Emma and I

I met Emma via the ‘Adultwork’ website. I had fantasized for some time about setting up an appointment with an escort; when I saw Emma’s ad, however, my heart started to beat harder and I knew she was the one.

There were two photographs, both showing just her head and shoulders; she appeared to be in her late twenties with short, bleach-blonde hair, pretty, with a wide-eyed, innocent look which somehow seemed to enhance the impact of the pictures. In the first, a smile played around her eyes as she exhaled cigarette smoke at the camera; in the second, a look of surprise on her subtly but expertly made-up face, her eyes wide open and her red lips forming a perfect ‘oh,’ undoubtedly meant to exhibit mild shock at her having been caught on camera with spunk around her mouth.

I quickly scanned her advert; the text putting further strain on my heart as I read her listed services- Smoking. Oral without protection. French kissing at discretion. Snowballing. Strap-on play. Toys. Domination. Dirty talk. 

I looked back at the pictures and had to masturbate there and then, jerking off onto the carpet without worrying about the mess.

Some weeks passed. I fantasized about this young woman constantly; what was she really like? She didn’t look like a drug addict, nor did she look jaded or cynical. Who had done her makeup, who had taken the photographs (they looked like professional glamour studio shots) and, I found myself asking, who’s cum adorned her face?

Adorned was definitely the word; I had never seen a more erotic photograph, completely enhanced by the semen splattered around her mouth. It in no way detracted from the innocence in her eyes; in some way it magnified it, and looked completely natural, almost a part of or rather an extension of her makeup, designed to draw attention to her and increase her desirability, in much the same way as women in Roman times had, I read, smeared their own vaginal juice on their necks and breasts to advertise their availability. 

I zoomed in on the picture to the point were it started to become grainy, studying the pattern of the spunk on her lips and chin. At one place on her top lip it had formed into a drip, coming into contact with her bottom lip. What appeared to have been the initial spurt was streamed diagonally across her cheek and a couple of small blobs clung endearingly to her hair above her ear. Her lipstick was intact, perfect; She had obviously not sucked the lucky guy’s cock (on that occasion) but she was so beautiful that any man would surely have felt honoured to contribute to such a wonderful picture! I imagined her sternly warning the guy not to ruin her makeup, at the same time pouting for him and maybe using a few choice words to bring him off.

It was testimony to the ‘spunk’ picture’s power that I had become captivated by that rather than the ‘smoke’ picture; this had been the one that had grabbed my attention initially, as I find women who smoke to be utterly ravishing. Looking again, it was undoubtedly a nice pic, showing a girl enjoying her cigarette and enjoying being seen smoking. She exhibited all the attitude I could ask for; by blowing smoke at the camera she was in effect blowing smoke into my face, something which quite literally makes me go weak at the knees. I imagined her with a hand on her hip and a long, all-white cigarette held between the tips of her fingers of her other hand, the filter never more than a couple of inches from her mouth as she smoked slowly and languidly. I wondered how many a day she smoked, what brand, if she smoked while having her makeup done for the ‘spunk’ picture, if she lit up after. I wondered how her breath would taste when I kissed her… 

I committed myself to seeing an escort. I looked again through the various adverts and eventually realised I was only seeing the tip of the iceberg. Many were appealing; there were lots of voluptuous mature women who looked like they would give you a memorable experience. They liked to show a lot of cleavage and one or two had a cigarette hanging out of their mouths, but none of the ads had the effect that Emma’s had. She was expensive- from £75 for 30 minutes or £100 an hour- but not outrageous for central London. I emailed her with what I thought was a humorous message. Reading her reply, I could almost imagine her rolling her eyes, but she asked if I’d like to elaborate on what I wanted, urging me to be graphic and detailed, so she could ensure I got the most pleasure and satisfaction from our meeting.

In reply, I explained my smoking fetish and just how erotic I found her photos, going into some detail with the ‘spunk’ one in particular. I flattered and wooed her, obviously not expecting to impress her romantically, rather to establish myself as her subordinate. I told her how honoured I’d be to simply stand naked in front of her while she exhaled cigarette smoke in my face, but that I’d be in absolute ecstasy to be fucked by her with a strap-on. I even described the latter; it had to be black, it had to be big.

I love dildos and I’m a confessed (to myself, at least) anal slut, to the degree of being a size queen. This originated from an affair I had with a bitchy woman who discovered and nurtured an interest in using various vibes and dildos on me, to which I naturally submitted. The affair ended, the dildo fucking didn’t. At the high point, I had an 18” black monster that was largely symbolic, being far too big to insert to any decent depth. I did, however, enjoy repeatedly inserting the head, or mouth-loving it while riding a much more sensible 11” silicone number. I would have loved the woman with whom I’d had the affair to see me doing that, dressed, as I like to be, in hold-up stockings, suspenders and heeled sandals, nearly as much as I’d like my wife to walk in on me while entertaining myself in that way…

Back to Emma; she replied that she would incorporate my requests into an hour-long session for £130. A nice touch was that I could choose a dildo from her selection; or I could buy one myself- that way I could ensure it was right for me and if I was happy with her services we could use it again. She even sent me the link to an online catalogue. 

We set a date, and I ordered my dildo, being careful to choose one that was compatible with her harness. I enjoyed the process of trawling through websites, reading reviews, visiting forums until I was satisfied I’d found the right product. The excitement of picking it up from the post office was palpable; I imagined the embarrassment if the thing had been less than discretely packaged, or if someone had spotted the lacy waistband of my pink frilly knickers peeping out from my trousers, but such fears were unfounded. When I got home, my wife was out and I ripped the parcel open and my clothes off in anticipation. The thing was beautiful; 12” long, but much thicker and more bulbous than my silicone lover, chocolate brown, flexible with a realistic feel. I had to lube up straight away; as a special touch I coated my lips with my wife’s brightest red lipstick and fucked myself solid for the next hour, dreaming of presenting my anus to Emma. I made another decision that day- that I would eventually get myself fucked by a real, human black cock, and Emma would watch.

*************************************************************************************

We had swapped further emails, and when she knocked on the hotel room door, I knew what to expect.

She clomped in, dragging on a cigarette as she walked, threw her bag on the bed and exhaled into my face. “I’m Emma.”

She was slim and very pretty; her hair was slightly longer than in the pictures, and held behind her ears with diamante slides. Her lipstick was delicious bright red and appeared to be about an inch thick, and she was chewing gum. She looked me up and down. “Hmmm, you’re not bad! I’m going to enjoy this…”

She sat down in the faux-leather armchair, taking a drag. “Take your robe off, please, darling, so I can have a good look at you…”

I let the robe drop; her eyes took in my black lace French knickers and she smiled at me. “Give us a twirl!”

I turned around, slowly, making sure she registered the fact that the knickers were ‘ouvert’ style, open at the crotch to enable a lady to make herself available while retaining her style. They were hard to find and expensive, but I felt they made the right statement to Emma. 

“Do you like them? I bought them especially for you…”

“Sit on the bed,” she replied, bringing the chair closer. She parted my knees and with her cigarette dangling, leaned forward and took both my hands in hers, and placed them on my cock. “One hand on your shaft. Pull your skin back. The other ‘round your balls.”

She dragged again, letting the smoke stream from her mouth before inhaling. Her eyes narrowed as she took the smoke down, then slowly and deliberately exhaled in my face again. This was devastating from only a couple of feet away. I moaned and stroked myself.

She continued to smoke, smiling between drags. “OK?”

I nodded. “You are so fucking gorgeous.”

She grinned. “Thank you! I can see I’m going to have to be especially nice to you!”

“Not too nice, I hope?”

She laughed huskily. “Don’t worry, you’re still going to get your arse completely fucked!”

I laughed, shivering involuntarily. “Oh, when…? Oh, please, Emma, fuck me…”

“Let me finish my fag! There’s plenty of time.” She smiled again. “You’re a dirty slut, aren’t you, with your frilly panties and your big black dildos! A dirty fucking dildo slut…”

“A- ha,” I nodded. 

“Like a girl to smoke, do you? Like a girl with cum on her face? Spunk?”

“Yes…”

“Somebody else’s spunk?”

“Yes…”

“You’d like me to turn up here with spunk on my face…”

I could barely manage a nod. I shivered again and stopped stroking for fear of going too far. Emma’s depraved talk was sensational.

“You going to lube yourself up for me?”

I told her I already had. She suggested I use more. “I’m going to fuck you senseless. I’m really really good at fucking guys with a strap-on. I hope you realise what you’re in for…”

