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Author’s note


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


 


—C. C. Morian


 











AWAKENING HER NEEDS


Part One



 


by


 


C. C. Morian













AWAKENING HER NEEDS


 


 


I knew I was supposed to twist off the cork
from the bottle of champagne, but I let it pop anyway, it was so much more
festive. My wife Emily, who hadn’t been a party girl, ever, giggled, clearly
excited by this simple act.


I filled our glasses and proposed a toast. “To
starting our bucket list!”


Emily laughed and sipped her champagne, and we had a
good kiss, not sexual, but loving. Emily wasn’t that kind of girl either.


“What will we do first?” she asked.


“Ladies first. You pick.”


“I don’t know, I’ve been thinking about this for
months. It’s hard to decide, there are so many things I haven’t done yet.”


Although we’d been a couple, mostly, for over ten
years, and married for five, so much of what Emily and I did together still
seemed new. Emily had lived a somewhat sheltered life; she’d grown up in a very
traditional family and had attended private girls’ schools from the first grade
all the way through college. As a result, she’d experienced very few of the
things that kids experimented with in high school and college.


Hardly a week went by when I was surprised by what
she hadn’t done. So one day I had suggested that to celebrate New Year’s
we create a “bucket list” of activities for us to share, with the goal of
getting her some fun experiences.


I had to admit I had a somewhat ulterior motive. Not
only had Emily not experienced wild partying, drugs, or even something as
simple as being drunk, she’d had almost no sex. In fact, I was the only man she
had ever been with. We had started as high school sweethearts, her
seventeen, me a year older. We stopped seeing each other when I went to college;
I felt the need to date, to experiment. We dated on and off again after that,
mostly during the summers, both of us reconnecting in our home town after
returning from our respective colleges. 


We’d never had sex during that time. Emily always
wanted to save it for marriage, and specifically, for me, believing since we
first met in high school we were destined to be married. Perhaps it was because
there weren’t many men in the all girls’ college she attended. She told me that
she was still a virgin on our wedding night, and I believed her.


That wasn’t true for me, but I had never cheated on
Emily. I was truthful with her when I was in other relationships. I finally
grew up a few years after college and realized what a good thing I had, and
Emily and I got back together for good.


So while I hadn’t exactly had a long history of
other women, my experiences were worlds more than Emily’s. As a result, our sex
life was very conventional; while we did have sex on our wedding night, for the
most part since then it had been mostly the same: at night, in the missionary
position, with condoms. Emily had been taught that the only reason for sex was
to procreate, so she didn’t see the need for birth control, and while we both
wanted kids, we weren’t quite ready. 


So my secret longing was that I could convince
Emily—or even better, she would be the one to suggest—that her bucket list
include a few new sexual experiences. She wasn’t even comfortable with oral
sex. I dropped a few hints in the time leading up to New Year’s, very subtle,
but I wasn’t sure exactly what Emily gleaned from them. With Emily’s background,
we didn’t talk openly about sex; sex was something for the bedroom, and even
there, there wasn’t much talk, just a quiet sweetness.


I loved Emily so much, not only for her next door
girl natural cuteness, but for her bright, upbeat personality and because she
loved doing things with me. She didn’t have a selfish bone in her body.
Sometimes I wished she’d do more for herself, just to make herself happy, and I
told her as much, but she always replied that making me happy made her happy.


“Maybe something you’ve always wanted to
experience?” I prompted.


“Well. . .” Emily’s looked away, a little
shyly. 


Here it comes, I thought. Finally, she’s
blushing, she’s going to suggest something to do with sex. . .


“Go ahead,” I said. “Don’t be ashamed, doing
something different is the whole point of the bucket list.”


“Okay!” Her eyes were bright, alive. “I know it
sounds crazy, but. . . I’ve always wanted to go on a big roller
coaster!”


“What?” It took a few seconds for the words to
register, and when they did, I thought she was kidding. I waited for her to
start laughing. But Emily was dead serious. “A roller coaster?”


“Yes! We never went as kids, my parents thought
amusement parks were a waste of time and money, and I never did get to go. Can
you believe that? I’ve never been to an amusement park. Can we go, Justin? Will
you do it with me?”


I locked a smile onto my face, I was happy for her,
to see her this excited. But deep down, selfish as it was, I was disappointed.
My bucket list idea had been a bust. “Sure, Emily,” I said. “We’ll go on the
biggest roller coaster ride ever.”


Emily got to check off her bucket list item
a few months later, when the weather was warm enough to go to the amusement
park. She was thrilled, laughing like a teenager, although she was in her mid
twenties. It reminded me again of how much she hadn’t done. What had college
been like for her, without all of the first time experiences most young adults
got after finally living away from home? 


I couldn’t help but thinking about how limited her
sex life had been, not only because it had only been with me, but because even with
me it was limited. I resolved to try again to use the bucket list idea, not
only because I was looking forward to something new, but because of how Emily
responded to the roller coaster. She really did like looking forward to and
experiencing new things.


Why wouldn’t that apply to sex as well?


One night at dinner I brought it up. “So Emily, your
birthday is coming up.”


“Don’t remind me! I’m getting old.” 


“Twenty seven is not old,” I said. “You’ve got a
long life ahead of you, a lot of experiences to have.”


“I know. I just want to do so much, and I feel time
is rushing by.”


“Anything in particular you want to do?”


“A lot of things. We haven’t traveled much, not
together, except for those times I was able to get off work to come on your
business trips. I want to learn to play an instrument. And. . .” She
looked away. “I do want to have children soon.”


“You know I do too,” I said. “I just want to make
sure we’re ready financially, and this project I’m working on may require me to
be away for a while at some point. I want to be around when you are pregnant.”
I was an engineer for a big oil services company, and frequently had to travel
for work. Usually it was only for a week at a time, but we had just started a
major out of state construction project, and I’d no doubt be traveling more.


“I know. I agree. I just don’t want to wait too
long.”


“We won’t, I promise. In the meantime, I was
thinking. . .why don’t we use our bucket list? We can add items to
it, and instead of waiting until New Year’s, we can try to check them off more
often. We can start on your birthday.”


“Oh, that sounds like fun! And your birthday, too,
of course.”


“Well, the list is more for you, but okay, sure.”


“So what should we add to the list?” asked Emily,
her bright blue eyes sparkling with anticipation.


Although we called it a bucket list, we really
hadn’t made a specific list yet. “Well, you liked the roller coaster, right? So
maybe something that’s even more daring.”


“Hmm. . .How about bungee jumping?” 


“You picked that because you know I want to do it.”


Emily shrugged. “I still picked. And I’d be doing it
with you, that’s the most important thing. It’s so much better if we do it
together. Besides. . .” she turned away, a little shyly, “I like
being surprised.”


“Okay.” How could I ease into this? It was a long
way from a roller coaster and bungee jumping to sex. Emily was looking at me in
excited expectation. I wanted to suggest something sexual, but at the same time,
not make her think badly about me, although she loved me so much I’m not sure
she would. Still. 


I tried to think of how most women probably learned
about new sexual experiences, thinking back to my college days, drunken parties. . .Of
course. Alcohol. The ultimate inhibition reducer. Emily didn’t drink much;
she wasn’t opposed to it as her parents were, but their influence had resulted
in her idea of drinking to be a few sips of wine.


“I have one thought,” I said, trying to sound matter
of fact. I really didn’t want to manipulate Emily, and I felt a little guilty
about even guiding her thoughts, but I wanted her—and us—to have a really
fulfilling marriage, in and out of the bedroom. “I know you’ve never been drunk. . .”


Emily’s eyes widened. “Justin!”


“Hey, it’s something we could do together.” 


“You mean, go out to a bar somewhere and drink a
lot?”


“We could do it at home. Not to make a habit of it,
you know I don’t drink much either.” Not since I’d been married, anyway. “It’s
just something you might want to experience.”


“I don’t know. . .”


“Just think about it, okay?”


Emily shook her head. “Some of the girls I knew in
college did get drunk now and then. I never understood what all the excitement
was about.”


“Did they seem to be having fun?”


Emily considered. “Well, now that I think of it, yes
they did. Although the next day wasn’t always good.”


“We don’t have to get that drunk. Just get a
little buzz on. Who knows, it might put you in the mood to think of some more
items for our bucket list.”


Emily seemed doubtful, but as always, she was
thinking of me. She reached out for my hand. “Well. . .okay! Let’s do
it!” 


When Emily’s birthday rolled around, I
didn’t want her to remember it only as the day she got drunk, just in case it
didn’t turn out well. So I made reservations at a nice restaurant and also
decided to buy her a new outfit; she rarely bought clothes for herself beyond
what she wore to the office and hung around the house in. I’d actually never picked
out clothing for her. Married guys will appreciate how hard that is to do, even
if you know your wife’s tastes. Sexy lingerie was out of the question--Emily
didn’t own any, although it did give me an idea for the upcoming bucket list.


Perhaps if she liked what I got in an outfit, it
could lead to some sexy lingerie, working down, so to speak.


So with a little trepidation I snuck a peak at her
sizes when she wasn’t home. I’d also seen receipts from a few catalog
purchases, so I kind of thought I was well prepared. Then I went to the mall. But
when I entered the first women’s clothing store I was instantly overwhelmed. 


For one thing, I didn’t understand the signs. Women’s,
Juniors, Misses. . .I headed for Women’s; I seemed to remember that
the other sizes were for teenagers. I pulled out the very first thing that
looked interesting, a nice blue skirt. But the size said 16, and I couldn’t
find anything smaller.


“Can I help you?”


A really nice looking woman about my age was at my
elbow. She was wearing a slim skirt, a silky blouse, and high heels. The blouse
wasn’t cut low at all, but the way it moved on her body, clinging here and
there, gave her a totally sensual look, as did the black opened toed shoes.
Although my wife Emily was actually prettier, this woman was much sexier,
hotter. Why couldn’t Emily dress like that? I had to stop myself from staring.


“Uh, I’m trying to buy a birthday present for my
wife. I’ve never done this before, she mostly buys workout clothes and office
outfits, I wanted to get her something a little more. . .” My voice
drifted off.


The woman smiled. “A little sexier?” she suggested.


“I guess so. She’s pretty conservative, but maybe
just something a little different?”


“Don’t worry, I know what you mean. You aren’t the
first husband to come in here with this problem.” The woman pulled out the
skirt I was looking at. “Is this the kind of thing she wears now, or what you
want her to wear?”


“I can’t really tell, it seems kind of big.”


“What size is your wife?”


“Most of the things I’ve seen in her closet are a
size 4, some are a 2 and some are a 6.”


“Oh my goodness, she’s a waif! How tall is she?”


“About five five.”


“Well, you won’t find anything here for her.”


“Oh. I’ll try another store then, thanks.”


“No, silly!” The woman shook her head. “Men. I meant
not in Women’s. She’s a Misses, Women’s are for larger sizes.”


“Huh?”


“I know, it doesn’t make sense. Follow me.”


Which I was happy to do, seeing her ass nicely
outlined in the slim skirt, feeling just a little guilty, but hey, it’s okay to
look, right?


The sales clerk led me to another section of the
store. “What are you looking for? A skirt? A dress?”


“I’m not really sure, what do you suggest?”


“Well, when a man buys me an outfit, I like a dress.
Does your wife wear many dresses?”


“Mostly skirts. She has a few formal dresses she
wears to weddings and stuff like that.”


“Let’s see what we have.” She proceeded to pull out
a number of dresses and held them up against herself. 


I must admit I thought Emily would look good in any
of them, but I just couldn’t picture her wearing them, although I certainly
would want to. Most of the dresses were tight and clingy, really sexy. “Those
are nice, but I think they might be kind of a stretch for her,” I said. “I’m
not sure she’d be comfortable in any of those.” Not yet, I thought. Maybe
something else for the bucket list. . .


“Very conservative, is she?” The clerk tapped an
elegant finger against her lip. “Let’s see. I have an idea.” She led me to a
display mannequin. “How about something like that?”


The skirt on the mannequin looked exactly like
something Emily would wear, upscale office attire. “Yes, but that may be too similar
to what she already has.”


 “We can fix that,” replied the clerk knowingly. She
pulled out a skirt from the rack and held it against her legs so the hem was
just above her knee. The skirt was wider than what the woman was wearing, so it
completely hid her waist.  “Is this how your wife wears her skirts?”


“Exactly.”


“So you think she’d be comfortable with the style?”


I shrugged. “I think so.”


“How about now?” The woman deftly gathered the waist
and also lifted the hem, so now it matched her own outfit. Actually, she had
magically lifted her own skirt in the process, so she was now showing quite a
bit of thigh.


The effect was magical. The look went from being
office appropriate to downright sexy.


“Wow,” I muttered.


The sales lady laughed. “See, it doesn’t take much.
And now for another secret. If we find something almost exactly like this, but
in a Petite size, you won’t even have to get her to hem it. Petites are made a
little shorter than the same skirt in a Misses.”


“Really?”


“Really. Now what color do you think she would
like?”


“Actually, what you are wearing is really nice, but
I feel funny buying something for my wife that I saw you wearing, even though
you look great in it.”


The woman gave me a big smile. “Why do you think
they make us only wear clothing we sell? That’s the whole point, so guys like
you buy it. Come on, let’s pick out something else for you to look at.”


Emily realized she shouldn’t be so excited looking
forward to opening the nicely wrapped gifts Justin had left for her on the bed.
It was a holdout from her upbringing, her parents had stopped giving her
birthday presents at twelve, telling her that she was too old to expect
anything, and the whole concept of wanting could lead destructively to needing,
a terrible thing. And even before then, when other kids were getting dolls and
toys, she usually received only practical gifts from her parents, like clothing
and books.


So Emily felt a little guilty as she stared at the
box, yet at the same time, it was a way to fill in some of the blanks on what
she had missed growing up. Justin was  thoughtful and kind; she was so happy
that she had waited for him, so glad they were married. So what if she hadn’t
experienced other men? Who needed another man when she had someone like Justin,
who would do anything to make her happy?


So she didn’t hurry to open the gifts, she just sat
on the bed, feeling the outline of the boxes, savoring the moment. What could
it be?


And Justin, standing there a little nervously, not
his usual way, he was always so sure of himself, so strong. 


“If you don’t like it, I can bring it back,” he
said.


So that was it. He was worried he had bought her
something she wouldn’t like. How could she not like a gift Justin had picked
out for her? Just the thought was what counted, she could hate it and it
wouldn’t matter, she’d use it or display it or do whatever one did with
whatever the gift was.


“You spoil me,” she said.


“No, really, I hardly get you anything, except on
your birthday, I’m not good picking out gifts.”


“But you buy me flowers and take me to restaurants,
and I love those diamond stud earrings you got me last year.” Emily touched
them, her favorite jewelry, not because they were big and flashy, but because
Justin had picked them out, the diamonds another luxury she never had.


“This is a little different. Go ahead, open it. We
have dinner reservations at that French place you’ve always wanted to go to.”


“Oh, Justin,” Emily jumped up and threw her arms around
him, holding him close. She knew Justin hated French food, even though he
pretended to like it when they went to a French place, she knew he did it just
for her. “You’re too good to me. I wish I could make you as happy as you do
me.”


“But you do, really. Come on, open your gift, I’m
dying to see. . .just open it.”


Emily giggled, feeling so young. She sat back on the
bed, carefully  unpeeling the wrapping, and then lost her control, ripping off
the package. A beautiful blue box with the name of a high end boutique store.
Where had Justin found that box? Surely he hadn’t bought her something from that
store.


She opened the box, tissue paper, and underneath,
fabric, something silky. Clothing? Justin had bought her clothing? Try
as she might, she couldn’t help feel a sliver of disappointment, a repeat of
her childhood experiences. 


Though she had to admit the blouse was elegant, a
top end designer label, it must have cost a fortune, and below it, more tissue,
and a skirt. Confused now, had Justin bought her a work outfit? Didn’t he like
her clothes?


She turned to him, smiling, just a little forced, he
was such a dear, it was the thought that counted, right? And it was a really
nice outfit, much more expensive than she normally wore.


“Do you like it?” he asked, a little eager, hopeful.


“It’s beautiful,” she said, meaning it. “I just. . .”


“Didn’t expect clothing?”


She sighed, he knew her so well, she couldn’t hide
anything from him. “It looks expensive, not that I’m not grateful, just—”


“Just try it on,” Justin urged. “I want to see what
it looks like on you.”


Emily started unbuttoning her blouse, turning
slightly, even after years of marriage she hadn’t got used to undressing in
front of anyone, even her husband. Her back to him, she laid her blouse on the
bed and slipped out of her skirt, folding it neatly. She picked up the new
blouse, the silk luxurious against her skin, breezy yet not see through, like a
wearable satin sheet. She had to admit it felt wonderful.


Next came the pencil skirt, a much slimmer cut than
she normally wore. She slipped off her low heels and was forced to pull it up
past her thin waist. The silk lining felt decadent, wispiness against her
pantyhose. Her earlier disappointment was turning quickly to delight, the
material so smooth, so high quality. 


Her good feeling came to a crashing end when she got
it completely on, the hem only reached mid thigh. She turned up the hem, it had
very little extra material, there was no way she could have it altered to be long
enough.


“Do you like it?” asked Justin. “It looks great on
you.”


“It’s beautiful, really, but it’s a little short,
I’m sorry.”


“No, that’s the way it’s supposed to be. You have
such great legs, you look amazing.”


“Justin, I can’t wear this to work, I wouldn’t be
comfortable.”


“It’s not for work, it’s for going out. I was going
to get you a dress, but I wasn’t sure what to pick, everything looked
too—anyway, I thought the skirt would be better. Look in the mirror.”


That was the least she could do. Emily walked over
to the bathroom, where a full length mirror was on the back of the door. She
had to shorten her stride, the skirt wasn’t long by any stretch, but it was
tight. 


Emily gasped when she saw herself in the mirror. The
outfit looked even better on than she could have possibly imagined, even if it
was many inches too short. The combination of a semi structured top with a form
fitting skirt was something she had seen in fashion magazines, but never
thought would look good on her petite frame. She turned side to side, feeling
stylish. 


Too bad she’d never be able to wear it in public,
just sitting down would be a challenge, the skirt would hike up so far it would
probably show her panties.


Still, she had to confess, it looked so chic.


“Come on, admit it,” said Justin, sounding a little
proud of himself. “It looks good, doesn’t it?” Without waiting for her to
reply, he brought her the other box. “Here’s the rest of it.”


Emily frowned, the box was too small for a jacket,
too large for jewelry, and there was no way Justin would buy her lingerie, was
there? She slowly opened the box and gasped, Christian Louboutin, a brand Emily
had looked wistfully on in magazines, classically beautiful but way more than
she could ever justify spending. Black pumps, so her style, although the heels
on these were too high, they had to be four inches.


Four inches or not, she couldn’t resist slipping
into them.


And was instantly transformed, she hadn’t worn four
inch heels since she’d tried on a girlfriend’s in college, but even tottering
in them, she felt suddenly elegant, her legs looking longer, more refined, her
posture more erect, her whole body like that of another woman. Not a model, she
wasn’t tall enough, but an elegant woman instead of a dressed up twenty
something.


For the first time in her entire life, Emily knew
what it meant to feel sexy.


Justin whistled. Emily wasn’t one to stare at
herself, vanity another sin her parents had warned her about. But she couldn’t
pull her eyes off of her reflection, it was another woman staring back at her.


Not a girl, as Emily often still thought of herself.
But a woman, a sexy young woman.


Too bad it would all have to be returned.


“Justin, it’s beautiful, it really is. But we can’t
afford it, and I just look too—.” Too what? Too good? 


Justin put his arms around her waist. “Don’t worry
about the money. My project is going well, if I do the out of town trips I’ll
get extra pay. You don’t have anything like this, it isn’t like you go and
spend money on yourself. Just enjoy it.” He hugged her tighter, kissing the top
of her head. “Besides, you look so pretty. Even more than you always do.”


Emily blushed. Her practical side said not to keep
the outfit, but the little devil of temptation was whispering in her ear, Do
it! 


She succumbed. After all, it was just an outfit. What
trouble could it bring?


She tried one last time to shoo the devil away. “I
don’t even know where I’d wear it.”


Justin smiled. “How about now? To dinner?”


I had planned on wearing a sport coat to
dinner, but after seeing how dressed up and elegant Emily looked in her new clothes,
I switched to a suit. The gift outfit had exceeded my wildest expectations. Emily
looked great, not just cute, the way I usually thought of her, but downright
sexy, a term I never had thought would fit my wife.


As we left the house, got in the car, and during the
drive, I found myself sneaking peeks at her, like she was a stranger. At one
point I had to swerve back into my lane, I’d been staring at Emily’s bare
thigh, the skirt had hiked up in the car. I’d seen her thigh a thousand times,
yet tonight, it seemed downright risqué. Something to do, I suspected, with the
fact that a skirt that short was so unlike Emily, just the thought of her dressing
outside the norm so arousing I got an erection in the car.


On the way into the restaurant I actually chuckled, I
was checking out my own wife. Crazy.


“What’s so funny?” asked Emily, her arm through mine,
making me feel like a million bucks.


“Nothing. I’m just happy.”


We reached the doors just as a formally dressed
couple was leaving, the man in a tux, the woman in an elegant evening gown,
probably on their way to the theatre. The woman was maybe in her late thirties
or early forties, beautiful, comfortable in her classy outfit. The man was a
little older, distinguished, reeking of power and money.


We were so intent on holding the door for our
respective wives that we jostled slightly, both saying Excuse me, polite.
On any other night, I might have turned my head to follow the woman as she
walked away, she was that good looking, but tonight all my attention was on
Emily, she made even the elegant woman look just average. Still, as I made sure
the door didn’t close, I caught the distinguished man staring at Emily, actually
stopping in the open doorway to openly admire her as she entered the restaurant.



The rich guy’s eyes darted to me, as if
reappraising, then he gave me a slight nod, so much communicated in that
glance, it had nothing to do with holding the door. That’s some wife you got
there, the look said. And with no embarrassment at all, like it was the
most natural thing in the world, the man gave Emily one last long look before
following the woman he was with.


Stunned at the man’s audacity, I didn’t quite know
what to do or say, then it was too late, the man was gone. Yet my chest swelled
with pride; that rich, good looking guy with the beautiful wife had just as
much as told me how amazing Emily looked, how tempting and sexy she must have
appeared to him.


Inside the restaurant I gave my name to the hostess.
The man’s reaction was still on my mind, for some reason not bugging me at all.
We had had never been to this restaurant together, but whenever we had walked
by Emily had gazed at the raised tables near the windows, reserved, we
surmised, for the regulars and the beautiful people. I’d been here once before,
for a work lunch, all guys, we’d sat in the back near the kitchen, and the
service hadn’t been all that attentive.


The hostess frowned over the computer. I worried
that there was something wrong with the reservation, which would be a disaster.
Sure enough, the maitre’d came over, he and the hostess having a conversation
in rapid, quiet French, which I didn’t understand.


The maitre’d pointed to the screen, the hostess
nodding, erasing something on the seating diagram. 


“Is there a problem?” I asked.


“No, not at all, monsieur,” responded the maitre’d.
“Please, follow me.”


Which surprised me, being shown to the table by the
maitre’d and not the hostess. I shrugged and guided Emily before me, feeling
her naked skin under the silky blouse.


Instead of heading to the back, the maitre’d led us
toward the front of the restaurant. Partway there a waiter with a very heavy
tray stopped to let us go by; I felt bad for the guy, I’d worked in a
restaurant a long time ago and knew the policy was to always let guests go
first, no matter how much your arms were killing you. So I stopped, ushering
the waiter to go first over his objections. When I resumed my journey through
the tables, Emily was a dozen feet ahead.


At the table just in front of me six businessmen had
all stopped their conversation to stare at Emily, the curve of her tight buns clearly
outlined in the form fitting skirt. One of the men said, “Wow,” and another one
said, “You can say that again.” The first man repeated, “Wow wow” and they all
laughed.


None of them paid any attention to me, they were so
focused on Emily. On any other night I would probably have said something, not
make a scene, but these men were ogling over my wife, for god’s sake.
Yet there was nothing derogatory in their response; well, some might consider
it sexist, or demeaning, but they didn’t say anything off color, and though I
thought of myself as a pretty modern, intelligent guy, I’d often appreciated
women just for their looks.


Instead, I had the same reaction I’d had at the
entrance, I puffed up, these men were checking out my wife, she looked that
hot. Not in any kind of slutty way, I didn’t think Emily could possibly even
look slutty, no matter what she wore. 


My cock twitched wildly. What kind of guy got horny
walking through a restaurant? Awkwardly I hastened to catch up to Emily, my
erection pushing against my pants, it was a good thing I was wearing a jacket.


The maitre’d was standing by a table for two, in the
very center of the windows. The dais curved outward at that point, making the
spot the center of attention. “Will this be acceptable, monsieur?”


I nodded, as if I got offered this table all the
time, and let the maitre’d hold the chair for Emily.


“Oh my gosh,” said Emily, her eyes darting around
the restaurant. “How did you manage to get us this table?”


“It’s for the beautiful people, remember?” I replied.
“And you’re beautiful enough for the two of us.”


Emily shook her head in amazement. “I don’t know how
you did it, but I’m not complaining, I feel like a princess!”


I hadn’t done anything, but I had a good idea of
what had happened. The maitre’d had taken one look at Emily and decided that
she was the one who should be at this table, an advertisement to everyone
looking in that this is where the beautiful people came to eat. 


Emily was in heaven, gushing about the food, her
youthful energy making her radiant. Unlike my earlier dining experience, the
service was impeccable, the waiter attentive, especially to Emily. During the
dinner, whenever I could pry my eyes off her, I’d glance around the room, and
damn if I didn’t see men all over the place staring at my wife.


It couldn’t just be the clothes, I thought. Yes,
Emily looked amazing tonight. But she was still Emily, nothing had really
changed.


I got up twice to go to the rest room, the second
time just to see if I was right about the men in the room looking at her. Sure
enough, a lot of them were. Walking back to the table, it finally dawned on me.


Men were probably always checking out Emily.
She really was that pretty. I had just become so accustomed to her beauty,
since I had known her since she was in high school, that I just hadn’t noticed.


The realization hit me like a slap in the face. I felt
guilty as hell. It wasn’t like I didn’t think Emily was pretty, just the
opposite. Instead, I was bothered by the fact that I had missed it before.


How long had men been ogling over my wife? Maybe
lusting over her? 


Who else besides the men at the restaurant did this?
Men at her office? At her gym? 


It was all I could think about when I sat down. I didn’t
even taste the food, my mind preoccupied with thoughts of men staring at my
wife. Perhaps getting aroused over her.


Just as I was now, my erection springing back to
life. All those men, wanting my shy, inexperienced wife. . .


It was almost too much to bear. It took all of my
self control not to rush through the meal so I could get Emily home.


To what? Have sex, of course I wanted that. But
tonight I wanted more.


For her part, Emily chatted through the meal,
seemingly unaware of my discomfort. If only she knew about how she was
affecting all theses men, I thought. 


Perhaps it was better she didn’t. What would her
reaction be if I said, Hey Emily? Did you know all those men in the
restaurant were lusting after you? And I got a hard on thinking about it.


Emily snuggled up in the bed against
Justin, content. She loved him so much, and on top of that, he had given her a
wonderful birthday. First the outfit, which she had looked upon and wore with
some trepidation, yet she should have trusted her husband. She had felt
different in it, a little uncomfortable at first, but by the end of the evening
she was almost at home wearing the shorter, tighter skirt and higher heels. Not
that she could ever wear anything like that to work, or even out in public
alone, it was a special occasion outfit, when she was with Justin.


The gifts, the restaurant, sitting by the window.
She had glanced around a few times, looking outside at the passersby, at the
people in the restaurant. Were other couples looking at her and Justin the way
she had looked at people sitting at the window tables, as special, the
beautiful people? Certainly Justin was handsome, and though Emily didn’t think
of herself as vain, she knew she was pretty. Had people been looking at them?
It was kind of exciting in a way.


“What are you thinking?” asked Justin.


He sounded wide awake. It was pretty late, Emily
would normally have been falling asleep right about now, but the fun evening
had her wound up. “Just how happy I am. With everything. My birthday, you, us.”


Justin kissed the top of her head. “I’m glad.
Although we didn’t get to check off the next item on our bucket list. We were
supposed to get drunk.”


Emily laughed. “I think I’m a little tipsy from
those two glasses of champagne at dinner. Maybe I’m drunk already.”


“Two glasses of champagne isn’t drunk.”


“Maybe for me it is.”


“Hmm. . .do you have an incredible urge to
run around outside naked? Or go jump in the pool right now in your pajamas?”


“Is that what drunk people do?” Emily frowned, then
slapped Justin lightly on the chest. “You’re teasing me.” When he didn’t reply,
she said, “You are, right?”


“We’ll just have to see, I guess.”


Emily smiled in the dark. Handsome, kind,
considerate, and funny. What more could a woman possibly ask for? “Well, it
will have to wait, tomorrow is a work day for both of us.”


“I know, we didn’t think of that. Let’s do it this
weekend.”


Emily giggled, still affected by the champagne.
“Okay. If that’s what you want.”


After a moment, Emily drifting off, Justin said,
“Maybe you could wear your new outfit to work tomorrow.”


Groggily she asked, “What?”


“Your new outfit. You looked so—good in it tonight.”


“Justin, I can’t wear that to work. Not that I don’t
like it, I do. But it’s too—revealing. What would people think?”


“That you’re pretty.” Justin paused. “People were
looking at you, that’s how good you looked.”


“They were looking at us, you mean. Because
we were at the beautiful people table.”


“I’m not sure anyone was looking at me, I think the
attention was on you.”


Emily had noticed a few people looking, but she
really thought it was all about where they were sitting. Had her outfit been
too revealing? Oh god, did she look cheap? That couldn’t be it, the outfit was
too nice. Sure, the skirt was short, but she’d seen women in the restaurant
with much shorter skirts. It really just felt short on her because she usually
didn’t wear skirts that showed her thighs.


And the shoes, well, maybe a little—sexy, but
certainly not cheap. Not Louboutins.


Emily felt a warmth run through her, a little
tingle. Maybe it was Justin’s hand on her thigh, usually his way of hinting at
sex. But they rarely had sex during the week, she needed her sleep, sex was a
Saturday night thing for them. Certainly Justin understood. It was her
birthday, after all.


But the warmth wouldn’t go away, confusing her. She
should have been recoiling at the thought of people, men, staring at her
in the restaurant. Somehow she sensed that’s what Justin meant, he was just too
kind to say it.


She leaned up on her elbow to look in Justin’s eyes.
“Justin, you aren’t angry at me, are you?”


“Why would I be angry?”


“I don’t want you to think that I like people
looking at me. Men.”


Justin pulled her down back onto his chest, stroking
her hair. “If that bothered me, I wouldn’t have just suggested that you wear
the outfit tomorrow, would I?”


“No, I guess not.” She was still a little confused;
Justin had practically said men had been staring at her in that outfit, and he
wanted her to wear it to work? Did he want men ogling at her?


She was thinking too much, as usual. It had been a
good day, why ruin it? She rolled partially on top of him to give him a kiss. As
she did so, she felt the stiffness of his erection press into her. Normally she
would have rolled off, pretended she hadn’t felt it; she didn’t want to
embarrass Justin, his urges, unable to control himself. But tonight it felt
good, and her kiss, which started out as a peck, became deeper, probing.


Justin lifted her easily onto his waist, her legs
straddling him, his erection now pushing against her thin pajamas and panties,
right into her most private parts. She gasped, realizing she was aroused. She
never got wet quickly, she was so nervous about sex, even with Justin, that it
often took a half hour of snuggling and kissing just to begin to get ready.


Not tonight. Something had happened. Could it have
been the champagne? Oh, no, did drinking make people horny?


Justin’s hand was in her hair, pulling her down
toward him, but she didn’t need any extra encouragement, she didn’t want to
stop kissing him. His hands grabbed her butt, enveloping her cheeks, his hands
were big and her ass so small.


“You’re excited,” she breathed into him.


For answer he lifted his hips, and Emily swore that
he was going to enter her right through her clothing. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I
know it’s not the weekend, but you just looked so—pretty tonight, I was staring
at you all night.”


“Staring at me? You can look at me anytime.” But his
words thrilled her, she was so happy that her husband thought of her this way.


Besides, he’d been so nice to her, certainly she
could return the favor.


“I know, I just—the way you looked, I saw men
looking at you, and it made me so—proud.”


“Men were looking at me?” She realized it was true,
yet just saying it out loud was so shocking.


Her mind was disgusted, men leering at her body, she
should have been so turned off, yet here she was, aroused. No, her arousal
couldn’t be because of the other men, it was because of Justin, it was in spite
of what happened at the restaurant.


And what about Justin? He should have been angry,
she should be mad at him for not being angry, he couldn’t really want
men ogling her, could he?


Something to talk to him about later, right now, she
was too worked up. Justin squeezed her bottom, his strong arms moving her up
and down on his erection. He wanted her.


Emily slipped her hand between them, taking him in
her hand, he was so hard tonight. 


She stroked while using him to rub herself, she’d
never done that before, it felt so good, even through her clothes. Justin read
her mind, he was pulling down her bottoms, she slipped to the side to make it
easier for him, pulling the sheets over her, she didn’t like being naked, even
in the dark. 


But Justin’s hands felt good on her, he was so
gentle, so loving. He didn’t rush her, he knew she had to warm to sex. But
tonight she wanted to show him how much she loved being with him. She guided
his hand between her legs. She felt him hesitate, then slowly probe her with
his finger. She gasped as he touched her clitoris, arching her pelvis into him.


“You’re wet,” he said, surprised.


“I know.” Emily still held lingering shame over sex,
she was taught it was to make babies, sex for fun wasn’t something you were
supposed to do. She wanted a baby, more than one, but not now. Yet tonight she
felt a new, uncontrollable need, she wanted Justin inside her.


She reached for the nightstand drawer as Justin
pulled off his bottoms. The box of condoms was right there, but her fingers met
nothing, the box was empty. Disappointed, but understanding, this was fate’s
way of telling her she was wrong for getting so worked up, the payback for the
sin of her lust.


“What’s the matter?” asked Justin.


“We’re out of—you know.” She couldn’t even say the
word, just like she couldn’t say pussy, or cock, or any of the
other vulgar terms she’d heard describing parts of bodies.


Justin’s fingers were working on her clit, another
word she normally didn’t use, but tonight she would keep all these words in her
head, her little secret. Though it felt good, it was another decadence she felt
uncomfortable with, the selfishness of having something done to her and not
giving something in return. So she stroked Justin’s manhood, he liked that.


Justin slid his fingers in her and she moaned, it
made her think of the two of them, being together.


“So wet,” he repeated.


“I’m sorry,” she whispered.


“What’s there to be sorry about?”


“I should have bought some.” Not that she ever had,
she’d be too embarrassed, Justin always bought them.


“That’s okay, we can do something else. And I want
to see how wet you are.”


Justin slipped under the covers, laying his head on
her belly, his fingers still exploring, opening her. “I’ve never seen you like
this.” His voice, muffled by the sheet, reverberated against her chest.


“That feels good,” she admitted, trying to relax.


“This will feel even better,” he said, shifting his
body, positioning himself over her crotch.


Emily tensed, pulling her legs together. “No,
Justin, you know I—.” She’d never become comfortable with oral sex, especially
not like this, laying back, being licked, feeling so self conscious.


“I want to taste you, please.”


“No, I can’t, I’m so wet. . .”


“That’s why I want to do it. It excites me so much.”


But he didn’t do anything with his mouth, not yet,
he was waiting for her to make a decision. That’s how Justin was, he wouldn’t
force her, although she knew he wanted to lick her. She knew he liked receiving
oral sex too, he’d tried to get her to do it through the years, and she had
tried, taking him in her mouth a few times, but never able to finish, afraid,
ashamed he’d think she was cheap, she had no idea what most married couples
did.


She felt guilty, too, because she felt so good,
Justin touching her, but she couldn’t reach him, it wasn’t fair. “Maybe if we
did it together,” she suggested.


“Are you sure?”


“Let’s try.”


Justin reversed himself on the bed, his arms under
her legs, kissing her stomach, her thighs, holding himself high over her, yet
his erection so stiff the tip was just inches from her face. His musk washed
over her, his familiar smell, but mixed with something else, something deep,
intense.


His manhood quivered, waiting.


Emily reached for him, stroking, already feeling
better that she was touching him. Justin responded by pressing his lips against
her skin just above her mound, the slight pressure a promise of his strength.


She closed her eyes, her body tense, waiting,
anxious, nervous, yet wanting.


Justin shifted down, planting little kisses along her
mound. 


His tip brushed her lips, and without thinking she
kissed it, that was all right, just a kiss. Justin slid down, blowing gently on
her clit, his lips grazing her most sensitive spot, so she kissed him again,
and just as she sensed his tongue on her, she licked him, ever so slightly.
She’d done this before, but never in this position, his straining erection
poised over her face like a powerful sword. 


And then his tongue was in her, and she gasped, her
mouth opening, his hips shifting down, and he was suddenly in her mouth, just
the head, so smooth, so beautiful. She swirled her tongue over him, not exactly
sure what to do, she really had no experience, and it was hard to concentrate,
Justin’s tongue lapping at her, a wave of aversion rolled over her, he was
licking her juices, she felt ashamed, her body beyond her control. 


Yet she could tell he was eager, she felt the
excitement flowing through his body, his legs taut, the arousal coursing
through his erection, jerking in her mouth. She concentrated on making him
happy, gently sucking on him, she wasn’t sure how hard she should do it, but
she wanted to please him, and it took her attention away from the decadence of
what he was doing, leaving only the pleasure.


Just a little longer, she thought. I can do
this just a little longer. . .


Her body wasn’t having as much of a problem as her
mind was, she realized her legs were opened wide, giving Justin complete access.
She felt so exposed, even under the sheets, but it felt so good, her body
didn’t care that she was wet, that she was being licked, that a man’s tongue
was inside her. She sensed Justin was doing his best to keep his weight off
her, but every so often he’d push down, maybe losing control himself, her mouth
being filled, so deep she had to turn her head, only then Justin perhaps
remembering, lifting his weight, but within seconds he was pushing down again.


Emily wrapped her small hand around his shaft, it
was the only way she could keep him from gagging, her hand sliding up and down
whenever Justin lifted his hips. So deep in her mouth, she couldn’t really do
anything with her tongue, she wasn’t sure what to do, but he was obviously
enjoying it, he was moaning like she’d never heard him. She felt guilty again,
denying him this pleasure for so long, she never realized how much he must have
wanted this, what she had been keeping from him.


Justin began focusing on her clit, kissing, flicking
his tongue over and over, she was getting close, she’d never come like this,
she didn’t want to come in his face, in his mouth, yet she didn’t want him to
stop. Unconsciously her hand moved faster and faster on his shaft, matching the
flicks of his tongue, so caught up in it now she wasn’t thinking of him in her
mouth, what she was doing, what he was doing, only that she loved it, the
feeling of her legs spread wide, the pressure, the intensity, the love, only a
man who loved her like Justin would do this to her. . .


“Emily, slow down, wait. . .” Justin
jerked his hips up, his shaft sliding out of her mouth, dragging against her
lips. His voice, so excited, thrilled her, she was doing it right! She was
turning him on, she didn’t want to let go. She squeezed her lips together,
clawing at his rear with her free hand, trying to pull him back, she didn’t
want to lose the connection. 


Justin’s tongue was diving deep, so powerful it felt
like his cock was in her, oh god, just thinking the word made her shiver, made
her think of it, his cock in her, he was having sex with her with his
tongue, faster and faster, each time he pulled out he dragged his tongue across
her clit, her hips rising up, she was so close. . .


“Emily, be careful, I’m going to. . .”


The words didn’t register, because right then her
entire body started to shake, Justin’s tongue on her clit setting her off like
an explosion, her tiny body writhing and pulsing on the bed, crushed under his
weight, nowhere to go, all her energy having only one release, through her
legs, her opening. She exploded into him, her pulse pounding in her ears,
Justin’s voice, loud, warning, the words still not making it through, her body
bucking wildly.


Justin lifted himself up, she couldn’t bear to lose
him now, and with a strength she didn’t think she had she pulled him down, both
arms around his thighs, and he thickened in her mouth and jerked, heat shooting
into her mouth, the first spurt so powerful it went right down her throat, she
didn’t taste it, didn’t even realize what was happening. Justin pulled up, the
next spurt catching her on the tongue, the salty taste filling her mouth. Her lips
followed him as he pulled out, unable to let him go, her orgasm still twitching
her body, her hips bucking, her clit so sensitive now, wanting to get away. 


Justin’s next spurt hit her on the lips, the smell
filling her nostrils, she was gasping for air, and the next two shots spewed
into her mouth. Justin slipped off her, his mouth finally away from her clit
but still on her, inside her now, as she pulsed into him.


Her wits slowly returned, Emily suddenly aware of
Justin’s cum in her mouth, his last spurts on her chin, her neck, her chest.


Never believing she could possibly do this, but
feeling like it was the most natural thing in the world, she swallowed.


It was like taking a part of him inside her, this
almost deviant act, swallowing his seed, just as he had no doubt swallowed her
juices.


They lay like that for long moments, Emily breathing
hard, her heart pounding in her chest, the enormity of what she had just done
still wracking her.


Justin placed a final kiss on her mound, gently, and
then pulled himself up to lay beside her.


“I’m sorry,” he said. “I kind of lost control.”


“Shh,” she whispered. “Don’t ever apologize when we
are doing something together.”


“I hope I didn’t. . .”


She kissed him, not thinking, only realizing from
his reaction what he now knew; he had to be tasting himself, just as she was
tasting herself, another first. Her mind told her to recoil, yet she couldn’t
get enough, her tongue pushing into his mouth, the taste inexplicable,
intoxicating.


Finally she pulled away, smiling in the dark, barely
able to see his features. “You did.”


“You should have, I mean, I shouldn’t have. . .”


“I wanted to.”


Justin kissed her again. “What got into you
tonight?”


“I don’t know, my birthday, the gifts, the dinner,
you, everything.” Yet she’d had all that before, or much like it, yet she’d
never felt like this, she’d never been so aroused. What was different? 


The outfit, certainly. The restaurant, but they’d
eaten out before. It finally dawned on her, it was the idea of other people
looking at her, at Justin looking at her, wanting her, of other men
looking at her. That’s what had changed.


That had to be it. But she could never mention it to
Justin. He was so protective, he’d be angry, or jealous, or worse, would think
less of her, her getting excited about being provocative in public.


“You seem different,” said Justin.


“I love you so much,” she said, and snuggled up into
the crook of his arm.


Justin was right, she felt different. Now she
just had to wonder if it was good or bad.


We didn’t get drunk the next night, or the
next. I had asked Emily if she wanted to, but she had said no, then shyly
suggested that I needed to do some shopping. I hadn’t realized right away what
she meant, and when it dawned on me that she meant condoms—a topic which
she’d never brought up, ever—I pretended I didn’t know what she was referring to
and made her say it out loud to tease her.


Instead of getting drunk we had sex, two nights in a
row, a first for our entire relationship. It was our customary sex, in the
dark, missionary style, but to me it was new, refreshing. Some change had come
over Emily, or perhaps both of us. Emily was more animated, more active,
pulling me into her. For any other woman it would have been perhaps just the
natural movements of lovemaking; for Emily, who was usually reactive, it was
almost a demand, a screaming.


Maybe we didn’t need the bucket list after all.


The following month I had to go out of town on a
work trip. The first night away I called home from the hotel after my long day
out in the field at the oil rig.


“How was your day?” asked Emily.


“Long, a little tiring. How about you?”


“Nothing new. I miss you already.”


“Me too.” I always missed Emily when I traveled, but
this time I was missing the sex more than ever. Sure, I thought about sex on
other trips, but it wasn’t like when I got home after a trip we would jump
right in bed. Emily always just wanted to snuggle, to reconnect. I’d never
understood that, why would you need to reconnect with your husband who’d only
been gone a few days? Yet it had always been like that, and I had learned to
accept it, even my body seemed to realize it, even though I always had a hard
on even before I opened the door to our house. I forced myself not to fantasize
about Emily when away, sometimes watching hotel or internet porn instead.


Yet right now, all I could think about was my wife.


“What are you going to do tonight?” Emily asked.


Masturbate thinking about you, I thought,
wishing I could just say it out loud. I’d never talked to Emily about sex over
the phone, let alone have phone sex. She’d changed, I thought, but not that
much.


“Probably just watch some tv, relax, maybe go down
to the bar for a beer. How about you?” 


“I’m not sure, maybe I’ll have a beer too.”


“What?” I didn’t think Emily drank at all when I was
away, and she wasn’t keen on beer.


“I’m joking, silly.”


“Oh.” What did I expect Emily to say? That she was
going lie in bed and masturbate thinking about me?


“Although we still do have to do the next item on
our bucket list.”


That surprised me. “Still joking?”


There was a pause. “Not if you want to.”


“What do you want?”


“Whatever you do.”


“You always do what I want.”


“Not always,” said Emily. “You took me to that
French restaurant for my birthday, remember?”


Did I. The entire night was still vivid in my mind,
the outfit, the men checking out Emily, our sex that night. My cock shifted in my
pants, I still hadn’t got over the fact that Emily had not only given me an
honest to goodness blowjob, but that she had swallowed some of my cum.


“Okay, the bucket list it is,” I said, feeling for myself
through my pants, wishing I could share with Emily what I was thinking about,
what I was doing, what I was going to do.


“Sweet dreams,” she said.


I certainly would, although I might not make it
until bedtime for my dreams to start. “You too.”


“I can’t believe I’m going to do this,”
said Emily, as Justin held the door for her to get in the car.


“Actually, I can’t either. Besides, you aren’t going
to really get drunk tonight, think of this as practice.”


Emily laughed, never imagining that getting drunk
was something you had to practice for. She thought you just started drinking.
But Justin had explained to her that she first needed to find out what kind of
alcohol she liked, since she hadn’t done much drinking, so they were going out
to do some testing.


Justin had convinced her to wear her new outfit even
though they were going to a tapas bar instead of a fancy restaurant. She’d been
hesitant at first, but when she saw his look of disappointment, had quickly
given in. After all, what good was it to have nice clothes if you didn’t wear
them? The very thought of it went against her ethic of not being wasteful.


She was even more self conscious this evening,
especially after Justin’s comment that men might be looking at her. He didn’t
say men, exactly, but it wouldn’t just be women checking out her shoes.
The last time out she had worn pantyhose, which she really didn’t like wearing,
but they seemed most appropriate for the office. Her skin was very light, she
didn’t tan well, so she didn’t feel comfortable going out without hose unless
she was wearing shorts. 


While dressing she rummaged though her lingerie
drawer, resigned to putting on another pair of pantyhose after a long day at
the office, when she came across unopened packages of stockings. Not thigh
highs, but honest to goodness stockings. A gift from her younger sister, Lisa, the
rebellious one who had left home at eighteen and run off with a Jamaican steel
drummer. She had left Emily most of her wardrobe, telling her it would be a
good change for her, it would attract a man like it had for her, not that Lisa
ever had any problems attracting men. Emily, waiting for Justin to come around,
had stuck everything in boxes, she didn’t need new clothes, and besides, most
of them she’d never wear, tight dresses, leather.


Through the years she’d donated most of the items,
keeping a few things, although she couldn’t remember ever wearing any. The
stockings, for example, some nude, some white, even a few with a line running
down the back, did women still wear those?


Emily had actually never worn real stockings. They
had always seemed too—sexy? Stockings were what women like Lisa wore. Not that
Emily didn’t love her sister, but they were so different, Lisa was always
surrounded by men.


Besides, she didn’t have any garters. Or did she?


She rummaged through the packages, and sure enough,
a garter belt. Emily didn’t even know exactly how to put it all on, but quickly
figured it out. Almost changed her mind, it just felt so decadent. But it was
humid, and the thought of putting on pantyhose again was too much to bear. It
was for comfort, she told herself. 


Now, in the car, she was acutely aware of the breeze
of the air conditioner blowing against the bare skin between the top of the
stockings and her panties. She hadn’t said a word to Justin, he’d think she was
drunk already, wearing a garter and stockings. It would be her little secret.
She’d never kept anything from Justin, not really, but this wasn’t something
she would have to mention, after all, it was her underwear.


At the restaurant they sat at the bar, they’d been
there before, it was pretty nice. Over appetizers Justin showed her the drink
menu, something she rarely paid attention to when eating out unless it was to
laugh at the funny names of the drinks.


“I can’t believe this one,” she said, pointing to a
drink called Sex on the Beach. 


“You might like it,” explained Justin. It has
cranberry and orange juice.”


“So you’re saying I should drink it for my health? Why
would name it like that, anyway?”


Justin had stared at her with a little smile until
she understood. “Ugh. Is that what happens when people get drunk? Never mind. What
about the vodka and peach schnapps?”


“You might like peach schnapps as a way to ease you
into alcohol. Or any drink with some juice.”


“I’m amazed they write these names on the menu.”


“There are quite a few you could order that aren’t
on here.”


“Really? Like what?”


“Hmm. I’m afraid you’d blush.”


Emily was intrigued, although she did blush easily,
she was having a hard time imaging what could be worse than Sex on the Beach.
“Try me.”


Justin considered, then leaned over. In a very sexy
voice he whispered in her ear, “Mountain Dew Me.”


She laughed out loud. “You’re making that up!”


“Go ahead, order one from the bartender.”


“There’s no way I’m going to say that!”


“Go on, it’s got pineapple juice in it.”


“How do you know so much about these kinds of
drinks?”


Justin shrugged. “Common knowledge.”


“I still think you’re making it up.”


“Only one way to find out, order one.”


Emily shook her head, still smiling. Justin. He knew
she’d never do that, she’d be embarrassed if it was a real drink, and even more
so if it wasn’t.


“Or you could order a Climax,” suggested Justin.


“Now I know you are putting me on.”


Justin raised his right hand. “I swear.”


“You order it.”


“Not my kind of drink.” Justin’s eyes twinkled as he
looked at her. “Should I order one up for you?”


Emily did blush, she could feel it, Justin’s voice
making his double meaning clear. She glanced around, afraid someone might have
overheard, but the couple next to them appeared not to have noticed.


She’d never done this, had a conversation with
sexual overtones, even with her husband. Not in public, anyway. For some reason
she felt emboldened tonight. “You mean you don’t like those? Climaxes?” Tying
to sound nonchalant, but the last word came out a squeaky whisper.


“I mean the ingredients in the drink,” replied
Justin. “Why, were you thinking of something else?”


He had maintained a completely straight face, but
Emily knew he was teasing her again. “Okay, then, if that’s how you want to be.
Too bad, I was thinking of—.” She paused. “Having one.”


Justin stared at her, clearly surprised. She smiled,
this was more fun that she would have ever expected. It was just harmless fun,
right? This was her husband. Besides, no one could hear, the room was noisy.


“Maybe we should skip dinner,” said Justin.


Emily frowned. “Then how am I going to have my
Climax?”


Justin squirmed in the bar stool. Emily was amazed
at how her simple words were affecting him.


“Now you are teasing me,” he said.


She leaned over and gave him a little kiss on the
cheek, something appropriate for being in public. “I’d never do that.” And
then, before she lost her nerve, she motioned the bartender over. “Mountain Dew
Me,” she said, trying to keep her voice from cracking. “And my husband will
have a Cli—”


“A club soda!” interrupted Justin. “And a rum
daiquiri.”


The bartender nodded and moved off, Emily stunned
that he didn’t seem to be fazed in the least by her drink order.


“I can’t believe you did that,” said Justin, his
voice tinged with surprise and what sounded like a hint of pride.


“I can’t believe you didn’t let me get you a
Climax.”


“Let me get this straight, you were going to tell a
guy you wanted to give me a climax?”


“I guess so. You were right though, these drinks must
be pretty common, he didn’t blink an eye.”


“It’s because you were with me. Try going into a bar
sometime, sit down between a bunch of guys, and order a drink like that.
That’ll get attention.”


Emily pursed her lips. “You say this from
experience?” 


“Let’s say you overheard a woman at a bar say that
in the midst of a bunch of guys. What would you think?”


That she’s some kind of hussy, thought Emily.
Certainly Justin was right, everyone in earshot would look at her. She had this
wild thought, her doing it, all the men looking at her, wondering. Was she
alone? Available? Perhaps they’d look for a wedding ring, maybe not even that
stopping them. Then eyeing her outfit, the leg hugging skirt, the really high
heels.


Maybe even wondering if she was wearing stockings
and sexy garters under her short skirt.


Now it was Emily’s turn to squirm in the chair,
suddenly imagining everyone in the bar looking at her right now.


“Emily? You okay?”


She pulled her attention back to Justin. “Yes,
I’m—fine.”


The drinks came and Justin toasted. “To learning new
things about what you like.”


Emily clinked glasses. She already was.


I handed Emily another margarita. We were
safely back at home, so I poured a second one for myself as well. At the restaurant,
Emily had tasted four different drinks in between servings of tapas, and
although she hadn’t finished a single one, she’d had more to drink that she
probably realized.


I was trying to get my wife drunk. Who would have
thought it?


I was a few drinks behind, limiting myself to one at
the restaurant because I had to drive. I was amazed at how the alcohol had
loosened Emily up. Maybe it had something to do with her small frame and her
body not being accustomed to drinking. 


At the bar, I’d almost choked when she had ordered
the sexy named drink, wondering what on earth she would have been willing to do
if she had actually been drunk.


Emily took a good sized sip. “You did a good job
making these.”


“They’re easy.” We had settled on margarita’s, the
mixings covering up the taste of the alcohol. Emily had been okay with the
sweet rum drinks, but not anything else she had tried.


“I’m not,” said Emily, and giggled.


I wagged my eyebrows at her. “We’ll see about that.”
I couldn’t believe the change in her already, and though she must have been
buzzed, she was far from drunk.


I wondered if she had noticed the men at the restaurant’s
bar checking her out. I’d been to lots of bars when I was single, and had
always looked at the women; certainly the men there tonight would have done the
same, married or not. Emily, focused on learning about the drinks—she even took
that seriously—probably hadn’t noticed, but I had. All evening I’d caught men
looking at her, her tight ass on the bar stool, he perky breasts, her slim legs
and ankles, her sexy shoes. 


I had to mentally pinch himself, this was my wife. I
was so lucky, and I had been taking her for granted. No more.


I was again surprised at my reaction to seeing the
other men ogle Emily. It had probably been going on for years, and I’d never
noticed. Why wasn’t I angry? Part of it was pride; I’d be the one taking Emily
home, not any of those guys at the bar. And I knew what they’d be thinking.
From my own experiences when I had been single, whenever I’d had seen the best
looking woman in the place picked up, or having her husband come over, I
thought: That guy is so lucky. And then imagining what she might do to
him later in the evening.


There might be men, right now, in their own
homes, fantasizing about Emily. About my wife.


Jerking off with her in their head. Maybe even
having sex with their wives and girlfriends, but fantasizing about my Emily.


I picked up my drink from the coffee table to hide my
growing erection. Emily, on the other side of the couch, was facing me, her heels
off, her legs tucked up under herself on the cushion, sitting on her small,
pretty feet, comfortable. She was still wearing the skirt and blouse I had
bought her, the skirt now exposing a lot of thigh, not making it any easier for
me to control my erection. I’m lusting over my own wife.


And I might not be the only one.


“I can’t believe I’m getting drunk,” Emily repeated
for the third time.


“I can’t believe you haven’t been drunk before.
Actually, that’s not true, I wouldn’t have expected you to have been a big
drinker.”


“I don’t think I could make a habit of it.” Emily
took another big sip. 


“You certainly seem to be enjoying yourself.”


“That’s because I’m with you, we’re doing it
together. Speaking of which, drink up, don’t think I don’t realize how far behind
you are.”


“Margarita’s aren’t for guzzling,” I said. “You need
shots for that.”


“I’ve never done a shot.”


I jumped up and went into the kitchen, my erection
still pushing against my pants. In the cupboard I found what I was looking for,
a shot glass, a goofy souvenir someone had brought us from Las Vegas. We’d
never used it. I grabbed the bottle of tequila and returned to the living room,
Emily watching me quizzically.


I poured the shot and handed it to her, taking her almost
empty margarita glass. “We only have one shot glass, so we’ll have to take
turns.”


Emily sniffed at the drink. “I have to drink it down
in one gulp?”


“It’s the same as what you’ve been drinking, just
without the mixings.”


“I don’t know, Justin.”


“You were willing to tell some strange bartender to do
you. Now you won’t have a shot?”


Emily pursed her lips. “That’s not what I meant, it
was just a drink order.”


“Sounded like it to me.” I sipped my own drink,
pausing for effect. “Or to anyone who might have been listening.”


Emily’s eyes widened. “Could someone hear me?”


I shrugged, as if it might have been a possibility.
“You never know. Come on, drink up.”


Emily glared at me over her glass, not angry, just
pretending, or maybe hiding her embarrassment. Then, to my surprise, she jerked
back her head, gulping the tequila, almost making it, the last few drops
dripping down her cheek.


“Argg!” she groaned, her hand under her chin, trying
to stop the liquid from hitting her blouse. 


I laughed, everything she had done so both in
character and out of character, the shooter unexpected, worry about the blouse
so absolutely Emily. I grabbed a napkin and leaned over, dabbing at her face. 


She gasped, the drink maybe hitting her, her lips
trembling. Still laughing, I kissed her, licking away the rest of drink on her
mouth. 


“Need a refill?” I asked.


“It’s your turn!”


I did a quick shot, then quickly refilled her glass.
“Next.”


“I’m not sure I can keep doing this.”


“How’s your stomach?”


Emily shrugged. “It feels okay. My head is buzzing
though.”


“Okay, we’ll take it easy. Do one more, then we’ll
slow down and wait a while. I don’t want you to be sick.”


Emily took the drink, then set it down. “I don’t
want to spill it on this nice blouse you bought me. I should go change.”


“Just take it off.”


Emily stared at me. “Just, like, you mean. . .”


“You were willing to tell the bartender to do you. . .”


“You’ll never let me forget that, will you?”


“I’d rather think of it as a way to get you do
something fun. Which reminds me, we have to work on our bucket list.”


“Okay, let’s do that instead.”


“After your drink.”


“I think I need another drink to be able to take off
my top, but to do that I have to take off my top. Oh my gosh, I must be drunk,
I’m not making any sense.”


“It made perfect sense to me,” I said. “Tell you
what, I’ll hold a napkin under your chin.” Without waiting for her to object, I
knelt by the couch, handing her the drink. “Ready? Go.”


Emily gave me one last look, then did the shot. Her
eyes scrunched up, but she didn’t spill a drop.


“Good girl. You’re a pro already.”


“I guess I don’t need to take off the blouse, then,”
she said.


“Better be safe than sorry.” I hesitated, then undid
one of her buttons. I realized I’d never undressed my own wife before. Emily
stared at my hands, but didn’t stop me, so I kept going, my fingers trembling,
wondering why this was turning me on so much.


I reached the last button and pulled the blouse free
from her skirt. Her bra peeked out at me. I’d seen her in a bra a hundred
times, usually just for a few seconds, but this glimpse was so erotic, so
teasing, my erection was immediately back. It was like I was with a new woman.


Emily’s lips trembled. I suddenly remembered the
first time we had been physical, her reaction the same, hesitant, yet letting
it happen. We hadn’t even had real sex that night, just touching, knowing even
then I had to go slow. 


I took the glass from her and set it on the table.
Then, very carefully, I helped her out of her blouse and laid it over the back
of the couch. Emily smiled shyly, her hands covering her breasts, even though
she still wore a bra. Although I wanted to jump all over her, I waited, and
slowly Emily put her hands in her lap. She looked so sexy, wearing just the
bra, her firm breasts pushing the cups straight out.


Sensing she was ready, I softly cupped one breast
and then the other, Emily watching my hands again. My fingers followed the
edges of the bra, over and over. It was a simple white bra with a little lace,
not sexy lingerie, but on Emily it looked wonderful.


“Do you want another drink or do you want me to keep
going?” I asked.


“I thought we were going to work on our bucket
list.”


“Maybe we are. This should be on it.”


“What?”


“This.” I bent to her breast and felt for her nipple
right through the thin fabric, mouthing her, pulling her teat with my lips.
Emily stiffened, and I loosened my grip on her nipple until she relaxed, her
hand going around my head, her fingers in my hair.


“Does that feel good?” I asked.


“Yes,” she whispered.


I used my lips to pull the top of the bra away from her
breasts, my tongue on her skin, reaching in, grazing across the top of her
nipple, instantly hard, Emily so sensitive there. Her body pulled away from me,
while at the same time she arched her back so that her breasts pushed into my
face, wanting to slow down, wanting more.


I used my chin to force the bra aside and took her entire
nipple into my mouth. Emily moaned and grabbed at my hair.


“Justin. . .”


“Don’t you like this?” 


“I do, but. . .”


I knew what she was thinking, not here, not
on the sofa, there were too many lights on, all of that. I had a wild thought.
“Tell you what. I’ll slow down, but you have to think of an addition to our
bucket list.” Maybe if she was in this excited state she would come up with something
to do with sex.


“I can’t concentrate!”


“Just say the first thing that comes to your mind.” I
stopped sucking on her and just planted small kisses on her breasts.


“Okay, I—I can’t think!”


I laughed. “I’m not doing anything!”


“Yes you are, you are—oh!”


I had simply flicked my tongue across her nipple.
“So what will it take to get you in the right frame of mind for the bucket
list? This,” I softly kissed her on her neck, “or this?” I curled my fingers
under her bra and pulled it down, revealing one firm breast, my mouth finding
her nipple, sucking.


“I can’t!”


“Choose,” I said, teasingly.


“No fair! I can’t concentrate with you doing either
one!”


“Okay, I’ll make a choice then.” Instead of kissing
or suckling, I reached around her back and deftly undid her bra strap. Emily’s
hands automatically grabbed for it, then tried to hide her breasts, but I
gently clasped her fingers, holding them at bay. 


I pulled myself away to look at her. “You’re so pretty.”


“You’re just saying that,” she said, embarrassed.


“No, you know I think it’s true. I can’t believe how
lucky I am to have you.” I kissed her. “Now, where were we? Oh, yes, the bucket
list.”


“I can’t talk about that naked!”


“You’re far from naked. And too many excuses, you
can’t concentrate when I’m kissing you, you can’t concentrate when I’m—you know
what I mean. Maybe you need another shot.”


Emily looked at the shot glass. “One more, that’s
it.”


“Okay.” With one hand I refilled her glass and
waited for her to do the shot. 


“Oh my gosh I’m getting used to it.” Emily smiled,
proud of herself.


“See? We’re checking off a bucket list item. Now
come on, think of something. Or—” I pretended to grab for her skirt. “Another
piece of clothing comes off.”


Emily squealed. “Okay, okay!” She considered. “How
about. . .we save up and go to Hawaii?”


I frowned. “So you’ve had a few drinks, you teased a
bartender, you’re half naked with your husband who loves you and is incredibly
turned on by you, and you’re thinking of a vacation?”


“I didn’t tease—”


I cut her off by reaching around her waist and
grasping the zipper on her skirt. “New rules, if you can’t be more creative,
off this comes!”


“No, Justin!” Emily playfully squirmed away, or
tried to, she had no place to go in the corner of the couch. 


“Then do better!”


“I don’t know what you want me to say! I can’t think
of anything. Besides, it’s unfair, you still have all your clothes on.”


“That’s easily fixed.” I started to unbutton my
shirt, then pulled Emily’s hands forward. “You do it.”


Emily hesitated, then gingerly reached out and undid
my buttons. She’d never undressed me, either.


“Now see how easy it is for you to
concentrate,” she said. 


I loved her hands on me, even just my shirt, but I
was having no problems thinking of a lot of things I’d like to have in the
bucket list, all of them starting with getting naked. But even after a few
drinks, I wasn’t sure Emily was ready for the type of activities I had in mind.
I’d have to ease into things. “I can’t concentrate,” I joked.


Emily smirked and pulled my shirt from my slacks.
“Funny.” She ran her hands gently along my chest.


“Don’t stop,” I prompted.


“I’ll tell you what,” she said. “You suggest
something for the list, and maybe I won’t.”


I was fighting to stay in control, I’d never wanted
so much to just rip Emily’s clothes off and fuck her right there. But I’d never
do that to her, she’d freak out. Sure, I wanted to have different kinds of sex
with her, wilder, harder sex, but I loved her so much I would never do anything
she really didn’t want to do. The problem was finding out what she would be
willing to do without actually trying. “Let’s see, you want a trip to Hawaii,
maybe I could get a new big screen tv?”


Emily looked up at me, shocked, then smiled when she
realized I was teasing. 


“Not so good when the shoe’s on the other foot, is
it?” I said.


“So where does that leave us?”


I thought fast. Maybe. . . “How about
this. Let’s both write down a few things and put them in a bowl. Whatever we
pick out is what we do. But nothing like vacations or televisions.”


“What kind of things?”


I lifted her chin and kissed her, a sensual kiss, my
tongue in her mouth, my hands back on her breasts. “Something to do with this,”
I breathed.


Maybe it was the booze hitting her, maybe it was the
mood we had set, but she kissed me back, not the way she would normally kiss me
in the living room, but the way she would in the bedroom, in the midst of sex.
It was as if she had fast forwarded. 


“I can think of one thing we can do right now to get
us jump started,” I suggested.


“What?”


“Sit up.”


Emily looked at me, unsure, but allowed me to guide her
to a sitting position. I dropped back on my knees in front of the couch,
kissing her thigh, then her calf, my mouth going down her leg, to her ankles,
her pretty toes. I reached for her shoes, and slipped each of them on.


When I stood Emily looked a little confused. I took
her by the hand and pulled her up, leading her around the couch to the other
side. I turned her around so that she was facing away from me, my arms
enveloping her waist, our bare skin touching.


“You are so sexy in that outfit,” I whispered in her
ear. “You won’t believe how turned on I’ve been all night, just from looking at
you.” I shifted my hips forward, my erection pushing against the skirt. The
heels made her taller, but not enough, so I grabbed her hips and easily lifted
her, positioning my cock firmly between her legs. “It turns me on so much I
want to make love to you right here, just like this.”


“Justin, no. . .”


I shushed her with a kiss, pulling her head around, one
hand hiking up the skirt, my other hand guiding her fingers to my cock. “I want
you so much.”


“Justin. . .” Emily’s protestations were
lost in my kiss, and now she was kissing me back, her fingers squeezing my
cock.


God it felt so good. . .


The skirt was so tight I struggled to lift it up. I
had to look down to see what I was doing, and when I did I was stunned. Emily
was wearing stockings! And a garter! I’d never seen her in stockings, it was so
out of character for her I’d never even considered it. My already hard cock was
jumping. I frantically pulled her skirt up the rest of the way, not believing
my eyes.


“Where did this come from?” How long had Emily been
wearing stockings?


Emily tried to pull the skirt back down, squeezing
her legs together.


“No, please,” I begged. “Just let me look at you.” I
pried her hands away from the skirt and tucked it between her waist and the
couch. “I just want to see.”


With my hand lingering on her back to hold her in
place, I took a step away, marveling. I’d never seen anything so sexy, my shy, traditional
wife, her slender ass, her slim thighs, her calves tight from the tall heels,
the stockings making her look so out of character, almost slutty.


“Spread your legs,” I prompted.


To my great surprise she did, just the smallest
amount, but that small movement drove me wild with desire, it was like she was
inviting me in. There was only one thing that would make it better. . .


I quickly unbuckled my belt and slipped out of my
pants. Positioning myself behind her, I let my cock rub up against the slit of
her ass, sliding it down toward her pussy, protected only by her thin panties.
The top of the stockings grazed my thighs. I never thought I could get so
turned on by a piece of clothing.


I leaned over her, forcing her to bend at the waist,
my hands on her breasts, my cock pressing into her. “Did you dress like this
for me?”


“No, I—”


“Or maybe for the men at the bar?” I didn’t know why
I said that, it just came out. God, Emily had been out all night with that
short skirt and those stockings, I hadn’t even known, had any other men
noticed? Had she crossed her legs, giving some stranger a glimpse? Another man
seeing the secret that even her husband didn’t know?


The thought excited me beyond belief, Emily showing
herself off out in public, some guy right now jerking off, thinking about her
legs, her pussy.


“No, I—”


I didn’t want to hear it, I wanted her to say yes.
I covered her mouth with mine, breathing into her, “It’s okay, I’m so glad you
did. . .”


I pushed my hips forward and reached around her,
grabbing my cock and pulling it up into her slit for more friction, then began
to rock back and forth, my shaft running along her pussy. My thighs brushed
against the straps on the garters, an incredible turn on, my cock rock hard,
slipping across her silky panties.


I had never been inside Emily without a condom, that
thin fabric the only barrier now between my cock and her opening. With my
fingers I moved her panties aside, spreading her pussy lips, and our bare skin
was touching, my shaft, her labia, her clit. Each time I moved I felt her open
even more, and the flick of the edge of her panties rubbed my cock like gentle
fingers.


“This is the kind of thing that should be on our
bucket list,” I whispered in her ear, kissing her neck. 


“Oh, Justin. . .”


I continued to spread her open with my fingers, shocked
to find her already wet. Instead of touching her clit I pushed the tip of my
cock up against her. Then I had a better idea. I took her arm off the couch
where she was holding herself up and guided it to my cock. “Use me to rub
yourself.”


Emily hesitated briefly, then slowly began pressing
the head of my cock against her clit. I timed my movements to hers, pushing
against her, letting my shaft trail against her clit, feeling her growing
wetness.


I wished I could be watching this from across the
room, my wife bent over, her legs spread in acceptance, wanting to be taken
from behind. Watching myself as I took her.


Watching someone else take her.


The idea popped into my mind, bizarre, maybe prompted
by my earlier thought of other men looking at her. Once in my head I couldn’t
shake the image, it wasn’t myself I was watching, it was some other man, some
stranger, Emily having dressed sexily to attract him, she’d spread her legs for
him, she was going to let him fuck her.


I was so caught up in the fantasy I lost control of
what I was doing and pulled back too far, my cock free of Emily, and when I
thrust forward instead of slipping along her opening I slid inside her, she was
so open, so wet. . .


In that instant I forget everything, the protection,
where I was, who I was, I could only think about how good it felt, and I kept
going, my cock sliding through her wetness farther into her tight pussy, that
itself pulling me in, deeper, deeper, until I was buried all the way.


“Justin, Justin!”


I started to fuck her, her words not registering,
just spurring me on, it had never felt so good being inside her, so wet and yet
so tight, finally free of the condoms, god I’d missed this feeling, the utter
closeness of it.


I finally registered Emily’s hand on my hip, pushing
against me, half fending me off, her mind likely aware of me not wearing a
condom, but her body fighting her. Sure enough, her hand slipped around the
back of my thigh, pulling me in, her hips moving to meet my thrusts.


A hot shiver ran through me, I’d dreamed of fucking
her like this, of her wanting to be fucked like this. 


Bent over this way, she couldn’t see my face, she
could be fucking anyone. I wished I could see the look on her face. Would her
eyes be open in wild surprise at her own actions, or would they be fluttering
in ecstasy, being taken in this new way?


I imagined myself in front of her, kissing her,
seeing her tits rocking back and forth as she was being fucked from behind. . .


My fingers were running over her clit, pulling her
wetness onto me. Emily moaned, the sound reigniting my shiver, turning it from
cold to hot, pushing me closer to the edge. I fought to hold on, I wanted her
to come. I knew I couldn’t come inside her, I shouldn’t, I wanted to so much. . .


I’d never make it, she’d never been able to come so
quickly.


I slowed my strokes while simultaneously rubbing
harder, trying to think of something else to keep from coming, to hold on, but
the only thought that kept jumping into my head was watching Emily being
fucked, that only made it worse, and now there wasn’t just one man, but two. I
squeezed my eyes shut, no, yes!


My fingers were flying, my cock motionless, holding
on, Emily’s clit hard, swollen in my fingers. I wanted so much to just bury myself
in her, to shoot inside her pussy, it was taking all my self control to move
only my fingers. Emily’s hand was still on my thigh, gripping, I wasn’t sure if
she wanted to push me out or pull me in.


Her moans, louder, giving in to my fingers,
breathless, could she be getting close? I used all my fingers now, pushing
against her clit, catching it between my fingers and my cock. I felt her
muscles contract around my shaft, she really was close, just a few seconds more. . .


Suddenly she exploded beneath me, writhing, her hips
jerking, her pussy sucking on my cock. I lost whatever little control I had,
ready to erupt. . .


With my last bit of willpower I pulled out, the
hardest thing I’d ever done. My first spurt was so strong it shot all the way
up her back, right over the bunched up skirt. Then I was covering her with my
cum, her ass, her underwear, the stockings.  Emily was still jerking wildly, I’d
never seen her have such an orgasm, I wished I could see her face, know what
she was thinking.


I was thrilled with the change in Emily, letting me
do this, wanting it. Yet I wondered what had brought it on, it couldn’t have
been just a few drinks.


As her throes subsided I watched as the last of my
cum dropped onto the tops of her stockings, mixing with the lacy fabric.


I was mesmerized, sated, yet still unable to shake
the thought of watching Emily get fucked, of another man cumming on those
stockings, on her ass.


In her.


A whole month went by. Emily didn’t mention
a word of what had happened, the crazy sex in the living room, a sexual
position she’d never experienced. She was glad Justin didn’t say anything about
it either.


She was embarrassed, but she didn’t quite know why.
It was her husband, after all. In their own house. And she hadn’t been drunk,
not really, it wasn’t like she didn’t have all her faculties, maybe just enough
of a buzz to lower her inhibitions.


And she’d wanted it.


Even now the idea made her squirm, it was so unlike
her, so brazen, so much like the hussies she imagined who would have ordered
the off color named drinks in a crowded bar. Was that the kind of sex they had,
their legs spread wantonly, not facing their husbands, but being taken from
behind?


Maybe not even with their husbands, but with some
stranger they’d picked up in a bar, random men.


Just like the men who had been ogling her in the bar
that night. Was that what those men wanted? To take her home or to a hotel and
have sex?


That’s not the way they’d think of it. They would
say, take her home and fuck her.


Even within the confines of her mind she could
barely bear to mentally utter the word. Fuck. It was so dirty, so
decadent. Girls like her, they didn’t fuck, they made love. To their husbands.


She loved Justin, and she knew he loved her. So they
made love.


The act, though, was the same. What did it matter
what it was called? She toyed with the words in her head. Making love to
her husband. Fucking her husband who loved her. 


Fucking a man who wanted her.


Emily shivered, wishing Justin was there. He was
away on a business trip, just a few days, but so help her even though it was
only seven in the morning and she had to get up to get to work she wanted to
have sex with him right now. She would have reached for him, putting her hand
between his legs, certainly surprising him, giving him the signal that she
wanted to make love.


That she wanted to be fucked.


Under the smooth sheets she pretended Justin was
there, pleased by his reaction, that even with her morning hair and without
makeup, her eyes still filled with sleep, how he’d want her. Seeing past all
that, and perhaps, excited by the newness, how out of character it was, her
groping for him on a Wednesday morning, no less.


She sensed that’s why Justin had been so aroused in
the living room, how shocked he had been, seeing her in a garter and stockings,
seeing her spread her legs for him, entering her with no protection. He’d
finished so fast, not that she had minded, she loved making him feel good, but
there was no doubt he’d been uncontrollably aroused.


The danger of getting pregnant, she wanted it,
someday, maybe soon, but it was such a big decision, they should decide as a
couple, it shouldn’t be a mistake.


Yet she couldn’t get it out of her head, the idea of
Justin’s seed shooting into her. She’d felt his hot cum splatter onto her back,
her butt, her legs, and for an instant she’d wished it had been inside her
instead.


Thinking about it even now, pretending he was there,
lying on top of her, spreading her legs to give him access, bending her knees
so he could reach deep inside.


Her hand dropped between her legs, she rarely masturbated,
it seemed so selfish, but as long as she was thinking about Justin it shouldn’t
matter, right? It was like sharing with him, as long as she was thinking about him.
She slipped one finger inside herself, feeling the hint of her early wetness.


The juices reminding her of how she had kissed
Justin right after he had licked her, and without giving herself time to think
she put her hand to her mouth, running her wet fingers across her lips, kissing
them, just as she had kissed Justin. Returning to her wetness, taking more, her
body responding, two fingers now, inside herself, in her mouth, sucking, the
taste intoxicating. 


Over and over, back and forth, filling her mouth
with her aroma, of her sex, and only when her nostrils were saturated did she
keep her hand between her legs, pushing her fingers deep, it wasn’t enough, she
needed a man, she needed Justin, she needed a cock.


Spurred on by her own smutty thoughts she gave up
trying to recreate intercourse and instead rubbed her clit, hard, the way Justin
had rubbed her as he had fucked her.  


If only he was there, if only she had a man in her,
spreading her open. She lifted and curled her legs, pulling her imaginary lover
against her, their skin mashed together, until they were both ready.


And this time, as he started to come, he didn’t pull
out, and she didn’t push him away, she embraced him with all her strength, his
seed shooting into her, deep, flooding her unprotected womb.


I had set the alarm for seven on Wednesday
morning, thinking even that was going to be too early. I’d been out drinking
late after a work dinner with some of the guys. Yet I was awake a few minutes
before the alarm went off. I’d been having one of those half dreams, the ones
where you got to make it go pretty much how you wanted it to go.


In my dream I was having sex with Emily, recreating
the memory of how we had done it in the living room, something I still had a
hard time believing, even though it was vivid in my head. I’d certainly thought
about it enough. 


As I gradually wakened I took more and more control
over the dream, turning it into my fantasy, another set of images I couldn’t
shake. Still Emily, still bent over, but this time she was the one spreading
her legs; not only that, she had her hands on her tight butt, pulling her ass
cheeks apart, exposing her wet and willing pussy. Wanting it.


And in my fantasy I got to position myself around
the room, viewing her from different positions, seeing her ass, her pussy. From
the side, her slim, tight legs, balancing on the high fuck me heels, because
that’s what they were, a neon sign telling every man she was available.


From the front, her hair covering her face, I lifted
her chin, her eyes on me, her mouth parted, maybe embarrassed, shy. Her
features changing, biting her lip, holding her breath, waiting, ready.


I look up, seeing a man behind her, a big man, even
bigger than me. Sometimes it was the distinguished man I had seen at the
restaurant, the one with the beautiful wife; he was giving me that knowing nod,
I knew your wife would be a good fuck. 


The man swirled, shifting, even as he thrust into
her, and now it was someone else, a big muscular man, an ex football player Emily
and I had once met at a function but whose name I forgot. Emily was mesmerized
by his huge frame, and I was taken by how small she looked next to him. It was
this man behind her now, a mountain towering over her. 


I wondered if Emily remembered his name, his touch.


In my fantasy dream, he didn’t give me any nod, he just
ignored me, his hands were on Emily. Emily squeezed my hand, in fear, in
expectation, in need.


I grabbed for my cock, wishing I was with Emily
right now, wondering what she was doing, probably in the shower, getting ready
for work, certainly not lying in bed masturbating as I was, fantasizing about a
strange man about to fuck her.


Wouldn’t that be the most amazing thing, lying next
to her, hearing her tell me about a wild fantasy, listening to her dreams as
she masturbated.


I’d tell her it was okay, anything to make her
happy, she could think about whomever she wanted, she could do whatever she
wanted.


The older man was back, moving me aside, positioning
his cock against Emily’s mouth as the big man fucked her. I wasn’t so much
forced to watch as wanting to see, getting a front row seat, hearing Emily’s
cries of joy as the two men pushed into her. 


The man in her mouth grabbed the back of Emily’s
head and filled her mouth with his cum, Emily moaning, swallowing, the taste
setting herself off, her body shaking, her hand jerking the cock in her mouth,
taking every drop. The other man grunted and rammed into her, shooting into her
unprotected pussy even as she continued to orgasm around him.


None of them, not even Emily, even noticing as I
jerked myself off, my cock jumping, my own cum having nowhere to go but into
the sheets.


Emily was a little nervous, she’d never
been to one of Justin’s work retreats. She’d met a few of his co-workers when
she had watched him play softball on the company team, everyone seemed nice.
But seeing a bunch of guys play softball after work was different from a three
day retreat at a Florida resort.


Not that she was uncomfortable with business people,
she worked in an office herself. But she wanted Justin’s bosses to have a good
opinion of her, it would be good for his job.


She’d read over the brochure about the event that
Justin had shown her, the events, the facility. It could be fun. Justin would
be in meetings during the mornings, but they’d have the afternoons together,
some group activities, even a little private time. It would be like a mini
vacation. 


There wasn’t enough information about what to wear,
the event description had probably been written by a man. Business casual, it
said. For a guy that meant khakis, a button down shirt or a polo. For a woman,
it could mean anything.


Her work outfits weren’t quite casual enough, her
every day hang around the house clothes too casual, she doubted the
other women would be there in jogging tights. She had plenty of jeans, but
didn’t quite know Justin’s office culture, in some places, jeans were more than
dressed up, in others, not enough.


Emily packed the easy things first, underwear,
toiletries. Some jogging shoes, it would be great to be out in the warm
weather, fall arriving early here in the north. One set of yoga pants, she’d
noticed that the facility had Pilates classes. One basic flowery summer dress,
some flats, one pair of low heels. Now what?


She gazed in the closet, undecided. Her eyes fell on
the skirt Justin had given her. She hadn’t worn it since that night. She
still loved it, but the skirt, the entire outfit, had become entirely connected
to what had taken place that evening, the stockings, the sex. Even her wild
thoughts about other men looking at her, wanting her.


She couldn’t bring herself to wear those clothes again,
afraid of how’d she’d respond.


Maybe for a special occasion. Or just for Justin.


She brushed her hand across the soft fabric of the
blouse. Maybe she could wear just the blouse with something else. Or the skirt
without the heels. Definitely without the heels.


The shoes were beautiful, though, such a shame to
not wear them. Smiling, she slipped into them, the leather molding to her naked
feet, immediately feeling the rush. Even though she was alone in the house she
looked around guiltily. 


Still, that didn’t stop her from checking herself
out in the mirror. She was in a pair of capri leggings, about as casual as you
could be, she wore them for comfort, not the look. The leggings made her look
even shorter than her petite frame, yet the tall heels lengthened her again,
transforming her into something else. Emily was fully aware of fashion, she
just didn’t experiment much. She was amazed at how good this looked on her, a
nicer pair of leggings would be even better.


Too bad she’d never wear something so—eye
attracting—in public.


She sighed and reluctantly slipped out of the shoes,
returning them to their place under the skirt so they’d be ready for whatever
special occasion came up.


“It feels so good to just lie in the sun!”
said Emily, lying on her stomach in the comfortable lounge chairs.


“You can sit out here all the rest of the afternoon
while I’m stuck in these  meetings,” said Justin. 


“I’d rather be with you, although I just might at
that.”


“Then I’d better put some lotion on your back.”


Justin’s hands felt wonderful as he lathered the
lotion over her. Emily had not been a sun person growing up, her skin was too
light, she would burn. But the long winters got to her, she was looking forward
to a little pool time, maybe do a few laps, have an iced tea. The conference
didn’t really start until dinner tonight, but Justin had to arrive early for
some extra meetings.


They’d had lunch by the pool, Emily in a cover up
since she was wearing a somewhat skimpy two piece. Not what she’d normally
wear, but during packing she’d discovered that the elastic on her regular one
piece bathing suit had gone loose, it looked terrible. She did have another one
piece, but it was old and ugly, she should have thrown it out years ago.
Frustrated, she looked though one of the boxes her sister Lisa had left, and
sure enough, two pretty bathing suits, but way skimpier than what Emily
normally wore. The bottoms fit okay, but her sister had bigger boobs and the
top was really loose. 


Emily was feeling a little pasty, and a little sun
wouldn’t hurt. But Justin was right, she needed the lotion now. “I wish you
didn’t have to go.”


“We’ll have plenty of time together,” said Justin.
“Speaking of going, I gotta run, I need a shower.” 


Justin kissed her on the forehead and headed off
back to the room. Emily lay there for a while, just luxuriating in the warmth.
But after a half hour she got bored, she wasn’t one to sit still, so she jumped
in the pool.


Which was colder than she expected, goose bumps
immediately popping out on her unaccustomed skin. The pool was almost empty,
just a few older ladies against one wall, so Emily did laps, she loved
swimming.


After a while the chlorine started to get to her
eyes, she’d forgotten to pack her goggles. She groped for the edge of the pool,
her eyes stinging, momentarily unable to see clearly, where was the ladder? She
didn’t need it, she hoisted herself up over the edge, feeling her top slip
down, her boobs almost popping out. She squealed, dropping back into the pool,
covering her chest with her arm while trying to pull the top back up. It was
pretty useless, the water weighing it down, the top barely covering her
nipples, which had stiffened in the sudden chill. She still couldn’t see well,
the chlorine making her eyes tear.


She tried again to hoist herself up, using one arm,
she didn’t have the strength, she had to let go the suit top, feeling exposed,
grabbed at it, the arm holding her out of the water shaking with the effort.
Just as she was about to drop back into the water a powerful hand grabbed her
wrist and pulled her effortlessly out of the pool in one quick motion.


Emily felt like she was flying through the air,
weightless. An arm wrapped around her waist and set her down. She squinted her
eyes, momentarily stunned, trying to clear her vision. Opened her eyes, but
could see only blackness. She couldn’t see!


Then a towel was placed against her face. “You look
like you need this.” The voice, deep, rumbling, vibrant.


She grabbed at the towel, rubbing her eyes, but when
she opened them it was still black. Then she realized it wasn’t because she
couldn’t see, it was because her eyes were inches away from the chest of a huge
black man. Her eyes widened, she took an involuntary step backward, forgetting
where she was, and would have fallen over backward into the pool if the man
hadn’t reached out again to hold her. 


“Easy there,” he cautioned.


He was huge, towering over her, much taller than
Justin, who wasn’t short at all. His chest rippled with muscles. He was gazing
down at her like a cat who had caught a small mouse and was deciding whether to
eat it or play with it. His eyes were deep islands of black in an ocean of
brilliant white. His head was completely shaven, his scalp smooth and dark. He
was so powerfully handsome Emily stopped breathing.


Emily was suddenly very aware of where she was, half
naked, pushing against a stranger. Worse, the man could easily see her breasts right
down her loose top. How long had he been there? How much had he seen as she had
struggled to get out of the pool? Her nipples were still hard from the cold
air.


She pulled the towel up over her front. “Thank you,”
she mumbled, wanting to get past him, but not able to move. She figured he must
be with the resort staff, and had seen her struggling, so he brought her a
towel.


“No problem,” he said, but made no attempt to get
out of the way.


“I, uh, can I get by?”


“I don’t know. Can you?” 


His face was like a carved statue, Emily couldn’t
tell if he was joking. “I don’t want to get you wet,” she said, finally
noticing his clothes, a black form fitting stretch top, elegant slacks.


“You already did, when you jumped out of the pool at
me,” he said.


“What? I didn’t—” Emily’s eyes went to his chest,
was he wet? It was hard to tell, the shirt clung to his body, dark. She looked
up into his eyes, and caught the barest twinkle, the cat had decided to play.
Or at least she hoped.


“Don’t worry about it,” he said. “I’m not as wet as
you.”


“I didn’t jump at you,” Emily protested. “I couldn’t
see, the chlorine. . .”


“Sure, sure, that’s fine.” He still made no move to
step away. “I was watching you do laps, you look good in the water.”


Oh god, he was watching me, he must have seen. . .She
felt so self conscious about her loose top and pulled the towel closer. And
what was that comment about looking good in the water? “I’ve done a lot of
swimming,” she stammered.


“That too,” he said.


They stood there like that, at the edge of the pool,
Emily’s heart beating, she didn’t know why, the shock perhaps. His presence
simply overwhelmed her, his size, his obvious strength, her precarious position
and skimpy clothing.


“I’ll put some more lotion on you,” he said. “You’re
so—white.”


Emily shivered, but not from the cold, her mind
jumping to the thought of him rubbing lotion into her back, on her legs, his
hands would blanket her, for some reason this popping into her mind instead of
what she should be thinking, the audacity of this resort worker to make such a
suggestion. She was too polite to say anything snappish, she’d just tell him that
her husband would put on her lotion, thank you very much.


“I’ll be okay,” she said instead, wondering why she
didn’t tell the black man about her husband. After all, she was wearing her
wedding ring.


“I could insist,” he said.


From any other man Emily would have taken that as a
boast, or a threat, but from him, it seemed just a statement of fact.


“You’re making me nervous,” she said.


“Is it because I’m black?”


“Of course not.” 


“Are you sure its nervousness? You might be feeling
something else.”


Emily shivered, but not from the cold air. She shook
her head.


“I don’t see why you could be nervous just from me
handing you a towel. It must be something else.”


 Emily struggled to get her wits about her. “I have
to go,” she said, suddenly worried that people were looking at them, that
Justin might right then be looking out the window from their room, wondering
what she was doing pressed up against a black stranger.


“If that’s what you want.”


For some reason Emily couldn’t move, captured by his
eyes, his power. She might have stood there forever if he hadn’t finally moved
ever so slightly, so clear to both of them that he was letting her go.


Emily tried to slip by, but still had to brush up
against him, his chest a rock harder than the sides of the pool. Heat rushed up
her arm. She clasped the towel to her chest, walking back toward her chair,
consciously aware of her bare back, the skimpy bottoms barely covering her
rear.


Maybe he isn’t looking, she thought. Then, a little
devil whispered in her ear. You look good, don’t worry.


“I like the way that suit fits on you,” she heard
him say.


She fought the urge to turn around, but whispered,
“Thank you,” because, of course, that’s the way she was taught to respond when
someone paid you a compliment.


At least that’s what she told herself.


 


I couldn’t understand what was taking Emily
so long to get ready. Normally very aware of time, she’d been in the shower forever.
Now I could see her in the slightly open bathroom door, intently leaning over
the vanity, putting on her makeup.


“I wish you had told me we’d be having dinner with
your new boss,” she said. “I didn’t bring anything nice to wear.”


“I had no idea. We just found out today. They are
going to introduce him tonight to everyone, he just joined from another
company. I haven’t even met him yet, it was a surprise to me. Besides, you’ll
look fine, you always do.”


“Still.”


I paced nervously. I wasn’t worried about how Emily
would look. I hadn’t been lying, she always looked cute. Being late, however,
would not be good. I fought the urge to tell her to hurry.


When she finally emerged from the bathroom I smiled
to let her know I appreciated her preparations. “You look great.”


Emily walked barefoot across the room to her
suitcase. “Thank god I brought a pair of heels.”


“I don’t think anyone will be that dressed up. No
one was expecting anything fancy.”


“You have your suit jacket,” she said.


“I’m not wearing a tie, don’t worry. You’ll probably
be the best dressed woman there.”


“I doubt that.” 


Emily gave herself one last glance in the mirror by
the door. “Okay, this is the best I could do.”


“Believe me, you look wonderful. Everyone will think
so.”


The elevator swooshed down, Emily’s stomach
lurching. She was still having trouble recovering from her run in with the
black man at the pool. She had taken an especially long shower, as if that
could clear her mind and body from the encounter. She hadn’t done anything
wrong, and yet she felt she had acted wickedly bad.


The shower had only made things worse. She’d turned
the dial the wrong way, yelping under the cold blast of water, her skin
freezing, immediately reminding her of what it felt like coming out of the
pool, her boobs just as exposed as they were now, her nipples just as hard. 


She fought with the shower control, cringing against
the wall, just as she had cringed under the gaze of the black man. She spun the
dial all the way, the heat slamming into her body, shocking her skin, just like
when she had brushed by him.


She’d never been so affected by a man before, not
even Justin. The surprise of it all, that had to be it. Not because he was big
and strong and handsome.


Stop it, she admonished herself. She was a
happily married woman. She’d never even thought of another man that way.
Certainly not some stranger.


She’d leaned back against the wall, the hot water
running over her body, watching the drops flow over her hard nipples,
continuing on down her flat stomach, lost to view between her legs. Her skin
prickled at the memory of the man’s hands on her arms, pulling her out of the
water, so strong. She closed her eyes, even the darkness of her lids no match
for the blackness of his skin, hotter even than the water.


A new wetness spread between her legs, her hand
involuntarily covering her private parts, as if she had to hide here in the
shower, as if the black man were there, looking at her, seeing her fully naked,
seeing more than what she knew he must have seen, her bare breasts, her stiff
nipples. Would he have known they were erect from the cold water, and not from
seeing him?


Oh god, no, he couldn’t think. . .


Yet the way he had looked at her, the things he had
said. So cocky, more than being polite, even more than flirting, what
impression had she given him?


What might have happened if she hadn’t escaped?


Nothing. I was in public. I’m married.


That’s what her mind said. Her body screamed
something different, her wetness a testament of secret, sinful thoughts. As if
her hand belonged to someone else, she slipped her fingers inside herself, her
wetness so much more than the shower water.


She spread her labia, letting the hot water hit her
clit, the sensation electric. She’d never masturbated in the shower, but ever since
that morning in bed a few months ago she’d been masturbating a lot, not sure
why, yet the need uncontrollable. Yet always alone, not like this, not with
Justin in the other room. . .


Justin. She’d just think of Justin, she’d make
herself come. Quickly her fingers did their work, more experienced now with her
own body, knowing what worked. Yet every time she thought of Justin her mind
was filled with the black man, his hands all over her, pressing her against the
wall.


He was lifting her up, just as he had done at the
pool, her back sliding against the hard stone, yet not afraid, he was so strong
her weight would seem insignificant to him. She wrapped her legs around his
muscular thighs, her face now in his neck, one of his hands supporting her, the
other behind her head, pulling her toward him, their lips meeting. . .


She felt the tip of his manhood pressing up against
her, wanting to fight, knowing she should fight, he couldn’t be inside
her, unprotected. Not like this, not with Justin in the other room. . .


He speared into her, driving her against the wall,
and she screamed into his chest, stretched beyond belief. Held her breath,
waiting for him to pull out, to give her a reprieve. Instead, he thrust
forward, he wasn’t all the way in, that was impossible! 


He pulled back and drove forward, into her. No!
Stop. You can’t!


He ignored her, his eyes steel, and she realized she
hadn’t spoken out loud. “No, don’t. . .” her words lost in the spray
of water.


He kept fucking her. “Tell me what you really want.”


“Don’t, you can’t, my husband. . .”


“Tell me the truth! What do you want?”


“I want you to—hurry!”


“That’s more like it.” He rammed forward, pinning
her to the wall, locking her in place, a small smile on his lips.


“Hurry!”


“Now,” he said. Nothing moved except his cock, jerking
so forcefully she could feel it bulging, powerful spasms of his seed shooting
into her. Her fingernails dug into his skin as she came, her body trapped,
having nowhere to go.


When he finished with her he let her slip to the
floor, her stomach lurching, and when she opened her eyes the elevator had
reached the ground floor. 


“Emily? Are you okay?”


She shook her head, disoriented, the memory so
intense, Justin’s voice coming from far away. “I’m fine, I’m—just not used to
these fast elevators.”


“Do you need to sit for a minute?”


Thick black dots swam in her eyes. “No, let’s go.”
She needed to be moving, to focus on something else.


Justin led her through the lobby to the business
meeting space. Slowly she started to notice the other people, mingling, a crowd
standing around outside the banquet hall with drinks.


A man she recognized saw them, one of Justin’s
colleagues. He separated himself from the crowd and came over.


“Justin! Hi Emily, I’m Tom, we met at the company
picnic last year. Glad you could come. Justin, come on, our new boss is here,
you can meet him before dinner.”


Tom ushered them into the banquet hall. Emily,
intent on not jostling anyone holding a drink, didn’t look up until she was in
the room.


Justin was extending his hand as Tom was saying,
“Damian, here’s the guy I was telling you about, you’re going to be really
impressed by what he can help you with.”


Emily almost tripped, her heart certainly did,
because Damian was a tall, handsome black man. A black man with a shaved head.


The man from the pool.


During dinner I tried to get a sense of
what my new boss Damian was like. It wasn’t easy; Damian was one of those stoic,
quiet types. Not reserved, he exuded an aura of power and confidence. He just
didn’t waste any words, and when he did speak, he expected people to listen.


I figured the best thing would be to do the same,
listen attentively and keep my mouth shut. I had a feeling that Damian didn’t
like long winded people. Sure enough, Tom was babbling on, probably nervous,
and I noticed Damian give him a steely look when Tom kept interrupting. Tom was
a good guy, and I would have given him a kick to warn him, but Tom was sitting
on the other side of the large table.


Emily was her usual quiet self, which I was
especially grateful for tonight; the last thing I needed was for Emily to embarrass
me, not that I ever expected that. She was a smart woman with her own career,
she understood the importance of a good first impression.


Damian, however, must have noticed how quiet she
was, and likely out of politeness tried to entreat her to join in the
conversation.


“So, Emily, what do you do when your husband is at
work?” he asked.


“What? I — work too.”


The other people at the table had stopped their
conversation when Damian had spoken, and everyone was waiting for Emily to go
on. But she blushed and fell silent. I frowned, she wasn’t being very polite,
so unlike her. “Emily works in the records department at Central University,” I
added.


“So you’re a librarian?” asked Damian.


“I guess you could say that,” responded Emily.


“She’s actually in charge of the entire department,”
I  said, feeling oddly defensive of my wife.


Oh, so you are a head librarian,” said Damian,
nodding.


Emily blushed even more. She really didn’t like
being the center of attention.


“I’ll bet you are good at whatever you do,” said
Damian.


“I—I think so,” said Emily. “I’m still learning a
lot.”


“Have you had a good teacher? A mentor?” asked
Damian. “I’ve found that is very important in learning new skills. You often
don’t know what you don’t know unless you have someone with experience to show
you the ropes.”


“That’s so true,” jumped in Tom. “I’d like to talk
to you about a formal mentoring program, once you get comfortable here.”


“I’m always comfortable,” said Damian. “I do believe
in mentoring. I take a very personal involvement in the development of everyone
around me, not just my direct reports. It’s important that you all be satisfied
in every way with your work environment, and beyond that, in your personal
lives. If you’re not getting what you need at home, you won’t be able to be
productive at work either.”


“A holistic approach,” said Tom. “Very forward
thinking.”


“You could say that,” said Damian, barely glancing
at him. He looked back at Emily. “You must not have to work long hours like
everyone at this company.”


“I beg your pardon?” responded Emily.


“I see that you are in excellent physical shape. So
you must have time to work out, exercise.”


“Emily goes to the gym every other day,” I said,
glad that Damian was taking an interest in my family, also secretly hoping that
Damian would be impressed by what a smart, in shape wife I had. Men always
thought more highly of other men who had good looking wives. Law of the jungle,
something like that.


“It shows,” said Damian. “Being new in town, I
haven’t had time to find a gym to join. You must like yours if you go there all
the time. Which one is it?”


“Any Time Fitness,” said Emily. “It’s open around
the clock.”


“That’s good to know,” said Damian, nodding. “I’ll
definitely check it out.”


“I go there too, there’s one close to my house,” Tom
piped up. “I’d be happy to tell you about it.”


I thought Tom was starting to make a fool of
himself, and tried to get him off the hook. “The one Emily goes to is quite
close to the office. I’m sure she could show you around.”


“How kind of you,” said Damian, without turning to
look at Tom. “I’m already enjoying what I’ve seen here so far.”


“Another present?” Emily took the box from
Justin. “What’s the occasion?”


Justin smiled. “Just something for fun.”


Emily weighed the box in her hand, remembering the
last gifts Justin had given her, the outfit, the shoes, and all they had led
to. The box was too heavy for shoes, and the wrong shape for clothes.


Justin had just returned from a business trip,
surprising her with the gift after giving her a nice hug and kiss when he had
come in the door. “Should I open it now?”


“Now, later, whenever you want. Actually, maybe
later would be better. Have you eaten?”


“No, I just got home, I didn’t have time to go
grocery shopping, I wasn’t expecting you until tomorrow.”


“I know, hey, it’s great, I managed to get finished
a few hours early and caught the last flight, I hate having to stay away on a
Friday night. Let’s go out somewhere, we have to celebrate too.”


“Celebrate what?”


“I got promoted to head up the pipeline project!”


Emily threw her arms around him. “That’s great!”


“I know, I can’t believe it. Damian must really be
impressed with what he’s seen so far of what I have to offer. It’s only been a
month and he already gave me the promotion.”


Emily shivered at the mention of Damian’s name. She
was happy for Justin, but ever since the company retreat at the resort she’d
been trying to get Damian out of her mind. She hadn’t said a word to Justin,
there really was no reason to, and she didn’t want to risk him acting
differently in front of Damian. There really was nothing to tell him, anyway.
What would she say? That she had run into Damian at the pool, and he had handed
her a towel? Justin would have asked her why she hadn’t mentioned it, or worse,
why she was mentioning it now, a month later, and then what would she
say?


She dreaded Justin reminding her about his offer to
have her show Damian around the gym. Why on earth had Justin done that? She’d
been avoiding the gym the last few weeks for that very reason.


“Come on, let’s go eat,” she said.


“Let’s call a Uber,” said Justin. “I want to be able
to have a few drinks to celebrate. We can order a bottle of champagne too.”


For perhaps the first time in her life, Emily
thought that having a few drinks sounded like a really good idea.


I watched Emily as she opened my gift.
“Careful, it’s a little fragile.”


I held my breath as she carefully opened the
package, wondering how she was going to react. The last time I had bought her a
gift, the sexy outfit, things had gone well. The combination of the drinking
that night and the outfit had led to the best sex of our marriage. Emily was
still the same, still the somewhat shy, reserved, traditionally minded woman I
loved and had married, but I’d gotten a glimpse of another part of her. No,
that wasn’t it, I had helped awaken another part of her.


“Oh, Justin, it’s beautiful!” exclaimed Emily,
holding up the Waterford crystal jar.


“And practical too,” I said. “Just the kind of gift
you like.”


“Yes! We can put it on the dining room side table,
use it for candies.”


“I was thinking that maybe we could use it for
something else. Our bucket list. Dress it up a little, you know? Much nicer
than a real bucket,” I joked.


When Emily looked at me quizzically, I explained.
“See, we could leave it out, and then when one of us thinks of an idea, we can
drop it in the jar. Then whenever we want, we can just pick one out at random,
and that will be the next experience we check off the bucket list.”


“Well, sure, that would be different. Let’s try it!”



Emily seemed pretty relaxed tonight, much better
than when I had come home, she hadn’t seemed as excited about my promotion as I
had hoped. Maybe she’d had a tough time at work, I shouldn’t have just dumped my
news on her without asking about her week, we’d hardly had time to talk while I
was away. But now she seemed better, she’d had two glasses of champagne and a
glass of wine at dinner, the most I’d seen her drink since the night we had
tried to get drunk. That must be it, she had a tiny buzz going.


I pulled three pieces of tightly folded papers out
of my left pocket and slipped them into the jar. “In fact, I’ve been working on
some activities for our list, and thought I could seed the jar, so to speak. No
peeking!”


“You wrote some down already?”


I hesitated, then decided to take a chance. This
next part was an idea I’d planned on waiting a week or so for. From my right
pocket I took three more prepared bucket list ideas, the naughtier ones. Fifty-fifty
chance, I thought.


Emily’s frowned. “That’s a lot! I don’t have any.”


“Why don’t you try to come up with a few ideas while
I get us some wine.”


“I’ve already had a lot to drink.”


“It’s Friday, we’re still celebrating, remember? We
can go to the gym together tomorrow and work it off. I’ll go get the wine so
you can add something to the jar.”


I took my time in the kitchen opening the bottle of
wine. I’d spent a lot of time considering what to put on the bucket list. I
didn’t think there was anything I’d written on my little notes that lots of
couples—maybe even most couples—didn’t do. But for Emily, who hadn’t been with
another man, even the mildest suggestions would be new and probably shocking to
her. I was torn between wanting to spice up our sex life and not getting Emily
upset.


Her response to the outfit, and our sex in the
living room had given me hope that she was open to some exploration, but that she
was just too shy to bring it up on her own. The last thing I wanted to do was
force her. But what if she didn’t know what she was missing? I wanted her to be
able to sample a whole new world of sex.


When I returned to the living room Emily was
studiously bent over the coffee table, writing something on a pad. She looked
like a student, intent on an exam, wanting to get something just right. I
wondered what ideas she had come up with.


I prayed it was something more exciting than a
roller coaster or even getting drunk. Although if she wrote down getting drunk
again, it would be a huge step for her.


“No peeking!” she said, covering the pad.


“I’ll sit over here until you’re done.” I put a
glass of wine on the table in front of her and retreated to the easy chair. “I
bet you had a lot of ideas you were thinking about already. Wild and crazy
possibilities.”


Emily’s head snapped up, a sudden look of surprise.
“What makes you say that?”


“Nothing, I was just joking. Although once you get
something in your head, I know how you are, you tend to see it through, you
can’t let it go.”


“That’s not true.”


I laughed. “It’s a compliment, not a criticism.
You’re careful about starting new things, but once you see the possibilities,
you’re willing to try. It’s one of the things I love about you, you aren’t
stubborn, you are always willing to learn.”


Emily looked like she was going to say something else,
but she returned to her list, thoughtful.


“Remember,” I said. “The whole idea of the bucket
list is to gain new experiences, take a little risk.”


“I’m not much for risk taking,” she said quietly.


“Whatever you put down, we’ll be doing it together.
So it won’t be as much of a risk as if you were doing it by yourself. Come on,
surprise me.”


“Is that what you really want? To be surprised?
Don’t you love me the way I am?”


“Of course I do,” I said quickly. “The point isn’t
to change you, but to give you—us—more experiences. I’ve heard you say many
times that people need to continue to grow.”


“Maybe some experiences are not meant to be—experienced.”


“It’s not like we’re planning on robbing a bank,” I
countered. “Or is that one of the things you wrote down?”


Emily looked down at her list. “I’m afraid my ideas
might be a little boring for you.”


“It’s not whether they are boring, but whether they
are different. If you think they are boring, maybe you need some more time—or
some more wine.”


Emily stared at me, and then took a sip of her wine.
“I’ll try.” She tore off the top sheet of paper and crumbled it into a ball. 


“Take your time,” I said. “I’ll just sit here and
watch you. I like watching you really intent on something.” That was the truth.
I couldn’t mention that I also thought I’d enjoy watching her have sex with another
man.


“Anyone else doing that would make me nervous, but I
don’t mind with you.”


If she only knew. “Good. Go ahead.”


Emily sat back on the couch and closed her eyes. I
really did enjoy watching her, she was so cute when she was focused. She had
changed out of her work clothes, now in her usual hang around yoga pants and a
loose top. Even in such a casual outfit she was incredibly alluring, the tight
pants outlining her toned calves, only her skim bare feet visible. Emily was
the only woman I had been with who looked good dressed up, dressed down, and
totally naked.







I didn’t want to press her any more. I hoped I had
put her on the path to contributing something sexual to the bucket list, but
even if she didn’t, I’d love her all the same. I’d just have to keep my own
fantasy a secret, and find a way to live with it.


Emily appeared to be deep in thought, in her typical
way, taking it seriously. Her eyes were closed in concentration. Her hand moved
over her chest, her legs squeezed together. I studied her carefully, wondering
what she was thinking about. Maybe something risky, her body unconsciously
reacting.


Suddenly her eyes snapped open, as if she had just
thought of something or had come to a momentous conclusion. She scribbled
something on the pad, staring at it for a long time when finished. But then she
tore off the sheet. Instead of just crumbling it up, she ripped the paper into
little pieces.


“Not risky enough?” I joked.


“I’d do better if I knew what yours were,” she said,
taking another drink of her wine. “It’s one thing to surprise you, it’s
something else to disappoint you.”


I got up and went to the couch, pulling her against me.
“You could never disappoint me,” I said, kissing the top of the head.


She looked up at me, her eyes unsure. “Do you mean
that? Really?”


“Really.”


“Even if I did something bad?”


“You worry too much. You’d never do anything bad.
And if you did, it wouldn’t matter, I’d still love you.”


“Oh, Justin.” She curled into my arms. “I can’t
believe how lucky I am to have you.”


“Me too.” I idly stroked her hair, my eyes falling
to the balled up paper on the coffee table. The small bits of Emily’s second
note were missing, they must still be in her clenched hand. What had she
written down?


I glanced at the jar, there were more notes in
there. “I see you added some ideas to the jar. Are you done for now?”


Emily slipped her clenched fist behind her. “Yes.”


“Well, should we pick something?”


“If you think so.”


“I don’t want to do this unless you want to.”


“I do.” Emily sat up and reached for her wine. “A
little liquid courage,” she said. “In case we pick something risky.”


“That’s my girl.” I handed her the jar. “Last chance
to add something before the first selection.” I was still intrigued by she had
written down and was now hiding. Maybe she had thought of something risqué but
was now too embarrassed to share it with me.


“No, that’s it for now.” She sounded a little unsure
of herself, may be even wishful. “Wait, are there some rules? Of what can be on
the list? Or when we do what we pick?”


“Anything can be on the list, but no one has to do
it if they don’t want. Unless you want to make a rule that we have to do
it?”


Emily’s eyes widened. “How could we agree to that
without knowing what’s on the list?”


“Because we trust each other. Besides, can you
imagine anything you could possibly put on the list that I wouldn’t do?”


Emily blushed and glanced away. “I guess not.”


“Okay. As for the other rule, why don’t we try this.
If what we pick out can be done immediately, that’s what we do. If not, we do
it as soon as we can.”


“That sounds okay.”


“Good. You make the first pick.” I held the jar up.
“Close your eyes and go for it!”


Emily hesitated just a moment, then reached into the
jar. I noticed that her hand was now empty. Where had those little pieces of
paper gone?


Emily’s fingers rustled the folded up sheets, her
hands shaking. What was she so nervous about? She grasped one, making her
choice.


When she opened her eyes she said, “I think it’s one
of yours.”


“Go ahead, read it.”


Emily carefully unwrapped the paper. I realized I
was unconsciously holding my breath. Had she chosen one of my tame ideas, or
one of the naughty ones?


Her eyes widened as she read the note. “Justin!”


Well, that answered one question. “What’s it say?” I
asked casually.


She burst out laughing. “You want us to watch porn?”


I waited for her to go on, trying desperately to
keep a straight face.


“It’s a joke, right?” she said.


I shrugged. That wasn’t the reaction I’d been
expecting. Not only didn’t she seem upset, she seemed relieved. What had
she been expecting? Or was she relieved she didn’t pick one of her own ideas?


“Too risky for you?” I asked.


Emily grabbed her wine and downed the rest of her
drink. “I can do that,” she said. “But porn is for guys.”


“I think a lot of women watch porn. Or so I’ve
heard,” I added quickly. “And couples.”


“I’m not sure about that. But if it’s what you want,
I’ll do it with you.”


I didn’t believe my luck. My cock twitched; just the
thought of Emily watching porn was almost too much to imagine. “Wait,” I said.
“You agreed awfully fast. Have you been watching a lot of porn?”


“What? Oh, you. . .” She raised her right
arm. “I swear I’ve never watched porn.” 


“Then this is your big chance to check off an item
on the bucket list.”


“Right now?”


“Why not?”


Emily looked around the living room. “Right here?”


“You expecting company?”


“No, silly. I mean, is that what people do? Watch
porn in the living room?”


“I don’t know what other people do. This is for us.
We can go up to the bedroom if you want, crawl into bed with a tablet. That way
if you get bored you can fall asleep.”


“Ha ha, very funny. If I fall asleep, what will you
do?”


I didn’t answer, I just smiled. “What would you want
me to do?”


“Maybe it will be my turn to watch,” she said.


I grabbed the wine bottle with one hand and Emily’s
hand with the other. That was an offer I couldn’t refuse.


Emily had a sneaking suspicion that Justin
was going to put something naughty in the bucket list jar. The last two times
they had sex had been—different. She had to admit she’d been unexpectedly
surprised at her own reaction, doing a few things she’d never have thought
she’d be comfortable with. Not that she was totally comfortable yet, but a
little exploration with Justin had been exciting.


The oral sex, for instance. She still wasn’t sure if
she could repeat that unless they were doing it together, either giving or
receiving. She was just too self conscious, even with Justin, to lie back and
take it, and even though she wanted to please him, she’d be uncomfortable being
on her knees and letting him finish in her mouth, especially if he wasn’t touching
her in some way.


Yet something new had been awakened in her. It might
have been the oral sex, it might have been the new outfit. 


It might have been how Justin’s boss, Damian, had
flirted with her by the pool. Whatever it was, a switch had been turned on, a
switch which had already made her not only think wicked thoughts, but
masturbate more and more.


There was no way Justin could know any of that, and
yet a part of her feared he had read her mind, that he would have put something
in the bucket list about her new fantasies. It was impossible; Justin would
never in a million years imagine that she had been secretly lusting over
another man.


And yet, that was her fear. What would have happened
if she had opened up that folded paper and it said something about swinging? Or
her having sex with someone else? Would she have been able to control her
reaction? Would Justin have sensed the truth?


And what if he had discovered what she had scribbled
down on the paper and then tore up? It must have been the alcohol that made her
even consider it. Not swinging, she wouldn’t even be able to write that down,
let alone do it. In tiny letters she had written sex in the shower, an
idea she couldn’t get out of her head since the Florida trip. It haunted her,
following her, distracting her during the day at work, tempting her. And when
she was home alone, the temptation was too great, she succumbed, she was forced
to masturbate, each time more vivid than the last, always starting with Justin,
but no matter how she focused, always ending with Damian.


She thought if she had sex with Justin in the shower
for real it would force Damian out of her mind.


But she couldn’t go through with it. If in fact
Justin’s suggestions had nothing to do with sex, she’d be embarrassed, her husband
would think she was some kind of hussy. Now that she knew at least one of his
bucket list ideas, she could always add the shower idea later. If she dared.


So as she followed Justin up to the bedroom,
watching porn seemed downright safe compared to what could have been chosen. At
any other time in her life she would have been shocked, but right now, she was
relieved it wasn’t one of the alternatives.


They crawled under the covers, Emily still in her
comfortable outfit of a loose sweatshirt and yoga pants, Justin in his boxers
and a tee shirt. They propped pillows up against the headboard and Justin got a
tablet from the night table.


“Ready?” he asked.


“I guess so. How do we do this?”


“You use computers all day and you’ve never been
tempted to look at porn?”


“Not really. Actually, never. I told you, I think
it’s a guy thing.”


“Let’s see.” Justin pulled up a search engine and
typed porn for couples.


Emily laughed. “I doubt there are many listings for
that.” She peered at the screen, surprisingly interested. “Am I reading that
right? Does that say fifty nine million results?”


“Well, it says about fifty nine million.
Fifty nine million, three hundred thousand. You know what that means?”


“That there really is porn for couples?”


“That we need to get started if we’re going to see
them all,” said Justin. “You pick.”


Emily ran her finger down the screen. Couple
friendly porn. Porn film for couples. Porn your wife will like. Porn your
husband will like. “This is funny, porn with a plot.”


“Probably for highbrows. How about this one?”


“Porn to watch together. I guess so.” Emily selected
the site.


“Hmm, it looks like you have to subscribe to that
one,” said Justin. “Let’s see if we can find something free.”


“You can subscribe?” Emily hadn’t even thought about
this, but of course it made sense. 


“Everyone has to make a buck.” Justin clicked back
to the search results and typed free porn for couples.


“Only thirty three million results,” said Emily.
“We’re making progress.” She closed her eyes and tapped the screen to make a
choice.


When she looked again the screen had filled with
photos, her eyes widening as she focused, each one more explicit than the next.
Men with women, women with women, even men with men. Intercourse, oral sex. Men
with two women. Women with two men, three men.


She scrolled down the page in disbelief, yet not
able to pull her eyes away. Below each photo were descriptions: Couples. Porn
Stars. Amateurs. Voyeur. Lesbian. Those she understood, although could there
really be amateurs doing porn? Wasn’t that a contradiction?


“I don’t believe this,” she said, shocked. “And what
are some of these categories?”


“Which ones?”


“Public. Milf. DP. BBC. ”


“Uh, well, I might be able to guess at a few of
those.”


“What do they mean?”


“Well, public is probably flashing, or having sex in
public.”


“People do that? Won’t they get arrested?”


“Not if they don’t get caught.”


“Sounds really risky to me.”


Justin shrugged. “I think that’s part of the
allure.”


“Okay, I get it. Not that I’d want to, but it must
be like sky diving, the risk. What is milf?”


“It stands for Moms I’d Like to Fuck.”


Emily tried to read Justin’s expression. “You’re
making that up.”


“No, really. You can google it if you want.” Justin
handed her the tablet.


Emily was feeling dirty, she couldn’t bring herself
to touch the screen. “I’ll take your word for it. Wait a minute, how do you
know all this?”


“Emily, it’s kind of common knowledge.”


“Not to me it isn’t.”


Justin put her arm around her and gave her a big squeeze.
“No, I wouldn’t expect it would be.”


Emily couldn’t resist. “Okay, smart boy, what’s DP?”


“Uh, I think that’s. . .maybe you should
just pick another category.”


“You don’t know or you don’t want to say?” What on
earth could be so bad that Justin wouldn’t say it?


“I think it stands for double penetration.”


Emily was staring at the photo. A woman on a bed, on
her hands and knees. A man stood in front of her, his huge erection just inches
from her mouth. Another man on the bed was pushed up against her from behind,
his hands on her hips. Emily couldn’t see much detail but it wasn’t hard to
figure out what he was doing to her.


“I don’t get it, double penetration?”


“There are a few different kinds, that’s just one,
maybe—”


Emily sensed Justin’s hesitation, it was cute,
seeing him embarrassed about something. She’d ask more about DP some
other time. “What’s BBC stand for?”


“Maybe you should just click on it, I’m having a
hard time saying these things out loud.”


“Is it worse than DP?”


“Probably not.”


Emily poised her finger over the picture of a black
man standing in front of a large breasted white woman who was sitting on a
couch. The woman was facing the camera, her eyes wide open in surprise. Emily
could only see the man’s back and in profile, he didn’t look especially
attractive, and it was a little hard to tell from the small image what was
going on. She clicked on the picture to make it bigger.


It wasn’t a photo, but a video. It started with the woman
shaking hands with the black man in a parking lot, him saying something about
going back to his place, it was hard to hear, there was some wind. The scene
jumped to another shot, this one inside, the woman sitting on the couch. She
unzipped the man’s pants. The camera swung around to reveal the woman holding. . .no,
that couldn’t be his real penis, it was more than huge, it was enormous.


“That has to be fake, right?” Emily asked,
disbelieving.


“You tell me.”


“How would I know?” Emily watched as the blonde
stroked the man, and his organ grew impossibly even larger. The woman wrapped
both her hands completely around the man’s shaft, and there was still more, not
even four hands would have covered it.


“Some kind of film trickery,” said Emily. “I know
not every one is the same, but—”


“How exactly do you know that?”


She knew Justin was teasing. “Maybe you should tell me,
I’m sure you’ve seen guys in locker rooms.”


“Not with hard ons. And not like that. How does he
find pants to wear?”


The black man said, “Get it ready.”


The blonde took the man in her mouth, she was no
small woman but it barely fit, her cheeks forced outward. 


The scene jumped again, now the man and woman were
in bed, the woman naked, on her back, her large fake breasts looking funny,
sticking straight up like balloons. Her legs were squeezed together, the black
man kneeling over her. As he positioned himself over her his erection looked
even bigger, if that were possible.


“It looks pretty real to me,” said Justin.


Emily couldn’t believe what she was seeing, the
man’s penis was thicker than her forearm, it had to be fake, didn’t it?


The man grabbed the woman’s knees and pulled them
apart. The woman seemed torn between resisting and giving in. After a moment,
her resistance ceased. She lay there breathing hard.


The woman took him in both hands and guided him forward.
As soon as he entered her she squeezed her eyes shut, Emily flinching with her,
there was no way that huge thing was going to fit into the woman. Inch by inch
it disappeared, Emily shifting in the bed, cringing, yet wondering what it must
feel like, whether it would hurt, of course it would hurt. . .


As if to answer her question the woman screamed, but
instead of pulling out the black man pushed deeper, and then he was fucking
her, going deeper and deeper with each thrust. The woman grabbed at his chest,
fending him off, not pushing, yet trying desperately to keep him at bay, to not
let him all the way in.


The black man laughed and pushed her hands away. The
woman spread her legs as wide as she could, each thrust driving her into the
bed, still not able to take it all. “Oh god your cock is so big!” she breathed,
and her screams turned to whimpers and then moans.


The man was almost all the way in her, Emily
watching in horrid fascination, like seeing a slow motion car wreck, would the
woman be able to take it all? 


In one hard thrust the black man buried himself in
her, the woman’s face squeezed up in pain for a moment, then smiling, like she
had just climbed a mountain or won a lottery.


Emily realized her legs had drifted apart under the
sheets, and she quickly squeezed them shut, shuddering. The man and woman were
really at it now, long hard strokes. Each time the man pulled partway out Emily
kept looking for some kind of fakery, but none was obvious. The man was just massive.


Now the man pulled all the way out, paused, then
slammed back into the woman. Over and over he did this, each time the woman
yelping. Yet she no longer pushed him away, instead her hips rose to meet his,
her arms grabbing at his thighs.


Although Emily had never seen another woman have
sex, had never seen a porn video, she knew exactly when the woman was going to
have an orgasm, and when she did, Emily somehow knew it wasn’t fake. The
blonde’s moans changed tone, her feet curled, her fingers dug into the black
man. 


Who grunted, pushing deep. The camera swung around
and thick gobs of his seed was sucked out of her as he thrusted. When he pulled
out his shaft was covered in juices. 


“That’s enough to give a man a complex,” said
Justin. “He’s bigger than me even after he’s done.”


Emily had a hard time finding her voice. “Are you
jealous?”


“I don’t know, should I be? Would you like that?”


Emily shivered. “There’s no way I could have
something like that in me.” But so help her, she did wonder. Could she do it?


She felt Justin’s finger on her belly and she
jumped. “Yikes!”


“I think he’d be about right here in you,” said
Justin, touching her a few inches above her belly button.


“Don’t even say that,” she said, pulling away
from him.


“Can you figure out what BBC stands for now?”


“I can’t even think straight.”


Justin leaned over and whispered in her ear, his
hand still on her belly. “Big black cock.”


Emily immediately knew he wasn’t making that one up.
“Ugh.”


Justin pulled away and looked at her face. “Ugh? You
seemed to enjoy it.”


“I did not!”


“I didn’t see you look away.”


“How did you know? You were watching the video.”


“Just a part of it. I mostly watched you. I wanted
to see your reaction.”


“I was just—intrigued.”


“Was it because he was well endowed, or because he
was black?”


Emily flushed. The black man hadn’t been that
attractive, nothing like Damian. But there was something arousing about the
darkness of the man’s skin against the paleness of the blonde, skin much like
Emily’s own. . .


She hid her discomfort by changing the subject. “I
may have had enough porn for one night.”


“One more,” said Justin. “There are a lot of
categories, I want to see if you have a different reaction.”


“Okay. One more.” Emily could no longer trust
how she might respond. A month ago she’d never have imagined she’d ever look at
porn. Now she had not only watched it, but contrary to all her expectations,
she’d become aroused seeing it. She pointed to another category to get her mind
off the BBC video. “What do you think this could be?”


“Wife? Maybe married men and women having
sex?”


“That sounds tame. Tamer, anyway. Although it must
be people pretending to be couples, no real people would post videos of
themselves having sex.”


“You never know.” Justin clicked on the category. 


A whole page of video screencaps came up. Emily quietly
read the captions under each movie. “Husband and wife have hot sex. Quickie in
the kitchen. Wife can’t get enough. Husband films his wife with another man.”
She looked up at Justin. “That can’t be right.”


“Why don’t you click on it and find out?”


“I don’t want to know.”


“Come on, it’s just the two of us. Think of it as
trying a new flavor of ice cream. What could go wrong?”


Emily hesitated. What indeed? But Justin was right,
it was just a video, she could always look away, or turn it off. She pushed on
the screen.


A video started up, this one amateurish, maybe from
a cellphone camera, the lighting dim. It appeared to be a hotel room. A pretty
woman who looked to be in her thirties was standing in front of the bed, facing
a man. The man was shirtless, much bigger than the woman, but not overweight,
he was quite well built. He reminded Emily of a basketball player, not as tall,
but with that same toned physique. His muscular arms were covered with tattoos.


The woman was wearing a little black dress with
nylons and chic high heels. She had blonde hair, and her skin tone and light
eyebrows suggested her hair color was her own. If Emily had seen her in real
life she would have thought the woman was quite attractive. Her dress was
fashionable, and not extremely short, something Emily might have worn to a
cocktail party or the theatre.


There was something incredibly arousing about the
fully dressed woman standing next to the shirtless man. They hadn’t moved, or
touched, the woman seemed to be waiting.


The woman glanced over toward the camera, a little
shy perhaps. A man’s voice said, “It’s okay, go ahead,” but it wasn’t the tattooed
man speaking. The woman hesitated, then reached forward and put her arms on the
man’s chest. He didn’t respond at all, he seemed to be forcing her to make the
first move. 


She continued to caress his chest, her hands running
over his ripped abs, onto his broad shoulders. Her hands were tentative, yet
she didn’t pull away. 


The tattooed man reached around her and brazenly
grabbed her rear, squeezing her butt in his huge hands, pulling her toward him.
The woman melted into him, and he effortlessly lifted her up so her lips were just
inches from his mouth. She stood on her toes, then practically dangled as he
bent for her, and then they were kissing, the woman tentative at first, the man
demanding, the woman giving in, a full, passionate kiss.


Emily grew warm, this couple looked good together,
she wondered if they had clicked the wrong video, was this the married couple?


The kiss lasted a long time, Emily wondering what it
must be like, to be held up like that off the floor in an embrace. After a long
time the man put the woman down, the woman reluctantly breaking the kiss. The
man pushed her down by her shoulders onto the bed.


Her face was now at the level of his crotch. Instead
of moving away, he took a step forward. The woman glanced over at the camera,
the shy look returning. Again the man waited. The woman kept glancing back and
forth from the camera to the tattooed man, actually, to his crotch. Slowly her
hand came up and she touched the man between the legs, his erection clearly
visible.


As the woman caressed him through his slacks she
became more sure of herself, or more interested in what she was touching,
because she looked at the camera less and less. At one point she gave a small
smile of satisfaction, she appeared pleased with herself, Emily knowing what
was going through her mind, the good feeling of getting her man excited, just
like she did with Justin. 


The woman unbuckled the man’s pants and unzipped
him. His erection was so stiff she had to use both hands in trying to free him
from his tight underwear, finally giving up, pulling down his shorts
completely. His hard erection snapped up and actually slapped her face. The
woman laughed nervously and automatically took his shaft in her hand, her
fingers wrapping around it, her wedding ring and large diamond glittering
against his darker skin.


He wasn’t as well endowed as the man in the BBC
video, but he was still huge to Emily, and this man was much better looking.
The woman glanced at the camera one more time. Emily saw mixed emotions in her
face, nervousness, a little anxiety, but also an interest, no, more than that,
a desire. 


Emily’s mouth was dry. She had a sudden urge to
touch herself, but shoved her fingers under her legs.


“Go ahead,” said the same faceless voice.


The woman stared at the tattooed man’s penis, inches
from her lips. She licked her lips, and Emily unconsciously did the same,
wondering what the woman would do, what she herself would do if she were there.
Not that she’d ever be. 


The woman tentatively planted a very small kiss on
the tip. Then another, her tongue grazing over the head.


Emily’s lips opened in amazement, in trepidation, in
expectation.


The woman took the man in her mouth. Someone moaned,
Emily wasn’t sure if it was the tattooed man, or the faceless man, or Justin.
Or herself.


“Who is filming this?” she asked, her voice raspy,
she’d been breathing through her mouth.


“I think the husband is.”


“What? Isn’t that her husband?”


“I don’t think so. It’s a video about a husband
filming his wife with another man, remember?”


“Oh my—no wait, these must be porn actors. It’s all
fake.”


“I don’t know, they don’t look fake to me.”


“You mean her husband is in the room, and he’s
watching—he’s filming—his wife?”


“That’s what it looks like.”


“I don’t believe it.” But it was happening, in
living color, and somehow Emily knew it wasn’t fake, these weren’t actors. This
married woman was about to have sex with another man right in front
of her husband.


The tattooed man put his hands behind the woman’s
head, but she needed no more encouragement, the woman was now really into it,
sucking him, stroking him. She spread her nice legs wider, pulling the man even
closer.


He reached down and moved the woman’s hair out of the
way. The camera zoomed in, a closeup of her face, her full mouth.


The scene shifted, a break in time. The woman was
now lying on the bed, naked except for her heels and her black thigh high
stockings, her legs spread wide. The man was naked, poised above her, his firm
tight butt high in the air.


He lowered himself toward her. 


Emily’s hips pressed into the bed, it was as if the tattooed
man was on top of her, and she had to get away. Closer and closer her got to
her, to the woman. Then the tip of his erection was touching her, spreading
her, pushing into her. . .


He wasn’t wearing a condom.


This was disgusting, perverted, yet Emily couldn’t
pull her eyes away, she couldn’t stop her body. She moaned out loud.


Justin’s hands were between her legs, she shied away,
ashamed, she didn’t want him to know. . .


Too late. Justin’s fingers were on her, in her,
pushing along with the tattooed man, entering her just as the woman on the
screen was being entered.


“You like this, don’t you?” whispered Justin.


Emily shook her head emphatically, no, no, no, but
she couldn’t say the words. The man began to slowly move in and out of the
woman. She was silent, tense, but after a little while she began to moan
quietly, her moans increasing in volume and tempo as the tattooed man fucked
her.


Fucked. That’s what Emily thought. They
weren’t making love, he was fucking her.


And yet the woman was no longer passive, she was
fucking him back. Her arms reached around his broad shoulders as far as she
could, her hands caressing his back, pulling him toward her. As she moved her
wedding ring would catch the light and the diamond would flash.


Justin was using his fingers to push in and out of
her, not touching her clit, Emily losing herself in the video, imagining it was
her being fucked. She’d never react like that, there was no way she could do
that in front of Justin, he’d be disgusted with her. He was probably disgusted
now. To prove it to herself she reached between his legs, and was stunned to
feel his rock hard erection.


“You like this?” she gasped. 


“I like the way you are getting excited.”


“You didn’t answer my question,” she said, ignoring
the truth of what he had said.


“What do you think?”


She moved her hand up and down his shaft, it was as
if he was harder than normal, if that was even possible. He quivered under her
hand. She realized she was stroking him in time with the tattooed man’s
thrusts.


The camera shook, revealing a glimpse of a naked leg
and an arm. Emily had no doubt now, the woman’s husband was filming his wife
having sex, and he was probably masturbating.


Just as she was masturbating Justin right now as he
watched her.


She couldn’t turn to look at Justin, she was
ashamed, and she couldn’t take her eyes off the video. The woman was now
kissing the man, deep kisses, kisses full of desire and need. Her fingers dug
into his back as he relentlessly drove into her.


The camera zoomed in on the woman’s spread legs, the
man’s ass, and his swollen balls. She was opened wide, her clit bulging, so wet
Emily could see her juices, just as she felt her own juices dripping out of
her.


She wanted Justin in her, but she didn’t want to
stop watching the video. She moved her hips upward, grabbing at Justin’s
fingers with her interior muscles, wanting more, wanting something bigger.


The woman broke off the kiss and pulled her lover’s
head down, burying her neck on his shoulder. She used her arms to lever her
legs higher, wider, giving him as much access as possible, taking him as deep
as she could.


“How does it feel?” The husband’s voice, but it
could just as easily have been Justin asking.


The woman didn’t answer, she just moaned in ecstasy.
The tattooed man was grunting with the effort, his ass clenched, his balls
slapping against her.


“Tell me,” said the husband.


 “It feels so good,” the woman whispered.


He has to pull out, thought Emily, there’s no
way he’s going to, there’s no way her husband is going to let him. . .


“Where do you want it?” asked the husband.


The woman shook her head violently, Emily not sure
if she was saying she didn’t want it, or whether she didn’t want to answer. The
tattooed man ignored her or didn’t care, he kept fucking her, Emily could hear
the slamming of the bed against the wall, the squish of their juices. 


Emily froze, waiting, no longer able to stroke
Justin, intent on the screen. Justin kept pushing in and out of her. He wrapped
the fingers of his other hand over hers on his shaft, and moved her hand up and
down. He was really turned on, but she just couldn’t do it. Sensing what he
might want, she guided Justin’s hand onto himself, telling him with her fingers
that she wanted him to jerk himself off.


She risked a glance at him, and he was still staring
at her, his breathing hard, the sheet rising and falling with his strokes.


On the screen the woman was also breathing hard, the
man was grunting, Emily recognized that sound, it must be universal to men,
she’d heard Justin do the same thing when he was ready to come.


Emily grabbed for her clit, no longer caring about
what Justin thought, about what she should be feeling, she just needed the
release.


“Where do you want it?” repeated the husband.


“In my pussy!” screamed the woman.


The tattooed man growled and rammed into her, the
camera shaking, zooming in on her face briefly, her eyelids fluttering, losing
control. The camera pulled back, the woman wrapping her arms around her lover,
her legs still spread, open, inviting. The man spasmed, Emily knew he was
shooting his seed into her. The woman froze, a smile on her lips, luxuriating,
then her face scrunched up in tension, and she exploded, moaning, her orgasm
hitting her even as her lover was still coming inside her.


The camera jerked madly, now everything moving,
Justin’s hand, Emily’s fingers smashed against her pussy, her legs up off the
bed, spread wide. Justin pushed deep, holding his fingers in place inside her,
spasming his hand against her like he was shooting into her, like the tattooed
man was shooting into the woman.


It was too much for Emily, she squealed, her free
hand reaching for a man on top of her, for the man who wasn’t there, and she
came, clenching around Justin’s fingers, imagining the tattooed man shooting
his cum into her, sensing Justin jerking himself off.


The woman on the screen’s face relaxed, a blissful
smile. She held her lover inside her long after he had finished.


Just as Emily held her legs open after her long
orgasm finally subsided, dreaming about being as filled as the woman had been.


The next night, I didn’t have to suggest we
make another choice from the bucket list jar. As soon as I crawled in bed next
to Emily she turned and kissed me, not a simple good night peck, but a kiss
full on the lips. It was as if she had been waiting in frustration for me to
come to bed. Within minutes we were both naked, exploring each other, Emily wet
from the instant I touched her.


I wanted to ask her about the video, and about her
reaction to it, but I didn’t want to spoil the mood. It wasn’t like I needed to
get her excited right now. Whether she was aroused because she was thinking
about the video, or whether she wanted to show me she wanted me instead of what
she had seen on the video didn’t matter. 


I sensed she wanted me inside her, so I reached for
a condom, wishing I didn’t have to. Someday soon, I thought. 


I almost couldn’t get in her fast enough, Emily was
grabbing at me, pulling me down. I loved seeing her like this, feeling her move
beneath me, hearing her breathing, seeing her nostrils flare. She was usually
so quiet during sex, almost ashamed of enjoying it, but tonight she was more
vocal, more open. In the past I had always been very gentle with her, she was
so petite and shy I sometimes thought I’d break her. Yet tonight she seemed
more—sensual, more into it. Her breathing was faster, and her hands more
active, running over my back, even grabbing at my ass. And her legs, spread
wider than I had ever remembered, like she wanted me to be as deep as possible.


When we had finished, as good as it felt, I couldn’t
help but wonder what had caused this change in her. It had all started with the
new outfit, and then the videos. Something had been awakened in Emily, and
while marveling over it and enjoying it, a tinge of doubt crept into my mind,
wondering if her awakening would lead to lust, or to danger.


Emily awoke the next morning way before the
alarm went off. Actually she hadn’t been fully sleeping, just tossing and
turning all night. She kept thinking about the porn videos. Not just the
specifics, but about how many there had been. She had only glimpsed a few
pages, yet some of the categories listed hundreds, thousands, of pictures and
videos. And that was just one website.


Were there really so many kinky people?


It was as if she’d glimpsed a whole new world, a
world where things went on she couldn’t possibly imagine. And yet, it wasn’t a
different world, it was the same world she lived in. Men and women posting
videos of themselves, women having sex with other men while their husbands
watched. Who were these people? Could they be people who walked by her every
day? If she watched enough videos, would she see someone she recognized?


It was enough to make her cringe.


And yet—there was something exciting about it. This
whole new world to see. She didn’t have to take part, she could just look. Like
reading a book about a far off place. She loved to learn, she just never
thought it would be about sex.


Emily always had felt that learning led to growth,
to change. Normally she relished the idea, she was fully aware how sheltered
her life had been, and for the most part, her learning experiences had been
good ones, making her a better person.


For the first time she wasn’t so sure. But there was
no doubt a fuse had been lit she could not very easily extinguish. The book had
been opened, and her eyes were drawn to the pages.


Or in this case, to the videos.


 She looked over at Justin, still in a deep sleep.
How good it had felt to be with him last night, feeling him in her. Whatever
was changing in her, he clearly liked it. Emily hoped that didn’t mean he had
thought there was something missing before. She so hated to disappoint him, he
had been nothing but good to her.


Yet she knew Justin had married her for who she was.
There was no way that Justin had some long held expectation of her being some
wanton woman. Sure, he’d hinted at a few things now and then, but she had taken
that as nothing more than him just wanting to find out what she might like.


That had to be it, right?


She worried that she might be setting some new
expectations for him that she couldn’t fill. What was he dreaming about right
now? Might he want morning sex? Sex every day?


That wasn’t her.


With all these thoughts in her mind it was
impossible to go back to sleep. She got up and headed for the shower.


I awoke to the sound of the shower running.
It was way earlier than we usually got up. I’d slept soundly, passing out
quickly after the intense sex with Emily. She’d had what seemed like a great
orgasm, finishing with me, much sooner than she usually did. 


Our sex life was on a totally different path. As I
lay there, I thought about Emily’s reaction to the porn videos. In some ways,
it had been exactly as I had imagined, some reluctance to watch, overcome
perhaps by her innate desire for new experiences, and of course because she
liked to please me.


But I’d also been surprised at her obvious interest.
More than interest. She hadn’t been nearly as turned off as I would have
expected, especially after seeing the extent of the porn. I smiled at her
initial disbelief over some of the categories, especially the wife sharing. I’d
seen my share of porn, but had never watched a wife sharing video. I just never
thought it would interest me, and there were so many other choices.


Now I couldn’t get it out of my mind. It was
impossible not to think about Emily in that situation. Having sex with another
man. The very idea was too far fetched to even consider. Yet, there it was,
playing out in my head. Emily kissing another man. Emily taking another man in
her mouth. Emily opening her legs, taking another man inside her.


Letting him come inside her.


My cock grew hard under the sheets. Emily would
never do anything of that, of course, and that’s what made it especially
arousing. Picturing my almost shy, conservative wife, having sex with another
man. It was so beyond belief, yet impossible to get out of my head.


And what about Emily’s reaction? The video had been
very explicit, leaving little to the imagination. I would have expected her to
shut it off, to say it was sick, to turn away from me in disgust, especially
after she had seen how excited I had been. Yet she had been transfixed, not
able to pull her eyes away. And when I had slipped my fingers in her, she had
been soaked. Not from kissing, or foreplay, just the video. 


I had fucked her with my fingers just as the tattooed
man was fucking the woman in the video. Emily had not only let me, she had
thrust her hips up, she had spread her legs wide, inviting me. Had she been
thinking about the man on the screen? Or the black man in the BBC video? She’d
never mentioned any interest in black men. Was that a fantasy all women had? Or
was it just the act that she was reacting to, the decadence of a woman having
sex while her husband watched?


Emily had been so transfixed on the video she
couldn’t even concentrate enough to jerk me off; she’d clearly wanted me to do
it. 


Like I was the husband in the video, watching.


I reached for my cock, pretending I was the unseen
man in the video, stroking myself as I watched my wife having sex with some
unknown man, maybe a total stranger. At first, constantly looking over at me,
perhaps to see if I was okay with it all, or to let me know she was only doing
it for me. But soon I was almost forgotten, she was so into it she couldn’t
even look at me, just as Emily couldn’t look at me last night.


I had a sexy wife naked in the shower, what was I
doing jerking off? I jumped out of bed, my cock poking out my boxers, and I
stripped naked as I tripped my way to the bathroom.


Emily preferred baths, but never took one
in the morning before work, baths were for late night relaxation. A shower was
just more practical on a workday.


Yet it was early, she had a little extra time this
morning, so she luxuriated in the warm blast of the shower, closing her eyes,
the strong hot stream like a massage. She didn’t even soap up, she just let the
water flow over her, needles of heat driving deep into her body.


She let her mind wander, and without meaning to,
began to think about the shower she had taken at the resort, when she had
masturbated, fantasizing about the black man. Damian. Justin’s new boss.


The way he had flirted with her at dinner making it
impossible to keep from squirming under his gaze.


And suddenly she was back there, at the resort, in
the pool, Damian’s hands on her. Her fantasy in the shower, Damian there with
her. Inside her.


And just as she had that day in the shower, she
became aroused, more than the heat of the water driving up her inner
temperature. She resisted the temptation to touch herself, she shouldn’t be
masturbating before work, she shouldn’t be masturbating at all.


Especially while thinking of another man.


She reached for the soap, she’d busy herself washing
up, get out of the shower as fast as possible. Her fingers shook, the soap
slippery, instantly making her think of her wetness. The bar of soap fell to
the floor and she automatically bent over to retrieve it, the water hitting her
in the rear, between her legs. She felt so exposed, her butt up in the air.


She hadn’t planned on washing her hair, but now it
was soaked, locks in her eyes, blinding her. She groped on the floor helplessly
for the bar of soap, then got on her knees because she didn’t want to fall.


In that instant a cool blast of air surprised her.
She pushed her hair aside and came face to face with—an erection. 


Justin had opened the shower door and was stepping
in, his rock hard penis staring her in the face. She looked up at him, barely
able to see, the look of shock on his face matching her own. 


They both froze, Justin half in the shower, staring
down at her in amazement, Emily on her knees, the water pounding into her back.


Whether it was the guilt over what she had been
thinking about, or spurred on by her already aroused body, Emily did what
suddenly seemed the most natural thing in the world. She took Justin in her
mouth.


Justin gently put his hand on her head and she
closed her eyes, using her tongue on him. She still didn’t know exactly what to
do, she had so little experience giving oral sex. Yet she’d seen how much it
had excited Justin, and she was getting more comfortable having him in her
mouth. She gently sucked him, using her fingers to caress his shaft, his sack.
She couldn’t hear him, the water drowning everything out, so she focused on the
movements of his body to see if he liked what she was doing.


The touch of his hand on her head told her all she
needed to know, she was getting it right. At that moment she realized how much
she had been missing, this feeling of a man in her mouth was so utterly
electrifying, this ability to bring him to hardness. Although he’d already been
hard; she wondered what he had been thinking about in bed before getting in the
shower. She hoped he had been fantasizing about her, she felt guilty that she
had been thinking about Damian and not Justin. 


She pushed Damian out of her mind. This was her
husband in her mouth. She grabbed Justin’s hand and put in on the back of her
head, telling him it was okay to pull her toward him. Making it clear she
wanted him.


She let Justin guide her head, one of her hands on
his shaft, the other reaching for herself. It was okay to masturbate now, she
was having sex with Justin, she was thinking of him, not Damian. Her fingers
easily distinguished between her own wetness and the dripping water. She
slipped one of her fingers inside, and then, just as Justin had the night
before, a second and a third. 


No matter how wet, it was always possible to feel
the stretching, the opening up. It reminded her of the first video, the one
with the huge black man as he entered the woman, stretching her open. Emily
spread her fingers, but it wasn’t the same, she knew instinctively it could
never be the same.


She stood up quickly, knowing what she wanted.


Emily stood on her tiptoes, reaching for Justin’s
lips, wrapping her arms around him. His erection pressed hard on her belly, at
the exact same spot Justin had touched when they had watched the video, where
he had said the huge cock of the black man would reach. Except that it would be
inside her, not outside.


The water filled her eyes, even if she had managed
to keep them open she couldn’t see, she could have been kissing anyone, Justin,
the tattooed man in the video. Damian.


She needed a man in her.


Emily turned, her body still in contact with Justin,
until she was facing away from him. She placed her hands flat on the wall,
spread her legs, and held her breath.


She felt Justin’s hands on her hips, but he didn’t
enter her. Didn’t he know she was ready?


His hands slid along her legs, he was falling to his
knees, his tongue sliding down her sensitive back, to the top of her ass, no,
she didn’t want that, she didn’t want to be licked, not that way, not now. . .


She half turned, grabbing at his hands, pulling him
back up. “Not that,” she said, not sure if he could even hear her over the
rushing water. She turned back to the wall, spreading her legs, an unmistakable
message, a scream that no water could smother.


Still he hesitated, and now she understood. He
didn’t have a condom.


She was throbbing inside, the lips between her legs
puckering, demanding. Just for a minute, they could risk that.


Without turning she reached for his shaft and guided
it between her legs. To make sure Justin understood, she used her other hand to
spread herself wide open.


“Emily.” Justin’s voice, questioning, wanting.


At least that’s what she thought she heard, it could
have been an echo off the tiles. 


She wanted him to take her, to thrust in her, to
feel herself stretched beyond what her fingers could ever do, beyond what even
he had ever been able to do.


Still he hesitated.


Emily pushed back from the wall just as he finally
moved forward, and if she hadn’t been so wet it would have been a painful
crash. Instead it was a powerful slide, an avalanche, as he entered her in one
smooth motion. 


For one brief, magical moment, she felt it, the
stretching, the opening, the pressure. Then it was gone, overcome by her
wetness and her desire.


She lay her head against the wall, the shower so
steamy she could see nothing. With each thrust the tiles caressed her cheek.
She reached for her clit, rubbing herself as he pushed into her, waiting for
the feeling of fullness to return, that initial feeling of when she had been
entered. It was gone physically, yet that’s what she focused on, just like the
video, feeling her vaginal lips tight around his shaft.


Such an amazing thought, to be stretched so wide
she’d feel it even now, even as her body opened up, even as her juices flowed.


She was close, so close. She so wanted him to be as
well.


He must have sensed it. “What do you want?” he
asked, a hint of caring, this was a momentous decision, yet the concern lost in
his guttural need.


And his words, an echo of her fantasy about Damian.
“Hurry!” she gasped. “I want you to hurry!”


Her legs shook, her orgasm smashing her against the
wall, more powerful than his thrusts. Then he was gone, out, her body reaching
for him, too late. Her fingers never stopped even as she knew he was coming,
his seed lost in the ocean of water, instead of filling her womb.


It didn’t matter. The tinge of loss in her mind was
no match for the potent spasms of elation running through every muscle in her
body.


I had a lot of problems concentrating at
work that day. My mind kept recreating my sex with Emily in the shower. Being
inside her without protection for that long. 


Emily had been so aroused; it was as if she had read
my mind, had realized that I was fantasizing about her that morning. And when I
had found her on her knees in the shower, I just couldn’t believe it. Later I
had seen the dropped soap, but when I first saw her there, I couldn’t help but
think she was waiting for me that way.


And when she had turned around, opening herself up
to me. . .


She knew I wasn’t wearing a condom, and yet she
still wanted me in her. There was no doubt in my mind. I had always thought
we’d discuss it first, in fact, we had talked about it, or talked about talking
about it. Having children was something we took seriously, we wanted to make
the decision together about when. But this morning Emily seemed driven by some
great, uncontrollable need.


I wanted to bring it up that morning, but I could
tell that she didn’t want to discuss it. She had busied herself getting ready
for work, making small talk. She gave me a quick kiss on the lips as she headed
out earlier than usual, as if she didn’t want to stay an extra minute. She was
wearing her most conservative outfit, a longish skirt, flats, a too large
blazer. Pantyhose. Her hair was tied back, making her look young and innocent,
camouflage, perhaps, from our recent wild—at least for us—sex.


My concern about her feelings and what was going
through her mind didn’t stop me from daydreaming. Twice I had to leaving
meetings because an erection had come upon me. I had to resist the urge to jerk
off in the bathroom. But so help me, I couldn’t get it all out of my mind.


What made it even worse was that my boss Damian was
in most of my meetings that day. Every time I looked at him I couldn’t help but
be reminded of Emily’s reaction to the videos, first the BBC, and then to the
wife having sex with the black man. I never had an interest in a man, and was
not always sure what women found attractive in men, but I had no doubt that
Damian would be perceived as handsome. He wasn’t only powerfully built, but he
had a commanding aura, a confidence that even men felt. It wasn’t that I was
afraid of him; I’d had my share of scrapes and felt I could take care of
myself. It was just that I could easily understand how women would be attracted
to him.


Even Emily.


Of course, she’d never cheat on me, just as I would
never cheat on her. We both loved each other too much. 


And yet all day I thought about it. Not Emily with
Damian, that was too close to home. But Emily with another man. And me
watching.


She’d never do it, of course. But that didn’t mean a
guy couldn’t dream.


I was lying in bed next to Emily, who was
reading a book. It was the first time in a week we’d really had a moment
together; I’d been working late at the office and bringing work home,
retreating into the home office and not getting to bed until Emily was asleep.
It was all because of my new job role, which I was very happy with, other than
the extra time required to come up to speed.


“Emily, do you want to have a baby?” That wasn’t
exactly how I had planned on easing into the conversation, but it needed to be
discussed. I was staring at the ceiling when I asked.


“What?”


“You know, a family.”


“Of course I do. We’ve talked about this.”


I turned to her. “I mean, now.”


Emily set her book aside. She was freshly showered
and scrubbed, and right now in her pajamas she looked way too young to have
kids. “I don’t know. I thought this would be the right time, but now with your
new position at work. . .”


“I don’t want the job to get in the way. I could do
something else if I had to.”


“But you love it!”


“I know. The last thing I want, though, is for
you—us—to resent my work if it gets in the way of what we want to do together.
Plus there will always be something else going on, if it isn’t this job or
position, it will be another.”


Emily squinted. “This is because of what happened in
the shower, isn’t it.”


I shrugged. “Kind of.”


“I didn’t know what I wanted.”


“I thought I got a good sense of what you wanted,” I
teased.


“Ha-ha.”


“No, really. You seemed. . .” I didn’t
quite know how to put it into words. Like you wanted it, was what came
to mind, and not in a want to have a baby way, more in a want to get
fucked way. But that sounded so lusty, so much unlike her.


“I was just so excited. By you.”


Was I imagining things, or had she hesitated a
little before adding those last two words? Had she already been aroused before
I even joined her in the shower? There was nothing wrong with that, I
had been already turned on.


But what had she been thinking about while in the
shower that had excited her so much?


So much that she let—no, she wanted—me to enter
her unprotected.


As matter of factly as I could, I asked, “Have you
been thinking of those videos we watched?”


Her face turned crimson, giving me my answer. 


“It’s okay, honey,” I said, moving over to her side
of the bed. “There’s nothing to be ashamed about.”


“It’s not that,” she said. “We did it together, I’m
not ashamed. But. . .”


“But what?”


She looked down into her lap. “It’s hard to talk
about.”


“Hey, it’s me, remember?” I put my arm around her,
pulling her head onto my chest.


Emily snuggled in close. After a minute she said, “Sometimes
I wonder if I’ve disappointed you.”


I turned her face to mine. “How can you say that? I
love you.”


“I know that. It’s just—I know you want more. More
sex. Different sex.”


I started to object, but Emily put a finger to my
lips. “Let me finish,” she said. “I’m not upset. I understand it better now
that I’ve seen some of the videos. I had no idea that people did all of those
things. I’ve always known I was a little traditional in that regard, but I’d
never really understood how traditional. You must think of me as a
prude.”


“Emily, you are not a prude. And I’d love you
even if you were.”


“You’re sweet to say that. But all this time,
weren’t you hoping for more? That I’d be more like—everyone else?”


I hugged her tight, I could see that this was really
bothering her. “Listen. I don’t know what everyone else is like.
Frankly, I don’t care anyway. I just want to make you happy.”


“And I want to make you happy. Have I been?”


“Of course you have.”


“But you want more.”


What did I want? I was telling the truth, I
did want to make her happy. If our sex life had stayed exactly the same, I
might have been a little disappointed, but that wouldn’t have stopped me from
being happy, from loving Emily. “Let me ask you this,” I said. “You were
excited by those videos, weren’t you?”


Emily took a deep breath. “Yes,” she whispered, like
she was telling a secret, afraid of being scolded.


“Why do you think that is?”


“I don’t know. I just—reacted.”


As gently as I could, so I would not sound like I
was accusing her, I asked, “Did they make you think of—different ways to have
sex?”


She nodded into my chest.


“So maybe you want more too. There’s nothing wrong
with it. Just because you want to experience something new and different
doesn’t mean that what you did before that was not good. It’s like—growing.”


“Do you want to do any of those things?”


“It’s not that I have anything specific in mind.”
Which was mostly true. Was it a lie if you didn’t offer up details of your
sexual fantasies? “Do you?”


Emily hesitated a long time. I wondered if she was considering
new possibilities, or was deciding to tell me about ones she had already
fantasized about.


“I think about what it would feel like to have
you—finish—inside me.”


Emily couldn’t even say the word cum. I shuddered,
which she must certainly have felt. I’d been thinking about that exact thing.
And not just about me finishing in her. “Is that what you want?”


“I do.” She looked back into my eyes. “I do,” she
repeated more firmly. “But I’m not ready to have children just yet.”


“Maybe. . .”


She read my mind. “Not that. You know how I feel
about birth control. Maybe someday, I don’t know. I don’t want to even think
about it now.”


“Okay,” I said. I couldn’t be angry, I’d known this
about Emily for a long time. I certainly missed having unprotected sex; it was
so much more immediate, more open to all sorts of fun, like quickies,
spontaneity.


“Don’t be mad.”


“I’m not. Really.” I thought about her dilemma,
wanting to experience unprotected sex, but not able to. It must have been as
frustrating for her as it was for me. Suddenly I had an idea.


I leaned over and turned off the light.


I looped my arms under her shoulders and pulled her
up next to me, then rolled her onto her back, one of my arms under her neck, my
other hand on her thigh. Before she could ask what I was doing I said, “Just
relax, I want to try something.”


She nodded, but I felt her shoulders tighten, her
usual shyness, even with me. In the dark I reached for her with my lips, gently
kissing her on the cheek, then on the neck. 


I spoke in her ear in a whisper. “I want you to
think about anything you want. About me. About what we’ve done. About the videos.
About—whatever you were thinking about in the shower before I came in.” I
stopped, waiting for her denial, but she didn’t say a word.


I had been right, she had been fantasizing in
the shower.


“Pretend this is your safe, fantasy world. Anything
can happen here, and you won’t get hurt, because I’m here to protect you. You
can have anything you want, just the way you want it. Do you understand?”


I felt her nod.


“Good. Now just let go. As soon as something comes
into your mind, let it wash over you. Then just tell me about it, so I can
share it with you.”


There was a long silence. “I can’t think of
anything,” she finally said.


I shouldn’t have been surprised. Even if she had,
what was she going to say? She’d never spoken about a sexual fantasy. “I’ll
help you.” I moved my fingers along her thigh. “The videos. You were aroused by
them, weren’t you?”


Another long hesitation, and then I felt the barest
nod, her chin moving against my chest in the dark. From Emily, this was like a
screamed confession.


I wanted to ask her which part she liked the best,
but I didn’t think she was ready for that. “Those men. They were very well
endowed, weren’t they?”


She didn’t respond to that, maybe it wasn’t what got
her attention. Or—. “Don’t worry, I won’t be upset. You can tell me,” I urged
gently.


“You’re big enough for me,” she whispered.


I smiled in the dark. So like her, worried about how
I’d feel. “I bet you always thought so. But seeing them, didn’t you wonder how
it might feel? Having something that big in you?”


I felt Emily stiffen under me, just as the woman in
the video had cringed when she had first seen the huge cock on the black man.
Taking that as a sign, I moved my hand to Emily’s inner thigh. As I expected,
she squeezed her legs together. 


Just like the woman in the video.


“It’s okay,” I whispered. “I bet all women would
wonder about that. Being—.” I wasn’t sure what the right term was. “So opened
up. So stretched.”


Emily gave out the tiniest moan.


I pushed my hands farther between her clenched
thighs. “Did you notice the look on her face? She seemed a little afraid, but
you could tell she wanted it. She wanted to see what it would feel like. Isn’t
that what you thought?”


Again the slight hesitation, and then the small nod.


I moved my hand to the top of her pussy, not
touching anything sensitive, just resting my palm flat against her mound. Her
legs were still together, not fighting me, but. . .


“The woman’s legs were squeezed together at first,
is that what you are thinking about?” 


I didn’t wait for Emily to respond but moved my
fingers down toward her labia. “Then he was right over her.” 


I ran my fingers over her mound though her thin
pajama bottoms, carefully avoiding her clit. Emily’s fingers clenched at my
chest.


My voice still a whisper, I went on, “Do you think
she was wet when he went inside her? Maybe she got wet from taking him in her
mouth?” I was mixing what I remembered from the two videos, I didn’t think it
mattered. “I think sometimes women get aroused just from getting a man excited.
I bet that’s what got her wet.”


I continued to run my fingers gently over Emily, but
resisted the urge to put my hand down under her clothing. I wanted to see just
how excited I could get her by talking. Or see how turned on she got by the
pictures I painted for her.


“You know what would have been exciting to see? How
she got naked. I wonder if he took her clothes off, or if she did it herself. I
bet her husband was wondering what she would do. Would she just fool around a
little? Kiss the other man? Maybe use just her hands or mouth on him?”


I slid my fingers under the elastic on Emily’s
pajamas. “Either way, it would have been exciting. Seeing how she would have
reacted as the other man removed her clothing. Do you want to know what I would
have preferred?”


I felt Emily hold her breath. 


“I would have liked to see her take off her own
clothes. Like she was making a decision. Her husband was right there, but if I
were him, that would have turned me on, seeing her do that.”


I grasped Emily’s hand and moved it to the top of
her pajamas. I kissed her neck and repeated exactly what the husband had said
in the video. “Go ahead. It’s okay.”


Even though I was hoping for it, even though I
wanted it, I was still shocked when Emily slipped her pajamas off. My cock,
already hard, jerked wildly, even though she wasn’t touching it.


If that wasn’t a big enough shock, when I put my
hand between her legs I discovered she had removed her underwear as well. 


I heard myself moan, not something I decided to do,
it just happened. In that one little motion, I knew Emily was right there with
me in the story. She was not only getting herself ready, making a decision, she
was picturing herself doing it right in front of me.


“She took her clothes off,” I murmured, careful not
to suggest it was Emily, I didn’t want to spoil this. “That must have driven
her husband wild. She was telling her husband she was going to do it. Telling
the other man she wanted him. . .”


Emily lifted her chin and kissed me, a demanding,
open mouthed kiss, moaning into my mouth.


I freed my lips just enough to speak. “She seemed
pretty excited by it all,” I said. “Feeling it go inside her. So big. Realizing
she could take it all. She must have been so wet. . .”


I pushed my finger into Emily and to my utter
amazement she was slippery, her juices already reaching to the outer part of
her opening. Just from my story. Thrilled, I pushed on. “Yes, just like that. I
get so turned on feeling you wet, did you know that? I know you like getting me
hard, it’s the same thing, it makes me so happy. Do you like getting me hard?”


“Yes,” Emily breathed.


“Sometimes I wish I could see all of you,” I said,
knowing I was venturing into dangerous territory, talking not about the video woman
but about Emily herself. “I love looking at you as I enter you. And I love
watching you have an orgasm, your face, you are so beautiful when you come. But
I still wish I could see more of you, how your body moves, how your legs wrap
around me. Just like that woman in the video. I bet her husband was so turned
on by that, seeing his wife from a different perspective, seeing how she looked
as she. . .”


I let my fingers finish my sentence, moving in and
out. Fucking her.


Emily spread her legs to give me more access,
squirming, shifting upward. 


“Just like that,” I said. I pushed two fingers into
her, and flicked my thumb against her clit. Emily moaned and drove her tongue
into my mouth, something she rarely did.


I alternated fucking her with my fingers and rubbing
her clit. The story I was weaving called for me to be inside her, but I didn’t
want to stop, and I didn’t want to ruin it by having to put on a condom, so I
kept talking.


“Her husband must have loved seeing her so aroused,”
I said. “Otherwise why would he have filmed it? And I bet he was touching
himself. I can understand that.”


My own cock had poked through my boxers and was
rubbing up against the sheets, and so help me, I think that was going to be
enough to get me off.


“Being so big inside her, I bet she could tell when
he was getting close,” I said. “Don’t you think so? She must have known when he
was going to come.”


Emily moaned louder, her mouth wide open, her tongue
fully extended into my mouth. 


And suddenly I knew exactly what she had been
thinking about in the shower.


“She wanted it, didn’t she? She wanted him to come
inside her.” My fingers were flying over Emily’s clit. “And that’s what you’d
want too, wouldn’t you? That’s so hot, having a man come inside you. Is that what
you want?”


Emily pressed against my fingers with all her
weight. I rubbed her harder and faster than I ever had in my life, but she just
seemed to want more.


“Go ahead,” I prodded. “You can say it. You want to
feel it shoot in you, don’t you?” I shoved three fingers into her pussy, deep.
Back and forth from her clit to her pussy. “Say it. You want to feel him come
inside you.”


Whether Emily noticed my use of the word him
instead of me, or whether that’s what excited her, I’ll never know. But
the effect was beyond belief. She grabbed my hand and shoved it inside her, her
hips rising up to take my fingers deep, her fingers lashing at her clit.


“He’s going to come in you!” I warned.


Emily screamed, her thighs squeezing my hand so tightly
I thought my wrist was going to break, her vaginal muscles clenching my fingers
like a vise. Her orgasm shook her so hard she thrashed on the bed, pulling the
sheets, twisting them around my cock. 


For the first time in my life I came without
touching myself, shooting wildly, driven by Emily’s gasps for air, knowing with
absolute certainty that I was only partially responsible for her orgasm.


The rest was from whatever man she imagined shooting
his cum inside her.


Emily carefully moved the crystal jar to
the dining room table. She gingerly sat down, her eyes never leaving the jar,
as if in the presence of something powerful, something terrifying. The crystal,
thick and strong, yet still made of glass. If upended, it could bounce
harmlessly, or it could break. You could never tell what would happen once its
equilibrium had been altered.


The jar was like her relationship with Justin, her
entire marriage. It was strong and beautiful, like the vase. It’s small strips
of paper contained dreams, individual dreams, shared dreams. And yet, some of
those dreams might turn out to be nightmares, the little strips of paper
turning into weights that could topple even the heavy glass.


The dreams she’d contributed to the bucket list
weren’t risky at all. But how about what Justin had put in? She desperately
wanted to know, but she wouldn’t look, not by herself, it would be like reading
someone else’s diary. 


Even if Justin’s additions to the list seemed
innocuous, they could have momentous impact. Like watching porn. It sounded
pretty harmless, yet look what had happened. She’d seen a whole new side of
herself, of Justin. He’d been turned on by the video of the husband watching
his wife with another man.


And Justin had been turned on watching Emily’s own
reaction, watching her own arousal.


A secret had been uncovered, one she didn’t even
know she had. It couldn’t be forgotten, it couldn’t be written down on a little
piece of paper and stuck back in the jar.


What were Justin’s other contributions? Were they
even more risky than watching porn? If they were, and her ideas were
so—benign—what would that signal? Such a mismatch might bring disappointment,
pain, embarrassment. She could almost imagine the jar toppling from just that,
the weight of Justin’s dangerous suggestions to her light and airy ones.


If they were going to play this game, she had to
contribute equally. 


It wasn’t that she didn’t want to disappoint him,
although she didn’t. It wasn’t that she was doing it just for him. It was that
she now understood something new about herself, what she responded to, what she
enjoyed. If they were going to include sexually themed items in the bucket
list, for her not to contribute the kinds of things she now realized she liked
would be just like lying. And she just couldn’t lie to Justin. Or herself.


The only sound in the house was the ticking of the
grandfather clock. Justin had left for work twenty minutes ago. Emily glanced
at the clock, almost nine a.m.; she’d been staring at the jar for so long she
was going to be late for the office. Yet she couldn’t leave until she made a
decision.


The blank piece of paper on the top of the pad demanded
to be written on. She picked up the pen, surprised to see that her hands
weren’t shaking. All her trepidation was burning up in her heart and mind,
leaving little for her body.


Now she regretted having ripped up her bucket list
item about having sex in the shower. Justin would have been so surprised to
have opened that one, so excited. But now that they’d done it, she couldn’t
very well write it down again.


She could, but it wouldn’t be the same. It had to be
something—more. 


She poised the pen over the blank piece of paper,
wishing it were an old fashioned Ouija board, willing it to move on its own. No
luck. She’d have to make a conscious decision.


Maybe she could put in a whole bunch of less risky
ideas. Taken together, they’d have a weight of their own. She could use the
categories she had seen on the porn site. Just listing a few would be funny to
read, titillating. She could have a note that said, “read porn listings
together.” Maybe they’d even find one to look at, one not as scary as BBC or
wife sharing.


Scary, because those were the ones that had turned
her on. That had tempted her.


Just to see how it looked on paper, how it felt, she
wrote watch more videos of a wife having sex with another man
in her tiny, neat hand.


What would Justin do if he saw this note? How would
he feel?


And is that what she really wanted, to watch more
porn? Is that what had really affected her? The video itself?


She drew a shaky line through the first four words.


She stared at the paper. Wife having sex
with a another man.


Such little words, tiny drops of ink that should
have been innocuous. And yet, just by thinking them, writing them, seeing them,
she had crossed a chasm, a momentous step over danger.


And those same words, if Justin saw them, could
allow them both to soar into a new world.


Or make them fall.


She just couldn’t do it. Imagine it, yes. Listen to
Justin’s dirty talk about it, yes. But do it for real. . .she
couldn’t believe it could ever happen.


And yet, if someone had asked her a few months ago
if she had watched porn, she would have told them they were crazy. If someone
had asked her if she’d ever been excited thinking about having unprotected sex
with a black man, she would have told them they were sick.


And yet she’d done both of those things.


So what was the lie? Writing it down and not
thinking she’d do it, or fantasizing about it and not admitting it?


She heard the front door open, Emily’s hands
grabbing for the paper before she even realized what was happening, shredding
the sheet. Justin stopped in the doorway, staring at her, their eyes locking.


He knows, Emily thought. He knows what I
was thinking.


“What are you doing?” he asked.


“I—is everything okay? Why are you home?”


“I forgot the files I was working on, I was almost
all the way to the office. Aren’t you late for work?”


“I didn’t realize what time it was,” she said,
rising, using the movement to hide her hands as she crunched the bits of paper
up in her fist. “I was making a list—a grocery list for what I need at the
store.”


“Oh. Okay.”


Justin disappeared into the kitchen, returning a
moment later. He gave Emily a quick kiss. The torn pieces of paper were like a
lead weight in her hand.


It didn’t really hit me that something
might be going on with Emily until I got home that night. She was still out, it
was the night she went shopping with her girlfriends. I flicked on the light in
the entry. Normally I’d turn left into the kitchen, but a gleam caught my eye
from the other direction, the dining room.


Frowning, I went that way, switching on the
chandelier. Everything was fine. Where had that gleam come from? I switched off
the overhead, and there it was again, on the table.


The crystal jar, the one with our bucket list items.


What was it doing on the dining room table?


Then I realized it had been there when I had rushed
into the house that morning to retrieve my files. It just hadn’t registered in
my brain.


Emily must have put it there. Why? Was it her shy
way of saying she wanted to pick something else out? 


I lifted the lid. I couldn’t tell if anything had
changed, if there were more pieces of paper. Could she have added something?


I was so tempted to look. After our experiment with
the porn videos, I was dying to know if Emily might have added something
sexual. I stared at the jar from every angle attempting to guess if anything
new was inside.


No luck.


Still, it had to be here for a reason. 


I could ask Emily, that would be the easiest thing.
Or just suggest it was time to pick something else out. Maybe we’d choose a
note she had just added.


Emily’s reaction to my whispered description of her
having sex with another man had blown me away. She’d been incredibly,
impossibly aroused. That night, after, she’d said nothing at first, although
when I had quietly asked her if she had enjoyed my story she had nodded into my
chest. Then, after a moment, her voice tentative, as if fearing how I would
respond, she had asked, “Did you?” I had guided her hand to my now deflated cock,
and she seemed to understand immediately. It wasn’t that I hadn’t been hard, it
was that I had finished. She sighed and snuggled up against me.


The next day she’d mentioned nothing at all about
it. 


And yet here was the jar, right out in the open. Like
a big banner proclaiming she wanted to go again.


I remembered what other bucket item ideas I had put
in the jar. Some of them seemed downright tame now, although if you thought
about it, getting drunk and watching porn really wasn’t that extreme either. And
yet, given Emily’s upbringing, her background, her shyness, her reaction to
what we had done seemed way past the ordinary.


What exactly would she write down and add to the
list if she felt truly comfortable doing it? If she had a different history?


Suddenly I remembered that Emily had written
something else down, but she’d changed her mind, or lost her nerve. Given what
else happened that night, I had forgot all about it. Yet she had ripped the
paper to shreds, hiding it. Was that because it was too tame or too naughty?


I went into the living room and stuck my hand down
the crevices in the sofa cushions. Nothing. I pulled up the cushions, groping,
on my hands and knees looking under the furniture. Feeling foolish, I got up.
Whatever she had written down was gone, I’d never know. Maybe I’d just pretend;
it would be wonderful fodder for a fantasy, something to jerk off to when I was
on a business trip, pretending Emily had written that she’d wanted anal sex or. . .letting
me watch her have sex with another man. 


It would never happen. But just seeing the words in
her handwriting, or her just saying she wanted to pretend, would be enough.


I grabbed a beer and went back into the dining room,
where I sat, sipped, and stared at the crystal jar. It seemed to be calling to
me, asking me for another contribution. Perhaps just as Emily had secretly
hoped.


I turned to the sideboard and from the small drawer
pulled out a pad and pen. At the bottom of the first blank page I drew three
horizontal lines, forming the outlines of the strips I’d tear off with my new
ideas. 


What could I write? It had to be something that
Emily wouldn’t be turned off by so much that she’d quit the game. I needed something
she might be willing to try. I had thought that watching porn would be the
furthest we could go, that was the stretch goal. Yet perhaps because she had
been a little drunk, Emily had gone along, and I sensed no regrets. What next?


It wasn’t that a lot thoughts didn’t immediately
spring to mind. But I immediately rejected most of them. Not that I didn’t want
to experience them, but even with her recent willingness to experiment, I
sensed Emily wasn’t ready for, say, anal sex.


I was staring at the blank page when a series of
indentations caught my eye at the top of the page. It must have been the
remnants of whatever had been written last on the pad, on the page above. Then
I remembered the grocery list Emily had been preparing. Yet there was only one item,
and I could tell part of it had a line drawn through.


Why would she need a grocery list for only one item?


Curious, I held the paper up to the light. It was
hard to make out the impressions, the writing had been light. Yet even the
shadow was unmistakably Emily’s dainty handwriting. Unfortunately, part of
which she had written was overwhelmed by other writing, probably from two
sheets above, hard pressed letters. That would have been me, I’d been doing
that for years.


I could only make out two complete words, more
and man. The others didn’t make sense, or were indecipherable. A third
word seemed to be sex, but that might have been my imagination.


What could that mean? More sex? She wanted more sex?
That by itself was exciting. Yet more was one of the words she had
crossed out.


And what did the man part mean? More sex
with a man didn’t make any sense. Unless she meant. . .no, that
couldn’t be it. I twisted the paper this way and that. Was the word another
in there somewhere? Could she possibly have written sex with another man?


My hands were shaking as I tried everything I could
to figure out what she had written. At one point I even went through all the
trash containers in the house, looking for the piece of paper she had obviously
torn off the pad. But I could find no evidence. Again I resisted the urge to
upend the jar and paw through all the slips of paper. 


That wouldn’t be right. 


Though I had found no trace, there was no doubt in
my mind that Emily had at least written something down. Something to do
with sex.


I couldn’t wait to find out what it might be. In the
meantime, it convinced me I could make my own additional contributions to the
bucket list. Sexual contributions. But what?


I thought back to what had first turned both of us
on. It had been the night she’d been out in the new outfit, wearing the
stockings. My thoughts of her being ogled by another man. Perhaps more than one
man.


Is that what Emily had written? That she wanted to fantasize
about other men? Maybe not to have sex with them, but to watch more videos? To
hear me talk dirty to her about her having sex with someone else? 


She’d been aroused that night we’d gone to the
restaurant. Had she realized the men were leering over her? Is that what had
set her off?


I tore off the top sheet of paper, the one with the
indentation. I was going to save that. To think about. To fantasize about. And
maybe, someday, to ask Emily about, if nothing like it turned up in the bucket
list.


I tore three strips off the next page. On the first
one I wrote: I want you to dress up again in your new outfit and stockings
and go out with me so that men can look at you. 


She’d already done that, but this time it would seem
different, we’d know about it beforehand, she’d be thinking about it in real
time, just as I would. I felt my cock grow hard picturing it, Emily showing a
little thigh, maybe revealing the top of her stockings. 


On the second sheet, I wrote: Go out to a bar and
I’ll pretend that I don’t know you, and see if anyone tries to pick you up.
I’d already had that fantasy, Emily being hit on by a stranger. Only this time
I’d be watching for real.


I thought long and hard about the third idea. Finally
I wrote: Go on a real date with another man. And see what happens.


I frowned over that one, then crossed out the second
sentence. It was too much. Nothing would happen. Although the first part would
be incredible, just Emily going out with someone, and then coming back and
telling me about it. 


I realized that if Emily picked that one first from
the jar, she’d freak out. No way she’d go out on a date with someone, even with
my blessing. And it’s not like I wanted her to have sex with another guy for
real, I just wanted to think about it, hear her talk about it, see her get
excited about it. Our own private fantasy.


And yet, taken together, the three ideas I’d come up
with had a certain progression. Just as watching the porn had led to the sex in
the shower and the whispered erotic story, so could dressing a little sexy and
pretending to pick up another man lead to. . .a date.


I set aside the three separate slips and instead
started a new sheet, where I wrote all three ideas down on one page, numbered
one to three. It wouldn’t be three separate bucket list items, but just one.
Shook my head, that wouldn’t work either. She’d read all three, it would be too
much to take in.


Then I smiled, I had a thought. I carefully folded my
original three slips one on top of another and got a stapler from the drawer,
stapling them together. One idea, three steps, each to be revealed after the
prior one was completed.


I carefully folded the whole thing and put it in the
jar.


Now all I could do was wait. 


Emily wrapped her fingers around the cold
metal of the dumbbell. She knew why they kept the gym cold, but she didn’t like
it, she always felt it was a good way to pull a muscle. With one knee on the
bench and her feet planted firmly on the floor, she began her new routine of
tricep curls.


She normally didn’t lift weights, but she’d had a
sudden urge to get a little more toned up. She ran a lot, her legs were good,
nice and firm with definition. And she did Pilates and core exercises, giving
her a flat stomach. But she didn’t do much for her arms. So after some internet
research she’d worked out a little routine after her swim: curls, different
extensions, kickbacks. 


She’d been in the gym a lot lately. Justin was on his
first long trip in his new role heading up the pipeline project, and he had
been gone over a week. She hated him being away weekends, that was when they
usually did fun activities. Not wanting to be in the house alone she was
spending more time at the gym. 


For Justin’s sake, she wouldn’t reveal she was
bothered by him being away. He was really into his new job, she’d never seen
him so happy. She just hoped that once the project was over he wouldn’t have to
travel so much, especially after the three months he would be away at the final
startup.


In the meantime, she could get her arms in shape.


She lifted the dumbbell back, trying to remember
what she had seen in the internet videos. She knew she should have asked the
trainer at the gym, but he’d been a little too friendly, and she’d
caught him staring at her. She’d seen him hitting on other woman and she had no
doubt that there was some fooling around. She just wasn’t interested in that.


Not with him, anyway.


Not with anyone, for real. But alone at night the
last few days she’d lie in bed, in the dark, having the recurring fantasy of
sex with another man. No matter how she tried not to think about it,
every time she lay down it was there. She had even tried one night to sleep
with the lights on. It was like an itch that had to be scratched, out of your
control.


She had masturbated three nights in a row.


The first two times she had felt guilty. Last night
she had rationalized that she must not be the only woman masturbating when her
husband was away. And she was masturbating about Justin. Mostly.


Another rationalization.


Plus, she told herself, Justin would be excited if
she admitted to him what she had been doing. At least the masturbating part.
Would he really want to hear that she had been fantasizing about being with another
man?


Now, in the crowded gym but alone with her thoughts,
just the thought of it made her heart beat faster. The rhythm of her arms
increased, each lift of her arm like a pelvic stroke. She shook her head,
trying to clear the image.


The men in her fantasies were not only strangers,
they were faceless. Yet unmistakably new, different men, not Justin. Sometimes
her fantasies started with him, sometimes just with someone else, ending with
Justin in the bed, or just in the room. Watching.


So ridiculous, having these thoughts in the gym,
growing hot in the cold room. . .


It was a good thing she wasn’t a guy, she’d have an
erection right now, that would be so embarrassing. As it was she felt awkward
and self conscious as she stood up and shifted to the other arm.


She started slow, but within a few seconds she was
back in her faster rhythm, not able to shake her wicked thoughts. It was
impossible not to think of the movement of her arm as a stroke, her fingers
tight around a man’s shaft—


“You’re doing that all wrong.”


The voice was right on top of her, so close that
Emily jumped, the weight coming down against her leg, painful. She yelped.


She turned to see Damian. He was shaking his head
and laughing.


“It’s got to be long and slow, not short and quick,”
he said. “At least, if you want to get the most out of it.”


Emily was rubbing her thigh where she’d hit herself.
“Look what you made me do,” she said, her tone angry, unlike her but not
caring.


“I could rub it for you,” said Damian.


“You’ll do no such thing. What are you doing here?”


“I’m working out. You told me about this gym,
remember?”


Emily tried to look away but she couldn’t take her
eyes off him. God, he was in incredible shape. He was wearing a tight workout
top, his arms bulging through the fabric. She swore she could see the outline
of his abs right through his shirt. A pair of tight three quarter pants, like
what football players wore, showed off his thick thighs and muscular calves.


“Like what you see?”


“What?” Emily turned away, flustered. 


“You were looking at my body.”


“No I wasn’t.” She forced herself to look back at
him, but just at his face. It wasn’t much better, he was so good looking, his
strong cheekbones and shaven head so erotic to her. And his eyes, a powerful,
stoic gaze that froze her. “Were you spying on me?” she challenged.


“Spying on you? I could say the same thing. After
all, you’re on the men’s side of the gym.”


“What? No I’m not, there’s no—.” Emily looked around
wildly, and noticed that she was one of only two women in the room. The other
woman was very muscular, like a professional weightlifter. Emily had never been
in this part of the gym before, she normally just went to the bike and aerobics
machine room, not the free weights. When she’d come in she had spotted the rack
of dumbbells and headed that way.


Damian jerked his head toward the wall. “The women’s
weight room is on that side. This is for the guys.”


“I didn’t notice.”


“Sure. You weren’t here hoping to run into me, were
you?”


“Don’t be ridiculous.”


“A likely story. Anyway, you might as well make the
best of it. Let me show you how to use those weights.” 


Emily’s heart pounded as Damian took a step closer
to her. There was a light sheen of sweat glistening on his skin, the same kind
of sweat she’d seen on Justin after they had made love, not beads, but more
like an eruption of heat.


She cowed against the bench, feeling very small next
to Damian’s bulk.


“You’re making me uncomfortable,” she said, her
voice sounding tiny and weak.


“That’s what you said at the resort too. Is it
because I’m black? Are you a racist?”


“No!” 


“Then why do I bother you so much? I can tell you’re
affected.”


Emily felt like a deer caught in headlights, frozen,
not able to move. She was afraid if she said anything she’d blurt out the
truth, admitting exactly why Damian was affecting her. She cast a nervous
glance around the room. Everyone appeared to be intent on their workouts, but
who knew what they could overhear? “I’m just uncomfortable with—your flirting.”


“Flirting? You think that’s what I’m doing?”


“Isn’t it?” Emily tried to look sure of herself,
without much success.


“Maybe you are just superimposing your own feelings
on my words.”


Could he really read her that well? Or was he just
being cocky? “You assume a lot.”


Damian grinned. “Because my assumptions are always
right.” He picked up a huge dumbbell off the rack and effortlessly did a series
of curls. Emily’s eyes widened at how his biceps popped. Very casually Damian
said, “Have you ever been with a black man?”


Emily was flabbergasted. “Excuse me?”


“You know. Sexually.”


“That’s a very personal question,” she stammered
shyly.


“Because it might explain your emotions right now.
Your bodily responses.”


 “As a matter of fact I haven’t.”


“So it’s all about what you want, not what you have
experienced.”


Emily looked at him coolly, although heat still
coursed through her. “You don’t know me well enough to tell me about what I
want. And I bet you would have said the same thing if I said I had been
with—that it was because of experience.”


Damian gave her his cocky grin again. “Works for me.
But I probably know you better than you think. Anyway, if you haven’t been with
a black man, have you ever seen one naked?”


Emily couldn’t believe how Damian was having this
conversation not only with someone he barely knew, but in a public place. He
was totally uninhibited. She glanced around again. No one was very close. Had
everyone moved a little bit away, giving them some space? Had they overheard,
or was Damian’s aura so strong they were afraid to approach?


Emily sensed that Damian could bend her over and take
her right there in the gym, and no one would stop him.


She might not even stop him.


Using her last bit of willpower, she said, “Maybe I
have.”


“I doubt it.”


“I have!” responded Emily, speaking louder than she
had meant.


“Ah. You’ve been watching porn.”


“That’s none of your business!”


Damian put down the barbell and gave her an
appraising look. “You were right about one thing, I don’t know everything about
you. I didn’t expect you’d be one to watch porn. That’s enough to get a man
hard.”


Emily’s eyes jumped to Damian’s crotch before she
had a chance to catch herself. She jerked her head back, but it was too late.
Damian had caught her looking, and he was smiling wickedly.


She had also seen the thick bulge between Damian’s
legs, clearly outlined by his tight pants.


“Who taught you how to do tricep extensions?”


His change of topic confused her. “What? No one.”


“That explains it. Let me show you.” 


Damian picked up the dumbbell that Emily had been
using and held it out. Emily stared at it. She felt that she couldn’t deny this
offer, otherwise he would thing she was racist or something. But for
some reason she felt that if she did this simple little thing, taking the
weights from his hand, that she’d be taking a step along a different kind of
path, making a decision.


She carefully took the dumbbell, trying not to touch
Damian’s hand, remembering how she had been affected that time at the pool.


If Damian noticed her hesitation he didn’t say
anything. Instead, he motioned her to resume her exercises. Emily knelt on the
bench, one leg on the floor, feeling very self conscious, her rear sticking out
right at Damian, like an offering. She wished she had worn her loose sweats
instead of her tight yoga pants.


“That’s good starting form,” said Damian.


Emily resisted the urge to turn to see exactly which
part of her form he was commenting on.


“Now, go ahead.”


Emily stretched her arm back, very aware of her
movements, and for some reason really wanted to do it right, wanting Damian’s
approval.


“Stop right there, that’s where you are going
wrong.”


To Emily’s utter shock Damian straddled her, bending
over her back, his leg outside hers. He wrapped his huge hand around her
fingers, their forearms touching. Her head spun, he wasn’t just touching her,
his entire body was encapsulating her, surrounding her. His leg felt like a
tree trunk, immobile. 


“You are going too fast, especially on the return,”
he said. He guided her arm back, and then very slowly led her through the
return stroke toward the floor. His back was now pressed against hers, his
breath hot on her neck.


Her body tightened as his crotch pushed into her
butt.


Emily couldn’t speak. When her senses finally
returned she vainly attempted to squirm lower on the bench, to free herself,
wondering why it had taken her so long to try to pull away. 


“Do it again,” ordered Damian.


Without waiting for her response he again guided her
arm up, but this time he didn’t shift his body, and the subtle movement forced
her rear into him.


“You need to isolate your shoulder movement,” said
Damian. “If you lift your hips like that you won’t get the most out of the
exercise.” He wrapped his arm under her waist and firmly pulled her hips up
into him. Emily gasped as the movement drove her body into his erection. “Can
you feel it?”


“Let me go,” she gasped. Or had she spoken? That’s
what she needed to say. Her body was sending a different signal, to her, and,
she suspected, to Damian.


“Unless of course you were moving like that for a
different reason. Trying to see if that porn stuff was real?”


“I’m going to tell my husband,” she whispered.


Damian made no move to get off her. Instead he
continued to guide her through the exercise, his crotch held firmly against her
ass. “Yes, Justin. He’s a good worker. He likes the new job I gave him, doesn’t
he?”


“Yes,” said Emily, wanting to get away, and yet not
able to do anything other than what Damian told her.


“In fact if I recall he was the one who offered to
have you show me around this gym. I won’t hold it against him that you didn’t.”



Emily held her breath. Was Damian going to take this
out on Justin?


Damian went on. “I bet he likes the travel part.
Being on the job site. Although it does take him away from home, unfortunately.
Does that make you sad and lonely? Is that why you are here at the gym? You’re
not keeping secrets, are you?”


Damian’s hand tightened around hers as they did the
exercise together, their bodies touching. To anyone glancing at them, it might
have looked like a trainer helping out. To Emily it felt like they were having
sex.


“I’m an honest person,” said Emily.


“Do you tell him everything?”


Emily paused. Damian had this ability to always
touch on something, yet he had to be guessing. There was no way Damian
could know she had secretly fantasized about him. Or maybe he was so sure of
himself he assumed every woman did.


“I tell him everything,” she said, cringing more at
the little lie than she was from Damian’s body against hers.


His lips were against her ear, his breath hot. “Will
you tell him how you pushed your body against mine? How excited you got? How
wet I know you are?”


Emily’s blush flooded her body, the hair on her arms
standing straight out as if she’d been shocked by more than just his words. She
couldn’t deny anything, not his words, her wetness, her arousal.


Damian’s hand slid sensually along her belly, for
some reason touching her there even more personal than his erection pushing
into her ass.


“About right here,” said Damian, his finger pressing
against her taut skin a few inches above her belly button. “That’s about how
far it will reach.”


Emily shivered. His finger was almost exactly where
Justin had touched her when they had watched the BBC video, when Justin had
said the same thing, about that’s how far it would go. 


She grabbed Damian’s hand to stop it, but he was too
strong. His fingers shamelessly caressed her belly. Right above where he would
be inside her. 


At the entrance to her womb.


 “Are you going to take advantage of me?” She
couldn’t even recognize her own voice. Her tone hinted not at fear, but of her
desire.


“Oh, no,” he said, his voice certain. “You are going
to beg me for it.”


The whispered words exploded in her ear, a hot rush
of intensity flowing from his lips through her body, blooming in her belly. 


Emily didn’t move, trying to regain her breath,
summoning the strength to stand up. And perhaps, deep down, wondering if Damian
was going to touch her somewhere else.


His weight lifted off her, and his absence was as if
she had suffered a great loss.


When she finally turned around, he was gone.


Emily slammed the front door shut behind
her. Her hands, slick with nervous sweat, slipped three times on the latch
before she could get it locked. Her heart was hammering in her chest, her
breathing labored, like she had run a marathon.


She had run. Out of the gym, only having to rush
back inside to retrieve her purse and keys from the locker, so afraid she’d run
into Damian.


She wished Justin were home. 


Or maybe not just yet. How could she explain the
condition she was in? Wild eyed, half crazed.


Aroused beyond her belief.


She could barely concentrate while driving home. If
she had hit one more light she might have touched herself in the car, her
desire was that great.


It was so sick, and yet she couldn’t help herself.


She leaned against the door, waiting for her panting
to subside. 


Finally she made her way into the house on shaky
legs. She needed a shower to clean off her dirty thoughts.


But in the bathroom, the mere sight of the shower was
a stark reminder of her fantasy about Damian. She couldn’t face that, even
alone.


She turned on the water in the bath instead,
stripping off her gym clothes as the tub filled. Her panties were soaked, and
it wasn’t sweat.


The water was painfully hot, but she immersed
herself anyway. She deserved the pain for her sinful thoughts. More than
thoughts; she had done so little to fight Damian off. All the things she could
have said, could have done. Too late. Certainly Damian must have suspected she
wanted him.


And deep down, she had. She still did.


The hot water engulfed her, seeping deep into her
bones, just as Damian’s heat had engulfed her.


It was just her body, she thought. A normal,
primal reaction, beyond the power of her mind to control.


But she shouldn’t have felt that way. She loved
Justin. How could she possibly react so forcefully to another man? Not only to
Damian, but to some stranger in a video?


What was wrong with her?


She scrubbed herself madly, as if that could free
her skin from the memory of Damian’s touch. She gritted her teeth as she washed
between her legs, she was not going to masturbate, she was going to win
this fight with her body. 


When she was finished she opened the drain, a
release of the sullied water and her terrible thoughts.


Slight of body as she was, she always thought of
herself as a strong woman, resistant to temptation, able to set her mind on a
goal. She’d fallen in love with Justin while still in high school, and had
waited for him. It would have been so easy to be with other men in college,
enough had wanted her. She could have had boyfriends, she could have succumbed
to their sexual arousals. But she had been strong.


This out of control sensation just wasn’t her. She
was going to get back on top of things, starting right now.


The last of the water drained out of the tub,
freeing her from the past.


Wrapping a towel loosely around herself, she crawled
under the covers. Normally she’d call Justin about this time, but tonight she
was determined to first prove to herself that she was back in control.


The tablet was in its usual spot in the nightstand.
Taking a deep breath, she turned it on, growing angrier by the second. There
was no way she was going to let Damian get to her, no way she was going to fall
prey to decadent thoughts of sex with other men.


And to prove it to herself, she was going to watch
that video again.


She was a woman who faced her fears. If she had a
drinking problem, she wouldn’t hide from alcohol, she’d keep a bottle in plain
sight, so she could look it head on. That might not be the right way to deal
with it medically, but it was who she was. And so she wouldn’t try to sweep
these odd sexual desires under some rug in her brain, she’d look them right in
the face and choose to ignore them.


She typed in videos of wife having sex with other
men. 


Even though Emily now knew these videos existed, she
was still stunned by the number of hits. Five million. Man watching
his wife have sex with a stranger. Unsatisfied wife needs another man. Man
filming his wife having sex with different men.


All these couldn’t be true. There simply couldn’t be
that many women who enjoyed having sex with someone other than their husband.
Could there? 


Yet it didn’t matter if there were. Emily needed to
prove something to herself, not these other woman.


She clicked on one of the videos. Brightly lit, a
skinny man was having sex with an even skinner woman. Someone spoke in a
foreign language. It looked fake, acting, not reality. Emily clicked another
video. A heavily tattooed woman was on top of a man, gyrating wildly, making
faces at the camera. Emily clicked again. The third video showed a fully dressed
woman hugging a man in a hotel room. That was closer, but not good enough. Emily
needed a tougher test.


She typed in wife having sex with a black man.
Millions of more hits. The first one she clicked on showed an attractive dark
haired woman in what appeared to be a hotel room with a man. Emily knew
immediately this wasn’t a husband and wife.


The woman was kneeling on the bed, dressed in
leopard print lingerie; the black man, sitting next to her, wore an unbuttoned
white shirt. They were locked in a passionate kiss, the woman’s arm around the
man’s head, their lips dancing.


Emily leaned back in her own bed. She’d watch it all
the way through, determined not to let it affect her. She’d watch ten videos if
she had to. A hundred. This had to end here. 


The woman broke the kiss and leaned back. The black
man, handsome, with close cropped hair, covered her breasts with his hands,
caressing gently. Lovingly. The woman smiled, watching the man’s hands. 


He slipped the straps from her shoulders, revealing
her breasts. They were firm, not too big or small, not that much different from
Emily’s own. The woman in the video pulled the black man’s mouth onto her, and
as he sucked Emily could tell how much she enjoyed it. The brunette glanced
briefly toward the camera, no doubt being held by her husband, and smiled, then
her eyes closed. Her nipples grew thick and puffy. 


The scene jumped. The woman was on her knees on the
floor, the black man standing in front of her, still in his shirt but without
his pants. His stiff  shaft pointed at her face. Without hesitating at all, the
woman took him in her mouth. She used her hand on his shaft, the camera zooming
in on the woman’s face and what she was doing. She shifted hands, revealing her
wedding ring.


The brunette’s hair dropped over her face. The
camera slid crazily, then steadied as another hand, a white hand, came into the
frame, moving her hair away. Her husband, wanting to see.


The scene shifted again. The woman was standing,
facing the camera, the black man behind her. Both were naked. Emily felt a
quick flash of disappointment, she wanted to know how they had got undressed.
Just as Justin had wondered about. Had the black man undressed her? Had she
done it herself?


Had her husband?


Emily shook off the thought. 


The black man reached around the brunette, his hand
on her breasts, rubbing, squeezing. The woman reached back, pulling him against
her. Emily knew she must be feeling his erection pushing into her.


Just as Damian had pushed into her at the gym.


Fortunately the scene shifted again, forcing Emily’s
mind off of Damian. The woman was propped on her back, the black man now
between her legs. He used  two fingers to probe her, and Emily could easily
tell how wet the woman was. The man reached under her legs, lifting them, and
then started to lick her.


Emily squirmed. She was still so uncomfortable with
oral sex. Yet this woman reveled in it, opening herself, her hands on the black
man’s. Emily envied the way she was able to so unselfconsciously just enjoy
herself, let her lover please her.


Emily wished she could do that, for Justin. 


The black man continued to lick the brunette, and at
one point the woman glanced at the camera, not shy at all, smiling, like she
was including her husband in her pleasure. In that instant Emily understood
something about the woman; even though her husband was not on the bed, this was
for him too. It was as if the woman was having sex with both men, even though
she was only touching one of them.


The man kissed her belly, not once, but over and
over. For some reason his focus there was even more erotic than when he had
licked her, reminding Emily of how Damian had touched her own belly, making her
think of being pregnant. It was as if the black man was saying he was going to
put a baby in her. Emily’s fingers went to her own stomach, feeling her rising
heat. She fought the urge to touch herself anywhere else.


The black man’s tongue drifted up the woman’s body, between
her breasts, and then into her mouth, making her taste herself. Emily’s own
mouth parched as if it were suddenly thirsty, needing sustenance, needing that
kiss.


Once again she shook off her tempting thoughts.


They kissed long and deep, the kiss of lovers. The
man was poised atop her, his erection pointing at her opening. Emily watched,
fascinated, knowing what was going to happen, and yet, when he entered her,
gasped all the same, her voice mixing with the woman on the screen, both of
them responding the same way.


He was inside her.


And all at once Emily knew she had lost her own
challenge, she never had a chance. The sight of the black man entering the
woman released a flood of juices between Emily’s legs, just as it was with the
woman on the screen. Emily shoved her hands between her legs, pressing,
blocking, fighting it off, like she’d try to stop from peeing, but it was no
use, nothing as simple as her tiny fingers could stand a chance against such a
powerful assault.


Nothing could stand a chance against her awakened need.


She tried one last time, squeezing her legs
together, resisting.


But the woman on the screen spread her legs as wide
as she could, wrapping her hands around the black man’s tight ass, her fingers
dancing on his back. She was not resisting a need, she was doing what her body
was telling her to do. And what she wanted to share with her husband.


The brunette gave another glance toward the camera,
this one quick, and in that glance Emily could tell she was sharing with him,
thanking him for this opportunity to explore something new, someone different.
Emily imagined the husband, perhaps nervous, worrying that he would lose his
wife to this other man, so well endowed, such a good lover. Yet that worry was part
of the excitement, part of what drove him to touch himself as he watched.


The woman closed her eyes, burying her head in the
black man’s neck, pulling him close. Her husband was in the room, but now she
was focused on only one thing. She gave in to her need.


As did Emily. She slung off the covers just as she
had abandoned her promise to herself to not be affected, she had to face her
own truth. She thrust her fingers into her dripping wetness and shamelessly
fucked herself, and so help her, she wished it was the black man atop her now.


The woman in the video was breathing heavily,
moaning with each thrust. Her mouth was open, her eyelids fluttering, her
nostrils flaring. Is that what Justin would see Emily do if she were making
love with another man? Could she let her inhibitions go enough to do that?


Emily’s fingers ran back and forth from her clit to
her opening, each time pretending she was getting licked, then fucked.


The black man’s grunts grew deeper and closer
together. “Oh, yes, please, go ahead,” she breathed. “Do it!”


“What do you want?” growled the black man.


“Make me pregnant!”


Emily was too aroused to be stunned, her fingers
pushing deep.


The black man let out a powerful groan, the camera
zooming in on his hard spasms. The woman screamed, grasping at his back,
pulling him in. 


Emily spread her legs wide, forcing almost her whole
hand in herself, her wrist driving against her clit, imagining forceful seed
being shot in her, into her pussy, into her womb.


Her orgasm rushed over her, squeezing her own hand,
pulling, sucking, her body demanding the seed that wasn’t there. Emily’s own
juices ran between her thighs, soaking the sheets, and so help her she wished
it was more than just her own juices overfilling her.


She held her eyes shut, holding onto the dream, a
new Emily, confident enough in her husband’s love to be with another man as he
watched, confident enough in her own needs to spread her legs for another man.


When she finally opened her eyes the video had
ended, the woman still holding the man inside her. Her eyes were staring at the
camera, at her husband, he face flushed, a look of utter bliss and ecstasy. 


And, odd as it may have seemed, of love.


I’d had a long week in the field and was
really tired. The new job was great, but I’d be glad when we had finished this
phase. 


Emily usually called me before she went to bed,
since I was the one who would be up later. But tonight I needed to hit the hay,
otherwise I’d be useless tomorrow.


“Hi Emily!”


“Hi.”


Her voice seemed oddly subdued. “Are you okay?”


“Yes. I’m fine. I was just—how about you? It’s still
early, isn’t it?”


“I’m going to bed soon. Long day.” As I was talking
I started unbuttoning my shirt, I was afraid I’d be too tired to do it later.
“How was your day? Anything exciting happen?”


“No. . .why would you ask?”


“Just making conversation.”


“Nothing worth talking about, not really. Just—just
me being myself.”


Emily still sounded a little odd, but I was so tired
I might have been imagining it, and selfishly, I wasn’t ready for a long talk
anyway. I told her a little about my day while I pulled back the covers, not
really even remembering exactly what I said. She was silent when I finished, 
and not wanting to just talk about myself, I asked, “How was work?”


“Fine. The usual.”


“Did you go to the gym after?”


There was a brief hesitation. “Just to work out.”


I was about to ask her why else she would go to the
gym, but I was busy pulling off my shoes. “That sounds good. I hope you enjoyed
yourself.”


“Justin?”


“Yes?”


“Remember what you said to me a while ago? That
you’d love me no matter what?”


Now I was sure something was bothering her. “Of
course I meant it. I will always love you.”


“Even if you found out I wasn’t who you thought I
was?”


“Emily, what’s brought this on?”


“Please, Justin, just tell me!”


“Emily, I will love you no matter what. And what you
are worrying about can’t happen. I know you. Sure, we all change, we grow, but
we’re doing that together. I know who you are inside. That’s the part that I
love.”


I heard her sigh. “Together. That’s the word I needed.”


“Are you okay?” I was wide awake now.


She gave a little nervous laugh. “Just some female
insecurities, I guess. I just needed to hear it.”


“Anytime,” I said. “Is there anything we need to
talk about?”


“No. I just wish you were here.”


“Me too. Just a few more days.”


“I can’t wait for you to come home.”


She seemed better. I took her at her word, she just
missed me, maybe she was a little lonely. “Hey, why don’t you join one of those
classes at the gym, it will give you something to look forward to and keep you
occupied in the evenings.”


“Maybe. I’ll think about it.


“Okay. Love you. Really. Always.”


“I love you too.”


I hung up and got ready for bed. Something nagged at
me, but I was too tired to realize what it might be.


Emily sat at the dining room table, staring
at her phone. All the lights were off except the one in the kitchen, the dining
room dim. She let her mind drift, aimlessly picking up her phone and directing
its diffused screen light across the room. Reflections from the crystal jar
danced at her like a beacon, calling, and all at once she knew what she had to
do.


With a sense of purpose she got up and placed the
jar in the middle of the table. Next she retrieved the pad and the pen.


It was time to face the reality of who she was.


She thought she had known herself so well. She was
the shy, traditional, loving wife, destined to be with one man. Justin. Some of
that was still true; she had no doubt that she’d always love him, she’d always
be with him.


And he’d always love her. No matter what she thought
or did. On the phone, she’d wanted to hear him say it, but she would have known
even if he hadn’t.


And yet, she was someone else now. Maybe she’d
always been someone else, another part of Emily tucked away, only to be
uncovered with a magic word. Or a random look from another man.


Or a certain video.


She had tried to fight this new realization, but had
failed. Perhaps she would try again. But she had always been a hard headed
realist. Her parents had taught her you just couldn’t wish away facts, they had
to be dealt with head on. There were just certain realities in the world.


And in oneself. 


She simply had to face the simple fact that from now
on, a part of her would always be excited by what she previously would have
thought of as sinful ideas. Like sex with another man. This was her new reality
that had to be faced. There were probably others as well. It made her wonder:
if you didn’t try to find out what might excite you, did that arousal not
exist? If she looked at no more videos, would she never know what else lay deep
down inside, in whatever drove her arousals?


That was for another time. Right now, she had two
pieces of the puzzle. The first was her excitement over seeing a woman have sex
with someone not her husband. 


And the second was Damian.


Whether he was an embodiment of black men, or there
was something about him in particular, she didn’t know. And she didn’t want to
find out. She wouldn’t succumb to Damian. She couldn’t allow herself to, for
Justin’s sake. And her own.


Which left only one option.


Emily toyed with the cover of the jar, putting it on
and taking it off. If only things were that simple. If only she could close up
her jar of arousals, hide them in the darkness, out of the light that would
make the jar gleam, the light that would make the arousals call to her. No
light to glitter off a diamond ring.


She held her left hand up, letting her ring catch
the light from the phone. So much promise in a ring, so much togetherness.
Would that ring sparkle any less if caught in the lamp of a hotel room, her hand
wrapped around another man?


Or would it appear to be even brighter?


The other reason she couldn’t close the jar was that
Justin already knew. Some of it, anyway. He’d seen her arousal. Not only how
she’d reacted to the video, but to his words, his whispered steamy sex talk
that should have disgusted her, but only drove her into a frenzy.


He knew.


So she’d have to face it, one way or another. The
question was how.


Fortunately, she had a loving husband she could face
it with. She wouldn’t be setting out on this path of discovery all alone. 


No doubt she’d learn something about Justin as well,
and something about their relationship. But she knew she’d love him no matter
what. As for their relationship—if it couldn’t survive the truth, then they had
much bigger problems.


She picked up the pen and began to write. Not
jumping to the destination; all new journeys started with a single step. Yet
that one step could be momentous, because without it, neither the journey nor
the destination could ever be experienced.


When she was finished she folded the paper and put
it in the jar.


 


 


 


 


 


The End Of Book 1
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Discovering
Her Needs


 


Janet’s first marriage was a disaster, and her rebound
relationships more of the same, all sex and no love. She promised herself that
if she finally settled down it would be for all the right reasons. When she met
Mason, she thought she finally found who she wanted to be with, a good,
supportive man. So what if their love life wasn’t so wild? She’d been there,
done that.


 


Mason’s no wimp, but he does enjoy watching other man check
out his sexy wife. It’s his little secret, just something to pass the time when
he’s at some boring work event with Janet. But when he witnesses Janet running
into ex lover Brad, he’s stunned by her reaction—and his own.


 


Janet is amazed at how her revelations to Mason about what
she did with her old boyfriends spices up their love life. It’s just harmless
fun, right?


 


Until she meets up with Brad again, this time on purpose.


 


Not only for her, but for Mason.


 


 


 


 


 





 


 


Satisfying Her Needs


 


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


 


Until Peter finds the video. . .


 


 


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


 


Giving Him
What He Deserves


The
Kissing Game


Reversing
Roles


 


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


 


            Three
stories of revenge served hot


 


Giving Him What He Deserves: A wife gets a sweet
revenge on her cheating husband.


 


The Kissing Game: Tired of always having her men
stolen by her so called friend, a  woman finally gets her just revenge.


 


Role Reversal: Two women get wicked revenge on their
sexist boss. (Warning, this one is really wild!)
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Rules for the Billionaire


 


Michael is handsome and powerful, plenty rich and soon to be
a billionaire. He sets the rules for his relationships and can’t be bothered by
any woman who will try to jerk him around, no matter how beautiful.


 


Then he meets Joanne. For the first time in his life,
everything Michael wants in a woman is within his grasp. She’s so alluring he
breaks one of his rules. Then another. He vows it will be the last.


 


Until Michael discovers he’s not the only one who gets to
set the rules.


 


 


 





 


A Surprise Revelation (The
Surprise Series #1)


 


Melissa has a handsome, caring husband, a good job, a nice
house. But there’s something missing—passion. She had it before, with boyfriend
Marcus, and misses it terribly.


 


Biker Vern recognizes her hidden need right away. The
arousal he awakens in Melissa makes her wonder if marrying Richard was the
right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting
opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


Vern and Marcus forces Melissa to confront the secret
uncontrollable need she has tried desperately to ignore, a need that, if she
succumbs to it, could devastate her husband Richard and destroy her marriage.


 


Yet Richard has a secret of his own. . . 


 


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


 


 





 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


Melissa seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable
and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her
husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.


 


The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about was
alpha male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa
thought she was over him. Now she’s not so sure, and neither is Richard.


 


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


 


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


 


Everything.


 


 


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


 


 


 


A Kiss to Start it All


(New Adult Romance)


 


Sassy Jackie is a harmless flirt, or so she thinks. Turns
out her flirtations earn her a reputation on campus, not for being loose, but
just the opposite, because she’s never actually gone all the way. With no end
of guys trying to ‘fix’ her, and surrounded by the exploits of her wild friend
Sue, who’s a poster child for bad influence, Jackie is under a lot of pressure
to do something.


 


Jackie doesn’t think she should have to defend herself for
not putting out, or to do something she isn’t ready for, just to be considered
normal. It’s a dilemma every young woman faces, and Jackie wants to get it
right.


 


Whatever that means.


 


This standalone story is the first of a new series about how
an innocent (or sometimes not so innocent!) kiss just might start something
new, exciting, sensuous, or even wild. . .


 


 


Revenge In The Hamptons


(Powerful Women
Revenge Series)


 


Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a
woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is.
After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for
demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who
seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.


                                                                                 


Yet Mike is not all that he appears, and when Tessa finds
out the truth she surprises even herself as she reclaims her power and gets her
revenge.









Books by Blaise Quin 


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 * * *
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