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Author’s note


 


This has been both the easiest and the hardest book we’ve
ever written. Easy, because we feel we know Emily and Justin so well now that
we know how they got to where they are, we know what excites them, what they
love, what they fear. Yet hard, because—like them—we don’t know how far they
should go, how far they can go. How they will be affected if they go beyond where
they have been—or choose not to move ahead, and return to their old way
of living.


 


And hard because we’ve heard from so many of you, each with
your own take on the story and what should or should not happen next. You may
have heard this before, but it doesn’t make it any less true: there is simply
nothing that compares to the thrill an author gets when hearing from readers,
especially when the messages are so filled with deep feelings about the stories
and the characters. We are amazed, touched, and are so thankful for your
comments, ideas, and feedback.


 


Which, while wonderful, adds to our dilemma. You see, readers
are not all in agreement on what should happen next (only that there should be
another book!). The desired direction of where Emily and Justin go are not only
widely divergent, but contradictory. There are those who want Justin to
‘reclaim’ Emily, to not ‘let’ her be with other men, or to change in such a way
that Emily no longer feels she wants to be with other men. There are also those
who want Emily to keep going, pushing the boundaries of what she is willing to
do. Some want Justin to watch, others to take part, still others to be
humiliated. Some want Emily to run off with Dwayne or Damian. 


 


What’s an author to do?


 


In the end, we decided to do what we’ve always done—we’ll
let the story unfold as it will, while being mindful of—and consistent with—the
characters, not only where they started, but where they are now. We can’t
please everyone, so we hope you are not upset if the story doesn’t end up
exactly where you had hoped. Instead, our own hope is that, even if it turns
out differently from what you had expected, you’ll be as pleasantly surprised
as Emily and Justin were when they discovered their unknown desires.


 


In the author note to Book 3, we talked about how women like
Emily (the old, shy, traditional Emily) existed in real life. Now it’s time to
realize and accept that women who are like the new Emily—not only the Emily at
the end of Book 3, but the Emily you will discover in this story—also likely
exist in real life.


 


And that, we think, is about as erotic a thought as can be
contemplated. Yes, you may never meet them, yes, your wife may never become
like them, your husband may never want you to be like them. Both husbands and
wives may fantasize about such a life, may get aroused beyond belief by
thinking about it and talking about it, but never be able to go the final step.


 


But you can always pretend.


 


— Blaise Quin and C. C. Morian


 


p.s. You’ll notice that the story is on the long side. We
considered separating it into multiple books, but we didn’t want to break up
the flow. Instead, we have provided multiple parts which are about equal to a
regular length story. You can think of this as 3 books in one!
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AWAKENING HER NEEDS


Book 4









Temptation


The crystal jar gleamed, enticing.
Reflections danced in the glass, a kaleidoscope of possibilities which changed
and grew with just the smallest motion of the eyes. Impossible to pin down,
impossible to ignore.


The same reflections as a wedding diamond, yet so
different in what each represented. The wedding ring represented stability,
fidelity, a start on a path with one man and one woman. The crystal jar, at
least this crystal jar, represented desires, lust, risk, a constant
teetering on the edge of a precipice aside a mountain. One step would either
lead to a great fall, or be the first step on the discovery of ever greater
heights and discovery.


And arousal.


Emily looked at her wedding ring, the band, the
diamond, the reflections. It too had started out as a representation of
stability, of fidelity. Yet she hadn’t taken it off as she had embarked on her
own journey of discovery, she hadn’t taken it off as she had fantasized about
other men, as she had flirted with other men, as she had kissed other men, as
she had touched other men.


As she had fucked other men.


So what was the truth? What truly did the ring
represent?


Maybe only what she wanted it to.


Maybe only what she needed it to.


“What are you thinking?” asked Justin.


Emily shook off her deep philosophical thoughts. She
wasn’t sitting here—they weren’t sitting here—for philosophy. They were here
for reality.


The reality of who they were, who they had become.
The reality of her needs.


And Justin’s needs.


“I’m thinking how far we have come,” she replied.
“I’m thinking about where this all started, and how I felt the first time I put
a piece of paper in this jar, about how I used to think that going on a roller
coaster or bungee jumping would be the most exciting thing in the world.”


Justin reached across the table and touched her
hand. “Is that what you want? To go back to those days?”


“We can’t go back, you know that.”


“We can try.”


Emily examined his face. It wasn’t as hard to read
in the low light as it might have been, because she knew him so well, she knew
his every reaction, and what she could not see she could feel in just his
touch. He knew they couldn’t go back, and deep down inside, he didn’t want to.


Neither did she.


“We never did go bungee jumping,” she said.


Justin smiled, and she did too. It was funny,
really. She’d been with other men, two at once even, and yet she hadn’t gone
bungee jumping.


“We must be getting old,” said Justin. “Stuck in our
ways. Not willing to try new things.”


She squeezed his hand. “Never.”


“I love you,” said Justin. “I loved you then, I love
you now. More than ever.”


Emily didn’t have to ask what he meant by then.
Then meant when she had been the naïve, shy, sexually inexperienced
wife. Then meant before she had changed, before her hidden needs and
desires had been discovered, exposed. To her, to Justin. 


Then meant before those needs had been
explored. Had been fulfilled.


“I love you too,” she said. And did, more than ever.
Justin, too, had a then, he was a different man from whom she thought she had
married. No, that wasn’t quite right. It was just that she now knew him better
than she had then, better than she ever thought she could. Some of her
discoveries about him were surprising, some shocking. Yet just as Justin
accepted the woman she had become—or the woman she had always been, hidden deep
away—she too accepted him for what he was, whether his desires had always been
there, or had been awakened by her own.


Who could know?


“Let’s do this,” she said.


 


 


As I  sat across the table from Emily, I
remembered the first time we had done this. How I had bought this very jar for
her, telling her it would be a nice way to store our bucket list, the
experiences we wanted to share together. I had secretly hoped that some of
those experiences would be sexual, that I could use the idea of the bucket list
to get Emily to be willing to explore, to be willing to have sex in ways other
than once a month, in a monthly missionary position, at night, in the dark.


With a condom.


Never could I have imagined what the jar and the
bucket list would become. The Pandora’s Box of experiences, of self discovery.
Of how it had changed not only each of us individually, but as a couple, how it
had simultaneously threatened and strengthened our relationship, our marriage.


The strengthening had overcome the threats. Our
marriage was stronger than ever, surprisingly being able to not only solidify,
but grow, as we explored paths that seemed to be totally at odds with a traditional
relationship. We had started slowly, both of us learning about ourselves, about
each other, about what excited us, about what we wanted. And in some cases,
what we felt we needed.


Like a shark, we had kept going forward, to survive.


When the baby had been born, we’d returned to the
more traditional path, and yet it didn’t take us long—it seemed so at the time,
but it wasn’t really—to realize that our path in life was to be the acceptance
of multiple paths. That our definition of what was right, what we had become,
was unique to us. Not in that other couples didn’t do what we did, not that
others didn’t get excited about the same things that excited us. But that the
way we would go forward would be for us to decide, together.


We’d come so far, and yet, there was still so much
more to explore.


Emily had prepared squares of paper, all the same
size, blank canvases for us to write possible paths for us to embark upon. The
first time we had done this, the paper was smaller, large enough only for
simple bucket list items. Roller coaster. Get drunk.


Sex with another man.


The larger paper suggested room for more detail, for
specifics. And why not? We’d certainly discussed specifics, or, more
accurately, had whispered them in the dark while making love, had screamed them
out while having sex. 


You want to suck his cock, don’t you?


I want you to watch me with him.


You’re spreading your legs for him.


He makes me so wet.


You want him to come in you.


All these, and more.


I picked up the pen, poised over the paper. I had
already thought about what I’d write, but now, seeing Emily, seeing how
beautiful she looked, seeing how much she loved me, and seeing the excitement
in her eyes, a gleam brighter than the reflection of the crystal jar, I made a
few adjustments to my original ideas, and began to write.


 


 


Emily stared at the blank piece of paper.
She knew what she planned on writing, she’d been thinking about it for months.
Not only thinking about it, but fantasized about it, had orgasms over it. 


Not it. Him.


Damian.


Justin’s prior boss, the man who, unbeknownst to
him, had changed Emily’s life, had changed her marriage. She’d gone on one of
Justin’s work trips, and Damian had noticed her, flirted with her. Touched her.
That simple meeting had pushed new thoughts in her head, had opened her up to a
whole new world of possibilities, had awakened new needs in her body.


Ideas and thoughts she’d at first resisted, and
then, slowly, had not only succumbed to, but accepted. Helped greatly by the
fact that Justin had been turned on by them as well.


Yet after what Damian had unleashed, after all she
had done, Damian had not been part of it. She’d seen him, in the gym, before
and after her times with other men. He wanted her, and she wanted him, and they
both knew it. Yet she’d pushed him away, using her new strength to let him
clearly know that if she were ever to be with him, it would be her
decision.


Justin had never brought up Damian as a possible
lover for her. Why, she still wasn’t sure. She had never asked Justin the
reason, but once she introduced the idea, it was clear that Justin would be
open to whatever she wanted. As with the other men she had been with, Justin
faced it with a mixture of excitement and worry. Excitement, because he knew
that Damian was the type of man Emily often fantasized about: handsome,
powerful, confident, flirtatious, demanding.


Black.


Justin was aroused over her arousal, he loved seeing
her turned on, even if it was by another man.


Yet she knew he still worried, the gut wrenching
chance that another man would whisk Emily away, that she’d be so enamored she’d
run off with him. Or perhaps even worse, that she’d stay with Justin, but he’d
no longer be able to compete, no longer be able to arouse her, and she’d get no
release at all with anyone but her lover.


She wrote the name on the paper.


Damian.


She made no effort to hide her writing. It was
inevitable that Damian would be one of the possibilities to be put in the
bucket list jar. Justin expected it. Justin wanted it.


And so did she.


She didn’t write anything else on the sheet. That
one word, just a name, that tiny slip of paper, had a world of meaning all by
itself.


She looked up to see Justin staring at her.


“That was the easy one,” she said.


 


 


I didn’t have to look at the paper to know
what Emily had written. Or more specifically, whose name she had written. It
was funny, in all the fantasies that Emily and I had shared early on, none of
them had included Damian. Well, none of the ones we had talked about, none of
the ones she had admitted to.


Later, I found out that she had fantasized about
him. I still don’t know why I’d never pictured him in my mind as a man for
Emily to be with. He fit the profile, at least one of them, of what she liked.
Maybe I was blinded by the fact that he was my boss. Maybe I was subconsciously
afraid that he would be the one who would be more than a lover, he’d be the one
she’d not only want to be with, but need to be with.


It hadn’t mattered, because as my boss, it would
have been unworkable. Neither Emily nor I could have let that happen. And
Damian never mentioned it to me, never tried to blackmail me.


But he wasn’t my boss any more.


“What happens if we write down the same thing?” I
asked.


Emily’s eyes widened, then she gave a shrug,
suggesting indifference, but only serving to both twist my stomach and stir my
cock. “It just increases the odds we’ll pick that one,” she said.


I watched her for a long time, trying to discern if
that’s what she wanted. She was doing a good job of holding her thoughts close,
of not giving away how she hoped this bucket list game would turn out.


Game. It might have started out that way, but it had
become much more. 


We hadn’t pulled a piece of paper from the jar in
over a year. It had not been necessary; we hadn’t needed any artificial process
to go to the next level. Emily hadn’t needed any prodding, other than from my
own lips, to go down the path of wife sharing. 


To run down the path, at least with Antonio
and Dwayne. And Jackson.


Once our son had been born, that had all changed. Only
after a long hiatus were the fantasies with other men back in our minds,
discussed freely in bed, helping us both have incredible sex. But nothing had
been done outside our bedroom; Emily hadn’t gone on another date, hadn’t kissed
another man.


We’d even thrown out all the old pieces of paper in
the bucket list jar. Not because we didn’t want them, but because they’d seem so
tame now. They’d be moving us backward, not forward.


One day last week I’d come home, and the jar was on
the dining room table. A message from Emily that she wanted to resume, to move
ahead. Earlier that very day I’d been thinking the same thing, another proof of
our connection.


I covered the paper with my hand as I wrote,
pretending it was a big secret.


But we both knew that it wasn’t.


 


 


Justin disappeared into the bath, followed
by the sound of the shower. Emily lay in the bed, warm, feeling good, exactly
reflecting their lovemaking. Warm. Good. After she and Justin had finished
taking turns putting slips of paper into the jar, they’d come immediately to
the bedroom. She was hot from just thinking of what she had written, of her own
choices. Justin, too, was aroused, hard even as they undressed quickly and
slipped under the covers.


They didn’t talk about what they had put in the jar,
they didn’t say a word about other men, they didn’t mention a single fantasy.
Yet just the fact that they had done it again, that they had jumped back on the
path that they had been on, or perhaps had never left, turned her on. And without
a doubt had turned Justin on as well. During their lovemaking her mind switched
back and forth from what she had written and wondering what Justin had written.


She was sure he had included Damian on the list.
Whether he had added additional detail to the name was part of the thrill.
Would Justin want to be there, to watch? To participate?


They’d never done that. Even when Justin had been in
the room, as with Dwayne, or close by, as with Antonio, his participation had
been separate. He’d touched himself as she was with those other men. 


She still wasn’t sure if she wanted Justin to take
part. To be close, yes. To touch himself—that still aroused her almost as much
as the sex with him, as the sex with the other men. Just knowing he was getting
turned on watching her, seeing her reach heights she could not with him alone,
either because of how big the other men were, or because the very nature of who
she was now needed the newness of another man, needed to be watched by her
husband.


And of course there was that other time, when she
had gone to Dwayne without Justin’s knowledge. She had told Justin later, all
of it, teasing him, driving him insane with not only what she shared, but what
she left out, what she detailed, and what she implied.


As she listened to the shower, she thought back to
how she’d touched herself in the shower after her first meeting with Damian.
He’d seen her in the pool, he’d brazenly checked her out, had publicly flirted
with her. She’d been shocked, yet improbably, incredibly, aroused. She’d tried
to deny it at first, to herself, to him. Yet Damian had seen right through it,
and now that she’d come to fully understand and accept the woman she had
become, she could not only smile at the memory, but revel in it.


Though she had never done anything untoward with
Damian, not a sexual touch, not a promise, not even a kiss, there was
unfinished business.


And yet, Damian was not the only man in the world
she could be attracted to. In fact, she’d met so many—twice, at bars, men had
practically fought over her. She’d been with Dwayne twice, and there was no
doubt she could be with him again if she so chose. Antonio was in Spain, but
she also knew for sure that if she were to get on a plane and show up there,
he’d be waiting for her.


She also knew, in a way she couldn’t have possibly
even contemplated not long ago, that she could get up right now, go to a hotel
bar, and be in bed with a man within the hour. And not just any man, but a
handsome man, a hot man, a man who would excite her.


And Justin would drive here there.


So it didn’t have to be Damian. In fact, she had put
a half dozen slips of paper in the jar, and none of the others mentioned Damian
at all. 


Still, there was that unfinished business.


She had already done the calculation in her head.
She’d put in six slips, Justin had put in four. That in itself a reversal of
the first time they had used the bucket list, Justin having a whole host of
possibilities, Emily struggling to think of just one.


Ten slips. Two no doubt said Damian. A twenty
percent chance.


Emily glanced at the bathroom door. The shower was
still running. If she hurried. . .


She slipped out of the bed, not even bothering to
cover herself. This too was the new Emily, prancing naked through the house. It
seemed ridiculous to cover up when only her husband could possibly see her, and
after three other men had already seen her naked.


She went down the steps into the dining room. The
jar sat on the table, an inanimate object, yet pulsing with life.


She quickly got a blank sheet from the drawer. There
were extras, for any idea that one of them might want to add to the jar. They
hadn’t discussed any rules, that was part of the excitement. No limits to what
one of them might write. Only the unspoken agreement that they’d do whatever
was chosen.


So there was no rule about duplicates, other than
the two of them writing down the same idea.


Emily hastily wrote Damian on one of the
sheets, folded it up, and put it in the jar. She looked at the partially filled
jar and decided that it wouldn’t be obvious what she had done.


Halfway up the stairs, she stopped, listening for
the shower. It had stopped, but she knew it usually took a few minutes for
Justin to dry off. She turned, running back down the stairs, got another slip,
and wrote Damian again, her hands shaking, the writing hasty, evidence
of her nervousness and desire.


She mixed up the papers in the jar, but added this
one right on top, where, if she was the one to pick, she could surely find it.


Thirty three percent.


 


 


Emily came in as I was leaving the
bathroom. I wasn’t surprised to see her totally naked; long gone were the days
when she covered herself up after we’d had sex. I almost couldn’t remember that
woman.


“Done?” she asked.


I wagged my eyebrows. “Not unless you are ready to
go again.”


She slapped me lightly on the chest and pushed me
out of the bathroom. We both had to go to work the next day, and even though
our son was mostly sleeping through the night, sex in the middle of the week
was still a luxury. Emily probably wanted to just get to sleep as soon as
possible. The last thing she needed was me keeping her up.


I got ready for bed, thinking about what we had just
done. Not just the sex, but what had led up to it. The bucket list. There was
no doubt in my mind that Emily’s arousal tonight—and her fast, intense orgasm—had
a lot to do with the fact that we’d gone back to the bucket list, that we’d
formally taken the first step on a new sexual journey.


There had been no discussion of what might be on the
list. I could very well have written down that I wanted to be the one to
explore, that I wanted to be with another woman. Emily had long ago told me
that she had a hard time conceiving of that, that me with another woman
probably wouldn’t excite her. Yet we’d come so far in our marriage, in our
trust, that I have no doubt that if she pulled out just such a choice, she
would let me do it, and she’d support me.


I simply had no interest.


I think if I had heard this story from another man,
before all this had started, I would have wondered why he hadn’t taken
advantage of the opportunity. A free, probably no repercussion chance to
indulge in a wild fantasy. A woman with huge tits. Two women. Three women.
Kinky sex. 


Yet now I understood. I didn’t want any other woman,
I wanted Emily. I wanted to excite her, I wanted her to be aroused, to be
happy. Even if—and perhaps especially if—she needed to be with another man for
all that.


I was actually a little surprised she hadn’t brought
up Damian again—at least in terms of being with him—since that one night months
ago. Perhaps it was because she was still so in the throes of early motherhood,
busy with the baby. Perhaps it was because she was still tired from her lack of
sleep. Perhaps it was because she wanted to see just how far the idea of
Damian—as opposed to actually being with him—would carry her. That maybe it
would just be a fantasy, maybe she’d never have to be with him, or be with any another
man. That just maybe, though we had both changed, and accepted who we now were,
we could conjure up those memories whenever we wanted, molding them into
fantasies that would be so fulfilling they would be all that was needed to
spice up our sex life whenever we wanted.


The fact that we’d both thought about the bucket
list jar at almost the same time was proof that the fantasies wouldn’t be
enough.


As for Damian—my thoughts on him hadn’t changed. He
was smart, good looking, in incredible shape, one hundred percent confident, a
real stud. You didn’t have to be female to see how women would be attracted to
him. He was, at the same time, a man to make other men envious, putting the
fear into every husband. That’s the man my wife wishes she had. That’s the
man my wife fantasizes about. That’s the man my wife will run off with.


And in my case: That’s the man who I wish my wife
were with. That’s the man I want to fuck my wife.


That’s the man I want to come inside her.


With all that it implied.


All of the worst, all of the best, in one man.


And I knew that Emily thought so too. Sooner or
later, she’d have to find out for herself, answer once and for all whether Damian
was all that she must have fantasized about.


I had to know as well. For her sake, for mine.


The shower was still running, Emily not done. I had
a little time.


I slipped down the stairs. In the drawer I found the
cut up slips of paper. I took one out and wrote Damian on it. Dropped it
in the jar. Mixed it with the other slips so it wouldn’t be obvious. 


That was for Emily.


The shower was still going when I got back in the
bedroom, hot steam slipping out of the partially open door. I was hot too, and
not from running up the steps. My cock, fully sated just twenty minutes ago,
had stiffened, thoughts already flying through my head about Emily with Damian.


I touched myself. Then, awkwardly, ran back down the
stairs, my erection pointing the way. I snatched another piece of paper,
scribbling Damian. I put it in the jar, leaving it right on top, in case
I got to pick first I’d be able to find it.


That was for me.


Back in the bedroom, I was surprised the shower was
still running. Emily usually took quick showers. My erection was still raging,
my heart beating. I lay on the bed and started to jerk off, I was that turned
on.


But the drone of the shower tugged at my thoughts. I
started to worry that Emily had slipped and hurt herself. I got up and
painfully walked across the room, hunched over my stiff cock.


The bathroom was filled with steam, the mirror and
shower glass totally fogged up.


“Emily?”


I got no response. “Emily?” I called again, moving
into the bathroom, using my fist to clear a spot on the shower wall.


She was there, just fine, under the hot water,
leaning against the far wall, facing me, but her eyes were closed. Her hand was
between her legs, and she was rubbing herself, her legs spread wide. Her
nipples were hard, her checks flushed. 


My cock, which had deflated slightly, sprang back
up, hitting the glass, the wall keeping me from her.


I could just as easily have opened the door and
joined her in the shower. She was, after all, hot for sex.


But I just stood there, watching her, seeing her
arousal, seeing her legs as they spread even wider, fighting for control on the
slick floor, fighting for control, perhaps, over what was going on in her head.
Over the man she was no doubt thinking about.


I didn’t have to wonder much about who that might
be.


I groaned, not only at the erotic sight in front of
me, but of what it implied. I wrapped my hand around my cock and stroked
myself, my own porn show in living color, made all the better because I knew it
was not an act.


Suddenly her eyes snapped open. In an instant she
recognized what was happening, how I was watching, what I was doing.


Not long ago, Emily would have cringed, she would
have squeezed her legs together in shame, she would even had covered her
breasts in embarrassment. Yes, she would have done this even though it was her
husband seeing her. She would have done all those things even if she hadn’t
been caught masturbating, even if she had just been taking a shower.


Now, the woman my wife had just become simply
accepted the fact that I was there. Her fingers never stopped rubbing herself,
they actually sped up. She ran her other hand over her breasts, the same
breasts that I’d touched, the same breasts that she’d shoved in my mouth for
the milk to be sucked from. The milk from the pregnancy that I had, so help me,
fantasized about being a result of her being fucked by another man.


She kept her eyes open as I resumed jerking off, not
surprised, probably expecting it.


We held each other’s eyes until I sensed she could
take it no more, and then her eyelids fluttered and she jammed her fingers into
her pussy, pushing up and in, shoving herself against the wall, as if she were
being fucked, as if she were being taken by another man, right there in our
house, while I watched helplessly from a few feet away, both the excitement and
the shame of my separation evident in the stiffness of my cock.


I came along with her, my cum shooting harmlessly
onto the glass, as her fingers thrust hard and deep inside her, a poor
substitute for the cock, and seed, she was no doubt wishing were inside her
instead.


 


 


Emily pulled into the driveway, glad to be
back home, she couldn’t wait to see little Anthony. Her employer, wonderfully
supportive, was letting her split her time between the office and working at
home. Though she enjoyed being back at the office, she still couldn’t wait for
the day to be over.


The sitter, Charlotta, was in the kitchen. “He’s
sleeping,” said Charlotta. “Everything was good.”


“Thanks, I’ll just peek in on him,” said Emily.


She kicked off her heels and tiptoed into the
nursery. Her son was sleeping peacefully, so beautiful. She just stood there a
while, taking it in, the sight, the subtle homey smell of the nursery, the
entire tableau.


Back in the kitchen, she covered a few logistics
with Charlotta and said goodbye. After the babysitter had left Emily made tea,
changed out of her work clothes into yoga pants and a tee top, and stretched
out on the sofa. This was her habit, take a short break, be with the baby, and
then pull out her laptop to resume work.


It had been almost two weeks since she and Justin
had added to the bucket list. They hadn’t talked about it once. Justin,
perhaps, was giving it time to sink in, to fully absorb what they might do. To
give himself, and Emily as well, time to turn back. Not turn back, that wasn’t
really possible, but just not go ahead.


Likely those were the reasons she hadn’t brought it
up as well. And truth be told, she was having some second thoughts.


Not talking about it hadn’t affected their sex. It
had been as good as ever. Or, to be perfectly frank, as good as it could be
between them. Which was very good.


Not long ago, she had no frame of reference to judge
good sex. Early in their marriage, they had little at all. Good for her meant
Justin was happy, that he got his release. It was hard to imagine that just a
few short years ago she hardly had orgasms.


And now, though she really had only been with four
men, and had only had sex a total of four times with men other than her
husband, she had been introduced to an entirely different spectrum of what
constituted good sex. Yet how was she to know that even this new range wasn’t
somehow only a part of what the true range of experiences might be? She hadn’t
known before, she could just as well not know now.


Would it be better or worse if she found out that
she’d only just begun to see the possibilities? If she discovered new and
different sex—especially with another man—would she have to keep going, always
looking for another level, another peak?


All those reasons contributed to her hesitation. 


And things were good with Justin. Why mess up
a good thing?


She finished her tea and went to the nursery.


 


 


Two weeks after Emily and I had put the
slips of paper into the bucket list jar, I was finally able to concentrate at
work. Enough time had gone by that it seemed like nothing was really going to
happen. Emily hadn’t brought it up. And our sex had been great, running the
entire gamut from hard and fast quickies in the afternoon to slow explorations
in the dark. I was having the sexual life that I’d always dreamed of, variety,
spontaneity, lustful yet loving. And with a beautiful woman.


We didn’t need a bucket list.


Or maybe we just got off on the thought of a bucket
list. What it implied, what it had originally led to, what it might still lead
to. Just that was enough, what the bucket list stood for.


At this rate, we might never even have to open the
jar. Just sit it on the table, both of us getting turned simply by what it
represented.


I’m sure that Emily, during our sex, fantasized
about what might be in that jar, about what she’d written down. Perhaps even
about what I might have written down. I did too. I’d been tempted to look, to
see what ideas she had. But I’d kept myself in check. Part of the excitement
was not knowing.


Maybe Damian wouldn’t have to get resolved after
all.


He was halfway across the country, in another job,
another world. He’d wanted my wife, but so did a lot of other men. Emily didn’t
need him, and neither did I.


 


 


Emily finished her work for the day. The
house was quiet. Justin wouldn’t be home for at least an hour.


She took a few minutes to scan social media and the
news, something she hadn’t had much time to do lately. Same old, same old. Yes,
there were important things going on in the world, but it all seemed so far
away, and removed from the priorities in her life.


If Justin got home early she’d go to the gym. Her
workout schedule had been haphazard and she missed it. Do some cardio, lift a
few weights. . .


Thinking of the weight room reminded her of Damian,
how he had come on to her. How she’d been overwhelmed by his power the first
time, how she’d virtually cowed in his wake, complicated by the fact that she
was so attracted to him. The second time she’d stood up to him, the more
confident Emily, able to resist.


She hadn’t seen Damian in well over a year, and yet
his presence still loomed over her, loomed over Justin as well. For all she
knew, Damian didn’t think about her at all. What kind of let down would that
be? They’d pick Damian’s name from the bucket list jar, she’d call him to
reconnect, and he’d ask: Who are you?  


Half telling herself it was just to kill time, she
did a search on Damian’s name and found the company he worked for. A startup in
the energy industry, technology for finding oil. On the company website, she
clicked on the tab that said Management.


And there he was.


The same beautiful skin, the same prominent
cheekbones, the same powerful eyes. Eyes that told nothing but promised
everything. The same confident pose, self assured, even in the photo his aura
of dominant strength reaching out to her.


She’d conjured up his image many times in her head,
doing far more than just posing for a photo. Yet seeing this image brought back
his voice, his touch, his effect on her.


Her hand dropped to her lap like it had a life of
its own. Some trick of her mind made it appear that Damian’s photo had changed,
that a gleam had come into his eye, that his lip had lifted into a tiny smirk. Like
he expected no less, like he knew that she—and perhaps any other woman looking
at his picture—would grow warm between the legs, would want him.


A year ago she would have started to rub herself,
she would have succumbed to his power, even only in a photograph. Today, as
aroused as she felt herself becoming, she shook her head and moved her hand
away. She gave him her own smile, and clicked off the screen.


She didn’t need Damian.


 


 


I called Emily from the office. “I’m a
little tied up here. You should go ahead and eat.”


“I just had a salad. I was hoping I could go to the
gym for a bit, would you mind?”


Actually, what I wanted to do was jump in bed with
her. I wasn’t especially horny at that minute, but perhaps I needed to prove to
myself—and to her—that we didn’t need Damian, we didn’t need the bucket list. “Sure,”
I said. Then, matter of factly, added, “If it’s not too late, maybe we could,
later. . .”


“I was hoping the same thing,” she said.


 


 


Emily changed into her workout clothes so
she’d be ready to head out to the gym as soon as Justin got home. She checked
in on the baby, everything fine there. She packed up her office work for the
next day, then looked around the room. Not enough time to start a new project.


A little frustrated, and still worked up from her
earlier thoughts about Damian, she pulled up the website where she and Justin
had posted the video of themselves having sex. She’d looked at it every so
often, each time surprised—and excited—by how many views it still got, even
though it was quite old, at least in internet age. The comments were so arousing,
even the cruder ones. Viewers begged for more.


Maybe someday. That had been fun, but in some ways
she and Justin had moved past that. Like looking at a video of an old birthday
party, you could remember the fun, but that didn’t mean you necessarily wanted
to be back there at that time.


She checked out some of the other posted videos.
Gone were the days when she was embarrassed to look at porn. Justin had caught
her once, back then, masturbating while watching their video. Maybe she’d do
that again, see the look on his face as she was touching herself when he came
in the door.


She clicked on one at random. It showed a woman with
unnaturally blond hair and even more unnatural breasts standing in front of six
men. Four of them were good looking, the other two less so. Four of the men
were black, the other two white, the men dressed casually, long shorts, tee
shirts, a few bare midriffs, tattoos. The woman was wearing revealing lingerie
and see through platform shoes. She looked like a proverbial hooker or porn
actress.


Emily didn’t find it especially appealing. It was
too posed, too—fake. Yet the group of men oozed testosterone, and the entire
image—nothing had really happened yet, only a minute into the video—suggested
unbound sex and decadence of the worst kind.


Or the best kind.


Emily hadn’t really ever fantasized about being with
a group of men. Yes, she’d been with two men at once, but that seemed
different. Though she barely knew one of the men and had just met the other, it
seemed more personal than a gangbang.


She couldn’t imagine actually having a personal
connection with enough men to have group sex.


Could any woman? 


She started clicking around, searching first on amateur
swingers. Plenty of videos, yet most seemed to show two couples, or in a few
cases three woman and two men. She tried again, searching on amateur
gangbangs.


More possibilities here, although some of the woman
didn’t look quite so amateur to her.


Which made her think: if she was in one of
those videos, having sex with multiple men, would people think she was an
amateur?


Was it more than just getting paid for it that made
you a professional? Or the number of men you’d slept with? Was there such a
thing as a professional hotwife?


The question again made Emily wonder if a woman
would get better at sex by doing it with more men. Would that be true for her?


She did a quick search to try to find out the
average number of sexual partners a woman had.


She found a survey and was surprised to see that the
number was far fewer than she had thought. For women, it was seven. For men,
six. That couldn’t be right, could it?


It was unclear what the survey respondents were
using as a definition of sex. Did any kind of sex count?


Another part of the survey said that men and women
admitted that they weren’t often truthful about how many sexual partners they’d
had. Men exaggerated, while women admitted to fewer.


Which would make the discrepancy even more. 


Emily had been with four men. Maybe she wasn’t as
far from average as she thought.


On a lark she picked up her phone and called her
sister Lisa. Lisa, by her own admission, had had a lot of sexual
partners.


“So I’m looking at this survey,” said Emily. She
told Lisa about what she had read.


“Hmm,” said Lisa. “I guess I’m an outlier.”


“It doesn’t look very scientific. I mean, shouldn’t
they adjust for married versus single? Age? What if the average age of the
survey taker is twenty five?”


Lisa laughed. “What brought on this interest?”


“Just wondering how I fit into the world.”


“Well, you are not average, that’s for sure. And
that has nothing to do with how many men you’ve slept with.”


Emily had recently grown even closer to her sister.
It was Lisa, after all, who had set Emily up with Dwayne. “Do you think you get
better at sex by having more of it with one man, or by having sex with more
men?”


“Uh-oh. Trouble in paradise over there?”


“No, not at all. We’re good. More than good. It’s
just that—I’ve learned so much, after what we’ve experimented with. It got me
to thinking, is there even more? Sometimes I—I feel so good having sex that I
can’t even contemplate it could get better. But I felt the same way—before.
What don’t I know?”


“This great sex, is it just with Justin, or—.”


“Both,” Emily admitted. “But for quite a while it’s
just been Justin, ever since that second time with Dwayne.” Close as she was to
Lisa, Emily still hadn’t mentioned Jackson, and was hoping Dwayne hadn’t told
her either. Even Lisa might not understand, you had to have been there.


“Getting a little antsy? Want to get back out and do
more exploring?”


The website showing the gangbang videos was still on
the screen, a dozen visuals of another world. “Maybe. I don’t know. Justin and
I sort of talked about it a few weeks ago, but we haven’t done anything.”


“And?”


“I want to, I don’t want to. I worry it’s not
healthy to be driven so much by just a search for pleasure.”


“You make it sound like a crime. There’s enough crap
to deal with and hills to climb in life, what’s wrong with going for the
pleasure?”


“I guess not,” said Emily. “As long as it doesn’t
affect my marriage.”


“Is it?”


“Well, it has, no doubt. But I can honestly say, for
the better. I’ve never felt closer to Justin.”


“Sounds like you’ve made up your mind.”


Emily’s eyes roved over the gangbang videos, but
didn’t really focus on them. They were crowded out by another image, one not on
the screen, but in her mind. “Well, there is this one man. . .”


“That sounds promising,” said Lisa.


“It’s complicated.”


“Well, you know the answer to that. Simplify it.”


 


 


 


 


I got out of the office as fast as I could
and headed home. Emily wanted to go to the gym. She so rarely asked for
anything for herself that I always wanted to help her out when I could. As it
was I felt that she was carrying way more than I was in terms of taking care of
our son. And she’d gone back to work as well.


When I entered the house it was quiet. No lights
were on downstairs, so I went up, looking first into the nursery, expecting to
see Emily there. The baby was sleeping.


I heard a sound from down the hall and went to see.
I hadn’t called out in case Emily had changed her mind about going to the gym
and was instead taking a little nap, she certainly deserved it. 


From the spare bedroom that we used as an office I
heard a sharp intake of breath, followed by a moan. I peered around the
doorway.


Emily was sitting at the desk, the laptop opened.
Her hands were pushed down into her gym shorts, pressing. At first I didn’t
think she noticed me, because her eyes were locked on the screen. My first
thought was that she was watching a porn video, but there was no sound, nor was
she wearing an earpiece.


She turned to me, her eyes bright. Like the last
time I’d caught her masturbating, she didn’t stop when she saw me.


There is something incredibly hot about watching a
woman touch herself. Part of it had to be the fact that it was evidence of a
desire for sex, that it wasn’t just men who jerked off, but women who touched 
themselves. The other part was that she was doing it in front of me. Her being
fully clothed did nothing to detract from the excitement, it even added to it.


Her eyes went back to the screen as her hand moved
faster. I didn’t know whether to join or just watch, I loved doing both. My
cock hardened in my pants.


“And here I was, rushing home, expecting you’d be
getting ready to go to the gym.”


“Who say’s I’m not?” Emily responded, her voice
breathy.


Which immediately made me think she was going to
check out men at the gym, hard bodied men, men to fantasize about, maybe even
hook up with.


“Need a little help there?” I asked.


She turned to me, a slight smile on her lips. “You
already are.”


“You like it when I watch.”


“You know I do.”


I moved into the room, wanting to be closer. As I
did so, Emily twisted in the chair, one hand still between her legs, the other
brushing the keyboard. The screen image flickered, changing, but not before I
got a quick glance of a picture, an image of a black man. Too quick for me to
recognize, but the man felt familiar.


Emily leaned back in the chair, looking right at me
now, her legs spread, the movement of her hand making a swishing sound on the
slick fabric of her workout shorts. Or maybe that wasn’t the source of the
sound at all.


“Are you wet?” I asked.


“Very. You want to see?”


“Yes. This is good too.”


She nodded, and now I was sure the sound I was hearing
was her finger sliding through her wetness. I leaned against the wall, feeling
for myself through my slacks. Emily liked to watch as well.


But her eyes had glazed over, and I was pretty sure
that it wasn’t me who she was thinking about, it was another man. Normally that
wouldn’t bother me, it almost always turned me on. But tonight, given what I
had been thinking about all day, it wasn’t as exciting as it usually was. I
wanted her all to myself.


I took three quick steps forward and lifted her from
the chair. She gave a little yelp, sounding more surprised than angry. I wanted
to show her that I could still surprise her in other ways.


I kicked the chair aside and bent her down over the
desk, pushing her hand back down into her shorts, my hand over hers, taking
over what she had started, pressing her fingers into her slit. With my foot I
forced her legs apart so far her thighs strained against her shorts.


“You don’t want to go to the gym in this condition,”
I growled, dragging her fingers across her clit. “I’ll get you nice and relaxed
first.”


With my other hand I managed to undo my belt and
drop my pants down. My cock sprang out and ran up along the silky nylon,
through the crack of her smooth ass and onto her lower back. I lowered myself
and repeated it over and over, each time the head pushing her ass cheeks open
more and more.


“I like that,” Emily said.


I forced her hand aside, reaching into her pussy.
She was soaking wet. She’d no doubt been this way well before I came into the
room.


Though I wanted this to be about us tonight, I
couldn’t help but wonder what had got her so excited.


“Going to make you come right in your shorts,” I
said.


“Again,” she said.


“You want it twice?”


“If you make me come now it will be twice,” she
responded, reaching over her shoulder and shoving her fingers in my face. I
opened my mouth, tasting her juices, tasting the proof of her arousal.


What had got into her? What had made her so hot she
had still be rubbing herself after she’d already made herself come?


I sucked her fingers until they were dry, then
pushed them back down into her shorts. “More,” I demanded.


Her fingers brushed past mine, delving into her
pussy, then returned to my waiting mouth. I loved Emily when she was like this,
it never ceased to amaze me, so different from the woman I had married. Or
thought I had married. It was like having the best of both worlds, married, and
yet being able to fool around, because each time she seemed like a different
woman.


I pushed down her shorts, and she shimmied her hips
to help. I guided my cock against her pussy, and she eagerly grabbed it at,
using the tip to rub her clit. We weren’t in the right position, I was too
tall, so she bent far over, frustrated, trying to get the angle just right, her
face flat against the desk. As she did so the laptop screen popped back on, the
picture of the black man jumping right out at me as I bent over her back.


Damian.


Emily had been looking at a photo of Damian as she
had been touching herself.


I groaned, anger welling up in my chest, and I
pushed forward, driving into her, not thinking, just reacting. Just competing.


Emily cried out, “No!” 


Maybe she was just saying no because I wasn’t
wearing a condom, maybe she was especially fertile right now. We hadn’t been
having unprotected sex. But Damian kept staring at me, mocking me, as if to say
Your wife was fantasizing about me, getting off on me, but she doesn’t want
you in her.


“I want to be in you,” I croaked.


“I’m not, we’re not . . . ready.” 


She was probably talking about being ready for another
child. But the blood was rushing in my ears as well as my cock. I pulled her
head up by her hair, forcing her to look at the screen. “But you are for
Damian?”


I couldn’t see her face, but I felt her body
stiffen. This was worse than being caught masturbating.


“I want to turn around and see you,” she said,
twisting, finally freeing herself from her shorts in one hurried motion.


I couldn’t tell if she was telling me or pleading
with me.


“No, stay like that, if you want him that bad.” My
cock was poised at her entrance. “Look at him.”


She was still tense, and it didn’t seem like it was
just the intensity of arousal. My head was spinning, wanting her, wanting to be
the one only one she was focused on, at least for tonight. Especially not
wanting her to be thinking of Damian, the man I most feared would pull her away
from me. I didn’t want to look at his face. Even in the photo he seemed to be
gloating.


I couldn’t imagine being in the same room with him
as he was with Emily. Not only because of how he’d react, but because of the
way I feared she would. Wanting him more than me.


“Please,” said Emily. “I want you in me.”


I still had her face pointed at the picture of
Damian. It was impossible to tell if she was talking to him or to me.


I couldn’t look, but couldn’t look away either.  For
a long moment we stayed like that, smoldering, me in anger, her in heat.


Yet my cock was still rock hard. Maybe it was a primal
reaction, my body faced with the need to compete, to overcome the threat of the
other male, to be the alpha. Or maybe it was because, no matter how angry I
was, the thought of Emily with another man, begging another man to be in
her, especially that man, was a vision I could not shake, a vision that
turned me on. A challenge I not only faced here, but would have to face in real
life.


There were so many things I could have done. Turned
off the monitor. Rubbed her clit. Turned her around and stood there until she
understood that I wanted her on her knees, sucking on me.


Instead, I pulled away.


Emily grabbed at my thighs, trying to hold me in
place. I let her have her way, just to see what she would do. Would she rub
herself while staring at Damian, all while my cock was helplessly between her
legs, so close, and yet kept at bay from her pussy?


Instead, what she did was so much worse, so much
better.


She took my cock and lay it against her pussy, then
rode her hips up and down, sliding over the shaft, coating it with her juices.
I felt her hand slip into her pussy, opening it, then return to my cock,
twisting her palm around me, wet, slippery. Over and over, back and forth,
making me as wet as her.


As if that were possible.


Then she dropped her hips and reached back,
spreading her ass cheeks open with both her hands.


“I want you in me,” she repeated.


It had been a long time since we’d had anal sex, and
it hadn’t been like this, ever. My mind swirled with terrible thoughts, still
caught up in my crazy mental battle with a man who wasn’t there.


I pushed my cock forward until it met resistance.


She gasped, her fingers tightening on her ass,
opening herself even wider. I needed more lubrication, yet I just held myself
there, against the firm closure of her tiny bud, staring not at her amazing
ass, not at the arousing sexiness of a woman bent over demanding to be fucked
in the ass, but at Damian. 


Now it was my turn to smile cockily. Now what do you
have to say, huh? You’re a thousand miles away, but it wouldn’t matter if you
were right here in this room, because you can’t have her, I’m going to fuck her
in the ass right in front of you.


I grabbed Emily’s hips and thrust into her.


She gasped, and though I knew she was likely in discomfort
I didn’t stop, I moved forward, pressing against the barrier. Her legs shook up
against mine. She was so tight my cock bent, my own pain, which stopped me
momentarily. I wasn’t me who moved next, it was Emily, pushing back against my
stiff shaft. 


There was that instant when it felt like I wouldn’t
get in, like I was pressing against a wall, no, like a wall was pressing
against me, because she was doing the pushing. Then I was past the opening,
inside her, so indescribably tight, the head of my cock totally surrounded in
heat and firmness and completeness. Another inch, then another, and still she
forced herself back at me. I was so stunned I couldn’t move, her taking me like
this, yet I was so turned on I had to move.


Once again she moved first. Her hands left her ass
and reached for mine. She took my left hand and placed it on her left hip. Then
she grabbed my right hand, which was still wrapped in her hair, and freed
herself, guiding my other hand to her other hip.


I expected her to drop her head to the desk, to
complete her surrender to me, to close her eyes and think only of me as I was
in her this way, as she was letting me take her in this most intimate of ways.


Instead, she arched her head painfully up so that
she was looking right at Damian’s face, just inches from her own. Looking at
him not because I was pulling her hair and forcing her to, but because she
wanted to.


“Now fuck me,” she demanded.


I couldn’t have denied her even if I had thought
about it, even if I had wanted to. My body reacted immediately to her words, my
cock driving into her, into her depths, until I was buried all the way, and
then I pulled back and pulled her toward me, hard. 


In the back of my mind a warning wormed its way into
my brain. Too hard, be careful, don’t hurt her. 


Yet before I could react Emily breathed, “Fuck me. Fuck
me!”


And so I did, hard and fast and deep, with Damian as
a witness, an observer, a participant. For though I could not see her face, I
had no doubt that Emily’s eyes were wide open.


And though she spoke to me, although she was begging
to be fucked, although it was my cock in her ass, I couldn’t shake the feeling
that her words were meant for him.


I rammed into her, and now her fingers were on her
pussy, rubbing furiously, not waiting for me. 


She moaned, jerking, her orgasm overtaking her, and
damn if Damian’s face didn’t seem to change, his eyes no longer cryptic,
sending a signal: She’s coming because of me.


I grunted out a cry of anger, of helplessness, of
pleasure, and exploded into Emily’s ass, a release so unlike any other, free,
yet smothered in agonizing tightness. I was out of control. I was being
controlled.


I held myself in her, both of us breathing hard,
loud in the quiet room. I almost expected that the next voice I heard would be
Damian’s.


I slipped out of Emily, my legs weak.


I was free of her ass, but not of Damian’s presence.


I should have said something then, a question, a
joke, a cocky comment. Instead, I stepped out of my pants, which were still
stupidly around my ankles, and headed off to clean up.


At the doorway I slowed, perhaps expecting Emily to
say something, to say how good it was, to say she was sorry.


Something.


Instead she was in the same position, her legs
spread wide, her back arched, her face inches from Damian’s.


Her hand between her legs.


 


 


When I awoke the next morning, Saturday,
Emily was already out of bed, likely in the nursery. We’d slept together, but
had barely spoken to each other since what had transpired. Just a flat ‘Good
Night.’


We were having our first real fight.


There had been no yelling, no name calling, just a
coldness. I felt terrible for how I had acted, and yet angry as well. Not because
she had been masturbating while looking at the photo of another man. And after
I’d been awake thinking about it half the night, not even that the man had been
Damian.


What pissed me off was that I somehow was sure that
her lusting over Damian wasn’t recent. Of course she’d thought about him. But
she likely thought about other men, he was just another guy. Nothing special
other than being the type she was interested in. No different than, say, a
stranger on a video.


Getting hot, sure. But begging to be fucked by him,
with such intensity, was another thing entirely.


I’d been such a fool. All the times he had looked at
her. And I was the one who had encouraged him to go to her gym, for her to show
him around.


Had they already been together? Had she been seeing
him when I was away on my trips, trips I’d been ordered to go on by Damian?


It was hard to believe possible; I trusted Emily so
much. And yet. . . 


I was afraid to ask, I was afraid not to ask.


I got in the shower, not ready to face it.


When I was finished and went back into the bedroom,
Emily was there, putting clothes in the dresser. She turned to look at me, her
face hard to read, her features soft, like she wanted to run to me, or she
wanted me to run to her. But there was a hardness in her eyes I don’t think I’d
ever seen.


That look froze me in my tracks. She was angry as
well. Perhaps she had a right to be, I’d been rough with her. If it hadn’t been
for the reason for my roughness, I might have apologized right there. But her
anger stopped me. She shared the blame in this as well.


Neither of us moved. Then, when it became obvious
neither of us was going to, she stepped toward the bath.


“Excuse me,” she said, her voice flat.


I let her pass, then walked out of the room.


 


 


Emily rustled through the bathroom vanity
draw, forgetting what she was looking for. She slammed the drawer shut. For
perhaps the first time in their marriage, Emily was really angry at Justin.
What was making it worse was the fact that he was angry at her. Why should he
be angry? He had started all this. She’d gone along, yes, but she’d asked time
and again if they should stop, if her even thinking about other men
bothered him. He’d always said no, he had always prompted her to keep going.


He’d practically thrown Damian in her face.


Justin couldn’t be blind to Damian’s interest in
her, and couldn’t possibly be surprised at her attraction in return. 


Justin had caught her masturbating more than once.
The other times he’d been turned on, he’d joined in, fully realizing—and
accepting—that she was probably fantasizing about other men.


And last night, as angry as Justin was, there was no
doubt he’d been turned on. He had to be completely hard to push into her
tightness the way he did.


Her ass puckered at the thought, Justin taking her
harder than he ever had. A part of her recoiled, another part was excited, not
only remembering the sensation, but turned on by Justin’s demands and power.


She shook off the thought. She wasn’t going to let
herself get sidetracked. In the mirror, her face was tight, almost harsh.


She’d have to deal with Justin at some point, but
not now. Right now she needed to be alone.


In the bedroom she went to the dresser where she
kept her workout clothes. Her gym shorts weren’t there. Of course. They were on
the floor in the spare bedroom where she’d left them last night.


She had plenty of other workout clothes she could
wear, yoga pants, sweats, other shorts. Yet something made her go into the
other room and pick up the shorts she had been in the night before. The
computer was still on, the screen blank, but it would only take a tiny movement
of the mouse to wake it, to bring back Damian’s face.


How would she react this time? Would she be
disgusted? Would she be in fear of what his picture implied, how it could
impact her marriage? Or would she be turned on again?


It wasn’t just Justin she had to deal with. It was
now painfully clear she was going to have to deal with Damian, one way or
another.


She could almost smell the sexual heat in the room,
remnants of last night. Or maybe an emanation from her right now.


Leaving the computer as it was, she scooped up her
shorts and changed into them.


Downstairs, Justin was sitting at the kitchen table,
a cup of coffee in front of him. His head snapped up at her approach.


“I’m going to the gym,” she said. It wasn’t a
question.


Justin just nodded.


Emily turned and headed for the garage, not waiting
to see if it occurred to him what she was wearing.


 


 


I busied myself around the house while
Emily was out. I’d never seen her so angry. Part of me wanted to console her,
another part of me wanted to have an argument, get it all out in the open.


The fact that she’d left meant that she either
didn’t want to fight or realized she needed time to cool down.


Which would be for the best, no doubt. Although
right now, I wasn’t sure if I could calm down.


Anthony had woken up, and was crying. I went to the
nursery, doing what I could to calm him. I changed him, fed him, held him. He
was a constant reminder of the love Emily and I had for each other. For the
trust we had placed in each other. 


Or had. I thought I still trusted her, I always had,
otherwise we wouldn’t be where we were, we wouldn’t have done all that we had
done, all that she had done. I wouldn’t be in this nursery, holding
Anthony, without that trust.


Yet she’d lied to me. If not lied, at least withheld
a truth I should have been told.


What else had she been withholding? Was she seeing
other men? Had she gone back to Dwayne?


Was she out right now, running back to him? Or
hooking up with some stranger, just to prove a point, or to hurt me?


Mad as she was when she had left, she looked hot in
those gym shorts, the same shorts I’d caught her touching herself in as she had
fantasized about Damian. Had she worn them this morning to tease me, or remind
me?


And remind me of what? Of how I’d fucked her tight
ass, or that she’d been thinking about Damian while I was doing it?


 


 


At the gym, Emily did a long workout. A few
times she noticed men checking her out. On another day, she would have been
turned on by that, she might have even given one of the men a tiny smile. She
likely would have rushed home to tell Justin.


Today she just put her head down and kept at her
workout. 


She pushed herself hard so she wouldn’t have to
think, not yet, letting the worst of her anger burn off. Try as she might, she
couldn’t clear her mind of what had happened, and the terrifying thoughts that
all she and Justin had achieved together might be lost.


It felt like more than a simple fight.


When her body could take it no longer she finally
quit, though her mind still spun crazily. She showered at the gym, slipped into
jeans and sneakers, and headed home.


Inside, the house was quiet. She headed up to the
nursery. The strains of a quiet, calming song was playing.


In the nursery, Justin was sitting on the rocker,
Anthony cradled is his arms. Both of them were sleeping, a picture of care and
love and peace. And acceptance.


Her heart melted. 


Even with the fight, even with his anger, Justin was
still the same dependable man, the man she loved, the man who would take care
of her son, no matter what.


He deserved more than her anger.


In that moment Emily realized that she was angry at
herself as well, even more than she’d been angry at Justin. Angry at herself
for letting things get so far, letting her own desires and needs get ahead of
those of Justin, of their marriage. 


Angry at herself for hiding the truth about Damian.


She stood there for a long time, just watching them,
taking it all in. Then she tiptoed into the room, kissed them both lightly,
leaving them in their repose.


 


 


I awoke with a stiff neck. I’d fallen
asleep in the nursery, holding Anthony. He felt my movement and made a few
sounds, puffing out his lips, but he didn’t wake up.


I had always wanted kids, but hadn’t thought too
much beyond that. It didn’t matter if they were boys or girls, or what they
would look like. If I had thought about it, I’m not sure I would have imagined
a son that looked exactly like Anthony. Not that it mattered. He was beautiful,
just the way he was.


I gave him a kiss and placed him in the crib.


Almost lunchtime. I’d slept longer than I had
thought. I headed downstairs to get something to eat.


Passing through the dining room, I was surprised to
see the table set, with dinnerware and even flowers. Emily was lighting a
candle.


“I hope you managed to catch a little nap,” she
said.


Her tone was completely different from this morning.
“I did.” I nodded toward the table. “Special event?” Normally we just grabbed
leftovers on Saturday afternoon.


“Not really. Just—because.” She blew out the match
and came to stand in front of me. “I’m sorry about the way I acted. I don’t
have any reason to be angry. I can’t understand how I can ever be angry when
I’m so happy with everything I have. Everything we have.” 


Her eyes were soft, caring. She didn’t reach out or
hug me, she just stood there, as if she were afraid to touch me, or she was
waiting to see my reaction.


Her words and her vulnerability snuffed my anger as
quickly as she had extinguished the match. I was ashamed of my anger as well.
We’d dealt with more complicated issues than this. 


“I’m sorry too,” I said. “I think I was really mad
at myself and took it out on you.”


“I—I shouldn’t have kept anything from you. I’ll
tell you everything, but you need to understand that nothing happened. Nothing.”
She looked up into my eyes, as if what I said next was the most important thing
in the world. “Do you believe me?”


“Of course I do.” And I did. She was talking about
Damian, of course. 


Still she waited, as if even my words were not
enough. I held out my arms, and we embraced, her head on my chest. “I love you
so much,” she said.


“Me too,” I said. As I held her, it was hard to
think of how I could be mad, especially after just having come from the
nursery, after holding the baby she’d given me.


There was still the unresolved question of what to
do next, how to deal with what caused our anger in the first place. That could
wait a little while. Right now, it felt good to have the old Emily back.


“What’s for lunch?” I asked.


 


 


That night, in bed, we made love, the old
fashioned way, the way we used to. The lights low, just the two of us, few
words spoken, soft moans of pleasure. No talk of fantasies, of other men. After
all we’d experienced, this was what we needed.


As I held her close, I felt that we had
reestablished the core of what our marriage was all about. No matter what we
had explored, no matter what she had done, it all started with this and came
back to this.


“Do you want to talk about it?” she asked.


“Now, later, it doesn’t matter. But yes, we should.”


“I think so too. But I don’t want to when we are
angry.”


“I’m not angry. I was. Maybe I will be tomorrow
morning, I can’t promise. But not like I was.”


She turned her head on my chest to look at me. “I
want to tell you all of it. Just so you know.”


“Okay.” I ran my fingers through her hair.


“It started at that trip you took me on. Where
you—we—met Damian. That night at dinner, that wasn’t the first time I’d met
him. Earlier, I was at the pool, remember? You went in to get ready for the
dinner. I did some laps. When I came out of the pool, he was there. He handed
me a towel as I got out of the water. I didn’t know who he was, I thought he
was actually with the hotel staff. Because of the towel. We talked a little.
Not much, but he was flirting with me. I was shocked. You remember what I was
like then. I didn’t know how to react, what to say.”


It wasn’t that long ago that I didn’t remember what
Emily used to be like. Even though I had witnessed how confident Emily could be
when talking about men, I could easily picture how she would have been stunned
at Damian coming on to her.


“What did he say?” I asked.


“He just made comments about how I looked. He made
me feel uncomfortable, he was so cocky, just expecting that I’d want him.” She
paused for a few seconds. “He actually touched me. Not in an inappropriate way,
he was helping me get out of the pool, I couldn’t see from the chlorine. But he
didn’t know me, so it was inappropriate, you know what I mean?”


“I think so. What happened then?”


“That was it, then. I mean, that was enough. It
couldn’t have lasted more than a couple of minutes.”


“I can see him doing that,” I said. “He’s got that
ego.” I knew that Emily had a thing for really confident men, at least now. She
probably had always felt that way. Hell, she probably thought of me that
way, at least at first. Now I wasn’t sure exactly how I stacked up.


Something she said clicked. “You said that was it, then.
Did something happen later?”


She hesitated, then said, “When I got back to the
room, before dinner. I was in the shower. I—thought about him.”


I shouldn’t have been surprised, but my stomach
clenched anyway. So she’d been thinking of him ever since then.


“Thought about him?” I asked.


“You know. It wasn’t that long after we had started.
. .everything. The night you took me to the bar, the night we talked about
other men looking at me, wanting me. It just all came together.”


“You wanted to be with Damian?”


“Not in reality. Just in my head. That’s all it was,
I swear. And not all the time, not just him. But then we watched the videos,
the ones with the black men, and it kind of all ran together.”


My mixed feelings were back, hearing Emily talk
about other men, visualizing her masturbating while thinking of a black man.
The fact that it was Damian complicated it all, it was too close to home.


“I ran into him after that,” Emily continued. “At
the gym. You had suggested he go there, remember? Not that I’m blaming you,
it’s just what happened. Anyway, he claimed I was there looking for him. I
wasn’t, I was totally shocked to see him there. He did it again, flirted with
me. Even asked me if I’d been with a black man. He—he was so sure of himself.
He looked good, and he knew it. He touched me again, the same thing, innocent,
helping me with my workout. But in my space, personal.”


I had to know the rest. “And?”


Her fingers squeezed into my chest. “I—I got
excited. I didn’t do anything with him. I was even a little afraid. But when I
got home. . .”


“I see.”


Now her words came out in a rush. “There’s more.
When we started talking about other men, for real. I thought you were going to
suggested Damian, I really did. That’s why I brought up Dwayne. I didn’t want
it to be Damian.”


“Wait, you didn’t want Damian?”


“It was—too complicated. I felt out of control. And
he was your boss. I didn’t want it to affect your job. I was scared to death
he’d take it out on you.”


“He never did. I wouldn’t have got the
promotions—not only the one he gave me, but getting his job after he left—if it
hadn’t been for him.”


“I’m glad about that. I was afraid he’d hold it over
your head, try to blackmail me into having sex with him. But all he did was the
flirting. He never called me or anything. I ran into him one other time, at the
gym again. That was after Dwayne, after Antonio. I felt I could handle Damian
then. I told him that I’d been with other men.”


“What?”


“Can you believe it?” Emily gave a little laugh.
“That shocked him.”


“I bet.” I would have loved to have been there for
that. “How did you leave it with him?”


There was a long silence before Emily answered. “I
told him to leave me alone, to leave you alone. And that if I ever wanted to be
with him, I’d be the one to call him.”


I stiffened again, but this time it was my cock
instead of my body. “Is that why you talked about him that night?”


“I didn’t have a plan. I just wanted to see your
reaction. And if I remember correctly, you had one.” She slipped her hand
between my legs. “This reaction.”


It was a little easier to consider it now. Damian
was halfway across the country, it wasn’t like Emily was going to run into him
in the gym. I knew she fantasized about men, about men just like Damian. It
couldn’t hurt now. And what she’d told me hadn’t been all that bad. It was
actually better that she hadn’t told me at the time, because I’m sure I would
have acted differently around Damian.


Still, it was like he and Emily had shared a secret,
a secret I hadn’t been part of.


“Are you okay?” she asked.


She was still stroking my hard cock, so she had at
least part of the answer. “I think so, I said. “Just, going forward. . .”


“I know. No secrets. I promise.”


“You could get me to agree to anything when you are
doing that,” I said.


“You want me to stop?” In the darkness, it was hard
to tell what she was thinking, whether she was still in the serious mode of her
confession.


“No. Never. Not just that. None of it.” I pulled her
face to mine and kissed her hard. “Do you understand? None of it. Not unless
you want to. Until then, I want you to be you, I want you to have everything you
want, all I can give you. And if the only way I can give it to you is to
support you getting it from another man, that is good with me.”


She stopped stroking me, although her hand didn’t
leave me cock. She kissed me, not hard, but deep, lovingly. “I can’t believe
how good you are to me,” she said. “After all you’ve done for me.”


“For us. It’s for us.”


“Right now, I want to do something just for you,”
she said, and slipped down under the covers. Her mouth enveloped my hard cock,
the blissful sensation I knew I’d never tire of, the acceptance that would
always thrill me and amaze me.


I lay back and selfishly let her do what she
obviously wanted to do. 


She grew more excited as I got closer, I could feel
it in how she used her mouth, how she increased the speed of her fingers on my
cock, how she cupped my balls.


“Do you want to be with him?” I asked.


She answered not with words, but with a moan, her
mouth tightening on my cock. And even if she hadn’t been thinking of being with
Damian before, I knew she was now, and so was I.


I held out as long as I could, wanting to make this
last, wanting to give her time to get whatever fantasy she wanted in her head.


“When?” I prodded.


She slipped her mouth free just long enough to say,
“Let’s let the jar decide.”


And thinking of what other possibilities were in the
jar, and the fact that Damian’s name was there as well, pushed me over the
edge, and I swelled in her mouth, my shooting jets the promise of more to come.


Even if it wasn’t from me.


 


 


Things went pretty much back to normal
after that. Neither of us mentioned Damian or the bucket list jar or other men
for the next few weeks. It wasn’t like I felt that the issue was resolved, far
from it. But for a while we were just a married couple, working, spending time
with Anthony, eating dinner together, watching a movie on television.


I didn’t think I was angry any longer. I didn’t feel
angry. Yet I realized I really wouldn’t be sure until I faced the situation
that would no doubt come to fruition.


By the third week it occurred to me that maybe the
reason Emily hadn’t brought it up was because she was waiting for me. She
wanted me to be part of the decision. Or perhaps she still felt guilty about
having kept secret the details about how she had met Damian and how long she’d
been thinking about him.


Whatever the reason, I got the sense she wanted me
to decide.


I’d always felt that a decision put off just made
for more anxiety. So one evening, after Emily had gone to sleep, I went
downstairs and, with shaking hands, picked up the crystal jar with the bucket
list items.


I’d had many second thoughts about the folded up
papers in that jar, especially the extra ones I had added with Damian’s name.
I’d done that before Emily had confessed to me, when I thought it was my idea
to titillate her with. Now that I knew the truth, I felt—not quite like I had
been manipulated, but that I had made a decision without knowing all the facts.


As if we ever had all the facts. Especially in a
wife sharing life.


I’d never know with one hundred percent certainty what
would happen with her, with us. Would she always want to see other men? Would
she fall in love with one of them, or even if not fall in love, need
what she got from another man so much she had to be with him all the time?


I’d known men like that, men who had run off with
women for sexual reasons only, giving up what had seemed to be good marriages.
Would women do that? Would Emily?


I thought about that trite saying: If you love
something, set it free.


It didn’t seem so trite to me now.


I set the jar down in the middle of the table, where
Emily would be sure to see it.


 


 


When I got home from work, the jar was
exactly where I had left it. I had tried not to think about the bucket list at
work, but I couldn’t keep the images from my mind. The possibilities. The
risks. The rewards. Every time I got excited about what might happen I was
struck by the fear of what could go wrong. Yet whenever I thought about the
risks, I remembered how much Emily had been aroused by each new experience,
starting with a simple change in her outfit, all the way to sex with other men.


Each time she’d gone further, and yet each time it
had been better. I didn’t think we’d come close to reaching the limit of what
we might get out of these experiences.


And I knew that Emily wanted more. Not only with
Damian.


Damian, though, remained my biggest fear. The one
man I thought might whisk Emily away. Maybe it was because I knew him, knew
what he was capable of.


Emily was in the den. I gave her a quick kiss and
asked about her day. Everything was fine.


“Tonight?” I asked.


She didn’t have to ask what I meant. She only
nodded.


The next few hours dragged by, the intensity
growing. Finally it was time.


We sat at the table, the lights low, the crystal jar
between us. “Are you sure?” I asked.


“Only if you are.”


“That’s why I put the jar out.” At least, that’s
what I thought was the reason. “Sooner or later. If not this—,” I waved at the
jar, “then it will be something else.”


Her voice was soft, but sure. “I know.”


We had taken seats at opposite sides of the table,
perhaps unconsciously already creating the slight distance needed for
reengaging our other path. 


I took the lid off the jar, signaling the truth of
my intent. “Go ahead,” I said.


She hesitated ever so slightly, not out of any real
second thought I could sense, but to establish the importance of what we were
about to do. I suddenly had a weird feeling. We were being too somber, this was
supposed to be exciting, fun.


“You can only pick one,” I said.


She laughed, and I did to, the mood changing, the
weight of seriousness lifted. “Aww,” she said. “You ruined my surprise.”


I thought of other times she had surprised me,
shocked me. Surprises that had terrified me, yet turned me on. “You’ll just
have to be creative,” I said.


She reached in to the jar, and I held my breath,
waiting to see if she chose the top one. Her slim fingers fiddled in the pile,
settling on the top, toying with the paper I had secretly put in. 


All this time she held my eye, keeping a connection,
as if we were choosing together. Her fingers tightened around the folded piece
of paper. She pursed her lips, as if considering, then drove her hand down into
the jar, mixing up the papers. Let the jar decide, she had said.


She made a choice and set the folded paper on the
table. I stared at it. I thought back to the first time we’d done this, how
excited I had been simply because Emily had gone this far. Little could I have
ever realized how far she would go.


When I looked up her eyes were still on me, she
hadn’t looked down at the paper. 


“Open it,” I prompted.


She made a show of unraveling the sheet, teasing me
with her delay. As she spread it out to read I focused on her face, her
reaction. Was that an intake of breath? Was that a flush in her cheeks? 


“It’s one of yours,” she said.


“Which one?”


“A date with a stranger.”


So, not Damian. I let out a breath I had been
holding. If Emily noticed she didn’t say anything. I was so jittery I couldn’t
tell if she was relieved or disappointed.


Emily raised an eyebrow. “Date?” she asked.


“Whatever you decide.” I fidgeted, already thinking
of the possibilities, Damian, for the moment, set aside. “Surprise me. I trust
you.”


Emily toyed with the paper. “A real stranger?”


Why had she asked that? Was she trying to find out
if Damian would qualify?


“I thought you’d like that. Like the men at the
bars.”


“I have to say I’ve certainly thought about it,” she
admitted. “But a stranger—a man we didn’t know at all?”


I was going to ask her right out whether she wanted
to include Damian as a possibility, but before I could, she added, “Wouldn’t
that be a little dangerous?”


She was right, yet in her tone I could sense her
excitement over the idea. Maybe it wasn’t about Damian after all. “I could come
with you,” I said.


After a moment she said, “That might work.”


But I got the sense that isn’t what she had in mind.
I said, “I do have another idea. I’ve been thinking about this—”


Emily laughed. “Have you now.”


“Well, I wanted to make sure that I put good possibilities
in the jar, right? So I did a test, in my head. Didn’t you?”


“I guess it’s fair to say I tried out my ideas in
private.” She gave me a smile, a pretend shy smile.


“I see.” She’d been masturbating, thinking about her
choices. “So, this idea. Remember my friend Brandon? You met him briefly at our
wedding.” Brandon was one of the guys I’d grown up with. We’d been close, and
had kept in touch after he had moved away.


“I think so.”


“Anyway, I never told you much about him I guess. He
was a little like you. He married the girl he dated in high school, when he was
nineteen. It didn’t last, I’m not sure why. They got divorced after a few
years. Brandon was devastated. He married another girl, on the rebound. That
didn’t work either. So he kind of swore off women.” I was talking fast, trying
to get it all out. “He’s a good guy. He’s not depressed or anything, or angry
at women, but he didn’t date much for a few years. Last time I talked to him he
was happy about his work, his life. Said he was thinking of getting back into
the dating scene.”


“So this is about me helping him out?”


“Think of it as mutual help.”


“I thought you said a stranger. You know
him.”


“Well, about that. He doesn’t live anywhere around
here, he doesn’t know anyone here except me. So I had this idea, he could fly
in, you could meet him at a hotel bar, you can pretend you are picking him up.
Or vice versa. He’ll know, of course. But it’s pretty close to a stranger, and
I trust him.”


“You’d tell him? About us? About what we do?”


“He doesn’t have to know the whole history, just
enough for him to get the picture.”


She cocked her head, her eyes on me, but after a
while they lost focus, and I knew she was thinking about it. I felt as if the
room was getting warm, and I let my mind go to where it had already gone, Emily
at the bar, getting hit on, ending up in a room with Brandon, kissing him.
Sucking his cock. Getting fucked.


Her eyes still dreamy, Emily said, “This Brandon. He
was the one with the wavy brown hair? The really good looking one?”


 


 


The thought of Emily with Brandon seemed
like a good idea. At least until I had to make the phone call explaining it to
Brandon.


I’d spent so much time thinking about how it might
play out that I hadn’t given enough thought to how to get it started. I knew
Brandon pretty well, and while we’d had our share of guy talk about women, it
had all been very generic. And years ago.


We’d see a woman at a bar, say something like, She’s
hot. Or, I’ll flip you to see who gets to buy her a drink. Stuff
like that. 


Not, Hey Brandon, you always did think Emily was
cute, right? Want to have sex with her?


It might have been easier if we were in the same
city, seeing each other all the time. Maybe ease into the conversation after a
few beers. See if he was checking Emily out. Hint around about ideas of being
with a married woman.


In the end I just decided to jump right in. Not only
because I had few other practical options, but because now that the possibility
was right in front of us, I couldn’t wait for it to happen.


I think Emily felt the same way. The night we’d picked
the sex with stranger slip, once we got to bed Emily had kept asking
questions about Brandon in between kisses and stroking me. She was teasing, her
talk about another man, yet she was really worked up.


I waited until the weekend. My first instinct was to
have the conversation in private, just in case it didn’t go well. Then I remembered
how I’d reacted when I’d listened to Emily set up her date with Antonio, what a
turn on that had been for me.


I waited until Emily had put the baby down for a
nap. Sitting in the armchair in our bedroom, I explained my dilemma to Emily.
“Would you like to hear?”


“I’m not sure. What are you going to say?”


“How beautiful you are. That you are okay with this.
More than okay.”


She leaned against the bureau, her body language a
confusing mix of signals, her arms over her chest protectively, her eyes intent
with consideration. “That might be fun,” she finally said.


“Of course, he might also not want to do it,” I
said. “Not because he wouldn’t want to be a beautiful woman, but be weirded out
because it is you—us, if you know what I mean.”


“You decide,” she said.


Now it was my turn to consider. “The less you know,
the more it will seem like a stranger.”


I swore she shivered. “That’s a good point,” she
said.


“So. . .” I picked up the phone and made a
little shooing motion with my hand. 


“Now?” she asked, her voice a mixture of alarm and
excitement.


“Why not?”


 She stepped over to the chair, gave me a kiss, and
skipped out of the room.


I caught Brandon as he was getting ready to do some
work on his truck. “Bad time?” I asked, half disappointed, half relieved that
I’d be off the hook. Okay, maybe mostly disappointed.


“Nah, any excuse not to work on brakes,” he said.
“What’s up?”


“Mostly to catch up,” I said, stalling, still trying
to figure out how to ease into the conversation. “Anything new there?”


“Same old.  Going to do another triathlon, been in
training for that. How about you?”


I mumbled a few general things, we talked a little
sports. I finally got the talk around to women. “Any possibilities on the
horizon?”


“Maybe one or two, nothing right now. I mean, I’m
open. I want a long term thing at some point, but I also want to just fool
around a little, you know what I mean? Well, you might not, you’ve got Emily
and all. But I wish there was something in between trolling for a hookup and
getting married. I’ve been out of the dating scene so long I’m not sure exactly
what to do. The whole online thing isn’t me.”


I chuckled. “Sounds like there should be a lot
between those extremes.”


“Yeah, yeah, but finding it is the question. The women
I meet or get introduced to, they either want to just hang out, or want to get
married right away.”


I fiddled with the arm of the chair. “I might have
an idea for you.”


Brandon laughed. “What, you got a hot woman for me who
wants to fool around without a commitment?”


I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out.
Brandon said, “Justin? You there?”


“Yeah. Listen, I might actually know a woman like
that. Not out there, she’s here.”


“Just my luck. Besides, if she’s that hot, she
doesn’t need me, there are plenty of guys there she could be doing it with.”


“That’s true,” I said. Brandon wouldn’t believe how
true it was. “But she’s trying to avoid any—complications.”


“Sounds mysterious. Wait, is she married?”


“As a matter of fact, yes.”


“That’s a complication I don’t need either. Some
love triangle. Maybe a nut husband coming after me.”


“That won’t be a problem,” I assured him.


“Why does she want to do this? Her husband not
giving her what she needs?”


I winced. There was an element of that, but I wasn’t
sure if I could explain it the right way. “He—knows about what she wants to do.
It’s—for both of them.”


“You mean swinging? I never could understand that. I
mean, a couple of women at the same time, who hasn’t had that idea? But other
guys in the room, I just don’t think I could do it.”


“Not swinging. It’s called wife sharing. Or hotwife.
The idea is that the wife gets with other men, not in a cheating way, her
husband knows. She gets a thrill, gets to explore. The guy feels good because
he likes the idea of other men thinking his wife is hot. It confirms his
feelings that his wife is really desirable, and he feels good because she
always comes back to him.”


“Always?”


How could I answer that? The risk of the wife not
coming back was probably, for some men, part of the thrill. For me, it was a
fear. Yet I’m sure that the men felt amazing when their wives did come back.
Talk about the ultimate confidence booster. Your wife has sex with a stud, and
yet she comes back to be with you, to have sex with you. The other guy got
fucked, but left behind.


Emily and I weren’t to that point, where I felt she
might leave. Yet it certainly could happen.


Shit, it could happen with Brandon.


“I don’t know enough to say always,” I admitted. “But
the whole thing is more common than you’d think. Certainly more than I ever
thought.”


Brandon laughed again. “You speaking from
experience?”


He was obviously joking. I let my silence be my
answer.


“Justin, are you serious?”


Though his voice was incredulous, I knew him well
enough to recognize a hint of interest, of joyous disbelief.


“Serious as can be. Would you like to fuck my wife?”


 


 


Emily told herself it was better not to
hear the conversation. Justin was right, it would be uncomfortable if it didn’t
go well. Brandon might be so turned off by the idea he’d no longer want to be
Justin’s friend. Or he’d be fine with the concept, but not want to be with her.
Because she was Justin’s wife. Or because he wasn’t interested.


A man not being interested in her, at one time,
wouldn’t have been any kind of surprise. Not long ago she didn’t even imagine
that men noticed her much, and certainly didn’t think they spent a lot of time
thinking about her, especially sexually. The entire idea would have turned her
off.


Yet once she discovered that men wanted her, and
that she could even affect them, heighten their desire, she realized she’d learned
not only about men but about women. At least herself. There was a freedom, a
power, in being able to excite a new man. Not just in the teasing, but in the
following through.


Yes, it wasn’t a good idea to listen in. Yet three
times she passed by the bedroom, pretending to herself it was because she
needed to get to the linen closet, or get a pen from the office. Each time her
steps slowed, hoping to catch a snatch of Justin’s conversation with Brandon.


She had only met him that one time, at her wedding,
the day going by so fast. She remembered that Brandon had been there alone, no
wife or date. He was built a little like Justin, on the slender side, nice
shoulders, toned. Justin had mentioned he was a triathlete. She remembered his
nice curly light brown hair, reminding her of a surfer dude. 


She was so caught up in her wedding, in Justin, that
she hadn’t really spent much time thinking about Brandon at the time. Now she remembered
about how good looking he had been. Was her mind playing a trick on her? Would
he look as good now?


She stood in the hall, listening to the murmur of
Justin’s voice. Her legs shook, wobbly. At the thought of what Justin was
doing. At the thought of what she might do.


Realizing she wanted it, so help her. The desire was
on her again, like a switch had been thrown.


She leaned against the wall, suddenly weak. 


She fought to get her bearings, get grounded in the
reality of what might happen. Of it not happening.


After a while she realized that Justin wasn’t
talking. She pulled herself together and peeked in the doorway of the bedroom.


Justin was still in the stuffed chair, his hands on
the arms, the phone on the table, a stunned look on his face.


The stunned look of a husband who had just offered
up his wife to another man. The stunned look of a husband who’d got the answer
he both wanted and feared.


Emily ran to him. To comfort him. To make him feel
better.


To let him see her arousal. 


 


 


Things moved very quickly after that. I
spoke to Brandon twice more, setting up the details. Each time he asked again
if I was serious, not believing his luck.


I told him I trusted him. I didn’t tell him all of
it, that she’d been with men I didn’t know, that I didn’t really trust at all.
Only that it wasn’t the first time for Emily. He seemed to get it and didn’t
pry, or perhaps he didn’t want to throw a wrench into what he was obviously
getting excited about.


When the big day arrived I think I was more nervous
than Emily. I sat in the chair in the bedroom, the same chair I’d made the call
to Brandon from, watching Emily get ready. 


“Anything else you want to know about him?” I asked.


Emily had chosen to put her makeup on in the bedroom
instead of the bath. She did this, I think, for me, because she knew it turned
me on to watch her get ready. She didn’t stop what she was doing when she said,
“I like the idea of not knowing much. You know, a stranger.”


I was nervous enough, even though I had a hard time
thinking of Brandon as a stranger. It would be much worse if she was going to
hook up with a real stranger. Unknown to both of us.


Part of me feared she’d want that next. And that I
would as well.


Already thinking ahead to another man.


“I haven’t actually seen him for a while,” I said.
“Just that time we got together when I was out there for a meeting. He might
look a little different.” I was babbling.


“What, you think he’s six inches shorter or his eyes
aren’t green now?”


“No, not that. . .” I stopped, feeling
foolish. Emily was teasing me. “Wait, you remember the color of his eyes?”


She glanced at me in the mirror. “Do you?”


I was flummoxed. I had no idea what color his eyes
were. “Guys don’t remember that stuff.”


“Do you remember what color my eyes are?”


“That’s different.”


“Well, if you want, I’ll tell you everything I
remember about him, after I see him.”


I gulped, yet was instantly turned on. “I’ll hold
you to that.”


Emily gave her lips a little smack, that thing women
do after putting lipstick on, and came to stand in front of me. “You know,
sometimes I’m not so good talking about—my experiences. I may have to show
you.”


“That would be good too.”


She looked simply amazing. Her hair was down, free. She
was wearing a blue dress that didn’t exactly cling, but was tight enough to
show her slim waist, her nice hips. Not low enough to show cleavage, yet tight
enough that her firm breasts pressed against the fabric. The dress revealed a
few inches of her toned thighs. She wore those little ankle boot things, a
perfect end to her amazing legs.


I wanted to jump her right there.


 I held myself in check, barely. “New outfit?”


She ran her hand along the dress. “I didn’t think
you’d mind. I guess I could have worn something I had, it’s not like a stranger
would notice. But I had fun shopping for it.”


That in itself was a stirring thought. I wondered how
many outfits she’d tried on. “I wish I had been there.”


She gave me a smile. “Maybe next time.”


Before I could respond she added, “I wanted to wait
for you, but was too impatient. I knew you’d like the idea, so I charged it on
your credit card.”


She knew how to get to me. The thought of me buying
the clothes that she’d wear to meet another man. “How about the shoes?” I
asked.


“You like them?”


“They’re hot,” I said.


“You don’t think the dress is too tight?” She put
her hand on her belly. “It doesn’t feel tight anywhere else, but I think if I
gained just a few pounds I wouldn’t be able to wear it, it’s snug along here.”


I watched her hand move over the fabric, my mind
jumping to the thought that the next hand there might be Brandon’s.


“It’s just right,” I said. “You look perfect.” After
a second I added, “I’d pick you up at a bar. Or anywhere else.”


“Well, of course you’d say that. The question is whether
another man would.” Her eyes danced, she was having fun with this. Or maybe she
was hiding her own nervousness. Or her own excitement.


“New dress, new shoes. New underwear too?” She
hadn’t shown me that.


Emily leaned over the chair, her lips brushing my
ear. “Who said I’m wearing underwear?”


 


 


The plan was for Emily to go to the upscale
bar at the hotel near the airport. Brandon would be flying in that night. He’d
check in, go down to the bar. After that it was unplanned. Whether she’d go
right up to him, or let him come on to her.


I couldn’t drive her even if I wanted to, I had to
stay with the baby. I don’t know what I would have done there. Wait in the bar?
Plus I didn’t want Brandon to see me, he might act differently. This way it
would be more like a stranger.


We could have asked our part time nanny to come
over. Hey Charlotta, can you watch Anthony tonight? Emily is going to hook
up at a hotel, and I want to be around to watch.


Right.


At the door Emily turned. Her voice serious, she
asked, “Last chance.”


I knew what she meant. To end it before it began.


She was so alluring standing there. She would have
been even in a pair of old sweatpants, but it was clear how much time and
effort she’d put in getting ready for the evening. Buying a new outfit. Pulling
off the perfect look.


She’d take it all off if I asked her to, if I told
her I’d changed my mind. I wanted so much to just push her against the wall and
kiss her. Or bend her over the couch. Or get on my knees between her legs.
Whatever she wanted.


She’d do any of that, if I only asked. And once we
started, she’d be there with me, she’d want it.


But as she waited for my answer, it was clear to me
that she wanted something else. Maybe not more than me, but just as much. Or
maybe just before she had me.


“Have a nice date,” I said.


 


 


I had promised myself I wouldn’t sit around
thinking about Emily’s date, and to help me avoid going crazy I’d made a list
of things to keep me busy for the next few hours. 


Twenty minutes into my chores I realized I couldn’t
concentrate on the simplest task and gave up. 


I’d also promised myself I wouldn’t masturbate
thinking about what Emily was doing. Yet it was impossible not to let my mind
go there. She should be almost at the hotel by now. What would she be thinking?
What would happen when she walked into the hotel? Would she sit at the bar and
flirt? Or just sit wait to see what happened? Would she let men compete for
her, and then leave with Brandon, as she had once left with me?


I second guessed myself a dozen times about my
decision to not be there. It was painful not knowing what was happening. 


It was also a turn on.


To keep my hands occupied, while still accepting the
fact that I wouldn’t be able to avoid obsessing over what Emily was doing, I
looked up Brandon’s flight schedule. His plane was running a little late. I
knew he was coming, because he’d texted me as he got on the plane, maybe still
not believing it was really happening.


I picked up my phone to warn Emily. Then slowly set
it down. It would give her a little time to be at the bar alone. I knew she
enjoyed that. Not the drinking, but the thrill of being on display, about
wondering—knowing—that men were not only checking her out, but
fantasizing about her.


I checked my phone every ten minutes, then every five
minutes, then just stared at the screen, waiting to hear from Emily. Nothing.


Not that I should have been expecting to hear from
her. We had agreed that we’d avoid communicating so that she would feel
unencumbered. She did say she’d let me know if there was a problem.


One part of me didn’t want a message, I wanted her
to have her date. Another part of me worried, wanting to make sure she was
okay.


 Finally, just when I was about to explode, I got a
message from her. I grabbed at the phone.


Good so far.


That was it. What the hell did that mean? Was she
still at the bar? Was she already in a room with Brandon? 


Was it good so far and she was expecting it to get
much better?


I texted back: Happy for you.


I anxiously waited for a reply. I got one, but it
wasn’t very calming. A smiley face icon.


I groaned and plopped onto the sofa.


My cock had gone back and forth from painfully stiff
to slack ever since Emily had left, reflecting my current mood. It was so stiff
now I was reaching to free myself when the phone buzzed. Another text.


Not Emily, Brandon. Flight delayed.


I knew that, but didn’t want to admit I’d been
checking. And why was he telling me? I’d given him Emily’s number in
case they had trouble connecting. I typed back. How bad?


Don’t know. Circling. Haven’t been able to text
until now. Spotty connection.


I looked at the time. Almost an hour late.  And once
he landed, it would take Brandon almost an hour more to get off the plane,
through the terminal, and to the hotel. Longer if he stopped to check into his
room.


So Emily obviously hadn’t even seen him yet. What
was she doing at the bar? What had her text meant?


I sent Brandon back a message asking whether he had
let Emily know, but didn’t get any response. I suspected that he either didn’t
get my message or couldn’t reply.


I had a vision of Emily thinking Brandon had blown
her off. What would she do then? Come home? Or pick up another guy?


She wouldn’t do that, in case Brandon showed up.


Yet I’d seen how excited she’d been about her date.
Who knew what she’d do?


I paced the room, then the entire house, trying to
figure out what to do. Finally I decided she had to know.


I sent her a text. Flight delayed.


I got no response. 


It’s nothing, I told myself. She’s in the
bathroom. She’s having a flirty conversation with a guy at the bar, and she
doesn’t want to be interrupted.


Or she looked at her phone, saw that it was me, and
didn’t want to spoil the mood.


Or she was naked in a hotel room and didn’t want to
spoil her experience.


Or she was moaning so loudly she couldn’t hear the
phone.


Now it was me that was moaning, each thought
swinging me from worry to arousal. My cock felt like a pogo stick.


The baby started to cry. I went into the nursery,
changed him, fed him, and held him, but after an hour had passed he still wouldn’t
go back to sleep. He just kept fussing, probably sensing my unease.


I was so focused on him Emily was almost pushed from
my mind. Almost.


After another half hour I was getting desperate. The
baby crying, no word from Emily. This night wasn’t turning out the way I had
expected.


We’d learned a trick to get the baby to fall asleep.
We’d take him for a ride in the car, the hum and the movement always worked.


I bundled him up and put him in the child seat, then
drove out into the darkness.


Just our usual loop, I told myself. Yet after twenty
minutes, just when it seemed like Anthony might be quieting down, instead of
turning left onto our street I went the other way.


Toward the airport.


I’m just making sure everything is okay, I
told myself. Not that I had quite figured out how I was going to do that with a
baby in the backseat. 


A half hour later I cruised past the hotel. Emily
had been gone for hours, without another word. I hadn’t heard from Brandon
either.


I made another pass, going all the way around the
airport, slowing in front of the hotel. Not sure what I expected to see; it
wasn’t like Emily and Brandon were going to be outside.


On the third pass I started feeling really foolish.
I’d told Emily that I trusted her, trusted her so much that she could be with
other men, and here I was following her. In my car, no less. One look and she’d
realize what I was doing. And worse, she’d know that I had Anthony, and she’d
be angry at me. Maybe feel guilty too.


I shook my head at my own stupidity and picked up
speed as I passed the hotel, heading for home. Out of the corner of my eye I
saw a couple leaving the side door, the one that opened onto the parking lot.
The woman was turning to look over her shoulder at the man who was holding the
door for her, but even in that quick glance I recognized Emily.


I automatically slowed as I turned to look, until
cars started honking behind me. Emily’s head started to turn, and I sped off,
not wanting her to see.


 


 


Back home I put Anthony to bed. Fortunately
he didn’t wake up.


I turned on the television in the living room,
waiting for Emily to come back. But I didn’t even know what was on the screen.


She’d done it.


Brandon had landed and they’d hooked up. He probably
gone right to the bar. Emily must have been really worked up by then, with the
waiting, with men no doubt all over her. I pictured her and Brandon, at the
check in desk, getting a room.


When I’d seen them he was probably walking her back
to her car.


She’d slept with another man. Again.


I turned off the television, knowing when Emily got
home she wouldn’t be fooled. Turned on the light, turned off the light.


Now that it was over I couldn’t control myself any
longer. I figured if she caught me jerking off, she’d understand.


I couldn’t wait to hear about her date, about how it
had started, and especially about how it had ended. As I touched myself I
pictured every imaginable combination of possibilities.


I came too quickly.


I shoved myself back in my pants, my cock no longer
useful for showing Emily anything. 


Ten minutes went by. Twenty.


Where was she? Had I misunderstood? Or was Brandon
leaning Emily up against her car right now, kissing her passionately? 


Or had she gone back into the hotel with him to do
it again?


I lay there in the dark, literally and figuratively.


Finally I heard the sound of her car in the
driveway. I quickly turned on a light and straightened up my pants.


The door flew open and Emily rushed in. Her hair was
disheveled, her cheeks flushed, her eyes wide. A tiny smudge of lipstick was
all that marred her wild reckless beauty.


I had jumped up at her arrival, and we just stood
like that for a few heartbeats. Finally she quietly closed the door and said,
“The baby?”


“Sleeping.”


“Hurry,” she ordered, running up the stairs.


I ran after her, catching her in the bedroom. She
turned to face me, out of breath. So was I, and it had nothing to do with
climbing a flight of stairs.


“You did it,” I said.


“I need to be with you.” Though her words suggested
desire, she didn’t move. 


Then I realized she was waiting for me. She was
worried that I might not accept her, that I might think less of her after her
tryst. No matter how many times we had talked about this, no matter how clear
it was that we both wanted it, she always had this fear. 


Just as I always had the fear of her not coming
back.


I pulled her into my arms, held her tightly, making
my answer clear. Then I sought out her lips. She turned her head at the last
minute, my lips catching only her cheek.


“I need to brush my teeth,” she said.


The implications of that hit me like a ton of
bricks. Before I could reply, she added, “And take a shower.”


I shook at her words, at all they implied, then
groaned, the thought of having to wait for her too much to face, made even
worse by the reason for having to wait.


Perhaps sensing my frustration she added, “But I
want you in me. Now.”


I pushed her down onto the bed, or she pulled me, it
was hard to tell. I fumbled for the zipper on her dress, the dress she had so
carefully picked out for Brandon, the dress that had certainly already been
removed earlier in his hotel room.


My mouth was on her now, I couldn’t help myself. She
kept her lips tightly closed, my fingers failing at the zipper, and I grunted
in frustration, sliding my hand up under the dress. 


Her lips opened as my hand pushed her thighs apart. Her
tongue darted into my mouth, and I involuntarily cringed, my taste buds
dreading and yet searching for any hint of what she might have taken in her
mouth.


Was that a hint of saltiness, or was I imagining
things? Her legs spread wider, my fingers moving upward.


“No underwear,” I said.


“I left them in the car,” she breathed. “They were
too wet to wear.”


I roared and pressed her to the bed, spreading her
legs as she worked at my belt. My mind was as turned on as could be, I wanted
nothing more to claim her, to regain my position. But I’d just jerked off, and
my body was not quite with the plan yet. My cock wasn’t limp, but it wasn’t
exactly standing at attention.


Emily twisted on the bed. “Let me get the dress off.”


“Fuck the dress,” I growled. “I paid for this
dress.”


“Then fuck me in it,” she demanded, pulling me down.


Those words, from her, finally got my cock to
respond in the way it should have. Even though I’d finally started to get used
to the new Emily with her confidence and comfort with sex, it was still shocking
to hear her talk dirty, especially when she told me what to do. 


I twisted to the edge of the bed to grab a condom
from the drawer.


Emily pulled my hand away. “Not that. Just you.”


Though I so much wanted to be in her, I hesitated.
We still hadn’t talked about adding to our family.


Is that what she wanted?


“Did he come in you?” I demanded.


A different gleam appeared in Emily’s eye. “You tell
me.”


I pushed my hand between her legs, spread her folds,
and drove my fingers into her.


So easily. She was that wet.


“Fuck,” I moaned.


“You think I’d let a stranger come in me?” 


“Not a stranger. I know him. You didn’t think he
was, not really.” I pushed my fingers in until they couldn’t reach any farther.


“You won’t find out that way,” she admonished, then
pulled me toward her, arching her back. Her legs spread, and I speared my cock into
her, so easy, she was that wet.


She grabbed at my hips and pulled me down, revving
me up. I plunged all the way inside her, her wetness driving me insane.


“So good,” she moaned. “Always so good.”


She seemed even wetter tonight. Was that why we
didn’t need a condom? Because Brandon had already come in her?


I’d had that fantasy so many times, of other men
coming in her. Again. It was the biggest of all my turn ons. Yet tonight it
slowed me down, my cock losing steam. No! I screamed inside. I have
to compete! I have to put my seed in her!


Emily’s hips were still bucking up and down. Perhaps
in response to my slackening off, she kept repeating, “It’s okay, it’s okay. . .”



I wasn’t sure if she was telling me it was okay to
be in her unprotected, or it was okay that I was having a problem performing.


To give myself a chance to recover I pulled down the
top of her dress and took her nipple into my mouth.


She wasn’t wearing a bra, either.


“I didn’t want to waste any time taking it off,” she
said, grabbing the back of my head and smashing it into her tit.


Our clothes were all twisted, her pussy grinding
against my cock, my mouth sucking hard on her stiff teat. “I thought you might
have given up, with Brandon being late an all.”


Her body tensed beneath me, a hiccup in her thrusts.
“What do you mean? He wasn’t late at all. He was already at the bar when I got
there.”


I was so shocked I froze in place, my cock poised at
her entrance. “No he wasn’t. His plane was delayed over an hour. I texted you.”


“I didn’t look at my phone. We were really—busy.”


My mind wasn’t working right. Why was she saying
this? “No, that can’t be. Why would he make that up?” Then it hit me. “You—you
were with Brandon, right?”


“Of course. Who else? Curly brown hair, green eyes?
He came right up to me.”


“That couldn’t have been him, he would have still
been in the plane.”


“He was so hot for me,” said Emily. “All worked up
already. I’d barely taken him in my mouth when he came the first time.”


The time line was forgotten, my mind jumping to
Emily with a cock in her mouth. Making a man come in her mouth.


To make her point she pulled my face to hers and
thrust her tongue in my mouth again. “You might not be able to taste it,” she
breathed. “Because I swallowed all of it.”


I should have pulled away, turning my head, but I
kissed her even harder. Showing my acceptance.


“So that was the first time? Was the second time
when you went back up to the room with him?”


“We never left the room.”


“I mean, it took you a long time to get home, after
you left the hotel. . .”


“How do you know when I left? Wait, were you there?”


I groaned, busted. “I wasn’t spying, I just couldn’t
help myself. I saw you leaving, I thought you’d be home right after me.”


Emily’s fingers tightened around my neck. “Did you
watch? Did you see what he did to me in the car?”


“No, I—you did it again in the car?”


“What do you think?”


“What did he do?”


 “You know I’m not good talking about it. I’ll show
you.” She pulled me to her, grabbing my cock, pulling me back inside her.


Was she telling me she got fucked in the parking
lot?


Emily wrapped her legs around my back, urging me on.
I responded, pressing into her. She was saying all the right words, making all
the right sounds, but could she even feel me through her wetness? Was she
thinking of me, or Brandon?


“I wish you had seen it,” she whispered.


Something about her voice tripped a switch in my
brain. She was teasing me, she had to be. Of course Brandon was late, she was
just pretending she’d been with another man. Of course she hadn’t done it in
the car, where she could be seen.


Maybe she hadn’t even slept with Brandon at all.


Yet she was so hot, so worked up. She’d no doubt
done something. Maybe she’d tell me tomorrow, or next week, or next
month, it wouldn’t have been the first time she’d left me in doubt, made me
think she’d gone not only over the line, but into another world.


If she’d actually done it, I wondered what Brandon would
say. Your wife sucked my cock..


Your wife swallowed my cum. 


I fucked your wife.


I realized two could play that game.


I drove into her, full of myself now, wanting and
needing her to be full of me. She met my thrusts, our bodies were together, yet
in an intense competition. 


“I saw you walking out of the hotel,” my words were
matter of fact, incongruous with my hard thrusts. “With him.”


“Brandon.”


Now it was my turn to grab her head and hold her
eyes. “The guy you were with? Never saw him before in my life.”


She froze under me, then all at once her body
started to shake, in denial, in demand. I gave her one last thrust then pulled
out as she moaned in frustration, in arousal, and shot my load, my first jet so
strong it filled the space between her tits. I spurted again and again, coating
her belly.


The culmination of my sperm ended on her swollen,
wide open pussy, a visible wetness that was far more real than any tease.


 


 


For the next week, both of us, rather
playfully, but with a suggestion of underlying competition, would bring up what
had happened at the hotel. I suggested I’d seen more than I had, sticking to my
story that the man I had seen hadn’t been Brandon. Which was true, I’d only
caught a glimpse of the guy coming out the door.







For her part, Emily would make little comments like,
‘Brandon must not have been with a woman for a while,’ and ‘He was a little shy
at first, so I had to help him along.’ All designed to drive me crazy. All
successful.


In our little teasing competition, she was winning,
not because she was more skilled, but because she knew the truth of what had
happened.


I figured she’d tell me, at some point. In the
meantime, not knowing was agonizingly arousing.


I did get a message from Brandon the day after. I
chose not to look at it. After a day I realized Brandon might be worried that I
hadn’t replied, so I read his text. All it said was: Thanks.


Which didn’t really tell me much at all. Was that
his idea, or had Emily suggested a vague message from him?


My wife, who I thought I knew so well, continued to
amaze and surprise me at every turn. What would she come up with next?


 


 


I thought the Brandon affair would have
carried us for quite a while, providing months worth of speculation, a deep
well of inspiration to keep our sex new and spicy.


A single phone call changed all that.


I was sitting on the couch, flipping through the
sports channels, and Emily was at the table, doing some family finances. I was
focused on a basketball replay and so when my phone rang I picked it up with
even looking to see who it was.


 When the other person spoke I couldn’t speak for a
moment. I finally croaked out, “Hey.”


Emily immediately looked over, the tone of my voice
a danger signal. What? she mouthed.


Into the phone I said, “Sorry, I was in the middle of
something. How are things, Damian?”


I clutched the phone hard, one eye on Emily. She had
frozen in place, her hand still holding a pen, poised over a sheet of paper.


“Things are good,” said Damian. “Lots of
opportunities out here. Got money behind me. Going to make things happen.”


“Never doubted it,” I said, still struggling to
catch my footing.


“What are you and Emily up to?”


She masturbates while looking at pictures of you
was what popped into my mind. That is, when she isn’t sleeping with other
men.


Instead I said, “Same old, same old.” Which was
true, in a strange way.


“Need to shake things up a bit. Changes can be
invigorating.”


“I got enough changes going on with work. I know
I’ve said this before, but I do appreciate your recommendation for me getting
your old job. You left big shoes to fill.” I winced, I sounded like a
sycophant.


Emily gave me a strange look, which I couldn’t read.
Was she sympathizing at my plight, or telling me not to blow it?


“You’ll do fine,” said Damian. “You can keep going
too, if you want to. You want something, you just need to decide, and then go
get it. Works for me.”


“Can’t argue with you there,” I said. 


“Going to be in your neck of the woods next week.
How about we have dinner? Catch up, talk about opportunities. Bring Emily, of
course.”


My mouth opened and closed. What was I going to say?
That I didn’t want to have dinner with him?


“Of course,” I said.


“Thursday night, if that works for you,” said
Damian. “You can decide where.”


“I’ll let you know,” I said, and hung up in a daze.


Emily was rolling along through the house
budget when Justin’s phone rang. She didn’t think much of it until she heard
Justin answer, his tone filled with. . . she couldn’t tell.


Then she heard him say Damian.


Externally she froze, but inside her body was a
seething flurry of emotions. Damian. The man who had haunted her thoughts since
their very first meeting. No, not haunted, that implied a terrible fear. She
did have some fear, but it wasn’t terrible like a ghost, it was terrible in its
possibilities. What he might do.


What she might do.


Yes, she’d put his name in the bucket list jar.
Justin knew it as well, it the one slip that wasn’t a secret. Yet even though
writing down Damian’s name had moved the possibility of being with him closer
to a reality, he still seemed to be more of a fantasy than a reality. A very
vivid fantasy, to be sure. But he was a thousand miles away. She wasn’t going
to run into him in the gym. She wasn’t going to be able to go looking for him
around town. Yes, his name was in the jar. But even if they pulled his name,
what could they do? Would she fly out and show up at his office, and just say: Here
I am, do you still want me?


Justin’s words hung in the air. He sounded stunned.
She couldn’t blame him. Yet she held her breath at his every word, not exactly
knowing what she wanted him to do, yet cringing whenever he spoke.


She almost fainted when Justin said, ‘I’ll let you
know.’ Let Damian know what?


Justin hung up and looked over at her. Neither one
of them spoke for a long time. Finally Justin said, “He’s coming here. Next
week. He wants to have dinner.”


With great effort Emily finally got her lips to
move. “Oh,” was all she could say. 


So Damian wanted to have dinner with Justin. Why
not? Her mind flashed to Justin and Damian. Her at home. Alone. So close, and
yet so far.


“With both of us,” added Justin.


“Oh,” said Emily. But this time, the single syllable
sounded very different even in her own ears.


 


 


I sat on the couch, the phone still in my
hand, the sports show forgotten. The house seemed unnaturally quiet. Emily
hadn’t moved from the table, in fact, she’d barely moved at all. I had this
premonition that our lives were about to take a dramatic turn. I don’t know
why; it wasn’t like we hadn’t been at many crossroads already, it wasn’t like
our lives hadn’t already taken some pretty dramatic turns. Yet even just
the idea of a simple dinner twisted my gut.


I knew Emily wanted Damian, and I knew Damian wanted
Emily. If we all went to dinner, I’d be sitting there between them, perhaps the
only thing keeping them apart.


And knowing how much both Emily and I wanted to
resolve things with Damian, I was not sure if I could—or should—keep them
apart.


“What do you want to do?” I asked.


After a moment Emily replied, “You could go alone. We
could say I wasn’t feeling well.”


“Is that what you want?”


“It can just be a dinner,” she said.


I noticed she hadn’t really answered my question. I
should have gone to her, or she should have come over to the couch, this was a
conversation to have near each other. Yet neither one of us moved.


“What do you want?” I repeated.


She looked away, turning to the bucket list jar on
the side table. I thought perhaps she was going to suggest once again to let
the jar choose, leave it to fate. Instead, when she turned back to me she said,
“I want you to decide. Not because I want the pressure to be on you, but
because you are in the middle. You’re the connection between me and Damian.”


“I’m not in the middle. It’s me and you. And him,
separate. It’s not like I’m trying to decide between two equal choices.”


Our conversation was surreal. It was like we were
making a business decision instead of a choice that might affect our marriage.


“That’s not what I meant. I know we’ve made our
other choices together. But this time, I want you to decide. I’ll accept the choice
you make, with no regrets. You say you trust me, and I believe you. Now you
have to trust that I’ll accept your decision.”


So there it was, the way out. She was telling me I
could cross Damian off the list. That though she might still fantasize about
him, he’d be like any other man she might fantasize about. He’d get on the
plane and be gone, and she could have me, and whatever other men she might
want. It could work. It wasn’t like we all got everything we wished for in
life.


Yet everything we’d done up to now—the video, the
flirting, the sex with other men—had been undertaken because both Emily and I
realized that she couldn’t live without knowing, without finding out just what
she might do, what she might like, about how far she might go.


And each step had resulted in us learning more and
more about ourselves and each other, and had brought us closer together than
ever before.


Yes, Emily would accept my decision. Yes, I believed
she would still love me and not second guess me. But she would always wonder.


And so would I. 


She’d wonder about whether she could reach yet
another height of sexual awareness and satisfaction. She’d wonder if she could
learn more about herself from having another lover. She’d wonder if Damian was
all that she thought he’d be, all that she fantasized about.


I’d wonder if Damian, or a man like him, would come
along someday and create a need in Emily that I couldn’t fulfill. A level of
sexual desire so strong that she couldn’t resist. 


Damian represented a fantasy for her and a challenge
for me.


Neither could be left unanswered.


“I’ll make the decision,” I said. “But to do that, I
have to know everything. On both sides. So please tell me the truth. Do you
want to be with him?”


She sat there for a long time, then finally put the
pen down, got up, and came to stand in front of me. I thought she would speak,
but instead she knelt on the floor at my feet. She took my hand in hers. 


It had all the symbolism of a woman in supplication,
yet there was no lack of  equality in her eyes and bearing. My wife was no
longer a shy woman in the background. She’d never needed me to make decisions
for her, yet often that’s what she had allowed to happen. 


“Ask me again,” she said.


I once again sensed that we were at a crossroads.
Though I was sitting down, I felt dizzy. Only the truth would give me the
stability I needed to move forward.


“Do you want to be with him?” I asked.


“Yes,” she whispered.


 


 


For Emily, uttering that one word was one
of the hardest and most heart wrenching things she had ever done. Yet she owed
Justin the truth. That they’d been able to come this far together had a lot to
do with the fact that they’d been truthful. Yes, she’d temporarily withheld
specifics from Justin about Brandon, she’d been vague about the details about
Dwayne and Jackson, but that wasn’t an attempt to withhold the truth. Rather,
it had been an honest admission of what excited her, even when the reasons for
her excitement were practically sinful. 


Justin recognized these little deceptions. Not only
recognized them, but actively participated in them. If he wanted to know the
details immediately, he could have simply asked, and she would have told him.
The not knowing was fun for both of them.


Damian was a different matter, yet she had to be
true to herself. Part of being true to herself was being truthful to Justin.
But another part was admitting to herself, and accepting, that she could not simply
deal with her desire for Damian simply by avoiding him. Though they had barely
spent any time together, though they had never kissed, it was as if she’d had
an entire relationship with him. In her head, yes, but real enough that it made
her heart beat faster, drove her fantasies, made her wet with desire. And
affected Justin.


One way or another, the unanswered question had to
be answered, and her obsession had to end.


She wrapped her arms around Justin’s legs, her head
in his lap, not in a sexual way, but to show him she was with him in mind as
well as body.


His fingers caressed her hair, a signal that he
understood.


 


 


 


 


 


I was a nervous wreck over the next few
days. I shouldn’t have been; I should have been in the calm before the storm,
at least happy that the one big unknown in our marriage would finally be
resolved.


Yet I couldn’t shake the sense of dread I had over
both the dinner itself and the possible aftermath. I’d always been comfortable
around Damian, back before I knew about his apparent lusting over Emily. I’d
never actually seen him with a woman, and he had never talked about women or
bragged about conquests. I just assumed he was a guy who was attractive to
women and, no matter, it was his private business.


Now I was afraid I’d be tongue tied or angry sitting
with him, with Emily right there. Maybe both. 


The night Damian had called, Emily had curled up
with me in bed, giving me the sense she wanted to have sex. I just couldn’t. I
didn’t think it was a physical failure, we didn’t get that far. I just
readjusted her hands to embrace me, holding her tight. Perhaps because I was
already thinking to create some separation between us, to give her the freedom
to be with Damian if it came to that. Or maybe because I didn’t want to be in
competition. And lose.


At one point Emily and I were in the kitchen,
getting coffee before heading off to work. Matter of factly she asked, “You
didn’t tell me where we are having dinner.”


I’d thought a lot about that. I had considered a hip
new place, all glass and hard walls, always busy and noisy. It would be hard to
talk. If Damian decided to flirt with Emily, he’d have to practically yell, and
I’d be embarrassed as hell. A fancy French restaurant would provide privacy and
set an intimate tone, which had its own obvious drawbacks.


At one point I even had this crazy notion of
inviting him to our house. Of he and Emily laughing and touching during dinner.
Of them heading upstairs after it was over, leaving me to wonder and listen to
their lovemaking.


In our bed.


There was no good answer, but I finally settled on a
practical one.


“I was thinking of surprising you,” I replied.


Emily took a sip of her coffee. “I’d rather know.
I—need to know what to wear.”


Of course. I should have thought of that. “The
Shipping Room at the Myron Hotel,” I replied.


Emily set her cup down. It clattered slightly on the
countertop. Were her hands shaking? She’d no doubt understood the implications
of my choice. 


A hotel restaurant. In case the evening were to
include more than dinner.


We were silent for a little while in our own
thoughts. Finally I said, “I’ll get home early tonight in case you want to go
out to do a little clothes shopping.”


 


 


Then all at once it was the night of the
dinner. All my trepidation was about to end, or perhaps rise to another level.


Emily had gone out that night to buy clothes, but
hadn’t shown me what she had purchased. I forced myself not to watch Emily get
ready. Instead, I dressed first, then went to the living room to wait for
Charlotta. 


I didn’t turn on the television, didn’t get a drink,
didn’t do anything to try to distract me. It would have been impossible.
Instead I sat in the hard backed upholstered chair near the bottom of the
steps, and waited.


I kept telling myself that it would soon be over, it
would be good to know, one way or another. Yet  I couldn’t shake a sense of
dread. It was odd, because I’d been unbelievably excited every other time we’d
done this. Before and after. And if Emily did sleep with Damian, and came back
to me, it would be the most rewarding result possible, emotionally and
physically. 


Maybe that was why I was so nervous. Big rewards
meant big risks.


When I looked up Emily was at the top of the stairs.



I literally stopped breathing, finally understanding
what breathtaking really meant. She was wearing a long white dress which
clinched tightly at her waist. Around her shoulders she wore a short white
cowl, like a shawl, which left her toned upper arms and the skin just above her
breasts bare. My eyes roamed down her body, following her curves, to her feet,
clad in open toed, strappy heeled sandals.


The outfit revealed very little, just that spot on
her chest, and her arms, and her feet, yet that made it all the more enticing.
And it resembled a wedding dress, a promise, a virginal signal of a woman about
to enter into a new relationship, a relationship where sex was assumed.


She looked simply amazing. 


This was a woman every man would notice, that every
man would want. 


My pride conflicted with my fear.


She started to come down the steps. “No, wait,” I
said.


“Is there something wrong?”


“No. I just want to appreciate you. I never want to
forget this moment.” I was standing, not even remembering getting up. My knees
were so weak I had to reach for the banister. 


It was the most beautiful I had ever seen her look
since our wedding day.


Finally I nodded, and Emily came down to the last
step. Her eyes were even with mine. 


She kissed me gently on the lips, just a light touch
of her mouth. “I’ll never forget this moment either,” she said.


“Maybe I should just drop you off,” I said.


Emily took my hand in hers. “It can still be just
dinner. He may want it to be just dinner.”


“No one seeing you tonight will even be able to
think about eating. Me included.”


“Thank you. I meant what I said. No matter what he
wants, remember that what I most want is for you to make this decision.
I want that more than I want to be with him. Do you understand?”


I heard her words, and I did understand. Accepting
it was another matter.


I thought then about making a joke, about saying we
should skip dinner and go upstairs. I’d find out what she was—or wasn’t—wearing
underneath that amazing outfit. We’d stand Damian up.


Or just do it, pick her up carrying her up the
stairs.


Maybe she’d laugh, maybe she’d be happy. At least
for tonight.


Then what?


The doorbell rang. The babysitter.


The sound reminded me of the bell before a
championship fight.


“Time to go,” I said.


Emily nodded and we opened the door together.


 


 


We rode in silence to the restaurant. To
the hotel.


I was glad that Emily didn’t keep asking me if I was
sure, if I wanted to go ahead. In a way it would have been a little
disrespectful to both of us. We were adults, we’d made a decision, individually
and jointly. At least as far as the dinner.


As we entered the restaurant I sensed every eye in
the room on Emily. The room was on the dark side, mahogany paneling, soft
lighting. She lit up the room like a beacon, not only because of her bright
white dress, but because of the way she carried herself, an elegance she had
acquired as her confidence in her sexuality had increased.  Emily had never wanted
to be the center of attention. Now she not only seemed comfortable in it, she
reveled in it.


Damian was at the crowded bar. He would have stood
out even if he hadn’t been the tallest man there, even if he hadn’t had a
shaved head, even if he hadn’t had a little space around him. He gave off such
a commanding presence that I’m sure had drawn a lot of eyes, at least until
Emily came into the room.


He saw us right away, and though we were still a
distance away I could see his eyes all over Emily. To his credit, after he
finished his appraisal, he looked right at me and gave me a small nod, as if to
say, You’ve got some wife there.


Almost the nod of an equal.


I gave our name to the hostess. Instead of instantly
following her to the table I detoured us to the bar.


“Damian,” I said, holding out my hand.


He took it, his firm grip. “Justin. Emily. Good of
you to come.” I wasn’t sure if he was referring to both of us or just Emily.


“Wouldn’t have missed this opportunity,” I said.


I watched the silent interplay between Emily and
Damian, and was surprised at a slight hesitation in both of them. It was Emily
who actually spoke first. “It’s nice to see you again.”


Emily had told me about how they had first met, how
she’d been in a revealing bikini. I expected Damian to make a double entendre
remark, maybe along the lines of ‘I almost didn’t recognize you with all those
clothes on.’


Instead he said, “Emily.” And held out his hand for
a handshake. “Justin, I hope you don’t mind me saying that your wife looks
amazing.”


He said it without any trace of disrespect. I said,
“I don’t mind at all. Why should I mind the truth?”


Emily had taken Damian’s hand, and if I hadn’t been
staring at her I might have missed the slight flush in her cheeks. “Shall we
sit?” she asked, her voice uncommonly tight.


She turned and headed for the table. I motioned
Damian to go next. He waited for her to get a few steps ahead, no doubt to get
a good look at Emily. The dress was just taut enough to hint at the outline of
her tight ass. Once Damian started after her, his bulk blocked my view. Half
the men we passed on the way visibly turned to look at her. The other half were
probably looking too, over their raised wine glasses, over their menus.


Damian held Emily’s seat for her. She smoothed down
the dress and sat. We were at a round table, set for three. 


I can honestly say I can’t remember what was said
during the next few minutes. I had expected I’d be hanging on every word from
Emily and Damian, reading into hidden meanings, hidden desires. Instead I
surreptitiously watched both of them, searching Emily’s face for hint of her
underlying thoughts. I knew her so well, yet for every indication she gave of suppressed
desire, she gave another of hesitation, of anxiety.


Damian, as always, was impossible to read. I’d hate
to play poker with him. His features were inscrutable. I sensed that his face
would look the same if he was seething with anger or in a state of joy.


I wondered if he would be different if he were alone
with Emily.


I belatedly noticed the small clutch purse that was
on the table. Had Emily packed condoms in there? How my life had changed, that
I’d be hoping that my wife had packed condoms. Not only because condoms would
represent sex, but they would represent protected sex.


I felt the first stirring of my cock, just thinking
about what that purse held, or didn’t hold.


My ears buzzed, not from any noise in the room, but 
from the blood rushing in my ears. I was staring at Emily, perhaps creepily so,
when I saw an unmistakable change in her face. Her eyes widened, her cheeks
reddened. Her hand came up to her neck.


What had Damian just said? I’d missed it. I forced
my mind back to reality.


Before I could figure out what had happened, the
sommelier was at the table, holding the wine list. He turned to Damian first,
perhaps sensing he was the one most knowledgeable about wine.


Damian waved him off. “Justin, you decide.”


Which was exactly what Emily had said. I took the
wine list, somewhat surprised at how nicely Damian was treating me.


Could it be he didn’t know? Didn’t know that I was painfully
aware of how much Emily wanted him? 


Was he trying to trick me, make me think he was only
there for dinner? Or that he was a guy I shouldn’t be suspicious of, and he’d
use that as a way to sneak into Emily’s life?


I wondered if Emily felt the same way. How would she
feel if the dinner went on with platitudes, just a friendly catch up, and
Damian gave no indication that he had any interest in Emily? What would she do
then? Throw herself at him? Or go home and feel foolish?


Emily had seemed totally sure of Damian’s interest
in her. Of her interest in him, there was no doubt.


Maybe he just was one of those men who wouldn’t even
want to be with a married woman. Maybe all his flirting with Emily had been
just that, flirting, something he did with a lot of women.


I ordered the wine, and then we ordered food. The
conversation was about Damian’s new job on the west coast, about how things
were with  me. He asked about the baby. About whether we had vacation plans.
About how he had managed to find a nice apartment. Totally innocuous
conversation.


At one point I caught Emily’s eye, and in that brief
moment realized that she was thinking exactly what I was. 


Is this all? And in that glance I saw a tiny
bit of relief, and yet, even more, a revelation of disappointment.


This wasn’t going the way either of us had expected.
Or planned.


It finally occurred to me, after Damian had
expressed what I sensed was a very sincere comment on how well he thought I’d
do in his old job, about how respectful Damian was being to me. Perhaps he was,
in his own way, being respectful of my relationship with Emily, of my marriage.



He might have had feelings for Emily, he might have
wanted to simply get up and walk out with her. Yet he was waiting for us to
make it clear to him that’s what we really wanted. For me to make
it clear to him.


The rushing of the blood in my ears reached a
crescendo. Emily’s eyes had lost a bit of sparkle as the dinner neared the end.


I knew that for tonight, just like the other times,
I could be the cuckold, or I could be the hotwife husband. By simply being the
one who made the choice, I’d get to be the hotwife husband.


Perhaps at another time it would be interesting to
simply let Emily decide. To play another role. But not tonight.


I knew what I had to do. For all three of us.


“You know,” I said suddenly, not even aware if I was
interrupting a conversation, “I never properly thanked you for what you did to
get me my job. Or should I say, we both want to thank you. Although sometimes I
wonder if you secretly wanted to keep me really busy, because all the work is a
bitch.”


“You can handle it,” said Damian. “Remember to have
good people around you, like I did.”


“I do. I know my limitations, and I’m not afraid to
admit them or look to others to do what I can’t. So you’ll understand it when I
say I’m going to have to go; I have a presentation tomorrow I have to get ready
for.”


I hesitated, my eyes on Damian, and for the first
time I sensed a tiny break in his façade, a clear sign of disappointment. I
glanced quickly at Emily, and she was staring at me, not in surprise or
disbelief, but in resignation.


“I understand,” said Damian.


“Of course,” I added airily, “that doesn’t mean the
evening has to end. If you have the time and interest, I’m sure Emily would
like to have dessert. Give you a chance to explore topics other than work.”


I heard Emily’s sharp intake of breath, and Damian’s
eyes narrowed. Here, as before, he could have made a snide comment, he could
have begged off, he could have asked me what I meant by other topics. Instead
he gave me a simple nod.


“I’d enjoy that,” he said. “That is, of course, if
Emily is so inclined.”


I wiped my hands on my napkin and set it on the
table. “We’ve already discussed it,” I said.


I got up and bent over to give Emily a kiss on the
cheek. She clutched at my wrist, her fingers trembling.


To make absolutely certain there was no possible
mistaking of my intent, I said, “Have a wonderful evening together,” my comment
directed not just at her but to both of them.


I walked out of the restaurant without looking back.


 


 


Emily felt whipsawed. All during the
evening she’d fought in her mind between thinking ahead to what might happen
and concentrating on the dinner conversation.


Within twenty minutes she’d wondered if she’d been a
fool, if she’d totally misunderstood everything she’d thought about Damian. He
was so charming at dinner, so utterly polite and respectful. Yes, he had that
same confidence, the same self assuredness, but gone were all of his sexual
innuendos. He was still direct, yet without any overtones.


Could she have been so wrong about how he felt about
her? Was all of her connecting with Damian merely a figment of her imagination,
one sided, an unrequited lust on her part?


Well before the food had actually arrived she felt
that she couldn’t have misunderstood Damian’s words, but she might have
misunderstood his actual intent. He was just a flirt. Or he’d changed his mind.
For all she knew he had a serious girlfriend and wasn’t going to cheat on her.


Emily vacillated between relief and disappointment.


But by the time the dinner neared an end she began
to grow upset. She couldn’t have misunderstood Damian’s prior overtures.
He was either hiding them now or he’d been leading her on before. The former
shouldn’t have reflected badly on him, it was how a good man would be, yet it
was so incongruous with his earlier conversations with her it felt like a lie.


That didn’t stop her from staring at him all
evening, at feeling his heat across the table. At one point her foot touched
his, and the heat ran up her leg, her thighs growing hot. She shifted in the
seat, the dress now a trap, one she wanted him to free her from.


He was so utterly manly, so hot, so. . . everything.


She wanted him to want her. She wasn’t ashamed of
that. She should have been, she was a married woman.


No, even a married woman could have those thoughts,
could secretly be attracted to a man. What she shouldn’t want was to
follow through on those desires.


What she shouldn’t want was for him to stand up,
take her hand, and lead her away.


Which was exactly what Emily wanted him to do.


Well before the dinner was over, it was pretty clear
Damian wasn’t going to do that.


By the end she was angry, at herself, at Damian.
Being angry at herself was understandable, yet she had no real reason to be
angry at Damian. So he’d been a flirt. Big deal. She was a big girl, she could
deal with flirts.


She encouraged flirts. She’d encouraged more than
that.


Yet still she was angry.


When Justin started talking about cutting the
evening short she was relieved, because she didn’t know how much longer she was
going to be able to sit and hold her tongue.


Yet what Justin had said left her at a loss for
words. What was he doing? Hadn’t he seen the signals? Damian didn’t want to
sleep with her.


She could have got up to leave. Damian had given her
that option, making it clear it was up to her to stay. Oddly, Justin hadn’t
given her the option at all; he’d assumed she’d want to stay.


No, he’d made a choice.


The choice.


Just like she’d wanted him to. Justin had chosen for
her to be with Damian. And that’s what kept her in her chair. Not because she
had something to prove, not because she was desperate for Damian. But because
of her respect for her husband, for her respect for his decision. His agreement
with their mutual choice that, at least for tonight, Justin would be the one to
decide.


She squeezed Justin’s wrist, hoping he understood
her message. I understand. Thank you. I love you.


She watched Justin as he walked away, not expecting
him to change his mind, not expecting him to turn around. She watched him
because she loved him, and because she wanted Damian to know that too.


 When she turned back to Damian he had a small smile
on his lips. Her anger immediately returned. “That was quite a performance,”
she said bitterly.


“Performance?”


“All that talk about nothing.”


Damian’s small smile didn’t fade. “That was
inappropriate?”


“It wasn’t you.”


Damian’s eyes hardened. “You don’t know me, not yet.
I, on the other hand, know you better than you might think. You saying I
performed tonight is proof enough. I say what I mean.”


Emily sought out any hint of deception in his face.
She found none. Was he that good a liar? Or had she misread him?


“I’m willing to learn,” she said.


Damian sipped his wine, set the glass down. “I
wanted to make sure Justin knew what he was getting into. I don’t take
advantage, there’s no challenge in it.”


And just like that, it was out in the open. Emily’s
heart skipped, her mind frantically trying to catch up with a conversation she
should have been ready for. “So that’s what I am? A challenge?”


“Challenge is a good thing. You prefer I think of
you as easy?”


“Why would you believe I care what you think?” The
anger was still there, but also a little thrill, that he was thinking about
her, and how he was thinking about her.


“Now who’s performing. I knew from the minute I met
you. You want to speak plainly, then stop pretending.”


Emily tried to hold his eye, but could not. She
glanced down. “You’re wrong about me being easy or a challenge.” Let him
figure that out.


Damian countered, “Let’s say an opportunity. For
both of us.”


“Justin knows,” she said.


“I realize that. Or at least he knows how you feel.
I respect him for that. But what if he’s wrong about me? What if I don’t want
you?”


Emily’s fought back all her reactions, her
disappointment, her rejection, her inner fear. When she got control of herself,
she said, “I could make you.” And for the most part, believed her own words.
She would have believed them for any man except Damian.


Damian appeared to reappraise her. “You’ve changed.”


“So much so that you don’t want to find out?”


Damian said, “What I said goes for you too. I want
you to know what you are getting into as well. Once I see what I want, I get
it. And I can get plenty of one night stands, there’s no challenge in that.”


A mixed message from him. Telling her he thought of
her as a woman he needed to conquer, a woman who would be able to perhaps deny
him. Yet a man who would capture her for the long term. 


Or until he tired of her.


Emily’s desire fought with her anger. In the end it
wasn’t that her desire won, or her anger was forgotten, but that the energy
from both propelled her forward.


She looked up and met his eye. “I’ll tell you want I
want, but I won’t beg.”


Damian gave her his cocky grin, the one she
remembered so well. “We’ll see.”


 


 


Emily stood next to Damian in the elevator,
feeling small and yet so noticeable. There were two other couples in the car
and two older women. Emily could see their distorted reflection in the brass
door. What were they thinking? Had they noticed the ring on her finger, and
that Damian wasn’t wearing one? Did they think she and Damian were married? Or
did they belief she was some slut, on the way to cheat on her husband? 


The elevator swooshed upward, another propulsion
forward. When the door opened Damian placed his hand on her back, guiding her
forward. It was the touch she had been dreading, the touch she had been
dreaming about, his big hands on her again.


When the door closed she finally found her voice.
“You have a room?”


“Not my usual choice of hotel, but I figured your
husband picked a hotel restaurant for a reason, so I decided to stay here.”


“You’re making that up. You couldn’t have thought
that was the reason Justin picked this restaurant.”


Damian’s fingers tightened on her back. “I told you,
I don’t need to pretend.”


The sound of the door lock clicking was uncommonly
loud in the hallway. Before Damian could open the door, Emily grasped the
handle. She wasn’t going to be led around. From now on this evening, she’d be
making decisions too. Justin wasn’t here.


It was up to her.


She took three steps into the room, turning back to
Damian the instant the door closed. The only light came from behind her, not bright,
reflected city lights through the open drapes.


She needed to see his face.


She reached over and clicked on the foyer light,
bright, shining on Damian’s shaven head. Like a prisoner being interrogated.


“You have to answer me a question before we go any
further.”


Damian gave her a noncommittal shrug.


Emily asked, “Did you send Justin away on those work
trips just so you could try to get to me?”


One of Damian’s eyes narrowed, like that wasn’t the
question he was expecting. “Yes. Once.”


“Just once?”


“After you didn’t jump at the opportunity, I didn’t
bother any more.” Damian hesitated, then added, “You missed your chance.”


The anger that Emily had pushed down rose into her
words. “You thought I would rush to you the minute my husband was out of town?”


“You wanted me. Don’t deny it.”


They were close together. Though their bodies were
not touching, Emily’s body viscerally reacted to his presence. She fought the
urge to wrap her arms around him. “People want a lot of things, or think they
do. That doesn’t mean they always act on their impulses.”


“So I’m an impulse? Or you’re claiming you aren’t
sure you want me?”


Of course he wasn’t an impulse, and they both knew
she had wanted him. Emily instead answered with another question. “Yet here you
are, even though I didn’t run to you. Maybe it’s you who is the one who can’t
control himself.”


“You’re alone in a hotel room with me, you came here
on your own free will, your husband made it clear he doesn’t care, and yet I
haven’t touched you. Tell me again about who isn’t in control?”


She wondered about that. If they both stood their
ground, which of them would give in first? If he didn’t move, would she have
the strength to walk out?


Even with her anger, she wasn’t sure if she’d win
that contest.


She’d fantasized so many times about being alone
with Damian. All different kinds of sex. She’d never imagined a contest of
wills.


Or that if she ever ended up being in a hotel room alone
with him, they’d be standing around talking.


“Did you did you give Justin the promotion so we’d
feel we owed you something? That I’d be the one to pay back?”


Damian’s lip tightened. This time when he spoke his
voice had a hardness in it. “He was the best for the job, he deserved it. We
even interviewed outside. I don’t force people into debts, implied or
otherwise. If you are here to only make a payment, then get out.”


Emily heard the truth in his voice, she saw it in
the set of his jaw. With his words, her desire rose up again, a competition
within her matching the contest she was in with Damian.


Her desire suffused her anger, and it was gone.


“I want to make one thing clear,” she said. “It’s
not that Justin doesn’t care. Whether you believe that or not is up to you.
This might be hard for you to understand, but with me and Justin it’s all about
love, and trust.”


Damian stared into her eyes, and this time she did
not turn away. He’d understand or he wouldn’t. What was more important was that
it was how she felt.


“Trust you to do what?” he asked.


“This,” she said, and stood on her toes and kissed
him.


 


 


Emily expected that he might hesitate, not
from surprise, because he had to know he was right, she wanted him. But to make
her beg, like he had predicted, to make her suffer, as Dwayne had done. Yet
Damian did none of that. His lips met hers, full and wonderful, accepting and
demanding. Their mouths opened simultaneously, the tongues darting out and back
in, a oral dance of intercourse.


She pressed her body against his, her arms wrapping
around his powerful biceps, onto his back, pulling him close, smashing her
mouth against him.


She couldn’t get close enough.


Her entire body flashed with heat, like she’d been
thrown out of an air conditioned room into the scorching sun, Damian a black
star, burning right through her dress, her skin.


The truth of her desire for him, the revealing of
her hidden fantasies, her desperate need for his touch, all flowed out from her
very being, through his lips and into him. And she was thrilled that it wasn’t
one way, the truth of his desire for him flowed to her. There was no mistaking
his wishes.


They broke the kiss at the same time, Emily gasping
for air, her eyes wide, her heart pounding, and once again their lips were
together. On her toes she might have swayed, yet he held her tight, and because
of his desire she trusted his grasp.


Again they broke off together, and they were so
connected she was already throwing her legs around him as he reached down and
lifted her up. The long dress got in the way, she frantically pulled it up even
as her lips found his again, the back of her hand brushing his hard stomach. 


She would not have been able to resist him now, no
matter what he decided to do, he could take her against the wall, he could push
her onto the floor, he could open the door and have her in the hallway.


For that moment she’d lost her ability to make a
decision. 


Damian carried her to the bed, the room suffused in
semi shadows, a beautiful yellow glow from the windows, the light in the entry
no longer harsh, but a backdrop to the tableau.


The bed had been turned down, the sheets hinting at
warmth and the possibilities of creation.


He set her down near the bed, their lips still
together. She pushed aside his jacket, her fingers exploring his chest, feeling
his abs through his shirt, the silk slick in her fingers, a slickness that made
her think of wetness. She wanted to feel every inch of him, yet even her slim
hands were a barrier keeping their bodies apart. She pushed back his jacket and
pressed her breasts into him, shivering in her heat.


His hands were on her shoulders, then her back. She
wouldn’t have resisted if he unzipped her dress, she would have helped, but his
hands rode down her sides, onto her lower back, his fingers so long that they
grazed her ass even as he grasped her waist. Even this small touch of his hands
on a personal part of her body made her quiver, this hint of what was to come,
what she wanted.


What he wanted.


She moaned into his mouth, there could be no doubt
now of their mutual desire.


His hands slipped around her waist, pulling her even
tighter, and finally his fingers fluttered over her ass, not grabbing, more a
promise. She stood as high in her shoes as she could, balancing like a
ballerina, reaching for the sky. Her belly grazed his, that touch more erotic
than even his hands on her.


“I need to feel your skin,” she breathed, pulling at
his shirt.


In one smooth motion he unzipped her, both of them
hurrying now, and even before the dress had fallen from her shoulders she has
freed his shirt and pressed her naked belly into his.


“You like that,” he said, not a question at all.


In answer she made circles with her belly on his, a
signal.


“You thought about this, didn’t you,” he said. Again,
it wasn’t a question.


“All this and more,” she admitted.


She reached for his lips, cutting him off just as he
was about to respond. What was he about to say? That he had thought about it
too? 


The moment was gone, perhaps she’d never know, it
didn’t matter, she was with him now.


He pushed her away, not unkindly, but with an
intensity. He held her at arms length, and she instinctively knew what he
wanted.


She stepped out of the dress, holding his eye, and
was thrilled when he looked down, when he couldn’t resist the desire to look at
her without the dress.


She’d bought for him a lacy white bra, barely thick
enough to hide her nipples. A matching set of panties, so thin she could feel
the air right through them. 


Together, only a gossamer sliver of airy fabric
separating her most private parts from his touch.


She stood there, letting him look at her, seeing his
eyes roam over her body. Though untouched, her nipples hardened, calling out to
his eyes, his mouth. Her belly quivered, sending its own sinful desire, her
pussy clenching, a primal call for him, for his cock.


She fought to stay quiet, to not ask what he thought,
whether she was as attractive to him this way, no longer accentuated by a
beautiful dress.


He didn’t answer with words, but his fingers
squeezed into her arms. 


That was all she needed. She reached out and pulled
off his jacket. Now he stood in only his tight dark blue shirt, his own thin
fabric between them. Slowly he lifted it over his head, and she gasped at the
sight of his torso, slick and tight and toned. 


She loved his chest, that look, not rippling
muscles, yet not an ounce of fat, like one of those Greek statues, in fact a
lot like Justin’s, just more of it, and so much darker.


Justin.


She hadn’t even thought about Justin.


A sound escaped her lips, a new anger, at herself,
disappointment, how could she let this sexual infatuation for Damian push Justin
from her mind?


This wasn’t supposed to be just about her.


What would Justin be thinking if he could see he
now? Would he have seen how she had fallen into the moment, how she had become
totally focused on Damian?


Of course he would, he knew her so well.


At that instant Damian pulled her to him, his
fingers deftly unclasping her bra, nothing between their chests now, bare skin
meeting, her nipples jumping at the touch.


Damian knew her as well.


Emily pressed her head against his chest, reveling
in the touch. And cradled in Damian’s arms, she thought about Justin.


She pictured him in the corner of the room. What
would he want her to do?


Justin had left her with this man, to be alone. To
do just what she was doing.


She lifted her head to Damian, her lips parting,
reaching for his mouth, for his attention.


Justin would understand.


“You have too many clothes on,” she said, unbuckling
Damian’s belt. She slid to her knees, her fingers on his zipper. The zipper on
his pants so much shorter than on her dress, but pulling it down signified just
as much, even more.


She looked up at him as she slowly slid her fingers
along, again expecting some cocky comment, again expecting him to be more like
Dwayne than . . . than anyone. Than Jackson or Antonio or
Brandon. Or even Justin.


Yet Damian just wanted her, his eyes hard to read,
yet his body as hot as hers.


The zipper had nowhere else to go, and he lifted his
hips, his signal of his desire as she removed his pants. 


Her eyes would have been drawn to his cock even if
she hadn’t been in this position. Her first reaction wasn’t that it was huge or
thick or extraordinarily long, but rather that it was beautiful. The skin was
as tight and as hard as his chest, almost like he had muscles in his shaft, the
head full. His skin was the same exact ebony color of his shaven head, so
enticing it shone within its darkness.


Beautiful.


And big.


She didn’t touch it, she didn’t kiss it, she didn’t
take it in her mouth. She just admired it, not ever realizing how beautiful a
cock could be, even tough she fully realized all it represented.


Before she could decide between which of the many
things she wanted to do with it, Damian pulled her up. “You don’t belong on the
floor,” he said.


“I don’t care. The floor, the bed, the wall.”


“The bed is much more comfortable, especially for
this,” he said, and effortlessly lifted her, turning her and placing her on her
back.


She lay spread before him, the sheets cool against
her hot skin, totally naked except for her panties.


“You have too many clothes on,” he said.


She slipped her fingers into the band, but he gently
pushed her hands away. He knelt over her on the bed, and before she could move
he dropped his face between her legs. She gasped, as much in expectation as in
shock. Her first instinct was to look away, to stare at the ceiling, or even
close her eyes, her deep rooted reaction to being licked.


That lasted only a heartbeat. She wanted so much to
see.


His hands were wrapped around her thighs, as if she
were being tied up in the most decadently revealing and inviting of positions,
her legs spread wide. When he put his lips to her belly she arched off the bed,
electrified by this basic contact. He didn’t kiss her, he didn’t ravage her, he
simply dragged his lips and tongue across her belly. Not the gentle, drawn out
teasing kisses of Antonio, not the directness of Dwayne, not. . .


No. No more comparisons.


His head dipped, brushing her inner thighs. She
stared as he pulled down her panties with his mouth, and Emily held her breath,
steeling herself, and when her clit was grazed she shook as much in expectation
as in reaction, and then it was gone, he had moved past her clit.


Her panties were now halfway down her hips, still
covering her most private parts, still like she was being tied in place.


Side to side he went, using his mouth on her
panties, her last protection, and after an agonizingly long time, yet just a
minute, she was fully revealed, open to him, his mouth just inches from her
pussy.


Suddenly he took her panties in his fingers and
pulled them apart, removing the sham of protection, shredding the thin fabric
as well as her vestiges of restraint.


Still fighting her old responses, the desire to
close her legs, to at least reciprocate to him, she took a deep breath and
squeezed the sheets in her fists.


Damian licking her this way hadn’t been part of any
of her fantasies.


She was in a new place, not only with a new man, this
man, but in what he was doing to her.


She needed more connection. Her hands grabbed for
his head, urging him on, but instead of putting his head directly between her
knees, he lifted her up by the hips, like a small doll, and pressed her back
against the headboard. He held her like that, propped up, then slid her up
higher, so that as he knelt his face was at the same level as her pussy.


She was pinned to the wall, she couldn’t move, her
legs splayed around him, her hands on the back of his head. He looked right up
into her eyes, his gaze so strong and powerful she felt that if he had let go
with his hands, she would have been held in place just with his eyes.


His lips pressed against her folds, sliding across
her opening, then pressing against the opposite side. Over and over he did
this, avoiding her most sensitive spot, yet with each pass she felt herself
being newly undressed, a revealing of her innermost secret, her desire for him.
He made her so hot that when he moved his mouth the air hit her pussy like a
windstorm, immediately stilled by her heat, drawn into her widening slit. 


She squeezed her lips together, fighting off her
moans, not wanting even her sounds to get in the way of this pleasure.


With his eyes still locked on her, he dragged his
tongue across her clit.


Months of dreaming about being with him had primed
her for this very moment, and she came, an intense, powerful eruption. Her
fingers dug into the sides of his head, yet he didn’t stop, pressing his tongue
on her clit. Her initial release turned into a series of convulsions, higher
than the first, so close together it was as if she was having one impossibly
long orgasm.


He let go her hips, and she half fell, struggling to
stay in place, to hold the connection to his mouth. Instead of the usual need
to free herself, to flee too much stimulation, she instead fought to make it
last.


Finally both her legs and clit could take it no
more, and she collapsed in a heap, landing on the pillows. Damian pulled back
his head and there it was, that look, not a grin, but a glint in his eye
that said he knew he’d taken her to a place she’d never been.


His upper lip shone with the reflected light through
her juices.


She grabbed the back of his head and pulled him
forward, pressing her mouth against his, her tongue flicking out and over his
lips.


It felt so natural to wrap her legs around him. His
hot shaft pressed against her belly, and he pushed it down, her wispy hair on
his stiffness. Her softness, his hardness, just like the two of them.


He pulled back his hips, the top of his cock hitting
her still sensitive clit, and she jumped, accidentally or subconsciously lining
him up directly with her opening.


She looked down, everything moving so fast yet in
slow motion, seeing the thick head of his cock at her entrance.


She fought for control, she wanted this, she
couldn’t have this.


“We need protection,” she said, a wave of
disappointment washing over her, not only because she spoke the truth, but
because her first words after he’d made her feel so good were negative.


“Need? Or want?”


She didn’t have to count the days to her fertile
time, she’d been doing that all week. “Are you going to make me say it?”


“That’s answer enough.” His voice held a hint of
playfulness. 


Emily looked around for her clutch, she’d lost track
of it. It was on the corner of the bed, and when she reached for it his cock
pushed against her opening, and for a second she almost gave in, she wanted to
feel his skin inside her too.


When she regained control she pulled out the condom.
He took it from her shaking fingers as she fumbled with the wrapper.


“I’ll put it on,” he said.


“No, let me.”


“You don’t trust me?”


She didn’t reply. She didn’t trust herself.


When she had sex with Antonio she pretended she was
a virgin gift for a prince. Today, she’d also pretend she was someone else, but
only for putting on the condom. It wouldn’t be Emily putting it on at all. She
could even pretend that it didn’t happen, that she would take this beautiful
virile cock in her with no protection.


As she slid her hands down Damian’s shaft, she
wondered what Justin would say if he were here. Would he want her to insist on
a condom? Or would he give her his not so secret signal of touching himself,
his stokes speeding up if she tossed the wrapper aside? Or if she hadn’t even
brought one.


The undesired mission completed, she moved her eyes
away. Yes, she wanted to see him enter her. But she didn’t want to see the
unwanted layer which kept his beautiful cock from her eyes, his wonderful skin
from hers.


Emily was shocked at how in tune she was to him, it
was so unlike the other men she had been with, where she felt as much a
recipient as a participant. A wave of worry slapped at her, was this more than
about sex? 


They edged closer together.


She felt herself falling into his eyes,
surrendering, an easy escape into his power. Yet as they came closer, she
fought off the temptation to be taken, to abdicate all responsibility, all
choice, all equality.


She drew her head back so she could see his face.
Yet even as she did so, she slipped forward and moved her hips upward. Her
choice.


All at once he was inside her, and though she had
felt she was holding her own she gasped, the enormity of his cock matching the
enormity of all that she had wanted, how much she had fantasized about this
moment.


Now he moved forward too, and together they joined
themselves, tight, until her belly was pressed flat against his hard stomach.


And there it was again, her ultimate pleasure, as
good as any orgasm, the pressure, the stretching, the force of his entrance
making her open up, a tightness without release. Her eyelids fluttered, and it
lasted longer than it had ever had with any man, his wonderful cock was
pressing against her insides, and she enveloped him totally.


They stayed like that, once again in tune, his body
deep inside hers.


Perhaps she’d had a thicker cock in her, perhaps
she’d had a longer one, but never this combination of depth and intensity. Finally
her eyes cleared, and she smiled.


Their hips moved together, a gentle yet powerful
rhythm. Her hands on his back became slippery as she used all her strength to
pull him in as tight and as far as she could. 


It was blissful, but she wanted more.


She jerked her hips, trying to get more leverage,
and perhaps sensing her need Damian shifted back, grabbing her tightly by the
ass, keeping them together. Her head smashed into the pillow as she fell on her
back, she didn’t care, because now he was over her, in her, his weight pressing
down, pushing him deep.


She spread her legs as wide as she could and was
rewarded as he started to fuck her.


His thrusts were slow, yet full and deep, hinting of
a pump being primed for a gushing release. Emily didn’t know where to look, at
his eyes, his face, his hard torso, his stomach. Her eyes flicked around with
each of his thrusts.


“I always knew you’d end up like this,” he said.


“With you?”


“Under me.”


He said this as he continued to fuck her slowly,
bringing a new definition to intense conversation.


Emily, at the brink of falling under his complete
control, said, “Maybe it has nothing to do with you. Maybe I just like black
men.”


“I’d say fuck you to that, but there’s no
need, for obvious reasons.”


“Because you’re already fucking me?”


“Because it isn’t true.”


Now he drove down into her hard, reaching a place he
hadn’t yet gone, where no man had gone, a new stretching, a fast, sharp pain
that was there and gone and there again and then melded into a pleasure she’d
never experienced.


His thrusts grew even longer, as if his cock had
grown, his hips rising off her, higher, higher, yet he was still in her, never
leaving, she never wanted him to leave, she wanted this to go on and on. . .


He let out a little grunt, and tiny beads of sweat appeared
on his face, a hint of a shiver, and with a thrill Emily realized he was fighting
to hold on, she was turning him on so much he was already ready to come for
her, come in her, she was sure he was thinking the same thing she was,
he wanted to shoot his seed in her, he’d stripped off her white virginal dress
of purity and now he’d own her.


She grabbed at him, with her fingers, her legs, her
pussy, the more he fought to hold on the more she urged him forward, forward,
deeper and deeper, and he said, Fuck, a quiet groan, and he plunged all
the way in her, and he was shooting, she knew it and felt it and so help her she
wanted it, pretending there was no condom, just the immense gift of his seed.


She dug her fingers into his biceps, as hard as his
cock, and now it was her turn to hold on as long as she could, yet all she
could think about was how he was shooting into her, and with a surrendering
moan she joined him, coming with him, another proof of their connection, a
shuddering release, then tiny convulsions of her pussy milking his every drop.


Damian gave a final grunt. She felt the slightest
slackening, not inside her, but in his arms, she saw it in his face. 


He rolled off, lying on his back, and she could breathe
again, her heart slamming against her ribs, her belly slick with their mutual
sweat. The sides of their bodies touched, Damian’s chest heaving.


Emily lay there for a long time, taking it all in
the way she had taken him in. Now it was time to absorb more than just the
physical. 


Two things immediately flashed into her mind.


The first was that it was incredible, it was
different from what she had expected. She’d come so fast with him, both times,
no doubt from all her pent up arousal over this very moment. 


It was the best sex she’d ever had.


And yet. . .


While it was incredible, it wasn’t like she hadn’t
had great sex before, not just with other men, but even with Justin. She’d gone
through so much to get here, to be with Damian, she’d pulled and pushed at
Justin, she’d perhaps risked her marriage. Yes, it had been great sex. But was
it so much better than the other sex she’d had that she would risk losing
Justin for it?


She’d loved it, every second, yet she felt her
obsession with Damian sliding away, like the remnants of her arousal.


She’d set such high expectations for Damian, for her
with Damian. Nothing could have lived up to those lofty goals.


“Is that all?”


The words flashed into her mind, a disappointment, a
reality check.


Damian said, “Not even a hint.”


What? Had she spoken aloud?


Her eyes snapped open. Damian had rolled onto his
side. She couldn’t read his face, a mixture of surprise and amusement and
perhaps egoistical anger.


“No, I didn’t mean—”


He didn’t give her a chance to finish, to explain,
as if that were even possible, she didn’t know what to say or what she was even
thinking.


His hands were on her again, this time with greater
intensity. He forced her legs apart and cupped her pussy with his hand.


His face broke into a grin, all his arrogant
confidence returning in a heartbeat. 


“What are you going to do to me?”


“I’m going to teach you what I can give you.”


He wrapped his left arm under her, around her waist,
lifting her hips off the bed. With a gleam in his eye he pushed one of his thick
fingers inside her.


“You do get wet on the inside,” he said.


Emily was momentarily perplexed, being held this odd
position, of course she only got wet on the inside. . .


Damian began to push his finger in and out of her,
then two. Instead of holding his hand flat he turned it, so that his fingers
were lined up with her slit. She was so wet and opened that even with two
fingers in her, he still hadn’t touched her clit.


He slipped in a third finger.


Her eyes widened as she was stretched anew, this
time not side to side but top to bottom. She gasped. “What, what. . .”


“Shh. That is, if you can.”


He worked his fingers in and out, Emily’s eyes drawn
to them. She could actually see her clit peeking up, swollen and red.


“Ready?” said Damian. But before waiting for an
answer he shoved his fourth finger in her, and now he was stretching her in
every direction.


Then he began to fuck her with his hand.


Emily couldn’t believe what she was seeing, couldn’t
believe what she was feeling. It was totally new, a stretch greater than any
cock, greater than even the huge black dildo she had used. 


She could see her juices on his hand. She could hear
them.


Again Damian grinned, and somehow she knew what he
was going to do next. “No, no, you can’t. . .”


But it was too late. Damian drove his thumb in as
well, crooked at the knuckle, and as he pushed his thumb razed her clit and she
screamed, the combination of being so penetrated and her sensitive swollen nub
assaulted too much. She jerked on the bed, her hips trying to pull away, but
Damian held her tight.


“Told you that you wouldn’t be able to shush,” said
Damian. “You have no control.”


She could barely speak, with this unspeakable act
being done to her, yet she forced herself to grit out, “You’re one to talk, you
came so fast. . .”


If she thought her comment would wipe the grin off
his face she was so wrong.


His arm moved like a race car piston, faster and
faster, in and out. Emily’s eyes bulged at the sight, her body fighting and
thrashing and quivering and demanding, aroused in places she didn’t even know
could be aroused, nerve endings borne from his wild battering. With each
withdrawal his hand became even wetter, until it was practically covered with
her inner juices, yet still he kept on.


Held in place she could barely move, yet the
smallest of the struggling gyrations she achieved only served to excite her
more, every tiny shift magically forced her clit against the hard edge of his
hand.


Her mouth opened, to speak, to moan, to yell, no
sounds came out, and yet the room was filled with the beating of the sinful
drum of his thick hand in and out of her pussy.


The sensation was beyond belief, beyond
comprehension, this wasn’t sex, it was—mechanical—and yet she’d never been so
turned on in her life, this was another universe of arousal, she was right on
the edge of a massive orgasm, and yet his hand moved so fast that every time
her clit reached the precipice the pressure moved away, not out, but in,
pulling her from the edge, until it started all over again.


She had no idea how long he’d been doing it, she
lost all sense of time, even the awkward position forgotten, she wanted it to
stop, she never wanted it to end. . .


“You might want to cover your mouth for this,”
warned Damian. 


What else could he do to her? She wasn’t going to
cover her mouth, if for no other reason than he told her to, she was not
going to let him control her, not any more. . .


Damian grabbed her ass, lifting her higher, slipping
his other hand between her legs from behind, scooping up her slickness.


And pushed two fingers hard into her ass.


Her moan rushed into a scream, her hand slapping
over her mouth, and horrified, she watched a jet of fluids erupt from her pussy
as she came, flooding Damian’s wrist, her own ejaculation, a release she
couldn’t believe even as she witnessed it. Damian didn’t slow down, the
slapping of his wrist against her thighs and belly changing to a slushing sound
as her juices coated his hand and gushed over her skin.


She had no eclipsing release, her orgasm going on
and on, longer than ever before, and Damian seemed to know exactly when it was
about to peak and pushed his fingers deeper into her ass.


She was embarrassed at how she was letting herself
be manhandled, embarrassed at her reaction, embarrassed at her spurting wetness.


Damian’s finally stopped, and as he pulled his hand
out her pussy lips smacked, like a mouth that had been filled with delicacy.


Finally her orgasm slowed, shifting to a string of
reverberations, yet even those continuing on and on as Damian moved his fingers
in her ass, making her body dance like a puppet


The bed was soaked, Emily’s legs and thighs covered
in the proof of her literal release.


She lay gasping, her eyes still between her legs,
not believing. “What did you do to me?” she finally managed to say. 


Damian rolled one of his slick fingers over her
belly. “I made you mine.”


For a moment she thought it was his way of saying he
loved her, that he wanted only her. A real life romance novel, a renewed
thought that she had tamed the wild beast. 


She’d come here to face her demon, to conquer her
internal struggle, even if it meant competing in a battle of wills and spirit
and desire, to overcome her obsession with this man.


For a few moments she thought she had achieved her
purpose.


Until this.


It was like sex again for the first time. It was all
that, and more. Not just whatever he had done—she still didn’t understand
it—but what he had set free, how he seemed to know every fiber of her body,
every desire in her mind. He had unleashed far more than just her wetness.


Could she ever teach Justin to do what Damian had
done to her, for her? Could she even describe it? She realized it was more than
Damian’s fingers, it was his attitude, his presence, his one hundred percent
confidence and even arrogance. She could never teach Justin that, nor would she
want to.


Damian lifted his fingers to her face and she
instinctively turned her head away, even as her eyes focused on the terrible
proof of what he had made her do. 


Damian laughed and covered her lips with her
release. She’d tasted herself before, but like this.


“Next time, it’ll be that much of me in you,” he
said.


She couldn’t believe it, no man could have that much
seed. Or could he?


She had been defeated, yet his egotism lit a spark
of fight. “Who says there will be any next time?”


“Look me in the eye and tell me there won’t be a
next time.”


She couldn’t make that promise, not now, and she
couldn’t look him in the eye, because she was still staring at her fingers.
What path had he forced her to see? To have to face?


Damian laughed. “I know you. You need this. You need
me.”


“You’re full of it,” she said, but her voice sounded
weak even to her own ears.


He rolled to the side of the bed, his broad back
blocking her view. She took in a deep breath, her nostrils filling with her own
scent, almost sickly sweet. She let her eyes close, trying to regain her
bearings, trying to regain some semblance of control.


Like a bright light that stayed in your eyes even
after you shut them, she still felt the pressure of Damian’s hand in her, of
his fingers in her ass.


She opened her eyes at a faint, familiar sound,
Damian’s back still to her, he was doing something, she couldn’t see.


He rolled back onto the bed, on her, her legs
spreading on their own accord, his bulk over her like a mountain, a mountain
about to fall atop her.


“Now that you’re wet enough,” he said, and slipped
into her.


It was so natural, so evidently what her body wanted
that she didn’t even think to stop him, there was no way she could have stopped
him even if she wanted to. And though she was so wet that the term no longer
had meaning, although she was stretched beyond her capabilities, still she felt
his girth, his thickness, seeing in her mind’s eye his beautiful, beautiful
cock as it entered her.


Her hips rose to meet his, his strokes long,
languid, and deep. Just a little while, she thought, she argued, she pretended,
he can be in me like this a little longer, just in case that wasn’t the sound
of a condom wrapper I’d heard, I can let it go on a little longer. . .


She groaned in frustration, and when he rose up she
slid out from under him, looking down, catching just the hint of the barrier he
had put on, an ugliness she wished wasn’t there, marring the perfection of his
shaft.


“My turn,” she said, pushing against his chest, like
pushing a wall, but he let himself be pressed against the bed, and she rolled
on top of him, his cock back in her without her even having to do anything,
another sign of their connection.


She rode him, her hands on his chest, the juices he
had pulled from her trying to glue them together. She rose up, pressing against
his hard pecs, dropping back down, each time deeper and deeper.


It felt good to be on top, not just physically, it
was a small victory, he had stripped her naked and raw, down to her very sexual
essence, and now she was regaining a semblance of control. Riding him. Making
the decisions.


She thought she’d be too sore for this, but he was
hitting different parts of her than his hand had. She couldn’t imagine having
another orgasm, her clit was so sensitive that when she lowered herself a tiny
bit just the slightest rubbing against his shaft made her jerk up and away.


She squeezed her internal muscles, grabbing at him.
Let him see how long he could last. . .


Damian must have seen something in her eye, or understood
what she was doing, because he flipped her over, and now he was on top of her
again, her stomach now pressed to the bed. Again he slipped into her pussy,
this time from behind. 


He fucked her, his bulk and power pressing her to
the bed like a heavy comforter. His strokes were long and deep, reaching a part
of her she didn’t even know a man could reach, so wet that even as he hit her
cervix she felt no pain but only an insane stunned pleasure.


She became impossibly aroused again, perhaps from
just the thought of how deep he was, perhaps from how dominant he was, perhaps
because in this position she could pretend he wasn’t wearing a condom, that if
he came in her his seed would shoot right into her womb.


Maybe it was because her clit was dragging across
the sheet, across the wet spot of her sinful release, or maybe it was because
she was thinking of him erupting his power into her womb, whatever the reason
she came again, a new kind of orgasm, low and building and ending in a shudder,
short and quick, and as soon as she had caught a breath it was followed by
another.


And still Damian fucked her.


He fucked her for who knew how long, he just kept
fucking her, it was impossible for him to last this long, she wanted him to
come, not because she wanted him to stop, but because he had proven his point,
he had won, he had conquered her in this battle of wills, this battle of
bodies.


And even if he hadn’t, she wanted him to feel good,
she wanted him to know how much she had discovered, how much he had shown her
she could still learn.


She pulled her legs together, closing the space,
tightening around him, and now his shaft rode along her inner thighs as he
pulled out. She squeezed against him as he drove in, loving the sensation of
him along her skin.


And still he fucked her.


She couldn’t believe what was happening to her, she
couldn’t believe he could still keep going and most of all she couldn’t believe
how she knew she was starting over sexually, that all that she had learned
about herself and about other men and what she was willing to do and what
turned her on was but a glimpse into what real sex was all about.


She was moaning now, and crying, tears of
realization, realization that she couldn’t let this go, she’d have to follow it
through, explore this new world. Her tears turned to frustration, then
acceptance, then finally joy.


“I need to see you,” she cried, and now her voice
was stronger than it had been.


He lifted off her, and she twisted around, pulling
him in, wrapping her legs around his thighs.


And when he fucked her now she was there with him,
they were doing it together, her eyes on him, and when she could bear his
arousing stare no longer she threw her neck over his, her arms around his back.


Her diamond gleamed, drawing her eye to her wedding
band, to her husband, to where she belonged.


Yet the band, though it represented so much, looked
small, swallowed up by the deep ebony of Damian’s back.


Her husband, who she was married to.


Damian, who she needed.


She groaned, it was no good, she couldn’t deal with
both, not at this moment, and since Damian was right here, right now,
she left her hand behind his back, hiding the accusation of her ring, and
looked Damian right in the eyes.


Something about what he saw must have affected him,
or perhaps her pussy had grabbed at him, screaming the truth of her need, and
she felt him swell.


“Say it,” he said.


“I want you to come,” she replied, another truth.


“Not like that,” he warned.


“Come for me.”


“I swear I won’t if you don’t say it,” he said.
“I’ll fuck you all night and send you home without.”


“That wouldn’t be a punishment,” she gritted, but
this wasn’t a truth at all, she wanted him to come so much, and he knew it.


“Say it,” he repeated.


“Please,” she said, surrendering to the inevitable.
“I need you to come.”


He grunted, still not satisfied, and though she knew
he was close his eyes hardened even as the tiniest smile flicked at the corner
of his mouth. “Not good enough.”


“Please!” she begged, not faking it at all. “Please,
I want you to come!”


In her head she begged him again. Please don’t
ask me where I want you to come. Please don’t make me beg for you to come
inside me.


He gave her another stroke, then another, perhaps
just to prove he could, and then his body tightened, first his arms, then his
legs, his abs, his thighs, and with a certainty of the closeness she knew they
shared, he released. He didn’t say a word, but she knew, she could feel the thickening
of his cock, she could picture his seed powering forward along his shaft, and
so help her she pretended the worst, she pretended the best.


“I need to see!” she yelled, grabbing at him.


He must have realized what she meant, in one deft
motion he stripped off the condom and she wrapped her hand around his shaft,
delirious with delight as it swelled in her hand. His next spurt hit her right
on her pussy, a hot shower on her silky hairs. She wanted it there, she wanted
it everywhere. His next landed on her belly, the next between her breasts, and
she was shimmying down the sheets, rushing, opening her mouth and catching his
eruption full on her tongue, the only way she could get it inside her, where
she so wanted it.


Again and again his shaft inflated in her mouth. She
held still, not wanting a single movement to detract from the powerful pulses.
Her nostrils flared, taking in the scent of his skin and her juices and his
seed.


She swallowed.


Wanting more, she licked at his head, pulling with
her lips, coaxing every remnant of the most personal part of him. She’d made
him come again, he could not deny his arousal, how she excited him too.


She was still breathing hard from how long he had
fucked her, from how he had aroused her.


“You were saying something about me being too fast?”
he said.


Her first reaction was to think of a retort, but
instead she laughed and pulled him onto her. Their juices joined, and they were
as one.


They lay there motionless, her heart beating against
his chest. Though his bulk suffused her, she was content in his cocoon, waiting
for her heart to slow. She could stay like this all night. . .


Without thinking she glanced at the clock by the
bed. 1:35 a.m.


Justin.


He’d be worried to death, she’d been gone for hours.


She’d been having sex with Damian for hours.


Not wanting to move, yet forcing herself to, she
said, “I have to get up.” She wiggled her way free.


Her purse was right there, with her phone. She
picked it up, Damian watching her. Ran to the bathroom, Damian’s laughter
following her all the way.


In the bathroom she checked her phone. Two messages
from Justin. Yet both were blank. Like he had started to text, and changed his
mind. Or wanted to find out what was going on, but didn’t want to intrude.


She typed: Everything is okay. Be home soon.


Should she say more?


She didn’t hit send, but she set the phone down and
looked at herself in the mirror. The woman staring at her looked . . . like
she bore a secret. Her eyes were cryptic, or perhaps confused. Her hair was a
mess, her makeup smudged, her cheeks red, her neck flushed.


She looked like a woman who just had sex.


A woman who had just been fucked. For a long
time.


A hint of wetness lingered on her upper lip. At any
other time, it could easily have been mistaken for misapplied makeup. For a woman
who looked like she did now, there was no mistake what it was. She reached up
and rolled her finger across it, shivering at its viscosity. 


Then licked her finger clean.


She picked up the phone and deleted the line that
said she’d be home soon. Everything is okay, said the remaining message.


She’d used the same finger to work the phone that
she’d just licked.


Emily looked at herself again in the mirror, trying
to decide who she was now. What would happen after she went home. Whether
Damian’s spell could be broken. Whether she’d crave his touch, his taste, his
mouth on her, his cock in her. Whether she would yearn for whatever magic he
possessed, his persona and manliness and sexual skills that had both set her
back to where she had started while at the same time catapulting herself to a
higher level of thrill and arousal.


She’d come here to be with Damian, to fulfill her
ultimate fantasy. She’d achieved that, but now had new fantasies to fulfill.


She’d also come here to establish her equality with
Damian.


In that, she’d clearly failed.


The text challenged her. Everything is okay.


Was it, really? Everything? Her marriage? Justin?


From the other room, Damian called out: “Let’s go.
We only got all night.”


His words ignited a wave of new desire in her.


She erased the message and wrote: I’m okay.


That was all she was sure about.


 


 


 


Hours later, after he’d made her come
again, and again, Emily lay her head on Damian’s stomach, gently stroking his
shaft. 


“I could get used to this,” he said.


She wondered about that, as aroused as she knew he
was. He would tire of her, he was that kind of man. Still, excited by his
words, she pretended. “Everyday?”


“Unless I was away. But I’d make up for it when I
came back. Do you two or three times extra.”


“And when you were away? Would you be with other
women?” She squeezed his cock, telling him with her body what he’d be missing.
Could she really change him the way he’d changed her? Make him want only her?


“Does you husband have other women when he is away?”


Why did he have to bring up Justin? It was an
obvious question, but right now she wanted to stay in her fantasy world. “No.”


The implications were clear to her, and likely to
Damian as well. Justin didn’t need another woman. She was the one who needed
another man.


She let her fantasy mind, the one where she could do
anything at all, without consequences, the selfish mind, imagine herself with
Damian. Being with him all the time was an enticing thought, a power of freedom,
balancing in many ways his power over her, his physical power, his allure.


As if he once again could follow her thoughts, he
said, “I could give your husband a job. Put him in the office next to mine, we
could fuck there when he is in the next room.”


Emily stiffened, the idea so sordid. Yet was it so
different from how Justin had watched from the very room where Dwayne had taken
her? Or from the next room when she’d been with Antonio?


Damian went on. “Or you can consider tonight a job
interview. I might give you a job. You can travel with me, be my companion.
Take care of me.”


He started to talk about how it would work, what she
could do, how they’d be together. She heard him speaking, the words not fully
registering, her mind overwhelmed, stunned by his offer, both of his offers,
running off to be his mistress, at his beck and call, having incredible sex all
the time.


And at the thought of him coming inside her, all
the time.


And what it could lead to.


Damian took her hand and maneuvered it to her belly,
manipulating her fingers to scoop his seed. He pushed her hand between her
legs, through her gooey hair. “This could be here,” he said, grinding her
fingers into her pussy.


His touch forced her mind back to the present, yet
the crazy idea of running off with him still filled her head. She prayed he wouldn’t
get hard again, because they’d run out of condoms. She might not be able to
resist her ultimate sinful desire. “It’s too risky,” she said, even as she
counted the days in her head yet again. So he wouldn’t get the wrong idea, or
even the right one, she added, “You’ve been with too many women.”


He slapped her hand away. “And the other men you
were throwing up to my face? They didn’t come in you?”


She had no answer, revealing the truth. 


“So I can take the risk, but not you? You take me
for a fool? I’m careful who I fuck.”


Just that statement summed him up. His arrogance.
His utter pride in his own sexual attraction. It’s what made her shrink from
him. And it’s what made her want him.


“I’d never take you for a fool.”


“Next time I will make you beg. Then fuck
you. Your pussy, your ass.” He put his hand on her belly. “Fuck you in a way
that will make you totally mine.”


And there it was, out in the open.


A return to the world of consequences.


Her belly grew hot under his hand. She thought about
it, all of it, the fantasy, Justin, her marriage, the sex, her desire, her
need, the possibilities that lay before her.


She placed her hand over his.


 


 


I had the car service drop me off down the
block from our house. I quietly let myself into the side garage door, peering
into the window, hoping Charlotta wasn’t in the kitchen.


I breathed a sigh of relief when I didn’t see her. I’d
tried to figure out what I’d tell her if she saw me walk in alone. We had a
fight and I came home. I got sick and didn’t want to ruin her evening.


I left her at a hotel with the big black man she
wants to fuck.


I went into the kitchen, glancing into the living
room. She wasn’t there either. Upstairs, I found her just coming out of the
nursery. “Everything okay?” I asked. 


“Fine. Quiet.” Charlotta looked over my shoulder.
“Where’s Emily?”


“She couldn’t wait to get out of her dress,” I said,
which was likely the truth. “You can take off.”


“Okay. Did you have a good evening?”


I replied automatically. “Great.” Inside, though, I
was thinking, The night is young. I just wasn’t sure if that would be
good or bad.


 


 


Damian rolled off the bed. “Let’s get in
the shower.”


The shower. Where Emily had her first fantasy about
Damian. About him taking her, about her begging him to hurry, to come in her,
because Justin was waiting in the other room.


She didn’t trust herself to be in the shower with
Damian, not right now.


But she needed the cleansing water, she couldn’t
leave like this. To return to her home, her husband, reeking of sex, her juices
and Damian’s seed all over her body, in her mouth, between her legs.


She laughed to herself. It was the middle of the
night. It wasn’t like she could go home and pretend she hadn’t been having sex.
Hey Justin, we just sat around and talked about current events and music.
See? I’m all nice and clean.


She couldn’t lie to Justin. She hadn’t before, and
no matter what had happened tonight, she wasn’t going to start now. Even more
so now.


She remember how she and Justin had these very
fantasies, about her coming home from a date, about him seeing and feeling how
wet she was, about how excited he was about her with another man.


Would that still be the case? Is that what Justin
still wanted?


There was only one way to find out.


She got up, searching through the rumpled sheets for
her clothes. She found the dress first, hopelessly wrinkled. Then the bra. Her
panties were torn in pieces.


She snapped on the bra, then slipped into her dress.
It stuck to her body, and not just because it was tight. She stared at the rent
panties, then stuffed them in her tiny purse.


Getting dressed in the condition she was in made her
feel like a whore. Yet her body was totally sated. A unlikely combination, yet
one she couldn’t deny.


When she looked up Damian was watching her. A hint
of surprise marked his usual mask of stoicism. Now it was her turn to know what
he was thinking. He was surprised she was leaving.


It was amazing and so very unfair how good he
looked, just standing there, even after all that sex. Fresh and ready to go.


Not like the way she looked, not at all.


She slipped into her heels and went to stand by him.
“You still don’t know me.”


She gave him a kiss on the cheek, not quite tender,
not quite loving, not sexual, but all of them. He didn’t move, didn’t embrace
her, didn’t argue.


Then she walked to the door. She was proud that only
a tiny part of her was listening for him to ask her to stay. To tell her to
stay. Her steps slowed.


He did not call her back.


Outside the room, she leaned against the door, still
feeling his presence inside. What was he thinking? Was he thinking about her at
all, or was she already set aside? Was he thinking about his next day, his next
woman? Was he serious about her going off with him?


She had said he didn’t know her, but that wasn’t
true. He knew her intimately. Perhaps better than she knew herself. Perhaps
better than Justin.


And that was why he wouldn’t come to her now.


She took a deep breath, then went to the elevator.
Now it was just her reflection in the wall, the crazy out of proportion white blast
of her dress. It had seemed like such a good choice when she had picked it out.
A symbol of a new beginning, a change in her life.


Now it was only a beacon. The elevator doors opened,
and though the lobby was empty except for the night clerk, he immediately
looked up at her.


And no doubt saw her for what she was. Who else
would be in an elegant dress and fuck me heels coming out of a hotel room at
four in the morning?


Emily wouldn’t have been surprised if he had said, ‘We
don’t want your kind here.’


She held her head up and crossed the lobby, nodding
at him, yet subconsciously crossing her hands together, hiding her wedding
ring.


 


 


At two in the morning, I finally went to
bed. It was pretty clear that Emily wasn’t going to be back for a while.


If she came back at all.


This had been a fear I’d harbored with each of the
men she’d been with, even with the men she hadn’t been with, the ones she’d
flirted with at the bar. That she’d meet another man who would satisfy her in
all the ways I could not. Be more manly. Have a better body. A bigger cock.
More sexual skills and stamina. All of it adding up to a man who Emily could
not resist.


I didn’t think she’d really do it, at least not for
good. She wouldn’t leave the baby. So although I had all those fears, I think
most of them were along the lines of the insecurity that she’d be better
sexually satisfied by another man, but that she’d never really leave me. And
I’d long ago accepted the fact that she was better sexually satisfied by other
men, because that’s how all this had started.


But there was something about Damian that was
different, that made him more of a threat. Maybe it’s because I’d seen how he
got what he wanted, how he got other people to do what he wanted. Not by force,
but by making them feel they actually wanted to do what Damian wanted.


Could he do that to Emily?


I’d been so nervous that I’d twice started to text
Emily, only stopping when I realized it was so contrary to what I’d been urging
her to do. To go on a date, alone.


Yet as the hours went by I didn’t want her to think
I didn’t care, so I ended up sending blank messages. So she’d know I was. . .


What? Worried? Turned on?


It had been stupid, but the damage was done.


When a message finally did come, I jumped at the
phone. All it said was: I’m okay.


My first instinct was to text back, but what could I
say in response? That’s nice. I’m okay too.


I was definitely not okay.


In the end I set down the phone and slipped back
into bed.


I twisted and turned in the sheets. Was Emily doing
the same thing right now, rolling around on a big bed with Damian?


Any other time she’d been out, even when she hadn’t
even been on a date and I’d just been pretending, I’d been so aroused I had to
jerk off. Not tonight. All evening my cock was as useless as I was.


I tried not to look at the clock, yet I kept
peeking. Should I text her? My phone was by the bed, and I mentally begged it
to light up with a message.


I had a hard time imagining that Emily had fallen
asleep in Damian’s room.


I got up again and again, looking out the window,
checking the phone. I was at the window when I saw headlights, the first car
I’d seen on the street in hours. The car pulled into the driveway. I ran to the
bedroom, overcome with relief, and got back in bed, like I’d been there all
along.


I heard her soft footsteps as she came into the
bedroom, then the unmistakable sound of her zipper being undone. How many times
had Damian’s hand been on that zipper tonight? Had he taken off her dress? Had
he put it back on?


The bed shifted as she eased under the covers. After
a moment she whispered, “Are you awake?”


There was no sense in pretending. “Yes.”


“I’m sorry I’m so late.”


I couldn’t tell from her voice if she was really
sorry. It didn’t matter. “That was the whole point. For you to be with him. For
as long as it took.”


Emily must have sensed an underlying anger in my
voice. “You’re mad at me.”


I didn’t respond right away. Was I mad? Or hurt? Or
jealous? Maybe all of them, maybe none of them.


My relief over having her back overcame whatever
else I was feeling. I clutched her hand, and she curled against me. She was
warm.


Naked.


We lay like that for a long time. Her nakedness
should have been a signal, but I wasn’t understanding what it meant. Was she
looking for sex? Or offering to show me that she’d just had sex?


She’d apologized for being late, but not for making
me angry. I was at first surprised by that, but when I thought about it I
realized that I was complicit as well, perhaps the cause. I had no right to be
angry, and she must know that.


Still, she might apologize.


Which wouldn’t be right, because I had started us
down this path. Not just with other men in general, but with Damian in
particular. Yes, he’d had his sights on her, she’d wanted him. But I had
cleared the way.


Before Emily had a chance to speak, before she might
have offered an apology I didn’t deserve, I said, “Why don’t you tell me about
your date.”


She hesitated, then asked, “Are you sure?”


“You know I like to hear details.”


Her hand slid between my legs, to my flaccid cock.
“You don’t seem sure.”


“We’ll see.”


“It’s hard to describe,” she said.


“You mean you don’t want to tell me specifics?”


“Not that. I’ll tell you whatever you want to know.
Just—the overall experience.”


“Was it good?”


She squeezed my hand. “Do you really want to hear
this?”


“I do.” I had to, now.


“It was—he’s—. I can’t put it into words. He knows
me, what I want. He knew things I wanted without me even knowing they existed
as possibilities. The sensations were way different from anything I had ever
experienced.”


“I’m not sure I understand.”


Emily nuzzled into my neck. “I know, I’m not doing a
good job of explaining it.”


I waited for her to continue, but she didn’t go on.
“Maybe specifics would help,” I prodded.


“I’m not sure. What do you want to know?”


I wanted to know everything, yet nothing at all.
“Did he treat you okay?”


“Yes, and no. Yes in that he didn’t hurt me or make
me do anything I didn’t want to do. At least, once I understood what he was
doing. And no, he’s so—sure of himself, almost arrogant. Not in a joking way,
like Dwayne. But he also didn’t treat me as inferior, as a woman who needed
him, but rather as a woman who wanted him. He was egotistical and yet
not—demanding—in the same way Dwayne was. He’s just so confident that he knows
what should happen, what people want. What makes him get away with it is that
he’s right.”


“With you too?”


“Yes.”


What could Damian possibly know about Emily that I
did not? “What did the two of you do?”


Her fingers drifted across my cock. “Why don’t you
tell me what you thought we did?”


“You kissed,” I said, my mind jumping to their hotel
room, putting into words what I’d thought about a hundred times.


“Yes.”


“He liked your dress.”


“He didn’t comment on it at all.”


“I liked it,” I said.


“I know. I didn’t just choose it for him. I choose
it for you, too.”


“Did he take it off you?”


“It was sort of mutual. We were on the bed, it got
in the way.”


“Who touched who first?”


“That was kind of mutual too.”


“Oh.” I pictured her ripping at his clothes.
“Does—does he have a big cock?”


“Very.”


In the past I’d let her drag these details out, and
I’d play along, making a movie in my head, every little step. Tonight, though,
I fast forwarded, I had to know. “Did you suck on it?”


“Yes. More than once.” 


Her fingers began to dance on my cock, and I
couldn’t help my reaction, I began to stiffen, from her touch, from her words.
“Did you swallow his cum?”


“Yes. More than once.”


I groaned, my body actually shaking. “What else did
you do?”


“A lot. Some of it new. But not everything we could
have done.”


What did she mean by that? “What was new?”


“He—made me come.”


“What’s new about that? I make you come.”


Now it was Emily’s body that shook. “Not like that,”
she whispered. 


“What?”


“I can’t say it, please don’t ask me about that, not
tonight. Another time.”


I couldn’t imagine what she wasn’t willing to talk
about, after she’d just told me she’d swallowed his cum.


“Did he fuck you?”


“A lot.” 


I groaned again, my cock now rock hard. I expected
this signal would start her jerking me off, but she just softly rode her
fingers along my shaft, dragging it out.


“Was he on top? Or were you?”


“Yes.”


“Which one?”


“Both.”


She was teasing me with details and the lack of
details. She’d done this before, and though a part of me still felt that it was
different because of Damian, because of what she’d already hinted at, I reacted
the same way.


“He made you come that way?”


“That way too.”


“How many times?”


“I actually lost count.” Her voice suggested she was
as surprised as I was.


“You’re making that part up.”


“No, I’m really not.”


I couldn’t imagine having that many orgasms. There
was so much more that I wanted to know, but I jumped right to the end, to the
big question. “Did he come in you?”


Her hand stopped moving on my cock. “Is that what
you wanted him to do?”


Now it was my turn to be cryptic, although not by
choice. “No. Yes.”


Her hand moved again. “I know what you mean,” she
whispered. “I felt the same way.”


I had passed the point of being unsure about the
reasons for my arousal. The thought of any man, and especially Damian, being in
her unprotected was a thrill scarier than any roller coaster.


“Did you bring condoms?” I asked.


“Yes.”


I twitched, that familiar mix of both relief and
excitement. “Good thing.”


“We ran out,” she said.


My cock swelled in her fingers. One more admission
from her and I was going to blow my load. She must have sensed this, because
she slowed her hand. “So did he?”


After a long moment she said, “No. He didn’t come in
me. Not that way.” Her hand stopped. “Do you believe me?”


“You know I do. We wouldn’t be here, having this
conversation, if I didn’t.”


“I wouldn’t lie to you about that.” 


I sensed in her tone that she wasn’t convinced I
really believed her, that she needed proof that I still trusted her.


I turned on the bed, at the same time moving her
hand away from my cock. I looked at her face for the first time. The room was
dark, lit only by the clock and my charging phone, an outworldly blue glow. I
couldn’t really read her eyes, but her hair was all messed up, her eyes
smudged. Yet instead of looking messy, she looked sexy.


Like she’d just been fucked. Hard. Again and again.


I kissed her, a little kiss at first, then it grew,
her mouth opening as she sensed my true desire, and then her tongue was in my
mouth, and mine in hers, my stomach tensing at what she’d been doing with her
lips and mouth. 


She reached for me again, but I took her by the hips
and lifted her on top of me, sitting her on my chest, then pushing her upward.


“No,” she whispered. “Not that.”


I ignored her. “I want to show you how much I trust
you,” I said. “If he came in you, you wouldn’t let me do—this.” And I slunk
down the bed, pulling her pussy onto my face.


She fought to get free, and for a moment I thought I
had been wrong, she’d been lying to me, Damian had come in her, and she didn’t
want to sit on my face.


Instead she said, “I’m too sore down there.”


Which might have been worse than him coming in her.
I grunted and drove my face into her pussy. Though she was wide open, she
wasn’t as wet as usual, making me wonder if she’d given all she had to Damian.


I licked her anyway.


Every time I hit her clit she shied away, sensitive,
holding herself off my face, but little by little she got into it, her thighs
tight against my head, her hands on the wall behind the bed, leaning over me.


I loved her in this position. Though it seemed so
utterly subservient, her opening herself to me, letting me focus on her, was a
surrender on her own part.


I mumbled through her growing wetness. “Did Damian
lick you?”


“Not like this.”


Of course not. Would he let any woman, even Emily,
sit on his face?


“Where was his cock?”


“Inside me.”


“Here?” I shoved my tongue deep in her pussy.


“Yes, that feels so good. . .”


Could she even feel my tongue in her after Damian’s
big cock? Or was she talking about how it felt with Damian?


“You like fucking other men, don’t you?”


She moaned, her hips grinding me into the bed. “You
like it too.  Tell me you like it when I fuck other men.”


I guided her hand to my cock, now as hard as it
always was when I thought about her with other men, when she sat on my face.


She wrapped her hand not around my shaft, but around
my fingers, now guiding me. “You do it,” she said.


She wanted me to jerk off for her.


So I did, letting her focus on herself. Had Damian
worried about how she felt? Had he thought about how to make her feel the best,
or had he selfishly just got what he wanted?


Maybe there was no difference. I’d already seen her
get turned on by a man who just took control.


Her hands were back on the wall, her pussy pressed
hard against my chin, and now the wetness flowed from her, onto my face, into
my mouth. 


She pressed so hard it was difficult to speak. “So
wet,” I said.


For some reason my words made her gasp. She drove
down on me, grabbing my other hand and dragging it to her ass. I thought she
wanted me to pull her harder onto me, but she kept wiggling, moving my hand
around. I slipped my finger into her pussy from behind.


“Not there,” she said.


Before I could speak or move she guided my hand back
to her ass, to her opening.


She wanted her ass to be penetrated while she was
being licked.


Stunned, wondering what brought this on, I eased my index
finger into her tight hole. She gasped again, shoving her ass back at my
finger.


“More,” she demanded.


I pushed in until I hit her constriction, thinking
that would be it. If anything she pushed down harder, forcing my finger through
the tightness. She moaned, so I kept going, burying myself in her.


“More,” she said.


There was no more to give, I was all the way in.
Unless. . .


I coated my middle finger with her juices, and
pressed it against her tight hole, and she communicated her desire by wrapping
her hands in my hair.


“Do it,” she hissed.


I pushed both fingers into her ass.


She let out a long moan, pulling at my hair,
grinding into my face, then into my fingers, back and forth. I shoved my tongue
in her pussy, then my fingers into her ass, deep, over and over, like she was
getting fucked both ways.


She was gyrating so hard on my face I had to let go
my cock and hold on to her ass. I moved my tongue and fingers as fast as I
could, but it wasn’t fast enough for her, she bucked like a wild woman. 


“I’m going to come!”


I barely managed to free my mouth from her
onslaught. “Where?”


She didn’t answer, only moaning louder.


“Where?” I demanded.


“On your face, I’m going to come on your face!”


And she did, smashing into my mouth. I drove my
fingers deep into her ass, which only made her squirm and push harder.


Her head banged against the wall as I sucked her
clit into my mouth. I felt a rush of pride, I was getting her off, no matter
what she’d done with Damian I could still make her come.


She loved this, coming on my face, she’d never get
that with Damian.


She practically jumped off me, pushing my hand away
from her ass, still shaking as she lay next to me, her legs squeezed together.


“Are you okay?” I asked, concerned.


“Just sensitive.” She touched my face with her
fingers. “I hope I didn’t—I hope I wasn’t too wet.”


“It’s impossible for you to be too wet.”


She shivered. “I used to think so.”


“What?”


“Nothing.” She curled up next to me. “That was so
intense.”


“You never used to like that. Me licking you.”


“That seemed like a long time ago,” she replied, her
voice distant. After a moment she leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. “I like
I now.”


After a minute I asked, “Do you sometimes wish—we
could go back, but with all that you know now, about what you like?”


“I never thought about it that way. Do you?”


“Not really.”


She took my hand and moved it back to my cock. “I
like what we have now.” She held her hand over mind, leading me, telling me she
wanted me to do it. “I like to watch you.”


I was really hot, and she cooed into my neck as I
jerked off. When I got close she kissed me hard, moaning into my mouth as I
spasmed on the bed, shooting a huge load, the release of all my anxiety and my
arousal.


Emily lay her head on my chest. “I love when you do
that,” she whispered.


I sensed what she meant. She loved when I did
it, because there was no way that Damian would have jerked himself off for her.


I pulled her against me, and we lay like that for a
long time, spooning, just as we had started. Her skin was warm, almost sticky.
I thought she’d be tired out, I was, almost drifting off, but I could actually
feel her heart beating fast against my back.


She squeezed my hand. “He wants me to go with him.
To California.”


I snapped awake. I was so stunned I couldn’t reply. I
think I actually stopped breathing.


All those trepidations rushing back. Why was she
telling me this? She couldn’t really want to run off with him, could she? Just
because he was good in bed?


Then it hit me. “You have feelings for him?”


“Not in the way you think. I’m—drawn to him. Not
just his body but everything about him. I’m sorry, I can’t help it. Before
tonight I thought it was an obsession. Now I’m not so sure.”


That made my stomach flip. “What do you mean?”


“I don’t know. I’m just being truthful. One of the
reasons I felt I had to be with him was to get past my obsession. I thought I
was ready to face him, to burn off my attraction. It didn’t turn out that way.”


“You want to be with him again?”


Her only reply was a hard squeeze of my hand.


“How does he feel about it?”


“I thought he was joking at first. But he’s serious.
He wants me to go.”


“Yes, but how does he feel?”


“I don’t know. With him, I don’t think it’s about
feelings, not emotional ones. It’s just about the sex. And probably the control.”


My stomach was twisted tighter than the sheets. “Do
you want that to change? Are you trying to get him to fall in love with you?”


Emily raised herself up on her elbow, but I didn’t
yet have the strength to face her. “No. I love you, not him. It’s just about
the sex for me too.”


I wasn’t sure I could believe that. Not that she was
lying, but maybe she hadn’t yet let herself believe it.


“You are seriously thinking about this?”


“He’s offered me a job.”


“What kind of job?”


“Like an intern. But that wouldn’t be my real reason
for being there.”


“I see.” But of course I didn’t. I mean, I could
picture it, Emily at his office, pretending to be part of the business, but
really at Damian’s beck and call, an arm’s length away whenever he wanted to
fuck her. All the other employees figuring it out right away.


I lay there for a long time, trying to think,
to push through my overwhelming emotional response. Why on earth was she
telling me this? Was she asking for my permission? To go halfway across
the country to be with another man?


Emily had simply laid it out. She hadn’t said she
was going, but on the other hand, she hadn’t asked either.


“What are you going to do?” was all I could muster.


“I don’t know,” she said. “I wish I did.”


 











Acceptance


The next few days were totally weird. On
the outside we did what we always did, got up, got ready for work, had coffee,
gave one another a kiss on the cheek. Yet like the proverbial elephant in the
room, we didn’t talk at all about Damian and his offer.


I could barely think straight at work. Actually, I
couldn’t think at all about work, and my thoughts about Emily and Damian were
all mixed up. Was this going to be the end of our marriage? After all we’d been
through, I had always thought there would be plenty of warning if we were even
nearing a problem. Yet this had snuck up on me like a thief in the night. I was
totally unprepared.


I shouldn’t have been, it wasn’t like we weren’t
repeatedly doing things that would be a challenge to any relationship. But
because we had talked so much about each step, because we had entered into each
action with open eyes, and sharing, and truth, this moment hadn’t seemed
possible.


And yet here we were.


I got up from my desk and went into the break room
to get coffee, nodding absentmindedly to Mike, one of my coworkers. I put the
cup under the spout of the automatic machine and pressed the button.


“Watch out!” said Mike.


I snapped my head around, and he was pointing to the
coffee machine. My cup was running over, hot coffee splashing onto the floor. I
jumped back.


There had already been coffee in my cup, I hadn’t
noticed, that’s how distracted I’d been.


Mike gave me a worried look. “You okay?”


“Yeah,” I said, grabbing paper towels to clean up
the mess, wondering if I’d ever be okay again.


 


 


For the first time in her life, Emily told
a white lie at work, saying she wasn’t feeling well, and went home early.


It wasn’t that she was physically ill, but she was a
zombie at the office, useless. Plus she wanted to be with Anthony.


She’d sent Charlotta home early, and sat in the
nursery all day, talking to her son, feeding him, watching him while he slept,
just being a mother. While she was here she didn’t have to think about Damian
or even Justin, it was just her and her baby. It also made it impossible to be tempted
into going off with Damian. She just couldn’t leave her precious son.


And just like that, she started thinking about it
again. 


Each time she’d been with another man, she had
reasoned, or perhaps convinced herself, that it wasn’t just for her. Justin was
part of what drove her desire, the two of them in her journey—their
journey—together. Yes, for a few moments with other men she’d been in her own
world, not thinking about Justin, or her marriage, just sinking into another
world, a world with no rules and no risks and no implications. Well, almost no
risks. But risks that could be managed, risks that were dealt with because of
the strength of her marriage, her love for Justin, his for her, and above all,
because they’d been truthful with one another.


She should have seen that Damian would challenge all
that she held dear. He’d been weighing on her for so long, the catalyst for
sending her off on this journey. Yet she’d had it all wrong. Her catalyst
hadn’t been just a journey of discovery, it had been a warm up, a preparation
for him.


If the sex with him had been terrible it would have
been a letdown, but she could have easily dealt with it, and though she’d have
no hot story to titillate Justin with, no doubt a part of him would have been
relieved. Even if the sex with Damian had been great, but not really so
different from the other men she’d been with, she could have been happy to
leave it at that. Seen Damian again, or not. Gone on to another man. Been
satisfied with Justin. All outcomes that wouldn’t be a threat.


Yet the sex with Damian had been—not just
incredible, but life changing. She’d watched porn with Justin of gangbangs, of
a woman with multiple men, no doubt each of them offering just enough
difference, in skills, in touch, in taste, to bring the woman’s excitement to a
new level. All those men, all that testosterone, all that stamina, wanting only
one woman.


Emily had experienced all that, and more, from just
one man.


Each time Damian had touched her, each time he had
used his hands, and his mouth, and his cock, it was like she was being touched
for the first time, it was like she was with a new man. He’d hit nerve endings
she didn’t even know she had. He’d given her orgasms beyond what she thought
possible. He’d made her come in ways she couldn’t conceive. He’d made her
squirt juices she never thought she had.


And after all that, she somehow knew it was only the
beginning, that the next time she’d be with him wouldn’t be the same, it would
be more, always more. 


Each step she’d taken up to this point always held
the thrill of more to come, of bringing her higher, and yet though she knew
that each new man would always be fun and arousing, at some point it would
peak. The excitement would be because it was a new man, a new situation, a new
setup. She’d already taken big steps to get to where she was, now she was at a
plateau. A nice plateau, to be sure, but one with it’s own boundaries.


She didn’t expect that she’d find herself on the
first step of a whole new journey.


Being with Damian had been the best, and therefore
the worst. For now she was seriously considering a set of actions that went far
beyond what she’d done. Being with him just for sex, but not just for a few
hours, but for many nights. Weeks. Longer. Just the idea of waking up with another
man inconceivable.


What would Damian do to her? What level could he
bring her too? Would it end in a day, or would she never be able to leave him?


No, she couldn’t do it.


This was no longer for her and Justin, it was just
for her. Totally selfish. She was ashamed she’d even thought about it. How
ridiculous to even entertain the idea. Being a thousand miles away, Justin here
alone with the baby, taking care of him while she was in bed with a man she
didn’t even have feelings for, sucking his cock, taking him inside her.


Wanting him to come inside her.


She got up, pacing around the room, pushing the
thought out of her head. More selfish thoughts, in the nursery of all places.


She stopped pacing, wringing her hands. If she
couldn’t get Damian out of her mind in this room, the room that most
represented her family, her marriage, she was lost. How would she be able to
face her fears—and so help her, her desires—in everyday life?


Before her new life had all started, she’d never
really thought of herself as a strong woman. Not that she felt she had been a
weak woman, just not terribly strong. Able to deal with most challenges, but
certainly not immune from worry, not believing she was impervious to fear, self
doubt, worry.


In a word, normal.


Yet after being with the other men, after taking
step after step, after what she’d done with Dwayne and Jackson, she’d certainly
become more confident. In herself, in her relationship with others, even in her
marriage. She thought she could face off against Damian, be his equal, not in
physical strength, but in dealing with what he represented.


She’d been wrong. Very wrong. It wasn’t that she was
no longer confident. But just as she had grown as a woman in her sexual
experiences, so too did she now need to grow in her ability to handle a more far
pressing set of challenges, to deal with her heightened sexual needs.


She had to admit the truth: Damian had a hold over
her that she didn’t have the strength or the ability to break. That hold would
haunt her, it would drive her to distraction, it might even cost her Justin,
because he would always be on the edge, wondering what she would do, if he might
come home one day and she wouldn’t be there.


But how could she gain the strength to deal with
Damian, and what he represented? How could she possibly break his powerful hold
over her?


Perhaps sensing her anxiety, the baby began to cry
in his sleep. She picked him up, her presence calming him, a different kind of
strength.


And as she looked at his beautiful face and held him
tight, seeing how her strength gave him what he needed, how it took away his
worry, she suddenly had her answer.


 


 


When I got home from work that day, my head
still reeling, I found a one word note on the door.


Upstairs.


I went up quietly, thinking the baby was sleeping,
not making any noise. The baby was in fact sleeping, the nursery dim and quiet.
I touched him gently on the head, warm, a calmness coming over me from this
touchstone of my marriage.


I found Emily in the bedroom. My brief respite from
my anxiety flew away. She was standing in the middle of the room, wearing a
tight black dress I had never seen. Her hair was pulled up in an elegant swirl.
She was wearing open toed heels and more makeup than she ever wore at work.


She looked breathtaking.


Like she was going on a date.


I was so stunned I had to lean against the doorway.
Though it was hard to take my eyes away from her, I scanned the room for any
sign of luggage. Evidence that she was leaving me.


There was none. 


She smiled, not embarrassed, not sorry, not coy.
Just a genuine smile.


That gave me strength. “New outfit?” I asked.


She gave me a little twirl. “Yes, do you like it?”


“Very much.” Though a slender woman, her time in the
gym had toned her arms and shoulders, forming sexy angles to her thin waist. The
dress hugged her tight ass. Her legs were bare, suggesting that there was
little between the air and the skin underneath the dress.


“A date?” I asked.


“As a matter of fact, yes.”


I shoved my hands in my pockets so she wouldn’t see
them shaking. “Anyone I know?”


“Very well.”


So this was it. She was going to Damian.


I voiced the thoughts I’d had for days. “I guess
this was inevitable.”


“Yes, it was.”


Her voice had been serious, but she still held that
smile, confusing me. How could she be so happy?


I couldn’t bear to deal with it, not yet, so I
deflected. “Where are you going for your date?”


She shrugged, then looked around the room. “This is
a nice spot. I thought we could just stay here.”


I think my mouth opened, but I’d lost all sense of
my body. Did that mean Damian was still in town? Was she going to fuck him in
our bedroom?


She crossed the room to me, standing an arm’s length
away. Her closeness, and a gentle hint of perfume suggested deep intimacy. The
room was quiet except for my shaking breaths.


I couldn’t think of the future, of being alone, of
losing her, for her presence was simply overwhelming, her beauty overcoming my
ability to think.


My heart beat in my chest, I was sweating. I was at
the edge of losing it.


Finally she spoke. “Are you going to just stand
there, or are you going to tear this dress off and fuck me?”


 


 


Now that she had a plan, Emily felt better.
Not free from worry, but at least she knew what to do. And the first step was
not only easy, but pleasant.


She’d primped for over an hour while waiting for
Justin to get home. Just putting on the new dress aroused her, her body’s
signal that she was on the right path. She and Justin hadn’t had sex since the
night with Damian, and she’d been so nervous about her situation that though
she was thinking about Damian all the time she hadn’t even masturbated.


How weird, to feel that something was amiss because
she wasn’t touching herself to relive the incredible sex she’d had with another
man.


So as she had waited for Justin, she felt good. When
he walked in the door it was like seeing him for the first time, and yet his
familiar bearing and good looks brought back all great memories.


She’d teased him with the outfit, knowing where his
mind would jump to. Not a long tease, she was too hot. Not only for him, but for
what was to come.


Justin still didn’t move, even after she had told
him what she wanted, still stunned, no doubt, the poor man. She realized he
might need a little help getting back on track.


She dropped to her knees in front of him, looked up
into his eyes, and said, “If you aren’t going to do anything, I am.” Without
waiting for a reply she pulled down his zipper and reached for him.


He wasn’t hard yet and as she undid his pants and
took him in her mouth she forced aside all comparisons to other men, especially
to Damian. She hadn’t married Justin for the size of his manhood. When she’d
married Justin, she didn’t even think much about the size of a cock, what it
might mean.


Now she thought about it often, but not tonight.


She let out a little moan, to tell Justin she was
pleased, pressing him back against the wall. He mumbled, no real words, maybe
still in shock. He didn’t really harden, a far cry from when she could make him
come just by taking him in her mouth, because she had so rarely done it. 


Now she’d sucked other cocks, so maybe the novelty
had worn off.


She used her mouth and her lips and her tongue, and
was rewarded with a stiffening. Though she wanted to focus on him, part of her
mind registered that she really hadn’t given that much oral sex compared to
most women. It would be fun to learn how to do it even better. She smiled
around Justin’s cock, the thought of practicing blowjobs.


On other men.


As if taking a man in your mouth could ever be
considered practice.


Justin’s hands dropped onto her head, pulling her
forward, and she let herself be guided. She reached under her dress, her
fingers searching for her neglected pussy. Her first touch was electric,
causing her to lose her balance in her tall heels, and she fell back on the
floor.


She was half hurt, half amused. Her legs were
splayed wide, her hand up her dress, on the floor looking up at Justin, his
pants around his ankles, his cock at half mast.


When he didn’t move right away she brazenly pulled
the dress up to her hips, revealing her nakedness, no panties, her already wet
pussy spread for him, shameless. Justin’s eyes grew wide, his cock jerking. She
must have looked like a slut, all dressed up on the outside, the clothing only
hiding who she truly was.


Justin came alive, dropping between her legs, and
without any foreplay drove his tongue into her.


She yelped, sliding back on the floor, she was that
sensitive, but instead of pushing him away she grabbed the back of his head and
drove it into her pussy, pulling him forward. Back and forth she forced his
head, using his tongue to rub her clit.


After a few days of not being touched she needed it
hard and fast, and she rode him against herself. She came suddenly, hard, so
explosive she jerked her head up, half expecting to see the same release of her
fluids that Damian had made her give up, but no, Justin still had his face
buried between her legs.


She spun on the floor, her dress all twisted, not
caring, she needed a cock.


Justin continued to lick her as she pulled his pants
off. Finally she got him free, then pushed him down, threw her leg over him,
and poised herself over his shaft.


He was still wide eyed, his hair mussed, his jaw and
lips covered in her juices. She still didn’t understand why that turned her on
so much, but it did. She lifted herself up onto her haunches, lined up his
cock, and in one motion took him to the hilt.


She felt none of that wonderful stretching, she was
too wet, he wasn’t large enough, but that wasn’t what this was all about, not
tonight. He was in her, that was all that mattered.


She started to fuck him.


Justin’s eyes opened even wider, wondering who this
woman was, this woman who used his mouth and now his cock to get herself off. 


“Emily, wait, we need to. . .”


“Shh,” she said, her voice half to calm him, half a
warning. She couldn’t let anything slow her now, she didn’t want any barrier
between her and the welcome cock, especially after she’d been so tantalized
with Damian.


She pressed against Justin’s chest to give herself
more leverage, grabbing at his shirt with her hands, grabbing at his shaft with
her pussy. She’d missed this more than she had realized, the feral rawness of
unprotected sex.


She rode him hard, thrusting her hips with a power
driven by her need. Justin still had barely moved, but it didn’t matter, she
was doing all the moving they needed.


“We should talk about this,” said Justin.


“Okay, let’s talk,” she replied, but didn’t slow her
thrusts. “Do you think I’m a good mother?”


“Yes, a great mother.”


“Do you want us to have another child?”


“Yes, of course—”


Emily interrupted him with a flurry of her hips.
“Doesn’t this feel good?”


“It’s incredible, you’re so wet, it feels so good to
be in you.”


“Then discussion over,” she said, and leaned over
and kissed him hard on the mouth. “I love you.”


“Shouldn’t we. . .”


She shushed him again, running her tongue along his
lips, tasting her own juices, putting her mouth up against his ear. “Don’t you
want to see me pregnant again?”


Justin froze under her, and then with a growl he
shoved up so hard she had to fight to stay on, and she urged him with her hips,
with her tongue, with her words. “I want to be pregnant,” she said, her voice
full of certitude, hinting that if he wasn’t going to give her what she needed
she’d get it elsewhere. “You can do it, come on, give it to me!”


Now his thrusts met hers, their bodies slamming
together, and though her own words had put her on the edge she held off as long
as she could, biting his ear until he gasped, then biting her own lip hard, and
only when he grunted his release did she let herself go, squeezing with every
muscle in her body, inside and out, and swooned in the glorious release, his
and hers.


 


 


 


I went to work the next day smiling, a
smile that barely left my face for the next two months. My distractions at work
were still there, but for totally different reasons. Not only was I having
great sex, but Emily wanted another baby. My baby.


We fucked constantly, in the bedroom, in the living
room, even once in the kitchen. I asked her to put that black dress on again,
the one she had surprised me in, and I fucked her in it bent over the dining
room table. She wore it to dinner one night, and when we got home I discovered,
just like on the first night, she was totally nude underneath.


I must have come in her fifty times.


Many times during my marriage, especially before we
tried to have a baby, I had realized that I’d shot my load in other women more
than I had in my wife. Not just in total with all the woman I’d dated, but I’d
had a few relationships where there had been a lot of unprotected sex. I’d come
inside each of those women more than I had in my own wife.


It wasn’t like I was trying to have a contest or set
a record, but man, it felt good.


For her part Emily seemed totally into it, freed
from the constraints of condoms, of worry. She didn’t mention anything about
taking pregnancy tests, fertile times of the month, nothing. We just fucked.


This had happened once before, and it had run its
course, and we’d had to revert to dirty talk about other men. Now we didn’t
need to, we were both hot and ready. Yet every so often, just when we were both
on the edge, I’d whisper in her ear, “You like getting fucked, don’t you?” Not
talking about another man specifically, but not specifying that it was me doing
the fucking. She’d moan and almost immediately come, and I had no illusions as
to where her mind was.


One Saturday we were at home. Emily was sitting on
the sofa, reading. I stepped up behind her and massaged her shoulders. Perhaps
because everything was going so well I broached a subject that I thought needed
to be cleared away. Or maybe I was just poking at an itch.


“Do you ever think about him?” I asked.


Her shoulders tensed under me, a warning that I’d
made a mistake. She turned her face up to me, her eyes betraying her thoughts.


“Don’t be mad,” she said.


“Why would I be mad? It’s not like you can erase
him. But you’re here, he’s there. Nothing to be mad at.”


She didn’t answer, just took my hand in hers. Her
eyes might have misted over, but it was hard for me to see, because my eyes
were a little blurry right then as well.


After a long time I realized what her silence
represented. “You’re still thinking of going to him, aren’t you?”


Instead of replying she pressed my hand to her
cheek. “Not now,” she said.


I should have turned her head, to look in her eyes,
to see if she believed what she was saying. I should have asked her to think it
over, I should have tried to talk her out of it, I should have yelled and
stormed out, I should have begged, I should have made her promise she’d come
back.


I should have done all of those things, yet none of
them would change the situation, none of them would make it better, none of
them, after a little while had passed, would even make me feel any better.  And
all of them would have led to second thoughts, that I should have done one
thing instead of another, said this instead of that.


With all the strength I could muster, I asked, “When
are you leaving?”


Her body melted into mine, as if she was waiting,
hoping, needing this response from me. “I’ll know when I’m ready,” she said.


After a moment I freed my hand and stumbled away.


 


 


The next day I was hurt, then angry. Then,
realizing I was being stupid, I fought back.


Not with an argument, not with words. Instead I
fucked her even more, laying my claim, planting my seed. Proving to her, and to
myself, that she didn’t need other men for sex, for orgasms, to get pregnant.


Emily responded to my advances with willing
acceptance. No matter what she might have going on in her head, her body was
still with me. Or maybe she was thinking about Damian all the time, maybe she’d
been thinking of him since that first night when she’d fucked me on the floor.
I didn’t care. I was going to fuck Damian right out of her mind.


But after a few weeks I got increasingly obsessed with
what Emily’s thoughts were about Damian. About what she was thinking about
doing. I looked at her browsing history on her computer to see if she’d called
up his picture. She hadn’t. I found her black dildo in the bottom drawer, and
put a strand of hair on the bag it was in, to see if she had used it. As far as
I could tell she had not. I didn’t go so far as to look at her phone, but every
time a call came in I lingered around to see who it might be.


I felt like shit for all that, but I couldn’t get
Damian out of my mind. 


One day I was sitting on the back steps, a forgotten
beer next to me. It was still a little cool to be outside, but I was impervious
to the weather. I knew myself well enough to realize my obsession was not going
to end. I was one of those people who didn’t deal well with uncertainty, I had
to know.


And Emily was exactly the same as I was in that
regard. It must have been eating at her, not knowing what she might do if she
faced Damian’s challenge head on. Not knowing if he could bring her to new
levels of sexual thrill. And most of all, not knowing if she’d forever be under
the cloud of worrying whether Damian—or the next man—would tear her entire
world apart.


In a flash of painful insight I realized that it
wasn’t just Emily who needed to be with Damian. I needed Emily to be
with Damian.


Otherwise I’d always wonder.


In my head I understood that if our marriage could
survive Damian, it could survive anything. If she went and came back, it would
mean we’d always be together, no matter how many other men she’d be with.


In my heart I wasn’t so sure.


I waited a few days, then a week, trying to figure
out how to broach the subject, wanting to get it out of the way, wanting to
ignore it. At night I lay in bed, tossing and turning. 


So did Emily.


My sleeplessness was from fear and anxiety. Whether
hers was from anxiety or excitement was impossible for me to know.


Each day I left the office I wondered if she’d be at
home when I got there. It was not like I thought she was one to just leave, but
such was my fear. One day turned to the next with no change.


One Saturday I was out doing the first grass cutting
of the year. Emily had gone out to run errands, and a while later I saw her car
pull into the driveway. When I was finished I came into the house. Nothing
visibly was different. I went into the living room. There was no luggage by the
door. 


Emily came down the stairs. She had the same outfit
on, she didn’t say a word, she just gave me a smile. Yet as I went upstairs to
take a shower I sensed something had changed.


That night, lying in the dark, I just blurted it
out. “I realize you feel you need to go,” I said. “It’s who you are, it’s who
we are. We can’t leave it alone. You have to know.” I hesitated, then added, “I
have to know.”


She curled up next to me, her head on my chest. In
the darkness she could have been anyone, another woman. Yet my body recognized
her touch, my ears recognized her voice, even though the words she spoke could
just have been from a woman I’d never met.


After a bit she said, “No one knows me like you do. No
one. That’s why you know I’ll come back.”


 


 


Emily sat in her car in the parking lot at
the gym. She wasn’t there to work out. Instead, she was staring at her phone.
If only this impersonal piece of technology could be her only link to Damian.
If she could only manage to keep him locked away as a name in her contact list,
pulled up when she wanted to, and forgotten the rest of the time.


If only.


It had been months. Maybe Damian didn’t want her any
more. Maybe he’d been joking about his offer. Maybe he’d been with other women.


Definitely he’d been with other women.


She could call him up right now and he might laugh
at her. For thinking she could just be with him whenever she wanted.


It would be easier to just text. 


The blinking curser mocked her. You want to go be
with him, and risk everything, and you can’t even talk to him on the phone?


Two men in muscle tees and shorts walked by her car,
heading for the gym. For a brief moment she had a crazy thought of running
after them, going off for a wild afternoon, giving them a day to remember. Try
to lose herself in decadent sex with strangers.


All the time probably thinking about why she was
doing it, about who she was escaping.


Justin had said it better than she had. They both
had to know. She’d realized that even before he had voiced it, she’d even workout
out a way that might resolve the entire situation once and for all, but she
hadn’t been able to go to the second step until Justin had unlocked her self imposed
constraints.


She pushed Damian aside, as well as she could, for
the moment. She had another hurdle first, a hurdle which could derail
everything.


She’d sent her sister Lisa a text earlier in the
day, setting up a time to talk. “Lisa? Are you alone?”


“You sound so mysterious,” said her sister. “You
running from the police?”


“I need some help.” Emily hated asking for favors,
especially big ones, but she didn’t see another way.


 “Are you okay?”


“Yes, that’s not it. I mean, I’m healthy, so is the
baby and Justin. I—I need to go away for a while.”


“What do you mean?”


Emily told her. About Damian. About how he was the
catalyst for how her life had changed. About their date. About his offer. About
how she was convinced she’d never be free of his shadow and his magnetic pull
if she didn’t face him again, in person.


Lisa listened patiently, and when Emily had reached
the end of her story, asked, “Are you in love with this man?”


“No. Not in the way I love Justin or Anthony or even
how I love you. I just—he’s just inside me, pulling me. I thought time would
make it go away, but when I saw him I realized that it has nothing to do with
time, with distance. I don’t want to lose what I have, but I don’t think I can
give everything I am to my husband if I don’t get this resolved.”


“Physically?”


“I don’t know how to explain it without going into
detail, and even if I did, it probably wouldn’t make sense.” Emily thought for
a bit. “Do you have any incredible sexual experiences that you remember?”


“A lot of them.”


“Imagine that you could wrap them all together, and
then you are with a man, and he takes you to a place that is far beyond all of
those combined. And you realize that before him you were barely on the first
floor of a very tall building, and he could take you to the top. There might
not even be a top, you would just go higher and higher with him.”


Lisa was silent for a while. “That’s pretty hard to
get my head around, but I can see how it would be a—temptation.”


“If it was anyone else, and just physical, I’d be able
to resist. But with Damian, it’s almost like I feel he could make me do
anything he wants me to do. Not that he has yet. But I feel that he could, and
I wouldn’t be able to stop him. It’s all mental in a way. I feel that if I
can’t resist him mentally I won’t ever be able to resist him physically, and
the other way around as well.” Emily shook her head. “I’m not making a lot of
sense.”


“You don’t need to make sense to me, just to
yourself. If you’re sure, that’s good enough for me. How can I help?”


Emily fought back tears. Those simple words from her
sister was the proof of her love. “This is going to be really hard on Justin.
We’ve talked about it, but, you know. He’s going to work from home a few days a
week. But even with Charlotta. . .”


“You want me to come there,” said Lisa.


“I know it’s a lot to ask.” Emily didn’t say please,
she didn’t want this to be an emotional decision for Lisa. She’d do it or not.
If not, Emily would have a reason—an excuse—to not go.


“Of course I’ll do it,” said Lisa.


Lisa’s no hesitation response took away one more
possible excuse. For the hundredth time Emily asked herself if she was doing
the right thing, and for the hundredth time came up with the same answer. It
was the only way.


“Thank you,” was all Emily could bring herself to
say.


Lisa said, “There’s one thing I just don’t
understand. How will going to Damian break his hold on you? Unless you think
you’ll be disappointed and tire of him—which doesn’t sound likely—won’t it just
bind you more strongly to him? Won’t you be even more under his spell?”


“You’re right,” said Emily. “I have a plan for that.”
Emily told Lisa the rest of it, the complicated, risky, scary, wild idea she’d
concocted to resolve her dilemma once and for all.


When she finished there was a long silence on the
line, the first time Emily ever remembered her sister being at a loss for
words.


Finally Lisa spoke, a trance of awe in her voice.
“Wow. That’s—incredible.”


“What do you think?” asked Emily, praying that Lisa
wouldn’t be critical and try to talk her out of it.


“I think,” said Lisa, and Emily could hear the smile
in her words, “that my little sister is all grown up.” 


 


 


The call with Lisa made Emily feel so much
better. Just the fact that her sister hadn’t told her she was crazy was part of
it, the rest was that she now felt a tiny bit less guilty for leaving Justin
alone at home with no help.


Emily hadn’t done a great job of explaining to Lisa
exactly how she felt so haunted by Damian; in many ways she herself didn’t
fully understand his hold over her. But just because she couldn’t explain it
didn’t make it any less real. In the beginning she’d thought of Damian as a
sexual fantasy, like she had other men. Yet as time went on it was more than
just a physical pull; her run-ins with him in the gym were proof of that.


And that night in the hotel—an experience beyond her
wildest imaginations. Just thinking about the sex, she could maybe say, okay,
it was great, but it might be a one time thing. Or it was exciting because it
was new, just like the first time she’d been with another man or done anal. She
bet that if another woman—Lisa, for instance—had given her a detailed account
of a sexual experience, no matter how good, Emily could have shrugged her
shoulders and said, So, great sex. Why would you want to run off with him?


It wasn’t just the sex, it was how Emily interacted
with Damian, their chemistry. She wanted to be with him, yes, to touch his
skin, to kiss him, to make him hard, to make him come. But she also wanted to
meet him on the most primitive of arenas, in the bedroom, to explore the
possibilities, and in the end, walk away at least his equal.


To do that, she needed to be with him.


Emily pulled up Damian’s name in her phone contact
list and hit the send button.


Damian answered without preamble. “Got to say, you
surprised me a little. Waiting this long to call.”


Emily could jump directly to the point as well. “Two
conditions,” she said. “First, no other women when I’m there.”


“Sure of yourself, aren’t you.”


He was hinting that he might not want her. Emily set
her lips, pressing on, not taking the bait. “Not negotiable.”


The ticking of the cooling engine was louder than
the telephone line. Finally Damian said, “That will depend on you. Satisfying
my needs. All of them.”


Emily let out a breath, belatedly realizing she was
pressing into the steering wheel, anxious that he might say no. Not only to her
terms, but to her going at all.


Most woman wouldn’t hesitate at all to promise not
to be with other men when embarking upon a new relationship. Most men would
make the same promise. Yet Emily knew that for Damian it would be a big deal. She
wondered if he had ever been asked to make such a promise. Or if he had been
asked, whether he’d even considered it.


Partially because she knew even his conditional
acceptance of her demand was a signal from him, and partially because she
couldn’t wait to start things off, she said, “And you have to get tested.”


Emily didn’t have to give the reason, it was so
obvious. So you can come in me.


That brought on a laugh. “I told you, I’m careful
about who I fuck.”


“Non negotiable,” she said, her voice hard, even as
her thighs turned to jelly and her body shook with desire. All from just
hearing his voice, making the plan, having him say fuck.


She could barely concentrate the rest of the call,
the blood rushing from her loins into her stomach, burning her chest, filling
her ears. Before she had even clicked off the call her hand was between her
legs, furiously rubbing herself, not caring who might see.


 


 


Sunday morning, I sat on the bed, watching
Emily pack. In the past, when Emily had got ready for a date, I’d been so
aroused I’d jerked off. Not today. I had to fight to keep from looking and
sounding morose.


We’d talked about it, made plans, settled logistics,
said all the right words. It will be okay. I’ll come back. I support you.



Yet all of that flew out the window when the reality
of her packing hit me. She was leaving me. Not because I’d done anything
wrong, but because she wanted to be with another man. It was impossible to not
think the reason was that he could give her what I could not, and it had to be
more than just a bigger cock.


My eyes must have glazed over because Emily came to
stand in front of me. “Are you okay?”


I was definitely not okay. But I put up a brave
front. “Just fine.”


She kissed me on the forehead. “You are a terrible
liar.”


“We have that in common.”


“I know. So you have to believe me when I tell you
that this is for the best.” Her eyes grew very serious, and she took my hand in
hers. “Tell me that you trust me.”


“Of course I do. It’s him I’m not very sure about.”


“That’s part of trusting me,” she said earnestly. 


“I know. It’s just—hard.”


“I’ll be thinking about you all the time.”


“Well, not all the time,” I joked, trying to lighten
the mood.


Emily smiled. “Especially then.”


I wondered about that. “We’ll be so far apart.”


Emily kissed my hand. “It has nothing to do with
distance. The same room, the next room, across the city, across the country.
Separate, but always together.”


I stroked her head, trying to make myself believe
it.


 


 


The flight was a long harrowing nightmare
and fantasy rolled into one. The plane flew as smooth as silk, a backdrop
against the turbulence in Emily’s stomach.


High above the clouds, she could almost pretend she
was on an adventure, that she was another woman. What she would do next would
be a totally new start. She could make believe she had no past, no history, no
husband, no ties. Not that she wanted to erase her past, it was just easier and
safer to pretend this was a dream.


When she landed she wheeled her carry on bag through
the airport. The crowd around her were all intent on their own lives. Certainly
none of them could have an inkling of who she was and what she was about to do.
Yet she almost felt as if she had a sign on her back: I’m a married women on
my way to be with another man!


From the escalator to the baggage claim she
overlooked a mass of people, yet she saw Damian immediately. There were men
just as tall, there were a lot of other black men. It was his very bearing, his
presence. The crowd flowed around him, a rock calming a turbulent sea.


Though she’d prepared for this moment, she gripped
the handrail, her adrenaline pumping. By the time she reached him she could
barely stand.


Their meeting wasn’t awkward, yet they didn’t touch.


Damian looked exactly as she remembered him, shaven
head, piercing eyes, tall, muscular without being muscled, manly arms, slim
waist.


In a word, exquisite.


He was wearing a black silk long sleeve shirt, open
at the collar, with cream colored slacks and light brown shoes. As before, the
clothes fit him like a glove; he looked totally comfortable all the time, in a
suit, in a gym outfit, in casual clothes. Naked.


Emily didn’t expect him to make pithy conversation,
asking about her flight. That would be too—pedestrian. 


Would he at least kiss her?


He made no move to. He wasn’t cold, he was just—Damian.


“I have another bag,” she said.


The baggage carousel was crowded, but once again
people made a space around Damian, and her as well, as if his aura surrounded
both of them. She watched for her luggage, glancing at him now and then. He
wasn’t impatient, he wasn’t disinterested, he was just one hundred percent
present.


Emily didn’t mind the silence; she wouldn’t have
known what to do if he’d thrown his arms around her in a passionate embrace,
like in a movie. That wasn’t him.


He picked up her bag and led her out, still not
having said a word. In the garage he unlocked a gleaming black SUV.


Once out of the airport, Damian turned on the radio.
He hit the scan button and said, “Stop it when you hear what you like.”


The music shifted gears faster than the car, rock,
pop, hip hop, classical. Emily’s first urge was to let it just keep going like
that, matching her mood when she thought about Damian, all over the place.


An orchestral piece. She hit the button, the music
rising to a crescendo.


“You like classical?” asked Damian.


“I like what I like.”


“Good answer.”


They drove in silence for a while, until they hit
the freeway exit. Damian waved ahead. “The office is that way. You can get call
a car service, or it’s a twenty minute walk. Or drive in with me.”


Emily wasn’t sure how to answer that.


They pulled into the garage of a tall modern
apartment building, Emily catching a glimpse of tinted glass and balconies.
Damian parked in a reserved spot and they went into the elevator. As it rode
upward Emily’s pretend adventure suddenly became very real. She was alone, in
another city, with another man, heading up to an apartment.


Her stomach fluttered, her balance unsteady, and it
had nothing to do with the elevator. She could be having sex within minutes.
Shouldn’t they talk first? Set ground rules?


The elevator stopped. Emily followed him down the
hall, focused only on his broad back, nothing else registering. He unlocked the
door and held it for her. She came in behind him, part of her mind taking in a
large living room, a door to the left, the hint of a bed. Her heart felt like
it was going to burst.


Damian went into the bedroom, putting her bag near
the bed, coming back out  before Emily got her wits about her. Was he at least
going to kiss her now? She stood there dumbly. After all she had done to get
here, she was suddenly at a loss.


Damian went to the window and pulled the drapes,
revealing a balcony and another apartment building of the same style not far
away. “I live in that one,” he said. “Top floor. It’s connected to the same
garage, you can get there without even going outside. There is wifi throughout
the building.”


Emily was stuck on the part about getting to his
apartment. Is that what he expected her to do?


He went on like he was a real estate agent showing
her a listing. “Kitchen is stocked. There’s a market on the ground floor around
the corner, you can get whatever else you need there.”


He crossed the room to stand by her, close now, just
the two of them, her skin tingling. He simply filled the room with his
presence. 


He lifted his hand, Emily’s eyes taking a moment to
focus on what he held.


“Here’s your key, and an access card for the entrance
to the other building.”


She took the key and card, their fingers touching
briefly, the first time she’d touched him since arriving. 


He moved past her toward the door.


“You’re leaving?” she asked, stunned.


“Come to the office tomorrow around nine thirty.”


And he was gone.


She stood there, alone in the apartment, completely
and utterly shocked.


Feeling foolish now, yet wondering if he had
hesitated just a moment before leaving. Was he waiting for her to make the
first move? Was this his idea of a joke? Did he want her to beg?


She waited in the middle of the room, half expecting
him to come back. Would he knock? Did he have another key?


When it was clear he wasn’t coming back she went to
the balcony and opened the door. The air, hinting at the ocean, was cool on her
hot skin. She felt very alone.


Emily looked at the top floor of the building next
door. Did Damian’s apartment face this one?


Was he going there to be with another woman even
now?


She’d have to hold him to her terms. No other women.
Maybe that’s why he left, so he could get in one last hookup before he started
up with her.


She’d risked so much to come here. A kiss shouldn’t
have been too much to expect in return.


She wasn’t sure whether she should laugh or cry.
Instead, she closed the door and went back into the apartment to call Justin.


 


 


I thought I had been anxious before Emily
had left. That turned out to be nothing compared to the agony I was going
through now.


The first time she’d been with Damian I’d actually
driven her to the hotel, even knowing what might happen. There was an odd
thrill in taking your wife to see another man. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to
drive Emily to the airport. I would have made a fool of myself, probably
running to the window to watch her plane disappear. 


So here I was, in the house, just me and Anthony. I
spent hours with him, trying not to think about why I had all this time with
him to myself. Just looking at him was a constant reminder of Emily, what she
had done, what she was going to do.


I started to picture in my head what Emily was doing
as I watched the clock, matching her actions to the time. She’s on the plane.
She’s off the plane, walking through the airport. Is she excited? Is she
running?


At that moment my phone buzzed with a text. Landed
safely. Love you.


I felt a mixture of warm relief and trepidation. She
was thinking about me, at least for that moment. I tried to think of what to
write back. Come home? Have fun?


In the end I just wrote: Thanks for letting me
know. Love you too.


I’d let things go this far, I couldn’t very well
throw a hand grenade now.


I paced the house, trying to keep busy. I drank a
few beers, still following Emily in my head. She must be with Damian now. Did
he send a driver to pick her up? Or is he there, kissing her passionately in
the middle of the airport? 


I filled in the conversation.


Emily would say, ‘I couldn’t wait to see you.’


And Damian would respond, ‘Let’s get to it.’


They’d rush to his apartment or house or wherever he
lived, tearing their clothes off on the way in, laughing.


He could be fucking her this very minute.


I couldn’t breathe. I rushed outside, the cool air
punishing my chill.


I tried to take deep breaths. If I was this bad
today, I didn’t know how I could make it tomorrow or the day after or. . .


I went back into the house and sat on the sofa, totally
at a loss for what to do.


Some time later my phone rang. I was surprised to
see it was Emily. I couldn’t help it, my first words were, “Are you okay?”


“I’m fine. How about you?”


I wasn’t going to ruin it for her, but I couldn’t
lie either. “It’s hard.”


“I know. For me too. It will—get better.”


“Hard to get much worse,” I said, not believing my
own words. “Uh, are you alone?”


“Yes. He got me my own place. I’m there now.”


I pictured an apartment across the hall from Damian,
one he could go into as he pleased.


“Did you. . .” I hated to ask, but once
again, couldn’t help myself.


“No.” 


She sounded as surprised as I was. “No?” A piece of
the weight lifted off my chest. She was resisting him, that’s what this was all
about, she went out there to prove to him and herself and even me that she
could be in the same city with him, all on her own, and turn him down.


 “I miss you and Anthony.”


“We miss you too,” I said. 


“I’ll call you every day,” she said. “No matter
what.”


Even if I sleep with him, she meant.


“Okay.” Usually we had so much to talk about, but
right now I couldn’t think of what to say, even though so much was on my mind.


“Separate, but together,” she said.


After I hung up I wasn’t sure if I felt better, or much
worse.


 


 


Emily stood outside the door of Philips
Investments. She felt almost comfortable, just a businesswoman, a day in the
office. The first day on the job jitters, but she could handle that.


Except, of course, Damian would be there.


She’d had a hard time controlling herself at work
when Antonio had been in the office. This could be much worse.


You can do this, she said to herself. After
all, this was why she was here.


The reception area was very modern, a white sofa, a
lot of bright artwork. A slim, beautiful woman with straight silvery hair and
dazzling blue eyes sat at a bronze reception desk.


Emily introduced herself and the woman said, “Yes,
we are expecting you. I’m Juliette.” She pulled an envelope from a drawer and
handed it to Emily.


There was a name on the envelope that Emily didn’t
recognize. “This isn’t me.”


The woman frowned at the envelope, then returned to
the drawer for another. “I’m sorry. Damian has so many interns, I got them
confused.”


“Oh,” said Emily, feeling small. The whole intern
thing wasn’t just for her, then. Damian probably had sex with all his interns.
Maybe even this beautiful receptionist.


Yet it was hard to be angry at the other interns or
the receptionist if that was true, because that was another reason why Emily
was here. To have sex with Damian.


 The receptionist said, “You should wear your name
tag for a few days until everyone recognizes you. The key card on the back of
the name tag will get you in those doors.” She pointed. “Please come with me
and I’ll take you inside.”


Emily followed Juliette through a set of glass doors
into a wide open office layout with cubicles in the middle and offices along
three walls. There were about ten people already in the office.


 Juliette said, “This is your cubicle. I’ve left a
stack of reading for you. Background on the company, plus projects you maybe be
assigned to. Even though you won’t be a paid employee, there is still paperwork
you have to fill out. It will keep you busy most of the day. Feel free to sit
by the window, it’s more comfortable. Most everyone goes out for lunch, there
are good places along the street. If you have any questions just let me know.”


Emily thanked her and sat down. If she hadn’t been
here for the reasons she was here, it might have been another day at the
office.


She opened the binders and started to read.


 


 


No one started leaving the office until
after six, so Emily stayed as well. She hadn’t really talked to anyone, they
all were in meetings, busy. The material she read was interesting enough.


She hadn’t seen Damian all day.


After lunch she’d explored the office a little,
discovering an internal staircase. The company was housed on multiple floors.
The two floors below were duplicate layouts to the one she was on. The floor
above was laid out differently, with no center cubicles, just larger outside
offices. She couldn’t see in, and wondered if Damian’s office was on that
floor.


At six thirty she left, feeling oddly let down.


 


 


As soon as she arrived the next day Emily
was told to report to a conference room. There she found herself with two other
women who turned out to be interns as well. One was named Amy and had very full
red hair and green eyes who looked to be in her mid twenties. The other was a
brunette named Luci and was also younger than Emily. Emily found out that they
had started the prior week.


Luci was upbeat, but Amy said, “I’m a little bored,
I was promised more than just helping on reports.”


Before Emily could ask her what she meant, another
woman rushed into the room, out of breath. She was even younger than Amy, maybe
right out of college. She had jet black hair and appeared to be of mixed Asian
background. “Good, we haven’t started yet,” she said, plopping down. “He had me
here so late last night you wouldn’t believe.”


“Who?” asked Luci.


The woman looked back and forth at the other interns
and their blank looks and said, “You don’t know yet?”


“Know what?”


Before she could reply a middle aged man came into
the room and said, “I’m John Sawyer. Let’s get started.”


The presentation began, and as John droned on, Emily
kept glancing at the other women, all young, all pretty, all interns.


Her competition.


 


 


Emily had called me after her first
uneventful day at the office. I had been as surprised as she was that she
hadn’t even seen Damian. When the phone rang after day two at only eight in the
evening her time, I expected different news.


But it wasn’t. Emily had spent the day in meetings,
leaning about the business, getting assigned to a project. In short, she was
being an intern. Our conversation didn’t last long, there wasn’t much to tell.


Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad after all.


 


 


On Emily’s third day the interns were back
in the conference room. The dark haired woman, whose name turned out to be
Bren, had been late again, gulping down coffee and mentioning another late
night, although she didn’t sound like she was seriously complaining.


Emily was pulling out her materials when the door
opened and the mood in the room immediately changed. She looked up and Damian
was standing there. Her stomach did a little flip and she felt her face redden.
She realized this was the first time she’d been in a business meeting with a
man she’d slept with, and feared that the other woman would look at her know
her secret.


She needn’t have worried. The other three women were
intent on Damian. Luci practically melted in her chair. Amy sat up straighter,
touching her hair. Bren was smiling, a knowing smile, and Emily immediately suspected
who had been working Bren hard in the evenings.


Her own eyes turned to Damian, angry, and damn if he
wasn’t staring right at her, a look on his face that said: You don’t get to
tell me what to do.


Or maybe she was just projecting. 


Damian looked completely at home in his business
casual wardrobe and in an office environment. He started talking about the
company, and it took Emily ten minutes before she focused on what he was
saying. By that time, tiny drops of perspiration had broken out on her forehead
and nose, and she squeezed her pen so hard at one point it snapped against the
table. No one noticed.


She’d kissed this man. She’d taken him in her
mouth, in her. . . 


How could he go on, so calm and collected? How could
he not react that way she was?


By the end of the meeting Emily was in a full sweat,
and after Damian walked out, without so much as glancing back at her, she had
to rush to the restroom. She locked herself in a stall. It took twenty minutes,
and a lot of cold water on her face, to get her heartbeat back to normal.


Though Emily didn’t see Damian for the rest of the
day, she still could barely concentrate, knowing he was close by. Was Bren
sleeping with Damian? He’d promised he wouldn’t do that.


No, he actually hadn’t. He said that it would
depend. On whether Emily was meeting his needs.


Which she obviously wasn’t right now.


Maybe Damian had made Bren the same promise.


Emily’s emotions ran the gamut from anger to
disappointment to frustration. By the end of the workday she’d resolved to
confront Damian.


She strode purposefully to the internal staircase.
As she opened the door, she saw Bren coming down the stairs from the floor
above, the floor where Damian’s office was.


Bren gave Emily a little smile which Emily didn’t
buy for a minute. Emily did her best to retain her composure. Emily changed
course and headed downstairs, as if that were her destination all along. It
wasn’t lost on her that Bren hesitated on the landing, probably to discover
where Emily was going.


Emily got off at the next floor, went to the
elevator, and left the building.


 


 


The next day, knowing that Emily was going
to be at the office, I wasn’t as nervous as I’d been the previous night. It
wasn’t like Damian was going to fuck her in the middle of the day.


So when she called early again I was feeling pretty
good about things. We went through the usual things, telling each other about
our day. Exactly like dozens of conversations we’d had after work, or when I’d
been traveling.


After the generalities, Emily said, “I saw him
today.”


My interest picked up. “And?”


“And nothing. We were in an intern meeting, he came
in for a while to talk about the business.”


“And?” I repeated.


“And still nothing. He was civil, in the way he is,
but I could have been a stranger.”


“Huh. How do you feel about that?”


“Confused.”


“That’s understandable.” Emily had also sounded a
little disappointed. Mostly, I think, because I wanted to make her feel better,
and not really considering the implications of my words, I said, “He’ll come
around.”


“If he doesn’t, this might be a short trip.”


It was only after we hung up that it hit me that I’d
basically been rooting for Damian to fuck my wife.


 


 


Emily hung up with Justin and lay back on
the bed. She’d been truthful with him; she really was confused about how she
felt. On one hand, she was frustrated that she’d gone to all this trouble to
deal with her—obsession, need, whatever it was.  She was mad at Damian too, for
leading her on, for inviting her out here.


Yet she couldn’t deny that she still wanted
Damian. Just thinking of him had always got her hot, and seeing him in the
flesh today had almost made her lose control in the office.


Damian was so close—and yet she couldn’t touch him.


But she could touch herself. She slipped her hand
down her skirt, her eyes closed, her small fingers a poor substitute for
Damian’s powerful hands.


She came fast.


It took off the edge, but left an even bigger void,
the gap between being here all alone touching herself and having Damian inside
her.


 


 


By the time Emily reached the office the
next day she was again resolved to confront Damian. But as soon as she entered
the office the receptionist said, “There you are. Damian said he wants to see
you as soon as you arrive.”


Emily’s intentness turned to mush. She stopped
quickly in the restroom to calm herself, then went up to the next floor.


Other than a quick glance on the first day, she
really hadn’t been up here. It was much quieter. The offices had glass walls,
but most were hidden behind closed vertical blinds. Three women sat at desks
near the end of the room, all of them young and very pretty. A woman and a man
huddled in conversation near the windows.


Everyone in the room turned to look at Emily as she
came in.


The largest office was to her left, and Emily
assumed that was Damian’s. She went up to the desk nearest the office and
introduced herself. The woman said, “He’s expecting you. Go right in.”


When Emily entered the office she sensed it was
large, but her eyes were focused only on Damian. He was standing with his back
to her, looking out the window. He looked just as hot from the back as he did
from the front, with his broad shoulders, muscular back, and tight rear.


“How are things going?” he asked, without preamble.


Emily had a lot of possible answers to that
question, but all she said was, “It’s not quite what I expected.”


Damian finally turned to her, his gaze hitting her
like a lightning bolt, yet still she could not read his body language or his
eyes. “What did you expect?”


This conversation was not what she expected either.
Her well planned speech and her questions about Bren slipped totally from her
mind.


Here, in the office, it didn’t seem appropriate to
talk about sex. “Maybe this was a mistake,” she said, hoping he’d contradict
her.


“Maybe you give up too easily,” he said, and turned
back to the window.


What was he expecting her to do? Beg?


She wouldn’t give him the satisfaction. Instead of
replying, she left him to whatever he was looking at and thinking about.


She was flustered all day, again jumping from
frustration to disappointment and back to anger.


And yet, after she got home and called Justin, all
her anger didn’t stop her from masturbating again, fantasizing about Damian.


 


 


Emily didn’t see Damian the next day or the
next. She’d pretty much decided if nothing happened by the weekend, she was
going to consider her entire trip a failure and go back home.


At the end of the day she took the envelope from her
purse which contained the note which she had written the night before. It had
started out as a long explanation of her reasons for leaving, but she’d ripped
all those drafts up. With the way Damian had treated her, he didn’t deserve a
long answer.


It was truly an indication of how much her head was
mixed up that she considered Damian not touching her as bad treatment.


In the end she had simply written: I’m sorry it
didn’t work out. I’m going home.


Her phone rang just as she got up. It was Damian.


“Lunch at the beach, tomorrow. Pick you up at
eleven.”


Before she could reply he’d hung up.


 


 


I was in a good mood when Emily called
Friday night. From her calls it seemed increasingly obvious that Damian was
just jerking Emily around. I didn’t like that in the sense that I didn’t want
her to be taken advantage of, but it was better than her being taken.


The first thing Emily said was, “We’re going to have
lunch tomorrow.”


“Oh.” That wasn’t so bad, lunch. Maybe I’d had this
all wrong, maybe Damian really wanted Emily as an intern. She was obviously
smart enough to learn a new business, and perhaps she’d even expressed an
interest to him about his work.


“What are you going to do?” I asked.


“Eat, I assume. Sorry, I didn’t meant to sound
sarcastic. I—I’m thinking that I might come home.”


My heart leapt in my chest, and yet, oddly, I felt a
tinge of disappointment. Was this my body’s reminder of my personal kink, how
much I got turned on by other men with my wife?


No man had ever turned Emily down before. I mean,
who would?


I understood that part of the drive for husbands who
liked their wives with other men was because it made them feel good about
themselves. It confirmed the husband’s belief that he had a really desirable wife.


So part of me wanted Emily to blow off Damian and
come back to me. Another part of me wanted Emily to blow Damian and fuck
his brains out, and then come back to me.


“It’ll work out,” I said.


I just wasn’t sure what working out really meant.


 


 


Saturday, Emily was up early, not that
she’d slept much. She took a shower, pulled on a pair of sweats, and went for a
walk, exploring. If she couldn’t get her emotional and mental bearings, she
could at least get her geographic ones.


She wasn’t a city person but liked what she saw well
enough. Everywhere she walked she could smell the ocean. Still early, it was
already warmer than it would be back home for a few months. By the time she’d
walked a dozen blocks she’d peeled off her sweatshirt and wrapped it around her
waist.


She could live here.


The unbidden thought startled her. Even the city was
trying to entice her, tempt her.


After an hour wandering around, with a stop for
breakfast and coffee, she found her way back to the apartment. In the bedroom
she looked through her clothes, not knowing what to wear. She could text
Damian. . .


She laughed to herself. Here she was, so independent
that she’d leave her family, and she couldn’t decide on what to wear. If she
couldn’t decide what clothes to put on without Damian’s help, all was lost.


She settled on a simple sundress, dressing for the
weather and not for Damian. Well, maybe a little for Damian; the dress was
light and airy and. . . accessible. Comfortable walking sandals.
She’d pulled on the dress, then, having a second thought, took it off again and
changed her bra and panties to a matching set.


Make sure you always have clean underwear in case
you ever get hit by a car. Make sure you always have matching underwear in case
you might have sex.


Her phone buzzed. A text from Damian. Out front.


Emily walked unsteadily to the mirror by the door.
The woman looking back at her didn’t seem as confident as the one who had got
on the plane.


The black SUV was idling at the curb. Emily tossed
her shoulder bag in the backseat and got in.


Again no kiss.


Damian was wearing shorts and a short sleeve form
fitting top, his biceps bulging against the material. He eyed her bag in the
backseat and said, “About an hour away.”


“I thought the water was closer.”


“It is. We’ll drive along the ocean. Better place,
trust me.”


Emily was willing to do that, at least regarding
restaurants.


Like the prior ride, Damian let her choose the
music. He barely spoke, pointing out a few sights, answering her simple
questions. Nothing at all about them.


Their time in the car so unlike when she rode with
Justin, where they talked about everything and anything.


She was already making the comparisons she so
dreaded.


As they left the city behind the road opened up, the
ocean to their left, hills to their right. After a while it seemed almost
natural, her sitting in a car next to him, driving along an unfamiliar stretch
of road, on a road of discovery.


Could she live like this?


“There’s an envelope for you in the glove
compartment,” said Damian.


It was a medical test report. Damian’s. Laying out
in black and white how he was totally free of any sexual diseases.


The paper shook in Emily’s hands. This was what she
had asked for. 


What she wanted.


Yet wanting it, and having it in her hand, was two
different things. Just like it had been with other men, wanting, and then
having. Often in life, the wanting was better than the having; the real thing
paled in comparison to the fantasy. That hadn’t been true for her. The men had
been better than her imagination of what they would be like. Especially for
Damian.


This paper represented another fantasy that could
become real if she let it. Having Damian be inside her, unprotected.


Emily refolded the sheet and tried to put it back in
the envelope, but her hands were shaking so hard she could not master this
simple task.


She looked over at him, yet gleaned nothing from his
profile, nor did he speak. Why had he given her this? Did he plan on dangling
the promise of sex in front of her, then take her to lunch and talk about her
internship? Drop her off after and say See you in the office?


Was this one long drawn out tease?


Damian took an exit, turning onto a series of
smaller roads, toward the ocean. Emily rolled down the window, the breeze
intoxicating. The car turned into a narrow lane which ended at a small parking
lot, with no other cars. Emily was surprised, expecting a restaurant.


Damian got out of the car, and Emily followed. “Is
this where we are having lunch?” she asked.


He opened the back hatch and pulled out a cooler. “Right
here.”


She was even more surprised. Grabbing her bag, she
followed him along a long a narrow path lined with saw grass to the beach. It
was completely deserted.


The sand was warm on her feet, and she pulled off
her sandals. She belatedly realized she should have brought a hat, she was
expecting to eat by the beach, not on it.


Damian set the cooler and a carry bag on the sand
and laid out a blanket. He kicked off his shoes and said, “Let’s go in the
water before we eat.”


“I don’t have a bathing suit.”


“You came to California without a bathing suit?”


“I didn’t think. . . you should have
told me.”


“I said we were going to the beach. I figured maybe
you were wearing it under that.”


“I don’t go in the water much. I haven’t worn a
bathing suit since. . .”


“Since you threw yourself at me at that pool?”


“I did no such thing.”


“You can choose to remember it any way you like. It
doesn’t matter, you can go in without.”


Emily said, “You can’t be serious.”


“The big public beach is miles away. There’s no one
here, there’s no one likely to be here.”


“How do you know?” What she meant was, How many
other women have you brought here?


His eyes narrowed. “Is that what you came here for?
To ask about my other women?” 


Like he was reading her mind.


She wasn’t going to fight him, not over this at
least. She stared at him, then defiantly reached back and unzipped her dress
and let it fall.


If she thought he was going to make a nice comment
about seeing her in just her underwear she was mistaken. “Salt water is going
to be tough on those.” Without waiting for a reply he peeled off his top and
headed for the water.


Mad now, Emily quickly undid her bra, stepped out of
her panties, and ran after him, grabbing him by his shorts just before he hit
the water.


“Salt water will be tough on these,” she said,
yanking his shorts down, all her pent up frustrations making her feel reckless.


“Nylon,” he said. “At least one of us came
prepared.” Still, he let her undress him.


He turned to her, the ocean at his back, an image to
behold, an obsidian obelisk against the blue water. She melted into his arms,
and this time he did kiss her, finally, or maybe it was him returning her kiss.


The ocean roared in her ears, yet she could still
hear his breath on her lips as their tongues met. She pressed against his
chest, his skin rough as the sand yet smooth as the water, which swirled about
their legs. She was hungry for his lips, for his touch, for his attention. She
lost track of how long they kissed, she could have stayed just like this
forever.


He moved first, not to break the kiss, but to pulled
her legs up and around him, the touch of his manhood between her thighs sending
a thrill throughout her entire body. With his mouth still over hers he carried
her into the ocean, the cold water no match for the heat they were both
contributing to.


She was soaked between her legs way before the water
reached her knees. By the time they were waist deep his hardness pressed
against her pussy. Her legs were already wide open, spread around him,
welcoming him, and it seemed the most natural thing in the world when he
entered her.


She gasped as he spread her open, waiting for it,
wanting it. As he pressed into her she was rewarded with the complete and utter
stretching she so loved, lasting so long she almost fainted with relief and joy
and amazement. Her fingers dug into his back, fearing she would fall off and
lose the incredible, indescribable, fullness of him inside her.


Deeper and deeper he went, Emily delirious, all that
she had remembered and more. His girth pressed against her folds, pressed
against her insides, forcing her to open for him, to envelope him, to accept
him.


It was all that she fantasized about. Thick, hard,
deep, a black man.


Unprotected.


Before he was in all the way he grabbed her hips and
moved her back, frustrating her yet at the same time awakening the new
sensation of friction against her pussy. He rocked her back and forth as she
pulled toward him, helping, getting him deeper and deeper.


She was losing her ability to breathe, and finally,
finally, broke the kiss, throwing her head over his neck, sucking in the sultry
vapor. Something in the air, perhaps the saltiness, drove her over the edge,
and her orgasm slammed into her, driving her against his cock, her eyes
widening in shock at her own reaction. Damian grabbed her ass and pulled her
tight as she rode him up, through, and beyond her release.


She didn’t once look to see if anyone was on the
beach.


She kissed his neck, the side of his face, her lips
seeking his mouth, her powerful orgasm only serving as a detonator to her
insatiable need.


He carried her deeper into the ocean, until the
water lapped at her breasts, her nipples jumping into his chest. His lips met
hers, he opened his mouth to her tongue, and then he let her go.


She fell back, squealing, her arms snatching at his
back, her legs squeezing tightly. 


“Let go your arms,” he said.


His words were so assured she obeyed immediately.
The water seemed to rise up to meet her, and she half floated, half held on,
attached to him now only by the ocean and the power of his rock hard erection.


“Fuck me,” he said.


And she did, amazed at the lingering fullness, and
now the depth, he so far in her, and still she wanted more. Her eyes were
locked on his as she used every muscle she had in her legs to pull him in deep,
and she saw the tiny flutter in his eyelid, the first hint of a real response,
of a loss of control. For Damian this amounted to a shout of surrender, and she
realized she was smiling, knowing he was close.


The entire ocean was pushing her into him, urging
her on, turning the unthinkable into the inevitable.


His other eye jumped, his shaft stiffened and
surged, and he erupted, sending her into another orgasm, her muscles jumping.
Her back arched into the sea, yet she held her head up and wrapped her legs
around him with all the strength she had left, wanting to see his face, wanting
to feel his release, not wanting to lose a precious drop of his seed.


The ocean swelled with him, over and over, powerful
waves of release rippling through his body, flooding inside her.


Emily shuddered at the immensity of it all, of the
ocean, of his cock, of the implications of what they had just done.


She lost track of time, drifting, yet still
connected to him. When they finally separated she floated on her back, the sky
filling her sight, hinting at great possibilities.


“Told you this was better,” he said.


She laughed, with him, at the sky, at how good she
felt.


After a bit she stood, warm not only outside but
within. No matter what happened, they were now connected in a way that could
never be broken, never be forgotten.


They stood next to one another, very much like the
way they had at the airport, close but not touching, new but not awkward, yet
everything had changed. 


As in the car, he seemed comfortable with the
silence, and so was she.


He was so unlike any other man she had been with,
any other man she had known. Not a word about the lovemaking, not a word about
how he felt or how she looked, not a comment about how good he was. Any other
man would have said something. Dwayne would have made a snide remark, Antonio
would have told her how beautiful she was, Justin would have. . .


Justin. She’d already broken a promise. She hadn’t
thought of him, as she had said she would. Thought of him during sex with
Damian.


What had happened here would be almost impossible to
communicate to Justin. Yes, she could lay out the details. We went here, we did
this, he was in me.


He came in me.


Yet even that wouldn’t come close to capturing how
she felt.


It wasn’t fair to think about Justin now. Not fair to
herself, to Justin, or even to Damian.


She placed her hand on Damian’s chest, reconnecting
with the bond she had now. Under the water, she felt his shaft against her
belly.


Maybe it was the fact that she’d never had sex in
the water before, maybe it was because she was feeling so incredible, maybe it
was because she was feeling a tinge of guilt, whatever the reason, she took a
huge breath, filling her lungs, and sunk down into the water. Pulling herself
down by the bulwark of his legs, she took his cock in her mouth.


She knew she had surprised him, reveling in how his
beautiful cock hardened in her mouth. She worked her lips, her mouth full of
salt, hinting at what was to come.


She was forced to come up for air, but was back down
again in seconds, again, and again, and again, her hand riding up and down his
hard shaft all the while, feeling crazy and oddly carefree. The water stung her
eyes, because she kept trying to peek, and because she was so intent on getting
back under the water. She lost track of how many times she went up and down.
Each time she reopened her mouth for him he felt fuller, thicker.


His thighs stiffened, he was close. Her lungs were
ready to burst, but still she held herself under, not wanting to miss what she
so wanted, and he grabbed the back of her head and exploded into her mouth, and
when she swallowed the thick salty taste had nothing to do with the ocean.


Emily launched herself out of the water like a
rocket, laughing. Feeling so good, for a moment letting herself forget why she
was here.


“Now you’re going to tell me you aren’t hungry,” he
said.


“Not for food.”


“Pace yourself,” he said, but he was smiling for the
first time.


They went back to the beach, Emily so much less
aware of her nakedness. She plopped on the blanket, luxuriating in the sun.


Damian dropped next to her, his hand resting on her
belly. “Nice and flat,” he said.


“You’re one to talk.”


His fingers traced over her skin. “You must look hot
pregnant.”


Emily’s mouth opened and closed, and suddenly she
was gasping for air again. Why had he said that, of all things?


With his palm still on her belly he caressed her
nipple, making her immediately think of breast milk and how his hand would feel
on her then.


He turned his hand over, his fingers drifting, yet
with purpose, down her lower belly and onto her mound. Her legs opened for him,
just as they had in the ocean.


Would he do it to her here? What he’d done to her in
the hotel? Even after coming twice she craved his fingers in her, working their
magic.


Instead he took her hand and placed it between her
legs. “Show me what you do when you are thinking of me.”


She didn’t want to, but he put his hand back on her
belly, reminding her of what he had said, and now she had to. Her labia was
open to the world, and she used her fingers to spread herself open, the breeze
a flick of a superhuman tongue on her clit. She watched as his hand  rose and
fell on her belly in unison with her shortening breath, higher and higher, like
it would be if she were pregnant.


The breeze was not enough, her fingers rushed for
her clit, rubbing hard now. 


“That’s it,” said Damian. “Show me what you have to
do to get yourself off, even when you’re not alone.”


He was goading her now, trying to get her to admit
that she fantasized about him when she was with Justin. It made her angry, both
his cocky egoism and the fact that he surmised the truth.


Her voice hard, she gritted, “Is that why you wanted
me here, to talk about my other men?” Throwing his words back at him.


“Sounds like I hit a nerve,” said Damian.


“You—.” She couldn’t think of the words. He confounded
her. She wanted to yell at him, kiss him, stalk off, touch him, push him away,
take him inside her again and again and again. . .


The nerves he struck were not just physical. She was
all twisted up inside, mad, yet so aroused, lying on a beach naked, with an
erotically handsome man watching her, the way she loved to be watched, at the
same time thinking about how Justin had watched her touch herself when thinking
about Damian.


It was too much, her thoughts, his eyes, his hands
on her belly. Her fingers flew across her clit, her eyes on Damian, yet seeing
Justin, her mind on Justin, yet Damian filling her head.


“Do it,” said Damian, pressing on her hot belly.


And he knew her, he did, because at that moment she
came, her legs bouncing on the ground, her ass clenching, her clit inflating
under her fingers like a balloon. She cried out, her heaving voice carried away
in the crashing waves.


 


 


Emily’s calls had been coming in around
bedtime, but I knew she was having lunch with Damian today, so I kept the phone
nearby all Saturday afternoon. It rang in the early evening.


“Is everything okay?” I asked.


“Are you going to ask that every time I call?”


“Sorry. Just . . . I’ve been
thinking about you all day.” And all the prior night as well.


“I was thinking about you too,” she said.


Emily’s voice was hard to read, or maybe I was
trying to read into her words, hoping she was going to say she was coming home.


When she didn’t continue I asked, “How was your
lunch?”


“Very good. We—had a picnic.”


A picnic? “That doesn’t sound like Damian.”


“On the beach.”


Already Damian had done something with Emily I had
not. For once I wasn’t bothered. I laughed. “Sounds pretty harmless.”


“The picnic part was.”


My laughter was cut short. “You did something before
you went to the beach?”


There was a short silence. “No, after we got there.”


“You did it on the beach?”


“Well, in the water, the first time.”


My head was spinning. I was half expecting her to
tell me it was over with Damian. Now the story had gone from a simple lunch to
sex on the beach, and she sure as hell wasn’t talking about a mixed drink.


“I’m sorry,” she said. “I shouldn’t have told you
this way. But I promised to tell you everything.”


She sounded sorry, at least I think she did. But I
wasn’t sure if it was about having sex or about how she was dumping it on me.
“It’s not like you haven’t been with him before,” I said, giving her an excuse,
giving me a rationalization.


There was a long pause. “This time was different.”


“Well, obviously, you were on a beach, not in a
hotel. Uh, you did this in public?” I couldn’t quite get my head around it.


“No, it was very private, no one else was there. An
out of the way place.”


If it wasn’t for the circumstances I might have
thought that was pretty hot. I’d never been with a woman in the ocean. Even
with my concerns, I was intrigued. “Weren’t you afraid of getting caught?”


“Maybe a little. It was—fun.” Another hesitation.
“It wasn’t just different because of where we were.”


A whole bunch of thoughts went through my head. Had
he fucked her in the ass? Or had he—. Of course. I suddenly had to sit
down. “Oh.”


“Justin? Are you okay?”


“Are you going to keep asking me that every time we
talk?”


“Ha-ha. I’m serious.” Her voice changed, really
concerned. “Are you okay?”


I had no idea how I felt, other than stunned. I
shouldn’t have been. After all, other men had come in her before. It had turned
me on, not only when we had talked about it before it had ever happened, but
after. I knew it turned her on too. Of course Damian was going to fuck
her. And he would want to come inside her.


She’d want it too. She must have known this before
she even went out there. I should have expected it as well.


Maybe I hadn’t thought about it because I had
assumed it would happen. Because I wanted it to happen.


“I think so,” I said. “But I’m serious too. How do
you feel?”


“I’m okay if you are. That’s why I called you right
away. I had to know.”


It wasn’t hard to remember all the times we’d
fantasized about men coming in her. How much it had excited me when they had. I
couldn’t deny that excitement then, and I’d be a hypocrite to be upset about it
now.


There was one bright spot. Now I wouldn’t have to be
worrying about it every minute. It was done. I mean, what else could possibly
happen? What else could be worse than a black stud fucking my wife and coming
in her?


My totally unprotected wife.


I gulped. “I’ll be fine,” I said. “I’m pretty sure.
I mean, hey, it isn’t like we haven’t seen this movie before, right?”


“Thank you,” she said, sounding relieved.


Now my curiosity got the best of me. “How was it?”


“Oh, Justin!” she said, no mistaking the wonder in
her voice. “It was incredible.”


Her tone ignited the first stirrings in my cock
since a week before she’d left. If I could just forget about her being away,
about her being with Damian, of what she was risking, I might have gone into
full erection mode.


“Did he make you come?”


“Twice! And I made myself come too.”


“What?”


“I touched myself. Right there on the beach. I was
naked on the blanket, can you believe it? I masturbated right there.”


I couldn’t really, but the mental image was wild.
“What was he doing?”


“Watching. And—I was thinking about you.”


“You’re just saying that.”


“No, I swear, I was thinking it was you watching me
too.”


She’d been fucked in the ocean, she’d masturbated on
the beach. All in the first day with Damian.


“Thanks for thinking of me,” I said. Emily still
sounded pretty wired up. I thought she was going to suggest phone sex. I might have
been able to deal with that, enjoy it even, because it would put me back on a
bit of an equal level with Damian. Well, not equal, but Emily would still be
thinking of me sexually.


Instead she said, “How is my baby boy?”


Which totally changed the mood.


“He’s great.” I got up, resigned. “I’ll bring the
phone to him so he can hear your voice.”


 


 


Emily had her best night sleep in weeks
that night. The talk with Justin had gone way better than she expected, this
was going to be fine. Everything would work out.


She slept later than she usually did, ate a
leisurely breakfast, and went for a walk. She expected she’d hear from Damian
soon, maybe he’d come to her apartment or invite him to hers.


Yet by late afternoon she’d heard nothing, not even
a text. Maybe she had been wrong. Damian had tired of her already. Or though
she thought their sex was  incredible, it had been nothing special for him. He
was on to other conquests.


By the evening she was back into her mental merry go
round of anger, disappointment, arousal, frustration.


On Monday she went to the office. She got her work
assignment from John, ate lunch alone, and toiled away in her cubicle all day.
Damian didn’t appear on her floor, and she couldn’t think of an excuse to go
upstairs. She ran into Bren in the break room, and as usual the woman gave off
a vibe of having secrets. 


Emily wondered if Damian had been with Bren after
their day at the beach. Was Emily destined to be Damian’s weekend woman? Or
just his Saturday woman?


She didn’t hear from or see Damian all the next day
either.


On Wednesday, she decided to confront him. Without
giving him advanced warning, she marched up the stairs. The three desks in the
open area were empty, Emily catching a hum of conversation from one of the
offices.


Emily tapped on Damian’s door, got no response, and
walked in.


Damian was sitting at his desk, looking at a
monitor. If he was surprised to see her he didn’t show it. “Not a good idea to
barge in like that. You never know who might be here.”


“Like Bren?”


“Or John or one of the investors. Be pretty
embarrassing for you.”


Emily closed the door behind her and leaned against
it. “Or for you.”


“What would I have to be embarrassed by?”


Emily couldn’t imagine Damian being embarrassed by
anything. If she had interrupted a meeting, what would she do, yell at
Damian for not calling her?


“We need to talk,” she said.


“It’ll have to wait. I have an interview.”


“Another intern?”


“No, for a real job. Someone you probably know, as a
matter of fact. Ted Parker. He worked pretty closely with Justin.”


“Ted?” Emily had lost all her energy for a
confrontation. She did in fact know Ted, he’d been to dinner at her house, with
his wife. He often hung out with Justin. “What’s he doing here?”


“He might be asking you the same thing in a few
minutes.”


Emily’s mind reeled. How on earth would she explain
her presence to Ted? What had Justin told Ted about her being with Damian, if
anything? She hadn’t planned for this.


She couldn’t face Ted, not until she had her story
straight with Justin.


Damian’s office intercom buzzed. “Mr. Parker is
here.”


Damian glanced up at Emily, a gleam in his eye.
“Send him in.”


“Wait! I don’t want him to see me!” Even if she left
now, there was no way Ted would miss her if he was already on the floor.


Damian shrugged. “Your choice.”


“I don’t have a choice!”


“Sure you do.” He rolled back his office chair and
pointed under his desk.


“You can’t be serious.”


There was a knock on the door.


Emily raced across the room and hid under the desk
just as Damian said, “Come in.”


She huddled there, awkward, feeling foolish, her
feet jammed into her high heels. She might have been able to explain her
presence in Damian’s office if she’d just been standing there. This
would be impossible to explain away.


Damian stood up, no doubt shaking hands. There was
small talk, which drifted into a discussion about the business. Emily bit her
lip, conscious not only of her ridiculous position, but the fact that Damian’s
crotch was within reach.


Emily concentrated on keeping quiet, forcing her
breathing under control, praying she didn’t have to sneeze.


Her legs cramped up, and carefully she shifted
position. Not wanting to bang against the desk near where Ted was sitting, it
put her even closer to Damian. 


Finally it sounded like the conversation was nearing
an end. If she could just hold out for a few more minutes. . .


Damian said, “While I have you here—got another
question for you. We’re expanding and I need to bring on more employees. I’d
like to get Justin out here, but he probably wants to keep moving up where he
is for a while. You must know his wife Emily, right? I’m thinking about making
her an offer. What do you say?”


Emily jerked her head at the sound of her name,
banging it against the desk. What on earth was Damian doing?


“Emily? Does she know about the energy business?”


“She’s more experienced than you might think,” said
Damian.


“Well, she is really smart,” said Ted.


Emily was in a panic, she had to get Damian off this
topic. She grabbed his thigh and squeezed a warning. It was like squeezing a
tree trunk.


Damian ignored her. “Tell me what you think of her.”


“I don’t really know her in a business context,”
said Ted.


“Just general impressions.”


Emily squeezed harder, her pulse pounding in her
ears, drowning out Ted’s response. Damian asked another question, and Emily,
trying to get his attention, put her hand on his crotch, trying to communicate
a more dire warning. Say another word and I’ll squeeze you hard right here.


Which would of course give her away, but what else
could she do?


“That’s helpful,” said Damian. “As you know I need
people who can do whatever it takes.”


Ted said, “It’s none of my business, but I’m not
sure Justin would want to move out here right away.”


“Who knows?” said Damian. “Maybe he’ll do what he
can to make her happy if she can’t get what she wants back there.”


Emily closed her fingers, feeling for Damian’s cock
through his pants. He shifted ever so slightly in the chair, and she grabbed
onto him. And then, her fingers moving of their own volition, or perhaps in
response to Damian’s comment about doing whatever it takes, she began to stroke
him.


She was rewarded with a hardening of his shaft that
was impossible to mistake. She took a solid hold of his stiffness and rode his
slacks up and down against his shaft. Let’s see who’s going to be
embarrassed now, she thought. He’ll have to stand up and shake hands
with an erection.


Damian shifted again, perhaps getting the message.
She slowed her strokes. She’d hold on until he ended the conversation with Ted.


Damian said, “You’re a hard working guy, you’ve got
a real hunger. I need more people like that. You spend enough time with Emily
to see that in her?”


Emily jerked Damian’s cock, a warning. What was he
asking Ted, whether he’d slept with her?


Ted said, “I know she works really hard.”


Emily, fuming now, yet not able to stop her own
reaction to having Damian’s thick shaft in her hand, unzipped Damian’s pants.


There. Now let’s see him get up. She’d turned
the tables on him for good.


Damian’s hand slipped under the desk, touching the
back of her head, a warning of his own.


Emily had lost all sense of reason. If Ted caught
her now, there was no doubt what he’d be thinking she was doing. So if he was
going to believe that, she might as well. . . 


She reached into Damian’s fly and pried out his
thick cock. Even in her crazy position, the sight of it still gave her goose
bumps.


Damian grunted and bent forward. Ted said, “Are you
okay?”


“Just a touch of indigestion. Go on.”


Indigestion? She’d show him indigestion! Emily
took his cock in her mouth. Immediately all the old feelings came back, the joy
of making a man hard, of tasting him. The strange joy of being watched. If it
hadn’t been Ted, she would have been tempted to push Damian’s chair back and
let the world see.


Ted droned on, Emily not hearing a specific word,
her mind now totally focused on Damian, on his cock, on his reaction. This was
a battle she could win.


Damian said, “Thanks for your thoughts about Emily.
As for you, let this conversation settle in, we’ll talk again.”


Emily wasn’t going to let him off that easily. She
dragged her teeth along Damian’s shaft. His fingers tightened in her hair.


She heard Ted get up to leave, and she knew Damian
was stuck. She wished she had more time, she’d make Damian come, see if he
could deal with that.


Damian said, “Just one last thing. . .”


Emily smiled as Damian made some lame conversation,
and only when she was sure it was clear to him that she’d taken control did she
let him slip from her mouth and quietly zip him up.


She leaned back against the desk, triumphant. And
really aroused.


After Ted left Emily wiggled out from under the
desk, straightening her skirt. Her legs and feet hurt, but it had been worth
it. “How’s your indigestion?”


“Don’t ever do that again.”


“Do what?” she asked innocently.


“You know what I mean.”


“Okay,” said Emily. “No more oral sex.”


“You’ll pay for that.”


Damian grabbed her shoulder and spun her around so
that she was facing the door, pushing her down over the desk. He lifted her
skirt and pressed into her from behind. 


Emily was still hot for him, more so since his
erection had obviously returned. “This is a payment?” she goaded.


“You like it when people watch? We’ll bring Ted
back, the whole staff.”


Emily called his bluff. “You wouldn’t.”


“The entire staff, or whatever I want.” Damian
punched the intercom button.


A female voice said, “Yes?”


Emily turned back to him, her eyes wide, pleading,
yet she wasn’t sure for what.


Damian raised an eyebrow. In that moment Emily knew
he just might follow through, he’d hold her down and bring in the entire
office.


“Your choice,” she whispered, and just saying the
words unleashed a flood of wetness between her legs.


“Never mind,” said Damian.


He clicked off the intercom and half dragged Emily
to the window. He pressed up against her, his body big and warm and hard, his
arms around her shoulders. She leaned back into him. Even with her prior anger
and their battle of wills she felt so good in his arms, she’d so wanted his
hands back on her.


“What do you see?” asked Damian.


“The ocean. Buildings.” This is want he wanted to
talk about? She didn’t want to talk at all.


“Inside the buildings.”


She fought to concentrate. “Offices. People.” Three
high rise buildings were nearby, one directly across the street, close enough
to see people at desks, in conference rooms, on the phone. If they bothered to
look out they could no doubt see her as well.


“You like to be watched,” said Damian, not asking a
question. His hand probed under her skirt. “Let’s give them a show.”


“No,” she whispered, but his fingers were between
her thighs, into her wetness, belying her denial.


“Yes,” he said, pulling down her panties, and so
help her she didn’t resist, she couldn’t resist, blistering heat awakened from
his touch, from his finally paying attention to her, from her memory of his
cock in her mouth, all making denial impossible.


He moved even closer, and she spread her legs to
give him access, staggering as his fingers pressed into her opening, no
warning, and then he was shifting behind her and moving and his shaft was along
her ass and between her legs.


“No. . .” she moaned. “Everyone will see.”


“My choice,” he reminded her, and pressed against
her ass, driving her hard against the window, her hands up against the glass.
His cock sheared through her tightness, filling her, a dizzying pleasure.


“Yes,” she whispered, leaning back into his chest.
Her eyes refocused on the people across the street. They could see, but
couldn’t really be sure of what she was doing, could they? The tricks of light,
the reflections, she could be just looking out the window, a man behind her
pointing out the sights. . .


A year ago, the old Emily, seeing a man and a woman
in another building, that’s what she would have thought. 


Now, she’d know. She’d know what they were
doing, and why it was a turn on for them to be doing it in view of others. Just
as it would be arousing for her too, to watch.


Watching would be a thrill, but nothing compared to
being the woman being fucked.


Damian stood still, and after only a moment she
could wait no longer, pushing her ass back against him, wanting and getting the
wonderful sensation of how deep he was, wishing they were both naked, not even
clothes should be in the way.


She rocked back and forth, pushing away all her
frustration, so happy to have him in her again. Her eyes closed, losing
herself.


When she finally refocused she saw a man in the
office across the street staring at her. Or maybe just looking out the window.
A flurry of movement in another office caught her attention. Two men were
against the window, pointing at her and Damian, exchanging high fives.


Another window. A man had turned his desk to face outward,
his hand in his lap, his arm jerking up and down. Emily’s heart beat faster, as
did her hips. Her eyes jumped to another window. A woman was on the phone. Who
was she calling? The police? Her husband?


That’s what Emily might have done. Justin,
there’s this couple across the street, they’re fucking. . .


So hot, being watched. Another window, a woman on
the edge of her desk, her fingers on her breast, reaching under her skirt.. . .


Each witness spurred Emily on, making her wetter,
making her fuck Damian harder, faster. 


The two men who had high fived held up a sign on
which they had scrawled: Show us your tits!


“So crude,” said Damian.


But Emily was feeling it now, the incredible arousal
of being watched, like she had when posting the video of her having sex with
Justin. Her hand went to the button on her blouse, she was so
tempted. . . Her nipples were so hard she bet the men could see them
from across the street right through her clothes.


She unbuttoned the top button, then the second.


Not showing anything, not really, it could still be totally
innocent, just two people looking out the window.


She slipped her finger under her bra and slipped it
down. Her breasts were still covered by her blouse, but they felt unbound, the
only part of her free. She pressed her hands against the window, the glass
fogging with her heat and her breath, feeling the emotions and arousals of her
audience, and she came, her orgasm flowing into her hands, onto the glass, her
signal, her announcement.


Damian grabbed her hips and pushed into her hard,
again, and again, the last time lifting her right off her feet, holding her
there as he grunted, releasing into her, giving her what she had wanted all
along. She wasn’t sure who had won this round. It didn’t matter.


He slipped out of her and stepped back, but she
remained against the window for a moment, seeing his reflection in the glass,
catching a quick hint of something in his eye. Had she surprised him? Or was he
surprised at his own loss of control?


She turned, but the look was gone, his face once
again a mask.


He motioned her away from the window. “Wouldn’t want
everyone to see you, would you?”


It wasn’t really a question, he really did know what
made her hot. She might have moaned, because he added, “Maybe someday, if you
are good. Now get me cleaned up.”


She knew what he wanted, and stepped away from the
window, dropping to her knees, and took him in her mouth, the erotic taste of
their joining suffusing her.


When she had licked him clean, she stood up. “What
about me?” Her thighs were wet with her juices. His juices were so far
in her she didn’t expect they’d leak out for a long time, if at all.


Damian zipped up his pants. “Maybe someday, if you
are good.”


 


 


Emily was flying high the rest of the day.
She had resisted the urge to go and find Bren and make some comment about how
tired she was, but she wasn’t really that kind of person. Besides, she wasn’t
tired at all; she couldn’t remember a time when she felt so awake.


Not fully aware, though. She must have been
daydreaming, because one of the other interns had to nudge her in a meeting
when Emily had missed a question. 


That was nothing compared to when she had to stand
up in a conference room in the late afternoon to add comments to the
whiteboard. As she turned to the people in the room she felt a sudden wetness
between her legs, a thick oozing out of her pussy. Damian’s seed. Just the
remnants of what was still way inside her, yet enough to run onto her thighs.


Emily stumbled, grabbed onto the whiteboard, and
fought for composure. Not because she was embarrassed, but because she had
become instantly aroused. She was carrying Damian’s secret, she was carrying
his seed.


She mumbled an apology, and fought the urge to laugh
with joy.


 


 


Emily rushed back to her apartment. She
couldn’t wait to call Justin and tell him what she had done, he wouldn’t
believe it. She hoped he would feel it was as exciting as she had. 


It was so outlandish, so completely unlike her, even
the Emily who slept with other men. It should actually help Justin feel better;
this thing with Damian wasn’t about love, it was about crazy, boundless sex.
Surely Justin would see that.


Inside, she stripped off her office clothes. She
needed a shower, she was still sticky. Just before she stepped into the bath
she stopped. Why not call Justin now? Tell him she was naked, that she was
carrying—


There was a knock at the door. Frowning, she grabbed
a towel and peeked through the security peephole.


Damian.


As if he expected she would be on the other side of
the door, he said, “If you make me wait out here, I’ll make you wait for what
you want.”


Emily opened the door, holding the towel wrapped
loosely around her.


Damian was still in the same clothes he had worn in
the office, no doubt he’d come right here. To see her.


He stepped into the room. Emily was already
breathing hard, and he was too, his nostrils flaring, a stallion in heat. The
towel slipped from her fingers.


He picked her up and carried her to the bedroom,
Emily already pulling at his shirt, craving the touch of his skin. He threw her
on the bed, yanking back the covers as she fumbled at his belt, too slow, now
he was helping, and she pulled him atop her, wrapping her legs around his,
wanting to feel every bit of him again.


His shaft pressed hard against her stomach, a hot
poker, yet not keeping them apart. Emily slid up and down on it, loving how it
warmed her already hot belly.


Their lips met, not the kiss of foreplay or deep
love, but rather a kiss of lust, both of them ready. Damian forced his hand
between them, cradling her pussy. Emily spread her thighs even as she tightened
her calves around his. The wetness that had never left her all day flooded onto
his hand. She pulled his hand away, pressing his fingers to her mouth, amazed
at the juices he gave birth to in her body. She sucked and swallowed, wanting
every bit of him in her, in every possible place.


As one they moved, Damian positioning himself atop
her, Emily spreading her legs wide now, and he slipped into her, so natural.
Even with her wetness his bulk stretched her, and though this was one of her
most favorite sensations at this moment it was overwhelmed by the thrill of how
much he wanted her. He began to fuck her, slow and steady and deep, with a control
that belied the tension she saw in his face, that she felt in his arms.


She wanted it to last, yet she wanted him to come.
The two desires guided her hands, her lips, her body. Pressing against him,
pulling away, meeting his thrusts, tightening her inner muscles around his
cock, nibbling at his neck.


Yet she could not control either him or herself,
their sex could not be managed. It took on a life of its own, their movements,
their breathing. Though she had only been with him a few times, already she
felt totally connected to his body, a primal link she could not deny.


She couldn’t tell who came first, she was already
shaking as he erupted, or perhaps some mysterious nerves had felt the surge of
his seed along his shaft, her body responding, the utter thrill of pushing him
over the top, of him taking her unprotected.


Emily clutched at his back, telling him with her
fingers she didn’t want him to move, not yet, not after the intensity of their
connection.


He felt so good on her, in her.


So good that she was easily able to push away the
darkness at the edge of her mind, the danger of her failing to regain her
independence. The sheer bliss of her body and mind was too much. She’d worry
about it tomorrow. Or next week, or the week after.


Right now, all she wanted was to do it again.


 


 


I looked at the clock for the tenth time.
Emily had always called well before this. I took a shower. Still no call.


Lisa had already gone to bed. I checked in on the
baby. He was tossing and turning, so I sat with him a while. When he finally
settled down I retired to the bedroom. It was a few hours earlier where Emily
was, so she might just be out late. And I had a good idea who she would be out
with.


I sat in the lounge chair and tried to read. I must
have drifted off, because when the phone rang my neck hurt.


“Sorry it’s so late,” Emily said.


“That’s okay.” I rubbed my neck. “Date?”


“I guess you could say that.”


I was instantly awake. “Damian?” I laughed. “Duh.
What a stupid question.”


“Maybe I went on a date with a stranger.”


“You did?”


“Or two.”


So she was just teasing me. I relaxed. “Or three.”


There was a little hesitation, then she said, “He
doesn’t need help.”


She had tried to sound mysterious, but her voice had
given her away. She’d been with Damian.


And yet, just that little bit of a tease had
awakened a desire in me, the old thrill of hearing Emily talk about sex. Even
with all my worries she still excited me so much, especially when she talked
about being with another man.


My cock stirred, as did my curiosity. “Do tell.”


“Do you want to hear about the first time, or the
second, or the third?”


“Three times?”


“There were a couple of hours between the first and
the others.”


I tried to do the math in my head. “This morning?”
Had she slept with him overnight? Somehow that seemed more threatening than
just Damian fucking her.


“So to speak.”


“I don’t understand.”


“I’ll give you a hint. It wasn’t before work.”


“You left the office early?”


“No.”


“I give up,” I said.


“Maybe I shouldn’t tell you then, if you aren’t
interested.”


“If you could see me right now, you’d know how
interested I was.”


Emily’s voice changed, not sultry, but very
interested. “Are you hard?”


I was pulling myself free from my pants. “Yes.”


“I wish I could see.”


“Where are you?”


“In my bedroom. I’m naked.”


That was an image to behold. “I wish I could see you
too.”


“The bed is a mess,” she said. A heartbeat later,
she added, “and very wet.”


I groaned into the phone, my cock now jumping. “Is
he still there?”


“No . . . would you want him to
be?”


I hadn’t thought that far ahead. “I don’t know.
Right now I want to hear about your day.”


“I went to the office.”


“And?”


“I learned something new.”


Her change in direction confused me. “What?”


“It’s very hard to concentrate in a meeting when you
have cum running down your leg.”


I froze, my eyes goggling. Even as my mind reeled,
my cock pushed against my unmoving fingers, demanding attention. “You didn’t.”


“We did. In his office.”


“What!”


“Before I tell you the rest, you have to tell me the
truth about how you are feeling. Not just about today, but all the rest.”


“I’ve been thinking a lot about that,” I confessed.
“I’m still worried. About what this will do to us. About whether you
might—develop feelings for him.” I had prepared this speech, because I knew the
question would come. “I’m willing to tell you that I’m threatened.” I glanced
down at my still rock hard cock. “But I can’t deny that I’m excited by it, by
you, by you with another man. Even with him.” I took a deep breath, wondering
if I could go on. Finally I said, “I accept it. Where you are, where I am,
where we are. Our respective places.”


There was a long silence on the line. When Emily
spoke her voice was full of emotion. “Thank you,” she said. “I so needed to
hear that.”


We both didn’t speak for long moments, perhaps
internalizing the implications of what we had shared, of what I had admitted.


Then Emily said, “Now that you accept it, you might
as well get something out of it. If you promise to touch yourself, I’ll tell
you the rest.” 


 


 


Emily met Damian at her apartment door
again the next day after work. And the next day and the next. Each time she was
completely naked. By the third visit they weren’t even making it to the
bedroom, Damian bending her over the table, fucking her as her face pressed
against the polished wood.


As she had promised, she called Justin every night
and gave him all the details. There was no doubt in her mind now that Justin
was good with how things were going, at least for now. More than good; she could
tell from his voice and his questions how turned on he was, she could hear the
intake in his breath when he was close to coming, she could predict his grunts
as he got himself off. 


She’d even touched herself as Justin jerked off, yet
though she liked hearing his excitement, she couldn’t make herself come. She
told herself it was because she was too sensitive.


Yet when she was next with Damian she had no
problems having an orgasm, two, three.


She felt a little guilty, yet there was nothing she
could do. She was beyond the ability to control her responses to Damian.
Aroused as she was physically, she did understand that she was in danger of
losing her battle, that her entire purpose for coming here was at risk.


She hadn’t expected it to be easy, but she had begun
to have doubts about her ability to break free.


She couldn’t stop now.


 


 











Consequences


When Damian picked her up on Saturday
morning to go for a ride he had a different car. Emily didn’t know cars but
even she recognized this one, a vintage Mustang convertible.


“I’ve never been in one of these,” she said.


“We’ll put the top down later.”


Emily didn’t even ask where they were going, she
didn’t care. At least for today, and perhaps a while longer, she’d give in to
just enjoying the incredible ride that she was on with Damian. Not just the
car, but all that they were doing together. Sex on the beach, in the office,
out of control passion on the bed. She was in fantasy world, doing things she
wouldn’t have even done with her husband, that perhaps she could not ever
do with her husband. Not just because it was Justin, but this wasn’t how a
married woman should act, giving in to her urges, damning the consequences.


Emily had lived her entire life worrying about
consequences, worrying about doing the right thing. Always level headed, traditional.
She thought she’d left that behind when she had started being with other men,
but now she realized even that had been a shadow of what kind of freedom she
could really enjoy.


She wouldn’t forget her responsibilities, her real
life, her reason for being here, but for today, she’d enjoy the ride.


She let her mind run free as the miles flew past.


When they were out of the city, on a scenic highway,
Damian said, “I’ll show you why men like these old cars.” He pushed back the
old fashioned bench seat. “Plenty of room.” 


Emily looked at him, perplexed, and Damian gestured
toward his crotch.


“You can’t be serious,” she said.


“You always say that. Do you think I’m the joking
type?”


Emily wasn’t sure if that was a joke in itself. She
looked back and forth from his face to his crotch, then out the window. Who
would see?


And she was in a carefree mood.


She laughed and lay down on the seat, her head
between his legs. She immediately felt him stir, and she mouthed him through
his slacks. She loved how quickly he got aroused for her.


It was crazy, the idea of giving him head while he
was driving, but after having sex in the office, this seemed like nothing. She
unzipped him and wrestled his already stiffening member into the air.


Emily took him in her mouth, such a rush, especially
with him. Someday she wanted to catch him before he had stiffened, to feel him
grow in her mouth. A goal for another time. Now, she thrilled at his hardness,
and kissed his cock, licking and sucking in earnest.


Damian reached over her head, pressed a button, and
the convertible top folded back. Emily shrieked, but more in joy, the glorious
wind in her hair, his even more glorious cock in her mouth.


“Stay focused on your driving,” she said.


“Stay focused on your sucking,” he warned.


So that was how it was going to be. She didn’t mind,
this was a competition she could win. 


She took her mouth off him, her head still in his
lap. “Before I continue you have to answer a question. Were you truthful when
you told me that you promoted Justin because he deserved it? Or did you do it
because you thought it would be a way to get to me? Don’t lie to me, I’ll be
able to tell. I can feel it through here.” She squeezed his shaft hard. “And
I’ll make you pay if you lie.” Emily dragged her teeth along his skin to make
her point.


“I told you, he was the best guy for the job. Satisfied?”


Emily wasn’t sure if she could ever trust Damian the
way she trusted Justin, but in this she believed him. “No. But I will be.”


She took him as deep as she could, his cock pressing
against the back of her throat. Not because he was pushing her down, but
because she was. She milked him with he fingers, sucked him with her mouth,
wishing she could take all of him, just like she loved doing in her pussy.


She heard them pass cars, cars pass them, but she
never looked up. She’d posted herself masturbating on the internet for the
world to see, she’d been fucked in an office window, loving all of it, this was
yet another way to get the risky thrill of being watched.


An idea popped into her head. Lifting away again,
she said, “One more thing, now that I have you where I want you. Remember our
deal. No other women.”


“Are you going to give up other men?”


What did he mean? Lovers? Or Justin?
What was he asking? “I’m married,” she parried.


“I like Justin. We can make an exception for him.
Now and then.”


Emily faltered, this wasn’t the direction she
expected her comment to take them. She’d been the one to bring up Justin,
though. She needed to redirect Damian’s thoughts.


She needed to redirect her fears.


“You said no other women if I took care of your
needs.” Emily dropped her mouth back onto his cock.


“I have a lot of needs.”


“Right this minute?” She squeezed his shaft, getting
only a grunt in reply. “Say it,” she demanded. “No other women. No Bren.” Emily
realized she was trying to tame him, she couldn’t help herself.


“I’m not fucking Bren.”


“Or whatever you two are doing.”


“We aren’t doing anything. And you’re mostly
talking.”


Could it be true? That he was not with Bren, with
other women? She didn’t ask again, she wasn’t sure she’d believe his denials.
So instead she went back at his cock. She’d make it so that he wouldn’t want
another woman.


She started jerking faster, intent now, wanting to
please him, wanting to be the best, wanting Damian to not even be able to think
of another woman, just as she right now couldn’t think of another man, couldn’t
imagine doing this to another man, all her energy and focus on how his cock
felt along her lips, how he tensed. . .


How he tasted as he shot into her waiting mouth,
swallowing the first load quickly, then gulping hungrily for more, wanting to
laugh out loud because of how good she knew she was making him feel. Yet she
didn’t dare, because she didn’t want to miss a single drop of his seed.


When she finally lifted her head she was smiling,
tucking him back in his slacks and giving him a pat before she sat up.


“Don’t expect me to reciprocate,” he said.


“You don’t trust my driving?”


“Could you stay focused on the road?”


The remnants of his cum in her mouth made her dizzy.
“No.”


Damian said, “Plenty of room on your side of the
car.”


At first she thought he meant he’d fondle her, but
he made no move to take his hands from the wheel.


She instinctively knew what he wanted. As she
unbuttoned her shorts and wiggled out of them, she said, “Keep your eyes on the
road.”


“You’re going to touch yourself? You can’t be
serious.”


Emily’s hands were already on her pussy. Each car
they passed gave her a wild thrill. Not that anyone could see, even with the
top down, they were going too fast.


Or maybe not. Damian slowed as they passed a tall
pickup truck, high enough to look down on them. Emily glanced over, catching
sight of two younger men looking right at her.


“Show them your tits,” said Damian.


“So crude,” said Emily, the same comment Damian had made
in the office, but she was out of control now, and she lifted her tee shirt up.


The truck next to them sped up to keep pace.


“Not your bra, your tits,” said Damian, and he reached
over and yanked her bra down.


The wind bit her nipples like a testosterone laced
frat boy, a whole room full of them. Emily rubbed herself faster. 


Damian grabbed her nipple and squeezed hard, and she
came all over herself, drenching her fingers and the seat, as she cried out in
a long wail of release, echoed by the honking of the horn from the truck as
Damian sped away.


 


 


I took Emily’s call in the bedroom, wanting
the privacy. Although I’d told Emily I had accepted the situation, I was still
confused about what my true feelings were. I felt guilty about how aroused I had
been getting hearing Emily’s stories about what she’d done with Damian. I
didn’t want those to stop, but if they didn’t stop, that would mean she
was still there, and not home with me.


“Hi Justin!” Emily’s voice was louder than usual,
exuberant.


She sounded drunk.


“Hi yourself.” I bit off my usual question about
whether she was okay.


“How is everything there?”


I had a sudden urge to tell her it was a disaster,
that we needed her back right away. The temptation passed, because I knew if I
did that she’d come running home, and then I’d be caught in a humiliating lie.
“The same,” I said.


“How are things with Lisa?”


“I’m warming to her. She’s great with Anthony. Maybe
this will make her want to have kids of her own.”


“You think?”


“I don’t know. You two are so different.” I was
thinking of all the men her sister had been with, way more than Emily. And Emily
had always pointed out their differences.


Emily said, “Maybe not so much.”


“What do you mean by that?”


“Nothing. I’m not thinking straight today.”


Maybe it was because she sounded so downright happy,
it made me jealous and a little sad. Whatever the reason, I blurted out, “When
are you coming back?” my voice pleading.


There was a pause, and then, her voice quiet, she
replied, “Please don’t ask me that yet.”


Her shift in tone was so jarring I felt like I’d
just taken a new toy from her, one she’d always dreamed of. As if I hadn’t just
threatened to ruin her day, but her entire life.


Even with that, I should have begged her, I should
have got on my knees pleading for her to come back. Instead, my guilt made me instead
beg her to tell me what she’d done with Damian that day.


Her mood changed to one of relief, then excitement,
and before she was finished with the intimate details I was jerking off and grabbing
for a tissue, so aware of the irony of my filling a little white tissue with my
cum as Damian was filling my little white wife with his.


 


 


 


The next afternoon, Emily lay on her back,
completely naked, her legs spread wide. The sheets were no longer cool. They’d
been in bed half the day. 


Damian was kneeling on the floor, his face inches
from her pussy. The first times she’d been licked by Justin she’d cringed. It had
taken her a long time to get comfortable with oral sex. In the beginning she
had always wanted the room to be dark, and even in the darkness she’d close her
eyes.


No longer. Her eyes were wide open now, glued to
Damian’s incredibly erotic face, wanting to watch it all. She loved looking at
him, when he was dressed, when he was naked, when he was in her. And especially
when he came, the one time his strong, stoic mask broke, when she could see not
only his release but his emotions.


Emily liked to think that he didn’t let other women
see what he let her see.


This position was also the closest he’d likely ever come
to being on his knees. Yet even as they were positioned, him on the floor, her
on the bed, there was no doubt who was in charge.


Damian dragged his stubble across her thighs and she
jumped, grabbing for his head, but he deftly eluded her grasp and repeated it
on her other thigh. She lifted her hips, demanding a more intimate touch.


“Now that I have you where I want you,” Damian said,
pulling his face away just far enough to drive her crazy with frustration,
“what’s this about Bren?”


Emily didn’t want to talk about other women,
especially right now. “She implied she with you.”


“I told you no.”


“Maybe another man in the office.”


“Better not be.”


Emily didn’t want to have this conversation, she wanted
to be licked. “Because she’s yours?”


“I don’t stand for that. She wants to fuck another
intern, fine. But no one she works for.”


“What about me?”


“You’re different.”


Emily couldn’t help but be pleased, Damian was
making an exception for her. “I better be.”


“After all,” he said nonchalantly, “you’re not a
real employee.” Then he drove his tongue into her opening, signaling an end to
the conversation.


 


 


Mid day Sunday, I got a text from Emily
telling me she was going to surprise me. Half of me prayed she’d be telling me
she was coming home, the other half, my lower half, hoped she had another wild
sexual encounter to share.


Then another text, cryptic, asking me to let her
know when I’d be alone. I waited nervously for two hours, until Lisa took
Anthony out in the stroller for a walk.


I ran up to the bedroom and texted Emily that I was
ready.


Almost immediately I got a reply. Not a call, but a
text. With a video attached.


Emily’s face filled the screen, a picture of
intensity, her eyes wide. She appeared to be having trouble keeping the phone
steady, as if she couldn’t keep still while filming the selfie video.


I couldn’t see behind her, but there was no doubt
what was going on. Damian was there.


Emily’s face slid closer to the camera and then away
again, her eyes filled with longing and desire. I’d never seen her looked so
beautiful, so utterly aroused. Not when I’d been on top of her, not when I’d
watched her with Dwayne. Yes, she’d been aroused then, but nothing like this.
She looked like she was going to cry, not from pain or hurt, but from intense
joy.


“Do it for me,” she whispered.


She was looking right at the camera as she spoke,
and I knew she was talking to me. I couldn’t believe what she was doing, what
she was asking, yet watching her was such a turn on that I was already grabbing
at my cock. 


She’d promised she’d think of me when she was with
Damian, and this was the proof. Not exactly what I expected, but. . .


But it was better. I couldn’t be there to
watch, so she was sharing it with me, giving me what I craved as much as she
did. And I didn’t have to be in the same room as Damian.


I yanked my cock out of my pants and I swore I saw
her smile, as if she could see me. She knew me so well she must have realized
exactly when I’d succumb. Her smile was wiped away as her face was thrust
forward, shoved from behind, and I knew he was inside her. Her face melted into
a look of wonderful disbelief.


Fighting to keep her eyes open, her head rocked
forward and back as she was fucked, and subconsciously I matched my strokes to her
movements. Her head jackknifed harder and faster, so fast that I couldn’t keep
up, Damian’s  strokes beating mine. I felt like I was in a surreal competition,
seeing who could last the longest, seeing who could come first.


The sound of heaving breaths filled the air, some of
them mine, Emily’s nostrils flaring. Her eyes fluttered, losing the battle,
rolling back in her head like she was on a hallucinogenic drug, but even though
this was a video it couldn’t be more real.


Suddenly her eyes snapped open. “Come for me!”


I was sure she was talking to me, and I grew faint,
tottering on the edge, ready to give her what she demanded.


“Where do you want it?” grunted the unseen, but very
real, voice of Damian.


“In me, in my pussy!”


Which crushed my foolish belief that she was talking
to me, yet I exploded all the same, jerking myself off madly, having to catch
my ineffective cum in my own hand.


Emily’s orgasm crunched her face into a mask, her
features transforming from intensity to disbelief to pure joy. 


Damian was no doubt still shooting long after I was
finished. Emily’s eyes finally reopened, and she smiled, a look of pure
contentment.


She blew a kiss at the camera, and, her voice
dreamy, whispered, “I love you.”


Though I heard her, and she was looking right at me,
I couldn’t be sure exactly who her words were meant for.


 


 


Emily had been excited to make the video
and send it, a gift for Justin. He’d liked watching her before, surely he would
enjoy this. She was extra hot as Damian had fucked her, just knowing that
Justin was watching. 


Yet she felt a tinge of guilt because she couldn’t
see Justin’s reaction. It took away some of the thrill. Once before Justin had
misunderstood as he had watched her with Antonio. She didn’t want that to
happen again. She should have warned him.


She was still half over the edge of the bed when
Damian asked, “What’s the matter? I know you enjoyed that.”


“I did,” she said, but she didn’t sound convincing,
even though it was the truth.


Damian said, “Clean me up.”


“Not today,” she replied, coming down off her high.


“Not going to waste all this lubrication, then.” 


Emily was yanked back into the middle of the bed,
Damian spreading her legs, lying atop her, his shaft hot and sticky between her
ass cheeks. His hands rode up along her spine, and he lay atop her. 


His powerful presence pushed aside her disconcerting
thoughts. Even with his bulk atop her she didn’t feel smothered, instead, she
felt wanted, protected. He pressed his neck into hers. His mouth was close to
her ear, like he was going to whisper sweet words.


This was the closest Emily had seen Damian to being
gentle, loving even. Had she been wrong? Was this his only way of being loving?
In the privacy of a bedroom, in the intimacy of sex?


The implications excited her as much as his cock.
She grew aroused again, just thinking of it, the implications. The
possibilities. 


Emily so wanted Damian to say the words, yet she
dreaded it as well, because of what she would have to do. And how it would
change everything.


Damian must have sensed her response, because he
hardened, his shaft pushing against her ass cheeks, opening her. She’d never
imagined a man could be so virulent, who could respond so quickly. Though she
knew it probably was just his virulence, still part of her wanted it to be
because of her, of their chemistry.


That chemistry was what had brought her here, what
she needed to face, to overcome. Yet with each day it had shown no signs of
abating, making what she had to do all the harder.


Just as his cock grew harder, reigniting her own
desire. Again Damian nuzzled against her, and she held her breath. What was he
going to do? Was he going to say he loved her? 


He shifted, lifting his hips, and instead of
fulfilling her emotional plea he gave her something else entirely.


The head of his now hard cock pressed against the
opening of her tiny ass.


“No!” she moaned, twisting away. Not only because he
was too big, but because that was only for Justin.


It was still theirs alone. No other man had been
inside her that way.


Damian said, “Tell me you haven’t thought about it,
that you haven’t wanted it, and I’ll stop.”


Emily’s mouth formed the words, but she couldn’t
speak. How could she lie to a man who knew her body and cravings as he did? How
could she deny the truth of her desire with her lips, even as her ass clenched
out for him?


And he felt so good atop her. . .


Why was she drawing the line there? It was like saying
I kissed another man, but didn’t use my tongue. I touched him, but
didn’t let him touch me. I took him in my mouth, but didn’t let him come in it.
I let him come in my mouth, but didn’t swallow. I let him fuck me, but only
with a condom. I let him in me unprotected, but made him pull out. I let him
shot his seed in me, but didn’t let him get me pregnant. I let him. . .



She stopped wiggling, not giving in, but accepting.
If Justin could accept the reality of his needs, of her needs, of his position,
so could she.


She didn’t even bother asking Damian to be gentle.
He would do what he would do.


His cock hovered against her puckered opening, and
for a moment she thought he was going to deny her, he was going to make her
beg, for this of all things. I won’t beg. I won’t beg to be taken this way,
to be fucked in the ass.


Yet when he still didn’t move she started to squirm,
pressing back against him, wanting to know what his huge cock would feel like,
dreading it and craving it at the same time.


He pressed against her, her fingers clutching at the
sheets as the massive head of his cock reached her tightest constriction. She
willed herself to relax, to let herself open, but the enormity of his cock and
what he was going to do—what they were going to do—wrapped her entire
body in bondage. 


He moved forward, just a bit, and the pain shook her
like a tornado, her ass resisting and pressing and pulling and he needed to
stop she needed to get away and it felt so—full, the pressure immense
and all encompassing and so complete. Out of the pain came a wave of relief
as his hard shaft moved past her point of resistance, and the relief turned to
acceptance and then to amazement. Still he came on, yet now instead of
resisting she was lifting her ass to meet him, the utter disbelief of his huge
cock in her tiny ass.


She felt like she was going to burst, yet still he
pushed into her, and she screamed into the sheets as his cock hit a place more
sensitive than even her clit. She clawed at his thighs, pushing him away,
pulling him forward.


Then he began to fuck her.


With each stroke she both opened and tightened. His
hands wrapped around her ass cheeks, spreading them open, she wished she could
see, what it would look like having her tiny ass embracing his huge black cock.


She gave up her flailing attempt to guide him and
instead forced both of her hands between her legs, pressing against her pussy,
not wanting to come yet, she wouldn’t be able to withstand the pressure of him
inside her without her arousal, or so she thought, because at that moment a
huge orgasm slammed into her. Senseless words tumbled from her mouth,
whimperings. 


Yet even as she shuddered beneath him she wanted
more, slamming herself back against his cock, driving him over and over in her
all the way, setting off wave after wave of internal shocks. The smashing of
her ass against his hips was like a powerful slap of a tidal wave.


“Where do you want it now?” Damian demanded.


No hesitation from her now, no thought of what lines
she had crossed, what lines she would no doubt keep crossing. “In my ass!” she cried.
I’m not begging, she told herself. Not begging. . .


Damian wrapped his hands around her hips and pushed
into her all the way, Emily’s mouth opening in shock, a shock that turned to
delight as Damian grunted over and over, his cock pulsing, as he emptied
himself deep inside her most private place.


When he was finished he pulled out, cool air rushing
into the opening he had made. Her legs were shaking like a newborn foal.


“I’m going to go clean up,” said Damian. 


An admission, Emily realized, that both of them had
got what they wanted.


 


 


Emily had been away for weeks. I’d settled
into a pattern, almost a new life. Work, spending more time with my son than
ever before, even nice dinners with Lisa. Although Emily came up in
conversation, we never talked about what Emily was doing. Perhaps Lisa didn’t
want to embarrass me. And what was I going to say, Hey Lisa, thanks for helping
me out while Emily is off with Damian?


Lisa, I knew, had always been a free spirit. She was
hot, not at all in the way Emily was pretty, more in a naturally sexual vixen
way. I saw guys look at Lisa all the time, lust in their eyes.


Yet I didn’t for a moment have any urge to be with
her, even if that had been an option. All I thought about was my Emily.
Although as each day passed, it seemed she was less mine than ever before.


Still, instead of dreading the calls from Emily I
was now looking forward to them. I had to fight the urge to jerk off
beforehand. I suspected that Lisa had a good inkling of what was going on,
because every time Emily called Lisa would make sure I had plenty of privacy. I
wondered what she thought about what was going on.


Lisa had her own black man. He’d come to visit, the
two of them rushing to the bedroom, totally unabashed. I had to take Anthony
for a ride to shield him from Lisa’s moans.


On the next call Emily told me of yet another wild
exploit, her and Damian doing it at night in the pool at their apartment. If I hadn’t
heard the excitement in her voice I would think she was making it all up.


I rationalized that she was just getting it out of
her system, a crazy binge, making up for all the sex she didn’t have before we
got married.


She’d get tired of it, right?


 


 


Two days later, Emily was taking the
internal staircase at the office to go to see her project team. Just as she
reached the landing, the door opened, and she bumped into Damian on his way to
the stairs.


Intimate as they had been, this was the closest
she’d been to him in the office since that day at the window. As always, his
presence practically pushed her backward. The door closed, the two of them
alone on the landing.


Immediately her skin pricked, her stomach turning,
heat rising in her belly. She instinctively backed away, Damian was in her
space in an inappropriate place. Anyone seeing them this close would suspect
what was going on. She’d been with him in a meeting the week before, and had
sat as far away as she could, so as not to give off any signals. Yet during the
meeting she caught herself staring at him.


He moved toward her, not touching, yet like two
strong magnets turned the wrong way, she was impelled backward until she hit
the cold stone wall. They stood like that, the stark walls amplifying their
breathing, the subtle suggestions of conversation, people just feet away on the
other side of the wall.


Emily’s will failed her, and she leaned into him,
not an embrace, just enough for their bodies to touch. His influence on her was
so great that if she hadn’t been supported by the wall she might have fallen.


She didn’t want to risk doing anything here, yet she
longed for his hands on her.


“I’m leaving on a trip this afternoon,” he said.


Though she’d been with him every day for over a
week, she was counting the hours until tonight. Worse, he had worked her up
just by standing there. “How long?”


“A few days.”


Though Emily felt Damian was happy—satisfied
by her—with her, she couldn’t help but ask, “Will you be with another woman?”


“Did you ask your husband that when he went away?”


Damian was already talking about Justin in the past
tense. “I don’t need to.”


“Will you be with another man?”


“Of course not.”


“Not even your husband?”


“You know he’s not here.”


“I didn’t mean here,” Damian said, his hand
going to her pussy.


“What, you don’t want me thinking about him?”


His lips brushed hers, a tease, a reminder, as his
fingers pressed between her legs. “You’ll be thinking about me.”


He left her like that, against the cold wall, her
pussy warm from his touch. When Emily finally got control of herself she
realized he hadn’t answered her question.


 


 


 


For the next few days Emily tried to focus
on work. If the circumstances were different she would have liked the
internship, she was learning a lot. Her project manager said she had great
potential in the industry, and he gave off no vibes that he knew what was going
on with her and Damian.


Bren was on time for the meetings, making no comment
about late nights. Emily wondered if this was because Damian was away, and she
was trying further the impression she’d been sleeping with him. Emily thought
it should be impossible, even without Damian’s denials—although she had no idea
where Damian went after he left her apartment at night. For all she knew, Bren
was waiting at his apartment. Emily hadn’t even see it yet.


She wanted to go there physically, yet she dared not
go there mentally. She hadn’t spent an entire night with Damian. Another line
she had avoided crossing.


The first night of Damian’s trip she’d gone back to
her apartment, but after an hour she had to leave, already missing the routine
of sex. Not that their sex had been routine in any way. . .


Later that evening she had called Justin, but when
he had seemed especially interested in hearing about her nightly exploits, she
had no story to tell. She listened and cooed as he had touched himself, not
really into it as she had been, or should have been, then hung up guilty.


Then she masturbated herself to a surprisingly
unsatisfactory release, trying to think about Justin, feeling even more guilty
when all she could think about was Damian, his voice, his skin, his touch, his
cock.


She left work early on the day Damian was expected back,
pretending she had an appointment with an old friend. At the apartment she
waited anxiously for Damian, hoping he’d come as soon as he got back in town.


The knock didn’t come until ten o’clock, Emily angry
at his assumption she’d be there, and waiting, yet her relief and arousal drove
her to the door. 


Damian came in, carrying a bottle of wine. Emily
wondered if it was some kind of apology gift.


“You’re dressed,” he said.


“You expected me to wait around naked all night,
just in case you might stop by?”


“I make a statement of fact, and you jump all over
me. Some welcome home.”


“This isn’t home.” Emily couldn’t help herself, she
was trying to goad him, trying again to compete. His absence had made her body
fonder, but had given her mind time to recall why she was here in the first
place. She needed to get out from under his spell.


“You looking for a different home? A different
husband?”


Her breath caught in her chest. Was that an
offer? “I already have one.”


Damian looked over her shoulder. “Funny, I don’t see
him.”


Emily didn’t want to go there. Damian understood a
lot about her, about her needs, but not about what she and Justin shared. What
their marriage had evolved to. Still, she couldn’t help but plow ahead. “Would
you be with other women?”


“Still on that? I told you, it depends on how much
you please me.”


Emily wasn’t sure she could fully please him, she
wasn’t sure any woman could. And even if she did . . . “You’d
still do it, though, wouldn’t you? Just to show me you could.”


Damian was opening the wine. “Yes.”


The surprise wasn’t what he said, just that he’d
answered at all. “Would you let me be with other men?”


This time Damian didn’t bother replying, instead
handing her a glass of wine. He tilted to her in a toast, like they were coming
to an agreement.


She drank, not in agreement, but in understanding.
That was the difference between Damian and Justin, more than skin color, or
attitude, or size of manhood. It was that Justin loved her so much he had
accepted her needs, not only accepted them, but embraced them. His
unselfishness, his willingness to let her not only explore her needs but
fulfill them, had more than proven the depth of his love, it had strengthened
their marriage, not doomed it.


At least, until now. 


She was in the most precarious of positions, a
precipice far higher than she’d ever faced. It was one thing to sleep with
another man, it was another to be tempted for a life that went way beyond sex.


Before tonight, she felt she was holding her own.
Not that she didn’t crave being with Damian, not that she hadn’t been
continually amazed at how good she felt, at the fun she was having. But her
bonds to Justin had still been there. She never thought it would ever be more
than just sex with Damian. She didn’t think beyond that because she hadn’t
needed to, and because Damian wouldn’t.


Until these hints he’d thrown out.


Did Damian want her to stay? Not just for the sex,
but to be with him?


Emily again found herself not only in battle with
him, but with herself. Wanting what she shouldn’t want. Not accepting what she
could reach out and take. Not trusting who she could trust.


Not knowing if she could trust herself.


She watched him as he sipped his wine, the way he
moved, how comfortable he was in silence. He crossed the room and went to look
out the window.


Maybe Damian hadn’t meant anything by it at all.
Just a diversion from her questions about him being with other woman.


And there was no way she could live with that, could
she?


She couldn’t go there in her head, not yet. Yet it
gnawed at her, a new path. To force her mind off of the possibilities, she
frantically sought her own distraction.


She set her glass down on the counter and went to
stand by him at the window. Without even kissing him she dropped to her knees
and began freeing him from his slacks.


She took him in her mouth, searching for some hint
that he’d been with another woman. It was no use. Within a few seconds she was
already thinking only about how good it felt to have him back.


She looked up at him. He was as stoic as ever, as if
woman on their knees sucking his cock in front of a big window was an everyday
thing.


Maybe it was.


“Where do you want me to fuck you?” he asked.


She took her mouth away just long enough to answer.
“Everywhere.” 


 


 


A week went by. Every day Emily thought she
had plateaued, that she’d soon be at the end of her roller coaster ride, and
would be able to make the decisions she needed to make with a clear mind.


Yet practically every day brought new thrills, new
excitement, new arousals. The nights when she didn’t see Damian she was both
jealous and frustrated. She wasn’t sure if he stayed away just to make her feel
that way, or if she brought it all on herself. No matter the reason, she was
still in his thrall.


Yet when they were together, when she didn’t think he
could possibly surprise her, he would take her to new places, to higher and
higher levels.


Emily realized she had to play it out. As long as
she still believed there was another prize, another level, she’d always wonder
what she hadn’t achieved.


And there was that one special thing they hadn’t yet
done again. . .


That evening, lying in the bed with him, she said,
“I want you to do something for me.”


“Something else, you mean.”


“If that’s how you want to look at it.” She snuggled
in close, her finger making circles on his tight chest. “That night in the
hotel, the first night we were together. You made me . . . I’d
never done that before.”


“You ever get fucked against a window before?”


“Or in the ocean, or in the car, no. None of those
things. They’re all good. But that night. . .”


“What’s it worth to you?”


“So we’re trading now?”


“No. Just seeing what you’d offer up.”


“I’ve given you all of me.” Emily meant physically,
yet it was more than that, and she assumed he knew it too. There was one
thing more she could give, yet that was almost beyond comprehension, beyond
rational thought, so sinful she never let herself hold the idea, yet she had
thought about it, many times.


Damian grunted, non committal, but shifted on the
bed, signaling his acquiescence. Emily lay flat on her back as Damian threw the
rest of the covers off the bed. Her body began to shake in anticipation, she’d
fantasized about this a hundred times, she’d tried to do it to herself, all to
no avail.


Yet instead of putting his hands on her as he did at
the hotel, he turned her over on her belly, and she feared he had
misunderstood. “No,” she said, “that’s not what I—”


“You want the same, or better?”


“Better,” she breathed, not believing it possible.


“Then shut up and stick your ass in the air.”


Already lost in it, Emily hastened to comply. Damian
grabbed a pillow and shoved it under her hips, lifting her ass and leaving her
fully exposed. She hovered there on all fours, not knowing what to expect,
which already made it better.


His thumb pushed into her pussy and his fingers
wrapped around her clit, the sudden intensity lifting her off the bed. Her clit
swelled as he trapped it between his strong fingers, flicking them back and
forth, not on top of her clit, but on the sides, coaxing it into stiffness.


“The trick,” he said, like he was a magician
explaining his secrets, “is to find this spot. . .” Damian’s thumb
probed her, against the inside of her clit, in her dark depths, but not
blindly, he obviously knew exactly what he was doing. “And then at the same
time—” His thumb pushed up as his fingers pressed down, pushing her G-spot on
the inside against the back of her clit, a place only he had ever found.


The intensity drove Emily forward so hard she
smashed into the headboard, the pain not remotely registering, every part of
her brain attuned only to what Damian was doing. He continued to pressure her
secret spot while roughly massaging her pussy. Emily fought to hold still, it
was impossible, the assault on her balance and self control too much to bear. 


Her head was shoved against the headboard, nowhere
to go. Damian’s fingers moved and she was finally able to move, shifting back,
wanting and yet not able to take more. Before her mind could clear his fingers
continued their assault, this time pushing in and out, the top of his thumb
ramming into her G-spot the way the head of his cock hit her cervix, almost
painful, totally amazing. She thought her clit was going to explode.


Damian shifted on the bed. Emily couldn’t turn to
see him, her head was jammed against the headboard,  and now his cock was
against her opening, sliding back and forth, every bit of her now in full
contact with him, his shaft spreading her lips, his thumb in her pussy, his
fingers on her clit. 


He moved again, and as he positioned himself she
realized she was wrong, he wasn’t in every bit of contact with her at all. The
head of his cock pressed against her ass.


He pressed into her, so hard and deep she would have
screamed, yet what his hand was doing so fully occupied her senses her response
was delayed. In one fluid motion he grabbed her by the hips and flipped both of
them over, Emily yelping in surprise, finding herself on top of him, facing his
legs, his cock deep in her ass and, amazingly, his hand still working its
magic. He had somehow reversed his hand, his thumb now on her clit, his fingers
inside, cupping her.


Emily’s eyes widened in disbelief as she saw her
reflection in the dresser mirror. Her legs were spread around Damian’s powerful
thighs, his enormous cock in her tiny ass, his hand smothering her clit. He
jerked his hand back and forth, finger fucking her, his fingers pressing
against his thumb so hard she thought they’d touch right through her skin.


She couldn’t understand how his cock could be so
deep in her, maybe she’d been deluding herself all along, it wasn’t that big,
really, no. . .


With his other hand Damian grabbed her ass and
pushed her up off him, his cock emerging from her ass, an inch, two inches,
three inches, Emily watching in shock as his shaft kept coming and coming, an
alien serpent emerging from it’s warm lair.


Emily’s eyes went back and forth from the mirror to
Damian’s cock, the enormity of what she was seeing no match for the enormity of
his shaft. His hand on her ass tightened, pushing her up and up, her legs
spread wantonly, her ass clenching and stretched at the same time.


Suddenly he let go her ass, and she collapsed back,
his cock forced back inside her, and now she did scream, the intense
pressure as he hit her sensitive insides overwhelming his unrelenting pressure
on both sides of her clit. She leaped away, or tried to, lifting herself off,
struggling to keep her balance, held up only by the cock in her ass.


She rose up on her haunches, Damian’s fingers
stopping, and for a brief instant she was free of the assault on her nerves.
She grabbed at his thighs, her legs straining to hold her up, poised at yet
another precipice in her life, a precipice she did not have the ability to
clearly consider.


Damian’s other hand wrapped around her waist, his hand
clutching her pussy, squeezing, and he pulled her back onto him as he
powerfully rammed upward. His cock hit her depths, then passed them, every part
of her body now trapped, her clit and G-spot and places she couldn’t even
contemplate, all aroused beyond comprehension, beyond mere shaking, a powerful tremor
building. . .


Emily exploded, literally, juices shooting from her
pussy so high she could see them in the mirror, she could feel them on her
pussy, on her belly. Again and again she squirted, coming inside and out, a
long moan of disbelieving pleasure emanating from deep inside, as if the very
depths Damian was reaching were adding to her voice.


 Even as her orgasm washed over her she reached out
in disbelief, clawing at her reflection, then dipping her fingers between her
legs, where they were instantly soaked. She dragged her fingers across her
belly, coating herself, as if that would convince her mind of what her body had
done. It wasn’t enough, so she pressed her fingers to her mouth and sucked them
clean, the taste of her sex finally persuading her reason what was real.


Damian’s cock was still inside her, and now he began
to fuck her ass, Emily watching in the mirror, transfixed. 


“Wait!” she said urgently, not because she didn’t
want him to come. She pulled away and spun around, reaching for his shaft,
lining it up with her ass like she’d done it a million times. “I want to see
your face.”


Damian grunted again, whether because he didn’t care
what she wanted or he liked it, and grabbed her hips again. She pushed his
hands aside. “My turn.”


Emily bent forward, placing her hands on his chest,
and dropped down on his cock.


The quickness of her movement didn’t avoid the
stretching pain, but it was so brief, immediately overcome by the sinful thrill
of having him in her ass again. She levered up on her arms, her face close to
his.


And used his cock to fuck herself in the ass.


Even with the intensity she fought to keep her eyes
open and on him, she wanted to see, to watch. After her third rise and fall his
hands went slack, giving her the control she so desperately wanted. And though
her ass must have been fully stretched, the glorious pressure was still there,
still driving her wild.


She didn’t think she could possibly come again, it
didn’t matter, just having him in her this way, just being taken, just doing
the taking, was enough. She tightened her inner muscles as she fucked him, as
she fucked herself, the pressure building, his abs flexing into her clenched
fingers.


Emily knew when he was ready, and almost cried with
delight as he groaned and shot into her, the pressure along his shaft so great
she could feel it, her ass clenching and coaxing every ejaculation. His eyes
flickered, the most reaction she’d ever seen from him, and she bit off a smile,
so he wouldn’t see, so he wouldn’t hide his pleasure from her.


He came and came and came. She must have been full,
but she wanted more. His chest relaxed beneath her, but then was followed by
one final, deep, powerful release.


Damian’s eyes refocused on hers. “You’re such a
slut.”


She couldn’t be angry, she felt too good, and she
knew this was his way of psychologically staying on top. Besides, how could she
claim she wasn’t a slut when she’d just fucked herself in the ass with a man
who wasn’t her husband? “A slut is a woman with many men.”


“Sounds like you like that.”


“I’m just with you,” she said.


“You’re my slut.”


Emily lay her head on his chest. His words were
another truth she couldn’t deny, at least right now. Maybe never.


If only she could have this all the time, not just
this one thing they had done, but all of it. 


Yet Damian could never give her what Justin could,
and Justin, bless him, could never be Damian. They were so different, except in
how much they wanted her.


Emily had always tried to avoid changing Justin,
that was so unfair. And though she’d come here to be with Damian to change, it
was a change in herself she sought. Changing Damian would be impossible, of
course.


Unless. . .


If she couldn’t change either man, maybe she
could make their relationships with her just a little more the same.


She leaned up again on Damian’s chest and moved her
hair aside, as carefree as she could make herself seem with his semi erect cock
still in her ass. As if throwing out an idea, she said, “If I’m your slut, next
you’ll be telling me to fuck other men.”


A narrowing in Damian’s eyes told Emily that she’d
put an idea into his head that he hadn’t considered. She’d surprised him, and
to hide her glee, at both her ability to do that, as well as his consideration
of what she’d offered up, she rolled off, his cock releasing with a plop.


Damian didn’t reply, which told Emily that he was
actually thinking about it, about the implications. She cradled herself against
his chest, and, hidden, let herself smile. 


Perhaps by accident, perhaps by fate, she’d could now
see the top of the mountain, her long ascent finally bringing her closer to her
goal.


 


 


My nightly phone calls with Emily were now
such a ritual that Lisa didn’t even ask me what I had planned for the evening.
I knew she was certain I spoke every night to Emily, what I wasn’t sure of was
whether Lisa had any idea what we spoke about. And what I did while listening
to Emily’s stories.


I had no idea exactly what Emily had shared with
Lisa.


I didn’t care. It wasn’t like Lisa didn’t know the
big picture of what was going on. For her part she didn’t say a word, she did
nothing to humiliate me.


Tonight, as usual, I sat in the lounge chair in the
bedroom, no longer thinking I was sneaking away. This was still my house, I could
do as I please.


Emily recounted her latest escapade. And even though
it was graphic, wilder than any of the stories she had already shared with me,
still I felt she was leaving something out. Whether it was details of what she
and Damian had done, or how she had felt, her voice was a little distant, at
odds with her words. I couldn’t understand how she could speak so reservedly
about being fucked in the ass.


Not that it mattered to my cock, which was as hard
as ever, maybe with a mind of its own, remembering when it had been my
cock in Emily’s tight butthole, the incredible depths she’d taken me. I’d
accepted the situation so fully that even knowing that another man had fucked
my wife in the ass, a place I once thought she’d only let me, barely registered.


No matter the tone of her voice, I couldn’t help but
picture a huge, black cock pushed into her tiny ass. I climaxed before her
story did.


It was only after I hung up did I realize that, for
the first time since she’d been away, Emily hadn’t asked about Anthony.


I was losing her.


 


The next day, all during work, Emily
resisted the temptation to think about what she might have set in motion. She’d
come to California with a purpose, and though she’d never let herself forget
what it was, she had pushed it aside as she had lost herself in the sex, in the
artificial freedom from responsibilities, in Damian.


So much so that she had feared she’d never be able
to regain her footing, and that she’d keep avoiding the price she would have to
pay. Knowing time was running out, yet still not facing reality, because she
had fallen into this quicksand of hot sex and discovery. She’d planned for
this, she had her desperate secret still hidden, her way out, but the reality
of Damian and all they were doing had kept her from unlocking that door, of
even figuring out how she could reach that door.


Until last night.


Now she saw that there just might be a way to make
the leap. Yet as she stared at her computer screen, not seeing the numbers, she
forced herself not to get ahead of herself. It might work, yet it could
still end in disaster. For her, and for Justin.


The day crawled by. Emily threw herself into her
work, but it was no use. Every time she heard Damian’s name mentioned her pulse
quickened. Even when she saw Bren—Emily still not sure of what was going on
between her and Damian—she couldn’t focus.


After work Emily went right to her apartment, too
wired to eat or even go to the gym. She hadn’t been going very often, she was
certainly getting enough exercise, especially her thighs. And her neck. Another
discovery for her, that you could get muscles in your neck from giving head.


She was sitting on the sofa, naked except for a
loose tee shirt, when Damian showed up.


She didn’t run to him, not tonight. If he noticed,
he didn’t mention it, going to the counter for a glass of wine. As if he were
asking about the weather, he said, “How’s my little slut?”


It wasn’t like they ever had normal conversations,
about current events, about their day at work, so Emily wasn’t surprised. Yet
inside she shook with anticipation. Not just at Damian talking about sex, but
about how and why that particular term had come to his mind.


If Justin had made that remark—if only!—Emily would
have perhaps teased him with a suggestion of what she could do to be a real
slut, about being with other men. That would be too obvious for Damian; she
wasn’t sure if he was ready for that, or would ever be. And he was too smart.
So she said, “Still yours.”


Damian hesitated ever so slightly, and she feared
she had miscalculated, that she’d implied too much.


“You better be.”


Emily didn’t take it as a threat, or even a warning.
Damian wasn’t a man who needed threats to get what he wanted. “There needs to
be a male term for slut.”


“So you could call me one?”


“I’m not the one calling anyone anything,”
she said. She stood up, took a final swig of her own wine, and walked to the
bedroom. In the doorway she turned. “I’m more interested in actions than
words.”


She went to the bed, where the covers had already
been removed, and lay back on the sheets, thinking it was the only time they
were ever cool and dry. Damian didn’t come in right away, his hesitation
telling her he didn’t need to. But he was here, as he had been almost every
night, and they both knew it.


Emily was ready for him even before he had
undressed, wet without touching herself, her nipples signaling her desire. Just
looking at him and wanting him was all the foreplay she needed.


Seconds after Damian was on the bed he was already
inside her. He fucked her hard, relentlessly. “What do you want?” he asked, his
voice suggesting he didn’t care, but the fact that he had asked telling her he
did.


The words were out of her mouth before she could
think. “You.”


Did he miss a beat? Was he surprised? Had his
strokes lost their rhythm?


“You want me what?”


So many ways she could answer that, so many feelings
she could attempt to convey, so many sensations she could ask to experience. So
many catalysts for achieving all that she sought. Yet there was only one answer
that encompassed them all.


“I want you to come in me.”


His eyes narrowed. He’d come in her many times,
surely he was wondering what was different about tonight?


Damian hadn’t asked her a word about birth control
since she’d been here. He didn’t ask now; his strokes did not speed up, his
face registered no satisfaction. “Where?”


“Inside me.” Emily didn’t have to change her voice
or face to convey the significance of that admission, it had always been
significant. Yet something in her tone must have reached him. 


 “Where!” he demanded, and now he slowed his
thrusts, the threat of not giving her what she so obviously wanted.


“In my pussy!”


“Why?”


“Because. . .” She couldn’t say it, not that.
She thrust up at him, but he pulled away, leaving her breathlessly frustrated.


“Don’t be mean,” she whispered. “You know what I
want.”


Damian poised himself over her, his cock now almost
fully out, just enough of a touch on her clit to keep her afire.


“You want my baby,” he said.


Emily’s head moved side to side. Whether it was a
denial, or her inability to control her muscles after the shock of his words,
even she could not tell. Her lips shook, she could not form words either in her
mind or with her tongue.


“Say it.”


Emily clamped her hand over her mouth, not trusting
herself to speak, afraid of what the answer might be. Damian remained poised
atop her, his cock quivering, telling Emily exactly what he wanted.


“Say it!”


Emily bit into her hand, denying him her words, yet
pulling him down with her legs, and though even with all her arousal she could
not have budged him, the fact that he pushed into her was proof of his own
desire.


They were joined, and now he did not hold back, he
drove deep, pushing to a point where no man had ever been, not just physically,
but inside her very being, and she threw her arms around him and held on,
melding with him, holding her breath, wanting to feel and remember every
second. Not just of him being inside her, but of his tacit admission of what he
wanted to do to her, what he wanted to make her become.


“Say it!”


“No, you can’t, you just can’t. . .”


“Of course I can.”


He’d stated the obvious, yet still she was thrilled
when he released in her, even Damian no longer able to control his need, his
response to her. Her denials meant nothing. Her eyes and mouth and nostrils
opened, just as her legs closed around him, wanting to gather and hold every
bit of his seed, his desire.


She wanted to hold out herself, to wait until he was
finished, but it was impossible to hold down the cover of her own caldron, and
she came with him, delirious, her spasms lasting so long that when she was done
she could barely feel any part of her body except where their skin touched.


Damian recovered quickly, as he often did, but the
second time around he also came fast, Emily sensing a change in him, yet not
able to think straight about what it might imply. Her body almost betrayed her,
and her eyes might have, if Damian had been looking, but he had flipped her
over and was taking her on all fours, like a marauding Viking.


Emily came again and again and again, and after,
when it was finally over, she did something she could never have imagined, even
more unbelievable than all the other unbelievable things she had done. She fell
asleep.


 


 


Emily awoke in semi-darkness, the only
light coming from her charging phone and the moonlight from the open window.
Damian was still there, way later than he’d ever been, his steady breathing
telling her he was asleep. She grabbed her phone, it was well past midnight.
She’d missed her call with Justin.


She was all twisted in the sheets, her calf half
under Damian’s leg. Quietly she leaned over the bed, her head almost to the
floor, and sent Justin a text. Sorry it’s so late, I’ll call you in a few
minutes if you are still up.


Emily gingerly tried to extricate herself, thinking
she’d crawl to the bathroom to make the call, or go out on the living room
balcony. But before she had a chance to move, Damian’s hand was on her ass.


She pushed him away, but he wrapped his hands around
her thighs, and her body, as always, reacted to his touch before her mind could
erect a single defense, and her legs opened, giving him access.


His stubble brushed against her cheek as he leaned
over her. “Call him,” he said.


Too late, Emily realized Damian had seen the phone
on the floor, he had read her text to Justin.


Her mind froze, but her body, her window into her
inner truth, shivered with the wicked thought. 


Damian reached past her and swiped the phone. “You
said he likes it. Prove it.”


Still she hesitated, her mind racing now, the implications.
The possibilities.


And though he didn’t know it, Damian helped her make
her decision. “Slut.”


Knowing what she had to do, Emily moved Damian’s
hand aside. Instead of hitting the call button, she pressed the skype icon.


 


 


I’d been in the bedroom for hours,
expecting Emily’s call. Twice I’d had to go to the bathroom, taking the phone
with me, not wanting to miss it when it came. I’d rushed through the nightly
ritual with Anthony, praying Emily didn’t call then. Ten p.m. came and went,
then eleven. I paced the bedroom, wondering if this was it, if this was the
last I’d heard from her. Not really believing it, because that was so unlike
Emily. Yet fearing she had changed, that being away, being with Damian, had
made her into a different woman.


When her text came I felt a huge sigh of relief. I’d
been worrying about nothing. Even an excuse of her being worn out from being
fucked would be okay for me to hear.


The phone lit again, not a voice call, but a skype.


I completed the connection without really thinking,
just glad to see her face.


The lighting was weird, the room dark. Like the
video she had sent, her face was close to the camera. “Emily!”


She didn’t respond right away, her face suggesting
she was waiting, and then her eyes widened, her head moving, and she whispered,
“I’m sorry,”  but she didn’t sound sorry at all.


“It’s okay, I fell asleep too,” I lied.


Her head moved again, and she let out a gasp, and
another figure appeared behind her. Damian was leaning over her, no shirt on. I
couldn’t see if he was naked below, but given the time of night, and the
likelihood that they were in bed, I suspected it.


Damian did something, with his hand, with his cock,
I couldn’t see, and Emily moaned, her eyes on me, her body with Damian. I had
no idea where her mind was.


I’d been turned on by her video, but this was too
real, especially after Emily shifted the camera so I could see more of what was
going on. I was in such shock I didn’t think about my cock, about what I liked,
even about what Emily liked. Damian rose up, hovering over her. He stopped. I
suspected he wanted the reality to sink in, for me, and perhaps for Emily.


Or maybe he was waiting too. Emily reached back for
him, grabbing his thick shaft, and lined it up with her pussy.


Damian slammed forward, and Emily screamed. I jumped
up, as if she were across the room instead of across the country. By the time I
had taken two steps the look on Emily’s face had changed from pain to ecstasy.


Damian was staring at the camera as well, with none
of the emotion that was in Emily’s face, but his message clear. Your wife is
mine.


He fucked her hard, taking her from behind, Emily’s
eyes on me, then fluttering. She slapped her hand over her mouth, and I knew
she was coming, brought to orgasm as Damian’s very big, very black cock pounded
her pussy.


Damian grunted, whether for his own benefit or mine,
pulling her hips tight against him, his eyes never leaving the camera, mocking,
smug, owning, as he planted his seed in my wife.


 


 


This time Emily didn’t wait for Damian to
fall asleep. She went into the bathroom, taking her phone. She wasn’t exactly
sure whether she should call Justin back. In her indecision, she looked at
herself in the mirror. Her face was the same, yet even she could see the change
in her eyes, in her body.


Damian came in. Emily wondered if he was going to
make a comment about the skype. She didn’t know if he would or would not, which
made her abruptly realize she didn’t know Damian as well as she thought she
had. That scared her, because it meant she might be all wrong about her path
forward.


He stood behind her, so big and wide and tall next
to her tiny frame, and yet though they couldn’t have been more different
physically, the image appeared so natural, as if they were meant to be
together. Maybe her mind was playing tricks on her, or maybe it was the truth.


Damian did something he’d never done before. He slipped
his hand around her waist, resting it on her belly, a touch of both romance and
ownership. “How’s my girl?”


Not yet, she prayed. I’m not ready for
this. . .I need more time, I want more time. . .  To
distract him, and even more, distract herself, she said, “You mean your slut.”


“If that’s how you want to think about yourself.”


“So it’s what I want?” Emily couldn’t help herself,
she was back in battle mode, protecting herself, perhaps protecting Justin, who
had just lost a different kind of battle.


“You get what you want,” said Damian. 


Emily couldn’t face him, not even in the mirror, and
she turned slightly. “I need to get in the shower.”


“Whatever you want,” said Damian, not a hint of
mockery in his tone, yet his meaning clear enough.


“My first fantasy of you was in a shower,” she said.


“When?”


“The day we met.”


His response was to open the shower door for her.
When she hesitated, he said, “Are you worried it won’t live up to your
fantasy?”


Emily told him the truth. “No. That it will be
better.”


He laughed then, a rarity, and turned on the water.


She waited for him to get in, the steam rising,
still no match for the heat he brought on in her, that he still brought on. Even
that, though, was no match for the warmth of his hand on her, joining with the
warmth in her belly, a growing warmth, a vision.


A vision that persisted long after the mirror had
fogged with steam.


Emily turned and joined him in the shower.


 


 


Damian went on a trip the next week, or
claimed he did. For all Emily knew, he was holed up in another apartment with
another woman, or in his own place with Bren, or he hadn’t gone away at all,
just stayed out of the office to tease her.


Emily had asked him on his return, his answer
noncommittal. A few days later there was another trip, after which Emily didn’t
say a word. Damian didn’t go on any more trips after that. Whether it was a
coincidence or not she didn’t know.


Over the next few weeks, at every opportunity Emily
planted her own seeds in Damian’s head, just as he planted his seed in hers.
She’d make little comments about being bored when he was away, bored and horny.
Not complaining about his absence, but veiled suggestions for him to perhaps
tell her it was okay to be with other men. Asking him if he had friends he owed
favors to. Asking him about upscale bars where she could meet people.
Commenting on men at the office.


It wasn’t like she needed another man, or would even
want to be with another man now. Her purpose was to get Damian thinking about
it, about getting him to wonder what it would be like to watch, to share his little
slut with other men.


To share, and to watch.


To be like Justin.


Damian might not make the connection, but she would.
And that would be the leap she needed, the perilous pathway to her goal.


 


 


I’d been listless the last few weeks. I
still looked forward to Emily’s calls, but something had definitely changed. I
wasn’t sure if it was me, or her. Or both. She’d been away longer than I had
expected, so long that I now was afraid to ask her when—or if—she was coming
home. Each day that passed made the topic harder to bring up.


On a few calls Emily didn’t talk about sex at all,
telling me that Damian was away. I wondered if she were doing that to make me
feel better, a little white lie to not rub his virility, and her desire for
him, in my face. Yet even on these calls, when our talk was about work and all
the little things that married people talk about, neither one of us brought up
her return. I know that sounds foolish; if one of my guy friends were telling
me this story about his wife, I’d wonder why he didn’t ask. But now I understood;
it would be because he didn’t want to hear the answer.


The calls got shorter and shorter. How much happened
in twenty four hours that needed to be talked about?


One evening, as I was helping Lisa in the kitchen do
the dishes—we’d become like a sexless couple—I tried to find out what she knew.
Maybe Emily had been telling Lisa what she didn’t want to tell me.


“I really appreciate all you’ve done,” I said. I’d
told her this a hundred times. “The thing is, I’m, uh, I’m not sure how long
this is going to go on, and I know you have your own life.”


Lisa saw through my feeble attempt immediately. “You
want to know when Emily is coming back.”


I shrugged sheepishly, caught. “I guess.” Praying
she’d spill the beans.


“She’ll do what she has to do,” said Lisa.


Which told me nothing at all.


 


 


Emily hadn’t really counted the exact
number of weeks she’d been away, that wasn’t the clock she was using. She’d
come with a mission, and had been sidetracked by the fun she was having, by her
innermost needs being met in ways she could have never imagined, even with
Damian.


She’d come to face her temptations, to control them,
to overcome them. Yet she’d discovered newer temptations, greater needs.


Her time was running out.


Not because she’d reached every possible height of
arousal—she now realized that was impossible. Not because she was in complete
control; she might be incapable of that, especially with Damian. But because
she had changed, and her change held the key to both the root of her temptation
and also her freedom.


Damian had been the cause of her change, not only in
what he had done with her, but in what she’d done to him. Emily was convinced
she’d made him think about her in a way that he had never thought about another
woman. And though he would always be Damian, her ability to shift his
perception made her not only feel strong, but be strong.


After Dwayne, she’d learned that it wasn’t about
size or stature or gender that defined strength, it was about how she felt, how
she dealt with the world, how she dealt with temptation, how she dealt with
men. Damian would always be stronger, he would always arouse her, yet she could
hold her own as long as she felt she could affect not only his body, but his mind.


She got out of bed, Damian’s bed. She’d been
sleeping with him in it ever since he had talked about a baby, a seed that was
planted in her, and planted in his head, long before the night he’d said the
words. Planting that thought in his head was part of her strength, a battle of
wills with him that went far beyond words.


Emily stood at the door of the bathroom, watching
him shave, all that thick white cream making her smile. They didn’t speak,
their communication was often not with words. She loved watching him, just as
she knew he enjoyed watching her, especially when she touched herself. She was
now sure—because of the reactions he had to the hints and visions she’d dangled
before him—that Damian thought of watching her with other men, just like Justin
did. Only Damian would never admit it.


And he’d never jerk off, not in front of other men.
Or maybe ever. Unless. . .


When he had cleared away the remnants of the white
cream—if only life could be that simple—she entered the bath, pressing herself
between him and the sink. In the mirror, she admired his body, loving how they
looked together, so beautiful.


She smiled, a mysterious, pregnant smile.


His mouth moved ever so slightly, his eyes shifting
discreetly, changes that no one would notice except her. These tiny changes
were, from Damian, a world of communication.


Emily let her own eyes drift down, then back up at
his reflection, thrilled as he responded to her message. He was staring at her
belly. 


It was showing just the tiniest of bulges, a change
in her as small as the change in his eyes, yet just as she had recognized his
change, so too did he recognize hers.


“That’s a good look on you.”


She smiled again, not to hide her intent, but to
share her joy.


His eyes changed again. This time she could not read
them. His arm wrapped around her, laying his big hand on her belly. Whether he
was showing his own response, or claiming her, she would never know, because
his cock stiffened against her back. She had a little fantasy right then, not
about sex, but about how the heat in her belly had flowed through his hand, up
his arm, and into him, a heat so wonderful it had made him hard, it had made
him want her, even in her condition.


Especially in her condition.


They moved as one, Emily spreading her legs, getting
up on her toes as he dipped his hips and entered her. As always, she was amazed
at the fullness she felt as he pressed into her. She’d never forget this, even
if she didn’t have another reason to never forget him.


He fucked her slow and deep, slower than he had ever
fucked her, almost like they were making love. Yet when Emily pressed his
fingers into her belly his thrusts increased in speed and intensity until he
was ramming her into the hard marble vanity.


She let her head drop to hide her smile, the
pleasure of being fucked so good, the satisfaction of getting him to react, not
just sexually, but in how he fucked her. Not the hard fuck, but the more gentle
one before. 


They came together, as they often did, Emily knowing
his seed was ineffective now, yet welcoming it all the same, joyous in his
grunts and spasms and release.


He gave her no loving words, she didn’t expect any.
She could change him, but not that much.


She held his hand against her bump, not saying a
word. 


He released himself from her body, but Emily was
sure he was still very much with her, especially as he said, “Wear the blue
dress today to the office.”


The blue dress wasn’t at all appropriate for work;
it was too clingy, too short, a dress for a date. But instead of pointing out
what he already knew, Emily spoke the words he no doubt wanted to hear. “It’s
too tight.” She rolled her hand across her belly. “Here.”


As he got in the shower, he said, “Wear the blue
dress.”


Emily turned back to the mirror, her hand still on
her belly. “I didn’t beg,” she whispered to herself.


 


 


It took only a few hours for Emily to
discover how Damian would deal with her in the office.


She was at her desk, in the blue dress, when her
phone rang. It was Damian’s assistant, telling her that Emily was wanted in his
office.


As Emily made her way upstairs she wondered if the
eyes which glanced her way noticed her bulge, or whether they recognized her
sudden change in style of dress. Or whether they noticed anything at all. So
many secrets, she knew, could be held and never known. She was living proof of
that.


Damian’s assistant told Emily she was expected, to
go right in, the woman’s face giving off no indication of what she might know
or suspect. Was this a common occurrence, an intern meeting with Damian alone?
Was Emily one of a long line, or was this a first? 


Emily liked to think she was the first. 


She didn’t know what to expect, so that’s how she
opened the door, not ready for anything, but open to anything.


And so she wasn’t surprised when Damian, sitting
behind his desk, said, “I’ve got an itch.”


Emily crossed the room to him. “You can’t scratch it
yourself?”


“Not an itch I scratch.”


“You’ve got an assistant.”


“I told you, not with subordinates.”


“Oh.” Emily pretended to catch on. “That kind
of itch.” She pulled out her phone.


“What are you doing?”


“Being helpful. It sounds like a project for a
different intern. I’m calling Bren.”


“Go ahead. You can watch.”


Emily almost lost it then, not just from the
arousing talk about sex, but about how Damian had brought up the idea of watching.
He wouldn’t have done that before she’d suggested it, she was sure of that.


She gave a dramatic huff. “Alright, since I’m
already here.” Like she was doing him a favor. “Where exactly is this itch?”


“If you don’t find it fast, I’ll be the one
to call Bren.”


Emily spun his chair around and dropped to her
knees. As she unzipped him she said, “Go ahead. I’d like to see the look on her
face as she saw me doing this.” 


She had to pry his already stiff cock out, careful
not to catch his zipper, taking him in her mouth, the heat on her now. It
wasn’t enough, she wanted to see and touch and taste his entire shaft, her
fingers fumbling with his belt, pulling down his pants.


He helped her free himself, then put his hands on
her head as she kissed and sucked, the thrill of sex at the office rushing
back.


“You locked the door?” he asked.


“Of course not. How else is Bren going to come in?”


“Or anyone else.”


She moaned into his cock, he knew what turned her
on. The sounds she made were so loud she wondered if Damian’s assistant could
hear. Right now Emily didn’t care.


Damian said, “If your husband could see you now.”


Emily moaned even louder, and not for the reason
Damian might have thought. She wished Justin was in fact right there, watching.
She freed her lips just enough to say, “You too distracted to take a photo?”


She went back at his cock with a fury as she felt
him reach over her head for his phone. Each distinctive click of the camera
drove her so wild she thought she might come without touching herself, each
photo a magical flick on her clit.


“Be a nice little gift for him,” said Damian.
“Congratulations on the baby.”


Emily dragged her teeth along his cock. “Don’t be
mean. Send it to me, I’ll pass it along. No need for the two of you to
compete.”


“I don’t need to compete, it’s my cock you’re
sucking on. It’s my—”


Emily did bite him now, just enough to cut him off.
“He’ll get the picture.”


That thought, Justin getting the picture, literally
and figuratively, almost made her faint. Her bite turned to a kiss, then a
lick, then a torrid sucking. Her panties were so wet she thought she’d start
dripping.


When Damian got close she suddenly stopped and stood
up. His look was hard, thinking she was teasing him.


She was, but not that way. She kicked off her heels.
“You know the saying,” she said, dropping back to her knees. 


He immediately swelled in her mouth, and as he shot
his load she thrilled at how he had understood, how she didn’t even have to say
the words. Words which had made him come as they no doubt formed in his mind.


Barefoot and pregnant.


She’d barely finished swallowing his thick release
when the intercom sounded. 


“Your ten o’clock is here.”


Emily scrambled to her feet, slipping on her shoes,
moving away from the desk to a more respectful distance. “You knew someone was
coming!” She was half mad, half turned on.


“I timed it just right, didn’t I.”


Emily wiped at her mouth. “You’ll pay for that.”


Damian finished zipping up. “Don’t brush your teeth
or eat for a while, that’ll be my payment.”


The sinful taste of his release in her mouth was
intoxicating. “Maybe I’ll just kiss your ten o’clock.”


“You don’t even know who it is.”


“Even better.” Emily watched him closely, to see if
he had caught the shift in her threat. This time, not a suggestion that Damian
tell her to be with other men, but her making the decision to be with
another man. And to do it in front of him.


Damian hit the intercom. “Send him in.”


Emily took a chance, not wanting to miss this
opportunity to bury the thought in Damian’s head. “Since you didn’t satisfy my
needs today, he can fuck me on your desk. You can watch.”


Just as the door opened, Damian said, “Sorry to
disappoint you, but it’s against policy.”


But as Emily turned to leave she caught a flicker of
reassessment in Damian’s eyes. Reassessment and temptation.


 


 


I got a text from Emily in the middle of
the day. That wasn’t unusual. What was different was the content.


The text said: I’ve had such a busy day at work,
couldn’t wait to tell you about it, so sending photos.


Intrigued, I clicked on it, even though I was in a
conference room, waiting for a meeting to begin. The image was a little fuzzy,
like when the camera couldn’t quite focus on an object that was too close. All
I could see was a mass of brightness. Was that hair?


I scrolled to the next image just as one of my
co-workers sat down beside me. Yes, it was hair, a photo of the top of a
woman’s head.


Unable to resist, I scrolled ahead, even as the
conference room filled with people. The next photo showed the woman’s profile, the
camera must have been held to the side. Though her hair covered part of her
face, I now clearly recognized Emily. And what she was doing. 


She had a big, thick, black cock in her mouth.


The last photo showed more, the camera held high,
Emily on her knees in a blue dress, her head between the man’s legs. Damian’s
legs.


“Justin? You okay?”


I mumbled an excuse and made for the door, just as
my boss was coming in. “Let’s get started,” he said. “Justin, you’re up first.”


I was up, but not in the way he meant. I awkwardly
made my way back into the room, praying no one noticed either my distraction or
my erection.


 


 


A few days later, Emily was looking in the closet,
deciding what to wear to the office. Damian, who had slept in her apartment,
was also getting dressed. 


“I’m going to have to buy new clothes,” she said. If
the people in the office hadn’t noticed the change in her body, they certainly
would soon. Emily shivered at the wicked thought. She pulled on a skirt,
checking herself in the mirror. Each day her clothes felt more snug. Her hand
went involuntarily to her belly.


Damian, buttoning a sleek blue silk shirt, said, “If
it’s a boy, name him Damian.”


Emily’s pulse quickened. “I was thinking Justin
Junior.”


Damian’s response was to move fast to her, and
though they had slept the night in the same bed still his presence subsumed
her, creating a heat that even the bedcovers couldn’t compete with.


She leaned into him, and without speaking she lifted
her skirt, even as he was dropping his underwear to the floor.


They didn’t fumble, they were way beyond fumbling,
knowing how they fit together, how well they fit together. He took her by the
ass and lifted her up, Emily spreading her legs, stunned by how ready she was, how
ready he was, all because of her swollen belly.


He slid into her as she threw her legs around him,
then let herself drop down on his cock, trusting he would hold her up, one of
the few things she did really trust him with, the sex.


Her pussy opened to take him, not fast enough, as
always he stretched her, no matter how wet she was. 


Emily pried his shirt away from his chest, and when
his skin pressed against her belly her eyes fluttered, the intensity of that
touch as arousing as his cock.


She kissed him, pulling his head to her, smashing
her mouth into his, driving her tongue into him the way he was driving his cock
into her.


Damian broke away from the kiss and said, “Damian
Junior is fine with me.”


“Petty competition doesn’t befit you,” she breathed,
even as her fingers grasped at his back.


Damian thrust up into her. “Petty?”


Emily let herself fall again, meeting his thrust,
like an acrobat, fucking herself in thin air. 


No, she wasn’t fucking herself, and yet he wasn’t
fucking her either, not any more, it was both of them, their bodies moving as
one, the real proof of how she had attained at least this kind of equality.


“You going to come shopping with me?” she teased.
“Sit in the store with a bunch of women in the maternity department?”


“The clothes you have are still good for now.”


Emily bit her lip and buried her face in his neck,
not only because of what he had said, but of what he had left unsaid. Could she
get him to do it? Would he watch her try on clothes? Follow her into the
dressing room, fuck her there?


She instantly thought about teasing him, about how
she’d tell the sales clerk that Damian was her husband, but the baby was
another man’s. She wasn’t sure he was ready for that, so she said, “People will
notice.”


“Exactly.”


He knew what to say and how to say it and how to
arouse her and lick her and kiss her and fuck her, and it was all of that and
more that made her come now, her pussy clutching at his cock as her fingernails
dug into his shirt, scraping, clawing, demanding.


She rode him right through her orgasm, and right
through his, her fingers so deep into his skin that she could feel his
explosive release right through her hands. 


For yet another day, she’d be walking around with
even more of him inside her.


 


 


At the office Emily felt self conscious,
certain someone would notice her tight skirt, the flush in her face. How
awkwardly she walked, not out of discomfort, but because any second she expected
a wall of cum to run down her legs.


Every time she walked by a co-worker, especially if
they were on the phone or talking to someone, she wondered if they were
whispering about her. About whether they thought she was a slut. Damian’s slut.


It was nerve wracking and yet oh so exhilarating.
Yet another way of being on display.


Late morning came the terrible, yet exciting news, a
meeting about her work, with her project coordinator John, to be held in
Damian’s office. When Emily was ushered in, along with John and another intern,
Damian wasn’t there. Emily couldn’t help but look at the window where she’d
been fucked, at the chair where she’d been on her knees, the very room another
private secret she carried.


They sat at the work table, waiting, making small
talk, Emily’s mind far away. The conversation immediately stopped when Damian
entered the room.


He was wearing the same blue silk shirt he’d put on
that morning, the same shirt she’d pulled away so that their skin could touch.
She clenched her fingers tightly under the table, squeezing her own skirt, the
same skirt she’d lifted that morning to give him access.


Emily had no memory of what was said, even though
she was doing much of the talking. For all she knew, only gibberish came from
her mouth, it was simply impossible to concentrate, a buzzing in her ears. Yet
each time Damian spoke her body reacted, sliding toward him.


When it was over Emily and the other intern walked
out together. Over her shoulder, Emily heard John say, “Uh, Damian, just in
case you hadn’t noticed, your shirt has a few tears in the back.”


“I know,” said Damian.


Emily slowed her steps, thrilled at his admission,
he had worn the shirt on purpose.


She wished she could turn, to see his face, to see
whether he was looking at her, especially when Damian added, “Some women just
can’t control themselves.”


 


 


Emily woke up, blissfully groggy. She’d
never spent so much time in bed in her life. At home, especially on a Saturday
like this, she always had so much to do, checklists and errands and
responsibilities. She would have felt guilty about hanging around in bed all
day having sex.


Damian had fallen asleep too. His breathing was
deep, restful. Sated.


She got up, went to the bathroom, got a drink, not
even bothering to dress. That was also different, walking around naked.


It had been a long night, a wonderful morning, icing
on the cake of the wickedly fun and unbelievably erotic time she’d had with
Damian. As she looked at her reflection, her bulge impossible now to miss, she
almost lost her nerve. She didn’t want it to end, yet the timetable forced her
to face the reality of what she needed to do. Still, even faced with the
inevitable, it was the hardest thing she had ever done, as hard as leaving
Justin and her baby.


She’d thought of this moment for weeks, planned for
it, but now that it was upon her she could barely speak. So much rode on
getting this just right.


She took a deep breath, then put her hand on her
belly, gathering strength from a more important need than her own sexual
desires.


When she returned to the bedroom Damian was awake,
looking at his phone. “Run off to call your husband?” he said.


Emily ignored his jibe and glanced at the clock, it
was early. It was Damian’s way, she knew that now.  Never coming right out and
saying it, too proud to ask her to tell him how good he was, how no one else
could come close to meeting her needs.


Damian knew her, but not as well as he thought. She
had other needs too.


She gently took his phone from his hands and set it
aside, then lay down next to him on the bed, his hand still in hers.


“I don’t ask for much,” she said.


He didn’t stiffen next to her, as another man might,
as another man might fear a we need to talk discussion about their
future. She wasn’t surprised by that reaction, but she was pleased when he
didn’t make some crack about how much she demanded in the bedroom, and
elsewhere.


She kissed him, using all her mouth and her tongue,
already hot herself, just thinking about what might happen. Only when she felt
his heat rise in response did she break away.


He didn’t speak, but his eyes asked the question.


“It’s hard for me to talk about,” she said. “It
might be better if I just show you.”


Emily squeezed his hand, signaling the seriousness
of her request, and guided his fingers over her nipples, down between her
breasts, and across her belly. Onto her pussy, pausing there, turning her hand
so that her fingers brushed her clit. “I know you like to watch me.”


She rubbed herself, his big hand a nice weight on
hers, pressing it down into her folds, her fingers growing moist. She grasped
his hand, her fingers slick, transferring some of her juices to him, then moved
his hand over her hips and his, between his own legs. “I want to watch you,”
she said. She didn’t have to impart an earnestness to her voice, it was there
naturally, because she really did want to watch. For more reasons than
one.


“I don’t jerk off, women do that for me. Even if I’m
just going to come on their face.”


“It’s just the two of us here,” Emily said,
struggling to keep her voice steady. “We have other secrets, this can be one
more.”


“That secret,” said Damian, jerking his head
at her swollen belly, “won’t be secret for long.”


“I don’t want you to come on my face, I want you to
come on me here,” she said, reaching across him and putting his other
hand on her belly. “We can start together, if that makes it easier.”


Damian didn’t answer, but he also didn’t pull his
hands away, either from her belly or from his cock. She had to keep from
laughing with relieved joy when he let her wrap his fingers around his cock.
His stiffening cock. 


Emily guided his hand up and down his shaft, making
it seem like she was doing all the work, lifting her head to see, so beautiful.
As he thickened his shaft pressed his fingers against hers.


She wanted to see his face, to figure out what he
was thinking, but she couldn’t take her eyes off his hand on himself, and she
didn’t want to do anything that would make him change his mind. So she just
helped, with each stroke letting him take more and more control.


His hand was so big it covered much of his shaft,
unlike when she stroked him. That didn’t matter, this wasn’t about size, or
even the enormity of his cock, this was about the enormity of what he was doing
to himself. For her.


Her fingers were now only lightly resting on the
back of his palm, just enough to suggest she was still jerking him off. It
would have been better if he would do it by himself, but she loved the
connection. She turned her body toward him, wanting more contact. It wasn’t
enough, so she swung her leg over his, sitting aside his thighs.


A woman on top.


Emily slid her swollen belly forward so that it was
just inches from his swollen cock, her fingers on his hand. Her own desire grew
with his, and now she did look at his face, because his eyes were glued to her
belly.


His strokes grew shorter and faster, matching his
breathing, and she knew, as well as she had known anything in her life, that he
was really excited by this, touching himself for her, wanting to shoot on her
belly. And though she had been aroused beyond belief into the most amazing
orgasms, by Justin, by Dwayne and Antonio and others, though she had far
surpassed all of that with Damian, nothing compared to the thrill she now felt from
Damian jerking off for her. Not because he always had such a desire, but because
she had put the thought in his head. She was the one who had brought him
to this place, who had raised herself to his level, who had met him in a battle
of wills and had not only survived, but ended up on top.


Her nipples flared, nipples that would soon be
streaming milk from breasts that would soon swell, and even though they longed
for his hands on her, even though her pussy clenched in hope, she was able to
resist their siren call, because she was so close to the top of the improbable
climb of her seemingly insurmountable mountain.


Damian’s nostrils flared, his hand flying over his
cock, and through her smile Emily urged him on. “Do it! Give it to me!”


He erupted, his hips thrusting off the bed so high
she had to fight to stay atop him, yet stay atop him she did, in every way. His
thick seed splattered over her belly, his spurts so strong the cum ran up
instead of down, gushing between her breasts, and he came and he came and he
came until her entire chest, and more importantly, her belly, was coated in his
release.


His eyes were still on her belly as she rubbed his
seed into her skin, not just because she knew he would like that, but because it
was what she wanted. When he was finally finished, she sucked her fingers,
going back again and again for more.


His eyes finally refocused on hers, showing more raw
emotion than she had ever seen, and yes, a glint of understanding of what had
just occurred, what had just changed. For a heartbeat Emily considered sliding
up and sitting on his face, her legs twitching at the thought. 


She didn’t need to do that, she could tell from Damian’s
look that he got the message, so instead she lay against him, kissing him hard
on the mouth, her tongue darting into his. She wouldn’t have been surprised if
he had resisted, and would have been ready for that battle, but after only a
second of hesitation he opened his mouth.


Justin would have been turned on, not only by the
taste, but by what it represented, that she had sucked another man. And by her
act of kissing him, telling him she wanted him to taste it, telling him she
understood why he wanted to taste it.


Damian recovered quickly, but the balance had
shifted, and they both knew it. Still, he said, “You want my cum so much in
your mouth?”


Not saying a word about how she had just put it in
his. 


He pushed her roughly back down his chest, grabbing
her head and pointing it at his cock. She let him have his way; this was only a
battle. The war, as far as she was concerned, was over.


That, and she still wanted him. 


She took his cock in her mouth, all of it, just like
she’d always wanted. Though his shaft had lost its firmness, it was still a
struggle to take it all, a struggle she welcomed. 


 He’d just had a huge orgasm, and it was going to
take him a while to recover, to come again.


She didn’t mind.


Not only because of the joy it would bring her, but
because now, finally, she could go home.


 


 


Emily went into the office as usual on
Monday morning, yet with a new lift in her step, and a new outfit. Not a
maternity dress, it was too soon for that, but a new skirt and blouse, even new
shoes.


The first thing she did was call Damian’s assistant
and ask for an appointment, telling her it was rather urgent. Damian had stayed
away the previous day, perhaps a punishment for what she had done on Saturday.
Knowing Damian, he’d be thinking she was now desperate for more sex after a
single day away.


The assistant didn’t get back to Emily until late in
the afternoon, either because Damian was busy or because he was just making her
suffer. 


For once, Emily hadn’t minded.


During the day she put her work in order, and made
sure to stop and talk to everyone she had met, most of them nice people, people
she might have become real friends with if the situation had been different.
Quite a few of the women, and even some of the men, seemed to take note of her
belly, but no one said a word.


When the time came, Emily went upstairs, her steps
heavy, not because she didn’t want to see Damian, but because of this last
difficult thing she had to do.


His assistant said, “Do you know how long you’ll be?
His schedule is pretty full, I had to squeeze you in.”


A sudden wild thought swung into Emily’s head, an
urge to make a comment about it was she who had to squeeze Damian in. She said,
“I don’t think very long, but we should probably let Damian decide, don’t you
think?”


She’d let the woman think whatever she thought about
that, and went into Damian’s office.


Inside, she closed the door and leaned against it,
taking it all in. Damian at his desk, not looking at her, but out the window.
The window he’d taken her against. 


Emily said, “I would have done this yesterday, but I
didn’t see you.” Not a reproach, just a statement of fact, to make it clear how
important she felt about being here. “I came to say goodbye.”


He turned to her, clearly surprised, a revelation so
out of character for him she was momentarily stunned. Yet, she realized,
another way in which she had affected him.


“He’s going to take care of that?” Damian didn’t
have to point or explain what he was referring to.


“My baby. Of course. He’s my husband.”


Damian laughed. Whether it was in derision or
disbelief Emily could not tell, because even though she’d made him happy, as
happy as a woman could make him, she’d so rarely heard him laugh.


She said, “You say you know me. Sexually, you do.
You know me as well as Justin in that regard. You immediately recognized what
it took me a really long time to discover. But when it comes to what is here,”
she put her hand over her heart, “you don’t know me at all.”


Emily waited for that to sink in, then went to stand
by him. He didn’t get up, either because he felt he didn’t need to, or didn’t
want to, perhaps not realizing that this left her looking down on him.


She touched his chest with her finger. “I hope
someday you find a woman who will affect you more here.” Her fingers
slid to his cock. “Than here.”


She let her fingers linger, longer than she meant
to, perhaps because though her mind had come to one conclusion, her body still
resisted.


Damian pushed her hand away, but not before she had
felt his cock stir. Which was probably why he turned down her implicit advance.
She wasn’t sure if she was offering anyway.


She would have responded though, if he had needed
her right then. Not just for sympathy, but because she would want to, she would
always want to.


She moved away. “I’m going home.”


“No, you’re not.”


“You’d stop me?”


“That’s not it and you know it. You don’t want to
leave.”


“I do.” Emily said it with conviction, though her
body fought that as well.


He turned from her and got up, moving away. “I’m
tired of you anyway.”


Emily knew he was lying, being defensively mean, but
it hurt anyway. “Let’s not end like this.”


“You’ll be back.” He spun on her. “Because of that,”
and now he did point at her belly. “And because of me.”


She didn’t answer, she didn’t want to argue.


Damian leaned into her face. “I know what excites
you. You want to turn men on, you want to make men want you. You want men to need
to be inside you, you want men to lose control over you, to do with you what
they won’t do with other women.” He flicked his hand, dismissing the entire
idea, dismissing her. “You’ll never change, you’ll never be able to walk away
from that need. From me.”


Emily had let him go on, not only because he was
right about most of it, but because she could tell he had never dealt with this
before, he had never felt so challenged by a woman, a challenge in many ways
far greater than what he would ever get from a man.


She tried to give him a way out. Not to let him
regain control, but because she no longer needed to rationalize her desire for
him with a control he had over her. “You’re so not the diaper changing type.”


“So you are running back to Justin.”


“Not for that.”


“Yeah, right.”


Emily moved close to him, as close as she dared, for
though her mind was strong, her body still threatened to betray her. Very
quietly, she said, “I once told you that you didn’t know me. I wasn’t quite
right; you do know most of me. But the woman you knew—the woman who came to you—she’s
gone, just like I’ll be gone. The woman I am now you’ll never know, you’ll
never understand.”


Damian had heard her words, he had perhaps even
accepted what she said, but when he spoke she would never know for sure. “Or
want.”


Emily stood on her toes and kissed him on the cheek,
his face once again a mask. “That’s for you to live with.”


She turned, and walked away without looking back. 


As Emily opened the door he said, “On your way out,
send Bren up here.”


 


 


Outside the office, Emily’s shoulders
stooped, as much in disappointment as in anger. Was Damian going to stoop to
that? Revenge sex?


Yet by the time she had finished packing up her
belongings she was feeling much better. Bittersweet, yes, she’d had so much
fun, she’d learned so much about herself, about what she could do, about how
strong she could be.


And she’d never forget. After all, she could relive
it over and over.


With Justin.


She took one last look at the office, a strange
fantasy world, not a princess in a castle, or an escape to a romantic beach,
just a building with walls and windows and desks and workers. Yet as pedestrian
as the surroundings were, no fantasy could have possibly matched the reality of
what had happened here.


Emily found Bren sitting in her cubicle. They really
hadn’t been friends, but certainly there was no need for them to be enemies, at
least from Emily’s point of view. 


“I just came from Damian’s office,” said Emily, yet
with none of the tone which implied anything untoward had happened there, as
Bren might have done. Bren must have picked up on it, realizing what Emily
hadn’t implied, and what she had. Her eyes widened, perhaps in understanding,
but, as Emily could clearly see, in envy. “He wants to see you.”


Seeing her reaction, Emily realized Bren had never
been with Damian. 


She couldn’t bring herself to be angry at Bren, for
she’d walked in those shoes herself, fantasizing over the amazingly alluring
man who even now still pulled at her from the floor above.


No, she couldn’t be angry, not at Bren, not even at
Damian. Emily had got exactly what she wanted, what she came for.


What she needed.


Truly happy now, Emily gave Bren a genuine smile.
“Have fun and hang on. It’s a wild ride.”
















 


 


 


 


Homecoming


Every day I was hoping for the call,
praying for the call, yet when it came, I was still surprised.


“You mean it?” I asked. “You’re really coming home?”


“I told you I would.”


Emily’s voice was light and airy. Happy, I thought.
“I know, it’s just. . .”


“You getting used to being on your own?” said Emily.


“No, not that at all.”


“I mean, if you want me to stay out here, doing what
I’ve been doing. . .”


She was trying to sound serious, but I realized she
was teasing. “What have you been doing?”


“I’d rather tell you in person.”


I was at home, sitting outside on the porch, having
a beer. Lisa was playing with the baby in the backyard. This wasn’t the time or
place to hear juicy details, but I couldn’t resist. “Give me a hint?”


“Hmm . . . it involves lots of
shopping.”


“What?” That wasn’t what I was expecting to hear.
What was titillating about shopping? “That’s it?”


“You mean you thought I was doing something else out
here?”


“Well, there were the pictures and videos. . .”


“Oh, that. Well, it all ties into the shopping.”


I was totally confused and said so. “What kind of
shopping?”


“Clothes, for one thing.”


All I could think of was sexy outfits. But she had
been having sex—lots of sex—with Damian. Talking about sexy outfits, even if
she was wearing them for him, was a bit of a step down in excitement. “Maybe
you’re right, it might be better if you tell me in person.”


“It will.”


“I can’t wait to see you.”


Emily said, “Me too. I want to make this a
homecoming you’ll never forget.”


I was getting hard just thinking about it. “I’m sure
it will be.”


“Do you remember your homecoming? When you
came back from your long trip?”


“How could I forget.” That was when I’d found out
that Emily was pregnant, and how I had first come to grips with the possibility
of another man being the father. In withholding the truth, Emily had made me
suffer—the most arousing suffering possible—not only that night, but for a long
time after.


I glanced over at Anthony, who was having fun with
Lisa, his dark hair so different from Emily’s golden curls. I was so happy we
had him for a son.


“I want to do that again,” said Emily, “but the
other way. Instead of me waiting for you, I want you to be waiting for me. With
all the lights off. Naked in bed. Can you do that?”


“Sure, I guess. . .”


“I have a little surprise for you.”


And all at once it hit me. She was going to do it again.
She was pregnant.


“Are you. . .”


“Sorry, I have to go, they’re calling my flight. Be
ready. I love you!”


“Wait! I. . .”


But the line was dead. “I love you too,” I whispered.


I hung up, stunned.


My mind reeled, thinking about the conversation,
about the implications. Yes, she knew what turned me on, the terribly sinful
thought of her being impregnated by Damian. Yet that was hard to reconcile with
her breezy and teasing attitude and voice. 


I must have read her wrong. There was no way she was
talking about that kind of surprise.


Then it hit me. Clothes shopping.


Not sexy outfits. Maternity outfits.


I tried to do the math in my head, counting days,
trying to remember when she had started to show the first time she was pregnant.
Either the math wasn’t working or my mind wasn’t. It didn’t make sense, but
what else could it be?


 


 


I lay on the bed, totally naked, just as
I’d been told to do. It was still a half hour from when Emily was due home, but
I couldn’t bear the suspense any longer. After receiving a text that she’d
landed, I’d paced the house, tried to watch the news, anything to get my mind
off of what was about to happen. 


What I was about to learn.


I had given up. It was impossible to concentrate on
anything else at all, it had been impossible since Emily had called earlier
that day. 


My wife was coming home.


Though I had spoken to her every day, I wondered how
much her time away—her time with Damian—had changed her. The fact that she was
coming home meant something, of course. But I fretted about whether I could
still please her sexually, whether every thing I did now in the bedroom would
be compared to what she’d just experienced.


 And I wondered about how her time away had changed
her physically. 


I finally gave up trying to distract myself, it was
impossible. So I went to the bedroom, removed all my clothes, pulled back the
covers, and lay on the cool sheets, which I’d just changed.


The house was uncommonly quiet. Lisa had taken
Anthony to visit a cousin who also had young kids, they were going to do a
sleepover. I suspected Emily had tipped Lisa off about her return. Lisa gave me
a big wink as she left. 


In the quiet, I had time to think. About how I had
got to this place—not only where I was in life, but actually in a bed, naked,
anxiously—and excitedly—waiting for my wife to return to me, while I was in
this position, and tell me about her long stay with another man. 


Not only tell me, but perhaps show me as well.


It was troubling on so many levels, and yet I felt
oddly—not at peace, because I was shaking with anticipation—but accepting.
That should have been really surprising, but it actually made sense. It wasn’t
like I just jumped to this acceptance, it had been building for a few years
now, ever since that fateful day when I’d first suggested the bucket list to
Emily to spice up our very staid and infrequent sex. This hadn’t been a sudden
leap—even Emily being with Damian hadn’t been a leap. Rather, it had been a
journey.


After all, I’d accepted Emily being with Dwayne. Not
only accepted it, but helped make it happen. I’d accepted how she’d not only
fantasized about other men, but had wanted to be with one. I’d accepted how she
had not only kissed Dwayne, but had taken him in her mouth, had let him fuck
her. Right in front of me.


I’d accepted how she’d been with Antonio, the suave,
sophisticated European who I feared would sweep Emily off her feet. I
practically hated him, although I’d never met him. My anger at him was only
damped by the fact that I realized a lot of men wanted Emily. And I
loved that. I loved that so many men wanted my wife. Rich men, powerful
men. They all wanted her. Some of them even got to be with her, and that was
the best part. For everyone. For them. For Emily. For me.


I’d accepted how she had been with Dwayne again, and
with the young stud Jackson, who I’d never met either. Both of whom had come
inside her, unprotected.


And now Damian.


I’d come to realize that Damian had wanted Emily
even when I was working for him. Yet he’d never acted on it. I wouldn’t have
stood for blackmail; if Damian had told me he’d give me a big raise or a better
job in exchange for being with Emily, I’d have told him to go fuck himself and
quit. Yet I would always wonder: what if he had come right out and told me he
wanted Emily, and she’d wanted him too? That she had wanted him was no secret
now, she’d admitted as much. But what if she had said no, she couldn’t be with
a man who was my boss, but I could tell deep down she wanted to? What would I
have done then?


It didn’t matter now. Damian wasn’t my boss, and wasn’t
when Emily had been with him. We were all adults here. Damian had no hold over
me—or Emily—because of work.


Although he might have another hold on her.


So I accepted it all. Not only in my mind, with
logic, but with my body. My cock was as hard as I ever remember it being, sticking
up like a lighthouse against the calm sea of the sheets. A lighthouse beckoning
Emily home, a signal of my arousal.


And my acceptance.


I’d fought hard not to touch myself, all my arousal
begging for release, but I owed it to Emily to wait. 


I heard the door open downstairs, and I quickly
clicked off the light. 


My heart was beating so loudly I couldn’t hear her
until she stepped into the room. “Justin?”


“I’m here,” I said in the darkness, my voice a
croak. “Just like you told me to be.”


“It was more of a request,” she said. “But I’m glad
you did it.”


“I’d do anything for you.”


“For us. Always for us.”


My eyes had adjusted to the darkness just enough to
see her outline. It looked like she was naked.


“Did you fly like that?” I asked, trying to lighten
the mood, which filled the room with intensity.


“I wouldn’t do that on the plane, silly,” she said.
“Although I do have to tell you about what I did in a convertible. But that’s a
story for another time.” 


Emily still hadn’t approached the bed. “I’m so glad
you are home,” I said.


“Me too. Now close your eyes.”


“It’s dark.”


“Close them anyway.”


She probably wouldn’t have been able to tell if I’d
complied, but I did as she said. Another acceptance.


Even before she had touched me, even before the bed
shifted, I sensed her, I felt her, her musk and aura flowing over me. My cock
seemed to twist in her direction.


She straddled me.


Like the phone call, I knew what was coming, and yet
when it came, I was still stunned.


Emily shifted forward until her thighs wrapped
around my head. I could hear her breathing, it was as fast as my own. 


“Kiss me,” she said.


I thought she was going to sit on my face, I thought
she was wanted me to kiss her pussy. But she slid forward, and my lips met only
the skin of her belly.


Her swollen belly.


I moaned, kissing her over and over, so thrilled to
finally have my lips on her. Even here. Especially here.


“You’re pregnant,” I marveled.


She let me kiss her again before she said, “I guess
that wasn’t much of a surprise, was it.”


My cock, which had been stiff for longer than it had
ever been, quivered, as if it couldn’t decide whether to whither, because it
was no longer needed, because the seed had already been planted in Emily. Or
whether it should rise higher than it ever had, because even though the battle
might have been lost, the war continued, and I needed to compete.


“Are you happy?” she asked.


I didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”


“Because I’m back?”


“That too. Everything.”


“Kiss me again,” she said. “I want to be sure.”


“You don’t trust me?”


“Don’t ever say that. I trust you more than anyone
in the world. I trust you more than myself. I’m back not only because I love you,
but because I trust you. With me. With this.” She lowered her belly to
my waiting lips.


I kissed her again and again. “Are you sure now?”


“Very. Now I’m just enjoying what you are doing.”


I let out a laugh, pent up energy and anxiety. “Not
as much as you are going to enjoy this.” I started to slide down the bed, so I
could be between her legs. To lick her.


So she could sit on my face.


Whether I was going lick her, or she was going to
sit on my face—it just depended on how you looked at it. The end result was the
same, but the feelings it imparted were so different.


Yet she surprised me, even more than her showing me
her swollen belly. “Not that. I mean, not now. There will be time for that
later.”


She slid down my body, her pussy gliding past my
face, too fast for me to react. Her ass rode down my chest, past my stomach.
She lifted herself off the bed, then, without even using her hands, lined my
cock up between her legs.


I wished the light were on, yet even in the
semidarkness I could see how beautiful she was. Her breasts were full, her
belly fuller. Not bulging, not yet, she wasn’t that far along. I’d never wanted
her more.


She lowered herself onto my cock.


She was very wet, taking me, and though she couldn’t
be feeling anywhere near as stretched as she had with Damian, still she moaned,
perhaps for my benefit, or perhaps, just perhaps, she still wanted my
cock in her. Especially now.


She leaned forward, brushing her lips against mine,
her breasts a tease on my chest. “I wish I had the words to tell you how much I
love you,” she said.


“You don’t need words,” I said. “Especially when we
are like this.”


And though she’d been fucked by other men, I truly
believed that she’d never been like this with other men, joining with
them in love and not just in sex. 


She kissed me again, moaning into my mouth, a moan
of both love and arousal. “Make love to me,” she said.


Those were the right words, those were Emily’s
words, those were the words of love. I answered her back with words of arousal.
“Fuck me,” I said.


And she did, rising up, settling on my hips, her
hands on my chest for leverage, driving into me, pulling me into her. Fucking
me.


My cock was finally getting the attention it needed.
I swelled inside her, yet I didn’t want to come yet, she needed more.


Her breasts leapt up and down as she rode me. I
reached for them, amazed at how they felt fuller already, and I almost shot my
load right then, thinking of how they would soon fill with milk.


Still I fought to hold on, I sensed she needed this
coupling even more than I did, she needed this reestablishment of our marriage,
of our lives.


Yet through it all I sensed—I knew—that her passion,
her hard driving into my cock, was more than just the love, it was her own
acceptance, her acceptance of her sexual desires, her needs. Yes, she wanted to
make love to me. But she also wanted to fuck me, the man who had helped open
her life to a magical journey. Her acceptance of the thrill—for both of us—of
my cock being in her pussy, in the pussy that other men also fucked.


Emily knew I loved her, she didn’t need those words
now. I knew her needs, and I accepted them, so I gave her the words meant for
her arousal. “Whose baby is it?”


Her hips moved faster. “Whose baby do you want it to
be?”


“Mine.”


“Are you sure?”


I shoved my cock hard up into her. “Mine.” I thrust
as hard as I could, so hard she would have flown off me if her legs hadn’t been
so tightly pressed against my sides. “Mine!” 


Her fingers dug into my skin as she fucked me with
abandon, and I knew I’d been right.


“My baby!” I gritted. “Tell me it’s mine!”


I could see well enough now to know that her eyes
were wide, her lip quivering. Her mouth opened, and knowing I’d soon hear the
truth, wanting and fearing the answer, my cock swelled with expectation and the
need to compete in the ultimate arena of her womb.


“It’s, it’s. . .” Emily gasped. “It’s. . .”


It was too late. I had no control left, if I’d ever
had any, and I exploded inside her, more spasms than I could count, even if my
mind was in a position to focus on anything but the incredible release, on her
parted lips, on her swaying breasts, on her pregnant belly.


She didn’t stop fucking me, she didn’t stop using my
cock, even though it was probably softening, she rode me and rode me until she
too came, a shudder that I felt not only in her pussy but in her thighs,
flowing right through her arms and hands and into my chest.


She collapsed on me, the two of us fighting to catch
our breaths. I could actually feel her heart pounding.


I don’t know how long we lay there. I stroked her
hair, our bodies still together, warm.


When I could think once again, I said, “You didn’t
answer my question.”


Emily leaned up on her elbows, her face inches from
mine. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes were so bright, more alive than I’d
ever seen. “Do you want me to tell you now, or wait a little?”


My stomach did a little flip, and though I’d had
probably the biggest release of my life, my cock twinged inside her. After a
moment, I asked, “How long?”


A hint of a smile appeared on Emily’s lips. “A few
months? A few weeks? A few days? A few hours?”


I thought about it for a while. I really did. I
thought about what not knowing would do to me. How it would worry me. How it
would drive me crazy.


How much it would turn me on.


“I’m not sure I can stand a few months,” I replied.


“A few weeks then.”


She kissed me, long and deep. When she broke free,
she said, “I can’t tell you how much this excites me.”


“Which part?”


“All of it. Especially this.” She freed herself from
me, I could barely feel my cock as it slid out, she was that wet. She shimmied
up my body, and she reached over and turned on the light. “I want to really see
you,” she said.


If she looked beautiful in the darkness, she was
radiant now, a goddess of fertility.


She again lifted herself up, but this time she
didn’t move down toward my cock, but up toward my face.


With a raw emotion that was as powerful as when she
told me she loved me, she whispered, “I never want this to end!”


I couldn’t tell if she was talking about me, or our
sex, or her trysts with other men. Her eyes were full of life, and I thought I
spotted the hint of a tear, a tear perhaps for joy, or perhaps an acceptance of
knowing not only her own needs, but thankful for my acceptance of them as well.


She raised herself up and hovered over my face,
looking down at me. This was why she wanted the light on, this was what
she wanted to see. 


I wrapped my hands around her legs and pulled her
toward me, just as she was lowering herself onto my face. Her musk flowed into
my face, my nostrils, my mouth, my very being. Her clit was so swollen I almost
didn’t recognize it, her pussy so wet it begged to be licked.


My lips met hers, the taste of her deliriously
overwhelming, my beautiful wife giving herself to me. Or thrusting the pussy
she’d let another man fuck over and over onto my face.


It all just depended on how you decided to look at
it.


Right now all I could see, all I could taste, was a
woman who wanted me, a pussy that wanted to be—that needed to be—licked. And a
woman who wanted me to be the one licking her. 


At least for tonight.


My tongue drove into her depths, nothing like a
cock, yet what I lacked in length and girth I made up for in intensity,
thrusting, pushing, swallowing.


“Oh!” she murmured. Then she repeated, “I never want
this to end!”


Emily hadn’t asked me what I wanted. She had simply
stated a truth. In that moment she was, ironically, incredibly vulnerable. Because
I could have told her I was done, that I wanted it to end, that now that she’d
had her wild fling, now that she’d been with man after man after man, now that
she’d sucked cocks and let men shoot their seed into her, it was over. There
wasn’t anything left to do, to try, to prove.


She might have been waiting for my response, perhaps
for me to say that she wanted me to stop her, to help her overcome her need, to
reclaim her as not only mine, but all mine.


Or perhaps she just wanted me to lick her pussy.


As it had before, and no doubt would again, my cock
helped me decide. As her juices flowed into my mouth, it stiffened, hardening.
Casting its vote.


I pulled my mouth away just long enough to gasp,
“Say it again!”


“I never want this to end!”


And, knowing we both realized what that meant, I
said, “I can’t either.” My tongue flew across her pussy, into her, sealing my
pact.


She ground into my face, understanding and accepting
my response, and came, and this time I felt her release in my mouth, the glorious
proof of her arousal, of my ability to meet her needs. At least this one.


We’d never been so close than in that moment, just
the two of us. Mentally. Physically, even though we were alone, there were
three of us in that room, me, Emily and the other man she’d been with.


Perhaps it would always be like this, the two of us
in spirit, in mind, but always other men in body. In her body.


 


 


Emily spooned up against her husband, as
she’d done a thousand times before. The fact that the position was the same as
when they’d first been married, when she’d lie against him like this not to
have sex, or recover from sex, but to avoid sex, was not lost on her.


Justin was finally breathing evenly, perhaps not
asleep, no doubt all she’d sprung on him tonight swirling in his brain. They
didn’t need to deal with it tonight, or tomorrow, they would have plenty of
time. After all, they were married and would be together forever.


Besides, Justin had told her that he didn’t want to
know all the details tonight. She couldn’t understand why it would excite him,
not knowing, but she knew it did. If the roles were reversed, she’d be angry
and hurt. Yet she didn’t ask him to explain. It was his need, just as
she had hers, and she accepted it.


She snuggled up against him, loving the closeness,
the warmth. Soon she would not be able to get her entire body this close
against him, her belly would get in the way. 


It was a delicious thought, and perhaps she moaned,
or gave off a signal, because Justin turned to her, kissing her hair. The warmth
spread along her neck, into her breasts, igniting a renewed heat between her
legs, which opened without her even having to command them. 


Emily reached between their bodies, her hand riding
the swell of her belly. She grasped Justin’s cock, which hard grown hard again,
and she smiled in the darkness. 


 


 


 
















 


 


~      ~     
~


 









Another author note. . .


 


 


 


But wait! you say. What about the baby? The babies!


 


We don’t mean to leave you in suspense, just as we never
planned on doing so after Book 3. If we had, we would have split this book in
two, and ended it with Emily still in California. We did consider that, because
there was so much story to tell, and the book was getting a little long. But as
in all our books, we’ve tried very hard not to leave frustrating cliffhangers
to try to get you to buy another book.


 


You see, at the end of Book 3, we thought it was pretty
clear who Anthony’s father was. But a lot of you weren’t so sure, and our email
was flooded with messages from readers asking for clarity. . .


 


Or not. Some liked not knowing. Others felt strongly
they knew who had got Emily pregnant, and yet they weren’t all in agreement on
who the father was. Our original plan was to clarify everything in the story
you just finished. We realized, however, that if we did, while many readers
would be happy if their suspicions were confirmed, others would be
disappointed. Others just didn’t want to know at all.


 


So after thinking about it for a long time, we believe we
have come up with a solution that not only will be fun, but will offer it own
thrill. We are writing an Epilogue to Book 4 which goes a long way to answering
the questions. 


 


So here’s what we suggest you do. If you don’t want to know
who the father is (actually, who the fathers are), or if you feel strongly one
way or another, we’re going to suggest that you not read the Epilogue.
That’s right. When’s the last time you heard of authors telling you not to read
a story? But we really honestly feel that way. If you think it will ruin what
you have got set in your head, one way or another, just don’t read it. If you
are even reading this, you must have been interested enough up to now
with the journey. You can leave it at that. 


 


On the other hand, if you just have to know. . .then
read the Book 4 Epilogue. We promise it will clear up any confusion, although
we couldn’t resist the temptation of suggesting that there might be more to the
Emily and Justin story. Even if we don’t tell it, you can fill in the next
steps of their journey using your own imagination.


 


The Book 4 Epilogue will be available shortly, and we’ll
send out a message to newsletter subscribers with a link to get it.


 


There is also a short additional scene of how Damian deals
with Emily returning home. That one you can read with no risk. . .just
scroll to the end of this book to see how to get it. (You don’t have to be a
newsletter subscriber for that one).


 


Thank you all so much for joining us on this incredible
ride. We’ve especially loved your emails, comments, and suggestions. Just like
Emily, we never want it to end either.


 


 


—cici and Blaise

















 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


            


      

















 


Other books in the Her
Needs Series


 


Discovering Her
Needs


Satisfying Her
Needs 1 and 2


 


 


Coming Soon


Accepting Her
Needs


Exploring Her
Needs


 


 


Want to know of when
more of the Her Needs books are released? Make sure you sign up for our
mailing list!


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


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


 


 


Thank you!


  











Find Out About New Releases/Mailing
List


 


If you would like
to be one of the first to hear about new releases, get discounts, free stories
and Epilogues, 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, plus free additional stories and Epilogues, for signing up!






and 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)


C. C. Morian amazon
author page


Blaise Quin author page


 









About the authors


Blaise Quin. I love to write stories
that fall into the space between romance and erotica. I try to give enough
backstory and buildup so that the hot stuff has some context, instead of it
just hitting you out of the blue. On the other hand, I know a lot of readers
don’t want to wade through hundreds of pages of sometimes trivial information
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.


 











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


Role
Reversal


 


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!)


















Books by C. C. Morian


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





 


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. . .











Books by Blaise Quin



The
Pent Up Desires Series


Back in the Game


Back in the Workforce


A Model Arrangement


Aged to Perfection 1
& 2


Working the Rotation
1 & 2 and …


 (more to come)


 


                       


Working the Rotation 


Thrown out of the house by her ex-husband, Amy is in
desperate need of money and a change in her life. She takes a job at an
exclusive resort catering to the whims of the rich. 


 


The resort position turns out to be quite an eye opening
experience for Amy. Not only in what she learns about the services they
provide, but in what Amy learns about herself. Join Amy on her life changing
journey as she discovers and releases her pent up desires.


 


(A multipart story that can be read standalone)


 


 


Aged to Perfection


 


Divorced and nearing forty, Sarah is looking for a change in
her life. She meets Brad, a biker who also runs a bar in the rough part of town
that has a secret room in the back for special customers. 


 


Brad offers Sarah a job in the bar that is a far cry from
her buttoned up corporate life. It would be the most extreme job change
imaginable, immersing her in a world of hard men and bikers who take what they
want.


 


Yet it would give Sarah a way to unleash her pent up
desires.


 


(A multipart story that can be read standalone)


 


 


 


 


Back in The Game


Forty year old Beth has kept herself in great shape since
her divorce, and while she would love to meet a man again, she hasn’t had much
luck with online dating. She used to play some volleyball, so she joins the
local club to play and maybe meet some men her age.


 


Imagine her surprise when she finds out that volleyball
isn’t all that’s going on at the gym. And the hot young studs on the other team
don’t care at all how old Beth is.


Back in The Workforce


Recently divorce Michelle has lost everything due to her
cheating ex-husbands gambling problem. She’s forced to take a job working for
Men With Muscles, a moving company staffed with strong college men who are much
younger than she is. They’re very interested in what kind of experience
Michelle has beyond working in the office.


 


Michelle fights to resist her temptations as she finds
herself alone in big houses with just the hot young stud movers. Until she gets
caught doing what she shouldn’t be, and now she has to pay the price.


 


A Model Arrangement


Jackie is forced to work lousy jobs after her ex-husband
runs off with all their savings. At a job fair she is approached by a talent
scout offering her a modeling job for an agency which guarantees results for
its clients. It sounds like a scam, but she’s got nothing to lose after being
groped by her boss.


 


The agency guarantee tests the product in a real life
situation, and Jackie gets to model a beautiful designer dress. Only it turns
out that the dress is designed to attract men, and of course there’s only one
way test whether it really works. . .


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 * * *


 


 


 


~  ~  ~  ~  ~


 


 


 
















 


 


Click here to visit our
website to read 


 


Damian’s Need


 


 


(a free short story
about Damian)
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