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Chapter 1

 


Emily was a maneater.
 

I knew it as soon as I met her. It was hard not to. When I first laid eyes on her she was choking back a veiny black cock, gagging as it got fucked down her throat.
 

It was a pretty crazy party at a friend's of a friend's place. I had gone with my buddy Dave but he disappeared halfway through the night and I barely knew anyone there.
 

I was wandering around the house thinking of just going home when I walked into the room where she was blowing this guy.
 

I should have just backed out slowly muttering an apology but I couldn't. I was stunned for the first few seconds and then, after that completely mesmerized.
 

You know the kind of porn you watch that has really high production value, the girls all look like they're really into it and not just ooh-ing and ah-ing for a camera? The kind that makes you feel like it could happen to you?
 

This was ten times better than that.
 

Emily had her slender fingers wrapped around the root of this guys dick. As she fucked him with her mouth her pinky swept back and forth on the underside of his heavy sack. She was sitting on the floor, pinned against a wall and the guy had his hands up over his head, leaning against a wall just feeding her all the dick she could take.
 

I stood there with my mouth hanging open knowing I should leave but I just couldn't take my eyes off of her. She was so fucking hot.
 

He blew his load deep into her throat and leaned in so the head of his cock made a bulge in her neck.
 

I saw the thing flexing as it retched hot seed into her belly and before the guy was done my own dick was hard as a rock.
 

Emily's face started turning red. Tears streamed down her cheeks and her eyes bugged out.
 

I seriously thought I was going to have to tell the guy to stop.
 

He waited to the very last moment before dragging his fat black hose, slathered in cum and spit and bile out of her mouth. A hot gush of his semen spilled out after it, running down Emily's cheek and landing on the little black skirt she was wearing.
 

As soon as that cock was out of her mouth she was up on her knees gobbling it back down and licking it clean until it was slick and shiny and ready to be tucked back into his pants.
 

Guy didn't even say thanks. Just stuffed his dick in, zipped up, turned and walked past me out the door like it was no big deal.
 

Emily slumped back against the wall and started licking the cum off her fingers like a filthy slut.
 

And then she noticed me.
 

One eyebrow went up. Then the corner of her mouth. She looked down at the puddle of seed on her skirt that had started to dry, forming a white stain, then back up at me. “Enjoy the show?” she asked.
 

I was absolutely floored. I’d never met any girl that had ever done anything like that and here was this chick that had just let a guy unload in her mouth while I watched and that was the way she said hi.
 

Emily hoisted herself up off the floor, one hand on the wall for balance. She was stunning. She balanced elegantly on four inch heels her long, slender calves flexed, one foot slightly off to the side.
 

The little black skirt she was wearing barely covered her thighs, so much so that if I'd been sitting I bet I'd be able to see whether she was wearing panties or not. She was wearing an equally tight, equally revealing black top and her sizable but firm breasts looked like they might pop out at any moment.
 

And there was that smile. Emily smiled at you the way people smile at a big plate of pancakes covered in whip cream and strawberries on a Sunday morning, or a big ole' slab of steak on a Friday night. When Emily smiled, there was no doubt that she was going to eat you the fuck up.
 

She ran her thumb over the corner of her mouth before walking up right up to me, staring me in the eye the whole time. “What’s the matter?” she asked. “Cat got your tongue?”
 

If hotness were made into a movie, Emily was fucking James Bond.
 

“I… “ I just managed to grunt the syllable before I realized the cat really did have my tongue.
 

Emily smirked and for some reason glanced down at my rigid cock. Her smile widened a little as she looked back up. “Anyways,” she said with a sigh, “it was nice meeting you,” and proceeded to walk around me and towards the door.
 

To this day I thank whatever force inspired me to spin around and shout “Wait!” I would regret it in the best possible way for almost every day after that but I wouldn’t have it any other way.
 

Emily turned around and folded her arms across her chest. “What’s up?”
 

I swallowed the embarrassment and awkwardness that had swollen into a ball in my throat and steeled myself for what I was about to do. “I’m sorry I… “ But I couldn’t finish. Just managed to wave in the direction of what I’d just witnessed her do with that man’s cock.
 

Emily shook her head, her blonde curls dancing along her shoulders as she did. “Don’t worry about it.” She glanced down at my cock again. “I get it.”
 

This was puzzling but so was my erection so I decided not to ask what it was she got. Just as she was turning to go again I put up a palm to make another effort. “Wait. Can I get your number?”
 

Emily paused, arched her brow, then chuckled. Not giggled, Emily didn’t giggle, she chuckled. The way villains in action movies do. “What?” she asked. “Because of that?” She pointed to the same spot I had.
 

“No. Yes, I mean… not like that.” I didn’t know what the fuck I was talking about. I just knew I needed to talk. I needed to stall her until I got my brain back and could use it to lure her out for coffee, to figure out why the fuck (besides her incredible looks) she was so alluring to me. Or rather, why watching her suck the seed out of that guy’s cock was.
 

Emily stepped closer. She glanced down at the bulge in my jeans and before I could react she put her hand on my package, cupping my nuts. She squeezed me slightly, pushing the air out of my lungs. Not enough to hurt, just enough to… fuck, I don’t even know what. Be the boss?
 

“Trust me,” she whispered, close enough to my face that I could smell the cum on her breath. “You don’t want my number.”
 

Squeeze.
 

Then she let go and stepped back, giving me one last up and down. “Besides, I don’t really do white boys.”
 

Smile.
 

“Coffee,” I whispered, still breathless from her little domination act.
 

“What?”
 

“Coffee then. Can I take you out for coffee?”
 

Her eyes went up. “What, now?”
 

“Right now.”
 

Emily smiled again, her eyes narrowing as she stared at me. “Hmm,” she mused, sizing me up as if she were deciding whether I was a toy worthy of playing with. “You’re going to regret this.”
 

I was already sure that I was. “I know.”
 

That made her burst into laughter. She threw her head back and shook it staring up at the ceiling. “Okay. You made me laugh. I like that. Make it a drink instead of a coffee and you’re on.”
 

Just like that.
 

It was on.
 






Chapter 2

 


I took her to Shiners. It was a small bar on the east side of town that was part hipster chic part mom and pop diner. I hated all the beards and skinny jeans but I liked their taps and the booths were dark enough that you didn’t really have to look at the other patrons if you didn’t want to.
 

Emily’s drink of choice turned out to be a double Black Russian with a single ice cube.
 

I sat across the table from her in an awkward silence because I never had any game and still didn’t but I knew this had to get done. Somehow I knew she was the one.
 

Emily didn’t budge. She leaned back against the high-backed bench, folded her arms across her chest and donned a smug grim that meant “show me what you’ve got.”
 

I had nothing.
 

Nothing.
 

I work as a lab technician at a soap company. My most exciting day involves weighing something other than soap powder, something which I get to do very infrequently. I have no hobbies other than watching TV, which I binge on once I get started and on the weekends I usually watch the clock until I can get back to work.
 

And maybe that was part of it. Seeing Emily work that cock was so absolutely outside of my realm of experience it felt like I had gone down a rabbit hole into a fantasy land. Except it wasn’t. It was real. There were people that lived their lives like that.
 

I felt like if I could latch onto someone like Emily maybe I could live in a world like that, too.
 

So you know what I did? I just gave it to her like it was. No bluff.
 

“Look,” I said. “I’m a really boring guy.”
 

This made her smile twist up a bit. Curiosity, if not interest.
 

“I work at a soap lab. I have no life. That was the first party I’ve been to in… I don’t even know how long. I’m sorry I walked in on you and didn’t walk out but… no, you know what? I’m not. I’m not sorry about that. I… that might have been the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I just… you’re obviously a very attractive person and I don’t want to waste your time or anything but I just… I needed to… I needed to meet you. Talk to you. I needed to find out, like, what is that like? What is your life like?”
 

Emily stared at me for a while with her wicked smile before starting to shake her head. She leaned forward, put her elbows on the table and extended a hand. “Hi. I’m Emily.”
 

Right.
 

It was pretty hard resisting the urge to face-palm.
 

“I’m… I’m Chris. Sorry,” I muttered, shaking her smooth, warm hand with my now exceptionally clammy palm.
 

“About what?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“You said you’re sorry. Sorry about what?”
 

I sighed. It’s a little tick I have. I sigh a lot when I get nervous. Makes people think I’m tired of them. “I… about… not introducing myself. The whole thing.”
 

“Sorry you brought me here yet?”
 

“What? No! No, no, not that!”
 

Emily smirked. “You will be.”
 

My cock jumped as I gazed into her deep, blue eyes.
 

The waitress brought our drinks and I took a big gulp of beer to try and catch a buzz and maybe lose a little of jitters.
 

Emily sipped her Black Russian through a tiny black straw, the muscles in her neck flexing as she sucked.
 

I, of course, couldn’t help but think back to what I’d seen her doing not even an hour before, sucking that big black dick.
 

Emily caught my eye. “So Chris tell me, what kind of a guy walks in on a woman giving a stranger a blow-job and asks her out for a drink?”
 

It was certainly a good question and one I had absolutely no answer for. I shook my head for a little while. “I really don’t know what this is about,” I finally managed wagging a finger back and forth between us.
 

“Lab technician at a soap factory, huh?” she asked.
 

“Uh-huh. Yeah. That’s right.”
 

“You don’t get out much?”
 

I shook my head. “What gave it away?”
 

Emily took another sip of her drink. “When you go out with a girl you’re supposed to ask some questions. Get her talking about herself. Give her some attention. No one ever told you that?”
 

I shrugged and turned my palms up. “I don’t have a lot of friends.”
 

Emily donned a funny, smiling scowl. “You gonna try it?”
 

“Huh? Try what?”
 

She laughed again. “You gonna try asking me some questions?”
 

Right.
 

I opened my mouth and my brain went blank.
 

Emily leaned back against the bench and waited.
 

“I… “
“No,” she interrupted. “Don’t start with I. Start with a question word like who or what or where. Something like that.”
 

Right.
 

“Um… “
Emily covered her mouth as she chuckled. “Wow. You’re really bad at this aren’t you?”
 

I sighed. “Really, really bad.”
 

“Okay. I’ll help you out. You’re kind of cute being all shy over there. Why don’t you ask ‘Hey Emily, what were you doing with that black cock in your mouth back at the party?’”
 

I nearly snorted my beer out of my nose. I stared at her in disbelief and she stared back, face straight as a poker pro’s.
 

Emily gave me an encouraging little nod. “Go on.”
 

“Uh… hey Emily, what were you doing with that black cock in your mouth back at the party?” My whole body tingled as I spoke the words, adrenaline flooding through my veins and lighting me on fire. What a fucking rush!
 

“There. That’s better,” Emily replied. She leaned forward again and sucked on her drink before letting the straw fall out of her mouth against the rim of the glass. She fixed me with an earnest stare. “I love black dicks. The bigger the better. I love sucking them. I love tasting their cum. I love getting fucked by them.”
 

My cock stiffened between my legs, pressing against my jeans with a very painful ache.
 

Emily shook her head.
 

“What?” I asked.
 

“I don’t know. Usually when I say that guys run away. Then again, usually when someone finds me with eight inches of dark meat down my throat they don’t ask me to go for a drink. You’re kind of funny that way.” She smiled with one half of her mouth and shook her head, sipping with the other half.
 

I was totally fucking hooked.
 

Why? I don’t know why. I didn’t know then and I still don’t really know now.
 

“Marry me?”
 

Emily froze for a moment then threw her head back and slammed her fist against the table turning every head in the place with an uproarious laugh. She settled down and took another sip of her drink. “You are something else, you know that?”
 

I didn’t, in fact, know that. I was really being completely serious with my question. I’d never met anyone like Emily before and I was certain I would probably not meet anyone like her again.
 

After we’d finished one drink we had another and things began to relax between us. Emily confessed.
 

“You know I thought you were going to be totally different? I thought you were going to bring me out here and act like a big shot and try to get me drunk and sleep with me. And you know what I was gonna do? I was gonna come here and find the biggest, blackest piece of meat I could find in the place and leave with him instead of you.”
 

Blood drained from my brain down into my cock. This woman was crazy and I couldn’t get enough of just how crazy she was. “Are you still going to do that?”
 

Emily furrowed her brow. “Not so much anymore. I was kind of thinking of leaving with you,” she said quietly.
 

When we got to my place she was all over me. She was like a hungry animal ready to feed. Tugging at my belt and unbuttoning my shirt until I was standing naked in my living room with Emily on her knees in front of me and my dick in her mouth.
 

That sweet wet, velvety mouth. I’ll never forget getting sucked into that mouth for the first time.
 

I don’t have a small cock but it’s average, about five and a half inches. Nothing like the dick she took at the part. She was able to get all the way down with just the tip of me inside her throat.
 

Cupping my balls she squeezed the muscles in her throat massaging the head of my cock.
 

Cum shot up in a hot spurt from my nuts, flooded my shaft then burst in a wet splash into her mouth.
 

Obviously not expecting it so soon, Emily gagged, yanked her face off of my cock then retched some of the seed I’d ejaculated into her throat out onto the carpet.
 

I was left standing red faced as my orgasm slithered back up into my mind and cum drooled out of my cock onto the rug.
 

Emily covered her mouth with a hand. “Oh my God I’m sorry!” she said, scrambling up.
 

“It’s… it’s okay,” I groaned back.
 

Emily sighed and suddenly seemed to get her bearings, as if she’d sobered up and realized where she was and what she’d done. She looked up my naked body standing in front of her then her eyes met mine.
 

This time Emily sighed.
 

“Chris… I’m sorry. I don’t even know why I’m here,” she said, her words slurring slightly from all the booze. She looked down to the ground and found her purse then stooped and scooped it up. “I… I’ll get a cab or Uber or something. Thanks for the drinks… “ she muttered.
 

My face was burning red with embarrassment and shame at what had just happened but I knew I couldn’t let her go. I had to keep her in my life. I didn’t even have her number yet.
 

Chris rallied, yes he did.
 

“Emily wait!” I managed to jump into my underwear, dancing around a little as I pulled them on before jogging over to the front door where she was standing. “I’m sorry that happened. I don’t… “
 

Emily shot me a pitying smile. “It’s alright. I shouldn’t have come.”
 

“No. I’m glad you came. I… let’s just… if you give me five minutes we can… “
 

Emily shook her head the rubbed her forehead with two fingers. “Chris… you don’t want me in your life. You might think you do but you don’t. Trust me. I thought you were a different kind of guy. I was going to mess with you then ditch you. I’m not the kind of girl you need.”
 

I knew none of what she was saying could be true. She was exactly the kind of girl I wanted, I just wasn’t sure why.
 

“Emily, please, just give me a chance.”
 

She smirked, shook her head and looked away. “Chris. You’re a nice guy. You don’t need this kind of chance, trust me.”
 

The whole situation was so absurd, me standing in my hallway in my underwear after I’d just come in her mouth begging her to stay and yet something grabbed me by the nuts and gave me courage. “I’m going to marry you.”
 

Emily froze again staring into my eyes. It seemed like forever before her head started shaking from side to side and she gave a disbelieving laugh.
 

I stared right into her eyes, desperate to show her how serious I was.
 

“You are something else, you know that?” Emily said with a shy smile.
 






Chapter 3

 


Emily stayed the night.
 

I finally upped my game and began my sentences with question words.
 

“Why’d you give that guy a blow-job?”
 

It was a good opener.
 

Emily laughed. “You really want to know?”
 

“Uh-huh.”
 

“He asked. And like I said, I like black cock.”
 

Her answer stung in the most delicious way. Some guy just walking up to her and asking for a blow job and she gave it to him?
 

“I know, right?” Emily whispered. “What kind of a slut am I?”
 

“What kind?” I whispered back.
 

“The filthiest kind,” Emily replied.
 

Her answer sent a jolt of adrenaline pulsing through me that made my toes ache. “Why?”
 

Emily shrugged. “Daddy issues?” She chuckled at my expression. “I’m joking. I don’t know. Guys can be sluts, why can’t I?”
 

The thought of being with a woman who was so uninhibited and raw and open with her sexuality was one of the hottest things I’d ever thought about. “I’m serious about marrying you.”
 

Emily sighed and shook her head. “Chris, you’re sweet, you really are. I wouldn’t still be here if you weren’t. I don’t know a lot of guys like you. But seriously? You’re barking up the wrong tree, dawg. I am not what you need.”
 

“How do you know that?”
 

Emily shook her head. “I’m never going to stop being like this. I’m not… I’m not a one-guy kind of gal. I’m just… I’m just not.”
 

“You ever want kids?”
 

Emily’s eyes widened at the question. She began nodding. “Alright. You really want to know what I’m about? I only fuck guys bareback. I’m not on anything. I’ve been lucky so far because I’m not pregnant but it could happen any time. And I fuck all the time. You like that too? You like hearing about a girl that does that kind of shit?”
 

What.
 

The.
 

Fuck?
 

“Are you serious?”
 

The question ignited a wild, fiery look in Emily’s eyes. “Am I serious? Am I serious?” she said with a guffaw. “Let me show you how fucking serious I am.”
 

Before I could stop her she was straddling me and pumping my cock to hardness. It didn’t take too long in her sweet, soft hands and as soon as it could stand up on its own she hiked up her skirt revealing that she was wearing nothing underneath.
 

I sucked in a breath at the sight of her tight slit that tucked under her legs and turned into rippled waves of flesh. Pointing my cock at her hole she dragged it back and forth like a paintbrush, collecting her juices along the head.
 

Her pussy was drenched and hot.
 

Our eyes locked as she settled onto me, swallowing my stiff meat into her snatch with a filthy slurp.
 

Sweet fucking heaven I can’t even describe what it felt like slipping into her steaming sheath of flesh.
 

Emily put her hands on my chest and began to ride. Eyeing me with a wicked smile that every once in a while would flicker into a sinister sneer, she milked my cock with her cunt, her pussy almost sucking the cum up out of my nuts.
 

I did my best, still embarrassed from my horrible performance earlier that night but sliding in and out of her her sweaty orifice had me panting and gasping within minutes, ready to come.
 

“Oh you like that, don’t you Chris?” she asked with a snide smile.
 

“You feel fucking amazing,” I replied.
 

She leaned harder against my chest and started working my cock by just lifting and lowering her hips. I saw the two pleasant rounds of her rump rising and falling behind her back and nearly shot my wad.
 

“Now, you wanted to know if I was serious, right?” Emily asked.
 

Holy fuck I couldn’t believe this was happening. I couldn’t believe I was going to let it happen.
 

“Let me show you how fucking serious I am about it.”
 

Her mouth tightened into a straight line as she started bouncing harder up and down on my cock. Her pussy clamped onto my muscle, each yank was accompanied by a wet squelch, each thrust down by a sweaty fart as my cock pistoned the air out of her cunt.
 

My heart thundered against my chest. I felt like I was going to black out from how hard she was fucking me. I knew I should at least make an effort to stop her or pull out or tell her I was about to come.
 

But who in the fuck would really be able to do that.
 

My cock stiffened inside her and Emily’s eyes went wide. “That’s it,” she panted. “Fuck it into my bare pussy. Fuck me up with your seed baby,” she begged.
 

The nut tore up out of my balls and blasted out of the head of my cock slathering her insides with cum.
 

As soon as she felt my cock dancing and flexing inside her Emily threw her head back and cried out. I watched her beautiful body writhe above me as she came all over my hard cock.
 

I felt completely dominated by this crazy woman I’d just met and at the same time I knew I’d never be able to love anyone else. That’s right. After a few hours I was head over heels in love.
 

She rode out the rest of her orgasm, then rode me a little while longer until I started to go soft. Pulling herself off me caused my cock to fall out of her and the seed inside her spill onto my belly.
 

Playing with the puddle of yellowish white spunk on my stomach, Emily looked up into my eyes. “Don’t worry, there’s probably still a little left inside,” she said. Then she narrowed her eyes and smiled her wicked smile. “You want to make sure?” she asked.
 

Before I could answer or stop her she was crawling up my belly, over my chest, then her thighs settled against my cheeks as she lowered her frothing pussy over my face.
 

Bubbles of air trapped in our combined juices bubbled and popped, splattering all over my chin.
 

“What are you doing?” I asked but the words were muffled as she sat her messy pussy lips onto my mouth.
 

I’d never done anything as filthy or erotic in my whole life but somehow I knew what she wanted me to do and I wanted desperately to give it to her. I plunged my tongue into her defiled hole and swept it along her the tangy walls.
 

Glop after glop of my own jizz drooled from her pussy into my mouth. I swallowed it down and swept into her tunnel for more. When I looked up, Emily was staring down at me with this look of awe and wonder in her eyes, like she didn’t believe that I was actually doing it.
 

It just made me want to please her more. After I finished cleaning her out I slid my tongue up her slit and found the hard bud of her clit. I licked and lapped at it until her thighs shook against my face and she came, spurting hot juice into my mouth.
 

We curled up on the couch together when it was over and neither of us said anything for a long, long time.
 

As I was drifting off to sleep, Emily stirred in my arms. “We shouldn’t do this,” she whispered.
 

I tightened my arms around her chest. “Yes we should.”
 

“I’m going to hurt you.”
 

The words stung like razor wire in my intestines. “No you’re not.”
 

“I am, Chris. That’s what I do. That’s… I don’t know why. It gets me off. I can’t stop.”
 

The thought of Emily hurting me, of going out and fucking other guys bareback and blowing strange men at parties was like an elbow in the gut but one that made my cock come to life again. “I told you I’m going to marry you,” I said.
 

“That’s crazy,” Emily replied. “You’re crazy.”
 

“You’re crazy,” I echoed. “And I love it.”
 

I heard Emily smile.
 

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” was the last thing she whispered before I drifted off to sleep.
 






Chapter 4

 


Emily hurt me the very next day. We woke up Sunday and each showered and I made coffee and we had it on the veranda with spring sun warming us up.
 

The previous night still seemed like some surreal dream I’d had and with the light of day my old inhibitions all came back. Still, I managed to find the courage to ask. “Do you want to spend the day together?”
 

Emily smiled. “I can’t. I have other plans.”
 

Even without her saying it I knew what they were. “Oh? What kind of plans?”
 

Emily took a sip of her coffee and smiled at me again. “I’m meeting someone.”
 

My stomach twisted into a knot. “Someone?” I asked.
 

Emily nodded.
 

“A guy?”
 

She nodded again.
 

For a few seconds I thought I’d never be able to breathe again. I felt like I was going to die right there on my veranda right in front of Emily. Then something inside me let go and my lungs relaxed and I sucked in a huge gulp of air. Blood surged into my cock.
 

Emily gave me a funny look.
 

“What are you going to do?”
 

Emily licked her lips before answering. “I’m gonna go meet up with him and then I’m gonna fuck him. Like I told you last night.”
 

My heart skipped a beat, then thudded in my chest as it resumed its pulse. “You’re… you’re going to fuck a guy?”
 

Emily nodded. “Uh-huh.”
 

I sat frozen in place and almost couldn’t believe it when it happened. I nodded back. “Okay.”
 

Emily raised an eyebrow. “Okay?” she said, sounding a little stunned.
 

“Okay,” I replied.
 

She shook her head in apparent disbelief.
 

The truth was that “okay” was not how I felt at all. Inside I was raging with anguish, jealousy shredding my insides and my fingers and toes cold. I couldn’t believe she was so calmly and casually sitting across from me and telling me she was going to fuck some other guy. My mind was reeling and I needed to make it stop but I didn’t want to lose her so I just sucked it up.
 

Without another word, Emily finished her coffee, set the mug down on the table between us and stood up. Still wearing her cum-stained black skirt from the night before, she took her purse out from under her arm and pulled out her phone. She tapped out a message with one thumb before tucking it back inside. “You mind if I wait here?”
 

My stomach flipped, then flopped. “Did you get a cab?” I didn’t know you could message for a cab.
 

“No. He’s coming to pick me up.”
 

I swallowed back the anxiety that had swelled into my throat. “He, you mean, the guy?”
 

She couldn’t be serious.
 

Emily gave me an innocent nod. An evil grin flirted with one corner of her mouth.
 

For one split second I could have sworn she was going to cry. What the fuck was up with this girl?
 

“I told you we shouldn’t do this,” she said quietly. “I don’t… you’re a nice guy. Let’s just… we had fun. Let’s leave it at that. We can have a nice memory and get on with our lives. You don’t deserve this.”
 

I stood up, walked up to her and put my hands on her arms. “You’re right.”
 

Emily’s mouth dropped open but she quickly collected herself and hid her disappointment.
 

“I probably don’t deserve this. I don’t deserve you. But I don’t care. I love you and I’m going to have you. You’re going to be mine. No matter what you do.”
 

The muscles in her jaw tightened as she stared back into my eyes.
 

I didn’t say it to make her stay. I knew she was going to go. I didn’t know quite how terrible it was going to feel after she was gone. But I knew I was going to be with her. No matter what.
 

A car pulled up on the quiet street. Black SUV with tinted windows.
 

The knot in my stomach tightened.
 

Emily didn’t move. She shook her head and studied my face, as if she was going to find the answer to why I was doing this. “You’re crazy.”
 

“You’re crazy. And I love it.”
 

She sniffed and smiled. “Okay. I’m gonna go now.”
 

“Go.”
 

Emily turned to go. She opened the door of the veranda and walked out onto the steps, then turned around. She slipped a tiny rectangular card out of her purse and handed it to me.
 

“What’s this?” I asked.
 

“It’s my number. In case you ever decide to call. Or not. Whatever.”
 

As I watched her walk down the driveway wave after wave of hot adrenaline raced through me at how close I’d come to never having a way of getting in touch with her again. Each wave was quashed with the overwhelming relief at what she’d done.
 

Emily, whose last name I did not yet know, had chosen to believe that I might be serious and left her number when she could have just not.
 

She opened the door and stepped into the car. Right before it closed I saw a single dark paw settle on her thigh. A split-second before the door slammed shut Emily shot me her wicked smile.
 



***

 


I had no idea what I’d signed up for that first day. I guess a part of me didn’t really believe that a woman like Emily could really exist. As the first seconds after she left ticked by, the overwhelming unsettling reality of what was about to happen began to dawn on me.
 

This woman who I’d made love to the night before, this woman who I was sure I was in love with, sure that I wanted to marry, was about to go and fuck some other guy. Each second brought me closer to that.
 

I spent the day pacing around my house a nervous wreck until I decided I just couldn’t take it any more and started to drink. That was around two. I downed beer after beer trying to douse the jealous fire that burned inside me.
 

It never really went out. I just managed to anaesthetize myself against the pain.
 

By the time the evening rolled around I was properly soused and decided it had been long enough. Surely even a woman like Emily couldn’t fuck all day and all night?
 

With shaking hands I picked up my phone and the tiny card beside it and punched in a text message.
 

All done?
 

I set the phone on the arm of the couch and stared at it, willing it to buzz.
 

It buzzed.
 

I jumped.
 

I can’t believe you. Is this you? Chris? You really are crazy. Yeah. All done.
 

All of the effects of the beer wore off as I read those last three words. She was all done.
 

She was all fucking done. She had just fucked some guy and now was all done.
 

What the fuck?!?
 

Suddenly I needed to know every single painful detail of the act. I wanted to sit in front of her as she told me about every vile and filthy thing that had happened. How she’d sucked his cock, how she’d let him fuck her pussy and blow his load deep into her.
 

I wanted to plunge my fingers into her whorish cunt and check if he was still there. I nearly dropped the phone tapping out another message.
 

Can I see you?
 

I waited and waited and it seemed to take forever but the phone buzzed again.
 

You’re serious?
 

I’m serious.
 

I was fucking dying I was so serious. I needed to know. I needed to hear her tell me all about how she’d betrayed me, even though she hadn’t really since she warned me that was exactly what she was going to do.
 

Okay. You want me to come over?
 

A warm shiver rushed through me at the fact that she’d asked.
 

Fuck yes. Please hurry.
 

My cock was rock hard as I set down the phone but I resolved not to touch myself before she got there. Then I wondered if maybe I should, to release some steam so I could last longer if we fucked.
 

No. I decided not to. I could always jerk off later if need be.
 

Emily arrived about twenty minutes later and rang my doorbell. I jumped up from the couch and rushed to the door and out onto the veranda. When I opened it I didn’t invite her inside, just stared at her, unable to believe what she’d just done.
 

“You okay?” she asked with genuine concern.
 

I nodded. Then I shook my head. “Yes. And no. I don’t know. Can you come inside?”
 

She smiled. “That’s why I’m here, silly.”
 

Silly.
 

I don’t know why hearing her say that warmed my heart so much. I stepped to one side and let her inside. We both walked over to the couch like it had been planned and sat down. Emily gazed into my eyes.
 

I felt like I was breathing through a straw. Even exhaling was a challenge. My imagination was running wild about all the things she might have done. I knew it would probably get better once I knew what had happened but I just couldn’t bring myself to utter a single word.
 

“You want to hear about it?” Emily asked softly, turning away as if she couldn’t say it looking into my eyes.
 

Relaxing my lungs enough to breathe, I managed to nod.
 

“What do you want to know?” she asked.
 

“Everything.”
 

Emily bit her lower lip. Her eyes shifted side to side before meeting mine again. “Everything?” she asked, arching her brow.
 

I nodded again. My palms were sweating and the room felt like someone had turned on a heater. I just needed to hear about it and then it would be better. I was sure of it. “How do you know him?”
 

Emily shrugged. “He’s a guy I fuck sometimes.”
 

Her words were like a kick to the gut. I hadn’t had a lot of girlfriends, well, I’d had a couple, and they were always so precious about sex, so guarded about it. Emily was so different having a guy-she-fucked-sometimes. “That’s it?” I asked.
 

“What’s it?”
 

“You just fuck him?”
 

Emily smiled. “More like he fucks me.”
 

Another column of pain shot down into my stomach. I really had a thing for this girl. I’d made it clear to her and yet she had still gone off and fucked this guy. And for some reason I just couldn’t get enough. “What did you do? What did he do?”
 

Emily’s cozied deeper into the couch and nibbled at her thumbnail. “Same stuff he always does. You really want to know this?” She seemed as disbelieving that I did as I was that she’d even done it.
 

“Yes,” I said, squeezing her arm. “Please.”
 

“Okay. Um… when we get to his place he always makes me suck his cock first.”
 

My guts tightened and twisted around each other. “Tell me. Give me details.” All the blood draining out of my face was rushing straight into my cock and making it hard.
 

“Okay. He closed the door and I got on my knees for him in the hall.”
 

“And you sucked his cock?”
 

“Yeah. He pulled his cock out and… “
 

“Does he have a big cock?”
 

Emily laughed. “Um, he’s black so, yeah, he’s got a big cock.”
 

“And you like that?”
 

“I like a big dick, yeah. I told you.”
 

I caught her glancing at the bulge between my legs and thought I saw excitement flash in her eyes. But I needed to hear more. I wanted to fuck her but I needed to hear more. “How big’s his cock?”
 

Emily looked around the room to try and find something to compare it to. She finally just lifted her arm and wrapped a finger and thumb around her wrist. “About that thick and… “ She slid her finger and thumb down to her elbow “…about this long?”
 

My mind immediately conjured up a dark phallus the size and shape she’d described. I knew in that moment that the vision of it would never be enough. I needed to see it. I needed to witness first-hand what it looked like, Emily taking something of that girth into herself. “So what do you do? How do you suck him off?”
 

A smile flickered to life at the corner of her mouth. “First of all, his name’s Will.”
 

“Okay, Will. How does Will make you suck him off.”
 

She hesitated for a moment, maybe wondering if this level of detail was going to be too explosive and spoil the fun. “You’re sure you want to kno… “
 

“Positive.”
 

Emily sighed. “Will likes to fuck my face.”
 

Probably should have expected it but not what I thought I was going to hear. It knocked the wind right out of me.
 

Emily didn’t seem to notice. “You know the way that guy was fucking my face when you walked in at the party?”
 

I barely managed a nod.
 

“Kind of like that except Will’s a little more rough.” She chuckled, obviously reliving what had happened earlier that day. “He grabs my hair like this,” Emily said, wrapping thick tresses of hair in her fists. “Then he just uses my mouth like it’s a pussy, I guess.”
 

Well I’ll be fucked.
 

“Does he… does he come into your mouth?”
 

Emily shook her head.
 

“What then?”
 

Once again she paused, pondering the consequences of what she was about to reveal. “He blows it on my face.”
 

Oh my fuck…
I nodded and swallowed hard. My cock was aching to be released.
 

Emily looked at it again. Rising up from where she was curled into the couch, she slid her hand up my thigh until it settled along my stiff cock. “You like this.”
 

It wasn’t a question, just a statement of fact.
 

I nodded, feeling feverish from the confusing swells of jealousy and lust that pulsed through me at each new revelation.
 

Emily unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans with the expert fingers of a common whore, an action she’d obviously preformed countless times. She pulled out my cock, graced it with a long, slow glide down to its root before looking up into my eyes. “You want to hear more?”
 

I swallowed and nodded again. Hard.
 

Emily bit her lip. Her chest puffed out in obvious excitement. Clearly there was something that was doing it for her about the situation the same way it was doing it for me. “You want to know why he creams on my face instead of down my throat?”
 

Another nod.
 

“He always tells me he likes to mark his bitch. Isn’t that funny? It’s like a dog pissing on a telephone pole.”
 

There was nothing funny about it. It was a degrading and humiliating way to treat a woman. The thought that she might someday be my woman made my cock lurch in Emily’s hand.
 

Another wild look of excitement ignited in Emily’s eyes as she stroked my cock long and slow. “So after that? After that I wash up, get naked and wait for him in the bedroom.”
 

My cock was flexing with each soft stroke of Emily’s smooth hand. Visions of Emily, her face laced with fat slaps of white cum filled my mind. I was getting too close to coming for comfort. I didn’t want this to stop yet but I could barely hold myself back.
 

“He used my ass today.”
 

I sucked in a massive breath at the soft confession.
 

Emily was staring at me intently, her own arousal growing with mine. A moment later she’d peeled her skirt up and was straddling me, her hot juice dripping down onto my cock.
 

I stared down between our bodies, gazing once again at Emily’s pleasing cleft of flesh that was about to suck me inside. I still remembered what her sticky heat felt like and the memory made my cock surge.
 

“He’s still in there,” Emily whispered. “Want to see?” She didn’t give me much choice. Leaning against my chest she slid me down the back of the couch until I was lying on my back. Then, in a swift motion, she spun around so I was staring at her ass.
 

She lowered herself onto my cock. The head of it slipped between the folds of her tight cunt and more of her juice drooled out and down my shaft. Looking over her shoulder at me, Emily hiked up her skirt revealing the dark button of her ass hole.
 

Her cheeks were red and a little raw, presumably from Will giving them some rough slaps.
 

I groaned as she lowered herself onto my pole, the heat from her pussy drilling up my cock all the way to the base of my brain.
 

Emily reached back. As she started riding me she put her hands on either side of her ass and slowly pulled her cheeks apart. The winking ring of muscle widened.
 

My heart sped up as I laid eyes on Will’s bountiful deposit inside her. How in the fuck had it all not… 
 

The realization made my cock flex inside her and made Emily smile at me as she looked back. There was only one way that much cum had stayed inside her ass. She had to have held it in the whole time.
 

Which meant she’d been thinking about me. Right after Will had finished fucking her or maybe even during, she must have been thinking about me and hoping I’d call and that she’d see me again.
 

I was over the fucking moon about that.
 

As Emily’s pussy slopped up and down my hard pole, she reached back, took my hands and placed them on her ass, showing me to keep her stretched.
 

She put her own hands on my legs for balance. Then she started to push.
 

The first gush of cum exploded out of her ass onto my pelvis in a fat, wet fart. A torrent of seed spilled out after it, runnier and less thick.
 

I stared wide-eyed and stupefied at how fucking filthy it was and just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, Emily popped off of my cock with her pussy and moved forward to take it into her ass.
 

With expert aim she lowered herself until I was touching her back hole, then slid down. Will’s load lubricated my way into her tight channel and Emily clenched at my cock gliding inside.
 

“Uh,” she grunted, “that feels good.”
 

I felt like I was lost in some crazy porn dream except I would never have been able to dream up anything this over the top. My hips started thrusting up with each glide of Emily’s ass over my cock.
 

My nuts swelled, then shrank up between my legs as my body got ready to spew into her ass.
 

Emily had started flicking her clit between her legs as she rode me but she must have felt me getting close because my cock got pretty hard. When she glanced back again, she looked worried. “No, not yet!” she whispered.
 

Pulling herself off of my cock left me dangling at the edge of a powerful orgasm. Was she really going to do this to me? Was she really going to leave me hanging like this?!?
 

Emily spun around and before I knew what was happening sank down onto me with her mouth taking my cock deep into her throat.
 

The wave of pleasure that had begun to recede rushed back like a tsunami, destroying all other thoughts in my mind. I roared as the orgasm rushed up through me, drowning me in lust.
 

My cock spasmed inside her mouth sending pulse after pulse of my own hot cum into her belly.
 

It was only when I started gliding down the other side of my climax that I realized what a fucking filthy thing she’d done. It wasn’t just Will’s cum and mine that she was eating but her own ass, too.
 

Even as my cock flagged inside her mouth Emily kept at it, licking it and cleaning it until she popped off with a wide grin and eyed her good work.
 

It was soft but shiny and slick, nonetheless.
 

The sinking feeling that I hadn’t done anything for Emily started to overwhelm me as she crawled up to lie next to me on the couch.
 

She was smiling but not in her usual wicked way. It was an excited smile and the sharp, sinister edges had been smoothed down. “I can’t believe you like this,” she whispered.
 

The dank smell of cum, pussy and ass wafted off her warm breath.
 

“I can’t believe it either,” I said, eyeing her in wonder and shaking my head. “Do you… do you want me to… “ I began, reaching between her legs.
 

Emily split them open and let me fuck my fingers into her messy pussy. Her hips started gyrating around my hand as she ground down on it, panting.
 

I fucked my middle finger in and out of her messy hole until I thought she was just about to come. Then I started going harder but Emily stopped me, pulling my hand from between her legs.
 

Slipping off the couch, she swung her leg over my head and pressed her pussy lips against my mouth. This had the added effect of putting her ass hole, still dribbling spurt of cum, more or less on top of my nose.
 

As I started eating her out I quickly realized that the only way to breathe was going to be through my nose. My face started to turn red and I couldn’t hold out so I sucked in a huge breath through my nose.
 

The nasty dark smell of Emily’s used ass invaded every sense I had. My cock surged to life.
 

Emily seemed to get more excited. Lowering her full weight onto my jaw she started rubbing her pussy hard against my tongue. Her breath came in quick gasps.
 

As she started getting close to her orgasm her ass hole began to open, then clench, open and clench above me.
 

I could just make out that there was still cum left inside her.
 

Emily started shaking above me. She let out a sharp shriek and her body stiffened, tightening the ring of muscle holding in the rest of the load as she came. The orgasm seemed to stretch on forever. I took another breath, still lashing at her pussy with my tongue.
 

The pleasure seemed to drain from her body all at once. As she slumped forward towards my legs, her ass hole eased open a little, then a little more. A final gush of cum splattered out with a loud, wet fart as she rolled off my mouth.
 

The whole dollop landed on my tongue. I gagged at first. I’d never tasted cum before, not even my own. But with Emily weighing me down there was really nowhere to retch. Shutting my eyes tight, as if that would help, I swallowed Will’s seed in one quick gulp.
 

Emily began to laugh. She rolled off me, turned around and laid herself next to me on the couch. She touched the tip of my nose with her finger. “Boop,” she said quietly. “Now we both smell like cum.”
 

I closed my eyes and kissed her mouth. It felt strangely romantic and I have no idea why.
 






Chapter 5

 


Emily and I saw each other almost every night that week. She was working the afternoon shift as a hairdresser and didn’t get off work until nine. Once she did, she would always go to see one of her guys, the guys she regularly fucked, before coming home to me.
 

The situation played out much the same way it had when she came to my place on Sunday. We would sit on the couch and she would tell me about what she’d done. Then we would have some of the hottest, filthiest sex you could ever imagine and fall asleep on each others arms.
 

Each night the pain and anguish of knowing she was with another guy would feel a little less potent leaving more room for my arousal.
 

I don’t know why we never ended up in bed, the couch kind of just became the thing that we did.
 

I was exhausted at work all week from going to sleep so late but I didn’t care. In between weighing soap powder I would come up with dramatic ways of proposing to her.
 

On Friday of that week I made the decision to buy a ring. I texted her and asked her if she wouldn’t mind skipping seeing whoever she was going to see that night, that I wanted her to myself. Then I dropped two grand I didn’t have on an engagement ring.
 

Emily didn’t write back. I waited half an hour, then thought that a significant enough amount of time had gone by that it wouldn’t look too needy if I wrote her again. Maybe she didn’t get the first text?
 

Another twenty minutes with no answer had me fidgeting on the edge of my armchair trying to watch TV but mostly wondering where the hell Emily was.
 

Twenty minutes later I tried again and again nothing. No response.
 

Anger, confusion, jealousy, all three of these emotions blended inside me into a potent cocktail that turned me into a nervous wreck.
 

Why wasn’t she writing? Had she changed her mind about us? Why wouldn’t she tell me if she had? Was she at some other guys? Had she ignored my request and…
 

I nearly screamed when the doorbell rang. Jumping up off my seat I took a few deep breaths as I walked across the room and into the hall. Who the hell was ringing my doorbell at ten-thirty on a Friday night.
 

Such an incredible wave of relief washed over me at the sight of Emily standing on the steps leading to the veranda. I rushed out and pulled her in close for a tight hug.
 

It wasn’t until a few seconds later that I started picking up the clues. The tousled hair. The smell, that musky smell that no woman ever made. Emily’s eyelids were a little droopy and I smelled the booze on her breath. When she leaned into me she felt a little heavier than usual.
 

Okay. Whatever. She just got a little drunk.
 

“I’m so happy to see you,” I said quietly, kissing her forehead. “Did you get my texts?”
 

Emily leaned back and looked at me with her droopy, drunk eyes and a sinister smile. “Uh-huh,” she said, nodding.
 

My stomach began to sink.
 

“Why didn’t you write back?” I asked. I touched the tiny box in my pants pocket that held the ring.
 

“Why do you think, silly?”
 

My heart started racing and a shot of adrenaline rushed through my gut.
 

Silly
“I… I don’t know,” I stammered, starting to get an idea of what had happened.
 

Emily smirked. “What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?”
 

Spoken playfully like a child with a knife.
 

“Aren’t you going to invite me inside?”
 

With my heart thundering in anticipation of what she was going to reveal she’d done, I stepped out of the way and let her walk inside. After she’d slipped off her heels she headed right for the couch.
 

“Hey,” I said quietly, touching her arm.
 

Emily spun around. “What’s up?”
 

“I thought maybe we could do something different tonight?”
 

“Different? Different how?” she asked, her smile turning sly.
 

My throat tightened as I touched the box with the ring in it again. Was I making a mistake? I’d only known her a week and I was pretty sure she’d gone out and fucked another guy even though I’d asked her not to. I stopped myself from pulling it out. “Tell me what happened?”
 

Emily shrugged. Her head lolled a little to one side. “You know, the usual.”
 

My guts twisted up. “The usual? You… you… “
 

“I got fucked,” Emily said, sparing me from having to say it.
 

I swallowed down the bile that rose in my throat. My mouth went dry. “But I asked you to come here,” I whispered.
 

Still, through all of the pain that was rushing through me at what she’d done, my cock just wouldn’t give up. It throbbed at the thought of Emily taking another man, knowing I’d asked her not to.
 

“You don’t know him. I haven’t told you about this guy. This guy’s special.” Her eyes lit up.
 

“Special?” The word made me wince.
 

“Mm-hmm,” Emily said, biting her lip.
 

“What’s so special about him?”
 

Emily smiled and leaned forward. “You know how I try to keep track of where I am on my cycle? To try and avoid the baby bomb?”
 

Holy fuck that made me hard.
 

“Well with this guy,” Emily went on, “I don’t give a fuck.” She gave that last word a little extra punch.
 

“What do you mean you don’t give a fuck?”
 

“With this guy I just let him fuck my pussy whenever he wants.” 
 

Fuck it hurt so good hearing that. “He came in your pussy tonight?” I asked, my voice cracking under the strain of what she was doing to me.
 

Her expression changed, softening with lust. “Oh Chris, he filled my pussy up so full. Do you want to see?” Emily hooked her fingers beneath the front of her skirt and hiked it up a little, then looked up at me again. “Well? Do you?”
 

I sank down onto my knees as she pulled the skirt up revealing her bare pink peach, slit split and drooling cream.
 

“His name's Rod,” she whispered as I crawled up close. “Want a taste?” she whispered.
 

Kneeling in front of Emily I put my hands on her thighs and stared at her tightness and the spunk leaking from it. The question was so filthy but I'd never been so turned on by a woman in my life.
 

Before I had the chance to back away Emily stepped up and pushed her pussy against my mouth. Her fingers slowly curled into a fist around my hair. She pulled me right up under her and with her other hand opened her pussy lips.
 

Rod's semen drained from her vaginal canal into my mouth.
 

The sticky liquid gurgled in the back of my throat as I gagged but I swallowed it down. Staring up into Emily's beautiful, wild eyes felt like heaven. I waited for the gush to turn into a trickle, then a drip. After I'd swallowed the last few drops I swiped my tongue up her pussy.
 

Emily shuddered above me as I massaged her clit with the tip of my tongue. She started moving up and down, her lithe legs flexing against my cheeks as she used my mouth like a toy.
 

Her grip on my hair tightened nearly causing me to shout but I held it in.
 

Emily rubbed my face along her slit until she shuddered, then screamed as hot juice gushed from her hole. It was over so quickly and she staggered back, letting go of my hair and leaning against the wall.
 

I just stared at this magical, mystical woman that had me wrapped around her little finger just because she was such a slut. Reaching into my pocket I pulled out the tiny box and crawled towards the wall.
 

Emily furrowed her brow in confusion at the little box. As I rose up on my knees and opened it her eyes grew wider. “Chris what… what are you doing?”
 

“Emily,” I said, holding the ring up for her to see. “I know you’re going to think I’m crazy but I’m not. I told you I’m sure about this. I’m sure about you like I’ve never been sure about anything in my life. Emily will you become my wife?”
 

Maybe it was a stupid thing to do. Maybe I should have talked some things over with her, come to an arrangement, an understanding of what our relationship would be like after our vows.
 

The thing was I wanted it to be romantic. I wanted it to be romantic and spontaneous and a moment we would both remember, like the last week had been. I couldn’t have imagined a better prelude to the proposal than what Emily had just done.
 

She stared at the ring and at me so long that my knees started to hurt and my legs began to shake. I knew I had to give her time.
 

When she finally broke from her trance, she slid down the wall and sat down, coming fact to face with me. “Who are you? You’re magic,” she whispered.
 

“Magic?”
 

Emily shook her head. “Most guys can’t take a day of this shit and you’re asking me to marry you?”
 

I gazed into her eyes. “I told you you’d think it was crazy.”
 

She took the little box with the ring and stared at it even more closely before turning to look at me again. “Are you sure about this?”
 

I nodded.
 

Emily cracked a shy smile. “Okay. Then yes.”
 

I was the happiest man alive.
 






Chapter 5

 


It was a small wedding. I didn’t have a lot of friends and Emily had never thought she would get married but always said that if she did she wouldn’t invite anyone.
 

We flirted with the idea of eloping but then thought it wouldn’t be fair to our parents. So I ended up inviting my mom and dad and Emily invited her mom and her step-dad and we thought that would be that.
 

For some reason her step-dad thought it would okay to invite a buddy of his who he knew in town, maybe thinking it was going to be a bigger affair? I don’t know. We made it pretty clear.
 

So there we were at the chapel with our parents and this other guy, who was a big beefcake of a guy with a red face and the kind of belly you just can’t tuck away anywhere making loud jokes about everything.
 

The ceremony went quickly. Emily looked stunning in a very modest white dress, which given her appetite I found pretty ironic and hot.
 

We said our vows and stared into each others eyes, the whole deal.
 

My parents were totally shocked by the whole thing. My dad even took me aside at one point to ask if I was sure about what I was doing. We had only known each other for a few weeks by that point, after all.
 

But I was sure. I was more than sure. I was so certain that this was the woman for me and that nothing would ever come between us.
 

My dad said he wasn’t sure he understood but wished me the best and would always be there for us.
 

After the short ceremony we all piled into cabs and went to a restaurant. Dinner was a little awkward since no one knew anyone but we got through it.
 

After dessert I was ready to wrap it up and take Emily home. I was excited about moving in together and starting our life.
 

Jim, Emily’s dad’s friend, suggested that he’d like to buy us a few drinks at the bar before we left.
 

It was a little weird since we didn’t know him and had no connection but he seemed nice and Emily thought it would be fun so I went along. Emily’s mom said she had a headache and decided to go back to the hotel but her step-dad said he’d join us.
 

So we walked a few blocks to an old Irish pub where I used to hang. As soon as we walked inside I felt like I’d made a mistake by suggesting it.
 

Cork City were playing. The place was packed full and smelled of stale beer and sweat and men. Lots and lots and lots of drunk men. And I swear when Emily stepped inside in her dress they fucking smelled her, everyone turned around so fast.
 

The cheering and catcalling started and Jim and her step-dad had a good laugh while I stood there red-faced and staring at the ground, shaking my head and laughing at my own stupid idea. After everyone had had their fun I opened the door to leave.
 

“Hey what’re ya doin’?” Jim asked.
 

I shot Emily a nervous smile. It wasn’t really the right time for a debate on whether we should stay. “Uh, I just thought we’d be more comfortable somewhere else,” I said to Jim.
 

A bunch of the guys sitting at tables next to the entrance started booing. Others deeper into the bar joined in and pretty soon I was getting booed by the whole crowd for wanting to leave.
 

“Whaddya mean?” Jim said, genuinely perplexed. “This place seems fun!”
 

I looked at Emily again, hoping for some help but she just furrowed her brow and tilted her head. “Are you okay staying?” I asked, trying to be discreet.
 

Emily shrugged. “Sure. Why not?”
 

That’s when I noticed her nipples had stiffened and were poking out of her dress. Her pussy was probably drenched and she was clearly ready to prowl.
 

I nearly slapped my forehead. “Alright. Let’s stay!”
 

The whole bar erupted in a massive cheer.
 

Emily danced into the middle with every guy in the place checking her out, spun around, then danced up to the bar where there were already shots waiting. Her step-dad followed her and I was about to when Jim slapped a meaty paw on my shoulder and turned me around. “That’s a fine little pussy you just locked down there, son,” he huffed, grinning.
 

It was possibly the weirdest thing he could have said to me, especially considering I didn’t even know the guy. I guess I was in a celebratory spirit. I smiled back and replied “Oh trust me, I haven’t locked anything down.” As soon as the words were out of my mouth I regretted saying them. But there it was.
 

Jim gave me a funny look then cracked another smile and started chuckling. He rubbed his fat hands together. “Oh, this sounds like it’s going to be a fun night!”
 

All four of us were loaded about half an hour after getting there. Jim’s face was even redder, so red I was worried he was on his way to having a heart attack.
 

Emily’s step-dad was a pretty friendly guy and got along well with a group of Irish guys sitting at the bar watching the game.
 

Emily and I spent a few minutes together whispering and staring into each others eyes before the guys around us started making fun of us. We stopped and I turned to say something to one of the guys and when I turned back another one of them had already trapped Emily into a conversation.
 

Even though the dress she was wearing was modest her nipples were still totally hard and I knew everyone was checking them out.
 

Hell, Jim pretty much sat himself down on a bar stool next to her and would pound a gulp of his beer, wipe his mouth with the back of his hand, then stare at Emily’s tits until he took his next drink. The guys was like a fucking merry-go-round.
 

Of course all the other guys that ended up talking to Emily all noticed the same thing and their eyes would dance down to her breasts checking her out.
 

Emily got more and more flushed from the attention as much as from the booze.
 

As everyone got farther into their bottles it was inevitable that something was going to happen.
 

I had to stay facing the bar because my cock was so hard and I didn’t want the whole place knowing I was turned on by the fact that my newly married wife might get fucked by the whole bar. Of course, I could think of nothing else.
 

It was kind of funny the way it happened. As soon as the soccer game was over the place seemed to go really quiet. Calm before the storm kind of quiet.
 

Then one guy came up to Emily on the other side and put his hand around her waist. He glanced over at me trying to suss out whether I was going to turn it into something or not.
 

I just sat there staring at his arm on that white dress.
 

The whole place began to hum. Like someone had given a signal. This guy’s not alpha enough to take care of his wife and beat his chest about someone else touching her, right?
 

Even Jim gave me a look of disbelief despite our earlier exchange.
 

Well you know what? Fuck that noise is what I say. We’re not animals. This isn’t the jungle anymore.
 

Emily was her own person, free to do what she wanted.
 

And Emily wanted to fuck.
 

As soon as it was obvious I wasn’t going to do anything about it she spun around on her bar stool, put her arms on this guy’s shoulders and kissed him full on the mouth.
 

The place went deathly quiet as all the guys stared at me.
 

Then another massive cheer.
 

I looked over at her step-dad and even he was smiling and clapping his hands. What the fuck?
 

The guy she was kissing really got it into it. His face turned red but he stepped in closer and Emily wrapped her legs around his.
 

Things escalated quickly.
 

The kiss turned into a full on make out session, their tongues mashing against each other in their mouths, Emily’s arms wrapped tightly around the guy’s neck.
 

Everyone in the bar was staring either at them or at me, I could feel so many stares burning through me to see what I would do. What is the human fascination with humiliation?
 

My cock was throbbing as I watched Emily out of the corner of my eye.
 

It didn’t take long for her to reach down and expertly flick the guys fly and button of his pants open.
 

The bar erupted with another roar as his pants hit the ground.
 

That’s when I started to feel pretty embarrassed. No matter how much I wanted this, how much it turned me on the whole thing was wildly taboo and I noticed some of the other guys starting to feel a little uncomfortable about it the further it went.
 

When Emily whipped the guys stiff cock out a couple of guys at the other end of the restaurant shook their heads, threw some money on the table and walked out of the place.
 

Everyone else just stared.
 

Emily pulled away from their kiss, spat into her palm and started stroking the guys cock like she was a porn star. He was already between her legs so it was just a question of getting him stiff. Once he was she pointed his thick seeding muscle at her pussy making it clear what she wanted.
 

The guy was a little thrown off for a moment. He looked over at me, shook his head, then shrugged. Spreading Emily’s thighs he pressed the head of his cock against her filthy slit then split it in two as he shoved himself inside.
 

Her hot pussy slurped him up.
 

The atmosphere in the bar really changed right then. It was like someone flipped a switch. It went from playful joke to dark really fast.
 

As the guy between her legs started fucking her on the bar stool, a few other guys stood up to watch and pulled out their cocks. A circle formed around her of guys waiting their turn.
 

Emily was getting pretty worked up from the guy sawing into her, her head rolling back as she moaned.
 

An electric thrill rushed through me at the thought that she was taking this stranger bareback and would probably let him unload inside her pussy. I wondered if she was fertile and if we’d soon be dealing with what she’d called the “baby bomb.”
 

I’d always wanted a family but I had never thought of what it would mean to raise another man’s child. What would it be like to have a living, walking reminder of her betrayal on our wedding night.
 

All of this was crazy. It was off the fucking rails, for sure. But the craziest thing by far was her step-dad and big puffy, red-faced Jim staring at her as she got fucked and looking like they were getting pretty excited themselves.
 

At one point Jim reached into his pants and started rubbing his cock.
 

I wondered if he was going to rub one out watching his buddies step-daughter get fucked by a stranger on her wedding night or what?
 

The circle of men around her got tighter, so tight that I could barely see what was going on. I had to get off the stool, push a few of them aside so I could see.
 

Emily was in full on fuck now. She was riding this guy’s cock like a bucking bronco and working up a good froth in his nuts.
 

I saw that he was pretty close to the edge. His nuts were up tight between his legs and his thrusts were getting pretty jerky and rough.
 

Emily opened her eyes and stared at him. “Come on big boy, let’s see what you’ve got?” she said.
 

Accepting her challenge the guy really started ramming into her deep and a few seconds later he started to come.
 

My eyes drifted down between their legs. As he plowed into her I saw his cock flex and release, flex and release, flex and release.
 

A shiver ran down my back. My Emily, my new wife was letting this unprotected stranger fuck his seed into her pussy. I almost blew my load at the thought.
 

The guy finished off with a few more shudders then fell out of Emily’s pussy and staggered back looking stunned. He wiped his brow, stuffed his cock back into his underwear and pulled up his pants.
 

Emily leaned back on the bar stool, put her elbows up on the bar and smiled.
 

A silence descended on everyone there. Now that the show was over most seemed to feel weird that it had even happened.
 

The guy who’d fucked her, I guess trying to thaw the chill made a joke. “Hope you’re on some good birth control there!” he said, pointing at the puddle of his jizz that had pooled on the bar stool beneath Emily’s pussy.
 

Emily, in that wicked way she had, threw her head back and laughed before responding. “Oh, bud, I hate that shit. Messes you right the fuck up. No way man,” she said, her voice growing quiet, “that was as bare as it gets. Who knows? Might be your lucky day.”
 

Wiped the smirk right off the guys face.
 

Emily chuckled and spread her legs. “Anyone else want a try?”
 

Remember that thing I said about humans not being animals? What happened next changed my mind. The guys who’d been stroking their cocks nearly broke into a fist fight trying to get to her pussy. There was definitely a tussle.
 

The guy that made it was a big thug of a dude with a square jaw and fists that looked like hammers and a mug that made you know he meant business. The two other guys who’d shoved him to try to get into Emily’s pussy backed right down.
 

Square-jaw shot me a stare, fist around his cock, like he was asking permission or something but didn’t wait for an answer. He took one look at Emily’s pussy drooling the last guy’s cum and pressed the head of his cock against it.
 

Emily gasped.
 

I looked down and saw why. The guys dick was as thick as an elephant’s trunk, the skin looked as tough, too. I had no idea how the fuck he was going to fit that big cock into her tight little snatch but he didn’t seem too concerned. He’d made it pretty clear that he was alpha and was going to do whatever the fuck he felt like.
 

With a rough thrust he buried the head of his cock inside Emily, then stepped forward and fed her the rest of it all the way to the root.
 

Emily’s eyes popped open wide and her mouth too. She raked her nails down the front of the guy’s shirt as he speared her with his muscle, then shrieked as the thickest part of her stretched her so taut she looked like she was going to split in two.
 

“That’s the sound they make when they like it!” the guy grunted, sending the bar into cheers and howls. A moment later he put his paw on Emily’s ass and started to rut.
 

The cool, collected, calculating Emily melted into a clawing, caterwauling woman who had completely lost control. As her body shook with each stiff jab of the square-jaw’s thick prick she looked like she was going to burst into tears and go nuts from his fuck.
 

As her head lolled to one side I caught her eye.
 

“It’s so fucking big!” she cried, her mouth twisted in anguish as he furrowed into her.
 

The scene had gotten a couple of the other guys pretty revved up and a guy on the other side of her went one stroke to far and started to nut. He stepped up and point his cock at Emily and shook a bit as it spat fat slaps of jizz all over her arm.
 

Square-jaw was getting pretty red in the face and getting close.
 

Emily’s body contracted as she came with a shriek, her pussy clenching at square-jaw’s cock.
 

Another one of the guy’s stroking themselves lost it and stepped up.
 

Emily grabbed his cock and gave it a few rough jerks. A thin white line of seed sprayed across her pretty white dress. Then another. Then a third.
 

Square-jaw started to come. With a low grunt he grabbed Emily by the ass, hoisted her up and shoved his cock as deep into her pussy as it would go.
 

Emily shuddered above him as her cavity filled with seed. She wrapped her legs around his trunk and hooked her ankles together, making sure he was deep inside.
 

When square-jaw was done he lowered her onto the chair, slipped out and stepped aside to give his spot to someone else.
 

Emily looked pretty wiped by this point. The rough fucking had torn the front of her dress so that now it hung open and everyone could see the bubbles of cum popping out of her pussy. When another guy stepped up to plow into her, Emily slid down off the bar stool and put her mouth on him instead.
 

Crouched in front of him she began bobbing back and forth over his cock. In under a minute he was shooting spunk into her mouth. When he was done another guy took his place. Then another.
 

I lost track after a while. All I could think of was about the cum still swimming inside her, driving up to try and take root.
 

It wasn’t until red-faced Jim stepped in front of her with his sausage out that I was shaken out of my stupor and back into the room.
 

Her step-dad must have left because he was nowhere in sight. But Jim had stayed.
 

Emily’s face was slathered in cum from all the facials she’d taken but it was seeing big Jim in front of her that made her expression twist up.
 

I don’t want to be mean or anything but Jim was pretty and ugly and pretty fat.
 

Wiping the cum out of her eyes, Emily looked over at me still staring at her and quite mesmerized. She smiled with one side of her mouth then looked back up at Jim and opened up.
 

Jim smirked as he yanked her hair back and slapped her filthy mouth with his cock. He had a thick slab of meat even if it wasn’t that long. After a few more slaps he pushed it past Emily’s lips and into her mouth.
 

Emily could barely suck. She just held her mouth open so Jim could use her as a cum dump.
 

He came fast enough, like most of the other guys had. As he shot ejaculate into her throat, Emily rewarded him with a dirty gurgle.
 

Jim’s face went so fucking red I thought it was going to pop. As he yanked himself out he let go of Emily’s hair and she fell forward onto her hands and knees, cum dripping out of her pussy and mouth onto the floor of the bar.
 

The energy whistled out of the room. Looking around at the crowd was like watching them become human again. Some of them shot me furtive glances, probably wondering whether I was going to go ape-shit. Most of them just shuffled off around the corners of the room and slipped out of the bar.
 

Pretty soon it was just me and Emily and a single bartender behind the bar.
 

I stared at the depraved whore I’d just married, my cock ready to blow.
 

Emily lifted her head to look at me. She was filthy and exhausted, covered in sperm, her dress torn up.
 

The bartender coughed. “You, uh… you want me to get you a cab or something?” he asked quietly.
 

I nodded. As he walked away to get his phone I stumbled forward and knelt down in front of Emily. I had no words for what had just happened but I wanted desperately to get off. Somehow I knew it would have to wait until we got home.
 

“Did you like that?” Emily whispered.
 

My whole body was shaking as I stared at my perfect whore.
 

Emily reached up, grabbed my jaw and pressed her lips against mine in a kiss. She plunged her tongue into my mouth invading my senses with the acrid sting of other men’s cum.
 






Chapter 6

 


You might think that would have been enough to drive me away. I’m sure some men would have wavered in their commitment to and desire for Emily but not me.
 

I would relentlessly replay the episode in my mind in the dead of night with Emily sleeping softly next to me.
 

The incredible thing was that the sex seemed to just get better with each passing day. Emily didn’t stop her little ritual of visiting her lovers. Each night she would come home with her pussy dripping with cum.
 

We got into a routine where I waited for her on the bed. She would walk in wordlessly, sit on my face and feed me what her lover had left in her pussy.
 

It was a filthily delicious ritual and I loved every minute of it. It would get Emily so worked up and we would fuck like monkeys every night.
 

Our little game had the added benefit of cleaning Emily of seed and possibly preventing her getting pregnant by another man. I would dream of that happening as I ate her out, dream of seeing her belly swell with another man’s child.
 

My only regret as weeks turned into months and crept close to a year, was that I had never seen Emily with any of the men she had been visiting before we got married. I especially wanted to meet Rod, the guy she let come inside her pussy any time he wanted, to see what the appeal was.
 

So when Emily brought up the fact that our anniversary was coming up and ask if there was anything special I wanted, I knew exactly what to say.
 

“You want to meet Rod?” Her reaction was everything I could have hoped for. Her eyes lit up and she clapped her hands together. “Does that mean I can bring him over?”
 

A fresh thrill ripped through me at the thought that Emily would bring him over and let him fuck her in our bed. I hadn’t felt that kind of energy since the beginning and I’d been craving it the more my arousal had been dulled as time went on. “Of course you can. Fuck that would be sot hot,” I replied.
 

Emily practically ran across the kitchen to get her phone and started stabbing at it with her thumbs. “Our anniversary’s on Saturday, do you want me to invite him over then?” she asked, beaming.
 

I nodded, already thinking ahead to the night. It would be just as hot as our wedding night had been, watching Emily get fucked a year after the day we got married, I knew it would.
 

Her phone dinged. She checked it and glanced up at me smiling again. “He’s totally free and totally into it! He said he’s going to breed my pussy so good for you! And you know what’s better?” she said, lowering her voice and walking towards me slowly. She put a finger on my shirt and let it slide down toward my belt buckle. “I just finished my period last Saturday.”
 

My insides clenched at the arousing horror of what we were talking about. “Yes?” I said in a breathless whisper.
 

“Which means… “ Emily put a hand on her belly. “That Saturday is going to be the perfect time.”
 

My cock was standing rock solid between my legs. I grabbed Emily’s hand and lowered it and started curling her fingers around the outline of my cock.
 

She did, then paused. “You know what?” she said, narrowing her eyes. “I’m going to do something extra special for you.”
 

“You are?”
 

“Mm-hmm. And you’re going to help me.”
 

“I am?”
 

Emily nodded.
 

“What is it?”
 

“I’m not going to have sex with you all week.”
 

“You aren’t?”
 

“Nope. And you’re not going to touch yourself, either.”
 

“What? Why?”
 

Emily swatted my hand away from my cock. “So that after you finally see Rod inside me with his huge cock squirting his cum into my belly, you’re going to have the biggest fucking orgasm you’ve ever felt.” She tapped the tip of my nose with her finger.
 

The idea drove me wild. Except there was nothing to be done.
 

All week that week Emily kept seeing her lovers. She would still come home and I would be waiting for her on the bed. She would feed me the cum from her pussy and make me lick whatever had dribbled out onto her underwear but wouldn’t touch my cock afterwards.
 

She’d get off on my face and then cuddle up next to me and smile at me until she fell asleep.
 

By the time Thursday rolled around I was ready to bust and I just didn’t think I could take any more. After Emily had finished herself off on my mouth and rolled onto the bed next to me, I had to ask. “Baby, I know you said nothing until Saturday but I don’t think I can take any more of this. I feel like there’s so much cum inside me that I’m going to burst. I think I need to… “
 

Emily smiled and pressed a finger to my lips. “Shush, Chris,” she said. Her hand drifted down my chest, down my stomach and between my legs and she wrapped her fist around my stiff cock.
 

Not having been touched for four days I felt like I was going to come just from one gentle stroke. My cock throbbed and heated and I felt the seed start to ooze into my shaft.
 

Emily was watching me with a deliciously devious smile and as my body tensed up she released her fingers.
 

I moaned as I teetered on the edge of an explosive orgasm, her hand hovering just above my shaft.
 

“Watch this,” Emily whispered. She pressed the tip of a single finger against the head of my cock and then dragged her nail down my shaft.
 

There I was again, the orgasm welling inside me. I clawed at the sheets and groaned. If she would just touch me again, just wrap her soft palm around my pulsing shaft.
 

Seed started to gush through my hardened muscle and at that moment Emily pulled her finger away. The orgasm she’d constructed teetered, buckled, then dissipated back into my body in what might as well have been a puff of smoke.
 

I watched cum ooze out of my red head, spilling down onto my abdomen but the sensation I’d been craving, the release, the launch into reprieve was missing.
 

Emily stared at my cock as it leaked out the rest of my jizz and chuckled.
 

When she looked me in the eyes again her smile was fiendish. She lay down on the bed next to me, put her head on the pillow and kissed my cheek. “Good night sweetie,” she whispered.
 

I felt so powerless, so completely under her control. The pressure in my nuts had eased a bit but the pressure in my mind felt twice as immense. I didn’t dare touch myself and did my best to fall asleep.
 

On Saturday I woke up with my cock in Emily’s mouth. I was so revved up and turned on by that point that I nearly came but as soon as I stiffened she pulled me out.
 

She wiped the corner of her mouth with a finger, laughing at me as she bounced over to the bathroom. “Just wanted to make sure you were ready!” she called out.
 

I groaned and followed her in, waited until she showered then crawled in and doused myself with cold water. It barely helped.
 

I spent the day wandering around the house in nervous anticipation of what was going to happen that night. Emily spent the day preening herself, getting her body ready for Rod’s formidable cock.
 

The pain and anguish of what I was about to witness kept me pacing through the house but I found it incredibly hot. It took a monumental effort not to stroke one out in some dark corner of the house.
 

A few minutes before Rod was supposed to get there Emily went up to the bedroom and slipped off the negligee she’d been wearing. She laid down on the bed to wait. When the doorbell rang she asked if I could get it.
 

Opening the door for the man that’s going to fuck your wife bare on her most fertile day is a feeling I will never forget. Rod was a beefy, black dude with thick arms and a broad chest. He had a little fat packed on him here and there but underneath there was plenty of muscle.
 

I couldn’t help but glance down at the bulge in his shorts, the outline of his seeding vein.
 

“So you Chris, huh?” he asked.
 

I nodded and extended my hand.
 

Rod reached out with a balled fist and gave my palm a light tap.
 

My heart was thundering inside my chest as I stepped aside to let him in.
 

He walked into the house, looked around the hall and into the living room and gave an approving nod, then turned to look at me. “Where she at?”
 

I pointed and looked up the stairs.
 

Rod rubbed his hands together and started walking up the stairs.
 

I was shaking as I followed him. Of all the crazy shit that had happened, that I’d let Emily do, this was possibly the craziest.
 

The thought that she might end up with this thick black man’s baby in her belly felt like standing at the edge of a skyscraper and looking down. Terrifying and exhilarating at the same time. And you know how you get that urge to jump?
 

I slipped quietly into the bedroom after Rod had gone inside.
 

Emily was laid out like a queen on the bed, one knee bent over the other to modestly cover up her pussy.
 

Rod rubbed his hands together and smiled. “Ooh baby, you gone and done yourself all up, huh?” he growled.
 

Emily replied with a smile and bit the tip of her finger.
 

Rod dropped his shorts and boxers then tugged his jersey up over his head.
 

I crept along the wall until I could see the front of him.
 

Emily’s eyes went wide at the sight of his cock.
 

“It’s alright, man,” Rod said, waving me over. “No need to be shy.” He waved me closer again.
 

I glanced at Emily but she seemed to barely remember that I was in the room. She’d shifted to the edge of the bed and was already running her fingers over Rod’s veiny, dark muscle, coaxing it to life.
 

Rod reached down and pinched her stiff nipple.
 

Emily yelped and swatted his hand away but he just laughed.
 

I shuddered at his reaction. He had her, it was clear. She was completely his in every way. The way she was gazing at his cock as she stroked it made that very obvious.
 

As Rob’s slab of black meat began to thicken and rise Emily began peppering it with kisses and licks and looking up into Rob’s eyes to see if he was enjoying himself.
 

From the way his dick was hardening there could be no doubt that he was. He gazed down at her pale skin with his dark stare, every once in a while reaching down and cupping the underside of her breast. By the time he’d hardened completely his cock was the size of a summer sausage. He throbbed with each of Emily’s hot kisses.
 

“You want to see something funny?” Rod asked, turning towards me. He was smiling and touching Emily’s chin with his dark finger.
 

I swallowed and nodded, my stomach tightening at what the surprise might be.
 

Rod put his thumb on her chin and pulled her mouth open. “Come on, baby, give it another try,” he growled.
 

Emily rolled her eyes and looked my way. “He’s too big. He thinks it’s hilarious that I can’t fit even the tip of him into my mouth.”
 

Rod pulled her chin to face him and kept his thumb in place to keep her mouth open. Then he shoved the head of his cock at the opening. Sure enough, Emily could get no more than a third of the tip in with her mouth completely open before his hard meat touched her teeth.
 

Rod chuckled as he moved his cock in and out. “That’s some kind of blow-job. All teeth! It’s like fucking a shark in the mouth!” he said, then exploded into howls of laughter.
 

I don’t know if I could come up with a stranger thing to have happen.
 

Emily shook her head and slapped his thigh making him step away.
 

Rod took a moment to calm down but when he did and stepped close to her again, Emily in no way seemed put off by his crass joke. When he lifted his cock up to expose his heavy sack, she eagerly sucked one of the dark oval nuts into her mouth.
 

Rod growled and his lip curled up in a snarl. “Yeah, bitch. Fuck she loves to suck a nut.”
 

Seeing Emily hauling on Rod’s heavy nut made me harden and caused a tickling ache to swell in my middle.
 

With Rod stroking himself, Emily spat out the nut she’d been sucking on and slurped the other one up.
 

Rod milked his cock with long, slow strokes as he watched her working his ball, seeming very pleased with her performance. After a while of this he nodded and wagged his finger in a circle in the air.
 

I shook with excitement and fear. This was the holy moment I’d been waiting for and dreading. Rod was going to pile his massive member into Emily’s hot cunt. I was about to watch his dark flesh split her pink cunt and ram her until he gushed seed. 
 

And she was ripe.
 

As Emily spun around on the bed and got on all fours, Rod spat in his palm and rubbed it over the head of his cock making it glisten and shine. He scowled at Emily. “Get yo’ face down. You know how I like it,” he ordered.
 

Emily, breathing heavily in anticipation of his mighty cock put her head down on the mattress then reached back around herself and split her soft folds revealing the hot pink channel that led to her fertile womb. She looked over at me and mouthed the words “I love you,” so softly.
 

It was so touching it nearly made me cry.
 

Rod stepped forward and was about to press his phallus against her pussy when he paused and looked over at me, too. Maybe he felt sorry for me? I don’t know. Maybe somewhere inside all that dark muscle an empathy welled up that caused him to ask what he did. “Hey. You like to eat pussy?”
 

I nodded.
 

Rod stepped back. “Well get over here then.”
 

A gratitude rose inside me. I sank to my knees and crawled over to the bed, eyeing the dark giant and then Emily’s parted rose. I braced myself against her ass, putting my hands over hers, and plunged my tongue into her cunt.
 

The sharp smell and taste of her acidic juices washed over my senses, hardening my cock.
 

Emily started pushing back against me as I burrowed into her, knowing that in a few moments it would be Rod’s much thicker seeding muscle gliding against her soft walls.
 

Rod watched me eat out my wife, stroking himself right behind us. “That’s it,” he growled. “Get her ass, too. I might use that.”
 

Eager to please both him and Emily I immediately pulled my tongue out of her snatch and swept up towards her round sphincter. The sharp taste dulled, replaced by the salty, dank musk of her back hole.
 

Emily moaned. I pushed my tongue into her colon, tasting her insides. I was in heaven but I didn’t dare touch myself yet. I needed to save it for when Emily and I were alone. I needed to save all the cum I had.
 

As the week had gone on, I had fantasized more and more about what it would be like to sink into Emily after Rod was done with her. After I’d laid eyes on his cock and his heavy balls, I knew that my own sperm stood little chance of beating his.
 

Still, I wanted desperately to try. I wanted at least a chance to throw the dice.
 

“Alright. That’ll be enough,” Rod ordered from behind us.
 

I pulled my tongue out of my wife’s ass. Her cunt and ass hole were slippery with my spit. I crawled backwards towards the wall and let Rod step up.
 

He slapped his hard meat against her pussy a few times, then against her ass.
 

Emily moaned and spread herself wider for him. “Come on, baby. Please!” she mewled.
 

Rod obliged. He leaned forward and pressed the head of his cock against her pussy, splitting her slowly.
 

Emily’s hands clawed at her own ass as she pried herself apart trying to take him inside.
 

The head of his cock slurped into pussy.
 

Emily stiffened and cried out.
 

Rod growled. He waited for a moment as she squirmed and adjusted her position to fit his head. Then he leaned forward again and began feeding his dark snake into her depths.
 

It was the sticky sound of his cock plying into her that nearly sent me over the edge. Watching it was amazing but hearing him stretch her with each inch of his meat was almost unbearable.
 

My eyes bulged as his cock neared the halfway point. I couldn’t believe Emily could take him week after week and still be as tight as she was.
 

Emily let out a tortured moan and Rod stopped. 
 

He pushed her hands away and the pink petals of her pussy closed even tighter around his cock. He stood and stared, admiring the sight. He put one dark paw on one side of her ass, then one on the other. He pulled back, sliding an inch of his cock, covered in her syrup, out as if he was cocking a gun.
 

I shuddered. She had at least six inches of him inside her and I couldn’t see any way that she was taking any more. What the hell was he going to do, rip her apart?
 

With one might thrust Rod pistoned his cock into her.
 

A nasty wet splitting sound echoed through the room.
 

Unbelievably Emily didn’t scream in pain. Her eyes rolled back into her head and she howled in pleasure as his hilt came to rest on her ass.
 

Rod let out a guttural grunt. Then the fucking began.
 

He started off slow, enjoying each inch of her tunnel, staring at his glistening member emerging from it, then sliding back in.
 

Emily rose up on her arms, pushing back, begging him with her body to shove himself back inside.
 

Rod obliged. With another rough thrust he shoved his cock deep into her pussy, into what had to be her deepest part.
 

Emily arched her back and smiled, satisfied.
 

Over and over he drove himself in and out as I watched. My cock was throbbing, absolutely pulsing with heat and it took every ounce of will I had not to touch myself.
 

After a few minutes I saw a shudder race through Emily and a moment later she screamed as her first orgasm tore through her.
 

Cum pooled at the base of my cock. I knew that if I even got the chance to fuck her it would be a three stroke deal, I was that worked up. Still, I had to try.
 

Rod’s fucking got rougher and harder. He worked up to a good rhythm and sent Emily into another shaking, spasming climax, then changed things up.
 

He stepped up onto the mattress with one foot, then the other, keeping his cock inside her. He was towering over her, his hands still on her ass, bent down in a squat in an animal stance.
 

Emily’s mouth was hanging open, rivulets of drool spilling from it. She seemed exhausted already but in the best way.
 

Rod began his fuck in earnest. Each thundering thrust shook the mattress and the bed frame and I thought he was going to tear the whole bed apart. He speared his thick cock over and over into her fleshy chalice, the vessel that would suck his seed up towards her core.
 

Emily moaned and wailed beneath him.
 

I sat on the ground trying not to come. I saw the precise moment his orgasm started.
 

First off he slowed down maybe to stretch out the climb to his peak. He pulled his cock out, dipped it back in, then pulled it out again and held just the tip inside her.
 

Emily sucked in a breath and tried to look back. I could tell she knew what was coming.
 

I stared at Rod’s cock. His nuts tightened up, right next to his body. The first wave of rippling muscle sent a hot throb of his ejaculate gushing into her insides.
 

The moment stretched out as I watched the wave of flex through his cock. I could almost see through it to the massive river of white coursing between their bodies.
 

Then he plunged back into her with a mighty roar and lost control. His body became a dark machine pumping spunk. Cock, spurt, cock, spurt went the gun.
 

Semen began to ooze out from between his dark flesh and her pink slit. It ran down her legs like a waterfall and still he wasn’t done.
 

My heart sank as my lust soared. There was no way I could compete with this. There was no way that my seed would out swim and fight his off. She was so filled with him there would be no room left.
 

Still, I knew I had to try.
 

As their fucking slowed, Rod pushed himself into her a few more times, the last time holding his cock deep inside her belly. It flexed making Emily come.
 

This time her climax was quiet. It was more of an implosion than the last ones. The air seemed to leave the room as I watched her pussy squeezing him and realized what was going on.
 

Her body was reacting to his delivering muscle, her pussy greedily slurping up his offering, helping it reach where it needed to go.
 

My heart twisted inside my chest.
 

A final shudder passed through her.
 

Rod pulled himself out. His cock was slick, covered in her juices and his own cum. It dripped in thick ropes down onto the mattress and the carpet. He walked around calmly to the other side of the bed and knelt in front of Emily, offering his meat.
 

Her pussy began to close, lips tightening, her body sealing in his hot gift. Emily began to lick.
 

Her tongue swept up and down his flesh, once over top, then down the underside cleaning him until there wasn’t a drop of fluid left. She slurped it all up as if it were the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted before dropping down onto the bed, ass still high in the air.
 

Without a word or a glance at me Rod got off the bed, walked over to the pile of clothes and put them on. Then he rubbed his hands together and looked at me, grinning. “She all yours brotha. Good luck!”
 

He walked out of the room chuckling and I could hear him laughing until the door closed.
 

Emily’s eyes fluttered open. She smiled, exhausted but fulfilled. “Well?” she whispered. “Do you?”
 

I shot up off the ground tearing off clothes careful not to touch my own cock, worried that a single touch might make me come. Naked, I jumped onto the bed and onto Emily, pushing her down and pointing my cock at her pussy.
 

My shaft was throbbing, the head of my cock red, enraged with lust. The first touch of her filthy folds made cum surge through my vein. I fumbled with her opening, spreading her cheeks and poking at her, desperate to eject my juice into her cunt.
 

As the first plume of hot ejaculate erupted from my cock head, I felt Emily’s sloppy walls closing around me as I sank inside. I roared. My hips jutted forward driving my cock into her as I collapsed onto her back, a jiggly shaking mess, trying to push through the glop Rod had left in her pussy.
 

Even as my cock plunged as deep as it could and I sailed over the highest peak of my orgasm, I knew there was barely any hope, if any at all. There was so much of him in her, so much to push through and it was so thick I wondered how my own sperm could ever compete?
 

Still, I enjoyed the ride, enjoyed the feeling of cream oozing over my cock out of Emily’s pussy and down my nuts. It was the most intense orgasm I’d ever had.
 

And it ended all too soon.
 

I lay on top of her panting and trying to catch my breath. When I finally did I lifted myself up.
 

Emily had her eyes closed and looked like she was going to fall asleep but there was a smile on her face.
 

It gave me a terrifyingly amazing feeling, thinking about what had just happened.
 

As my shrivelling cock slipped out of her I rolled off and rolled her onto her side. I put my arms around her and pulled her close in a hug.
 

Emily sighed.
 

I thought she was going to fall asleep and leave me alone to deal with my feelings when she turned her head to look back. “Chris?” she whispered.
 

“Huh?”
 

“I love you.”
 

A deep pleasure rushed through me at hearing her say that. “I love you too, baby. I love you too.”
 

I pulled the covers up over us and a few minutes later we both drifted off to sleep.
 






Chapter 7

 


Sperm competition in humans is a fascinating subject and one I became obsessed with after that night.
 

There are, apparently, many factors that can affect it. Ejaculate volume, testis size, penis anatomy all play a part.
 

Mate guarding is one of the primary ways humans have evolved to ensure reproductive success, however apparently ejaculate volume increases when there is more of a perceived risk.
 

I spent endless nights on the internet, scouring articles and research about it, each new discovery suffocating me with the probability that if Emily did get pregnant, it wouldn’t be mine.
 

Rod had all of the advantages. His size, for one. There could be no doubt that his body produced more sperm than mine just by how big he was.
 

There was also the possibility that his sperm were superior and would win the race.
 

I became a nervous wreck for the next few weeks and Emily loved it. She basked in my worry but comforted me, too. She let me have sex with her every single night and some mornings, too.
 

The sex got so much hotter as we both started talking about our fantasies and fears. It was Emily who brought it up.
 

A few nights after the encounter with Rod she started to dirty talk as I fucked her.
 

“Do you think he’s still inside me?” she whispered, staring into my eyes.
 

My cock immediately hardened inside her.
 

Emily’s eyes went wide with excitement. “Yeah? You like that? You like thinking that his baby might be growing inside me?”
 

It was a terrifying prospect that sent me barrelling over the business end of an orgasm and shooting jizz into her body. Emily came at the same time.
 

Of course, as soon as the sex was over, the chilling prospect that what she’d said was true slammed into both of us. We lay in silence, mulling things over until I had to bring it up.
 

“What if it is?”
 

Emily didn’t respond for a while, considering the question. “If it is… “ she said, then trailed off. “If it is… “ she tried, but couldn’t find the words. She turned and stared into my eyes. Her expression was serious and betrayed her concern.
 

For the first time since we’d met it felt like we weren’t just playing a game any more. This was real life and it wasn’t just about us any more.
 

“I could always… “
I stared at her as she tried to find the words to finish the thought. My blood ran cold when she shook her head.
 

“No,” she whispered. “I couldn’t do that.”
 

As scary as the prospect of Rod’s child growing inside her was, I knew I couldn’t ask her to do it either. We’d both made this decision together and we would have to deal with the consequences.
 

I propped myself up on one elbow and touched her arm. “If it is, if you’re pregnant and it’s his, I’ll… “
 

I’ll what?
 

From the very beginning this had been such a fun game, such an amazing and unusual way for two people to come together. Now the heavy weight of reality was dragging all of that down.
 

I didn’t have to think for long. The answer was obvious as soon as I considered the question seriously. “I’ll… of course I’ll do whatever it takes.”
 

Emily arched her brow. “Whatever it takes?”
 

“Whatever it takes, I’ll do it.”
 

She sighed and smiled and reached up to touch my cheek. “I know you will.”
 

Though the conversation had taken a serious turn I couldn’t help my arousal even though I’d just come.
 

Emily noticed my cock bulging and her nipples hardened at the sight. “Oh my God, Chris, this is so hot. I know it’s scary but thinking that Rod’s cum has turned into something that’s growing inside me is… oh God!” She moaned the last two words, grabbed my hand and pressed it between her legs.
 

Her pussy was drenched with sticky juice. I crawled up onto her again, ready to impale my cock into her snatch but she grabbed my shoulders and pushed me down. “Please, baby, can you?” she asked, breathless.
 

With my cock once again aching between my legs I sank down between her thighs and began to eat her out. She let me fuck her afterwards and then we both fell asleep.
 

The next morning the same thing happened, that evening, too. Though we both admitted to each other that throughout the day we were nervous about what might happen and how it would change things between us, in the early mornings and at night we sank right back into our fantasies, playing them out over and over in bed.
 

After a week of this my paranoia began to get the better of me. I started to wonder if I shouldn’t have asked her to take a Plan B. I started to question whether I could really follow through on my promise of doing whatever it would take if she turned out to be pregnant.
 

Scouring the internet some more I realized that paternity testing was possible after about 8 weeks. I began to imagine what those two months of not knowing would feel like.
 

I started to lose sleep about it and as the days to Emily’s period ticked by became moodier any time I wasn’t fucking her.
 

For some reason, and to this day I don’t know what it was, Emily stopped seeing all of her lovers. Maybe she was having too much fun toying with me, teasing me about whether she was pregnant or not. Maybe she was scared too? I never asked.
 

Emily’s cycle was normally pretty regular. It was one of the ways she had kept from getting pregnant thus far, except for her last extremely risky tryst. So on the day her period was supposed to come, I was on pins and needles.
 

I texted her while she was at work a bunch of times but didn’t hear anything back. I ended up getting pretty drunk waiting for her to get home.
 

She walked through the door a few minutes before ten, so more or less on time.
 

I staggered over to the door and grabbed her arms. “So?”
 

Emily’s mouth twisted into a wicked smile. “So?” She leaned back as she caught a whiff of the booze on my breath. “Whew! You stink!”
 

“Emily,” I said, breathing heavily. This was killing me. I needed to know so badly.
 

Emily smirked, set her purse down on the floor, then walked to the kitchen.
 

The whisky bottle I’d been drinking from was on the counter but she passed that by. Instead she reached into the fridge and pulled out a tomato juice.
 

My stomach lurched as I watched her pour it, thinking about the possible reason she wasn’t having any alcohol.
 

“You’re pretty worked up, huh?” Emily asked. She took a sip of her juice.
 

I walked up close to her and stared into her eyes thinking that maybe I could find my answer there. Nothing. Not a hint that she was playing me. Just an even stare straight back. “What are you doing to me?”
 

Emily chuckled and shrugged. “Just playing. You know how it is.”
 

“Did you get it?” I begged. I wanted to grab her and shake the truth out of her.
 

Another shrug. “I don’t know. Why don’t you find out?”
 

A powerful jolt of adrenaline coursed through me at what she was suggesting. Nonetheless, I sank down to my knees and lifted up the skirt she was wearing. Her white panties were spotless. I yanked them down.
 

Emily raised her leg and rested a foot on the bar stool to give me access.
 

Trembling I pressed my tongue against her cunt.
 

Nothing.
 

The same sharp taste of her pussy that I loved. I drove my tongue in deeper. Still nothing. But wait, did she taste the same? I slid my tongue along her walls, exploring her cavity as deeply as I could, my cock hardening in my jeans.
 

Emily put a hand gently on my head as she ground her pussy against me. Her juice began to squeeze out of her and run down my neck.
 

I was terrified and tantalized. It didn’t mean anything. Or it might not have. She might have just been late.
 

Or Rod’s heavy cream might have found it’s target.
 

With fear coursing through me I swept up and found her clit, drove her to the brink of orgasm then shoved her over the edge and into a blissful, shuddering climax.
 

After she’d finished I sprang up and unbuckled my belt. The sheer terror of it had made me so hard and I needed to feel the inside of her, needed to feel myself releasing into her and owning her even if it was just in some small way.
 

As I fucked her up against the counter I saw her looking at me with that same wicked smile. “Just think of it, Chris. Think of him and what he put inside me and how it might be growing right now.”
 

I came with a fierce shout as my cock pumped seed into her slippery crevice.
 






Chapter 8

 


As I lay awake that night with Emily sleeping beside me, I finally had to admit that I was in over my head. My paranoia about what was going on inside her body had reached a point where I could barely do anything but fixate on that.
 

The next morning I left for work but turned around when the feeling in the pit of my stomach just became too much. I spent the day drinking and texting Emily whether she had any news.
 

She replied once, about half-way through her shift saying “Nothing yet” and plopping a fat smiley face onto the end of the text. The rest of the day she stayed silent.
 

When she got home I was drunk again and she took just as much joy in my torment as she had the night before. She invited me to eat her pussy out again, which I did, then let me fuck her against the counter again.
 

I called in sick to work two days that week and when I got back my supervisor asked me if everything was alright. I nearly burst into tears.
 

Emily had still not gotten her period and I was slowly going insane. I knew I had to do something.
 

I managed to stay sober until she got home. I wanted to talk to her but Emily played the same routine, opening up a can of tomato juice then propping her foot up on a stool, inviting me to eat her out.
 

My cock roared to life but I steeled my resolve. “Emily… I can’t.”
 

Her wicked smile faded slowly and she put her foot back on the ground and folded her arms across her chest. “What’s wrong?”
 

I shook my head. “What’s wrong? What’s wrong? You might be pregnant with Rod’s baby and you’re asking me what’s wrong?” The tension in my whole body had worked itself into my jaw making my voice hard.
 

Emily scowled. “Hold on a sec,” Emily said. “What changed here? I thought you were into this? Now suddenly you’re acting like a psycho.”
 

I clenched my fists at my sides but took a deep breath to power through the rage that had flared up inside me. I swallowed, breathed again and tried to relax. “Emily, I love you,” I offered.
 

Emily suppressed a snicker as her mouth tightened into a line. “But?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. Why did this suddenly feel so different, so bad? “There’s no but.”
 

“Oh don’t give me that shit,” Emily spat.
 

“I’m not giving you shit, I just… “
“You were more than happy to watch me get fucked full of his cum!” she snapped. “You were more than happy to fuck me while I was still full of it! But now this is too real for you? Is that it?” she barked, waving her arms above her head.
 

Bam.
 

I realized in a split second that she’d hit the nail on the head. This was too real. I loved what we had, I loved the fantasy, the games, the way she toyed with me but this was too real. This wasn’t just about us.
 

I shook my head. We needed to calm down. “Do you know what’s going on? Why you haven’t gotten your period?”
 

Emily let out a sharp breath and turned her head. “I knew this was going to happen.”
 

Something felt like it had shifted between us. All of those wordless agreements seemed to evaporate in that moment and a deep chasm opened up.
 

“You knew what was going to happen?”
 

Emily eyed me with a steely gaze. “I told you I was like this. I told you I was going to hurt you. I told you I liked it. You said you wanted it. You married me. Now it’s suddenly too much?”
 

I didn’t know what to say. I had said I wanted her and that she wasn’t going to hurt me. She’d been honest and I’d known what I was getting into but come on. Did she really have no empathy? Could she really not understand how I was feeling?
 

“Tell me if you know you’re pregnant… “
“Of course I’m not!” she shot back.
 

The dizzying lightness of finally knowing only lasted for a moment. It was quickly replaced by the much heavier feeling that everything had changed between us. And I had no idea why. What had I done to make her this mad? Could she really be such a bitch that she didn’t understand how the prospect of fathering another man’s child could fuck me up?
 

I stepped towards her and reached out but she shook her head. “Emily,” I said softly.
 

Her shoulders sagged. “What?” The bitterness in her voice had faded. Now she just sounded resigned.
 

“I love you.”
 

She said nothing for a long time.
 

“I love you,” I repeated.
 

Emily nodded but there was nothing hopeful about it.
 

It occurred to me in that moment that there was no righting this ship. There was no way we were going to change a few things and go back to where we’d come from, what we’d become.
 

We were going to have to build things back from the ground up. It also occurred to me that I had no idea how we were going to do that.
 

“Are we done here?”
 

Her dismissive question stung. It felt like Emily was slipping away with each passing second, drifting farther from us. There was a part of me that wanted to fall into old habits, tell her I didn’t mean any of it, sink down onto my knees in front of her and beg for her to go back to the way we were.
 

“I need you to start using birth control.”
 

Emily’s face screwed up. “What?”
 

I took a deep breath before repeating it. “If you’re going to keep fucking other guys then I need you to start using birth control.”
 

Emily smirked. “You don’t get to tell me what to do! That wasn’t the deal here, remember?”
 

I did remember. But I’d also found a line within myself. Now that I knew Emily wasn’t pregnant I knew something had to change. I could never live through what I’d lived through the last few days.
 

“Of course I don’t get to tell you what to do,” I said. “I can only ask.”
 

Emily shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Yeah? And what if I don’t?”
 

The answer was difficult but I knew it had to be done. “Then that’s it.”
 

“What do you mean that’s it?”
 

“I can’t live like this. I can’t live knowing that you’re out there fucking some guy bareback, not caring what it might lead to. This is… this was too far for me.”
 

She was about to snap back with a reply when her expression changed for a moment. As if my candour had disarmed her, if only a little. A split second later she was pissed off again. But I’d seen it. I’d seen a softness to her that I never had yet at my honesty.
 

“You’re the one that wanted this!” she snapped.
 

“You’re right.”
 

“I told you I’d hurt you and you didn’t believe me!”
 

“You’re right. That doesn’t mean… “
 

Emily was almost shaking, fuming at not being in complete control of the situation and unable to deal with it. She snatched up her purse, pushed past me and was out the door before I could say another word.
 

Every nerve in my body screamed at me to run after her, chase her down and drag her back the way a real man would. I’d known Emily long enough to know that wouldn’t work. I’d done my part, I’d told her what I needed to get off my chest. Now it was up to her.
 

I did wait up for her.
 

She got home around two in the morning. She crept into the hall and put her purse on the ground quietly and eased out of her heels. Then she looked up to see me sitting on couch.
 

I didn’t have to ask where she’d been. It was pretty clear. Her hair was a mess and her mascara had run, likely from gagging on a cock for two long. She’d gone to lose herself in a hard fucking with someone.
 

My stomach tightened as I got ready to ask if she’d made him worn protection since she wasn’t on anything. 
 

Emily saved me the trouble. She picked her purse up, pulled something out and walked over to where I was sitting and dropped it into my lap. It was a condom that had been tied off. The bubble at the tip was filled with another man’s cum.
 

She tilted her head and cocked an eye, feigning naivety, as if she didn’t understand how aggressive the gesture was. “Happy?” she asked.
 

Maybe I should have left right there and then. Maybe any other guy would have. The things was, I felt like I got both of us into this mess and I felt like I owed it to both of us to try and haul us out.
 

As much as Emily’s filthy ways had turned me on, I think deep down inside there was a part of me that wanted to save her, too. Now I had my chance.
 

I picked up the condom, walked to the bathroom and threw it in the trash.
 

Emily was still standing by the couch when I came back.
 

Instead of starting and argument I leaned close to her and kissed her on the cheek. “Thank-you.” I whispered.
 

I saw her skin prickle and heard the faintest gasp.
 

“I’m going to bed now. I love you.”
 

I left Emily standing downstairs and headed to bed, exhausted.
 






Chapter 9

 


Emily’s cuckolding became relentless after that. For about a week or so she was out every single night. Each night she would come home with fresh evidence of her betrayals, though I guess they weren’t really that since I’d allowed them, and leave it in some conspicuous place.
 

She used the condoms filled with semen to see how long I would go before I snapped.
 

We didn’t talk much. We didn’t have sex at all.
 

I was sad about the turn things had taken but I’d had my chance to find my boundary. Emily deserved a chance to find hers.
 

So I put up with all of it. Another week went by. I started getting pretty damn horny. We hadn’t had sex and I hadn’t been masturbating so one Friday when Emily was out I just got down to business.
 

I sat myself down on the edge of the bed to stroke one out. As I was getting close I heard the door open downstairs, then shut. It was Emily and hearing her walk up the stairs took the wind out of my sails a bit.
 

Instead of finishing I stood up, put on my bathrobe and walked to the bathroom. We met in the hall.
 

Emily eyed me with curiosity.
 

I wondered where she’d left my present.
 

A tender ripple of excitement rushed through me at the thought that she’d just fucked someone but it was a shadow of what I’d felt before and laced with sadness at where we’d ended up.
 

Since we’d barely spoken to each other for the last two weeks, I tried to brush past her and get to the bathroom so I could shower before going to bed. Just as I was about to close the door behind me, Emily spoke.
 

“What were you doing?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“What were you doing in the bedroom in your bathrobe?”
 

“Uh… “ I wanted to seize this opportunity for conversation she was presenting but didn’t really feel like confessing that I’d been wacking off. Then I saw her glance down at the bulge of my cock in the bathrobe.
 

“Were you jerking off?” she asked, her tone even, her expression disinterested.
 

“Uh… “ An irritation welled inside of me. For a moment I thought of telling her off. Why this? Why now? We’d barely talked why did she think this was a good question to ask now?
 

I quashed the feeling. What the fuck did I care anyway?
 

“Yeah. I was trying to jerk off,” I admitted.
 

Emily’s eyes raked up and down my body again. She didn’t say anything for a while and we both just stood there staring at each other. “What do you mean trying?” she asked, finally.
 

“I, uh… I didn’t have time to finish before you got home,” I muttered, not even sure why this was the conversation we were having.
 

Emily stared at me a little while longer with her bitchiest resting face, like it was some huge inconvenience that I’d even been up to talk to when she got home. Then she sighed, walked down the hall and up to the bathroom door. She pushed it open and brushed past me. “Here,” she said, businesslike. “I’ll finish you off.”
 

I turned around to face her and my eyebrows went up. What the fuck was she talking about? She was standing next to the sink unbuttoning the cuffs of the shirt she was wearing like a nurse getting ready for an exam. Why the fuck did she want to finish me off?
 

I nearly said it. I nearly asked that exact question. Then it occurred to me that maybe this was Emily’s strange, twisted way of trying to get back something of what we had between us. Maybe sex was the only way she knew how to reach out?
 

Besides, her being so clinical about it was kind of hot.
 

So I walked up to the sink and opened my robe to show her my cock.
 

Emily glanced at it with disinterest, long enough to wrap her fist around it. Then she looked the other way as she started to pump.
 

Pretty much the only thing she didn’t do was yawn as I crawled my way back to orgasm. With her arm pumping by my side I watched as she inspected the sink and the tile, as if she was noticing things she’d never seen before and things that needed to be done. It seemed like she really wanted to show me that what she was doing was just a chore for her.
 

It was strange. Rude, almost but I didn’t take offence. I stood with my hands behind my back my cock heating and hardening as she pumped.
 

The first dribble of precum oozed out of the tip and Emily maintained her steady rhythm.
 

A moment later I was seething, struggling to stay standing as I slammed into my orgasm head-first.
 

Emily didn’t react. Just kept pumping it out.
 

Thick blasts of seed slapped across the sink. I groaned through the thickest part of the climax, then released as my cock started to go soft.
 

Emily gave it a few more squeezes, then pulled on it a few times like a farmer trying to get the last few drops of milk out of a cow’s udder. Then she let it go and stepped aside.
 

I stared at her reflection in the mirror, breathing heavily from what had just happened.
 

With the same nonchalance she unfurled some toilet paper, tore it off and balled it up before wiping the come off her hand.
 

Strangest fucking orgasm of my life.
 

She threw the used toilet paper into the trash then walked out the door and into the hall. She poked her head back in but didn’t look at me. “Oh, by the way. I didn’t sleep with anyone tonight.”
 

Before I could respond, she was gone. But that was okay because it didn’t seem like she really wanted to talk about it. In fact, it seemed like Emily just needed some more time to feel her way through the situation.
 

That was something I could definitely give.
 

It was the smallest and weirdest gesture, the hand job and then the confession, if you can call it that, that she hadn’t cheated on me with anyone. Still, it gave me some hope.
 

The next day was Saturday and Emily had swapped shifts with someone so I busied myself around the house mowing the lawn and vacuuming. I got a little nervous as the evening approached.
 

Would she come home right away or would she go out? I told myself it didn’t matter if she went out. The night before had felt like progress so if she needed to ease off of her little habit I could live with that. I could make it work.
 

I didn’t want to, though. I wanted her to show up at quarter to ten and say she hadn’t been with anyone again.
 

When she did walk in a few minutes before ten my heart nearly jumped out of my chest. I didn’t make a big show of it, just sat on the couch reading my book but I was pretty fucking happy about it.
 

Emily took her time getting her jacket off and all that then she came to stand in front of me. “Hey,” she said softly.
 

“Hey. What’s up?” I replied.
 

“I can jerk you off again if you want.”
 

I nearly lost it and started laughing. What a crazy woman I’d married! I had no idea what was up with her weird all-business masturbation but it seemed to be doing something for her and hey, it felt good.
 

“Uh, sure.”
 

“Okay,” Emily said. “I’ll see you upstairs.”
 

I followed her up and into the bathroom and watched her getting ready again. It was pretty clear she didn’t want any foreplay or much discussion about it, just wanted to get it done.
 

So I took my cock out and hung it over the sink.
 

Emily took it in her soft hand and started to work it over the same way she had the night before.
 

Pretty soon it was frothing at the tip and straining in her hand and I was teetering on the edge of a climax as my dominant wife jerked me off. I came with a low groan and she did the same thing, pulling on me to get the last few drops out before letting me drop.
 

I sighed and as she was leaving turned to stop her. “Hey.”
 

“Huh?” Emily said, looking back.
 

“Uh… I just… “
“Oh. Right. No. I came straight home.”
 

I had suspected it but it was a relief to know for sure. I had no idea what was going on with her but things seemed to be moving in the right direction and I didn’t want to knock that out of balance. I didn’t ask any more questions, just let her walk to the bedroom and close the door.
 

I slept well and even had a dream about fucking Emily and when I woke up the next morning my cock was hard.
 

Emily was already up, staring at the ceiling. She looked over as I stirred, then looked down at the bulge in the sheets at my waist.
 

“Uh… sorry,” I muttered, suddenly shy and trying to cover it up.
 

“No, it’s okay. Do you want to fuck me?” Emily asked. She was still all business but I was horny and didn’t mind.
 

“Um, sure. If that’s… if it’s really alright?”
 

Emily nodded. She pulled the sheets off of herself and me and spread her legs.
 

I couldn’t really get my head around it. Our sex had been so hot before and now I had no idea what she was doing or why she was doing it. Sex is sex though, right?
 

I slipped between her thighs and touched the head of my cock to her pussy.
 

Emily tensed beneath me, sucking in a breath.
 

“What’s the matter? You alright?”
 

She responded with a terse nod.
 

“Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.
 

Emily didn’t look me in the eye when she answered. “Of course.”
 

Strange. But whatever, I got on with it. I eased my cock into her tight pussy. It was pleasantly damp, though not drenched like she usually got.
 

Emily lay under me as I started thrusting her legs spread, knees up. Her boobs bounced back and forth on her chest and she looked anywhere but into my eyes. Her biggest contribution to our fucking came when her hands slid up onto my ass.
 

My cock throbbed at her gentle touch and pretty soon I was spewing up into her bare pussy. Afterwards I rolled off of her and we both gazed up at the ceiling.
 

“You want to go for breakfast somewhere?” I asked.
 

Emily waited for a moment before answering. “Sure. That sounds nice.”
 

I couldn’t help but turn and look at her. It wasn’t so much that I was getting impatient, I just didn’t understand at all where the hell she was coming from or where this was going.
 

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

Emily frowned. “Talk about what?”
 

This time I couldn’t help but laugh a little. “Em, about this. About us. About what’s going on.”
 

She shook her head.
 

I noticed the way her lip trembled at the question.
 

Fuck. I was in way over my head.
 

“What’s there to talk about?” Emily asked.
 

You can’t be serious.
 

“Em,” I began quietly. “This is… this is kind of weird.”
 

“What is?”
 

“The way… the way this has all played out. You coming home and jerking me off? Then this.”
 

“This what?”
 

“The sex. The sex we just had. Don’t get me wrong I had a good time but… did you?”
 

Emily sighed and her eyes darted around the room like she was searching for the right answers. She backed away from me like a trapped animal. “I’m trying, Chris,” she said softly.
 

It was the first time I felt like I’d gotten anywhere with her since everything had melted down. And it felt fucking fragile. “I know you are. And I really appreciate it. I really do,” I replied.
 

Emily swallowed hard and I realized she was choking back tears.
 

“Hey,” I whispered, touching her arm. “It’s alright.”
 

She bit her lip and let out a sigh. “I don’t know,” she said, her voice tight.
 

“What don’t you know?”
 

Emily looked into my eyes as hers filled with tears. “I don’t know if I can do this. I don’t know if I can be who you want me to be.”
 

“What? What do you mean? What do you mean who I want you to be?”
 

Emily cried for a while, sniffling into the pillow before she could talk again. “You want me to be, like, a normal person, right? You want me to stop fucking and be a little housewife, don’t you? I don’t know if I can do that, Chris. But… “ Her voice tightened up again as more tears flowed down her cheeks. “But I don’t want you to leave, Chris. I don’t want to be without you. I just… sometimes I don’t… I can’t… I don’t understand myself I just can’t be anyone else.”
 

My heart melted and my own throat tightened as I felt tears sting my eyes. It wasn’t something I ever expected to hear from Emily. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close.
 

Emily burst into tears, sobbing against my chest as I held her there. We must have lay there for an hour as she calmed down. When it was over, when the worst of it had passed, Emily seemed relieved that she’d gotten it out but still on edge.
 

“Listen,” I began quietly. “I never said you had to be a… what did you call it?”
 

“Little housewife.”
 

“Right. Little housewife. I never said anything like that.”
 

“You want me to stop sleeping with other guys though, don’t you? Admit that you do.” Emily looked up into my eyes.
 

“I… “ It wasn’t really that. I was enjoying her hiatus but it wasn’t like I never wanted her to sleep with anyone again. “I guess it’s just… I can never take it that far again. Like I said.”
 

Emily sniffled but nodded, her eyes hopeful.
 

“And… “
I let the word dangle in the air for a moment because even I wasn’t sure of what the “and” was.
 

“And I need more… control.”
 

Emily furrowed her brow again. “Control?”
 

“Yeah. Control. I can’t be… I just want this to be something we do together,” I explained.
 

“I thought it was?”
 

“It was but Em, come on, that was crazy what you did. Leading me on like that?”
 

“I thought you liked it,” she said, lowering her eyes.
 

“A part of me did. The other part just got really really scared. Does that make sense?”
 

Emily nodded. “It does.”
 

We lay next to each other enjoying the way the silence between us didn’t feel terse any more.
 

“So? Now what?” Emily asked after a while.
 

“Well, maybe we just need to have some rules. Some guidelines. So that no one gets upset.”
 

“Okay,” Emily said. “Like what?”
 

My stomach twisted a little. I’d been thinking about this conversation for the last two weeks and I had decided what the most important things would be for me. I knew I had to make the big ask first. I also knew it was something I wasn’t sure Emily could give me.
 

“No more Rod.”
 

The words seemed to land with a thud.
 

Emily thought for a long time. “Why not?” she asked quietly.
 

I shook my head but I knew I couldn’t back down. “That didn’t feel great, what happened and the way it all went down. I mean, it was hot as hell but I thought I was going to lose my mind. It was driving me insane. I feel like if you see him again, I don’t know, you just love his cock so much that I feel like what if you slip up?”
 

“I wouldn’t. I promise!” Emily said, squeezing my arm.
 

Her reaction made me realize how much, exactly, she loved fucking Rod. It knocked me off balance but I steadied myself. I didn’t want to let Emily know that she’d upset my by what she’d said. “Baby,” I whispered, “I’m sorry. I can’t. I can’t let you do that. That’s my line.”
 

Emily looked around, her eyes a little panicked before settling down herself. “What if… “ She looked up at me, her eyes wide and round. “What about just one last time? You can be there just like you were last time. You can watch the whole thing. I swear it’ll be about us.”
 

The potent surge of jealous lust her suggestion brought flooded through me, fresh as the first day I’d felt it. She was suddenly so hot again and the idea that she craved another man so badly, that her body needed him enough that she would jeopardize our marriage for it was disturbingly hot.
 

My cock hardened and my resolve softened.
 

Emily must have seen it in my eyes because she cracked a smile.
 

That melted me completely. “Alright,” I whispered. “One last time.”
 






Chapter 10

 


I didn’t leave it like that. After feeling like I’d finally made headway I couldn’t just let Emily go back down the rabbit hole with me in tow.
 

I told her that she absolutely had to get some birth control if she wanted to fuck Rod again. I didn’t care if he was wearing a condom or not but I needed her to be protected.
 

She didn’t want to go with any sort of hormonal solution and an IUD was too much fuss. 
 

After I’d softened on letting her fuck Rod one last time we started talking about the future and our marriage and how things would unfold. It wasn’t easy sorting out how to live a life where we were both happy, where she could have what she wanted and I didn’t feel like things were spinning out of my control.
 

We figured out that we both wanted kids (I know, I know, probably should have sorted that out before we got married) and an IUD would have gotten in the way of that.
 

In the end we settled on a diaphragm with some spermicide.
 

Emily didn’t see anyone for the whole month before we met Rod again. We spent most evenings talking, ironing things out or just hanging out. Our relationship up to that point had involved mostly fucking, it was actually really nice just to hang out.
 

And I have to say, as hot as the lifestyle we’d been living had been, there was something nice about stepping a little closer to the normal side of things.
 

Of course as the evening with Rod approached the old feelings of jealousy and lust mixed into a potent cocktail started getting the better of me.
 

Knowing it was going to be the last time she was going to sleep with Rod put a sharper edge on it for both of us. It was a final hurrah, a celebration of how our relationship had started and a closing of a chapter in a way, too.
 

As the night approached Emily started getting more and more excited. She went out and bought a bunch of lingerie but in the end decided that she didn’t need any of that. Rod was going to have his way with her because he loved fucking her as much as she loved his cock.
 

Emily put the lingerie away and said she’d save it for some night with me.
 

That felt nice except that I would always have the memory of who she’d really bought it for. I did like the razor of jealousy that sent through me, twisted as that was.
 

As each day got closer she’d been getting that old look in her eye again, the wild one I remembered from when we’d first met. She was getting all pumped up not just on sleeping with him in front of me again but on the way it shifted the balance of power between us to what she had felt comfortable with.
 

Don’t get me wrong, it’s not like I felt she was completely in control and I had no say. I wanted it as much as she did. I even liked that she had pushed to go through with it after I’d told her I never wanted it to happen again.
 

There was another thing I liked.
 

Emily had left the box with the diaphragm in its container in a basket on top of the toilet along with a tube of spermicide. She’d tried it out a few times while we had sex. Each time it would go back into its little home.
 

So one day I was staring at that little pink container and I realized that I had never seen it just lying open. Even when Emily would put it in, she’d always close the container and put it back in its place.
 

Which of course got me thinking. Unless I watched her do it, I would have now way of knowing if the diaphragm was inside her when she fucked him.
 

I began planning how to slip into the bathroom the night she was going to sleep with Rod, to check whether the diaphragm was in its case. I realized pretty quickly that even if it wasn’t, even if it was gone, that was no guarantee it was inside Emily doing its job.
 

I actually laughed when the thought occurred to me that this was probably the first time I was going to have to trust Emily with anything. Our relationship had started in such an open way that trust had never really been an issue. I had always just thought that Emily was going to do what Emily was going to do.
 

Now it felt like I had actually invested something of myself into the situation, I’d exposed a soft part of myself that she could hurt if she wanted to. That was terrifying and not in the usual hot way.
 

As I sat in the bathroom with the little container in hand, I began to wonder if I’d done the right thing by letting Emily have her “one last time” with Rod.
 

“Hey what are you doing?”
 

I looked up to see Emily leaning against the door frame in her bathrobe, eyeing me with a curious smile.
 

It was too late to put the container away and pretend I hadn’t been pondering over it. It occurred to me how funny I must have looked. I smirked thinking of Emily’s point of view. “I was… I was just thinking about things.”
 

“Oh yeah,” Emily said sauntering into the bathroom, still smiling. She took the container out of my hands and opened it up. The diaphragm was inside. Snapping it shut she leaned forward and set it into its little box. Her robe fell open exposing her plump breast tipped with a hard pink nipple.
 

My cock flexed at the sight and the smell of her that wafted into my nose.
 

“What are you thinking about?”
 

I chuckled because I knew how obvious it must have seemed.
 

“Having second thoughts?” Emily asked. She swung a leg over my lap and sat down, straddling me and putting her arms on my shoulders.
 

My cock throbbed again. “It’s not really that,” I explained. It was only a tiny lie.
 

“Then what?” Emily leaned forward. Her manner seemed unusually gentle, remarkably so. She looked into my eyes with the softest smile and kissed me gently on the lips. She pulled away and ran the back of her finger down my cheek.
 

“What are you thinking about?” I asked, unable to resist a funny smile at her strange behavior.
 

“I was just thinking about you,” she said, her gaze softening even more. “And how much I love you.”
 

“You were?”
 

Emily’s hand slipped down my chest, past my abs and down into my boxers. She wrapped her hot fist around my rising member and gave it a slow, caressing pump.
 

I shuddered, not having had sex for at least three or four days. I looked at her a little puzzled. “I thought you were… “
 

“Thought I was what? Saving you up?”
 

I nodded at her as a shiver raced down my back from hearing her say it out loud.
 

Emily shrugged. “I’m feeling kind of sappy. Do you mind if I don’t save you for tomorrow? I kind of want you right now.”
 

I shook my head. Her long, slow strokes would have convinced me but it was the way she was acting that really got to me. She wouldn’t stop staring at me and laying gentle kisses on my cheeks and she was asking so nicely. It was really unlike her.
 

I worked my shorts off of my ass, underneath Emily and dropped them down around my ankles. Looking down between us I could see Emily’s slender hand pulling on my cock.
 

She shuffled forward and up onto me so her shins were on the edge of the jacuzzi I was sitting on.
 

I felt the heat draining off her pussy rub along my cock. She rubbed her slit along my shaft leaving a sticky, clear goo slathered along my meat.
 

There was none of the frantic lovemaking, the mouth-fucking, the rough rutting that Emily loved. It was like her whole being had softened, not just her expression.
 

She slid her fingers up to the head of my cock. Then she angled it so it was poised to slip into her.
 

I was hot and hard and ready and I couldn’t wait to feel the lava hot tightness of her insides.
 

Emily looked into my eyes, lowered herself onto me and pressed her lips to mine in a kiss as I slipped inside her cunt.
 

She took her time. She went so slow that I felt inch after agonizing inch slide into her. I shook as more of my hardness was sucked up into her pussy. A sticky, wet noise accompanied her finally settling onto my lap.
 

Then, instead of bouncing up and down on top of me, she started working her hips ever so slightly back and forth, just enough to squeeze my cock. It felt like her pussy was trying to pull the cum out.
 

With her arms still on my shoulders Emily kissed me gently and rode back and forth, back and forth, sliding me in and out of her hot puss.
 

I let my hands drift down onto her back, enjoying the undulating wave of her ass as she rode me. Suddenly I realized she hadn’t put the diaphragm in. I pulled away from our kiss and glanced back. “Do you want to… “
 

Emily bit her lower lip and shook her head. “No. It’s alright. It’s going to be alright.” Smiling, she leaned back into our kiss.
 

Instead of freaking out about why she didn’t want to put it in, or why she was acting like this or any of the other stuff I could have gotten paranoid about, I decided to not be that guy any more. If I was asking Emily to make a change, I was probably going to have to change a few things, too. I settled my hands back on her ass and pushed my tongue into her mouth.
 

We sat in the bathroom like that making love for what felt like hours. Emily seemed like she didn't want to let go and I wasn't about to complain. I hadn't felt that close to her before and it felt like a whole other part of me was opening up from what she was doing. That part felt dangerously soft but the closeness made it worth it.
 

When I finally felt Emily start to breathe a little heavier and felt her pussy start to squeeze my cock, I knew she was going to come. The thought, along with the slow build had seed rushing through my shaft.
 

Emily opened her eyes. "I love you, baby,” she whispered, staring into what felt like the deepest part of me.
 

Right before I lost her to the sea of pleasure that crashed over both of us at once, I whispered back “I love you, too.”
 

The waves of orgasm swelled through us, ebbing and flowing from me to Emily and back. It was such a passionate moment between us and after it was over Emily didn’t get off and become herself again and neither did I.
 

We sat in that bathroom for what felt like forever just holding each other.
 

I liked this new side of her. It felt like we were in love.
 






Chapter 11

 


I was more than a little nervous the days leading up to her sleeping with Rod. After our lovemaking in the bathroom a whole new side of us had emerged.
 

Emily smiled a lot more. And giggled. She started giggling in that schoolgirl kind of way, covering her mouth. She wanted to go for walks and hold hands. She wanted to sit on the couch and just talk at night. We stopped having as much sex but that was okay because it felt like that had been replaced by something else.
 

And I loved it. It felt like we were in love, like things had happened backwards in our relationship and we’d arrived at the part we should have had first.
 

So when the day came that Rod was going to show up, I got a little freaked out. I woke up and tried to have a normal morning.
 

Emily came down after I made coffee and hugged me from behind for a long time, something she’d started doing lately.
 

We spent a long time in the kitchen together saying nothing. I pretended to read the news on my phone and Emily flipped through a magazine as we sipped our coffee.
 

But worry started to get the better of me.
 

When Emily looked up to smile at me, her expression clouded with concern. She reached across the table and took my hand, setting her magazine down. She gave it a squeeze. “You’re worried about this aren’t you?” she asked.
 

I sighed. “Maybe a little?”
 

Emily shook her head. She let go of my hand and for a second I thought she was mad. Then she smiled again. “I’m going to call it off.”
 

My mouth popped open at what was the absolute last thing I had expected to hear. “Wait, what?”
 

Emily pulled her chair across the floor and around the corner of the table to sit directly in front of me. She took my hand in hers again and held it to her cheek. “Chris, these last few weeks have really been… they’ve just changed me.” She looked at me with so much love in her eyes. “I feel like… I feel like I have something with you that I’ve never had with anyone before. No. I don’t just feel like I have it. I do it. This,” she said, wagging her finger back and forth between us, “is amazing.”
 

My heart swelled with love. I leaned forward and pressed my forehead against hers. “Baby, I feel it too. I love what we have, too.”
 

We sat there for a long time just holding onto each other. But the question of what to do that night still hovered over us.
 

“Do you want me to call him? I’ll cancel. I will.”
 

Hearing her say she would do that for me really put me at ease. There wasn’t the same sense of danger, the same intense slice of angst our relationship had started with but I didn’t mind. I was ready to put that behind us. “What do you want to do?” I asked.
 

Emily drifted off into her thoughts. She looked sideways, out the window and into our backyard. Her expression hardened and for a scary moment I saw the old Emily come back. The woman I’d fallen in love with, the woman I’d met with a cock stuffed into her mouth was sitting in front of me again.
 

I wondered what she was thinking about. Was she thinking about Rod? Was she thinking about his cock and how good it would feel inside her? Or was she thinking about us?
 

The electric buzz of being completely at the mercy of Emily’s desire started to hum inside me again. The excitement of our life so far wrapped its claws around my heart and tugged.
 

“I’m going to call it off.” She was up and walking across the kitchen to her phone.
 

“No, wait!”
 

Emily stopped, turned around and fixed me with a wicked smile. She raised an eyebrow and waited.
 

“Just… don’t worry about it. It’s going to be fine,” I said quietly.
 

Emily’s smile widened and she walked across the kitchen and planted herself in my lap. She kissed me, then leaned back and looked into my eyes. “It is going to be fine. I promise.”
 



***

 


Rod showed up about half an hour later than he said he would.
 

Emily was already upstairs and I had been pacing nervously up and down the hall. We shook hands and I led him upstairs.
 

I walked into the room with Rod following me. As soon as we got in there I noticed how different the vibe felt than the last time.
 

For one thing, Emily didn’t really pay all that much attention to him. She mostly kept her eyes on me.
 

She was lying on her side displaying her gorgeous curves, head propped up on her hand.
 

I’d set up a chair off to the side to watch but Emily crooked her finger, beckoning me over.
 

Rod looked from Emily to me, then back to me. “What the fuck happened here? Is all different wit you two.”
 

Emily just ignored him and I shrugged.
 

Rod was apparently not concerned enough by the change to say no to a good fuck. He undressed slowly as I knelt down in front of Emily.
 

She closed her eyes and our lips touched.
 

It did feel completely different than last time. It felt like Rod was on the sidelines and the whole thing was much more about us.
 

Emily touched her hand to my cheek. “You ready?” she whispered.
 

I nodded my agreement.
 

“I want you right here the whole time.”
 

I nodded again, glanced at Rob and gave him a nod, too. It was time to start.
 

Without a word he climbed onto the bed and lay down behind Emily.
 

My cock stiffened as his big black hand appeared on her shoulder and slid down her arm. As it slipped lower onto Emily’s waist I couldn’t keep the thought that had been haunting me since the day I’d contemplated that diaphragm.
 

Had she put it inside?
 

My stomach twisted and for a second I thought of jumping up and running to the bathroom but one look into Emily’s kind eyes and I knew I couldn’t leave. Things were different now. She was different. There was no way she would do something so crazy like not put it in.
 

Was there?
 

“Hey,” she whispered, making me realize I’d drifted off into my thoughts. “You here with me?”
 

“Yeah,” I replied.
 

“Look.” Emily lifted her leg revealing fat, dark fingers sliding back and forth along her pussy slit.
 

The sight made my cock jump.
 

The worry skittered into some dark corner of my mind but didn’t leave completely. It lurked, sharpening my lust and my angst at the same time.
 

Emily let out a little purr as Rod’s fingers slid along her pussy lips but kept staring into my eyes.
 

I kissed her again, revelling in the way her tongue twisted with each swipe of Rod’s hand between her legs. After a while she sucked in a breath.
 

I pulled away and realized why. The fat head of Rod’s cock was moving along her pussy, collecting juice and ready to sweep up into her cunt.
 

Emily put her hand on my chin and pulled me to look at her again. “Come here,” she said, breathless. Then she kissed me again, plunging her tongue into my mouth.
 

I reached up, slid my hand across the bed and cupped her soft breast then gave it a squeeze.
 

Her breath was coming in short bursts and I could almost feel when Rod split her pussy lips with the head of his cock. Emily stopped moving. The bed shuddered. She moaned into my mouth as Rod pushed his hard, black cock along her walls.
 

I hadn’t realized my own erection but something about her moan drew my attention to my own arousal. I stuck my hand into my shorts and stroked my cock.
 

Emily’s tongue flicked and pushed against mine as Rod started thrusting. Her body moved in soft, slow waves along the bed.
 

He fucked her from behind and somehow seemed to realize it wasn’t going to be the same kind of fuck as last time.
 

After a while of this, Emily pulled away from our kiss and looked at me with hungry eyes. “Baby,” she whispered. “I want your cock. I want your cock in my mouth.”
 

I pulled myself up to my feet without a second of hesitation and yanked my cock out of my shorts. It bulged and throbbed, purple and ready. Lowering myself onto the bed, I fed it into Emily’s mouth.
 

The same low moan escaped her that had when Rod has pushed his cock into her pussy. She seemed just as excited to be sucking me off as she was to be fucking him. Tickling my balls with her fingers, she plunged my cock into her mouth then came off it in long, slow sucks the whole time staring up at me as if waiting for my approval.
 

I raked my eyes over her body, the sight of Rod behind her, his muscle moving in and out of her pussy and it made me harden in her mouth.
 

Emily slipped her lips off of the head of my cock letting her teeth gently graze the tip before she smiled. “You like that don’t you baby?”
 

“Uh-huh,” I grunted as she stroked me with her hand.
 

“Enjoy it,” she replied. “It’s all for you.”
 

Unable to resist the allure of her damp lips and open mouth, I leaned forward and pressed my dick back against her tongue.
 

Emily slurped me up and resumed those long, slow sucks. The three of us fucked like that for a while until I felt Emily’s sucking become more insistent. She started to moan and it was clear she was getting close to coming.
 

The thought sent a rush of semen out of my balls and I had to step back, popping out of her mouth with a wet slurp.
 

Emily wrapped her fist around my shaft and started to pump but I stepped back.
 

I didn’t want it like this. I wanted to finish inside her again. I wanted to feel Rod’s cum in her pussy, squishing out of her and onto me.
 

Emily’s hips started bucking, drawing my attention.
 

The same dark question gripped me. Was she protected inside? She had to be, I knew she had to. Why was I having these doubts? Maybe because of who she’d been when I met her, how dangerous and crazy she’d played.
 

But looking at her now I couldn’t believe she would do that to me, betray me like that.
 

The thought wouldn’t go away. It was unbelievably hot, as scary as it was.
 

Rod was starting to fuck her harder too and I could tell he was closing in on shooting his load into her pussy.
 

Emily looked up with lust in her eyes, her lips twisted in agonized pleasure, fingers clawing at the sheets. “I love you,” she mouthed.
 

I staggered back blown away by how hot it all was. I didn’t dare touch my cock. I wanted to watch but I wanted to feel her on me after, too.
 

Rod started driving into her, shaking her body and swaying her tits against her chest.
 

She was the picture of arousal. Thick, wet lips. Nipples stiff. Pussy drooling around a thick, black cock. Her toes curled as the moment closed in.
 

“Fuck, baby, I’m gonna come!” she said quietly.
 

Baby.
 

I don’t know if she said it to me or Rod. But I knew she’d said it to him before. How many men had she called “baby” before me? My cock jumped at the thought.
 

Rod’s lips twisted in a sneer. His hand crept over her shoulder as his hips slammed against her ass.
 

Emily’s waist moved back and forth as she matched his rhythm, sucking his cock with her cunt.
 

And there it was again. My dark thought.
 

In a moment Rod’s cock was going to explode inside my wife. Not just inside the slut I fell for but inside the woman I had come to love.
 

As soon as it was released his ejaculate would start swimming up deeper into her body. Helped by her pulsing pussy slurping it up the tight tunnel, the clear liquid dripping from her easing it along.
 

In all likelihood it would encounter the barrier to her sacred spot she’d put inside herself.
 

Or it would not.
 

If it didn’t, it would continue invading her fertile body, white seed retched from his dark muscle that might find the perfect place to take root.
 

Cum surged from my own balls into my shaft but I closed my eyes and breathed deeply to tamp it down.
 

When I opened them again, their bodies seemed to move in slow motion but perfect unison. The moment came.
 

Emily moaned and threw her head back.
 

Rod plunged his cock up into her cunt.
 

I stood and watched that glistening member sliding slickly in and out of her pink sheath. Each time he pulled it out I saw it pulse sending another splash of his essence to glaze her walls and begin the journey to her insides.
 

His fist clenched on her shoulder, his muscled body thrusting behind her, his mouth open, teeth bared, he groaned and I knew he was in the deepest moment of his release.
 

As the fluid from his body flowed into Emily her lips parted and the corners of her mouth turned up in a drunken smile.
 

It hit me like a truck.
 

This was Emily. This would always be Emily. No matter what happened between us, how in love we were or even if she never did this again, there would always be this part of her. 
 

Emily, the slut.
 

I. Fucking. Loved. That.
 

And just like that it was over. The smile faded from her lips. She looked up at me again. Even as Rod fucked out the rest of his orgasm into her pussy her expression changed back to the new Emily, the Emily that I loved and who loved me back.
 

Even as she shook from his rough thrusts, she was mine again.
 

As Rod slowed, then stopped a silence and stillness descended in the room. It felt like he wasn’t even there anymore. It was just us.
 

He slipped out of her, rolled off the bed, scooped the pile of clothes up and left the room without a word.
 

I was undressed and climbing onto the bed by the time the door slammed shut downstairs.
 

Emily rolled onto her back and unfolded her legs in front of me in welcome, toes pointed, calves taut.
 

My eyes sank down to her messy flower. The lips were raw and gnarled. Cum dripped from the soft folds and deeper, past the opening, gurgled in her channel.
 

I fell onto her, fists balled on either side of her shoulders. Lowering myself I felt her hot fingers wrap around my cock and draw me in.
 

She pointed my head at her sticky hole. The heat wafted from it hardening my shaft in her hand. The tip of my cock kissed her cunt lips and suddenly I was slipping inside, gliding along her tight walls.
 

My own cum surged through my cock. I didn’t want to come yet. I wanted this to last. I started pull out. “Baby, I’m going to… “
 

Emily smiled, shook her head and pulled me closer. “It’s alright, Chris. It’s alright.”
 

As her lips pressed against mine my orgasm exploded rushing out of me and sending that hot swell of chemicals up into my mind that would, for a second, make me not myself again.
 

I groaned on top of her sending the sound into her mouth as my hips pumped, fucking my cock through Rod’s hot cum.
 

Did she have it in? Or was the race on?
 

After I’d blasted over the highest peak of my pleasure I kept fucking, stretching out the tail of the climax and kissing Emily hotly.
 

She kissed me back, legs wrapped around my trunk, her body moving with mine, her pussy squeezing me with each slow fuck.
 

After a long descent I slipped out of her and from between her legs, off to the side but we held onto each other with our arms, not wanting to let the moment slip away just yet.
 

I had just started to doze off enjoying the heat of her breasts against my chest when I heard her whisper.
 

“I have a surprise for you.”
 

My eyes shot open and a sharp jolt of adrenaline shook me awake as I looked at Emily.
 

Wicked Emily was back.
 

My heart started pumping hard as my sense sharpened. I imagined this must have been what animals felt like when they were cornered. Fight or flight. “What are you talking about?”
 

Emily bit her lower lip. “Go to the bathroom.”
 

Every fear, every dark and haunting thought I’d chased away came rushing up at me at once.
 

No.
 

No, no, no.
 

This couldn’t be. This couldn’t be true. She wasn’t like that any more, she’d been so different the past few weeks. It couldn’t have been an act. It couldn’t have been put on.
 

Could it?
 

Was I really that naive?
 

Had wicked Emily pulled the wool over my eyes?
 

“What are you talking about?” I whispered, my voice tight, my breathing coming in quick gasps. I felt like I was breathing through a straw.
 

“I want you to get something for me,” Emily said, her smile widening.
 

“What? Tell me, what!?!”
 

“I want you to get my little diaphragm box.”
 

Wicked, sinful smile.
 

I shook my head. “What?”
 

No. Please no, no.
 

“Just go,” Emily said, nodding towards the bathroom door. “Come on. It’s a surprise.”
 

I rolled off the bed and stumbled up to standing. I felt drunk but sick drunk not good drunk. I swayed through the bedroom, leaning against the door frame as I staggered into the bathroom and grabbed the little pink container.
 

“Bring it in here!” Emily shouted from the bedroom.
 

I could barely move. I felt rooted to the spot. I couldn’t tell by the weight of it if the thing was in there or not. I reached up with my other hand, ready to unclasp the clasp and face the reality of what Emily had done and who she really was.
 

“Bring it in here!” she called out again.
 

I could hear my breath in my head, the sound of the house dampening as if someone had put headphones over my ears.
 

“Bring it in here!” her muffled voice called out.
 

I knew that I could stay in the bathroom and open the little box for myself. If I did, it would be the first step to dealing with whatever was on the other side of the feeling that was rushing through me making my whole body hot.
 

Somehow through the fog of my anger and resentment and excitement, the voice that had been guiding me this whole time, spoke.
 

Go. You know you have to. You’re hers, no matter what.
 

So I turned and step after painful step walked back into the bedroom and up to the bed.
 

Emily lay on the edge of it looking up at me and with her smile, demanding my final act of submission.
 

On the verge of tears, I sank to my knees.
 

“Open it,” Emily whispered.
 

I reached up and pulled the clasp.
 

I swung the little pink container open.
 

My heart stopped. My blood went from hot to cold in a fraction of a second. My stomach twisted into a tight knot.
 

There, inside the box, was the diaphragm.
 

My hands started to shake. I looked up at Emily.
 

Wicked, wicked Emily who was grinning now and biting her lip in glee.
 

“You didn’t wear it?” I breathed.
 

Slowly, carefully, Emily shook her head.
 

Had I just watched the moment that Emily and Rod…
“Pick it up.”
 

Her smile shifted.
 

“What?” I asked.
 

“Pick it up,” Emily said, nodding at the thing.
 

I shook my head. What fucking sick and twisted game was she playing now? Without thinking I reached up and picked the rubber ring up and moved it to one side.
 

My heart stopped again.
 

Underneath it was an ultrasound cut out into the shape of a heart. The picture of a tiny, human life.
 

With my hands shaking I looked back up at Emily. “What is this?”
 

The new Emily. The Emily I loved. She was back. The sharp edge was gone from her smile. I could see love in her eyes.
 

“This,” she whispered, reaching out and closing her hand over mine. “Is ours.”
 






Epilogue

 


It was ours. Really ours. Mine and hers.
 

Of course Emily had been unable to resist the temptation to announce it the way she had.
 

What can I say? Old habits die hard.
 

But as her belly grew she softened more and more and by the time she was eight and a half months in she was a different person completely. Warm and loving and soft.
 

She’s getting her things ready to go to the hospital right now, humming as she does.
 

I’m not sure if I’ll ever understand exactly what drew me to her so intensely or why she took me. I haven’t asked how she changed into who she is now, or why.
 

Maybe I will one day. I guess there’s some part of me that wants to know. But not right now.
 

We all have dark parts of ourselves that eventually come out. I’m sure there will be some late evening in the future, after the kids have gone to bed or off to college where we’ll have had too much wine and these things will come crawling out.
 

I hope there will be, anyways. And even if there isn’t, so what?
 

I want to live in the now.
 

For now I’ll just be thankful that fate pushed us together and that our strange kind of love didn’t end up tearing us apart.
 

Sometimes late at night when Emily’s snoring next to me I crawl out of bed and walk softly to the bathroom. I stare at my own reflection and remember that time she came home and finished me off.
 

I go down the rabbit hole, remembering all the crazy shit she did and I still love her for it.
 

The Emily that was.
 


THE END









***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!


Also by Jason Lenov


Jessie Gets a Job: A Hotwife Story


Scott chooses the wrong time to mention money problems to his spendy wife.

A drunken night alone leads to a chance discovery of how to make easy money online.

Jess' reaction to his "joke" suggestion of selling her underwear online, is unexpected.

As she plunges down the rabbit hole of online sex work, Scott's paranoia grows, along with his arousal.

Will the two ever make it out? Or is their marriage doomed to crumble?


Helping Mrs. Masters: A Hotwife Story


Sam Jones returns to his old home for a house-sitting gig.

His neighbour, Laura Masters, is just as attractive as he remembers her.

When she asks for a favour, Sam discovers a side of her that he never knew existed and something about himself, too.

His fantasy becomes and obsession. Will Sam ever be the same again?


For Better or For Worse: A Hotwife Romance


Luke Sikorski has a beautiful wife and a life he loves.

Revealing his desire to see his wife with another man upsets the balance, sending the couple on a roller coaster ride.

When Katarina's former lover reveals her lascivious past, Luke is shaken but more aroused than ever.

Will the two be able to find a new understanding and keep their vows?


Hotwife: A Novel

When he sees his wife flirting with a co-worker, Jack feels a strange desire.

Things heat up as the couple explore the boundaries of their relationship.

But after an encounter goes awry, will Jack be able to get back in the game and enjoy his hot wife?


An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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