, that she wanted him.


Dwayne made her suffer some more, he just stood
there, not kissing her back, making her do all the work, her lips seeking his,
tentative pecks turning to exploration falling into desperate full mouthed
grasping. Her entire body writhed in frustration, as if she were frantically
grabbing at a brass ring, just out of reach.


Dwayne reached down and took hold of her ass and
effortlessly lifted her up. The shock from her precarious unbalanced position
was outweighed by his returning her kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth just as
his hands had claimed her breasts. Her legs dangled helplessly off the floor,
her body at his mercy. 


Her fingers tightened onto his back as their kiss
deepened, their bodies mashed together, her breasts pressed into his muscular
chest.


Emily’s eyes were closed now, lost in the kiss, lost
in the moment. Did she even know I was there?


I squirmed in the seat, seeing how much she wanted
this, how she had pushed aside all her doubts. It was as if all the desires
she’d had in the last few months were being released through that kiss.


And so were mine, not being released, but finally
accepted. My cock strained against my pants, evidence of my own desire.


Emily gave out a little whimper, not of pain, but of
wanting, as if all her pent up fantasies were finally being experienced. One of
her shoes dropped to the floor.


Without breaking the kiss, Dwayne bent over and sat
her on the bed, Emily’s head awkwardly bent back, her lips locked on his.
Finally Dwayne stood up. Emily’s face was flushed, I could see her chest
heaving from across the room. She finally looked at me, stunned. I wasn’t sure
if she was stunned at what she had done, her reaction, or from suddenly
remembering that I was there, I had witnessed everything. Perhaps all three.


I struggled to keep my face impassive, to not
display the complicated emotions coursing though my body. I wouldn’t make a
judgment, I wouldn’t show a sign of displeasure of what she had done, after
all, I was as much responsible as she was.


Emily looked down, and then demurely slipped her
foot back into the fallen shoe, perhaps to regain some semblance of herself, of
control.


When she looked up at Dwayne he hadn’t stepped away,
his crotch was practically in her face. For the longest time no one moved. I
think Dwayne was enjoying himself, he must have felt in charge, that he could
do whatever he wanted. He could take out his dick and he was confident that Emily
would take it in her mouth. And yet he waited. Who knows, maybe this was a big
kick for him, just as much as the sex he expected.


Emily looked at me, her expression serious. Again I
fought to stay stoic, this was another step she had to take herself. 


Finally Dwayne broke the silence. “Go ahead, it
won’t bite. Not yet, anyway.”


Emily’s eyes narrowed, torn in indecision. Again she
looked to me. This time, I knew I had to help her. “It’s okay,” I whispered,
not sure if she heard me, or if it was myself I was trying to convince.


Slowly her hand came up and rested on Dwayne’s
crotch. She didn’t grab for him, she just rested her hand there. Once again her
eyes came back to me, as if to say, I did it, I touched him, I can stop now.
Do you want me to stop now?


Dwayne broke the tension. “If you want it, you have
to look much lower.”


This brought a slight smile to Emily’s lips, and,
perhaps to humor him, she took her hand away from his crotch and grabbed him
halfway down the thigh, well beyond where any man could possibly reach.


Her eyes opened wide, in complete disbelief. Her
fingers groped, wrapping around his cock.


“Didn’t expect that, did you?” said Dwayne.


Emily gave a little laugh, embarrassed, but in a
kind of joyful way, like she’d just been given a neat present. She looked back
and forth from me to Dwayne, sometimes up at him, but mostly at her hand. She
slid her fingers up toward his crotch and back down, seemingly to prove to
herself that it was all one continuous bulge.


It was.


She let out another sound, I swear it was a giggle,
her mind disbelieving the joke her fingers were playing on her. I could imagine
what she was thinking, okay, I’ll play that game, I’m going to see for myself.


She sought out Dwayne’s zipper.


“You’ll never get it out that way,” said Dwayne.


Emily hesitated, then reached for Dwayne’s belt
buckle. She looked at me, then back at what she was doing. Shyly, if someone
shy would possibly be about to undress a virtual stranger.


Emily unbuckled the belt, then undid the button, her
tongue peeking out of the corner of her mouth in concentration. Her fingers
found the zipper, and she slowly slid it down. She slipped her hands into the
top of his pants on either side of his waist.


Again she stopped, looking to me. This was another
line to cross. 


I said nothing, and Emily began to pull down
Dwayne’s pants and his underwear together. I shifted in my chair, oddly
disturbed by that, by her decision to go directly to seeing him naked, not
leaving his underwear on. I didn’t have time to wonder, because she had worked his
clothes down to his thighs. I was expecting his cock to spring up, and yet,
nothing appeared. Maybe he wasn’t that big after all, his dick hiding behind
Emily’s hand.


I realized how wrong I was the second I heard
Emily’s sharp intake of breath. She stopped, staring.


“Keep going, girl,” said Dwayne. “It needs to be
freed up.”


Emily bit her lip, then reached around to Dwayne’s
powerful glutes. She pulled on his pants, but nothing happened, so she had to
practically yank. When she did so it was obvious why she was having so much
difficulty; Dwayne’s cock was forming a massive barrier. 


My eyes widened as Emily lowered his pants down past
his knees. I hadn’t seen his cock before because it had been pressed against
his leg, but now it sprang forward in all its glory, not jumping up toward his
stomach as mine did when erect, but standing straight out. Emily actually had
to move her head back to avoid being spanked by it.


“That’s better,” said Dwayne. “Now why don’t you get
it really hard?”


I could actually see Emily shudder. I’m sure she was
thinking exactly what I was. How much harder could it get?


When Emily looked at me this time, I sensed she had
to tear her eyes away from Dwayne. From his cock, anyway. She bit her lip
again, something she rarely did, but I’d seen her do it a few times already
tonight, a sure sign of uncertainty, of distress.


My own cock pressed against my pants so hard it
hurt. I couldn’t imagine what it would feel like if I had a dick as big as
Dwayne’s. And not only long, but impossibly thick, the shaft looking like a
tree limb. The head adding even more girth, a sledgehammer.


Now Emily gave me a long look. I could have sworn I
saw a small smile on her lips, a hint of surprised joy, like she had found out
that a dream she’d held for many years was actually real.


When Emily turned away from me I knew she was ready
to cross another line.


Her hands were still on the back of Dwayne’s legs; I
thought she might take his cock in her hand. Yet she surprised me. She leaned
forward and planted the tiniest of kisses on the head of his cock. Then
another, and another. 


I gripped the chair hard, not just because of what
she was doing, but because if I didn’t give them something to do I was sure I’d
lose control, I’d pull out my own dick and jerk off right there.


My wife was kissing another man’s cock.


My own erection shifted in my pants, straining
against the fabric, and I could almost pretend that it was a mouth on me,
Emily’s mouth, kissing me instead of Dwayne. 


Her kisses lengthened, her mouth on him longer and
longer. I realized I was holding my breath, and exhaled sharply. Emily must
have heard me, she looked over, her mouth clamped shut, as if denying what she
had just done.


Now I saw a new look on her face, realization, fear.
She had crossed a wider line, and she was afraid she’d gone too far. Part of me
felt that way too, I wanted her to stop, to rush to me, to say it was my cock
she wanted instead. Dwayne could be the one to watch.


But I wanted to see what she would do next, I needed
to know.


Yet it felt foolish to say, Go ahead. This
was for both of us, not just me.


So instead of interrupting them I took my hand off
the chair arm and grabbed my own cock, pulling at it through my pants, showing
Emily how I felt. 


And just like that her face changed, she was with me
again. She gave a little smile, her shy, happy smile.


With her eyes still on me, she slipped her tongue
over the head of Dwayne’s cock. 


I almost lost it right there. If I hadn’t frozen up
I swear I would have come in my pants. 


Emily must have seen my excited distress, and
understood. She licked him again, her tongue reaching around the head of
Dwayne’s cock, then past the head, around the glans. 


And then, in one complete, sudden, and glorious
motion, she took him in her mouth.


Dwayne and I groaned at the same time. Dwayne, most
likely, from the feeling, Emily’s tongue no doubt swirling, perhaps sucking
gently. But me, it was just from seeing. Nothing could possibly explain the
confused excitement of watching your wife sucking on another man’s cock.


“You have a pretty little mouth,” said Dwayne. “Let’s
see what else you can do with it.”


Emily let Dwayne slip from her mouth, then began to
kiss his shaft, nibbling her way down. Her hand reached for him, but Dwayne
grabbed her wrist, holding it at bay.


“Just your mouth,” he ordered.


Emily hesitated, perhaps not knowing exactly what to
do, then she resumed kissing his shaft, lower, lower, until her face was buried
against his thigh. Dwayne’s balls hung low, bulging. To my utter shock and
amazement, Emily planted a kiss right on his sack. She’d never done anything
like that to me, and I felt a wave of jealousy. I tried to convince myself it
was only because Dwayne wouldn’t let her use her hands.


Emily’s mouth traveled back up the shaft, kissing,
licking, and then he was back in her mouth. Dwayne rested his hand behind her
head. He looked at me for the first time, a small smile playing over his lips.
Then, slowly, inexorably, he pulled Emily’s head toward him, sinking his cock
deeper and deeper into her mouth.


I could only see Emily in profile, one eye widening
in shock as she tried to open her mouth to him. Still Dwayne pulled her closer.
Emily’s jaw trembled, her mouth puffed outward, full, and yet more than half of
Dwayne’s shaft was still visible. 


Still smiling at me, Dwayne grabbed her hair in his
strong hands and pulled her even closer. Emily’s hands flew, one to grab
Dwayne’s shaft, to hold him away, the other desperately flailing at his hand in
her hair. 


I jumped up just as Emily gagged, but Dwayne
immediately let her go. I stood there, or rather, half stood, half sat, my cock
aimed at them like I was pointing at some incredible sight. 


Emily was breathing hard, still gasping.


“Don’t worry girl, I won’t do that again. Not right
now, anyway. I just wanted to give you a taste of what you should expect to feel
inside you.” Dwayne laughed at his own joke.


I sank back in the chair. Emily regained her
composure and started to stroke Dwayne’s cock. I thought she’d keep her lips
safely out of reach, but after a moment she had taken him back in her mouth.


He’d practically face fucked her, and yet she went
back for more. Who was this woman? What had happened to my Emily?


“You are a great cock sucker,” said Dwayne.


Never could I have imagined that Emily would have
ever expected to hear those words. Certainly not from me. I would never speak
like that to her. And yet from Dwayne it seemed totally appropriate. At first,
I thought perhaps he was just buttering her up, after all, she didn’t have a
lot of experience giving oral sex. But then I realized that Dwayne probably
didn’t need to pay anyone fake compliments. I bet he’d had plenty of great
blowjobs.


And Emily was giving him an even better one.


It must have been something more than just her skill
with her mouth. Dwayne must have been feeling something of what I was feeling,
the incredible arousing thrill of seeing this shy, conservative, petite woman
practically on her knees, taking his massive manhood in her tiny mouth. Knowing
it was the first time she’d done this, that this was the only man other than her
husband that she’d given a blowjob.


For that brief instant, Dwayne and I had the oddest
of connections, both reveling over the same thing.


Emily started to stroke him faster. If she kept
going, she was going to make him come for sure. I shivered with the thought of
Dwayne shooting his load into her waiting mouth.


But Dwayne had other ideas.


“Slow down there. You can come back for more later.”
Dwayne stepped back, his cock slipping from Emily’s mouth with a pop, and there
was this instant where Emily was reaching for him with her lips, and I could
feel her disappointment, her loss.


Emily dropped her hands in her lap. Dwayne looked at
me again, giving me another one of those cocky half smiles.


“Stand up,” he said to Emily. She hesitated briefly,
then stood. “Take off your dress,” Dwayne ordered.


Emily’s hands went to her breasts, her legs coming
together, as if this request—this order—to undress was in some way a
bigger deal than her sucking on his cock. She glanced at me, perhaps wondering
if I felt the same way.


To answer her, I gave my own cock a firm stroke
through my pants.


Her eyes on me, Emily reached back and unzipped her
dress. She held it in place, her hands around her slim waist, watching me rub
myself. Her eyes filled with seriousness, she slipped the dress over her tiny
hips, and let it fall to the floor.


She stood there in her white lacy panties and bra,
looking so small and helpless. Even her tall heels, which normally would have
made me think of something slutty, made her look smaller, her delicate ankles
and slim legs emerging from the shoes, her dress pooled around her feet. She
didn’t seem to know what to do with her hands. At first she covered her
breasts, and then, perhaps realizing that was a little silly given what she had
already done, she dropped them to her sides.


“Dainty white panties and bra, I didn’t expect
anything else,” said Dwayne. “Although the way you sucked on my cock might have
made me think otherwise.”


Dwayne reached around her from behind and cupped one
of her breasts in each of his hands. Emily’s mouth quivered as he massaged
them, using his thumb and forefinger to fondle her nipples. She seemed so
fragile in that moment, being brazenly handled from behind. Dwayne slipped his
fingers under the top of the bra, and Emily’s nipples poked over the lace,
already firm, dark and full. She was trying to stay in control, that much was
clear, but when Dwayne milked her breasts and pulled at her nipples, her eyes
fluttered and closed. She leaned back into him, her lips slightly parted.


“Did you buy these just for me?” asked Dwayne.


Emily nodded into his chest, I didn’t think she
could speak she was so in his thrall. Dwayne lifted her chin, bending her head
back awkwardly, and bent to kiss her hard on the mouth. I winced, thinking that
the position would hurt her, but she stood on her toes and returned the kiss.
Dwayne’s hands were back on her breasts, squeezing, cupping, pulling. I heard
Emily moan into his mouth.


Dwayne pulled her close against his body, and though
I couldn’t see I imagined his cock pressing up against Emily’s back, the head
down near her ass, with only the flimsy fabric of her panties in the way. All
he had to do to take her was bend her over and pull down her panties. If he did
that, would Emily stop him? Would I? Could I?


Suddenly Dwayne stood up and I thought my fear was
going to be realized. But instead of bending her over, Dwayne guided Emily over
to the wall next to the bed. Emily appeared confused but stepped out of her
dress and let herself be positioned against the wall, as if she had any choice;
Dwayne could obviously make her do whatever he wanted. She stood against the
wall, her delicate ass a welcome invitation.


I couldn’t believe it. Did she want him to take her
that way?


“No, turn around and face me,” said Dwayne. He
waited for Emily to comply, then said, “Now take off your bra and panties.”


Emily hesitated, then started to step out of her
shoes. “Leave those,” ordered Dwayne. 


Emily glanced at me, hesitant and shy once again, a
glimpse of her old self. Then, to my surprise, she slipped her fingers into the
sides of her panties and pushed them past her hips, where they fell to the
floor. The gap in her slim thighs clearly revealed her beautiful tiny pussy,
her light blond hair covering virtually nothing.


She covered her pussy with her hands, perhaps
embarrassed to be on display against the wall.  As before with her dress around
her ankles, she seemed helpless, yet much more naked now, even with her knees
together, her panties around her ankles, binding her.


“Now the bra,” said Dwayne.


Emily reached back and undid the clasp, but didn’t
let the bra fall right away, her hands hesitated, slipping it halfway off, as
if the removal of her last piece of clothing was a momentous decision.


Slowly she dropped her hands, not taking the bra,
but leaving it half on, half off. Inch by inch it slipped down her chest, a
slow motion strip tease, driven by some unseen force.


The bra fell to the floor.


Emily again didn’t seem to know what to do with her
hands, at first covering her breasts, then letting them slip to her thighs, as
if considering covering her pussy. Finally she placed them flat against the
hard wall, as if to gain some support. 


The room was very quiet, Dwayne and I staring at
Emily as if she were a piece of beautiful art on the wall, which she was.


It suddenly occurred to me that Emily had yet to say
a word since Dwayne had first touched her.


I thought Dwayne would have been all over Emily by
now, that he would have thrown her on the bed. After all, she was naked, not to
mention that she had sucked his cock. Yet he was taking his time, not
restrained, but more in control.


Dwayne bent his knees and lowered himself so that
his face was just inches from Emily’s crotch. He didn’t get on his knees; I
sensed that Dwayne was not the on his knees type of guy. Using just one finger
he slowly traced a line from Emily’s ankle, around behind her calf, to the
front of her thigh. He poised his hand just an inch from her labia, and I saw
Emily’s knees buckle, her legs shaking. He was going to touch her pussy!


But Dwayne just smiled and wrapped his hand around
her thigh, his thumb on the inside, his hand so large that his fingers reached
all the way around to her ass. With his other hand he repeated the trace on her
other leg, grabbing her thigh the same way.


Slowly he twisted his hands in opposite directions,
turning Emily’s thighs, opening her like a flower.


Emily gasped as she felt what Dwayne and I could
see: her clit swelled and thrust out from her pussy lips, blooming.


“I see you have your own erection,” said Dwayne,
with approval. “And you’re wet already. I’ve barely touched you. You must have
got like this from sucking on me.”


Emily looked at me, her eyes filled with shame.
Asking my forgiveness, her embarrassment at being aroused already, at becoming
wet from sucking another man’s cock, and staying aroused in this almost
humiliating of positions.


Her eyes begged me. But to do what? Forgive her?
Stop Dwayne? Let her go?


Dwayne wasn’t looking at her face. He slid his
thumbs inward, catching her labia, separating it, pulling it apart. “Very
wet. That’s good, you’re going to need all that lubrication.”


He stood up, taking her hands in his, and in one
motion pressed them against the wall over her head. He bent to her face and
kissed her hard, forcing her eyes away from mine. Then he stood to his full
height, towering over her. Leaving one hand to hold hers against the wall, he
dropped his other hand between her legs. 


Dwayne raked his finger across her swollen clit.


Emily jumped, or tried to, but she couldn’t go
anywhere, she was pinned to the wall. Her body jolted like Dwayne had shocked
her with a cattle prod. And so did mine, as if Emily and I were connected, my
hips driving off the chair, a powerful shiver running down my shaft into my
balls.


He did it again, flicking his finger over her clit,
and it leapt out at him, engorging in front of my eyes, bigger than I’d ever
seen it, even after I had licked her. Over and over Dwayne brushed her clit,
not rubbing, more like snaps of his fingers, sharp and fast. Emily moaned and
leaned her hips forward.


“Spread your legs,” ordered Dwayne.


Emily started to step out of the panties which were still
around her ankles, but Dwayne stepped on them with his big foot. His fingers
flicked again, an incentive to hurry. Emily’s legs spasmed from his touch and
her attempts to free herself from her binding panties.


“Show me how much you want it,” said Dwayne. He
pressed his finger over her clit, just above her opening.


Emily spread her legs as far as she could, but all
that did was force her knees and thighs apart, her lower legs still jammed
together. She stopped struggling, at a loss, or perhaps because she wanted to
bask in the sensation of Dwayne’s finger on her clit. Dwayne immediately
withdrew his finger and the effect was instantaneous, Emily started jerking
against the wall like a puppet.


“Show me,” repeated Dwayne.


With a power I didn’t know she had, Emily kicked out
her foot, tearing the panties, freeing herself. She spread her shaking legs,
breathing hard from the exertion. And the excitement.


Now Dwayne poised his fingers over her opening.
“Wider.”


Emily slid her heel along the floor until she was
spread-eagled against the wall, her hands still locked over her head. I’d never
seen a woman look so vulnerable, and yet so complicit, in all my life.


Dwayne waited, and I held my breath.


All at once he shoved a single thick finger in her
pussy, pushing it all the way to the knuckle. Emily gasped. In some way, the
penetration with just one finger seemed somehow more decadent than anything
that Dwayne had already done to her.


Dwayne withdrew his finger, slippery with her
juices. “You’re soaked,” he marveled. 


Emily’s eyes flew to me, in supplication, that same
look of shame, telling me she was sorry, she couldn’t help it, she didn’t want
to be this wet, it wasn’t right, getting turned on this much by another man. A
man who wasn’t in love with her, who wasn’t loving her, who was only with her
for sex.


Once again I could not speak, because I couldn’t
think of what to say. I wanted to say that I forgave her, it was alright, it
was only a natural reaction of her body. Sure, a part of me wanted to stop it,
it was a little embarrassing to me as well, to see my wife in this position,
reacting to another man this way, aroused beyond belief. And yet—I wanted her
to have this, to experience it, and most of all I never wanted her ever wonder
what it would have been like if I had instead stopped it now.


I tried to smile, encouraging, showing Emily I
wasn’t mad at all. Hiding my conflicting emotions. Her lip trembled, her
nostrils flared, yet her face betrayed her own mix of desire and fear.


I was suddenly worried for her, would she hate
herself for being so aroused? Would it make her doubt herself well beyond this
moment? Maybe we needed to slow this down, we could stop here, she had
certainly gone far enough, we could wait a while, a week, a month, a year, see
how she felt. How I felt.


Just as I was about to yell out, Dwayne pushed in
again, this time with two fingers, and Emily’s eyes widened, her frown melting.
Her eyes fluttered, then closed, my opening to intervene vanishing as hers
opened up to Dwayne’s thick fingers.


Too late.


I think we all sensed it at that same moment, and I
realized that Dwayne had perhaps taken things slowly to give me time to stop
it, to give Emily time to back out. Perhaps with another woman, Dwayne would
have been way past this point, he would have just thrown her on the bed and
fucked her. Maybe Lisa had made him promise to give us the chance to stop. But
without even speaking, we all realized we had passed that point. My erection,
Emily’s wetness, all silent support of what was now inevitable.


Dwayne grabbed Emily by the ass and easily lifted
her up. She yelped, unbalanced, her legs automatically wrapping around him for
support, her arms going over his shoulders. In one smooth motion he lay her on
the bed. Quickly he undressed, as if now impatient, as if all his careful
progress up to this point had only served to pent up his own desires.


When Dwayne removed his shirt his broad back was
facing me, and I craned to see around him, I wanted to see Emily, I needed
to see her.


She watched every move Dwayne made, how he undid his
buttons, how he tossed his shirt aside. And now he did kneel, not on the floor,
but on the bed, pulling her legs apart, his erection pointing at Emily’s pussy.
Emily stared at it, and I have to admit I did too; I had no interest in men’s
cocks, and yet it was hard not to look, just like guys did in the locker room,
surreptitiously checking out other men’s junk, wanting to see how you stacked
up.


I’d felt pretty good in the past, but tonight, it
was no competition. And yet, for some reason, I didn’t feel humiliated at all
by this; this was why we were here, this big black cock, so that Emily could
for once in her life feel what it was like to be stretched. Odd as it may seem,
I thought of this as my gift to her.


Even kneeling on the bed, Dwayne towered over her.
“You’re so tiny,” he said. “I’ve never been with a woman as small as you. Let’s
see.” He spread his fingers and placed his hand against his own cock, his wrist
against his balls, his forefinger pointing upward, like he was measuring. Even
with his big hands, the tip of his finger only reached partway up his dick.
With his other hand he took hold of Emily’s wrist and laid it against his shaft
from the other direction, both of their hands now alongside his cock, yet their
fingers didn’t touch. Emily bent her head to see, her eyes wide in amazement.


“So that means I’ll probably reach to about—,” he
moved Emily’s hand up onto her belly, higher, higher, to her belly button,
beyond. “Here.”


Emily’s eyes closed, her hand pressing flat against
her belly. I gulped. She wasn’t only going to be stretched, she was going to be
speared to her very depths.


“We’ll need to get you really ready,” said Dwayne.
He dropped his head between Emily’s knees. Suddenly embarrassed, Emily pulled
her legs together, but Dwayne just laughed, dragging his tongue up her slit. Emily
tried to squeeze her legs together tighter, but Dwayne’s head was already
there, his arms wrapping under her thighs.


“You taste so good,” he said, and licked her over
and over, up and down. Emily covered her face with her arms, her head thrown
back, and I watched, amazed, as her legs slowly opened. Dwayne wasn’t pushing
them apart, she was.


My wife was spreading her legs so another man could
lick her pussy. 


Somehow this wasn’t what I expected. I don’t know
why, I should have predicted this. It bothered me more than I thought it would,
more than the thought of Emily being fucked. After all, she was here to
experience a huge cock, a black man, things I couldn’t give her. But I could
lick her, she didn’t need Dwayne for that.


I wanted her to look at me, I think I wanted to see
that same begging for forgiveness. But that time was past, or perhaps she was
too embarrassed now. All I could do was watch as Emily hid her face. And as she
spread her legs for Dwayne’s mouth.


I stopped jerking myself off, still aroused, just. . .stunned.
Dwayne drove his tongue inside her, and Emily gasped, her fingers curling into
the sheets, Dwayne’s tongue dragging so hard across her clit I could hear it
rasp.


“I want to fuck you with my tongue, I think I could
reach all the way inside you. But I don’t want to ruin your first time,” said
Dwayne.


It wasn’t her first time, I thought, angrily.
I’d fucked her. I’d licked her.


 Dwayne lifted his head, and Emily moaned, her hips
coming off the bed, her pussy missing the feel of his mouth. She uncovered her
eyes, staring at Dwayne as he knelt over her.


She glanced at me quickly, as if suddenly
remembering I was there, then her focus returned to Dwayne.


“Go ahead,” said Dwayne.


Emily tentatively reached up and cupped his shaft
with her hands, from underneath, gently milking. It was like she was pulling
not only his cock toward her, but coaxing his seed forward. Dwayne shimmied
forward on the bed, and now the tip of his cock was just inches from Emily’s
pussy, even though he was still what seemed like a foot away. I shivered
thinking how far it would reach inside her.


“Rub your clit with it,” said Dwayne.


Emily hesitated, but Dwayne shifted his hips
forward, and the head of his cock pressed against her aroused clit. Emily held
the shaft, resisting his order. Dwayne jerked his hip upward and his cock
jumped in her hands, the head dragging across her clit. That was the start she
needed, and Emily began rubbing herself with him, a real live dildo throbbing
in her hands.


My own hands were on my cock, kneading myself
through my pants. The pressure was too great, I had to touch myself. I unzipped
my fly and strained to free my painfully bent shaft. I touched the head,
imagining it wasn’t my finger, it was Emily’s clit.


Emily’s strokes grew longer, up, down, up, down. I
wished I could see better, but I didn’t want to spoil the mood, nor could I
bear to let my cock go. I strained to hear. Was that a whisper of slick juices?
Her hands moved faster, she was rubbing her clit with his cock. Dwayne edged
forward, Emily’s legs opening wider, just as I imagined her pussy spreading to
receive him.


Dwayne shifted again, and Emily groaned, twisting to
the side, facing me but her eyes closed. “No, no!” she said, in obvious dismay.


I froze. She had changed her mind, she was going to
stop him! In between relief and my own dismay, I felt a little foolish now, my
hand around my cock.


Her eyes opened, slowly at first, but then widening
as she saw me with my cock out. Now it was my turn to look embarrassed, ashamed
at my own arousal. Long seconds passed, Dwayne poised over her, Emily and I
staring at each other. Some message passed between us, although I didn’t have a
clear thought of what I wanted to convey.


With her eyes still on me, Emily whispered, “You
have to wear a condom.”


“What’s the matter? You don’t think I’m safe?”


Emily reddened. She wasn’t the type to accuse, and
yet we all knew that Dwayne probably had slept with a lot of women. And I bet
he didn’t always wear a condom.


“It’s not that,” she said.


“You’re afraid of getting pregnant?”


My stomach flipped like I’d been punched when Dwayne
said the word pregnant. It made me want to retch, yet all I could think
about was Dwayne shooting his seed inside Emily, her belly growing before my
eyes. My mouth parched, I couldn’t shake the image, my wife impregnated by
another man.


Yet it wasn’t just Emily’s belly that grew in my
mind, it was my cock growing in my hand, a twisted reaction to the very idea.


“Lisa said you had a vasectomy,” said Emily.


Dwayne laughed. “What? And disappoint all those
women who want my babies?” He smiled, smug. “I’m going to admit my one
weakness. I just can’t refuse a woman who is begging me to make her pregnant.”
He shook his head like he couldn’t believe it himself.


Emily covered her mouth in embarrassment, or fear.
Or shame, I couldn’t tell. 


Dwayne said, “Although after tonight, I may have
another weakness, tiny white women.” He glanced over at me, and caught me with
my cock in my hand. I reddened. “But we all have our demons,” said Dwayne.


Emily had reached over to her purse on the end table
and held up a condom. “Please,” she said.


For a few seconds Dwayne didn’t respond, and I held
my breath, wondering what Emily would do if he refused. Perhaps Dwayne waited
to make her suffer, to let her wonder what would happen. To make me wonder as
well. 


Finally he said, “Put it on me.”


I let out my breath, and saw Emily relax. She tore
open the wrapper and held the condom in her fingers.


“You seem to have a lot of experience with those,”
said Dwayne. “Aren’t you on the pill?”


Emily appeared confused at the question. “No,” she
said. “Why?”


“So that means your husband has to use a condom all
the time?” Dwayne shook his head sadly. “That’s too bad. Maybe the next time we
do this, you’ll change your mind.”


The next time. Dwayne was already thinking about
doing it again.


I expected Emily to contradict him, to say, no, this
is a one time deal. Perhaps she had missed it, because she rolled the condom
on.


Or tried to.


The condom wouldn’t make it onto the thick bulbous
head of Dwayne’s cock. Emily pulled, but to no avail. Finally she gave up,
looking both sheepish and stunned at the same time. “These are the extra
larges!” she said.


In all my worry about this evening I hadn’t even
thought about condoms. I had once bought a box of Extra Large, but they were too
loose on me. I thought I had thrown the box out. Had Emily bought these just
for tonight?


Dwayne laughed. “Not even the magnum size fits. You
have to have double extra large.”


“I don’t have any,” said Emily. 


I couldn’t tell if she was disappointed or relieved.


Dwayne laughed again. “Don’t worry, Lisa warned me
you’d probably want a condom. So I came prepared.” He reached over the bed and
rifled through the pocket of his pants. “Here we go.” He dangled a strip of
condoms in front of Emily’s face. “Extras, too.”


Emily shyly reached out for the condoms and tore one
off the strip. She held the rest of them in her hand for a moment, then placed
them on the bedside table. This time she was able to get the condom on Dwayne,
who’s cock hadn’t deflated at all during all this.


“Still a tight fit,” said Dwayne. “Although nothing
like I’m sure you’ll be.” He grinned at his own joke, then sidled up between
Emily’s legs, his massive weapon pointing at her waiting pussy. “Are you
ready?”


Emily’s lip trembled, Dwayne’s cock looked even
bigger in the condom. Finally she looked at me. I still was holding my own shaft,
but I wasn’t ashamed for her to see; after all, she said this turned her on.
Her eyes searched my face, perhaps looking for one last hint from me about what
I wanted, or some evidence of my agreement with what she wanted to do. I felt
my own lip tremble.


I tried to smile, but it probably looked like a
mask, my face tight with worry and fear and expectation. Emily still waited. I
mouthed the words: I love you. She gave me a little smile, and mouthed
back: Me too.


She turned to Dwayne and gave him the smallest of
nods. That was more than enough for him. He grasped Emily’s bent knees and
spread her legs even wider. He started to shift forward, but when his cock was
just a few inches away he stopped. “You do it.”


Emily glanced at me again, perhaps for a final bit
of support. Then she reached out and took Dwayne’s cock in her tiny hands and
slowly guided it to her pussy, already parted from Dwayne’s licking and fingering.


The tip of Dwayne’s cock slipped into Emily’s slit.


She gasped loudly, just the head enough to open her
even wider than she already was. The skin of her folds wrapped tightly around
the head of Dwayne’s cock, a hint of the stretching that was to come.


I was holding my breath again. It was one thing to
fantasize about Emily with another man, but something altogether different to
see it.


As my cock jumped in my hand it was pretty clear
that seeing it was so much better.


Dwayne slowly edged forward on the bed, his cock
disappearing bit by bit into Emily. Even though he had readied her, even though
she was soaking, it was obviously still a tight fit. Emily’s lips were pressed
together, her whole body tense.


Dwayne pressed deeper.


Emily’s neck was bent forward, looking between her
legs, no doubt as amazed as I was that she was taking it, that Dwayne was
really in her. I was in a daze, not believing it myself, it was like the
wildest of my fantasies, yet so incredibly vivid. I wrapped my hand around the
head of my cock and slowly dragged it down the shaft, matching Dwayne’s depth
into Emily. 


I’d run out of cock well before he did.


Dwayne slipped in another inch. Emily’s clit was so
engorged I could see it from across the room, peeking out over the top of her labia.
If I were on her I think I would have rubbed it; I’d heard that a woman didn’t
have many nerves inside her pussy, and once past the initial opening the real
arousal came from friction on the clit.


But Dwayne’s cock all by itself was giving Emily plenty
of arousal, I could see it in her intake of breath, in her rock hard nipples.


Dwayne shifted his hips forward, and the movement
drove his cock a few inches deeper all at once, forcing one of Emily’s hands
off his shaft. Her other hand was the only barrier left keeping him from being
in her all the way.


Her hips pushed down into the bed, looking for a way
to relieve the pressure. “It’s too deep!” she gritted out.


“You need to relax,” said Dwayne.


He could have been talking to me, I was so tensed
up, leaning forward to get a clear view, bent over my erection.


You need to relax. . .that’s what I
had told Emily when I had introduced her to anal sex. Dwayne was so big that
she needed to relax just for him to fit in her pussy.


I couldn’t begin to imagine what it would be like
for his huge cock to be in her ass.


Dwayne reached under Emily’s knees and lifted her
legs up, locking her ankles around his shoulders. “Here we go,” he said, and
pressed forward. Emily held on to his shaft as long as she could, but then she
was forced to let go.


A distinctive noise escaped her lips, part pain,
part surprise, part pleasure. “It’s so thick,” she whispered. 


“Don’t worry, you’ll open up and stretch,” said
Dwayne. “I’ve dealt with this before. Remember, babies come out of there.”


More talk about babies, about pregnancy. Emily’s put
her hand over her belly, above her womb, as if she were feeling for Dwayne’s
cock there. That little movement drove me wild; I pulled my hand down hard
against the base of my shaft, pretending I was in her all the way, that I could
reach as far as Dwayne.


Emily’s eyes were closed, she was still tense, her
toes pointed, the muscles in her calves taut. Dwayne made the final push, Emily
reacting with a sharp intake of breath. For a long moment they stayed like
that, Dwayne deep in her, their bellies touching. Dwayne was staring at her
face, just as I was.


After what seemed like an eternity Emily’s face
relaxed, and the most beautiful, blissful smile appeared on her lips. I was
instantly reminded of one of the videos we had watched together, the woman with
the black man, the ultimate pleasure on her face of being stretched to the max.


This was what we were here for, this is why it
was all happening. And Emily was reacting the same way as the woman in the video,
the way I had hoped she would. For the first time in Emily’s life, she was
being fully opened by a cock. I couldn’t see her pussy, but I knew what it must
look like, the skin of her slit wrapped tightly around Dwayne’s shaft.


Dwayne sensed it as well. He waited a beat, seeing
the smile play out on Emily’s lips, seeing her pleasure.


And then he started to fuck her.


With his first withdrawal, Emily’s hips lifted off
the bed, her pussy so tight she was being dragged along. Out and out came
Dwayne’s shaft, stunningly long, and then he slowly slid back into her. Again
and again he did this, each thrust methodical and penetrating.


“That feels so good,” whispered Emily.


I was trying to time my strokes to Dwayne’s, forcing
myself to extend my own pleasure. There was so much to look at: Dwayne’s shaft
sliding in and out, giving me glimpses of Emily’s stretched pussy. Her toes,
curling in ecstasy. Her fingers on his biceps, grasping. Her mouth opening
wider.


Dwayne increased the speed and power of his thrusts,
the slapping of his balls on Emily’s ass drowning out the ripple of my hand on
my own cock, my breathing, Emily’s moans. Dwayne leaned forward, and Emily
wrapped her legs tighter around his thighs, her hands moving to his shoulders. Dwayne
responded to her grasps by fucking her harder, driving her into the bed, the
headboard banging on the wall.


Now Dwayne was grunting too. “So tight,” he
muttered. “You’re so wet and still so tight.”


Emily pulled Dwayne toward her even as he lifted up
for another thrust. They were totally connected, their bodies touching all
over, only Dwayne’s hips rising and falling. He was holding himself up with his
elbows, and yet the pressure of his bulk must have been incredible to Emily.


“I don’t think I can last with you,” said Dwayne,
his voice suggesting he was surprised. “You’re just too tight.”


Emily’s legs spread open improbably wide. Dwayne
slowed his thrusts, he was no doubt trying to hold out, as I was. But it was
impossible for both of us.


“I’m going to come,” said Dwayne. “Do you want it?”


Emily dug her fingers into his back, her eyes
opening wide. “Give it to me!”


Dwayne grunted, driving deep into Emily, his ass
clenching, and I knew he was shooting, only a thin layer of latex keeping his
seed from entering my wife. Dwayne’s face was buried in Emily’s neck, her arms
tight around him, and the look on her face was one of indescribable joy. 


Dwayne was still coming, and Emily’s eyes closed,
and I knew she was joining him in an orgasm. Hers wasn’t a jerk, but a long build,
a train engine powering an extended whistle of release, a desire she didn’t
even realize she had, pent up for years. I froze, not wanting to forget this
moment, the flare of her nostrils, the tightness of her grip on Dwayne, even
the sound of Dwayne’s grunts.


And even though my hand was still, the sight was so
arousing that I started to spurt, an eruption caused not by my ministrations
but by the sight and sounds of my wife, being fucked to orgasm by a big black
stranger.


I’d been so focused on Emily that I’d forgotten a
tissue, I had to wrap my palm around my cock, trying to catch my warm
ejaculate, feeling it shoot through my fingers. I struggled to grab a
handkerchief from my back pocket even as I continued to spurt, and though I had
started after Dwayne I swear he was still shooting. Emily twitched beneath him,
pulling him close.


She hadn’t even looked at me.


I wasn’t angry, I was happy for her pleasure, and
I’d had an incredible release. I couldn’t feel my legs. Even the pain in my
back from being bent forward didn’t bother me, all my muscles forced into a
state of relaxation.


Dwayne finally stopped spasming, but he didn’t move.
Emily’s body twitched, then twitched again, and after a few seconds a long
shiver ran down her entire length. Her legs were still wrapped around Dwayne,
her feet high, as if she wanted every drop of his seed to stay deep in her. 


I wondered if she regretted having Dwayne wear the
condom. She had to, of course, she couldn’t risk it otherwise. But still, if
she could, I sensed that she would have wanted him to shoot inside her, to
flood her with his hot cum.


Dwayne finally lifted himself off, his semi hard
cock pulling out with a sucking sound.


“I have to admit, that’s a first for me,” said
Dwayne. “Usually I can last a lot longer.”


The top of the condom was bulging with his cum.
Dwayne must have noticed it too, because he said, “Damn.” He laughed. “You stay
right there, I’ll be back.” He got up and disappeared into the bathroom.


Emily looked over at me, sitting in the semi
darkness, holding my sticky handkerchief over my deflated cock. “Are you all
right?” she asked, tentative, but concerned.


“That’s what I was going to ask you.” 


“I’m okay.”


“Just okay?”


She gave me a small smile. “Well, better than okay.”


“Was it all you hoped for?”


Emily hesitated, and I wasn’t sure if she was
hunting for the right words or deciding what to tell me. “It was even better,”
she admitted.


I relaxed. “I’m glad.”


I wanted to go to her, but just then Dwayne came out
of the bathroom, without the condom, his cock already semi erect. 


“Ready to go again?” he asked.


Emily laughed, thinking he was joking, but when
Dwayne started to get on the bed she realized he was serious. I couldn’t
believe it either, I never could recover that quickly. 


“I—I think I want to be with my husband now,” she
said apologetically. 


I almost said something. It would be just like Emily
to say that just for me, thinking of my feelings. And yet, for some reason,
another round would have changed everything, it would have shifted this entire
experience from a shared fantasy to her being in it just for the sex. I knew
then that even if Dwayne gave her another massive orgasm, she might regret it
later.


Dwayne looked surprised, glancing from Emily to me
and back. 


Emily stood up and put her arms around him, giving
him a deep, warm kiss. “You were incredible,” she explained. “I can’t thank you
enough. But this isn’t just about me. I—I hope you understand.” To make it
clear, she kissed him again, pressing against his chest, his cock caught
between them.


Finally she pulled away, and Dwayne said, “If you
keep doing that, I’ll have to get some release.”


Emily smiled and kissed him on the cheek. “Maybe
another time,” she said, her voice filled with promise.
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and repetition to get to anything juicy.  So think of my stories as the best parts
of a steamy romance, or if you prefer, wild situations that you can actually
imagine coming true.


C. C. Morian. I write longer stories
filled with incredible realism which explore how couples discover something new
about their spouses—and themselves. Or how men and women learn what really
turns them on, often in unexpected, but perfectly believable, ways.


 









Find Out About New Releases


 


If you would like
to be one of the first to hear about new releases, get discounts, free stories,
and a chance to be on the Advance Reader Team, sign up here


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


 


AND


 


You get a free
book for signing up!






or follow C. C. on
twitter


http://www.twitter.com/ccmorian


 


 


Alternatively, to
hear only about new releases directly from amazon just go to my author
page and click on the yellow “Follow” button.


(I do not receive
your email address, any updates come directly from amazon. You will only be
contacted after a new book is published, and it the announcement may come after
the new release discount period)
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Books by C. C. Morian
and Blaise Quin


 





 


Discovering
Her Needs


 


Janet’s first marriage was a disaster, and her rebound
relationships more of the same, all sex and no love. She promised herself that
if she finally settled down it would be for all the right reasons. When she met
Mason, she thought she finally found who she wanted to be with, a good,
supportive man. So what if their love life wasn’t so wild? She’d been there,
done that.


 


Mason’s no wimp, but he does enjoy watching other man check
out his sexy wife. It’s his little secret, just something to pass the time when
he’s at some boring work event with Janet. But when he witnesses Janet running
into ex lover Brad, he’s stunned by her reaction—and his own.


 


Janet is amazed at how her revelations to Mason about what
she did with her old boyfriends spices up their love life. It’s just harmless
fun, right?


 


Until she meets up with Brad again, this time on purpose.


 


Not only for her, but for Mason.


 


 


 


 


 





 


 


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)


 


Giving Him
What He Deserves


The Kissing
Game


Reversing
Roles


 


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.


 


            Three
stories of revenge served hot


 


Giving Him What He Deserves: A wife gets a sweet
revenge on her cheating husband.


 


The Kissing Game: Tired of always having her men
stolen by her so called friend, a  woman finally gets her just revenge.


 


Role Reversal: Two women get wicked revenge on their
sexist boss. (Warning, this one is really wild!)
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Rules for the Billionaire


 


Michael is handsome and powerful, plenty rich and soon to be
a billionaire. He sets the rules for his relationships and can’t be bothered by
any woman who will try to jerk him around, no matter how beautiful.


 


Then he meets Joanne. For the first time in his life,
everything Michael wants in a woman is within his grasp. She’s so alluring he
breaks one of his rules. Then another. He vows it will be the last.


 


Until Michael discovers he’s not the only one who gets to
set the rules.


 


 


 





 


A Surprise Revelation (The
Surprise Series #1)


 


Melissa has a handsome, caring husband, a good job, a nice
house. But there’s something missing—passion. She had it before, with boyfriend
Marcus, and misses it terribly.


 


Biker Vern recognizes her hidden need right away. The
arousal he awakens in Melissa makes her wonder if marrying Richard was the
right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting
opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


Vern and Marcus forces Melissa to confront the 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. . . 


 


(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 seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable
and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her
husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.


 


The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about 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.)


 


 


 


A Kiss to Start it All


(New Adult Romance)


 


Sassy Jackie is a harmless flirt, or so she thinks. Turns
out her flirtations earn her a reputation on campus, not for being loose, but
just the opposite, because she’s never actually gone all the way. With no end
of guys trying to ‘fix’ her, and surrounded by the exploits of her wild friend
Sue, who’s a poster child for bad influence, Jackie is under a lot of pressure
to do something.


 


Jackie doesn’t think she should have to defend herself for
not putting out, or to do something she isn’t ready for, just to be considered
normal. It’s a dilemma every young woman faces, and Jackie wants to get it
right.


 


Whatever that means.


 


This standalone story is the first of a new series about how
an innocent (or sometimes not so innocent!) kiss just might start something
new, exciting, sensuous, or even wild. . .


 


 


Revenge In The Hamptons


(Powerful Women
Revenge Series)


 


Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a
woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is.
After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for
demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who
seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.


                                                                                 


Yet Mike is not all that he appears, and when Tessa finds
out the truth she surprises even herself as she reclaims her power and gets her
revenge.
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Allie Shows Her True Colors


 


Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all
work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional
background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her
relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him.
Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically
compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.


 


The big day finally arrives, and so do the three big black
photographers Allie has personally picked out. They look more like linebackers
than picture takers, but Rob has left all the details up to Allie, who has
totally taken control of everything.


 


Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It
turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in
the way Rob had hoped.


 


* * * For Adult
Readers Only * * *





cover.jpeg
Blaise Quin
C.C. Mrrian






images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg
AWAKENING

HER
Needs

~ Book 2 ~





images/00004.jpeg
’El[/zmazre

" C. C. Morian





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg
REU \1@;@]\1
4 C Mn%

The Surprise Sertes #2. .
!

Ty






images/00005.jpeg





