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Foreword

Since college, Glenn and Cherry’s enduring love has remained unwavering through life’s ups and downs. When a magical twist of fate transports them back to 1994 as students once again, they view it as a glimpse into their carefree past. But indulging in missed opportunities from their youth - secret fantasies and illicit romances - tests their lifelong commitment.

Witnessing Cherry’s impassioned affairs challenges Glenn in unexpected ways. Meanwhile, a former flame reappears, tempting Glenn with nostalgia. As they navigate the turbulent waters of desire, Glenn and Cherry discover if their bond is strong enough to conquer the allure of stolen pleasures and rekindle their passion in new and exciting ways…

Where to start with ‘Cherry’ - as I nicknamed this project upon its inception?

It all started during a conversation with a fellow author, my friend, GK Grayson. We were mulling over ideas for future books and together, we hit up on the idea of taking a classic film - in this case, ‘Big’ featuring Tom Hanks - and doing some sort of erotic genre twist on it.

And so, the concept of Sera Wing was born, a tribute, if you like, to the Zoltar cabinet in the Hanks film, a mysterious, magical arcane machine with the ability to grant wishes. Only, in our story, rather than making our protagonists older, it does the opposite, giving them the opportunity to ‘do it all over.’

GK and I worked feverishly on this idea all summer, exchanging plot suggestions and after much back and forth, we decided on a two-book collaboration so that we could each explore the possibilities that were metamorphosing in our conversations.

I wrote the poem, ‘The Legend of Sera Wing,’ soon after we started, giving a fantasy-type vibe to the concept which both GK and I loved, and the story ran from there. I’d long harboured an idea about a collector of magical erotica antiquities and this story fits right into my plans.

So, ‘Cherry’ won’t be the last time you enter this wonderful, weird and wickedly wanton world.

I have to thank GK for being a marvellous muse. This book would not exist if it wasn’t for him, so thanks, GK!

This early-summer-into-fall long project has been an absolute labour of love for me, and I think GK feels the same about this book, so, I hope you enjoy, ‘A Second Bite At The Cherry’ and remember, be careful what you wish for…

Enjoy and learn!


[image: ]


Prologue: The Legend of Sera Wing

“…And so it was that Wo the Thief came up with his plan most dastardly. Not content with the stealing of hearts, the handsome and charming Wo wanted more. He wanted it all.

To the realm of wishes, he went, sneaking like a fox until he was in the Faery Queen’s court. The way was difficult but Wo was the greatest thief the world had ever seen and in the shadows, he lurked until Sera Wing fell into his cunning clutches.

In a cage of crystal, he kept Sera, forcing her to do his bidding, to grant him the wish that would make him a King and so it was. But King Wo was not a good King. He didn’t keep his promise to free Sera and the wrathful faery railed against him but in vain. Wo was all-powerful now. Only one could possibly stand against him, the mysterious Doc Luck, master of the mystic.

Wo’s heart was not filled by being King. The power that was his wasn’t enough to bring him joy, as he had thought it would. He needed more and yet, he craved for less. At night, he would imagine the excitement of being a thief once more. The high palace in which he lived had become a prison.

At midnight, while Wo was in his bed, dreaming of his former life, Doc Luck stole into the dungeon beneath the castle tower and found Sera Wing, the faery lost in time, in a dimension that wasn’t hers and she granted him one wish.

Doc Luck could have become King himself. A mighty ruler, he would have been but Doc’s heart was not greedy for power or wealth. He wanted only love. That night, he lay with the faery in a magical embrace and a bargain was struck.

The mystical master used his only wish to reverse the King’s last wish and Wo awoke to find himself once more Wo The Thief and no longer monarch of the realm. In his fury, Wo sought out the treacherous faery and the man who had undone everything but he never found them.

Doc Luck loved Sera Wing but their destiny was never to be together. His place as magical protector of the Kingdom was his duty and so, to keep Sera safe, he opened a portal, not to her own world, where she would once more be a servant to her Queen, but to another world, where magic was far less common. A place where she would be safe.

Wo The Thief went back to stealing hearts and found himself happy. He had lost a crown but gained wisdom. Sometimes, the objects of your desire aren’t as golden as the treasures that you already own.

Doc Luck remains the watchful eye over his Kingdom. His heart breaks at the memory of his night with the faery but he knows his decision was right. Sometimes, we have to let go of that which we love, as hard as it may be.

And Sera Wing, she grants wishes still, in the world that she inhabits now, to teach those of us lucky enough to find her, of the wisdom of Wo The Thief and the mysterious Doc Luck…”
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I

Back To Square One

In realms of enchantment, where dreams take flight,

There dwells a fairy, a shimmering light.

With wings of gossamer, delicate and bright,

She weaves love’s magic, in the depths of night.

A whisper of hope, she carries on her breath,

With powers profound, she conquers love’s depth.

She listens intently to hearts that confide,

Their wishes for love, they can no longer hide.

From “Love Blooms Anew”


1

Unspoken Truths
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The clinking of champagne glasses had subsided, and the dance floor was now a sea of swaying bodies, dancing to the loud party music in a euphoria of love and celebration. Cherry and I stood near the exit, our hands interlocked, as we prepared to say our goodbyes. Both the wedding ceremony earlier and the evening reception had been magical, a testament to the enduring power of love, even at our age. I glanced at Cherry, her eyes shimmering in the soft glow of the chandeliers. Despite her red hair being shot through with grey now we were in our late forties, she looked as radiant as the first day I met her, and I felt a surge of gratitude for the life we had built together and how lucky I was to have ended up with such an amazing woman.

“Glenn, Cherry! You’re not leaving already, are you?” Peaches, the bride, floated toward us in her ethereal gown, her face glowing with a happiness that only a newlywed could understand. Her long blonde hair fell into her face and she pushed it back to smile at us. She was an old friend of Cherry’s from college, a close friend and they had shared countless memories over the years. Richard, the groom, trailed behind her, a grin stretched across his youthful face. He was twelve years younger than the forty-eight-year-old Peaches, although, from the way she looked today, you might be forgiven for not realising how large their age gap was.

“We wouldn’t dream of it, Peaches, but you know how it is. Early morning ahead and all,” I said, squeezing Cherry’s hand a little tighter.

“Oh, I get it. Life for my busy friends never stops, not even for my wedding day,” Peaches laughed, her eyes twinkling like stars. “But I’m so glad you both could make it. It means the world to me.”

Cherry leaned in and hugged Peaches tightly. “We wouldn’t have missed it for anything. You look absolutely stunning, and Richard, you’ve got yourself a gem.”

Richard chuckled, his eyes full of pride for his gorgeous bride. “I know I have, and I consider myself the luckiest man alive.”

“It’s not work that is getting us up early tomorrow,” I added. “We’ve actually taken a few days off work but we’ve made plans to see relatives in town and we want to make a day of it, you know? I thought we might visit the Eightara County Fair while it’s on.”

“Stop worrying,” Peaches smiled warmly, her big blue eyes twinkling. “It’s fine. As I said, we’re just glad you came. And yes, you should definitely do the fair. It’s always fun. We went last year, didn’t we, Richard?”

Her husband nodded. “It was fun. Thank you for the gift, by the way.”

“You’re welcome.” Cherry had bought them a beautiful crockery set for their new home. She was always the practical sort, my thoughtful wife.

As we exchanged more pleasantries and shared a few laughs, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of contentment wash over me. Here we were, surrounded by friends and love, standing at the threshold of new beginnings and fond farewells. But as Cherry and I finally stepped out into the cool night air, I also felt a strange sense of sadness. We’d been married for over twenty years now and today’s joyous occasion suddenly made me feel an odd sense of loss. The loss of our youth, of those heady first years together, when everything was new and exciting; the adventure of being married, with both the happiness and the challenges that it brings.

“What’s wrong?” Cherry felt my change of mood, as she often did.

“We’ve been married so long,” I replied, putting my arm out to hail down a passing taxi. “Looking at all the young people in there makes me feel old.”

“And Peaches is just stepping into marriage,” Cherry guessed. “Whereas we’re almost at our twenty-five-year anniversary. That’s not a bad thing, you know?”

“I guess I’m jealous.” We got into the back of the cab and gave the driver our address. “Don’t you remember how exciting everything was, back when we first got married?”

“Of course I do.” Cherry looped her slim arm through mine and pulled me closer. “But no one stays young forever. Nobody’s marriage keeps that same excitement forever. It’s all about growing older together, isn’t it? Being there for each other. Keeping the love alive. We’ve done that, haven’t we?”

“Yes,” I agreed. We had. I loved Cherry as much now as I ever had. “But don’t you feel like… I don’t know. Never mind.”

“Go on,” my wife encouraged me. “Say it. It’s okay.”

“Don’t you feel like something’s missing?” I shrugged. “These past few years… I don’t know. Ignore me. I’m being silly.”

“Maybe you’ve had too much to drink,” Cherry giggled, then straightened her pretty face and looked at me for a moment. “But I think I know what you mean. It’s just part of being middle-aged. Maybe we’re heading into our mid-life crisis.”

Before I could reply, she burst into another fit of giggles and I realised she was messing with me like she often did when she sensed me having a low moment.

We arrived home, the taxi pulling up to the curb in front of our quaint suburban house. Cherry paid the driver as I stepped out, stretching my legs and taking a deep breath of the cool night air. The front porch light was on, casting a warm glow on the cobblestone path that led to our front door. I unlocked the door and we stepped inside, both of us kicking off our shoes almost simultaneously.

Cherry flicked on the living room light, illuminating the space we had called home for so many years. The room was filled with the comforting familiarity of our lives together—photos of our family vacations, the antique clock that had belonged to Cherry’s grandmother, and the plush sofa that had been the site of countless movie nights and heart-to-heart talks - and the occasional lovemaking, especially when we were younger.

“Do you want a coffee?” Cherry asked, heading toward the kitchen. “Maybe it’ll sober you up a bit.”

“Sure,” I replied, settling into the sofa and letting out a sigh. The weight of the evening’s emotions still hung in the air, a mix of nostalgia and a vague sense of yearning.

Cherry returned a few minutes later, two steaming mugs in hand. She handed me one and took a seat beside me, her light blue eyes meeting mine.

“Did you recognize anyone at the wedding?” she asked, taking a sip of her coffee.

I shook my head. “No, not really. Most of the faces were new to me. Why?”

Cherry grinned, a playful glint in her eyes. “You won’t believe who I saw. Howard, my old English professor from college.”

“Really? Howard? I remember him as Professor Carter but yeah, wow, that’s a blast from the past,” I said, genuinely surprised. “He must be getting on in years now?”

“I exchanged a few words with him. He’s retired now but still as eloquent as ever. He must be in his seventies but he looks good for his age.”

“And who else?” I took a sip of my coffee, enjoying the soothing warm feeling.

“And Sam… do you remember him?”

“Ah, your old crush—the big shot track star,” I nodded. “I do remember him. Total jerk.”

“Well, let’s just say he’s not the track star he used to be,” she chuckled, “But he didn’t seem like a jerk. He said hello and asked how I was.”

I looked at her, intrigued. “And what did you tell him? How did that make you feel, seeing your old flame?”

“He’s not an old flame. We dated. Briefly. Anyway, I told him I was married and that we were good.” Cherry paused, her eyes searching mine. “It made me realize how much I’ve changed, how much we’ve both changed. And it made me grateful for what you and I have. Sure, the initial excitement of a new relationship is thrilling, but there’s something incredibly special about a love that stands the test of time. That’s what we have.”

For some reason, a sense of relief washed over me. Why was I worrying about a guy she never even slept with, from over two decades ago? “You’re right,” I said softly. “I guess I was just caught up in the moment, thinking about what we used to have instead of appreciating what we do have.”

Cherry leaned in, her lips meeting mine in a tender kiss. “It’s natural to feel that way sometimes, especially at events like tonight that make us reflect on things. But remember, we’ve built something beautiful together, something that’s worth more than a few fleeting moments of excitement.”

I looked at the photos on the walls, reminders of our time together, our children who had long since moved out, following their own college journeys. She was right.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close. “You always know just what to say, don’t you, Cherry-boo?”

She smiled at the use of my long-standing nickname for her, her eyes shining with love and a hint of mischief. “That’s why you married me, isn’t it?”

We both laughed, the tension melting away and as she moved away, shifting her weight from me, I became aware that I’d got an erection, my cock pressing against the inside of my suit trousers.

She must have noticed my discomfort and the source of it because her eyes glanced downwards, followed by a slender hand that she brushed over the tented material at my groin.

“Well, hello,” she purred. “It seems that the beer you’ve drunk has woken Little Glenn up. It usually makes him sleepy.”

She’d always called my dick ‘Little Glenn’. Not a nickname I particularly liked but it amused her. I wasn’t well-endowed and had felt uncomfortable about it when we first started dating, so she’d coined the moniker for my modest manhood to make us both laugh and put me at ease.

“How strong was the coffee you made me?” I questioned. “Or did you slip a Viagra in there?”

“No,” she frowned indignantly. “You’re not so old you need Viagra yet.”

“Well, do you know what?” I said, pushing myself from the comfortable sofa to a standing position, albeit a slightly wobbly one with the alcohol making my head spin for a moment. “Why don’t we take an early night? We don’t want to waste Little Glenn’s sudden enthusiasm, do we?”

“Ooh, definitely not,” Cherry giggled, undoing the top buttons of her white blouse to reveal an expanse of creamy cleavage. “Let’s head up.”

We made our way upstairs, the familiar creak of the wooden steps echoing softly in the quiet house. I followed Cherry into the bedroom, my eyes lingering on the graceful curve of her back as she removed her blouse and bra and then unzipped her skirt to let it fall to the floor. She turned to face me, her eyes meeting mine with more than a hint of mischief in them.

Unlike years gone by, the next few moments weren’t quite a blur of passion and intimacy. It took me longer to get out of my clothes than it used to, my aching back being my main concern but once I was naked, our bodies came together as we fell back onto the bed. As always, my hands sought out Cherry’s large, heavy breasts. She hadn’t been as busty when we’d first met but I liked the size and weight of them now and her curvy hips and full ginger bush were sexy too, in their own way. More so than the slimmer, more trimmed version of Cherry that I recalled from our youth.

I shoved Little Glenn into her wetness enjoying the quiet moan that she gasped into my ear. We fucked, as hard as I dare without risking my back seizing up and then as we lay there afterwards, wrapped in the warmth of each other’s arms and my sperm leaking out around my softening penis, I felt a sense of peace wash over me.

Cherry broke the silence, her voice tinged with curiosity. “Was it just me or did you seem a bit jealous earlier, talking about Sam?”

I sighed and rolled from atop her, turning to face her and our eyes connected. “I guess I was. It’s silly, I know. But hearing about your old crush stirred up some unexpected feelings.”

Cherry smiled softly, her red-nailed fingers tracing circles on my chest. “You know, I sometimes wonder what my life would have been like if I’d dated more guys, maybe even given Sam a chance. But then I look at what we have, and I realize I wouldn’t trade it for anything.”

I felt a pang of insecurity. “Do you ever regret not exploring those other options you had? I know you had lots of guys interested in you when I asked you out.”

She hesitated, her eyes searching mine. “Perhaps,” she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. “But that doesn’t mean I’m not happy with the path I chose.”

“Would you change anything if you could do it all over again?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

Cherry paused, her eyes drifting away for a moment. “Perhaps,” she repeated, her voice tinged with a note of discomfort. She quickly changed the subject, asking if I was ready to turn in for the night.

“I love you,” I told her, wondering if I’d said the wrong thing and pushed the subject too far.

“I love you too,” she replied without turning around.

As we settled beneath the covers, the room bathed in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of curiosity, a nagging question that lingered in the back of my mind. What else didn’t I know about my wife? What other regrets or unspoken desires did she harbor?

But as I looked at her, her eyes closed in peaceful slumber, I realized that every relationship has its unspoken truths; nuances and differences, challenges and tests. And perhaps that’s what made love the beautiful thing it is—the constant journey of discovery, the endless opportunity to grow closer, even after all these years.

With that thought, I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep, the woman I loved more than anything in the world lying beside me, and the promise of another full day together on the horizon.


2

The Wishing Faery
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The Eightara Annual County Fair was in full swing, its vibrant colors and cacophony of sounds filling the crisp October air. The setting sun cast a golden glow over the fairground, illuminating the Ferris wheel, the carousel, and the myriad of food stalls selling everything from cotton candy to corn dogs. Families wandered about, children’s laughter mixing with the distant sounds of livestock competitions and the occasional roar of a chainsaw from the wood-carving exhibit.

Cherry and I strolled hand in hand through the fair, hands held tightly as if to anchor ourselves in the moment. We had spent the earlier part of the day visiting some of her relatives, a warm but tiring affair that left us both in need of some leisure time. As we passed a booth offering to guess your age or weight, Cherry gave me a playful nudge.

“Want to give it a try?” she asked, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

I chuckled. “I think I’ve had enough reality checks for one weekend.”

She laughed, her laughter, as always, my favorite song to my ears. But even as we moved through the fair, my mind kept drifting back to our conversation from the night before. Cherry’s admission that she might have done things differently, her hesitation when I asked if she would change anything - those words hung in the air, unresolved and weighing down my mood.

We stopped by a food stall, the aroma of freshly fried doughnuts filling the air. Cherry ordered two, and as we stood there waiting, she looked up at me, her eyes searching mine.

“You’ve been awfully quiet,” she said softly. “Is everything okay?”

I hesitated, unsure of how to put my swirling thoughts into words. “I’ve been thinking about what we talked about last night,” I finally said. “About regrets and what-ifs.”

Cherry’s pale blue eyes met mine, her expression unreadable. “And?”

“And I can’t help but wonder,” I continued, “if you’re truly happy with the life we’ve built, or if you feel like you’ve missed out on something more.”

Before she could reply, the vendor handed us our doughnuts, the sugary treats momentarily filling the void between us. We thanked him and moved on, the shadow of my question lingering in the air as we walked toward the Ferris wheel, its silhouette framed against the backdrop of the setting sun.

As we stood in line, waiting for our turn to see the world from a different vantage point, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were at a crossroads, teetering on the edge of revelations that could either bring us closer or cast a cloud over the love we’d nurtured for so many years.

“You’re being paranoid,” Cherry said, as we finally reached the front of the queue.

“Am I?” I questioned. “Answer me honestly. It’s not like it changes anything. We can’t go back in time and do it over. We are where we are. I’m just curious.”

We got onto the Ferris wheel and as it began its slow ascent, lifting us into the early evening sky, I held my breath, waiting for Cherry’s answer. I hated putting this sort of pressure on us but I knew that my mind wouldn’t rest until I’d seen this conversation through.

The wheel carried us higher, the world below shrinking into a miniature tableau of lights and colors. Cherry leaned against the side of the gondola, her eyes fixed on the horizon where the sun had just dipped below the tree line.

“I didn’t bring it up earlier because we were with family,” I said, breaking the silence. “It didn’t seem like the right time to delve into something so personal.”

Cherry nodded, her eyes meeting mine. “I appreciate that. Family gatherings aren’t the best place for heavy conversations.”

“So,” I ventured cautiously, “What’s your answer? Are you happy with the life we’ve built?”

She took a deep breath, her fingers lightly touching mine. I sensed a touch of irritation in her tone as she spoke. “Of course, I’m happy, Glenn. Truly. I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t. But happiness doesn’t mean you don’t have moments of wondering ‘What if?’ It doesn’t mean you don’t have regrets or questions about the choices you’ve made. I think that’s just part of being human.”

I felt a sense of relief wash over me, but her words also left me with more questions. “Do you ever think about those ‘what-ifs?’”

Cherry smiled, a wistful expression crossing her face. “Sometimes. But then I look at what we have, at our life together, and I realize that every choice I made led me to this moment, to this life with you. And that’s something I wouldn’t trade for anything.”

“Really?”

The Ferris wheel reached its peak, pausing for a moment to let us take in the panoramic view of the fairgrounds and the world beyond. It felt like we were suspended in time, hovering between the past and the future, between doubts and certainties.

“Life is full of crossroads,” Cherry continued, “We’ve navigated so many of them together. Maybe we didn’t take every possible path, but we’ve made our own way, and that’s what matters.”

As the Ferris wheel began its descent, I felt a newfound sense of clarity. Cherry was right; life was a series of choices, and while we couldn’t explore every path, we could appreciate the journey we were on.

“I love you, Cherry,” I said, my voice tinged with emotion.

“I love you too, Glenn,” she replied, her eyes shining with love and a hint of tears. I’d upset her, I realised, feeling suddenly guilty.

We stepped off the Ferris wheel as the ride ended and as we walked away to explore the fair further, the sky deepening into twilight, I caught sight of a narrow alleyway tucked between two food stalls. A flood of memories washed over me, and I felt a smile tug at the corners of my mouth.

“Do you remember that alley?” I asked Cherry, nodding subtly in its direction.

She followed my gaze and her eyes widened in recognition. “Oh my God, yes! That’s where we—”

“—Made love for the first time outside,” I finished for her, both of us breaking into laughter.

Cherry shook her head in disbelief. “That must be the first time we came to the fair. We were so young and reckless back then. Can you believe we actually did that?”

“I can,” I said, my eyes meeting hers. “We were fearless, young and horny. I remember it well.”

“I bet you do,” she giggled, then sighed, a wistful look crossing her face. “Sometimes I miss that sense of adventure, that spontaneity. I wouldn’t dare do something like that now.”

I felt a pang of nostalgia, mixed with a touch of regret. “No, I probably wouldn’t either. But that doesn’t mean the adventure is over, just that it’s different now.”

Cherry nodded, her eyes meeting mine. “True. The setting may change, but the story continues. And I wouldn’t want to be on this journey with anyone else.”

“This conversation is getting kind of heavy,” I said with a slow smile. “I’m sorry if I’ve been on a downer since last night. I’ll cheer myself up now, I promise.”

“Come on,” Cherry said, taking my hand and pulling me away from the alley and the naughty memories it contains, of a young Cherry, skirt up, panties around her ankles, bent over at the waist as I pounded her from behind. Then, as if reading my mind, she looked over her shoulder at me. “Let’s go make some new memories.”

As we continued to meander, exploring the pavilion at the heart of the fair, my wife’s eyes suddenly widened, her gaze fixed on something up ahead. “Look at that,” she said, pointing to an unusual arcade machine standing alone against the back wall of the building.

It was an old, almost antique-looking cabinet with a glass front, but for some reason, I felt oddly compelled to investigate it and as we approached, I could see inside, a mechanical fairy, complete with delicate wings. Above it, a backlit display read, “The Wishing Faery.”

“Wow, that’s something you don’t see every day,” I remarked, intrigued by the vintage machine that seemed so out of place amid the high-tech games and flashy rides.

As we made to come closer, an elderly couple beat us to it, a large, well-built man with grey hair and his equally old but still attractive wife. Cherry and I rested against a green-painted railing for a moment, watching as they inserted a dollar into the machine, causing the sign on the machine to flash and the robotic fairy to spring to life. Its wings fluttered, and the pendant at its throat glowed a bright cyan colour before the animatronic stopped moving, settling back into its original position. A ticket was dispensed from a slot at the bottom, which the old man picked up and read aloud to his companion. They chatted as they discussed whatever the fortune ticket said and then his wife took a turn to place in her dollar and make a wish. The pair of them chuckled over something or other and then the old man turned, seeing us for the first time. As his wife collected her ticket before walking away, hand in hand with her husband, they nodded at us politely, letting us know they were done, even though it was obvious as the machine had gone dark.

As we approached the Wishing Faery, I couldn’t help but recall the moment when the elderly couple had made their wishes. The lights on the booth—and indeed, across the entire fairground—had flickered momentarily. It had seemed like a mere glitch at the time, but now, as Cherry fed our dollar bill into the machine, I got a strange feeling. Had they broken it somehow?

“Maybe we shouldn’t-” I started but my wife looked at me, one eyebrow raised.

“Why not?” She shrugged. “It’s just a bit of fun.”

“Make a wish for one dollar.” The sound made me jump as the machine burst back into life, the lights brightening and the sign at the top glowing brightly.

“Make a wish for one dollar,” the fairy repeated through a speaker below the glass cabinet.

“I… um, already put my dollar in but okay,” Cherry hesitated, glancing at me and then grinning to herself as she decided what to wish for. “I wish I could go back to college and do everything differently.”

“Really?” I stared at her and laughed.

“And this time, I’ll screw all the guys that used to stare at my breasts,” she added sarcastically, joining in with my laughter. She was making light of the conversation we’d had and trying to lighten the guilt I was feeling. I appreciated it.

The beautiful, raven-haired, mechanical fairy - Sera Wing was her name, labelled on the front of the cabinet in much smaller writing - began her dance, her white and orange wings fluttering, eyes glowing green and the pendant an electric blue. But just as it completed its arc, something extraordinary happened. The lights on the booth flickered again, and this time, the entire fairground plunged into darkness.

A collective gasp rose from the crowd, followed by a smattering of nervous laughter and the distant sound of someone shouting to check the circuit breakers. We stood there, hand in hand, enveloped in an almost surreal darkness, the only light coming from the faint glow of cell phones as people around us tried to make sense of the sudden blackout.

Cherry turned to me, her face barely visible in the dim light. “Did we just do that?” she asked, a note of incredulity in her voice.

“I don’t know,” I replied, equally stunned. “But it’s one way to make a wish memorable.”

“You need to make a wish too,” Cherry poked me in the ribs.

“What?”

“Wish. Go on. Don’t be an old bore.”

“Fine,” I grunted. “Even though the machine is dead?”

As we stood there, waiting for the lights to come back on, I felt Cherry squeeze my hand. “You know, this kind of feels like a sign,” she said softly.

“A sign of what?” I asked, intrigued. “It’s just a dumb machine.”

“That even in the darkness, we find a way to shine,” she replied, her voice oddly different, as though it wasn’t my wife speaking at all, but someone else.

Before I could respond, the lights suddenly flickered back to life, bathing the pavilion and fairground outside in a blaze of color and sound. Cheers erupted from the crowd, and the mechanical fairy in the booth before us seemed to give a final, approving nod before settling back into its resting position.

“I wish for the same as Cherry,” I relented, just to make my wife happy.

As I spoke, a ticket followed, gliding smoothly out of the front of the booth before gliding gently to the leaf-covered floor. Cherry picked it up, a slice of fine golden paper, and read the words aloud, “The best is yet to come.” In the context of the evening’s events, the message felt even more poignant.

As we walked away, hand in hand, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we had just experienced something extraordinary, something that transcended the simple mechanics of a vintage arcade machine. It was as if the universe had conspired to remind us that even when faced with uncertainty or darkness, the light would always find a way to break through.

Of course, I knew the serendipitous message was a pure coincidence but as we rejoined the throngs of fairgoers, all of us a little more appreciative of the light that guided our way, I felt a sense of profound gratitude for the woman beside me, for the love that had sustained us through the years, and for the adventures that still lay ahead.

Indeed, the best was yet to come, we just didn’t know quite how and if someone had told us, we’d have never believed them.
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The First Morning
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Iwoke up with a start, my heart pounding in my chest as if I’d just run a marathon. The room was dimly lit by the early morning light filtering through the curtains, but something felt off. My eyes darted around, taking in the familiar surroundings of our bedroom, yet everything seemed different, sharper, more vivid.

Confused, I swung my legs over the side of the bed and stood up, only to catch sight of myself in a full-length mirror across the room. Where the mirror came from, I don’t know. I’d never seen it before. Perhaps Cherry bought it recently. But the mirror was the least of my concerns. The man staring back at me was unmistakably me, but younger—much younger. My skin was smoother, my hair fuller and no longer grey, and the lines that had etched themselves into my face over the years were gone.

“Urgh. I’m dreaming,” I muttered to myself, my mind racing as I tried to make sense of the impossible.

Just then, Cherry stirred beside me, her eyes fluttering open. But when she looked up at me, it wasn’t the face of the woman I’d spent decades loving. It was the face of the girl I’d fallen in love with in college. Her coppery-grey hair was flame red once again and as she sat up, I saw her breasts, smaller and firmer while still big for her petite young frame.

“Glenn, what’s up?” she asked, her voice tinged with concern. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. How could I explain what was happening when I couldn’t even understand it myself? Then again, it didn’t matter. I was dreaming. This was just a dream.

“Come back to bed,” she said, patting the empty space beside her. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I hesitated, still convinced that I must be dreaming. But as I looked into her eyes, so full of love and devoid of the years that should have been there, I felt a strange sense of calm wash over me. I’d wake up in a moment. I might as well enjoy this.

“Okay,” I said, climbing back into bed beside her. “But first, tell me something. Do you feel different this morning? Like, really different?”

She paused, her eyes meeting mine. “Now that you mention it, I do feel a bit strange. More energetic, like I’ve just had the best night’s sleep of my life. Why?”

“Look at me,” I told her. “Haven’t you noticed anything?”

“I’m still half-asleep, so-“ she paused, suddenly realising what was different about me. Then she rubbed her eyes and stared at me again.

I took a deep breath, bracing myself for her reaction. “Look in the mirror,” I said, pointing across the room.

She got up and walked over to the mirror, her eyes widening as she took in her reflection. “Oh, my God,” she whispered, her hand flying to her mouth. “Is this really happening?”

“I’m dreaming,” I replied, my voice tinged with amusement. “So we might as well enjoy it before I wake up.”

“How can you be dreaming?” Cherry said, her tone breathy with awe and amazement as she admired her reflection. Her body was slim, her skin pale and smooth. The curve of her hips in the tiny panties she wore made my cock twitch and I felt at the front of my shorts, enjoying the speed that my erection was growing and how hard it felt already.

“What do you mean?” I asked, unable to take my eyes off her youthful form.

“I’m asleep,” she murmured. “This is my dream. Not yours.”

“Whatever,” I said, eager to enjoy this moment to its fullest. “Come back to bed.”

My wife - or my girlfriend, as she was at this point in time - turned to smile at me, giving me a full frontal view of her body for the first time. My eyes drifted down to her perfect breasts and she grinned as I patted the bed next to me, inviting her over.

But just as we were about to exploit the surreal, oddly realistic dream of our youth, the phone on the bedside table rang, jolting me out of my thoughts. I picked it up, still half-expecting to wake up any moment now.

“Hello?” I answered cautiously, realising as I did, that we didn’t have a phone on the bedside table. In fact, we didn’t have a bedside table. This was definitely a dream.

“Hey, Glenn! It’s Peaches,” the voice on the other end chirped. But it wasn’t the voice of a woman in her late forties; it was the voice of a young, energetic college student.

My mind whirled. “Peaches? Is that really you?”

“Of course, silly! Listen, I was wondering if you wanted to walk me to college today. You said yesterday that you don’t have any plans, and it’s been ages since we caught up.”

I glanced at Cherry, who was still standing by the mirror, her eyes filled with a mixture of awe and confusion. “Um, sure, Peaches. That sounds great,” I stammered, still trying to wrap my head around what was happening.

“Awesome! I’ll meet you outside your place in twenty minutes. See you soon!”

Before I could say another word, she hung up. I slowly placed the phone back on the bedside table and looked at Cherry, who had overheard the conversation.

“That was Peaches,” I said, stating the obvious. “She sounded young, Cherry. Like us. She wants me to walk her to college.”

Cherry’s eyes widened. “This is getting weirder by the minute. Do you think we’ve actually travelled back in time? Or is this some kind of elaborate dream?”

“It’s a dream,” I replied confidently. “I mean, look around. This isn’t even our bedroom. It’s similar, but it’s not.”

Cherry took a deep breath, her eyes sweeping around the room, noting the differences. “So what do we do now?”

“We make love,” I grinned, patting the bed next to me. “We’ve got twenty minutes before I have to walk Peaches to college.”

Cherry smiled and walked over to the bed, her hips swaying seductively.

“I’m dreaming, so I might as well enjoy this,” she purred. As she climbed onto the mattress, I marveled at how smooth and toned her legs were, so different from the varicose veins and cellulite that had developed over the years.

I pulled her close, my hands exploring the supple flesh of her back, tracing along her spine. Our lips met in a passionate kiss and I savored the taste of her mouth, still sweet and minty like the college girl I fell in love with.

My hands caressed her breasts, feeling their perfect roundness and enjoying how they filled my palms. I teased her nipples, eliciting soft moans of pleasure. As our kissing grew more heated, I slid my fingers underneath the waistband of her panties, finding her warm and wet.

Cherry rolled onto her back, guiding my hand between her legs. I stroked her slick folds as she arched her back, grinding her hips against my fingers. Her breathing grew ragged as I slipped two digits inside, curling them upwards while my thumb circled her clit.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” she whimpered, bucking her hips. I increased my rhythm, pumping my fingers as her inner walls clenched around them. Her moans grew louder until her body tensed and a cry of ecstasy escaped her lips.

As she came down from her climax, I kissed a trail down her abdomen, removing her panties completely. I settled between her thighs, playing with the fine, downy red hair scattered over her mound before licking and sucking her swollen bud until she climaxed again.

My cock was rock hard and straining against my shorts. As I knelt between Cherry’s legs, she reached out and pulled me towards her by the waistband. My shorts came off swiftly and I groaned as her small hand wrapped around my short but thick shaft.

I hovered over her, our eyes locked together, her fist pumping up and down. Then in one smooth motion, I entered her, both of us gasping. I thrust slowly at first, then faster and harder, her nails digging into my back.

We moved together, lost in the intense pleasure of our newly-youthful bodies. The only sounds were our ragged breathing, moans of ecstasy, and the squeak of the mattress springs.

Just before I reached the point of no return, Cherry tensed beneath me, climaxing for a third time. That sent me over the edge and with a loud groan, I came hard inside her.

I collapsed on top of her, both of us spent yet still craving more. I couldn’t believe that I hadn’t woken from the dream yet and wondered if I’d had a wet dream out there in the real world. Reluctantly, I pulled myself off of Cherry and began getting dressed. She lay there panting, flushed and thoroughly satisfied.

“That was incredible,” she murmured. “I can’t remember the last time I came during sex, from penetration that is.”

“And three times!” I chuckled. “When did you last cum three times in a row?”

“Not since…” Cherry sighed. “A long, long time ago.”

I smiled and leaned down to kiss her soft lips. “Don’t worry, there’s more where that came from. But first, I have a date with Peaches.”

“Yeah, right,” she said, her pale blue stare drifting off into the distance. “Just imagine if I can orgasm three times with you and your dick, what would I cum like with someone else? Someone with a bigger… well, you know.”

“Pardon?” I blinked. This wasn’t Cherry. Oh, wait. I was dreaming. I’d cum and now the dream was turning sour, like they sometimes did.

“This feels so real,” my girlfriend said, her voice full of wonder while she looked down at her breasts and squeezed them softly. Then she turned her hands over, looking at the smoothness and softness of her skin.

I shook my head, trying to clear the unease her words caused. This was just a dream after all.

“I should get going,” I said, leaning down to give her one last lingering kiss. “I’ll be back soon, babe.”

Cherry sighed, stretching her lithe body across the rumpled sheets. “Have fun with Peaches,” she said with a sly smile. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

I grinned and gave her a playful wink. “No promises.” Of course, she didn’t care that I was walking another woman to college. This was a dream; a hallucination; a mirage.

After finishing getting dressed, I headed out the door. The morning air was crisp and clear, the sun shining brightly overhead. As I walked, I took in the surroundings that seemed so familiar yet foreign at the same time. We were at our home. We were at a college dorm. Not the college dorm I actually spent time in but a strange hybrid of that and our house. Very strange but whatever.

I waited outside until I saw Peaches approaching, looking impossibly young and carefree. Her long blonde hair billowed in the breeze, a brightly colored backpack slung over one shoulder.

“Morning, Glenn!” she called out in her singsong voice. She gave me a quick hug before linking her arm through mine.

As we walked, she chatted happily about classes, friends, and college life. I nodded along, enjoying her enthusiasm and zest for life. She was still bubbly now in her forties but I’d forgotten how incredibly vibrant she was at this age.

We reached the campus, which was again familiar but slightly different from the real thing and Peaches gave me another hug. “Thanks for walking with me. We should hang out again soon, I miss you already!”

I smiled warmly. “I’d like that. See you later, Peaches.”

As she disappeared into the crowds of students, I paused to take in my surroundings. The campus was so familiar, yet so different. Had that new science building always been there? And when did they take down that big oak tree in the quad?

I reached into my pocket before realising that I didn’t have my cell phone. Where even was it? Wait. What year was it? If I was back at college, we were in the early nineties. Cellphones weren’t a thing then, or not commonplace if I recalled correctly.

I paused, conflicted about what to do next. Part of me wanted to head back home to Cherry and pick up where we’d left off. But another part of me was tempted to linger on campus and explore this world that felt both foreign and familiar.

I still couldn’t believe I wasn’t waking up from this incredibly vivid dream. A creeping unease started to set in as I wondered what was happening and why I was stuck here.

Maybe I should attend some classes, and try to gain some understanding of what was going on. I could sneak into a philosophy or psychology lecture, and see if anyone there had insight into alternate realities and prolonged dreams.

Or perhaps I should find a quiet spot under a tree and take time to focus inward, meditate and try to will myself awake. If this was my dream, I should be able to control it, right?

As tempting as it was to return to Cherry and the pleasures of the morning, the uncertainty of the situation overrode my desires. I needed answers.

Taking a deep breath, I steeled myself and headed towards the campus quad. I would start with a walk around the grounds, and get my bearings. Then maybe check out the library or audit a class.

I had to figure out what was happening to me. The thrill of being young again was wearing off, replaced by a creeping dread. It was time to take control of this dream — or to wake up from it.
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The Fairy’s Dream
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After wandering the unfamiliar yet familiar campus for a while, I found myself approaching the athletic fields. As I got closer, I could see the track team engaged in their morning practice. A few members were doing warm-up laps while others stretched on the turf.

That’s when I spotted him - Sam, the star of the track team and the crush that Cherry had talked about just a couple of days before. Sam had been a big man on campus back in the day and seeing him now, it was like no time had passed. He was still tall and muscular, with wavy blond hair and chiseled features.

Sam finished his laps and grabbed a water bottle, chatting with two of his teammates. I recognized them as well - Connor and Mike, Sam’s constant companions and fellow jocks. The three of them together exuded an air of arrogance, acting like they ruled the school.

As I stood watching them, thinking about what Cherry had said about him, Sam looked up and noticed me. A flicker of recognition crossed his face and he said something to his buddies before jogging over.

“Hey man, you need something?” Sam asked gruffly, looking me up and down.

I hesitated, thrown off by his brusque tone. “Oh, uh, no…just passing by,” I mumbled, cursing myself for not having a plan.

Sam continued staring at me intently while Connor and Mike made their way over, flanking him on either side. Their muscular bodies and towering heights made me feel small and outmatched.

“Don’t I know you from somewhere?” Sam asked, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. His blue eyes bored into me, making me shift uncomfortably under his gaze.

I opened my mouth to reply but no words came out. I had a bad feeling about where this encounter was heading but before I could gather my wits to respond, I heard a familiar voice call out.

“Glenn! There you are!”

I turned to see Cherry approaching quickly, her red hair blowing in the breeze. She had gotten dressed in a floral sundress that highlighted her newly petite frame.

As she drew nearer, Sam’s gaze shifted to her. His eyes widened in recognition and a grin spread across his face.

“Well, well, if it isn’t Cherry,” he said, his voice taking on a flirtatious tone. “You’re looking as beautiful as ever.”

Cherry slowed as she reached us, clearly taken aback to see Sam. A faint blush colored her cheeks at his compliment.

“Oh…hi, Sam,” she replied, tucking a strand of fiery red hair behind her ear self-consciously.

An awkward silence descended on the group as Sam continued beaming at Cherry, while Connor and Mike leered at her appreciatively. I shifted closer to her protectively.

“What are you doing here?” Cherry asked Sam, attempting to break the uncomfortable tension.

“I should ask you the same thing,” Sam said with a smirk. “I’m on the track team. You know, keeping in shape.”

He flexed his muscular arm, showing off. Mike and Connor snickered at the display.

Cherry rolled her eyes subtly. “I was just looking for Glenn.”

“Right,” the tall youngster nodded, looking me up and down again. “I remember now. Glenn, that’s it. A bit of a geek, aren’t you?”

The other two guys laughed but before I could challenge them, Cherry looped an arm through mine firmly. I felt relief having her by my side, though the situation still felt precarious.

“Right. Well, Glenn and I were just passing through. See you later.”

Sam’s grin faded slightly at Cherry’s obvious intimacy with me. But a cocky glint remained in his eye as his gaze traveled over her.

“You should stick around, catch up,” he said. “We could…reconnect.”

Cherry tensed and I stepped forward, ready to get her away from there. Unlooping my arm and taking her hand, I said, “Actually, we were just heading to the library. Big exam coming up that we need to study for.”

I started gently guiding Cherry away, hoping Sam would let us go without any more trouble.

“Yeah, we’ve got a lot of material to cover, so we should really get going,” Cherry added, catching on.

Sam’s shoulders slumped slightly, reluctance flashing across his face. But after a moment he stepped back and said, “Alright, alright. Don’t want to get in the way of academics. But we should all hang out sometime soon.”

“Sure, sounds great,” I said hurriedly as we continued backing away. “See you around!”

Cherry and I quickly turned and walked off, eager to get distance between us and Sam. As we crossed the quad, I kept glancing around warily, worried he might try to follow but he seemed to have returned to practice with his friends. I breathed a sigh of relief, squeezing Cherry’s hand.

“That was weird running into him like that,” Cherry murmured. “It felt like we’d been transported back in time.”

“It’s just a dream,” I reminded her as well as myself. When was I going to wake up?

As we entered the library, I saw a few more familiar faces - old classmates pouring over textbooks and notes. And at the front desk was Ms. Henry, our senior English teacher who had since retired decades ago. Yet here she was, looking exactly the same.

Cherry and I exchanged an uneasy glance. Everything was getting curiouser and curiouser. We needed to figure out what was happening…and find a way out of this increasingly unsettling dream.

“This is so weird,” Cherry said as we wandered through the stacks aimlessly, both lost in thought. “It’s so vivid. The most vivid dream I’ve ever had.” Then, as we turned a corner, I collided directly with someone, stumbling back a few steps.

“Oh excuse me, I’m so sorry-” I started apologizing before looking up. The words died on my lips as I found myself staring into the familiar face of Professor Carter.

He looked exactly as I remembered from college - same tweed jacket with suede elbow patches, same thick grey mustache and large glasses. Professor Carter had been my advisor freshman year before he retired. Cherry in particular had been close with him, even mentioning running into him at Peaches’ wedding recently, where she’d called him by his first name, Howard.

Yet now here he was, not a day older than his late forties. My mind reeled trying to make sense of it.

“Quite alright, young man, these things happen,” Professor Carter said amiably, placing a hand on my shoulder to steady me. “No harm done.”

Cherry seemed equally flabbergasted, one hand flying to her mouth. Professor Carter glanced between us in confusion.

“Is everything okay, Cherry? You both look like you’ve seen a ghost,” he said with a chuckle.

“We’re fine…just surprised to see you, Professor,” Cherry managed to say. “It’s been a while.”

“Has it? I taught you in class only yesterday. Hmm, well time flies doesn’t it?” Professor Carter mused. He patted my shoulder. “Good to see you both again. Study hard now!”

With that he ambled off, leaving Cherry and I staring after him in disbelief. She turned to me, eyes wide.

“What is going on here?” she whispered anxiously.

“I’m dreaming of these particular people because we talked about them the other day,” I theorized aloud. “This dream is my insecurities coming to life. That’s all it is. I’ll wake up anytime.”

Cherry frowned at me, her pale blue eyes squinting almost comically. “Yes,” she agreed, after a moment. “That makes sense. I’ll wake up soon and everything will be back to normal, right?”

“I have no idea what’s happening, but I think I know what we need to do,” I said to Cherry in a low voice as we hurried out of the library.

“What’s that?” she asked nervously.

“We need to get back to our room and try going to sleep. Maybe that will end this freaky dream.”

“That sounds like a plan.” Cherry nodded eagerly. “Let’s hope so. I’m ready to wake up in our real bed.”

We quickened our pace across the quad, carefully avoiding eye contact with any familiar faces. As we neared the dorms, I spotted Libby - a pretty brunette I had briefly dated sophomore year. Tugging Cherry’s hand, I steered us away before Libby noticed us.

We reached our room; the strange hybrid of our old dorm and current bedroom. The pastel wallpaper and plain curtains were straight from college, while the dresser and king-sized bed were from our house.

Without speaking, we both lay down in the bed. We didn’t even get undressed. We were both too desperate to wake up back in the real world. I closed my eyes, willing sleep to come and return me to reality.

After some restless tossing and turning, I opened my eyes and saw Cherry sitting up in her bed, looking distressed. “It’s not working,” she said despairingly. “I can’t fall asleep.”

My heart sank at her words but then I sat up, struck by a realization. This bizarre dream seemed to be manifesting my insecurities about Cherry’s history with Sam. Her recent admission that she regretted not exploring things further with him - and other guys - back then had clearly stuck in my subconscious.

Maybe the only way out of this was to talk through it. Taking a deep breath, I turned to Cherry.

“I think I know what triggered this dream,” I began. She looked at me curiously.

“Go on.”

“It’s because of what you said recently about wishing you had dated around more and been with Sam. My insecurities latched onto that and manifested this.”

Cherry nodded thoughtfully. “I suppose that makes sense. Although, it’s me dreaming this. Not you.”

What was she talking about? This dream was crazy. Not everything was going to make sense. Still, I hesitated before asking, “So when you saw Sam today, what did you think? Do you still…have feelings for him?”

Cherry sighed. “Honestly? A part of me did feel a flutter seeing Sam again. He’s exactly as hunky and sexy as I remember.”

I tensed slightly and she quickly continued. “Connor and Mike looked pretty cute too. I don’t think I really noticed them much back then, but seeing them now…I can’t deny I felt some tingles.”

Cherry gave me an apologetic look as I struggled to keep my expression neutral.

“But again, that’s just curiosity and nostalgia,” she went on. “In this dream, it’s exciting to feel those flutterings again. But ultimately, what you and I have together is so much more meaningful. Those guys were just crushes and fantasies.”

“Fantasies?” I questioned. She hadn’t mentioned fantasies before.

She squeezed my hand, her eyes full of sincerity. “You’re my soulmate, Glenn. The love of my life. None of those other guys could ever compete with that.”

I let out a breath and nodded, allowing her words to soothe my bruised ego. As long as she was just being honest about a dream, I could handle it.

We shared a tender kiss, and for some reason, I felt my cock going hard. Already? Then I remembered how easily I used to get erections back in my college days.

“We should try to sleep,” I reminded her. “That’s the only way to wake up.”

“That sentence sounds so dumb,” my beautiful redhead girlfriend giggled. But she put her head back on the pillow and I joined her - and this time, after a long moment with my eyes shut and the room in silence - I drifted away to sleep.

* * *

I found myself in a strange ethereal realm, orange flower petals drifting through the air filling the space with a sweet, heady aroma. A shadow formed on the blank floor and when I looked up, the fairy from the wishing machine - Sera Wing - hovered before me.

She looked vividly real now, with long, dark tresses cascading over her shoulders in gentle waves. Shimmering wings of white and orange feathers fanned out behind her, fluttering gently. The wings seemed to emit their own soft glow, radiating out into the strange realm.

Sera Wing’s eyes were a piercing emerald green, sparkling with ancient wisdom and secrets. Her ageless face held an allure that was both beautiful and slightly dangerous. Atop her head sat a crown of tiny orange buds.

My eyes were drawn to the glowing blue gemstone hanging around her slender neck, nestled tantalizingly between her ample cleavage. Her pale skin seemed to shine with a beautiful pearlescence.

She was petite, yet held herself with a commanding presence. This was clearly no ordinary fairy, but a powerful magical being. I felt both awed and unnerved being in her presence, even though this was only a dream, albeit a dream within a dream.

Some part of me was oddly attracted to Sera Wing, despite her being an otherworldly fairy. Her mystical beauty called to me on some sort of primal level I didn’t fully understand. It was then that I realised I was naked too, my humble erection standing out in front of me proudly. I felt my face turn red when she spoke to me.

“Glenn,” she said in a melodic voice. “You made a wish for one dollar. Now you can do what you need to do. Nothing you do will change anything if you choose to go home.”

I stared at her in bewilderment. “What? What’s happening? Why can’t I wake up?”

Sera Wing shook her head, those bold green eyes full of mystery. “You are awakened. This is no dream.”

My eyes widened. “Wait, so Cherry and I have actually gone back in time somehow? How is that possible?”

“All things are possible,” the fairy said with a cryptic smile, “When you wish to Sera Wing.”

“How do we go home?” I called out, the sound echoing around the strange colorless void that we seemed to be floating in.

“When you’re ready, you’ll know,” Sera smiled. “Enjoy and learn.”

Before I could ask anything more, she vanished in a swirl of petals.

I awoke with a start, my heart pounding. Sweat dripped from my forehead into my eyes. Cherry was sitting up too, looking equally worried. “Did you have a weird dream too?”

Slowly, I told her about Sera Wing and what she had said. As the truth dawned on us, we clutched each other in shock and disbelief.

This was no dream constructed by my subconscious. We had really, truly been sent back to our youth. While part of me was terrified, another part was filled with exhilarating possibilities. We had a second chance - perhaps to fix mistakes, or make different choices.

“What should we do?” Cherry asked uneasily.

I took her hand, meeting her frightened yet curious eyes. “I don’t know. But let’s try to figure it out together.”

One thing was certain, our lives would never be the same again.
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Cherry’s Plan
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After the initial shock wore off, Cherry and I realized we needed to accept and understand the reality we now found ourselves in - the year 1994 with our young adult selves.

That evening, we wandered the campus with purpose, re-familiarizing ourselves with the buildings, shops, and layout while formulating a vague plan. We knew we had to embrace this experience, at least temporarily, until we worked out how to get home.

As we walked and talked, memories came flooding back - of classes, parties, and late nights spent with friends. It all felt impossibly distant now, like glimpsing into another life but here we were. Back then but also in the here and now with the chance to do it all over.

We returned to our dorm room as the sky darkened. The space was an odd blend of the past and present - our old posters and desk chairs mixed with the bedside table from our current home.

Exhausted, we collapsed into bed, its familiar creaks and dips beneath us making me grateful that we at least had this bed and that the fairy hadn’t thrown us into the single beds that I remembered my old dorm as having. Laying there in the near-darkness, the faint sounds of college life surrounded us.

“What are we going to do?” Cherry murmured. I wished I had an answer. But tomorrow we’d get our schedules and pretend, for a while, that we belonged here.

The alarm jolted us awake the next morning. Bleary-eyed, we found clothes appropriate for the era in our closets and dressed like students once more. Crossing the brisk quad, we obtained our schedules with thinly veiled lies.

Clutching the useless pages, we got coffee, bracing ourselves for this second chance at life at college. We had to make the most of it.

Of course, we were totally lost when it came to the actual coursework. But since we assumed this was temporary, it didn’t really matter. We just tried to enjoy the lectures and discussions for what they were, even though our lessons split us apart. I had physics and Cherry was due in history, but after our brief parting, we met up for lunch.

As we tucked into dry and tasteless sandwiches from the canteen, Cherry broached a delicate subject with me. “So…I was thinking that maybe I should try dating Sam again. And Mike and Connor too,” she said hesitantly.

I tensed up but took a deep breath and nodded. As much as it pained me, I’d been expecting it, even suspecting that this might be necessary. If the only way home was indulging our past regrets, then I shouldn’t stand in Cherry’s way. But could I bear it?

“You’re right, you should see where things go with them,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “It feels like the fairy sent us back to fix our regrets, so if we don’t…”

Cherry gave me a sympathetic look and squeezed my hand. “It will just be casual… dating, that’s all. My heart still belongs to you. You know that, right?”

“Of course,” I replied, forcing a brave smile. “It just feels… so fucked up.”

“Think of this as a dream.” Cherry shoved the last bit of her sandwich into her mouth, chewed and swallowed and then smiled as I brushed a few crumbs from her chin. “It’s all just a dream. Nothing we do here is real.”

“I guess.” We were sitting in the corner of the canteen, out of earshot of anyone we knew and I stared out of the window, going over everything in my mind. “Also, don’t you think you’re getting a little ahead of yourself?” I said. “For all we know, Sam might already have a girlfriend right now.”

Cherry gave me a knowing look. “Did you see the way he was eyeing me up earlier? That was definitely not the look of a committed guy.”

I sighed, realizing she was probably right. “Okay, fair enough. But if not Sam, then one of the other guys?”

“Exactly,” Cherry replied matter-of-factly as if we were discussing something as trivial as what sandwich to try tomorrow. “If Sam’s not available, I’ll see if Mike or Connor are interested.”

“Right.” I kept looking out of the window, watching the clouds scud across the sky and trying to think of another way out of here.

She paused, regarding me curiously until I turned to look at her. “By the way, who was that pretty brunette girl you seemed to be avoiding earlier?”

I shifted uncomfortably. I’d managed to duck out of the way of Libby subtly yesterday but today, when we crossed paths, I’d had to grab Cherry quickly and almost yanked her off her feet when changing direction down the math corridor. “What do you mean? I don’t know who you’re talking about.”

Cherry crossed her arms beneath her curvy breasts. “Don’t play dumb, I saw the way you looked at her and then deliberately steered us in a different direction. I’m not stupid, Glenn.”

I hesitated before conceding. “Alright, that was Libby. We dated briefly during sophomore year. I just didn’t think it was a good idea to get caught up talking to old flames, for obvious reasons.”

Cherry considered this before nodding. “That’s fair. We both need to be careful navigating old friendships, I guess. Our focus should be fulfilling the wish so we can go home.”

I agreed, relieved she wasn’t upset about Libby. We were in this bizarre situation together and had to trust each other completely. No jealousy or secrets - that was the only way through this.

* * *

“I can’t believe I’m actually agreeing to this,” I said, shaking my head. “Letting you date and…be with other guys. It’s insane.”

“I never said I was going to… be… with him.” Cherry gave me a sympathetic look but stood her ground. “It’s just a date. I know it’s crazy, but think about it - I made a wish and it was somehow granted! Whoever gets an opportunity like that?”

“An opportunity to what?” I raised an eyebrow, then when she chewed her lip rather than answering, I pushed on. “Cherry, you didn’t wish to simply date guys. You explicitly said you wanted to screw every guy who showed an interest in you. I can’t let you do that. For obvious reasons.”

Cherry sighed but continued, “Maybe I said it sarcastically after our conversation at the wedding, but we’re here now, living it. Unless you have a better idea for getting home, I think we need to see this through.”

I fell silent, staring at her in shock, while at the same time realizing she had a point. After a few moments I asked quietly, “But do you actually want to be with them? Or are you just doing this because you think you have to for the wish?”

Cherry pondered the question. “By be, you mean have sex? Or at least, fool around? Honestly? A part of me is excited by the thought,” she admitted. “Being young and carefree again, able to pursue all those lustful desires without consequence…”

She trailed off, blushing slightly. I felt a pang in my chest but tried to hide it. This was her choice and I knew she was right, as much as it hurt.

“You’re my wife,” I pointed out, my voice barely a whisper, not wanting to be heard.

“But I’m not,” Cherry argued. Why was she so vehement about this? “Not yet. We’re young again, Glenn. Young and single, until we return home.”

“No, we’re not,” I shook my head, looking down at the floor. “Not in my heart, we’re not.”

“Mine neither. But I wished for what I wished for. I don’t have any other plan, Glenn. Do you?”

She stood up and I did the same, dusting crumbs from my lap onto the hardwood canteen floor.

“Just promise me your heart remains mine,” I said, echoing my words from earlier. Cherry drew me into a deep, passionate kiss. A few of the kids in the canteen nearby saw us and wolf-whistled and hollered at us but I ignored them.

“Forever and always,” she whispered and as she did, I realised that I had an erection. Whether it was from the kiss or the conversation we’d been having, I wasn’t sure. No. That would be perverted. I couldn’t bear to think of her with someone else. It wasn’t that. It was the kiss. It had to be.

I managed to adjust my modest hard-no so that it wasn’t visible through my college pants and let Cherry guide me out of the canteen into the corridor, talking the whole way.

“I’ve been thinking about how to go about this with Sam,” Cherry said. “Obviously I can’t come on too strong, but I need to make my interest clear.”

I gazed at my pretty red-haired wife, still stunned by her all-too-apparent enthusiasm for her plans to begin dating again.

She thought for a moment before continuing. “After track practice tomorrow, I’ll casually stick around and chat with him. Maybe ask some questions about their training regimen to keep the conversation going.”

“Tomorrow?” I said, choking slightly in surprise, making Cherry stop at the corridor intersection to check I was okay. Once she saw that I wasn’t about to choke to death, she continued.

“At some point, I’ll subtly compliment his athletic physique, letting my gaze linger a bit,” she continued. “If he seems receptive, I’ll suggest we hang out after and grab dinner or something.”

“If he seems receptive?” I said, my voice coming out like an alarmed squawk. “Of course he’s going to be fucking receptive, he’s a young guy with a hard-on for every hot girl in school.”

Cherry ignored me and went on mapping out her plan. “Over dinner, I’ll get a bit flirty and touch his arm or leg now and then. If the mood feels right after, I’ll invite him back to ours to ‘study together.’”

“To ours?” I repeated as we stepped out onto the quad, the autumnal breeze whipping an arc of bright leaves into the air in front of us.

She stopped and gazed at me, blushing furiously but maintained eye contact with me. “I’m not sure exactly how far it will go, but I’m open to seeing where the night takes us.”

I shifted uncomfortably but tried to keep an open mind. This was Cherry’s choice and I had agreed to support her, as difficult as it was. But could I actually do it? Or would some husbandly instinct kick in to prevent anything from happening?

“Just promise me if you become uncomfortable at any point, you’ll end it,” I said earnestly.

“Of course. Don’t worry, I know what I’m doing.” With her plan seemingly set in motion, Cherry smiled and kissed me in reassurance, and then she reached into the bag on her back and pulled something out. “Look, my birth control pills are here - and they’re up to date,” she said, showing me the blister pack. “I apparently took one yesterday in this timeline.”

I blinked in surprise. “So you really are planning to… sleep with Sam?” I asked uneasily.

Cherry shrugged, taking my hands in hers. “I don’t know. Maybe, if things head in that direction. I know it’s uncomfortable to think about, but we’re young and unmarried now in 1994. This is a chance to live out our regrets and missed opportunities. If that’s what we need to do, then we have to try.”

I felt a powerful pang of jealousy rise up despite my best efforts to stay calm. It ached in the pit of my stomach, a real, tangible pain. Cherry noticed the shift in my mood and lifted my chin with one slender finger.

“Hey…I know this is really hard for you,” she said gently, placing the palms of her hands on my face and staring into my eyes sincerely. “But please don’t worry. You’re the one I truly love.”

She kissed me tenderly, then stood up and took my hand. “Come with me.”

Cherry led me to a secluded grove surrounded by trees near the exit to the campus, the ground carpeted with soft grass and dotted with red fallen leaves. Sunlight filtered through the foliage above, dappling our bodies as we came together in a passionate embrace.

Our kisses grew heated, hands roaming urgently over each other. I lay Cherry down gently and she pulled me on top of her. We shed our clothes hurriedly, needing to feel skin on skin.

I lavished her neck with kisses as my hands caressed her supple breasts. Her back arched, a moan escaping her lips. My mouth continued lower, tongue circling one pale pink nipple while my fingers teased the other.

“I need you,” Cherry breathed, guiding me between her thighs. I entered her slowly, inhaling sharply at her warmth enveloping me.

We moved together unhurriedly, savoring every sensation. I held her gaze, getting lost in her loving eyes. This was not frenzied lust, but tender passion.

Cherry wrapped her legs around my waist, drawing me deeper. I increased my pace, driving into her young, tight pussy steadily as her nails raked down my back. Our moans harmonized with the birdsong above.

The pleasure built steadily, our bodies perfectly in sync. Sensing Cherry was close, I slipped a hand between us to stroke her, pushing my finger through the fine red hair to find her swollen clit. She cried out as the climax rocked through her. The pulses of her release pushed me over the edge and I let go, spilling into her.

After, we lay holding each other close amidst the dappled sunlight. Cherry tenderly caressed my face. “My heart is yours, always,” she murmured. “No matter what happens. You have my promise.”

“I love you,” I found myself saying, still unable to believe the predicament we were caught in.

Then, as we straightened ourselves up, a fleeting shadow in the trees caught my eye. I tensed up, feeling watched, but saw nothing. Shaking my head, I told myself it was just imagination.

“We should go,” I said, hurrying Cherry as she slung her back over her shoulder. “We don’t want to get caught out here. It’ll be hard to seduce Sam from a jail cell.”

As we walked back, Cherry turned to me. “I promise to be completely open and honest with you about anything that happens with Sam or the other guys,” she said sincerely.

“That’s good,” I smiled, still worrying about the shadow in the trees, lengthening my strides towards home.

“I won’t keep secrets or try to hide anything,” Cherry continued. “I’ll tell you all the details so you can process it in a healthy way.”

I nodded, appreciating her intention to maintain transparency while still guiding her along as quickly as possible.

Cherry carried on, oblivious to my suspicions that we might have had a peeping Tom watch us fuck, “And anything new I try or experience with them, I promise to also do with you. That way we can share in it together so you don’t have to feel jealous.”

I did feel a wave of gratitude for how thoughtful she was being, even in this bizarre situation. Her commitment to including me every step of the way eased my worries, but right now I just needed to get home and process everything she was saying in private, with no danger of anyone watching or listening.

“Thank you,” I replied. “Your openness means so much. As long as we communicate and keep our connection strong, we’ll get through this together.”

I only half meant what I was saying. I still had to decide on whether or not to let Cherry go ahead with her plan. If I could find a different way to get home that didn’t involve her having sex with her college crush, then we’d do that instead. Cherry squeezed my hand in agreement. No matter what happened next on this strange journey, our love and trust in one another would guide us through, I knew that, but there had to be a way to get there without her screwing anyone else.


6

From Bad To Worse
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Iwoke to morning sunlight streaming in and the sinking realization that we were still in 1994. Cherry sat up beside me, her eyes telling me she was as lost in this as I was.

“No visit from Sera in your dreams, huh?” she said, her voice heavy with disappointment. I shook my head grimly. We were on our own.

Over a silent breakfast, I racked my brain trying to think of any way out of this that didn’t involve Cherry’s plan with Sam. My mind wandered back to last night, how we’d watched Friends and Seinfeld, fake laughs occasionally puncturing the tension. Cherry had gone on about her Sam plans while I desperately tried tuning it out.

“Maybe we’ll see Sera Wing when we sleep tonight,” I’d hopefully wondered out loud.

“Then we can ask her if I’m doing the right thing with Sam,” Cherry had nodded, her eyes trained on the old TV in the corner of our room.

If I dreamt of her, I was going to ask her for an alternative way home but I hadn’t told Cherry that. Instead, I’d just nodded and put my arms around her, holding her close until it was time to go to bed.

But we hadn’t dreamt of her. No chance to ask questions. We had to figure this out by ourselves.

“Can you think of any way we could… what’s the word? Summon the fairy?” I asked, as we got up and cooked breakfast.

Cherry shook her head. “Not yet. We’ll work it out though.” I wished I shared her confidence.

As we sat and ate in silence, each of us lost in our thoughts, Cherry pushed her eggs around her plate. “What if we just skip class today?” she suggested half-heartedly.

“We said we’d pretend things are normal for now,” I reminded her. She sighed and nodded resignedly. She’d seemed so enthusiastic yesterday, which wasn’t necessarily a good thing, but today she seemed… down, and I didn’t know why.

After a quick kiss goodbye, Cherry headed off to math class while I dragged myself to English. I couldn’t focus, too preoccupied with getting us back home.

When I finally met up with Cherry for lunch, I asked, “How was class?”

“Brutal. Yours?”

“Same. I hated us being apart.” We ate hurriedly, neither with much appetite. Today’s sandwiches were egg and cheese and were every bit as gross as yesterday’s.

“You don’t want me to date Sam, do you?” My girlfriend was staring at the floor between her feet but her pale blue eyes looked up at me through the bangs of red hair that hung down as she tilted her head up to ask the question.

I hesitated, hating to curb her enthusiasm but also unable to hide my true feelings. “It’s not that I don’t want you to,” I said carefully. “I just wish there was another way than…this.”

Cherry nodded, looking crestfallen. I immediately felt terrible for dampening her spirits. This wasn’t her fault.

“Hey, listen,” I said gently, taking her hand. “If this is something you feel you need to do, then I shouldn’t stand in your way. I want you to be happy.”

As much as it pained me, I knew I had to let her make her own choices. Even if that meant doing what she had to do with Sam.

“Really?” Cherry asked, a spark returning to her sky-coloured eyes. “Because you’ve almost convinced me last night to call it off. I know you, Glenn. You barely said a word last night after we talked and then made love in the glade. Then this morning you were so quiet. I can tell you’re upset.”

“No, no,” I assured her. “I was just processing it all. Your happiness matters more to me than anything. I just saw how… enthusiastic you were about, you know… dating Sam. And that kind of hurts. But I want to go home. Back to our real life. And if dating Sam is the only way out, then I guess we have to try, no matter how I feel about it.”

Cherry threw her arms around me in a hug.

“I’m so sorry,” she whispered into my ear.

As we held each other close, I asked, “You do want this, right? Not just because you think you have to for the wish?”

She considered thoughtfully. “Honestly? Do you want to know the truth? Even if it hurts?”

I nodded, steeling myself for her answer.

“I’m excited by the thought,” she admitted. “The chance to be wild and free again. If you’re asking the truth, Glenn, then yes. I really want this.”

Though still conflicted, I managed a supportive smile. “Then I’m behind you all the way.” Her answering smile was radiant. As long as she was happy, I could endure this trial. I had to. For Cherry. Not only the young vibrant version sitting next to me in the cafeteria but the older but equally beautiful version we’d left behind in 2023.

“I’ll talk to Sam after this afternoon’s track practice,” she said with renewed enthusiasm. I braced myself and nodded.

“I have sports too,” I pointed out. “I’m going to play some basketball with a couple of guys I got talking to in lessons this morning.”

“Oh, cool,” Cherry nodded. “So, I’ll be able to meet you right after I’ve seen Sam to tell you how it went.”

I didn’t tell her the real reason I was going to be around the sports area - to keep an eye on her and Sam. I felt insecure. What if he rejected her? What effect would that have on Cherry? He most likely wouldn’t - my girlfriend was super-hot - but if did, she’d need me there. Or what if he hit on her right there and then? This might be unorthodox, my wife inviting another guy to ask her out but it had to be done. However, that didn’t mean that Sam shouldn’t treat her with respect. I didn’t want to see her get treated badly.

“We’ll get through this,” Cherry said, putting her hand on my arm, and reading into my silence. “Don’t worry.”

I nodded. We would get through this, she was right. Somehow, we would.

* * *

After practising some basketball with the new friends I’d made, I hit the showers and was pondering on what would happen next when I heard a familiar voice.

“Glenn, right bro?”

I turned to see Sam soaping up. “Yeah, that’s me. Sam?”

“You know it,” he grinned. Water streamed down his jacked body as I looked away - I felt scrawny compared to him.

“So what’s the deal with that redhead chick, Cherry?” Sam asked.

I got tense. “Uh, just friends I guess.”

Sam busted out laughing. “Friends? Looked like you were sucking face yesterday! You tapping that ass or what?”

I got pissed at his crass remark. “We just hang out, nothing like that. Dude, go easy, she’s just a girl.”

“Well if you ain’t hitting it, you should be! Wouldn’t mind getting with that myself,” Sam said. “In fact, if you’re not interested, I might just make a play at her.”

My gut twisted with anger and jealousy hearing him talk about Cherry that way. Sam turned off the water and stood there buck-naked. I avoided looking down.

“She can make her own choices,” I muttered, trying to play it cool.

“Oh, you know I’m going to be making sure she makes the right choice,” Sam said with an amused wink.

I had to stop myself from snapping as he sauntered off. I wanted to tell him to stay away but who was I to say? This situation was getting worse by the minute, especially when I checked out his lower half once he turned away. I wasn’t blessed in the penis department but Sam was. His flaccid cock hung down to his mid-thigh and was chunky and thick, the purple tip large and heavy-looking. My stomach turned at the thought of Cherry even attempting to do anything with something so large.

I made a decision. I couldn’t let her date Sam. For a start, he was too arrogant and disrespectful and secondly, if I let her anywhere near someone with a penis that large, she’d never see mine in the same light. She already called my dick ‘Little Glenn’ and I didn’t want it put into an even smaller perspective by allowing her to experience someone as well-endowed as Sam.

I watched Sam for a moment longer, staggered by how his impressive cock swung between his legs as he swaggered over to the lockers.

“Yeah,” the young stud called out to me. Shit. He’d noticed me looking. “That’s a real dick down there. But don’t worry, Glenn. It’s what you do with it that counts, bro. I’m sure some chick will be fine with what you’ve got.”

He was actually trying to be kind and reassuring. What the fuck? I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment and hurried away to my own locker to get dressed and once I was ready, I hurried out of the locker room, desperate to catch Cherry before she could talk to Sam. For both our sakes, I had to ask her not to pursue things with him. Maybe she could try Connor or Mike instead. All three of them couldn’t be so well hung, could they?

As I jogged towards the track field, I spotted them up ahead. Sam was leaning casually against the bleachers as Cherry twirled her flame-red hair and laughed at something he said. I was too late.

Slowing my pace, I got within earshot just as Sam said, “So what do you say we go out tomorrow night then?”

“I’d love to!” Cherry replied enthusiastically. She touched his muscular arm flirtatiously. Sam glanced down at her touch and grinned.

“Awesome. I’ll pick you up at 8,” Sam said, looking her up and down, his eyes resting on the curve of her breasts through the tight sweater she was wearing.

“Can’t wait,” Cherry purred, unconcerned by the direction of his stare. She even puffed out her chest a little, making her breasts wobble slightly through the fabric. “Too bad you’re busy tonight…”

“Yeah, prior plans with the guys. But tomorrow we’ll have some real fun,” Sam said with a wink.

My heart sank as I watched them continue to flirt. There was no turning back now - the date was set. Sam leaned in and gave Cherry a light kiss on the cheek that she made no attempt to avoid and then walked away to catch up with some of the other guys leaving campus.

Should I warn her about his arrogance in the shower and try to talk her out of the date? I wasn’t sure what to do as I walked over. Cherry spotted me approaching and her eyes lit up.

“Oh, hey Glenn!” she called out brightly, as if nothing was amiss. Sam turned for a moment, nodding in my direction before continuing to jog after his buddies.

“I was just looking for you…” I said weakly, the damage already done. Cherry hooked her arm through mine cheerfully.

“Was basketball fun? Sam just asked me out and I said yes!”

I forced a smile, hiding my true feelings. “That’s…great. I’m happy for you. Basketball was good, I guess.”

As we walked back towards the dorms, Cherry chattered on animatedly about her date with Sam tomorrow night.

“I’m so excited! We’re going to dinner at that little Italian place off campus, then maybe catch a movie afterwards. Or just hang out in his car…” she said suggestively.

I remained silent, just nodding along as she gushed about Sam’s athletic physique and gorgeous eyes. My responses were monosyllabic, trying to hide the sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. If she thought his body was impressive, wait until she got a look at his ripped abdomen and his ridiculous cock.

Cherry seemed oblivious to my lack of enthusiasm, already smitten after just one brief conversation with the cocky jock. She practically skipped beside me, bubbling over with enthusiasm for their impending date.

Meanwhile, all I could think was - how much worse could this get? The girl I loved so dearly was slipping away right before my eyes. Yet I had agreed to this, encouraged it even. I had no one to blame but myself for even letting her make the dumb wish at the faery machine.

As Cherry described potential outfits for the date, I was only half listening. My mind raced with angst about tomorrow night. I knew there was nothing I could do to stop this runaway train. With an impending sense of dread, I realized our lives were about to change forever. And I was powerless to prevent the wreckage.
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Unexpected Visitors
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Cherry and I were approaching our dorm and she was still babbling excitedly about tomorrow night’s date, when a cute brunette suddenly stepped into our path. It took me a moment to recognize her as Libby, the girl I’d briefly dated sophomore year and who I’d tried so hard to avoid over the past couple of days.

“Oh, hi Glenn!” Libby said, tucking her hair behind her ear shyly. “I was hoping to see you.”

“You were?” I asked, cringing slightly as I glanced at Cherry. This was awkward.

“We share a few classes,” the short but curvy brunette continued.

“I know. It’s Libby, right?” I nodded politely at her as she beamed at me knowing her name.

“Yes!” Her cheeks turned pink and her large brown eyes looked down at her feet for a moment before she turned to talk to Cherry who was still holding my arm. “I was just wondering…are you two, like, together?”

“No, not at all!” Cherry jumped in enthusiastically before I could respond. I shot her a look but my girlfriend grinned mockingly at me.

“Oh, okay,” Libby replied, blushing even deeper. She turned to me hesitantly. “So, uh, this is kind of, um, look… would you maybe want to go out sometime?”

“I, uh…” I stammered, taken aback. Before I could politely decline, Cherry chimed in again.

“He’d love to! Isn’t that right, Glenn?” Cherry said, elbowing me. “In fact, he was just saying how cute he thinks you are.”

“Stop,” the shy brunette pursed her lips, trying to suppress a smile, her eyes going to the floor again. “No, he wasn’t.”

I stared at Cherry, confused by what she was doing. Libby, meanwhile, looked up at me with hope in those large brown eyes. She really was cute. I tried to not gaze at the two round humps in her jersey.

“You should take her out tomorrow night while I’m on my date,” Cherry told me. “That way you won’t be lonely at the dorm.”

“Tomorrow?” I questioned. Shouldn’t I be hanging around, somewhere close to Cherry and Sam in case she needed me for something?

“We could go to the cinema,” Libby suggested. “I really want to see Pulp Fiction. You know, the new Tarantino movie? But I don’t have anyone to go with, so…”

I just stared at the pretty brunette, unable to believe this was happening until Cherry elbowed me - hard - in the ribs.

“Um, yeah, sure, sounds fun,” I said awkwardly to Libby. What was Cherry thinking setting me up like this?

“Great!” Libby said. “You don’t know where I live, so, if you like, I’ll meet you here. 8 pm tomorrow?”

“I… yeah. Sure,” I smiled, purely because it was nice to see her so happy, but still, what the fuck? As she headed off happily, I turned to Cherry puzzled. “What was that about? You know I liked Libby but that’s not why we’re here.”

Cherry just shrugged, a twinkle in her eye. “You never know. Just give it a chance.”

I had no idea what she was scheming, but I had a feeling things were about to get even more complicated. “I never know, what? Give what a chance? I’m really not comfortable with this, Cherry.”

“Just go with the flow,” my girlfriend said coolly as we walked into the dorm. “If nothing else, it’ll distract you from what’s going on with me and Sam.”

“I get that,” I sighed. “But, fuck. This entire thing… it’s all so weird.”

“But we’re here and we’re stuck.” Cherry sat down on the edge of the bed, kicking off her flat shoes playfully and then lying down to stare up at the ceiling. “We might as well make the most of it until we can figure out our way home.”

I joined her on the bed, looking up at the ceiling fan spinning above us.

“Nothing happened with Libby,” I spoke, breaking the silence that had suddenly grown between us. “You know, before. The last time I was young.”

“You said you dated briefly,” Cherry said. “I assumed-”

“You assumed wrong,” I interrupted her before the conversation got awkward. What had happened was fuzzy in my memory, almost thirty years ago but I remembered the furthest we went was us making out and me fingering her in the backseat of the cinema and then Libby giving me a clumsy handjob in the parking lot before we headed home. I also recalled Libby’s breasts, which if my memory served me well, were almost as big and firm as Cherry’s. After that, she’d ended up dating Sam, of all people and then Cherry and I had met and our relationship sprung from there. I never saw much of Libby again.

“Don’t you want to know what happened between Sam and me? Last time around, I mean,” Cherry asked from beside me. I turned my head to see her looking at me and we shared a smile, despite the tenseness of the conversation.

“No,” I laughed. “But I guess you’re going to tell me.”

“Oh, okay,” my wife giggled back. “Fine. I’ll keep my secrets. For now.”

We ended the conversation there, getting up and ordering takeout for dinner. It had been another strange day and neither of us felt much like cooking. A short while later, when a knock on the door rang out, I got up, expecting it to be the Chinese we’d ordered but instead, Cherry’s blonde friend was standing on the doorstep.

“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” Peaches smiled sweetly.

“I, um, sure,” I shrugged, stepping aside so she could come inside. “We weren’t expecting anyone, so the room is a bit of a mess. We ordered Chinese food.”

“It’s no more of a mess than my dorm.” The bubbly blonde gazed around, finding Cherry looking back at her, equally surprised to see her friend. “Hi, Cherry.”

“Peaches,” my wife nodded. “How are you?”

“I’m great,” the blonde chirped, bending down and picking up a shiny piece of card from the bedside table. “The best is yet to come, it says on it.”

“Ah, that.” I plucked the golden ticket from her hand and gazed down at it. It must have been in my pocket from the day at the fair. I’d forgotten all about it until now. “We got it from a wishing machine at the county fair. Fortune cookie kind of thing, I guess.”

“I love fortune-telling games,” Peaches’s big blue eyes widened. “Maybe you could take me to the fair, so I can have a go?”

“We’re tired,” Cherry replied, stretching her arms above her head so that her breasts jutted out of the sweater even more. “And tomorrow, we’re busy. We both have dates.”

“You do?” The blonde’s face lit up with intrigue and she moved to sit next to Cherry. “Tell me everything.”

“Well, the juicy news is,” Cherry said, leaning in conspiratorially. “My date tomorrow night is with Sam Collins.”

“Shut up!” Peaches exclaimed, her mouth agape. “You mean star athlete, crazy ripped bod, heartthrob of every girl on campus Sam Collins?”

“The one and only,” Cherry replied with a coy smile.

“Oh my gosh, how did that happen?” Peaches asked excitedly.

“He hit on me after track practice and asked if I wanted to go out. How could I say no to that hunk?” Cherry said.

“Um, you absolutely could not! I’d give anything for one night with that fine specimen,” Peaches replied enviously. “You have to give me all the steamy details after.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll tell you everything,” my flame-haired girlfriend said with a wink.

Peaches fanned herself dramatically. “I can hardly contain my excitement for you. Sam almost never goes for us average girls. You must have really caught his eye.”

“Average?” Cherry raised an eyebrow and then laughed, then said smugly, “Speak for yourself but what can I say, I have my charms.” The two girls dissolved into eager giggles, while I shifted awkwardly, wondering what I’d gotten us into.

“Seriously though, you should feel flattered. Sam doesn’t hit on just any girl - only the super pretty ones,” Peaches said. “He’s never asked me out, though I can’t say I’d say no if he did!”

I looked around the room, wondering if I should wait outside or something for the Chinese food, to give them room to talk their girly talk.

“Speaking of track guys, I hooked up with Connor Miller once,” Peaches went on. “Let’s just say the rumors about athletes in the bedroom are true. That body, not to mention his dick…”

She held her hands about ten inches apart then trailed off with a wink as I blushed. Cherry just laughed knowingly.

“Really?” she asked.

“Oh yeah, and I’ve heard Sam is even more gifted in that area, if you know what I mean,” Peaches added. More giggles from Cherry.

“If I can confirm this to be true tomorrow night, I’ll let you know.”

Peaches laughed out loud and then turned to me in surprise. “So wait, you have a date too Glenn? With who?”

“Oh, just this girl Libby…” I started explaining before Peaches waved dismissively.

“Libby’s alright but she’s kinda plain. You need someone more fun! Like me,” Peaches said batting her large blue eyes at me playfully and twirling a strand of blonde hair in front of her ample cleavage.

The conversation was making me increasingly uncomfortable. But Cherry and Peaches seemed completely at ease discussing their sex lives openly. It was a side of Cherry I wasn’t used to seeing and it unnerved me. Where was our food?

“So are you guys like, not exclusive anymore?” Peaches asked. “Everyone’s seen you kissing, so I thought you were solid but I guess you never know!”

Cherry and I exchanged an awkward look. “It’s…complicated,” Cherry finally said. “We’re just trying some new things.”

“Kinky. I get it.” Then Peaches nodded enthusiastically, grinning at my girlfriend. “I love that for you.”

We were saved from any further embarrassment by a knock at the door and after the delivery driver handed me a bag with our hot food inside, Peaches made to leave.

“Have fun with Sam tomorrow. I expect a full report after,” she murmured in Cherry’s ear then turned to me. “Have fun with Libby but remember, you could be having more fun with me. Especially as you’re not exclusive any more.”

After Peaches left, the energy in the room felt different. I dished out our noodles and chicken and we sat to eat but as we did, Cherry moved her chair closer and started kissing my neck.

“That talk got me all worked up,” she purred, pressing her body against mine. “I’m suddenly not hungry. For food, that is.”

As arousing as it was, I felt emotionally drained after everything today and exceptionally hungry. “Babe, I’m really beat. Do you mind if we just cuddle tonight?”

Cherry pulled back, looking disappointed. “Oh…okay, if you’re too tired.”

“It’s just been a long day. I’m hungry and I want to have energy for our dates tomorrow,” I said, the excuse sounding hollow even to me. But I needed time to process everything that happened today.

“You’re right, we should save ourselves for tomorrow night,” Cherry said with a suggestive wink, then began to tuck into her Chinese food, so I did the same.

Later that night, as we crawled into bed, Cherry seemed to have no trouble falling asleep. But my mind was racing, playing through everything that had happened and trying to predict what tomorrow would bring.

I knew there was no stopping the dates now. I just prayed things wouldn’t go too far. But Peaches’ sex stories and rumors about Sam and Connor had painted a vivid picture of what I was up against. Should I try talking Cherry into dating Mike, instead? The only one that wasn’t ripped with a massive cock.

I tossed and turned restlessly for hours before exhaustion finally overtook me. But even in sleep, my subconscious was filled with anxiety about this entire thing being a mistake and losing Cherry as a result.

Once again, there were no dreams of Sera Wing and morning came too quickly, ushering in the day of the date night I had been dreading.


II

Triangles Of Love

With a wave of her wand, she sprinkles stardust,

Granting desires, love’s sweet lust.

For those seeking solace, a partner to find,

She bestows upon them, a love entwined.

She ignites the flames of passion anew,

Binding two souls, in love that’s true.

She mends broken hearts, with tender care,

Creating a tapestry, a love beyond compare.

From “Love Blooms Anew”
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Date Night
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The morning classes dragged by at an agonizing pace. I could barely focus on Professor Carter’s droning lecture about post-modern literature. My leg bounced with restless anxiety underneath my desk.

All I could think about was tonight - Cherry’s date with Sam, and my reluctant outing with Libby. Ever since we’d arrived in 1994, I’d had that gnawing pit in my stomach but today, it felt like a gaping abyss, consuming me with dread.

What if tonight was the point of no return? The pivot point where Cherry and I lost our way back to each other? Irrational as it seemed, I couldn’t shake the ominous feeling.

At lunch, I picked at my food, unable to eat. Cherry noticed my sullen mood immediately.

“You seem really tense today,” she commented, her brow creasing with concern. She was wearing a cream blouse today and the top button gaped open, showing a generous amount of pale cleavage. “Is everything okay?”

I sighed, pushing my tray away. “I’m just anxious about this whole date situation tonight. My mind’s going to dark places. What if it goes wrong? What if-”

“Oh, don’t worry so much!” Cherry stopped me, reaching out to squeeze my hand reassuringly. “Remember what the fairy Sera told us in the dream? Nothing we do here affects the future. This is all just temporary…like a dream.”

That was the same line she’d used before. I wished I could be so cool about it but it just wasn’t in my nature. I nodded hesitantly. “You’re probably right.” But my gut was still twisted in knots, unconvinced, and when we left to return to our classes, my lunch was still almost untouched.

Cherry and I walked together until we had to split off for afternoon classes. At the corner, she paused and kissed my cheek sweetly.

“Chin up! I’ll see you back at the dorm later.” She pushed a lock of red hair behind her ear and punched my shoulder playfully. “I’m sure you’ll have fun with Libby tonight!”

With an encouraging smile, she headed off, looking cool and collected. Meanwhile, I trudged to class feeling anything but.

* * *

As I shuffled out of the next dreary lecture, lost in anxious thought, I suddenly found myself face-to-face with Professor Carter, almost bumping into him in the humanities corridor.

Even in his mid-forties, the professor was a handsome man - tall and lean, with sharp features and salt-and-pepper hair. He regarded me now with piercing blue eyes full of concern.

“Ah, Glenn. Watch where you’re going.”

I mumbled an apology but as I made to walk around him, Carter stepped sideways, blocking me from leaving.

“You seemed rather disengaged today,” he said, resting a paternal hand on my shoulder. “In the lecture. I saw you switch off. Is everything alright, young man?”

“Oh, uh, yes sir,” I stammered, avoiding his searching gaze. “Just didn’t sleep well.”

Professor Carter studied me thoughtfully, absently stroking his neatly trimmed beard. “Hmm. Well, do take care not to let your relationship with that pretty young thing - Cherry, is it? - interfere with your studies.”

My head snapped up in surprise. “No, Cherry and I are just friends,” I said quickly. Too quickly.

One of the professor’s eyebrows raised knowingly. He leaned in close, his voice low. “Come now, Glenn. No need to be shy with me. I know you’re quite…close.”

“Close friends, yes,” I nodded, then shook my head. “But that’s all. I just had bad dreams. We didn’t… We’re not…”

“I saw you together,” the professor said quietly, almost in a whisper, looking around to make sure no one was listening. “…the other day.”

The blood drained from my face. He couldn’t mean…? But the sly twinkle in Professor Carter’s eyes made the implication clear. The shadow in the woods… this was the man who had seen us. How much had seen? Had he watched… the entire thing?

My tongue felt thick and useless in my mouth as I floundered for a response. Carter just smiled, giving my shoulder a paternal squeeze.

“You kids get some rest now. Remember, your education comes first. I’d hate for you to get…distracted and in trouble somehow.”

With an amiable wink, he sauntered off down the hall, leaving me absolutely horrified. This refined professor had been spying on something so private, so intimate. What did he plan to do now that he knew? A new knot of dread settled in my gut, eclipsing even the anxiety about tonight. Suddenly this date felt trivial compared to the mess I now found myself in.

Fuck.

* * *

I hurried to meet Cherry after classes let out, my head still spinning from the encounter with Professor Carter. As we walked back to the dorms, I considered telling her what had happened. But I didn’t want to stress her out before her big date.

Maybe Carter’s assumptions about us were actually a good thing, I reasoned silently. If he thought Cherry and I were a couple, her going out with Sam tonight would help convince him otherwise. Even if she kept it platonic, her date could work to our advantage. Carter might realize his assumptions were false, letting this all blow over without incident.

“You’re awfully quiet,” Cherry said, glancing at me curiously as she looped her arm through mine as she always did. “Is everything okay?”

“Hmm? Oh yeah, all good!” I said, plastering on a smile. “Just thinking about my economics homework. Riveting stuff.”

Cherry laughed and slipped her arm through mine. “Don’t think too hard, you’ll hurt yourself. Now come on, we need to get home quickly today. I need time to get ready for our big night. I’ve almost forgotten how girls wear their hair and make-up in the nineties.”

I let her upbeat mood distract me for the moment. There was no need to worry her - this was my problem to handle. As we walked back to the dorm to get changed, I vowed to keep Professor Carter from ruining the lives we were trying to get back to. By any means necessary. I’d tell Cherry when the time was right, but not now, not before her date.

Back home, as we got ready for our dates, I cautiously broached the subject again. “Are you sure you wouldn’t rather go out with Mike tonight instead of Sam?”

Cherry paused putting on mascara and gave me a questioning look in the mirror.

“It’s just…Sam seems really experienced,” I said delicately. “I accidentally saw him in the shower yesterday and he’s clearly very…physically adept.”

Cherry suppressed a smile. “Glenn, there’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you. I tried to tell you last night but you didn’t want to know. Remember, Sam and I actually dated back in our original time here. So I’m already well aware of his…attributes.”

I blinked in surprise. “Oh. I didn’t realize you two had already…”

“Oh, no, we didn’t have sex,” Cherry turned to look at me with a wry grin. “But let’s just say I’m prepared for what he brings to the table.”

“So… what?” I pressed, running a pair of black pants that I’d found in the wardrobe through the trouser press. “You gave him head?”

“Yes,” Cherry said, turning back to the mirror to finish applying the eye makeup. “Well, I tried but backed out because he was too big. I won’t next time though.”

“Right.” My stomach felt like it was doing backflips.

“Stop worrying.” My wife stood up and walked over, mascara brush in hand. “I’ll be fine but I appreciate you looking out for me.”

She gave me a quick peck on the cheek before returning to her makeup. I stood there awkwardly, realizing there was no stopping this runaway train. For better or worse, Cherry was determined to see her date with Sam through.

I had to think of a way to make sure that Professor Carter found out they were dating. I’d ask Peaches with her big mouth to let it be down around campus. That was a good idea. Then the professor would assume that what he’d seen was a mistake, I reassured myself. And he wouldn’t assume the worst about Cherry. He’d see her and Sam as just going on an innocent first date. Surely it wouldn’t go further than that on night one…right?

“Cherry,” I started, a little while later. I looked at the clock. It was almost eight. Sam and Libby would be here soon. Cherry was in the bathroom, finishing up getting dressed so I called through the door. “Do you think we should talk before they get here? About what’s going to happen later.”

“Sure,” my girlfriend replied, her voice sounding distracted. “About what? We’ve talked plenty already.”

“About how far you’re going to go with him and-” I continued but a knock on the door silenced me. It was too heavy a knock to be Libby, so I opened the door to see Sam standing there, several minutes early.

“Sam’s here,” I called out, wishing I’d started the previous conversation earlier. It was too late now. Then, when Cherry emerged from the bathroom, I caught my breath.

She wore a slinky red dress that hugged every curve. Ruby lips matched her outfit, accentuated by smoky eye makeup. Her fiery hair tumbled over her shoulders in soft curls. The sultry perfume she wore enveloped me as she walked past me.

Sam stood in the doorway wearing fitted jeans that showed off his muscular legs and a button-down shirt straining against his biceps. His eyes traveled over Cherry hungrily.

“Damn, you look hot!” Sam exclaimed. “Red is definitely your color.”

Cherry smiled coyly. “Why thank you, handsome. Ready for our date?”

“You know it, sexy,” Sam said, grinning smugly at me. Then he placed his hand on her lower back possessively and as I watched, slid it downwards, brushing over her ass. Cherry made no move to stop him.

Sam stepped inside for a moment because the doorway was still open and Libby had arrived behind him.

“Hello,” she said shyly, looking past Sam and Cherry to find me standing in the middle of the room, feeling incredibly awkward. She looked adorable in a yellow floral sundress and a cream-colored cardigan. Her wavy brown hair framed her cute face perfectly.

“Are you ready?” She walked over to me, fiddling with the top button of my shirt and fastening it tight. She smelled like vanilla and citrus, and I couldn’t help noticing her ample curves.

“Catch you lovebirds later,” Sam called out, steering my girlfriend through the door with his hand still on her behind.

“Okay. Have fun tonight!” Libby called after Cherry. Then she whispered to me, “Have you told her to be careful with Sam? You know what a jerk he can be with girls.”

“Don’t worry, I can handle him,” Cherry said confidently as they left. She’d heard and Libby’s face turned as red as beetroot as she realised.

“Whoops,” she said, pulling a face until I shrugged my indifference. With slight unease, we watched them go, Cherry getting into the passenger side of Sam’s classic Ford Thunderbird before Libby turned to me with an eager smile. “That didn’t go well, but never mind. Shall we head out too?”

To my surprise, Libby had a car, albeit a more modest Ford than Sam’s.

“I don’t mind driving,” I told her but she wouldn’t have any of it.

“I asked you out,” she reminded me, holding the door open and ushering me inside. “Come on. Let’s go. The film starts at nine.”

At the theatre, I paid for two tickets to Pulp Fiction and bought for us a couple of large popcorn and soft drinks, though I doubted I could focus on anything except for Sam and Cherry out together. As the movie started, all I could think about was them on their date, hoping her confidence wasn’t misplaced.

I tried to focus on the film, but my mind kept wandering to Cherry’s date with Sam, imagining what they might be doing. Were they at dinner, Sam’s hand on her thigh under the table? Parked somewhere steamy, hands roaming urgently?

“She’ll be fine, you know?” Libby murmured to me, sensing my distance a half an hour into the movie.

I felt guilty for ignoring her, who was clearly into me. Part of me realized I should let this play out, and use it to distract myself from the agonizing possibilities about Cherry and Sam.

“I know. She’s my friend,” I explained and put my arm around her, enjoying the warmth of her curvy body nestling against me. Her wavy, long hair smelled like sugar cookies, sweet and familiar and as the movie’s tension built, I couldn’t deny feeling myself growing aroused having her so close.

When the credits finally rolled, we lingered outside the theater, neither eager for the night to end. Before I could overthink it, I leaned in and kissed Libby on the mouth passionately.

We were standing beneath the glowing marquee and the glow of the bulbs lit her face with a golden light. Her full lips were soft and inviting, so I kissed her again, softer this time. She responded eagerly, her tongue dancing with mine as desire overtook us. My hands slid down to caress her hips, her ass, pulling her tighter against me.

In that moment, all thoughts of Cherry vanished. Libby’s kisses excited me in ways I hadn’t felt for ages. I lost myself in the dizzy thrill of a new fling. Her lips tasted sweet, from the popcorn we’d wolfed down while watching Uma Thurman and John Travolta’s crazy dance scene.

Somewhere in my mind, I knew this couldn’t last. My heart still yearned for Cherry but I pushed that rational voice down, determined to quench this thirst while I had the chance. Libby’s eyes sparkled, sensing my hunger for more and her hands clutched at my back, drawing me in for more kisses.

“Hey guys,” a voice said from behind us, causing me to break away and turn around. Peaches was standing there, chewing gum and she blew out a pink bubble while staring at us. “Enjoy your movie?”

“Yeah, it was great,” Libby replied politely. “Are you on a date too?”

I noticed then that Henry, a geeky black guy from my economics class was standing behind her, fiddling with his ear nervously.

“Yep,” Peaches replied, her blue eyes resting on me. Was she trying to get me jealous or something? “Although we won’t be watching much of the movie. Come on, Henry. Let’s get inside. It’ll be starting soon.”

As Peaches and her date went inside, Libby turned back to me. “So that was weird,” she giggled.

“Peaches is… one on her own,” I nodded, then I took Libby by the hand and kissed her on the back of it. “I enjoyed tonight.”

“Me too,” she replied softly, her eyes dreamy. “It doesn’t have to end yet. Want to maybe go park somewhere?” she asked hopefully.

Part of me was tempted, but I didn’t want to complicate things further. As much as I liked Libby and as hot as the kisses had been, I didn’t want to lead her on. That wouldn’t be fair to the girl. She was so sweet. “Actually, it’s getting late. Maybe next time?”

Libby looked slightly disappointed but nodded. “Yeah, sure.”

On the drive back to our dorm, I replayed the kiss in my mind. As much as I’d enjoyed it, my heart still belonged to Cherry. This date had been a momentary distraction, but nothing more. I felt bad but what I was doing was right. If I took advantage of Libby, just to push the thoughts of Cherry out of my head, I’d be using her. That wasn’t me. I wasn’t that guy, as tempting as it was.

“We’ll do this again, in a couple of nights’ time?” I promised Libby as she dropped me off outside. “I really did have a good time.”

“That would be great,” the brunette smiled. She didn’t seem too disappointed as I watched her drive away. The movie was fantastic. It had been a good night. wife-turned-girlfriend had enjoyed


9

A Turning Point
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Istepped into the darkened dorm room, relieved to have it to myself for a bit after the long night out. But just as I sank down on my bed, I heard the rumble of an engine outside.

Going to the window, I peered out to see Sam’s Thunderbird idling by the curb. My stomach dropped as I made out Cherry in the passenger seat locked in a steamy kiss with Sam. I couldn’t see much through the filmy glass but enough to know that she wasn’t making any attempt to fend him off.

They finally broke apart and my girlfriend-wife emerged from the car, smoothing down the red dress. It was crumpled where it had been immaculately smooth when she left. I watched her wave coyly as Sam peeled away into the night and then she stepped towards the house, so I moved away from the window to lie back down on the bed.

Moments later, the door opened and Cherry breezed in looking flushed. “Oh, hey!” she said, trying to brush her wrinkled dress down in vain. “I didn’t realize you’d be back already.”

“I only just got back myself.” I eyed her warily. “Did you have a nice time?”

“I did…” Cherry said, biting her red-painted lips to suppress a giddy smile, then blurted, “Some stuff happened with Sam.”

My heart sank, dreading what she might confess. “I guess we should talk,” I replied, trying to steel myself for the worst.

She sat next to me on the bed and kicked off the red heels she’d worn all night.

“How much do you want to know?” Her hands were trembling and her pale blue eyes didn’t meet mine.

“Whatever you’re comfortable telling me,” I shrugged. I could feel the pulse in my neck, beating rapidly.

“So… dinner was nice, but a bit boring to be honest,” Cherry began. “Sam kept complimenting me and getting handsy under the table.”

I shifted, the images she was conjuring making me queasy. But I stayed quiet as she continued.

“Afterwards, we parked by the lake just to chat. But we started making out and…one thing led to another.” Cherry blushed, her cheeks turning a shade of crimson before adding, “Don’t worry though, we didn’t go all the way.”

I exhaled, feeling marginally relieved. “You said that ‘stuff’ happened,” I said in a weak voice. “What kind of stuff?”

Cherry gazed at me earnestly. “Nothing changes between us. You know that right?”

I smiled feebly, fighting back the sick feeling swelling inside me. “Of course,” I lied. In truth, it felt like everything was changing, my whole world thrown off its axis. But the damage was done - all that was left was dealing with the messy aftermath and the hope that she’d done enough to get us back home.

An awkward silence fell between us and just as I was about to ask again what ‘stuff’ meant, Cherry abruptly changed the subject.

“I’ll tell you in a moment. Sorry, I totally forgot to ask, first of all, how was your date with Libby?” she asked brightly.

“Oh, um, it was fun I guess,” I said, still preoccupied by thoughts of her and Sam.

“What did you guys do?” Cherry pried, getting up to turn on the TV for some background noise before sitting back down next to me.

“We just saw the movie, Pulp Fiction then hung around for a little while by the theater. Nothing crazy.” I opted not to mention the steamy kiss beneath the glowing cinema sign.

“I’m sure Libby was thrilled to have some one-on-one time with you,” Cherry said. “I think she’s liked you for a while.”

I nodded vaguely. “Oh, we did see Peaches there on a date with that guy Henry from our econ class.”

“No way, Peaches and Henry?” Cherry said incredulously. I could tell she was trying to steer the conversation anywhere but Sam. “I really wouldn’t see that geek being her type.”

She continued about Peaches’s usual boyfriends having a certain type but my mind was consumed with the image of her and Sam, parked lakeside, hands and lips urgently exploring in the moonlit darkness. It made my mind burn with jealousy and regret.

“So, nothing at all happened with you and Libby?” Cherry pressed, studying my face as the change in subject matter back to me and Libby snapped me back to the present.

I hesitated. “Well, we did share a little goodnight kiss outside the theater.”

Cherry’s eyes lit up eagerly. “Ooh, how was it? Just a quick peck or something more?”

“It was…nice,” I said vaguely, not wanting to describe the steamy, lustful kissing up against the wall.

An awkward silence descended again. I knew I should drop it because she obviously didn’t want to tell me, but I had to know more about her and Sam.

“So, what exactly happened in Sam’s car?” I asked tentatively, trying to make my voice sound casual even though my heart was beating like a war drum. “I want to understand so I can process it better.”

Cherry looked thoughtful, absently twirling a lock of fiery hair. She seemed different - glowing, more relaxed, exuding newfound confidence. Even her floral perfume smelled sweeter, intoxicating.

“We were just kissing at first. But then he started feeling me up, you know?” Cherry recounted. “His hands were all over. At one point he even slipped them under my dress.”

“Okay,” I nodded, prompting her to continue.

She blushed again but continued. “It felt good in the moment. I got pretty turned on. But we didn’t go all the way.”

Hearing her talk about being aroused by Sam’s touch made my gut twist with envy and hurt. But I maintained a neutral expression.

“That’s good,” I nodded. “Maybe Sera will be satisfied with you guys fooling around. Do you feel like you’ve fulfilled your regrets?”

“I’m sure it’s weird for you to hear. But sharing it openly is important,” Cherry said, taking my hand while ignoring my question. “I don’t want any secrets between us.”

I nodded, clinging to this gesture of reassurance. No matter what happened on these dates, our connection mattered most. “So, is that all that happened? You made out and he felt beneath your skirt?”

It had to be more than that. I knew Cherry and she was holding back on me. She took a deep breath before continuing, her pale blue eyes closing for a moment. “If we’re being totally honest…Sam did end up fingering me a bit. And I, um, took out his penis and played with it.”

She paused, a faraway look in her eyes as she recalled the encounter.

“Played with it?”

“I jerked him off,” she clarified. “And used my mouth on him too. I wanted to see if I could make him finish that way,” Cherry admitted, her cheeks flaming red now.

“And…did you?” I asked, almost afraid of the answer.

Cherry nodded, avoiding my gaze. “Yeah…he, uh, finished in my mouth. And before you ask, yes, I swallowed. I’ve actually never done that before. It was kind of thrilling in a way.”

My wife had given me hundreds of blowjobs over the years but she’d never once let me cum in her mouth, never mind swallow it afterwards. Hearing her confess to acts we’d never shared filled me with turmoil. I knew this was her choice and I’d agreed to it, but a flare of anger and hurt rose in me unbidden.

Sensing my shift in mood, Cherry squeezed my hand empathetically. “I’m so sorry, I know this is really difficult for you. But I promise, nothing meaningful happened between me and Sam. You’re still my one and only.”

I took a shaky breath, clinging to her words. As agonizing as this was, we had to get through it together somehow. I couldn’t lose faith in Cherry or us. Not when she was trusting me to handle this with grace.

“I believe you,” I said finally. “Thank you for being honest with me.”

“His dick is really big,” she murmured with a giggle, trying to lighten the mood. “You were right to fear for my life. I did manage to suck it this time though. Barely fit in my mouth but I did it.”

Hearing Cherry talk about such intimate acts with Sam ignited an unexpected possessive feeling in me. On top of the lingering arousal from kissing Libby, it made me desperately crave reconnecting physically with Cherry.

As I had done with Libby, before I could overthink things, I pulled Cherry to me and kissed her hard, all tongue and clashing teeth. I tasted a hint of something unfamiliar on her lips that stirred a mix of emotions as I realised it was Sam’s sperm.

Cherry responded eagerly, our kisses growing increasingly heated as we tumbled back onto the bed. In a frenzy of passion and need I didn’t fully understand, we tore off each other’s clothes.

“Where are your panties?” I panted, as I threw her red dress to the floor. She was wearing her bra but was naked from the waist down.

“Sam kept them,” she breathed. Again, I felt my stomach lurch, this time at the thought of the arrogant jock keeping my wife’s underwear as some sort of trophy but I wasn’t going to let it stop me from doing what I needed to do now.

I took her with an urgency I hadn’t felt in ages, fueled by a raw desire to reclaim and mark her as mine. Cherry matched my hunger, digging her nails into my back as our bodies slammed together.

We moved together roughly, animalistically, cries of ecstasy echoing through the room as I rammed into her with all my strength. All thoughts - of Sam, of Libby - were drowned out by primal instinct. Briefly, I wondered how much different Sam’s huge dick would feel to mine if he’d managed to get it inside her but then pushed the oddly-arousing image out of my head to focus on Cherry.

In the throes of passion, I bit down on her shoulder, sucking the delicate skin there. Cherry gasped, writhing beneath me. I wanted to leave traces of myself on her that Sam could never touch. I didn’t last long, barely a few minutes before I exploded inside her and then we collapsed in a tangle of sweaty limbs, breathing ragged. As sanity returned, I felt a pang of guilt for being so rough. But Cherry just smiled blissfully, our bodies still joined.

“I’ve missed this wildness between us,” she murmured before kissing me tenderly. “Maybe I should suck off other guys more often.”

Before I even decided how to react to that, Cherry kissed me softly, reaffirming her love. I could only hope that love would be enough to guide us through the uncertain territory we now found ourselves in. I knew things would only get more complicated from here. Any hope of normalcy was slipping through my fingers like sand. But I plastered on a brave face, determined not to let Cherry see how deeply this was affecting me, now that my lustful passion had waned with the emptying of my balls.

“We should sleep,” I replied, dragging the bed sheets over us. “With any luck, we’ve done enough for Sera Wing to send us home.”

I hoped I was right because I somehow knew that a Pandora’s Box had been opened tonight, and only time would tell what came flying out.
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Uncharted Waters
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Morning light filtered into the messy dorm room, stirring me from a restless sleep. For a blissful moment, I thought maybe we’d returned to 2023. But as my eyes adjusted, I recognized the familiar surroundings of 1994. Sighing heavily, I rolled over to look at Cherry, hoping she might be the mature woman that I missed but she was still the younger, more headstrong and unpredictable Cherry. She lay beside me, naked except for the oversized T-shirt she’d slipped on last night. Her smudged mascara and tousled red locks were telltale signs of what we’d been up to last night, but it only served to make her look even sexier in my eyes.

As I shuffled to the cramped kitchenette to make coffee, memories from last night flooded my groggy mind - Cherry recounting her steamy moments with Sam, his hands roaming her body, her lips tasting his bare skin. I shuddered, trying to push the torturous images away.

The rich aroma of brewing coffee soon filled the small space. I cracked a window, letting in the sounds of campus coming to life - students chattering, bicycle bells ringing. Normality going on as my world was turning upside down.

Cherry got up not long after, emerging from the bedroom just as I finished frying eggs and bacon. She gave me a sleepy peck on the cheek before collapsing onto the sagging secondhand couch.

I set two mismatched plates on the scuffed coffee table and sat beside her. “Sorry, it’s not much of a gourmet breakfast,” I said with an apologetic smile.

“It smells amazing,” Cherry said. “Besides, I have a bigger appetite now for some reason.” She gave me a suggestive look that made my cheeks burn.

I took a sip of bitter coffee to hide my flustered reaction. We were simply sharing a morning meal, like we always did. I sensed a palpable shift between us - the first changes to what had always been so solid, our faithfulness to each other. Last night had been a turning point of sorts. I knew that much.

“Still here in 1994, huh?” she mumbled as she took a mouthful of eggs. She seemed disappointed but not nearly as much as me.

“I really thought after last night…” My voice trailed off.

Cherry shook her head. “Me too. But I must not have fulfilled enough of my regrets yet or something. I did try.”

I nodded as we continued eating, working up the nerve to ask something as it popped into my head, “So, um, did you and Sam ever…take all your clothes off?”

“Glenn!” she exclaimed, giggling. “We’re eating breakfast.”

“I know,” I shrugged apologetically. “It’s just hard for me to get my head around the fact that my wife did… stuff.. with someone else last night.”

Cherry’s mascara-smudged eyes considered me for a moment. “No, he just felt me up over and under my dress,” she replied matter-of-factly between bites of bacon.

I shifted in my seat. “Did he see your breasts at all?”

“Wow,” she sighed. “You really want to know it all, huh?”

I nodded, feeling weird but I did. I needed to know everything.

“Just briefly,” she replied eventually. “He got handsy in the car and pulled down my dress for a minute to suck on them.”

Hearing about Sam’s lips on her bare breasts made jealousy flare inside me. But I just nodded silently.

Cherry regarded me thoughtfully. “I probably should have gone further with Sam last night. I did sort of promise him more for next time.”

My head snapped up in surprise. “You’re seeing him again already?”

“Well, yeah…I figured we’d be back home today, so I had nothing to lose,” Cherry said sheepishly. “But I do need to take things further it seems.”

I took a deep breath before asking, “Be honest with me, Cherry. You keep saying you need to do this, but I feel like you simply want to. Do you actually want to have sex with Sam? Or are you just doing it to get home?”

My wife stared at me for a long second. Then she used a piece of bread to swipe up the leftover egg yolk on her plate and shrugged.

“You seem to be enjoying making this hard for yourself,” she noted. “Look, Sam’s a handsome guy. He’s a hunk. Any girl would throw herself at the chance to have some fun with him. I’m here, trapped in 1994 and the only way out seems to be to enjoy myself, so that’s what we need to do. As hard as it might be for us both, that’s why we’re here. Because of a stupid wish I made. I should have kept my mouth shut.”

She shoved her plate away so hard that it fell onto the floor with a clang and then buried her face in her hands.

“Fuck,” I muttered, moving closer to her and putting my arm around her shoulders. “I’m sorry. This is all so weird and fucked up. I’m not handling it well. I’m sorry.”

Cherry paused, considering her words. “Honestly, Glenn? If you really want to know, then yes. I want to fuck him. I’m curious as to what his dick feels like. I’m used to Little Glenn, you know that. I can’t help wanting more. So there you go. I hope that makes you happy but also know that I want to get us out of here, whatever that takes. You decide what’s right and wrong about all of that.”

Though her candor stung, I admired her guts. That must have taken some balls to say. I finished my breakfast in pensive silence, the weight of what she’d said hanging over me, while Cherry picked up her discarded plate from the floor, taking it to the sink along with my empty plate to wash up.

For a short while, I sat stunned after Cherry’s outburst, not expecting her blunt honesty. She seemed to immediately regret her harsh words, avoiding my gaze as she finished the washing up.

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly as she returned from the kitchenette. “I shouldn’t have blurted all that out like it was nothing.”

“No, I’m glad you were direct with me,” I replied carefully. “This whole situation has brought stuff to the surface that’s hard for both of us.”

Cherry nodded, looking thoughtful. An uncomfortable silence descended as we finished getting ready and headed out to campus.

We walked slowly, each lost in our own thoughts. I replayed Cherry’s confession in my mind. As painful as it was to hear, at least now I understood where her head was at. Pretending otherwise would only make things worse.

Part of me wondered if we should skip classes again to talk more. But Cherry gave me a small, reassuring smile as we reached the quad, wordlessly letting me know things were okay between us. I tried to take comfort in the fact that she trusted me enough to be so open with me, as excruciating as her words had been. We would get through this somehow, I told myself. We had to. Then, after a quick hug, we went our separate ways to class. My mind was far from academics though, still focused on the emotional turmoil swirling between Cherry and me. But for now, all I could do was take things one day at a time and trust that our marriage was worth something and that our love could persevere, even through these uncharted waters.

* * *

I sat alone at a table in the bustling cafeteria, listlessly picking at a limp salad loaded with rubbery peppers and carrots. The constant clatter of plates and chatter washed over me as I brooded over the situation with Cherry.

My thoughts were interrupted by the scent of Cherry’s floral perfume as she appeared across from me, setting down a tray laden with a cheeseburger, fries and a chocolate milkshake.

“Hey,” she said softly, her eyes downcast and lined with smeared mascara. “How were classes?”

“Fine, I guess.” I pushed the sad lettuce leaves around, suddenly losing my appetite. “Had English with Miss Henry. She’s so odd, the way she stares.”

Cherry nodded, biting into the burger. “Yeah, she watches me in class too. Gives me the creeps.” Ketchup dribbled down her chin.

I passed her a napkin, managing a small laugh. “Maybe she wants me.”

Cherry giggled before her smile faded. She took my hand, her ruby nails clashing against my plain fingers. “I’m really sorry about earlier,” she said over the din of chatter. “I’m just overwhelmed by all of this.”

I looked up to meet her eyes, taking in the sadness in them. “I get it. This can’t be easy, having these conflicting feelings.”

Cherry nodded, twisting a lock of fiery hair anxiously. “Part of me is excited to indulge my wild college side again. But hurting you is the last thing I want.”

“I know.” I stuffed a soggy piece of red pepper into my mouth and smiled, trying to comfort her.

She reached across the table to squeeze my hand. “I just need to get us home again. That’s the only reason I’m even considering… you know.”

I gave her a small, understanding smile. As much as the idea crushed me, I knew she was in an impossible situation, balancing her own desires against our relationship.

“You’re going to fuck him, aren’t you?” I whispered, being careful not to let anyone in the cafe hear.

Cherry’s eyes softened, full of sympathy but then her face lifted. “Whatever I do with Sam, I’ll do to you twice over afterwards.”

I laughed. “Okay, I’ll hold you to that and it’s okay. We’ll figure this out,” I said, hoping I sounded more confident than I felt.

Cherry’s slight shoulders relaxed with relief. We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes, her enthusiastic milkshake slurping puncturing the tension, the bustling cafeteria a backdrop to our pensive thoughts.

No path through this would be easy or painless. But Cherry’s remorse reassured me that she was still the woman I loved, somewhere beneath her youthful impulses. As long as we kept communicating openly, we’d find a way back to each other and home.

“I saw Sam in class earlier,” Cherry said, our lunches finished. “I told him I was ready to… do more, tonight.”

Tonight? As soon as that? I tensed up but stayed quiet, bracing myself.

“He seemed really excited when I said I wanted him to come over to the dorm later,” she continued. “I figured you could maybe go hang out with Libby again or something while we… you know.”

Cherry trailed off, a blush blooming on her cheeks. Just then, we heard an excited voice pipe up.

“Wait, are you talking about Sam the track star?” It was Peaches, dressed in a pink off-the-shoulder top that showcased her sun-kissed shoulders. Her long blonde hair swayed behind her as she rushed over eagerly. “You’re taking him back to your place later?”

Cherry’s face lit up at her friend’s interest. Her light blue eyes glinted mischievously below her fiery fringe. She had chosen a tight white tank top today paired with a short black skirt that showed off her toned legs.

“Yeah!” She hushed her voice and patted the seat next to her. Peaches slid in, leaning close as Cherry whispered, “We did some fun stuff in his car last night, and now I’m ready for more.”

Peaches’s cherry-glossed lips curved into a delighted smile, her perfect eyebrows raising suggestively. “Ooh girl, tell me everything! Is it true what they say about him being… gifted?”

“Oh, it’s definitely true,” Cherry giggled, absently twisting a lock of red hair around her finger before holding her hands some distance apart, giving Peaches an indicator of his length, just as her friend had done yesterday in our dorm when talking about Connor.

The two dissolved into hushed eager chatter, eyes shining. I stared down at my plate, pushing limp lettuce around listlessly. The overt girl talk amplified my discomfort and unease about tonight. Even though Peaches didn’t know the whole truth - that Cherry and I were together - married, in fact, albeit in another time - it was still embarrassing.

I snuck a glance at Cherry, animatedly recounting her escapades. She seemed almost like a stranger, so different from the woman I knew in our own time. I sighed internally, wishing I could escape the torment of playing audience to her reckless plans. But I had to endure it, for the hope of getting us both back home again.

“So I’ve told Glenn to hang out with Libby tonight while Sam comes over,” I heard Cherry whisper and then Peaches suddenly turned to me.

“Glenn, you should totally come hang at my place tonight instead of going out with Libby again. Libby’s not as fun as me. Plus, we haven’t had quality time in forever.”

Cherry nodded enthusiastically. “That’s perfect! You two can catch up while Sam comes to ours.”

I shifted uncomfortably. “Oh, I don’t want to impose…”

“Don’t be silly!” Peaches waved her hand. “I can tell you need a friend right now. We can talk, watch movies, eat junk food. It’ll help take your mind off things.”

Though the thought of confiding in Peaches made me uneasy, they both seemed convinced this was the ideal arrangement.

“Yeah…okay, sounds good,” I finally conceded. I knew there was no getting out of this gracefully. And Peaches was right - I would need a distraction tonight.

“Yay, sleepover!” Peaches cheered, as Cherry smiled appreciatively at me. I tried to mirror her enthusiasm, pushing down my swirling anxiety about what the night would bring.

“I don’t know about a sleepover. I never-” I chuckled but Cherry stopped me.

“Why not?” She countered. “We don’t have any classes tomorrow morning. If you stay over, it’ll give me more time to… you know.”

Peaches clapped excitedly. “I’m going to get you drunk, Glenn. I might even have some weed.”

I rolled my eyes. “Fine. I’ll stay over and head home in the morning.”

It wasn’t fine but I wasn’t going to be able to talk the two excited women around here and now. Our plans settled, Peaches left us to talk until the bell sounded for the end of lunch.

“You’ll have a good time with her,” Cherry nudged me as I slung my bag over my shoulder. “You know you will. She’s fun to be around.”

“I guess.” As we left the cafeteria, I pulled Cherry aside, remembering that there was something else I’d meant to mention. “There’s something I should tell you. Yesterday, Professor Carter made a weird comment about seeing us together. I’m worried he knows about us hooking up.”

“Huh?”

“When we were in the glade, I thought I saw someone. It was only a shadow, so I dismissed it but when the Professor said, ‘I saw you together,’ well, I think it might have been him.”

Cherry’s eyes widened for a second before she waved it off. “Oh, Carter’s harmless, don’t stress about him.” She smirked. “If he causes trouble, I can handle the old perv.”

“Old perv?”

“You’ve seen how he looks at me. And the other girls too.” Cherry shrugged. “Relax. I’ll deal with him if I have to. Right now, tonight is the priority, yes?”

I nodded, still feeling uneasy, but Cherry seemed unconcerned. She gave me a swift peck on the cheek. “See you after class, try not to worry!”

With that, she strolled in the direction of the math class. I stood there, admiring her slim legs while weighing whether to press the issue again later. But Cherry’s confidence left me hesitant to argue further. I’d have to trust she could manage Carter and protect us if needed. Right now, as she’d said, the looming events of tonight required my focus far more. With growing trepidation, I steeled myself for what was to come and set off for my next class, almost crashing into another student careering around the corner of the corridor.

I suddenly found myself face-to-face with Sam’s imposing figure, flanked by Mike and Connor. Sam’s athletic physique towered over me, his letterman jacket straining against his muscular arms. His wavy blond hair and chiseled jaw lent him an air of arrogant confidence.

Mike stood to his right, shorter but stocky and solid. His black hair was slicked back with gel, beady eyes sizing me up. On Sam’s left was Connor, almost as tall as Sam but leaner, with a mop of unruly brown curls. His lips twisted in a sneer as they approached.

“Well if it isn’t Cherry’s little boy toy,” the tall blond jock sneered. His big hand grabbed my chin roughly. “Been busy with my girl, huh?”

I pushed him away with a stiff arm to the chest. “She’s not your girl. Back off.”

He shoved his finger under my nose mockingly. “Sniff that,” he smirked. “The smell of pussy tells me otherwise.”

Mike and Connor erupted in mean-spirited laughter.

I shoved Sam’s hand away angrily. “Don’t fucking touch me, asshole.”

But Sam just grinned wider. “Simmer down. I’m just messing with you.” He leaned in close, his voice dropping ominously. “But after tonight, it won’t just be my finger that smells of Cherry’s pussy. If you catch my drift.”

The other guys howled and high-fived Sam. “Atta boy Sammy! Gonna tap that fine ass tonight!”

Sam shot me a smug grin. “That’s right, boys,” he nodded before sauntering off with his lackeys. They laughed raucously like hyenas.

I stood there shaking, equal parts rage and humiliation swirling inside me. But I was powerless to stop Sam’s crude taunting. All I could do was clench my fists and keep repeating to myself: just get through tonight.

By tomorrow, hopefully, Cherry would have gotten this out of her system so we could focus again on getting home, away from these toxic ghosts of our past. Easier said than done though, I realized, my gut twisting into knots.
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Ilabored through this afternoon and my head pounded painfully as I left my last class, dreading what lay ahead. Cherry was going to sleep with Sam. What if she decided she preferred his impressive physique and assets? Would I still fulfill her after that?

I hurried across the quad, hoping to catch her alone. Perhaps I could yet change her mind and get her to find some other guys to seduce but up ahead I spotted Cherry walking and laughing with Sam, Mike and Connor surrounding her. Mike said something that made her throw her head back giggling as she playfully swatted his arm.

My heart sank watching the cozy scene. Before I could intervene, the group split off in different directions, leaving Cherry heading on her own back towards our dorm.

“Glenn, wait up!” I heard Libby’s sweet voice call out. She caught up to me, brown eyes twinkling. She was wearing a tight T-shirt and jeans that showed off her body perfectly. “Want to walk together?”

I hesitated but her company was admittedly a welcome distraction. We chatted about the movie from last night as we ambled through campus.

When we reached the dorms, Cherry long out of sight inside, Libby gazed up at me hopefully. “I had a really nice time, Glenn. Maybe we could…?”

She trailed off, biting her lip. Libby did have a beautiful, kissable mouth. I made an impulsive decision and pulled her into a hungry kiss. Her body melted against mine, her breasts crushed against me.

“I enjoyed myself too,” I murmured, my face close to hers after we finally broke apart. Libby’s eyes were dreamy. I knew I was leading her on but I couldn’t help myself. I needed to do this, even though I knew it was a knee-jerk reaction to what Cherry was doing with Sam. “I’ll take you out again soon,” I promised, then left her to head inside, mind buzzing from the steamy encounter.

“Hey,” my girlfriend-wife said, as I closed the door behind me. “I was looking for you.”

“I saw you walking with Sam and the guys,” I explained, tossing down my bag and collapsing into the well-worn sofa. “You seemed to be having a good time, so I didn’t want to interrupt.”

“I’m going to shower real quick before Sam gets here,” Cherry announced, already peeling off her top to reveal a lacy pink bra barely containing her ample breasts.

I couldn’t help staring as she shimmied out of her shorts as well, exposing a barely-there thong. She caught me looking and smiled teasingly.

“Like what you see?” she purred before disappearing into the bathroom. Soon I heard the shower running, steaming wisps drifting through the door along with the scent of her sweet floral soap.

I moved closer, catching glimpses of water cascading over her perfect curves through the half-open door. Rivulets streamed down her supple breasts, her rosy nipples stiffening in the spray.

“Sam was so attentive on our walk today,” she called out. “He says I should take up track, that I’ve got the body for it. He even gave me some great tips on sprinting form, offering to help train me personally.”

I tensed hearing his name as I admired Cherry’s toned legs, her ass cheeks peeking invitingly from the curtain. Her soft skin glistened, conjuring torturous imaginings of Sam’s greedy hands caressing every inch of her slick flesh.

The water stopped and Cherry emerged, drips tracing down her body. Her wet skin seemed to glow as she toweled slowly, making a show of it for my watching eyes. The triangle of red hair between her thighs was darker when wet, looking almost dark brown until she dried it.

“Be sure to tell me everything Sam does later,” I found myself saying, surprising even myself. “Don’t leave out any details of how he touches you…and tastes you.”

Cherry raised an eyebrow, her teasing smile telling me she would gladly oblige. I was disturbed to feel aroused, despite my jealousy. With growing unease, I realized this was really happening. Another man was going to enjoy my wife’s body. It felt so utterly wrong but there was no backing out now.

“Cherry,” I said slowly, deciding to voice the concern I’d kept inside until now. “Sam’s dick… If you go ahead with this, what does it mean for us? Will our sex life be the same?”

“I love Little Glenn,” she promised, “If that’s what you’re referring to. I always will. I promise.”

I cringed at the use of the nickname. “I’m just worried that-”

“So Sam should be here soon,” she interrupted me while slipping on a black thong and bra set. “We don’t have time for this. Please, Glenn, listen to me. I love you. Just let me do this - get it out of my system - then hopefully we can go home.”

“I miss us,” I sighed. “I want to go home too.”

“Do I look sexy?” she asked casually, doing a twirl in her underwear before finishing getting dressed in front of me. She shimmied into a short pleated skirt and tied a knot in her button-down, exposing her midriff. “I want to look hot for him. I said we’d pick up where we left off last night.”

Though her brazen words bothered me, I was also oddly aroused by her confidence and how she was taking charge of her sexuality.

Cherry glanced at the clock. “You should probably get going. I know how he can be when he’s fired up and horny - better you’re not around for that.”

I swallowed my unease and gave her a quick kiss goodbye before stepping out. Sure enough, I spotted Sam’s Thunderbird pulling up as I headed for Peaches’ place, my feet heavy and mind crowded with torturous imaginings of what was about to unfold.

* * *

I arrived at Peaches’ door, stomach in knots. She flung it open - blonde hair perfectly coiffed, lips glossy and skin glowing. She wore tiny pink shorts paired with a cropped baby tee, showcasing her slender yet curvy figure. A crystal charm necklace dangled into her cleavage.

“Glenn! So glad you’re here,” she sang, ushering me inside. I was hit with the smell of freshly baked cookies as she led me to the small kitchen.

“I made us a little snack,” Peaches said proudly, showing off a plate of chocolate chip cookies and brownies.

The room was an explosion of pink. Pink sheets, pink fairy lights, and pink candles giving everything a rosy glow. Stuffed animals covered the bed. ‘The Sign’ by Ace of Bass played softly in the background.

Peaches grabbed two wine coolers from the fridge and offered me one with an eager smile. “Gotta have something to unwind with, right?”

We settled onto her pink, stuffed animal-laden bed with the drinks. She angled her body close to mine, her bare thigh pressing against me. As she chatted brightly, I snuck glances at her cute face and pouty lips. The way her blue eyes sparkled when she laughed stirred something in me.

Peaches was an attractive girl - I couldn’t deny I was drawn to her bubbly charm and sexy confidence. But I had already crossed a line flirting with Libby. I couldn’t let things get intimate here too, no matter how tempting.

Peaches clearly had other intentions, complimenting me as she touched my arm and leaned in. I resisted the urge to give in, reminding myself of the older Cherry waiting for me back home in our own time. Cheating on the young Cherry would be one thing, but my wife - my real wife - cheating on her didn’t feel right. This Peaches was still a teenager, an alternate version of the woman we knew. As alluring as she was, I had to maintain boundaries, even if she wouldn’t.

She moved herself close to me, sipping her drink through a swirly straw. “Soooo, how are you doing with everything? With Cherry and…you know.”

I fidgeted with my glass, uncertain how much to share. “It’s definitely strange but…I’m trying to roll with it.”

Peaches nodded sympathetically. “You must feel so conflicted. I mean, Cherry’s hot but she’s being so naughty!” She tittered, placing her hand on my knee.

The contact made me tense up. Peaches misread my discomfort and scooted even closer, her musky perfume cloying.

“You deserve to feel appreciated. I would never treat you like she is,” she said, gazing at me intently. I shifted back, every instinct screaming this was a bad idea. But with nowhere to escape, I was trapped playing this role for the night.

Peaches scooted even closer, studying me intently. “Can I ask you something? And you have to be totally honest.”

I braced myself as she continued, “Are you and Cherry…together? And you’re just pretending not to be while she hooks up with Sam?”

My eyes widened in panic, but Peaches smiled knowingly. “It’s okay, you can tell me. I won’t say anything.”

I hesitated before finally nodding, seeing no way to convincingly lie.

Peaches’s face lit up. “I knew it! This is like some kinky open relationship thing, isn’t it?”

When I didn’t respond, she pressed on eagerly. “Do you get turned on thinking about Cherry with Sam? All the naughty things they might do?”

I shifted uncomfortably. “Kind of,” I admitted. “When she told me about last night, I did get…excited picturing it.”

“I knew it!” Peaches exclaimed. “This whole act is just a sexy game for you two!”

She squeezed my thigh, eyes gleaming. “You are so bad, keeping this secret from me. But don’t worry, I can play along too…”

As if by magic, ‘Secret’ by Madonna was the next song that played in the background.

Peaches brought her face tantalizingly close to mine. Every instinct told me to pull away, but my willpower was weakening. I had to tread carefully to avoid making this night even more complicated.

Peaches gave me a coy look, her large blue eyes searching my face. “Cherry told me every detail from last night. I know she blew Sam in his car…and swallowed.”

I shifted, face reddening. “Uh, yeah she mentioned that.”

“And you’re totally okay knowing your girlfriend had another guy finish in her mouth?” Peaches asked incredulously.

“It’s…complicated,” I muttered, taking a big gulp of my drink. “Cherry and I have an understanding.”

Peaches eyed me doubtfully but seemed to accept my vague explanation. “You two are wild! I don’t think I could share like that.”

I desperately tried changing the subject, asking about her classes and friends, anything benign that I could think of. Peaches happily chattered away, plying me with more drinks.

After another hour passed, I was starting to feel pleasantly buzzed, which dulled the torturous thoughts about what might be happening back in my dorm room. Peaches slid closer, playing with my hair affectionately. “It’s getting late, maybe we should get comfy…”

‘Creep’ by T.L.C. filled my ears and I took another long drink from my glass. I knew I should extract myself gracefully, but my inhibitions were lowered. And some small part of me was curious what might happen if I just gave in… No, I couldn’t go there, I reminded myself. Flirting was one thing, but anything more would cross a line. I had to keep perspective and remember why we were really here.

Peaches slid even closer, eyes glinting, her ample body pressed against me now. “I bet Sam and Cherry are really going at it right about now. They’ve been alone for hours…”

She bit her lip, looking at me mischievously. “I’ll bet he’s already tasted every inch of her. Maybe she’s riding him right now… or bent over the desk as he takes her from behind.”

My face flushed as vivid images filled my mind against my will. Peaches seemed to pick up on my flustered reaction.

“That’s gotta make you jealous, imagining them together like that,” she purred, tracing a finger down my arm. “Knowing his hands are all over her… his mouth…”

I shifted, aroused and disturbed by her graphic speculations. Sensing my weakness, Peaches moved in for the kill.

“You want to know a secret?” she whispered. “Cherry told me I could hook up with you if I wanted. Since she’s busy with Sam tonight. It’s only fair.”

Peaches grazing my thigh made me suck in a sharp breath, especially as she floated a hand over the bulge growing at my groin. “She really said that?” I asked hoarsely.

“Mmhmm,” Peaches hummed, nuzzling my neck. “We could give them a taste of their own medicine… really get wild.”

Her lips grazed my jaw as my willpower faltered. With our bodies pressed close together, I knew I was one kiss away from losing all control. Every rational thought screamed to pull away. But longing and alcohol muddled my judgment. Balancing on a dangerous precipice, I teetered dangerously close to the point of no return.

‘I’ll Make Love To You,’ by Boyz II Men was the next song that drifted from the stereo system by the bed, heightening the tension in the room even more.

Peaches trailed hot kisses down my neck as her hand slid up my thigh again. “I bet Sam is pounding Cherry so good right now… his big cock filling her up,” she purred.

I groaned, painfully aroused imagining the scene. Peaches took it as encouragement, deftly undoing my zipper. Before I could protest, she plunged her hand into my boxers.

“Let’s see what you’re working with,” she teased. Her eyes widened in surprise when she grasped me - I was small, especially compared to Sam.

Peaches suppressed a smirk. “Oh, is that all you’ve got? Still, it’s not the size that matters.” She stroked me gently, coaxing me to full hardness. “We can still have some fun.”

Unable to resist any longer, I let her maneuver my pants down and take me into her warm, wet mouth. I gasped, tangling my hands in her blonde hair. As she worked me skillfully, I imagined Cherry and Sam again, their naked bodies intertwined. The thought of them experiencing ecstasy twisted my stomach but having Peaches’s mouth around my cock softened the blow somewhat. I knew this was wrong, but my morals were drowned out by lust and alcohol. All that mattered was chasing that sweet peak of release. Peaches sensed me nearing the edge and increased her pace. With a loud groan, I let go, spilling myself into her mouth. She made exaggerated gulping sounds, like a pornstar and I had to grip the covers on the bed, the sheets bunched in my fists as I came hard.

Still dazed from my climax, I watched as Peaches stood up and stripped out of her skimpy outfit. Her petite yet curvy figure was flawless - perky breasts with rosy nipples, trim waist flaring out to full hips and ass. A small triangle of blond curls adorned her groin.

My spent cock already stirred back to life at the mouthwatering sight. Peaches smirked, enjoying my obvious arousal.

“I made you cum, now it’s your turn,” she purred, lying back and spreading her toned thighs. Her pink, glistening folds beckoned.

Unable to resist, I positioned myself between her legs, breathing in her sweet, tangy scent. I took one long lick up her slit, savoring her essence on my tongue. Peaches moaned, grabbing my hair as I explored her leisurely - circling her clit, probing her entrance, learning what made her shudder and cry out.

I lapped up her flowing nectar, drunk on this intoxicating first taste of another woman after so long, the nearly three decades I’d spent being faithful to Cherry. Peaches grinding her hips against my mouth told me she was close.

With a few more broad strokes of my tongue, she came undone - thighs clamping around my head as ecstasy waved through her. I didn’t stop until her tremors fully subsided.

As I rose up, lips slick with her juices, the gravity of what we’d done began seeping in through the haze of lust. But Peaches just pulled me into a satisfied kiss, giggling dreamily.

“Let’s get comfy - we have all night to play,” she purred. “And don’t feel guilty. I’m sure Sam will have fucked Cherry by now and he’ll be fucking her all night if I know him at all. So stay. Let’s have fun.”

My heart sank, knowing there was no refusing her now. The line was crossed - all that was left was dealing with the wreckage this night might cause.
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The morning sun glowed red through my eyelids, rousing me from sleep. As my eyes adjusted, I saw Peaches’ naked body draped across me, our legs intertwined.

Memories from last night flooded back - the feeling of her mouth on my cock, the sweet tang of her arousal on my tongue. And later, when we came together as lovers fully for the first time.

I recalled sliding into her slick pussy, gasping at how tight she felt around me. Our bodies moved as one, my hands grasping her perfect ass as she rode me. Her breasts bounced enticingly with every thrust.

We went at it with the reckless passion of two people who knew it was wrong yet couldn’t stop. Every position we could manage in her tiny dorm bed, we tried - on our sides, her on top, me kneeling behind her.

I lost count of how many times we brought each other to orgasm. Her nails left angry red trails down my back that I now felt faintly stinging. My balls felt drained and the muscles in my lower back felt tired. The musky scent of sex still hung in the air as I extricated myself carefully from the tangled sheets. Guilt flooded my foggy mind. What had I done?

Needing clarity, I slipped into the bathroom. As I ran the shower, I caught sight of myself in the mirror - my hair ruffled, my skin marked with Peaches’ lipstick. I cringed at the debauched stranger staring back.

After a quick wash beneath the hot stream of water, I threw on my boxers and T-shirt, trying to ground myself with a hot coffee from the pink - yes, pink - coffee machine on the worktop. But soon, I heard Peaches’ coy voice from the doorway. “Leaving so soon, lover?”

“Cherry will be wondering where I am,” I said, turning to see her leaning against the door frame that led into the kitchenette.

“One more round before you go?” she purred, gloriously nude. My eyes traced over her perky, tan breasts and smoothly sculpted legs as she wandered closer, emitting her perfume scent of vanilla and jasmine beneath the musky smell of sweat and sex.

With immense restraint, I averted my gaze, focusing on my swirling dark coffee. “I really must get back,” then, feeling like I was being rude, “But I’ll make you a coffee first and we can talk for a minute, I guess.”

“Okay,” she pouted but her smile was one of understanding. After I made her a steaming hot - and strong - coffee, we sat down on the bed and sipped our drinks, the atmosphere intimate yet awkward.

“Are you excited to see Cherry?” Peaches asked eventually. She’d pulled on a T-shirt long enough to cover her nudity. “I bet she has some wild stories about Sam.”

I shifted uneasily. “I’m sure she’ll tell me all about it.”

Peaches smiled, touching my arm affectionately. “Thanks for last night. You were great, despite your… shortcomings.” She glanced down pointedly, stifling a giggle.

I flushed, both embarrassed and indignant.

“But you definitely know how to use what you’ve got,” Peaches admitted. “Cherry’s a lucky girl.”

I muttered a thanks, then made my excuses to leave. At the door, Peaches pulled me into a steamy kiss.

“Call me,” she purred softly, pressing her lips to mine one more time before I managed to wriggle free from her grasp.

“I will,” I promised, then forced a smile before hurrying off, anxious knots already forming as I made my way back to face Cherry. I could only hope Peaches was right and Cherry would still feel lucky to have me after last night.

* * *

I approached the dorm with a thumping heart, nervous about what I was going to find out from my beautiful wife. What had she and Sam done? I imagined the answer to that question would be ‘everything’ just as Peaches and I had speculated last night.

I might be anxious but I was also excited. I hadn’t spent many nights away from Cherry during our near-thirty years together and I missed her. Even though we’d both spent the night with other people, I couldn’t wait to see her gorgeous face.

But I might need to wait a little longer, I noted, as I crossed the road to the dorm. I’d expected to find Cherry alone after her night with Sam. But to my surprise, Sam’s car still sat out front.

Perhaps he’d drunk too much last night and had left his car this morning to be on the safe side. To make sure, I crept to the front window, peering inside hesitantly. There on the bed was the track star, naked and muscular, with Cherry straddling his hips. They moved together, their passionate moans audible through the glass.

Though I had steeled myself for their coupling, witnessing it was still agonizing. I looked away, but their sounds of pleasure pierced my heart like daggers so I had to step away for a moment, ducking around the corner for a moment to gather myself then slid down the wall, sitting down for a moment, head in hands. I knew this had to happen, but the vivid reality was visceral torture.

I sat there for a little while longer, then stood up, finding my resolve. What now? Should I walk in, pretending I didn’t know he was still there? No. That wouldn’t work because of the obvious presence of his car. I moved back to the window and looked through again.

Sam was lying back on the bed, his massive cock standing erect and curving towards his chiselled abs. As Cherry mounted him, I could see her eyes widen and heard her sharp intake of breath as his impressive girth stretched her.

She rode him slowly at first, getting accustomed to his size. But soon she picked up the pace, taking him deeper, moaning and whimpering in a way I’d never heard from her before. Her fingers clawed at his muscular chest, overcome by desire.

Sam grinned smugly, aware of the pleasure his anatomically gifted manhood could provide. I watched as he lifted his upper half, craning his neck to take my girlfriend’s soft breasts in his mouth. He sucked her rosy nipples hard, making Cherry moan again, and then he pushed his hips upwards, causing her to grunt loudly as his cock invaded her deeply. My wife pushed down onto him, not to be outdone by his size. He let Cherry revel in it for a moment before flipping her over and plunging back inside her doggy style.

With every powerful thrust, Cherry cried out sharply, toes curling. The view of her pretty pink lips stretched thin around Sam’s thick veiny shaft turned me on, even as it intimidated me. She was experiencing him in ways I couldn’t match.

The angle of his dick driving into her made me wince. As he withdrew his length and then piledrivered back in, I wondered how she was able to take it all.

Cherry cried out, face pressed into a pillow to muffle herself as he continued to take her hard and fast from behind. His muscular body glistened with sweat.

“I’m close…” I heard Sam grunt, his voice muffled through the window glass. He pulled out and flipped Cherry onto her back once more. With a loud groan, he stroked himself rapidly, laying ropes of sticky white cum across her heaving breasts.

After Sam finished on her chest, Cherry’s eyes were dazed, almost delirious. She kneaded his release into her skin sensually. Then, as I stood there, watching as if hypnotised by the scene before me, they shared a messy kiss, oblivious to the fact they were being watched.

A swirl of emotions churned within me. I was shaken by seeing Cherry’s intense responses to Sam’s size and virility but I had to stay strong. Her pleasure with him didn’t diminish the deeper love between us, I reassured myself. That bond remained untouched, no matter what. I stepped away, retreating around the corner once more as they disengaged and Sam started to collect his clothes from the floor. Again, I sat down, my legs suddenly wobbly as I began to process what I’d just watched.

It hit me hard. My wife had just been fucked within an inch of her life by another man. The fact that I’d slept with Peaches last night mattered not. Seeing the love of my life being so completely satisfied, so incredibly intimate with another man was something that I just couldn’t have prepared myself for. But it had happened. There was no way back from here.

Their muffled noises ceased. Holding back tears, I stood as the door opened and a sheet-wrapped Cherry emerged, followed by a half-dressed Sam.

“That was so good,” I heard her murmur before she stood on tiptoe and kissed him lightly on the lips. “I wish you could stay longer but Glenn will be home anytime now.”

“I could see you tonight,” the jock replied, tucking his shirt into his jeans but Cherry shook her head, her tousled red hair falling across her face so that she had to push it back.

“No, I need to spend time with Glenn,” she informed him. Then suddenly, she turned and saw me standing there before I could duck back around the corner. Her pale blue eyes went wide with remorse seeing my anguished state. “Glenn…” she started, walking outside in just the sheet and reaching out for me.

I flinched away instinctively. Though I had given my blessing for this affair, the damage was undeniable. The shock of what I’d seen wasn’t going to go away instantly.

Sam shifted awkwardly, straightening his hair and kicking his shoes on against the doorstep. “I should get going. But last night was…” His smug grin made my blood boil.

Cherry returned to him and thanked him with another kiss, this time on the cheek and as he left, a heavy silence hung between my girl and me.

“I should get inside before someone sees me almost naked,” she said softly, taking me by the hand and guiding me into the dorm. “Are you okay?”

“I don’t know,” I sighed. “I saw you - and Sam - through the window. I thought he’d be gone by now.”

“Shit,” Cherry replied, her face a mask of concern and regret. She closed the door behind me and I followed her into the living space. Once inside, Cherry dropped her sheet, standing before me completely bare. I couldn’t help but admire her flawless figure, though my eyes were drawn to faint marks dotting her fair skin - telltale signs of a night of raw sex.

She stepped closer, swaying her hips. “Why don’t we enjoy some alone time together now?” Cherry purred, glancing suggestively at the rumpled bed where she and Sam had christened every inch. “I promised that whatever I did with Sam, I’d do with you.”

“Twice over,” I reminded her but as appealing as makeup sex sounded, I felt drained, both physically and emotionally. “Actually, can we just cuddle and talk for a bit first?” I asked.

Cherry nodded, looking slightly disappointed but understanding. She pulled on a T-shirt, tied her red hair behind her in a ponytail and we settled together on the couch with a fresh coffee. I pulled her close, avoiding the drying smears of Sam’s release still coating her throat and upper chest and a trail of it drying on her thigh.

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” Cherry said softly, nestling against me. “I know it must have been painful to see us together, even though we agreed to this. I never meant to hurt you.”

Her gentle voice soothed my lingering anguish. I kissed the top of her head. “I know. I just need time to process it all. But we’ll be okay. Hopefully we can go home now.”

“I hope so.” Cherry tilted her face up to look at me adoringly. Despite everything, our enduring love still shone through. We stayed curled up in a comforting embrace, the physical connection helping heal the emotional wounds.

For now, words weren’t needed. Just the reassurance of each other’s arms and the steady beat of our hearts in sync. The rest could come later.

“Maybe we should sleep?” she suggested, getting up and pulling me towards the bed. “I can honestly say that I’m satisfied now, so Sera should send us home, right?”

“Really?” I asked as we lay down on the crumpled sheets together. I was aware that they were damp, with sweat and their combined juices but I didn’t care. I was exhausted.

“We had sex all night,” she confessed. “I lost count of how many times. We did… everything. And I mean everything.”

Peaches had been right. I didn’t ask for more information. I just watched as her pretty blue eyes closed and then I wrapped her in my arms and pulled her close. Moments later, her breathing deepened and I felt myself slipping into dreamland too. With any luck, when we awoke, we’d be back in 2023 where we belonged.
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On The Edge
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Ifloated in an endless expanse of inky blackness, no up or down, I just drifted, suspended weightlessly. Suddenly, a kaleidoscope of vivid orange petals swirled around me, carrying the sweet, earthy scent of autumn.

The glowing petals coalesced into the form of the ethereal fairy, Sera Wing. Her white and orange feathered wings undulated hypnotically, scattering a halo of yet more radiant flowers. She hovered before me, her white dress shimmering in the dark, her form enveloped in an otherworldly glow.

“You now hold the means to return to your realm, should you choose to grasp it,” she intoned, her melodic voice echoing even though there were no walls here.

I tried to ask how but no words would come out.

Sera Wing’s ageless, glowing green eyes pierced mine as she observed my mouth opening and closing soundlessly. “Be true to your deepest selves. Give the girl what she wants. Take it back.”

“What do you mean?” I mouthed silently into the abyss but she didn’t answer. With a fluttering of her ephemeral wings, the fairy dissolved again into orange fragments, dimming and vanishing into the dark expanse. The heady, woody scent lingered as her words repeated in my mind. Had the key to escape this maze been in me all along? More petals swirled by, carrying whispers of the path home.

Give the girl what she wants. Hadn’t I done that already by letting her sleep with Sam?

Take it back. What the fuck did that mean?

The inky void faded into sunlight suddenly as I slipped from the dream world back to reality, grasping to recall the fairy’s message; must we embrace this experience wholly before we could leave it? But what did that entail? Sera hadn’t given me answers, only more questions. The mystery had deepened but at the same time, the fairy’s comment that a return home was within our grasp was encouraging.

* * *

I blinked awake to the sound of a television playing and the usual sounds of college life outside the slightly ajar window. For a hopeful moment, I’d wondered if Sera Wing’s dream meant we were finally back in 2023, but the noises - and my surroundings as I scanned the dorm room - made my heart sink back to where it had been - we were still trapped in 1994.

Cherry was curled up on the lumpy couch, eyes glued to Oprah on the small TV. She wore an oversized, faded Nirvana shirt, her legs tucked under her.

“Morning,” she said softly, muting the TV as I sat up. “Any magic dreams?”

I relayed the cryptic message from Sera Wing about having the means to get home, followed by the riddles of ‘take it back’ and ‘give the girl what she wants.’

Cherry’s face fell slightly. “I really thought after last night with Sam…” Her voice trailed off sadly. After a thoughtful pause, she added, “Maybe there are still some desires I need to fulfill. There are some other fantasies I’ve had for years.”

My nerves jangled anxiously, wondering what else she felt was missing. “Like what?” I asked tentatively.

Cherry picked at a loose thread on her shirt, not meeting my eyes. “Oh, just some thoughts I’ve had now and then. You got so upset at me and Sam, I don’t think I could tell you. But it’s okay, forget it for now.”

Clearly, she harbored some secret regrets still, perhaps too ashamed to admit them. But after all we had endured, what boundaries even remained? I walked over and took her hand, giving it a supportive squeeze. “It’s alright, you can tell me anything. We’re in this together.”

She gave me a small smile, but uncertainty clouded her eyes. I could only brace myself for what new trials we might yet have to face on our painful odyssey home.

“Did you fuck Peaches?” she asked softly, her eyes still averted.

I frowned. “What?”

“There are scratches down your back, Glenn. I saw them in bed. I didn’t make them, I’m sure of that.”

“Shit,” I moaned, sitting down in the armchair opposite her. “I got drunk. Peaches was talking about you and Sam and I got horny and-”

“Don’t explain.” Cherry shook her head, her red hair spinning around to rest on her shoulder. “I get it. She’s very pretty. She always has been.”

“I don’t have a thing for Peaches!” I exclaimed. “Really, Cherry. It just happened. It was a one-off thing. Please don’t be angry. Remember, everything we do here isn’t real. It’s like a dream. You said so yourself.”

“Was she good?” my wife continued, finally able to bring her pale eyes to meet mine. “Better than me?”

“No!” I insisted. “We had fun, I won’t lie, but it’s nothing like what you and I have. Besides, how can you even ask me that question after you’ve spent the night with Sam and his enormous cock? You tell me, how am I meant to compete with that?”

I realised I’d raised my voice and Cherry’s eyes widened at the outburst. “Good question,” she replied, with hurt in her voice. Then before I could respond, she stood up and headed towards the bathroom. “We have classes in an hour, I need to get cleaned up.”

I watched her walk away, my heart heavy. Fuck. What had we done?

* * *

We had lunch before we set off to class, choosing burgers as today’s disappointing meal of choice. As we picked at the flavorless and overdone meat, I finally asked, “Are we okay? You seemed really upset earlier.”

Cherry sighed, pushing her plate away. “I just think maybe it’s best if I handle getting us home my way, and don’t worry you about it.”

I shifted uneasily on the hard plastic cafeteria seat. “What does that mean?”

“It means enjoy your time with Peaches. And Libby too, if you want,” Cherry said bluntly. “Get them out of your system. I’ll do what needs doing.”

My gut churned and not because of the burnt burger. “With Sam?”

Cherry’s expression was stone-faced. “Don’t ask questions you don’t want answers to. Just trust me.”

I fell silent, her words alarming me. What was she planning that she couldn’t even tell me about? The distance between us felt cavernous. I desperately hoped we weren’t veering towards a point beyond repair.

After lunch, we walked in silence to our respective classes. The weight of uncertainty crushed down on me. I had to find a way to stop this unraveling before Cherry went too far. But for now, I was helpless, stuck playing this twisted game.

The afternoon classes passed uneventfully, apart from English with Miss Henry. Throughout the lecture, she kept smiling and staring at me in a way that made me squirm. Her fixation was unsettling.

When I told Cherry about it on our quiet walk home, she shrugged. “Maybe you’re right and she has a thing for you. Can’t say I blame her - you are handsome.”

“Fair point.”

She nudged me playfully, the first hint of lightness between us all day. “Though actually, Miss Henry smiles at me a lot too. So if she’s got a crush on anyone, I think it’s me.”

I laughed, relieved to see a glimpse of the old Cherry. “Well, clearly the woman has good taste if she’s admiring us both.”

For a moment, things felt normal again. But lingering worries still gnawed at me about whatever Cherry was plotting. I prayed we could get through this patch without anything truly damaging happening.

As we reached our dorm, Cherry turned to me before going inside. “I know things feel weird right now. But it’ll be okay. Do you trust me?”

I searched her eyes and saw the Cherry I loved, still in there. “I do trust you,” I said, pulling her into a tight hug. No matter what happened next, I had to believe our bond would hold. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” she smiled, the warmth in her smile genuine as we headed inside.

That evening passed as uneventfully as the afternoon had. I was grateful not to have encountered Peaches, Libby, or Sam’s crew at all during the day and I was happy when none of them stopped by or called on the phone.

“Did you see Peaches or Sam today?” I asked Cherry as we ate takeout and watched Friends on TV.

“Briefly between classes. I tried to avoid talking to them while I’m figuring things out,” she replied, eyes glued to the sitcom.

We went through the motions of a usual evening together, but an unsettling distance still lingered between us. When it was time for bed, Cherry cited soreness from last night as a reason not to make love when I curled up against her. I lay awake long after she drifted off, my mind tormented by worries but sleep finally pulled me under into empty dreams. Sera didn’t make any appearance and when morning came, it was filled with familiar disappointment as I realized we were still stuck in 1994. The chance to escape dangled before us, somehow just out of reach.

We had coffee, making light chat but I could tell that Cherry still wasn’t ready to discuss anything heavy. But as we walked to campus, she turned to me. “I’ve decided I need to make some big decisions today to move us forward.”

“Big decisions?” My chest tightened anxiously. “Our marriage isn’t in trouble, is it?”

Cherry took my hand, shaking her head vigorously. “Of course not. I’m totally over the Peaches thing. You should see her again actually. Keep yourself busy tonight.”

I tensed up. “Why, what’s happening tonight?”

“I’m going to see Sam again,” Cherry said matter-of-factly. “So it’ll be good if you have plans too.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but she cut me off, suddenly stopping and turning to face me. Before I could react, she grabbed my cheeks and pulled me into a fiery, hungry kiss.

I froze for an instant, then melted against her as the dam inside me burst wide open. Our mouths moved desperately together, her tongue dancing passionately with mine.

My hands found her hips, pulling her tighter as our kiss deepened. The nutty scent of her lingered in my nose as her fingers raked through my hair. Soft moans escaped our throats and I felt my cock stiffen through my pants, pressed against her.

Breathless, we finally broke apart, resting our foreheads together as we got our breath back. Cherry’s eyes smoldered with rekindled desire. Her thumb gently traced my lips, moist and sticky from her strawberry lip balm.

“I love you,” she whispered, her smoky voice resonant with sincerity. “Do you believe me now? Trust in us. Please.”

I nodded weakly, still reeling from the power of that kiss. As we continued on our way, the sweet taste of her mouth and imprint of her body against mine kept my doubts momentarily at bay and as we parted ways on campus, Cherry’s “I love you” echoed in my mind. Perhaps she was right and I should distract myself with Peaches rather than obsess. But deep down, my gut screamed that we teetered on the edge of an abyss. I could only pray Cherry knew what she was doing.

After another lesson fortunately devoid of Miss Henry and her odd stares, I headed to lunch. The noisy cafeteria bustled around me as I picked at the dry salad on my tray. Chatter and clattering cutlery blended into a din of white noise. I kept glancing around for any sign of Cherry’s fiery mane in the crowds.

Just as I was about to get up to search for her, Peaches appeared beside me, an appealing vision in a flowery minidress. I averted my eyes awkwardly, flashes of our drunken night together surfacing.

“Cherry asked me to pass along a message,” she said, her shiny, glossed lips forming a coy smile. “Meet her at some place called the glade?”

My pulse quickened at the thought of reconciling romantically with Cherry in that secluded spot. I thanked Peaches as I gathered my things, trying not to admire her smooth tanned legs and ample cleavage on display.

“I’ve got a date tonight, but let’s hang out again soon,” Peaches added with a flirtatious wink as I stood to leave. I forced a polite smile, then hurried off, weaving between tables towards the exit. As I left, I realised that Peaches’s date ruled out her dorm as a place of refuge tonight but I’d worry about that later, I needed to get to Cherry first.

Outside, I breathed in the crisp fall air, quickening my pace towards the woods bordering campus. The wind carried hints of pine and loam. As I delved into the shady tree cover, my anticipation built, steps buoyed by imaginings of Cherry’s soft lips against mine.

But as I reached the leaf-carpeted glade, the idyllic reunion I had pictured began unraveling ominously. Muffled voices echoed from up ahead, stopping me in my tracks. Creeping forward, I peered through the trees to see Cherry, but with a man. The last man I’d ever have expected to see her with.
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A Problem Solved
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Istood paralyzed behind a broad oak, peering through the leaves at the scene unfolding before me. Dappled sunlight danced across Cherry and Professor Carter as they conversed on a blanket strewn across the grassy glade. Their hushed voices were punctuated by trills of birdsong and the rustling of branches overhead. A light breeze sent ripples through the colorful foliage surrounding them.

“Well, let me set things right,” I heard Cherry say, fidgeting with the hem of her skirt, eyes downturned. Carter leaned back casually on one elbow, his body angled towards hers.

“How are you going to do that?”

Their voices dropped lower, impossible to decipher over the soft chorus of the woods. When Carter gently touched her chin to lift her gaze, Cherry’s face flushed pink. She nodded shyly at whatever loaded question he had posed. Then she moved, reaching down and unzipping his pants.

What the fuck was going on?

The breeze picked up, sending a whirl of crimson and amber leaves floating around the couple as she pulled down his shorts, exposing his average-sized cock. The midday sun cast a bright glow over the secluded glen, as she slid along the blanket and took the professor in her mouth.

My pulse pounded in my ears, drowning out the tranquil sounds of the forest. For some reason, it was easier watching her be intimate with Carter. He was older, for a start and not a jerk, like the track star she’d slept with the other night. Perhaps seeing her with Sam, witnessing her being fucked by another man had hardened me to the sight. Whatever it was, I was more comfortable this time.

She sucked Carter until he was hard, then sat back, continuing to jerk him off slowly. Again, they spoke, their soft words lost in the glade’s breeze but the professor must have asked her to show him her breasts because she lifted her top and pulled her bra aside for him to gaze at them,.

“You’re so beautiful.” I heard his words clearly this time. “Is your pussy ginger? Like your hair?”

Cherry smirked, watching the professor take his cock in his hand and begin stroking himself while staring at her as she lifted her skirt and slipped down her panties to show him.

“Do you like what you see?” she said, just loud enough for me to hear. I saw her eyes scan the treeline around her and she noticed me and smiled, before quickly returning her attention to the professor who was jerking his cock quickly now while staring at the triangle of red hair between her thighs. She spread her legs to give him a clearer view.

“I’d give anything to fuck you,” he murmured, his voice carrying on the air which suddenly seemed to have gone eerily still.

“Give me and Glenn an A,” my girlfriend negotiated, “Multiple A’s, and keep what you saw to yourself. And this, of course.”

“I’m still not sure what you think I saw,” the professor played his game carefully. “But you have a deal.”

“Come on then.” Cherry lay back on the blanket, opening her legs further, her finger going between her legs to dance on her clit enticingly.

As Carter got to his knees, positioning himself between my girlfriend’s thighs, I dared to move closer for a better view, finding another oak tree wide enough to hide behind.

“I’ve fancied you for like, forever,” I heard Cherry murmur, then she sighed loudly as Carter pushed the head of his dick against her pink folds, sliding into her slowly.

“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met,” the professor returned the compliment, pushing deeper inside her.

Cherry wrapped her legs around his back, drawing him to her and I watched in silence, my heart thudding in my chest as they fucked, raw and passionately on the blanket. To my surprise, Cherry had an orgasm within moments, her thighs tensing and then shuddering as the climax rocked through her and then moments later, Carter announced that he was close too.

“Do it in me,” she urged him. “I’m on birth control. Give me your cum, Howard.”

I remembered that she’d known his first name, back at the wedding, before any of this started but I still didn’t quite know how. Then again, if she truly fancied him as she said, perhaps she’d made it her business to find out.

Carter grunted, thrusting into her hard one final time, his head tilting back in ecstasy as he filled my girl with his cum.

“Wow,” Cherry gasped as Carter kept himself there, between her legs for some time. Then when he finally moved, stepping away to fasten himself up, she looked down at the huge pool of sperm oozing out of her. “That’s a lot of cum, professor.”

The old man grinned at her and I carefully backed away, moving to a more distant spot so he wouldn’t see me as they left the clearing. Cherry cleaned herself up, using the blanket to wipe up the remaining semen from her and then put her panties back on and smoothed down her skirt.

“A’s for me and Glenn,” she repeated, making him promise. “That’s the deal, yes?”

“And not a mention about any of this,” Carter added, stroking his closely cut grey beard in thought. “You have my word.”

I stayed out of sight until the professor left, walking back in the direction of the quad before I jogged over to my girlfriend.

“Oh my fucking God,” I gasped. “I can’t believe you did that.”

“I told you I’d deal with him,” she shrugged. “And it’s another one of my fantasies fulfilled.”

“You fantasized about Professor Carter?” I couldn’t believe it but I had no reason to think she was lying.

“When I saw him at the wedding, I still fancied him,” Cherry giggled. “Come to think of it, how strange is it that I saw both of my college crushes on the same day, at the same wedding? It’s almost like the universe was sending me a message even then, before any of this started.”

I blinked. She was right. That was an uncanny coincidence.

“You don’t seem as upset as you did with Sam,” she noted, taking my hand and squeezing it. “You just watched me get fucked by yet another guy but you seem… okay, this time?”

“If anything, it was kind of exciting,” I confessed. I didn’t know why but it was. My cock was aching in my pants and as if she could read my mind, her hand went there, feeling the shape of my erection before tugging down my pants and shorts in one smooth movement.

“You have to be fast,” she said, grabbing my erection and kissing the tip to tease me. She smiled wickedly. “We have to get back to lessons. I need to set up tonight with Sam and his friends.”

“His friends?” I said, my voice suddenly tight but her mouth was already engaged, her lips wrapped around the base of my shaft, taking my full length into her mouth.

I closed my eyes, visions of her just now, legs wrapped around Carter’s back while his thick cock plunged in and out of her wet pussy dancing in my mind. More mental images floated before me, of Sam ramming her hard from behind, stretching her cunt like I could never possibly hope to do with my modest size.

For whatever reason, the recollections of my wife being so slutty pushed me over the edge within a minute. I expected her to withdraw, like she usually did or at least to spit out my load but she didn’t. Cherry’s pale blue eyes locked with mine as I exploded into her mouth and her lips curved into a grin around me as she greedily swallowed every drop.

“You swallowed,” I pointed out the obvious, fastening myself up after we’d done.

Cherry wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and grinned at me. “I kind of owed you that, at least,” she giggled.

“You did,” I agreed.

We made our way back to campus, hand in hand. Whether it was Cherry’s intention or not, this experience had somehow restored our bond. I felt calm. At ease now with her indiscretions. What had changed? I didn’t understand it but maybe I didn’t need to.

“So, what’s the plan for tonight?” I asked as we reached the quad. My stomach rumbled loudly and I realised I hadn’t eaten.

“Sam and the guys are going bowling,” Cherry revealed. “He invited me the other night but I said I wasn’t sure. Now, I fully intend on going. I have my last fantasy to fulfill.”

“Which is?”

“A threesome,” she replied. The unexpected word hung in the air for a moment and I blinked several times, unable to find the words to express my shock.

“Who with?” I eventually managed to croak, my throat thick with emotion. A threesome? Without me. It seemed… too much.

“Sam and one of his friends,” Cherry’s pale eyes scanned my face. “Ideally Connor because Peaches says he’s got a big dick. Look, Glenn. You trust me, right? This is going to get us home, I’m sure of it.”

We were standing outside the main doors to the campus, other students passing by but I didn’t care. This needed careful thought.

“A threesome. Really?” was all I said, holding her gaze. “With two well-hung guys? You said you were sore last night. This… this could wreck your… you know.”

“Don’t be silly,” she giggled, giving me an adorable smile. “That’s a myth. Go to Peaches. Fuck her again. Spend the night with her. I don’t mind, if it’s what you need to do.”

“She’s already got a date,” I replied. “I don’t know who with. That Henry kid, possibly.”

“Libby then,” Cherry suggested, right as the bell rang out, echoing around campus. “I have to go. I share the next class with Sam, so I’m going to arrange everything now. Talk to Libby. She won’t say no. I know that girl wants you. I could tell the first time I saw her look at you.”

Something that Cherry said nagged at a memory but I put it to one side. My wife was going to have a threesome with two young guys. That was her other secret fantasy. How long had she imagined that? I watched her skip away down the corridor towards the class she shared with Sam, my heart lurching from excitement to dread to anxiety at the possible consequences of our actions here, and then to anticipation of possibly being able to get home, back to 2023 and my old, boring, normal life.

But first, I had to find Libby. There was one thing left for me to do, I realised.

Tonight didn’t have to be all about Cherry.


III

The Circle Of Time

In twilight’s embrace, where secrets reside,

She dances on moonbeams, her presence implied.

With a twinkle in her eye, she works her spell,

Guiding love’s journey, where destinies dwell.

Oh, fairy of love, so gracious and kind,

With each wish granted, hearts intertwine.

In your ethereal realm, love’s essence persists,

Forever enchanting, in eternal bliss.

So let us believe, in your mystical art,

That love can be captured, from the depths of the heart.

For in your realm of magic, dreams do come true,

Through the fairy’s touch, love blooms anew.

From “Love Blooms Anew”
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My mind was still spinning after witnessing Cherry with Professor Carter as I wandered the bustling halls after class. Lost in thought, I nearly collided head-on with the man himself appearing suddenly from around a corner.

“Oh, excuse me, Glenn!” Carter said amicably, placing a steadying hand on my shoulder. “In quite a rush today, aren’t we?”

I muttered an apology, avoiding his gaze. Of course, he had no idea I had observed his hook-up with Cherry but I still felt my cheeks flush, the vivid images replaying unbidden in my mind.

Carter tilted his head, regarding me curiously. “You know, I saw your girlfriend earlier and she seemed a bit… distracted as well. I hope everything is alright with you two.”

“She’s not my girlfriend, but we’re fine, thanks,” I said hastily before rushing off, eager to escape the awkward interaction before I did something reckless like punch him in the mouth.

I had to focus on finding Libby to invite her over like Cherry had suggested. As expected, I spotted her exiting a science classroom, her cute, upturned nose buried in a thick textbook as usual.

“Libby, hey!” I called out, catching her attention. She looked surprised but pleased to see me approaching.

“Want to come over later to study?” I asked, hoping I sounded casual. “I could really use a study buddy for that biology exam coming up.”

Libby’s pretty eyes lit up excitedly. She put her lips together and puffed a stray lock of hair out of her vision. “Yeah, I’d love that! Should we walk home together now?”

I hesitated, glancing down the hall for any sign of Cherry, but Libby added, “Oh, I saw Cherry leaving with Peaches earlier, so I think she already headed out.”

I was disappointed not to have a chance to talk with Cherry before leaving campus, but hopefully, there’d be time to discuss tonight before she went out.

“Okay,” I smiled at the petite brunette, letting her lead me down the corridor. “Let’s go.”

We had just passed through the wrought iron gates at the edge of campus when a raucous chorus of voices assaulted our ears. I didn’t even need to look to know it was Sam and his Neanderthal friends.

As we attempted to walk by quickly, ignoring their lewd hollers, Sam stepped directly into our path, an obnoxious grin on his face. Up close, his hulking frame seemed to tower over me.

“Hey Glenn, your girl’s coming bowling with us tonight,” he sneered. His eyes raked over Libby in a way that made my skin crawl. “Cherry can’t get enough action, can she? We’ll take real good care of her, don’t you worry.”

Mike and Connor erupted into hyena-like laughter, making crude hip-thrusting gestures. It took every ounce of restraint not to wipe the smug look off Sam’s face right then and there but a confrontation would only wind them up even more.

Libby grabbed my arm and pulled me along firmly before I could do something stupid. As we hurried off, I heard them making kissing noises after us.

“Ignore them, they’re animals,” she said quietly, giving my clenched fist a supportive squeeze. “Sam can be okay - when he’s on his own - but when he’s with his friends…”

I was seeing red, but her gentle touch helped calm my fury a little. Those assholes would get their comeuppance, I told myself but for now, walking away was the wisest action.

Libby chatted breezily as we walked, mostly small talk about classes that helped distract me from my swirling thoughts. By the time we parted ways to our separate dorms, my unease and anger had subsided.

“See you at seven!” Libby said brightly, giving me a quick hug before disappearing inside. I smiled after her, unable to resist her happy nature despite everything that had happened today.

Taking a deep breath, I entered our dorm, bracing myself for whatever state I might find Cherry in. As I dropped my bag on the floor and walked through to the bedroom, sure enough, she was primping in front of the mirror, dressed to impress in a short plaid skirt and low-cut black top.

“Hey. I’m just getting ready for my big night,” she said cheerily, applying a coat of bold red lipstick. “Sam and Connor are taking me bowling, like I told you they would. It should be fun. I’m pretty good at bowling, remember?”

We’d been bowling many times in the past and she almost always won. It wasn’t unusual for Cherry to bowl a one-eighty or higher. She really was good.

“Just be careful, okay?” I said as I kicked off my shoes and sat on the bed, the familiar feeling of worry rising again.

Cherry waved off my concerns. “It’ll be fine, stop fretting. I know what I’m doing.” She turned to face me. “Did you invite Libby over?”

“Yeah,” I nodded, shifting uncomfortably on the edge of the bed. I got up and straightened the covers before sitting back down. “We’re just studying though. I don’t want to take things too far and hurt her feelings. She’s a nice girl.”

“I guess. It’s up to you what happens,” Cherry shrugged. She gave me a quick peck on the cheek, leaving a lipstick mark. “Don’t wait up. I’ll tell you every naughty detail when I’m back.”

“Wait,” I said as she made to leave. “You’re going out already?” It’s not even five o’clock.”

“Oh, I agreed to walk over and meet Sam at his place early,” she replied. “We’re going for food first, then to the bowling alley. It’s a few miles away from here, so…”

She hung around idly, waiting for me to agree.

“Okay, fine,” I replied, feeling my nerves jangling at the thought of what she might get up to tonight. “I’ll see you later. Just promise me you’ll be careful.”

“I will,” she promised. “And I’ll tell you everything. Every single, dirty detail, okay?”

When I nodded, she stepped into her black high heels and walked out of the door, leaving me sitting there, anxiously awaiting Libby’s arrival. I prayed tonight would be the last thing we had to do and wouldn’t instead create new complications, as previous attempts to get home had.

* * *

I half-heartedly picked at leftovers as I awaited Libby’s arrival. Until now, I’d distracted myself by making a call to my father, asking him something about my regular allowance, an idea I’d had while here. I’d had to use some of my savings, food didn’t come for free. It felt strange, talking to a younger version of my dad, but it was also pretty cool.

Then, right on time at seven, a soft knock sounded at the door and I took a deep breath and opened it to find Libby standing there, looking utterly gorgeous.

She wore a form-fitting, black, v-neck sweater, the snug material accentuating her firm cleavage. A knee-length floral skirt hugged her shapely hips before flaring out, showcasing her toned legs. Her wavy chestnut-brown hair cascaded over her shoulders alluringly.

Libby’s makeup was understated but alluring - shadowy eyes, shiny pink lips. A delicate gold necklace drew the eye down to her breasts swelling out of the deep v-neck. She looked sexy yet still sweet.

“Hey Glenn, thanks for having me over,” she said warmly, an almondy perfume wafting in as she entered. I muttered a polite greeting back, trying not to be too obvious as I ogled her boobs through the tight top.

We settled on the couch with textbooks, getting stuck into studying but I was almost entirely preoccupied by thoughts of Cherry.

“Worried about her?” Libby guessed, a knowing look on her face that made me feel a pang of guilt. “Why don’t we put some music on?”

I nodded, rifling through my small cassette collection before selecting Green Day’s “Dookie” album in the hopes the upbeat alt-rock tunes wouldn’t encourage any steamy mood.

As the opening chords of “Longview” filled the room, Libby wandered around, glancing at the book collection Cherry and I had accumulated. She swayed her hips subtly to the driving beat before turning back to me. “Can I tell you something, Glenn?” she asked, biting her lip uncertainly.

“Sure, what’s up?” I replied, trying to focus on the biology text splayed across my lap.

She sat down close on the sagging dorm room couch and took a deep breath before continuing. “I know we’re just here studying, but… I really like you. As more than a friend.” Her voice turned soft and vulnerable. “Thought you should know.”

My heartbeat quickened despite my mind being on Cherry. “I like you too, Libby,” I confessed. Staring into her hopeful eyes, memories came flooding back of just how strongly I’d felt for her all those years ago, back when this happened the first time around.

A dazzling smile lit up Libby’s face at my admission. She tentatively placed her hand over mine, tracing small circles on my skin with her thumb.

“Did you really ask me over to study tonight?” she asked quietly. “Or were you hoping for… something more between us? Like, maybe finishing what we started the other night?”

Her boldness took me aback but also stirred up something inside me. Excitement, temptation, and guilt rode over my anxiety as to what Cherry was doing with Sam and his buddies.

“I… um,” I began but she sensed my hesitation and smiled reassuringly.

“We don’t have to label anything, Glenn. Let’s just have some fun, live in the moment, see where it leads…”

She leaned into me and my willpower crumbled under the smoldering desire evident in her eyes as she put her face close to mine. As our lips gravitated towards each other, my mind raced. Was giving in a terrible mistake or merely me seizing an opportunity? Would Cherry be pissed like she was about Peaches, despite her giving me her blessing earlier? I couldn’t think straight. Logic was fading fast, instinct taking over.

As our mouths met, a dam burst wide open inside me again - long-dormant desires winning me over. Libby was an even more sensual kisser than she had been the other night, her soft lips teasing and exploring mine passionately.

Emboldened by my lack of resistance, she gently pushed me back onto the lumpy couch cushions, never breaking the hungry kiss. Her hands roamed urgently over my chest and shoulders as she pressed her body against mine before suddenly pushing herself upright, leaving me gasping for breath as she gazed down at me.

“Help me with this,” she breathed heavily, pulling at the neck of her sweater top and moaning softly as I trailed hungry kisses down the graceful curve of her neck, nipping gently at her flushed skin. My fingers deftly slid beneath her snug sweater, pushing it up, gradually exposing more of her supple, pale skin.

The old couch frame creaked beneath us as our passions escalated. I lifted her top up and over her head and tossed it aside and my pulse quickened at the sight of Libby before me in just her lacy black bra. I reached behind her and unhooked the clasp, letting the garment fall away. Libby’s bare breasts were even more perfect than I had imagined - full and round, her large, slightly upturned nipples puckered with arousal.

I took a moment just to admire her beauty, softly caressing each curve and swell. She bit her lip and smiled shyly under my lusty gaze of appreciation. She looked even better than I’d imagined, her skin pale and soft, those mouth-watering nipples stiffening to points.

Unable to resist any longer, I brought my mouth to her breasts, kissing my way across the flawless flesh. Her hands grasped my hair tightly, holding me against her as soft moans escaped her lips. I sucked her tits hungrily before she pushed me away.

“Your turn now,” she told me, her hands working at my belt. I let her tug down my pants while I stripped off my shirt. “Oh, god, yes,” she panted, seeing my nakedness for the first time.

My cock was rock-hard, standing bolt upright at my groin and if Libby was disappointed by my size, she didn’t show it. I kicked my bottoms off and tried to pull her onto me but she resisted, instead, urging me to follow her into the bedroom, where we tumbled onto the bed.

“Can I suck it?” she asked, turning suddenly shy. “Please. Let me suck you.”

I didn’t reply. Instead, I just put my hand in her chestnut-brown, tousled hair and encouraged her head downwards. She planted kisses on my belly as I urged her along it until her lips met the head of my cock and then she slowly engulfed it with her mouth.

“Ah, fuck,” I sighed, “That feels so good, Libby.”

She swirled her tongue around my shaft but hesitated, pulling away and composing herself for a moment, before she tried again, taking my length deeper. She seemed… inexperienced, so I tangled my fingers in her silky hair, guiding her pace.

“That feels amazing,” I encouraged her. She responded with increased fervor, her head bobbing steadily as soft slurping sounds filled the room. She got better at it, the longer she sucked me and then after bringing me near the edge, she slowed her ministrations. With a final teasing lick, Libby released me from her mouth, eyes dark with desire.

“I want you inside me,” she purred, repositioning herself on the creaky mattress. Heart racing, I helped her pull down her skirt and lacy black panties in one, exposing her fully to me on the bed. She kept her curvy thighs pressed together where a small tuft of soft brown hair escaped the joining of her legs. She was stunning. Oh, how I wished I’d done this before, back when I was truly younger and more carefree.

I eased her legs apart, gazing down at the tight, wet slit below her thatch of hair and saw her cover her face shyly with her hands.

“You’re beautiful,” I gasped, genuinely awestruck at how sexy her body was and Libby hesitantly lowered her hands, a shy smile on her face.

“Do you want me?” she asked, so quietly that I could barely hear her.

“What do you think?” I asked, pointing down to my throbbing dick, pointing like an arrow between her thighs.

Libby giggled, lightening the intensity of the mood momentarily, and so I moved closer and entered her slowly, gasping at her tightness. After slowly pushing into her, we soon found a passionate rhythm, our bodies thudding together within minutes and her cries harmonizing with my own heavy moans in the heat of the moment. I lavished her neck with fervent kisses as our pace quickened.

“Yes, make love to me.” Libby’s nails raked down my back as she urged me deeper, catching against the torn skin that was already there from the sex with Peaches but I ignored the pain, thrusting into her tight cunt fast and hard now until eventually, I felt my climax build and unable to stop, I came deep inside her.

“Yes, give it to me,” she moaned softly in my ear, clutching my sweaty body against hers and not letting go until every drop of my cum had spurted from me inside her. “Was I good? Did I satisfy you?”

I eased myself to a sitting position, struggling to catch my breath but when I did, I gazed at her quizzically. “Of course you were good. You were better than good, you were incredible.”

“It’s still early,” she grinned to herself, looking across the room at the clock. “Can we do it again in a bit?”

“Sure,” I frowned, getting an instinctive feeling about something. “Libby. Was this… your first time?”

“Yes,” she nodded, sitting up and suddenly looking vulnerable again. I passed her a T-shirt of mine, which she gratefully pulled over her head, covering herself before speaking further. “Don’t be mad with me, Glenn.”

“I’m not mad,” I opened my arms, pulling her into an embrace and kissing her softly. “I’m honored.”

“I need to tell you something else,” she continued, her eyes tight around the edges with shame. “I don’t want to be your girlfriend.”

“Huh?” That caught me out. “What do you mean?”

“I like Sam,” she confessed. “And I think he likes me, well, at least I hope he does. I’m sure I can seduce him, like Cherry did. I’m sure of it. Only, I didn’t want to appear… inexperienced, you know? I didn’t want it to be obvious that I’m a… you know?”

“A virgin?” I finished for her, then sighed. “Libby, you should have told me that before now, but as I said, I’m honored that you chose me to lose your V-card with.”

“Really?” Libby’s tongue licked her full, sensual lips, making me want to kiss her again. “It’s not that I don’t like you. I do. I really like you and I’ve wanted you for ages. I just like Sam… more, I guess. I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” I said, relief flooding through me that she didn’t want more than just a good time. I got up and got us both a cold drink before returning to the bedroom. “Really, it’s fine.”

Then suddenly, something clicked. I don’t know why it hit me at that precise moment, but I did.

I’ve wanted you for ages.

Give the girl what she wants.

What if… what if Sera Wing wasn’t talking about Cherry when she said that? What if the girl she meant was Libby?

“I’ve dreamed of this moment, you know?” Libby said, breaking my thoughts for a moment. “I’ve imagined us having sex… a lot. And I really have dreamed about it. I dream all the time”

“You do?” I said, still half-lost in thought. “I don’t suppose you’ve dreamed recently about a fairy, have you?”

Libby’s eyes lit up and stared at me incredulously. “Yes, a couple of times. Wait… how did you know?”

“Oh, shit,” I laughed, everything coming together in my mind, except…

“She said I should help you,” Libby continued. “Something about taking it back.”

“What?” I froze. “She said those words?”

“Yes,” the pretty brunette nodded. “Glenn, do you need to tell me something? What’s going on here?”

So I told her. Everything. That I was from the future. About the wishing faery machine. That Cherry and I were married.

Everything.


16

Call Me June

[image: ]

Libby stared at me incredulously as I finished my wild tale. “Let me get this straight. You and Cherry are actually from the future? And a magic fairy machine sent you back here?”

“Yes,” I nodded, feeling relieved that I’d actually told someone and got this crazy story off my chest.

She shook her head in disbelief. “I’m sorry, Glenn, but that sounds… not possible. Are you feeling okay?”

“I know it seems insane,” I said earnestly. “But haven’t strange things been happening? How did I know you dreamt about Sera Wing?”

Libby furrowed her brow, considering. “I mean, I guess so… Wait. Her name was Sera Wing. I remember now. How did you know? That’s crazy. Is this some sort of trick?”

Sensing her skepticism, I rushed to grab the golden fortune ticket from the drawer where I’d placed it for safekeeping the other day. “Look, this came from the fortune machine. See the wording on it? ‘The best is yet to come.’ This is real. I’m telling you the truth, Libby.”

The cute brunette that I’d just made love to examined the ticket, tracing her fingers over the black ink print letters. I could see the wheels in her head turning as she started accepting the impossibility.

“So the fairy said to ‘take it back’ in my dream… maybe this ticket is the key?” she said slowly. “Like, in order to reverse the wish, you need to return the receipt to the machine? The same as you’d take something back to the store where you bought it.”

My heart leapt at her logic. No fucking way. That was it. Why hadn’t I realized before? The ticket was the means to get back all along. I swept Libby into an excited, grateful hug, not even getting turned on by the feeling of her soft, curvy ass in my hands as I lifted her and spun her around in the middle of the room.

“You’re a genius! I think you cracked it. We can use the receipt to return home!”

Finally, there was hope of escaping this chaotic chapter. Then I stopped, a reality sinking in.

“Oh, no,” I muttered, putting my hands on top of my head.

“What?” Libby pulled at my arms, grabbing my hands and squeezing them. “What is it?”

“We fulfilled the wish. I know how to get home,” I told her, picking up my drink of coke and taking a long pull from the glass while my mind raced. “Sera told me we had the way home within our grasp. That means…”

“What?” Libby asked, her eyes wide. “It means what? Glenn, you’re worrying me.”

“It means Cherry doesn’t need to have sex with Sam and Connor,” I said slowly, the enormity of what I was saying hit me as I spoke the words. “She’s already done her part. Libby, I have to stop her. She’s making a huge mistake.”

“She’s doing what?” The brunette took a step back, her pretty mouth hanging open. “She’s fucking Sam and Connor? Like… in a threesome?”

Hearing Libby say the word ‘fucking’ caught me off guard and she noticed, giving me a wry grin. “Yes, I swear sometimes. So fucking what?”

I laughed, despite the tension that had locked my muscles rigid. “I have to get to the bowling alley,” I told her. “I need to get dressed. Can we… finish this another time?”

Libby’s eyes softened. She stood on her tiptoes and kissed me on the mouth. “Thank you for tonight,” she murmured softly, placing a hand against my cheek. “Now stop worrying about me. Let’s get dressed. I’ll drive you to the bowling alley but I’m not getting involved in breaking up a fucking three-way.”

* * *

The cacophony of crashing pins and thundering balls enveloped me as I hurried into the crowded bowling alley, Libby’s parting kiss after she’d dropped me off outside still lingered on my lips. The overpowering stench of rented shoes mixed with hot dogs washed over me as I hunted around for my girlfriend.

Squinting against the glare of neon lights advertising beer specials, I scanned the dozens of lanes for any sign of Cherry’s fiery mane. Groups of young people laughed riotously, heaving balls recklessly as they took advantage of cheap night rates but there was no sight of Cherry or Sam’s rowdy crew. Had I somehow beaten them here? Or worse, was I too late? Where would they have gone?

Just as I was about to rush back out, a figure emerging from the bathrooms made me freeze - Miss Henry, clad in head-to-toe in professional bowling attire.

Her voluptuous figure was emphasized by the form-fitting polo shirt and tapered slacks. The aggressively dyed blonde bun atop her head did little to conceal the strands of gray peeking through. Her heavily lipsticked mouth spread into an unsettling leer.

Probably in her mid-thirties, Miss Henry’s curvy physique towered over most students. The fleshiness of middle age was setting in, giving her a softness that her bold outfit attempted - and failed - to conceal.

She noticed me and smiled broadly. “Well, hello, if it isn’t Glenn! Fancy seeing you here.” Her gaze traveled over me slowly. Was she drunk? “Looking for someone?”

I shifted uneasily under her scrutiny. Why did it feel like she knew exactly who I sought?

“Cherry,” I nodded, my neck still craning around as I looked over the crowd milling in the aisles. “Have you seen her?”

Miss Henry’s grin widened. “Oh yes, I saw her earlier with that rowdy bunch she’s been cavorting around with.” She leaned in close, dropping her voice. “But they all left together maybe a half hour ago.”

My heart sank. “Do you know where they went?”

Miss Henry let out an amused chuckle. “Oh, I know exactly where those boys take the girls for their… late-night fun.” She raised her drawn-on eyebrows meaningfully.

“Girls?” I asked, confused. “It wasn’t just Cherry?”

“That cute little blonde was with them too,” Miss Henry said. “Now what was her name… Peaches. The party girl.”

This might not be as bad as I’d feared. Perhaps, if Peaches was with her, Cherry wouldn’t do anything too crazy. Still, I needed to find them as soon as I could. “Where did they go?” I demanded urgently, then softened my tone when Miss Henry’s eyebrows raised even higher. “Please, I need to meet up with Cherry. It’s important.”

Miss Henry glanced around furtively before replying. “Come with me outside where we can chat privately. Then we’ll talk.”

Every instinct told me not to trust her but if she really knew where Sam and his friends had taken the girls, I had no choice but to follow. With a churning gut, I accompanied Miss Henry out into the night, praying I could get to Cherry in time before it was too late.

The crashing sounds of strikes and gutters faded as Miss Henry led me through a side exit into the muggy night air, her pendulous curves jiggling as she walked briskly ahead of me in her form-fitting ensemble. The sticky scent of spilt soda and stale cigarette smoke clung to the alley’s exterior, mingling unpleasantly with the teacher’s sickly cheap perfume. A flickering neon sign cast an eerie red glow over the half-empty parking lot.

Stopping outside an old, worn Chevy, she glanced around furtively before turning to me, her heavily lined eyes glinting with secretive glee. “Those boys always take their playthings to the same spot - an old barn just off the highway, near the pond by Bear Lake. Perfect for their sordid games.”

I shifted anxiously, desperate yet uneasy about accompanying her alone there in the dead of night. But the vivid image of Cherry doing acts that she really didn’t need to, sharpened my resolve.

“I’ll give you a lift,” Miss Henry offered, placing a hand on my shoulder. “My car’s right here. Get in.”

Suppressing my doubts, I slid into the passenger seat of her boat-sized Cavalier sedan, the cracked leather squeaking beneath me. “Thank you,” I said, grateful for the unexpected help as she got behind the wheel but as we pulled out of the bowling alley parking lot, she glanced at me sideways.

“I have a little confession, Glenn. I saw you and Cherry together in the woods a few days ago.”

I froze, her revelation hitting me like a gut punch. She had been the voyeur, not Professor Carter. Which meant Cherry had seduced him for nothing.

“I… I’m so sorry, we shouldn’t have…” I stammered, face burning with shame as the reality of what she’d seen hit home.

Miss Henry waved off my apology as she lit a cigarette, enveloping us in thick smoke, keeping the other hand on the wheel as we drove out into the night. “No need to explain. You were just fucking. We’ve all been young and lustful.”

“I know but-”

She stopped me with an unsettling smirk. “Look, I’ll help you find Cherry tonight and we can forget the whole indecent episode. But only on one condition.”

My pulse spiked anxiously. This was clearly blackmail. But I was trapped - I desperately needed her help. “Wh- What do you want?” I asked hesitantly.

Miss Henry exhaled a long plume of smoke before replying. “Nothing you won’t enjoy, handsome. In fact, I think a virile young stud like you will rather appreciate what I have in mind…”

She placed her hand high up on my thigh, caressing slowly. I shuddered, realizing her depraved implications. All I could think of right then was the fairy.

Really, Sera Wing? Do you really want me to do this? Is this my punishment for making such depraved wishes?

Miss Henry hummed along creepily to the radio as we drove, my sense of foreboding growing with each mile until we pulled up in a small deserted lay-by.

“The barn’s up ahead, a mile or two,” she said, stubbing out the cigarette in the ashtray built into the dash. “Now you either get out and walk and good luck to you in this dark, or we can have us some fun. What’s it going to be, stud?”

I faced an excruciating decision. I could resist on principle but lose any chance of finding Cherry tonight, or capitulate to this teacher’s sordid demands as the only way forward.

As her hand crept higher up my thigh, my muscles tensed. Every fiber of my being railed against her abuse of power for her own carnal satisfaction but what could I do?

“Relax,” she cooed, moving closer, her warm body pressing against my shoulder as her hand slid over the front of my pants.

Refusing her meant abandoning Cherry when she needed me most. Who knew what debasement she was enduring at the hands of Sam and his goons? The thought of Cherry being taken advantage of steeled me. I could do this. Miss Henry wasn’t totally ugly or anything, she was just… different to what I was now used to.

Closing my eyes, I dug deep and gave Miss Henry the barest nod of consent.

When I looked up, I saw a wicked gleam filling those heavily lined eyes. Without another word, she pressed a button and my seat reclined back as she clambered greedily on top of me, tugging at my belt every bit as enthusiastically as Libby had done only a couple of hours before. I stared numbly at the ceiling of the car, as she pulled my pants down, all the way, clearing my ankles.

“Oh my, it’s only a little one,” she grunted, grabbing my dick and rubbing it gently. “But beggars can’t be choosers, huh? It’s a good job you’re a looker, Glenn.”

Focusing all my thoughts on Cherry, I looked away, resigning myself to simply survive the next few minutes but the sounds of Miss Henry undressing got me curious enough to look at her.

I was surprised to find that beneath her usual severe teaching attire or in tonight’s case, her professional bowling uniform, she had an unexpectedly womanly figure - full hips and breasts with soft curves. She tugged down the front of her full-cup bra, huge breasts cannoning out and almost smacking me in the face. Between her legs was a compact tangle of dark hair but even so, her body was surprisingly sexy, in a way I didn’t expect. She was… womanly.

“Suck my titties, stud,” she instructed, thrusting her breasts into my face and I did as I was told as she continued to jerk me off between her thighs until I got - shockingly - erect.

“And there we go,” she said, satisfaction in her voice as she mounted me and I felt her pussy slide down onto my cock. It felt good, I couldn’t deny that. She rode me - expertly - for a little while, then peeled away to lay on her back in the driver’s seat once she’d reclined it.

“Now you fuck me, Glenn,” she said, her voice breathless with exertion. “Fuck me good and I’ll take you to your girlfriend.”

Time was passing. I decided to make this as quick and as painless as possible and just give her what she wanted.

“But don’t you cum inside,” Miss Henry purred as I slid in between her thighs, my cock finding her wetness and pushing in. “I like it on my titties.”

I plunged in and out of her, finding a good rhythm despite the cramped interior of the car and even enjoyed the sensation of her pussy tightening around my cock as she played with her clit until she orgasmed.

A moment later, I felt myself rising to my climax and pulled out, jerking off until my sperm pumped out all over her breasts as requested.

In the quiet aftermath, the air felt cleared rather than clouded. An unspoken comfort grew between us and an understanding by me that the situation was imperfect but it only served to reveal that Miss Henry was human, a woman with needs, like any other.

As we straightened our disheveled clothing, a sense of slight shame threatened to wash over me, but I also couldn’t shake the feeling that the sex actually hadn’t been bad. It was weird that I’d gone from the passionate fucking with the gloriously beautiful Libby to this sort of debauched rutting with a woman more than a decade older than my current form but I couldn’t dwell on it, Cherry needed me. If anything, I’d sacrificed a little bit of my dignity for her; all that mattered now was that I stopped her from doing the same for me when she didn’t need to.

“Not bad, young man,” Miss Henry smiled at me. “From now on, you can call me June. Now shall we go find your girlfriend?”

When I nodded, she shifted the stick into gear and pulled away towards the barn and whatever the rest of this bizarre night held in store for me.
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Too Far Gone
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The car crunched over gravel as June pulled into a secluded overlook high on a grassy hill. Behind the car sprawled the glimmering lights of Eightara County and Narahoo City. Below us sprawled a more pastoral scene - a pond glimmering in the moonlight beside an old barn. Bear Lake black in the distance. Two other vehicles were parked haphazardly at the far end of the makeshift lot.

“They’re just down that path,” June said, pointing to a winding trail descending into the shadowy woods that lined the crest of the hill. “Want me to come along?”

“No, I should go alone,” I replied. The rowdy voices drifting up through the trees were likely Sam and his crew. I hesitated before asking, “But will you wait here? I’ll need a ride to get Cherry home if…” I left the rest unsaid.

June gave a knowing smile. “Of course, darling. I’ll be right here when you return.”

With nervous determination, I got out and began picking my way down the rocky path, weaving through the tall cedars that waved gently in the chill October breeze. The dark shapes of the barn and pond drew closer, loud laughter and chatter, both male and female, reaching my ears. It was time to confront whatever was happening and bring Cherry back safely.

I steeled my nerves as the dirt trail terminated behind the dilapidated barn and taking a deep breath, I stepped around the weathered wooden wall to confront the scene beyond, in the halo of a single dangling bulb.

“Cherry!” I started to call out, then froze, stunned by what I saw.

Sam, Connor and Mike were lounging on fold-up chairs, passing around a joint. Empty beer bottles littered the ground by the small fire crackling in a rusted barrel. The air was thick with smoke, weed and raucous laughter.

Peaches was half-undressed, her lower half bare but for a long T-shirt pulled down over her ass. She was draped casually across her new boyfriend, Henry’s lap, swigging from a bottle of liquor as they made out sloppily. And in the center of it all was Cherry, dancing provocatively in only her satin underwear as the boys cheered her on.

She was clearly buzzed on the weed or beer, swaying to music only she could hear until Connor suggested they put some music on again. He was shirtless, Mike was wearing only underwear and Sam’s oversized flannel shirt fell open to reveal that his jeans were unzipped. As Connor hit play on a small stereo system by his side, Cherry began to dance more energetically and as the boys wolf-whistled and catcalled, I saw Sam’s hand paw at her body greedily from his seat.

Anguished disbelief coursed through me and I stepped back into the shadows beside the barn before anyone saw me. This was no coerced manipulation of the girls, just an intoxicated party spiraling out of control.

I felt embarrassed to have followed her here but determination burned through me. I’d come too far to leave without Cherry. I needed to tell her what I’d learned, so taking a deep breath, I moved towards her, praying she would leave this den of iniquity voluntarily.

“Hey, what’s with you girls having fruit names anyway?” It was Mike that asked and I paused for a moment, still in the shadows, to listen to the amusing answer Cherry would no doubt give.

“It’s what made us friends,” my girlfriend replied. “We were the only two girls named after fruit and when our teacher pointed it out, we started talking. We’ve been friends ever since.”

“Mmm,” Connor chuckled. “Peaches… and cream. I wouldn’t mind giving you my cream, Peaches.”

The blonde ignored him, her attention focused on Henry as they continued to make out.

“What about Cherry?” Mike mused. “What do you have with cherries?”

“Cherry pie,” Sam laughed smoothly. “I like cherry pie. So sweet and tasty.”

Cherry giggled at the comment, beginning to dance sexily again by the fire.

“Talk is boring,” I heard Connor say, then he began to chant, “Take it off, take it off,” while clapping to the music, Sheryl Crow’s ‘All I Wanna Do.’

I’d taken another step but I stopped shy of the illuminated clearing, wondering for a second if she would ‘take it off.’

“Take it off,” Mike joined in, followed by Peaches who sat up on Henry’s knee to encourage her friend. “Take it off! Take it off!”

Sam grinned, looking around at his friends but didn’t say anything yet himself. He just sipped at his beer and watched.

As the chants rose, I hesitated, conflicted about intervening. Hadn’t I also indulged in reckless behavior during our time here? My dalliances with Peaches, Libby, even June were fueled by lust, not logic.

Perhaps it was hypocritical to deny Cherry the same freedom, just because her chosen pleasure seemed wrong. This might be a side of her I needed to understand, even appreciate, if we were to return home stronger as a couple.

The encouragement coming from her friends - even Henry was joining in now - seemed to ignite a devilish excitement in Cherry. She shed her inhibitions, gyrating sexily with a wild abandon that I’d last seen in her when we were young. This age, in fact, in that alleyway at the fair.

My girl’s pale blue eyes gleamed with lusty mischief as she played up the striptease, writhing teasingly to the music, relishing being the center of attention. With a sly grin, she spun around and unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the dirt floor.

“Fuck yeah, let those titties out!” Sam hooted, inciting giddy cheers from his friends. Cherry shook her perfect perky breasts enticingly, clearly buzzing off their hungry stares. Then, turning her back again, she hooked her thumbs in her black silky panties. “Ready for the main event?” she purred.

The boys hollered, banging their bottles together as she slowly slid the underwear down over her hips. Lewd comments about her ass ricocheted around the clearing as she fully exposed herself.

“Damn girl, look at that,” Connor enthused. “Now come over here and show me more. Like you did that night to Sam at your dorm.”

He reached out to pull her towards him but Cherry playfully evaded his grasp. “Patience, boys,” she tutted. “Plenty of time yet, the night is still young.”

“Damn, look at that fiery red bush!” Mike exclaimed as she danced past him. “Matches the drapes, just like you said, Sam.”

The group howled at his crude comment. Cherry just rolled her eyes playfully, giving her hips an extra shake in his direction.

Sam reached out to try stroking her but she batted him away. “No touching the merchandise. Not yet, anyway.” More boyish laughter followed.

Nearby, Peaches had straddled a shirtless Henry, their kissing growing increasingly heated. Caught up in the sexual energy, Peaches peeled off her oversized tee, exposing her perky breasts to the cool night air.

Sam let out an appreciative whistle. “Now this is what I call a party!” He grabbed two beers from the side of his chair, offering one to Cherry. “Here, sexy mama.”

She took it with a flirtatious smile as Connor piped up with a request. “So, give us all the dirty details from your night of passion with Sam,” he dared her, eyes gleaming mischievously.

I was about to walk closer, maybe finally stop this before it went too far but that question stopped me in my tracks for a third time. I still didn’t know what happened that night. She’d never got around to telling me.

Cherry smiled coyly over her beer bottle. “Well since you asked so nicely… where should I begin?”

“Give us those dirty details, don’t leave anything out,” Mike shrugged.

“Absolutely, I’ll tell you boys every hot and heavy moment,” Cherry purred. She took a long swig of beer for dramatic effect. She was obviously enjoying their eyes on her nakedness and the way she had them in the palm of her hand right now.

“First he kissed and sucked on my neck while feeling me up over my clothes. But that got old fast, we were both eager for more.” The boys listened intently as Cherry continued. “Soon he had me naked and was kissing down my stomach until…” She pointed suggestively downwards.

“Did he go down on you?” Connor asked excitedly. “He told us he did. Several times.”

“Oh yes, and he was amazing at it too. That man can work magic with his tongue.”

She looked sideways at Sam, describing the intimate act in graphic detail as the boys on either side of him shifted in aroused discomfort, both visibly erect through their pants and shorts.

“After I finished climaxing, I couldn’t wait any longer to get that big cock of his inside me,” Cherry recounted, walking over to sit on Sam’s lap and stroking his face affectionately. “We started off missionary but kept switching positions.”

“Keep going,” Sam encouraged her confidently.

Her eyes met his for a moment and she nodded, a wicked smile stretching across her face. “We started off with him on top, my legs wrapped around his back.”

Peaches and Henry were making out fiercely now. The blonde was grinding on his lap and it was hard to tell from where I was but I wondered if they were actually going at it. She could have got his dick out of his zipper and pulled the tiny thong she was wearing to one side. But the boys paid no heed, their attention was all on Cherry.

“Next I climbed on top and rode him hard while he played with my tits,” she continued. Sam’s hand was openly squeezing her breasts as they all watched. “But he couldn’t resist taking control, so he flipped me onto all fours next for some deep doggy action.”

The boys shifted excitedly as Cherry enthusiastically narrated each position. Mike began to rub his erection through the fabric of his boxers.

“At one point he even picked me up and fucked me against the wall,” she purred, giggling when she saw what he was doing. “My neighbors probably heard the headboard pounding and my screams because his dick is so fucking big. When we finally made it to the bed, I got on top for some reverse cowgirl fun. Talk about hitting the perfect spot…”

Then she mimed exaggerated expressions of orgasmic euphoria, moaning loudly like the Meg Ryan moment in ‘When Harry Met Sally,’ much to the guys’ amusement.

“We just kept switching positions and going at it hard - missionary, sideways, me bent over the desk… you name it, we tried it. Sam has amazing stamina, let me tell you. You can tell he’s a track star.”

Connor undid his jeans and slid one hand inside his pants while drinking from his beer bottle with the other.

Cherry glanced at him as he obviously played with himself inside his shorts and fanned herself teasingly. “So, did that answer your question?” The enthralled guys could only nod wordlessly, enraptured by her tantalizing depiction.

“Well, that’s enough Q&A for now,” she said with the boys’ curiosity seemingly satisfied, but the built-up tension around the fire didn’t subside. Even I could feel the heady atmosphere and sense everyone’s arousal from as far away as I was, watching from the darkness beyond the barn.

Finally coming up for air, Peaches climbed off Henry, both their faces flushed and hair disheveled. They had been fucking, I saw as he tucked his black erection back into his shorts. As she sauntered past Cherry to grab more drinks, she shimmied out of her thong in one smooth move, now completely naked just like my wife, her breasts swinging sexily as she bent to pluck a fresh beer from the crate on the floor nearby.

“Damn girl, look at that hot ass!” Connor hooted as she bent over, inciting cheers from the others. Peaches just giggled, giving her backside an exaggerated shake.

“Why don’t you bring that sexy butt over here?” Mike propositioned with a greasy grin.

Peaches exchanged an amused look with Cherry, both of them clearly reveling in being the objects of desire.

“Let’s give them a show,” Cherry said with a wink and she and Peaches began to strike provocative poses, exaggerating every bend and curve of their nude bodies, illuminated in the flickering orange glow of the fire.

“Are you having fun?” Sam turned in his chair to ask Henry, the quietest of the guys there tonight.

“Sure am,” the geeky student replied in his deep voice, but his eyes were trained on his girlfriend and my wife, still pulling pornstar poses over by the burning barrel.

“Good,” Sam clapped his hands on his thighs, then stripped off his flannels before taking a pull from the blunt that Connor passed him. “Because I think it’s time to get busy.”

Cherry heard and along with Peaches, wandered over, the two of them exchanging coy looks at the boys’ barely restrained excitement.

“Get over here, sexy,” Sam growled, reaching for Cherry as she approached but at the last second she faked him out, spinning on her heel to plant a passionate kiss on a surprised Connor instead.

“You little minx,” Sam laughed loudly but didn’t make any move to stop her from making out with his friend. With sharp reflexes, instead, he grabbed Peaches, yanking her into his lap. She squealed as he kissed her zealously, hands groping her bare curves.

Henry watched wide-eyed from his seat, shifting to get a better view as Sam mauled his girlfriend. He seemed just as hesitant as I was to interrupt their steamy make-out session.

Meanwhile, Cherry had settled onto Connor’s knee, letting him lavish her neck with sloppy kisses as she rubbed at the front of his jeans before sliding her hand inside. It was clear she was calling the shots here. There was no need to stop her just yet.

With the action finally escalating, I realized June was still waiting patiently up in the parking lot. I felt guilty keeping her there indefinitely without an update but I also was morbidly fascinated to see how far things progressed here.

I decided to give it a bit more time. June seemed to have a high tolerance for younger folks’ antics. Hopefully, she wouldn’t mind waiting just a little longer… at least until actual sex looked imminent. Then I might have to intercede on Cherry’s behalf before things went past the point of no return. She’d talked about doing a threesome, not a gangbang.

Sam’s hands were all over Peaches, groping her breasts and then sliding between her legs, making her moan excitedly into the night air. Cherry had pulled Connor’s dick out - he was as big as Peaches had promised, long and thick, and my girlfriend jerked him off as his hands began to wander, cupping and squeezing her breasts.

This felt so wrong but also undeniably arousing and fascinating as I wondered how far she’d go. Would she actually do it with someone while others watched? I remembered making love to Cherry outdoors, especially the first time in the fair alleyway but she’d never expressed any liking for real exhibitionism.

A charged energy crackled through the night air as things got increasingly heated. The wooden chairs creaked under shifting weight and roaming hands. Low moans and gasps escaped pleading lips between fervent kisses. Mike had dropped his shorts and was jerking off. His dick was only average in size, to my relief.

Cherry was now straddling a fully naked Connor, enveloped in his strong embrace. She stroked his impressive manhood firmly as his hands kneaded her ass. Their tongues danced together heatedly.

Not far away, Sam had shed his clothes and laid a willing Peaches onto the scratchy grass. Her legs hooked around his muscular back, manicured toes curling in excitement. Sam’s weight pressed Peaches down as he ground his body against her without actually fucking her yet. His hands grabbed roughly at her perky tits, eliciting sharp squeals between her panting breaths.

Henry shifted closer in his seat, watching through a haze of cannabis and alcohol. He had the joint in his hand and took a long pull from it before finding the courage to speak. “Bro, go easy on my girl…” he slurred in weak protest. But Sam just shot him a cocky wink, ignoring the feeble objection.

I knew I should intervene, even if only for Henry’s sake but paralyzing fascination held me transfixed. A heady sexual atmosphere saturated the night air - an intoxicating fog of pheromones and youthful abandon.

Cherry’s cries of pleasure pierced the dark as she finally pushed down onto Connor’s rigid, impressive cock. He sighed in pleasure as he entered her warmth. They quickly found an impassioned rhythm, my wife riding him roughly, the chair creaking under their writhing bodies.

Nearby, Peaches’ back arched off the ground with a sharp gasp as Sam drove his huge dick powerfully into her petite frame. Her legs gripped him tighter, her long fingernails clawing at his shoulders.

Henry watched it all through the haze of conflicting emotions that seemed to scroll across his weed-dulled face. “Hey man, take it easy…” he slurred in weak protest again but his voice was drowned out by the increasingly ecstatic moans of the two women being fucked in front of him.

If Cherry’s final wish was to have sex with Connor and his impressive cock, she was fulfilling it, bucking on his length with wild abandon now, her groans competing with Peaches as if to see who could be the loudest.

“Oh, shit,” Connor suddenly said, quickly standing upright before the chair beneath him broke, collapsing into a heap of metal pipes and material. Mike and Henry broke out into surprised laughter, as did Cherry, who Connor was holding, impressively still impaled on his erection. I had the perfect view of her small, pink, wet labia stretched out around the base of his girthy shaft.

“Put me down,” she told him, once they’d stopped laughing at the fact they’d snapped the chair. “Do me doggy style.”

Connor didn’t need to be asked twice, lowering her to the floor so that she could get all on fours, then without hesitation, he knelt behind her, carefully aiming his dick back inside her before grabbing her hips and thrusting into her fast and hard.

“Uh, give me that big cock,” my wife groaned, pushing her hips back against him lustily.

“I told you he was big too,” Peaches commented. I’d been so fixed on Cherry that I hadn’t noticed her and Sam take a break from fucking. The big track star was sipping from a fresh beer bottle, standing nearby and watching my redhead girl get drilled by Connor. Sam hadn’t cum yet. His dick stood out proudly in front of him, hard as an iron rod.

“I know, he’s nearly as big as Sam,” Cherry nodded, wincing in a mix of pleasure and pain as Connor enjoyed her roughly from behind.

“So much bigger than your little dick boyfriend, Glenn,” Sam commented, stepping closer. My fists bunched when I heard that. Who the fuck did this guy think he was?

Again, I made to walk over and finally intervene but yet again I stopped as events took another turn. “Make room for the little guy,” said Mike, kneeling down in front of Cherry and offering her his cock to suck. To my shock, she didn’t resist, opening her mouth and letting him slide it inside over her extended tongue that she playfully flicked against the tip as he moved in and out slowly, looking down and enjoying the view.

My wife-come-girlfriend was being spit-roasted by two college guys. Was this really happening? Just days ago, I’d wondered if this was a dream and I began to wonder again, pinching the skin on the back of my hand to make sure. It hurt. Yep. This was real. All too real.

“Glenn?” A voice said from behind me and I spun around, putting a finger to June’s lips as she stepped up beside me to look at what was happening. “Oh…” was all she said as she saw the group in front of us, her voice a whisper now.

“I was too late,” I lied.

“I… came to see if you were okay,” the teacher replied, her eyes wide in disbelief - or perhaps, aroused interest - at the scene happening next just yards away from where I was hiding in the shadows.

“I’m sorry. I know I’ve been a long time but I was waiting for the right moment,” I screwed up my face in embarrassment. This was mortifying.

“Well, at least she’s having a good time,” June noted, her face taking on a wry expression. I looked back to see that Mike had taken Connor’s place and was now happily screwing Cherry while she sucked Sam. Peaches was riding Connor and even Henry was jerking off now, his inhibitions lost to the alcohol, weed and young lust on display in front of him.

“You’re loving that, aren’t you, Cherry-boo?” I heard Sam say, pushing her red hair out of the way so everyone could see her mouth working his cock.

The use of my intimate nickname for her was the last straw but as I stepped forward, June’s hand pulled me back by the hood of my top.

“No,” she shook her head, an intense and serious look in her heavily lined eyes. “There’s no good outcome here, not if you confront a group of guys with full balls and blood stoked with testosterone, alcohol and God knows what else. Let me take you home. Let them finish up and wait for her to come home, then confront her if that’s what you want.”

“But-” I started but she silenced me with a finger as I’d done with her moments ago. The sticky noises of sex, of Cherry and Peaches’s increasingly frenetic moans, of flesh thudding against flesh, sounded behind me but I didn’t turn around again to see what they were doing now.

“No buts,” June shook her head, then took my hand and led me away. “They’re too far gone. Trust me. It’s for the best. You’ll be okay.”

I let her lead back through the swaying cedars to the parking lot. She was right. I’d wait it out at the dorm and then perhaps I’d just try to forget this ever happened because tomorrow, if my instincts were right and my plan worked, we’d be going home, back to our old selves.
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The Gathering Storm
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Iwas dozing on the dilapidated dorm sofa when I heard the door creak open. Bleary-eyed, I glanced at the clock - 12:14 am. Cherry tiptoed in barefoot, her high heels in one hand and her cheeks flushed from the night air.

“Hey you,” I said softly. “How was your night?”

“It was amazing,” she replied, a touch evasive as she tossed the shoes to the floor by the doorway and walked rather unsteadily to grab a glass of water from the kitchen. “More than just catching up with some old friends, if you know what I mean.”

I nodded, deciding not to press her for now. “Come here,” I said, patting the sofa cushion beside me.

Cherry came over and curled up under my outstretched arm as I sat upright to make room. The familiar scent of her floral perfume filled my senses as she nestled close, despite the other lingering traces of weed, alcohol and sex.

For a moment we just sat in silence, the faint tick of the clock marking the time.

“I missed you tonight,” I murmured into her hair. Cherry squeezed my hand in response.

“Let’s go to bed,” she said. “I owe you, for letting me have tonight.”

I let her pull me into the darkened bedroom, where we undressed for bed unhurriedly. As Cherry slid under the covers, I pulled her close once more, our legs intertwining. She tilted her face towards mine.

“Do you want to know what I did?” she whispered.

I shook my head. “Not yet,” I murmured and I met her lips for a soft, lingering kiss then held her until her breathing slowed and sleep took over.

Tomorrow we could talk, but for now, having her safe and by my side again was all that mattered. I inhaled the sweet scent of her hair and followed her into dreams.

* * *

I opened my eyes to unfamiliar surroundings. Instead of the soft comfort of the bed, I found myself standing on an endless stretch of road. The asphalt beneath my feet felt warm, and overhead, the sky was painted in deep shades of twilight, with stars beginning to emerge, pinheads of faint light glimmering against the growing dark.

To my left, a weathered sign stood, its paint chipped and faded, but the words were unmistakable: “Memory Lane.”

A gentle breeze played with my hair, bringing with it the faint, comforting scent of jasmine and a hint of clean mint. And there, floating in the distance down the road, was a figure I recognized—the fairy, Sera Wing. Her raven-black hair cascaded around her, contrasting with her glowing orange and white wings that fluttered softly, casting an ethereal light.

I felt an inexplicable pull towards her and began to walk down Memory Lane. With each step, whispers of my past surrounded me. Shadows of moments - both joyous and painful - played out beside me. I heard the laughter from days gone by, felt the sting of old wounds, and remembered the warmth of Cherry’s touch. It was as if the road itself was weaving the tapestry of my life’s memories.

Drawing closer to Sera Wing, our eyes met. Hers were emerald green, filled with an ageless wisdom and understanding. She smiled, a silent acknowledgment of the journey I was on.

But just as I was about to reach out to her, seeking answers or perhaps just comfort, she disappeared, the pendant at her throat glowing with an almost blinding azure light before dwindling away. In her place, a flurry of vibrant orange flowers burst forth, their petals dancing and twirling in the wind.

The world around me began to blur - the road, the sign, and the memories melding together and as the final petal gently landed on the oddly warm surface beneath my feet, I felt a pull, drawing me back from this dreamlike realm and into the waking world.

“Go home.”

* * *

The fairy’s voice echoed in my ears as I awoke, replaced by the sound of the powerful wind howling outside, thudding against the windows and shaking the glass in the flaking white frames. I blinked awake slowly, watching the rise and fall of Cherry’s chest as she dozed a while longer. A storm was brewing outside. Heavy black clouds hung in the sky through the gap in the faded dorm room curtains.

Go home.

Those words and the vision of Sera told me what I needed to know. Libby and I were right. We had our way out.

When Cherry finally opened her eyes, I kissed her forehead tenderly. “Good morning, beautiful.”

It was everything I could do to be loving. The images of last night haunted me but I pushed them from my mind. I had to stick to the plan and this would all soon be over.

Cherry gave a sleepy smile. “What time is it?”

“Almost nine.”

We lay in a cozy tangle for a few more minutes before the rumblings of hunger roused us from bed, alongside a distant rumble of thunder outside.

In the kitchenette, I scrambled some eggs while Cherry made toast and coffee. We moved around each other in a familiar rhythm, exchanging casual touches and smiles. The silence between us wasn’t awkward, rather it was the comfortable quiet of a couple very much used to life together.

Settling at the small table with our plates, we turned on the TV. The morning news anchor was reporting on the upcoming midterm elections.

“…President Clinton is hitting the campaign trail to rally support for Democratic candidates in the final weeks before November 8th.” Footage showed Clinton shaking hands after he descended the steps leading from Air Force One.

We ate in thoughtful silence, the clink of forks and murmur of the television filling the quiet. I wondered if Cherry was thinking about last night, but decided to let her share in her own time.

When we finished eating, I took our plates to the sink before returning to kiss the top of Cherry’s head. “I’ll jump in the shower quick.” I hadn’t washed since yesterday and I was all too aware of the smell of sex with Libby and June that lingered on me almost as much as the similar scent that lingered on my girlfriend.

“Okay babe,” she replied, gazing absently out the window with a pensive look, a trace of a smile lingering on her lips. I squeezed her shoulder, then headed off to get cleaned up. I was excited to tell her about my plan but simply having this ordinary morning together felt right for now.

She went straight into the shower after me, emerging looking like the young Cherry I’d gotten to make memories with all over again this past week. Her face was fresh and pretty, devoid of the heavy make-up she’d worn for the boys last night and her red hair was pinned up in a tight bun atop her head. However, that only made the hickeys on her neck stand out even more obviously than they did when I was lying close to her in bed.

“I guess we should talk now,” she said, joining me on the sofa, her eyes finding mine, a hint of anxiousness in the pale blue irises that I always loved staring into.

“You don’t have to tell me what happened last night,” I began, with a reassuring smile. I knew all that I wanted to know. To hear it from her lips would be too much. Right now, I wanted to focus on what I could control. Getting us home.

“I need you to at least know the basics,” she replied, pausing before continuing. “I fucked them all. Sam, Mike and Connor.”

She didn’t mention Henry, at least. That was something to be grateful for. I pretended to be shocked. “All three of them?” I checked. “Wow. Did you have a good time? That’s all I care about. Were they good to you?”

Cherry nodded. “I’ll tell you whatever you want to know. You only have to ask.”

Again, I shook my head and smiled, changing the subject. “Cherry, I know how to get us home. I figured it out last night with Libby.”

Those light blue eyes widened and her mouth widened into a hopeful smile. “Really?”

I went on to explain everything, confessing to the passionate lovemaking I’d had with Libby and how we thought she was the key - the girl I had to let ‘have what she wants.’

“No way,” Cherry breathed, the gears turning in her head visible in her eyes as she absorbed this new information. She didn’t bat an eyelid at me sleeping with the brunette, unlike her reaction to the news about me screwing Peaches. When I continued, producing the golden ticket and handing it to her as I explained Libby’s theory about ‘taking it back’ her eyes widened even further and she stood up suddenly, her hands shaking with excitement.

“The county fair is on right now,” she said, chewing her lip while thinking, turning the ticket over in her hand and staring at it in wonder. “The machine has to be there, right?”

“I have no idea,” I shrugged, “But where else could it be? Sera Wing hasn’t made this easy for us but surely, she wouldn’t expect us to be able to find an ancient wishing machine in a county as big as Eightara.”

“Then we have to go now,” Cherry stated, bouncing on her prettily-painted toes in excitement.” We can’t waste any more time. The fair is on, and if the machine is there, we need to find it. I want to go home, Glenn. We’re done here.”

“Alright, alright,” I grinned, drumming my hands on my thighs before standing up and heading into the bedroom to get ready.

Quickly, I changed into a more suitable outfit for the fair, grabbing a light jacket from the closet. Cherry was already by the door, her bag slung over her shoulder, her eyes filled with determination.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice filled with a mix of hope and anxiety.

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the moment. “Let’s do this.”

With that, we stepped out into the gathering storm and whatever fate awaited us.

* * *

The moment Cherry and I got outside, the atmosphere was thick with tension, and it wasn’t just because of our mission. The dark clouds that I’d spied through the dorm room window had gathered overhead, casting an ominous shadow over the Eightara County Fair as we arrived. The once vibrant hues of the stalls now seemed muted, and the distant twang of a country band playing was almost drowned out by the rumbling of nearing thunder.

As we entered, the towering Ferris wheel, which would usually stand tall and proud against a clear blue sky, now looked vulnerable, its cabins swaying alarmingly in the increasing wind. The carousel’s tune was melancholic, its painted horses appearing to dance more slowly, as if weighed down by the impending storm.

Raindrops began to fall, first lightly, then in a steady downpour. Children, once laughing and running, now sought shelter, their cotton candy dissolving in their hands. Vendors scrambled to cover their goods, and performers hurriedly packed up their instruments.

Cherry pulled her jacket tighter around her, her eyes scanning the surroundings. “We have to find that machine,” she shouted over the roar of the wind, her voice filled with urgency.

I nodded, pulling up the hood and tightening the collar of my jacket to shield against the rain. We navigated through the now chaotic fairground, the scent of wet earth mixing with the aroma of food stalls. The rain was relentless, and every so often, a flash of lightning would illuminate the scene, followed by the deep growl of thunder.

Then, amidst the chaos, I spotted the familiar building where we’d found the machine back in 2023. But as we entered, pacing swiftly towards the back wall, my heart sank. The machine wasn’t there. Cherry, undeterred, began asking around, her voice barely audible over the storm, even here inside the shelter of the Expo building.

The search for the ancient wishing machine had become even more challenging, but we were determined. The storm might have been fierce, but our resolve was fiercer.

As Cherry and I hurried back out into the rain-soaked fairground, a familiar voice rang out, dripping with mockery. “Well, if it isn’t Glenn and his girl. Storm chasing?”

I turned to see Sam, a gray hoodie pulled over over his ever-stylish hair, flanked by Connor and Mike. Did they ever leave his side? Their broad frames seemed to take up even more space under the stormy sky, and their laughter echoed louder than the thunder as Sam made some no-doubt crass joke under his breath to them.

Cherry stiffened beside me, the thoughts of last night obviously still in her mind from her tense posture. “Not now, Sam,” she snapped, trying to pull me away.

But Sam wasn’t done. “Oh, come on, Cherry. Did you tell your boyfriend about last night yet?” He smirked, his eyes darting between me and her. Connor and Mike chuckled, their gazes equally taunting.

I felt a familiar surge of anger. These jocks had been a thorn in my side for as long as I could remember. Their constant jibes, their smug faces, and now, their shared history with Cherry - it was all too much.

Mike leaned in, his voice dripping with condescension. “How does it feel, Glenn? Knowing that Cherry’s been with all of us now?”

Connor laughed, adding fuel to the fire. “Yeah, and trust me, we were way better than you could ever be.”

“And bigger,” Sam chortled, a blue flash of lightning illuminating his face for a split second.

I could feel the heat rising in my face, my fists clenching. Cherry’s hand on my arm was the only thing keeping me grounded. “Let’s just go,” she whispered. “They’re not important now.”

But I’d had enough. Pulling away from Cherry, I squared up to Sam, my gaze never leaving his. “You think you’re so tough with your little gang? Let’s see how you fare one-on-one.”

Sam’s smirk faded, replaced by a look of surprise. But before he could react, I swung, my fist connecting with the union of his jaw and ear. The impact sent him stumbling back, crashing into a nearby stall. Mike ran up to me, but I stamped on his foot and cracked my forehead against the bridge of his nose then watched him crumple to the rain-sodden floor alongside his friend.

The fairground, already chaotic from the storm, erupted into a frenzy. People shouted, some cheering, others calling for security. Connor rushed to Mike’s and Sam’s side, their combined faces a mix of shock and rage.

“Dude, there was no need,” Connor glared at me, helping an unsteady Sam to his feet.

“Good punch,” the track star groaned, rubbing his jaw. “I guess I deserved that.”

I took another step towards them and the three of them backed away. “Chill,” Sam implored me. “We were only fucking messing around, Glenn.”

I bunched my fists and raised my arm to finish the job but Cherry grabbed me by the hood of my jacket, pulling me away from the scene. “Come on, we need to go,” she urged.

As we made our escape from the approaching security guard, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of satisfaction and apprehension. I’d finally stood up to Sam, but I knew there would be consequences if we didn’t find the machine, so now we absolutely had to locate Sera Wing.
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The storm intensified, turning the fairground into a maze of drenched stalls and frantic visitors. Cherry and I, soaked to the bone, continued our desperate search for the ancient wishing machine. Each turn, each building, seemed to lead to another dead end. The weight of our mission, combined with the relentless rain, was beginning to take its toll.

“This is hopeless,” I said, pausing for breath but Cherry urged me on.

“We’ll find it,” she promised. “Let’s just keep looking. It has to be here.”

As we trudged on, a memory suddenly flashed in my mind; the dream I’d had about ‘Memory Lane.’ The name echoed in my head, and a vivid image of Cherry and me, lost in a passionate embrace in a secluded alleyway of the fairground, came rushing back. The memory was so intense, so real, that for a moment, I could almost feel the warmth of that day back in our youth - our real youth - a stark contrast to the freezing cold rain now pelting us.

“Cherry,” I said, my voice barely audible over the roar of the storm, “Do you remember that alleyway? The one where we… you know.”

She looked at me, her eyes widening in realization. “It’s worth a try,” she whispered. “Could that be it?”

Without another word, we raced towards the alleyway, our hope renewed but as we turned the corner, our hearts sank. The alleyway was empty, save for a few discarded wrappers and the remnants of a forgotten stall.

Defeated, we were about to turn back when a voice, deep and raspy, called out to us. “Looking for something?”

We spun around to see an ancient-looking man, his face lined with age, a grey beard growing sparsely from his pointed chin, wearing a long black coat that seemed untouched by the rain. His crow-black eyes, sharp and piercing, studied us with a mix of curiosity and amusement.

Cherry stepped forward, her voice filled with desperation. “We’re looking for an old wishing machine. It has a robotic fairy inside. Have you seen it?”

The man’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Ah, Sera Wing. The Wishing Faery. A relic of the past, filled with mysteries and wonders.” He paused, letting the weight of his words sink in. “I know where it is.”

We exchanged a glance, a mix of hope and skepticism. “Where?” I asked, trying to keep the eagerness out of my voice.

The man leaned in, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Follow me.”

And with that, he turned and began walking, his coat billowing behind him, leading us away from the fair and deeper into the heart of the storm and the mysteries of the Wishing Faery.

* * *

The car’s interior was a stark contrast to the storm outside. Plush leather seats, dim ambient lighting, and the faint scent of old books and polished wood. As the rain pelted the windows, the vehicle hummed softly, making its way through the winding roads.

Sitting in the driver’s seat was the ancient-looking man who had introduced himself as Doc, his sharp eyes occasionally darting to the rearview mirror, watching the road and us simultaneously. “I’ve always had a penchant for collecting the rare and the unique,” he began, his soft voice smooth and measured. “Antiquities, artifacts, relics of a bygone era. The Wishing Faery machine is one of my most treasured possessions.”

Cherry shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “Why would you loan such a valuable item to the fair?”

Doc chuckled, a deep, resonant sound. “For the joy of it. To see the wonder in people’s eyes, the hope, the dreams. But today,” he glanced outside at the raging storm, “I had a feeling. I knew a storm was coming and I always trust my instincts. So, I kept it at my residence.”

I exchanged a wary glance with Cherry. This man, with his vast knowledge and mysterious aura, was an enigma. “Why are you helping us?” I asked, my voice betraying a hint of suspicion.

Doc turned his gaze to me, his eyes twinkling with amusement. “Let’s just say I have my reasons. Every artifact has a story, and I’m curious to see how this one unfolds.”

The journey continued in silence, the only sound being the rhythmic patter of raindrops and the soft hum of the car’s engine. As we neared Doc’s residence, an old-looking wooden building that had seen better days, came into view, its faded grandeur accentuated by the lightning that occasionally slashed across the ink-black clouds.

Cherry leaned in, her voice barely above a whisper. “We need to be careful, Glenn. We don’t know what we’re walking into.”

I nodded, gripping her hand tightly. “We’ve come this far. We have to see this through.”

As the car pulled up to the entrance, Doc turned to us, his smile enigmatic. “Welcome to my humble abode. I hope you find what you’re looking for.”

I looked around as I got out of the car, pulling my hood up against the rain, which was now turning to hail. Doc’s old house was an oddity, surrounded by more modern buildings, a remnant of days long past.

“It’s in the outbuilding,” Doc nodded towards a lean-to attached to the side of his home. “Follow me.”

Gravel crunched under our feet as he led us up the short drive, the hailstones growing larger, bouncing off the ground and creating a staccato rhythm. The outbuilding, much like the main house, bore the marks of time. Its wooden panels were weathered, and the paint was chipped in places, revealing the raw timber beneath.

As we stepped inside, the musty scent of old wood and oily metal filled the air. The room was dimly lit, but there, in the center, stood the Wishing Faery machine. Its ornate design, though aged, still held a certain charm and it looked no younger than it had done when we’d last seen it, back in the future. The intricate carvings and patterns on its exterior seemed to tell a story of its own, a testament to the countless wishes like ours that it had probably granted and witnessed over the years.

As we approached, a soft glow began to emanate from the machine, casting an ethereal light around the room and the sign on the top pulsed, cycling through all the colors of the rainbow. The robotic fairy inside, Sera Wing, which had been still until now, suddenly sprang to life. Her mechanical wings fluttered, and her eyes, glowing bright green and inquisitive, fixed on us.

“Make a wish for one dollar?” she chimed, her familiar voice both melodic and slightly eerie.

Cherry and I exchanged a glance, a mix of awe and uncertainty. The machine, maybe because of its age and the countless hands that had touched it, didn’t seem to recognize us, and yet I had a feeling that it was beckoning us closer.

Doc, standing a few steps behind, watched with keen interest, his enigmatic smile still in place. “It seems the machine has taken a liking to you,” he remarked, his voice filled with a hint of amusement. Why did he think that?

I reached into my pocket, pulling out the slightly damp and crumpled golden ticket. The weight of our journey, our hopes, and our dreams, all seemed to culminate in this moment. With a deep breath, I approached the machine, ready to test out my theory.

“The best is yet to come,” I said out loud, reading the words and only now feeling their meaning truly. I turned to see Cherry by my side, her pretty youthful face hopeful. “The machine was telling us all along. The past is the past. Memories, that’s all they are. The present and the future, that’s what’s important. Do you get it?”

“Looking back is memorable,” Doc agreed, his wise voice echoing around in the small, dusty space. I took note of the shelves that lined the wall, full of interesting oddities, an ornate golden-framed mirror, an ivory music box and more. “But yes, you’re right. Pleasure can only truly be found in the present and hope can only be looked for in the future. Don’t harbor regret. A life lived well is a good life, regrets or none.”

“I don’t want to make a wish,” I announced, sliding the golden ticket into the slot from whence it came back in 2023. Cherry and I shared a moment, a look passed between us, knowing this might be it.

“We want to take it back,” my wife said, her voice determined.

A massive boom of thunder shook the wooden outbuilding. Dust fell from the ceiling, cascading over us and then the solitary light bulb that hung from a swaying pendant above our heads went out, casting the room into total darkness.

* * *

“What the fuck just happened?” I said, getting up from the floor and dusting myself off. I couldn’t remember passing out but I must have. “Cherry? Are you okay? Doc?”

“I’m here,” my wife’s voice replied from somewhere close by. I heard a click and the lights came back on. Cherry was standing by the switch. There was no sign of Doc.

“Glenn,” she said, looking around her in amazement. “I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore.”

I wasn’t looking around. I was staring at my wife. She wasn’t young now. The familiar, oh-so-beautiful lines had returned to her face and the grey streaks ran through her fading red hair once again.

Suddenly, I felt the weight of age. My back ache returned and I groaned, arching backwards and knuckling at the base of my spine to relieve the pain. My wrist cracked as I did so, and I laughed at the sound.

“Glenn, you’re-”

“Old,” I nodded and the pair of us laughed at the very notion that we should be happy about such a thing. “Well, middle-aged.”

For the first time, I took in my surroundings. We weren’t in a rundown shack anymore, we were in a modern garage, the walls lined with power tools and tins of paint and other items you’d expect to find in a modern American man’s ‘escape from the house for an hour’ space.

The Wishing Faery machine, however, was still here, propped up in the corner now, the name on the top of the cabinet still glowing colorfully.

“Do you think we’re home?” Cherry asked tentatively. “Back in 2023?”

I was just about to answer when the connecting door nearby opened and a tall, broad-shouldered fellow raged through with a baseball bat held threateningly above his head.

“What are you doing in our-” he said, then stopped, staring at us, probably expecting to catch two burglars rather than a middle-aged, confused-looking couple.

“Hey now,” I said slowly, lifting my hands in surrender as he continued to wave the bat menacingly. “We didn’t choose to come here.”

“We came for her,” Cherry explained, looping her arm through mine and then pointing at the wishing machine.

A pretty woman, probably in her mid-fifties, around the same age or slightly younger than the baseball bat-wielding man, stepped up alongside who I presumed was her husband.

“You made a wish too?” she asked, her eyes flickering between me and Cherry, who nodded in answer. The woman’s face softened and she put a hand on the bat still poised in her husband’s hand. “That won’t be necessary.”

The big man looked at her and slowly lowered it.

“You just put your tickets in,” her eyes went to the machine, “Didn’t you?”

Cherry glanced at me, then back to the couple waiting for an answer in the doorway to their house. “How did you-”

Right then, the machine vibrated, silencing her. The cabinet lit and the fairy’s wings buzzed excitedly, Sera Wing’s eyes glowing green so brightly that it completely lit the interior of the garage for a moment. Somehow, I understood. This couple had also made a wish at some point. What had happened to Doc’s outbuilding or why this garage was here now and why the machine was here was all a mystery still, but somehow I just knew.

“Jonah,” the old fellow said, extending a large hand which I took and shook firmly.

“Glenn,” I returned my name and Cherry and the woman who introduced herself as Marla, Jonah’s wife, shared a hug.

I felt the tension slide from my shoulders. I didn’t know what Sera Wing had done or how she’d done it - the machine had gone dark and silent again now - but suddenly we were with friends. We were safe.
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“Had a little adventure, did you?” the man named Jonah asked and suddenly a memory popped into my head. I knew this man and his wife. We’d seen them before somewhere, but where?

“You too?” I asked, somehow knowing that he and his wife had used the machine. That was it - that’s where I’d seen them before. This was the old couple that had made the wish directly before us, that day at the fair.

Which meant we were back in 2023.

The older man, Jonah, nodded. “It was a wild ride.” He cast a wistful glance at the machine. “Where did you go?”

How did I even begin to explain?

“1994,” I replied, expecting them not to believe me but instead, the old couple simply nodded.

“No shit,” Jonah laughed. “Back in time, huh? I wonder how she did that?”

The four of us all knew the answer to that question, even though it seemed crazy.

“Magic?” I speculated, then took a step back in surprise when Cherry, Jonah and his wife all said the same word at the exact same time, causing us to all burst into laughter. Even the machine approved, bursting back into life, the animated fairy’s medallion glowing blue as the figure nodded slowly. Her wings whirred as fast as before, causing the cabinet to rattle against the garage wall. I wanted to ask how the cabinet got here but the entire situation was too confusing to even think about.

“Where did you go?” Cherry asked, directing her question at the attractive Marla.

“We didn’t travel in time,” Jonah’s wife replied with a shrug of her slender shoulders. “We just became young. In our twenties.”

“We did the same,” Cherry nodded slowly, “Only she took us back to 1994 to do it.”

“And did you learn anything?” Jonah had his hands on his hips now, the baseball bat hanging forgotten by his side.

“You could say that,” I replied, not wanting to divulge too much about the week of depravity that we’d fought through to get back home but somehow he seemed to know, giving a look and I smiled, suddenly realising that he and Marla had suffered - or should I say, enjoyed - the same fate.

I glanced over at Sera Wing, watching the colours fade back into darkness. She was giving his knowledge somehow, creating a rapport between the four of us, but why? Whatever reason it was, it was welcome as Jonah and Marla invited us into their house, out of the cold garage and made us a round of hot, steaming coffees.

We talked a little, opening up about our experiences without going too deeply into the exact nature of the sexual awakening that both of us couples seemed to have gone through.

“I’m just glad it wasn’t just us,” Jonah said, as Cherry and I told the lovely couple that had to go. We’d been talking for some time now and we needed to leave. It was curious how we’d only been gone for a week but the old couple told us that a full month had passed. We’d have some explaining to do to our friends and family as to where we’d been and that needed to start right away.

“It’s been good to have someone to talk to,” Marla added. “Jonah and I were starting to wonder if the whole thing had been some sort of crazy delusion.”

They walked us to the door and then I realised something. I only had a vague idea of where we were, somewhere in Narahoo City and we had no way of getting home.

“Um, would it be possible for you to call us an Uber?” I asked, checking my pockets. “The fairy didn’t send us back with our cellphones.”

Jonah cackled an unsurprised laugh. “Of course,” he replied, sliding his out of his pocket. “What’s your address?”

I gave it to him and then as we waited for the car, he added, “Man, I can’t even remember what life was like without smartphones.”

“Do you know something?” Cherry leaned into me and I put an arm around her appreciatively, bringing a knowing smile from Marla. “I think it was a better time.”

“You’re probably right,” Marla agreed. “Technology has a lot to answer for.”

I murmured my agreement and Jonah nodded, murmuring, “Magic is better than technology, for sure.”

Our car turned up shortly afterwards, and we thanked the old couple for their hospitality and for not calling the cops before confronting us in their garage. As we got into the Uber and it pulled away, we waved and saw them burst into laughter, probably the same weird shared sense of joy that I felt from knowing that it was all real and not just a bizarre dream. I started giggling, and Cherry joined in. We were home.

* * *

“You’re back,” exclaimed Peaches, bursting through the front door and into our kitchen. We’d only been home for an hour or so and had spent the time enjoying a warm shower and getting changed into 2023 clothing. “How was the last-minute vacation?”

“It was-” I exchanged a look with Cherry - what was happening? - “…interesting.”

“Everyone was worried,” the bubbly blonde slammed her pink handbag on the worktop and launched herself up onto one of the tall kitchen stools. “No one had seen you since the county fair and we all thought you’d gone missing until your uncle told the cops that you’d gone on vacation. A last-minute thing. Something you won at the fair?”

“That’s right,” Cherry nodded slowly, side-eyeing me to take over.

“Yeah, there was this wishing machine. It had a fairy in it and we made a wish for a vacation and guess what?” Peaches was frowning at me as I babbled on. “We won a vacation. An around-the-world trip for one month. I’m sorry we didn’t tell you, we had to get our passports and cases packed.”

“It was all such a rush,” Cherry continued. “We’re sorry to have caused worry.”

“Uncle?” I asked as Peaches continued to consider us as if trying to work something out. “Which uncle?”

“I don’t know,” the blonde shrugged, her hefty boobs bouncing in her loose floral print dress. “He was old. Like… ancient old. Gray beard. I think he said his name was Doc or something like that.”

Cherry and I stared at each other, before taking a moment to compose ourselves again.

“Ah, yes,” my wife nodded. “My Uncle Doc. Of course.”

“Well, I better be going,” Peaches slid from the stool and threw her bag back over my shoulder. “I guess you have unpacking to do and everything.”

“We do,” I informed her, not telling her that it was more about unpacking everything we’d experienced over the past few days rather than emptying suitcases of dirty laundry.

“Before I go,” Peaches hesitated at the door. “It’s funny, what you said about the wishing machine thing. I think it’s the same machine I made a wish at a couple of years ago.”

“Oh,” Cherry replied, her tone suddenly lifting in interest. “No way?”

“I wished to meet a nice young man,” Peaches nodded, her large blue eyes twinkling with the memory. “Someone who’d want me for me and not just be a fuck boy like every other man I’d dated. Anyway, a few days later, I met Richard.”

I stared at my wife. Had Sera Wing fulfilled Peaches’s wish too?

“Right, I better go. Catch you later!” And with that revelation, the bubbly blonde left, closing the door behind her and leaving Cherry and me in stunned silence.

“Nothing is ever going to surprise me again,” she murmured, then turned around to head back into the kitchen to make a start on the mountain of mail that had landed on the doormat since we’d been gone.

I followed her in and was about to turn on the TV and finally relax when her startled gasp made me turn around.

“What is it?” I asked, seeing her staring at the first letter she’d opened.

“I made partner,” she squinted at the words on the piece of paper in her hand, then fetched her reading glasses from atop the fridge and read it again. “I made partner.”

Cherry worked at a solicitors but she was only a paralegal. That made no sense. She wasn’t close to being in any position to even apply for partner.

“It must be a mistake,” I said, taking the letter from her and reading it. They’d even changed the name of the company to include our surname, ‘Brown, Wallace and Cooper.’

“Or maybe a prank.” I turned around but Cherry was now on her laptop, her fingers tapping away until she found what she was looking for and her face paled.

“Glenn,” she said, her voice barely more than a whisper. “We changed things.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, walking over and looking at the screen.

“I asked Professor Carter for A’s,” she told me. “My exam results. They’ve changed. Look at my CV.”

I read down the document as she showed me. Straight A’s in everything. All her qualifications were there and more. She wasn’t just a paralegal, she was now a fully qualified lawyer.

“What the fuck,” I breathed. “Sera Wing said we couldn’t change things, that what we did wouldn’t affect anything.”

“I think she lied,” Cherry chuckled. “Look at my bank account!”

I didn’t look. I had my own reason to be excited. On that penultimate night back in 1994, I’d had some weird thoughts while waiting for Libby. One of them had been about returning home. I’d wondered if somehow, when we went back to 2023, what might happen to the Glenn and Cherry of that timeline? The timeline that the fairy had led me to believe was a sort of pocket reality, a safe place to explore our fantasies, a sandbox to fulfil our regrets without consequence.

But that didn’t seem to be the case. It looked like certain things we’d done had affected the future, the present that we were now living in.

I’d decided to do something that evening back in 1994, for the young Glenn of that timeline, an impulsive decision. That night, I’d phoned my father and asked him to invest some of my allowance in a small tech company by the name of Apple. I’d just wanted Glenn and Cherry to have an easier life.

My hands trembling with excitement, I picked up my phone and looked at it. There was a trading app. I had a share portfolio. Holy shit. I double-clicked on it and almost fainted when I saw how much my shares were now worth.

“Um, Cherry,” I called out to my wife, who was on the phone to her mother, chattering excitedly about making partner. “You might want to come look at this.”

When she did, she almost fainted too.

The wishing faery hadn’t just given us the chance to fix things in our past. She’d created for us a whole new future.
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It was getting late and the excitement of our first day back in 2023 had exhausted us both. The sun had long since set behind the houses across the street and Cherry had already retired to bed. I was planning to do the same once I’d finished tidying up and vacuuming the house, where a month’s worth of dust had settled on every surface.

But a knock came at the door and I paused, looking at the time. 10:15 PM.

“Who’s that at this time?” I mumbled out loud to myself, sliding the vacuum into the utility cupboard and walking to the door.

When I opened it, I stood still in shock.

“Hello, stranger,” said a handsome, middle-aged, dark-haired woman from the doorstep. It took me a moment but I recognised her by her familiar, beautiful eyes. Eyes that I’d stared into just two evenings ago while we made love.

“Hello, Libby,” I gasped, throwing my arms around her and squeezing her tightly. “Wow. What the hell are you doing here?”

“You’re back, aren’t you?” she asked, vulnerability on her features as I beamed at her. She’d aged, like we all had, but she was still lovely.

“Back?” I questioned.

“Back from 1994,” she said slowly. “Today’s the day you left.”

“Oh, fuck.” My legs felt weak. She knew. Of course she did, she was the only person I’d told.

“It’s all real, isn’t it?” Libby was still standing on the doorstep and I beckoned her in.

“I can’t stay long,” she told me, as I closed the door behind her. “A couple of people that I came with are waiting in the car. I just wanted to reach out.”

“Oh, my God,” I enthused. “No, it’s fine. I haven’t seen you in all these years… Yes, it’s all real. We travelled back in time and now we’re back. And everything’s changed Libby, it’s all different. Well, not all of it but some of it is. I don’t much understand time paradoxes and all that stuff but… Sera Wing uses magic, so that’s how it works, I guess. And-”

“Stop,” Libby smiled and giggled, taking my hand and squeezing it. “You can tell me all this later. Is Cherry okay?”

“She’s upstairs, in bed. Probably asleep by now. We got back this morning and it’s all been such a whirlwind.”

“I can imagine.” The beautiful brunette paced backwards and forwards. “I know that some things changed. She came to me in my dreams, after you’d gone. The fairy. She said she’d granted my wish as well as yours. I’m sorry I never told you.”

“I don’t understand?” I hesitated. What was she trying to tell me?

“I knew you wouldn’t understand until today,” Libby carried on, licking her lips nervously. “The fairy told me I should wait until now, the day you came back because that’s the only time it would make sense to you.”

“The only time that would make sense?”

“In the car outside,” Libby started, walking past me and opening the front door to point at a Tesla parked at the foot of our drive. “Is my husband.”

“Right,” I shook my head, still not getting it.

“Connor,” Libby nodded. “I told you I liked Sam but I kind of liked Connor too. After you punched Sam, the punch that got talked about around campus for ages, that embarrassed him in front of everyone, he calmed down and so did his friends. Sam changed and Connor changed with him. When I realised Sam wasn’t into me, I asked Connor out instead now here we are, all these years later, happily married.”

“Wow,” I gasped, peering down the drive at the car. There were two figures in there but I couldn’t clearly see either of them. My middle-aged eyes weren’t that good. “I’m happy for you. That’s amazing. Who’s the other one?”

“My daughter, Sarah. I named her after the fairy.” Without explanation, Libby stepped outside and waved and a young woman with long dark hair - not the fairy - got out of the car and walked to join us at the door. She was pretty and looked strangely familiar.

“Sarah is 28 years old,” Libby explained. “I just wanted you to meet her.”

The young woman smiled at me warmly and I realised why she was familiar. She looked nothing like Connor but looked exactly like me.

Oh, shit.
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What’s Next?
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Join GK Grayson as he unravels the mysteries and lessons learned when fantasy becomes reality in The Wishing Faery Chronicles. This wild ride explores how surviving life’s unforeseen twists tests but ultimately strengthens the bonds of love.

[image: ]

Available Right Now

www.gkgrayson.com


A Note To The Reader

I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!

By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list to stay updated about those future projects.

Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!

Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!

Until next time,

Paul


Also By Paul Garland

The 1st ACHE Collaboration

The Hotwife Key Party: Tina

The Holiday Hotwives Series:

Tina: Taking One For The Team

Tina Takes Another One For The Team

Kelly: Takes Two To Tango

Stacy: Three’s A Crowd

A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast

Gemma: Four Little Words (coming soon)

The Improper Investigations Series:

A Hotwife’s Love Letter

The Detective Hotwife

The Thirst Trap (coming soon)

A Size Queen Story Series:

Part 1: Great Lengths

Part 2: Hard Feelings

The Cuckold Collection Series:

Size Matters

Ex Appeal

Dark Curiosity

Locked Up

Access Denied

Access All Areas

Cleaning Up

The No Angels Novels Series:

The School Reunion

Dawn’s Dark Desires

The Photo Shoot

The Bad Crowd

Katie’s Casting Call

Sara’s Shocking Secret

No Angels: The First Collection

No Angels: The Second Collection

The No Angels Stories Series:

Tales of the Black Cats Club:

#1: The Cat That Got The Cream

#2: Cat Got Your Tongue?

#3 Cat And Mouse

The Photographer’s Secret Portfolio:

#1: The Camera Doesn’t Lie

#2: Camera Shy

#3: Lights, Camera, Action

The Sexy Season Stories Series:

Tracy’s Trick or Treat

A Cuckold’s Christmas Carol

A Hallowe’en Hotwife House Party

The Cerulean Archives Series:

Hannah’s Helping Hands

The One That Got Away… Until He Didn’t

Perfectly Cucked!

Over Cucked!

I Caught My Wife In Bed… With My Boss

The Cerulean Erotica Presents Series:

The Dream Holiday Nightmare

What Would You Do?

A Seduction in Sorrento

A Friend in Need

Beth and her Boss

Costa Del Cuck

The Complete 6-Book Bundle
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About the Author

Paul Garland is an author of erotic novels and short stories, guaranteed to keep you turning the lust-filled pages until the early hours of the night. He lives with his wife and two children in a small house in the suburbs of Sheffield, England along with a lazy green budgerigar, an African Grey parrot that curses and a tubby tabby cat which would love to eat either. (Preferably the vulgar-tongued parrot.)

He has been writing since the turn of the millennium but only turned to the erotica genre in 2018 with his Cerulean Erotica Presents series and No Angels series of books which rapidly gained him a following. In 2020, he began ‘The Cuckold Collection,’ a brand new collection of cuckold-themed books and two new series of shorter stories: The No Angels Stories, The Sexy Season Stories and The Cerulean Archives. 2022 began two series, Holiday Hotwives and A Size Queen Story and 2023 introduces a new series, Improper Investigations.

You can connect with me on:
[image: website logo] http://www.paulgarland.net
[image: twitter logo] https://twitter.com/eroticapaul
[image: facebook logo] https://www.facebook.com/paulgarlanderotica
[image: link logo] https://allmylinks.com/eroticapaul
[image: link logo] https://www.patreon.com/paulgarland


Subscribe to my newsletter:
[image: newsletter logo] https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/7375561e-1ec9-11eb-a48c-6f06a9bd6d9e
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