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Watching Emily

Crouching over the laptop in my office, I clicked on the folder that

contained the video files from the nanny cam in our bedroom, trying
to mentally prepare for what I was about to see.

It was hard to believe that our marriage had reached this point,
but here we were. It began when I noticed that Emily had put a
password on her phone. Not like a short four-digit passcode, I'm
talking like a full-blown passphrase of some sort. It seemed like total
overkill. Who was she trying to keep out of there anyway? The FBI?

When I made a joke about it to her, she got defensive, which
immediately set off my inner alarm. She was definitely hiding
something. But what?

Emily had never been an incredibly sexual person with me. We
had intercourse regularly, but I was always the one who initiated it,
and it was clear that I was also the one who enjoyed it the most.
Emily never climaxed during intercourse, and the few times I asked
her about it, she’'d always said that it didn't bother her that much.
She enjoyed being intimate with me and making me happy, and that
was all that really mattered.

But all of a sudden, even that stopped. She told me she wasn't
interested, or she had a rough day at work — it was always
something. Then one day I surprised her at her office around lunch
time, and her friend Becky told me that she'd gone out.

Gone out? To lunch? My wife? The one who packed her lunch
every morning and was fanatical about saving money? That’s when I
knew something was wrong. But I didnt want to let on yet that I
knew. I had to be sure.

That’s why I got the camera.



Now it was time. Time for the moment of truth: was I a
paranoid husband, or was my beautiful wife really betraying me?

My heart pounded as the video began. The camera was set up
to record both sound and motion, so the first thing I heard was the
sound of Emily talking to someone on the phone.

“Come now,” she said, “I'll be alone for at least an hour.”

I didn't have to wait long to have my suspicions confirmed. I
watched as my wife stripped out of her work clothes, standing in our
bedroom in only a red bra and panties. I marveled at how attractive
she still looked after all of our years of marriage. She had always
been a stunner, but the fact that she took up yoga in her thirties
meant that she looked better than a lot of women just out of
college.

Now she was waiting for someone. For a lover.

My heart pounded as a thousand different thoughts flitted
through my brain. Should I turn off the video? No. I had to know
exactly what Emily was doing if I was ever going to really
understand her.

She stepped out of the frame for a moment. She must be going
to answer the door, I thought. In her bra and panties!

The video stopped, but when it started again she was in the
bedroom, leading a man by the hand.

A very tall and handsome black man.

Our neighbor, James, to be precise.

I stopped the video. I was hyperventilating, but something else
was happening as well, at the same time: I had a raging hard-on.

You see, watching my wife with another man was one of my
ultimate fantasies. Nevertheless, I didn't know what it would be like
to actually face it in reality. I was coming face to face with my most
intimate fears — that my wife would leave me — and my most intense
fantasy (that she would cuckold me with another man).

I wanted her to fuck another man, not fall in love with him! And
wearing sexy red underwear like that for a man certainly suggested
that she was in love with him.

I took a deep breath and started the video again. I watched in
high-definition color as they passionately embraced, James’ hands



roaming all around Emily’s body. After a few seconds, she broke the
embrace so that she could start unbuttoning his pressed oxford shirt.
James was an account executive at one of the larger investment
firms in the area.

He must be on his lunch break, 1 thought, but why weren’t they
at his place? He lived next door and was single. He didn't even have
a steady girlfriend. In fact, it seemed like we saw him with a
different woman every week.

You might be thinking that something doesn’t add up here. Why
would James want to go after Emily, my wife, when he could have
absolutely any hottie in the neighborhood? Why go for the 30-
something when you could fuck a new hot co-ed every day?

There was a very simple answer: not only was Emily gorgeous,
she was also way out of my league — always had been. In fact, she'd
confessed to me a few times already that she’d been relieved to
have the male attention drawn away from her a bit after being
married. It never stopped entirely, of course. But once she was with
me, she at least had an excuse not to give men her phone number
or entertain their stupid pickup lines. She had always been bad at
just telling guys to get lost, and now that she was married, she
didn’t have to. She could let the ring do it for her. I deflected the
unbearable desire of the other men, which seemed like more than
enough to sustain our relationship, even if the passion didn't go both
ways. I was always passionate about her, of course. But it never
seemed totally reciprocal. Almost as if I could have been any guy at
all. This, I reasoned, was why she was about to cheat on me with
our neighbor.

“Oh God,” she moaned, in a whisper loud enough to be picked
up by the microphone clearly, “I can't wait to finally see your cock in
person. The pics made it look so good.”

This was definitely a change. My wife had never so much as
said the word “penis” in front of me. She basically pretended like it
wasn't there during sex, at most referring to it as “it,” as in: “is it in
yet?”, which is a question that I got more frequently than I'd like to
admit.



But this exchange also told me something else. If she hadn't
actually seen his cock, this must be the first time they’d been
together! I was going to witness my wife have sex with another man
for the very first time in her life. And not just any other man. A man
with a big black cock.

"I know you need it,” he growled in a low, gravelly voice, “and
you're going to get it. Just get on your knees and if you're a good
girl, I'll show it to you.”

I watched with a sweet mixture of horror and arousal as my
innocent young wife dropped to her knees, looking up at her lover
and regarding him with a look of awe and lust.

“Please?” she said in a breathless, girly voice, "may I please
have the honor of servicing your big, black cock?”

What had gotten into her? That kind of kinky talk would have
totally turned her off a few weeks ago. I was forced to confront the
possibility that I didnt know my wife at all. All I knew was how my
wife had behaved sexually with me. Apparently she was fully capable
of acting very differently with other men.

“"What's my name?” he asked, smiling down at her as he
unbuckled his trousers.

“Daddy...,” she whispered, in a particularly submissive tone.

Daddy? They haven’t even slept together and she’s already
talking dirtier to him than she ever has with me? She'd always told
me that she hated that kinky stuff. Not so with James, apparently.

I had a perfect view of my wife’s face as she waited patiently for
her lover to reveal his big, black cock in all its glory. She didn't have
long to wait. He pulled down his boxer briefs and his trouser snake
sprang out at her, almost slapping her in the face. The look of
surprise and delight on Emily’s face was like nothing I'd ever seen.

“Oh my God,” she said, giggling a bit, “I can’t believe that’s real.
Is it going to hurt?”

“It's real,” he said, “and as far as hurting you with it, I'm only
going to do that if you want me to. I promise to be gentle at first.”

She smiled at him, giving him a look that conveyed both
complete submission and incredible lust.



“I've never had one anywhere near this size,” she said, “to be
honest, I'm a little scared. But also really, really fucking turned on.”

“It's ok,” he said, running his fingers through her hair as she
knelt in front of him, “I have a lot of experience introducing women
to the BBC. They're all a little scared at first, but they all learn to
love it.”

I tried to remember the last time I'd heard Emily use the word
“fuck.” T couldn’t. The woman on the video looked exactly like my
wife, but talked and acted nothing like her. It was like the prospect
of getting on her knees for a big dick had completely changed her
personality. I had to wonder if all women were like this around
James. He had certainly strongly implied that that was exactly the
case.

“Can I touch it, Daddy?”

My God, it really was a different Emily. She usually only touched
my cock to help guide it inside of her when I couldn’t find the hole.
And she only did it as quickly as possible, as if she wanted to
pretend that it wasn't even there. I couldn’t imagine in a million
years her ever asking directly for permission to touch it. The two of
them had clearly established some kind of dom/sub dynamic already
via texting, and I was witnessing its first consummation.

I had to admit that I felt lucky to be seeing my wife’s first time
with her lover. It felt like a special privilege to me, for some reason.
Other husbands might have immediately stopped the video and
called a divorce lawyer, but I simply couldn’t take my eyes off of it. I
unbuckled my pants and took out my own cock, which looked tiny
compared to James’ absolute monster.

“"Remember the safeword, baby girl?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she said, looking up at him in lust, then glancing
at the hard dick only inches from her face with a look of
indescribable anticipation, “I'm supposed to say ‘yellow’ to slow
down, and ‘red’ to stop. And if I can’t talk, I can tap your leg three
times like this.”

She tapped his leg and giggled girlishly.

“That’s right, baby girl,” he said, "Daddy likes to be safe when
he’s playing rough.”



“I know, Daddy. And now,” she said, licking her lips, “may I
please, please put your cock in my mouth?”

“Since you asked so nicely...”

“Thank you, Daddy!”

She reached up and gently bent his shaft down towards her lips,
opening her mouth slowly and licking the underside of the gigantic
phallus before slowly putting the first part of the head into her petite
mouth. Even though the circumference of his cockhead was visibly
smaller than her mouth, she somehow managed to take the first
third of it between her lips, all the while maintaining eye contact
with her “"Daddy,” who grabbed a handful of her hair now.

“That's a good little slut,” he said, “keep pleasing Daddy’s big
black cock.”

“Mmm,” she moaned, signaling clearly that the dirty name only
turned her on more.

I can’t explain why, but hearing Emily being called a “slut,” and
seeing her positive reaction to it, drove me absolutely crazy with
lust. I started stroking myself in time with Emily’s efforts at taking
the big black cock into her mouth. I simply never thought my wife
would be capable of such wanton lust.

I watched as Emily grabbed his shaft in one hand, her fingers
barely spanning its impressive girth. James was pushing her down
on his rod in time with her thrusts, not forcing her, more like guiding
her in a dominant way.

“That's a good girl,” he moaned, “take that big black cock. I
know this is what you wanted. You've been talking about it for
weeks.”

“Mmm-hmm,” she moaned, stroking him now with her spit for
lube.

Even if she couldn't take more than the first quarter of his
length into her mouth, she still did an impressive job trying to
pleasure him.

“Yes,” he encouraged her, “take it just a little deeper now. Open
wide for Daddy’s big dick.”

She looked up at him obediently, straining her jaw as he began
to push his thick black meat a bit further and further with each



thrust.

“I'm gonna choke you with it now, baby girl. Are you ready? Are
you ready to choke on Daddy’s big black cock?”

“Mm-hmm,” she moaned, a look of desperation on her face.

I knew that it wasnt desperation about the fact that he was
using her like a dirty whore. I might have thought that a few weeks
ago, if I'd never seen this side of her. No, my sweet, innocent wife
Emily was desperate to be choked with a dick — and a gigantic one
at that!

“Good girl,” he said, “I'm going to count to three, then we'll try
to put it down your throat. Ready, baby?”

“Mmm-hmm,” she sounded even more desperate now, eager to
prove her worthiness by choking on his gigantic dick.

“One,” he said, taking hold of her head with both hands, “don't
forget to take deep breaths through your nose, ok?”

“*Mmm-hmm.”

“Two.”

She let go of his cock now, letting him take total control.

“Three.”

I watched in a mixture of awe, lust and humiliation as my
petite, formerly innocent wife swallowed a cock the size of her arm.
He held her down on it for several seconds. It seemed like he
wanted her to gag. It made sense — he hadn't exactly made a secret
out of his intentions.

Emily’s eyes watered and her makeup began to run. Finally, she
gagged, and he responded by immediately pulling his cock all the
way out of her throat.

“Such a good girl,” he said, grabbing his erection with one hand
as she gasped for air.

“Thank you, Daddy!” she gasped.

“You love this big black dick, don't you?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Is it everything you imagined? Everything that you've been
lusting after for the past six months.”

Six months? She'd been texting James for that long? When did
it turn sexual? Or had it been that way from the beginning? And if



that was the case, why did it take them so long to finally
consummate the relationship?

That wasn’t the only question that I didn't have an answer to, of
course. And in the moment, it didn't seem to matter much.

“What do you want now?” he asked her, as if they'd rehearsed
this scene already during their dirty text messages, which they
probably had.

"I want you to slap me with your dick, Daddy. You promised me
you'd choke me and slap me with your cock.”

“How bad do you want it, baby girl?”

"I want it so bad. Please, please slap me with your dick.”

“Good girl,” he said, grabbing my innocent wife by the hair with
one hand while he smacked her face with his huge cock with the
other.

She shut her eyes in concentration as he assaulted her with his
erection.

“You love this treatment, don't you?”

“Yes,” she moaned breathlessly, “yes, Daddy!”

"I knew it. I knew you weren't just submissive on the phone.
Some qirls are, you know. They act like they want to be broken by a
big black cock, but then they back out at the last second when the
reality becomes too intense for them. Not with you. It was clear that
it was more than just a fantasy for you. It was something you
needed. Desperately.”

Emily? “Needed”, “desperately”, “"to be broken by a big
black cock”?1?

This was DEFINITELY a different Emily. Did she have an
identical twin sister who had been using our house?

I watched as the woman who was identical to my wife smiled
enthusiastically as she received a beating with a large, black phallus.
He wasn't really hurting her of course, just communicating to her
who was in charge. And she clearly loved it.

“Get that pussy wet for me,” he growled, “play with it for Daddy.
But don't you dare come. You're not allowed to come until Daddy
gets his nut.”

“Yes, Daddy...” she groaned, putting a hand between her legs.



I couldnt see exactly where it had gone, but I could surmise
that she had followed his orders and was playing with her clit.

“Get these nuts in your mouth you little snow bunny whore,”
ordered James.

Emily opened her mouth eagerly, moaning in pleasure as she
licked his sack, almost as if the act herself was causing her immense
pleasure. I knew that seeing my wife degraded — and pleasured —
like this was certainly doing a number on me. I was edging myself
now, so close to coming but wanting to stave it off for as long as
absolutely possible.

After she spent a few moments giving his nuts a tongue bath
while playing with her pussy, Emily couldn’t take it any more than I
could.

“Please fuck me. Please break in my little white pussy,” she
begged.

He chuckled.

“With pleasure, you little whore. But you know the rules: you
don’t come until Daddy gets his. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she said, looking up at him and biting her lip as
she stroked his cock, "I just want to be a good girl for you.”

“Ok, honey,” he said, "“it's time to show you why BBC is the
best.”

I couldnt believe this was about to happen. For years I'd
fantasized about my wife taking a big cock while I watched. I'd read
stories about it. Visited porn sites. Even dropped a few hints now
and then...

Something occurred to me, and I paused the video. I had
dropped a few hints about wanting to see her with another man. Did
she pick up on them? I wasn’t always careful about deleting my
browser history when she borrowed my laptop. Could all of this just
be a way to satisfy me? Could Emily, in her own way, be living out
my fantasy?

It almost made sense. Almost. 1 pressed play again.

There was still one part that didn't fit: the fact that she seemed
to be having the time of her life. She stood and embraced him again,



and they kissed passionately as he lay her on the bed, stripping off
her bra and panties and kissing her neck.

The camera was concealed in the headboard, so I had a perfect
view from this angle as James moved up and down my wife’s body,
exploring it with his hands and tongue as he prepared to fuck her for
the first time. He was taking his time. Enjoying himself. Enjoying my
wife. Enjoying Emily.

Emily was enjoying him, too. Her sighs and soft yelps of
pleasure filled my ears as he began to return the favor she'd done
for him a few minutes before. His head disappeared between her
legs, and I watched as her entire body quivered as his tongue
worked its magic. He had her right on the edge. I could tell, because
she began to make some noises that I'd never heard her make with
me. Just when it seemed like the dam would break and Emily would
climax (a sight I was beginning to think I'd never actually seen, not
for real anyway), James came up for air and reminded her of the
rules.

“Don't forget, slut. You don't get yours until Daddy gets his.”

She moaned in frustration, grabbing the sheets and wriggling.

“Then hurry up and put that sweet monster inside me,” she
pleaded.

"I guess youre wet enough,” he said, standing and getting
himself into position.

She was on her back, her legs spread, positioned directly in
front of the camera. I could see more or less exactly what she saw,
just from a higher angle. And what I saw was James putting his
monster cock right up to her pussy lips and slowly, gingerly working
it inside just an inch or so at first.

“Oh God. Oh God...,” moaned Emily, her breathing accelerating,
“fuck that’s big. Oh my God, James. Oh my God.”

“"What's my name, bitch?,” said James, reaching down and
giving her a light slap on the face.

I waited to see if she would use her safeword, or at least say
“yellow.” She did not. Instead, she did the very opposite.

“Thank you for slapping me, Daddy,” she said, “your name is
Daddy.”



“That's right,” he said, pushing her legs back even further.

All of the yoga Emily did was paying off now. Just not in the
way I thought it would.

“Take this fucking dick you whore,” he growled.

“Oh yes, Daddy. Break my tiny little white pussy with that big
black cock. Use me. Abuse me. Please. I need it so bad.”

"I know you do. You little snow bunnies are all the same. Such
prim and proper ladies when your husband’s around, then on your
knees for black cock the second he turns his back.”

“Yes, Daddy. You're exactly right...”

"I know I'm right,” he said, “even if it took me half a year to
finally convince you to give up that pussy for me.”

"I should have done it sooner, Daddy. I didnt understand how
amazing it would be. Fuck. Fuck, Fuck!”

She pounded the bed with her fists as she spread her legs as
wide as she could.

“Is it...is it all the way in?”

James let out a low chuckle.

“That’s just the head, baby,” he said, “there’s a lot more dick to

n

go.
“Oh God,” she moaned, as he pushed forward a few inches

more, “I...I...can’t believe there’s more.”

“Look down here,” he said, gesturing for her to direct her gaze
between her own legs, “do you see how much more cock I've got.”

I wish I could have seen my wife’s expression, but unfortunately
she was facing away from the camera. All I saw was James’ reaction.
He gave her a sly smile.

“Don’t be scared, baby. It's just cock. This is that big black dick
you’ve been begging for for months. You're finally going to take me
balls deep, on your husband’s bed, just like you always wanted to.
You pleaded to be broken by this dick, baby girl, and now it's what
you're getting.”

“Yes, but..."

“If there’s a ‘but,” you can always use your safeword. You know
I'll respect it.”

She was silent for a moment.



“Yes, Daddy,” she said finally, “it feels good. I want you to break
me. It's just that I've never felt so...so full”

“That's what all the little snow bunny size queens say,” he
laughed, “but they all get addicted to the feeling. After I've properly
broken them in of course.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned, “please keep breaking in my little
white pussy.”

I never thought I'd hear my wife utter something so dirty. I
couldnt hold back anymore. I shot my load all over my hands. I
cursed loudly and paused the video, suddenly feeling a bit disqusted
with myself. What was I doing, spying on my wife?

But wasn't I justified? After all, she was cheating on me!

How would I be able to look Emily in the face again next time I
saw her?

*o0

As it turned out, I found it surprisingly easy. Maybe because the
next time I saw her she was in a great mood. It was around 5pm on
a Wednesday, and I'd come home from work early, maybe with the
subconscious hope that I would catch her and James in the act. But
when I opened the door, all I found was my wife Emily, fully clothed
in her work outfit, her makeup and hair neat, sitting in the
livingroom typing on her laptop, with a huge smile on her face.

Probably because she just got finished swallowing James’ cum, 1
thought to myself, not without a bit of pleasure.

“Hey honey,” she said, “do you have any plans for this
weekend? Anything you'd like to do?”

“No,” I said, “why, do you have something planned? Something
away from home?”

I assumed that she wanted to set up her next meeting with
James, and just needed an alibi.

“Well,” she said to my surprise, "I actually thought that we could
stay home and maybe have a little ‘date night.”

I raised my eyebrows in surprise.

“Really?” I asked.



“Mmm-hmm. I know I've been neglecting you lately and I'd like
to make it up to you.”

She leaned in and whispered in my ear.

“And I've got a surprise for you, too...”

I tried to imagine what she meant. Was she referring to the new
bra and panty set I'd seen her wear in the video? Or did she intend
to come clean about cuckolding me because she knew it was one of
my fantasies? I puzzled over this in my mind as I answered her.

“"Wow,"” I said, “my sexy wife has a surprise for me? That sounds
exciting.”

“Mmm-hmm,” she said, “I think you'll like it.”

She turned back to her work, but not before winking at me.

“I've got to go into the office again tonight,” she added, “but
let’s definitely both keep Friday night free.”

Ah-ha. There it was. I was pretty sure I had an idea about why
she wanted to work late. As the taillights of her car disappeared into
the night, I looked next door to see if our well-endowed neighbor
was home. There was a light in his front window, and I could see
the silhouette of a large man on the shade. Just then, a car pulled
into his driveway and a young woman in her mid-20s got out.

A booty call, no doubt. Just James about to create another size
queen.

I closed the blinds and went back into my office, remembering
the video on my computer. I still hadn't finished watching it. I had to
admit that I was very curious about how Emily’s first encounter with
James had ended. I grabbed the lube and the Kleenex, turned down
the lights in the office, and fired up the video.

James was still pushing his enormous cock, little by little, into
my petite wife, who was making noises that expressed an exquisite
mix of pleasure and pain. I couldnt see her face since she was on
her back looking in the same direction as the camera lens, but I
could see his outsized phallus disappear inside her, a centimeter at a
time. The look on James’ face as he impaled my wife was one of
concentrated enjoyment. He knew exactly what she needed and how
to give it to her.



“That's a good girl,” he said, “take Daddy’s big black cock. I'm
almost all the way in.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned, “you’re so much bigger than my
husband, Daddy.”

“Your husband’s little white cock cant compete with Daddy’s
can it?”

“No, Daddy!”

Finally, James bottomed out in my petite wife. A smile spread
across his face as he realized he’'d conquered another white pussy.
Slowly, gingerly, he began to break her in on his black cock, going
very slowly at first and then imperceptibly faster. I watched each
stroke of his gigantic dick, listening to every sound that Emily made.

“I'm so close, Daddy,” she panted as he increased his pace and
began to fuck her more forcefully, “I don’t know if I can hold back.”

“What's my rule? You don’t come until Daddy fills that pussy.
And Daddy’s not done with it.”

"I know, Daddy,” she moaned, “I'm just not sure how much
longer I can hold back. You're doing such a great job breaking in my
white pussy.”

"I think it's time for another position,” he said, pulling his cock
out of her completely, “roll over, slut.”

Emily rolled over onto her stomach, sticking her ass in the air.
She was pointed towards the camera now, but her head was to the
side as she wiggled her ass at her lover.

“Do you like this, Daddy?”

“You know it,” he laughed, giving her a hard slap and then
shoving his cock inside her so hard that she gasped.

“Oh God, Daddy...please fuck me.”

“I'm going to get my nut now,” he announced, “going to fill that
tight white pussy.”

He grabbed her hair and pulled her head up so that she was
looking directly at the camera. I was now looking into my wife’s eyes
as she was being owned by another man.

“Yes, Daddy,” she begged, “fuck me with that big black cock. I
need it so bad.”



He pounded her now from behind, ruthlessly stretching her
formerly tight pussy.

“You won't be able to feel your limp-dicked husband when I'm
done with you,” he laughed.

"I can barely feel him now,” she moaned, “he's so small, he
could never fill me like this.”

“That’s right. This pussy is my property now,” he said, “tell me
who this pussy belongs to.”

“It's yours, Daddy. My pussy is your property now. I want you to
fill me, please. I need your cum inside me so bad.”

“Keep talking dirty to me you little whore,” he growled, pushing
her down now so that she was face down in the sheets.

All T could see nhow was my wife’s ass in the air as she was
mercilessly and relentlessly fucked by James’ gigantic black cock.

“Here it comes,” he groaned, “I'm going to nut inside this tight
little white pussy. Fill you up good.”

“Yes, Daddy. Please fill my white pussy,” she groaned.

He held her down and I watched his cock twitch several times
as he groaned, unloading his huge balls into her tight cunt.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I'm going to come now. May I please
come for you, Daddy?”

He slapped her ass twice, hard. She cried out in pleasure and
pain as she climaxed. I'd never heard her make those kinds of noises
before. I realized that I had probably never even seen her come. It
was a beautiful site to see her so beside herself. I loved watching
her.

But I wasn't prepared for what I heard next.

"I love you, Daddy,” she whimpered, her body finally relaxing as
the orgasm left her.

James smiled.

“You don't love me,” he corrected her, “you love this,” he said,
slapping his big dick on her ass.

“Mmm, maybe you're right,” she said, "maybe I'm getting a little
carried away. But that was the best I've ever felt in bed. I never
knew sex could be like this.”

“That’s what all you little sluts say.”



“I'm jealous of the fact that you have so many other girls,
Daddy.”

"I know,” he replied, leaning down and giving my wife a kiss on
the mouth, “but that’s just the way it is. Daddy needs a constant
supply of fresh white pussy.”

"I understand,” she said, climbing off the bed and standing next
to him, looking up at him submissively, "I just hope you'll save some
of this big black dick for me. I'm beginning to think I need to be
filled on a regular basis.”

“I know you do, baby girl. I know you do.”

The rest of the video was uneventful. They laughed and flirted
as they both cleaned up in the bathroom and got dressed. James
said goodbye, and I watched Emily undergo a slow transformation
back to the woman I knew, straightening her hair and redoing her
makeup for about twenty minutes before finally leaving.

I couldn’t believe it. Not only was my wife cuckolding me, but it
certainly seemed that she had serious feelings for her lover as well.
She’d even told him that she loved him — even if it was in the heat of
the moment, right after he'd filled her tight little cunt for the very
first time.

But now there was this matter of “date night.” What possible
reason could she have for suggesting it? Was she doing it out of
guilt? Was she planning on letting me down easy? Asking for a
divorce?

The rest of the week went by in a blur. I saw Emily, of course, I
even had several conversations with her, but the subject of “date
night” seemed to have been forgotten, so much so that I almost
brought it up again to see if it was still on. But I held my tongue. I
knew Emily would do whatever she had planned, or, if she had
changed her mind, there was no point in mentioning it again.

*00

Then it was finally Friday evening. Emily was already home
when I pulled into the driveway at 6:00PM. I pulled into the garage



and entered into the kitchen. There was a note on the table in
Emily’s flowing, girly handwriting.

Come upstairs for your surprise, honey. --Emily

I smiled, but my heart pounded at the same time. Ever since I'd
seen the video of her with James, I felt like I didn't know my wife
anymore. As arousing as watching her take James’ gigantic cock had
been, it had also been unsettling in the extreme. She was clearly not
the sweet, innocent woman I'd married. But who was she?

I walked up the stairs slowly, giving her plenty of time to hear
me coming. What was she up to? Was this all just because she had
a guilty conscience about cheating on me?

Finally, T stood at the door to our bedroom. I opened it and
walked inside...

Emily was standing there in her bra and panties, the same I'd
seen her wear on the video. Her hair looked wonderful and her
makeup was perfect.

“Hi honey,” she said, smiling at me and taking me by the hand,
“why don’t you have a seat in that chair over there.”

“Emily,” I said, “what's this all about?”

“Just sit down and you’ll find out,” she said, leading me to the
armchair.

I gave her a wary look. She kissed me on the forehead.

“Don’t play dumb, silly,” she said, smiling at me, “you already
have an idea about what’s going on.”

“Emily,” I said, "I don’t know what you're talking about.”

In truth, I had a very good idea what she was talking about. But
how did she know that I knew? My heart seemed that it would
pound out of my chest.

"I invited someone here tonight. He'll be here soon. But first, is
there anything you'd like to explain to me?”

"I really don’t know what you're talking about...”

“Ok,” said Emily, reaching into a drawer on the nightstand, "I
suppose you have no idea who put this hidden camera in our room?”

I was busted. I knew it.

“Alright,” T said, “you were acting so strange, I had to know
what was going on. I admit it. I planted the camera.”



“And did you watch the video?”

“Of course I did.”

“Then you already know almost everything that James is going
to tell you. But what you didn't know is that I knew the camera was
there all along.”

“You knew?”

Even though the possibility had already occurred to me, I was
still shocked to hear her admit that she'd fucked another man on
video, knowing the entire time that her husband would be watching.

“That’s right,” she said, “I saw it right away. It wasn’t hard to
spot that something was strange about the headboard. Did you
really drill a hole in it? In the antique headboard that I inherited
from my great grandmother?”

I nodded sheepishly.

“It's ok,” she said, “it's not such a big deal.”

She sat on the bed facing me.

“At first I was furious. It was an absolute breach of trust.”

“Why were you acting so strange, then? You gave me reason to
distrust you. And it turns out I was completely right to do it.”

"I admit I have to take some responsibility for this situation
too,” she said, "I wasn’t upfront with you about what I was doing or
why.”

“And now you will be?”

“Yes. Now I will be. Here'’s the thing. It all started back when we
met James at that barbecue last summer. Remember?”

“Yeah, of course. The one at the Johnsons’ place.”

“Exactly. Do you remember what we'd been talking about the
night before that barbecue?”

“Not really,” I said, wracking my brain.

“We'd been fooling around in bed, and you'd asked me if I'd
ever thought about being with a black guy. I admitted that I had
thought about it, and you told me you thought it was really hot. You
even dropped some hints about wanting to watch me with a black
guy, and told me that if I ever wanted to try it, you wouldn't be
mad...”

"I guess I remember that,” I said.



“Well that wasn’t the only time you‘ve said something like that
to me,” she continued, "“in fact, you talk about it so much it started
to weird me out. I started spying on your web browser, and I saw
that you watch videos of women cuckolding their husbands with
black guys. And you buy stories online about the same thing. A lot of
them.”

“Yeah,” I said, “you're right...”

"I found it all really strange and confusing. I had a lot of things
to think about. To sort out. Why would a husband want to see his
wife with another man? It didn't make sense to me at all.”

"I understand that...”

“Let me finish, though,” she said, raising her hand, “I started
thinking about it a lot. I started doing a lot of reading of my own.
And yeah, I started flirting with James. Just innocent stuff at first. I'd
find a reason to ask him about something in the neighborhood. Like
who the best plumber was, or what service he used for cleaning. But
pretty soon I had to ask him about all of the girls that we saw
coming and going at all hours of the night. I just had to know why
he was so popular.”

I think I know,” I said.

“You do. One thing led to another, and soon we were full-on
sexting. I've never done that with anyone before, but I have to tell
you, it was exhilarating. I felt guilty about it at first, but I
remembered how much you loved this cuckolding stuff, and I
managed to tell myself it was all in good fun, in the spirit of our
marriage, even if I hadnt discussed it with you first.”

“You're right about that,” I had to admit, “the idea really turns
me on. I just wish you’d told me first so that I could have seen the
texts.”

“You still can, if you want,” she said.

I felt myself getting hard. This was one of my ultimate
fantasies.

“So I was coming around to your desires. Starting to understand
them. And feeling closer to you as well in the process. Was I acting
kind of strange? Yeah, I bet I was. But you were acting strange too,
honey. Dropping all of those hints about me fucking other guys. Do



you know what most women would think? What the first thing that
would pop into their heads would be if they heard their husbands
talking like that?”

I shook my head. I had no idea what she was getting at.

“They’'d think that their husband was having an affair, or
contemplating it, and was just trying to make himself feel less guilty
about it. That's what they would think.”

The silence in the room was deafening. I couldn’t believe that
Emily could possibly think that of me, and I also couldn’t believe that
I hadn’t already thought of it myself. I struggled to find the words to
ask for her forgiveness, but I couldn't.

“Emily,” I started, then trailed off again, “Emily, I...”

“I know you wouldn’t cheat on me,” she said, “I know that now.
But back then, I didn't know what to think. And when I found that
camera, well...I didn't know if you were gathering evidence for a
divorce or what. So I thought to myself, one night after flirting with
James for a really long time, ‘what the hell? He wants to be a
cuckold? I'll make him one!™

I felt a curious mixture of shame and arousal.

“So that’s what happened, honey. That's how things got to the
point of what you saw on the video. So I'm asking you here tonight,
right now: do you want things to continue this way? Do you want to
be my cuckold, baby? I'm not asking for a divorce. I'm not even
asking you to move out. I'm just asking you to obey a few simple
rules that James and I set out for you. The most important one is
this: you may not fuck me without James’ explicit permission. Do
you understand?”

I didn't need to think this one over for very long. It was my
ultimate fantasy!

“Yes!” I replied, leaping out of my chair, “I understand.”

“Good,” she said, “James is on his way over here from the
office. He's decided that you should be allowed to watch us on a
regular basis. He thinks it will be good for the relationship in the
beginning. For the new dynamic in our marriage. Would you like
that, honey? You've seen us on video, would you like to see him fuck
me in person now?”



I nodded my head vigorously.

“Excellent,” she said, “sit back down and enjoy the show.”

I dropped back into the chair, in total shock at the turn my life
had taken over the past few weeks. It was a welcome turn, to be
sure, but also a partially unfathomable one.

A few moments later, I heard the front door open.

“That's James,” she said, “he knows his way up here already.
He’s been here before — remember?”

Of course I remembered. I also loved the way she was teasing
me.

James’ footsteps were audible on the stairs. I gulped. I was
about to meet my wife’s lover face to face.

He opened the bedroom door and stepped inside.

“David! So glad you could join us. I supposed Emily explained
the rules to you?”

I nodded.

“Good. Stay there in that chair and don't even think about
touching Emily without my permission.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, nodding vigorously.

“We're off to a good start,” he said, embracing Emily, “this is the
last time I'm going to address you directly. It's time to focus on
Emily.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said.

Emily winked at me.

“Have fun, honey.”

I watched in rapt attention as the two lovers shared a long,
passionate embrace, kissing like they were teenagers in the
darkness of a movie theater for the first time. I noted how Emily was
actually the first one to escalate things. She moved her hand down
onto James’ bulge and giggled a bit as she stroked it.

"I want to see if I can get it even bigger than last time,” she
said, smiling at him.

It was like I wasn't even there. But I was there. Watching them.
Watching Emily.

The next thing I knew, she was on her knees, servicing his cock
once again. If anything, it looked even bigger in real life than it had



on video, and the real-life Emily looked even more cock-crazed than
her video counterpart. I could hear her slurping, watch the look on
her face as she did her utmost to please her lover. It was all so much
more real, so much more intense than it had been on video, and
soon I had a stiff erection in my pants.

I almost asked them permission to take it out and jerk off, but it
quickly became clear to me that the two had all but forgotten about
my presence in the room, so absorbed were they in their
lovemaking. I took out my prick and began to stroke it. It looked
absolutely pathetic next to James’.

Emily had James’ balls in her mouth now, looking up at him
sweetly as he stroked her hair.

“Good girl,” he said, “get that big dick nice and hard and wet.
It's going to go inside you soon you little slut.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she panted, redoubling her efforts for several
minutes until even James was on the edge.

“Hold on,” he said, "I can't take it anymore. If you keep going
like that, I'm going to bust in your mouth, not in that cute little white
pussy.”

“Well, T don’t want that,” she said, “I just stopped birth control
yesterday, like you asked, and I need you to be the first man to
come in my unprotected pussy.”

“That's right, baby girl. That's my pussy now, and I want it to be
totally vulnerable to me. Completely unprotected.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she said, “would you like to play with your
property now?”

"I do believe T would,” he smiled, lifting her to her feet and
leading her to the bed.

He kissed her passionately for several minutes, fondling her
breasts until she seemed weak at the knees, practically melting for
him. Then he had her lay back on the bed.

This time, I had a side view of the action. I watched as he put
her legs up on his shoulders and pushed his gigantic cock into her in
a single smooth yet slow motion. Her eyes remained fixed on his,
seeming to fill up with a light all their own at the same rate as she
was filled with his magical dick. Finally, he had bottomed out inside



her, and began to thrust. It was clear that he meant business. He
wanted to show me and Emily who was boss, who called the shots
in this three-way relationship: the man with the big black cock.

“You love this dick,” he growled, “say it. Tell me you love getting
fucked like this.”

"I love it,” she panted, tears in her eyes, "I love it so fucking
much, Daddy.”

"I know you do. You need this. You little white girls crave being
broken by big black dick.”

“Yes, Daddy. We're all the same,” she moaned, "I want you to
break me like you do all your girls. I want to watch you fuck them,
too, Daddy. I want to help you find other cute girls and teach them
how to please you.”

“Good girl,” he said, “you've really learned fast.”

"I just want to please you,” she moaned, “please don't stop
fucking me.”

He fucked her harder and faster now, their thighs slapping
together and filling the room with an obscene rhythm.

“Don’t you forget the rules, you little slut,” he growled, pumping
her harder and harder, “you dont get off until Daddy nuts inside
you.”

"I haven't forgotten,” she groaned, “I want your cum so bad,
Daddy. I want it in my unprotected cunt. Please give it to me.
Please?”

“Fuck,” he moaned, throwing his head back and closing his
eyes, “this white pussy is so good I can't fucking resist it anymore.
Here it comes, baby girl...”

He pulling her closer to him held her there for about a minute
as I watched his thigh muscles spasm. She gripped him with her
legs, thrusting her pelvis up at him as she climaxed. I will never
forget the look of absolute bliss on Emily’s face as she accepted her
lover’s seed into her fertile womb.

For my part, I couldn’t take it anymore. I shot my load all over
my hand, then sheepishly sneaked off to the bathroom to clean up
while they basked in the afterglow. I left the bathroom through the
other exit that went into the hallway, and went downstairs to fix



some drinks for everyone — should they choose to join me in a few
minutes.

As I did so, I thought about things. About the direction my life
had taken in the last few weeks. About how fast everything had
changed, and about how perfect it all seemed. It was going to be a
whole new life. A whole new marriage. A new beginning for the both
of us. The three of us. It was going to take some getting used to.
But one thing was for sure. I loved watching.

Watching Emily.
THE END
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