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Author’s note


 


This story is about the transformation of a woman who didn’t
even know what she didn’t know.


 


Emily had a strict and rather traditional upbringing.
Somewhat shy, 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 realized
what he was missing, and they happily marry, Justin trading off a future of more
robust sexual experiences for very traditional sex with the woman he loves.  




Emily had never been with another man before Justin. Sex was what you did with
the man you loved, and it was mainly for procreation, which meant there was
basically only one way to do it. Anything else was, not quite deviant, but
unnecessary. Carnal.


 


Women like Emily exist in real life. Women who don’t even
know what they don’t know. Women brought up strictly, not smoking or taking
drunks or drinking much alcohol. Perhaps in college, or otherwise away from
home, they become immersed in a new world, able to see (and not just hear
about) what is ‘normal.’ They witness firsthand what their friends do. Some of
these women who experience this new freedom go wild, partying and hooking up.


 


Yet others do not; they retain their traditional way of
looking at the world, especially when it comes to sex. Don’t kid yourself,
there are women who are just like Emily was at the beginning of Book One, even
at a much older age than she is. We know some of them personally, and we are
sure you do as well.


 


Some woman who were always on the wild side, or who went a
little crazy in their late teens and early twenties, settle down as they get a
bit older. This might in fact be the norm, but let’s admit it, they aren’t as
much fun to read about!


 


We pick up this story exactly where Book Two left off, but
from Emily’s point of view, because, as in real life, experiences are different
depending on whose eyes they are seen through. In this case, because of the
enormity of what both Emily and Justin were experiencing, it seemed only
fitting to do both.


 


We’ve always tried to push the boundaries of the more
traditional menage/wife sharing/hotwife books. Not only by making the stories more
about the couple, but by exploring the romantic elements of what they share.
And most importantly, by emphasizing the inherent trust required between the
husband and wife. Power, too, is an important element, but for us, it is not
about one wielding power over the other, it’s about the self confident power
needed to live outside the norm.


 


If you’ve read the first two books you will have seen the
genesis and growth of Emily’s—and also Justin’s—transformation. In the end, of
course, it isn’t the final destination, or even what Emily is willing to do,
that is the crux of the transformation. It is her, and her husband’s,
understanding—and acceptance—of who she is.


— Blaise Quin and C. C. Morian


 


p.s. This was originally planned to be the final book in the
series. We realized there might be questions about what happens next, so we
wrote an Epilogue to Book Three, which is available for free to newsletter
subscribers. Yet we received so many requests for even more of Emily and
Justin’s story (especially the unresolved situation with Damian) that we continued
on into another book (#4). It’s available now!
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AWAKENING HER NEEDS


Book 3


 


In the bathroom, Emily focused on the
pragmatic steps of getting ready. Working from the bottom up, she checked and
adjusted her outfit. First her new shoes, still slick on the tile. A cross
between a high heel and a sandal, thin leather straps leaving much of her foot
uncovered, the tall spiky heel hard to walk in. Not that she was going to be
doing much walking.


She wore no stockings, so she checked her legs for
blemishes. Fortunately there were none. Her calves, always slim, appeared
especially toned, set off by the taller heel. More of her legs were visible
than in the outfits she usually wore, since the form fitting dress was hemmed
well above her knees. A length she normally associated with women even younger
than she was, women who were out partying on a Saturday night. Women who were
trying to attract a man.


Single women.


Not married women like her, in their late twenties,
whose husband had helped her pick out the dress. Not for his pleasure, but for
her to wear for another man.


Emily pulled at the hem, making sure there were no
wrinkles, that it was even. The dress was snug around her thin hips, hugging
her like a lover. She turned this way and that, trying to see if her panties
were visible through the fabric. Maybe a little in the bright bathroom light.


She never considered taking them off. Odd, she was
about to have sex with a man other than her husband, and still she couldn’t
bring herself to not wear panties. Not tonight.


Such was the woman she had become, half in her old
world, half in a new.


She’d considered a belt, a horizontal break in the
slim silhouette. Had decided against it, keeping it simple, traditional. Like
her. Or the old her.


The clerk at the store had said Emily was lucky to
be able to wear this dress. It clung so tightly to her skin that even a small
tummy bulge would have made her look misshapen. Instead, the fabric was as a
flat as a board. She lay her hand on her belly, wondering what she’d look like
in the dress if she were pregnant.


Her hand grew warm, thinking about a full belly, and
what would give her a full belly.


The flatness of the dress ended at her chest. The
dress made her breasts appear much larger than they were. Not wider, or with
more cleavage, but more prominent, partially due to the bra she had chosen. Practically
a sign around her chest, telling the world she wanted men to look at her boobs.


The top of the dress was low enough to show the skin
below her neck. She’d considered jewelry, but again had opted for simple. The
straps over her shoulders revealed skin on both sides, and the tone in her
arms.


A beautiful, sexy dress that fit her like the
proverbial glove. Not a dress she would have ever bought for herself, not a
dress she would have even given a second glance to in a store. Yet a perfect
dress for this evening, a dress for a new man.


So much focus on the outfit. She probably wasn’t
going to have it on long anyway.


Now the hard part, to look at her face. She’d
started from the bottom so she wouldn’t have to look at herself in the mirror.
Not that she wasn’t pretty—Emily was so practical she could even evaluate her
own looks accurately and without egoism. It wasn’t how she looked that she
hesitated to face, but what she might glean of herself, whether she’d like what
she saw, this new Emily.


Not sure what was worse: seeing a different woman
staring out at her, a woman who’d be in this hotel room, or not seeing any
signs of change at all, seeing the same Emily. An Emily who had perhaps all
along been able and willing to do what she was about to do.


There was still time to change her mind. Justin
would understand. Certainly he must still have his own doubts, even though
they’d discussed this at great length. This wasn’t an act that most people
jumped into. Certainly not Justin, and certainly not her.


Yet here they were. And Emily knew, as much as she
could know anything in her new life, that if she walked out of this hotel room
without going through with it, she’d forever wonder, she’d forever be nagged by
doubts. Doubts about what might have happened, about how far she could go,
about who she had become.


Or worse, she’d regret not having had the
experience.


She never would have reached this point alone.
Justin’s love and support had helped her get here, had helped her want
to get here. He hadn’t pushed, he hadn’t tried to force her. This was her
decision, but like all good marriages, it was made in part based on a pillar of
support.


She raised her eyes to her face in the mirror.


To anyone else she probably looked the same. But
though it was difficult to see a change in your own appearance, since you
tended to look at yourself in the mirror every day, she was different.
Not in the shape of her face, or the almost flawless still youthful skin, not
her mouth or nose. It was her eyes. The same size, the same color, yet hinting
of a hidden secret, a secret gleaned from new experiences. And, perhaps, a
truth uncovered not from looking without, but from within.


And yet, the eyes were not sad, far from it. They
sparkled with excitement, with anxious thrill. Perhaps the eyes one would have
getting ready to parachute out of an airplane for the first time, or bungee
jump. A trace of fear, masked by the awaited thrill.


This convinced her. If she hadn’t seen the
excitement in her eyes, if she’d seen only worry, or sadness, she would have
walked out for sure, she would have run home with Justin to curl up in their
bed, just the two of them.


The practical Emily recognized what her eyes were
telling her, that she wanted this. She needed this. And the new Emily,
the growing Emily, accepted this truth.


She made one final adjustment to her hair, then
stepped back, imprinting in her mind’s eye the totality of what she had looked
like. 


She knew she might never see that woman again.


 


 


Justin was standing in the middle of the
room, looking a little nervous. Normally Emily would have given him a hug. Yet
she hung back, just watching. She was sure about herself, now she needed to be
sure about him. 


If Justin wasn’t ready, if he had changed his mind,
she wouldn’t go through with it.


Her mind was on him, yet a part of her was still in
her practical planning mode. She was again caught between the old and the new,
and yet, in a shocking reversal, the new Emily, the one who was even willing to
consider the tryst, was worried about her husband, making sure he was okay,
making sure he was not having second thoughts.


It was the practical Emily who was still thinking
about her outfit. Strangely, the practical Emily spoke first.  “I still wonder
if I should have worn tights, or stockings.”


As soon as she spoke she realized the implications
of her question, less what was said than what was unsaid, but it was too late.
The damage was done. Before she could fix it, Justin spoke.


“This is better. It’s so natural, so you. Your legs
are wonderful, you don’t want to hide them.” 


Was there a hint of surprise in his voice, wondering
why she hadn’t brought up the question of whether they should keep going? Or
was this his way of showing respect for her decision?


She decided to stay the course.  “Do I look okay?”


“You look amazing. Don’t worry, he’s going to be
blown away.”


She tried to smile. “I want to look good for you
too.”


“Trust me, you do. If Dwayne doesn’t show up, you’ll
see fast enough.”


Emily glanced toward the door. “You think he might
not come?” That would take the decision out of their hands. 


“Hmm, let’s see. A guy gets a call saying that all
he has to do is show up at a hotel room and a beautiful woman will be waiting
there to have sex with him. He doesn’t even have to buy her dinner. I can’t
imagine any man in his right mind turning that down.”


“You forgot the part about the woman’s husband being
there.”


“Believe me, I haven’t forgotten that part. You’re
sure he knows, right? Lisa made it clear?”


The conversation with Emily’s sister Lisa had been
surreal. Emily had called to take Lisa up on her offer to set Emily up with
Lisa’s ex, Dwayne. Most of the conversation had been about logistics, planning,
timing. Lisa—bless her—trusting Emily’s decision even though she realized this
was a momentous step for Emily. “Yes. Lisa said—she said it wasn’t the first
time Dwayne had been asked. But this was the first invitation he’d accepted.”


“Because of Lisa?”


“Part of it. And—because he remembered me.” She’d
remembered Dwayne too, when he had been with Lisa. He was the type of man who
seemed natural for her sister, a confident, untraditional, unconventional man.
A black man.


“I see.”


Justin was saying all the right words, yet it
sounded like he was in a business meeting. Maybe he was reflecting a vibe she
was giving off. She needed to get from his head to his heart. “Are you sure you
are okay with this?”


Justin’s answer was thoughtful.  “You’ve always said
that you need to know where it ends, that you’ll wonder. If you don’t do
this—if we don’t do this, will you know?”


Emily hesitated, less because she didn’t know the
answer, but because she didn’t want to hurt Justin. Yet in the end, she
decided, as always, to just tell the truth. “No. I’ll still wonder.”


“Then that settles it.” 


Emily almost flew to him then, because it sounded
far from settled. She wasn’t sure words could convince her, and her resolution
faltered. She could feel the new Emily fall away, her entire bearing changing,
reverting. She was about to call it off when Justin strode to the bed and
yanked off the covers.


That action, which was so simple but which must have
required great strength on his part, screamed out to her that he had enough
faith in her, in them, to keep going.


She could only stare at him. Was this a new Justin,
or the same Justin she had always known and loved, and she was just seeing him
in a new set of circumstances?


Justin crossed the room and poured two glasses of
wine. He gave her one, their fingers meeting briefly, the first time they had
touched since entering the hotel room. “To getting answers,” he toasted.


“To shared experiences,” she offered.


“Better,” he said, taking a sip.


Emily gulped down half her glass, the first real
visible evidence of her inner turmoil. Or excitement. A drop of wine dribbled
down her chin.


Justin reached out and captured it with his finger.


Emily grabbed his hand, holding it to her cheek. His
skin was cold up against her flushed skin. “I can’t believe what you are
letting me do,” she whispered. “I love you so much.”


“And that’s why we are here,” he said. “Because I
love you too.”


“It still seems an odd place to be for two people
who love each other. And yet, it feels right.”


This was the conversation Emily thought they would
have tonight, the conversation they’d already had many times, or variations of
it. If it might have ended differently tonight she’d never find out, because at
that moment there was a knock on the door.


She gave Justin one long, loving look, then kissed
him lightly on the cheek. 


Before he could respond, Emily went to the door. She
should be the one to let Dwayne in. To the room, to her body.


In the doorway, Dwayne appeared larger than she
remembered him. He’d bulked up in the military, his shoulders broader, his arms
thicker. He’d had dreadlocks during his Jamaican band playing days, but now it
was more longish than long.


Dwayne gave her a long look. His size and erotic
handsomeness brought out the old Emily, the shy Emily. She looked down briefly
at her feet, her legs coming together. A small smile appeared on Dwayne’s face,
almost a grin. He seemed to like what he was seeing, and Emily felt a thrill
run along her spine. 


Who was this woman, who wanted to be noticed for
her looks?


“Look at you, girl,” said Dwayne. “You’re all grown
up.”


Emily stepped aside to let Dwayne in, very conscious
of how small she felt next to him, even in her tall heels. His aroma washed
over her as he passed, her nostrils flaring. 


She closed the door. The click of the bolt was like
the starter’s gun for a race. She leaned against the door, needing this extra
support.


When she looked back into the room, Dwayne was
shaking hands with her husband. The thought of a business meeting again flashed
in her mind.


“You’ve got one beautiful wife,” said Dwayne.


Justin nodded. “Thanks. I mean, I know. Do you want
some wine? There are also drinks in the minibar.”


“Wine is fine,” said Dwayne, turning back to Emily.
“Although I don’t want too much alcohol. I want my head clear for this.”


“Lisa tells me this is your first time,” said Justin
as he handed Dwayne the glass. “I mean, with another—”


“Don’t sweat it man, I get it.” Dwayne sipped his
wine while he cast his eyes over Emily. She had slowly become used to the idea
of men looking at her, even leering at her. But it was one thing to be glanced
at, even leered at, in a public restaurant. It was something else entirely to
be examined by a man in a hotel room.


Justin must have sensed her nervousness because he
brought her another glass of wine, which she accepted gratefully. She didn’t
want to be drunk, but it gave her something to do with her hands.


“So how do you want to do this?” asked Dwayne.


Justin glanced at her. “It’s up to the two of you,” he
said. 


Justin’s eyes told Emily that it was really up to
her.


“You taking off?” Dwayne asked.


“I’d rather stay.”


Dwayne shrugged. “Fine with me either way. Just so we
are clear, I don’t do anything, you know, with another guy. No offence.”


“None taken.”


Emily felt she should be part of this conversation,
if for no other reason than to signal to Justin that she was in this with him.
Without thinking, she blurted, “He just wants to watch.” As soon as the words
were out of her mouth she realized that might not have been the right way to
communicate togetherness, so she looked to Dwayne to see how he reacted.


“To make sure everything goes okay,” Justin added. 


“No problem. I understand, I do. A tiny little white
woman, all alone with a big black man, you don’t have to be a racist to just
worry about what might happen. It’s only natural.”


Dwayne’s words sent a shock through Emily, driving
home the reality of what she was about to do. Her hand went to her chest,
protectively.


She could stop it right now. She hadn’t even touched
him. Nothing at all untoward had happened.


Emily looked at Justin, wondering if he were
thinking the same thing. His face gave off very little of what was going
through his head. Yet she knew her husband; beneath that poker face she was
sure he was wrestling with his emotions. Should he stop this? Should she? Would
she hate herself after if she went through with it, or hate herself if she
didn’t?


Would Justin think differently of her if she kept
going?


These weren’t questions to discuss in front of
Dwayne.


Justin gave her the slightest nod. Emily took that
to mean he was okay, that it was up to her. That, as always, he’d support her
decision.


She almost cried right then, her love for him had
never been greater, another peculiar oddity. A recognition of love for your
husband because he was supporting your decision to be with another man. She
gently whispered to him, “I love you.”


He smiled in return, sealing their pact.


Justin took the chair in the corner by the window, partially
in the shadows, yet she was so aware of his presence.


Emily looked up at Dwayne, fully taking him in. He
couldn’t have been more different than Justin. Both men were in great shape,
but where Justin was lithe, Dwayne was muscular. Justin was tall and slender;
Dwayne’s shoulders were so wide they made him look even bigger. Justin’s
features were narrow, Dwayne’s were full. And though Justin had a soft tan,
even his darkened skin seemed pale compared to Dwayne.


Emily had thought so much about getting to this
point, and so much about what might happen after this point, that she
was a bit at a loss as to what to do right now. She somehow felt it was
appropriate for her to make the first move, but she’d never made the first
move, with anyone. Not even with Justin.


She might have stood there at a loss if Dwayne
hadn’t reached out and wrapped his strong arm around her waist.


His touch jolted a new wakefulness in her, and her
eyes shot to Justin. Another man had put his hands on her. She’d experienced
this once before, in the restaurant.


Yet now, in a hotel, the touch of another man took
on an entirely different meaning.


She could squirm away, she could still stop it.


Justin’s face hid whatever emotions he must have
been feeling. She would get no help there.


With her eyes still on Justin, Emily took a small
step forward, closing the gap not only in distance but in her connection to
Dwayne. She hoped that by looking at Justin he would realize she was still
connected to him as well.


She put her hand on Dwayne’s chest, the first time
she’d ever touched another man intimately. Yes, though Dwayne was still
completely dressed, her palm flat against his silk shirt, it was still a
personal touch. 


His powerful torso was like nothing she had ever
felt. Her other hand came up, feeling his muscles through his shirt. Her entire
body grew warm with that one touch, not even on his skin, a combination of his
masculinity and, perhaps, her own audacity of what she had done.


Dwayne cupped her breast in his huge hand.


Emily was too shocked to react. She shouldn’t have
been, after all, her hands were on his chest. It was the same thing,
wasn’t it?


She stared at his hand, disconnected from her body.
Her breast was lost in his palm; she saw his hand, but it took a moment for her
body to react.


When her body did react, it responded faster than
her brain. She leaned forward, into his caress. Her entire body melted into
his. Just as she had guessed, her breasts had called out her desire to him.


Dwayne dragged his hand away, pulling at her breast,
catching her nipple, shoving his fingers over the top of her half bra, kneading
it until it visibly poked against the thin fabric of her dress. A nipple
erection, proof of her desire.


“You like that, don’t you,” he said. It wasn’t a
question.


Emily nodded sharply. Dwayne rubbed harder. She let
out a tiny moan, and he immediately pulled his hand away, Emily’s body
following it like a magnet, desperate.


“Show me how much you want me,” he said.


Emily’s mind finally caught up to her primal
reaction, her eyes darting to Justin. Should she ask for forgiveness? I’m
sorry, my love, I can’t help it.


She couldn’t see Justin’s face clearly in the
shadows. But he hadn’t spoken, he hadn’t jumped up at Dwayne’s brazen grab.


She stood on the precipice, torn between her love
and her lust, wanting everything to go back to the way it was, wanting
everything to jump ahead to a new reality.


Emily thought—she hoped—that if Justin had
spoken, had stepped in, she would have stopped. Embarrassing for everyone, no
doubt, but no harm. They could all walk away, go back to their lives.


Yet with a stunning clarity Emily realized it would
only lead to another discussion with Justin, a discussion of whether she should
have gone further, about whether she would go further the next time. Because if
she stopped now, there would certainly be a next time, because neither of them
would know. There would be a momentous unanswered question haunting them both.


So she took the next step.


She reached around Dwayne’s broad back, her delicate
fingers awed at his hardness. Her chin tilted up, her mouth parted, signaling
her acceptance of a kiss.


Her eyes closed, waiting, waiting.


Nothing happened. Her eyes snapped open. Dwayne was
having none of it, his face tantalizingly out of reach.


Emily stood up on her toes, reaching for him with
her mouth.


Dwayne made her wait, tantalizing her, making her
beg with her body. She squirmed against him, her body again betraying her. And
finally, making it clear he knew how much she desperately wanted him, he kissed
her.


Because she had only kissed one other man beside
Justin, Emily didn’t have much to compare it to. The excitement she’d felt from
kissing Antonio might have been a fluke, it might have been unique to him.


Yet as with Antonio, kissing Dwayne felt different
because it wasn’t Justin. And it was so much more meaningful because it
wasn’t Justin.


The enormity of it flowed from Dwayne’s lips to
hers, shooting not into her heart, but into her chest, her nipples, traveling
down her body, to her belly, to her loins. This wasn’t a kiss of love, this was
a kiss of lust. A claim by a big, powerful man, a response by an accepting
woman.


A response of desire. A wanton desire.


Dwayne had given her that kiss, but she wanted more.
Her tentative meeting of his lips grew into a full grasping of his mouth. She
had no way to tell if Dwayne was an incredible kisser, since she had only two
men to compare him to, and she swore she wasn’t going to fall into a trap of
comparisons. So it was impossible to know if her reaction was because of Dwayne’s
kiss, or because she was kissing another man.


She wanted more. She stood on her toes, glad of the
height from the shoes but cursing them, tottering as she strained upward.


Dwayne might have sensed her need, or perhaps—and
the thought thrilled her, the lustful reaction overcoming her embarrassment—she
was exciting him too. He pressed his lips hard against hers, his tongue driving
into her mouth. No gentle foreplay of the lips, just crushing assertion.


His hands cupped her behind and he lifted her like a
rag doll. Yet instead of making her let go of him she only held on tighter,
with her hands and her mouth.


Her breasts pressed into his hard chest, a powerful
smothering.


For a long moment Emily was lost in the kiss,
nothing else mattered, she forgot about where she was, and oddly, even who she
was kissing. It was as if the kiss was the embodiment of the extent of her new
life, this stepping onto a unknown path.


One of her shoes dropped to the floor.


Without breaking the kiss, Dwayne bent over and sat
her on the bed. Her head was bent back, her lips locked on his. Finally Dwayne
stood up, leaving her lips grasping at air. Emily felt her face redden, her
heart beating in her chest. Her eyes latched onto the small lamp behind Dwayne,
an anchor to reality.


She looked down, noticing her missing shoe. The old
Emily, perhaps realizing it had lost the battle to this point, not able to
compete on the primal level, made her slip the shoe back on.


When she looked up at Dwayne he hadn’t stepped away,
his crotch was practically in her face. He didn’t move, and neither did she.
But it seemed clear that he wasn’t moving by choice, and she wasn’t moving
because she was frozen. Uncertainty, shyness, worry. All combining to lock her
in place.


Some of that worry was that she’d lose control.


She looked to Justin, only a part of his face
visible in the shadows. As before, his expression told her little. How would
she have felt if she had been sitting there, watching Justin with another
woman? It would have been impossible to remain calm, stoic. Part of her
realized that Justin was hiding his emotions to help her, that he wanted her to
be the one to make the decisions. 


Emily wasn’t sure if she was bothered by Justin not reacting,
or whether she’d be angry if he jumped in.


Dwayne forced the issue. “Go ahead, it won’t bite.
Not yet, anyway.”


Emily started to shake, she couldn’t do this alone.
That was partially why Justin was here. She looked to him, her eyes pleading
for help.


Justin moved his lips. “It’s okay.”


At least that’s what Emily thought he said. Her
brain rationalized, her body responded.


Slowly her hand came up and rested on Dwayne’s
crotch. She didn’t grab for him, she just rested her hand there. She again
looked to Justin. Surely this would make him respond.


Had his lips tightened? Had his eyes widened?


Did he want her to stop or was he getting aroused?


Dwayne didn’t seem to notice her attempting to
discern Justin’s thoughts. “If you want it, you have to look much lower.”


Oddly, this broke the tension for her. For a second
it became a game, not an act that could destroy her marriage. She took her hand
away from Dwayne’s crotch and grabbed him halfway down the thigh, well beyond
where any man could possibly reach.


Her eyes opened wide, in complete disbelief. Her
fingers groped, wrapping around his shaft.


“Didn’t expect that, did you?” said Dwayne.


Emily gave a little laugh, embarrassed. Her mind
flashed to the BBC video, to Lisa’s comments about black men, to the huge
dildo. All those were promises, this was a reality.


She glanced up at Dwayne, then to Justin, then back
to her own hand. She slid her fingers up toward his crotch and back down, still
not believing it was all one continuous bulge.


It was.


A strange sound escaped her lips, like one would
make if tapped unexpectedly, not on the shoulder, but on the back of the neck.
Her mind wasn’t accepting the signals her fingers were sending it.


Still in the mindset of a game, she reached for Dwayne’s
zipper.


“You’ll never get it out that way,” said Dwayne.


Emily hesitated, then reached for Dwayne’s belt
buckle. Again she looked to Justin, to see if he was playing the game too. His
face had retreated into the shadow, now either a hidden participant or a
spectator.


Emily unbuckled Dwayne’s belt, then undid the
button. Her fingers found the zipper, and she slowly slid it down. She slipped
her hands into the top of Dwayne’s pants on either side of his waist.


Then stopped. Dwayne’s pants were like a line drawn
in the sand. Pulling them down, revealing his skin, would be crossing that
line. She and Dwayne both had all their clothes on. Yes, she’d kissed him, but perhaps
that could be left behind. Not quite forgotten, but moved past. 


She could still feel his lips on her mouth. Who was
she kidding? She’d never forget that kiss. To her, that kiss was a
momentous leap, perhaps equal to her starting out this evening naked.


Closer and closer to the biggest line, yet still not
there. 


In one motion, so she wouldn’t lose her nerve, and
driven by her desire, Emily pulled down Dwayne’s pants and his underwear
together. 


Her breath was torn from her chest. Not because a
huge cock sprang at her, but because it didn’t. Surprise, and, to her utter
dismay at her reaction, disappointment.


“Keep going, girl,” said Dwayne. “It needs to be
freed up.”


Emily worked on autopilot now, uncovering the sham
of the BBC. She pulled on Dwayne’s pants. They barely budged, so she had to
practically yank.


And this time the breath flew from her like she’d
been punched in the stomach. Dwayne’s shaft had been laying along his leg, and
it slowly rose to horizontal, making Emily instantly think about one of those
videos of a rocket launch. The thick, very real erection pointed at her face,
forcing her to move her head back to avoid having it hit her in the chin.


 “That’s better,” said Dwayne. “Now why don’t you
get it really hard?”


The game was over.


It was impossible not to look at the massive
piece of manhood before her. This wasn’t a penis, it was a torpedo, except
instead of a pointed end it had a thick head.


They had been right. All of them. The women in the
videos who had lusted after well endowed men. Her sister. Even Justin, somehow
knowing this would be an experience Emily should have. It was big, so
big, and just its size made it arousing.


She forced her eyes away, back toward Justin. She
felt like crying out, Now I understand!


When she looked back at the thick shaft her first sensation
was delight. It wasn’t a trick after all, it hadn’t been a lie. In her glee Emily
planted a tiny kiss on the tip. Then another.


She suddenly realized that without conscious thought
she’d crossed over a momentous line. She’d touched another man’s most private
part, not with her hand, but with her mouth.


And just like that, any hesitation was lost, the
wanton woman within her exploding out of her inner shadows, taking control.


Her kisses lengthened, her mouth on him longer and
longer. It felt so—natural, so impossibly natural.


A sound jerked her head around. Justin.


She’d gone too far.


Justin moved. Emily tensed, fearing he was going to
get up, to cross the room. To stop her.


Or to walk out.


Instead, he grabbed himself between the legs. She
couldn’t see his erection, but she saw his intent.


And was shamefully thankful, because so help her,
she didn’t want to stop.


With her eyes still on Justin, she slipped her
tongue over Dwayne’s cock.


A long shudder ran from her tongue to her spinal
cord, immediately spreading into her entire body. The signal her mouth got in
return was more.


There was only one way to get more.


She took Dwayne in her mouth.


Emily felt Dwayne’s groan right through his shaft.
That reaction, perhaps even more than the sensation of him in her mouth,
thrilled her beyond belief.


She used the tip of her tongue to kiss him in
recognition, in thanks.


 “You have a pretty little mouth,” said Dwayne.
“Let’s see what else you can do with it.”


Emily let Dwayne slip from her mouth, then began to
kiss his shaft, nibbling her way down. Her hand reached for him, but Dwayne
grabbed her wrist, holding it at bay.


“Just your mouth,” he ordered.


Emily hesitated, not sure what to do. She tried kissing
his shaft, lower, lower, until her face was buried against his thigh. Dwayne’s
balls hung low, bulging, so much larger than Justin’s. 


No, no comparisons. 


She planted a tiny kiss on them, expecting softness,
but they were hard as rocks, filled with. . .the very idea made her
shiver. Filled with seed.


She took him back in her mouth.


Dwayne rested his hand behind her head, then started
to pull her forward onto him. At first it was wonderful, his signal that he
liked what she was doing. 


But he didn’t stop.


His cock filled her tiny mouth. Emily tried shifting
her head, her cheeks bulging, the head pushing against the top of her mouth,
then against her throat. . .


Her hands jumped into action, one grabbing his cock
to keep it from impaling her, the other waving uselessly in the air. She
couldn’t take any more, and yet her little devil hissed at her, What did you
expect?


She gagged.


Dwayne immediately let her go. She pulled back,
gasping for air.


“Don’t worry girl, I won’t do that again. Not right
now, anyway. I just wanted to give you a taste of what you should expect to
feel inside you.” Dwayne laughed at his own joke.


Emily felt humiliated, and yet. . .utterly
aroused. Dwayne’s forcefulness, so utterly like Justin, should have turned her
stomach. At least that’s what her mind said. This wasn’t Justin losing a little
control when he was in her mouth, this was a man making her do his bidding,
showing who was in charge.


Again the comparisons.


Time for her to take control, as much as she
could. She stroked Dwayne’s cock, then took him in her mouth. Pulling back her
lips, she dragged her teeth along the skin, not biting, but sending her own
signal.


I can hurt you too.


Dwayne’s response wasn’t what she expected. “You are
a great cock sucker.”


Of all the things he could have said, that one hit
the mark. No gentle, loving comment about how good it felt. No offering to
please her. Just dirty, coarse, straight talk.


Cock sucker. That’s what Emily was right now. She
couldn’t deny the truth.


And yet, she couldn’t be great, this was only
the second man who’d ever been in her mouth. She didn’t even have that much
experience with her husband.


Another insight came to her. Maybe it wasn’t just
the amount of experience, but the whole experience. How she must
have looked, a small, petite woman, taking this huge man in her mouth. 


A small, petite, married woman.


With her husband watching.


Just as she had been aroused watching the videos,
just as she had fantasized about being taken in the shower, just as she had
become wet as men had fought over her at the bar. It was not just the feeling
of her mouth on his cock that was exciting Dwayne, it was the pleasure of the
entire scenario. 


And now that she understood, she slipped into
another space, another reality. Watching herself, seeing a woman practically on
her knees, giving oral sex to a man while her husband watched, exactly the
scenario that had excited her in the past.


And was exciting her now.


She started to stroke him faster and faster.
Suddenly she wanted nothing more than to make him come.


 “Slow down there. You can have more later.” Dwayne
stepped back, his cock slipping from Emily’s mouth with a pop, and there was
this instant where Emily was reaching for him with her lips, feeling a great loss.


“Stand up,” said Dwayne. When she did so, her knees
buckling, he ordered, “Take off your dress.” 


Emily’s hands went to her breasts, her legs coming
together, as if this request—this order—to undress was in some way a
bigger deal than her sucking on his cock. She glanced at Justin.


His response—his signal—was to grab his own
cock through his pants.


Emily wasn’t sure if what she did next was out of
anger, anger that Justin hadn’t stepped in. Or whether it was out of her need
to keep going. With her eyes still on Justin, she reached back and slowly unzipped
her dress. 


Only to see Justin stroking himself through his
pants.


Exactly what she had herself fantasized about, her
husband touching himself as she had sex with another man.


She almost told Justin to undress, she wanted to see
him really touch himself. Yet that would have shifted the movie, it
would have been like having the video camera turned away from the wife to the
watching husband.


Instead she let her dress fall to the floor.


She stood there in her white lacy panties and bra, feeling
so small and helpless, her dress pooled around her feet. She couldn’t decide what
to do with her hands. At first she covered her breasts, and then, realizing
that was a little silly given what she had already done, she dropped them to
her sides.


“Dainty white panties and bra, I didn’t expect
anything else,” said Dwayne. “Although the way you sucked on my cock might have
made me think otherwise.”


Dwayne cupped one of her breasts in each of his
hands. Emily’s mouth quivered as he massaged them, using his thumb and
forefinger to fondle her nipples. Dwayne slipped his fingers under the top of
the bra, and Emily saw her nipples poke over the lace, already firm, dark and
full. Dwayne milked her breasts and pulled at her nipples, and her eyes
fluttered and closed. She leaned back into him, her lips slightly parted.


“Did you buy these just for me?” asked Dwayne.


Emily nodded into his chest. Dwayne lifted her chin,
bending her head back awkwardly, and bent to kiss her hard on the mouth. She
stood on her toes and returned the kiss. Dwayne’s hands were back on her
breasts, squeezing, cupping, pulling. He was rougher than Justin, and he wasn’t
trying to arouse her, he was groping her. Not for her, for him.


And yet she was aroused beyond belief.


Without letting go of her breasts Dwayne suddenly
half shoved her over to the wall. Her cheek was pressed against the cold
plaster, her ass wantonly facing the room. For anyone to see. She had a
shocking image of the room full of men, looking at her, wanting her.


Waiting their turn.


“No, turn around and face me,” said Dwayne. When she
turned he said, “Now take off your bra and panties.”


Emily hesitated, then started to step out of her
shoes. “Leave those,” ordered Dwayne. 


Emily glanced at Justin. She’d already kissed
another man, taken him in her mouth, stood by without protest when he had
fondled her breasts.


She’d become aroused by another man in front of her
own husband.


Being naked was nothing compared to that.


She slipped her fingers into the sides of her
panties and pushed them past her hips, where they fell to the floor. 


She shoved her hands between her legs, hiding
herself. Her panties were around her ankles; she felt bound in place.


“Now the bra,” said Dwayne.


Emily reached back and undid the clasp, but didn’t
let the bra fall right away. Her hands hesitated, slipping it halfway off.
Without it, she’d be totally naked.


Inch by inch it slipped down her chest, a slow
motion strip tease, driven by some unseen force.


The bra fell to the floor.


Again Emily didn’t know what to do with her hands,
at first covering her breasts, then letting them slip to her thighs. She’d
never stood naked like this, even in front of Justin.


How weird, the first time for Justin too.


Dwayne bent his knees and lowered himself so that
his face was just inches from her crotch. Using just one finger he slowly
traced a line from her ankle, around behind her calf, to the front of her
thigh. Emily’s knees grew weak as Dwayne poised his hand. He was going to touch
her pussy!


But Dwayne just smiled and wrapped his hand around
her thigh, his thumb on the inside, his hand so large that his fingers reached
all the way around to her ass. With his other hand he repeated the trace on her
other leg, grabbing her thigh the same way.


Slowly he twisted his hands in opposite directions,
turning Emily’s thighs, opening her like a flower. Emily gasped as she felt
herself swell.


“I see you have your own erection,” said Dwayne,
with approval. “And you’re wet already. I’ve barely touched you. You must have
got like this from sucking on me.”


Emily’s eyes darted to Justin, filled with shame, at
her lust, her carnal desire. Before she had a chance to ask for help, to see
Justin’s reaction, Dwayne slid his thumbs inward, catching her labia,
separating it, pulling it apart.


“Very wet. That’s good, you’re going to need
all that lubrication.”


He stood up, taking her hands in his, and in one
motion pressed them against the wall over her head. He bent to her face and
kissed her hard, his intensity, and her desire for his lips, forcing her eyes
away from Justin. Then he stood to his full height, towering over her. Leaving
one hand to hold hers against the wall, he dropped his other hand between her
legs. 


Dwayne raked his finger across her swollen clit.


Emily jumped, or tried to, but she couldn’t go
anywhere, she was pinned to the wall. Her body jolted like Dwayne had shocked
her with a cattle prod. He did it again, flicking his finger over her clit, and
she could feel it engorge, jumping out at him. Over and over Dwayne brushed her
clit, not rubbing, more like snaps of his fingers, sharp and fast. Emily moaned
and leaned her hips forward.


“Spread your legs,” ordered Dwayne.


She couldn’t resist his demands. Whatever small
semblance of control she thought she had was long gone.


Emily started to step out of the panties which were still
around her ankles, but Dwayne stepped on them with his big foot. His fingers
flicked again, an incentive to hurry. Emily’s legs spasmed from his touch and
her attempts to free herself from her binding panties.


“Show me how much you want it,” said Dwayne. He
pressed his finger over her clit, just above her opening.


Emily spread her legs as far as she could, but all
that did was force her knees and thighs apart, her lower legs still jammed
together. She stopped struggling, at a loss of what to do. Dwayne immediately
withdrew his finger and she jerked against the wall like a puppet.


“Show me,” repeated Dwayne.


With a power she didn’t know she had, Emily kicked
out her foot, tearing the panties, freeing herself, the panties a
representation of her own hidden constraints. She spread her shaking legs,
breathing hard from the exertion. And the excitement.


“Wider.”


Emily slid her heels along the floor until she was
spread-eagled against the wall, her hands still locked over her head. She was
completely, absolutely, totally, in Dwayne’s power.


All at once he shoved a single thick finger into her
pussy.  Emily gasped. In some way, the penetration with just one finger seemed
somehow more decadent than anything that Dwayne had already done to her.


Dwayne withdrew his finger, slippery with her
juices. “You’re soaked,” he marveled. 


Emily’s eyes flew to Justin, trying to convey
without words her inner conflict, her shame. This wasn’t love, it wasn’t right,
getting turned on this much by another man. Did Justin understand?


Would Justin know Dwayne was no replacement for him?


Would Justin know she couldn’t help herself?


Justin, say something!


Dwayne wasn’t waiting, he either didn’t see her
distress or didn’t care. What he could see was her arousal. He pushed in again,
thick fingers, a teasing stretching.


Too late.


She moaned and her hips thrust forward, her body
revealing her innermost longing, a signal meant for both men. Dwayne certainly
understood. He grabbed her by the ass and easily lifted her up. She yelped,
unbalanced, her legs automatically wrapping around him for support, her arms
going over his shoulders. In one smooth motion Dwayne lay her on the bed.
Quickly he undressed, as if now impatient, as if all his careful progress up to
this point had only served to pent up his own desires.


Emily watched every move Dwayne made, how he undid
his buttons, how he tossed his shirt aside. He knelt on the bed, pulling her
legs apart, his erection pointing at Emily’s pussy. Emily stared at it. It had
looked big before, it had felt big in her hands, in her mouth. It was
big.


Yet having it poised at the entrance to her pussy,
it was more than big, it was monumental, not only in size, but for what it
represented.


This was why they were all here. It had all started
with the video, Justin wanting Emily to experience the fullness of a huge cock.


Even kneeling on the bed, Dwayne towered over her.
“You’re so tiny,” he said. “I’ve never been with a woman as small as you. Let’s
see.” He spread his fingers and placed his hand against his own cock, his wrist
against his balls, his forefinger pointing upward, like he was measuring. Even
with his big hands, the tip of his finger only reached partway up his shaft.
With his other hand he took hold of Emily’s wrist and laid it against his shaft
from the other direction, both of their hands now alongside his cock, yet their
fingers didn’t touch. Emily bent her head to see, her eyes wide in amazement.


“So that means I’ll probably reach to about—,” Dwayne
moved Emily’s hand up onto her belly, higher, higher, to her belly button,
beyond. “Here.”


Emily pressed her hand flat against her belly, the
enormity of it beyond comprehension. 


“We’ll need to get you really ready,” said Dwayne.
He dropped his head between Emily’s knees. Suddenly embarrassed, Emily pulled
her legs together, but Dwayne just laughed, dragging his tongue up her slit.
Emily tried to squeeze her legs together tighter, but Dwayne’s head was already
there, his arms wrapping under her thighs.


“You taste so good,” he said, and licked her over
and over, up and down. Emily covered her face with her arms. She’d never been
able to relax doing this, and though Justin had helped her learn to allow
herself to be licked, it still often made her cringe.


Yet, perhaps because it wasn’t Justin, perhaps because
there was nothing to be ashamed about, perhaps because Dwayne was really good,
for the first time in her life she just—accepted.


She opened her legs wider.


She couldn’t bear to look at Justin, so she just
kept her eyes closed. She realized that Dwayne was doing this for her, too.
Lisa had said as much, that Dwayne was more than the alpha male, that he’d
consider her needs. Some of them, anyway.


“I want to fuck you with my tongue. I think I could
reach all the way inside you. But I don’t want to ruin your first time,” said
Dwayne.


It wasn’t her first time, she thought. Justin
had licked her. 


Yet not like this.


Dwayne lifted his head, and Emily moaned, her hips
coming off the bed, her pussy missing the feel of his mouth. She uncovered her
eyes, staring at Dwayne as he knelt over her, his cock pointed at her wet,
wide, opening.


She glanced quickly at Justin, to remind herself
that he was there. He was still in the chair, his hands on himself. Could he
possibly want this as much as she did?


“Go ahead,” said Dwayne.


Emily tentatively reached up and cupped Dwayne’s
shaft from underneath, gently milking. It was like she was pulling not only his
cock toward her, but coaxing his seed forward. Dwayne shimmied forward on the
bed, and now the tip of his cock was just inches from her pussy, even though the
rest of his body was still a foot away.


“Rub your clit with it,” said Dwayne.


Dwayne shifted his hips forward, and the head of his
cock pressed against her aroused clit. Emily held the shaft, resisting his
order. Dwayne jerked his hip upward and his cock jumped in her hands, the head
dragging across her clit. That was the start she needed, and Emily began
rubbing herself with him, a real live dildo throbbing in her hands.


Emily’s strokes grew longer, up, down, up, down. Her
hands moved faster, rubbing her clit with his cock, hearing her own juices.
Dwayne edged forward. 


Emily groaned, twisting away. “No, no!”


Breathing hard, she looked at Justin. She was
shocked to see that he had freed himself from his pants. He was holding his
stiff shaft, his eyes wide. She shouldn’t have been surprised, this was the
exact fantasy they had both shared. Yet seeing his naked arousal stunned her. 


And turned her on as much as anything she had seen
or done that evening.


Her husband was so excited seeing her about to have
sex that he was jerking off in the same room.


Justin wanted Dwayne to have sex with her. To fuck
her.


Without taking her eyes off of Justin she said, “You
have to wear a condom.”


“What’s the matter? You don’t think I’m safe?”


Emily reddened. “It’s not that,” she said.


“You’re afraid of getting pregnant?”


Her heart stopped beating, her stomach flipping,
turning—like a baby in her belly. The utterly depraved, sinful, wanton thought
of being impregnated by another man.


The utterly depraved, sinful, wanton, unbelievably arousing
thought of being impregnated. 


Emily couldn’t let that happen, yet all she could
think about was Dwayne shooting his seed in her.


Even Justin hadn’t done that yet. He’d never come
inside her. That would be for him, and him only.


Her little devil said, At least the first time.


Emily fought off the devil, desperately changing the
subject. “Lisa said you had a vasectomy.” 


Dwayne laughed. “What? And disappoint all those
women who want my babies?” He smiled, smug. “I’m going to admit my one
weakness. I just can’t refuse a woman who is begging me to make her pregnant.”
He shook his head like he couldn’t believe it himself. “Although after tonight,
I may have another weakness, tiny white women.” He glanced over at Justin. “But
we all have our demons.” 


Emily had to do something. She reached over
to her purse on the end table, snapping it open with one hand, digging inside
for the condoms she had brought. Just knowing they were there, that she had not
only packed a condom, but bought a whole box, made her feel like a slut. She
grasped the small package like a life preserver. “Please,” she said.


For a few seconds Dwayne didn’t respond. Was he
going to deny her now? Was he going to make her beg?


Was he going to just thrust into her unprotected?


Finally he said, “Put it on me.”


With trembling fingers, Emily tore open the wrapper.


“You seem to have a lot of experience with those,”
said Dwayne. “Aren’t you on the pill?”


“No,” she said. “Why?”


“So that means your husband has to use a condom all
the time?” Dwayne shook his head sadly. “That’s too bad. Maybe the next time we
do this, you’ll change your mind.”


The next time. Dwayne was already thinking
about doing it again.


Emily couldn’t face that now, and all another tryst
would imply.


She concentrated on the here and now, rolling on the
condom.


Or trying to.


The condom wouldn’t make it over the thick bulbous
head of Dwayne’s cock. Emily pulled, but to no avail. “These are the extra
larges!”


Dwayne laughed. “Not even the magnum size fits. You
have to have double extra large.”


“I don’t have any,” said Emily. 


Dwayne laughed again. “Don’t worry, Lisa warned me
you’d probably want a condom. So I came prepared.” He reached over the bed and
rifled through the pocket of his pants. “Here we go.” He dangled a strip of
condoms in front of Emily’s face. “Extras, too.”


Emily shyly reached out for the condoms and tore one
off the strip. She held the rest of them in her hand for a moment, then placed
them on the bedside table. This time she was able to get the condom on Dwayne,
who’s cock hadn’t deflated at all during all this.


“Still a tight fit,” said Dwayne. “Although nothing
like I’m sure you’ll be.” He grinned at his own joke, then sidled up between
Emily’s legs, his massive weapon pointing at her waiting pussy. “Are you
ready?”


Emily’s lip trembled. Dwayne’s cock looked even
bigger in the condom. This would be the final line.


She looked at Justin. He was still holding himself,
his cock harder than she had ever seen it. If she stopped now, it wouldn’t be
because Justin was no longer aroused.


She was about to have sex with another man, but Justin
was still her husband. She had to be sure.


His lips moved, mouthing the words, I love you. 


It was exactly what Emily needed. She and mouthed
back: Me too.


She turned to Dwayne and gave him the smallest of
nods. That was more than enough for him. He grasped her bent knees and spread
her legs even wider. He started to shift forward, but when his cock was just a
few inches away from her entrance, he stopped. “You do it.”


Feeling her eyes widen, Emily reached out. Taking
Dwayne’s cock in her tiny hands, she slowly guided it to her pussy, already
parted from Dwayne’s licking and fingering.


The tip of Dwayne’s cock slipped into Emily’s slit.


She gasped loudly, just the tip enough to open her
even wider than she already was. The skin of her folds wrapped tightly around the
head, a hint of the stretching that was to come.


Dwayne slowly edged forward on the bed, his cock
disappearing bit by bit into her body. Even though he had readied her, even
though she was soaking, she was still being stretched like a tight balloon.


Dwayne pressed deeper.


Emily bent her neck forward, looking between her
legs, she needed to see. Dwayne slipped in another inch. Her clit was so
engorged it rubbed against Dwayne’s shaft. Dwayne shifted his hips forward, and
the movement drove his cock a few inches deeper all at once, forcing one of her
hands off his shaft. Her other hand was the only barrier left keeping him from
being in her all the way.


Her hips pushed down into the bed, looking for a way
to relieve the pressure. “It’s too deep!” she gritted out. Yet she couldn’t
believe how far he was in her, she was stunned with how she craved more.


“You need to relax,” said Dwayne.


Emily flashed to the time when Justin had fucked her
ass, saying those same words. That incredible stretching of her very tight
little hole.


And she was feeling it again, but this time in her
wide open pussy. That’s how big Dwayne was, that’s how good it felt.


Dwayne reached under Emily’s knees and lifted her
legs up, locking her ankles around his shoulders. “Here we go,” he said, and
pressed forward. Emily held on to his shaft as long as she could, but then she
was forced to let go.


A jolt of—not pain, but pressure. “It’s so thick,”
she whispered. 


“Don’t worry, you’ll open up and stretch,” said
Dwayne. “I’ve dealt with this before. Remember, babies come out of there.”


More talk about babies, about pregnancy. Emily put
her hand over her belly, above her womb, as if she were feeling for Dwayne’s
cock there. Her whole body was tense, in hesitation, in expectation.


Dwayne made the final push, Emily reacting with a
sharp intake of breath. For a long moment they stayed like that, Dwayne deep in
her, their bellies touching. 


And Emily was rewarded with the complete and utter
fullness she had dreamed about, that she had felt only briefly, once with the
dildo, once when Justin had been in her ass. So simply—glorious. She
expected it would be gone soon, so she focused on it, reveled in it, lost
herself in it.


Yet it didn’t leave, wet as she was, aroused as she
was, she remained totally, entirely, full. Every possible inch of her body,
inside and out, was being pressed against, held.


This was what she was here for, to be completely
and utterly filled.


Justin’s gift to her.


Emily smiled, knowing she’d remember this forever.


It couldn’t possibly get any better than this. . .


Until Dwayne started to fuck her.


With his first withdrawal, Emily’s hips lifted off
the bed, her pussy so tight she was being dragged along. Out and out came
Dwayne’s shaft, stunningly long, and then he slowly slid back into her. Again
and again he did this, each thrust methodical and penetrating.


“That feels so good,” was all she could whisper. Her
fingers grasped his arms, needing even more connection.


Dwayne increased the speed and power of his thrusts.
Emily wrapped her legs tighter around his thighs, her hands moving to his
shoulders. Dwayne responded to her grasps by fucking her harder, driving her into
the bed, the headboard banging on the wall.


Now Dwayne was grunting too. “So tight,” he
muttered. “You’re so wet and still so tight.”


Emily pulled Dwayne toward her even as he lifted up
for another thrust. They were totally connected, their bodies touching all
over, only Dwayne’s hips rising and falling. He was holding himself up with his
elbows, yet his bulk was immense, another great pressure on her. A powerful,
alluring pressure, a powerful presence.


“I don’t think I can last with you,” said Dwayne,
his voice suggesting he was surprised. “You’re just too tight.”


Emily’s legs spread open improbably far, showing him
her excitement.


“I’m going to come,” said Dwayne. “Do you want it?”


Emily dug her fingers into his back, her eyes
widening. Her body commanded her voice. “Give it to me!”


Dwayne grunted, driving deep, his ass clenching.
Emily knew he was shooting, only a thin layer of latex keeping her safe from
his seed.


At his first spasm she came, as much from his
arousal as her own, as much from the fullness as the thrusts. She hoped Justin
could see, she hoped he was wildly jerking himself off, but she didn’t have the
willpower or the strength to open her eyes. Her orgasm was everything, melding
with Dwayne’s. Her body was releasing years of not being with men, making up
for all the sex she had avoided, all the orgasms not experienced.


She pulled Dwayne even closer. For this glorious
moment, she accepted her own selfishness, for once in her life she only thought
of herself. Maybe because of that her orgasm lasted longer than any she’d ever
had in her life, her entire body taking part, every tiny movement of Dwayne
reigniting her own spasms. 


Even after he finished she continued to hold him,
her legs wrapped around his powerful body. And now, for just one sinful second,
she pretended he hadn’t been wearing a condom, that he’d come inside her.


And at that minute she knew there was another
experience she simply had to have.


Dwayne finally lifted himself off, his semi hard
cock pulling out with a sucking sound.


“I have to admit, that’s a first for me,” said
Dwayne. “Usually I can last a lot longer.” The top of the condom was bulging
with his cum. “Damn.” He laughed. “You stay right there, I’ll be back.” He got
up and disappeared into the bathroom.


Emily stared at the ceiling, so white after Dwayne’s
blackness. All at once she came to her senses. Justin.


He was still in the chair, just sitting there,
holding a handkerchief over his deflated cock. “Are you all right?” she asked.


“That’s what I was going to ask you.” 


“I’m okay.”


“Just okay?”


“Well, better than okay,” she said, smiling.
Actually she was dreamily blissful, but didn’t want to embarrass Justin by
saying so.


“Was it all you hoped for?”


Emily hesitated. Should she tell him what he might
want to hear? What he did want to hear? What he was afraid of hearing? 


True to herself, she told him the truth. “It was
even better.”


“I’m glad.”


She couldn’t read his voice. Yet because she loved
him, because she trusted him, she believed him.


Dwayne came out of the bathroom, without the condom,
his cock already semi erect. 


“Ready to go again?” he asked.


Emily laughed, thinking he was joking, but when
Dwayne started to get on the bed she realized he was serious.


 “I—I think I want to be with my husband now,” she
said apologetically. And she did, truly. It was time for this to be about Justin
again, and not as a spectator.


Dwayne looked surprised, glancing from Emily to Justin
and back. 


A woman would forever remember the man who took her
virginity, and if she were lucky enough to have had a good experience, would
have a special place in her heart for that man, no matter who she loved later.
She was blessed that she had both with Justin.


But she would never forget the first man she had
become a hotwife with, and for Emily, that man was Dwayne. In a way she felt
she owed him, for he had given her a wonderful gift. She wanted him to remember
her too, to be special to him.


Emily stood up and put her arms around Dwayne,
giving him a deep, warm kiss. “You were incredible,” she explained. “I can’t
thank you enough. But this isn’t just about me. I—I hope you understand.” To
make it clear, she kissed him again, pressing against his chest, his cock
caught between them.


Finally she pulled away, and Dwayne said, “If you
keep doing that, I’ll have to get some release.”


Emily smiled and kissed him on the cheek. “Maybe
another time,” she said. And that was, truly, a real possibility.


 


I was still sitting in the chair when the
door clicked closed. Though Emily and I were now alone, Dwayne’s presence still
hovered in the room. Emily suddenly seemed embarrassed by her nakedness.


Surprisingly, I wasn’t in the least bit angry, which
should have been the normal reaction of a husband whose wife was shy about
being naked in front of him after she’d just had sex with another man.


But what was normal, after what I’d just
witnessed?


Instead I smiled, and may have even chuckled, in
disbelief. Emily hastened to where I was sitting, kneeling on the floor by my
chair, her face a mask of worry.


“Justin. . .”


I put my finger on her lips. “Shh. It’s okay.
Everything is just fine.”


“Does that include us?”


I bent over and kissed her on her head, her cheek, her
lips. Those same lips that had been around another man’s cock. I had to, to
prove to her I still loved her. 


She seemed to understand. She slid onto my lap, her
arms going around my neck.


“Careful,” I said. “I—I have to clean up.”


She pulled the handkerchief from my hand and
squeezed it. “No,” she said emphatically. “I want to see. I want to feel.
It’s—proof. That we are good.”


“We’re more than good.”


Emily ran her finger over my cock, still sticky with
my own cum. That tiny movement made me twitch, but I was still unprepared for
what she did next. She kissed her finger, and then licked it clean.


It was perhaps the sluttiest thing she’d ever done.


My cock sprang up, the fastest recovery of my life.
I wrapped my arms around her and stood up. Dwayne wasn’t the only one who could
lift her.


I took two steps toward the bed, but she was shaking
her head. “No, no. Please, no.”


Denying me.


I deflated, and not just between the legs.


She seemed to sense my disappointment, my pain. “No!
It’s not because—I just can’t do it here. Not on that bed. Not in this
room. I want to go home, with you.”


A wave of relief washed over me.


I pulled up my pants, suddenly in a great hurry.
Emily took a step toward the bathroom. “I have to wash up,” she said.


My cock thickened with a new desire. “Leave it,” I
said.


Emily’s eyes widened, and she snatched up her dress.


We were out the door within a minute. She hadn’t
even bothered to put on her underwear.


 


 


My cock was still hard in the elevator,
even as other people got in the car. I didn’t care if anyone noticed. I’d just
jerked off in front of another man while he fucked my wife, what could have
been more embarrassing than that?


Yet I wasn’t embarrassed, I was wildly aroused.


My erection held as I awkwardly half ran to the car,
Emily’s heels clicking on the cement. Neither of us said a word, yet our
intensity was evident in how we moved.


In the car Emily placed her hand in my lap. Not
stroking me, just communicating her desire. I fought to keep my eyes on the
road, incredibly conscious of the fact that she wore no bra, no panties, that
she must still be wet between her legs.


In the driveway I threw the shift into park. I
didn’t even consider taking the time to put the car in the garage. Our two
doors opened and slammed simultaneously.


Inside the house we stood in the foyer, staring at
each other. We were both breathing hard, like we’d run much farther than just
from the driveway. For me, I needed to see if I was still with my wife, the
Emily I knew.


She seemed to sense my thoughts, or perhaps she had
her own doubts.


The Emily I knew would wait for me to make the first
move. Even after years of marriage that’s how it had always been. Yet what
would that imply? Would a wife who just had sex with another man be so hesitant
as to wait for her husband to act?


I didn’t know the answer myself. I was torn between
wanting the old Emily and being aroused by the woman she was becoming.


 “You seemed to enjoy that,” I said. It came out the
wrong way, or perhaps I had a hidden anger, because she’d been so obviously
turned on by Dwayne. An accusation, more than a titillation.


“Justin. . .”


I pushed her against the wall as Dwayne had done. If
he could do it, so could I. Emily’s eyes widened as I roughly lifted her tight
dress and shoved my hands between her legs.


“You’re still wet,” I snapped. And she was, soaking.
My fingers slipped in easily.


“It’s you, I want to be with you. . .”


“So this is all because of me?” I was being mean, I
knew it, but I couldn’t help myself. I don’t know why; I’d been turned on in
the hotel room, I was still turned on. Yet whatever jealousy and
insecurity I must have been harboring was bubbling over.


Emily’s lip quivered. I flicked her engorged clit
and though her worried look didn’t change, she moaned, pressing into my hand.


I had my answer. 


I felt suddenly ashamed. I gently kissed her on the
lips, the cheek, then her neck. Whispering in her ear, I said, “It’s okay. You
can be excited by both of us. Go ahead, say it. I’ll still love you.”


She shook her head vehemently. I pressed hard
against her clit, using the flat of my hand to rub her, increasing the pressure
with each stroke, pressing her ass hard against the wall.


I wanted her to voice the truth. In this, there
could be no lies, or else we’d both regret everything.


“Say it,” I said, my words more gentle than my
fingers.


Again she shook her head.


“I need the truth,” I said. “Did you do that just
for me?”


“I can’t concentrate. . .”


I stopped stroking her, but didn’t remove my hand,
just laying it flat against her mound. 


She took my head in both her hands, reached up with
her lips, and pressed her mouth against mine. It was as if I was kissing her
for the first time, loving, yet lusting. A mix of my Emily and the woman who’d
just fucked another man. She slipped her sex tinged tongue into my mouth as her
answer to my question.


“I want to go upstairs, to our bed,” she said.


So did I. I took her by the hand and turned toward
the stairs, but she stopped me.


“Wait.” She unzipped her dress and let it fall to
the floor, then kicked off her fuck me shoes. I’d never seen her completely
naked in any room other than the bedroom or bath. That, and the stripping, make
my cock jerk painfully in my pants.


“That dress was for him,” she said. “This,”
she held her hands wide, displaying her naked body, “is for you.”


I fought the urge to take that body right there.


Instead I let her lead me up the stairs, her tight,
firm ass a magnet which pulled me along. By the time we reached the bedroom I
had yanked off my shirt and unbuckled my pants, stepping out of them as we fell
onto the bed.


We clumsily pulled the covers off as our hands ran
over each other. I wanted all of her, all at once. I wanted to touch her hard
nipples, I wanted to see her raw pussy.


Before I had a chance to do either she said, “For a
minute there I thought you were jealous.”


“I may have been, just a little.”


She kissed me hard on the mouth, reaching for my
shaft. “You’ll never have to be jealous, ever.”


I wasn’t sure that was possible. I hid my
uncertainty by asking, “What do you want?”


Emily pulled herself up so that she was looking
right into my eyes. “Make love to me.”


This was what I needed to hear, and the way I needed
to hear it. I reached into the drawer for a condom. Emily moved to take it from
my fingers, but I shook my head. That’s what she had done for Dwayne, and I
wanted this to be different. I slipped it on—unable to get out of my head how
hard it had been for Emily to fit the magnum size on Dwayne—and snuggled up
over her.


That also reminded me too much of how she’d been
taken by Dwayne, so I lay down beside her. Gently I cupped her ass and pulled
her toward me. I wouldn’t be able to be as deep in this position, but after
what she’d just been through, nothing I could do would get me as deep as Dwayne
had been.


Emily shimmied in close, and we were joined.


She smiled. “That feels so nice.”


I wondered if she could feel me at all. 


I shifted my hips back and forth. Emily’s eyes
closed, little moans escaping her lips. Yet I couldn’t be sure if she was
reacting to me or still thinking about Dwayne.


I realized I wasn’t going to be able to get Dwayne
out of my head. At least for tonight, I’d have to just accept that his shadow
was looming over us, watching, just as I had watched him with Emily.


“Was it good?” I asked her.


“It feels wonderful,” she whispered.


“No, not now. Before. Was it really good?”


Her eyes opened, and I knew Emily well enough to
understand that she was going to say words only to make me feel better, that
she could hear my doubt in both my question and my voice. She’d already told me
in the hotel how good it had been with Dwayne, but that had been in the throes
of her heat, perhaps telling me what I wanted to hear then. Now might be
different.


I think any other woman might have asked, What do
you want me to say? And if Emily had asked me that, I might not have known
how to answer. I thought I wanted the truth, but I wasn’t sure.


That wasn’t the woman I had married.


Or perhaps I had, yet because we had grown, because
it was not only Emily changing, but me as well, she said, “It was.”


“Tell me,” I urged, suddenly wanting to know
details.


“You were there, you saw.”


I used my hands on her ass to pull her closer, then
relaxed my muscles, creating a gentle rhythm. “I want to hear you say it.”


When she spoke her voice held a hint of hesitation,
like she was afraid of hurting my feelings. To her great credit, she looked me
right in the eye. Finally she said, very quietly, “It was amazing.” 


I expected that, but hearing her say the words,
especially as I was inside her, was a shock. Yet I couldn’t get enough.


“What was?”


After a few seconds she said, “All of it. What he
did. How he did it. I—he was a little—not rough, but demanding.” Her eyes
darted away, then back. “I never thought I would have liked that.”


“Do you want me to be like that?”


“Never. It wouldn’t be you. I love you just
the way you are.”


“But you liked it from him?”


“It was the—whole experience. Getting ready. Even
picking out the dress. The way he—took me. And you being there.”


“Are you still glad about that?”


“I couldn’t have done it without you being there.
Even so, I almost stopped.”


That surprised me. “Really?”


“Yes. Did you want me to?”


I rocked back and forth with her a few times before
replying. “Yes and no. I know that doesn’t make sense, but it’s the only answer
I have.”


Emily smiled and kissed me, a brush against my lips.
“I understand completely. That’s how I felt too. I wanted you to stop me, and
yet I didn’t want you to.”


We were silent for a few moments, the only sound in
the room the shifting of the bed, the gentle swish of the sheet as we mated.


“You could have kept going,” I said. “With him. Done
it again.”


She shook her head, but I swore I felt her shudder. 


“No, I wanted to be with you.”


I believed her, but her body was sending another
signal, maybe one beyond her control. My cock, gliding in and out of her
wetness, swelled, perhaps sending me a signal as well. “Maybe next time,” I
whispered.


Her eyes snapped open, unsure, and before she had a
chance to say anything, before I had a chance to second guess myself, I said,
“You kind of promised him you would.”


Actually, what Dwayne had said was that he wanted to
fuck her without a condom.


“It wasn’t a real promise,” she said, but I could
tell she wasn’t so sure herself.


“He was big, wasn’t he.”


And now her shudder was unmistakable. Her eyes
closed, her lips squeezed together.


“Did you like having him in your mouth?” I prodded.


She gave me the slightest nod. I put my lips over
hers and breathed, “Show me how wide you had to open your mouth to take him.”


Her lips opened over mine, enveloping my entire
mouth. I drove my tongue out, but instead of sucking on it she just stretched
her mouth wider. Like my cock in her now, she probably couldn’t even feel my
tongue in her mouth.


I pulled back my face, catching a quick glimpse of
her stretched cheeks, her awed expression, her remembrance of the huge dick in
her mouth.


I grabbed her ass harder, increasing the speed of my
strokes in her. “Did you like having him in your pussy?”


Her internal muscles grabbed at me, my cock
responding, and now I knew with certainty not only how she felt, but how I did.
Again she seemed to read my mind.


With her eyes half closed she asked, “Did you like seeing
him in me?”


“I did.” Admitting the truth to her, to myself.


“You touched yourself, didn’t you?”


“You know I did.”


 “Show me,” she said.


I started to pull out, but she grabbed my hand and
guided it to my cock. “Stay in me.”


I slipped out a few inches, and with her hand on
mine I began to jerk myself off while still inside her. My wrist slapped
against her belly with each stroke. 


“I like that,” she whispered. “Is that what you
did?”


“Yes. I touched myself. While I watched you. Just
like we had talked about.”


““I wish I could have seen you.”


I’m sure she meant that now, but at the time, she
seemed pretty occupied with Dwayne. 


“Maybe next time,” I said.


And now her eyes closed fully, and I was sure of
what she was thinking about. Watching me jerk off while with Dwayne again,
maybe while giving him a blowjob, letting him come in her mouth. Or maybe while
he was fucking her, unprotected, coming in her pussy.


I groaned, unbelievably and stunningly aroused at
the thought. Dwayne’s comment haunting me, my having to use a condom, never
having finished inside my own wife. Even now, jerking off into a condom while
in her, while she was perhaps thinking about Dwayne shooting his seed into her.


Emily’s legs wrapped around me, a frustrated
squirming, trying to get closer, perhaps trying to recapture the wide open
stretching that Dwayne had given her. It would be impossible for her to get it
in this position. Or any position from me. 


Her fingers pushed between us. My hand wacked the
back of her wrist as she did her own jerking off, her hand racing up and down,
our strokes furiously matching, then racing, speeding along to our own inner
thoughts.


“Do it,” she hissed. “Oh, please, give it to me!”


I didn’t know if she was talking to the man in her
bed or the man in her head, but her words set me off, my cock swelling,
shooting, a release both incredibly gratifying, and yet, because of the latex
barrier, completely ineffectual.


Emily didn’t seem to mind, or care. Her orgasm
powered her hips, threatening to break my wrist, her fingers slipping out, pushing
my hand away, so she could get her body as close as possible.


So she could get every drop of whoever’s cum she was
dreaming about.


 


 


At the gym, Emily made sure she was on the
women’s side of the weight room. Not that she was afraid of running into
Damian, not now. Yes, she might be aroused by him, she might have to fight her
own desires, but she now understood what they were.


And how they could be satisfied.


The old Emily, the one who had been awed and cowed
by Damian the last time she had seen him, was only half of who she was now.
Damian could still intimidate that woman. Yet now she was a woman who watched
porn, who checked out other men to see if they’d be good fantasy material.


To see if they’d be good lover material.


Damian could still be in her fantasies, but she
wouldn’t sleep with her husband’s boss.


 Or perhaps anyone else. Her evening with Dwayne had
been incredible. She still hadn’t believed she had done it. And yet, it had
been the natural, almost unavoidable next step on the path she had taken—the
path she and Justin had taken. She never would have done it without him.
Without him knowing, without him being there.


For some reason, with his involvement, it hadn’t
seemed like cheating at all.


She picked up a dumbbell and knelt over a bench,
doing tricep kickbacks, exactly as Damian had shown her. Her arms were toned,
tight, an external indication of the new Emily.


She remembered how Damian had bent over her in this
very gym, had pressed his manhood into her. She’d been so stunned, yet so
aroused. At the time her reaction had confused her, saddened her, making her
think there was something wrong with her.


Now she still wrestled with the confusion, with the
concern that she was twisted. If she hadn’t been with Justin, she might have
freaked out. But seeing how Justin had responded, and seeing how much closer
they had become, had provided a balance, a way for her to not jump to the
conclusion that she was mixed up inside.


She felt the burn start in her arm. Muscles tired
out when you used them too much. She wondered if that would be the same for
sex; do it too much and you’d get tired of it.


Or maybe it was the other way around, you’d just
want more, needing to take it to a higher level. Addicted, like to a drug.


She switched to the other arm. Her movements were
free and easy, the arm not yet tired. Maybe that’s what she would do, change to
another fantasy.


Or another man.


She closed her eyes as she moved her arm up and
down, losing herself in the idea. Going from man to man, keeping her fantasy
alive. She didn’t have to do it for real, just in her mind. She wasn’t sure if
she could do it for real again anyway. If the second time wasn’t as good, it
would be such a letdown. Perhaps it was better that the first time had been perfect.
Not just for her, but for Justin.


Justin.


She’d sensed his own inner conflict. He was
bothered, it seemed, less by what she had done, but at his own reaction. That
hadn’t been what she had at first worried about; her anxiety had been about him
thinking less of her, affecting their marriage. Instead, she sensed his turmoil
was exactly like hers: aroused, and yet bothered by being aroused. Two
competing emotions, a mental anguish versus a physical need.


The physical need had won out, for both of them.


Justin liked to watch. It turned him on, yet it
turned him off. He wanted to see her arousal—Emily truly believed that—he
wanted to see her pleasure. Yet he had to be bothered by the fact that he
didn’t think he could give her the same pleasure himself.


She couldn’t imagine how she’d feel if the roles
were reversed. If Justin could only achieve a certain height of ecstasy with
another woman.


She’d want to let him have such an experience, she’d
want to help him achieve it. But she didn’t think she could watch.


Or not watch, knowing he was with another woman.


Yet there was no doubt that watching ultimately
turned Justin on. She’d seen it in their bed, when they had made the porn tape.
Perhaps it was as he explained, it was all about the unexpected juxtaposition
of her acts, the traditional wife doing the unthinkable. Maybe if she’d been a
loose harlot it wouldn’t have turned him on at all.


She switched back to the original arm. Dwayne.
Maybe she would do it with him again, one more time. She’d take him in her
mouth, matching her strokes to Justin’s, and see if she could make them come at
the same time, Dwayne with her mouth, Justin by the sight of her.


Justin said had been looking at her when she was
with Dwayne, but she hadn’t been looking at Justin, not after it got going. She
should have been, but she hadn’t. That bothered her still, how she had
so quickly become subsumed by the experience of being with Dwayne.


She needed to make that up to Justin.


She was breathing hard, her strokes too fast. She
forced herself to slow down, to make it last.


Just as she would if she were sucking Dwayne’s cock
in front of Justin.


 


 


“Justin? Another beer?”


I looked up at Tom. “Sure, sure.” I’d barely touched
my first one, too lost in my thoughts.


I should have been having a good time. Friday night,
out with my buddies from work. The usual place, just relaxing, our transition
from hard work to home life.


Instead, I was in a funk, not able to focus on even
a simple task like having a beer. I held up the bottle, the condensation
running over my fingers. The bottle was a simple reality. Open it up, and you
knew what to expect. Just beer. It might be a different brand, it might be
lager or ale, but it was always beer.


Yet other openings weren’t so simple. Emily and I
had opened something less solid than a bottle, we’d opened ourselves to an
experience. A first time taste. Although it had been an exciting experience at
the time, I wasn’t sure how I felt about it now. Or rather, I wasn’t sure if I
was remembering it correctly. Could it really have been that good?


Would I need to try it again to find out?


I took a long pull on the beer. Slightly warm, not
as good as it should be. Would another taste of that other experience be
just like that? Less satisfying? 


I put the bottle back on the table. Set aside, but
still staring me in the face. Not easily forgotten.


That bottle could be taken away, recycled, melted
down and lost forever. Yet I’d never be able to forget the other experience,
even if I wanted to.


I wasn’t sure if I wanted to erase it from my memory
or freeze it in place, so I could replay it over and over.


I’d started all this, with my selfish desire to get
Emily to be a little more experimental in bed. Not crazy experimental, just
different from missionary position sex with the lights off. That she’d been
willing to go far beyond that I couldn’t have foreseen, but it wasn’t her
fault, it was mine. She’d been happy with the way things were.


And, stunningly, still seemed happy after what we’d
done.


Sure, I knew she was dealing with her own
misgivings. We’d talked a little about them. But I hadn’t really shared the
extent of mine—not because I was hiding them from her, but mostly because I
wasn’t so sure myself how I felt. I knew if I blurted out any second thoughts
she’d be devastated.


I needed to let some time go by, see how things
felt.


We’d had sex almost every day since that
night. The old fashioned kind, our kind. Slow, loving, in the dark sex. Condom
sex. A little oral just once, a prelude. No dirty talk, no reminding her of her
fantasies, or of mine. No mention of Dwayne.


And yet, in the darkness, I couldn’t help but wonder
what she was thinking, who she was thinking of. Obviously she couldn’t feel me
inside her like she had felt Dwayne. But for just a moment, as I kissed her in
the dark, as I touched her breast, at the moment I was about to enter her, was
she thinking about him? Or some other man?


I wanted to ask her. I was afraid to ask her.


Before we went down the path, we’d discussed what
would happen if we tried it and it didn’t work. Whether we’d be able to go back
to where we had been. We’d even talked about not going ahead, and whether we’d
always wonder.


What we hadn’t talked about was what would
happen if it had exceeded our wildest expectations.


Especially hers.


 Now I wasn’t sure if I wanted things to go back to
where they were, or wanted to keep going.


In my rational, thinking times, like right now, I
leaned toward erasing it all. The bucket list. Buying Emily the sexy outfit.
Noticing other men leer at her. Watching the porn. Learning we both were
aroused at the idea of her with another man. Dwayne. Erase it all, return to
the clean sheet of our staid sex life.


And yet, when we were in bed together, when I was in
her, so help me, I thought about all those things. I pictured her in another
bed, with another man, her legs wrapped around him. Me watching in the corner.


Or not there at all.


Even with our nightly sex, I’d masturbated almost
every day. Sometimes early in the morning when Emily was in the shower. Once
when she’d left for work before me. Once, so help me, in the men’s room at the
office.


Each time, fantasizing about Emily with another man.
Giving him a blow job. Fucking him.


Letting him come in her.


I might have gone off on another mental masturbation
right then if Tom hadn’t come back with the beers. Two of my co-workers were
with him, guys I’d known forever.


“Earth to Justin,” said Jack. “You look like you’re
someplace else.”


I shook off my crazy thoughts. “Nah, just thinking.”


“Time to drink, not think,” said Sean.


I tipped my beer, looking at them with a new eye.
I’d seen these guys almost every day for years. Just guys. Jack was on the slim
side, longish straight hair with a mustache. Thirty three, if I remembered
correctly. He was married, had an attractive wife, a tall brunette. Sean was an
ex marine, out of the military for five years but still with the physique.
Short cropped hair, a tattoo on his arm of his platoon insignia.


Both good looking men, I guessed. I mean, I’d never
looked at them as other than co-workers and drinking buddies, guys to go to a
football game with.


Now I wondered: would Emily be attracted to them?
Would she want to sleep with them? Maybe not them specifically. But men like
them?


I knew she had fantasized about black men. But not
just black men.


If we were to do it again, would it be with Dwayne?
Or would she want to be with someone else? 


Would this be my role, to find the man to sleep with
her?


I took another hit on my beer, using the motion to
hide my look around the bar. Normally I’d be checking out the women. Though I’d
never strayed from Emily, I admit I often looked. Especially back before
everything changed.


Now I was looking at the men. Looking for a man who
might fuck my wife.


 


Emily carried her tray from the serving
line to her usual table in the office cafeteria. She was early. She had a
meeting at one and needed to do some preparation, so she wanted to get a bite
to eat first.


As she had the last few days, she peered nervously
at everyone in the cafeteria, just as she had in the corridors. Did they
suspect? Did she look different, sound different? 


Could they tell she had slept with another man?


She’d been very careful about her choice of clothes,
her hair, her makeup. Everything the same. Yet she felt so different, surely
her body or expressions would give off some hint of her secret.


No one had said a word, no one had acted
differently. Was it this easy to keep another side of yourself from the world?
Just dress the same way, talk the same way, and no one would notice?


Two of her friends entered the cafeteria, getting in
line. Emily half waved, but they didn’t wave back. Hadn’t they seen her? Or
were they ignoring her, disgusted to be associated with such a wanton woman?


Emily looked down at her food and almost retched.


She fumbled in her purse for a tissue, covering her
mouth. Why was it worse here at work? At home, she had almost no second
thoughts. In fact, when with Justin, in bed, she’d even fantasized about. . .


She was ashamed, but she couldn’t help it. She
hadn’t even told Justin yet, but she knew he must suspect.


When she looked up her friends were standing by the
table.


“Hi Emily! You’re here early!”


Emily breathed a sigh of relief. They didn’t know. Not
yet.


 


 


Later that day, Emily was packing up her
stuff to go home. She felt better, although the topic hadn’t left her
thoughts all day.


She’d have to talk to Justin about everything, and
soon. She just didn’t quite know what to say; her thoughts were so confused.


Her phone beeped with a text. Lisa.


Emily had been putting off calling her sister. She
wasn’t sure what to tell her, what she could bear to tell her.


How did it go?


Emily’s fingers hesitated over the keyboard. Was
this a conversation to have by texting? Or at all? She’d have to deal with it
sooner or later. Good, she typed.


Good? !?!?!?


Emily smiled. Lisa had been with Dwayne, intimately,
many times. Lisa knew. Emily texted back: Why couldn’t it have been
good?


A disaster or incredible. Nothing else is
possible.


Emily laughed. Lisa knew her, and Dwayne, too well.
The keypad waited silently, impersonal, a psychiatrist, a confessor. It was
easier to tell it the truth than tell herself. Better than incredible. You
were right. About everything.


 


 


Emily had just pushed the elevator button
for the garage level when Marie came running down the hall. Emily held the door
open for her.


“Thanks,” said Marie. “I hate waiting on a Friday, I
just want to get home.”


“Me too,” said Emily. “I’m looking forward to the weekend.
It’s been a rough week.” In more ways than one.


“Might be the last weekend you get off for a while,”
said Marie.


“What?”


Marie frowned at her. “Didn’t you hear? The company
that wants to buy us is moving to the next step. Your good friend Antonio will
be back in from Spain. Early next month.”


“He’s not—.” Emily  felt her cheeks redden and
turned away, praying Marie didn’t notice. Antonio had been the man who had
kissed her. The man she’d kissed back. Don’t protest too much, Emily cautioned
herself. Marie will be suspicious. . . Emily hid her embarrassment
with a smile. “You mean, I might have to be his liaison again.”


“I’m sure you will. You must have done well the
first time, otherwise I’m sure he wouldn’t be coming back.”


“I doubt it had much to do with me. I didn’t hear
anything about it, maybe you or Cyndee will get to babysit him.” Emily tried to
make it sound like a chore.


“Oh, come on, it can’t be all bad, having lunch and
dinner with a handsome suave European.”


Emily tried to read Marie’s face, was she implying
anything? “Does anyone say suave these days?”


Marie laughed. “That’s the word that comes to mind.”


The elevator stopped. “How come you know about this
and I don’t?” asked Emily.


“The email got sent a few minutes ago, you must have
just missed it.”


“They’ll probably be sending a whole team,” said
Emily, not sure if that’s what she wanted or not.


 


 


At home, Emily peeled off her work clothes,
switching to yoga pants with a loose tee shirt. That’s what she normally wore
when relaxing, but tonight she was driven to look as unsophisticated, as
un-dressed up as possible. She wanted to look exactly the opposite of what a
suave European would be attracted to.


She didn’t have to look at herself in a mirror to
realize it wasn’t enough. She unclipped her hair, messing it up around her
head. Ran into the bathroom, scrubbed off her makeup.


Almost.


Justin still wasn’t home, his night out with the
guys. She wanted to talk to him tonight. They’d danced around the topic looming
overhead, it was time to deal with it head on.


She tossed herself a salad. Normally she’d eat at
the table, even by herself. Tonight she took the bowl and sat cross legged on
the sofa, still trying to act the way she thought a sophisticated European
would not.


She needed to practice, to find a way to get herself
in a frame of mind and appearance so that Antonio would not want her as he had
before.


And to keep herself from wanting him.


When she had met Antonio, the idea of being with
another man had been a fantasy, an emerging titillation. Never did she think
she’d go through with it. Antonio kissing her had been even further than she
thought she’d ever go. 


Now that she’d been with Dwayne, what excuse could
she use for not being with Antonio if he wanted her?


And if she wanted him?


This was ridiculous. She wasn’t going to
sleep with every man she was attracted to. She still loved Justin. They’d had
their exciting kinky experience, time to get back to reality. Even if she was
tempted she could easily fight it off.


Emily took a few more bites, considering. Maybe it would
be better to not face the temptation at all. There was no way a elite gentleman
like Antonio would want a grungy American. She wished she could belch, that
would turn him off.


She jumped up and ran to the refrigerator. Got a bottle
of beer. She hated beer, but popped it open and took a cringing swallow. She
didn’t even bother with a glass.


She’d make it so Antonio wouldn’t give her a second
glance.


 


 


I got home later than usual. I might have
been avoiding having the conversation with Emily that I knew we had to have. So
I’d stayed at the bar, having a few drinks too many, and then had waited an
hour, pounding down water. The single guys weren’t used to me staying out, so
they kept egging me on to drink. I gave in without too much of a fight.


At ten I texted Emily to tell her I was still out,
not to wait up. Everything’s fine, I added. That might have been a lie
if it referred to what was going on in my head instead of the night out.


 


 


 


Emily got the text from Justin. Of all
nights, she thought. Just when I really needed to be with him. But
he had been working so hard, and he rarely went out without her. Besides, she
couldn’t very well tell Justin she wanted him home to keep her mind off of
Antonio.


Her body was tired but her mind was wound up. She
tried reading, watching tv. Finally she just crawled into bed, leaving a light
on in the entry and the upstairs hall for Justin.


She closed her eyes, but every time she did all she
could see was Antonio. His rugged, olive skin and his intriguing gray eyes. His
refined clothing, his self assured walk, screaming of power. And his sexy
accent. She’d been smitten the same way she might have been smitten as a
teenager with an older boy. Not quite the way she’d fallen in love with Justin,
but more of how she might have felt about a young movie star. Not a real
person, in some ways, because it was all a fantasy, not a man she’d meet in
real life.


Emily wondered if her mind had painted a false
portrait of Antonio, whether he really was that handsome, that sexy. She could
be kidding herself, right now.


At the time he had seemed real enough. She could
still feel his lips on her. . .


He had touched her breast. 


Just a brush, after he had kissed her. After she’d
kissed him back. He had wanted her to go to his hotel room. She hadn’t, but if
she saw him again and had another opportunity, who was to say? After all, she’d
already slept with Dwayne. 


No, it wasn’t going to happen. She had more self
control than that.


Justin. What if Justin wanted her to sleep with
Antonio?


She hadn’t considered that. She’d been so focused on
getting control of her own urges. What if she managed to hold her desires in
check, but Justin couldn’t?


She listened carefully for any sound of Justin’s
arrival. He was out especially late. He’d texted, so she wasn’t especially
worried. It wasn’t like she suspected him of being with another woman.


Like her dinner with Antonio that was supposed to be
work but turned out to be more like a date.


Which of course made her think of that night again.
Lying in the dark, it was so easy to relive it, to make it better, perfect.


Instead of Antonio leaving her in the car, she had
gone up to his room. Just the two of them. He’d opened a bottle of champagne.
He was so different from Dwayne, from Justin. 


Emily could only love one man, but now that she had
accepted that she could be aroused by other men, with a sudden clarity she
realized that part of her arousal might be because they were different.
As if senses she never knew she had were awakened by just the newness of an
alternative stimuli. Broad shoulders. Black skin. A foreign accent.


A different cock.


Her hand had slipped between her legs. She tried to
convince herself she was having a natural reaction, that her body was simply
responding to these stimuli, it was beyond her control. Just as she would get
goosebumps from a chill, or sweat from the hot sun. 


Could it be as simple as that? Just arousal to
variation?


It had to be more. . .she kept thinking
about Antonio. Marie and Cyndee had felt it too. Antonio was different,
special, sexy.


Justin hadn’t even met him, yet Justin had seen how Antonio
had been reflected in her, how she had absorbed and held on to Antonio’s arousal.
How she had brought home to Justin her own arousal for Antonio. 


She pictured herself in the hotel room with Antonio.
How would he make love to her? She was sure he would be different from Justin
and Dwayne. He’d whisper in her ear, telling her how beautiful she was, just as
he had that night, commenting not just on her sexuality but her entire self,
making her feel special, beautiful.


He’d make love to her with his words, with his
hands, with his mouth. With one hand she touched her breast, a gentle caress.
Her other hand pushed under her panties, onto her mound. She had no specific
image now, she wouldn’t spoil her fantasy with particulars, simply letting
Antonio’s presence waft over her. 


She was so immersed in her fantasy, so aroused, that
even when she heard a car pull in the driveway she kept going, her wrist
pressed against her mound, three fingers swirling circles around her clit. Not
even the sound of the door opening stopped her, not even the sound of him
coming up the stairs kept her from her powerful orgasm, her lips pressed
together to keep from screaming.


 


 


I’d called a uber, since I didn’t want to
take the chance driving. I could pick my car up from the bar the next day. I
wasn’t drunk, but had a little buzz going.


There were only a few lights on in the house, Emily
must have gone to bed. I tried to be as quiet as I could as I crept up the
stairs. I heard a small sound from the bedroom, maybe Emily was still awake. I
didn’t want to startle her, so I said quietly, “It’s just me.”


The bedroom door was open, the light from the hall
spilling into the bedroom. Emily was in bed, facing me. “I thought you’d be
sleeping,” I said.


“I was waiting for you.”


I gave her a peck on the head, sat on the bed, and
pulled off my shoes. “Sorry it’s so late,” I explained. “We got to talking, you
know, just the guys. Blowing off a little steam from the week.”


“It’s fine,” she said. “You must be tired. Here, let
me help you.”


Before I knew what was happening she had slipped out
of the bed and was on her knees in front of me, pulling at my belt, sliding
down my pants. My mind was processing slowly, a combination of the alcohol and
being tired and the sheer surprise. Emily yanked down my pants and underwear in
one motion.


Then took me in her mouth. 


I hadn’t actually been expecting sex that night,
since I had figured she’d be sleeping. Normally her touch would excite me, but
my daze and confusion, and her no prelude approach, all contributed to me not
having an immediate erection.


Which meant Emily was able to take me totally and
completely in her mouth. 


She moaned between my legs, perhaps as surprised at
this as I was. I don’t think I’d ever had that experience in my life. Usually
by the time I’d ever gotten this far with a woman—especially Emily—so much
kissing and touching had gone on that I’d have a flaming erection.


Emily did something with her mouth, every sensation
totally new to me. I could actually feel myself start to grow inside her, her
mouth coaxing, teasing, pulling, sucking.


I almost turned on the light, I so wanted to see.
Instead I moved her hair aside. My cock was still completely in her mouth, and
I sensed she was trying to keep it that way, while at the same time getting me
hard. She moaned again, the head of my cock now hitting something hard. Her
cheeks filled, her head moved side to side, and still she kept all of me in her
mouth. 


My mind cleared as if it had been erased clean of
all competing thoughts, now totally focused on what she was doing to me. On her
knees, encompassing me. Her moans grew louder, suggesting an internal struggle,
a fight to keep me surrounded.


I took her head in mine, fighting the urge to push
into her, or pull her toward me. The very sight of her, the very idea of her
attacking me this way overcame my fatigue, overwhelmed my second thoughts about
where our sex life had gone.


I swelled in her mouth, hard.


And with a gasp she finally pulled away, breathing
hard, like she’d just reached the level of her endurance. 


Before I could move her mouth was on me again, using
her lips to crawl down my shaft, lower and lower, until she had almost all of
me in her mouth again. This time she couldn’t make it, but seeing how she was
trying so hard to get most of my cock in her tiny mouth made me squirm with
delirium. Again she broke free, taking in a huge gulp of air.


“Emily. . .”


Her only answer was to gather me in once again. When
she pulled back she dragged her lips along my shaft. Without letting my cock
free she reversed the motion, back and forth, up and down.


Jerking me off with her lips.


“Emily. . .” I repeated. This time it was
more of a caution.


Without stopping what she was doing her hand went to
my face, covering my mouth, shushing me. Automatically I kissed her fingers, a
familiar musk filling my nostrils. Her unique scent, her juices, on her
fingers. Sex. She’d been having sex. . .


I exploded into her mouth without warning, out of
control, just as she had taken me deep. My cum must have shot down her throat,
because she made this strange sound, yet instead of pulling fully away she
barely moved her head. I swelled and jerked, emptying a huge load into her desperate
mouth, expecting her to let go, or gag, or turn her head, yet she took it all,
grasping my cock tightly with her lips after my entire arsenal was expended.


 


 


 


Emily had yanked Justin’s pants off mostly
out of guilt, reeling from her fantasy about Antonio. Her husband was coming up
to bed, and she was not only thinking about another man, but still touching
herself even as she had heard Justin come up the stairs. 


Shame on her. Justin couldn’t know, but she
certainly did. So out of guilt she wanted to make it up to him, an apology for
an affront he hadn’t even realized she’d committed.


She’d taken him by surprise, his entire penis
fitting easily into her mouth. It was a new sensation for her, and her insight
into new sensations must have made her extra vulnerable for this one, because
she was instantly fascinated by the feeling. It wasn’t hard, it wasn’t a shaft,
the skin wasn’t tight and smooth. It felt so—different. She toyed with him,
using her lips, exploring with her tongue. Even the head had a new feel. 


The idea of him being inside her mouth in entirety
was exciting. For once she could have all of him. It immediately made her think
of a cock in her pussy, the indescribable feeling of completely accepting and
engulfing a man. At one time she would have thought Justin, about having
Justin in her. Now she simply thought a man, because she’d come
to accept that it could be another man.


When he started to grow she was torn, she was going
to lose the feeling of having all of him, and yet she was thrilled at yet
another new sensation, making him hard in her mouth.


Even though she’d just had an orgasm, a new
excitement welled up in her, from her belly to her neck to her mouth. He was growing
inside her. It was indescribable, and knowing she was doing it to him made it
all the more exciting. She fought to keep all of him in her mouth. She’d never
taken Justin all the way. Dwayne had pushed into her mouth, and she’d only been
able to take half of him. With Justin, she might have a chance.


As he grew and thickened she shifted her mouth,
opening her throat, suddenly wanting it so much, wanting him to be fully erect
in her mouth. 


Justin’s hand was on her head, not pushing. Still he
grew, her mouth swelling, her throat constricting. . .it was too
much, she had to pull away. She gasped for air, not wanting to give up, diving
back for more.


“Emily. . .”


She ignored him, it was all about her mouth, him in
her mouth. She tried again to take all of him, too late, he was too hard now,
so she tightened her mouth and dragged it along his now tight skin, just as she
imagined her pussy lips had dragged along Dwayne’s thick cock. . .


With that new image in her head she repeated it
again and again, her mouth now a pussy, grasping, pulling, accepting.


“Emily. . .”


She didn’t want to hear his voice, not now. She
smashed her hand over his mouth. She had started this for him, but now it was
for her too, the wonderful arousal from giving. She knew even before he did
when he was ready, wanting it, going deep, her lips so tight she swore she
could feel the gush of his seed along his shaft. He was so deep in her that she
felt his ejaculation before she tasted it, shooting right down her throat, hard
spasms pushing against her lips, exactly like a man deep inside her might shoot
his seed into her womb.


 


 


I fell back onto the bed, still wearing
just my shirt. Emily lay next to me, her hand loosely on my thigh. 


I slipped my hand between her legs. She was slick
with juices. I started to rub her pussy, but she put her hand over mine.


“Just hold it there,” she said.


I did as she asked, flatting my hand over her mound.
She nodded and leaned into my chest.


When it was clear that she was content with just
touching, I gently asked, “What brought that on? Not that I’m complaining.”


After a moment she said, “I just needed to—show you
how much I love you.”


“You don’t need prove your love. Just saying it is
nice.”


“I know. You too. But. . .”


The unbidden sex had cleared my head. Her wetness,
the musk on her fingers. She’d been masturbating.


Although she’d just given me an incredible sexual
experience, I couldn’t help but wonder what was in her mind as she had touched
herself.


Maybe it was because I’d just gotten mine,
and sensed she had already had her own release. Whatever the reason, I was
suddenly willing to bring up the topic I’d been consumed with. “Emily—.”


“Justin—.”


We’d both spoken at the same time. “You first,” she
said.


“No, you go ahead.”


There was a long silence, then she said, “I have a
confession to make.”


My stomach spun. Had she been with another man?


I held my breath as she tightened her embrace, sure
that she was about to vocalize my dreaded fear and yet still my wildest
fantasy.


She shook her head into my chest. “I can’t even say
it.”


I couldn’t let it go. “Did you. . .”


“Yes,” she whispered.


My heart sank even as my cock, impossibly, stirred.
“It’s okay,” I mumbled, even though it was decidedly not okay, it was
either terrible or incredible. “After all we’ve talked about, and done. . .”


Emily shook her head again, and when she spoke she seemed
on the verge of tears. “It’s not okay,” she said, vehemently. “I shouldn’t be
lying here in bed, masturbating, thinking about—another man.”


“Wait, what?”


“I’m sorry, I just can’t help it, I was fantasizing.
I should be thinking of you, but—”


“Back up. That’s it? You were just having a
fantasy?”


Emily’s head came up. My eyes, more accustomed to
the dark, noticed her confusion. “Yes, that’s what I said. What did you think?”


“Nothing. Just—you shouldn’t be upset. It’s just a
fantasy. Did you think I’d be upset?”


She continued to frown at me, perhaps still
wondering if I’d left words unsaid. “No. Maybe. It was more—I just shouldn’t
be.”


Now I understood. She was feeling guilty. The knot
in my stomach loosened. I wanted to make her feel better. Tentatively, I said,
“I sometimes do too. That was going to be my confession tonight. That I
fantasize about, you know, you and. . .”


“Another man?” she finished.


I nodded. “I can’t help it either.”


She kissed my chest, perhaps her way of telling me
it was okay. 


“That’s not the worst of it,” she said.


Here it comes, I thought. 


“It’s not just when I’m alone,” she said.


I tensed again, expecting her to confess to a tryst.
“You can tell me,” I said, my voice hoarse.


“Sometimes when we are making love, I—.” Her voice
broke. “I think about other men when you are, when I’m. . .”


She couldn’t finish, she just shook her head,
burying her face against me.


She’d confessed to the exact same thing I’d been
guilty of. That should have made it easier to share my secret, but seeing how
it affected her warned me that anything I said now could make it worse.


And yet. . .we’d come so far, we’d shared
so much. Now wasn’t the time to disrespect Emily’s willingness to tell the
truth with my own deception. Although deep down inside I knew this was one of
those topics that perhaps was left unspoken.


“It’s okay,” I began, trying to find the right words
to make my confession.


Before I had a chance, she said, “No, it’s not. It’s
one thing to have fantasies together. But when I’m alone, I want to be thinking
of you. I want only to be thinking of you. I don’t even want those
fantasies anymore.”


She was crying again, and I was caught. She didn’t
want the fantasies? That was good, right? She just wanted me? She wanted to go
back to the way things were, just the two of us.


That’s what I wanted, too, right?


Again Emily beat me to it. “But I don’t think I can
help it,” she said. “I keep—I love you so much, but these thoughts just jump
into my head. I try to fight it, but I get so—.”


I caressed her hair, soothing her. She was
verbalizing my thoughts better than I could have.


Being a guy, I was immediately jumping to solutions.
I should have been talking, empathizing. Maybe I was avoiding the need to make
my own admission.


“Maybe you can have both,” I said.


 


 


Emily looked up, hopeful. Could there
really be a way out of her trap?


Justin hadn’t been as upset as she had expected, or
perhaps as upset as she had hoped. Is this what he really wanted? Her to
be fantasizing about other men while having sex with him?


She suddenly realized what Justin might have been
trying to tell her. Was he having the same sinful fantasies when he was making
love to her?


Emily wasn’t sure if she was ready to hear that.
Instead she asked, “What do you mean?”


“First let me say that I don’t think you should feel
guilty for having these fantasies. Who knows how long they will last? It’s all
so—new for us. I’m not offended. We’ve talked about how it excites both of
us—not just as fantasies. So it’s only natural you should have—thoughts.
Even when we’re together.”


“What if I don’t want to?”


“Fighting it may be the worst thing you can do. Just
let it go. Who knows, after a while it may burn itself out.”


Emily had considered this. Her fear was that it
wouldn’t, that it would only get stronger. That every time she’d be
making love to Justin it would be the same. Or much worse, that she’d need
fantasies just to be aroused. She’d do anything to avoid that outcome. “You
said you had an idea?”


“Remember that night at the bar? How it turned us
on? We could do that again. Then if you were—thinking about another man,
afterward, with me, it wouldn’t seem so strange. You wouldn’t have conjured him
up, he would be real. We’d have both seen him. Of course you’d be
thinking of him.”


Emily had considered many options for dealing with
her obsession, but running pell-mell into a temptation hadn’t been one of them.
“I’m not sure that’s such a good idea,” she said.


“Why not?”


“Because—.” Should she admit it was because she
feared she might want to experience it again? With a stranger? She didn’t think
she did at this moment, not really. But she didn’t trust herself to find out.


As if Justin was reading her mind, he said, “I’d be
right there with you. Nothing would happen.”


That you didn’t want to. Justin hadn’t said
it, but Emily sensed the unspoken idea.


She pictured it, her at some bar, men all over her,
Justin watching. . .it had worked before. Would it be enough? Would
it give her an excuse for her mind being filled with thoughts of another man
later in the evening, with Justin?


The whole idea was to get other men out of
her head, not in her head. Strangers. Antonio. Not a stranger, but too close to
home. What she had done with Antonio had been dangerous enough. 


Maybe she should work off her desires with
fantasies. The alternative was simply too risky.


It was Justin she wanted to be thinking about. He
was the one who should be capturing her attention. 


And all at once, the answer was totally clear.


 


 


Emily walked into the bar at the best
airport hotel. The middle of the week, she was wearing what appeared to be a
typical work outfit: a dark gray skirt, a light blue blouse, a black jacket.
The skirt was cut a few inches above the knee, a little shorter than Emily
usually wore, but no different from what half the women in the office wore. Her
heels were two and a half inches, again, a little higher than her usual heels,
but nothing out of the ordinary.


Not at all like the last outfit she’d worn at the
restaurant bar, when she’d been trying to stand out. This evening she wanted to
look like she was a typical business woman, perhaps on an out of town trip. No
one at the bar would guess she’d bought this slightly different outfit just for
tonight.


Eight thirty, the place was half filled. A long,
rich mahogany bar with a gold rail ran along the far wall. Mostly men, but a
scattering of women. To the left were dark booths, in the middle sofas and soft
chairs with coffee tables. A typical hotel bar layout, although a little nicer
than most.


Emily was nowhere as nervous as she’d been the last
time she had done something like this. That bothered her a little bit, that
she’d become comfortable trolling for another man, but she pushed down her
worry and slowly entered the room, checking it out.


Where to sit? If she chose a sofa no one might
approach her. Of course, it would be pretty obvious what a man would be
interested in if he came over to a woman sitting alone at a table or on a sofa.
That might be fun, seeing what man would have the confidence to approach her.
But she rejected the idea, she wanted some competition.


The bar it was. She crossed the room, getting a
little chill as three—no four—men at the bar turned to look at her. The
best by far was the broad shouldered, muscular man with the very short hair,
which reminded Emily of a soldier. He was with two very attractive women, about
Emily’s age, and they were smiling and hanging all over him.


Yet he’d still looked up at Emily, and his eyes
never left hers as she approached the bar.


One of the woman noticed the soldier type looking at
Emily and she turned, her smile freezing, giving Emily a cold stare.


Emily purposely moved to the opposite end of the bar,
not because of the woman, but because the soldier would be able to see her
across the bar. On that side three men in suits stood talking. Behind them were
two empty stools. They too turned as she approached, Emily sure they were
checking her out. She still wasn’t used to this, not even after Dwayne had seen
her naked, not even after she’d posted a video of herself on the internet. That
her face wasn’t visible hadn’t taken away from the sense of being on display.
Yet even in her discomfort, her shiver was one of heat, not chill. Right now
she was just an attractive women in a bar. But what was going through the minds
of those men? What could happen in the next few minutes, the next few
hours?


The unknowing was part of the thrill. This was also
part of the new Emily, the woman who was aroused by the unknown. Emily screwed
up her courage and approached the men.


“Excuse me, is that seat taken?” she asked, not
flirty—she didn’t even know how to do flirty. Just a woman wanting to sit down.


The men moved aside as fast as a knife moved through
hot butter. “Sorry,” one man muttered.


Emily gave them all a little smile, looking away
from the man who had apologized. He was being polite, and normally she
appreciated manners. Tonight she wanted a man who didn’t apologize for taking
what he wanted.


She sat on the stool, turning away from the men. The
bartender, a short Latino, caught her eye and hurried over.


Emily sensed the men around her were still looking
her way. They had stopped speaking, and though she wasn’t facing them, the hair
on her arms prickled.


The bartender wiped the already spotless bar top,
set out a coaster, and said, “What can I get you?”


“A Climax,” she said, fighting to keep a straight
face, the words catching in her throat. 


The bartender cocked his head, looking over her
shoulder, perhaps at the reaction of the men behind her. Then he nodded and
stepped away to make her drink.


Emily toyed with the coaster, her left hand in her
lap. After a moment, she spun the stool around to face the bar. All three men
were staring at her. The closest had blond hair and dark blue eyes, her age,
more cute than handsome. He had a small smile on his lips, which, Emily
thought, were very nice. The second man was taller, darker, dense eyebrows, yet
not brooding. He too was smiling, more of a knowing smile, as if he were saying
I know why you are here.


The third man was actually the best looking, lithe,
toned, beautifully dressed, with alluring green eyes. He was the one who had
apologized. Emily immediately thought of him as a model, even though he
probably wasn’t.


Emily let her eyes drift over the room, then settle
briefly on the blond man. She gave him a tiny smile.


He must have taken that as an invitation, because he
said, “That’s an interesting drink order.”


Emily felt herself reddening, so she turned
slightly, pretending to move her hair out of her eyes. He was too direct; she
wasn’t ready, she wasn’t used to sexy repartee. But out of nowhere she said, “I
might not have been ordering a drink.”


She sensed an immediate change in the environment,
the men shifting, squaring their shoulders. The blond man put his hand on the
bar next to her, moving in. He wasn’t wearing a wedding ring.


“The bartender thought so,” said the blond man.


 “What about you?” She turned away, playing coy.


“I could make sure you get what you want.”


Before Emily could reply, the third man, the one who
had apologized, jumped in. “You traveling on business?”


Emily wondered if was embarrassed over his friend’s
aggressiveness. Instead of replying directly she asked, “Are you salesmen?”


“Why do you ask that?” said the tall confident man.
He appeared a bit amused. 


“It sounds like you are trying to sell me
something,” she said.


All three men laughed, the blond a bit unsure, the
model relieved, the powerful man appreciatively.


“I think David is more of a buyer,” said the
powerful man, indicating the light haired man. 


Emily didn’t get it at first, but when David threw a
cold look at the taller man and said, “Never paid for it in my life,” Emily
realized he was talking about sex. They thought she was a prostitute!


She almost ran out, but just then a man entered the
bar, so she forced her attention back to the tall man. Emily was proud of
herself for holding his eye. “Too bad no one is selling. What about you?”


A gleam came into his eye, reappraising her. “I’m
more of a taker,” he said.


Emily crossed her legs unconsciously, her body sending
two messages on its own. The first was defensive, closing off her legs. The
second was suggestive, her nice legs now on display, inches away from their
hands.


She was trying to think of an appropriate reply when
the bartender returned with her drink. “Your Climax,” he said, setting it down.
He lingered for a second, perhaps to see how she’d reply. When she didn’t say
anything, he said, “Shall I run a tab?”


“Put it on mine,” said a new voice. Another man had
appeared, muscling his way through the pack. The soldier.


The blond looked like he was going to protest, but
Emily smiled and said, “Thank you.” She picked up the glass, leaned it toward
him in a toast, and used the motion to look across the bar. The two women who
had been with the soldier were glaring at her.


Emily felt a rush, as much from their looks as from
the men. Not that she was interested in women, but because the soldier had left
them for her. She felt like she’d just won a different kind of contest.


The blond man’s face hardened, like he was going to
start something. The tall man, however, turned his amused smile on the soldier,
as if he was interested in the challenge. The polite man just looked back and
forth between them.


Bodies shifted slightly, squaring off. Emily could
almost smell the testosterone rising. Pheromones must have been flying, because
even as she held her breath to see what might happen, an unbidden heat
fluttered in her belly.


The blond man nudged his way toward Emily, trying to
do with his body what he had failed to do with his talk. The soldier stared him
down, the men’s eyes locking, Emily watching in fascination at the test of
wills. Her body tensed, yet instead of cringing she leaned forward, wanting to
see, wanting to take part.


This was about her.


No one moved or spoke. It couldn’t have been more
than few seconds, but to Emily it was as if a war was being fought.


The blonde rose up on his feet, and Emily stiffened.
Not only her shoulders, but her nipples. It was happening to her again.


She’d barely spoken a dozen words, and three men
were fighting over her. And who knew how many other men were watching, perhaps
waiting for their chance.


The soldier didn’t flinch, and like a beast who had
roared a warning, only to be ignored, the blond man deflated. His half step
back was like a running surrender.


The soldier glanced briefly at the handsome slim
man, then past, taking his measure and dismissing him in that one motion. Now
the soldier and the tall man were face to face, the last remaining warriors.


Emily was torn between wanting to be the prize and to
be part of the battle. She recognized her reaction, the thrill of being fought
over. Yet just because she was a little shy and had been naïve didn’t mean she
was weak. It was, after all, her decision.


She did her own review, back and forth between the
two men, both confident in their own way, one with physical strength, the other
with an aura of power. She could imagine herself being attracted to both of
them. She was attracted to both of them.


She placed her left hand on her knee, the motion in
the stillness drawing quick glances from all four men. Her diamond ring and
wedding band had never looked bigger on her slim, dainty fingers.


The expression on the soldier never wavered. The
tall man’s mouth flickered slightly, more a smirk than a smile. 


They had realized she was married, and it wasn’t
stopping them.


Emily’s crossed thighs were burning, her mind
flashing back to the first hotwife porn she had watched with Jason, of the big
man, the bull, having sex with a married woman. Not caring that her husband was
in the room. A man who took what he wanted, ignoring barriers and codes other
men followed.


Not a man Emily would ever marry. But so help her,
such men aroused her.


Her ring meant nothing to them. She was alone, in a
bar, in a hotel. All those beds just a short elevator ride away. 


All the other sounds in the bar faded away, the
background music, the hum of conversation. Emily’s heart beat hard in her
chest. Two stallions squaring off, their nostrils flaring.


Until a new voice, a strong voice, broke in,
overriding the tension. “The lady already said she wanted a climax. Why the
hell is everyone just standing around?”


And this time, though the voice was familiar, it
excited her more than any newness could have. 


A hand reached past the other men, who hadn’t yet
realized what was happening. Emily slipped her fingers around his, her diamond
flashing in the light, a beacon of reminder.


She stood up, letting herself be led through what
she thought of as a crowd. “Sorry, boys,” she said. “Maybe next time.”


Her knees shaking with adrenaline and anticipation,
she followed Justin through the bar and out the door.


Tonight she’d be thinking about only one man. Her
husband.


 


 


A week later, lying in bed after
wonderfully satisfying sex, Emily said, “I think about it all the time.”


“What?” asked Justin.


“That night at the bar. The way you—took control.”


Justin chuckled. “Well, it was more you being
in control. The whole thing was your plan, after all.”


“I know. I still loved it.” And she had. Since then,
Justin was the primary man back in her thoughts. And, ever so subtly, his
lovemaking had changed. Slightly more—assured. Not rough, not demanding. Their
balance had shifted. A year ago, it couldn’t quite be described as fifty-fifty,
it was more Justin going up to a line and not crossing it. He was taking the
lead, but she had set the limits. Who really could say who had the upper hand?


Then everything had changed, and oddly, became more
even in their mutual experimentation. Over the last week, Justin had edged to
the top.


It was exactly what Emily needed. 


She tentatively concluded she could fight off her
new addiction to newness, that she could return back to her old self, or at
least her old relationship with Justin, at any time. For a whole week she
hadn’t thought of another man, either when she was alone or with Justin.


She’d masturbated three times, partially to prove it
to herself, partially because she was so aroused. Thinking of no one but
Justin.


“I like hearing you talk about it,” said Justin.


“Which part?”


“All of it. Just you talking. About sex. You know.”


She did. She’d come to accept this. It was Justin’s
version of her arousal over newness, the fact that a woman like her, with her
upbringing, her persona, would talk dirty. She’d learned that she could excite
Justin just with her words. 


This was a powerful realization, to be able to
arouse a man without touching him. She was sure the men at the bar had been
aroused when she’d ordered the Climax, when she’d flirted. 


“So you liked me taking you away from them, didn’t
you?” asked Justin.


They’d already talked about this, but she liked hearing
it, and had already told him so. “Yes,” she whispered.


“We can do it again, if you want. There are plenty
of bars.”


Emily smiled in the dark. “That would be fun.”


There was a little hesitation, then Justin said, “I
won’t mind if I’m not always the winner.”


She tensed, wondering where he was going. Wondering
whether she’d lose control.


“You mean. . .”


Her voice must have given her away, because Justin
quickly added. “Just pretend. You know, that one of them took you away instead
of me.”


Emily let the thought wash over her. It wasn’t hard,
she’d had that particular fantasy before, more than once. Which man from the
bar would she pretend would win? The tall man? Or the soldier?


She shuddered. Maybe both?


No, those weren’t men who would share.


And now that she believed she could always return to
Justin, both with her body and her mind, she let herself go. 


“Which one did you think would win?” she asked.


Justin stirred on the bed. “Which one did you want?”


Surprisingly, a winner came immediately to her mind,
but Emily realized part of the excitement now was not the answer, but the
exploration, the discussion. “It’s hard to decide.”


“Between the tall man and the muscular guy, of
course.”


“Yes.”


“How about the two guys at the table?”


“What two guys?”


Justin gave a short laugh. “You were so focused on
your players you missed the men in the audience.”


Emily moved her hand over Justin’s leg. “I didn’t
miss you.”


“There were others.”


“Really?” Her breathing quickened.


“I wasn’t the only one watching.”


She closed her eyes, imagining it, reveling in it.
Being watched. The same excitement she’d had when she’d seen how many voyeurs
had watched her internet video. Men all over the world, touching themselves,
thinking about her.


A different kind of power.


A new thought. “Justin, they didn’t think I was
a—prostitute, did they?”


“What makes you say that?”


“Just—.” She wasn’t sure how she felt about that. 


“I don’t think so. As a matter of fact, I heard one
of the guys whispering to his friend about you.”


Emily’s fingers dug into his thigh. “What did he
say?”


“He said,” Justin paused, dragging it out, “that
confident women turned him on, and you must be one confident woman to come into
a bar full of men and take over like that.”


Which isn’t exactly how it had gone down, but it
made her feel good. “What else did he say?”


Justin turned to her in the bed, his hand pulling at
her hip, moving his lips to her ear. “It was the other man. He said, “I do too.
She can sit on my face anytime.”


Emily gasped. That wasn’t at all the image she conjured
up, not with the self assured men, but it went with her newfound sense of
power. Before she had a chance to reply, Justin continued, “Then the other guy
said, “Only after I fucked her into that climax she wanted.”


Now Emily was delirious, her old fantasies mixing
with her new, being taken, being in control. Being fucked, then sitting on a
man’s face, filled with. . .


No, she couldn’t do that.


Could she?


The very idea sickened her and excited her at the
same time. Both parts of it. Having a stranger come inside her. Sitting on the
face of a man, maybe even a powerful man, after she’d been taken, after she’d
been filled.


From experience she knew she’d never get it out of
her head now. Like a scab, she had to pick at it. But instead of words, she
pressed her lips against Justin’s, moaning into his mouth. Telling him she
wanted to hear more.


“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he murmured. “Being
fucked into a climax b y a stranger?”


Emily’s answer was to slip her tongue into his
mouth.


“Maybe next time,” said Justin. “Next time I won’t
come over. One of them will take you. The one you want, you get to pick. You’d
walk out with him, not me.”


Emily grabbed his hand and forced it between her
legs, her choice for this minute. “You’d follow us?” she whispered.


Justin hesitated, perhaps because she’d made it a
question. Had she meant to do that?


“Maybe I’d just wait in the bar. You could go to a
room. Just the two of you.”


She moaned again, pressing his hand against her
pussy, using it to rub herself. “You’d like that?”


Again the hesitation, then his voice in the dark,
sounding truthful. “I didn’t think I would until just this second.” He pulled
her close and Emily could feel his erection pressing against her belly. “It
would be hard, just waiting there in the bar.”


Emily wrapped her other hand around his shaft. “Hard
like this?”


“That too.”


For a moment they were lost in their own thoughts.
Emily continued to use his hand to press against her pussy, still tender from
earlier. It fit with her fantasy, because if she was going to be fucked hard by
a stranger, she’d feel it.


“Touch yourself for me,” she whispered. When Justin
had grasped himself she kept her fingers lightly on the back of his wrist, like
she was watching him through her hands. Still driven by her conflicting
emotions, she probed, “I wasn’t prepared—to leave with another man.”


“Do you mean you might have? Or just that you didn’t
pack any condoms?”


Even though she was lying down, Emily’s legs grew so
weak she knew she wouldn’t have been able to stand. Both questions were so
sinfully arousing. “Both,” she whispered, wondering if she was just teasing
now, or whether she meant it.


And wondering how Justin would react.


He groaned, and she had half her answer.


“Which one?” she asked.


His hand moved faster, her fingers fighting to stay
on his wrist. “Both,” he breathed.


She pushed his hand away from between her legs, it
wasn’t enough. So help her, Justin wasn’t enough, not just this minute, not
with this fantasy. “But if I didn’t have condoms, then he couldn’t be inside
me,” she said.


“He’d have to be, to fuck you into a climax.”


And just like that it was out in the open, both of
them masturbating furiously, their bodies screaming out the truth, no secrets
possible. “I couldn’t,” protested Emily, even as she smashed her fingers
against her swollen clit.


“But you’d want to, wouldn’t you?” 


Emily shook her head even as her fingers danced.


“Say it,” prodded Justin. “I want to hear you say
it.”


Again she shook her head, a useless denial.


“I’ll help you,” said Justin. But he didn’t reach
for her, and Emily somehow understood he wasn’t going to help her reach her
climax with his hands. He too knew the power of words, words to feed her
fantasy. Their mutual fantasy. “You’d want him to come in you. I bet you can
feel it, he’s fucking you, he’s fucking you so good you’re going to come just
from being fucked, just from feeling him shoot his cum in you!”


Emily dragged the heel of her hand on her clit as
she drove all four of her fingers inside herself. She was being fucked, it was
the soldier, ramming into her. He’d been aroused by the two women at the bar,
primed, his balls full of seed, virile seed, and he unleashed it in her, all of
it, powerful jets shooting deep. She came with him, the utter depravity, yet
incredible joy, of being filled, the risk, the thrill. She felt Justin spasm
next to her, his cum hitting her thighs, no, it wasn’t his, it was the
soldier’s, he had so much it dripped out of her.


She groped for it with her fingers, sopping it up, and
pushed her fingers, pregnant with thick seed, into her opening, clamping her
other hand over her pussy, not wanting to spill a drop.


 


 


I was packing my bag in the bedroom, Emily
pacing the room, uncharacteristically not able to sit still. It had been a few
days since our hotel pickup experiment, yet we hadn’t talked about it since
that evening. I sensed this was why she couldn’t calm down.


I was a little nervous too. Wanting to talk, not
wanting to talk. I guessed it was the same for her.


“I’ll only be gone for a few days,” I said, not sure
if I was easing into the topic or avoiding it.


Emily sat on the bed, got up, sat back down. “I’ll
be happy when all your travel ends.”


“The shorter trips are almost over. Just the one
long time away for the startup. Then things will be back to normal.” Although I
wasn’t sure what normal was anymore. Emily was toying with her watch, a sure
sign of something on her mind. “Anything you want to talk about?”


She didn’t look up right away. When she did she gave
me a small smile. “You know me so well.”


I smiled too, but I wasn’t so sure these days. The
Emily I had known was melding into someone else. I loved this new Emily too,
and certainly the side benefits, but to tell the truth I was having a much
harder time knowing what she wanted.


Although I’d made a pretty good guess the night we
were in bed after the hotel bar. A year ago, the idea of lying in bed watching
my wife masturbate while I suggested she wanted another man to come in her
would have been ridiculous. Now I’d not only guessed it was what she wanted,
but guessed correctly.


The fact that Emily wasn’t upset about my obvious
arousal over the same thought was another indication of how much she’d changed.


Or maybe that’s what she was worried about now.
“Emily, about the other night. . .”


The words hung there, an opening. I think she must
have read my mind because she said, “It’s alright. From my end, I mean.”


I blew out a breath. “I feel the same way.” And I
did, mostly.


She pulled her watch off, put it back on. When she
didn’t continue I went back to my packing to take the pressure off her.


Finally she said, “I’m going to miss you.”


“Just a few days,” I repeated. “We’ll talk every
night.”


“It’s not the same without you here.”


I was wondering what she meant by that. Emily wasn’t
the type to be lonely, she had a very active life in and out of work, plus her
friends. Could she mean the sex? She’d admitted she’d been masturbating more
often. “You could always, you know. . .”


Her head snapped up. “What?”


I was going to say, Think of something fun to
keep you amused, but her reaction gave me pause. It was as if she had a
particular idea in mind. I pivoted. “You could always call me up, while lying right
there,” I pointed to the bed, “and we could, you know, talk.”


“Oh.” She gave me a little smile, dropping her eyes,
that hint of embarrassment I knew so well. “It’s not the same,” she repeated.


“Because you can’t see me?”


Her lip quivered, and it made me wonder if it was
something else. But she said, “I like watching you.”


You like watching me while I’m jacking off while
we are both pretending you are getting fucked by another man, was what it
sounded like. Or thinking about you actually being with another man.


Now it was my turn to look away. I pushed down the
clothes in my bag, trying to remember if I’d forgot anything. My heart was
pounding in my chest, but I fought to keep my voice matter of fact as I said,
“You could go out when I’m away.”


Her eyes widened. “I don’t think that would be a
good idea.”


Just the fact that she didn’t ask me what I was
talking about told me volumes about what was in her head. “Because I wouldn’t
be there?”


“Yes. It was fun, that night, and the other time,
but it was fun and exciting because you were there, it was for both of
us. I wanted you to see, to be part of it.” Emily was suddenly animated.


And giving me way too much information. Was she
trying to convince me, or herself? 


“You could send me pictures or texts,” I joked.


Emily frowned, perhaps not sure if I was joking. I
wasn’t sure myself.


She looked like she was going to say something,
fiddling with her watch again. “Oh my gosh you’re going to miss your plane.”


I thought I was okay on time, but took that to mean
she didn’t want to continue this conversation. I started to zip up my bag,
thought twice, and squeezed in another day’s worth of clothes. In case my boss
Damian made me stay longer.


As I zipped up the bag, without looking up, I
casually said, “Think about it.”


Not quite sure if I was talking about her going on a
date, or sending me photos of her with another man.


 


 


Emily left the office early, driving faster
than she usually did. Though she needed to stop at the grocery store she went
right home, no thought of the gym or any other delays.


Wanting to make sure she was at the house when
Justin called.


Which was ridiculous. It was barely six o’clock, it
would be hours before he called. Still, she practically ran into the house,
checking the answering machine. No calls. She pulled out her cell for the third
time since leaving the office, no messages there either.


Of course not. Justin wouldn’t be calling to check
up on her. Or even to prod her to go out.


She should have been shocked at his suggestion for
her to go on a date when he was away, but she hadn’t been. First, because she
knew the idea excited him. And second, because she’d been thinking about it
herself.


Not that she’d do it, of course. And if she did,
nothing would happen.


Then why was she so nervous? And why had she been
thinking about it in the first place?


It was all because of what had happened at the hotel
bar. The men fighting over her. The soldier leaving the two woman to pursue her
instead. The thrill of knowing Justin was watching.


She hadn’t lied to Justin. It had been fun
and exciting. A kind of fun and excitement she’d never even imagined. And now
that she’d tasted it, she realized she liked it. What made it all the more
acceptable was that she had managed to put Justin first and foremost in her mind
when she needed to. She had worried that she’d lose that ability, that it would
affect their relationship. Their relationship was different now, no
doubt about that, but not in the way she’d worried about.


That she could go back and forth between her two
worlds was reassuring. One world where Justin was her partner, where he was the
only man she thought about sexually. The other world where Justin was still her
partner, but where she was thinking about another man.


The proof of it was that she’d been with Dwayne, and
yet she felt closer to Justin than ever. Of course, Justin had been present for
that encounter.


Would it be the same if he had not been there? 


When did a shared wife turn into an open marriage? 


She jumped when the phone rang. Expecting Justin,
although it was way too early.


Instead it was her sister Lisa. 


“I never did get those details,” said Lisa.


Emily smiled. Typical Lisa, jumping right into
things, no preamble. “I’m fine,” said Emily. “And you?”


Lisa laughed. “Don’t think you can avoid the topic.
Come on, I set it up for you with Dwayne. You owe me.”


Emily kicked off her heels. “I already told you.”


“You sent me a text. I want the whole story.”


Emily’s first thought was to make some vague general
comment. Yet this was her sister, the woman she’d shared her intimate secrets
with. The woman who’d sent her a huge dildo. The woman who’d set her up with
another man. “I can’t believe I did it,” she said.


“That makes two of us.” Turning serious, Lisa asked,
“Are you okay?”


“Yes, really.”


“And Justin?”


Emily hesitated. “I think so.”


“Second thoughts?”


“Not that.” How to explain it? “He liked it a lot.”


“Hmm. He wants you to do it again.”


“Maybe. I don’t need to give you details, since you
seem to know everything.”


“Don’t shoot the messenger. It’s obviously not been
bad for either of you. Sounds just the opposite. What about you? Do you want to
do it again?”


“With Dwayne?”


“Why? You have someone else in mind?”


Emily leaned up against the wall, suddenly weak. She
had a lot of other men in mind. She tried to change the subject. “We—me
and Justin—went out the other night. I pretended I was alone. You can’t believe
how many men hit on me.”


“I’d believe it. What happened?”


“Justin swooped in and took me away.”


There was a silence on the line. Then Lisa asked,
“Is that what you wanted?”


“That night, yes.”


“And now?”


“We talked about it,” Emily admitted.


“What are you going to do?”


“I’m not sure. This all started as a way for Justin
and I to have new experiences together. If I went alone, it wouldn’t feel that
way.”


“There’s always Dwayne. He’d like another go
around.”


“What? You talked to Dwayne?”


“What do you expect? Plus you didn’t give me
details, and I had to find out. . .”


“What did he say?” Emily’s knees were shaking, she
had to sit down. 


Lisa laughed. “Don’t worry, he wasn’t very specific.
He just thanked me for the opportunity, and said he’d be more than happy for
another. He was rather smitten with you.”


“You mean—”


“Nothing to worry about. In a sexual way. Whatever
you two did, he liked it. A lot.”


Emily felt herself beaming, oddly pleased. She’d
made a handsome man, a man who likely had plenty of woman, sexually satisfied.
Yet another experience that made her feel powerful. “It was so good—I worry
that I’d spoil the memory if it didn’t go so well the second time. And I
haven’t really spoken to Justin about it. About being with Dwayne again, I
mean.”


“Well, think about it.”


Funny, that’s what Justin had said. And after she
hung up with Lisa, she did.


 


 


Which was why when Justin did call, Emily
was lying in her bed, naked, having masturbated not once, but twice, the last
time with the large black dildo.


She snatched up the phone, guilty. “Hi Justin!” she
exclaimed, still a little out of breath.


There was a pause. “Emily, you okay?”


She should have said she had just run in the door, or
that she’d been in the shower. But she’d been taught long ago that little lies
led to big lies. Besides, Justin would know.


“I was in bed,” she admitted. “You know.”


“Oh.” A quick intake of breath on his end. “Thinking
of me?”


She almost lied here. Wouldn’t that be better?
Instead she once again told the truth. “Yes.” She paused. “You too, I mean.”


Another pause, but when Justin’s voice came back he
sounded relieved. “Was it good for you too?” he joked.


She laughed, his comment taking a burden off her
chest. For fantasizing about another man, for doubting herself for trusting
Justin. “Very.”


“If you’d have called to warn me, I could
have—participated.” 


“Is that what you want to do?” 


“I think it would have been fun. But being surprised
is good too.”


The dildo was lying on the bed, wet with her juices.
She ran her finger over the slickness. “Is that what you want? To be
surprised?”


“You know I like being surprised by you. In a way,
it’s what got all this started. It turns me on.”


“I’m not sure it would be the same without you
there. And I shouldn’t—with a stranger.”


“I know. I’ve thought about that. Too dangerous.
That particular fantasy we can just talk about, okay?”


“Okay.” Relieved.


“There’s always Dwayne,” said Justin.


The dildo seemed to come alive on the bed. A tease.
A promise. “Maybe,” she said.


“It’s not like he’s a total stranger.”


How could a man you’d been intimate with ever be a
stranger? “Antonio is coming back to town,” she blurted.


“What? When?”


Somewhat relieved not to be talking about Dwayne,
Emily filled Justin in on what little she knew. “I haven’t heard much more than
that.”


“Do you—do you want to be with him?”


And suddenly Antonio was there in the room, his
scent, his suave presence. The air conditioner hum sounded like an echo of his
accent. She covered the dildo with the sheet, as if hiding the presence of
another man from Antonio.


“It’s too dangerous—work. People might find out.”
What Emily meant was she was sure she’d give something away in the office.


“That didn’t really answer the question.”


“I know.” Emily wasn’t sure what she wanted. She’d
been very attracted to Antonio, but it was too great a risk, and not just
because of the chance of discovery. She worried that she’d become addicted to
sex with other men. “It’s not worth thinking about, because I can’t let it
happen.”


“Okay. I understand.” 


Again, that eerie silence of Justin’s cell phone.
“Justin?”


“I’m here. I was just thinking about—you know.”


She smiled. “I wish I was there.”


“Tell me about your date tonight,” said Justin.


“I didn’t—.” Then she understood. Justin wanted her
to pretend. “We were supposed to go to dinner.”


A pause. “Yes?”


Emily pictured Justin in a hotel room, in the chair,
watching. No, alone in his hotel room, just like he was now, touching himself
while thinking about her on her date.


She could play that game. It was certainly safer
than seriously considering being with Antonio.


“But we had a drink in a nice bar at a hotel first.”


“And?”


“He asked me what I wanted to eat.” Emily was making
it up as she went along, surprising even herself. “I asked him what was on the
menu.”


“I bet he had a good answer to that.”


“He did. He said I could eat whatever I wanted, as
long as he got to do the same.”


“What did he look like?”


“He was a very large man.”


“Big? Tall?”


“That too.”


“You found that out in the bar?”


“Kind of by accident. We were in a booth, one of
those booths along the wall facing out, where you sit on the same side? I guess
I leaned against his leg when I was getting up. Only it wasn’t his leg.”


Justin’s voice, a little quieter. “Then what
happened?”


“I got up and went to the ladies room.” She stopped,
as if that was the end of the story.


“Emily!”


She smiled. So far she’d just been winging it, no
real man in mind. Now the fantasy started to take shape.


Emily moved the sheet aside, uncovering the dildo.
Taking it in her hands, spreading her legs again. “Did I mention he was black?”


 


 


Fortunately no extra days were added to my
trip. I texted Emily, caught my plane, and actually landed twenty minutes
early. I couldn’t wait to get home. The phone sex with Emily had been a blast,
in more ways than one, but I wanted to be with her in the flesh.


But when I got home her car was not in the garage, and
the house was empty. My first thought was that I was early, or she had to work
late.


My second thought was that she was on a date.


All our conversations contributed to my wild idea.
I’d told her I liked surprises. Maybe she’d actually gone out on a date.


My hands were shaking as I stood in the kitchen, not
sure what to do. Text her? Surely, if she had planned a surprise, she would
have left me some hint so I wouldn’t worry. I looked on the corkboard where we
normally left messages for each other. Nothing. I checked my phone again, and
the answering machine. Nada.


I found myself sitting on the couch, a half empty
beer in my hand. I hadn’t remembered getting it or drinking it. The
condensation ran over my fingers. I took a sip, the beer warm, most likely from
my sweaty palm.


She wouldn’t have. Not with a stranger. Who then?
Dwayne again? Or had Antonio come to town early?


No, no, no. Not Emily.


Yet as I sat there my mind kept filling in the
possibilities, adding, embellishing. Emily back at that hotel bar. Letting one
of those men take her, me not there to save the day. Emily with Dwayne, shacked
up in some off the beaten path motel. Emily with Antonio, at some fancy
restaurant, his hand on her knee under the table.


My cock pressed against my pants. I’d had these
fantasies before, but always when I knew where Emily was, or assumed she was at
work. I’d pretended, just as she’d made up that story the other night. Now that
I thought of it, the story had sounded incredibly realistic. How had Emily made
up that story so fast? Had it been a confession, instead of a fantasy?


A black man. . .


Dwayne. It had to be Dwayne. Right?


She’d promised him a blowjob.


Was she right now sucking on his cock?


Would she stop there? Or go the next step, and the
next, succumbing to the fantasy it was now clear we both had, of another man
coming in her?


I groaned, rubbing myself through my pants. Would
she do it? Wouldn’t she want me there?


My cock shook with its own expectation, its own
worry. I had to get some relief.


I half stumbled back to the kitchen to get my phone.
Still no messages. I just couldn’t sit here jerking off, could I?


I stared at the screen, willing it to send me a
sign.


Instead, I heard a car pull up in the driveway. 


I fumbled my cock back down along my pants so my
erection wouldn’t show, not sure if I was relieved or disappointed.


 


 


I lay in the bed, naked. Emily was naked
too, but as was her wont she had the sheet partially over her body. 


She hadn’t been on a date, just stuck in a little
traffic. Nothing had happened.


We’d done the usual chitchat, filling in details
about our day. A glass of wine at dinner, steaks. 


I hadn’t jumped her as soon as she walked in the
door. I don’t know why; I had certainly been looking forward to reconnecting in
a way much more intimate than discussing work. And I’d been really aroused as
she had arrived. But I had lost the mood. At the back of my mind I wondered if
it was because she hadn’t been on a date.


Emily didn’t seem to notice. She was back to her old
self, loving the nothing conversation of marriage, just having a meal together.


I’d taken a shower. Emily was already in the bed,
wearing just one of my old tee shirts, which on her ran almost to her knees.
She’d become much more comfortable with her body in front of me, not hiding
under layers of pajamas. And in her own way, signaling she was open to sex.
Midweek sex.


I lay next to her, feeling a little out of sorts.
She curled toward me, an invitation.


I put my hand on her hip, giving her a kiss, just a
warm up. Her lips met mine, ready, almost eager. She squirmed closer, her hand
on my thigh.


“It’s so good to have you back,” said Emily, as she
kissed me on the cheek.


“Me too.”


I must have been feeling guilty about my earlier
fantasy, of her being on a date, that I vowed I’d only think about her. No
thoughts about some pretend date. No dirty talk about other men. Just us.


I deepened my kiss, my hand going to her breast,
still perfect as far as I was concerned, just a bit larger than what my hand
could hold. I cupped one, then the other. I didn’t touch her nipples, but
instead moved my hand to her ass, wanting to touch every part of her that I
loved. Her slim hips, her belly. I kissed her nose, her eyes.


Emily shifted in the bed, moving the sheet aside,
her hand tightening on my thigh. I loved that, just her hand on me, anywhere. I
had left the light on in the bath, and it was enough for me to see her, enjoy
her beauty. 


Normally by this time I’d be stirring, or already
rock hard. The novelty of Emily’s newly discovered willingness and proactiveness
still excited me. Just her touching me usually got me aroused. But tonight, I
was totally flaccid.


Maybe I was more tired than I though.


I pulled Emily half on to me, using my hand to
gently guide her head to my neck. She kissed me there, her breast pushing into
my chest. I lifted the tee shirt, wanting to feel her skin. Her nipples grazed
my abdomen. I scooted her up and took her nipple in my mouth, swirling it in my
tongue. The soft fabric of her panties flicked across my cock, a tickling
tease.


That got no response at all.


“That feels so good,” she said.


Her words encouraged me, and I moved to the other
breast, her nipple firming between my lips. I sucked gently, first just her
teat, then widening my mouth to take more of her. Her back arched as she pushed
forward.


Emily started to slip her hand down toward my crotch
but I shifted on the bed, dropping my fingers between her legs, seeking her
through the bottom of her panties. Her pussy was warm, the thin hairs soft. I
kneaded her lips. 


She stiffened, as she still always did when I first
touched her, but these days her discomfort with contact on her pussy lasted
only seconds. She half turned, laying back on the bed, opening her legs a
little. Letting me rub her.


Which I was happy to do. Tonight I would do
anything, just for her.


Her left hand grazed my thigh, reaching for me. I
still wasn’t hard, so I slipped down the bed, planting kisses on her belly, her
waist, the top of her mound.


“Not that,” she said, not unkindly.


“I thought you liked that now.”


“I do. I just want to—I want you in me.”


She pulled me up, and this time I couldn’t stop her
hands from reaching for me. I could almost feel her puzzled expression against
my chest as she met my looseness.


“Sorry,” I mumbled. “I’m a little tired.” Which
sounded ridiculous, it was barely nine o’clock.


“I could wake you up,” she teased, giving me a
little squeeze.


She massaged me, taking my shaft between her hands,
sliding them back and forth like trying to light a fire with a stick. I closed
my eyes, loving the sensation, but it was as if my receptors were not connected
to whatever part of my body was supposed to send the signals and the blood,
because I remained limp.


“You are tired,” she said. “I’m sorry, I
shouldn’t have—”


“Shh. It doesn’t mean I can’t do something for you.”
I spread my fingers, opening her pussy. “Just hold me.”


And she did, her tiny hand easy able to completely
engulf my cock, the first time I can remember that ever happening.


I probed her outer lips with a gentle pressure.
After a bit she relaxed again, my fingers making circles, avoiding her clit
until her wetness came to the surface. Then I moved my hand up, dragging her
juices with me.


Her wetness was another stimuli which normally got
me rock hard, but still I barely flickered in her hand. I had claimed to be
tired, but I was actually wide awake. Why couldn’t I get it up? This beautiful
woman had my cock in her hand, and I was making her wet, a sure recipe for
arousal.


Uncharacteristically she grabbed my hand, hard.
“Inside,” she said urgently, forcing my fingers to her opening.


I did as she demanded, slipping in two fingers, than
three. Her hips came off the bed, signaling her desire to be fucked.


I pushed my fingers deep, in and out, but it wasn’t
enough, she moaned in frustration, squirming.


“More,” she breathed.


I wasn’t sure if she meant harder or deeper or
wider, so I spread my fingers, driving in and out, her wetness covering my
hand. She writhed on the bed, redoubling her efforts on my cock. There was no
doubt what she wanted.


I hated to see her like this. She so rarely wanted
anything specific, so rarely demanded. I felt like I was letting her down.


Desperate, I mentally grasped at what I had been
avoiding. I closed my eyes, taking myself out of the equation. It wasn’t me in
bed with her, it was another man. It was his fingers in her pussy. Fingers that
drove hard into her spread legs. New energy must have rushed through my arm,
because at that moment she moaned, this time in excitement. She began jerking
her hand, and this time, because in my mind another man certainly would have
been hard if he was being fondled by this beautiful, aroused woman, the cock in
her hand stiffened. Not my cock, his cock.


She stroked harder in response, and I peeked a look,
just her face. Her eyes were closed, her mouth was open, her eyelids
fluttering. What was she thinking about? Who was she thinking about?


I caught a glimpse of my own arm, and for a moment I
faltered, my illusion broken. My cock softened in Emily’s grip.


I closed my eyes again, fighting to get it all back.
She wanted a cock in her, the other man wouldn’t hesitate. He’d be on top of
her, spreading her legs, no, she’d be spreading them on her own, his cock in
her hand, pulling it forward, watching it go in, a big, thick cock. 


An unprotected cock.


I stiffened at the thought, Emily’s fingers
tightening in approval. I kept my fingers in her as I straddled her, still not
opening my eyes to look. I didn’t want to see me.


Emily used the tip of my cock to rub her clit as my
fingers fucked her. Not my fingers, it was his cock, inside her now. She
whimpered in delirious joy, having that man in her. Her hips rose and fell,
meeting his thrusts, her legs wrapping around his waist, knowing he was in her
without protection, not caring. Wanting it. 


Her hands moved faster and faster, milking his
shaft. He was so big she was able to hold him in her hand even though he was
deep inside her. On the blank canvas of my eyelids I pictured her taking it,
wanting it, demanding it. Not only his cock, but his cum.


Which shot out, jets of heat which set her off, her
pussy tightening, squeezing, milking, drawing every drop of life giving seed
deep into her unprotected womb.


 


 


The next day I slept in, professing
tiredness when Emily reminded me of the time. I told her I was going to go to
the office a little late, still recovering from my trip.


What I was really recovering from was my failure to
get it up the night before.


For her own part Emily seemed happy, brushing her
lips against my cheek as I lay in bed, the usual post lipstick graze of a woman
on the way out.


I actually was tired, because I’d barely
slept the night before. I tried to think of a single time, even when drunk,
when I hadn’t been able to get it up with a woman. Maybe I’d been too drunk a
few times to remember, but I certainly hadn’t been drunk last night. Or even
very tired.


And I’d reacted more than quickly when my mind had
changed to Emily with another man.


As the thought crossed my mind my cock stirred under
the covers, proof of my suspicion. Had I lost the ability to become hard any
other way?


Worse, my most arousing thoughts had been imagining
Emily being taken unprotected. No, more than that. Being impregnated.


My stomach twisted, bile rising in my throat. That
was sick. I’d got over my weird kink about wife sharing, especially since I’d
discovered that it wasn’t so weird after all, or at least, I was far from the
only man—or woman—who had that fantasy. But pregnancy?


I’d even accepted my unbidden dirty talk to Emily
about another man coming inside her. For some reason I’d disconnected that from
actual pregnancy. Not realistic, of course, especially since Emily wasn’t on
the pill. But that was the beauty of fantasies, you could skip over those problematic
real world complications.


I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to force the image
out of my mind, but all I could see was Emily, her belly swollen, a beautiful
smile on her lips, happy. Nothing wrong with that, she wanted to be pregnant
someday, we wanted kids.


Her head turned, drawing my eyes away from her
belly, to the man behind her. The black man. He was staring at me, a little
smile on his lips. He put his huge hand on her belly, claiming what was his.


My eyes snapped open. I cast around wildly, as if he
were in the room. I was greeted only by the empty space. Where was Emily? Who
was she with?


I jumped out of bed and ran to the bath, splashing
cold water on my face, not even feeling it. Only after my shirt was soaking wet
and the floor a puddle did I turn off the water.


Get to work, I thought. Get your mind
busy.


I took a really fast shower, not wanting to linger
any longer where my mind could wander. Focused myself on getting ready, making
coffee, driving to the office. One step at a time.


I don’t know how I made it through the day. The
image of the hand on Emily’s full belly gnawed at me, pulling my mind away from
work. Twice people had to repeat questions to me, I was so distracted.


At my desk between meetings I started typing in a
search, only stopping mid word when I realized that anything I entered would be
recorded on some IT server. I barely ate, my mind flinging between the opposite
painful alternatives of not being able to get it up and only being able to get
it up thinking about Emily being impregnated. Two opposing, but connected,
sexual horrors. My inability to give Emily what she wanted, forcing her to go
elsewhere for gratification. For a child.


Unable to take it any longer, I cancelled my last
meeting, citing a stomach problem, which was certainly not a lie. I rushed
home. 


Without even changing out of my work clothes I sat
at the computer and typed in wife impregnated by another man.


And was rewarded—a sick reaction, if you think about
it—with tens of thousands of hits. Mostly porn, but even some articles. With
almost morbid fascination I clicked on the first article.


It discussed sperm competition and biological
diversity, the idea being that there was a genetic underpinning to the concept
of not only multiple male partners being good for the human race, but the
theory that a man watching another man have sex with a woman was inherently
arousing. The reason for this arousal had to do with sperm production and
strength. By seeing a man trying to breed a woman, the watching man’s body
would prepare more and stronger sperm, in order for him to be the successful
father. When it was his turn with the woman.


I didn’t know squat about biology so wasn’t sure if
that was all bullshit. I clicked on another search result, which turned out to
be a forum of sexual experiences, not just hotwives. One entire forum was
dedicated to what was titled breeding.


I was stunned with the number of posts. While half
of them could have been totally fake, enough had a sense of truthfulness. Men,
women, couples, all not only with the fantasy of pregnancy from a non husband,
but with stories of actual attempts and actual pregnancies. Some were from
women who couldn’t conceive with their husbands, some were from women going too
far in a wife sharing tryst, some were from men who actually wanted to be the
father of another man’s baby. It sounded humiliating, but that, I read, was a
kink in and of itself.


I’d never really desired, or felt, any sense of
humiliation in my fantasies with and about Emily. Even with Dwayne, it wasn’t
about wanting to be humiliated, it was about wanting to give Emily a sexual
experience I could not. No, the desire for humiliation couldn’t be it at all.


I had just wanted Emily to be satisfied. She also
wanted to be pregnant, another satisfaction to experience. That had to be the
explanation. I’d just got the two desires mixed together, that was it. Seeing
her aroused, seeing her pregnant.


I wasn’t sure if that’s what drove others as well,
but I found hundreds and hundreds of posts, on that forum and others,
expressing the thrill of seeing your wife impregnated by another man.


And that was before I even got to the porn.


I guessed I had noticed a few of the videos in the
hotwife porn I had watched both alone and with Emily, but even then the whole
unprotected man coming in the woman never immediately and directly
connected in my mind with pregnancy. It turns out there was an entirely
different porn category from wife sharing, called breeding. Not only women
(many looking like porn professionals, but a few obvious real life homemade
videos too) having a man finish in them, but husbands filming it. And to top it
off, before and after photos, the woman slim in one image, then pregnant in the
other. Sometimes with a man, often a black man, with his hand on her belly.


Just like my fantasy.


I leaned back in the chair, relieved and distraught
at the same time. Relieved, because I wasn’t a sexual sicko. Well, maybe I was,
but I wasn’t alone. I shuddered to think of how many other kinks there were out
there I had no idea about.


Distraught, because now I’d never get it out
of my head.


 


 


A week later, I sat on the edge of the bed,
watching Emily get ready for work. Her preparations appeared to be completely
normal, her attitude and manner totally in keeping with any other work day. 


Yet this wasn’t any other work day. It was the day
Antonio would arrive from Europe. The first man she had kissed other than me
since we’d been married.


“Don’t keep staring,” said Emily. “I told you,
nothing is going to happen.”


She had told me that, and I believed her. And yet, I
couldn’t help but try to discern if she made any special preparations. Was she
wearing more makeup? Had she chosen a specific bra? Was she hiding her own
nervousness?


“Who says I’m just not enjoying watching you get
ready?”


She gave me a doubtful smirk, shaking her head. “So
today of all days you want to watch me get dressed?”


“I’ve watched other days too.” Emily just smiled, so
I added, “Okay, busted.”


She stood in front of me, holding out her arms for
me to get a good look, doing a pirouette. “See? Same typical office outfit.”
She kissed me lightly on the top of the head. “Now go and do something useful,
and make coffee while I finish up, okay?”


I reluctantly left the bedroom, glad she wasn’t
angry at me. Besides, I could always fantasize.


 


 


 


Emily waited until Justin had left the
room. She was glad she hadn’t put on her shoes yet, her legs were so weak she
might not have been able to stand up straight even in her low office heels.


She’d put up a good front for Justin, but to tell
the truth, she was pretty nervous about seeing Antonio again. She’d had too
many thoughts of him. Now that she’d returned Justin to his rightful place in
her mind as her main man, she didn’t want Antonio to spoil it and distract her
attention from her husband.


And a small part of her wanted to retain that image
of the sexy, suave, alluring Antonio. What if when she saw him again he didn’t
fit her image? It would be like the destruction of a childhood fantasy.
Devastating. 


She made it to the door, then ran back into the
bathroom for one last look at herself in the mirror. Glancing nervously over
her shoulder, she adjusted her blouse, then applied just a tad more eyeliner. 


Even though nothing was going to happen, she didn’t
want to spoil Antonio’s image of her, either.


 


 


Emily felt the ripple run through the
conference room even before she looked up. Subtle shifting of chairs, a few
intakes of breath, a pen being set down. Emily’s boss, Lilly, was ushering
Antonio into the room.


Everyone stood to greet him. Emily tried not to
stare, although no one would have noticed. Antonio was an important guest, all
eyes would be on him. Still, she held back as hands were shaken, Antonio being
introduced, politely remembering the names of those he had met. That sexy
accent, the cultured poise. 


He looked every bit as good as what she had remembered,
every bit as good as her fantasies.


When it was her turn her smile wasn’t forced. She
was afraid if she looked him right in the eye she’d falter, so she focused on
his mouth, seeing his lips move, letting his words wash over her. That was a
mistake. Looking at his mouth reminded her of their kiss. 


Her heart was pounding, not from love, but from the
memory of that first step with another man. She could still hear his words, and
her ears played a trick on her, he wasn’t asking her how she’d been, how nice
it was to see her again, he was telling her how beautiful she looked, how he’d
missed her, how much he’d been thinking of her.


When their hands touched it was as if she was
kissing him again, it was as if they had agreed that they’d kiss with their fingers
when in the presence of other people. Their hidden secret.


Then it was over, Antonio had moved on to shake
another hand, and Emily stood there, numbly, wondering if she’d imagined it
all. Had he even called her by name? Had he remembered her at all?


She sat back down gingerly, not trusting her senses
to guide her.


She didn’t remember anything at all about the
meeting.


 


 


Later that evening a large group from the
office took Antonio to dinner at a fancy French restaurant. Emily, still not
quite sure how to act around Antonio, or perhaps not trusting how she’d
respond, had not shared a private word with him the entire day.


On the way into the restaurant, Lilly pulled Emily
aside. “I’m going to assign you as Antonio’s liaison again. I don’t have to
remind you how important this is.”


Emily glanced over Lilly’s shoulder, watching
Antonio disappear into the restaurant. “Maybe you should give it to someone
else?” 


Lilly pursed her lips. “Actually, I was going to do
it myself. Not because I don’t think you will do great. You succeeded last time
he was here, otherwise he wouldn’t be back. But he’s a senior executive, and
the deal is at the point where we need to match ranks. It’s all about optics.”


“Sure, I understand.” Emily was relieved. Mostly.


“But Antonio specifically asked for you.”


“What?”


“Yes. I hinted around about the optics, not because
of what he might think, but he has bosses too, and I didn’t want them to believe
we weren’t taking this seriously. But he wants you.”


“Oh.” Emily didn’t know what else to say.


Lilly was already ushering her into the restaurant.
“Just do—whatever you did last time.”


Which was exactly what Emily was worried about.


 


 


I swore to myself that I wouldn’t get all
worked up, either worrying about, or fantasizing about, Emily’s first day with
Antonio. After all, she’d told me she probably wouldn’t have a moment alone
with him, and doubted she’d be working with him closely.


So I left the office at the usual time, ran a few
errands, grabbed a bite to eat, and went home. I got a beer and settled down in
front of the television.


I made it through the first two hours watching an
action flick rerun, although I did check my phone and the clock every ten
minutes. After that my mind began to drift, wondering what Emily was up to,
filling in the blanks. . .


 


 


The group was in a private room, a nicely
laid out long single table in the center, no one sitting yet, sipping cocktails
before dinner. Emily and Lilly were the last to arrive. A dozen people,
clustered in groups, the usual office chitchat. Antonio was listening to two
women, the heads of marketing and advertising. 


Normally Emily wouldn’t drink at an event like this,
maybe a little wine with dinner, she always wanted to have a clear head. But
tonight a drink seemed like a good idea. 


There was a waiter taking drink orders, and Emily
had a wild thought about asking for a Climax in a loud voice, just to see
everyone’s reaction, especially Antonio’s. Of course she’d never do
that, but she laughed half aloud.


“Perhaps you could share your amusing thought with
me,” said a voice behind her. That voice.


Emily turned. Somehow Antonio had freed himself from
her fawning co-workers—why did she have that thought?—and had eased in behind
her. Emily blushed. Would she have told him the truth if she’d been in private?


“Just thinking about what to drink,” she said.


Antonio’s eyes gleamed. “This must be an American
concept. A funny drink, perhaps?”


“Something like that.” She paused. Normally, with
any other person, the normal thing would be to say, Nice to see you again.
How have you been. Or any other such small talk. Yet right now it would
feel too personal. Or not personal enough.


Or maybe she’d said all that in the conference room,
and was just too dazed to remember.


“I’m looking forward to the next step in our mutual
association,” Antonio said.


What did he mean by that? Was he talking
about the companies, or the two of them? And the way he had said association. . .


“I’ll do my best to make sure you get whatever you
need,” she said. Then immediately realized that had come out all wrong. “With
the business, of course.”


Antonio gave her his wonderful smile. “Of course.
What else could you possibly mean?”


“I—.” Emily lowered her voice, even as she realized
that it would only make what she was going to say more suspicious to anyone who
might be listening, and the room was small enough that at least a few people
could likely hear. “We all want this to be a successful endeavor.”


Antonio raised an eyebrow. “We’ve had a great start.
Now it’s just—how do you say it in English? Getting across the finish line. We
don’t want to waste what is obviously a very promising beginning, do we?”


As Emily searched for a suitable response Lilly
said, “Let’s all sit for dinner. Antonio, if you would be so kind, take this
seat in the middle of the table so no one will have to shout.” Antonio sat
down, and Lilly took the seat to his right. “And Emily, in case you have to
whisper reminders of who everyone is in his ear, please sit on the other side
of Antonio.”


Everyone laughed, Emily’s a little forced, knowing
Antonio’s body would be magnetically close all evening.


 


 


All my promises to not get worried or
aroused about Emily’s dinner didn’t keep me from staring at the door, waiting
for her return.


When she finally arrived I didn’t even attempt to
hide my anxious expression.


For her part, Emily didn’t seem startled to see me
on the lounge chair, waiting expectedly.


“Hi,” she said.


“Hi yourself.” I was dying to ask her, but she must
have realized what I’d been dwelling on.


“It went fine,” she said. “Meetings all day, a
dinner, just as planned. A group dinner.” Emily had her jacket over her
arm and laid it on the back of the sofa. “I barely had two minutes alone with
him.”


There was nothing wrong or surprising in that
statement, but the way she phrased it was a little odd, or perhaps it was an
overtone in her voice. “And?” I prodded, keeping my voice as neutral as I
could.


She didn’t look up right away, pressing invisible
wrinkles out of her jacket. When she did look up there was a slight tremble in
her lip, but there was also an unmistakable brightness in her eyes.


“He wants me,” she said.


 


 


An hour later, we lay clutched together on
the sofa, out of breath. The only clothes not strewn on the floor was the
jacket Emily had set down on her arrival. 


We’d virtually attacked each other, undressing as
fast as we could. There was almost no foreplay, both of us ready, hot. Emily
not only didn’t seem surprised that I’d had a condom in the side table, she
actually seemed to expect it.


Our coupling had been intense. Not rough, but
passionate, sexual. We both knew what the other was thinking. Well, I knew what
I was thinking, and I guessed at what was on her mind. 


No one comes home that aroused from a work dinner.
Unless there was someone at that dinner they wanted to be with, someone who had
turned them on.


The only reference to our silently shared fantasy
was what I said when I was inside her, feeling her getting close. “You want it,
don’t you?” I prodded. 


She didn’t ask what I meant, didn’t deny it. “Yes,”
she whispered. “Yes!”


She could have meant me, she could have meant she
wanted to be with Antonio. Her words put me right up to the edge.


“Give it to me!” she begged.


Of all the words Emily could have chosen, she picked
the ones that made me think most of coming inside her. Of Antonio coming inside
her. Unprotected.


I almost blurted it out, but it was too late. Just
the thought made me blow my load, and, perhaps satisfying her own fantasy,
Emily moaned in the thrill of being filled with seed. 


 


 


The next day I again watched Emily get
ready for work, trying to see if she was making any special preparations for
Antonio. Until, like last time, she kicked me out of the bedroom.


I got through the morning okay, since I didn’t
expect anything would happen, not without us discussing it. Although around
noon I had this wild thought that Emily and Antonio would go out to lunch, but
they’d never make it to the restaurant, they’d go to a hotel instead.


The afternoon dragged. I knew Emily had another
group work dinner scheduled. Once at home, I again paced, puttered, killed
time.


Dreaming up ways to take advantage of the Antonio
situation. Wanting to regain some semblance of control, instead of being
carried along by another man’s whims. And perhaps Emily’s. 


When I heard Emily pull into the driveway I sent her
a text I’d already prepared: the lights are out in the hotel room.


I clicked off the light as soon as the garage door
closed. The minute she opened the door I wrapped my arms around her in the
dark, my mouth on hers. She responded hungrily.


I’d already dropped my pants and slipped a condom
over my quivering cock, which she couldn’t see in the dark. I turned her
against the wall and lifted her skirt. My hands grasped for her panties but
came up empty. Had she taken them off when she got my text? Or earlier, to
tease me when she got home?


Or had Antonio taken them off?


Either way, she was naked underneath, and wet. Why
she was wet set off another whole round of fantasies. There was no way she
could have become this aroused in the time she’d walked from the
car. . .


I fucked her against the wall, her face turned away
from me. My finger was on her clit as I slammed into her, our breathing heavy
and loud in the small entryway. It didn’t take long for either of us to find
release.


We’d never uttered a single word.


 


 


Mid afternoon the next day I was in my
office on my way to a meeting when I got a text from Emily. It said: Dinner
cancelled tonight. Will be home around the usual time.


I wondered about that all through my meeting. When I
got home, Emily was already there. She had changed out of her work clothes and
was sitting cross legged on the sofa, idly flipping through a magazine.


“Hi,” I said, dropping my stuff in the hall and
bending to give her a quick kiss. Emily seemed out of sorts, troubled. “What
happened?”


“The deal is off,” she said. “Nothing I did,
thankfully. Or any of us. The Board of our company just decided not to accept
their offer.”


I sat next to her on the sofa. “I’m sorry, I know
you worked hard on this.”


Emily shrugged. “It’s okay. Who knows, maybe this is
for the best, you know corporate takeovers can be risky.” She ran her
fingernail over her thigh, a habit she had when she had something on her mind.


“How do you feel about it?” I asked, keeping my voice
neutral. It was pretty clear that she wasn’t just thinking about the deal.


She looked up at me, her eyes a mix of confusion and
uncertainty. “Like I said, maybe it’s for the best.”


Meaning she wouldn’t have to be working with Antonio
any longer. He’d be gone, out of her—our—lives for good.


I sensed she was still working through in her mind
how she really felt about the situation, so I didn’t prod. We ate dinner, made
chit chat, avoiding the topic but our conversation notably subdued. 


It was only later, in bed, the light off, both of us
awake but neither making a move to be intimate, when I asked a question,
because if I hadn’t, I would have laid awake all night, and I sensed she would
have as well. “When does Antonio leave?” 


“The day after tomorrow.”


“What do you want to do?” Emily would know what I
meant, because there were no excuses now, no risks. Work risks, that is.


She turned to me in the dark, placing her hand on my
chest. I’m sure she felt how hard my heart was beating.


“I can go either way,” she whispered. “What do you
want?” 


And in that moment I knew that whatever I asked for
she would agree to. I could say I wanted to stop everything, stop sharing her,
stop fantasizing, stop making up stories and talking dirty. I could also tell
her I wanted her to go and fuck Antonio at lunch the next day. 


And Emily could have answered my question the same
way. She could have told me she wanted to go ahead, or stop. I don’t know how
we had got here, but we had reached a turning point.


All the possibilities ran through my mind. It was
easy to conjure them up, because I’d been dwelling on them for weeks, months.
Including the recent disturbing versions.


I lifted her hand to my lips and kissed her fingers,
then placed it back on my chest, my hand over hers. Not on my crotch, not on
hers. This was not a decision to be made in the throes of lust.


“What do you want?” she repeated.


“I want to be there,” I replied.


Emily’s fingers tightened in mine, and we lay like
that for a long time. Then, perhaps because the future had been set, clearing
away deep lingering uncertainty, we both fell asleep.


 


 


For the second time in my life, I was in a
hotel room that I’d booked for my wife to have sex with another man.


The last time I had done this, for Emily and Dwayne,
I’d buried myself in the logistics and details to take my mind off of what was
going to happen, to smother my nervousness. This time was different. I was
aroused by every piece of planning, from booking the hotel to communicating
with Emily about the schedule.


The morning after we’d agreed, she’d called Antonio
on his cell. She had wanted to wait until later, but I really wanted to hear
her side of that call. Watching her pick up the phone and dial was almost as
exciting as watching her get dressed for her date with Dwayne. 


Just before pressing the call button she looked up
at me, giving me one last chance to change my mind. Or perhaps for her to
change hers.


The fact that she hadn’t asked me what she planned
on saying, that she had already started to dial, told me volumes. A year ago,
my wife would have never made this call. Even a few months ago she would have agonized
over what to say. Now it appeared she’d already thought it through.


Maybe she hadn’t slept the night before at all.


I nodded. As with her time with Dwayne, I was giving
my support to her decision. 


She smiled, understanding. And pressed the button.


I moved off a few steps to give her a modicum of
privacy. Which was like sitting in the corner while your wife had sex with
another man. The entire idea of privacy was a laughable concept.


“Antonio? It’s Emily.”


She listened, her fingers gripping the phone
tightly, suggesting more nervousness than I had seen. Then she relaxed, a small
smile appearing, and she turned her shoulder slightly from me, as one would do
for a very private call.


What was Antonio saying? Was he propositioning her?
Gloating?


“Yes,” she said. “Tonight. Dinner? Of course, dinner
would be wonderful.” 


She listened again, then her body language changed.
Her feet came together, she touched her hair. I could only see her in profile
but her mouth slipped into a shy smile. “Thank you,” she said. Then, “I know
the restaurant. No, my husband will drop me off. Yes, my husband.” She glanced
at me. “Isn’t that a little early for dinner?” Listening again, then a gasp. “I
see. Yes. I understand.” She turned again, but I was still able to hear, “I’m
looking forward to it.”


Those were the words she used, but her body language
and tone screamed, “I can’t wait to see you!”


She clicked off, yet took a moment before turning to
me.


“Everything okay?” I asked.


“He—he seemed to be expecting my call.”


“Or hoping for it.” I wanted more details, but was a
afraid to ask. Maybe one question. “What was that about an early dinner?”


Emily looked down at her feet. “He—he said wanted to
make sure we had enough time to—.”


To fuck. Is that what sophisticated Antonio
would say? Or maybe make love?


 I waited to see if Emily would share this detail,
but instead she said, “I need to finish getting ready for work. I want to get
out on time so I can come home and change.”


 


 


And that’s what she’d done. By the time I
got home that night Emily was already at the house. She must have left the
office extra early to prepare for Antonio. I was crushed with the disappointment
of not having been there to watch her get ready. 


She was wearing an outfit that looked familiar, yet
different. I finally realized that she’d shortened the skirt. She wore no
stockings, and I didn’t recognize her high heels. The white silk blouse
appeared to be tighter, or perhaps she had a different kind of bra on. Either
way, she looked elegant, yet sexy, an incredibly alluring combination. I had to
fight the urge to jump her right there.


But her preparation, and her clothes, were for
Antonio, not me. 


“You look amazing,” I’d said.


“I’m glad you like it.” She’d turned, running her
hand along her skirt, down to the hem. “You don’t think it’s too short?”


“No.”


“Or too tight?”


The skirt was just tight enough to show the hint of
the outline of her ass, her tiny cheeks, yet not so skin clinging to be slutty.
“It’s perfect,” I said truthfully.


“And the top?” She held her arms aside and squared
her shoulders, which only served to thrust her perky breasts out at me. I had
to clench my fingers to keep from ripping it off her. “Of course, I’ll have a
jacket on.”


“Of course.” I wondered how long that would last.


She looked around the room one last time, then
picked up her evening purse, the one she used for special occasions. “I guess
I’m ready.”


I made an elegant bowing gesture. “Madame, your car
awaits.”


 


 


I’d planned on having her sit in the back
seat, like I was a chauffeur, taking her to her dinner date. But at the last
minute I opened the front door for her, because I wanted to see those amazing
legs beside me.


My heart beat faster as we approached the
restaurant. I was driving my wife to her date with another man. A date that
would end up in a hotel room. 


I kept glancing at Emily, sometimes her face,
sometimes her breasts, sometimes her legs. I was incredibly aroused, my cock
hitting the bottom of the steering wheel, jumping every time I made a turn,
threatening to make me explode in my pants. 


We didn’t speak, the only sound the hiss of the
tires on the pavement. What was there to say? I could feel the tension build in
the car. I turned on the radio, a classic music station, a gentle symphony in
the background that was totally incongruous with how I felt.


When I could take it no longer I said, “This will be
fun. We haven’t had a date in a while.”


Emily laughed, a grateful release of anxiety. “I
needed that,” she said.


“I hope you enjoy your evening,” I said.


She looked at me and smiled. “Oh, we will, I’m
certain.”


I wasn’t sure if she was talking about her and me or
her and Antonio.


“You’ll explain it to him?” I asked for the tenth
time.


“Of course. If he doesn’t agree, you and I will
still have fun.”


Meaning if Antonio didn’t accept the terms of me
being at the hotel, she’d come back alone.


We were at the restaurant right on time, but it was
too soon for me. Emily leaned over and turned her cheek to be kissed. I’m sure
this was so she wouldn’t ruin her lipstick, but it also suggested that she was
saving her lips for Antonio.


“Enjoy,” I said.


“I love you,” she replied.


“Me too.”


She gave my thigh a little squeeze before getting out
of the car. It was a good thing she didn’t touch my cock, because I would have
exploded.


At the door she turned briefly and smiled, then
disappeared inside.


 


 


So here it is, two hours later, and I’m in
the hotel room. In one of them, actually.  I had booked two adjoining rooms
with a connecting door. This had been my idea. Emily and Antonio were at
dinner, on a date. They’d come into the hotel room, and I could pretend that it
was his room, or even better, that Emily had booked it. Though the connecting door
would be ajar, we could all pretend they were alone. I didn’t want to meet
Antonio, I didn’t want to sit in the corner in the dark, a third wheel.


I knew the waiting would be murder, so after
dropping Emily off I’d taken a long drive, letting the car out on a stretch of
highway, feeling the powerful engine, revving up like my own libido. It would
have been worth a speeding ticket just to blow off the steam, but tonight no
cops were around. 


I thought back to the half of the conversation I had
heard between Emily and Antonio. What had he said to her to make her reply thank
you? Commenting on her looks no doubt. How would he say it? You looked
so beautiful in the office, I wanted to make love to you right there. Or
perhaps Your body is incredible, will you please wear something revealing
for our date so everyone in the restaurant will know we are going to have sex?



My fingers tightened on the wheel, the speedometer
edging into dangerous territory. Suddenly a new worry hit me: what if they blew
off dinner and headed right to the hotel? They could be having sex right now.


Gravel spewed as I spun the car around and raced to
the hotel.


 


 


The green light flashed as I swiped my key
card to the adjoining room. I turned on the light in the bath and closed the
door almost all the way, letting just a little glow filter out. With my ear to
the adjoining door I listened for any evidence of someone on the other side. I
felt a hum, the air conditioning, or some motor. Was that a sigh? Or a moan?


 I felt like a peeping tom. I must have stood there
like an idiot for ten full minutes. Finally I eased open the door on my side
and listened again. Nothing I could be sure of. There wasn’t enough space under
the door to indicate if a light was on. Very gently I pushed against the second
door. 


It was locked.


So they either weren’t back yet or Emily hadn’t
unlocked the door for me.


I checked my phone again, no messages. So Antonio
hadn’t backed out, or if he had, he was still going to drop her off at this
hotel.


I slipped back into the hall and used the second key
card to release the door to the other room. Easing the door open an inch, I
held my breath and listened.


Not a sound. “Emily?” I called, feeling foolish.


The room was dark, unused, but yet still felt—eerie.
As if anything could happen.


I quickly unlatched the connecting door and
retreated to my own room. Odd, but that’s how I thought of it. The other one
was their room. I moved the desk chair over so I could sit where I could
see into their room.  The bed was on the opposite wall, so I only needed to
leave the connecting door open a few inches to see everything I needed to see.


I turned off the light, plunging my room into
darkness.


I sat there stiffly, willing the minutes to tick by.


 


 


The restaurant Antonio had booked for them
was decadent, sophisticated, romantic. Emily was sure it was expensive as well,
but her menu didn’t have any prices. Not that she could read a word, it was in
French.


Antonio must have seen her look of confusion. He
said, “Can I tell you about some of the food?” Which was his gracious way of
asking her if she could read French without embarrassing her. 


Such a small gesture, but it gave Emily a chill,
making it seem even more like a date. She hadn’t had a date—other than
with Jason—in ten years. She felt like a teenager. “Perhaps you can just order
for the both of us.” Then, with a sudden recollection of how she got here in
the first place, the conversation with Justin that had started it all, she
said, “Surprise me.”


Antonio nodded, perhaps he was expecting this as
well. There was a very thin line between sophistication in a man and
chauvinism. For some men, and perhaps some women, that nod would have been
condescending. For other men and women, it signified a mutual understanding of
power. 


It was clear to Emily, and likely to Antonio, which man
he was.


He looked amazing tonight, his custom suit fitting
him beautifully, his olive skin set off by his crisp white shirt, his tie
matching his eyes. He looked only at Emily, not even glancing at the other women
in the room.


When the waiter came Antonio ordered in fluent
French. As Emily listened she imagined she was in a fairy tale. He was a rich
nobleman, and she was his wife. Or his mistress. He wasn’t trying to impress
her, this was who he was.


The idea of a fairy tale excited her and calmed her.
Excited her, because what woman didn’t have at least one dream of being swept
off her feet by a handsome, powerful, sophisticated gentleman? A man who didn’t
just take her for granted, but also told her how beautiful she was, who spoke
to her like an equal, who waxed poetically on the arts. And yet it calmed her
as well, because as a fairy tale Emily could allow herself to be without guilt,
free of any sense that she was being unfair to Justin, to her marriage. She loved
Jason, not Antonio. But tonight—she could love her fairy tale.


It would end, as all fairy tales did. But Emily
could control the ending, the outcome.


The dinner flew by, Emily remembering everything and
nothing. After each course she could not recall exactly what she had eaten,
only that it was delicious. The wine was like something she’d never
experienced, appreciating the complex taste as Antonio explained about
winemaking. 


Other than commenting on her beauty, Antonio had not
made a single reference to sex, or what might come later in the evening. And
yet, before desert was served, Emily was craving him more than she had ever
craved anything in her life.
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I heard the unmistakable flick of the key
card being run though the lock. The door in the other room opened, but my
vantage point didn’t allow me to see in that direction.


There was no other sound besides the swish of the
door on the carpet, no laughter, no voices. She’s alone, I thought. Antonio
dropped her off, he didn’t want to accept our terms.


I was about to speak up when I heard a muted sound,
a murmur, yet also unmistakable, unique. 


A kiss.


I held my breath, straining my ears.


The sound came again, accompanied by a slight rustle
of clothing, brushing against another fabric, perhaps arms wrapped around each
other. Then a short intake of breath, followed by another kiss. This one
deeper, its greater urgency indicated by a higher volume.


I craned my neck around the door, but could not see
them. It didn’t matter, they hadn’t turned on the light. It was up to my
imagination to decide what was going on, an erotic movie, the action painted by
nothing but the soundtrack.


And what a soundtrack it was. The kisses—as I
imagined them—became longer, more passionate. I had never seen Antonio, but
Emily had said he was as tall as me. She had to be on her toes, reaching up for
his lips. Who had made the first move? Did she know I couldn’t see her?


I needed to move, yet I dared not shift in my chair.
I didn’t want to make a noise which might break the mood.


Where were their hands? Was Antonio even now
touching Emily’s breasts? Was she lifting her leg so he could grasp her thigh?
Had they even waited until they reached the room? Perhaps they’d kissed in the
car, fondled in the parking lot.


He may have already laid his hands on my wife.


I’d fantasized about this moment many times. I’d
even seen it in reality, with Dwayne. And yet, nothing had prepared me for the
sheer eroticism of listening to my wife kiss another man, so close, and yet so
far away.


My cock, which had twisted in uneasy expectation all
evening, sprang to life, shoving against my pants so hard I heard it. Perhaps
Emily could as well. 


A hum of a voice, low, assured. I couldn’t discern
the actual words. Again, I had to fill in the blanks. Antonio, telling Emily
how good she kissed. How pretty she was. What he was going to do to her.


Another kiss, then a tiny bump, a body nudging
against the wall. Or being pushed against the wall. 


A sharp intake of breath, then a moan, Emily, cut
off, no doubt by a hard kiss. The vibration against the wall increased, I could
actually feel it. I placed my hand on my side of the wall. Only a few inches of
plaster separated me from whatever they were doing.


I felt like I was touching them, a part of it.


The wall shivered. Or perhaps that was me, my entire
body shaking, sending a signal through my hand. I imagined Emily on the other
side, pinned against the wall, her arms around Antonio as he pressed his body
against hers. Could she feel my vibrations? Did she know I was here?


I pressed my hand hard against the wall, sending her
my terrible secret, urging her forward. Toward him.


A more discernable movement, another moan. And for
the first time, a clear voice. Emily. “Not here,” she whispered urgently.


I froze in place, my hand held out as if I was
warding off whatever she was objecting to.


The bodies moved away from the wall, and the
darkness in the other room shifted, a figure moving across my line of sight. 


“Wait,” I heard Emily say.


A click, and the other room was gently lit, no doubt
from the light in the bathroom through a slightly opened door. My eyes were
already adjusted to the gloom, and I could see easily through the small crack
in the door. 


A man, in profile. He wore a suit. He had a calm
confidence but an erect posture. I was immediately reminded of a movie star,
that same casual comfort with being watched. That’s all I really noticed,
because at that moment Emily was in my field of view, standing close to him,
her back to me. Even in silhouette she looked amazing.


Antonio put his arms around her and bent his head to
hers. She returned the embrace, just as I’d pictured it, her head back in
surrender, yet in demand. The heads danced as they kissed, their arms tight,
their bodies swaying slightly.


And now I understood what she’d meant by her
whispered Not here. 


She wanted me to see.


They kissed forever, longer than I think I’d ever
kissed Emily myself. Their breaths grew heavy, easily distinguishable even from
across the room, now overwhelming even the air conditioner fan. My neck hurt
from straining forward, my eye almost to the door. Emily’s neck must have hurt
as well, yet she didn’t stop kissing him. I felt guilty; she’d always told me
she loved to kiss, and I wondered if she’d always wanted a kiss this long, this
deep, from me.


It was as if they were making love, standing up.
With their clothes on.


My hand went to my lap, feeling for my erection. I
was so wound up I didn’t dare take it out. Not yet. I wanted this to last, like
the kiss.


Perhaps Antonio sensed my movement, or perhaps my
pent up need was picked up on some primal wavelength. For just as I touched
myself Antonio’s hand dropped off of Emily’s back and disappeared. I couldn’t
see what he was doing, he might have been caressing her cheek, or her neck, or even
grasping her breast. Whatever he did made Emily gasp, and moan into his mouth,
her body both melting into his arms and pressing forward at the same time.


Antonio’s shoulder moved, and whatever he was doing
was having an incredible effect on Emily. She rose right out of her shoes, on
her tippy toes, and when she could reach no higher her left leg came up,
wrapping around his. Antonio gently picked her up, pivoting like a gymnast,
never once losing touch with her lips.


His hands deftly slid her jacket off. Emily twisted
her arms, helping. I expected her to break the kiss, to do what she always did
with me, hang up her jacket, or at least fold it carefully and lay it over a
chair.


Instead, she crushed it in her hands and tossed it
on the floor.


 


 


Emily stepped away from the bed. Her back
was now to the light, her shadow over Antonio. Although he was one of the most
handsome men she had ever met in real life, at that moment he could have been
anyone. 


She pretended she was a damsel, a maiden in a
historical novel, giving herself up to her prince.


She stood there, and it wasn’t hard to pretend to be
demure, because that’s what she’d been all her life. Until recently. But it was
easy to slip back into her old persona, here in the dark. It was still mostly
who she was.


Antonio seemed to understand, or maybe he was just
appreciating her. Or perhaps that was the same thing. Emily pictured him not on
the bed, but on a wide chair, befitting a powerful royal. She was his new
prize, perhaps a gift from another country lord. Or a new mistress he had
seduced with pretty words. Mistresses he would take, keep for as long as they
pleased him, and when tired of them, cast them off.


That would not be Emily’s fate. She’d be taken,
she’d allow herself to be taken, but she’d make certain that if he never saw
her again after tonight he’d be haunted by her for the rest of his days. No
woman would be able to satisfy him the way she would.


She moved just so, letting the slim light behind her
catch his eye. Not the light from a garish bath florescent; it was a candle,
flickering in the breeze from the open windows, thick silk drapes swaying. His
eye glistened with his peaked interest, he could already tell she was different
from the other woman.


She watched his eyes, she would judge her success by
his reaction. Slowly she released the top button of her blouse, lifting her
head, exposing her dainty neck. She was in no hurry, this wasn’t a strip tease
to earn a tip stuffed into her panties, this was a promise for a lifetime of
fantasies. For her, for her lover.


The next button. Still exposing nothing, yet she had
set the direction of the path she would take. Then the third. The top of her
brassiere was now visible, a hint of undergarments. In Victorian times she
might as well have been naked. 


Her prince reached for her, perhaps to see more, but
she stepped back, just out of his reach. He would become her ruler, her
sovereign, but not yet.


Because of his impatience she did not move to the
next button, but instead undid the one on her left sleeve. As she moved, the
lace of her undergarment peaked out, then disappeared as she crossed to the
other arm. 


Again she swayed her neck, as if being kissed by a
invisible lover, driving her prince insane with jealousy.


Her hands came up to release another button, her
fingers pulling her blouse aside, as if the lover behind her was exposing her
chest. The tops of her breasts shone brightly in the candlelight, Emily
pretending to have larger bosoms, more cleavage.


The blouse was gently freed from her skirt. Who had
done that? Her fantasy was so vivid now she couldn’t tell where her actions
began and ended. 


The last button let go, and thus she stood, the
imagined breeze kissing her belly. Feeling more demure than she ever had in her
life, even the first time she had sex, she removed her blouse and let it slip
to the floor. Yes, the floor. Her prince could not be bothered by her clothing,
he would not be made to wait while she hung it up. He could barely contain
himself just waiting for her to undress. Normally he would not have accepted
this, yet even in her shyness she held a power, and it was clear to him that
this was the greatest gift she could give.


His eyes followed every movement of her hands,
widening with each hint of skin.


Emily loosed the buttons on her skirt, squeezed her
legs together, and using just her hips worked it down her body, inch by inch,
undressing by magic. It took forever, as exciting to Emily as she hoped it was
for the man watching. The skirt caught on her hip, and she crossed her legs to
let it fall, pooling at her feet. Her hands covered the private place between
her legs; she was a virgin, after all.


She was breathing hard, her chest heaving. Slowly
she stepped out of her heels and freed herself from the skirt, and now she
stood clad in only the thinnest fabric. There must have been a breeze, because
her nipples hardened, pushing against the lace, threatening to betray her
arousal.


She stood like that for long moments, her hands crossed
over her intimate opening. The virgin on her wedding night, knowing she had to consummate
her marriage, yet not knowing exactly how to proceed. 


She’d have to move her hands to unclasp her top. Breathing
stopped for her watcher. Would she do it?


She pulled her thighs together tightly, one leg
slightly in front of the other. Fingers, not hers, but the invisible lover,
Eros, her presenter, undid the clasp. The silky lace slid down her body,
brushing her nipples, buds popping in the open air.


She was betrayed, her hard teats screaming for
suckling, for her to be made a real woman.


In the silence she could hear men breathing in
expectation.


Of course there was more than one man. Her prince
would have a bodyguard, or a servant. He was hidden someplace behind her. He
wasn’t supposed to look, but no doubt he was, wishing this woman was his. What
would he do in his secret nook? Would he lust over her? Would he touch himself?


She turned her head in shame, covering her breasts,
it was too late. Her nipples were in need, reacting to the touch of her own
hands, quivering, a deep moan escaping her lips. In desperation she quickly
pulled off the last of her clothing, abandoning the slow undressing of earlier.
It was the only way to take his eye away from her breasts.


And she succeeded, but now of course he was staring
between her legs, at her most private element, the entrance to her womb.


She’d come to the battle, she’d thought she’d been
in control, but all was lost. She dropped her hands to her sides, her chest
heaving, her entire body exposed, surrendering.


 


 


My view of Emily was mostly from the side
and back. I could not see her face, and I was not sure if I would have been
able to bear it if I could, for I imagined she was looking at Antonio in deep
desire. 


As it was, watching her slowly undress for him was
captivating. With each step she was telling him that she would soon be his. Not
just telling Antonio, but telling me.


Her movements were unhurried, measured, the perfect
balance between willingness and a tease. Yet once her breasts had been
uncovered she suddenly couldn’t get her panties off fast enough. I expected her
to jump into Antonio’s lap, but instead she just stood there, as if on display.


What was she waiting for? His approval? His command?


I knew what she looked like from the front, her
firm, perfect breasts, her slim thighs, her light silky hair framing, but not
hiding, her luscious pussy. Yet I’d never wanted to see all these parts of her
more than I did now. Was her mouth open in desire? Were her eyes wide with
anticipation? Were her nipples hardening under Antonio’s gaze? Was a wetness
spreading between her legs?


 


 


 


 


Antonio stared at her for a long time, not
moving. Emily wondered what he was thinking. Though she had spent many hours
with him in the office, in meetings, in restaurants, she really did not know
him that well. He had commented on her beauty, but now that he saw her totally
naked, was he disappointed? Had he lost his ardor since he was no longer
pursuing his prey?


For a moment Emily’s resolve left her. She suddenly
felt very insecure, very much alone. The woman who had gained great confidence
from sexual exploration was no longer in the room.


What was she doing here?


Still Antonio did not move. Perhaps this was his way
of showing control. Perhaps he was waiting to see if Justin would run into the
room. Justin. He would be watching, just as she wanted. He was not
there, yet still a part of this. His hidden presence gave her courage.


If Antonio didn’t want her, so be it. She’d give him
just a little more time. She had made the first move, she had undressed. And
before that, she had actually kissed him first. Justin would be shocked when
she confessed to that.


In the meantime she could return to her fantasy. . .


Her prince was in no hurry, because he set his own
schedule. He didn’t have to rush her into the bed. Nor was he sex starved; he
was, after all, a powerful man who had been with other women. Many other women.
That didn’t upset her, she expected no less. She would be different though.


She relaxed, comfortable in her position, in her
nakedness. She was in no rush either. She’d show him what a wonderful lover she
could be.


She began to imagine what his body would be like,
what his skin would feel like under her fingers, what she would do to him with
her mouth. She would be the ultimate contradiction, the experienced virgin,
skilled with her hands and lips, knowing what should be hard or gentle, when to
be fast or slow. He would think it was her natural reaction to his perfection,
which would arouse him all the more.


The image of pleasing him, of being pleased by him,
suffused her, and she smiled, heat flowing to her loins.


And perhaps as a reaction to this communication, he
reached out, and she stepped eagerly toward the bed.


He nuzzled his face between her breasts, kissing her
just above her belly. In his delicious voice he said, “You are the most
beautiful woman I have ever seen, and I have seen many.” 


Emily wrapped her hands around his head, her head
spinning with his compliment. It might have been nothing but a line, but at
that moment it made her feel special, it fit her fantasy. Her tinge of
insecurity vanished, and she felt, perhaps for the first time in her life, as
beautiful as he had described.


Antonio kissed her again, murmuring into her belly,
now speaking in Spanish. She didn’t understand the words but the meaning was
clear, his attraction in his tone, his kisses. She stroked his hair, her own
wordless response.


He stood up, keeping her close. His lips brushed the
top of her head, then he stepped aside, removing his jacket, placing it carefully
over a chair. His clothes mattered.


Emily stepped forward to help him undress, but he
gave her the slightest shake of his head, his eyes going to the bed. She looked
back and forth, confused, finally understanding.


She pulled back the duvet and the top sheet, then
removed them completely, setting them neatly aside. The large bed now lay bare,
the crisp white sheets a virgin setting.


She turned back to Antonio, and he nodded. He again
gave the bed a meaningful look.


Though Emily had come to this hotel room with him,
though she had kissed him, though she had removed all her clothes, she could
still turn back now. She could run into the other room and slam the door,
escape to Justin.


But if she got on the bed, there would be no turning
back.


She paused. Not just for her, but for Antonio. And
of course, for Justin.


Justin would be able to see her now as she stood
aside the bed. She fought the urge to look toward the connecting door. She
wanted to arouse Justin even more than Antonio, that’s what this was all about.
Yet she wanted it to last as well, for him. And, yes, for herself.


She turned to the bed, placing her hands flat on the
sheet, cool and welcoming. She slid forward, bending as she did, a jungle cat
stretching in repose. She raised one knee to the bed, then the other, displaying
herself for the men to see. 


For long seconds she was on all fours, poised, open,
inviting. She quivered, her openings dangerously exposed, yet aroused by her
own sense of allure.


Gently she rolled over onto her back. 


Antonio was leaning forward, a new calculation in
his eyes. Had she surprised him? Had he been about to lose control, pounce on
her?


Now it was her turn to nod. And watch.


Antonio slowly took off his tie, then unbuttoned his
dress shirt, but did not remove it. He knelt on the bed, but surprised her when
he did not move forward. Instead, he kissed the top of her foot, first one,
then the other. His mouth moved to her ankles, to her calves, slowly, kisses
mixed with licks, gentle at first, yet growing in intensity as he approached
her thighs. Emily’s shivers turned to a quivering, her skin tingling, warming
where his mouth was, then cooling off, like a hot flame had been removed.


It must have taken him ten full minutes to reach her
thigh.


By the time his lips touched her hip she was
squirming on the bed, unable to take it any longer, her legs opening to give
him access, wanting his mouth between her legs. His breath caressed her inner
thighs, her hairs moving to his exhalation. Her own breath was frozen in her lungs,
her hips coming off the bed in expectation, but he never touched her most
private parts, moving to her other thigh.


She groaned in frustration, reaching for his head,
trying to redirect his mouth. He pushed her hands away firmly. He was the
prince, not to be told what to do.


And now his mouth was going the wrong way, down her
leg, his hair caressing the inside of her thigh, every kiss a promise of what
had not come, yet now her shivers turned to heat. By the time he reached her
other foot she was shaking uncontrollably.


He lifted her foot, sliding his hand up her leg.
Emily thought he was going to finally touch her where she most desired, but
instead he deftly reached under her hip and flipped her over onto her stomach. 


And started all over again, this time from the back,
kissing her ankle, her calf, the back of her knee. Emily was torn between
sudden shyness, of having her butt so exposed, her legs opened in this
position. As before, Antonio moved slowly, each kiss delicate, enticing,
sensual. At the spot where her leg melded into her thigh, a place she’d never
been kissed, he dragged his tongue across her skin, and the hair on her arms sprang
up like millions of hot geysers.  


Antonio did it again, Emily picturing him smiling as
her body betrayed her excitement. The third time he kept going, moving upward,
kissing the roundness above her thigh, his lips so close to her. . .


She squirmed, no, not that! His tongue found the
little slit at the top, where her cheeks met her spine. Her eyes opened in
shock, her head pressed into the pillow, her pelvis driving into the bed to get
away, yet there was nowhere to go, his tongue followed her relentlessly,
probing the crack, still inches away from her opening, yet already so sinful.


His tongue moved lower, his fingers now spreading
her open, and she was stunned and embarrassed by her reaction, by her yearning.
She stopped squirming, her fluids flooding her pussy, all in the wrong place.
Her discomfort with her reaction was overwhelmed by her crazed desire.


His tongue moved on, now down her cheek, under it,
denying her what she could not believe she had wanted. 


Closer and closer to her labia, his hair brushing
her inner thighs, her legs parting, yes, yes. . .


And again he was away, on her thigh, his fingers
still firmly opening her cheeks, his reminder of what he had not done.


It took more long minutes to reach her other foot,
and when he finally lifted his mouth Emily’s breathing was short and fast. She
started to turn over but a strong hand on her lower back held her in place.


A moment passed.


His legs straddled hers, and when he lay on her she
could feel his nakedness.


“Your skin is the appetizer, and you will be my
meal,” he said, his mouth inches from her ear. He took wisps of her hair in his
mouth, moving them aside, allowing him to lick her neck. Now his weight was on
her back, he must have been kneeling, because she could not feel his legs.
Again she squirmed, not knowing what he was going to do.


But he wasn’t done preparing her. His kisses and
licks covered her neck, her back, sometimes so strong they felt like a massage.


Emily suddenly realized that everything she knew
about foreplay was a mere imitation of the real thing. If Antonio touched her
clit at that moment she would have exploded. Even the slight pressure of the
bed against her was almost too much to bear.


Finally, finally, he pushed his hands under her,
cupping her breasts. Emily gasped as his palms engulfed her nipples. He pulled
her toward him, squeezing her breasts against her body. 


All his ministrations had wound her up for this
touch. Her nipples swelled, leaping into his fingers, female erections, proof
of her arousal. She wanted him to knead them, to suck on them, she wanted to
spurt into his mouth.


Yet again he denied her, as if he could read her
mind, as if he wanted to extend her frustration, and force her craving to a
higher level.


In one fell swoop he turned her over, changing
positions on the bed so that they were chest to chest. He sat her up, guiding
her legs around his, positioning her. She was now facing down the bed, their
bodies intertwined.


And finally Emily could feel his erection, his shaft
pointed straight up, pressed against her belly.


The sudden movement had momentarily blanked her
thoughts, yet her body leaned into his, sensing, finally, a relief from her
pent up need. Her legs opened even wider. All she had to do was shift forward,
and he would be inside her.


Antonio took her face in her hands and kissed her
full on the lips, his mouth probing, demanding. It would have seemed rough had
it been their first kiss, but after everything he had done so far it wasn’t
enough. Emily pushed into his mouth, their tongues as entwined as their bodies,
her kiss desperate.


They kissed forever, her mouth getting the insertion
denied her elsewhere. She surged her hips forward again, but it only served to
press his shaft harder against her stomach, accomplishing nothing but teasing
herself mercilessly. In frustration she sucked his tongue into her mouth,
feeling him smile.


Out of breath, she was finally forced to pull away. Emily
couldn’t pull her eyes away from his. In the semi darkness they were full of
power, of confidence.


When he finally spoke his tone was a demand, a test,
yet amorous beyond belief. “Say something you have never said to a man.” 


Without thinking, yet the words, ready, part of her
fantasy, flew from her lips. “Take me,” she whispered.


Though he must have been expecting her to do
whatever he wanted, his nostrils flared like a stallion in heat, his eyes lit
with desire. His strong hands grabbed her hips, lifting her.


Emily wrapped her arms around his back, her chin on
his neck, his aroma suffusing her. She was a virgin once again, about to
welcome another body into hers.


The tip of his shaft dragged down her belly, just as
his lips had. Her back arched, her eyes fluttering, would he deny her again?
The thick head of his member shimmied through her light hair. She was
delirious, all his kisses were just a prelude to this moment.


She needed a condom, now, but maidens would not use
condoms, not with their lords. When she managed to find her voice it was as if
some other woman was speaking, a dull, cautious woman, the voice of a wet
blanket. “We should use protection.”


Antonio rocked against her. “I need to feel your
skin.”


Her clit swelled in expectation, coaxing him down,
screaming directions to lead him to her opening.


In the back of her mind Emily realized she was now
facing the interconnecting door. She knew she should look there, to reassure
Justin. How long had it been since she’d even glanced that way?


Slowly she came to her senses. She simply could not
let Antonio in her unprotected. 


Using all her willpower Emily shifted her hips back
on the bed, letting Antonio free, her fingers dropping to his shaft in apology.
With her other hand she reached for her purse on the night table, fumbling for
the condoms, stroking him all the while. In the dark she could barely see what
she held in her hand, yet his needs were communicated through his throbbing
shaft. He was rock hard, yet there was a flow to his skin, her fingers
exploring the sensation of her first uncircumcised man.


“I can give you beautiful babies,” he purred in her
ear. 


Emily shuddered, yet her eyes closed, imaging it. A
baby.


She kept that thought in her head, not recording what
her hands were doing, opening the wrapper, sliding on the condom. As far as she
was concerned, it was all skin. She pulled close and pointed his shaft toward
her entrance.


His hard thick head smashed against her clit and she
exploded, this single touch on her trigger releasing all that he had given
birth to in her mind, in her body. She bit her lip so hard she tasted blood,
her hips jerking wildly, her belly a balloon filled to bursting.


She was still spasming when Antonio drove his hips
forward, slicing into her, in her delirium not thinking, he could not be
denied, her body could not be denied. Rational thought was impossible, his
entry sending her orgasm to another level, the sudden fullness overwhelming her
brain, neurons firing out of control. Being entered so quickly after she had
started to come was another first for her, she had so much to learn, so much to
be shown.


Her fingers dug into his back, her legs squeezing
his sides, her contractions so hard they bordered on the edge of pain. She’d
had wonderful orgasms before, but never this fast, this intense. She didn’t
want it to stop, ever.


 


 


I couldn’t believe how long Antonio toyed
with my wife. He spent longer licking her feet and legs than Emily and I had
often spent in a complete night of sex.


There was no doubt what effect it was having on
Emily. Her body writhed on the bed, gasps and moans escaping her lips. Never
could I have imagined that she’d want this, that she’d lie still, or as still
as she could, for this.


When Antonio reached the spot between her legs I
thought he would dive into her, and I leaned forward, to see how she would
react. When he bypassed her pussy and moved to the other leg Emily cried out in
frustration. 


She wanted Antonio to lick her.


He was teasing her, and yet I was amazed at his
ability to hold himself back. Perhaps Antonio just wanted to show off his
sexual ability, to make it clear to me that he could drive my wife crazy. Or
perhaps this is how he always had sex with a woman. No matter the reason, I
could practically feel Emily’s excitement. It was as if he was packing dynamite
into a very small container.


He planted a final kiss on her foot, then suddenly
flipped her over onto her stomach. He bent his head to her feet and started his
slow foreplay again, working up her back. His mouth reached her ass and I
clenched, knowing she must be tightening up as well. What was he doing? Was he
going to kiss her there, lick her? She squirmed, the air filling with a high
pitched sound of surprise. Was he doing what I’d never done, what I never
imagined doing? What I couldn’t conceive of her wanting?


Whatever he did next caused Emily to crunch her face
into the pillow, her moans smothered in denial, in ecstasy. His head shifted,
moving down. I could almost smell Emily’s amazing scent, picturing her pussy
opening, preparing itself to be licked from this new direction.


My own mouth opened, my tongue flopping out of my
mouth. I wanted to be tasting her. There. Everywhere. Anywhere.


Yet once again Antonio made us both suffer, moving
on to her other leg, slowly, unhurried. I think if I’d been him I would have
already shot my load.


When he reached her foot he slid off the bed. Emily
started to move but Antonio pushed her down as he undressed. My eyes were
locked on Emily as she lay on her stomach, her legs slightly spread, her ass
tight and inviting.


Antonio knelt on the bed, his erection pointing at
Emily’s opening. Was he going to try to take her like that?


He lay over her back, and might have said something,
I couldn’t quite hear. Whatever it was, Emily spread her legs in response, her
gap growing wider as Antonio licked her neck, her back. His hands dove under
her, no doubt grabbing her breasts, pulling her back against him. 


His first real touch of her erogenous zones drove my
cock up against my pants, and my hand dropped into my lap. I was afraid to free
myself, knowing I’d never last, seeing my wife so obviously enjoying herself.
If Antonio keep dragging this out I’d come before he got to the next level.


Suddenly he spun her around so that they were facing
each other. Emily’s face was now pointed almost directly at me, her eyes bright
and alive, but she was totally focused on Antonio. He grabbed her face and
kissed her hard on the mouth. Her arms reached around his back, returning the kiss
deeply. It seemed to last forever, their legs wrapped together, as close as two
bodies can be.


His cock had to be right up against her. 


The sight of my wife in such a passionate kiss drove
me wild. I’d seen her with another man before, suck another man, even be
fucked. But for some reason, it was the kissing that really got to me. Surely a
woman would be excited by her clit being touched, by having a man inside her.
That was physical. But to be turned on by a kiss meant she was into it
mentally, she was being aroused not only by her lips but by her thoughts.


What was she thinking about? Did I appear in her
mind’s eye? 


Antonio’s voice, demanding. “Say something you have
never said to a man.” 


Emily’s reply was a whisper, but its meaning
amplified its volume a hundred times. “Take me!”


I groaned so loud I was afraid they’d hear me. So
loud that I missed what they both said next. Emily’s eyes focused briefly,
looking my way. I doubted she could see me in the dark, but she had to know I
was there.


Slowly her arm reached out and, reluctantly it
seemed to me, felt for a condom in her purse.


What had they said? Had he wanted to take her
without protection?


Her hand dropped between them, her shoulder moving
up and down. She was stroking him. 


I couldn’t take it any longer and unzipped my pants,
struggling to free my stiff cock. The zipper caught my skin in my haste, and I
thought, fuck it, and awkwardly dropped my pants totally, never taking
my eye off of the other room.


Antonio whispered something in her ear and Emily
pushed into him, and without warning she came, her legs rising off the bed into
midair, shaking wildly, cutting off a moan by clamping her mouth shut. I was
stunned, I’d never seen her come so fast, and as far as I could tell Antonio
hadn’t even touched her clit. The sight of Emily having an orgasm made me
swell, not only my cock but in my head. I loved seeing her get off, and
watching her whole body from a distance was a turn on beyond belief.


Antonio drove his hips forward and Emily gasped,
he’d entered her all at once, right in the middle of her orgasm. Her pussy, certainly
wet, was no doubt still being stretched open. He started to fuck her, a
different man from the one who had performed the long lingering foreplay. No
gentle entrance, now it was all hard and fast.


And that was how I jerked off, hard and fast.


 


 


The position Emily was in felt incredible,
Antonio’s bare skin against her breasts, his powerful hips thrusting into her
spread legs. Her orgasm had been intense, and yet instead of sating her it had
only served to drive her desire. She met Antonio’s thrusts with her own, taking
him deep.


Antonio’s lips were at her ear. “Do you know how I
will make you come again? We will take off the condom. That’s why you are here
with me, no? Your husband has no seed. I am very virile. I have given other
women babies.”


Emily shook her head, hard, yet he had already planted
a seed, in her mind, just as he wanted to plant a seed in her womb. She was so
aware of him inside her, there was something about this position that allowed
her to feel every inch of his shaft as it pressed against her inner walls. And
now her mind filled in a new picture, Antonio shooting inside her, filling her.


“Don’t you think I’d give you beautiful babies?”


This time she could only nod; he was a beautiful
man, of course he would. Her body reacted, her hips pushing into him, now in a
syncopated symphony with his thrusts.


Antonio must have sensed her renewed desire. He
grunted, his hands grabbing her ass, compressing her entire body against him.
Emily’s muscles tightened around him, so connected she could feel him swell, he
was so close. . .


“Yes,” he coaxed. “Let us do this.”


He gave one long, deep stroke, then slipped out,
pushing her hand onto his manhood, telling her what he wanted, that he wanted
her to uncover his shaft, unleash his virility. 


The loss of his girth inside her made her moan, she
needed to do something, and she wrapped her fingers around him. He was
creamy with her juices, another reminder of her lust.


Emily worked frantically to free him from the
terrible artificial barrier, finally tearing off the condom. With a grunt
Antonio drove forward. Emily was barely able to shift her body in time so that
instead of entering her he rode along her clit and up onto her belly.


Antonio growled in frustration and tried to enter
her but Emily grabbed him, her fingers an unspoken apology. She jerked once,
twice, and looked down just as he exploded, his seed shooting up between her
breasts, so powerful, so thick, spurting and spurting, the hot wetness coating
her belly, her hands.


Her arms went around him, the condom in one hand,
her other hand sticky with his seed, and what it represented. She laid her head
on his shoulder, his spasms an earthquake shaking not only his body but hers, and
she pretended he was inside her, him and his seed.


 


 


Emily’s head was thrown over Antonio’s
shoulder, her eyes twitching. He grunted, his back muscles clenching, and there
was no doubt in my mind he was coming, Emily taking him deep, her legs
squeezing hard to milk him. My own hand flew over my shaft, the skin not
encumbered by any condom.


He had beaten me to it, I was so close. . .


Emily’s eyes finally opened. She looked right at me,
and this time I somehow was sure she was focusing on the slit in the door, she
was connecting with me. I’m sure she knew what I was doing, touching myself as
she was getting fucked by another man.


Her hands moved, drawing my eyes, her fingers
rubbing together. A sinewy skin drooped from her hand, the unmistakable blob of
a condom.


In her hand. 


Which meant it wasn’t on Antonio.


My mind recoiled, yet my body reacted totally
differently. I stopped jerking off but my cock twitched in my hand, my cum
spurting out, running down my shaft, a volcanic eruption spewing all over me.


Emily’s eyes widened, she must have heard a sound
I’d let out. My mind was only on one thing, Antonio’s cock shooting his seed
into her while mine did nothing but burn the back of my hand.


The entire time I’d never even seen his face, the
face of the man who had just planted his seed in my wife.


 


 


Emily stared at the crack in the doorway,
not able to see Justin, but knowing he would be watching. Certainly he’d seen
her come. She wished she could see his reaction, knowing how much it excited
him. That’s what had started all this, the idea of him being able to see her
from across the room as she was aroused.


Yet the semi privacy had added an extra excitement
to this tryst. No matter how thrilling this new sexual life of theirs had
become, she hadn’t been ready to be alone with another man. This was the next
best thing.


She listened intently for any indication of Justin’s
presence, but her ears were buzzing with her surging blood. She couldn’t wait
to ask Justin what he had seen, what he had done.


But Antonio was not finished.


“You are an unkind vixen,” Antonio growled in her
ear. “Taking away the ultimate pleasure I could give you.”


Emily smiled, because his words did not match his
tone. Though she had denied his release inside her, he had been satisfied
nonetheless. She dropped the condom, putting it out of her mind, and squeezed
his seed in her palm.


 “I will make you pay for that,” he said, untangling
himself, pulling away and sliding down the bed.


His mouth was on her breasts, no gentle caresses
now, sucking hard. Emily gasped, his sudden change mirroring what he had done
before as he had roughly thrust into her. His mouth pulled at her nipple until
it hurt, then let go just as she was about to yell out.


Her simmering arousal flew to her nipples, bursting
at his face. He chuckled in satisfaction at her reaction, moving to the other
breast, his teeth scraping her nipple. Emily stared, not recognizing her own
nipples, impossibly thick and long.


No longer the teats of a maiden, but a woman with
child.


She pulled him onto her breast, wanting more,
wanting to give. He suckled hard, pulling her nipple deep into his mouth.


She froze, falling into the incredible sensation of
being taken in a new way.


Antonio sucked on her for a long time, but it wasn’t
long enough, because when he finally pulled away Emily grabbed at his head, but
he pinned her wrists to the bed, her arms spread out helplessly, as he once
again worked his way down her body.


Between her breasts, onto her stomach.


His tongue snaked out, his lips smacking, and
Emily’s eyes snapped open as she realized he was licking up his own seed.


For some reason this excited her beyond reason, the
idea of a man tasting himself in this way. It was one thing to kiss Justin
after she’d taken him in her mouth, to put her salty tongue against his,  but
this was so much more—direct. Antonio’s tongue felt different on her
skin, more sinful, most lusting. This was the ultimate proof of how much she
had aroused him, his willingness to lick the results of his explosion.


His licks left her skin hot, and by the time he had
reached her mound she was steaming. He forced her legs apart with his knees,
his mouth grabbing at her hair, her mound. She knew she had to be opened
embarrassingly wide after he had been in her, and yet she arched her back to
welcome his mouth. To her dismay he avoided her clit, but she was rewarded
instead with his tongue driving deep inside her. She stared at the top of his
head, his hair as luscious as he was, watching him lick her, her juices
gushing, forcing him to lap her. He swallowed hard, over and over. He was
taking her inside him, just as she had taken him.


His mouth had to be filled with her—no, not just
her, but himself, the seed he had licked up. His seed. Yet it could have
been any man’s seed, on her, inside her. 


A wicked thought filled her head, a man licking her
after another man had come inside her.


She moaned a vehement, loud denial, the vision was
so twisted, so deviant, but so help her it drove her wild, and at that moment
Antonio, or whoever was licking her, grasped her swollen clit in his mouth and
she exploded, unleashing a flood of newly born juices into his mouth, feeling
sinful yet so incredibly ecstatic as he was forced to swallow, her orgasm
driving her to a height she’d never experienced in her life.


She pressed his head to her mound, feeling
delightfully, blissfully, powerful.


 


 


 


 


I couldn’t bear to watch any longer. I was
angry at what Emily had let Antonio do. He’d experienced what I never had: he
had come in my wife.


And I was ashamed at my arousal at watching it
happen.


I turned my eyes away, pushing back from the chair.
I shut the connecting door, not caring if they heard me. Awkwardly I stumbled
to the bathroom, my pants around my ankles, adding to my shame.


Why would Emily allow it? She had held the condom in
her hand. It certainly hadn’t seemed that Antonio had forced her. She hadn’t
struggled, hadn’t called out. In fact, she seemed to have leaned into his
thrusts. Had she become so caught up in the moment she’d lost control?


I was afraid to even consider the other option, that
she had feelings for Antonio. That this was her way of showing me she wanted to
be with him instead of me.


It sounded crazy, it was so unlike Emily. Yet
perhaps her body was ahead of her mind, willing to act out the truth.


I might have lost her. And it was all my fault,
starting this stupid, risky, dangerous game of hotwife, just to satisfy my own
sexual desires. Emily never wanted any of this.


I’d played with fire, and I’d been burnt.


I tripped my way into the bathroom, snapping off the
light. I didn’t want to look at myself. I washed my hands twice, but no soap
would clear away the scorching evidence of my twisted mind, the mass of cum I’d
let loose watching Antonio shoot inside Emily.


They were probably doing it again right now.


I splashed cold water on my face, soaking my shirt,
not caring. What did it matter what I looked like?


My stomach heaved, my legs grew weak. I had to hold
onto the vanity, and then the wall, as I made my way back to the bed. I sat
down wearily, helpless.


I don’t know how long I sat there, I dared not look
at the clock. The room was so quiet I could hear someone walk by on the
carpeted outer hall, reminding me I was in a hotel room.


Suddenly from the other room came a long whimper,
building to an indistinguishable moan. Emily was in trouble! I jumped up and
rushed to the connecting door. Just as I began to turn the latch the moan
changed in tone, it wasn’t a sound of dismay, but of bliss. A cry of pure
ecstasy which cut into my heart like a dagger.


My worse fears were realized. Emily was having
another orgasm, Antonio no doubt again fucking her, unprotected. I held my
breath, waiting for his grunt of release, but it never came. Or I’d missed it.
Perhaps that is what had driven Emily to such arousal.


I pressed my ear to the wall, a self destructive
desire to hear more. I could make out no sounds now. Perhaps they were
embracing, spooning in post coital bliss.


I retreated to the bed. I don’t know how long I sat
there, completely lost as to what to do. Rush into the other room? It was a
little late for that. Go home? What would that be like, to return to our
bedroom alone?


I was sitting there zombie-like when the connecting
door opened.


 


 


 


 


Antonio was lying next to her, whispering
in her ear, endearing sounds, mixed with smooth Spanish. But none of his words
registered to Emily, because she was staring at the connecting door to the
other room.


The closed connecting door.


A wave of dismay washed over her. She’d be so caught
up in her fantasy, in the reality of Antonio, she’d lost track of Justin. Had
he become so disgusted with her that he had been forced to turn away?


She extricated herself from Antonio, rising. “I have
to go.”


He grabbed her arm. “We have the entire evening.”


Emily pulled away. “Please.” She forced her eyes
from the door. “Antonio, this—you were wonderful. You are
wonderful. But I am a married woman.”


“Married, yes, but not in a cage. Come fly back to
me.” 


Emily leaned over and kissed him quickly on the
lips, a tender kiss, conveying her thanks, yet not her desire to stay. “Thank
you again, for everything. Have a safe trip home.”


“I will be back in the States soon. We will not be
working together, but we can still be together.”


She put her hand on his chest. “No, this was our one
and only time. Go and make your own wife happy. She must miss you.”


Emily stood up, gathered her clothes and shoes, and
without even bothering to dress opened the connecting door without another look
back.






 


“Justin?”


I had still not turned on a light. Emily stood in
the doorway, a silhouette, her face not visible. She was naked.


“Justin?” she repeated.


“Over here,” I mumbled.


The door closed, plunging the room back into
darkness. Soft footfalls on the floor, her clothes falling from her hands. My
eyes had adjusted to the dark, I could probably see her better than she could
see me. I searched her face for any hint of bad news, but all I saw was
concern.


“Are you okay?”


I shrugged.


She put her arm around me. “I did something wrong.”


Now that was an understatement.


I dared not face her, I would break down, or say
something mean. I was angry, hurt, sad. Yet I shared in the guilt of her
transgression. “I should have expected this.”


“I’m sorry. I just got so—. No. No excuses. It was
my fault. This was always supposed to be about us. I screwed up.”


You got screwed, was what I wanted to scream.
You got screwed, fucked, seeded. Maybe impregnated. I thought I was
going to throw up, not just from the idea, but from the fact that very thought
had aroused me over the last few weeks.


“You certainly seemed to enjoy it,” I said, my voice
harsh.


Her lip trembled, her hand hovering over my arm,
perhaps not certain if she should touch me. “I’m so sorry. . .” And
now she did cry, quiet yet body wracking sobs that made me feel like shit.


No matter what she had done, I still loved her. So
it was me who made the first move, who reached for her, wanting to calm her in
my arms. We’d figure the rest out later, what we’d do in our future. For now, I
couldn’t bear the pain of making her sad on top of all my other heartache.


Yet she pulled away from my grasp. “No, wait. . .”


I stood there stupidly with my arms out.


Emily grasped my hand, kissing my fingers. “I need
to get in the shower,” she said. “I want to wash off all of his—what he left on
me—first.”


I heard the words, but they didn’t quite sink in.
“What?”


Her voice cracking, she said, “It’s so stupid, I
just had sex with another man but can’t say it. I’m so weird sometimes.” She
took a deep breath. “He came all over me, and I want to wash it off. There,
I said it.” 


“He what?”


She tried to laugh, but she was still recovering
from her cry. “You want me to say it again?”


“No, I mean, he came on you? Not in you?”


Her eyes widened, her fingernails digging into my
hand. “What?”


“I thought, the condom. . .”


“You thought he—you thought I let him. . .”


I simply shrugged again.


“Justin, I would never—look at me. Look at
me.” She waited until I had raised my head. “I did no such thing. He was never
in me that way. I just—pulled it off.”


I didn’t think Emily would lie about this, but I
still wasn’t convinced. “Why?”


She turned her head away. “I’m sorry for that too,”
she whispered.


Her apology told me everything. “You wanted him to
come inside you.”


“Not him. Just—I. . .I’m sorry. I can’t
lie to you. I fantasize about it. You know I do.”


I did. I’d dirty talked to her about having a man
come in her. This was my fault too. I half turned, hiding my own guilt. Yet
when she started to cry again I couldn’t stand to listen to her pain.


“I do too,” I admitted, to share in the sting.


She shook her head, berating herself.


“No, really,” I said. Then, my voice a whisper, I
added, “What did you think I was doing when I thought he was coming inside
you?”


Her eyes fell to my crotch, and then snapped to my
face, seeing the truth. Now it was my turn to apologize. “I’m sorry,” I said.
“It’s so confusing and complicated.”


We just stayed like that for a very long time, my
mind filled with so many thoughts, no doubt hers as well. Emily recovered
first, a surprising smile splashing across her face.


“I know how to un-complicate it,” she said. 


“How?” I was willing to try anything.


She kissed me lovingly on the lips. “Let’s get
cleaned up, and go back to our own bed. And make a baby.”


 


 


I lay in the bed, warm from the shower, wearing
just my shorts. Emily was just getting into the shower herself. We had passed
each other in the bathroom, strangely reticent.


We were going to have unprotected sex tonight for
the first time. To start a family.


It was a week after the night at the hotel with
Antonio. We hadn’t had sex that night, but once we had returned home had just
lay together, connecting in a new way.


During the week we’d talked, about children, about
our jobs, about timing. It wasn’t the perfect time, but we both realized there
would be no perfect time. We wanted a family, we both agreed. If we let the
schedule rule us, there would always be an excuse.


Yet as I lay there, I had all the second thoughts
I’d had before, the thoughts many men must have. Would I be a good father? How
would it change our lives?


And, of course, the more immediate worry. Would I be
able to perform, to produce the life giving seed?


All my thoughts of seeing Emily taken by another man
haunted me. What if that was some hidden secret that my body knew? That I
wouldn’t be able to get it done, that Emily would have to resort to another man
to get pregnant?


Though we hadn’t spoken about it, there was no doubt
that this new path would take us off the one we had been on, the wife sharing,
hotwife path. By making this decision, we were implicitly making another.


Our sexual experiment, which had gone beyond my
wildest expectations, was probably at an end.


The bathroom door opened, and Emily stood there,
wrapped in a towel. She looked so beautiful, flushed with heat and perhaps
excitement. All my reservations were instantly swept away. This was the woman I
wanted to have kids with.


I held my arms open wide, and she smiled and came to
the bed.


I slipped the towel from her shoulders and pulled
her close to me. “You are the most beautiful woman in the world,” I said, and I
meant it.


“And you,” she said, “are the most handsome, loving
husband a woman could ever want.”


I wanted this evening to be special for her, and I
had considered what to do. I thought about kissing every inch of her body, but
that reminded me too much of what Antonio had done. This was all about us.


In the end, we did what countless other couples no
doubt have done, we reverted back to our old ways, before all the videos, the
exploration, the wife sharing. We kissed, touched, ran our hands over each
other. And when we were ready, she lay on her back, in the traditional
missionary position, and I poised myself over her.


But this time, without a condom.


I won’t try to explain what it felt like. For those
who have been on either the giving or the receiving end, you know what it feels
like. For those who have not, it simply cannot be put into words. The only
concept that comes close is completeness.


After it was over, we did it again, and then fell
asleep. For the first time in months, I didn’t remember my dreams.


 


 


Everything changed for me after that night,
for both of us. We were a new version of our old selves, going about our daily
business, rushing to work in the mornings, quick texts during the day, small
talk over dinner. That was our old selves. The new us was having more sex in
the evenings, not on any schedule. Always warm, loving sex, with the unspoken
thought that any one of those nights might be the night, the night we
had made a baby.


We didn’t speak a word of other men, of videos, of
Dwayne or Antonio or nights at a bar. It was just the two of us in the bedroom,
not even a glimmer of a ghost.


When I went away on a business trip we’d have sex
the night before, and again the night I came home. At first, I was thrilled by
this. After years of Emily needing to reconnect with me after I’d been away
before we could have sex, now we did it as a matter of course. Oddly, after the
third or fourth trip, I found myself a little less excited by the prospect, often
just wanting to go to sleep. It’s a funny thing: finally getting all you wanted
wasn’t quite as satisfying as you thought it would be. Like drooling over a
piece of chocolate cake, but then losing your interest if you had the entire
cake in front of you to eat.


 


 


Emily paused in the drugstore in front of
the family planning display. Family planning, what a innocuous way to
describe what was on the shelves. Mostly condoms, along with lubricant, and
pregnancy tests. She’d only bought condoms one time, and had stopped needing
lubricant. The condoms had not been for her husband, but for Dwayne.


The first week she’d had unprotected sex with Justin
she had run out to buy a pregnancy test. She’d decided not to try to schedule
their lovemaking around her fertile period, as so many women did. She felt it
would take away some of the magic and mystery. Yet the test—that was after the
fact. At first she’d tested herself every week, then every two weeks. All
negative. She understood that it often took time to get pregnant, perhaps even
a year, and yet she was still disappointed.


Maybe there was something wrong with her.


She went to the gynecologist, who pronounced her
healthy. The doctor had repeated the advice to relax and not be in a hurry.
Emily’s mind accepted that, yet it did nothing to change how anxious she was.


A woman about her age walked down the aisle, dressed
similarly to Emily, a work outfit, a jacket, skirt, short heels. She nodded at
Emily and casually reached out to take a box of condoms off the shelf. Not
embarrassed, as Emily would have been. Emily noticed the woman didn’t have a
wedding ring. The woman hesitated, then took a second box and headed toward the
register. Not even hiding her purchase in a basket filled with other items.


Emily had flirted with strangers in a bar, she’d
slept with two other men while her husband watched, and yet she’d never be able
to so brazenly do something as simple as buy a box of condoms without wondering
what people were thinking.


The pregnancy test had been easier. One time, the
cashier, a kindly old woman, had said, “Good luck,” as she had rung it up.
Though the comment was rather personal, Emily had smiled. Maybe it was a woman
thing.


She’d come full circle, from a woman who thought sex
was just for procreation, to loving sex for its own sake, to again having sex
just for procreation. Because every time she and Justin made love, that’s what
she was thinking about. Not about having an orgasm, but I hope I get
pregnant. She was ashamed that often she didn’t even focus on how Justin
was feeling. Only that he finished inside her.


Not once since that night had he come any other way
except inside her.


She fingered the box, deciding whether to do more
tests. On one hand she’d know, on the other, she might be more relaxed. Or would
it be the other way around?


It wouldn’t hurt to have them at home. She gently
placed a box of three in her basket.


 


 


Emily lay curled up next to me in bed,
wearing loose pajamas, her hand on my thigh. It was Saturday night. We’d had a
good day, a nice dinner out. Just ten p.m. and we were already in bed. A year
ago this would be a hopeful night for me, an early bedtime on a weekend meant a
good chance for sex. Even after we’d begun experimenting with our sex life, I
had still looked forward in optimistic expectation to our evenings together. In
the past, I’d often masturbated alone just thinking about seeing Emily react to
my dirty talk, or re-living the evening before, remembering how she’d orgasmed
while we’d watched a hotwife video, or I’d made up some story about another man
fucking her.


But I hadn’t masturbated in over a month. It wasn’t
that I’d lost any interest in Emily; I still loved her and the way she looked.
It was just. . .sex had become almost mechanical. Now that it had a
goal, it seemed more like—and I’m embarrassed to admit this, even to myself—work.
Do X, get Y. 


Emily snuggled in closer to me, indicating her
desire to get physical. I felt like I was watching a movie, not part of the
action, knowing the secret of the guy in the bed, cringing at his response, or
lack of it.


It was too early for me to feign sleep, so I
stalled. “Did you have a nice day?” I asked.


“Wonderful. It’s so nice to spend the entire day
together.”


I absentmindedly stroked her hair. “I’m glad.”


“Are you tired?” she asked.


This was my chance to perhaps avoid having to
perform, but the hope in her voice was impossible to miss. “Just a little.”


“Maybe we can, you know.”


Even after all we had been through, Emily still
could barely say the words. In fact, since we’d been trying to have a baby,
she’d reverted even more to her old self.


I turned toward her, sliding my hand down along her
leg, brushing the soft fabric of her pajamas. Maybe I could mix things up a
bit, go back to having sex just for fun, at least now and then. I kissed her on
the cheek, then the lips, while my hand rode up and down her thighs. 


Her return kiss was full, yet it was a loving kiss,
not a kiss of an excited woman. I continued to caress her, my hand roving over
her thighs, her belly, only briefly touching her between the legs, moving up to
her breasts. My fingers sought her nipples through her top, teasing, gently
pulling.


Normally by now my cock would be rock hard, yet it
hadn’t stirred.


“That feels nice,” said Emily.


I redoubled my efforts, slipping my hand under her
top, cupping her breast. I was surprised her nipple had not yet swelled, she
was normally so sensitive there. I ducked my head to her stomach, pushing her
top up with my chin, clamping my mouth over her nipple, while at the same time
pushing my hand down under her waistband.


My fingers settled over her pussy. Her hips moved,
her body shifted to give me access, and yet—she hadn’t made a sound, her kiss
seemed the same as before, no increase in intensity.


I moved my hand lower, flicking at her clit. Finally
she responded, a hint of a moan. I traced little circles, then sought out her
wetness for some lubrication.


Only there wasn’t any there. For the first time in
as long as I could remember, she wasn’t wet at all. 


This was the ultimate reversion to the old Emily.


I didn’t say anything, just moved my fingers away,
working gently at her nipple, pressing my hand against her mound. Maybe I
hadn’t warmed her up enough. And besides, I needed more time myself, I was
still totally limp.


Perhaps Emily had noticed something wrong, because
she shifted to the side, reaching her hand between my legs. I was embarrassed
to have her discover my condition, so I subtly moved away, covering the motion
by turning Emily so that she was facing away from me in a spoon position.


I don’t think I’d ever felt so much at a loss with a
woman in my life. 


 


Emily immediately sensed something was
wrong the minute she tried to touch Justin. He’d always said this was one of
the most exciting experiences for him, the first touch, a thrill not lost even
long after they’d been married.


She allowed herself to be turned away, Justin
cradling her in a spoon. At this point she’d expect to feel Justin’s erection
pressed into her, but tonight there was nothing, no evidence he was in the
least bit aroused. 


She was warm, ready, at least emotionally. As for
her body, she wasn’t quite so sure. Over the last month or so she’d reacted
differently during their lovemaking. She loved Justin, she wanted to be with
him, she wanted him inside her. And yet, something was missing. A few weeks ago
she started secretly preparing herself by rubbing lubricant inside herself
before Justin had come to bed. She didn’t think he’d noticed, but she felt
guilty about that, which was why she hadn’t tonight.


She started to reach for him again, but hesitated.
The last thing she wanted was to embarrass him.


Her first thought, as always, was that there was
something wrong with her. That Justin had lost interest. Foolish, but it was
what a woman usually did, blame herself, see herself as the problem.


Yet Emily was smart enough to understand what was
going on. After totally changing their lives with wild sexual exploration to
overcome their staid physical relationship, they were back to where they had
started.


In a rut.


 


 


I pressed my chest against Emily’s back, my
arm thrown over her, my fingers working her breasts. Tight as I was against
her, I kept my groin pulled back, not wanting Emily to discover my lack of an
erection. Instead, I concentrated on getting her excited. Maybe I could rub her
into an orgasm and she’d be content. I’d still have to deal with my own lack of
arousal, but one thing at a time.


Again I pushed my hand down under her bottoms. And
again, as I touched her, I met only dryness.


It wasn’t just me who was wasn’t aroused.


Being a guy, I thought of it as a problem to solve.
That’s what guys do. So I redoubled my efforts to get her excited. If I did
that, I’d probably take care of my own lack of response as well.


I kissed her hair, her neck. I nibbled her skin
while I continued to caress her body. Gently I spread her thighs, letting the
back of my hand brush her folds. I increased the pressure, cupping her pussy
with my palm, then turning my hand over, bumping my knuckles over her clit,
back and forth.


Emily made a little moan, yet it seemed forced, like
it was what she felt she should be communicating instead of her body taking
over.


Frustrated, I flicked at her clit, or tried to.
Normally by now she’d be inflamed, her clit flushed and protruding. Yet I had
to spread her open to find her tiny nub.


I kept at it, not willing to give up, wide awake and
alert, intent. My lips found hers, demanding. Emily kissed me back; it was
obvious she wanted to keep going, and yet neither of our bodies were
responding.


I was reminded of the early days of our marriage,
Emily knowing this was what married women did, trying as hard as she could to
please me, going through the motions. Back then I would have been quivering
with out of control desire, I would often come the minute she touched me. 


Now, I couldn’t even face having her touch me,
having her discover I was limp.


I was desperate. There was only one thing left to
try.


Tentatively, I said, “Maybe if we. . .”


 


 


Emily willed her body to respond. She was
awake, she wanted to make love, she wanted Justin to feel good. Unlike the
early days of her marriage, now she wanted sex. She knew how good it
could feel, for both of them.


Yet she felt like a plastic doll, hard and cold and
dry.


She kissed Justin harder, even initiating a French
kiss, her tongue darting out, pleading. Justin’s hands were on her, yet with
every touch she cringed, not wanting him to feel how unready she was. She still
hesitated to touch him, for fear of what she would discover.


In the back of her mind she realized there was one
thing that might work. She could fantasize, she could imagine herself with
another man, Justin watching. Yet she fought going down that path, just as she
had on other nights. That wasn’t a fantasy to have when you were trying to get
pregnant.


She tried to shake off her thoughts, yet she was
haunted by how aroused and hard Justin had been when they had talked about her
with other men, when he had seen her with other men. Maybe Justin needed that
fantasy too. She didn’t dwell on that disturbing idea, that he could only get
hard with such a fantasy in his mind. 


Suddenly she realized that perhaps Justin was doing
exactly what she was. He was forcing himself not to think about it, for
all the right reasons, and yet the pressure of being pure of thought was
getting in the way of his arousal.


She slipped her hands between his legs. His manhood
was soft, proof of his confusion at best or disinterest at worst.


There was only one thing left to try.


In gentle desperation, she said, “Maybe if we. . .”


 


 


They had both spoken at the same time.
“Maybe if we. . .”


“You first,” said Emily.


“No, go ahead,” said Justin.


To Emily, he sounded relieved. His fingers stopped
moving on her. Her own hands were still pressed between his thighs. Yet now
that he was waiting, she couldn’t bring herself to voice her idea. “I just. . .”


“What?”


“Nothing.” She just couldn’t voice her thoughts.
“Maybe we are both tired.” Emily cringed, that had slipped out. “I didn’t mean
you, I meant me. . .”


“No, that’s okay. Me too.” Justin hugged her
tightly, a warm embrace. 


“What do you think is the matter?” she asked.


Justin hesitated before replying. “We might just be
trying too hard.”


Emily could accept that. It made sense, and it was
far preferable to any alternative. “That’s probably it.”


There was a long silence, and Emily thought Justin
would leave it at that, but he said, “We’ve faced this before. Way back.”


“I know.” Although it hadn’t been the same, not
really. Back then, she had been the only one who had not been aroused. Now it
was Justin as well. She asked, “Was that what you were going to suggest? A
video?”


“Is that what you were going to say?”


Emily felt the first stirring between Justin’s legs.
“Or something.”


“Like what?”


She ran her finger along his thigh. “I’m sure you can
imagine.”


“I have a good imagination.”


Emily didn’t respond right away, but continued to
roll her fingers over his skin, shifting closer and closer to his manhood,
giving him time to go wherever he wanted in his mind.


And as he did, she couldn’t help but guess what he
might be fantasizing about. . .


He began to harden in her fingers, sending a thrill
right to her heart. “Tell me what you are thinking,” she whispered.


His body stiffened, his hips rising off the bed,
pushing toward her hands. “You,” he replied.


She squeezed him gently, stroking with just her
thumb and middle finger. The head of his erection pushed into her palm. “Just
me?” she prodded.


He shook his head, but did not reply, giving Emily
her answer.


And, in an odd way, released her from her self
imposed exile from the fantasies that most excited him. And most excited her.


“It’s okay,” she whispered. “You can say it. I want
you to say it.”


“Are you sure?” Justin’s voice was a confused mix of
concern and desire.


“Yes. Say it. Tell me what excites you.”


Justin shifted toward her, bringing the welcome feel
of his hardness onto her lower back. His lips brushed against her ear. “I get
excited thinking about you getting excited. Especially when you are
excited about another man.”


Emily hadn’t let go of him, stoking him, making him
harder and harder. “You mean when I’m thinking about another man?”


“Not just thinking. But with. When you are kissing
him.”


She turned her head, her lips opening, demanding a
kiss, returning it with a moan that she didn’t have to fake. “Like this?”


“Yes, kissing him, kissing him like you want to. . .”


“What?”


Now it was Justin’s turn to moan. “Have him touch
you. Suck on him.”


“What else?”


Justin drove his tongue into her mouth. “Get fucked
by him.”


Emily moaned again, twisting in the bed, spreading
her legs. His words didn’t need to paint a picture in her head, she was way
ahead of him, getting herself ready to be taken. “What are you doing during all
that?”


“I’m watching.”


“Are you touching yourself?”


“Yes.”


Emily was jerking him hard now, just as she knew
he’d be touching himself if he was watching her. He’d told her as much, and
she’d seen it too. And it aroused her tonight as it had then. Justin jerking
off in the other room as she’d been with Antonio. Justin masturbating as she’d
been with Dwayne.


She didn’t want him to masturbate tonight though.
She wanted him inside her.


“That turns me on so much,” she admitted, and she
guided his hand between her legs.


“You’re wet,” he marveled.


“You’re hard.”


“What got you so wet?”


Emily hesitated just a heartbeat. Yet she couldn’t
fib, they were clearly in the same fantasy. “Thinking about you. Watching me.”


“Watching you what?”


His fingers probed inside her, her legs opening to
give him access, to show him her complete arousal. Her heart pounded in her
chest, not only for what she was thinking, but for what she was about to
confess. “Watching me with another man.”


“What’s he doing to you?”


“He’s touching me. He’s making me wet.”


“Like this?”


Justin pushed his fingers inside her, Emily shuddering,
her body coming alive. “Yes. . .like that.”


“Is that what’s making you wet? Him touching you?”


“And. . .knowing you are watching.”


“He’s getting you ready, isn’t he? And you are
getting him ready, you want him to be really big, don’t you?”


Emily moaned into his mouth, ashamed, Justin knew
her too well, he had uncovered all her newly discovered secrets.


Justin  rolled on top of her, the tip of his shaft
on her belly, pointing directly at her womb. No, she still had him in her
hands, she was pointing him at her womb.


“You want him to fuck you, don’t you?” prodded
Justin.


She shook her head, not sure if she was reacting
without thinking or if this was part of the game. “No, he can’t,” she
said.


“Because you are married? Or because he isn’t
wearing a condom?”


Emily gasped. It was exactly what she’d been
thinking, but hearing it out loud stunned her. She shouldn’t be thinking about
other men now, being inside her, no barrier between them.


“Maybe you’d like that,” Justin said, pushing his
hips forward, driving his rock hard stiffness between her fingers. “Having
another man inside you, unprotected. Do you ever think about that? Does that
excite you?”


Emily shook her head again, but couldn’t get her
voice, the truth not letting her speak a denial. She had thought about
it, yes, and it had excited her. A lot. But that was before, not
now, not when she wanted to. . .


“It’s okay,” whispered Justin. “Show me.”


And she did, so help her, she pushed his shaft down,
and even though she jumped with excitement when his hardness slid across her
clit she kept going, spreading her waiting folds, pointing him at her opening.


“Is this what you want?” said Justin. “You want this
man to fuck you, unprotected?”


Emily moaned again, pulling him forward, but he held
himself at bay, letting it build. “Please,” she whispered.


“Please what?”


His hot shaft quivered in her hand, harder and
thicker than she had ever remembered him. She pulled at him, the head now at
her entrance.


Her arms went around his shoulders, her legs
spreading as far as possible. Earnestly, passionately, and yes, lustily, she
cried, “Please make me pregnant!”


And with a roar that didn’t sound at all like her
husband he drove into her, blissfully, into her wetness, pushing through the
last vestige of tightness, into her totally unprotected depths.


Her mouth opened, reflecting her body’s willingness,
her desire. She pulled him as close to her as she could, wanting all of him,
outside, inside. He drove harder and harder, and she only wanted more.


Within moments he grunted and she held her breath,
wanting to feel every single spasm as he emptied inside her. Only then did she
let herself go, and for the first time in her life came without being rubbed or
by a single motion of the man on top of her.


Whoever he was.


 


 


I think I can look back on that night as
when our relationship changed yet again. For one thing, we were back on the
path we’d temporarily forsaken, the path of sexual experimentation, of talking
dirty and watching videos and making up stories about Emily with other men. All
of what had been set aside, by unspoken mutual consent, when we had decided to
start a family.


In one fell swoop we’d returned with a vengeance.
And with that return my libido was reinvigorated, I was horny all the time for
Emily. We had sex almost every day, even in the morning before work. Sometimes
we talked about our fantasies, about other men with her. But often we didn’t
say a word, yet I suspected what thoughts she harbored. And I suspected she
knew what I was fantasizing about. This shared realization, that we were both
having the same fantasies, was in itself exciting. Often I had only to speak a
few words, like “Does he have a big cock?” or “I’m watching you,” to make Emily
moan and her eyes flutter.


But what really, really pushed Emily over the edge
was when I’d say, “He’s going to come inside you!” She’d dig her fingers into
my ass, my back, claw at me in delirium, holding her breath, especially if I
was actually shooting inside her.


As bizarre as that sounds, it is what turned both of
us on.


Perhaps it was because we’d finally admitted what
we’d been thinking, or at least accepted that our fantasies could continue even
through this phase of our lives. We were relaxed enough to be excited, if that
makes sense.


And so we fucked like rabbits.


 


 


 


 


 


Emily leaned over the weight bench, slowly
curling back the dumbbell, concentrating on her form. The first time she’d done
tricep kickbacks she’d barely managed do to five reps of a two pound weight.
She’d been pleased when she’d worked her way up to ten reps of five pounds,
only to find out that she’d been doing it all wrong, cheating by swinging her
arms. It had been Damian who had corrected her, who had taught her, just as he
unknowingly had awakened her terrible secret lust for other men, especially
black men.


Damian had sensed her secret desire, yet she’d never
given in. Not with him, anyway, though she’d surrendered to him many
times in her fantasies.


In a way it was a good thing Damian was her
husband’s boss. That way she could never allow herself to succumb to his
magnetism, to his cocky yet arousing confidence.


Just thinking of Damian made her heart beat faster.
Just because she would never be with him didn’t mean she couldn’t fantasize
about him now and then. It was a fantasy she’d never shared with Justin. Even
with Justin’s awareness of her desires, she didn’t think he ever even
considered her with Damian.


She remembered how in this very gym Damian had laid
his hand on her back, guiding her, pushing his manhood into her, evidence of
his desire for her as well. Her mind had boggled at how large she thought he
would be.


Her repetitions sped up. She had to force herself to
slow down, getting hot from more than the exercise. She could almost hear his
voice. . .


“Nice form.”


No, that isn’t what he had said. He had criticized
her form. It sounded so much like Damian, a trick of her mind.


She turned in mid stroke, her ass thrust out. And
there he was, in the doorway, as big and cocky and handsome as ever.


Emily froze, blood rushing in her ears, drowning out
the sound of the other women in the room, the clang of the weights, the music. 


Damian was unabashedly staring at her, totally
unconcerned. He was wearing an outfit similar to what she’d seen him in before,
tight football like pants, a skin hugging top. Every inch of visible skin on
his arms and legs was ripped with muscles. His smoothly shaven head shone with
a thin veneer of sexy sweat, like he was hot just for her.


Emily fought for control, seeing him smile, as if he
had discerned her prior thoughts. With a great effort she turned from him and
finished her set.


As she shifted to the other leg, she said, “You know
you’re in the women’s weight room.”


“I looked for you in the men’s weight room, but you
weren’t there.”


Emily blushed in spite of herself. Embarrassed at
how she had made that mistake the first time there, and yet inwardly thrilled
at Damian’s admission he’d been looking for her. He could have been making it
up, but it still made her shudder.


She felt his eyes on her body, at her butt pointing
in his face. She closed her eyes, and yet could not shake the image of him.


Still without turning, she said, “I guess I have to
thank you, for correcting my ignorance.” And for unleashing wild, crazy,
sinful thoughts about you.


“It’s good to hear you say that.”


Emily finished her set, not even feeling the
weights. Her body burned, but not from the workout. She sat on the bench,
wrapping a towel around her neck, trying to not look at him. She failed, her
eyes moving to the doorway, just to catch a glimpse.


Busted. Damian’s eyes were locked on hers, as if he
had been waiting for her to look. His face broke into a smug smile.


She glanced around the room. Every women she could
see was looking at Damian, some with surreptitious glances, others plainly
staring. Every single one.


What were they thinking? Did some of them lust after
him? Did all of them? How would they look at her, the obvious focus of his
interest? 


She felt stifled, she needed to escape. But that
meant getting past Damian. She stood up, stretching like she didn’t have a care
in the world, but her legs shook. Crossing the room, she felt the other women
turn. Look at her, that hussy! She’s going after him!


Which is exactly what she herself might have
thought, at one time. Now her thoughts would have been Look at her, she’s
going to get him, she’s so lucky!


Damian’s huge bulk blocked the doorway, and he made
no move to let her by. It was exactly what he had done when they had first met,
when he had pulled her from the pool, dripping wet.


But that was a different Emily.


Still shaking with desire, but not cowed, she stood
in front of him, feigning an impossible calm, and waited.


Long moments passed, their eyes in sexual combat,
Emily suspecting every woman in the room was watching.


He was the one who spoke first, and Emily felt a
surge, it was as if she had won a contest. “What do you want?” he asked, his
voice dripping promise.


“Just to get by,” she said, fully aware that he
could read her bodily signals, which screamed a desire entirely different.


“Is that all?”


Emily placed her hand on his chest. It was hard and
hot, a stallion after a hard gallop. Or in heat.


She pushed. There was no way she could make him
move, but after a second he relented, just enough to give her space. She
squeezed past him in the doorway, forced to push her body up against his. She
visibly shook, her body quivering so hard he had to feel it too.


The hallway was empty, giving her a modicum of
privacy. She turned to him and whispered, “I know what you want. You want me. You
want me to admit that I want to be with another man, with you. And you want me
to say that I want to be with a big black man.” 


Her head swooned as Damian’s eyes widened in
surprise. Before he could reply she stood on her toes, almost as if she was about
to kiss him, bringing her lips close to his. “I have a secret to share with
you. I’ve already had another man. More than one, actually. One of them was a
very big black man. Big in every way. Much bigger than you.”


Emily lingered to let the words sink in, her hand
back on his chest.  “So you’ll have to leave me alone, and that goes for my
husband as well. No more sending him off on trips he doesn’t need so you can
try to seduce me. No more leering at me in the gym. If you do all that I say,
maybe, just maybe, I’ll change my mind. But if I do, I’ll be the one to call
you.”


Her fingers dug into his rock hard pecs, a signal of
her new confidence, her warning, and perhaps, her promise.


She walked away without looking back, unsure of only
one thing. 


There was no way he wasn’t as big as Dwayne.


 


 


 


I zipped up my stuffed travel bag. Although
I was likely going to be wearing the same outfit of jeans and work books every
day, it had been harder to pack for a three month trip than I had expected.
Much of the time I would be out on the newly designed oil rig I’d helped
design. Given it was the first time this rig was being deployed, I’d be on
constant call, getting it ready and monitoring performance. I’d been warned
that I might not get home at all during the entire three month or longer
startup.  I hoped that wasn’t the case, but I planned for the worst.


“Justin, what about this?” Emily came into the
bedroom, holding up one of those high tech drip dry tee shirts she’d bought me
for jogging. 


“The bag’s pretty full, but it’s a good idea.” I
wasn’t going to have it anywhere near as tough as the roughnecks and drillers,
but I’d be in hot conditions.


“I’m going to miss you,” said Emily.


“We talked about this.”


“I know. I didn’t mean anything by it. It’s the
longest we’ve been apart.”


“Just think of how good things will be after this,
though. If all goes well, I’ll get the bonus, and get started on designing the
next upgrade. There’s a chance I won’t have to travel for six months, maybe
longer.”


Emily hesitated, then said, “We’ll need to make sure
that’s the case.”


I frowned. “Well, nothing’s one hundred percent, you
know how my boss Damian is. He gets something in his head and he can’t let go.
If he decides I need to be somewhere to take care of a problem, I don’t have
much say in it.”


Emily looked like she was going to say something,
then sat down on the bed. She looked upset.


I stopped my packing, moved the bag off the bed and
sat next to her. “What’s the matter?”


“Nothing. I just—now that we. . .” 


I took her in my arms, understanding. Now that
we’ve decided to have a baby, she meant. Three months apart meant we
couldn’t be having sex. “We’ve waited this long, a few more months will be
okay,” I said soothingly. “Besides, I always said I wanted to be around when
you were pregnant.”


She nodded into my neck, but her petite body was
tense.


I couldn’t think of any words that would make the
reality of her disappointment go away, so instead I said, “I still have a few
hours before I leave for the airport. . .”


 


 


Emily lay amidst the pile of Justin’s
clothes, better than a security blanket. She should have been worried about
wrinkling what he still had to pack, she should have felt selfish for wanting
to have sex again before Justin left for the airport. But all she felt was a warm
glow, their last joining before he would be away.


He’d finished inside her, as he had for the last few
months. Maybe this would be the time. She’d always wondered if she would know
when the magic happened, but other than hope, each time felt the same. Wonderful,
complete, yet with no certainty. She’d stopped the weekly pregnancy tests,
shifting to once a month, carefully marked on her calendar. She’d take the next
test in two weeks.


She cuddled closer to Justin. “Thank you.”


“No, thank you.”


It was an old joke, but a new one for them, at least
over the last few months. She smiled. She’d miss this too, the closeness.


Justin stroked her hair. “Can I do anything for
you?”


Emily understood what he meant. She hadn’t had an
orgasm. She’d read about men’s infatuations with women having an orgasm, and
still couldn’t understand it. Sure, they were great, but this was a different
kind of great. “I’m good.”


Justin rolled on his side, his hand pressed between
her legs, the pressure against her mound an intimate embrace. “I know how to make
you better.”


She placed her hand over his but turned away so he
would not see her reaction. She wondered again if Justin realized she’d only
been having orgasms lately when he talked dirty to her. When he made up stories
about her with another man. Or told her how much he had been turned on seeing
her at the bar flirting. Or seeing her with Dwayne or Antonio.


Justin had done this dozens of times, yet she’d
never tired of hearing it. Every time it began, she imagined it had to be another
woman, it couldn’t be her doing those things. But by the end of the story Emily
would be back in the moment, back with those men, feeling their heat, her
response in the past triggering her response in the present, never failing to
arouse her. To make her come.


This was a special day, their last time together
before Justin left. Emily didn’t want to spoil it with thoughts of other men.
But Justin’s fingers caressed her sensitive spot, and it had a mind of its own.
She squeezed his hand in an attempt to signal her satisfaction, but it only
served to signal him she wanted more.


And she did. Now that it was all in her head, it
couldn’t be shaken. She knew this from experience. She’d given up any hope of
fighting it, of fighting her desires, her fantasies. Her needs.


Justin nibbled on her neck and whispered in her ear.
“It’s going to be hard for you, isn’t it? Three months?”


Emily knew where he was heading, but tried one last
time to shift the conversation. “I’ll miss you.”


“I think you’ll miss more than me,” he said. “You’ll
miss this too.”


She knew what he meant, not just his fingers on her,
being inside her, but the dirty talk. “There’s the phone.”


The stubble on Justin’s chin scraped her neck as he
shook his head. “Probably hard to do, I don’t expect there’s much privacy.
Besides, cell phones might not work.”


His fingers dipped into her, pulling her wetness
over her folds, onto her clit, the sudden change in friction both lessening the
immediacy of her nerve endings but at the same time exciting her, reminding her
how wet she was, and why. “I’ll be okay,” she said, pressing his hand harder.
“I can always do this. But you have no privacy. . .”


“Why else would I need privacy?” he teased.


He wanted her to say it, it turned him on, her
talking dirty. “So you can touch yourself,” she whispered.


“Now why would I do that?”


“Because you missed me?”


“Of course. Why else?”


“Because. . .you miss talking to me.”


“About?”


Emily shuddered. She pressed her hips forward, into
his hand. “Because you miss talking to me about other men.”


“What about other men?”


“About them. . .” that was normally as far
as she would go, Justin usually picked up the story from here. But perhaps she
was still being selfish, oddly incomplete even after their sex. She continued:
“About them having sex with me.”


Justin’s fingers stopped, he was probably surprised.
A stirring of his shaft against her thighs made her smile. And keep going.
“About them fucking me.”


Justin groaned and pressed into her back, his
erection growing, plowing up the crack in her butt. She shuddered again, his
tip so close to her tight rear opening. Not that, she thought. Not
today. But truth be told, she secretly missed it, him being in her back there.


She’d even fantasized about other men taking her that
way. 


“Is that what you’re going to be dreaming about when
I’m gone? Other men fucking you?”


Emily surrendered, spreading her legs, giving him
all the access he wanted. “Is that what you want me to be dreaming about?”


“No.”


That surprised her. “No? You don’t want me to be
fantasizing about that?”


Justin shifted on the bed, his erection back between
her legs, slipping on her smooth thighs. “No. I want to be fantasizing about
you actually doing it. Getting fucked.”


He drove into her in one thrust, her wetness easing
the way. Emily’s mouth opened wide, in shock, in amazement, in arousal. The
enormity of what he said washed over her, the idea of being with another man
when he was gone. “No,” she murmured, but her body was responding to his words,
her mind no longer had any control. And what little influence it did have only
fanned her flames. “No. . .”


Justin thrust into her again, pulling her against
him, squeezing her tight rear hard so he could reach deep. His fingers flew
over her clit, her hand still on his, at first slowing him down, then along for
the ride, then guiding him with reckless abandon.


“Say it,” growled Justin.


“No. . .”


“Say it! You want to get fucked, don’t you?”


“Not like that, not like that. . .”


“Maybe you’d rather be on your back? With your legs
around him? In the perfect position?”


Emily moaned, his meaning obvious. The perfect
position to get pregnant. She shook her head, protesting, “No, no. . .”
even as her clit swelled, her juices flowing over his shaft, onto his fingers.
The wetness making her think of a man’s seed. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes. . .”


Justin groaned and she knew he was close, he must
have been so aroused, he had come just minutes before. Her hand was a vice on
his, using his fingers to rub herself, pushing back against him, wanting him as
deep as possible. 


“He’s fucking you,” said Justin. “I won’t be able to
see it, you’re going to have to tell me everything. Did you suck on him to make
him hard? Did he lick you to get your ready?” Justin pulled out of her almost
all the way, and then buried himself deep, holding himself steady, waiting for
her.


She was right on the edge, dreading his next words,
yet still wanting them. “All of that,” she whispered.


Justin punctuated his next words with long, deep
thrusts. “Did. He. Come. In. You?”


Emily held on as long as she could, her muscles
contracting around him, holding her breath. His first spasm sent her over the
edge, out of control, her orgasm competing with his, taking over, her entire
body shaking, thrilled that he had come again in her, that by itself extending
her orgasm, aftershocks so overwhelming she had to push his hand away she was
so sensitive.


This time felt different.


They lay like that for a while, both of them
panting, her legs squeezed together, not wanting to give him up, either his
seed or his presence.


“Told you it could be better,” said Justin.


Emily squeezed his hand in reply.


“You know, if you. . .if you need to, when
I’m gone. . .”


She smiled. “You know I do, sometime.” She felt him
stiffen. Even though she couldn’t see his face she knew something was wrong.
“What is it?” she asked, turning her head. His face was a mixture of confusion.


“When I’m gone, you. . .”


“You do too, right? Touch yourself?”


“Oh, right. Sure.”


Now it was her turn to frown. “What did you think I
meant?”


“Nothing, just. . .”


Her eyes opened wide in shock. “You think I had sex
with other men when you were away? For real?”


“No, not really, just when you said that. . .”


“Oh.”


Justin plopped on his back, looking up at the
ceiling. “Three months is a long time. So, if you, you know, want to. . .”


Emily couldn’t believe her ears. “Justin, I
couldn’t. I just couldn’t.”


“You have before.”


“That was different. You were there.”


“But we talked about maybe someday you going on a
date, doing it without me there.”


They had, and it had excited her. But talking about
it and doing it were altogether different. 


Of course, that’s what she’d thought when all this
had started. Just harmless fantasies, played out in their bedroom. There was no
way she’d actually have real sex with another man.


Yet she had.


“It wouldn’t be the same,” she protested.


“Why not? What difference does it make if I’m
sitting at home waiting for you, or sitting in a hotel room in another city, or
out at sea on an oil rig?”


Emily opened her mouth to argue. No words came out,
because she couldn’t think of what to say. Of course there was no difference. 


“All I’m saying, is if you feel you want to, or need
to, I’ll understand. As long as you tell me everything. Even if it is after the
fact.”


Emily finally found her voice. “Justin, I don’t
think I could.”


Justin must have noticed how she had so quickly gone
from I just couldn’t to I don’t think I could. “I just wanted to
let you know it would be fine with me,” he said. “You can think about it.”


Emily closed her eyes, accepting the reality that no
doubt she would do just that.


 


 


The first week Justin had been gone wasn’t
as bad as Emily had expected. In some ways it was just like any other work trip
he had taken. She ran around getting extra errands done, ate a few dinners out
with her girlfriends, went to the gym. For the first few days Justin was in a
hotel, not yet on the rig, so they were able to talk every night.


The topic they had discussed before he had left had
not come up, but it had hung in the air. At least that’s how Emily felt. For
his part, he asked about what she had been doing, which was normal, although
she wondered if he was secretly hoping she had gone on a date, or was planning
to.


Already.


The second week started off fine. Emily was at home,
cleaning out the walk in  closet, when her sister Lisa called. Emily continued
to rearrange clothes as they caught up.


Lisa said, “I talked to Dwayne today.”


Emily stopped what she was doing. Dwayne. Her
first lover besides Justin. “What does Antoine think about you and Dwayne
talking?” Antoine was Lisa’s live in boyfriend.


“He’s cool. Besides, Dwayne was really calling about
you, not me.”


“Me?” Emily’s voice had a little squeak in it.


“He was away for a while, a last trip before
starting his new job. Not far from you, as a matter of fact.”


“And you’re telling me this why?”


“He wanted me to tell you that he was quite smitten
with you.”


Lisa paused, and Emily was wondering what to say.
Was she supposed to tell Lisa to pass along to Dwayne that she thought about
Dwayne in return? That she masturbated thinking about him? That sometimes when
Justin was making love to her, she was fantasizing about Dwayne? Fantasies
often coaxed along by Justin? 


Emily countered with, “That’s nice of him to say.”


Lisa burst out laughing. “You’re still the sweet
one. Listen, I’m not trying to pry anything out of you, and I don’t think Dwayne
is either. He’s too sure of himself to need compliments. But he did mention
something about unfinished business with you.”


Emily was still foolishly holding a handful of
hangers. She leaned back against the wall, suddenly faint. Unfinished
business. Dwayne had wanted to have more sex with her that night; he had
been ready to go again.


And she might have, if it had not been her first
time with another man. She’d been so worried about how Justin was going to react
after the reality of what she had done had truly sunk in.


“Emily, you there?”


“Yes, yes.” The wall behind her was hard, and Emily
leaned into it, just as she’d been pressed against the wall by Dwayne in the
hotel room.


“Do you want to be with him again? What do you want
me to tell him?”


Yes! her body screamed. Emily could feel Dwayne’s
hands on her, pressing. “It doesn’t matter what I want,” she admitted. “Justin
is away. I couldn’t do anything.”


“Does that matter?”


Which was basically the question Justin had asked.
It didn’t, but it did.


Emily closed her eyes, imagining a conversation with
Justin, telling him about Dwayne wanting her again. Maybe that would be enough,
just pretending. If she could even reach Justin at all.


Her hand was between her legs, and she pulled it
away, embarrassed even though she was alone in a closet. 


Lisa must have sensed Emily’s internal struggle,
because she said, “Dwayne’s new job is at Park Hospital. He’s going to be a physician’s
assistant. If you want to see him, you can call me, or reach him there.”


Emily didn’t remember the rest of the conversation.
She had dropped her phone, shoved her hands down her yoga pants. Spread-eagled
against the closet wall, she furiously rubbed herself, thinking about Dwayne.


 


 


I was back in my hotel room after a long
day at our satellite office. This was the last night I’d be here before
checking out and moving to the rig for at least a month, if not longer. Even if
I managed to get some time away, I probably wouldn’t be able to make it cross
country to go home. Just a few days in the local office, and then back to sea.


I looked around the room. Nothing much to do; I just
had to throw my clothes in my bag the next morning. My other suitcase had been
sent ahead to the rig.


I dialed Emily, but the home phone went right to the
answering machine. We really didn’t need the home phone, but it had an odd
sentimental value to me—the first time Emily and I had phone sex, she’d been on
the home phone. Any time we’d had a sex talk since then, we’d done it the same
way. It seemed even more personal. And given what was going on with cell phone
hacking, more private.


With the time change it was well past work hours for
her. Maybe she’d gone out with her girlfriends. I decided not to call her cell.


Being apart so long was going to be hard for both of
us. I’d be busy, but I knew I’d miss her. Weeklong trips were one thing, every
minute so filled the days flew by. This would be different. 


And now that we were having great sex again, I knew I’d
especially miss that. Emily seemed to have been into it even more than ever,
well beyond her interest in getting pregnant. Obviously it had to do with our
shared fantasies.


I started to get a little aroused thinking about it,
so I tried the phone again. Maybe I could talk her into one last night of phone
sex.


Still no answer.


I paced the room like a frustrated animal in heat.
Where was she? Maybe she’d taken up my offer, and was on a date. Would she do
that so soon after I’d left? Without telling me? Maybe it was going to be a
surprise for my last night before leaving. Could that be it?


My mind filled with all the possibilities. Emily at
a bar. Letting men fight over her. Being taken away by the winner. Kissing him
in the elevator on the way to a hotel room.


I needed release, my cock straining against my
pants. I sat in the chair, pretending I was watching them on the bed. No, there
wouldn’t be a comforter. I jumped up and pulled it back, exposing the sheets.
Still not right. I turned off all the lights except for the bathroom, left the
door ajar, and messed up the sheets.


Then sat back down in the chair, stroking myself,
pretending the bed had just been used by Emily, and she was now in the shower
with her lover. The fold in the sheets, was that a huge wet spot? The sounds
from the bathroom, were they doing it again, in the shower? Was she on her
knees, sucking on him? 


When my phone rang I was so into the fantasy that I
fully expected it to be Emily, calling to tell me about her date. I shot my
load before the third ring.


 


 


A few weeks later, Emily sat anxiously in
the home office, staring at the blinking dot on the computer. She was early for
her skype with Justin, but she really needed to see his face, to talk to him.


They had been emailing, and now were trying the
skype. Justin had warned it might not work that well, the internet from the rig
relied on a satellite dish that was hard to keep aligned. 


When the connection was finally made, she sighed
with relief. “Justin!”


The image was small and jerky, but his smile made it
all worthwhile. “Hi Emily. How are you?”


“Good, great, now. Everything okay there?”


“Fine. No problems.” The video jumped out, then came
back, fuzzy. “Except for communications. We might only have few minutes, the
sea is really choppy.”


“Okay. I—.” Emily wasn’t quite sure what to say, and
how to say it. “I miss you,” she said instead.


“I miss you too. It will go by fast.”


Emily wasn’t so sure, but she said, “I hope so.”


They made small talk, speaking fast, unsure of how
long the connection would last. The video started to drop off more frequently.
“We probably should sign off,” warned Justin.


“Just a minute, I need to tell you something.”


“What is it?” His voice was filled with interest.
“This isn’t so private.”


“Well, in that case. . .”


“You could give me a hint,” he said. “Is it
something we talked about?”


“Yes, it is, I—.” 


Justin leaned closer to the camera, his eyes
sparkling. 


Oh my gosh, Emily thought. He thinks I’m
going to tell him about a date!


She opened her mouth to speak, not sure of what to
do. She was so afraid of telling him now with that on his mind. And the more
she thought about it, what she had to say was far better done in person. “Yes,
it’s something we talked about,” she said. “A lot.”


The video cut out, glimpses of Justin interspersed
with a black bar. “I understand,” he said, his voice breaking up.


“I love you,” she said, her voice breaking as well,
but not from the connection.


 


 


Over the next few weeks, Emily was busier
than ever, making to do lists, running errands. In the evenings she spent a lot
of time in the gym, burning off her pent up energy. She had not run into Damian
again. She was alternately relieved and disappointed about not seeing him.


The evenings were terrible. She dreaded the empty
house, the empty bed. A few nights she actually slept on the couch, waking up
with a stiff neck. She left extra early in the morning, just to get out of the
house, afraid if she lingered she’d be lonely, and then she’d end up
masturbating.


That might not be so bad, but she was masturbating
at night as well. Her hormones were raging, she’d never been so continually
aroused in her entire life. Even at the height of her exploration with Justin
she’d never been so insatiable. If Justin had been there he would have
certainly worried something was wrong with her. Could a man have too much sex?


She watched sex videos. Reread the comments about
the video they had posted, still a favorite on the site. Used her dildo. Every
time she’d finish with a huge orgasm, yet noting sated her.


Saturday afternoon, she looked around the house. It
was spotless, nothing left to clean. Even the garage was organized. It was cold
and damp out, not good for a walk or a run. She dreaded the coming winter. It
was much warmer where Justin was. 


Which gave her a great idea. Why hadn’t she thought
of this before? She got on the computer to check flights. Justin was scheduled
to come off the rig on Monday for a few days. She could fly there, surprise
him. Even one night would be fun. She could tell him then.


Just as she had found a flight her incoming email
flashed. A message from Justin.


Just wanted to let you know that my schedule
changed, we have to troubleshoot a problem on the rig. Won’t be off as planned.
Will send more details later. Love you.


She threw back her head and closed her eyes,
stymied. 


With shaking hands, she sent a quick reply, then
stared at the blank screen.


She had to do something.


 


 


An hour later, Emily was walking through
the pedestrian mall downtown. The sun had peeked out, and though it was still
cold, it felt good shining through the massive glass atrium. She had parked in
the garage and left her coat in the car, doing her little bit to extend the
warm weather, even though she was indoors.


She’d never been to this area. The walkway led to a
gallery of stores and then into a huge shopping mall at the far end. The other
direction led to another series of walkways and a skyway to a modern gleaming
building, Park Hospital.


I’m not here because Dwayne works there, she
told herself. I just wanted to see the mall.


Yet two hours later, after she’d visited ten stores
but hadn’t bought a thing, Emily realized she was lingering. Ashamed, she went
back home and fought the urge to touch herself.


And lost.


 


 


Three days later, she was back at the mall again,
this time during her lunch hour. Worse, she’d stopped at the mall on Sunday and
on Monday night, once going so far as to walk through the hospital lobby. She
was being foolish, that was for sure. What was she going to do if she ran into
Dwayne in the lobby? It wasn’t like she needed to see him in the flesh to
conjure up his image in her mind, she had been doing it practically every
night. 


And what excuse would she have when Dwayne asked her
why she was there? No matter what she told him he would know.


She didn’t want to really do anything. She
just wanted to catch a glimpse of him, actually hoping he didn’t look as well
as she remembered him, so she could get him out of her head.


Her work heels clicking on the tile, she made her
way purposefully along the skyway, down the stairs, and into the hospital
lobby. Nicer than most other hospitals she’d been in, but really the same,
people checking in, others waiting. She realized Dwayne wouldn’t be out here,
he’d use an employee entrance.


Finally comprehending she was teetering on being a
stalker, she shook her head and went back to the mall. She’d grab a bite to
eat, then go back to work, never to step foot in here again.


Relaxed and laughing at her obsession, Emily picked
up a cobb salad, considered, then asked for extra chicken, really hungry after
a week of an unsettled stomach.


As she was looking over the vast selection in the
drink refrigerator, a deep voice behind her said, “Sometimes it’s hard to
choose, isn’t it.”


She froze, her hand on a bottle of juice. That
voice.


She turned, and there he was. Dwayne. The same broad
chest, the same wide shoulders, the same cocky grin. His hair was much shorter,
but other than that, he looked the same as what she had remembered.


No, he looked better.


“What are you doing here?” she blurted.


“I work over there.” Dwayne jerked his head toward
the hospital. “But I assume you know that. What are you doing here?”


“Eating lunch.”


Dwayne’s eyebrows arched. “They must make a mean
salad. For you to come all the way across town.”


“I—how do you know where I work?”


Now he was grinning widely. “I didn’t. You just
admitted as much.”


Emily was still holding the juice. Her hand grew so
hot the condensation ran over her fingers. Trembling, she set her tray down on
the nearest table. Should she ask him to join her? Continue with the farce that
she was there just for lunch?


They could eat. Maybe he’d say a few nice words,
make her feel good. She could go back to work. Or he’d say something obnoxious,
which would break the spell.


That might be even better. It would free her from
her desire.


She sat down, she had to, because her legs were
trembling. Maybe Dwayne would just leave, take all the pressure off her. 


“You started work already?” she asked, stalling for
time to decide.


“Not yet. Just here for paperwork. Picking up test
results, stuff like that.”


She bit. “Test results?”


“Yes, they require STD and HIV tests.” There was a
pause, and Dwayne added, “Clean as a whistle. Ready to go.”


Emily’s eyes shot to the next table, but the couple
there were speaking a foreign language and didn’t seem to be paying attention.
The café was so packed maybe no one noticed her and Dwayne.


Yeah, right. Her maybe, but no one would miss
Dwayne.


She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye as
she fumbled with the foil packet of dressing. He was wearing a button down
shirt, yet it was far from corporate, the material a smooth black silk that
hugged his body and accentuated his muscles. She felt his presence hovering
next to the table, wondering what everyone was thinking, reminding her of how
Damian had ogled her in the gym.


His huge hand came into view, engulfing hers, taking
the dressing packet away. “It’s always easier if a man opens it up,” he said.
“Things can be so tightly packaged.”


Her fingers were lost in his, a momentary grasp that
made her feel constrained, held down. She tried to pull her hand away, but for
some reason it seemed to take a long time, her motions slow.


She dropped her hands in her lap, not daring to look
up.


Dwayne tore open the packet and poised it over her
plate. “Where would you like it?” 


She couldn’t speak, her eyes locked on his fingers.


“Some women like it in one place,” he continued,
squeezing a healthy dollop on her chicken. “Others like it in two places.” He
dropped more on the side of the plate. “Of course, you might be a woman who
likes it,” he crushed the packet in his hands, shooting a thick flow of white
goo, “everywhere.”


Emily licked her dry lips, her hands pressed between
her legs, embarrassed less at what he was saying than in her inability to
respond as she should, which would have been to slap him, or stalk off. Or
both.


When she looked up, he was watching her, waiting.
Discarding all pretense, she whispered, “I can’t.”


“Of course you can.”


She met his eye, summoning her confidence. “I won’t.”


Dwayne didn’t seem fazed. “Want to bet on that?”


Emily glanced away, as much to cover her uncertainty
as to check for eavesdroppers. Lowering her voice even more, she said, “What I
did, what we did, it wasn’t just for me. It was for me and my husband.”


Dwayne shrugged. “I knew that.”


“And he’s not here.”


“So what are you saying? That if he was here, you
would?”


Emily started to speak, stopped. What was she
saying? After Dwayne, she’d been with Antonio. She and Justin hadn’t really
ever said they’d never do it again; they’d just put it on hold while she
tried to get pregnant. . .


“It doesn’t matter,” she countered. “Justin isn’t
here.”


“You could call him.” Dwayne pulled out his cell
phone. “Here, you can use my phone, give him a thrill when my ID pops up on his
screen.”


Emily cringed, yet she knew he was right, it would
drive Justin wild. “He’s away. On a trip.”


Dwayne grinned. “Maybe even better. We’d have more
time. Think of the story you could tell him.”


Emily had grabbed onto her napkin without realizing
it, scrunching it in her fingers. That would drive Justin wild as well, her
telling him about a tryst, a tryst with a big black man. And before he had
left, Justin had told her it would be okay, that she could be with another man
while he was gone. She had sensed his offer was not just for his excitement,
but for her excitement.


For her need.


Dwayne waited with a confident patience. He had the
ability to look totally at ease standing there, seemingly doing nothing, self
assured. He was handsome and powerful, but beyond that, his magnetic aura
flowed around him and over her.


The sounds of the café grew to a roar in her ears,
and yet inside her head it was so quiet she could hear her heart pounding, she
could feel tiny droplets of perspiration on her arms. She ignored everything
except Dwayne, it was just the two of them. No, the three of them, because
Justin was still in her mind, in her heart. What would he want?


The answer came to her immediately. 


From the beginning, Justin’s desires had been not
just about him, but about them. About her. About giving her what
he alone could not. About satisfying her in every possible way, including
sexually. Justin wasn’t upset by her enjoyment of other men, he was happy for
her. It had brought them even more together as a couple, their marriage
stronger than it had ever been. It sounded impossible, yet she knew in her
heart it was true.


Resolved, and certain, she reached into her purse
for her phone.


“Calling your husband for permission?” asked Dwayne.


Emily poised with her finger over the screen. “You
say you know about me and my husband, but you still don’t really understand.
You see, I don’t need permission. That’s the trust we have.”


She saw a change in Dwayne’s eyes, as if he were
reappraising her, and perhaps Justin. She punched up the number for her office.


“Cindy? I’ve had a bit of an emergency come up. No,
nothing terrible, it’s actually good, I just have to deal with it right away.
So I’ll be late getting back from lunch.” Emily looked up at Dwayne, and she
was thrilled to see she had surprised him. “On second thought, I might not make
it back today at all.”


She clicked off and stood up, leaving her food
untouched on the table. She’d never in her life uttered the words Your place
or mine, and stifled a laugh as the idea came to her. 


“Let’s go,” she said.


 


 


The loud click of the door shutting behind
Emily made her jump. Though she’d had plenty of time to change her mind—on the
drive over, in the parking lot, following Dwayne up the walkway to his
apartment, the snap of the lock had still startled her. This was real.


“Can I get you a drink?” asked Dwayne. “Wine?”


The first response that popped into Emily’s mind was
This isn’t a date. But she bit the words off. Dwayne was just being
polite. The last thing she needed was alcohol on an empty stomach; she had
enough butterflies to launch her into space. Instead she said, “Just a little.”


The apartment was nice. Modern and sleek, serving as
a backdrop for an intriguing selection of African art and pottery. Three large
painted masks hung on a wall behind the sofa, savage and powerful.


Emily studied a clay figurine to hide her
nervousness while Dwayne got her wine. She was fidgeting, alone in another
man’s apartment. For some reason this was far more personal than being in a
hotel room. And there was no Justin to watch, to help if need be.


What was she doing here?


Dwayne was at her side, handing her a glass of wine.
Even in her heels he towered over her, relaxed and commanding in his own place.
Emily held out her hand for the glass, but her fingers didn’t have the strength
to grip it, she was shaking. Dwayne’s strong hand covered hers, holding it in
place. Yet the rest of her body trembled, with trepidation. With nervousness. 


With desire.


This was why she was here. This reaction. And
of course, he was why she was here.


A line of framed photos filled one shelf. Two cute
boys were in most of them, some with Dwayne. “Your kids?” she asked.


“Yep. Those are the ones I know about. I have some
others too, women who wanted me to help out in that department, if you know
what I mean. Mostly white women.” Dwayne paused. “All nice and healthy, I hear.”


Emily shuddered. Dwayne was proudly telling her
about his virility, how he had planted his seed in other women, how he had made
them pregnant. He was trying to sound matter of fact but Emily could tell from
his tone that he was turned on by being a bull.


His words and her thoughts tingled her belly, and
she put her hand there, feeling the warmth. It took her a long moment to gather
enough control to turn around to face Dwayne.


She wondered if she looked okay. Just that thought
was frightening, and oddly erotic. Worrying if she looked attractive enough for
him. She’d worn a normal work outfit, a plain navy blue skirt suit over a
simple blouse. Her simple white underwear. Pantyhose. She hadn’t dress for this.


There was an old saying about never wearing torn
underwear in case you got hit by a car. Maybe that saying needed to be revised.
Never wear ugly underwear in case you had a chance to have unexpected sex.
In the middle of the day.


She must have smiled, because Dwayne said,
“Something funny?”


“Just a thought I had.” Emily took a long sip of the
wine. “This is good,” she said, although she barely tasted it. Her mind was
totally consumed by nerve endings other than taste.


“I’m all about good.”


“You have a nice place,” Emily said, moving away
from him, not sure what to do next. She glanced down a hall, which probably led
to the bedroom. “It’s big.”


“Three bedrooms. One of them I keep for my nephew,
he stays with me here sometime. He just turned eighteen, I already got him a job
at the hospital.”


The mention of bedrooms made her think: How many
other woman had Dwayne had here?


What should it matter? This wasn’t a date, she
wasn’t looking for a boyfriend or a husband. All this delay, all these wasteful
thoughts. She was here for one thing only.


She set the wine down and took off her jacket. 


By the time Emily turned Dwayne had crossed the
room. She fell into his arms, her mouth reaching for him, no hesitation, easier
and faster than it should have been. Perhaps it was because she had been with
him before, or perhaps it was her hunger, her yearning, held at bay for weeks,
smoldering, threatening to explode since she had first heard Dwayne’s voice
earlier.


His arms were around her, lifting her clear off her
feet, he was hungry too, and this thrilled her, this powerful man wanted her.
Dwayne’s mouth engulfed hers, his kiss too rough, demanding, but Emily didn’t
care, it was more proof of his desire. She kissed him back, hard, echoing his
want, communicating her own. She dangled in the air, trusting his strength, as
his tongue drove into her mouth.


This wasn’t the kiss of a husband, or even a lover,
this was the kiss of a man who took what he wanted.


She was powerless, even her forceful kiss having no
effect, whether she kissed him or fought him off it would be the same, he would
get what he wanted. He picked her up, and she thought he was going to take her
to the bedroom, but instead he carried her to the white leather sofa. In one
smooth motion he sat, holding her in his lap, their mouths still locked.
Emily’s skirt rode up her thighs where his large hands held her, she didn’t
care, overwhelmed by the lightning immediacy of his touch and assault.


Dwayne’s fingers dug into her thigh, his hand under
her skirt, where no man’s hand other than her husband’s should ever be, and
just that thought sent a wave of heat from where he touched her right into her
loins, her inner thighs on fire. He had put his hands on her with no warning,
no foreplay, no request, he’d put his hands there because that’s where he
wanted his hands to be. He could do whatever he wanted to her, in this private
place, and they both knew it. No one even knew where she was.


Her arms were around his neck, she couldn’t get
enough of his lips, pulling his head toward her, her breasts crushed against
his hard chest. She rubbed herself against him, forcing his caress, already wishing
she was naked against his skin. 


Her motion shifted herself in his lap, driving
against a hardness. His erection, impossibly pushing through his clothes and
her layers, underwear, pantyhose, her bunched skirt. It grew under her,
threatening to lift her right off his lap.


She was turning him on!


Of all her discoveries from her sexual exploration,
this was still the most surprising, the most amazing, the sheer thrill she got from
arousing a man. Feeling him harden, feeling him tense, feeling his raw emotion
through his mouth, emotion being forced from him in grunts and a loss of
control. She’d felt this when she’d flirted with men in the bar, when she’d
been with Dwayne and Antonio.


Her entire body trembled with the thrill, the
implied power. She was doing this!


And yet, she wasn’t really in control, she was at
the mercy of this big powerful man. And that too aroused her beyond belief,
beyond comprehension.


Two conflicting emotions: being in charge, and being
taken.


Emily pushed her hand under her leg, reaching for
him, wanting to touch his manhood. She was all twisted up, her legs over the
end of the sofa. In frustration she slid off his lap, just as Dwayne pushed her
away, his shove forcing her to the floor, between his legs.


The tumble shocked her, one minute embracing him on
the sofa, hands and mouths connected, the next minute thrown to the floor.
Dwayne stared down at her, making her breath catch in her throat, this helpless
position reminding her of where she was, the risk.


She’d undressed him the first time, but somehow just
the difference of sitting on a bed and being on the floor was so. . .vulnerable.
The spike of her heel dug into her painfully, her twisted blouse tugged at her
breasts, her neck ached from looking up.


And yet. . .


She wasn’t here to make love, she was here for sex.


“Do it,” said Dwayne.


And whether it was because he ordered her to, or
because she decided to, it didn’t matter. She unbuckled his belt, released the
button, unzipped his fly. Grabbing his pants she pulled, but he made no effort
to lift his hips to help.


Dwayne was making her work for it, making her admit
how much she wanted it.


Emily pulled at his pants so hard she bit her lip,
finally freeing them over his hips, hearing his deep chuckle. Before his slacks
had cleared his knees his thick erection had smashed her in the face. 


The last time she’d been with him she had gingerly
kissed the tip, she had slowly worked her way to accepting him. Today, she
hungrily took him in her mouth, not a heartbeat of hesitation, wanting to feel his
thickness, his heat, wanting to taste him.


Her first touch of his bare skin was his cock in her
mouth.


His cock. Not his erection, not his shaft,
not his manhood. His cock. In her mouth. 


She moaned, her hum adding to the vibration in his
shaft. She wrapped her hands around him, both of them, heat against heat. Her
tongue ravished the head, the lip, along the slit, the opening where his seed
would emerge. Her stomach flipped from just the thought of powerful jets
shooting into her. Virile jets.


Emily still hadn’t spoken a word since she had
kissed him. Words were a waste now, she had far more pressing uses of her
mouth.


His thickness amazed her, as it had before, but even
her memory was nothing compared to the reality of him in her mouth. Not only
the thickness, but the sheer length. He’d made her gag the first time, and now she
waited for his hands to be on her head, forcing her down, dreading it and yet
wanting it.


When she could wait no longer she straightened up on
her knees, bent her neck, and forced her own head down onto his shaft, making a
cup with her tongue. His helmet pushed against the roof of her mouth, his
thickness puffed her lips, she had to breathe through her nose, and still she
kept going, the tip now against her throat, deeper, deeper. . .


She choked, pulling her head away, gagging for air,
hearing Dwayne’s laugh over her gasps, infuriating her, yet her need was so
great that instead of stopping she drove down on him again, trying to relax her
tongue, her throat, now room for just one of her hands on his shaft, deeper,
now just three fingers, two. . .


She gagged again, fought to hold on, her own hand on
the back of her head, pushing herself down, one finger, the musk from his balls
filling her nostrils, her lips reaching out to touch his stomach. . .


Her throat constricted, strangled, she pulled away,
her mouth dribbling on his shaft, sucking in huge gulps of air, her mouth
stretched the same way he had stretched her pussy, overwhelming, painful, and
yet arousing beyond belief.


“No one ever took it that far,” said Dwayne. “You are
a great cock sucker.”


His nasty, condescending words only drove Emily’s
desire, her mouth back on him, stroking, now wanting only one thing, to please
him. Not only for him, but for herself.


She was on her knees, hot and sweaty already, fully
clothed, unabashedly sucking on another man’s cock.


If Justin could only see her now.


The idea of Justin watching sent a hot shiver right
to her pussy. She pretended Justin was there, watching. She moved her hair over
her ear, so he could see her face better, so he could see her sucking this huge
black cock.


What would Justin want now? What would arouse him so
much that he’d touch himself, that he’d masturbate right in front of Dwayne?


Justin would want to see Dwayne inside her, he’d
want to see Dwayne fuck her.


Justin would have to wait.


Because now Dwayne’s hands were in her hair, proof
of his surrender to his own arousal, telling Emily it felt so good he couldn’t
hold back and just watch. He growled, not a warning, but a demand, spurring her
on. She wrapped her fingers around his hard sacks, making her dizzy with the
thought of his seed.


She had to get out of her clothes, she was dripping
with perspiration and desire, yet she couldn’t bear to let go his cock.


She squeezed his balls and sucked him harder,
wondering how far she could go before it hurt him, but Dwayne only thrust his
hips harder into her mouth, wanting more. She used one hand to massage the
rough skin of his sack, the other to jerk his shaft, faster and faster, her
mouth puckered and tight on his skin. She squeezed her legs together, trying to
give her clit some relief. Frustrated, she groaned around his shaft, and all at
once he stiffened, thickening, his fingers digging into her hair, demanding. . .


Her hand flew, she lifted her head to see his face,
he was almost ready, she could feel it, so exciting, she didn’t care how many
women had sucked him, she didn’t care that she was on her knees, she didn’t
care who Dwayne was thinking about and so help her she didn’t care that Justin
wasn’t there, all that mattered was that his cock was in her mouth,
right here and now.


So focused was she, so unbelievably aroused and
thrilled as she felt him swell, that the meaning of a new sound behind her
didn’t register, a click that didn’t click in her brain, because at that moment
Dwayne groaned and his shaft flushed with a new thickness, flowing upward like
a python, her mouth caught between the desire to keep tightly clamped and the
need to prepare. He erupted into her, the salty sweetness filling her mouth,
her sensations. She was barely able to savor the mouthful before the next
spurt, forcing her to swallow. 


The sound behind her finally connected with
understanding. Someone else was in the room!


She didn’t have enough sensations left to be stunned
or embarrassed, Dwayne was shooting into her mouth, his shaft spasming, her
throat constricting with the thick seed.


A stranger was watching her! 


She couldn’t have turned even if she had wanted to, because
Dwayne grabbed her head and held it in place. “All of it,” he muttered.
“Swallow all of it.”


And she did, she would have even if he hadn’t
demanded it, yet she was painfully aware that she had an audience, not Justin,
who could it be? Another woman?


Emily had never had a negative thought about another
woman, but all she could think of right now was screw her. This man is mine.
This cock is mine.


This cum is mine.


And without turning around, she milked Dwayne’s
shaft for every drop, swirling her tongue in her mouth to make sure every taste
bud was coated.


Long after he finished she held him in her mouth,
her tongue riding across his slit, lingering, kissing. She’d almost had her own
orgasm from the thrill of making him come, from her legs being pressed together
so hard. 


And perhaps from being watched.


Her knees hurt, her neck was stiff, but still she
didn’t get up.


The person behind her spoke. No woman at all. “Hey,
Uncle Dwayne.”


Emily’s eyes widened in shock. Dwayne’s arms were
splayed along the sofa, his entire body relaxed, lying like a sated Roman who
had just been serviced by a slave.


“Yo, Jackson.” Dwayne’s smug smile widened. “Meet
Emily. Want to join the party?”


 


 


Emily spun around, or spun around as well
as she could while on the floor. She pressed her back against the front of the
sofa, as if that could hide her, her hands frantically pushing down her skirt. 


Standing before her was a tall young black man with
beautiful sheer ebony skin, his refined features reminding her of the smooth
African pottery on Dwayne’s shelf. The young man didn’t seem at all surprised
to see Emily there. Whether that was because of his confident maturity or
because he was accustomed to seeing woman giving oral sex to his uncle wasn’t
clear.


Emily had never been so humiliated, yet for the life
of her, she couldn’t understand why, given what she had been doing. How could
you be humiliated after hungrily sucking a man’s cock after he had practically
forced you to the floor?


Or perhaps she wasn’t humiliated because her mind
had jumped to consider the promise of Dwayne’s words.


No. No. No. Jackson was too young.


“Don’t just stand there, Jackson, give Emily a hug.
Although I’d suggest you don’t kiss her right now.” Dwayne’s laugh shook the
room.


Jackson seemed to be as frozen as Emily was. Yet he
didn’t look away in embarrassment. Instead, his eyes roved over Emily’s body.
Emily shied against the sofa, stricken with the sudden desire to kiss him, he
was that beautiful.


“Maybe I should come back,” said Jackson.


“Don’t be a fool. In fact, I have an idea.” Dwayne
leisurely stood, pulling up his pants. He reached down and took Emily by the
wrists, standing her up. Emily couldn’t have resisted even if she wanted to. What
was she going to do, stay on the floor?


Dwayne twisted her around to face Jackson, his arms
around Emily’s waist. “I was thinking that the job I got you was a good
eighteenth birthday present. But who wants a job for a birthday? How about a tight
little hot woman instead?”


Emily didn’t believe her ears. She struggled to get
away, but her struggles were halfhearted. Not that it mattered, because Dwayne
held her tight with only one hand. 


His other hand came up to cup her breast. “She loves
this,” he said, squeezing, his fingers flicking her nipple.


Emily bent over, trying to escape, less from his
embrace and more from the embarrassment of being aroused. Dwayne had done this
to her in front of Justin, brazenly groping her, and now he was doing it again.


She’d loved it then, and so help her, she loved it
now, as embarrassing as it was. Justin had offered her to Dwayne, and now
Dwayne was offering her to Jackson.


Still, she felt obliged to say, “Stop it, no. . .”


Dwayne ignored her, seeing right through Emily’s
hollow denials. “Jackson is a virgin,” he whispered loudly. “Think of the gift
you’d be giving him. He’d remember you for the rest of his life.”


“I’m no virgin,” Jackson huffed.


“Getting blowjobs from high school girls don’t
count,” said Dwayne. “This is a real woman. And I think she’d give you more
than a little head, although I got to admit, she’s real good at that.”


Emily twisted in Dwayne’s strong grip, her eyes
darting from him to Jackson. She should have been appalled, but she’d been so
worked up and turned on making Dwayne come in her mouth that her body
smoldered, unfulfilled. It was as if she had worked hard for a pot of money,
only to have it snatched away from her, but then replaced by an even larger pot
of gold.


Or in this case, a black diamond.


Jackson tried to act nonchalant, typical of his
youth, but his eyes never left Emily. He blatantly checked her out, starting
from her legs, up to her tiny waist, to her perky breasts, her lips. Emily
stood up taller, barely noticing Dwayne’s hands falling away. 


Timidly she looked down, a hint of the old Emily,
shyly on display. The heat between her legs hadn’t been extinguished by the
interruption, only held at bay. Now it came roaring back, forcing her to raise
her head.


Jackson was staring into her eyes. Emily was indeed
a woman, because she could feel his desire clear across the room. He wanted
her.


And she wanted him.


 


 


Jackson was trying to be cool, but the
sight of the pretty woman was hard to resist. He’d been with white women, but
his uncle was right, just blowjobs, he could get one anytime. He still hadn’t
done the full deed. The chicks in high school would easily give up a suck job,
but most kept the good stuff for boyfriends. Or were giving it out to anyone
with a dick. Those chicks hadn’t interested Jackson at all.


This woman was different. For one thing, she
was older. Shit, she might be ten years older than he was. She also dressed
different. Like a woman he’d see going into an office building. Her hair was
pulled back tight, she had on a skirt. Women he knew didn’t wear many skirts,
it was usually jeans or shorts, unless they were out clubbing, in fuck me dresses.


And she could barely meet his eye, shy like. She was
small all over, thin. He’d got a good look at her ass, because when he’d come
in she’d been sticking it in the air, sucking on her uncle’s dick. He’d never
seen such a tiny ass.


When his uncle turned her around and squeezed her
tit he got a good look at her front and her face. Perky like. She moved like
she didn’t want to be there, half fighting, but her heart wasn’t in it. She
didn’t make a run for the door. In fact, when his uncle let her go, she just
stood there, almost posing for him.


Jackson knew his uncle had a lot of women, he’d
heard them in the bedroom. No big deal. A few mornings he’d passed them in the
hall, in their bra and panties, sometimes giving him a look. Not hos, that
wasn’t his uncle. His uncle didn’t need hos, he could get all the women he
needed. Jackson hoped he ended up like Uncle Dwayne.


He wouldn’t mind a hand me down at all.


 


 


Emily felt Jackson’s heat and desire, even
though he was trying to hide it. He looked so young, yet she had dated Justin
when he was only a few years older than Jackson. Right now she felt pretty old.
It wouldn’t be right, having sex with Jackson.


Listen to her. She’d just given oral sex to
Dwayne. What was really different about it?


Jackson shifted from foot to foot, still trying to
act nonchalant, like he wasn’t really interested one way or another. Dwayne was
silent, his hands no longer on her, but Emily felt his bulk behind her.


She could leave right now. That’s what she should
do. Her eyes glanced toward the door, then back to Jackson. 


How would Jackson feel if she ran out? No doubt he’d
feel terrible, that he’d been rejected. It wasn’t like she was selling girl
scout cookies. She’d willingly been on her knees.


Emily had never even thought about a younger man.
Dwayne and Antonio were both older than Justin. Other men she’d fantasized
about had been her age or older. Jackson was too young.


No, he was a man. 


And. . .a virgin.


Which put him in a new light. Emily remembered what
it was like being a virgin. Listening to the stories her girlfriends told,
mostly horrifying first times. So bad that they often didn’t even count their
first time, instead choosing to remember their first good sex as when
they had lost their virginity. Emily had been lucky; her first time had been
with Justin.


Was it true for men? Would they want their first
time to be special? Would they always remember their first woman? Would they be
hurt or disappointed if it wasn’t great sex?


Emily realized she’d never been with a virgin. She’d
never thought about it until this very moment. 


Justin had made her loss of virginity special. Even
with all that had happened since then, she’d never, ever forget that wonderful
night.


Maybe she could do the same for Jackson.


She smoothed down her skirt, standing up tall. She
reached for her wine and took a big gulp, swirling it around in her mouth
before swallowing. Then finished the rest of the glass, emptying her mouth of
the remnants of Dwayne’s seed. Cleansing herself.


She crossed the room and was thrilled to see
Jackson’s eyes widen as she took his hand.


Sure of herself now, she said, “Jackson, why don’t
you show me your bedroom?”


Jackson’s hand was as big as Dwayne’s, his fingers
long and lean, like his body. His grip tightened around hers as he led her down
the hall.


Dwayne called out, “Hey Jackson, did you get your
test results?”


“Sure did, Uncle Dwayne. Slick as a black cat.”


Dwayne’s laugh echoed down the hall. 


 


 


Jackson felt different with this woman. It
wasn’t like the high school chicks, ending up in the back of a car, getting
some head. Or over at a friend’s house, doing it in the basement. Sometimes
alone, other times, a bunch of guys getting it at the same time.


He’d never had a woman in his room.


He kept it pretty neat, but he still was pissed he
hadn’t picked up his clothes from yesterday off the floor. His football jersey
was thrown over a chair. Fortunately the jockstrap and tights were in the
hamper. The bathroom door was open, he hoped he hadn’t left it a mess.


Jackson wondered if he was worried about all this
shit because it was the first woman who had been in his bedroom, or it was
because she was older.


“This is a nice room,” Emily said.


“Uh huh.” Normally Jackson was smooth with women. This
one had him a little tongue tied. Every part of his body was tense. All except
his dick, which strained painfully against his pants.


“What you saw in there—,” she began.


He shrugged. “Don’t worry, it’s cool.”


“You see that a lot?” she asked.


“Nah. I mean, he’s been with women, you know, but I
never walked in.”


Emily glanced away, but when her eyes came back to
his they were bright. “How did it make you feel?”


Jackson didn’t know what he was supposed to say. Did
she expect him to be embarrassed? Was she making fun of him for being a virgin?


Yet there was no hint of condescension in her face,
so he told her the truth. “It was kind of hot.”


She bit her lip, then smiled and put her small hand
on his chest. Her touch made his dick jump, he wanted to throw her down on the
bed and do her. Yet something held him back.


“I’m glad,” she said. “I—I like it when someone
watches.”


It was then that Jackson finally noticed the rings
on her left hand.  A diamond and a wedding band.


“You’re married,” he blurted.


“Very.”


Jackson knew all about affairs, but he’d never been
part of one. He couldn’t help but ask, “Do you do this all the time? Fuck
around on your husband?”


She made a tsk tsk sound and briefly put a
dainty finger to his lips. “That’s not a question to ask a lady. But if you
must know, I don’t. Not all the time, anyway. I’ve been with your Uncle Dwayne
once before. In fact, he was my first—other man. And my husband knows.”


Jackson couldn’t believe it. “He knows? About
this?”


“Well, not about today, but he will. I’ll tell him
everything.”


“Shit, he must be some kind of wimp, letting a good
looking woman like you—” Jackson stopped. He didn’t want to put her down, she
was too hot, he wanted to fuck her.


“It’s not like that,” she said, heat in her voice.
“And if you say anything bad about my husband, I’m leaving. Do you understand?”


Jackson didn’t, not really, but he nodded anyway. No
way he’d let his woman fuck around. Married or not.


“I was like you,” she said. “I mean, I was sure that
there was only one way to look at life. Not imagining there was another whole
world out there. Not for a minute believing I could do certain things. And
yet,” she spread out her arms, as if offering herself up, “here I am.” 


She waited, and slowly Jackson nodded. He still
wasn’t sure he understood exactly what she meant, but it wasn’t important,
especially as her firm boobs were pointing right at him. He’d never wanted to
grab a tit more than he did right then.


“My husband is no wimp,” she continued. “In fact,
he’s the strongest man I know. Remember that when you get older. It takes
incredible strength to trust the person you love.”


The emotion in her voice pulled Jackson’s eyes away
from her tits. She was looking at him earnestly, perhaps waiting for her words
to sink in. He wondered what would happen next.


 


 


Emily was shaking with desire for this
gorgeous young man, but she felt she had to get that straight. About Justin.
She truly believed what she said, that only a strong man, a confident man,
could allow his wife to do what she had done, what she was doing.


And she did want this to be special for Jackson. There
was no need to rush.


Jackson still seemed hesitant. Emily never thought
of herself as having a strong personality, yet Jackson seemed in awe of her.
Some semblance of her newfound confidence, perhaps.


She took his hands, and while staring into his eyes,
placed them on her breasts. He hesitated ever so briefly, then squeezed, too
hard, way too hard, yet Emily leaned into him, wanting it to be good for him,
the pain balanced by the excitement of his raw yearning. His wide lips parted,
the tip of his tongue visible, and Emily stood on her toes and kissed him,
pushing her tongue into his mouth. Jackson was so tall she tottered in her
heels, her neck straining, yet she so wanted to feel his lips.


He kissed her back, hungrily, clumsily, like the way
she might have kissed in college. She suddenly felt so much older, more mature,
more skilled. Her head flooded with the rush, for the first time in her life
she was the one who was the one with the experience. 


She’d had more intercourse than Jackson had.


Emily reeled with the very idea. It gave her an odd
sense of self-assurance, of boldness. She reached down and felt for him, no,
she grabbed at him.


His shaft was hard, pointing straight up. Her
fingers dug into the top of his jeans and the head was right there,
sticking out of the waistband, stiff as a sword.


Her hand on his bare skin set Jackson off. He spun
her around and pushed her down onto the bed, falling on top of her, tearing at
her clothes.


“Slow, slow. . ” Emily said, but her own
hands were grabbing at his shirt, pulling it over his head, revealing his
lithe, tight torso and abs. His waist was impossibly slim, not an ounce of fat
to be seen. He knelt over her, staring.


“Your turn,” said Emily.


Jackson fumbled with the buttons of her blouse,
pulling it free of her skirt. Emily wished she had worn a nicer bra instead of
the plain white one. Yet Jackson didn’t seem to mind, he was reaching behind
her to undo it, and Emily smiled as he struggled with the clasp, reaching back
to help him.


Jackson stared at her breasts, then bent his mouth,
driving for her nipple, no foreplay, his exuberance a joyful pleasure. He
sucked her nipple, Emily arching her back to meet his mouth as she got the
first real sexual touch on her skin since she’d been in the apartment.


Jackson sucked harder, bordering on pain, yet Emily
pulled his head to her breast, her nipple hardening, she had a sudden image of
releasing through her teat, as if she could come that way, shoot into his
mouth, fluid, milk. . .


She moaned, the image so sinful, yet so erotic, she
was the older woman, her breasts filled, needing release. Jackson kneaded her
other breast, his long fingers cupping her totally.


As he shifted his mouth to her other teat he
marveled, “You have great tits.”


Emily smiled into his neck, no man had ever uttered
such words, she would have been appalled, but just as when Dwayne had called
her a good cock sucker she felt a strange thrill, such was the woman she
had become.


Jackson’s other hand was up her skirt, in a hurry,
pressing into her mound. She wanted to slow him down, she wanted him to
remember it, but instead she spread her legs, giving him access, wanting his
strong fingers on her. She pressed into his hand, loving the pressure.


He wasn’t content with grabbing her through her
layers, he drove his hand down the tight, constraining waistband, feeling for
her, Emily struggling to lift her hips and pull down her pantyhose. She wasn’t
fast enough, Jackson let out a frustrated growl and yanked hard, ripping through
the nylon, then tearing them away, one big handful after another. Emily gasped,
her clothes being torn off her, making her feel ravaged and yet so much
desired. Her panties were no match for Jackson’s powerful hands, his fingertips
raking across Emily’s clit, making her yelp.


Then it was a race, Jackson tearing off her panties
and the top of her nylons as Emily fumbled with her skirt zipper, the snap at
the top ripping off as she twisted on the bed to free herself.


She lay back on the bed, her chest heaving, the
strips of her clothes wrapped around her, the top of her pantyhose torn to
shreds, like a whore’s stockings. Her shoes had long since fallen away. Her
legs spread wantonly, she could barely breathe.


Jackson had recovered some of his youthful cockiness
and made a show of unbuckling his jeans. He had the same smug grin as his
uncle; he was good looking, and he knew it.


He unzipped and pulled down his pants and black
underwear in one motion. Emily gasped at the stiffness of his shaft, angled
high, almost along his stomach. It was long and lean just like him, as smooth
and unblemished as his torso. He wasn’t as thick as Dwayne, but just as long,
maybe longer, a streamlined rocket.


She reached for him, wanting to feel it, wanting to
kiss it. At her first touch it twitched, jumping, and she would have laughed if
she hadn’t been so mesmerized. The skin was impossibly smooth, even the veins,
buried burrows that would carry his fluids.


Emily pulled her eyes away to see his face, watching
his reaction as she cupped the underside of his shaft, pulling it toward her. Jackson
was trying to stare her down, but he lost, his eyelids fluttering. Perhaps to
cover his loss of control he grabbed her breasts, ravaging her nipples,
twisting, then fell atop her. Emily cringed from the momentary pain, yet
instead of collapsing her nipples engorged, smashing into his hard pectoral
muscles. Her hand was crushed between them, she twisted to free herself without
letting go his shaft. The motion dragged her nipples against his body and it
was like she was being fondled by two men. Her mouth sought his, but Jackson
was beyond kissing. He shifted his hips, pushed her hand away, pointed himself
at her, and drove down.


Emily wasn’t ready, everything moving too fast,
in one split second she’d gone from the older woman in control to being taken,
he needed a condom, she wasn’t wet enough, all this flashing in her head in the
instant Jackson thrust, the smooth head of his shaft parting her opening, not
even pausing. Emily’s mind was a step behind, ordering her body to pull away,
needing to close her thighs, needing to yell for him to wait, and yet what she
did instead was spread her legs and wrap her arms around him, his cock spearing
into her, forcing her open, and even her wetness was not enough, she was too
tight.


She moaned at the indescribable sensation of fullness,
the complete and utter stretching of herself around his shaft. She’d felt it
once before, with Dwayne, and had fantasized about it ever since that night.
And like a glimpsed rainbow it was gone in a heartbeat, her arousal so
immediate that her wetness gushed around Jackson’s cock, and yet the memory of
the sensation lingered as Jackson drove deeper, the way the sun would stay
bright in your head after closing your eyes.


Jackson was too excited to even finish his stroke,
he was pulling out, Emily coming to her senses. “Jackson, no, we have to—”


Her words were cut off as he thrust back into her,
deeper, yet still not all the way, then he was ramming her like a jackhammer,
harder and faster than she’d ever been fucked.


“Jackson—” she warned, or maybe she didn’t even
speak aloud, for now he’d reached a depth in her that made her legs shake. His
hips slammed into her, it should have been painful, but he was thrusting so
fast that by the time she felt him against her he was pulling out again for
another thrust. His face was pressed against her neck, Emily’s arms flailing,
caught between wanting to push him off or pull him inside her.


She was stunned and overwhelmed by her reaction to
his utter, raw, wild unfettered need. It aroused her beyond belief, and without
thinking she started meeting his thrusts, two animals in heat, her legs
wrapping around his, desperately trying to hold on, her fingers digging into
his back. Just a little while longer, she wanted to remember this
forever, this sense of abandonment of safety and reality and caution. . .


Jackson drove so hard into her that his lower abs
rammed against her swollen clit, better by far than her own fingers, so instead
of trying to touch herself she dug her nails into his back, gripping, clawing,
the way she’d flick her clit. She was so close, she’d never wanted to come as
much as she did right now, she wanted Jackson to feel the height of her arousal. . .


Jackson grunted. No, no, he couldn’t finish in her!
She forced her hand between them, grabbing at his shaft, wet with her juices,
so slick, and for a few precious seconds she was engulfed by the sensation of
him sliding through her fingers and into her. Her hand became a partial barrier,
he couldn’t get all the way in now. His thrusts crushed her wrist, yet still
she held on.


Suddenly Jackson slowed his thrusts, lifted his
head, and looked right in her eyes. “I’m going to remember this forever,” he
said, his voice thick with emotion. “I’m going to remember you forever.”
And he froze, half inside her, half out, Emily’s hand wrapped around him, and
she felt the truth in his words, his joy, his complete and utter awe.


Her ability to give this gift to him flowed over
her, through her, and she kissed him lightly on the mouth and whispered, “Me
too,” and she caressed his quivering shaft, once, twice, and she didn’t need to
see his eyes widen, she didn’t need to hear his groan, she didn’t need to feel
his body stiffen to know he was right on the very edge.


Using every ounce of strength in her legs Emily
pulled him tightly to her, then, in the full realization and acceptance of what
she was doing, cupped his shaft, squeezed gently, and pulled. He thickened in
her hands, his seed rising up his shaft, pushing against her fingers, the
release of a torrent of desire, surging forward and into her waiting depths.
She moaned as he continued to shoot into her, his spasms so hard his cock
jerked in her hand, strong jets flooding to escape. She wasn’t imagining she
could feel him come in her, the pulsing flow against her hand was vibrantly
real. Emily drove the heel of her palm against her clit and exploded, grinding
herself into an astonishing eruption, yanking her hand away so that Jackson
could be all the way in her, so he could finish his releases as deep as
possible. 


It was not the longest orgasm of her life, but by
far the most extreme, cannon fire of massive contractions. She pushed away the
implications of what she had done, wanting to savor at least a few moments of
this completeness, this initiation.


For both of them.


Jackson’s cock gave one last surge inside her, and
she squeezed her inner muscles around him with her thanks. He started to lift
up, but Emily held him tight. “Not yet,” she whispered.


“I don’t want to crush you, I’m sorry, I know I kind
of lost control—”


Emily shushed him with her lips. “It was
incredible.”


“For you too?”


“For me too.”


After a long time she released her grip, and he slipped
out of her, rolling onto the bed. They hadn’t even pulled off the covers.


“Wow,” said Jackson.


Emily’s shivered from the sudden air on her skin,
the enormity of what she’d done rolling over her in waves. She was lying naked
on her back in another man’s bedroom, her legs spread wantonly, her thighs sweating,
her nipples still hard, her pussy raw and dripping.


Dripping with another man’s seed. 


 


 


 


Jackson had never come so fast, not even
the first time he had got a blowjob, not even when the hottest chick in the
school had jerked him off while shoving her huge tits in his face, not even
when that wild ho Jolene had licked his ass while stroking his dick. That had
been hot, yet nothing had compared to this, to fucking a woman for the first
time, to shooting his cum into this older woman’s tight pussy.


Emily was so unlike any of those others, getting Jackson
to a level he’d never imagined. He thought about sex all the time, whether he
was getting some or not. He thought that’s why he had such huge orgasms, his
cum rocketing out so hard it had gagged some chicks. He’d tried to give one
chick a facial and he’d erupted so far his first three shots had flown right
over her head.


That was why he thought it always took him an hour
or more to recover. It must have been because he used up so much energy, and
his body needed time to make more cum. 


He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, his body
touching hers, close enough to hear that she was still breathing hard. He’d
broken his cherry, shooting into this little white woman. And not only that,
he’d got her off. Emily had wanted him so bad she had come as he had fucked
her. Made him feel like a real man, he didn’t even have to touch her clit, he
just fucked her into an orgasm. He hadn’t been lying to her, he’d remember this
forever.


She’d been so tight, tighter than any mouth, her
pussy wrapped around his dick. Just thinking of it made his dick jump, even
though he’d just gotten off. No wonder his uncle had wanted her. Jackson had
barely looked at older women, except the ones in the movies, all made up, big
boobs, strutting their stuff. Now he had a whole new universe to explore.


Or maybe he’d just do this Emily again.


 


 


Emily’s heart was still pounding, it was
hard to catch her breath. She lay staring at the ceiling, her legs still spread
wantonly, but she didn’t have the strength to move, her orgasm had been that
draining. Jackson’s skin was hot against her arm, so black against her
whiteness. His breathing was ragged.


She hadn’t been lying to him: she’d never forget
this. First, because he was only the fourth man she’d ever been with. Second,
because he was the youngest. And third, because in a way she was his first
woman.


And most of all, because he was the first man other
than her husband who had finished inside her.


Her fingers gripped on Jackson’s arm. She had
fantasized about this, about other men being inside her, unprotected. Justin
had fantasized about it as well. They’d watched it on videos, they’d
masturbated together dreaming of it. Never did she really think it would become
a reality.


Yet today the stars had aligned. And it had been
perfect, better than she could have imagined. 


She couldn’t wait to tell Justin.


 


 


Jackson was wondering how long it would
take him to get hard again. He felt for his dick, pleased to see that it was
half erect. Even with his massive release, just thinking about this woman Emily
was speeding up his recovery.


He glanced down at his dick and noticed that his
uncle Dwayne was standing in the doorway. Jackson was too happy with himself to
care how long he’d been watching. His uncle gave him a hearty thumbs up and
then put his finger to his lips for silence. Jackson glanced over at Emily; she
hadn’t noticed Dwayne.


Dwayne held up a phone and took a photo of the two
of them on the bed. Jackson grinned as Dwayne crept into the room, focusing on
Emily’s spread pussy.


Some movement must have alerted her, because she
jerked her head up, her eyes wide in shock.


“Just a little souvenir for the boy,” said Dwayne.


Emily pulled her legs together and sat up fast.
After a few seconds she said, “Give me that.”


Dwayne held the camera away from her. “Come get it.”


“I just want to see,” said Emily. She held out her
hand.


“And I thought you were fun,” said Dwayne, but after
a few seconds he handed her the camera.


Jackson looked over her shoulder as Emily flicked
through the photos. “I’m deleting this one where you can see my face,” she
said. “The others you can keep.” She looked up at Dwayne. “My phone is in my
bag. Can you take a few more?”


 


 


When Emily had taken the camera from Dwayne
to look at the photos, she expected to be appalled. She fully planned on
deleting them all. But the photo of her wide open legs on the bed, and the sexy
body of the black man next to her, had made her not only pause, but shudder in
recognition. It was exactly the kind of image she’d seen in the videos which
had aroused her so greatly. It could have been another woman lying there, just
after having sex with a studly black man. That by itself would have turned her
on. But knowing it was herself in the image made it all the more arousing. Not
that she got turned on looking at her body; what was exciting was the idea of another
man looking at her body. The fact that her pussy was so wet and red was
proof that she’d just had sex. 


She wanted a photo on her own phone to show to Justin.


As she had when she and Justin had posted the video
of themselves, she’d made sure there was nothing to identify her. 


But Emily knew who was in the photo, and so would
Justin.


Dwayne returned with her purse. Emily took out her
phone and handed it to him. “Not my face,” she cautioned. She lay back on the
bed, letting her legs open as Dwayne snapped away. Again she should have been revolted,
yet all she could think about was what Justin’s reaction would be.
Unfortunately she’d have to wait months to show him. Did she dare email the
photos? Just the thought sent a hot rush through her.


“Spread her open,” ordered Dwayne, and Emily didn’t
resist as Jackson grabbed her leg and opened her up for the camera. Emily
pictured how the photo would look, Jackson’s black hand on her thigh, showing
the world the proof of how he had taken her. She hadn’t wanted her face in the
photos on Jackson’s phone, but she hoped Jackson’s face was in the pictures
Dwayne was taking. She moaned, the idea so sinfully erotic. She reached out for
Jackson, grabbing his shaft, delighted to find him already recovered. She
stroked the growing hardness, hoping Dwayne got a photo of her hand on his
large member.


“Move over Jackson, it’s my turn,” said Dwayne.


Emily looked up at Dwayne. He was removing his
clothes, freeing his already hard shaft. Though Emily had already had sex with
him twice, she still shrunk back in the bed at the sight.


Jackson got off the bed. Emily’s eyes were glued to
Dwayne, but she knew that Jackson hadn’t left the room. Dwayne grasped Emily’s
ankles, spun her on the bed lengthwise, and knelt in front of her. 


Dwayne’s body was different from Jackson’s, thicker,
his fuller muscles giving him a sense of powerful bulk. Emily had just managed
to catch her breath but now she was panting again, Dwayne’s rock hard erection
pointing at her, his huge hands wrapped around her ankles, spreading her like a
tiny chicken wing.


“I’d like to taste that pussy,” said Dwayne, “but
Jackson’s done his thing, so I guess I’ll just have to fuck you.” He slung
Emily’s legs over his shoulders, holding her under the knees, pulling Emily’s
crotch up off the bed.


Emily’s back arched painfully, her neck jammed
against the bed. She’d never been taken so forcefully; not even Jackson’s
impatient exuberance matched the way Dwayne jerked her body into the position
he wanted.


With her legs in the air, held spread by this
powerful man, she felt so very tiny, so very vulnerable. She pressed her lips
together, moving her head to the side, looking away, squeezing her eyes shut,
knowing she should be fighting this, being taken. This wasn’t for her husband,
this wasn’t a gift for Jackson, this wasn’t even for her, it was for Dwayne.


He wanted her.


Not just because she was naked in the bed, not just
because she was available. Dwayne could probably have any woman he wanted. No, his
desire was for her alone, because she had pleased him before.


That thought made Emily open her eyes and look at
him. Yes, he was being dominant, crude. Yes, he was cocky. Yes, she was a married
woman who had been pushed on her knees to suck him.


Yet in a flash she realized this forcefulness was
what excited Dwayne, just like she and Justin got excited about her being with
another man. Dwayne had his own kink. He loved being the bull, especially the
dominant bull.


In these months of exploration, Emily hadn’t only
learned about sex, she’d learned a lot about men, and the power of words.


“No, don’t,” she whispered, trying to sound
desperate.


Dwayne hesitated, his eyes narrowing. “Are you going
to stop me?”


Emily struggled to free herself from his powerful
grasp, even reaching up to push against his rock hard chest. She really did try
to escape, her violent thrashing only serving to prove to both of them she
didn’t have a chance. She collapsed back, and her next words were not an act.
“I can’t!”


Dwayne laughed and slowly lowered himself, sliding
his hands down her legs, pulling her toward him. A tractor trailer about to
slam into a tiny mound. Emily thrashed her hips, as she felt she should, and as
she now knew would only serve to turn Dwayne on even more.


“No, no,” she breathed. “You can’t. . .”


“Of course I can,” grunted Dwayne, poised at her
entrance.


Emily couldn’t help but look, bending her neck
painfully to see. Dwayne’s thick shaft lay atop her spread lips, still slick
with her juices, his head pointing angrily at her wide opening.


“Please,” she gasped, not sure if she was asking for
him to stop or go, not sure whether this was more pretend denial or rather
begging to be fucked.


 “I don’t want to hear any whining about condoms
now,” said Dwayne, and he pushed into her.


Emily squeezed her legs together, but it was futile,
they were held invitingly open around Dwayne’s wide torso. Her eyes widened as
she watched his huge member slowly slide into her, inch by inch, stretching her
open, his rough skin rubbing her inner walls, overcoming her wetness with his
friction. 


Her head was still shaking no, because that’s
what he wanted her to do. When he was halfway in Emily bit her lip, when he was
three quarters of the way in she drew blood, and when he was almost all the way
in, his stomach now touching her belly, just above her womb, she succumbed.


She moaned so loudly it drowned out Dwayne’s grunts.
Her moan turned to a scream as he pushed all the way in, pressuring her cervix.
It should have been impossible, she was so wet, so aroused, her body should
have adjusted, should have moved the entrance to her womb well out of the way.
But Dwayne was so big, he was so deep, that she felt a sharp pain, and then the
excitement of how deep he was, how he was taking her, released a flood of
arousal in her, her body accepting him totally, fully, unconstrained.


And now it wasn’t Dwayne pulling her toward him, she
was lifting herself off the bed to meet his hard thrusts. He no longer had to
grasp her thighs, she was squeezing her legs around him. As good as it felt she
wanted more, she wanted to touch every part of him, so she threw her arms
around his broad back, pulling him on top of her.


And there it was again, the absolute fullness,
the complete filling of her insides. Emily reveled in it, and this time it
lasted much longer, perhaps it was her muscles grabbing at him, perhaps it was
his excitement, perhaps it was her own arousal. Delirious, she moaned into his
ear, her fingers digging into his back.


Oddly, she thought of Justin at that moment, because
it was Justin who had introduced her to this pleasure, to this gift she hadn’t
even known could exist. Never could she have imagined that sex could be this arousing,
this amazing. This perfect.


She’d find a way to thank Justin again for loving
her so much that he was willing to let her do this with another man, a man who
could bring her to these heights.


But right now, all Emily wanted was to find a way to
thank Dwayne for all he had introduced to her. Justin had given her the ticket,
but Dwayne had given her the ride. She was getting her fantasy fulfilled, and
though he didn’t know it yet, Justin was as well. Now it was Dwayne’s turn.


And Emily knew exactly would turn Dwayne on as much
as she was getting turned on.


And in that very moment, Emily truly realized how
much power her words could have. Though she could never physically control a
powerful man who outweighed her by over a hundred pounds, a man whose muscular thighs
were bigger than her waist, she had a different power. 


As Dwayne fucked her hard and deep, Emily literally
gushed under him, her wetness lubricating his thick shaft so much that even the
sensation of fullness disappeared. Her momentary disappointment at the loss was
quickly overcome by her arousal at Dwayne’s fervor, his animal desire for her.


“So wet,” he grunted. 


His words made Emily grasp at him with her inner
muscles, wanting to be tighter. Her nipples were rubbed raw by his hard chest.
She wanted to touch herself so badly, but she wanted him to remember this even
more.


His earlier words echoed in her ear, about all the
children he had sired. . .


She was so wide, so open, she worried perhaps she
wasn’t going to be tight enough for him, her insides so wet from her fluids and
Jackson’s cum. She wanted Dwayne to feel as good as she did, she wanted him to
remember her forever, no matter how many other women he had been with, no
matter how many other women he would be with in the future.


Usually her body betrayed her, giving in to desires
her mind tried to reject. Now it was the opposite; she formed sinful words in
her mind, words to arouse Dwayne, to make this moment unforgettable. Yet her
lips were dry, her throat constricted at the words her devious, powerful mind
wanted to utter. Her body was fighting her for once, perhaps because of the
truth it held within.


She must have slackened, or otherwise signaled a
change in her mood, because Dwayne slowed his thrusts, and as he pulled back
she feared he was going to withdraw.


Emily grabbed his head, pulling his ear to her lips,
and forced the words out. Powerful words from a powerful woman. “Make me
pregnant!” she whispered urgently.


For a heartbeat everything froze, Dwayne poised at
her entrance, the room spinning, Emily shocked at her own words. The pause was
like the eye of a hurricane, calm yet oh so deadly.


Dwayne grunted and drove into her so hard the
bedsprings screeched, and now he was fucking her with abandon, his cock
swelling, Emily hanging on for dear life, her fingers breaking the skin on his
back. Her legs locked around him like a vise, her mind reeling, her clit
swelling as Dwayne rammed against it.


Building, building, he was ready. . . “Do
it!” she begged, and with a massive grunt Dwayne buried himself in her, Emily
fighting to lie still, not because she didn’t want this, but because she wanted
to remember every second, she wanted to count the spasms.


Lying on her back, her legs spread in the most
fertile of positions, being filled by a second man, she’d never felt so strong,
so powerful, so independent.


Dwayne’s grunts matched his spasms, and though she
wanted to remember, she lost count, way past twenty, his virile seed shooting
deep into her. She’d swallowed that same seed, she knew how thick and powerful
it was. 


There was only one place for it to go, so deep in
her. . .


The very thought sent her over the edge, she
couldn’t hold back any longer, and when she came he was still spasming in her.
Her legs shook, her release not an explosion but torrential, long and hard and
steady, like a rushing river after a wild thunderstorm.


Perhaps because Dwayne sensed this great gift he’d
been given, he held her close and tight long after it was over.


 


 


Jackson was rock hard by the time his uncle
Dwayne had finished with Emily. He was surprised how long she wanted Dwayne to
stay on top of her. She’d done the same with him. Usually when he finished
getting a blowjob he just zipped himself up. 


When his uncle finally got up, Emily’s arms were
still around his back, trying to hold on, her legs still in the air. 


“You don’t have to stay like that,” said Dwayne.
“I’m sure I got it up inside you good.”


Jackson had been blown away by Emily begging for
Dwayne to shoot inside her. Did she really want to get knocked up?


His seed was in her too.


He didn’t have time to think about the implications
of that, because Dwayne pulled Emily up to a sitting position. “Clean me up.”


Jackson couldn’t see Emily’s reaction, because her
hair had gone all wild around her face. If she were to walk outside this minute
everyone who saw her would know she’d just been fucked.


Her small head dipped to his uncle’s cock and took
it in her mouth. Dwayne put his hand on the top of her head and looked at
Jackson as he said, “Take that home to your husband.”


 


 


Dwayne’s terrible words made Emily suck him
all the harder. If only he knew. Dwayne thought that Justin would be
humiliated, having her lick up his fluids and her own, having the taste in her
mouth. Justin wouldn’t be humiliated, he’d be thrilled. Not only of the
outcome, but of the fact that she’d gone and done it all on her own.


Justin would be surprised, and stunned, and aroused.
Not only because of what she’d done, but of what she’d said. Emily was sure of
it.


She rose up to her hands and knees on the bed, the
wetness between her legs dripping down her thighs. She cupped Dwayne’s balls in
her hand, licking his shaft, savoring every drop. If only there were a way to
hold the taste in her mouth. . .


She felt Jackson moving behind her, his hands
spreading her legs. She let him, wondering if he was going to be inside her
again. Instead his chin brushed her back, his stubble almost ticklish, his face
sliding down. . .


He was going to lick her after Dwayne had come in
her! Just the same way Justin had licked her after she’d fantasized about
another man coming in her. That too should have been mortifying, but it was so
erotic, so much proof of how much love Justin had for her.


Jackson’s tongue slid down her crack. His strong
hands opened her wide, exposing herself shamelessly. His tongue kept going,
lower, lower, and then nothing. . .


Emily squirmed on the bed, barely able to keep from
biting Dwayne. Was Jackson going to lick her? Where was his tongue?


The answer jerked her up in shock. She shot forward,
slamming her head into Dwayne’s chest, her mouth falling off his cock. 


Jackson was licking her, but not her pussy. 


His tongue was in her ass.


She squirmed, trying to get away, her mind
recoiling, even as she puckered up back there. Jackson held her thighs
tight, spreading her ass open, and drove his tongue deep.


“No, no,” Emily cried, even as the sick delight
flowed through her. That a man was willing to do that. . .


And the way it felt, so indescribable, so personal,
every bit as good as when Justin had put his cock in her that way.


It was over soon, yet too soon, the sensation so
fleeting, so clouded by her shocked reaction. 


She wanted it again.


But Jackson said, “I want to fuck her ass.”


Emily froze. Her tiny hole clenched, puckering,
struggling to close against the force of her cheeks being held wide open.
Jackson shifted on the bed behind her, positioning himself to. . .


No, no, she couldn’t do that!


Not because she didn’t want it, but because that was
for Justin only. She had to draw the line somewhere.


Who was she kidding? She’d given up her mouth, her
pussy, more. 


A battle raged in her head. I have to stop. I
have to. 


She spun on the bed, seeing what she expected, yet
the reality was so much more arousing, Jackson’s hand on his shaft, kneeling,
readying himself.


His eyes were wild with excitement. Emily put one
hand on his chest, and another on his shaft, gently stroking. “No,” she said
gently. “I’m sorry, just—no.” Seeing Jackson’s disappointment she added, “If
you do that, the other thing we did—it won’t seem so special. That’s what I
want you to remember.”


Her words must have had an effect, because he
nodded. Or perhaps it was because she was still holding him in her hand. 


To ease Jackson’s disappointment, Emily continued to
stroke him. “You like this, don’t you?”


He swelled in her hand, giving him her answer. Emily
pressed her lips against his smooth chest, planting little kisses as she very
slowly worked her way down. All the while she was painfully aware of her butt
sticking in the air, pointing at Dwayne, praying he couldn’t possibly get hard
again so soon. Jackson she might be able to distract; Emily wasn’t sure about
Dwayne.


By the time she reached Jackson’s stomach, his shaft
was jumping in her fingers. She stroked him faster, just as she had stroked Dwayne,
just as she had often stroked Justin. 


Her mouth dropped lower, lower, Jackson moaning.


Emily barely had time to open her mouth when his
thick seed erupted, hitting the roof of her mouth. She closed her lips around
him, thinking not just of him shooting into her mouth, but him shooting into
her ass. She moaned, her butt clenching, as if she were taking it back there,
thick, hot eruptions into her most private parts.


Her mouth tightened around him, just as she would
have had he been in her ass, draining every drop of his virile fluids. She
squeezed her legs together, for fear of sending a signal to Dwayne.


So help her, if Dwayne pushed against her ass right
now she might not have been able to resist.


When Jackson finally finished, Emily held him in her
mouth until his hardness began to recede. Giving him one final lick, she rolled
over on the bed, every muscle in her body spent.


Dwayne was holding her phone. “Got a few good pics
of you,” he said, grinning. “You little hussy.”


A year ago those words would have stopped her cold.
But not today, not the new Emily. Words could hurt, they could surprise, they
could arouse. And she could give as well as she could get.


Emily put her hand on her belly. “I won’t be so
little for long.”


She would remember the look of shock on Dwayne’s
face as well as she would the sex.


Well, almost as well as the sex.


 


 


I waited for my turn on the satellite radio
phone just outside the communications room. The portable units were reserved
for work related emergencies only, so rig workers who wanted to make personal
calls had to use the phone in the radio room. The sound quality was better, but
there was no privacy, since the radio controller was there. The room was so
small and stuffy the door was also left open all the time, and workers waiting
for their turn stood in the hall and could hear everything.


The rig had the capability for a video skype, but
the bandwidth was so expensive that we were limited to three minutes once a
month. Even though the quality wasn’t as good everyone took advantage. I had
used mine up, so I’d just have audio today.


I had become accustomed to the small shifts beneath my
feet as the rig moved with the waves. What I hadn’t become used to was being away
from Emily for so long.


I was already moving into the room as the guy in
front of me was saying goodbye to his girlfriend or wife. I sat in the still
warm chair and made the connection to home.


“Justin!”


Emily’s voice, and that one word, made me smile. I spoke
quietly, even though others could hear. “Hi, sweetheart.”


“Oh, Justin, how are you? I miss you so much!”


“I’m fine, everything is good.” Before I had a
chance to ask how she was doing, I heard something that sounded like a horn in
the background. “What was that?”


“Nothing. I slowed down when your call came in, a
car behind me is beeping at me.”


“You’re not at the office?” I glanced at the digital
clock, made the time change adjustment. It was not even four in Emily’s time
zone.


“No, I—I had to do something,” she replied.


I waited for her to go on, but there was only eerie
digital static. “Everything okay?” I finally asked.


The pause was so long I thought I had lost the
connection. “Emily?”


“Yes, I’m here, wait, I want to pull over.” 


I waited nervously as the clock ticked away, knowing
I only had a few minutes for the call.


“Okay, I’m parked. Everything is fine. I have so
much to tell you!”


A call came in on the rig control radio. The radio
officer barked into his microphone, the return voice squawking loudly in the
small space. I held my hand over my other ear. “Emily? What is it?”


“What’s all that noise?” Emily asked.


“I’m in the radio room.”


“Oh. So you aren’t alone?”


I glanced up at the line of men waiting their turn.
“Not hardly. But go ahead.”


“It’s—personal.”


Something in her voice made me lean forward. I
cupped my hand around the headset microphone. My first thought was that it was
about her health. “Are you okay, really?”


“Yes, yes! I just—is there really no place you can
talk privately?”


“No, I’m sorry. You have me worried. Tell me what
you can.”


There was another excruciating silence, I could
practically feel the men behind me thinking if you’re not going to talk,
then give up the phone!


“Remember what we talked about? It—happened!”


“What? What happened?” I didn’t know what she was talking
about.


“You know!”


I was about to say, No, I really don’t, when
the radio officer tapped me on the shoulder and pointed to the clock. My time
was up. “Emily, I have to go real soon. Listen, I’ve got to ask you something.
I can come ashore this weekend, in case you want to fly down, I’ll just have
twenty four hours. Or I can stay on the rig through the next three week
switchover, and if I do, I’ll be able to cut the entire rig time down by more
than a week, maybe two. Which would you prefer?”


“What do you want to do?”


“I want to see you, but I also want to get home for
good as soon as possible.” The work was going well, and I was getting tired of
being cooped up on the rig. 


“Maybe you should stay, then,” said Emily.


“That’s what I was thinking, but I wanted to hear
what you wanted.” The radio officer tapped me on the shoulder again. I held up
a finger. “Okay?”


“Yes, okay! I can’t wait until you get home!”


“Me, too,” I said. 


I said my final goodbye and pulled off the headset.
The next guy in line was already in the room.


I left wondering what that had all been about.


 


 


Emily slumped against the backrest, immune
to the swish of cars whizzing by. She so wanted to share all her news with
Justin. She wanted to tell him she’d just left Dwayne’s apartment. That she’d
done it with him. With two men. It would have surprised Justin and driven him
crazy with desire, she just knew it. And it might have been easier for her to
give him more detail over the phone than in person. As different a woman as she
had become, she wondered if she’d still hesitate to verbalize the intimate
details.


Details like the fact that she was still wet between
the legs.


All that, and much more. And of course, the biggest
surprise of all.


But she couldn’t, not with Justin not being alone. It
wouldn’t have been fair to him, and who knows who else might have been
listening?


If only she’d planned, or known when Justin was
going to call. 


Maybe she should have flown down to meet him. But if
she had, it might spoil yet another surprise, a wild, crazy, wicked thought
that had burst into her mind. A thought that had grown like a seed in her
belly.


She smiled, the analogy so fitting.


She glanced out the window, finally paying attention
to where she was. A small turnoff leading to an under construction roadway. She
was safely out of the line of traffic.


The cars streamed by, people on their way home, to
shop, to visit friends. How many of those drivers were women who had just had
sex? Emily couldn’t be the only one. Maybe not on this road, but on other roads
there were sure to be women like Emily, women who had just had sex. With their
husbands. With their boyfriends. With other men.


That whole other world that Emily had never even
thought about before all this started. And yet, a world that obviously existed;
Emily was proof of it.


Somewhere there might even be a woman parked on the
side of the road, having just hung up with her husband, sharing the news.


Listening to his gasp. Perhaps he was in his office,
unable to react. Or home alone, knowing his wife was with another man. Filling
in the details. Hearing his breathing quicken as he touched himself.


What would such a woman say?


I couldn’t help myself.


I did it for us.


I did it for you.


He came in me.


They came in me.


The last thought quickened her own breathing. The
husband’s inevitable response, Justin’s inevitable response: They didn’t.


Yes, look here. It’s dripping out of me, it was
so deep it’s only coming out now.


Emily’s hands slipped under her skirt, spreading her
legs, her fingers seeking out the wetness, the proof.


She struggled out of the confining seat belt,
pulling up her skirt, wishing she could better see between her legs. She cupped
her fingers and drew them along her opening, her hand coming away impossibly
wet.


Her other hand dove to her clit, rubbing hard and
fast, and when she was almost ready she shoved her slick fingers into her
mouth, sucking, swallowing the proof along with her scream.


 


 


 


Two months later


I had to fight the urge to speed on the way
home from the airport. I’d been on the rig for months without a break, and
though Emily and I talked every week, it only made me miss her more. She’d been
reticent about sharing whatever surprise she said she had, actually getting
more and more cryptic about it.


My first thought had been that she’d gone out on a
date. I’d made up all sorts of fantasies about what such a date would be like.
Knowing Emily, it might have been simply going to a bar and having a drink with
a stranger. Yet just the thought of her taking such a huge step had driven me
wild, supplying every bit of masturbation fantasy I needed. And I had
masturbated a lot. Stuck on an oil rig with little to do outside of work made
for dull times. We’d run into some problems, which had dashed any hope of
wrapping up the project early; in fact, I’d been away well over three whole
months.


Emily’s hesitation to fill in the details made me
wonder if she’d not gone through with the date, or if she had and it had been a
disappointment.


I squealed into the garage and jumped out of the
car, so excited about seeing Emily that I didn’t even bother getting my luggage
out of the trunk.


There was a note pinned to the mudroom door, along
with a length of black cloth. The note said: For your surprise, you have to
cover your eyes with this. Knock when you are ready.


The note stopped me cold. I was a little taken aback;
I wanted Emily, not surprises. But I didn’t want to spoil whatever she had
planned. Still, a blindfold?


So I wrapped the cloth around my eyes and knocked.


The door opened right away; Emily must have been
waiting right there. I felt rather than saw her.


“Emily?”


“Promise me you didn’t cheat and can’t see me.”


“I promise.”


“I trust you, but this is really. . .you’ll
see.”


Her lips brushed mine, but by the time I reacted
she’d taken my hand and guided me along.


“What’s the surprise?” I asked.


“It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you, would it?”
There was a hesitation as we walked a few steps; I guessed I was now in the
kitchen. Then she said, “Well, it’s more than a surprise, I have a confession and
a surprise.”


The way she said confession snapped my head
up. Emily really never did anything to warrant a confession, unless. . .


The blindfold was challenging enough, but now my
head was so filled with ideas about what Emily might be confessing to I tripped
twice as I was led up the stairs. She must have had a date. What else
would warrant a confession? Had she kissed a man?


Had she let a man touch her?


I lost count of the steps, my foot rising to meet
only thin air. I was on the landing. If Emily looked at my crotch she was sure
to see my erection, that’s how crazy my thoughts had become.


“Careful,” said Emily.


I wasn’t sure if she was referring to me tripping or
my straining cock. I felt for the wall. “Is this necessary?”


“Shh. I’ve been planning this for a long time.
It’s—it’s hard for me too, I don’t want to lose confidence.”


“Sorry,” I muttered. If Emily wasn’t going to
confess about a date, I’d have some explaining to do about my erection. I’d
look foolish if she told me she’d totaled the car.


“It’s okay,” she said. “Here, we’re at the bedroom.”


Emily led me forward a few steps. It’s amazing how
disconcerting it is to be blindfolded. I should have been able to walk this
room in my sleep. I wondered what surprise could possibly require a blindfold.


Oh shit. Maybe she’d only bought new
furniture, or painted the bedroom. I’d have to pretend to be excited.


Emily gently twisted me around. I could feel the bed
against the back of my legs.


“Before we start,” said Emily, “I want you to know
how much I love you.” Perhaps it was because I couldn’t see her face and had to
rely on just my other senses, but her tone was more earnest than I’d ever
heard. Her proximity, her face in my mind’s eye, her scent, all formed to send
a signal of great honesty.


“I’ll never doubt your love,” I said, truthfully.
“Just as I hope you’ll never doubt mine.”


She kissed me gently. Not fleeting this time, but a
kiss of love, not lust. Her lips did not open, yet she conveyed an overwhelming
depth of her feeling.


“I don’t and I won’t,” she said. “But when I make my
confession, I want you to keep my love for you in the front of your mind.”


“I will.”


“Promise?”


“I promise.” I was starting to wonder if this was a
weird joke. She’d pull the blindfold off, and the walls would be pink, and
she’d say “Ta da!” and laugh.


“Okay. Sit down.”


I cautiously sank onto the bed. For a moment nothing
happened. “Emily?”


“Just give me a minute, I need—I need to be ready.”


My mind jumped to thoughts of sex. And who could
blame me? I’d been away for months, and upon my return my beautiful wife had
led me blindfolded to the bed. 


Yet there was no sound of her undressing, no whisk
of fabric, no unsnapping of a bra. Just a few deep breaths.


“I’m ready,” she said. 


Her voice had a new overtone to it. More—confident.
More womanly. More assured. If I didn’t know better, I might have thought,
hearing just those two words, that another woman had entered the room and taken
her place.


Yet the fingers on my chest were familiar, gentle.
Were they trembling ever so slightly? Was that a tremor of hesitation, or
excitement?


Emily began to unbutton my shirt.


So this wasn’t going to be about a new paint job.


By the time she finished the buttons my erection was
back with full force. I was so hard my cock trapped my shirt, making Emily
struggle to free me from my pants.


“Sorry,” I said. “I’m excited to see you.”


“And you haven’t even seen me yet.”


“Think of how much more I’ll be excited then.” I was
feeling better about all this.


“That’s not the half of it,” she said, then laughed.
“You’ll be seeing more than just me.”


What the hell did that mean?


Did she have another man here? Was that the
surprise? I was going to be seeing Emily with another man? In our bed?


I half rose off the bed, not sure if I wanted to be
on it. Not sure if I wanted to be there at all. Yet once the shock passed—no,
it didn’t really pass, once the implications of the shock overtook me,
my cock started jumping like a pogo stick.


Emily kept me wondering, which was perhaps her plan.
She finished taking off my shirt. I felt her cheek against my chest, warm.


“I missed this,” she whispered.


I put out my arms to embrace her, but she had moved
away.


“Not yet,” she said. “That’s part of the surprise.”


Her hands were at my belt, dropping my pants,
helping me step out of them and take off my shoes. My cock met cool air, I must
have been poking out of my boxers. I felt a little foolish. I’d be pretty
embarrassed if there was some guy who’d been sitting quietly in the easy chair,
watching all this.


I might have deflated at that, but I felt the
tiniest hint of a touch on the tip of my cock. Whether it was Emily’s finger or
her lip I’ll never know, but it was enough to jerk me back to full attention.


“You are excited to see me,” said Emily.


“That’s nothing compared to what I’ll show you when
I get this blindfold off.”


“Did I say anything about taking your blindfold
off?”


Her voice sounded teasing, yet that overtone of a
more confident Emily was back. What was she saying? Was there another man in
the house, and I was going to have to listen to them and not be able to see?


Now I realized what the new tone in Emily’s voice
signified. Not just confidence. It was—control. Emily was taking control of the
situation. Of me. Maybe the blindfold was as much for her as for me. She was
trying something new, and wasn’t sure she could go through with it if she had
to look me in the eye.


“This next part—it might be better if you are lying
down,” said Emily.


Now I was really confused. But I did as she said,
rolling to my back, my cock pointing up in the air like a rocket ship. With
revving engines. I think if Emily touched me right then I would have exploded.


She did touch me, but just to remove my boxers.
Except for a quick flick of cotton, there was no other sensation on my skin, no
fingers, no lips.


And so I was naked, blind to the light as well as to
what was going to happen.


“Please don’t move,” said Emily.


The mattress dipped. I sensed Emily had sat on the
bed.


A leg slipped over mine, the hint of her tiny foot
crossing my thigh. She was straddling me. Not around my hips, but up higher.
Her hands were flat on my chest, like she was getting ready to ride me, but not
quite in the right position.


It all happened so fast that it took me a minute to
realize it was bare skin on me. She’d lifted up her skirt. No, that wasn’t it.
She was already naked. 


She’d been naked since I had entered the house.


I’d dreamt of this since the first days of our
marriage. My wife, waiting for me to return from work, or from a trip. Wanting
to have sex so badly she was already naked, jumping me the minute I stepped in
the door.


With all that we’d done, the videos, the wife
sharing, as crazy as all that was, this simple act of waiting for me naked
seemed even more erotic, more exciting. My wife couldn’t wait to be with me.


Emily grasped my wrists and put them over my head.
“Lie like this,” she said. From her, this was like the order of a dominatrix.


At this point, I’d have done anything she told me to.


“Are you ready?” she asked.


“I think so,” I said.


“Too late,” she said, her voice now with a new
overtone, this one of impatience. “Because I am.”


In one sudden movement she propelled herself upward,
her knees on either side of my head, blocking my neck from turning. Her musk
filled my nostrils. It must have been because I’d been away, but I swear the
smell of her sex was stronger, sexier, than ever before, just like the new
timbre in her voice.


She lowered herself onto my face, slowly,
tantalizingly, her light wispy hairs a teasing temptation, enticing my mouth to
open before she had settled on me.


My quiet, usually shy, never make the first move
Emily was going to sit on my face.


Although this same woman had been fucked by two
other men, this was still so out of character for her. I groaned with
anticipation, my tongue darting out, my cock straining, wishing, begging to be
touched. I would have touched myself, only Emily was firmly holding my wrists
over my head. I could have easily pushed her off, but suspected this sense of
control was what she wanted.


She stopped moving. I pictured her squatting over
me, just out of the reach of my tongue, which flapped at the air, desperate.


She moaned, and I hadn’t even touched her yet.


“Do you want me?” she asked.


“Yes!” The blindfold had been fun, but I really
wanted to see her now, see her pussy, her face.


“Like this?”


“Especially like this. Please, let me. . .”


“Lick me,” she demanded, and dropped onto my waiting
tongue.


And I did, driving my tongue into her. From her
voice I thought she might be wet, but nothing like what my tongue discovered.
She was wide open, swollen. For the briefest instant I wondered if she’d been
touching herself, or had even been fucked just minutes ago. She wouldn’t have
done that, of course, and yet her juices flowed over my face, gushing,
replenishing faster than I could swallow.


“Slow, slow,” she said, but even as she spoke she
pressed down on me, all her weight on my mouth. Her clit was jammed against my
upper lip, my tongue buried in her depths.


In only a minute I could already feel her getting
close, she was that turned on. Who knows what had brought this on her, I didn’t
care, I just wanted her to come on my face. Yet just as I sensed she was ready
to go over the edge, she lifted herself off, leaving me gasping.


When I could finally speak I said, “This is
an incredible surprise.”


“Oh, this isn’t the surprise,” she whispered. 


I could hear a hint of teasing, yet breathless,
excitement in her voice. She took my hands and guided them forward, pressing
them to her breasts. Perhaps because of the blindfold, they seemed larger,
filling my hands, emanating an unnatural heat, even for a woman in a state of
arousal.


She pressed my palms hard against her breasts, then
pushed my hands downward. I thought she wanted me to cup her, but she kept me going,
past her nipples, onto her chest, onto her belly.


That is where she stopped me, her fingers trembling
over mine, softly caressing, gently shifting my hands, enticing me to feel her
belly.


Which was warm, and. . .soft. Not the
tight, flat, almost model like waist of my petite wife, but larger, fuller, a
round bump where I normally could almost feel her bones.


What should have been obvious still took a long time
to fully sink in. A full belly. The blindfold. The phone call, her telling me
it happened. “Are you?”


“Yes!” she cried, and she pressed my hands tightly
to her belly.


Then, as if she could wait no longer, she dropped
onto my face, muffling my response and keeping me from catching hold of a
nagging troublesome thought which fought to capture the attention of my very
distracted mind.


 


 


Emily was having an out of body experience.
Yes, this was her, naked, straddling her blindfolded husband. Yet she felt like
she was another woman, for only another woman could do this, could drop a
bombshell of pregnancy while practically forcing a man to lick her.


She was torn, not able to decide if she was glad it
was Justin beneath her, or wishing it was another man she was making lick her.


A year ago, she’d never contemplated she could ever
be aroused more than she had with Justin. The thought had never crossed her
mind that there would even be a level of greater arousal, that there
could even be a need for more arousal. Yet she’d learned how wrong she
had been, reaching higher and higher levels of excitement, through fantasies,
flirting, videos. Being with other men. Being with two men. Expressing words
and thoughts her lips had never been meant to form, let alone utter.


And yet, it all paled in comparison to this.
The strength and power of being licked in this position, of using her body and
her words to excite both her and her man.


If she needed proof of his arousal, it was in how
Justin licked her, his utter abandon, not only accepting her full weight on his
face, but in his insatiable appetite for the proof of her own excitement, her
flowing juices.


All of it gave her the confidence to go to the next
step. To speak the forbidden words.


Justin’s tongue felt for her clit, but she shifted
her hips. She had to bite her lip to keep from coming, she’d had to fight her
arousal since she’d stripped naked the minute Justin had called from the
airport. She’d fought the urge to touch herself while anxiously waiting, so
aroused was she just thinking about her plan.


She lifted her hips, and yanked the blindfold off.


Justin squinted, adjusting to the light. And light
there was. No sex in the dark tonight, that was the old Emily. The new Emily
wanted to see everything, wanted to see the tiniest reaction in Justin’s eyes.


The new Emily. She now realized exactly when she had
fully transformed into her new self. It was not when she had begun fantasizing
about other men. Or when she realized her husband got off on the same fantasy.
Or even when she had sex with another man for the first time. Not even when she
had sex with two men. During all those events, as momentous as they were, the
old Emily had to be overcome, had to struggle with who she was becoming.


The embracing of her new life had actually taken
place when she had masturbated in the car, the day she had called Justin. Any
woman who needed to masturbate by the side of the road because she was excited
to tell her husband that two men had just fucked her, had just come inside her,
was most certainly a different woman. A transformed woman. A new woman.


A woman Emily now accepted. The only question now
was whether Justin would accept her as well. 


She gave him a minute to adjust, smiling down on
him, balancing on her feet. His face was slick with her juices. She still held
his hands pressed to her swollen belly. He knew the truth, or at least the visible
part of it, but she wondered if it had sunk in.


She desperately wanted to sink down on him again, to
have her glorious release. To kiss him. To take him in her mouth. To have him
inside her, anywhere and everywhere.


Not yet.


“That was the surprise,” she said.


Justin nodded, smiling. “Icing on the cake. You know
I love licking you.”


“I love you,” she said.


“I love you too.”


“I know. But now I have to tell you my confession.”


His smile froze in place, yet his face changed, his
eyes darkening, wondering. Emily fought the urge to kiss him, to reach back and
see if he was still hard. And most of all, to relieve her own pent up need.


Justin’s voice was tight. “Your confession?”


“Yes. That time I called you, when we couldn’t talk?
Do you remember what I said?”


“That it had happened. You wanted to tell me you
were pregnant, right?”


“No, that wasn’t it.” Emily’s ankles shook from the
strain of keeping herself upright. “That wouldn’t be a confession, would it?”


“No. A confession would be—”


Emily watched him closely, seeing the possibilities
dawn on him. No, not dawn on him, jump to him. “Tell me what you are
thinking,” she urged.


“That you—” Justin’s voice trailed off.


Emily balanced herself on one hand and reached back,
feeling for his cock, shivering with delight and relief at his hardness. “It’s
okay,” she urged. “You can say it. What did you think I could possibly be
confessing to?”


“That you’d—that you’d been out with another man.”


Emily gave his cock a tiny stroke to prompt him
along. “Out with?”


“On a date.”


“That might be worth a confession,” she said. “A
small one. This is a bigger confession.”


Justin’s eyes widened. “You kissed him?”


“More,” she said, giving him another stroke.


“He touched you?”


“Would that require a confession? A little touch?”


“You touched him back.”


“Is that a question or a statement?”


“You did it, didn’t you?”


Emily’s response was to wrap her hand around his
shaft. Her position, leaning back, brought her pussy dangerously close to
Justin’s mouth. She fought the urge to lean forward, she needed just a little
more time, time to get the words out. . .


“And more.”


“What else?”


“What would you have wanted me to do?”


“Anything you wanted,” Justin whispered.


“Anything?”


“Yes, anything!”


“You mean, while you were thousands of miles away,
and I was here alone, you would have wanted me to be with another man, kissing
him, letting him touch me, touching him?”


“Yes. . .oh god I fantasized about it,
over and over.”


Emily smiled, her prayers answered. At least so far.
“What did you fantasize about?”


“About you with another man. About you—”


“About me what?” Emily began to stroke him slowly,
gently, his quivering shaft the proof of his arousal, not wanting him to finish.
Not yet.


“Being fucked,” grunted Justin, straining his neck
up suddenly, Emily not ready, not fast enough, Justin’s tongue grinding across
her clit. She yelped, pulling away, squeezing her legs together against his
head, holding her orgasm at bay, at the very edge.


“If you do that again I won’t tell you the rest,”
she warned. 


“You’re teasing me,” groaned Justin.


“Am I? Okay, you can ask me any question you want.”


She watched as Justin tried to compose himself, her
knees locked around his head, her clit so swollen she could see it poking out
at his face.


“Did a man fuck you?”


Emily made him wait, not for him to suffer, but
because it would only make her confession all the sweetest. For both of them.


Loosening her fingers from his shaft, she said,
“No.”


Her denial must have been so unexpected it took a
moment for it to register on Justin’s face. “No?” His one word was pregnant as
she was, pregnant with surprise and, of course, with disappointment.


“No. A man did not fuck me.”


“Oh. Did you do something else?”


What was that in Justin’s voice? A hint of hope? How
far they had come, when she could excite her husband—and herself—with the hope
that she’d perhaps given another man oral sex.


“Much more. But when I said a man did not fuck me, I
mean that it wasn’t a single man. It was two men.”


Again her husband’s face slowly registered shock and
confusion. “You did it twice?”


“Just one time. Two men, at the same time.” 


Justin’s cock banged against her loosely held
fingers, an alarm bell, a warning for an imminent assault.


“Two men? Two men fucked you?”


“Yes.” She could feel Justin’s heart pounding against
her ass.


Justin shook his head as he said, “I can’t believe
it. That’s—that’s some confession.” Yet the awe in his voice seemed to come
more from amazed wonderment than anger or disappointment or disbelief.


“Are you okay with it?”


Justin never hesitated, and Emily, confident as she
thought she was, almost feinted in relief. “Totally. Can’t you tell?”


She squeezed his shaft. “This says yes. But I want
to hear the words, please.”


“I love you,” he said. “I will always love you. No
matter what you do.”


Emily smiled, wanting to kiss him more than
anything. But this was the moment of truth.


“So I guess I can confess now,” she said.


“Wait, that wasn’t the confession?”


“It wouldn’t be a confession if it’s something you
were fantasizing about, would it? I mean, it would be more like a gift.” Before
Justin could respond, Emily went on, “The confession is more about the how and
the when.”


Now Justin appeared totally confused, but his cock
was still stiff in her hand. No doubt he was having trouble keeping up, poor
man. Maybe he’d started with ideas of her on a date. Then getting a kiss. Maybe
letting a man touch her. She’d leaped ahead to admitting she’d been with two
men. She bet even Justin’s fantasies hadn’t gone that far.


“First, the how,” she said. “I’ll give you all
the details later, that is, if you want.”


“Yes!”


Matter of factly she added, “I have photos too, if
you’d like to see them.”


“Photos? Of you with two men?”


“Well, one at a time, someone had to take the
pictures. But right now, the important part of the how is. . .well,
you know that I never really felt comfortable buying condoms, right?”


Her change of subject had the desired affect, the
possibility—the truth—coming upon Justin obliquely.


“You didn’t,” he said, clearly stunned.


“If you mean about the condoms, you are right. I
didn’t buy any.” She hesitated a beat and said, “They didn’t have any either.”


“But you said you were fucked.”


“I did.”


“That means, that means. . .did a man
come inside you?”


And now Emily could take it no longer. She lowered
herself slowly toward his face, caught between wanting to see his eyes and selfishly
needing to get the release she so desperately needed.


“No,” she breathed. “They both did.”


She let go his cock, she didn’t want him shooting in
the air, or even in her hand, this was too important. Pressing her mound to
Justin’s stunned face, Emily gritted her teeth, swooning as her pussy met his
lips, yet needing a few more precious seconds.


She had only a little strength left, in her legs, in
her willpower, in her throat. “And now for the when,” she gasped. “Do
you want to know when this happened?”


Justin’s head bobbed between her legs, her thighs were
squeezed so tight on him he couldn’t speak.


Emily gathered the last of her strength, and said,
“That day I spoke with you on the phone.”


She didn’t have to wonder what Justin was thinking,
she knew it for a certainty, she’d be thinking the same thing. Justin’s lips
stopped moving, his body froze. He was doing the math in his head. His fingers
tightened on her belly, perhaps subconsciously trying to figure out how far
along she was. She doubted he had any idea, it was hard enough for a woman to
tell just by looking. Justin was counting the weeks, the days, when had she got
pregnant?


Right now, his doubt would serve her well. Emily knew
it would catapult her to a higher level of release than just his touch, than
just his tongue. This too would be an experience to remember for a lifetime.


She lifted herself, so Justin could speak, so she
could see his face, so she could both show him the new Emily and at the same
time let him know that the new Emily loved him as much as the old Emily. 


No, loved him even more. For this was the man who
she loved so much, who in return loved her so much he had given her a great
gift, to be with other men, just so she could experience what he couldn’t give
her by himself.


“Who’s the father?” Justin croaked.


Emily’s greatest lesson of the last year welled over
her, even as her tears of excitement and joy and love misted her eyes. The
lesson that even simple words had a great power. That you didn’t need
stature, or physical strength, to be strong. And most important, you didn’t
need to be a man.


Even a tiny woman like herself could overcome any
obstacle, achieve any goal, with simple words. It was all about timing.


And the fact that a part of Justin was receptive was
all the sweeter.


“Some black man,” she said, the words flowing from
her lips like butter, and yet her entire body shook at their utterance. She
waited as long as she could muster, and then added, “I’m not sure which one.”


Justin had given her a great gift, and this was her
gift in return. She’d reassure him later, or maybe tomorrow, tell him the
truth, but for now, she would leave him with this seed of doubt, just like the
seed inside her.


Her husband, her wonderful husband, tensed under her.
To relieve his pain, to let him know how thankful she was, she gave him her own
gift now, and released all of her love, all of her passion, onto him, her
juices flowing into his mouth, just as the words had flown from her lips. Her
clit, itself swelling from her words, crashed into his face, and she erupted, freeing
a lifetime of pent up desire, presaging a lifetime of even greater potential, revealing
the strength of the woman who had just been born. 


The new Emily.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


~  ~  ~  ~  ~


 


Wondering what
happens next? 


Shh, there’s a secret
Epilogue to this story, which is available only to subscribers to our
mailing list! Sign up below to get it.


Oh, yes, it’s free!


 


 


And then after that:


Awakening Her Needs Book 4!
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Other books in the Her
Needs Series


 


Discovering Her
Needs


Satisfying Her
Needs 1 and 2


 


 


Coming Soon


Accepting Her
Needs


Exploring Her
Needs


 


 


Want to know of when
more of the Her Needs books are released? Make sure you sign up for our
mailing list!


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


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


 


 


Thank you!
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Find Out About New Releases/Mailing
List


 


If you would like
to be one of the first to hear about new releases, get discounts, free stories,
and a chance to be on the Advance Reader Team, sign up here


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


 


AND


 


You get a free
book for signing up!






and follow C. C. on
twitter


http://www.twitter.com/ccmorian


 


 


Alternatively, to
hear only about new releases directly from amazon just go to my author
page and click on the yellow “Follow” button.


(I do not receive
your email address, any updates come directly from amazon. You will only be
contacted after a new book is published, and it the announcement may come after
the new release discount period)


C. C. Morian amazon
author page


Blaise Quin author page
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About the authors


Blaise Quin. I love to write stories
that fall into the space between romance and erotica. I try to give enough
backstory and buildup so that the hot stuff has some context, instead of it
just hitting you out of the blue. On the other hand, I know a lot of readers
don’t want to wade through hundreds of pages of sometimes trivial information
and repetition to get to anything juicy.  So think of my stories as the best
parts of a steamy romance, or if you prefer, wild situations that you can
actually imagine coming true.


C. C. Morian. I write longer stories
filled with incredible realism which explore how couples discover something new
about their spouses—and themselves. Or how men and women learn what really
turns them on, often in unexpected, but perfectly believable, ways.


 


Our website
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Books by C. C. Morian
and Blaise Quin


 





 


Discovering
Her Needs


 


Janet’s first marriage was a disaster, and her rebound
relationships more of the same, all sex and no love. She promised herself that
if she finally settled down it would be for all the right reasons. When she met
Mason, she thought she finally found who she wanted to be with, a good,
supportive man. So what if their love life wasn’t so wild? She’d been there,
done that.


 


Mason’s no wimp, but he does enjoy watching other man check
out his sexy wife. It’s his little secret, just something to pass the time when
he’s at some boring work event with Janet. But when he witnesses Janet running
into ex lover Brad, he’s stunned by her reaction—and his own.


 


Janet is amazed at how her revelations to Mason about what
she did with her old boyfriends spices up their love life. It’s just harmless
fun, right?


 


Until she meets up with Brad again, this time on purpose.


 


Not only for her, but for Mason.


 


 


 


 


                        


 


 


 


Satisfying Her Needs


 


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


 


Until Peter finds the video. . .


 


 


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


 


Giving Him
What He Deserves


The
Kissing Game


Role
Reversal


 


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


 


            Three
stories of revenge served hot


 


Giving Him What He Deserves: A wife gets a sweet
revenge on her cheating husband.


 


The Kissing Game: Tired of always having her men
stolen by her so called friend, a  woman finally gets her just revenge.


 


Role Reversal: Two women get wicked revenge on their
sexist boss. (Warning, this one is really wild!)
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Books by C. C. Morian


 


 





 


A Surprise Revelation (The
Surprise Series #1)


 


Melissa has a handsome, caring husband, a good job, a nice
house. But there’s something missing—passion. She had it before, with boyfriend
Marcus, and misses it terribly.


 


Biker Vern recognizes her hidden need right away. The
arousal he awakens in Melissa makes her wonder if marrying Richard was the
right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting
opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


Vern and Marcus forces Melissa to confront the secret
uncontrollable need she has tried desperately to ignore, a need that, if she
succumbs to it, could devastate her husband Richard and destroy her marriage.


 


Yet Richard has a secret of his own. . . 


 


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


 


 





 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


Melissa seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable
and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her
husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.


 


The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about was
alpha male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa
thought she was over him. Now she’s not so sure, and neither is Richard.


 


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


 


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


 


Everything.


 


 


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


 


 


 


A Kiss to Start it All


(New Adult Romance)


 


Sassy Jackie is a harmless flirt, or so she thinks. Turns
out her flirtations earn her a reputation on campus, not for being loose, but
just the opposite, because she’s never actually gone all the way. With no end
of guys trying to ‘fix’ her, and surrounded by the exploits of her wild friend
Sue, who’s a poster child for bad influence, Jackie is under a lot of pressure
to do something.


 


Jackie doesn’t think she should have to defend herself for
not putting out, or to do something she isn’t ready for, just to be considered
normal. It’s a dilemma every young woman faces, and Jackie wants to get it
right.


 


Whatever that means.


 


This standalone story is the first of a new series about how
an innocent (or sometimes not so innocent!) kiss just might start something
new, exciting, sensuous, or even wild. . .









OceanofPDF.com



Books by Blaise Quin



The
Pent Up Desires Series


Back in the Game


Back in the Workforce


A Model Arrangement


Aged the Perfection 1
& 2


Working the Rotation
1 & 2 and …


 (more to come)


 


                       


Working the Rotation


Thrown out of the house by her ex-husband, Amy is in
desperate need of money and a change in her life. She takes a job at an
exclusive resort catering to the whims of the rich. 


 


The resort position turns out to be quite an eye opening
experience for Amy. Not only in what she learns about the services they
provide, but in what Amy learns about herself. Join Amy on her life changing
journey as she discovers and releases her pent up desires.


 


 


Aged to Perfection


 


Divorced and nearing forty, Sarah is looking for a change in
her life. She meets Brad, a biker who also runs a bar in the rough part of town
that has a secret room in the back for special customers. 


 


Brad offers Sarah a job in the bar that is a far cry from
her buttoned up corporate life. It would be the most extreme job change
imaginable, immersing her in a world of hard men and bikers who take what they
want.


 


Yet it would give Sarah a way to unleash her pent up
desires.


 


(A multipart story that can be read standalone)


 


 


 


Back in The Game


Forty year old Beth has kept herself in great shape since
her divorce, and while she would love to meet a man again, she hasn’t had much
luck with online dating. She used to play some volleyball, so she joins the
local club to play and maybe meet some men her age.


 


Imagine her surprise when she finds out that volleyball
isn’t all that’s going on at the gym. And the hot young studs on the other team
don’t care at all how old Beth is.


Back in The Workforce


Recently divorce Michelle has lost everything due to her
cheating ex-husbands gambling problem. She’s forced to take a job working for
Men With Muscles, a moving company staffed with strong college men who are much
younger than she is. They’re very interested in what kind of experience
Michelle has beyond working in the office.


 


Michelle fights to resist her temptations as she finds
herself alone in big houses with just the hot young stud movers. Until she gets
caught doing what she shouldn’t be, and now she has to pay the price.


 


A Model Arrangement


Jackie is forced to work lousy jobs after her ex-husband
runs off with all their savings. At a job fair she is approached by a talent
scout offering her a modeling job for an agency which guarantees results for
its clients. It sounds like a scam, but she’s got nothing to lose after being
groped by her boss.


 


The agency guarantee tests the product in a real life
situation, and Jackie gets to model a beautiful designer dress. Only it turns
out that the dress is designed to attract men, and of course there’s only one
way test whether it really works. . .


Allie Shows Her True Colors


Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all
work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional
background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her
relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him.
Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically
compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.


 


The big day finally arrives, and so do the three big black
photographers Allie has personally picked out. They look more like linebackers
than picture takers, but Rob has left all the details up to Allie, who has
totally taken control of everything.


 


Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It
turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in
the way Rob had hoped.


 


* * * For Adult
Readers Only * * *
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