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  Chapter 1


   


  I’d woken early, which meant sex.


  I’d noticed recently that Kim was much hornier first thing on a morning. In the evening, we were both exhausted from our jobs; on weekends, despite not having kids yet, we never seemed to find the time. It was as if the sexual side of her had evaporated sometime in the four years since we’d been married. But for some reason, if I woke up early and propositioned her first thing, she was open to it. Eager, even.


  I didn’t wake her straight away. I couldn’t help but lie there and watch as she slept, her soft golden hair in a mass of golden ringlets, spilling across the pillow. She was more beautiful than any slumbering princess in a fairy tale. Blessed with all-American good looks from her native Texas, she had the big, green eyes and long golden hair that spoke of innocence, and the full lower lip that spoke of anything but. Beneath the sheet, her full breasts formed two perfect peaks with a valley between them. I felt my cock begin to swell as I thought of her body…that gorgeous combination of firm, toned flesh and soft, golden skin. I couldn’t wait to see it.


  I hesitated, though, before leaning over to kiss her awake. I could see her eyes moving behind her closed lids and her lips parted occasionally, as if she was saying something in her sleep. As I watched, her head began to toss lightly on the pillow and her breathing quickened.


  She was dreaming. And, from what I could tell, it was a very specific sort of dream.


  It was summer, and there was only a thin sheet on the bed. I could see the outline of her long, shapely legs and, as I watched, her thighs eased apart just a little. Were her hips grinding, or was that just my imagination. No…yes! God, she was actually flexing her pelvis, as if bringing it up to meet an imaginary lover. Only, in her dream, that man would be very real. I wondered who it was.


  Some guys would have assumed it was them—it wouldn’t even have occurred to them that their wife would dream of someone else. But I knew how my wife had sex and this—the quick little pants, the way she was swirling her groin in tiny circles—this wasn’t it. At least, not when she had sex with me.


  Other guys would have been horrified, or angry. And I was, in a way. Why can’t she be like this with me, I couldn’t help thinking. But there was another side to it, too. The idea that, inside her head, she was lying there with another man between her thighs, pumping away at her…that turned me on. I wished I could tap into her thoughts, be there as an observer as his hands crushed her breasts, as—God—as his cock split the sweet lips of her pussy apart and plunged in deep. As I watched my wife’s head toss and thrash, her closed eyes seeing someone else entirely, I got harder and harder.


  And then, quite suddenly, her breathing quickened further. Two whirlpools appeared in the surface of the white sheet, and I realized she was scrunching it in her fists. Her whole body went tense…and then relaxed.


  She’d come. She’d come for someone else. With someone else.


  Of course, it was only a dream. That’s why it was okay that I’d gotten hard—that’s what I told myself. If it had been a real person…well, that would have been completely different. I didn’t want my wife cheating on me.


  But now I was left with a raging hard-on.


  I brushed her hair back from her forehead. “Kim?” I whispered. “Kim, honey?”


  I saw her smile. Her eyes were still closed and I think she was still half in the dream. She mumbled something. A name? It sounded like a single syllable, but I couldn’t quite make it out. It was sure it wasn’t mine because Louis is two syllables.


  I ran my hand down her cheek and she sleepily turned her head to press into my palm. God, it was ten years since I’d met her, during our final year at college, but I swore she didn’t look any older than when we’d graduated. Her skin was unlined and, even without make-up, she was absolutely gorgeous. “Kim,” I said again.


  She slowly opened her eyes and focused on me. I saw her blink a few times as she traded the dream world for the real one and, for just an instant, I saw a flash of disappointment cross her face. It hit me right in the gut…but what had I expected, waking her from a dream? Dreams are always better than reality. It was followed almost instantly by a look of guilt and a soft blush in her cheeks.


  I leaned down and kissed her. Her lips are one of my favorite things about her—it’s a long list. Soft, silken pillows that, even unpainted, just beg to be kissed. She hesitated for a moment, still groggy or maybe still guilty from her dream. But then she opened up hungrily and her tongue found mine. I kissed her for only a few seconds before I couldn’t resist any more. I broke the kiss, reached across and ripped the sheet back.


  In the summer, Kim always slept topless. That morning, she had on just a pair of light blue panties. Her full breasts were moving softly as she panted, and I noticed that the nipples were still hard. The morning sun was breaking through the blinds, painting her almost-nude body with shafts of pure gold that bent and slid around to follow her curves.


  I pushed off my own boxer briefs and slid one leg between her thighs, nudging them apart so that I could climb on top of her. She stared up at me as I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties and drew them down her flawless thighs. The soft curls of blonde hair at her pussy gleamed in the sunlight—she kept just a small triangle of hair above her pussy, shaving the rest, and I could see that her lips were already wet. As I threw the panties over my shoulder I plunged one finger inside her. God, she was soaking—wetter than I’d ever known her.


  “Wait,” said Kim, grabbing my arm. “I have to go put the cap in.”


  She swung her legs out from under me and hopped off the bed, then ran for the bathroom. I rolled onto my back and lay there for a moment, stroking myself. I was used to the little interruption and, weirdly, I’d gotten to find I kind of liked it. It was a kick, knowing she was in there preparing herself, a confirmation that sex was going to happen.


  She ran back in and slid under me again. I used my knees to spread her legs apart again, wedging myself between them and moved up between her thighs, positioning myself at her opening. Kim was staring up at me, her hands grabbing onto my shoulders to urge me on. I teased her lips with the head of my cock for a second and then—


  Relishing the moment, I thrust into her. She gave a soft little moan as I slid in to the hilt. She was perfect around me—soft and warm and God, so wet. And she seemed tight…I mean, she’d always felt tight enough to me. I’d found a couple of dildos in her underwear drawer that were bigger than me, so I knew she could take a bigger cock, but she’d never once complained. And after all, it’s how you use it, right?


  I began to thrust, taking my weight on my elbows so that I could reach her breasts with my hands. Soft and yet wonderfully firm and pert, her breasts were all-natural—pure Texas cheerleader goodness. I’ve always thought of them as bountiful. I’ve always wanted to do something filthy with them, like jack off over them, or slide my cock between them, but Kim’s not that sort of girl. She has a body built for sin, but when it comes to sex she’s actually very conservative.


  But that morning, at least, she was horny as hell. She started panting into my ear, her breath hot, and her nails were soon scratching at my back. I began to pick up the pace, my hips pounding between hers. God, if people could see me now, I thought, elated. Fucking the head of the cheerleading squad—me, Louis Dale! My hands squeezed just a little harder in my excitement and Kim arched her back and groaned. I quickly let go—I didn’t want to hurt her. Although, weirdly, it had sounded more like a groan of pleasure than of pain.


  I put my hands on either side of her head, instead, and began grinding my groin against her clit as I thrust. I was approaching my peak, now, and wanted to get her off before I came myself. But as I looked down to judge her state, I got a shock. Her eyes were tight closed and she was whispering something, far too quietly for me to make it out.


  She was fantasizing…probably continuing her session with her dream lover. I was spooked enough that I slowed my thrusts a little. Dreams were one thing—she couldn’t control those—but this was sex with her husband. Shouldn’t she be thinking about me?


  But as I watched her lips part and her tongue silently form his name, something happened to me. I began to see someone else fucking her. Some big, muscled guy, very different to me. Someone who’d really fuck her hard. And she was groaning and thrashing beneath him, writhing on a cock that was slippery with their juices….


  I caught my breath. Suddenly, I was hornier than I‘d ever been. I was going to come, thinking about her fucking him. My hips went faster, faster, Kim’s pussy a clutching, slippery perfection around me. I could feel the spasms as she began to come and, abruptly, she hissed one word: “Yesss…”


  And then she groaned and arched her back, thrusting her breasts up into my chest, her hips swirling beneath me. As her walls churned around my cock, I had no hope of holding back. I pushed deep into her and felt the spasms overtake me. I fired my load in long, hot shudders into her depths, filling her up. God! It had never been like that before!


  I finally rolled off her and kissed her again. She grinned but, as she lay there, her eyes remained closed for another minute or so, until she’d come down from her blissful peak. She was enjoying the afterglow with him…not with me.


   


  ***


   


  A half hour later, when we’d showered and dressed, I walked into the kitchen to find Kim frying eggs with one hand while she flipped bacon with the other. “I made your favorite,” she told me.


  I blinked. Not that it was unusual for her to do something nice for me, but this was out of the blue.


  Then our eyes connected for a second and I saw the guilt in her eyes. She knew that I knew: about the dream, the sex and the afterglow. I walked up behind her and kissed her neck. “Thank you, honey,” I told her. And then I hesitated there, my mouth hovering just above her skin. I wanted to tell her that it was okay, that I didn’t mind—as long as it stayed only a fantasy. But I could tell she was embarrassed, and how do you even start talking about that stuff? So I just kissed her a second time and sat down.


  We both worked for different software companies, right in the heart of Silicon Valley, so I got to marvel at Kim in her elegantly sexy blouse, skirt and heels as she cooked. I, on the other hand, was in my usual polo shirt and slacks. You can tell that she’s the one in sales and I’m the engineer.


  I’ve known, ever since we met at college, that I landed a woman well above my pay grade. I mean, I consider myself pretty good looking, but Kim’s on a different level. I couldn’t believe it when she agreed to go out with me. I think it had a lot to do with my timing—I met her when she was literally crying over breaking up with her asshole boyfriend of the time. I’d been her rebound, I suppose. And, when she saw how kind and considerate I was, she’d realized she didn’t need to put up with assholes. Nice guys can finish first.


  I went through the mail as I sipped my juice, opening it over the recycling box so I could dump the junk mail straight in. Junk, junk, junk…what?!


  It was an invitation to a college reunion—ten years since we’d graduated. A big, all-weekend thing, with accommodation provided.


  My immediate reaction was to dump it in the trash with the rest of the junk. College had not been the happiest time of my life. I still had bad memories of it…in fact, very occasionally I’d still awaken from nightmares about high-pressure exams, cruel hazing pranks…and Brad Dorff.


  Brad had been my own personal nemesis. Captain of the football team, he’d pretty much ruled the place—he got all the girls, had all the friends, knew where to get served booze underage…and he didn’t like me. For whatever reason, I got under his skin and, unlike the rest of the geeks, he’d terrorized me rather than simply ignoring me. Every day, I’d wondered if he and his football buddies would appear to slap the books from under my arm, push me sprawling into a ditch or invade another meeting of the astronomy society. I’d done my best to avoid that whole side of the college—the football team, the cheerleaders, even the football field and the stands themselves. Things had gotten slightly better in my final year and then, shortly before I’d graduated, I’d finally met Kim, the head cheerleader. It had always struck me as ironic that I could have maybe met her earlier if I hadn’t avoided the cool kids so fervently.


  I let the invite slide from between my fingers and fall into the recycling box. Some things should stay in the past.


  Kim gently laid my breakfast in front of me and stood there, smiling but with her hands nervously fiddling with the waistband of her skirt. She really was feeling guilty, bless her.


  I drew her into my lap and hugged her, kissing her neck again and then her lips, letting her golden hair spill down over my shoulder. “It’s okay,” I whispered in her ear, and she went tense—it was the first acknowledgment that I knew she’d been thinking about someone else. But after a moment, when I kept holding her, she relaxed.


  I moved back a little so that I could gaze at her. God, she was beautiful. She was lit up again by the sun, its rays streaming through the window to turn her blonde tresses into gold. Something suddenly popped into my head: wouldn’t it show Brad and his cronies, if I showed up with Kim on my arm and a ring on her finger? Wouldn’t that shut him up, once and for all?


  I looked out through the window at my BMW coupe and Kim’s Porsche. We were doing well for ourselves—no doubt much better than Brad had managed. What if we did go back to Texas? I could rub his nose in it. Payback.


  “What would you say,” I asked, retrieving the invite, “to a weekend in Texas?”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 2


   


  Kim drew in a deep lungful of air as we stepped out of the airport terminal and into the Texas heat. She was grinning from ear to ear as she snuggled into my side. “It feels great, doesn’t it?” she asked. “We’re home!”


  The thing is, it wasn’t my home. My home was in Seattle, but I’d bowed to pressure from my parents to get out and see the rest of America and applied to colleges in places like Texas. It had been a brand new world of heat, steaks, Texas drawls and, yes, some cowboy hats (although not quite as many as I’d first imagined). My parents got what they wanted in that I woke up to the fact that not all of America was like Seattle, and of course I met Kim, so I was eternally grateful for that. But being the pale kid from Seattle hadn’t helped me fit in. Brad, like Kim, had been a local kid. And, now that I was back, I was reminded of how out of place I felt here.


  I cheered up when I saw the greeters standing by the shuttle bus. Actual college students, picking up a few bucks by ferrying the reunion guests to and from the campus. One of them was a bespectacled, slender guy, while the other was a beaming, bouncy girl in a tiny skirt. They could have been us, a decade before. God, were we really that young?! And the girl really was a lot like Kim, all pert breasts and flashes of bare thigh--


  Kim poked me in the ribs. “You’re drooling,” she murmured, not unkindly.


  I quickly averted my eyes and pulled Kim close. “I’d rather have you,” I told her, and kissed her neck.


  When the bus was full, the girl turned to us and beamed. She explained that we’d all been assigned our old dorm rooms on campus. Most of them were empty since it was the college’s summer vacation, so the college was delighted to make a fast buck by renting them to us. Since I’d made the booking, Kim would be staying with me in mine. “Those of you who chose to rent your old fraternity or sorority houses, we’ll drop you off there.”


  I hadn’t taken that option. I’d called around my old buddies from college, but only one other guy from my old fraternity was bothering to go. I couldn’t blame them--like me, most of them had bad memories of college.


  But I had something my buddies didn’t have. I looked across at Kim. She was looking out of the window at the scenery, grinning. She’d worn a cute little denim skirt along with her tank top. All she needed was a cowboy hat and she’d be the perfect Texas woman. And she was mine…and, if Brad was at the reunion, I was going to make sure he knew it.


   


  ***


   


  “Wow,” said Kim, as we opened my dorm room door. “It’ll be just like old times.” And she gave me a sexy wink. My hopes for the weekend rose. Something about being back at the college had really lifted her. She seemed not just happier but younger.


  I tossed the events brochure we’d been given on the bed. I’d briefly scanned it on the bus: there was a reception that night, some sort of lecture we could attend the next day and then a football game on the final day. I was too excited to check the details, though. I was already imagining Brad’s jealous face when he saw what an amazing woman I’d married.


  My dorm room looked almost exactly how I remembered it. The student who’d occupied it during the semester had even left his posters up. “I don’t know any of these bands,” I said, worried. “Does that make me old?”


  Kim ruffled my hair. “I seem to recall your posters were all for video games or Lord of the Rings. Specifically, female elves from Lord of the Rings.”


  I blushed. Kim had been known to play along and do a pretty good elf, when she was in the mood. Of course, that had been back in the early days of our marriage. We hadn’t done anything as adventurous as roleplaying in years. Maybe this trip away was just what we needed—a chance to reconnect, away from home. Kim seemed to be rediscovering her old self—maybe I could, too.


  A pang of doubt hit me, at that thought. Kim’s college persona had been bouncy and sexy and fun—she’d grown more restrained over time, if anything. I’d done the reverse. At college, I’d been slow to come out of my shell. I’d only really gained in confidence once I met Kim and got a job. What if being around the old place sent both of us backwards? I didn’t want to go back to being my old self.


  I dismissed the thought. This was just a reunion—we were all adults, now, ten years older and wiser. It wasn’t going to be like when we were students. Hell, I’d probably meet Brad and he’d be three hundred pounds of Jell-O, and have mellowed into a sweet guy. We’d probably wind up burying the hatchet and becoming friends—that was the sort of thing that happened at these things.


  I smirked. That was all fine…but if Brad was still an asshole…well, he’d get a surprise when I walked in with Kim.


  I was right. Just not for the reasons I thought.


   


  ***


   


  The first night’s reception was in the old sports hall, the only room big enough to take the hundreds of people who’d come. The organizers had used blue and white balloons in their thousands to decorate the place, together with banners welcoming us back. There was free non-alcoholic punch and overpriced beer and wine. There was finger food which quickly disappeared as hundreds of nervous people sought something to do with their hands.


  Just as I’d planned, I walked in with Kim on my arm. She looked absolutely gorgeous, her long green dress setting off her eyes and golden hair perfectly. Looking around the room, I didn’t see Brad or his friends anywhere. Maybe they won’t even come.


  It was strange how you could see people return to their old groups. The rich kids clustered together again. The jocks reunited. Kim screamed with delight as she saw a gaggle of women and ran into their arms—the cheerleading squad, I guessed. I left her to it, since I didn’t know any of them.


  But that left me on my own. I looked around for Hugo, the one guy from my old group of friends who’d said he’d attend. I searched around for his familiar, almost spherical body—he’d been seriously overweight when I’d known him. But I couldn’t see anyone with his waddling gait—


  A hand slapped me on the shoulder. I spun around to see—


  “Hugo?!” He looked amazing. His body had completely changed, his rolling fat replaced by a body much leaner and more chiseled than my own. He’d put on some muscle, too. He looked like a damn lifeguard. “What happened to you?!” I croaked.


  Hugo beamed. “After college, I got sick of never getting a date. I lost the weight in about a year. I’m a personal trainer now.”


  My jaw dropped. I couldn’t imagine a less likely transformation. But I was genuinely happy for him. I guess that’s what these things are all about, I mused. Now I just needed Brad to show up and be fat and friendly, and the picture would be complete.


  “Louis?” A horribly familiar southern drawl. “Louis Dale?”


  I turned slowly to face Brad, almost holding my breath.


  Visually, he hadn’t changed at all. He’d managed to keep his muscles and he still wore his hair long and loose—those ash-blond locks had made all the girls fawn over him back at college and I suspected they still did. I had to admit that he’d aged a lot better than I had. Hell, he barely looked as if he’d aged at all, just like Kim.


  And I’d forgotten how tall he was. He towered almost a foot over me and seemed twice as wide. There was something about looking up at him that sent me hurtling right back to my college days, my abs tensing up in preparation for a gut punch.


  But just because he looked the same, didn’t mean he was the same. He’d probably mellowed and matured. He was probably friendly. Hell, he probably wanted to apologize for the hell he’d put me through.


  He grinned at me and, for a moment, it seemed that all my hopes were justified--he had changed!


  And then he threw his head back and laughed, and I knew that nothing had changed at all.


  “Louis Dale! Shit, you look exactly how I remember you. What did you wind up doing? Computers?”


  I’d rehearsed this a thousand times. I was going to say how I was now one of the top programmers for one of the top companies in my field. I was proud of my job. And yet, when he said computers in that sneering way, I was instantly right back in college. “Um...yeah. Programmer.” For some reason, I was looking at my feet. Why was I looking at my feet? Look him in the eye! This was all going wrong! “What about you?” I meant it to sound challenging, but it came out as defensive.


  Brad grinned. “My company handles all the janitorial services for the schools and colleges in the area. We’re cleaning up, cleaning up.” And he gave me a slow grin, as if he knew it was a lame joke and he didn’t care.


  I stood there trying to stare him down, but failing. Why was this happening? I had a good job and he was basically a glorified janitor...so how come I was the one who felt embarrassed? Viewed through the lens of his college bullying, I was still doing a geek job, while he was doing something traditional and manly, even though he knew as well as anyone that the internet ran the world these days.


  I could see Brad’s old football buddies sidling up to him, curious as to who he’d found to torment. It wasn’t like they’d actually do anything--I mean, we were all adults now, they weren’t going to beat me up...were they?


  “What else happened to you?” asked Brad. “Hey, you still single?” He laughed. “You still a virgin?”


  I bristled. That had always been one of his favorite taunts. I hadn’t had a girlfriend until my final year and he’d teased me endlessly about it, making a thousand jokes about me whacking off in my dorm room. “No!” I said--louder than I’d intended. Heads turned.


  “What, did you pay someone?” asked Brad. His buddies laughed.


  “I’m married,” I told them.


  “Did you buy her from Russia?” asked Brad. “Thailand?”


  I looked around for Kim. This was supposed to be my big moment, where I showed her off, and she was nowhere to be seen! Probably off catching up on cheerleader gossip.


  “Or maybe she’s one of those real fat ones,” said Rick, one of Brad’s old henchmen. He’d been a linebacker, back in college, and still had that broad, muscled build. With his dark hair and blue eyes, he’d been almost as popular with the girls as Brad. “Like she’d be glad even for Louis to roll on top of her.”


  They all started laughing, and it got louder and louder. I could feel myself turning red, even though I’d done nothing wrong. It was college all over again….


  And then I saw Kim through a parting in the crowd. I raced over to her, grabbed her wrist and yanked her over to Brad. “Here!” I said. “Here’s my wife!”


  The laughter stopped as if a switch had been thrown. There was total silence for a second.


  Brad stared at Kim. “She’s your wife?!”


  Hope soared inside me. “Yeah,” I said, trying to inject some smugness into my voice. “Married four years. And we’ve been together ever since college.”


  Brad looked at Kim. All the confidence seemed to have drained out of him. “Is this for real?” he asked.


  I opened my mouth to tell him yes, but then I realized he wasn’t talking to me. He was talking to Kim. And she was standing there open-mouthed.


  “Kim?” prompted Brad, his voice strangely quiet.


  “You two know each other?” I asked disbelievingly.


  Neither of them said anything. Kim was gazing up at Brad--like me, she was shorter than him. But while looking up at him made me look stupid and weak, it made her look...vulnerable. More feminine, almost, than when she talked to me. And Brad was staring back down at her with a look I’d never seen before. I’d watched him give college girls the eye plenty of times: he’d leer and come out with some ridiculous come-on but, because of his looks and who he was, they’d giggle and give him their phone numbers. But this was different. This look was rawer and hotter than any look he’d ever given them. And it was directed right at my wife.


  Brad’s other football buddies had formed a circle around us, now, and all of them were watching silently. The quiet was spreading around the hall, the intensity of the moment silencing everyone.


  I glanced helplessly at Rick for an explanation.


  “They were an item,” he said. “You married Brad’s ex-girlfriend.”


  My eyes bugged out. No, I thought, he dated my wife!


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 3


   


  I grabbed Kim’s hand and pulled her out of the circle and off to one side. “You knew him?!” I asked disbelievingly. “You dated him?!”


  She stared at me for a second. Her eyes were unfocused—it was almost as if she’d gone into shock. “We dated in freshman year,” she mumbled. “For a few months.” I saw her swallow and she looked away from me. “And then again in sophomore year. And again in our final year, for about six months. We kept breaking up and getting back together.”


  I felt like my whole world was exploding. He’d dated her? That big, brutish thug had dated my perfect wife? Not just once but three times? And if they’d been together for months at a time, that must mean…”Did you have sex with him?” I whispered. I felt as if I was going to throw up.


  Kim nodded.


  Final year. She was with him in our final year. Realization suddenly hit me. “He was the one, wasn’t he? The guy who’d dumped you, when I found you crying?”


  She nodded again.


  I’d always known that I’d been her rebound. I hadn’t known that I’d been her rebound from him. But then I’d avoided that whole circle of people. If only I’d gone to a few football games, I would have heard that the head cheerleader was dating the football captain. But I hadn’t.


  “How do you know him?” Kim asked.


  I’d never told her about being bullied in college. No guy wants to admit that. I sighed. “He gave me kind of a hard time in college,” I said at last.


  She looked towards Brad. And, through the crowd, I could see him looking at her.


  “We should go,” she said. She had a very strange look in her eyes, one I’d never seen before in all the years I’d known her. She’d gone pale, but it wasn’t as simple as fear. Her eyes were wide and her breathing had sped up—it was the sort of fear you see on people when they’re climbing aboard a rollercoaster. Adrenaline-fear. I wrinkled my forehead at that. I could understand her being a little embarrassed at running into her ex-boyfriend, and I could certainly understand her wanting to leave in order to protect my feelings…but this looked like more than that. Something was going on, something I didn’t understand.


  I looked at Brad again. Now that the shock was wearing off, he looked annoyed...no, downright angry. I began to see another side to this. The idiot had dumped her...dumped Kim, the greatest woman in the world, and now I had her. Maybe he still carried a torch for her.


  Kim grabbed my arm. “Please, Louis,” she said. “Let’s just go. We can go back to the dorm room and get a flight home in the morning.”


  My eyes widened. She wanted to go home?! Actually bug out of the whole trip? I glanced at Brad again. I must have been right. Brad must still be carrying a torch for her, and she’d sensed it. She was afraid he was going to make some sort of a clumsy pass at her, or get annoyed with me and cause a scene. That must be it.


  I didn’t know how wrong I was.


  I should have listened to my wife and got her out of there. But being bullied can leave scars that are hard to shift. Inside, I was aching to have my revenge and now cogs were turning in my head. Maybe my original plan could work...only, now that I knew Kim was his ex, it would be better than ever. He was already angry...I’d made him really burn with it by parading her in front of him. Only now, as adults, he wouldn’t be able to take out his frustration out by beating me up or I’d call the damn cops. He’d have to suck it up, just as I’d had to, all those years ago.


  And so I made my fatal mistake. “No,” I said. “We’re staying.”


   


  ***


   


  We didn’t see Brad for a while. He and his buddies left the sports hall--maybe, I thought hopefully, they’re consoling him outside. I smirked. It was an unfamiliar feeling, but a good one. The organizers had laid on a band for the evening and, as I watched, the lights dimmed and a disco ball started to send bright spots of light sliding around the walls.


  Hugo put his arm around my shoulder. “Did I hear that right?” he asked. “You married Brad’s old girlfriend?”


  I nodded, grinning. “And I’m going to make the bastard suffer for everything he did to us.”


  Huge gave me a worried look. “You’re really still upset about that stuff? Dude, it was a decade ago. Let it go.”


  “He was a prick.” I was surprised by Hugo’s attitude “He was a prick to you, too. And he’s still a prick.”


  Hugo shrugged. “Yeah, I know, but...forgive and forget, you know? And making him suffer...that’s kind of a low blow. She was his girlfriend.”


  “She’s my wife.”


  “Yeah, but she’ll still be your wife when you leave here. He’ll never see her again. There’s no need to be a dick about it. Be the bigger man, you know?”


  I hesitated at that. I looked across the room to where Kim had returned to her gang of cheerleaders. They were all clustered around her, patting her soothingly on the back. She still looked scared—what was she so worried about? That Brad would punch me? Not with everyone else around, surely. That he’d make a pass at her? She’d just brush him off. Why was she so frightened?


  Maybe we should just go home. Or maybe I should at least try to make peace with Brad and just act normal.


  At that moment, I saw Brad return. He looked sullen, his shoulders down and his gaze on the floor. Was I really going to kick him in the teeth?


  Then I remembered all the times he’d tossed my book bag onto the roof of a building, or deliberately driven through a puddle to soak me. He’d never hesitated. Neither should I.


  I stalked through the crowd and over to Kim. She allowed me to take her by the hand and lead her gently away from her friends. “Would you like to dance?” I asked.


  She smiled. Then something caught her eye across the room and I felt her hand tense in mine. When I glanced around, she was looking right at Brad. And, for a second, she seemed almost hypnotized, her eyes staying on him as I towed her onto the dance floor. I wondered if she still had some residual feelings for him. I mean, obviously she hated him—he dumped her, after all, and broke her heart. But maybe she didn’t want to hurt him back.


  Well, too bad. I was going to damn well rub Brad’s nose in it.


  Luckily, the band was playing a soft, smoochy track. I slid one arm around her waist and cradled her into me. Her soft breasts pressed against my chest.


  At first, we just danced. Then I slowly let one hand explore her back. Her dress was a halter-neck, so it was mostly bare skin, there. I found Brad’s face in the crowd and turned us so that I was facing him. Then I slid my other arm around my wife and let that hand move gradually down to her ass. I smoothed the dress over her firm ass cheek a few times, and felt her stiffen slightly each time, unsure about such a public groping. Then I squeezed.


  “Honey….” she said warningly. And her eyes darted sideways, scanning the hall. She was looking for Brad, I realized. Maybe wanting to make sure his feelings weren’t hurt. And that annoyed me. The big brute deserved everything he’d get.


  I put my hand on her chin and gently but firmly turned her head back to face me. God, she was gorgeous. My heart melted as I looked into those big, green eyes. Suddenly, I didn’t care about winding up Brad. I just loved her.


  I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. She gave a little mmf! of surprise, but after a second she relaxed into it, meeting my kiss. When I started to use my tongue, though, she began to pull away. “Louis!” she gasped when she broke it. “What are you doing?”


  “Kissing my wife,” I told her.


  “But not--” She flushed and looked around. I knew what she meant. She’d always been shy, ever since I knew her. It was strange, though--the few times I’d persuaded her into public kissing or groping, she seemed annoyed...and yet also a little turned on, as if she secretly quite liked it.


  I checked over her shoulder. Brad was glaring right at me. Good. Exactly what I wanted. Although I had to admit, the raw anger on his face was more than I’d predicted.


  I danced for the rest of the song with Kim, but then let her haul me off the dance floor. Well, fine. I didn’t want to upset her, and I’d done what I’d set out to do. I’d made him watch as I kissed his ex in front of him. That didn’t quite pay him back for all the years he’d tormented me, but it was a start.


  Suddenly, as we moved through the crowd to get a drink, a hand shot out and grabbed Kim’s wrist. She gasped and stopped in her tracks. Brad stepped out of the crowd and pulled her roughly around to face him.


  “Hey!” I stepped forward.


  Brad immediately turned and pinned me with a stare. “Fuck off, Louis. This doesn’t concern you.” He looked back to my wife. “Kim,” he said. “We gotta talk.”


  She suddenly looked different. Her eyes were huge, her pupils dilated and almost liquid. Her breath was coming in huge, shuddering gasps. “No,” she croaked. “It was a long time ago.”


  “Not that long. You ain’t changed a bit.”


  I stepped forward again, but something held me back. There was something going on between them, something you could feel crackling in the air that separated them. The intensity of the moment had everyone around us going quiet. Something about the way Kim looked at him really bothered me. She had to crane her head way up to look at him. Her lips were slightly parted as she listened to him, and she unconsciously licked them a few times. She was...transfixed by him. Why? He was just a big thug. And yet...she must have seen something in him, to date him not once but three times.


  What if she still saw that in him, now?


  For the first time, I realized I should have listened to my wife.


  “I want to dance with you,” said Brad.


  Kim’s eyes widened. “What?! No!” She tried to pull away.


  “One dance,” he said insistently. “One dance--that’s all.”


  Kim looked away from him, then back. Then she did it again. It was almost as if she was scared to look at him…but she couldn’t bear not looking. And each time she looked, she seemed to find it harder to tear her gaze away. “This isn’t a good idea,” she said, almost to herself.


  “One dance, Kim,” said Brad. This time, his voice was lower. Almost a growl. And Kim sort of…squirmed, as if he’d run a finger down her spine.


  That seemed to change everything. She looked at me and there was the strangest expression on her face. It was as if she was battling with herself, internally. Part of her wanted to dance with him. “Louis?” she asked.


  She wanted me to make the decision for her.


  Brad turned to me. “Come on, Louis. What do you say? For old time’s sake?” His voice was almost pleading, his eyes sad. He did still hold a candle for her.


  I should have just shaken my head, turned and led Kim away. But part of my brain was still back in college. The idea that the football captain, the super-stud, would ask me for anything was still sort of overwhelming. I wanted to lord it over him, and allowing him just a taste, taunting him with what he could have had…that was even better than just showing her to him.


  “Sure,” I said, and I even managed not to sound too smug when I said it. “Sure, Brad.”


  Kim turned to stare at me. “You--You’re sure?” She was definitely breathing faster, now, her eyes shining with excitement. She really wanted to dance with him. But then why had she looked so scared, before? Her eyes flicked between me and Brad. “Weren’t you two—”


  I shook my head. There were a lot of people listening around us and I didn’t want to remind them all of how I’d been a victim. “It was a long time ago,” I said with a dismissive wave of my hand. “Have a dance. It’s fine.” I even managed to smile.


  Brad gave me an appreciative nod and led Kim toward the dance floor. For a second, I felt a warm rush of pride. I’d been the bigger man, as Hugo had suggested.


  And then I saw Brad glance back, over Kim’s shoulder, and give me a look of such blazing, smug victory that it actually made me take a step back. The sad eyes were gone. As he led her onto the dance floor, all I could see there was burning, intense lust.


  Shit! He’d fooled me. Tricked me into giving him just a little leeway…with my wife! And now he was going to use it to make me pay.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 4


   


  I pushed to the front of the crowd to watch. This track was a faster, sexier track. Immediately, Brad had his hands on my wife’s waist. My skin crawled as I watched his fingers grip her there--God, even his hands were enormous. But it was my wife’s expression that really scared me. I could see it changing, going from nervous to nervous excitement. Soon, she was staring up at him with a sort of helpless admiration. And, as his hands pulled her tighter to him, I saw a little shudder run down her body...and not an unpleasant one. Their bodies began to flex sinuously to the music, pressing together tighter and tighter. At first, it was just their firm stomachs that were touching. Then it became their thighs and, as they leaned in to each other, their foreheads brushed, their arms coming up to lock on to each other’s shoulders.


  He was speaking to her--I could see his lips moving. But she didn’t seem to be saying anything back. It wasn’t a conversation...it was more as if he was calming her with soft words, like one of those guys who talks to nervous horses. And it was working. I could see her relaxing more and starting to smile. At first, she kept glancing over at me. But after just a few moments, she only had eyes for him.


  They pressed together even tighter, Kim’s full breasts squashing against his chest. My nails dug into my palms in response. I couldn’t believe she was letting him do this--was she just being polite? And then it got even worse: his hands moved down to her ass. I found myself holding my breath as I watched his palms skim over her cheeks once, twice…just as mine had done. The difference was, she didn’t tense up when he did it. In fact, she actually seemed to thrust her ass into his hands, as if asking for more.


  He was happy to oblige. He looked over to me and grinned as he squeezed her ass with both hands. My eyes widened. This wasn’t allowed! I’d said he could dance with her, not grope her! And then, as the song ended, it got worse. Kim started to turn to leave, but Brad caught her wrist and pulled her back towards him. I saw him ask her something and she shook her head. He asked her again, and this time her protest was weaker. A third time and she nodded and pushed up against him again. And then--


  They were kissing! The bastard had his lips on her and, by the way they were moving, I could tell they were using tongues, too. Brad wrapped her into his arms again, one hand clutching at her ass while the other tangled in her hair, and the kiss grew hot and heavy. Around them, the dance floor had emptied. Everyone was looking at them, some giggling nervously, unsure of what to do. And, one by one, they all turned to look at me.


  Brad had succeeded in humiliating me yet again. He was showing everyone that I was nothing, that I didn’t deserve a woman like Kim, that he could take her from me in just a few minutes. And there was something else, too, cutting through the hot shame. I could feel my cock twitching at the sight of them kissing. At first, I told myself that it was just the sight of my wife, lost in passion--that, if she somehow could have mimed the kiss without him there, it would have been just as hot. But that wasn’t true. There was something about seeing the hulking brute with her in his arms, his tongue thrust between her lips. It was turning me on.


  How? How can that be possible?! I hated the guy! And he was kissing my wife! But I couldn’t deny that there was a hot, dark thrill in seeing it happen. And, however pleasurable that was, it only added to my humiliation.


  Suddenly, my plan to lord it over Brad seemed childish and cruel. It wasn’t so much fun, being on the receiving end. I stood there fuming as Kim finally unwound herself from him and walked over to me. As she approached, I could see her expression change. She lost that dreamy look and began to flush with guilt.


  “What was that?!” I asked in a low voice.


  Kim squirmed a little and shrugged. “We were just messing around,” she muttered, but I could her the guilt in her voice.


  “You kissed him!”


  She looked at the floor. “He kissed me...sort of.” Then she turned defensive. “Look, you started this! I said we should go home and you wanted to stay! You paraded me on the dance floor just to get under his skin--didn’t you?”


  I felt a sudden pang of guilt. I thought she’d been oblivious, but she’d known exactly what I was doing. I nodded. And immediately regretted being honest, because she looked upset. Kim had a thing about people using her or trying to control her--we’d argued about it a few times in the past.


  Brad came up behind her, a smug grin on his face. “So, are you joining us, Louis?”


  I blinked. “Joining you?”


  “I was telling Kim while we were dancing...my company cleans this college. I’ve got the keys. I was going to take Kim on an after-hours tour. See all our old hangouts. That sound like fun?”


  Fun? No, it didn’t sound like fun! Spending even another second with him after the way he’d groped and kissed my wife sounded like hell. I grabbed Kim’s wrist. “No thanks,” I said curtly. “We’re heading out.”


  But he grabbed her other wrist, stretching her between us. “Are you sure?” he asked. “It was fun, dancing with you, Kim,” he told her. I watched as his fingers gently caressed her wrist. “Just like old times.”


  And Kim did another of those squirms, as if his words were themselves a caress. She swallowed, glanced at me and then looked at Brad.


  A cold fear rippled through me. God…was she actually debating it?! In my shock, I dropped the wrist I was holding.


  And Brad immediately had an arm around her waist, whisking her away from me. I stared as she was snugged up against his side. Kim looked as shocked as I was, for a second. But then she looked up at his face and sort of…melted.


  “Come on,” said Brad, and took a step towards the door. And she walked with him. What? How can this be happening?! How can she just walk out with him?! She’s my wife!


  Brad grinned at me. “Coming?”


  Kim and I stared at each other. I could see that she was battling with herself again—and, this time, her features settled into an expression of heady, flighty excitement. Each time she looked at me, I saw a shadow of guilt cross her face, but she looked…helpless.


  I had a horrible realization. I’d thought that Kim had been scared of making a scene, or even scared of Brad himself.


  What if she was scared of herself? Of how she reacted to his presence? What if that’s why she’d wanted to leave…and I’d stopped her?


  And now it was too late. I stared at her. That was it. She’d been like a reformed drug addict, desperately trying to stay clean, and I’d led her right back to her dealer. His words, his touch…that was the drug.


  She was hooked again.


  I thought about grabbing her and pulling her away from him, but I was worried about what might happen if she resisted. What if she told me to go to hell and walked off with Brad?!


  The only safe solution was to tag along. At least if I was there, Brad wouldn’t be able to do anything more than tease me.


  “Sure,” I said to Brad. “Sure, I’ll go.”


  Brad gave me a big, false grin, put his free arm around my shoulders and escorted us both to the door. Worryingly, he didn’t seem to be annoyed that I was coming along. He seemed to relish it—what did that mean?


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 5


   


  Our first stop wasn’t far away--one of the lecture theaters. The whole way there, we walked three abreast with Brad keeping his arm around my shoulders as if we were best buddies. The other arm he kept around Kim’s waist. I noticed that she didn’t protest the contact, or make any attempt to pull away. With each passing second, she seemed to grow more comfortable with it, gradually relaxing her body against his. She remembers, I thought. All those months of walking around like this, arm in arm, around this very same college. What the hell had I started?


  I couldn’t believe she’d kissed him. I couldn’t believe that I’d set this whole thing in motion with my stupid plan. And most of all, I couldn’t believe my own reaction to seeing Brad kiss her. I’d actually gotten hard from it. I pushed that thought away. It’s nothing. Just a moment of craziness.


  Just as he’d said, Brad had keys to the lecture theater. He wiped his hand across the bank of light switches, sending them all flickering on.


  “Don’t!” I said. “Someone’ll see!” I quickly turned the lights back out. We were creeping around the campus after it was supposed to be locked up for the night. I was scared we were going to get caught and get into trouble.


  “So?” asked Brad. “My company’s here every night. I’m allowed to be here. I’ll say I’m making an inspection. Chill out!” And I felt immediately chastened and stupid. Just like all the times the cool kids at college had scored beer underage, or smoked weed, and I’d held back. Louis, the scaredy-cat. Even now, as an adult, I was nervous and worried about getting my wrists slapped.


  Brad left the lights out, though. There was enough moonlight coming through the windows that we could easily navigate the steeply tiered rows of seats and Brad led Kim right to the top. “This is where we used to sit,” he told me, sitting down with Kim next to him. “Right at the back, so the professor couldn’t see.” He turned to Kim. “You remember?”


  My wife nodded and, for the first time, she giggled. Just a tiny giggle under her breath, but it showed that she was relaxing. I looked uneasily between the two of them.


  “I guess you never sat at the back,” Brad told me. “I guess you sat at the front. With your hand in the air going Ooh, ooh, me, me!”


  I flushed and sat down next to Brad. I knew I should be answering with taunts of my own, maybe snapping that if he’d paid a little more attention in college, he wouldn’t have wound up running a damn cleaning company. But I couldn’t. It wasn’t about having more brains than him, or earning more money than him, any more than it had been about getting better grades than him back when we were in college. He was him--Brad Dorff, super stud, and I was just...me. I couldn’t stand up to him.


  At first, I thought that maybe I’d reverted to my college persona. Back home, I’d been confident and full of plans of how I’d teach Brad a lesson. Maybe just being back at college had made me snap back to my old role as a victim.


  But as Brad sat there beside my wife, squeezing her waist, I realized it was more than that. The same thing was happening now as had happened back in college. Brad was different to me. Not just bigger in size but bigger in personality. Dominant. A full-on alpha male. I’d forgotten how that felt, in the years since we all graduated, but now it was all coming back. And it felt like it was almost part of my personality, as if the two of us fitted together like opposing puzzle pieces. He had to have the power and I had to have none. It was just the way it was.


  “Sometimes,” said Brad, “when we were together--you knew we were together, right, Louis?--I’d even sneak Kim up onto my knee.”


  Kim punched his arm playfully. I knew what was coming next.


  “Shall I show you?” asked Brad.


  “No,” I said weakly.


  “I’m not going to do anything,” said Brad. “I mean, Christ, Louis, I’m not going to feel her up or anything.” As he said the last part, he turned and smirked at my wife, and she gave a sharp little intake of breath, but then sort of melted under his gaze again. “Lighten up,” he told me. And, before I could stop him, he put his hands on her waist and lifted her easily onto his lap.


  There’d been no point in even replying to him, when he asked me--he would have gone ahead no matter what I said. The question had just been there to trip me up, to embarrass me. He’d give me a chance to say no and then mock me for it. You don’t mind if I tear some pieces from your math textbook to make a filter for a joint? You don’t mind if I cut in this line ahead of you and push you to the back? You don’t mind if I copy from you on this test? Chill out, Louis. It’s no big deal. And every time, I’d protested and every time, he’d ignored it. I should have learned, by now.


  He settled Kim in his lap, her back pressing against his chest. In the moonlight, I could see how the slit that ran up the side of her dress was showing off a long slice of gleaming thigh. “I’d kind of lean over her, like this,” he said, demonstrating, his arms wrapping around her and miming writing. “And she’d just be giggling and squirming in my lap. Made it real difficult to concentrate.”


  I could see Kim’s eyes shining with excitement in the darkness, her pupils huge. Her breathing was faster, again and...was she nestling her ass back against him? She still had that conflicted look, but she also looked even more helpless. I’d been right. She was hooked.


  “Sometimes,” said Brad in a conspiratorial whisper, “when it was a really dull lecture, and it was summer, and Kim was in one of her little skirts--you know the ones, Louis? The really short ones?--do you know what we used to do?”


  “Shh!” said Kim. “Don’t--”


  “Sometimes, we’d--”


  “Shh!” hissed Kim urgently. I was pretty sure she was blushing, in the darkness, but she gave a little giggle, too.


  “Sometimes, I’d work a hand up under her skirt--down here, under the desk, where no one could see. Like this.”


  He ducked his hand down under the desk. Into the darkness, where I couldn’t see what he was doing.


  I heard Kim’s intake of breath.


  “I’m not gonna do anything,” said Brad. “I’m just messin’ around.” But then he brought his hand up higher and Kim caught her breath again. But she didn’t tell him to stop. She just squirmed.


  I went tense in my seat. I couldn’t see anything! With the lights off, the area under the desk was just deep black shadow. Was he actually doing something to her, or was he just teasing me to make me think he was?!


  “See, Kim used to wear these cute little panties, the whole time we were dating. I don’t mean like lingerie, like Victoria’s Secret or shit like that. I mean cute little white ones, all plain and simple. Tight enough that you could see the shape of her pussy through them. Used to drive me crazy. Does she still wear those, Louis? Is she wearing them tonight?”


  I was speechless with rage...and, suddenly, lust.


  “Want me to find out for you?” Brad grinned. “Let’s see….” I could see his upper arm moving, but his whole lower arm was lost in shadow. Was he really touching her, or just fooling around? “Hmm...nothing there...let’s try higher…. Oh, I’m real high, now--are you wearing panties at all, you naughty girl? Oh, wait...here they are.”


  I couldn’t breathe. I realized I should look at my wife, not Brad, to see what was really going on, and, as soon as I looked into her eyes, I knew this was for real. Her eyes were clouded with lust, and she was gripping the edge of the desk with both hands, her knuckles white. He was actually touching her. He had his hands on her panties and inner thighs.


  “I don’t feel any fancy lace,” said Brad slowly. “But I need to feel the fabric to be sure. Let me just give it a quick rub, right on the front.”


  “Stop,” I said weakly. Scarcely more than a croak.


  Brad just smirked at me. But then he leaned in close to Kim and said in her ear, loud enough for me to hear, “What do you think, Kim? Do you want me to stop?”


  Kim stared at me in the darkness. I waited for her to say yes.


  But she just stared. There were so many things in her eyes. Excitement, first--a raw, heady lust I couldn’t remember ever seeing before. Fear, too--not of Brad, or she wouldn’t be nestling up against him so boldly. Fear of herself. Fear of missing out, maybe…or that she’d been missing out for a decade. I was starting to get paranoid, now, seeing the two of them together. Had seeing Brad again reminded her of things she was missing out on, with me? Had he been a better boyfriend? A better lover?


  Cold fear clenched around my heart. Did he have a bigger cock than me?!


  Kim stared and stared at me...and said nothing at all.


  “Oh, ho ho!” said Brad in a sing-song voice. “I see. It’s like that. Well, I guess if you don’t mind, Kim….”


  His upper arm started to move--a small movement, but rhythmic and quick. His lower arm was lost in shadow, but I didn’t need to see it to know what he was doing because Kim’s face relayed it just fine. Her eyes went wide as he rubbed her, and I could imagine the warm lips of her pussy pressing against his fingers through the thin material. Stop him! I begged silently. But she didn’t.


  “These feel good,” Brad told us. “Real good. Not cotton like you used to wear, though. Maybe something more expensive. But they’re still thin enough that I can feel her just fine, Louis.”


  I couldn’t hold back any longer. “Stop,” I gasped. “Just stop it!”


  “What’s the problem, Louis?” Brad asked. “Kim doesn’t mind.”


  But she should! She’s my wife! I stared at her silently, willing her to stop him. But to my horror, she’d closed her eyes and was now rocking back and forth in his lap, her hips churning. She was getting more and more turned on...God, if he carries on, she might actually--I shook my head. I couldn’t take that. I couldn’t take him actually giving her an orgasm. I stood up. Maybe if I threatened to leave, it would make her see sense--


  Oh shit. Oh shit!


  I was hard. I hadn’t even realized it--maybe I’d been denying it--but I had a full-on hard-on and it was tenting the front of my pants. If either of them saw it, they’d know that this turned me on.


  It doesn’t turn me on!


  But I knew that thinking that, pleading for it not to be true, made no difference. For some reason, seeing him touch her, even hearing about what he used to do to her, was turning me on, whether I liked it or not.


  I turned away from them slightly, trying to hide the bulge. I held my hand out towards Kim. “We’re going,” I said. I meant to be firm, but the fear of them discovering my true feelings made it come out as a command.


  Kim opened her eyes and I realized she was even more turned on than I’d thought. She was almost panting and, looking down, I thought I could see the faint outline of her nipples through the dress. She stared at me wordlessly. Helpless in her own lust.


  Suddenly, Brad pointed right at my groin. “Shit! Look at him!”


  God, no!


  I tried to turn away, but it was too late. Brad had grabbed my shirt with one huge hand and dragged me closer. “Look! He’s got a boner!”


  “No!” I said furiously, trying to pull away. But my twisting only made the tent in my pants more obvious.


  “He has! The little pervert’s got a hard-on watching his wife with a real man!” Brad laughed--a cruel, mocking laugh that echoed around the huge room, as if a whole class was laughing at me. But that didn’t matter at all, compared to what my wife thought of me.


  She was staring at me in horror, looking between my groin and my face. Her hands were clutching at the desk in front of her, knuckles white with lust and shock. “Oh God,” she said. “Louis?”


  I flushed red. “It’s not like that!” I said quickly. “It’s just you. It’s not him.”


  “Sure it is,” said Brad. “I bet you get boners like that all the time at home. Does he, Kim? Does he get a hard-on like that just watchin’ you walk around in a dress? Or does it only happen when a guy does this?” And before I could do anything, he hooked a hand around her and fondled her breast. The dress’s neckline revealed a good slice of cleavage and I watched the smooth, tan flesh move roll up against his palm. Then he was squeezing it and she was gasping and--to my horror, my cock grew even harder. They might not be able to see the difference, but they could see the anguish on my face.


  “Well goddamn,” said Brad. “Now it all makes sense. Little Louis is a cucky. You like to see her get fucked by real men, Louis? Real men who know how to treat her?”


  “No! Never! We don’t--It’s not like that!” But I could see the shock and betrayal on Kim’s face. She was looking at me as if she’d never seen me before. And her eyes were still dangerously clouded with lust.


  “I tell you what,” said Brad generously. “Kim wants to come. Don’t you, Kim?”


  Kim looked away, unable to meet my eyes. But she nodded, and I could see the urgent need in the way she did it.


  “So,” Brad said, “How about I give Kim what she needs and if you lose your hard-on, I’ll stop.”


  What?! No!


  “What do you say, Kim? Is that a fair deal? I mean, you shouldn’t cheat on your hubby…” He leaned close to her ear. “But if he’s not a real man...if he’s getting off on it...then you gotta figure it doesn’t count...right? What do you say?”


  Kim stared at me again, her eyes full of hurt. Wondering, maybe, what sort of man she’d married. I was just as confused as she was. I’d never felt anything like this, before. I stared back at her helplessly. And then I saw her head begin to slowly move in response to Brad’s question. I watched her chin rise, praying I was wrong—


  She nodded.


  And Brad resumed his rubbing.


  “Ooh, yeah,” he told me. “I can feel her now, Louis. Nice to see she’s just as hot and wet as always. Or is she not like that for you? Does she only juice up like this for me?”


  I couldn’t believe the way he was talking to her. Why didn’t she twist around and slap his face? But his words only seemed to make her hotter. She was subtly grinding her ass back against his groin now. No doubt he had a bulge of his own there, and her perfect ass would be caressing it. Even as I thought it, Brad grinned.


  “Feels great,” he said. “Did you know, we had a list, back at college. Final year. The football team wrote it, and the girls on it were mostly cheerleaders. It was a most likely to… list.” His fingers rubbed faster at her and Kim gave a low moan. “Kim here was on that list.”


  “Shut up,” panted Kim.


  “No, it’s okay, Kim. He can know. Do you know what Kim was most like to…, according to our list? Can you guess?”


  I glared at him. The heat of my arousal was matched only by the heat of my anger for him, two white-hot rivers of energy searing through me and joining into one unstoppable river. My cock was aching, rock hard, and I knew he could see it.


  “Kim was most like to become a lapdancer,” Brad said. “How’d you like that?” He looked at the bulge in my pants. “Seems like you do. So I guess Kim gets to come after all.”


  I shook my head, raging at him inside even as my traitorous cock swelled and twitched. God, it coudln’t be true...could it? Not Kim, shy, innocent Kim? I’d known she wasn’t a virgin when I met her, but the idea that she had a reputation of some kind, that guys thought she’d become a lapdancer--


  Tan skin gleaming, bra and white panties shining like an angel’s wings as the crowd whoops and hands shove dollar bills into her stockings--I flushed at the image...and how much I liked it.


  “Bastard,” Kim whispered to Brad. But the word was hissed out between her teeth, an explosion of air hot with her lust. It sounded like it meant anything but “bastard.”


  “Now that’s not very nice, Kim. I’m just telling him the truth about you. There shouldn’t be any secrets between a couple. We never had any secrets, did we? So I think I should tell him all your dirty little secrets, tonight, so you two can be a happier couple.” His rubbing grew even faster and Kim started to buck and moan in his lap. “All...your...dirty...little...secrets,” he said with great satisfaction. And then, just as she reached her peak, he did something with his hand--used his thumb, maybe, on her clit, and she folded forwards, gripping his hand tight in to her groin, and shuddered in his lap. Her scream of release echoed even louder than Brad’s laugh had, bouncing around the walls to mock me even more. And what was worst of all was the aching need I felt to stroke my own cock--if I’d been able to, I knew I’d have come myself in just a few seconds, I was so turned on.


  Brad moved his hands away from my wife, leaving her to rock back and forth as the orgasm washed through her. Then he turned to me, grinning, and shoved his hand in front of my face.


  I could smell her. And in the moonlight, I could see her slickness on his fingertips. My wife had come all over his hand. I stood there silently fuming at him, unable to find any words, my fists helplessly clenching and unclenching. I hated him with a fury I wouldn’t have even been able to imagine the day before. I didn’t know it was possible to hate someone so much. Why didn’t I just hit him? But I felt frozen, somehow, in his presence. And despite my hatred, it had been the hottest thing I’d ever seen. My cock was straining inside my pants, desperate to be touched.


  Brad lifted Kim gently from his lap and set her down on the seat next to him. Then he stood up and I saw the bulge at the front of his own pants. God, he was huge! His cock must be at least twice the length of mine and thicker, too! And this was a cock that my wife had already seen....had already fucked.


  “Come on,” said Brad. “Next stop on the tour.” And he walked ahead, towards the door of the lecture theater.


  Kim and I were left to stare at each other. Surely she was the one in the wrong--she’d just let her ex-boyfriend rub her to orgasm, right in front of me. And yet she was glaring at me with just as much accusatory fire as I felt for her--more, in fact. It hit me that she’d never lied to me about what she got up to at college, before she met me. She’d never volunteered her sexual history, but then what woman does? Whereas she now thought I’d been hiding something from her. And I hadn’t. I swore I hadn’t. My reaction to seeing her with Brad had surprised me as much as her. I still didn’t understand what was going on, or why I seemed so unable to stand up to the guy.


  Suddenly, Kim stood and pushed past me. I could smell the faint trace of her musk as she passed, the wetness he’d left her with. And then she was moving quickly down the stairs to join him. That snapped me out of my daze. “Wait!” I called after her, turning to follow. “Kim! Please!”


  She stopped but didn’t turn around.


  “Let’s just go home. This is getting...nuts. Come on, let’s go home.”


  She didn’t answer. And Brad let out a deep belly laugh.


  “You’re not making the decisions tonight, Louis,” he told me. “See, I’m pretty sure I’ve figured out what you were trying to do, before. You wanted to show her off in front of me, right? Tease me with what I haven’t got?” He reached out and grasped Kim’s wrist. “Well, you were right. I do want her.” He looked directly into Kim’s eyes. “I want you, Kim. I always have.”


  And I saw Kim sort of shiver at that statement, in a way that made me truly afraid.


  I found my voice at last. “You had your chance,” I said stiffly. “You dated back in college. You dumped her--you broke her heart. It’s your fault you lost her.”


  Brad let out a sudden, sharp laugh. “Is that what she told you?” he asked. “Oh, Kim. Why don’t you tell him the truth?”


  The truth?!


  Kim sort of writhed and shook her head. “It was a long time ago, Brad. And I’m with Louis, now.”


  “That didn’t bother you a second ago, when you were soaking your panties for me.”


  Kim drew in her breath but, as before, his crudity didn’t seem to annoy her. If anything, it inflamed her more.


  Brad stepped closer to her. Right up against her, in fact, his chest pressing against her soft breasts, one leg stepping between hers so that their groins rubbed together. “Well, it’s up to you, Kim. If you’ve really gone off to the suburbs and found your perfect guy, and you know in your heart that you don’t need this anymore”--he pushed his crotch forward against hers, and she groaned--”then you walk away right now.” He smiled at each of us in turn. “I’ll be outside.”


  And he turned and walked out of the lecture theater, leaving us alone.


  I stumbled down the stairs to my wife and grabbed her shoulder. “Honey!” I pleaded. “What’s going on? Seriously, what the hell is going on? You’re married! I can’t believe you just--”


  “It’s not my fault,” she said. When she turned to me, I could see the conflict in her eyes. “You started this. I wanted to go home.”


  What does that matter, now? You let him make you come! But I took a deep breath, trying to control my anger. “I’m sorry,” I said levelly. “You were right. Let’s just go. Now.”


  But to my horror, Kim was biting her lip and she was looking toward the door of the lecture theater, behind which Brad waited. “I’m not sure I can,” she whispered.


  “Of course you can! He doesn’t control you!”


  She looked at me and I could see it in her eyes. He did control her. Her lust for him was that strong—stronger even than the bonds of our marriage.


  That’s when I got really, really scared.


  “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “But I can’t just….” And without finishing the sentence, she hurried down the steps and out of the door.


  I stood there in shock for a moment. Did that mean that--God, was she really going to go with him? Sleep with him? What about me? Cold fear tore at my mind. We were married, she was my wife! Surely she wouldn’t--


  I raced down the last few steps and barreled out of the door. In the corridor outside, Brad was standing there with a look of pure victory on his face.


  And Kim was holding his hand.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 6


   


  This time, as we walked, Brad and Kim were hand in hand and I trailed behind. I felt as if I was walking through a nightmare--I actually stumbled a few times, I was so out of it. This can’t be happening! He’s a stranger!


  Except that was just it: he wasn’t a stranger. He was a guy she’d dated for months, a guy who knew every inch of her body and just how to pleasure it. And I’d as good as pushed her into his arms in order to tease him, not realizing that she’d needed only a taste of him to get hooked on him again.


  At first I kept up a desperate litany of protest as I followed them, begging Kim to turn around and talk to me. But when she continued to ignore me, when I saw her hand clench Brad’s tighter with each word I said, I went quiet. My only hope was that she’d eventually see sense and agree to stop. Until then, I had to follow them. If I left them alone, there’d be nothing to hold her back.


   


  ***


   


  Our next stop was the library. I’d spent a lot of time there, avoiding the noisier parts of campus and studying in a corner. But I’d never have guessed that Brad had been a regular there.


  But as he led us through the darkened rows of books and then down into the deserted “stacks,” I began to understand.


  “Remember this, Kim?” Brad asked. “Right--where was it--Ah, yeah. Here.” He slapped a shelf of books with the flat of his palm. “You were wearing a summer dress. That blue and white one that showed off your tits.”


  I drew in my breath at the word. But Kim didn’t do the same. She was just staring at him, transfixed again.


  “I pushed you up against the books--face first. Got that dress all rucked up around your hips. And there wasn’t time to get your panties off, so do you remember what I did?”


  Kim made a strange movement, sort of shifting her weight. “You ripped them off,” she whispered. Her voice didn’t sound like her own.


  “That’s right, I ripped ‘em right off,” said Brad. “And I pushed your legs apart. I liked that you always wore heels. And you were saying something, but you had to whisper because you didn’t want anyone to hear. What was it...it wasn’t stop, was it, Kim?”


  Kim shook her head. And did that strange movement again.


  “It was fuck me, wasn’t it, Kim?” asked Brad.


  Kim slowly nodded. This time, when she shifted her weight, I finally understood. She was squeezing her thighs hard together each time he said something. God, she’s virtually rubbing herself, just hearing him talk about this stuff! And yet my reaction was no better. I could feel myself getting hard again. Something about being in the dark, musty aisles, right where it had happened, brought the tale to life. I knew that that was why he’d brought us here. I could imagine it…and Kim could remember it.


  I could almost see her firm ass, naked and ripe, thrusting out as she bent forward a little and arched her back for easier penetration. I could see Brad lowering his jeans, checking left and right for observers, and then that cock, that giant cock, that I’d only seen the outline of, spreading her moist lips apart. Thrusting up inside her--


  “We had to be quick, huh, Kim?” said Brad. “I wasn’t a long fuck. But man, it was a good one. You had your hands planted right there and there and you had your eyes closed, and I kissed your neck as I did you. Remember?”


  Kim nodded quickly, squeezing her thighs together again and again, almost grinding them. And I stood there in silence, glaring at Brad, but my cock was straining. God, the image of him in my head, all muscle and power, pumping his hips into her from behind, her breasts bouncing and shaking as he took her. It was almost as if all three of us were back in the library, a decade ago, sharing the moment. And in reality, I thought angrily, I was probably upstairs at the time like a good little boy, studying away, unaware any of this was happening. And after they were done, Brad probably found me and dumped my books in the pool again.


  Brad suddenly grabbed my wife and pulled her up against the shelves. For a second, I thought he was going to try to talk her into reenacting the story, but he held her facing him, this time. One hand reached up and--God! His hand was on her breast! His palm cupped the weight of her, lifting gently, and then his thumb went to work, rubbing over her nipple. This time there was enough moonlight coming through the window that I could actually see it stiffen, see the outline begin to stand out through her bra and dress.


  “Stop!” I said, and my voice was a low croak. “Stop it!”


  “I will stop it,” said Brad. He kept fondling her breast. “As soon as Kim tells me to.”


  I looked at Kim. She was staring into Brad’s eyes with a sort of helpless longing, like I’d imagine a drug addict would look at a loaded syringe. When her eyes flicked to me for a second, she barely seemed to see me.


  We all want to be younger. We all want to go back to our youth and have those days over again. I think that was part of it--Brad made her feel like she was in her twenties again, young and free. Whereas I was a reminder that she was in her thirties with a job and a mortgage weighing her down.


  “Do you want me to kiss you again, Kim?” Brad asked her. “Seems like we used to do plenty of that, down here where no one was looking.”


  No! I stared at my wife desperately. Don’t do it! But when she glanced in my direction, her eyes seemed hazy and unfocused. She looked back to Brad and nodded breathlessly.


  Brad pressed closer to her and took possession of her mouth. His lips were hard and demanding, his tongue thrusting between her lips almost before it reached them, but he didn’t have to pressure her. Her lips were flowering open beneath his instantly, and I heard her give a deep moan of submission as her eyes closed. She wanted the kiss at least as much as he did.


  The material of her green dress was stretchy. Stretchy enough that Brad was able to grip the front of it and tug it down almost all the way over one full breast, exposing her bra. Because the dress was backless, Kim was wearing one of those strapless bras that’s really no more than just the cups. Brad yanked it roughly out of the way, dropping it to the floor and, suddenly, my wife’s breast was exposed, right there in the moonlit library. And then his hand was on it, his palm dragging back and forth over her nipple, and she groaned.


  This was too much. I could feel my cock stiffening again against my thigh, but I couldn’t let this go on. I started forward, my hands lifting to grab Brad’s shoulder and pull him away.


  Without looking round, he straight-armed me in the chest with his free hand. Unprepared, I went staggering backward, almost falling.


  Brad lifted his lips from my wife’s for a second. “Fuck off, Louis. Go back to your dorm room and wait, if you don’t want to play. I’ll get her back to you later.”


  My head spun. Play?! Was this what this was to him—a game? Get her back to me later? After he fucked her? That was clearly his intention. But Kim wouldn’t let it go that far...would she? I stared at them. Brad had pushed forward between her legs, now, one hand fondling her breast as he kissed her deeply. He was grinding his groin against hers and she was starting to moan.


  Suddenly, just as I thought he was going to grind her all the way to another orgasm, he broke the kiss and stepped back. I didn’t miss the soft moan of disappointment my wife gave.


  “Come on,” said Brad, pulling the front of her dress up to cover her breast. “Plenty more stops to go.”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 7


   


  At first, I couldn’t understand why he’d stopped so abruptly when Kim had so obviously wanted him to continue. But when I saw how she followed him eagerly out of the library, actually hurrying to catch him as he walked out the door, I got it. He’d taken her to the edge and left her there, frustrated, and now she was putty in his hands.


  This time as we walked, Brad had his arm around my wife’s waist. Anyone seeing us walking across the campus would have assumed that they were the married couple and I was a hanger-on.


  And I couldn’t deny that, together, they made a better-looking couple than she and I had. Whereas we were almost the same height, he was nearly a head taller than her. Whereas I was slender for a guy, he had the footballer’s build that complemented her graceful, sexy body. And whereas I often felt outclassed by her beauty, he was--I had to admit--good looking enough to match her. They looked like a couple of models as they strolled along together.


  The next stop was the English department. Brad led us along darkened corridors until we stopped in front of a polished oak door--one of the professor’s offices.


  “Professor Hastings,” read Brad. “I guess he’s new. Back in our day, this was Professor Roycefield. Do you remember Roycefield, Kim?”


  Kim flushed and squirmed.


  “See, Kim saw Roycefield giving her the eye during lectures. He was...what, in his forties, in those days?”


  “Shut up, Brad,” said Kim weakly.


  “But he should know, Kim.” Brad smiled at me. “You must have heard the stories about college lecturers and female students. What happens when some hot, female student is flunking the course.”


  My jaw dropped. “He pressured you to sleep with him? To boost your grades?” I felt sick.


  Brad laughed and shook his head. “Oh, Louis. You really don’t know her at all, do you? But you know how smart she is. It was in our final year. She could have passed Roycefield’s class with her pretty little eyes closed.” He paused for effect. “Could have. But didn’t.”


  I stared at my wife. “You deliberately did bad work? So that he’d—”


  Kim squirmed again. “It was a game,” she whispered. “A sex game I played with Professor Roycefield.”


  Brad threw back his head and laughed. “Roycefield loved it. He’d get some essay from her, full of mistakes, and he knew that meant he’d be getting a visit from her.” He leaned close to me. “So he could discipline her. And she could try to boost her grades with an oral exam.”


  I shook my head slowly. Why would she deliberately put herself in that situation? I could sort of understand her attraction to Brad, but a man twice her age?


  Kim and I locked eyes. “You wouldn’t understand,” she said.


  “Tell him what you did, Kim,” said Brad. And his hand slid down to her ass and squeezed her there, then rubbed slowly to encourage her.


  Kim closed her eyes. A tiny hint of a smile was teasing at the edges of her mouth--she was turned on by the memory. “I unzipped his pants,” she said, “and knelt down in front of his chair.”


  “Did you lock the door?” asked Brad. He was grinning, as if he already knew the answer.


  Kim shook her head. “It didn’t lock. So we knew anyone could come in. I bent forward and...sucked his cock.”


  I was breathing hard, my face slowly contorting into a mask of rage. And yet I could feel my cock throbbing and swollen in my pants, aching to be touched. The mental image of her, a twenty-two year-old, on her knees in front of an older man, was incredibly vivid. I could see her blonde tresses hanging down over the knees of his suit pants, her breasts rising and falling under a tight, bubblegum-pink top, red lipstick smeared as she—


  “She told me that he liked them all sloppy,” said Brad. “Lots of spit.”


  Kim nodded. Her face was red but she was breathing even harder than I was, lost in the memory.


  “And when he came, she didn’t spit,” said Brad. His hand was still stroking her ass. “He didn’t want to make mess in his office, you see. So he got her to swallow. And you swallowed it all down, didn’t you, Kim?”


  Kim nodded. She looked almost drunk on lust. All I could do was to stand there gaping, realizing how little I’d known about her. I’d thought she was innocent at college--maybe not a virgin, like me, maybe she’d had a couple of boyfriends, but innocent. But the way Brad told it, the two of them had fucked all over campus, and she’d been playing twisted sex games with at least one of her professors. And she and Brad had had the kind of relationship where she could tell him all this, and he’d kiss her and stroke her hair and be fine with it...hell, maybe he’d even encouraged it.


  “Come on,” said Brad. “We’re nearly done.”


   


  ***


   


  We passed the football field and the adjacent buildings housing the locker rooms. “You remember what nearly happened there, Kim?” Brad asked, pointing.


  I saw her blush, and she looked at the ground, unable to answer. But I could see her breasts rise and fall as she breathed hard, almost panting at whatever the memory was. What the hell had been planned there? Why hadn’t it happened?


  Brad led us off the campus and through the streets where many of the fraternity and sorority houses were located. He finally stopped in front of an old-fashioned place with pink roses winding their way over the door. It was a warm night and we could smell their fragrance drifting on the breeze.


  “Remember this, Kim?” he asked. “Your old sorority.”


  I frowned. When I’d met Kim, it had been close to graduation. She’d come to my place, but I’d never gotten around to seeing hers. Or maybe she was keeping me away from it, I realized.


  “Remind me who there was?” said Brad. “You. Taylor. Roberta. Francesca. What was the last one called?”


  “Simone,” said Kim in a distant voice. She was gazing at the house, but it was as if she was seeing a whole different version--one from ten years before.


  “Pity we can’t go in,” said Brad. “But I only have the keys to campus buildings. We could have gone in and looked at your old room, Kim. Or maybe Taylor’s room.”


  What was that supposed to mean?!


  Brad turned to me. “See, Kim had a special relationship with Taylor. They were close. Really close.”


  My eyes widened even as my cock ached. But Kim isn’t--She’s not--


  “I was experimenting,” said Kim, by way of explanation.


  “Seems to me like you did a lot of experimenting,” said Brad. “A whole couple of years of experiments.”


  I couldn’t believe it. I’d only ever dreamed of my wife and another woman. Now my mind was full of images of her beautiful face pressing between another woman’s thighs, her tongue questing into tight folds.


  “I think Louis is a little shocked,” said Brad. “What’s the matter, Louis? Did you think you were the first one--man or woman--to dip your wick in Kim’s honeypot?”


  I felt my hands form fists. “Don’t talk about her like that!” I snapped.


  “Like what? Like a slut? But that’s what I’m trying to tell you, Louis. Kim was kind of a slut, back in college.” He put a finger under her chin and tilted her face up to look at him. She was blushing furiously now. “But I loved her for it. See, that’s the difference between you and me. I like that she needs to get off a lot.”


  The irony was that I’d always wished Kim was more adventurous. Why had I never known this side of her? Why had she never shown it to me? Was it something she was trying to leave in her past...or was it that I just didn’t bring it out in her the way Brad did?


  “Now come on,” said Brad. “Tour’s over. Time to head to my old frat house. You remember that place, don’t you, Kim? I’m throwing a party there tonight. Got most of the old fraternity coming.” He glanced at me. “You can come too, Louis, if you want.”


  I shook my head, attempting to throw off the haze of lust and confusion. “No. No, enough. We did your stupid tour. We’re going home.”


  Brad didn’t seem at all fazed by my refusal. “You’re going home,” he said. “But I don’t think Kim is. Are you, Kim?” He smiled at her. “What do you say? A chance to say hi to some of the guys? A little dancing? A few beers?”


  I watched as my wife bit her lip. She can’t! It was obvious he planned to fuck her--hell, he’d done everything but that already. She couldn’t go with him! She was married to me!


  But, thanks to everything he’d shown her, Kim’s mind wasn’t on me and our marriage and her boring, married life. Brad’s tour had succeeded in taking her back ten years, to a time when she was carefree and willing to try anything. We all want to be young again. He was giving her the opportunity to take a holiday in the past, just for one night.


  She stared at me and the conflict was clear on her face. But I could see the lust winning out. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. And went to stand beside Brad.


  “You can’t!” I shouted.


  She shook her head. “I’m sorry,” she said again. “I need this.” She wouldn’t meet my eyes.


  “I’ll get her back to you by sun-up,” said Brad. His mouth twisted into a sneering grin. “Was nice meeting you again, Louis.”


  And he turned away, his arm snaking around her waist to draw her to him, and they both started to amble down the street. He was walking away with my wife, and nothing I could do would make a difference.


  I stood there, rooted to the sidewalk. I couldn’t go after them. The thought of running into Brad’s old fraternity--Rick and all the others--filled me with raw, cold dread. From the sound of it, they all knew Kim. Having Brad tease me about her past would be bad enough, but having all of them do it would be unbearable.


  And yet...if I didn’t go after them...what then? Would Kim really come back to me in the morning, and expect me to just forget about what she’d done? Would I even ever know what she’d done? How would I know if she was telling the truth?


  I closed my eyes. This had been Brad’s intention all along, I just knew it. Tell me enough lurid stories about Kim’s past to convince me that she might be unfaithful with him and then take her off somewhere private. Even if she didn’t sleep with him, I’d always wonder...and the doubt would poison our relationship.


  The only way to save our marriage was to go along with them. To put up with the humiliation and make sure that she didn’t actually sleep with Brad. I still believed she wouldn’t cross that line. She’d kissed him and let him feel her up, but sex was different. But I had to know for sure.


  There was another side of it, too. The idea that something would happen and I wouldn’t be there to see it was unthinkable. That newly-discovered part of me had been in heaven every time Brad brought out another story about her time at college. Actually seeing him kiss and grope her and only made me harder still. I didn’t understand it, didn’t want to even admit it was happening, but the feelings were there, raging hot inside me. I had to see.


  I took a deep breath and opened my eyes. Brad and Kim were halfway down the street and receding fast.


  I ran after them. But Brad’s old frat house turned out to be on the same street. I could hear the music pumping from it while I was still several houses away and there were people standing around in the yard with beers. It was a serious party--exactly the sort I’d never been invited to, back in college.


  As I sprinted up the street, Kim and Brad walked in through the gate. I saw the guys in the yard look up as Kim approached, eying her succulent breasts and the curve of her ass under the tight green dress. Within minutes, they’d surrounded her like wolves flocking to a sheep.


  I made it to the gate, but I was out of breath. “Kim!” I called, panting. But even if the pumping bass hadn’t drowned out my voice, the happy shouts of Brad’s old fraternity would have. I couldn’t even see Kim anymore--she was completely surrounded by big, wide-shouldered ex-football players as she moved across the yard towards the house.


  “Kim!” said one.


  “Holy shit, is that really you?!” said another.


  “Are you two back together? Did you get married?” said a third. And since they hadn’t even noticed me yet, they must be talking about her and Brad. They hadn’t seen what happened at the sports hall...or they had, and they’d misinterpreted it. After all, it seemed a lot more believable that Kim had married the football captain and not some pale computer science major. I tried to push to the front of the crowd, but the guys were three deep around her and Brad, now. And they were still moving towards the front door. “Wait!” I called. But over the music, no one could hear me.


  My insides churned with fear as the crowd disappeared into the house. When I finally managed to get to the steps, a couple of guys who’d remained outside held their arms across like a barrier. I recognized them from my college days--bullies who’d hung around with Brad. “Where do you think you’re going?” one of them asked. He was a broad-shouldered guy with skin so black it was almost blue-black. I knew he’d been on the team with Brad and Rick, but I couldn’t remember his name. “It’s a frat reunion. And I don’t remember you being in the frat.”


  “She’s my wife!” I told him. I was still trying to get my breath back. “She’s mine!”


  The guy turned slowly to look at the door. “I don’t think so, little man. I remember Kim from college. Hell, I had to try and sleep when the two of them were bangin’ the bed against the wall all night. I figure Brad finally put a ring on her finger. You, I don’t know at all.”


  “No! She married me!” I was growing desperate, now. Without me there to slow things down, who knows what they were getting up to inside? “Me! I’m her husband!”


  The guy shook his head and stood up. He was a full head taller than me and much wider. His buddy, a big Latino guy whose name I thought I remembered was Antonio, came to stand beside him. There was barely room for them both to stand on the steps. “You seem like an uptight little fuck,” said Antonio. “Now Kim--I remember Kim. She was a real fun girl, back in the day. I don’t think she would have wound up with someone like you.”


  I shook my head frantically. “No! She’s not like that! Not anymore!”


  There was a sudden cheer from inside, loud enough to be heard over the thumping bass. The whole house must be cheering. What the hell was going on inside? What were they doing to Kim?! Without thinking, I stepped forward.


  A hand pushed me in the middle of the chest and I went sprawling backward. “Piss off,” the black guy told me. “I ain’t tellin’ you again. Don’t make me kick your ass.”


  And then it got worse. Antonio tilted his head and looked at me, as I lay on the ground. “Hey...don’t I know you? Weren’t you at college with us? Lew. Louie...Louis?!”


  The black guy just frowned.


  “You remember,” said Antonio, punching his arm. “Little wimpy kid. We caught him with that porn mag one time.”


  I bristled. I remembered that. They’d shaken out my bag all over the grassy quad, right in front of a gaggle of girls. The porn mag I was carrying to swap with Hugo had gone blowing across the grass, with me chasing after it, red-faced, the derisive shouts of the girls in my ears.


  “No way did you wind up with Kim,” the black guy told me. “You’re probably her stalker or somethin’. Shit, I should kick your ass just for sayin’ that you’re with her.”


  I slowly stood up, shaking my head in dismay. When I’d decided to come to the reunion, I’d imagined these guys gasping in awe when I walked in with Kim, almost not believing that I’d wound up with her. It had never occurred to me that they’d literally not believe it, and that my stupid plan would trap me outside while Brad seduced my wife inside.


  The black guy did a mock-lunge towards me and I jerked back. Both guys laughed. And from inside the frat house came another huge cheer.


  What the hell was I going to do?


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 8


   


  I slunk out of the gate and pretended to be walking off down the street, thinking hard. Brad and Kim hadn’t looked around--they didn’t even know I’d followed them to the frat house. My wife thought I was heading home on my own. And that meant she’d feel free to do whatever she liked with her ex-boyfriend. Hell, even if she didn’t do anything, I’d never be sure.


  I had to know. I had to get in there.


  I went down the street a few more houses and then cut across a darkened yard. I nearly tripped over a hosepipe in the gloom and then struggled to get over the fence at the rear, but then there was a little more light from the streetlights and I managed to scuttle across the lawn. Soon, I was behind Brad’s frat house. The back door was closed and probably locked, so I crept around to the side.


  I peeked through a window and caught my breath as I saw my wife dancing with Brad. Although dancing is a polite word for it. She had her back pressed to his front, her ass grinding against his groin. Her eyes were closed and the two of them were flexing sinuously together. His arms were around her waist and, every now and then, he’d sneak his hands up to her breasts and smooth the material of her dress over them. She’d sort of squirm in his grasp when he did that, grinding herself even harder against him. And every time her material tightened across her breasts, her nipples stood out, clearly visible even from a distance. Brad had left her bra on the library floor, I remembered.


  Everyone else was standing in a circle around the couple, clapping and cheering and--


  Wait.


  Where were all the women? What sort of a party was it where all the guests were men?!


  There were twenty or thirty of them, all roughly my age—so I guessed they were all ex-fraternity members. I watched, pale-faced, as they ran their eyes over my wife’s twisting body. The shape of her gorgeous breasts was obvious in the tight, halter-neck dress, but each time Brad ran his hands over them, they bulged even more alluringly. The guys were inching closer and closer. They wanted her...all of them. God, they all wanted to--


  I realized my cock was hard. What if I just stay here? a voice in my head whispered. What if I just stay here and watch? Watch as my wife was...what? Gang-banged? Surely it wouldn’t come to that. She wouldn’t do that...would she? And yet, judging by the expressions on the guys’ faces, that’s exactly where they wanted it to go. All of them had beers in their hands and there were crates more on the floor. It really was like a frat party, only with unlimited access to alcohol--no fake IDs needed here. And my wife seemed to have been lined up by Brad as the entertainment.


  I had to get in there. I had to stop this!


  There was no way in on that side of the house. I ran around to the other side and, to my relief, I found a small open window. It was frosted glass, so I guessed it was a bathroom. There was no way that one of the jocks could have fitted through it, but I managed to squeeze through. There are some advantages to being small, I thought triumphantly.


  I wriggled through headfirst and discovered I was indeed in a small bathroom. I was coming out right above the toilet...and there was nowhere to grab onto. I leaned down further and further, teetering with my groin on the window ledge, my stiff cock rubbing against the sill. With no choice, I planted my hands on the rim of the toilet to take my weight, and scrambled through with my legs.


  It was an awkward maneuver made worse by my panic. As my feet skittered inside I tried to jump down to the floor, but my feet splashed down into the toilet bowl. Eww! Thankfully, the last person had flushed.


  Just as I crouched there, catching my breath and trying to get to my feet, the door opened. It was Antonio, the Latino guy from outside. Shit! “Greg!” he shouted over his shoulder.


  The black guy I’d seen before barged in behind him. Greg--yeah, that was his name. When he hadn’t been playing football, he’d DJed a lot of the college parties.


  Antonio hauled me out, grimacing at my dripped foot. “What the fuck, Louis?” he asked. “Now we gotta kick your ass.” Greg grabbed my other arm and they trooped me through the hallway. No! I was going to be taken outside and beaten up...and my wife was going to wind up doing God-knows-what with the frat guys.


  As we passed an open doorway, I saw her again. Brad was still behind her with his arms around her, but now Rick was in front of her. His hand was raised to her cheek, turning her gently to face him, and he was leaning in to kiss her. And from the way she was lifting her head to him and closing her eyes, she wanted it. I could see Brad smiling behind her, enjoying the scene. God, was this what it had been like at college--had he shared her with his buddies?!


  “Kim!” I yelled as the two guys dragged me past. But she gave no sign of having heard. And then we were at the front door--


  “Wait.” Brad’s voice from behind us. Antonio and Greg obediently reversed course and dragged me back to the living room doorway.


  “Louis,” said Brad with great satisfaction. He let go of Kim and gently pushed her forward, towards Rick. “Come join the party.”


  Antonio looked confused. “For real? You want Louis here?”


  Brad grinned. He stepped up close to me, out of earshot of Kim, and slapped me hard on the shoulder. “He’s Kim’s husband.”


  Greg’s jaw dropped. “You’re shittin’ me! Him?!” His eyes flicked between me and Kim. She was kissing Rick, now, her arms around his waist. She didn’t seem to even know we were there.


  “He brought her here tonight,” Brad told them, “to show us how great he was. Showing her off like a sports car.”


  Antonio shook his head. “That’s a shitty way to treat a woman,” he said.


  Greg nodded soberly. “If I had a woman like that, no way would I treat her like a fucking possession.”


  I knew they were mocking me. I remembered how these guys had talked about women, back at college, how they’d used and dumped their girlfriends. Hell, that’s how I’d wound up with Kim in the first place, because Brad had dumped her yet again...unless he’d been serious about Kim lying about that part.


  And yet, even as they mocked me, I knew they were at least partially right. I’d tried to lord it over my former bullies and the whole thing had backfired on me. This was all my fault.


  And then it got even worse.


  “Turns out,” said Brad, “Louis here likes to watch. He likes to watch while a real man takes care of his wife.”


  Antonio’s eyes opened wide--he looked as shocked as I probably had when Brad had first said it. But Greg’s reaction was very different. His eyes narrowed and he smirked. “Does he, now? Well, shit. That makes a lotta sense.” He turned to Brad. “I knew a guy like that. He was all eager to have his wife fuck a black guy, in front of him. ‘Cept, once she got a taste of my cock, she didn’t want her hubby anymore.” He leaned close to me, emphasizing every word. “I...fucked...her...but good. I even did that lily-white ass of hers. Did her right in my recording studio, with him on the other side of the glass, beggin’ and moanin’ me to stop, while she was beggin’ and moanin’ me for more.” He laughed. “Christ, I even knocked her up.” He turned to Brad. “You goin’ to do that with Kim?”


  My jaw was hanging open. He had to be making all that up. He couldn’t really have got some poor guy’s wife pregnant, could he? I looked up at his huge, muscled body. And, unbidden, an image swam into my mind of Kim on her hands and knees, this black brute thrusting into her from behind. Black guys were meant to be hung...was that true? God, maybe he was even bigger than Brad. Maybe he’d stretch her. I wanted to be sick. And yet I’d never been more turned on in my life.


  “Nah,” said Brad. “I don’t think we need to go that far.” Then he muttered something under his breath that I couldn’t hear, and Antonio and Greg both laughed. What? What did he say?!


  I shook my head. “No! I don’t want this!”


  Greg laughed. “Yeah, the guy I knew said the same damn thing, over and over. But his cock was hard the whole time.” He looked down at my groin. “Same thing here.”


  I shook my head, but I could feel my cock tenting my pants. “Please!” I begged.


  Brad clapped me on the shoulder. “Look at her,” he told me. And he pointed to where Kim danced, surrounded by guys. Rick was still kissing her and, as I watched, his hands lifted slowly to her breasts. My wife gave a soft moan as his hands began to squeeze and rub. Another guy was dancing behind her, rubbing his groin against her ass. “See, Kim likes to have fun. We had plenty of fun with her at college, and it seems like she wants another taste of it this weekend. So why don’t we get you a beer,”--he grabbed a bottle of beer and pushed it into my slack hand--”and you sit back and enjoy the show?”


  “Yeah,” said Greg. He leaned down to whisper in my ear. “See, I never got a piece of her myself, back in college. A few guys did, but not me. But man, I always wanted to. So I’m going to work that sweet white ass tonight, Louis. Give it another half hour and she’ll be naked, right in the middle of us all. Then it’ll be one of us, fucking her on the couch. Then two of us, on the floor. Then...did you ever see a woman with three guys in her?”


  I shook my head to shut out the image. No! Not Kim! Not my sweet Kim!


  Greg slapped my back. “Don’t worry,” he said. “You’ll get her back tomorrow.”


  Brad whispered in my other ear. “But she might be...different.”


  “Wet,” said Antonio, leaning in, his eyes gleaming.


  “Stretched,” said Greg.


  “Used,” said Brad. “Not sure she’ll still want you and your little dick, but...well, that’s not our fault.”


  “STOP!” I gasped. “I--I’ll do anything,” I said weakly. “Please! I’ll give you money!”


  Brad frowned, mock-offended. “We don’t want your money. Do we want his money, guys?” The other two shook their heads. “See, I make pretty good money from my company, Louis. Oh, I know it might not be as high-flyin’ as your job, but I bet I make more. And Antonio, here, he damn near runs one of the biggest prisons around. And Greg--well, he’s a big-shot record producer. So I don’t think we need your loose change.”


  I was dying inside. It seemed like there was nothing I could do. I stared at my wife. She seemed to be lost in a daze of lust and memories. She was with her ex-boyfriend, who had an undeniable sexual hold over her, and a whole room full of hot, muscled guys, some of whom, it seemed, she’d fucked before. Who knows what she’d do?


  “Kim’s going to get fucked,” Brad told me. “That was always going to happen, right from when you walked into that sports hall tonight. But you get to decide how many guys fuck her.”


  My head snapped around to look at him.


  “See, I always liked Kim,” he said. “You could say I hold a candle for her. So I’m kinda temped to just take her upstairs, right now, to my room and fuck her there and call it a night.”


  My stomach turned at the thought of my most hated enemy between my wife’s thighs...but it would be infinitely better than watching her become the centerpiece of a gangbang. I suddenly saw how cleverly he’d set this up. By presenting me with a much worse option, he’d made the idea of Kim fucking him actually appealing. I looked across at Kim. Rick had his hands on her legs, now, and was inching her dress up her thighs. The guy behind her was toying with the dress’s halter strap. In another minute, that dress would be on the ground. “Yes,” I said quickly, through gritted teeth. “Yes, I want that.”


  “What?” said Brad. “What was that, Louis?”


  I closed my eyes. He wanted me to ask for it. I couldn’t. Not Brad. Not after all those years of humiliation. But when I opened my eyes again, Rick had my wife’s dress up to her hips. I glimpsed her panties. “Please,” I croaked. “Please take her upstairs.”


  Brad shook his head. “No,” he said. “Tell me exactly what you want, and sound like you mean it.”


  It’s impossible to describe how much I hated him. But the guy behind Kim was lifting the halter strap, preparing to hook it over her head so that the dress could be slipped off. “Please, Brad,” I said, each word drawn from my chest like a sliver of jagged glass, “please, fuck my wife.”


  Brad leaned into me. “Okay, Louis, old pal,” he said, slapping my back. “If that’s what you want.” And he stood and walked over to Kim. The guy behind her quickly stepped away, dropping the strap he’d been holding. Rick stepped back, too, glaring a little at being denied his prize. But he didn’t argue. Even amongst all the other ex-footballers, Brad’s status was supreme.


  Kim finally opened her eyes and turned to us. For the first time since I’d arrived, she saw me. “Louis!” She flushed. “I thought you’d--What are you doing here?”


  Brad put his arms around her from behind. “Louis came to watch,” he said, grinning at me from behind her.


  My eyes went wide. No! That wasn’t true! I’d come to stop all this!


  Brad nuzzled my wife’s neck. “In fact, he just asked me--begged me--to take you upstairs. Isn’t that right, Louis?”


  Too late, I saw the trap he’d set for me. If I denied it, he’d have Antonio and Greg throw me out of the party and the night would continue without me. Maybe he’d fuck Kim. Maybe he’d let his buddies gangbang her. Maybe nothing would happen at all. But I’d never know.


  If I wanted to stay in any sort of control, I had to agree to it, right in front of my wife. And then she’d think I wanted it and be more likely to do anything Brad suggested to her. What if all the talk about fucking her and gangbangs was just that--talk? What if it was all bullshit and she would have done no more than kiss a few of them and let them feel her up? By agreeing to this, I could actually be making it happen.


  I glared at Brad, but he just grinned back at me. He wasn’t going to help me make the decision. This was all up to me.


  “Louis?” asked my wife, her eyes huge. ‘Is that really what you want?”


  I tried to analyze her voice. Did she sound hopeful, or nervous? Turned on, or ashamed? It sounded like all of those.


  I looked between her face and Brad’s. I looked at the roomful of horny, beered-up guys.


  “Yes,” I told Kim. “Yes, that’s what I want.”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 9


   


  I trudged upstairs behind Kim and Brad, leaving a disgruntled crowd of guys behind us. Again, though, no one argued with Brad. And Antonio and Greg actually snickered and slapped me on the back as we went upstairs. That really worried me. I’d thought I was choosing the lesser of two fates...but what if somehow this was worse? Or what if Brad double-crossed me and took Kim downstairs again after he’d finished with her….


  I shook my head. One problem at a time.


  Upstairs, Brad’s room--like my dorm room back at the campus--had only recently been vacated. This guy, though, had preferred posters of semi-naked women over bands, and there were football pennants from the college team. It was the same fraternity, after all, and would still attract the same sort of guy. The room had probably changed very little since Brad had lived there.


  Brad motioned for me to close the door behind me and I did, glad to shut out the sound of the party beneath us. I was still feeling ill at the thought of what might have happened if I’d left Kim down there. And yet what was about to happen was just as terrifying.


  Kim sat down on the edge of the bed. She licked her lips nervously, looking up at Brad as he approached. He made a sort of shh-ing noise, smoothing her golden hair back from her face as he took a seat beside her. She arched her back as his hand continued down her back.


  I had to try, one last time, to head this off. Now that it was just the three of us again, maybe she’d listen to reason. “Kim,” I said. “Please. Let’s just go home.”


  She just stared at me, her eyes hooded.


  “Please!” I begged.


  “You wanted this,” she said. Her voice was low and husky. “You said downstairs you did.”


  “Yes, but only to--”


  “And you’re hard,” she said, pointing at my groin. “You’re hard, just imagining me and Brad together. Aren’t you?”


  I could feel my erection tenting my pants. “Yes, but--Look, he had your chance with you. He dumped you! He broke your heart!”


  Brad laughed out loud. “Tell him the truth,” he said. And, wrapping his arm around her, he started to openly stroke her breast through her dress.


  Kim flushed, slowly looking up at me through eyes clouded with lust and shame. “He didn’t dump me,” she said. “I dumped him, each time.”


  “Tell him why,” said Brad, grinning.


  Kim shook her head quickly.


  “Go on, Kim. He should know the truth. Why did you keep dumping me?”


  She closed her eyes. “Because I was doing more and more things.” She opened her eyes and glanced at me “We used to play these…games. Sex games. There was the stuff with Professor Roycefield and Taylor and…other stuff.” She swallowed. “It was all getting more and more intense—”


  “He pressured you!” I snapped. “He forced you to do all this stuff!”


  “No!” she said quickly. “No. He…” She took a deep breath. “He allowed me to. He made me not feel guilty about it. It always came from me.”


  Brad nodded. He began stroking Kim’s neck in a way that made her gasp. “See, it turned out that Kim was a full-on slut, but she’d never had a boyfriend who appreciated that in a woman. I did. I got her to let it all out of her. But she got nervous. See, I tried to keep it on the down-low, and most of the guys were pretty good about it. But word got around that my girlfriend was...well, fun.”


  Kim swallowed. “We broke up a few times, but I kept going back for more. I couldn’t resist. And then, just before I graduated, we broke up again and...I think I would have gone back to him. That’s why I was crying, that day. Because I knew I was going to go back, this time for good. And we had something planned, something big…”—her breathing grew tight as she thought about it—“but I knew that if I did that, then that’s what I’d always be--a girl with a reputation. I wouldn’t be able to be respectable, or get a real job. I’d just spiral down into stripping, or something.”


  I remembered the list Brad had mentioned. Girl most likely to become a lapdancer.


  “And then you showed up,” said Kim. “And you seemed nice and sweet and I figured I could make a fresh start. So I hooked up with you and I never talked about any of it. And I put all this behind me.”


  “But not all the way behind you,” said Brad, pulling her onto his lap. She gasped as the bulge at his crotch rubbed against her. “It was still part of you, wasn’t it? And this nice, sweet guy you married...he couldn’t keep you satisfied, could he?”


  I watched, open-mouthed, as Kim stared at me. And then sadly shook her head.


  “And that’s why all this happened tonight,” Brad told me. “Your wife isn’t cheating on you, Louis. Really, you’re her cheat. She’s been cheating with you all along. She’s mine, and she always will be.”


  I thought I was going to throw up. I’d been right, when I thought of it as an addiction. She’d kicked the habit and been happy--or so I’d thought--and clean for a decade. And then I’d taken her straight back to her old dealer and as good as shoved the needle into her arm. Now I understood why she’d wanted to leave, when she saw Brad at the sports hall. She’d known what would happen if she stayed.


  Brad’s hand started to stroke its way up her thigh, pushing back the dress ahead of it. In another few seconds, he’d be touching her pussy again.


  “Stop,” I said. “This is nuts. You can’t just--Come home with me! We’ll get a flight home tonight! Forget about all this!”


  Kim swallowed and twisted around to look at Brad. “I can’t,” she said at last.


  It wasn’t even love. I was pretty sure of that. I was beginning to understand what it was, though. She and Brad fitted together in some indescribable way, just the way that he and I fitted together. She was helpless to resist his pull, just as I was helpless to stop him teasing and humiliating me.


  This was going to happen. He was going to fuck my wife and there was nothing I could do to stop him.


  Brad’s hand pulled the skirt of her dress up all the way to her hips, his tanned hand rubbing at the soft skin of her thigh. He gently pushed her legs outward and she opened for him. God, the skin of her inner thighs was so smooth, so flawless. She was wearing black briefs, and I could see the darker patch on the front panel where her wetness had soaked straight through them. He rubbed her there with two fingers of one hand, deliberately doing it gently and delicately as if to demonstrate how easily he could manipulate her. And, as if to verify his unspoken claim, she tensed and began to subtly grind her hips, her eyes closing in pleasure.


  Brad’s hands closed on her waist. He lifted her gently and set her down again on his knee, so that she was sitting astride it. I frowned, because I couldn’t understand why he was doing it, at first. It seemed like a step backward, after she’d been sitting right on his groin.


  Then he unbuckled his belt and undid his fly, and I understood. As he took his cock out, I couldn’t help but step around to the side slightly, so that I could see it, and Brad laughed as he heard me draw in my breath. “Yeah, it’s big, ain’t it? But don’t worry.” He leaned forward and kissed Kim’s neck. “Kim here has taken it plenty of times before...all of it. You think you’ve tightened up any over the years?”


  Kim squirmed a little, as if embarrassed but loving it.


  Brad went on. “After taking his little dick, I guess you might have adjusted. But don’t worry. We’ll soon get you used to a real man again.”


  It wasn’t an idle boast. His cock was enormous--eight inches, maybe, far bigger than mine. And he was much thicker as well, solid and straight and throbbing with veins. His cock stood arrow-straight, almost flat against his stomach. God...that thing was going inside her? I shook my head. What was I doing? Why hadn’t I stopped this?!


  I stepped forward and grabbed Kim’s wrist. “You can’t do this,” I said. “We’re married!” I looked down at the rings on our fingers. The diamond on the engagement ring, snuggled up to her platinum wedding band. They were meant to symbolize eternity.


  She looked up into my eyes. “You should go,” she said in a low voice.


  “But you can’t--How can you do this?!”


  She closed her eyes and then slowly opened them again, and I could see the lust clouding her eyes. “I need him, Louis,” she said. “I’m sorry. But I’m doing this. So you should go, if you can’t handle it.” She glanced at my groin. “If you can’t admit you want to watch.”


  “I don’t--” I looked down and flushed. There was no way I could deny it...but however much part of me wanted it, another part of me was being torn apart by rage and jealousy. “I--”


  “Poor little cucky doesn’t know what the fuck is going on,” said Brad. “Ignore him. You need me to use a condom, Kim?”


  Kim gazed at me for a second more and then shook her head. “No,” she said. “I have something with me.” And she stood up and walked out, heading to the bathroom. Of course, she knew where it was. She’d been here countless times before, a decade ago.


  With her gone, I spun to Brad. “Brad, please--Look, okay….” I spread my hands wide in supplication. “I’m sorry. I really am. I’m sorry I tried to show her off to you. I’m sorry for...for whatever I did at college that made you hate me. But please don’t do this. Just let us go--”


  Brad sat back on the bed, his dick still erect and straining, and put his hands behind his head. “Let you go?! I’m not holding you here. You haven’t been kidnapped. Walk out the door.”


  “But Kim--”


  “Kim’s a grown up, Louis. She can make her own decisions. And she’s chosen to fuck me. Watch or don’t watch, it’s up to you.” He leaned forward. “Oh, and--for the record?--I didn’t hate you, back them. Hating would imply you were worth my time. I thought about you about as much as I thought about the bugs I crushed under my shoes. But now? Now I know that it was you who got in the way, who stopped Kim coming back to me? Now? Yeah, now I hate you.”


  Kim returned, closed the door behind her. It sank in that she must have been putting her cap in. She’d have stood there with one leg up on the bath or the seat of the toilet, folding the little dome into an oval, applying the spermicide, slipping it deep inside her….


  I froze, my blood running cold. Why had she had it in her purse?! She didn’t normally take it out with her. Had she suspected that Brad would be there? Had she planned all this, right from the start?!


  As I watched, Brad took her hands and drew her closer to him. He scooched to the edge of the bed again, lifted his head and kissed her. It was like watching a king sitting on his throne, attended to by a servant girl--he didn’t bother to get up or make any effort, just let her come to him. And then he was turning her to face me and gathering her dress up her legs, bunching it at her hips. Her panties were missing--I guess she hadn’t bothered to put them on again, after putting in the cap, knowing there was no point.


  “Beautiful,” said Brad. He stroked at her pussy with his fingers and she gasped. She was still facing away from him, so he had to crane his head around her hip to see. “She used to shave completely, back in college. Did you know that? But I kind of prefer it like this. Just a little mystery.” He smirked. “An air of respectability. But you aren’t really respectable...are you, Kim?”


  She tensed and squirmed at his words, but shook her head.


  “No,” he said, answering his own question. “You’re not respectable at all.” And he started to draw her down into his lap, with her still facing me. He was going to get her to sit on his cock. I watched the heavy, throbbing head draw closer and closer to her. As her legs bent gracefully, her legs made even more shapely and elegant by her high heels, her pussy flowered open to receive him. I stepped forward again, hating the sight of it but having to see for myself. The head was a thick, purple wedge, smoothly glossy. The shaft was an angry pink, swollen stiff with blood. My head reeled as I watch her move down towards it. That thing was going inside my wife...and I could see her folds shining with moisture. She wanted him.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 10


   


  The tip brushed against her and she gasped, closing her eyes. Then the head of him was pressing against the join of her lips, parting them...opening her. She sank lower, gasping, and he started to stretch her.


  “Ah!” she cried out, her eyes opening.


  Brad smirked. “You’d forgotten what it feels like?” he asked.


  She bit her lip and nodded.


  She’d forgotten what a real man felt like, I thought mournfully, because she’s been fucking me. And, as I thought it, all the strength seemed to go out of my legs. I slumped to my knees, only about four feet from them. Brad laughed.


  As the head started to push inside her, Kim slowed her descent. Soon she was only edging downwards millimeter by millimeter. I could see her breasts rising and falling slowly beneath the dress as she took deep, slow breaths. “I--I can’t--”


  Brad licked at her neck. “Yeah, you can.” And then, grinning at me, he jerked his hips upward.


  “AH!” Kim rose up with his cock, but I saw him slide into her a little more. “It--It’s too--”


  “Say it,” said Brad victoriously.


  “--too big!”


  “No it isn’t, Kim. You used to take it just fine. And you want it...don’t you?”


  She went quiet, biting her lip for a second. Her eyes were squeezed closed. “Yesss….” she said at last.


  Brad grinned and put his hands on her sides, his huge hands almost seeming to surround her slender waist. Then he started to slowly push her down.


  Kim’s eyes flew open as she realized what he was doing. “Ah-AH!” she gasped. But she didn’t tell him to stop, or try to struggle. She sat passively in his grip as he pressed his big cock into her. And, slumped on my knees in front of them, I had the perfect view as the thick head stretched her folds wider...wider...until they were a tight pink band around the purple girth. Kim’s head began to toss, long, golden tresses flying.


  “Here it comes, Louis,” Brad muttered. “She’s about to be mine again.”


  Those words made something snap inside me. I lunged forward to stop him--


  Too late.


  He pushed up with his hips just as his hands pushed her down. The wedge-shaped head stretched her wide, her folds glistening with her juices...and then he slid inside her and her lips closed tight behind the bulging head. She immediately slid three or four inches down his shaft, just from the momentum, and arched her back at the sensation. “God!” she panted.


  She’s filled, I thought. She’s filled as much as she ever is with me inside her--maybe more. And he’s not even in her halfway!


  Brad slowly lifted her again. She drew in her breath as she rose and I watched as his shaft slowly emerged from her, shining now with her juices. Her eyes widened as she felt the thicker head pull at her pussy lips from the outside, threatening to stretch her again. But he stopped there and--


  Dropped her.


  She let out a gasp at the trick, falling fast, maybe five or six inches before she caught herself with her legs. She twisted around to glare at him but, before she could say anything, he was lifting her again, quicker than before, right up to the head. And, before she could react to that, he was dropping her again, and this time she plunged even further, right down to six or seven inches. Her mouth opened into a wide “O” of shock and pleasure as she felt herself filled more than she’d ever been filled before--


  No. I caught myself. No, she’s had it before. She’s done all this before, and more. I just never knew it.


  She was panting now, twisting around to call him a bastard to his face, but he just laughed, and she made no attempt to get off his lap. I could tell it was familiar to both of them--the taunting and the name-calling and the slightly dominant tone he took with her. This is what it had been like, when they were together. This is what she’d never had with me.


  He stopped dropping her, now. He gripped her firmly around the waist and started to pump her up and down on his shaft, and at the end of each in stroke he’d press her down towards the base of his shaft a little more. I could tell she was tight. He must have been right up against her limits, yet still he pushed her down. And, from the way she was flexing her pelvis in time with each thrust, she loved it. The dim lights of the room caught the little triangle of blonde hair and the jewels of moisture on her delicate pink lips, now obscenely spread around his huge shaft. Her braless breasts jiggled beneath her dress with each thrust.


  Brad stroked her hair back from her face. He wanted me to see her expression, I realized. “Look at Louis,” he told her, his voice gentle but firm. “And fuck me.”


  And then he just sat there.


  Kim drew in a long, shuddering breath and then her legs began to straighten, her high heels pressing into the wood floor as she pressed herself upward. She gasped as the thick length moved within her, drawing herself almost all the way off it. And then she pushed herself back down, flexing her legs and squatting low to impale herself.


  “Good,” Brad said, almost whispering. “Good girl, Kim. Like that”


  She started to raise and lower herself, taking almost his full length, now. The music was still thumping below, but it didn’t quite cover the obscene sucking sound as she drew herself off him each time. God, she must be really tight around him!


  “Faster,” said Brad, his voice thick with lust. He reached up and lazily hooked the halter strap of her dress over her head. The dress fell down around her chest catching on one nipple and then, as she drove herself faster atop him, it fell around her waist. The full, tan perfection of her breasts was revealed, her nipples stiffly erect.


  Brad craned forward, pressing his chest against her back so he could look over her shoulder. Kim groaned as his cock shifted angle inside her, but didn’t stop pumping herself up and down. “Man,” said Brad. “I’d forgotten just how nice a pair those are.” He reached down and took one in his hand. He weighed the mound in his hand, his thumb caressing the nipple. “She hasn’t started to droop at all. She’s still just as pert as a college girl. And so big. She always did have big tits.”


  Kim jerked at that.


  “Oh--What was that? What was that, Kim? You don’t like people calling them tits, these days? You used to love it when I talked about your tits.”


  Kim squirmed even as she pumped up and down. “Bastard,” she hissed. But I could hear the raw heat in her voice. His words were inflaming her.


  “She would have made a good stripper, wouldn’t she, Louis? Or a lap-dancer. Either. She has the sort of tits men pay money to see. And the sort of pussy men pay to fuck.” And on the last word, he lunged upward with his hips, just as Kim pushed herself down on him, and she gasped as he rooted himself in her. She stopped moving and just stayed there for a moment, her eyes wide. I stared at the point where they joined, her spread legs giving me the perfect view.  Brad’s cock was buried all the way inside her, his balls hanging down full and heavy beneath. God, he’s right up inside her! The reality of it suddenly hit me. He’s inside my wife!


  Brad leaned forward and rested his chin on her shoulder, kissing her neck again. ‘Course,” he said, “it’ll all change when she gets knocked up.” He squeezed her breast lightly. “These’ll get even bigger. That sweet little tummy will swell up like a balloon. Then you’ll squeeezzzze out a kid and those tits’ll get all big with milk for it. Big and real sensitive.” He rubbed his palm back and forth against her nipples. “Looking forward to that, Kim? Looking forward to getting pregnant?”


  She tossed her head, but it wasn’t a shake, exactly. It was more of a shudder that ran through her entire body, as if the image was too powerful--too erotic--for her to deal with. “Shut up...bastard,” she hissed. But her voice was weak. And she said bastard with a throaty note of affection.


  Down on the floor, I was reeling. She was looking forward to me getting her pregnant? She’d never said that! We were using the cap because we both wanted to get ahead in our careers first. I’d certainly never known that she got a sexual kick out of the idea….


  And then something hit me. Brad hadn’t said when you knock her up. He’d said when she gets knocked up. As if someone else might do it.


  My stomach lurched. She was wearing the cap. I knew she was--she’d just gone to the bathroom to put it in. So she couldn’t get pregnant.


  Unless...unless he was implying that she was going to fuck other guys. That this whole nightmare wasn’t going to end with just him.


  “What do you say, Louis?” Brad said in a low voice. “Does that make you hard? The idea of your sweet little wife getting impregnated by another man?”


  “NO!” I yelled, leaping back as if stung. But my cock gave a deep, hot throb. God, what? I can’t be…. But I was. The idea of it was so filthy, so wrong. It felt like exactly what I deserved, somehow. And the lie in my voice didn’t go unnoticed by either of them. Brad gave a cruel chuckle, while Kim...Kim sort of melted as she looked at me, her eyes going hazy with lust. God, no! She thought I liked the idea! I couldn’t let her think that, even if it was true!


  Brad leaned back from her a little and then slapped her ass hard. “Continue,” he told her.


  Kim drew her lips back from her teeth in a snarl, but began to rise on him again, faster, this time. I was transfixed by the sight of that thick, fleshy rod appearing from between her thighs and then disappearing into her again, stretching her wide around it. She was taking him right down to the root on each thrust, now, her groin slapping against his. Her dress was just a wadded bundle of green fabric around her hips, her breasts bouncing each time she moved. She’d closed her eyes again, focusing entirely on the sensations within her as her thighs flexed, powering her up. She did look like a lap-dancer, suddenly. That long, blonde hair, the elegant gown stripped from her to leave her nude, the high heels, the pose, sitting atop her client. I gritted my teeth. My wife! He had no right to do this to my wife! Even if I could get her away from him and back home, I knew this image would be burned into my memory forever. How could we ever look at each other the same way again?


  “Faster,” Brad said. Lust was making him almost growl his words, now. Kim started to pump on him in response, and he gently pulled her shoulders back, making her arch her back. Her breasts thrust out in front of her, as fine as any model’s, bouncing and swaying with her movements. As I watched, Brad reached around her and took one nipple between thumb and forefinger. “Faster,” he said again.


  She started to pump herself up and down on him even faster, but I could see her legs trembling. It was difficult, in her high heels, and she was getting tired.


  So he stretched her nipple out a little. Now, as her breasts bounced, they pulled it against his fingers. She began to gasp in pain, but she didn’t stop moving or make any protest. “Faster, Kim” he chided her.


  She panted and started to move faster still. Her ass was bouncing in his lap in a hard, insistent rhythm, her face a mask of lust. But it still wasn’t enough for Brad. As I watched, he began to squeeze her nipple between finger and thumb, and she began to buck and shake around him. She was getting off on it, I realized. God, she liked a little pain.


  “That’s it,” said Brad in her ear as she went even faster, her hair lashing his face. “That’s it, come your brains out while your husband watches.” And he began to open and close his fingers like pincers, squeezing and releasing that sensitive nub of flesh.


  Kim’s eyes had been closed, but now they flew open. She was staring straight at me as she began to shudder. “God! I’m going to--going to--”


  I shook my head in dismay. Please don’t! I didn’t want her to come for him--not again! But I could see it was going to happen, like watching a car crash in slow motion. I recognized all the signs: the way her eyelids were fluttering, the ragged catch to her breath, the uncontrollable swirl of her hips as she sought every ounce of friction against his cock--


  “Oh yes,” said Brad, and I realized with horror that he, too, was going to come--right inside her. “Oh yes. Come on, baby. Milk it out of me.”


  Kim’s cries got louder and louder, until they were loud enough to be heard even downstairs. “Oh...oh...oh….OH! OH GOD! GOD! GODDD!” She squeezed her eyes tight as her hips pumped desperately up and down atop him. She arched her back even further, her breasts lifting. “GODDD!”


  And then she was coming, her whole body going tense as she locked tight around him. I knew that inside, her internal muscles would be pulsing and squeezing….milking, just as he’d said. I knew because I’d felt it myself, many times. But I’d never seen her come as hard as this.


  “Open your eyes,” Brad said tightly. “Watch your husband.”


  She opened her eyes and stared at me, her own eyes a mixture of guilt, lust and shame. For an instant, I was relieved. At least she knew what she was doing was wrong.


  And then I saw her look down and the guilt and shame faded away. Why would she--


  Oh God. I was stroking myself through my pants. I hadn’t even been aware I was doing it. But I was on the verge of coming. I jerked my hand away, my face scarlet, but it was too late.


  “That’s right,” gasped Brad. “He loooves it,” He reached around and began to rub at her clit with one finger. Kim went wild, her cries rising to the ceiling again, as the slick friction extended her orgasm. “Let yourself go,” hissed Brad. “Your husband loves it.”


  No! No, I don’t! But I knew it was true. And then, with a sudden lunge of his hips, Brad pushed all the way inside her, and I saw his face contort as he came. I imagined the potent seed, stream after hot stream of it, plastering against that fragile latex disc. Her cervix lying vulnerable just beyond it. God, if the cap moved even a little….


  Brad threw his head back. “Hngghh! Oh, God…that’s good, Kim. Fuck, yeah. Just like old times.” He kept rubbing at her clit, drawing her orgasm out and out, until she finally slumped limply against him.


  I knelt there in shock. He just came inside my wife! The fact she couldn’t get pregnant was scant relief. He’d...soiled her. Another man had come inside her while she was married. God, she’d never be the same again!


  With his hands on her waist, Brad helped her to stand. I watched as the cock slowly withdrew from her. It was softening, slightly, but the thick head still made her jump as it slid from her. Then her dress was falling back into place around her legs, hiding her pussy from view.


  But only for a second. As she got fully off him and closed her legs, Brad lifted his hands to her hips and pushed the dress down. It slithered down her legs, falling around her feet.


  Now I could see her pussy again and my heart sank in horror. It was gaping wide. From my position on the floor, I could see right up inside her, her pink walls shining with her juices. And, as I watched, the thick creamy cum started to roll out of her, wending its way towards her outer lips and then coating them, too.


  I was in despair. God, it had happened--she’d fucked another man. Nothing would ever be the same again. And the worst part was that my cock was still achingly hard. Watching it had been the most erotic experience of my life. What was wrong with me?


  Brad got up and came to stand behind her. He licked her neck and then said, “Put two fingers up yourself.”


  I was shocked at the cold, stark way he said it. Kim squirmed too, but I was getting to recognize that squirm: half angry, half beside herself with lust. She reached down with her right hand.


  “No,” said Brad sharply. “With your left. And use your ring finger and the one next to it.”


  Kim stiffened, but did as he said. Her fingers entered her easily, sliding up inside her all the way to her hand.


  “Now pull them out,” said Brad. “And show us.”


  Kim pulled her fingers from herself and held them up, her fingers pointing towards the ceiling. Both fingers were dripping with thick, white cum and, as we watched, it slid slowly down their lengths to ooze all over her engagement ring and wedding band. The shining diamond and gleaming platinum went dull as a layer of white goo engulfed them.


  “That’s what she thinks of your fucking marriage,” said Brad.


  White hot rage exploded behind my eyes. It was just a joke to him. He’d never been married. He’d never known what it was to commit to someone for life. And yet the sight of it, of our eternal bond coated in his seed, was causing a twisting heat to spiral up inside me. Something about it had me harder than I could ever remember being.


  “Get me hard again,” Brad told Kim. With his hands on her shoulders, he turned her around and then pushed her to her knees. She was naked now, except for her heels, and there was something especially obscene about her being dressed like that, while he was still fully clothed. She allowed herself to be pushed down, until her head was level with his soft cock, still shining with her juices.


  “Go on,” said Brad. “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten how I like it.” He looked at me. “She do this for you, Louis? I bet she doesn’t.”


  I gritted my teeth. She didn’t. I got head very occasionally, on my birthday or maybe some other special occasion, but that was it.


  She nervously licked her lips, but I could see her breathing speeding up again. She actually liked doing it—at least for him. As she opened her mouth wide to engulf him, I saw her reach down with her left hand and begin to stroke herself with her cum-covered fingers. She took him all the way into her mouth while he was still soft—even though that meant filling her mouth right to capacity. Her lips bumped against his groin. God, the head of him must be right at the entrance to her throat! I saw her cheeks move and realized she must be swirling her tongue around him, sucking him back to hardness.


  Brad reached down and stroked her hair. “Now,” he said, “you’re going to stay right there. Aren’t you?”


  Kim stiffened...but then I saw her nod.


  Brad took his hands away and put them behind his back, as if to demonstrate that he didn’t have to hold her in place.


  I didn’t understand, at first. Didn’t he want her to move back and forth, or stay still while he moved? But he just stood there, and she kept her head precisely where it was. They were like a statue depicting oral sex, the only signs of life the soft sucking noises she made and the slight movement of her cheeks.


  Seconds passed. And then I heard her gag. And suddenly, I understood.


  Brad’s cock was hardening in her mouth, getting longer and thicker. As it grew, it would fill her mouth and gradually extend down her throat. And, instead of being able to swallow it down in one go as it passed the entrance--a sudden, brief penetration--its slow swelling would mean she’d have the sensation of swallowing him again and again. I saw her eyes snap open as he swelled and swelled, but she didn’t look at me. She gazed upward at him, her expression full of lust, and he simply gazed back at her, nodding slowly. He wasn’t holding her there, except with his words. She could have moved away at any time, but she didn’t. I watched her mouth bulge, her lips stretched tight around that invading girth as it swelled wider and wider. And I heard her gag again and again as it pushed deeper and deeper into her throat. Her breasts heaved with her exertion as she breathed through her nose. Brad’s smile grew and grew--


  He suddenly stepped back, pulling his cock from her, her lipstick smearing on it. She gagged and gasped, panting as it emerged. The cock that had been soft and modest when it entered her mouth was now back to its thick, solid length, gleaming from her mouth. A long rope of saliva hung from it to her lip before dripping down onto one breast.


  “Now get on the bed,” he told her.


  Kim glanced at me, biting her lip. For a moment, I thought she might change her mind.


  “Problem?” asked Brad. “You want to go home with hubby, instead? Just say the word, Kim.”


  Kim looked at me. I stared beseechingly back at her and glanced meaningfully at the door.


  But she shook her head and walked over to the bed. Whatever need was inside her was strong enough to overcome her guilt. She lay down on her back.


  “Pretty,” said Brad staring at the blonde hair between her thighs while he rooted in a drawer for something. “But I meant face down.”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 11


   


  Kim drew in her breath.


  I looked blankly at both of them. “What? What does he want?”


  Brad grinned at me. And showed me a tube of lube.


  I felt my eyes go wide. “No!” I hissed. “She’s never--” Then I broke off, realizing I might well be wrong.


  “Oh, Louis…” said Brad, patting me on the back. “Did she tell you she’d never done it? Because we did it plenty of times, back in college.”


  I stared at my wife. She had told me she’d never done it. I’d nervously broached the subject of anal, of course--all guys do, sooner or later. But she’d primly told me that she didn’t do that. Why had I been treated so differently? Because she’d bury that side of her deep and never let it show, the intensity of it scaring her? Or because I wasn’t man enough to be rewarded with what I demanded?


  “So turn over,” Brad told her. “Because it’s been ten years, and I want to feel that tight little ass of yours again.”


  Kim drew in her breath in a long, shuddering gasp. And then she turned face down on the bed.


  I watched in horror as Brad took the tube of lube and squeezed a long, clear ribbon of it down the length of his cock. He rubbed it in, twisting his hand until his whole cock gleamed wetly. Then he stepped towards the bed.


  “Wait!” I said. “Please! Not...there!”


  Brad grinned. “Bet you wish you hadn’t paraded my ex-girlfriend in front of me now, don’t you, Louis? Because then you wouldn’t be about to see her moan how much she loves it…when she get ass-fucked with this.” He brandished his cock.


  “Please!” I begged. “I’m sorry!”


  Brad laughed. “Too late, Louis. But don’t worry. I won’t hurt her. She can take me. She’s done it before, remember. And I’ll stop if she asks me to. I always have, you know, the whole time I was with her. She never did anything she didn’t want to. I just opened the door...and she always stepped through.” He climbed onto the bed between her ankles. “Isn’t that right, you kinky little bitch?”


  Kim had pushed the pillow off the bed so that she could lie flatter. She’d turned her head to the side, her cheek against the sheets and her face towards me. “Bastard!” she said to Brad, with feeling. But I saw the little grind her hips gave. This was part of their game—I was beginning to understand it, now. He’d talk dirty to her and tell her how kinky she was, and she’d call him a bastard…and do everything he asked.


  “Hold that thought, baby,” said Brad. And, gripping one ankle in each hand, he spread her legs apart. She gasped, and so did I. From my position on the floor, I could see her pussy lips, puffy and swollen from sex, and between them the slow ooze of pearly-white cum. Brad reached forward, took her ass cheeks in his hand and spread them wide apart, revealing the tight rosebud of her anus. God, in that position she’d be even tighter!


  Brad upended the tube of lube and squeezed a generous dollop over Kim’s ass. She drew in her breath as the stuff hit her tight pucker. Brad extended his index finger theatrically, showing it to me, and then he pressed the tip into her.


  Kim’s head came up off the bed. “Oh!” she gasped. “Oh, Goddd!”


  Brad laughed. “Oh yeah, baby. And that’s just the tip.” He withdrew his finger a little. “How about...this?” And he pushed his finger in deep.


  Kim’s eyes went huge as she felt him slide deep inside her. I actually saw her toes curl. “Ah! Ah--Oh God!”


  “Good?”


  “I--I--Ohhh….yesss,” was all she could manage.


  Brad laughed and started to pump his finger slowly in and out. I couldn’t help myself--I had to get closer and see. I stood up and took a hesitant step towards them and--God, I could see it, I could see his thick finger stroking back and forth out of her tight pink hole, pumping hard between those firm, rounded ass cheeks. And as he pumped it, Kim started to grind her hips, slowly but unmistakably, against the bed. “Yesss….” she said at last. “Good….”


  Brad slid his finger out and added a second. Kim arched her back, sucking in air through her nose, but she didn’t ask him to stop. When he began to pump them, she flexed her pelvis in time with him, pressing her clit against the sheets, desperate for friction. “Mmm....” she gasped. “Mmm…God….”


  Brad withdrew his fingers and moved into position between her thighs. If I didn’t stop him, he was really going to do it. He was going to take my wife’s ass, right in front of me.


  “Please!” I begged him, one last time.


  He gave me a look of utter contempt. And then he positioned himself at my wife’s slickened anus. As she felt him there, hot and hard and thick, she gave a shuddering gasp. And then, quite clearly, she nodded for him to do it.


  Brad put a hand on each of my wife’s hips. Then he slowly started to press inward against her asshole. At first, it seemed that he was simply too big. Her whole asshole simply pressed inward in front of him, instead of opening. But then, as he kept patiently pushing and moving back, pushing and moving back, I saw her start to relax and open to him. She started to pant, her breathing getting faster and faster, as she felt what was going to happen.


  “That’s it,” said Brad, his tone sweet and mocking. “Open up for me, Kim. Open up and let me in.”


  God, that huge thing was going to be inside her. He was going to shove that whole thick length up inside her and--


  I couldn’t stop myself any longer. I unbuttoned my pants and let them slide down around my thighs. I pushed down my shorts and freed my own, modest cock, and started stroking.


  Brad saw me and laughed. “And there it is,” he said. “That’s what you’ve been fucking her with, this whole time? Jesus, Kim, could you even feel it?”


  Kim took a long breath, but didn’t answer.


  “But you can feel this, can’t you, baby?” Brad asked, pushing forward again.


  “Y--Yes,” whispered Kim. Then, “Yes--Oh God, I can feel it...God!”


  I stepped forward, still stroking. I could see him slowly entering her, now, the head spreading her tight opening wider and wider. Just as when he’d taken her pussy, she was stretching further and further with each millimeter, until her body was tense and straining on the bed, her hands clawing up the sheets into sweaty hillocks.


  I couldn’t stop stroking my cock.


  “Am I hurting you, Kim?” Brad asked quietly.


  Kim swallowed. “N--No. Just...big. So big….”


  Brad smiled. “Then get ready,” he said. “Because here…we…go!”


  And he pushed hard into her. Kim let out a strangled groan and the head popped inside, and then Brad’s cock was sinking into her, inch after slippery inch. I could see my wife’s mouth open into a wide “O” at the feeling of him entering her, her ass clenching around him again and again.


  He stopped when he was halfway in her. He leaned forward over her and planted his hands either side of her shoulders. God, the size of him--the muscles of his back and the heavy bulges of his forearms. He was like a monster hulking over her, ready to drive his cock deep inside her--


  My hand was stroking fast at my cock.


  Brad leaned down and licked Kim’s cheek. Then he slowly pushed his hips forward and down. Kim’s body actually moved a half inch or so on the bed as the pressure pushed her forward. “God!” she cried out. “God…yes!” Her voice was loud even over the thumping music from downstairs.


  Brad began to thrust, a slow pumping of his hips that took him steadily deeper and deeper. I watched in disbelief as, slowly but surely, his cock was swallowed up by her body, her asshole clenching tight around it. With each slow thrust, she’d grind her hips down hard into the bed, rubbing her clit as her fists gripped the sheets. Then as he withdrew, her hips would lift slightly in the air before he pushed her down again. It was obscene, and beautiful.


  At last, with one final slow push, he slid all the way into her. She gave out a little yelp and her whole body jerked as he reached her limits.


  “There,” said Brad with satisfaction. “Told you she could take me.” He lowered himself atop her, taking his weight onto his forearms. His groin pressed tight against her ass, his hips snugly between hers. I realized with a lurch of my stomach that he was preparing to fuck her….hard. And I was jerking my cock at the prospect. I was jacking off to the sight of my lovely wife being ass fucked.


  Brad pulled his hips back and then rammed into her. Kim let out a shrill cry that ended in a moan of pleasure. Again he thrust, pulling almost all the way out of her before slamming in again, and again she cried out. Then he started to thrust in earnest and her cries became a panting, gasping song, a soundtrack to his taking of her. With every inward thrust, she’d let out a high little Oh! With every outward stroke, she’d give a low moan of Ugh! And she was loud.


  My eyes were locked on my wife’s upraised ass cheeks as Brad’s hips pounded into them again and again, crushing her groin down into the bed. She couldn’t raise her hips now to rub herself against the sheets, but his thrusts were doing the rubbing for her. She needed to do nothing but lie there, writhing in ecstasy under him, as her body was plundered. She was panting and gasping, her eyes screwed shut tight. I’d never seen her so turned on. This is what he gave her, I realized. This is why she was so helplessly addicted to him. He made her feel like I never could.


  My hand was jerking my cock faster and faster. I was beyond shame, now. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen and I couldn’t control myself. Another minute and--


  Suddenly, the door crashed open and Greg, Rick and Antonio all piled in. They laughed and swore at the sight in front of them: my wife, naked except for her heels, spread face down on the bed, her face turned to the side, eyes closed and mouth wide as she panted in lust. Brad between her thighs, his muscled bulk huge against her slender curves, thrusting hard into her ass. And me, my pants around my thighs, my cock in my fist.


  “Get out!” I yelled in shame. My eyes flicked wildly between my cock and my wife. I didn’t know which was worse--that they were seeing her being fucked, or that they were seeing me getting off on it.


  They ignored me. “Holy shit,” said Greg. “Yeah! Fuck that ass!”


  Kim’s eyes opened wide. She stared at the three men and I waited for her to scream at them, or to tell Brad to get rid of them. But instead, she just stared. And, if anything, her eyes glazed with lust even more.


  She wanted an audience. God, had she done this before?


  “Damn,” said Greg, stepping closer. “I wouldn’t have thought you could even take him there, a sweet li’l thing like you. ‘Specially not face down like this.” He grinned. “Hell, if you can take Brad like that, maybe you can even take me, if we warm you up a little first.”


  I shook my head in dismay. God, were they really talking about--


  Antonio stepped close to her face. “You liking it, baby?” he asked.


  Brad hadn’t even slowed his pace. Kim panted and moaned, too lost in pleasure to answer.


  “You want a nice dick to suck on, while he fucks you?” Antonio asked. The others all laughed.


  “How about it?” asked Rick. “You want another cock inside you? I’m game.”


  I could see my wife’s face growing redder and redder with shame, and yet she was panting faster and faster. God, she actually liked this--she liked being treated like a slut.


  “We’re all going to fuck you,” Rick said almost tenderly. “You know that, don’t you, Kim? Those of us who fucked you back in the day. The ones who didn’t. We’re all going to take a turn, this weekend.”


  I finally lost it. “NO!” I yelled. “No! Shut up! Get out! Get out!” And I grabbed the nearest man--Greg--and tried to haul him out of the room. But I might as well have tried to move a lead weight. When he felt me pull on his shirt, he simply glanced around, frowned at me, and then shoved me out the door. And he was strong enough that I went through and kept going, stumbling out into the hallway. I nearly fell down the stairs and had to grab the stair rail for support.


  Just as I made it back to the bedroom door, it slammed in my face. My eyes widened. I reached for the doorknob just as I heard a mechanical click from inside.


  I rattled the knob. The door didn’t open.


  “NO!” I shouted. “No! You can’t!” I banged on the door, but there was no response. I could hear the music thumping from downstairs and, just audible over it, I could hear Kim’s rising cries. She was heading rapidly towards orgasm...and I was going to miss it.


  Wait...the keyhole!


  I knelt down at the doorway and put my eye to the hole. The door must have been locked with a privacy bolt, because the keyhole was empty. Putting my eye to it, I could see the bed...but Kim’s face was hidden behind the hulking bodies of Greg, Rick and Antonio. All I could see of her were her naked, upraised ass cheeks and Brad’s hips lunging down into them. I started to jerk my cock again.


  “Oh!” yelled Kim. “Ugh!”


  “That’s it, baby,” said Greg. “You come for us. And think about how it’s going to be me, next time.”


  “Oh!”


  “Next time, I’ll stuff your mouth full of my cock,” said Rick. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


  “Ugh!”


  “Next time,” said Antonio, “it’ll be all of us.”


  “Oh!”


  “She’ll like that,” grunted Brad. He started to punctuate his words with thrusts of his hips. “Because she’s...our...little...cum slut...aren’t you...Kim?”


  And Kim arched her head up off the bed as Rick stepped out of the way, and seemed to look right at me as she screamed, “YES!”


  My cock erupted in my hand, a hot geyser of cum spraying all over my shirt and neck, even hitting the underside of my chin. I jerked it again and again, too lost in the orgasm to care. All I could do was stare at my wife’s lust-filled face as she came along with me, her hips shuddering beneath Brad’s.


  I was still kneeling there, panting, when the door opened. Greg prodded me out of the way with the tip of his shoe, laughing at my half-mast trousers and the ropes of cum staining my shirt. They all walked past me, and the last one out was Brad, still hauling up his pants. He sneered at me as he passed.


  I staggered back into the bedroom to check on Kim. She was still lying naked on the bed, her legs still spread. And now I could see the glistening, creamy-white trickle oozing from her asshole. “Are...are you alright?” I panted.


  Kim slowly raised herself onto one elbow, turned and looked at me. “Yes,” she whispered. And then she looked down at my limp cock and the trails of cum lacing my shirt.


  There was no sense in trying to pretend. I just looked at her helplessly.


  “You like it,” she said. Not a question.


  I nodded, red-faced. Then I felt something bubbling up inside, something I had to say. I was angry, but not at her--at Brad, maybe. At myself. “I still love you,” I blurted.


  She slowly nodded. “I love you too,” she said.


  Hope flared inside me.


  “But...you can’t give me...this,” she said, indicating the room, the twisted sheets, the smell of sex.


  “Do you really want this?” I asked. “Now? Now that we’re together?”


  She shook her head. “I need it. I thought I’d left all this behind, but…I hadn’t. It was just waiting to come out. And I can’t just walk away from it.” She looked up at me with big, liquid eyes. “I’m sorry. But I can’t. I need to figure this out…understand myself.”


  We stared at each other, my heart breaking. She was still his. She’d always been his.


  She took a deep, shuddering breath. “Get a plane and go home and wait for me,” she said. “Or stay and watch. But this isn’t over. I’m staying for the rest of the weekend.”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 12


   


  I woke early again, but this morning there was no sex.


  The ceiling above me was that of my dorm room in college. For a moment, I thought I was still dreaming, trapped in a nightmare of college life. In a moment, I’d wake up, safely back in the present in San Jose.


  Then the memories of the night before kicked in and my stomach lurched. I really was back at college…my nemesis had reappeared and my plan had backfired. He’d slept with my wife! Not just slept with her, but taken her again and again—once, even in front of his friends.


  I slowly lifted my head to look around.


  Outside the window, the sky was already bright, fierce Texas sunshine searing down to scorch the grass. It was going to be another hot day.


  When we’d returned to my dorm room the night before, Kim had taken a quick shower, thrown on an outsize red t-shirt with the college’s logo on it and a pair of panties and climbed into bed. When I’d tried to talk to her, she’d turned over and faced the wall. When I worked up the courage to try again, a few moments later, she was sound asleep.


  I turned to look at her on the bed. She was still sleeping peacefully, her golden hair fanned out across the pillow, her cute little snub nose in the air, a faint hint of a smile on her lips.


  It seemed completely inappropriate. She should be tossing and turning. She should have lain there unable to sleep, as I’d done, wondering how to repair our relationship. And yet, while I’d only managed to grab an hour or two just before dawn, Kim had slept soundly all night and looked as if she’d continue to do so until noon, if I left her. You cheated on me! I thought, raging inside. How can you sleep?!


  Unless…the thought that had been troubling me all night swam to the surface. Unless what she’d done last night was to return home, to return to her natural state. Unless the Kim I’d seen last night was the real Kim, and my wife was just an illusion, a mask she’d put on when she’d married me. Maybe last night was the first night in ten years she’d really felt herself, and able to let loose. If that was the case, I could understand why she was sleeping so soundly: she’d just released a decade’s worth of tension.


  If that was the case, though, was it over? Last night, she’d said that she wanted to stay for the whole weekend. Wasn’t it out of her system, yet? Or did she need more?


  My stomach turned. More. More him. Brad Dorff, football captain and my arch nemesis at college, the guy who’d led the pack of bullies who’d made my life a living hell. I looked around the dorm room. It really was just how it had used to be when I’d occupied it in college, save for trendier posters. And my wife, lying there on the bed in her college t-shirt, looked much younger than her 32 years. She could easily pass for a college senior. It was as if the last ten years had never happened, and we were just about to graduate again. If she could have the time over, would she still have married me, the geek who’d consoled her when she was crying? Or would she have gone back to Brad one more time, for a life of filthy sex. Or, at least, sex that I thought was filthy. She certainly seemed to get off on it. What would she be, now, if she had stayed with Brad? A stripper? A lapdancer? A hooker? A housewife who went to swinging parties at weekends?


  Certainly, she wouldn’t have the sort of sex life we had, back in San Jose: sex in the missionary position, on mornings when she awoke horny, maybe once every few weeks.


  I looked down at myself. I had changed. I was pretty sure I couldn’t pass for 22 anymore. I’d been a stringbean back then, but now I was starting to develop some flab on my stomach. Kim looked pretty much the same and Brad and his buddies were still bulging with muscle, just as they had in college. Was this all my fault? Was it because I’d changed?


  Or was it because I hadn’t changed? The way I’d fallen straight back into my role of victim to Brad’s bully was telling me that maybe there was something deeper going on. Maybe I was just made that way, crazy as it sounded, and Brad was made his way and Kim was made her way, and we were all just destined to live out predefined roles. When we moved out to geek-friendly Silicon Valley, I’d seemed normal and—maybe just as importantly—the only men around Kim had been similar to me. Now we were back in Texas, she was surrounded by the hot, alpha male types—Brad, especially, but also Rick, Greg, Antonio and all Brad’s other buddies. They threw my failings into sharp relief. She’d been reminded what she’d been missing.


  I knelt down beside the bed and watched as Kim stirred softly in her sleep. How was I going to talk to her? How were we ever going to be the same again?


  She rolled over and kicked the covers off her. The room was growing warm as the sun rose and her feet pushed the comforter down until it was around her ankles. Her long, golden legs stretched out down the bed, one bent and one straight. Her college t-shirt had rucked up around her waist, exposing her panties and the smooth tan of her stomach.


  She’d showered, so there was no evidence of what had happened the night before. Brad’s cum was gone from her pussy and ass. Her lipstick, smeared where she’d sucked him, had been cleaned from her face.


  And yet…and yet she was different. She was different for having done it. If I slid a finger into her pussy, would it feel looser? Had he stretched her? If I kissed her, would I taste some trace of him? Would her ass be the same, now that she’d taken his monster cock? I knew I’d never find out, because she’d never let me take her there.


  That was another thing…why did he get treated so differently? He was rude to her, constantly teasing her and goading her into doing more and more depraved acts…and yet she seemed to love it and would do anything he asked. Whereas I treated her like a goddess and she rewarded me with occasional, dull sex. It made no sense at all.


  At that moment, Kim finally awoke and sleepily stretched, those magnificent breasts rising and falling under her t-shirt. I instantly felt my cock swell…and that reminded me of how I’d reacted the night before. How I’d gotten hard watching Brad kiss her and grope her. How I’d gotten hard listening to the stories of the sex she used to have at college. How I’d been desperate to stroke myself as I’d watched Brad take her, and how I’d finally shot my load all over myself as I was forced to watch through the keyhole.


  Kim opened her eyes and looked at me. I saw the memories slam into her like a freight train and her peaceful smile disappeared. She sighed. “Hi,” she said. There was none of the glazed look that she’d had the night before, when she’d been lost in her need for Brad. She was back to being the Kim I knew and loved, and my hopes rose a little at that.


  “We need to talk,” I told her. “About what happened. About what we do now. I can still get us on a plane today—we can be back home by tonight.”


  She slowly shook her head. “I want to stay.”


  Hot rage bubbled up inside me. She’d said the same thing the night before, as she lay naked on Brad’s bed, but I’d thought that she might have come to her senses. “Stay here with him?!” I asked through clenched teeth.


  Her eyes narrowed a little. “I don’t expect you to understand.”


  I sat back on my heels and stared at her. “What is there to understand? We’re married! You slept with your ex-boyfriend and now you want to stay here with him?!”


  “It’s not that simple,” she said. There was a definite note of anger in her voice, now.


  “Yes it is—“


  “No, it’s not!” she snapped, and I shut up. She took a deep breath. “I had a different sort of relationship with him. And it seems like I still do.”


  I asked the question I’d been dreading asking. “Do you want a divorce? Do you want to go back to him?”


  She looked at me for so long that I was sure she was going to say yes. “No. Do you?”


  “No! I love you!”


  “I love you, too.” She closed her eyes for a second and sighed. “But it’s complicated.”


  “Do you love him?”


  “No,” she said. Then, “I don’t know. Maybe.”


  My heart felt as if it was breaking in two.


  “It’s different with him, Louis. It’s not love as much as a…need.”


  “I can get better at sex!” I winced instantly at how pathetic that sounded. “I can! I can do more! I can learn stuff. I can be like him!”


  “No,” she said. “You can’t.”


  “I can!” I jumped onto the bed. “I can be just like him!” I tried to make my voice deep, like Brad’s. “Turn over. Face down. I’m going to fuck that sweet little ass!”


  She sighed. “No, Louis—“


  I grabbed her hips and tried to turn her over.


  She slapped my face. I jumped back, releasing her instantly. “It doesn’t work that way, Louis!” she shouted.


  I backed off across the room a few steps in total shock. She’d never shouted at me like that before, let alone slapped me.


  She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry. I just—Look, you can’t just be him. You’re not wired that way.” She looked at me. “You don’t have a raging hard-on now, do you? Because you don’t get off on treating me that way.”


  I looked down, but I didn’t really need to. I could already feel that my cock was soft. I nodded.


  Kim climbed out of bed and came to stand in front of me. Without her heels, she was just a little shorter than me. I could feel the heat radiating from her bed-warm skin, smell the faint trace of her perfume. “But if I start talking about what Brad’s going to do to me, next time we see him....” she began.


  I shook my head. “Stop—“


  “Next time, maybe it’ll be somewhere public. Maybe he’ll just push me up against the wall. He likes to do stuff like that—“


  “Stop!”


  “I’ll wear a little skirt so he can just push it up. He’ll push me up against a brick wall and get between my thighs. He’ll probably rip my panties off and shove his hands up under my t-shirt so he can grope my breasts…..”


  “Stop!”


  “I’ll be wet for him already. So all he’ll have to do is to push down his jeans and then ram up into me—“


  “Stop! Please!” I was red-faced and breathless—


  Kim looked meaningfully down.


  My cock was rock hard, tenting out my jockey shorts.


  “And I haven’t even touched you,” said Kim. “All I did was talk about being fucked by Brad.”


  I shook my head in denial.


  “Louis, this is the way you’re wired. You can’t change it. You get off on seeing me with other guys. Even thinking about me with other guys.”


  I was still shaking my head. “No. I would have known—“


  “Haven’t you ever felt anything like this…ever?”


  Of course not! I started to say it and then, just as the words were on my tongue, I realized they weren’t true. “When you dream,” I blurted.


  She scrunched up her forehead. “When I dream?”


  “When you have a dream and I can tell it’s…sexy. I sometimes think about you fucking the other man.”


  She stared at me for a long time and then nodded.


  “It’s not me, is it?” I asked.


  “Sometimes it is,” she said gently.


  “But not usually?”


  She shook her head.


  “Is it Brad? All those years in California…were you dreaming of him?”


  She shook her head, but in a hedging-her-bets kind of a way. “Most of the time it’s not a particular person,” she said. “A lot of the time it’s just a man, or a—“ She cut herself off short.


  “What? Or a what?”


  She reddened. “Or a group.”


  I stared at her. Brad and some of the other guys had implied last night that she’d fucked a few of them. Had it been at the same time—group sex, even a gangbang? Or had it just been in ones and twos? My mind exploded as I thought of my wife with two or even three men using her at once. I could feel my hands clenching into fists…and yet my cock grew even harder.


  I was realizing how little I knew my wife. When we married, I’d been all too eager to leave college life and all its bad memories behind us. If only I’d gotten to know her old friends and asked about her old life, maybe some of this would have come out sooner.


  I took a long, deep breath, trying to calm down. “Can’t we just go home and go back to the way things were?” I asked.


  Kim slowly shook her head. “Louis…the way things were wasn’t what we both thought. I was pretending to be someone I wasn’t…pretending even to myself. I hadn’t realized how much I needed…this, until last night. And you have needs, too.” She stepped closer to me and her soft breasts pushed warmly against my chest through her t-shirt. “You’d like to see me with another man. Wouldn’t you?”


  I could feel the battle going on inside myself. I couldn’t admit to liking that—it felt like it would give her carte blanche to cheat on me with whomever she liked. And it felt as if it would be branding myself as less of a man. But I knew that she already knew.


  “Yes,” I said at last. It was incredibly hard to say…but as soon as it was out, I suddenly felt like a weight had been lifted from me. I grabbed her hands. “But we can do that in California. Let’s go, now!”


  She shook her head. “I want it to be Brad.”


  “But…why?! If we’re going to do this, why can’t we find someone new?”


  “How?” She stepped away from me and the loss of her soft breasts made me ache. “Trawl bars to pick men up? We’re married! I don’t want anyone knowing!” She turned her back on me.


  “People know here!” I had to stop myself from shouting at her, I was so angry. “Kim, you were walking all over campus with him, holding his hand, with me trailing behind! You were all over him in the sports hall and at the party, and his buddies saw you fucking him!”


  “But no one here knows us,” she said over her shoulder, unimpressed by my anger. “We don’t stay in touch with anyone from college, apart from Hugo and the cheerleaders, and none of them live in California.” She sighed. “I just feel like we’re anonymous here. We have a chance to explore some stuff and—“


  “And get it out of your system?” I asked hopefully.


  She finally turned around and looked at me, biting her lip. “No. I don’t think so. I think I’ll still need it when we get back.” She saw my crestfallen face and sighed. “Look, I was denying this part of me for ten years and as soon as I came back here and saw him, it was back. It’s a pretty strong urge. So yes, when we go back home, I think I’ll still need to….”


  “To sleep with other men,” I said bitterly.


  “While you watch,” she said quietly. I caught her eye and she held my gaze, watching me carefully. I could feel myself struggling inside again…but eventually, I nodded. I didn’t know if I could live with it, but I figured I should at least be honest with her, and if she was really going to sleep with someone, I sure as hell wanted to be there to see it.


  “But does it have to be Brad?” I asked.


  She shrugged. “I know him. I know he’s safe.”


  “Safe?!” That didn’t seem like a word I’d ever apply to Brad. The guy was a big, muscle-laden ox who took exactly what he wanted…and, I realized, maybe that was why Kim liked him so much.


  Kim tilted her head to one side. “I know you don’t like him much—“


  “Much?! He made my life hell!”


  “I’m sure it wasn’t all that bad, honey. He was just being a jock, you know? You were kind of a geek at college.”


  “But he—Kim, he’s doing this to humiliate me. That’s why he wants to fuck you!”


  She shook her head. “Brad and I were together long before I even met you.” Her eyes grew distant. “He still likes me, I think. That’s why he’s come after me so strong.” She smiled at that thought.


  “But he has plans for you. And that friend of his, Greg, he even talked about getting you pregnant!”


  Kim gave me a disbelieving look. “I have my cap. I’m not going to get pregnant.” She took a deep breath. “Look…this is as new for me as it is for you.” She took my hands in hers. “Let’s just take it one step at a time…okay?”


  The thought of her fucking Brad again made my stomach turn…but at the same time, I felt my cock grow even harder. And what choice did I have? If I flew home on my own, I was sure she’d call my bluff and stay here alone…and then I’d never know what happened.


  I nodded. “Okay. One step at a time.”


  She leaned in and kissed me gently on the lips. Not the same fierce kissing she’d done with Brad, but it still warmed me inside. I grabbed for her waist, thinking there might be morning sex on the agenda after all, but she pushed my hands away. We were both smiling for the first time since she’d woken up—nervous, hesitant smiles, but we were smiling. “Hold on,” she told me. “Let me take a shower first. And then, when I come out….”


  I grinned. Maybe we could make this work. I sat patiently while she showered. But when she came out, there was a text message waiting from Brad and she said we had to leave in five minutes. There was barely time for me to grab a shower and get dressed. So the sex didn’t happen. That’s fine, I thought. Just bad luck. We’ll do it later.


  At least, that’s what I told myself.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 13


   


  “You really want to go to a lecture?” I said for the third time as we hurried across the campus.


  “Brad’s going. He said it’d be fun,” said Kim.


  A lecture that was fun for Brad? I couldn’t imagine that…unless he was intending to sit Kim on his lap and fondle her, as he used to when they were students. But I wouldn’t let that happen. This wasn’t like when we’d toured the campus in the dark—there would be people all around us. He could only mess around with her like that if we sat at the back, so I’d just make sure we sat at the front.


  When we arrived, though, Brad was sitting on a row that was already full, about halfway back. He waved us towards a couple of empty seats a few rows from the front. What the hell was going on? Why would he want us to come to a lecture if he wasn’t even going to sit next to my wife?


  We sat down. The lecture theater was quickly filling up with a mixture of thirty-somethings—people like us, there for the reunion—and actual students taking extra courses over the summer. Many of the thirty-somethings looked like they’d had a heavy night of drinking the night before. No doubt the students had, too…but they were young enough to still handle it.


  A woman whom I thought I remembered from my college days walked in and clapped her hands together loudly and the room fell silent. “Good morning!” she said brightly. “And welcome to all the alumni who are joining us. We thought it might be fun for you to sit in on a lecture and Professor Roycefield has said he doesn’t mind—“


  Wait. What did she say?


  “So, without further ado…Subtexts in Mythology with Professor Roycefield!”


  Everyone politely applauded as a gray-haired man walked in. Everyone except us. Kim and I just sat there in numb shock.


  Professor Roycefield. The man Kim had sucked off, more than once as part of their twisted sex game. Him taking the role of the dominant, older man, and she the role of the innocent student. She’d known exactly what she was doing…but that didn’t change the fact he’d had his cock in her mouth.


  I took a closer look at the professor. He looked to be in his mid-fifties, which meant he would have been mid-forties when Kim was his student. She’d only had him for English in her final year, so she would have been 22. And he would have been about 44—twice her age.


  He was good looking, in an older man sort of a way. There was probably some more silver at his temples than there had been back then, but he was sturdily built and didn’t seem to have much fat on him. He wore a crisp white shirt and a tweed suit and I hazarded a guess that he’d worn much the same thing ten years before. I tried to tell myself that Kim couldn’t possibly have been interested in him, back then.


  “Alright,” said the professor. “Now, I realize this won’t make a great deal of sense to you older lot, but perhaps you’ll recall something from the first time around…especially if I taught you.”


  British. He was British, and upper class. I hadn’t been expecting that.


  “I’m really quite good with faces,” said the professor, smiling warmly. “I’m sure I can pick out a few people I used to teach back then, so don’t think you won’t get picked on just because you’ve graduated.”


  There was polite laughter, but I wanted to curl up and die. God, what if he recognized Kim? What if he saw the woman who used to wrap her lips around his cock, right there in front of him? We were only a few rows from the front!


  The British accent and his warm but imposing manner…it was all beginning to make sense, now. Kim—like a lot of women—had a thing for a posh British accent. Suddenly, I could completely see a 22 year-old Kim falling for her English professor. And I could see Brad, being amused by it—from the sound of it, their relationship had been an open one.


  I drew in my breath. I could imagine her in a low-cut top and a short skirt, showing up at his office after hours, looking up at him with doe eyes, licking her lips and saying that she’d do anything to pass his course. Roycefield probably valued his tenure too much to actually manipulate his female students into blow jobs…but what man would be able to turn down the power fantasy of role-playing it, especially with a woman as beautiful as Kim?


  And the idea of what she’d done had me instantly hard in my pants. God, down on her knees, sucking off a guy twice her age. Oh, please, Professor Roycefield, please, please pass me—I’ll do anything!


  I glanced around and caught Brad’s eye. He was grinning victoriously. He’d successfully trapped us in a room with another man from Kim’s past. The question was: would he recognize her?


  “Now,” said the professor, addressing his students in the front row. “I’m sure you’ve all done the reading, so you’ll know—“


  He broke off. He was staring straight at Kim. Shit!


  “—you’ll know what I’m talking about when I talk about the similarities between Medusa and—“


  His tone had changed. He looked at Kim for a long moment before he tore his eyes away. Now what?!


  When he next turned in our direction, there was a smile on his face. He looked right at her with an expression that was half-glare, half burning lust. I could imagine Kim receiving the same stare a decade ago, her panties moistening as the hot older man lavished her with attention.


  I realized to my horror that he wanted to pick up where they’d left off. He probably thought that Kim’s presence in his lecture meant she’d sought him out. Brad had manipulated us perfectly, and once again shown that he was smarter than he looked.


  I tried to work out how Kim was taking all of this. She’d gone pale when he’d walked into the room, but seemed to have gradually relaxed. And her eyes were locked on the professor. Since we were just there for fun, she didn’t have to be distracted by taking notes or even focusing too much on what he was saying. She could just sit there and drool, reliving her college years. When the professor walked across the lecture theater and her gaze passed across me, I caught my breath. Her eyes were taking on that glazed look she’d gotten around Brad. God, he might be in his fifties, now, but Roycefield still did it for her.


  Halfway through the lecture, it happened.


  “You!” the professor suddenly asked, his finger pointing.


  Kim had been so enraptured that it took her a few seconds of blinking to realize that the finger was, in fact, pointed at her. “Me?”


  “Yes. What were the three essential elements that Zapotsky said any good myth must have?”


  Kim flushed. “Um. I’m not a student…professor. I’m just here for—“


  “Yes, yes, I know. You’re here to drink too much and party too hard at the reunion.” The audience laughed. “Stand up, Kim.”


  Kim stood, blinking. She’d thrown on a white scoop-neck tank top and a denim skirt before we’d rushed out. With her heels, there was a lot of shapely, tan thigh on show, while the top exposed a generous portion of her cleavage. She looked closer in age to one of the students than most of the alumni.


  “Kim was one of my best students,” the professor told the theater. “Eventually.” He turned back to Kim. “It took you a while to find your voice when it came to essays, didn’t it, Kim?”


  Kim swallowed. “Yes, professor,” she said in a small voice. I could actually see the change come over her as she submitted to him. Her posture stiffened, she lost her confident tone and I saw her pupils dilate, even under the lecture theater’s bright lights. It was subtly different to how she’d reacted to Brad. A different kind of power that he exerted over her.


  “Fortunately,” the professor told everyone, “she excelled when it came to the oral.”


  I saw Kim redden…but I also saw the fabric at the edges of her skirt loosen as she squeezed her thighs together.


  “I’ll ask you again,” said the professor. “What were the three essential elements that Zapotsky said any good myth must have?” He waited. “Come, come, Kim—this is basic stuff. Surely you remember this.” There was polite laughter. They thought the professor was just joking around with a favorite ex-student. They had no idea of their history.


  “The essential elements,” repeated Kim. “Right. They were, um…”


  I listened carefully. Very carefully. Not to what she was saying, but to the way she was saying it.


  “Texture,” she said, “character and….” She stared right into the professor’s eyes. “I’m sorry, professor. I forget the last one.”


  He stared right back at her. “How careless of you, Kim,” he said at last. “And I had such high hopes for you. See me after class!” And he turned to continue the lecture.


  Kim sat down and I saw that her legs were trembling. I turned around and glared at Brad, who gave me a cheery wave.


  No one other than us three realized that Roycefield had been serious about seeing her after class…or what that meeting would involve. And she was desperate for that meeting to happen. I’d been listening carefully and I could tell when she was lying. She’d known the full answer to his question just fine. She’d pretended not to know, to send a subtle message to him that she still wanted to play the role of the failing student. She was going to his office again…and I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be able to stop her.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 14


   


  When the lecture finished, Roycefield collected his papers and swept out, but I noticed the meaningful glance he gave Kim on the way out. As she stood to follow him, I grabbed her wrist. “You can’t!” I said.


  She stared at me. “Why not?”


  I tried to keep my voice low. There were still plenty of people around us. “Kim, he…had sex with you when you were a student. It was an abuse of his position!”


  Kim leaned close. “Okay, one, I was twenty-two. I knew what I was doing. Two, lots of lecturers sleep with their students. It’s not illegal. It’s just….”—she shuddered a little as if the idea excited her—“immoral. And three, it was my idea. I wasn’t really failing. It was just a game we played.”


  “But you can’t seriously be thinking of going there and—What’ll happen when he finds out you’re married?”


  She gave me a long look. “I honestly have no idea,” she said. “Let’s find out.”


   


  ***


   


  Minutes later, we were standing outside the same oak door we’d visited the night before with Brad. Kim raised her hand to knock and, at the last second, I put my hand out to stop her, just before she made contact. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t let her go in there with the guy she’d got down on her knees for, years before. She was my wife!


  Kim turned and gave me a reproachful look. Then she looked meaningfully at my hand.


  I slowly lowered it to my side, and Kim knocked.


  “It’s open,” said Roycefield’s cut-glass English voice. Kim turned the handle.


  Roycefield was sitting behind his desk, his hands behind his head. “Kim!” His wide smile faltered when he saw me. “And who’s this?” he asked.


  Kim walked into his office and I followed behind. “My husband, Louis,” she said.


  Roycefield blinked. “Your husband?!” He frowned at her, ignoring me. “But I thought you—“ He gave her a searching look.


  Kim swallowed. “I do,” she said quietly. Closing the door behind her, she walked over to his desk. Roycefield was suddenly nervous—perhaps he thought she’d told me about what happened between them and I was about to attack him.


  Kim walked over to his desk and perched on the edge. The pose looked easy to her…familiar. I imagined her doing exactly the same thing, ten years before.


  “Kim?” asked Roycefield. “What’s going on, here?”


  Kim looked over her shoulder at me. When she spoke, her voice had taken on a different tone. “I’m afraid…I didn’t understand your lecture, Professor Roycefield.” His name rolled from her tongue like an incantation. “I’m afraid I haven’t been keeping up with my reading.” She bit her lip and, just for a second, she didn’t look a day over 22. “And Louis…he didn’t even take your course. We both need educating.”


  The professor sat back in his chair. “I see.” He looked at me. “You. Louis. You want to see your wife be…taught?”


  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I opened my mouth to say no, but no words came out. What would happen if I refused? This was obviously something Kim needed…chances were, she’d push me out of the door and make me wait in the corridor while they….


  “Yes,” I croaked.


  “I see.” Roycefield looked between us. “It’s like that, between you.” He shook his head. “Typical colonialist. No Englishman would ever stand by and watch his wife with another man.”


  I reddened. “Hey, I—“


  “Shut up,” he said, his voice like a whip, and the words died in my throat. “Lock the door,” he told me.


  I could hear the blood rushing in my ears. I turned the key in the lock with hands that felt like wax.


  Roycefield closed the blinds. He was smiling now, his chest puffing up with pride. “So. Kim. You return to my office after ten long years, and you’ve learned nothing at all, have you?”


  Kim shook her head and cast her eyes down at his desk. “No, professor.”


  I found I was breathing fast. She was doing exactly the same thing she’d done ten years before, playing the role of the innocent student. Now, as then, it was a game to them, a willing exchange of power. And this time, I was going to have to watch it. I could feel my cock hardening in my pants.


  “Oh, Kim…” Roycefield said wistfully. He reached up and brushed a lock of blonde hair back from her face. “I know very well you’re smart enough to ace my classes. But that’s not the point, is it?”


  Kim shook her head.


  “The point, young lady, is that you need to be taught a lesson. Isn’t it?”


  Kim nodded.


  “Answer me when I speak to you!”


  “Yes, Professor Roycefield.”


  He turned his chair to look at me. “And now you’ve trotted your sexy little legs out of my college and found yourself some sucker to be your husband?”


  I drew my breath in. He couldn’t talk to me that way!


  “Do you know how she needs to be treated, Louis?” he snapped.


  I was momentarily lost.


  “Answer!” he shouted.


  “N—No, sir!” I blurted. And then realized I’d said sir. I felt as if I was back at school. He had that effect on you—or, at least, it worked on Kim and me.


  “Of course you don’t. That’s why you’re going to stand right there against the door and watch, aren’t you?” He leaned forward. “Do you know how pathetic that makes you, that you’d just watch while a real man enjoys your wife?”


  I should have shouted. I should have raged and run at him. He was in his fifties, for God’s sake! But I felt pinned there by his gaze. My eyes lowered to the floor.


  Roycefield let out a satisfied laugh. “You picked him well, Kim,” he said. “Take off your clothes.”


  Kim’s head snapped up. “W—What? We never—“


  “Oh, it was always so hurried and sordid back in those days, wasn’t it? Both of us mostly dressed, you down on your knees sucking my cock. Oh, I think I got you to lift up your t-shirt a few times so I could have a squeeze of those marvelous breasts, but we had so little time. And I was always a little too worried that someone might come in.” He sat back in his chair. “But I’m a head of department, now, and I don’t have another appointment for an hour. So we can take our time.” He stared at her. “Clothes off, Kim.”


  Kim swallowed and looked at the door. It was locked, but we were still in the middle of a busy college building, during the day. Anyone could knock and demand to come in. She hesitated.


  Roycefield turned to his PC. “It’s all online now, of course. No more red Fs in the corner of the paper. I can just bring up your student file and—Ah, here it is. How about I fail you, right now?”


  Kim and I could both see his screen from where we were standing and it was showing not a student file but an ebay auction.


  But that didn’t matter. Kim came alive. “N—No! Don’t do that, professor! Please! I don’t want to fail!” And she dropped her hands to the hem of her tank top and started to lift it over her head.


  My jaw dropped. This was unbelievable. Both of them were roleplaying it, just as they’d done ten years before. She wasn’t even a student anymore, but just the idea of him having power over her was enough to turn her on and make her putty in his hands. Her breasts were lifted as the tight top peeled past them, then fell and bounced in their bra. She dropped her tank top on the professor’s desk.


  The professor glanced at me and grinned. “I don’t know, Kim…you’ve been missing a lot of my lectures. I think I’m going to have to give you an F. What will you do then?”


  When she spoke, my wife was practically panting. “I—I’ll be kicked out of the college!” she said, unbuttoning her skirt. “I won’t be able to stay in the sorority house. I’ll be homeless!”


  The skirt dropped to the floor. The professor ran his eyes slowly down the length of my wife’s tanned legs, made even longer by her high heels. “Gosh,” he said mockingly. “You’ll have to find a man to take you home each night. Prowling the bars and clubs, hurling yourself at anyone—anyone—who’ll give you a space in their bed. Come and sit on my desk.”


  Kim swallowed and perched her rear on the edge of the professor’s desk, half-turned towards him. She was wearing a lacy, semi-transparent white bra and panty set, her tan skin contrasting nicely with it. I could see the dark shadow of her nipples through the thin fabric, and the soft blonde hair between her thighs.


  “Whatever will you do for money, Kim?” the professor asked with feigned concern.


  Kim’s eyes were huge. “I—I’ll have to become a stripper,” she gasped.


  “Or a prostitute,” mused the professor. He reached out to cup one of her full, warm breasts through her bra. “I imagine you’d make quite a good prostitute, Kim.”


  My fingernails were digging painfully into my palms as I tried to control my rage. I couldn’t believe how he was talking to her…and yet with every word, Kim seemed to get more and more turned on.


  “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, God, a hooker. I’d have to sell my body.” I could see her breasts rising and falling as she took deep, shuddering gulps of cooling air.


  “And such a nice body it is, too,” said the professor. “I’m sure men would give you a good price for your services.” He sighed theatrically. “If only we could work this out, Kim. I’d so like to help you stay on my course.”


  “I’ll do anything, professor,” Kim croaked. Her eyes had gone hazy with lust. “Anything at all.”


  He waved his hand dismissively at her. “Take the rest of your clothes off, while I think. Leave the heels on.”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 15


   


  Kim got up and slowly unhooked her bra. She slipped it off and her ripe breasts swung free, the perfect combination of heavy and firm. Her pink nipples were already hard. She added the bra to the growing pile of clothes on the professor’s desk.


  I watched as she bent at the hips, keeping her legs as straight as any stripper, reached back and hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down her thighs. It was a practiced move—very practiced. I wondered where she’d learned it. The panties fell around her feet and she stepped out of the wisp of fabric, dropping it atop the pile. And then she stood naked, the sunlight that shone through the cracks in the blind painting stripes of light across her stomach and thighs, making the soft blonde hair between her legs gleam like gold.


  The professor crooked his finger at her and she walked around behind his desk. The professor kicked his chair back so that she could sit on his lap…and, I realized, so that I had a better view.


  Kim sat gingerly down and I could see her gasp as she felt the very obvious bulge in the professor’s pants. She was still playing the role of the nervous student…although she was so obviously lost in lust that it was getting harder and harder to maintain the act.


  The professor put his hands on her waist and turned her so that she was sitting sideways across his legs. He reached up with one hand and cupped a breast and, while he did it, he stared straight at me. He began to rub her nipple in slow circles with his thumb. “Oh, Kim,” he said. “You were always my favorite student.” He put his other hand on her naked back and ran it down her spine until he could cup one of her firm ass cheeks.


  I felt hard wood against my back and realized I’d unconsciously backed up against the door. The sight before me was depraved. My full-breasted, blonde-haired wife, naked in the lap of her tutor—her master—a man twenty years older than her. His hands running over her body, teasing her to gasping arousal right in front of me. It was so wrong…and yet my cock was rock hard in my pants.


  “Let’s see if you’ve changed,” said Roycefield. He roughly shoved his hand between her thighs like a blade, opening her legs just a little. “Same soft skin,” he said, rubbing her there. Kim gasped, closing her eyes. “I never got to see this pretty little pussy while you were at college….” He ran his fingers up and down the soft little triangle of hair Kim kept above her waxed lips. “I bet the men all like that, don’t they, you little whore? They wonder if the carpet matches the drapes and they must be oh-so pleased when it does.”


  I saw Kim squirm as he called her a whore. “Bastard,” she whispered, barely loud enough to hear. It sounded just as throaty and full of lust as when she used the word with Brad.


  “Oh, I’m a bastard, am I? Let’s see if that’s what you really think.” And he pushed his hand deeper between her thighs. I saw one finger extend. A second later, Kim’s eyes flew open and she gasped again as it pushed inside her.


  “Just as I thought,” said Roycefield. “Wet as a morning meadow.” His voice grew low. “You love this, don’t you, you little slut? You love it when a real man takes control.”


  Kim swallowed. “I—I—“


  The professor smirked and I saw his wrist twist. I imagined his finger, deep inside her, sliding over her slickened walls.


  “Ah!” panted Kim. “Y—Yes! I love it, professor,” she said in a rush.


  The professor glanced at me. “Come here,” he said.


  I walked towards him. I couldn’t understand why I felt so…powerless. But disobeying him just didn’t feel like an option.


  As I drew closer, I could see every detail. The flush in my wife’s cheeks. Her huge, dilated pupils. The way the professor was squeezing and rubbing at one breast while he probed her with the other. Her nipples were harder than I’d ever seen them, almost trembling, begging to be touched.


  The professor drew his hand from between her thighs and held it up to my face, his finger extended. I could see how it glistened with my wife’s juices. I immediately took a step back.


  “Smell it!” the professor ordered, and I froze. And then, my guts clenching, I stepped forward again and moved my head back towards his hand, until the finger was under my nose. I could smell Kim’s sweet musk, and the scent of it made me even harder…even as the circumstances made the anger glow white-hot inside me.


  “That’s the smell of your wife getting ready for another man,” the professor told me. “That’s her juicing up to take a real man’s cock inside her.”


  I felt a deep shudder run through my body. It was humiliating…but somehow, the humiliation was adding to the sexual tension.


  “Have you been fucking this sorry excuse for a man?” asked the professor. “Have you been opening your legs for him?”


  Kim swallowed. “Y—Yes, professor.”


  The professor shook his head. “That’s not good enough, Kim. Next you’ll be saying that you’re giving yourself to that thug Brad again. You deserve a more mature man. Someone who can give you guidance and discipline you when you’ve done wrong. Which parts of yourself have you given to your husband? Your wet pussy?”


  Kim nodded, her voice tight with lust. “Yes.”


  He put his hand on her chin and ran the tip of his thumb along her lips. His nails were manicured. “Your mouth?”


  “S—Sometimes,” panted Kim against his thumb.


  The professor slid his hand down her neck, over her shoulder and down the length of her back, never breaking contact. I watched until it disappeared from my view, sliding down over her ass. The professor looked carefully into Kim’s eyes. A second later, she jerked and tensed in his lap.


  “What about here?” asked the professor.


  “Ah! N—No. Never there.” She glanced at me. “I’ve never let him take me there.”


  The professor smiled. “Good girl. But I still need to remind you how to behave. Stand up.”


  Kim stood and I could see her legs trembling.


  “Go and stand in front of my desk,” the professor said.


  She walked around the desk and faced it, her ass towards me.


  “Bend over,” said Roycefield.


  Kim’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest. I heard her breathing speed up as the sexual heat overtook her. She bent at the waist, her legs straight and the perfect peach of her ass rising into the air. She put her hands on the smooth wood of the desk.


  “Legs apart,” said Roycefield gruffly.


  She slowly stepped her feet apart, spreading them wide. I think she thought he was going to fuck her. Right up until he took out the bamboo cane. She straightened up immediately. “W—Wait,” she said. “We never…you’ve never—”


  I stepped forward. “He’s never done this before?” I don’t know if I was asking because I was scared for her, or because I wanted to know every little detail of what they’d done together.


  Kim looked at me as if she’d forgotten I was there. “He…always used his hand,” she said, her face reddening.


  The professor grinned at me, flexing the slender cane. “Oh, I had to spank Kim quite a few times, back then.” He fingered the cane lovingly. “But back then, she was twenty-two. She had the excuse of not knowing any better. Now that she’s older…I’ll have to be a little firmer with her.”


  Kim gulped. “It’ll hurt,” she said. Her voice lilted a little on the hurt. As if she was both scared and immensely turned on by the idea.


  “Yes it will,” said Roycefield. He looked meaningfully towards the door. “Do you want to put your clothes back on and leave, Kim?”


  She stared at him for a long moment, her breathing getting faster and faster. And then she bent over again, her hands on his desk.


  I stood there in shock. I’d known, after the way she’d let Brad take her face down on the bed, that she liked it a little rough. But I hadn’t realized she’d been spanked, or that she’d be into something like this.


  Roycefield grinned and stepped up behind her, raising his arm—


  There was a knock at the door. Kim and I both jumped. The professor didn’t even turn his head. “Go away,” he said mildly. “I’m busy.”


  We both stood there frozen, listening. After a few seconds, we heard footsteps walk away down the corridor and we each let out a long breath.


  “Now,” said Roycefield. “Your husband can count. While you recite the names of the poets I covered on my course. I think we’ll have…ten.”


  He lifted his arm and, before either of us could prepare ourselves, he brought the cane down with a whistle across Kim’s upraised ass. There was a surprisingly loud crack as the wood hit her firm flesh. “AH!” shouted Kim. “B—Blake!”


  I stood there transfixed. My wife was being caned in front of me, but something kept me pinned to the spot. I wasn’t sure if it was Roycefield’s presence or the look of heady lust in Kim’s eyes.


  Roycefield turned to glare at me and I remembered that I was meant to count. “One,” I said quietly.


  The professor’s hand rose and fell again. The cane was just a blur as it whacked against Kim’s ass. “AH! Marlowe!” gasped Kim.


  “Quiet,” said Roycefield, his voice carrying not a hint of emotion. “Or I will have to gag you.”


  I swallowed. “Two,” I said.


  The professor swung his arm again. Kim jerked but managed not to cry out. “Wordsworth,” she said through gritted teeth.


  “Three,” I whispered. I licked my lips, finding my mouth suddenly dry.


  Another whistle through the air. Another sharp crack as flexible wood slapped hard against soft skin. Kim hissed air in between her teeth. “Sh—Shelley!”


  A fat red mark had appeared across Kim’s tanned cheeks. I couldn’t drag my eyes from it. “Four,” I said.


  The cane swung down again. Either Roycefield was making them harder each time, or the pain was building up as her ass grew more sensitive, because Kim cried out again. “AH! Browning!”


  “I told you what would happen if you made a noise,” said Roycefield viciously. He marched over to his desk and, as he moved, I could see the bulge his cock made in his pants. My eyes widened. He was big—maybe not quite as big as Brad, but bigger than me. I hadn’t considered that. I’d thought all his power was in his voice and his position of authority; I hadn’t considered that he’d back his posturing up with a cock to match.


  Roycefield grabbed my wife’s panties from the pile of clothes and lifted them to his nose. “I can smell you,” he told her. “God, you were wet all through my lecture, weren’t you? Open your mouth.”


  Kim obediently opened her mouth.


  He stuffed the panties inside. “There. You can taste yourself.”


  He stepped quickly behind her and, before she could react, he’d brought the cane down again. This time the sound of the cane hitting her was accompanied only by a muffled squeal.


  “Five,” I said breathlessly.


  Again, the cane cracked against her ass. “Six.”


  Again, and fresh red marks were blossoming, criss-crossing her ass cheeks. Kim was clutching at the edge of the desk with white knuckles, now. “Mmmf!” she squealed.


  “Seven,” I counted.


  On the next strike, Kim put her hands behind her, clasping at her reddened cheeks to try to soothe them. Roycefield grabbed her bra from the desk and pulled her wrists together behind her back. He looped the elastic strap of the bra around them again and again until she was securely bound. She thrashed briefly with her hands, but she didn’t simply end her punishment by standing up. She was relishing her bondage, I realized, enjoying the feeling of being powerless. God, she likes to be tied up, as well? How much more was there I didn’t know about my wife?


  Roycefield glared at me. “Eight,” I croaked.


  The cane fell again. Kim jerked and wailed through the gag, sucking in air through her nostrils. I imagined what the panties must taste like, warm from her body and soaked with her juices.


  “Nine,” I said, my head going light.


  Roycefield brought his arm back a final time and brought the cane down across her ass with a resounding crack. At almost the same, time, he stepped close and shoved two fingers up into her pussy. Kim bucked and jerked and then began to shudder, pressing her thighs together. I watched as she climaxed, her walls clutching and spasming around him.


  “No,” said Roycefield with great satisfaction. “You haven’t changed at all.” He walked around in front of her and unfastened his belt, slipping his pants down to mid-thigh. His cock sprang out, already fully erect. I’d been right about the size—smaller than Brad’s, but only by a little, and substantially bigger than mine. A fat gray mushroom head with a long, thick shaft, angry and throbbing. He pushed her hands out of the way and sat down on the edge of his desk, right in front of her face.


  “I’ve done you a service,” he told Kim, “by correcting your behavior. Now let’s see you repay me.”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 16


   


  I took a single step forward. No! I couldn’t just watch while he shoved his dick in my wife’s mouth!


  Roycefield must have seen the movement out of the corner of his eye, because he turned and smiled at me. “What are you going to do?” he asked. “Are you going to save her? From what? From herself?” He stared down at my wife: bent over, bound and gagged. “She was born to do this,” he told me. And he plucked the panties from her mouth. “Weren’t you, Kim?”


  Kim gasped and panted. Her eyes were clouded with lust. “Y—Yes, Professor Roycefield.”


  I actually saw his cock swell and twitch as she called him that, her face upraised to him, her eyes huge and subservient. The way she reacted stopped me in my tracks. I couldn’t save her…because she didn’t want or need to be saved. This was what she wanted…and I was going to have to watch, as helpless in my desires as she was.


  The professor glanced down at his cock meaningfully. Kim opened her mouth…and a second later, her soft pink lips were engulfing the second man’s cock in as many days.


  She couldn’t use her hands—they were still bound behind her back. She was completely at his mercy, but he didn’t grab her head and move her at his own pace. He leaned back on his hands and let her do all the work.


  Kim opened her mouth wider and took him to the very back of her mouth, then lifted her head and let his cock slide back out, shining with her spit. The head escaped from her lips and she kissed the tip. Her soft, pink tongue lashed over it, licking it like an ice cream, and she moved her head in circles as she slathered the sides.


  The professor groaned. “Good, Kim. Good girl. That’s it.”


  Kim bent lower so that she could bring her lips and tongue against the shaft. She licked her way up and down it, making his cock bob and sway, twisting her head sideways to lick around the sides. Then she bent even lower and began to kiss his balls.


  Just a few steps away, I could feel the burning anger and the even hotter lust merging together into one indescribable emotion. Every instinct was telling me that this was wrong, that I should snatch her away from him, that I should run at Roycefield and smash his smug English face into his desk. But instead, I slowly unbuckled my own belt.


  Neither of them noticed. Roycefield had closed his eyes and was smiling smugly. Kim was bathing his balls with her tongue. As I watched, she opened her mouth wide and took one into her mouth, rolling it around and around. I could see her cheeks move as she lashed her tongue over and under it, swathing it in hot wetness. Roycefield growled.


  At last, my wife lifted her head and once again looked down the length of his cock. Opening wide, she lowered her mouth over the head and closed her lips, sealing him in. Then she slid her mouth down and began to bob her head. I could hear the wet sliding noise even from where I was standing.


  It was an incredible sight: my wife, naked except for her heels, bent at the waist with her arms bound behind her back, her head in the professor’s lap as she sucked his cock. Spellbound, I lowered my pants and brought out my own cock, stroking it slowly.


  Kim began to go a little deeper on each dip of her head. I watched the stiff pink shaft disappear between her lips, inch after inch. She took it deeper than I expected before I heard her gag on the head.


  “Good,” said the professor, his voice tight. “Good. Keep going.”


  She bobbed her head faster, his cock shining wetly as it emerged from her mouth. Her breasts swayed hypnotically as she moved.


  “Deeper,” the professor said in a coaxing voice.


  She moved a little faster, but she kept her downward bobs at the same level, stopping just shy of her gag reflex.


  “Now, Kim….” The professor’s voice held a warning tone. “I don’t want to have to have you thrown out of college.” He turned to his PC. I could see the screen from where I was standing, and it still showed an Ebay auction. He was bidding on some antique inkwell. “I’m looking at your student record right now,” he lied, pressing a few random keys.


  Kim shuddered, his words reigniting her lust.


  “I’m typing it in right now,” said the professor, hitting more keys at random. “F—A—I—L—E—D.”


  My wife was panting around his cock, now, lost in the fantasy.


  “Should I press ‘Enter’?” asked the professor.


  Kim pushed her head lower. I heard her gag as the head of his cock found the tight, dark opening to her throat…and then slid inside. She took him there for a second and then lifted her head. Again, she pressed down, gagging, this time going deeper still. I could hear the air sucking in through her nostrils as she panted in need, inflamed beyond control by the roleplaying. She lifted her head a final time…and then pushed it down, gagging as she took him into her throat. This time she went all the way, her lips sliding all the way down the shaft until they bumped against his groin.


  I was stroking myself madly by now, my mind on fire. Every time my wife pushed her head low, I was rewarded by a perfect view of her upraised ass and the soft pink folds between her thighs. They were already shining with moisture.


  “Good,” said Roycefield. “Oh, so very good, Kim. Your oral work has improved remarkably. Go to the head of the class.” He let her remain there for a second, obviously savoring the sensation of being entirely engulfed in her hot, tight wetness. Then he tapped her twice on the head with one fingertip and she lifted her mouth off him, leaving his cock shining and slick.


  Roycefield stood up, but left his pants around his thighs. He walked around behind her and took hold of her hips, tapping her ankles with his handmade brogues until she closed her legs.


  Kim jerked in surprise. “B—But—You never wanted to—“


  “I only used your mouth before, Kim, because I was being generous. I thought you might want to save this tight little pussy for your husband. But now you’re married and it’s obvious you didn’t honor my kindness by giving yourself to someone worthy.” He glanced over his shoulder at me and stared with disdain at my modest cock. “If he is all you have waiting for you at home, I’d say you’re in need of a real man here.” He reached down and rubbed at her wet folds, and she gasped.


  I watched in mounting horror as the professor stroked her ass cheeks with his hands, then returned them to her hips as he prepared to take her. With her legs together, she’d be super-tight for him. He positioned the shining head between her thighs, nudging up against her outer lips and then slowly separating them. “I thought of doing this every day, since you first walked into my lecture in your senior year,” he told her. “I’m so glad you came back and gave me the opportunity.”


  The realization that he was actually going to fuck her seemed to shake me out of my trance. I’d been expecting him to grope her, a blow job maybe, but not this! It was worse, somehow, than it had been with Brad, because while Brad was much bigger and stronger than me, Roycefield was old. To see her choosing him over me sent a stab of jealousy straight through my heart…but then even that twisted together with the lust and the anger, a raw river of energy that seemed to throb into my cock. I found myself stroking myself faster and faster. Kim’s pussy was facing towards me and I could see every detail as the professor’s cock pushed forward, moving only a millimeter at a time. Between her wetness and the sloppy blow job she’d given him, there was plenty of lubrication. He could enter her without thrusting at all; a slow push of his hips was enough.


  I watched as inch after inch of his thick cock sank into her. With her ass upraised, her pink folds were completely exposed to both Roycefield and myself and I knew his eyes were as firmly locked on the sight as mine. “Yes,” he muttered, almost to himself. “Yes, that’s it, you hussy. Take my cock. Take it all inside you.”


  He had his hands firmly on her upper thighs, preventing her from opening her legs. He wants her to feel him, I thought. Every inch. Every vein.


  He slid in halfway. Past halfway. Kim groaned. “Oh, is it big, Kim?” he asked, smirking. He pushed further, his ass flexing. He was one of those older guys who worked out, lean and trim, probably a runner or a cyclist. Save for the gray hair, he could have been a lot younger. But there was no escaping the fact that he was old enough to be her father, or that he was making her pant and moan in a way I never had.


  He was almost all the way into her, now, and his hands wrapped around her hips, fingers digging in to the soft crease at the front of her thighs. He began to move her, tipping her forward and then bringing her back onto his cock. She quickly began to gasp as her tightly-closed legs made her pussy into a silken glove around his length. I watched her eyes close and heard her breathing become labored.


  “That’s it, Kim,” said Roycefield. “Show your husband how you come when a real man puts it in you.” He began to move her faster, standing almost still while he yanked her back and forth. It made her breasts sway and bounce and, after a few moments, he reached forward and grabbed her breasts instead, using the soft mounds as handholds to pull her onto him. She began to moan, a keening that started low in her throat and rose up to the room’s high ceiling.


  “Not too loud, Kim,” Roycefield reminded her. But she didn’t seem able to help herself. Her eyes were glazed and her face was red, another orgasm fast approaching. As the professor sped up, she moaned louder still.


  There was a knock on the door. “Professor?” said a deep, male voice. The handle turned and my heart nearly stopped. To my relief, the door didn’t open, the lock holding firm.


  Roycefield didn’t slow his pace, but he delivered a single, short “Shh!” to Kim. I saw her grit her teeth…but on his next thrust, she was unable to stop an animal grunt of pleasure escaping her. I could tell she was trying to be quiet but, with her hands bound behind her back, she couldn’t even stuff a fist between her teeth to stifle her groans.


  “Professor?” asked the voice at the door.


  Roycefield glared at me and nodded towards Kim’s head. Deep, cold shock flooded my brain as I realized what he wanted me to do: he wanted me to silence my own wife as he fucked her.


  I stumbled across the room and, not quite believing I was doing it, I pressed my palm firmly across Kim’s mouth. She looked up at me gratefully.


  Roycefield thrust even harder into her, his hips slapping against her ass. “Yes?!” he shouted towards the door. “What is it?”


  I felt Kim’s lips moving against my fingers, her muffled moans vibrating there. “Mmmf!” God, I was helping him! He was fucking my wife, right in front of me, and I was actually helping him as he used her!


  “I have a question about the department accounts,” said the voice. “The guest lecturer fund…”


  Roycefield’s hands closed hard on my wife’s breasts, squeezing the soft flesh between his fingers so that it bulged between them. Kim shuddered in ecstasy, her moans only just stifled by my hand. “Dash it all, man, I’m working on a very important paper. Come back later!” snapped Roycefield.


  “I just need to know about August’s allocation,” said the voice. “If you could just let me in for a second….”


  Roycefield’s thrusts became a blur. He was panting, face red, his hips slamming into my wife’s ass as he pounded her. “Dammit, man,” he said. “Come back later!” His thrusts reached a peak and then he buried himself deep, the wiry hair at his groin mashing up against her soft folds. I thought of that thick, naked cock, sliding right up inside her. The fat mushroom head nuzzling up against the latex dome of her cap just as—


  The professor’s lips drew back from his teeth, his face a rictus of pleasure as he shot. I was standing in front of him and I could see his hips jerking again and again. I imagined the thick ropes of sperm jetting across the thin latex, the sole protection for Kim’s cervix. God, what if there was a hole, or it had come out of position?


  I knew that Kim could feel him shooting, too, because she squealed against my hand in time with each shuddering jerk. I felt her orgasm arrive, felt the sharp inhalation of air and then the long, trembling exhalation against my fingers. Only when the spasms finally subsided did I lift my hand from her mouth.


  We all stood just stood there for a moment, panting. Outside, the voice said, “Sorry, professor. I’ll come back.” And once again, we heard footsteps walk away.


  Roycefield put his palm on my wife’s back and slowly withdrew his cock. Kim gasped, her eyes widening. She was still super-sensitive from her orgasm and just the movement of him sliding over thousands of nerve endings was enough to make her tense and shake. I stared into her eyes. Now that it was over, her eyes were losing their hazy look. I started to see guilt there, instead, and shame. And I could feel my own hard cock throbbing in my hand. I’d been about to come when I’d suddenly been called upon to silence Kim, and now it looked as if I’d be stranded with blue balls.


  The professor pulled up his pants and did up his belt. “Tell me, Louis,” he asked, “are you a good husband?”


  I blinked. “I—Yes! I think so.”


  He sneered. “You think so. Do you give your wife pleasure?” He walked around behind his desk. Kim remained in place, bent over, still reeling from her orgasm.


  “Yes!” I said hotly.


  “Do you just fuck her…with that tiny thing you call a cock? Or do you do other things as well?”


  I felt myself redden. “Oth—Other things as well!”


  “Finger her?” the professor asked.


  “Yes!”


  “Lick her breasts?”


  “Yes!”


  “Pleasure her with your tongue?”


  “Yes, of course!”


  The professor nodded. “That is your punishment, then, Louis. Show your wife you aren’t completely useless. Bring her to her peak using your mouth.”


  Now that the sex was over, I was getting more and more annoyed. He expected to dictate our sex lives, now? “I’ll do whatever I like to her,” I blustered.


  Roycefield stood up, slamming his hands down on the desk. “You will do exactly as I say!” he said in a voice like thunder. And suddenly, I felt about six inches tall. I tried, but was completely unable to look him in the eye.


  And then Kim spoke up. “Don’t you want to make me come?” she asked sadly.


  That left me flailing. “Of course I do! I just—I’ll do it.” I reached for the bra that was still tied around her wrists. “Let me get this thing off you and get you home and tonight, I’ll—“


  “No,” said Roycefield. “Now.”


  I blinked. “Now?”


  “Now.”


  “But I thought you meant—“ And then it sank in. I looked down at Kim’s pussy. Her lips were puffy and swollen from the hard fucking Roycefield had given her and creamy white cum was slowly oozing from between them. I blinked. “But she’s—She’s got your—“


  “What’s the matter?” asked Roycefield. “Don’t you think she’s beautiful?”


  “Yes, but—“


  “Don’t you like me anymore?” asked Kim.


  I stared at her, amazed. And I saw instantly that her eyes had gone hazy and hooded again, and she was breathing fast. God, the idea of me going down on her was turning her on. The idea of me going down on her after him. Cleaning her. I looked at her pussy again. The two of them wanted me to use my mouth on her? There? Lick up his—


  “Maybe you don’t care about your wife,” said Roycefield. He turned to Kim. “Maybe he doesn’t care about you.”


  “No!” I said quickly. “I do! I just—“ I looked disbelievingly at her dripping pussy. It was beautiful, and deeply hot. The sight of another man’s cum dribbling out of her had my cock achingly hard. But they couldn’t really expect me to…God, I’d actually taste him!


  “Do it,” whispered Kim. And then she said something I wasn’t expecting. “Please.”


  I looked between the two of them despairingly, but I knew I’d get no help there. They’d already sensed what I was only just realizing myself. The idea of it disgusted me…but somehow, it also turned me on. I realized they’d seen my cock harden as soon as they’d mentioned the idea.


  “Do it,” said Roycefield, his voice full of superiority.


  I slowly squatted behind my wife, my eyes locked on the shining lips of her pussy and the glistening cum between them. I could hear my heart thumping in my chest. Am I really going to do this?! I put my hands on her hips, her skin warm and perfect, and she gasped in pleasure, and that gasp gave me the strength to continue. I wanted her to feel good. I wanted to show her that I could still make her feel that way, after Brad and now the professor had used her.


  I got down on my knees behind her and raised my face to her pussy. She’d been standing with her legs tightly together but now she stepped them a little way apart to give me access. I could see her looking back at me over her shoulder. She nodded.


  I moved my face closer still. I could smell her, now, the sweet feminine perfume of her juices…and beneath that a stronger, male scent. His scent. He’d marked her, like an animal. The alpha male of the pack had made her his bitch, and now I was going to have to submit to him in order to pleasure her.


  I pressed my face between her thighs and she groaned again, wriggling her hips a little. Her wet folds glistened, catching the light…and then my lips were touching them, soft as silk and sticky with her wetness. My tongue came out instinctively to lap at them, my cock growing hard and harder. I kept one hand on her hip and started to stroke myself with the other. I licked, tasting that familiar sweet-saltiness I associated with Kim. And then, as my tongue quested higher—


  I felt the sticky goo against the tip of my tongue. My whole body jerked and I heard Roycefield laugh. But Kim groaned in pleasure at the feeling, so I licked again, trying to shut out the reality of what I was doing. This time I actually tasted it: salty and thick and heavy on my tongue, then sliding against the roof of my mouth, sticking there. Him.


  I shook my head, but that only made my lips glide against Kim’s sensitive folds and she moaned in ecstasy. I couldn’t have it both ways. If I wanted to go down on her, I was going to have to accept that I’d have to taste him. Swallow him.


  I took a deep, shuddering breath…and then I pushed my face hard between Kim’s thighs. She let out a surprised cry, rocking forward a little, and then it turned into a deeper groan and my tongue went to work. I started thrusting it into her, plunging deep. I grabbed her around the hip with one hand, just as Roycefield had done, and pulled her back onto me, entering her as far as I could. The two mingled smells—him and her—enveloped me completely. My whole world became smooth, pink, wet flesh, slickly wonderful against my lips and thrusting tongue, and the salty white goo that dribbled from between them.


  Kim began to make little jerking movements with her hips, building towards her climax. I was doing it! I was going to make her come! I redoubled my efforts. But then, as Kim started to roll her hips and thrust back against my face, it began to happen. Her pussy spasmed…and pushed the cum down into my mouth. Gob after gob of it, filling my mouth. I had to swallow it down so that I could free my tongue to bring her to her climax.


  “God,” panted Kim. “I’m going to…going to….”


  I licked madly, still stroking my cock hard with one hand. With the other, I searched out her clit and began to rub it in exactly the way I knew she loved. Her cries changed, rising in tone. “God!” she panted. “God!”


  I was jerking my cock hard, shoving my face into her as hard as it would go, my fingers rubbing and stroking, every breath I took full of her female musk and that sharper, male smell. God, he took her. He took my wife—


  Kim suddenly groaned and trembled under my hands, her walls clenching against my tongue. It was an exquisite feeling and it took me over the edge. I felt myself shoot into the air and, because I was kneeling almost between Kim’s legs, it hit her. I heard her yelp in surprise.


  Her movements gradually slowed. I licked her one last time and then moved back. I could feel that my mouth and cheeks were glazed with her juices. Kim slowly straightened up, her arms still bound behind her, and looked down at herself. Dribbles of my cum were oozing down her stomach.


  We stood there panting for a second. Then Roycefield untied the bra from Kim’s wrists and she was finally able to lower her arms. He watched as she cleaned my seed from her stomach with a tissue and then dressed. Meanwhile, I pulled up my pants.


  “I hope that’s been a lesson to you,” said Roycefield. “But if you feel you need my assistance again, don’t hesitate to call.”


  “Yes, professor,” said Kim, lowering her eyes and dropping straight back into her student character. “Thank you, professor.” And she led the way to the door and out of his office.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 17


   


  Neither of us said anything until we were outside the building and walking across the quad. I felt like a different person. Glancing sideways at my wife, I felt she was a different person. On the surface, everything looked normal but I knew that, under her clothes, her pussy still bore the traces of the man who’d just used her. And I couldn’t believe what I’d just done.


  “Just...stop,” I said, stopping halfway across the grassy quad. Around us, a combination of other alumni and students were strolling along. It was like the past meeting the present.


  Kim turned to me. The strange hazy look she’d gotten around Roycefield was completely gone and guilt was rapidly taking its place.


  “What are we doing?” I asked. “What did we just do?!”


  She refused to meet my eyes, but stepped in close so that we could whisper without being overheard. “I told you,” she said in a small voice. “This is something I need. If you don’t want to be here--”


  “I’m not getting on a plane and leaving you here!” I snapped. I took a deep breath to calm myself. “But this is...Brad was bad enough, but the professor’s twenty years older than you. But you let him fuck you--”


  Kim glanced around her in a lower your voice way.


  “You let him fuck you,” I whispered. “And tie you up. Why is it so different with him? Why do you want to do that with him and not me?”


  She looked me right in the eye, then, and shook her head. “It wouldn’t work with you, honey. Brad and the professor are of a type. I mean, they’re different but they’re kind of the same. You’re a whole different sort of man.” She slipped her arms around my waist. “And I love that. You give me things that they can’t.”


  “Like what?”


  “Like...warmth and security,” she said.


  “But I don’t turn you on?” I said slowly.


  She didn’t answer for a second. “I wouldn’t say that,” she said at last. But that hesitation had told me all I needed to know. I died a little, inside. I’d always thought we’d had a good sex life, until recently. I thought back to those morning sex sessions, when she’d awoken from a dream. Those had been good…because it hadn’t been me she’d been fucking, in her mind.


  “I mean, there are things you do that I love,” she said quickly, seeing my expression. “I really do love it when you go down on me.”


  I glanced over my shoulder in the direction of Roycefield’s office. “Even after….”


  “Especially after. Because then I know that you’re okay with it--you accept it. And that you still love me and everything’s okay.”


  I understood, then. Roycefield had wanted me to go down on her to humiliate me, to make me taste his cum. But Kim had her own, more positive reasons and they made sense to me. I knew now why she’d wanted me to do it right after him, before she’d showered. As the guilt over what she’d done had set in, she’d needed that reassurance that we were still okay as fast as possible.


  “But what now?” I asked. “Do we go back home in a couple of days and just pretend like this never happened? Or is this the start of something? Is it always going to be like this?”


  She shook her head. “I don’t know.”


  “Or are you going to disappear with one of these guys? Are you going to run back to Brad, or run off with Roycefield?”


  Kim’s eyes widened and she grabbed hold of my arms. “Is that what you thought?” She pulled me into a hug. “Oh, honey! I’d never do that. I love you!”


  I tightened my arms around her. “I love you, too. But...I don’t understand.”


  She stared into my eyes. “This is about sex. Not love.”


  “I thought women weren’t meant to be able to separate them,” I said.


  She shrugged. “Then I’m a pervert,” she said simply. And she sounded so matter-of-fact about it that we both almost smiled, for the first time in way too long.


  “So you don’t...feel anything for them?” I asked.


  I could see her thinking about it before she responded. “I do feel things,” she said. “But it’s not love. Or if it is, it’s a different kind of love. Not like the way I love you.” She took my hand. “I’ll always love you. That won’t change. Ever. But I do need...this.” She indicated the college with her other hand. Then she tilted her head to one side. “And this isn’t all about me, Louis. You’re exploring something as well.”


  I nodded sadly. I’d thought that the feelings were new. But the more I thought about it, the more I remembered little fragments from our past...things that meant nothing at the time, but should have been warnings.


  Like the time we paid a removal company to help us move into our new house, and the workers were checking out Kim each time she walked through the room, their tongues practically hanging out. We’d joked about it, but I remembered getting a hard-on at the thought that other guys were lusting after my wife.


  Or the time Kim had commented jokingly about the fact that her new gynecologist was male and quite young and handsome. That day, while I’d been at work and she’d been at her appointment, I couldn’t stop thinking about him examining her, looking up inside her, not with the sterile, professional manner of a doctor but with the lust of a man, seeing her as a hot woman he’d love to fuck. I’d imagined them having sex atop the examination table, her legs still in the stirrups, and the image was so vivid I hadn’t been able to get it out of my head for days.


  Brad had showed me that I liked to watch my wife with other men. Roycefield had taken it further. I still felt a twisting knot of hot shame over what I’d done...over what I’d allowed her to do. But I also felt that I was opening up. Things I’d been unaware of--or maybe denying--for years were coming out. If we stayed at the reunion, what else would I learn?


  Kim was staring at me with concern. “Will you stay?” she asked.


  I took a deep breath. “Of course I will,” I told her.


  She leaned forward and we kissed, just a soft brush of our lips, sweet and tender.


  “Cute,” said a familiar voice, almost in my ear.


  We broke apart and turned to see Brad standing there.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 18


   


  He stared at Kim. “Enjoy your trip to Roycefield’s office?” he asked. “Are you still in danger of flunking?”


  I could tell that Kim was a little annoyed at having our moment ruined. She glanced at me apologetically for a second...but as soon as he mentioned the little game she’d played with the professor, she visibly squirmed with heat. “No,” she said tightly. “We worked something out.”


  Brad pushed in between us, shoving me out of the way. I stumbled back and felt my face going red. Why was I so passive around him? Why didn’t I just deck him, even if he was bigger than me? Suddenly, all that stuff about opening up and discovering new things seemed stupid. I was being bullied, all over again, and he was stealing a lot more than my textbooks.


  Brad slipped his arm around Kim’s waist and pulled her close. Before she could react, he tilted her head back and kissed her. It was the exact opposite of our kiss of a second before. There was no tenderness here--it was brutal and demanding, his tongue pushing into her mouth to seek her out. Kim gave a muffled yelp of surprise, but then her eyes fluttered closed and her body went limp in his arms. The power he had over her was incredible.


  We were still right out in the middle of the quad, with only Brad’s body to shield curious eyes from what was going on. But that didn’t stop Brad. His palms slid up her stomach to cup her breasts, squeezing them and making the smooth, tan flesh bulge invitingly over the top of her tank top. When he finally released her, she was red-faced and panting.


  “You don’t mind, do you, Louis?” He grinned at me. I just stood there glaring at him. “Figured it was my last chance for today. I’m gonna get some practice in with the team and Kim’ll need to be practicing, too.”


  I frowned. “Practicing? Practicing for what?”


  Brad shook his head. “Didn’t you read the damn events brochure? We’re reforming the football team, just for the weekend. The players from our day, versus today’s team. We’re going to have a game, tomorrow.” He grinned at Kim. “And they’re reforming the cheerleading squad, too. You’ll be needed.”


  Kim’s eyes widened. “Cheerleading?! But I can’t...hell, I’m thirty-two! I probably can’t even fit into the uniform!”


  All my anger at Brad was gone in an instant. The idea of my wife in her old cheerleading uniform gave me an instant hard-on. That tight top and that little skirt...holy shit.


  Brad put his hands on her trim waist and ran them down over her hips, around her ass and then up her front, cupping her breasts again. She gasped and trembled under his touch. “Kim, I reckon you’ll fit it just fine. Don’t you think, Louis?”


  I hated to agree with him on anything but on this, I could make an exception. “Yes!” I said with feeling. “You should do it!”


  Kim was blushing. “I don’t know, guys...I’m not sure I can even remember the moves. It’s been ten years.”


  “Come on!” I said. “It’ll be fun. There’s time to practice this afternoon. Maybe I could watch. I’d love to watch!”


  Brad put a cautionary hand up. “Hold up, Louis. Are you sure about this? You sure you want her practicing with the other cheerleaders all afternoon? And that you want her to lead the squad at the game tomorrow?”


  There was something about the way he said that last part that made Kim react. A shudder ran through her body, head to toe, and it left her in a squirming, red-faced mess. She was embarrassed and yet hugely turned on—more than I’d ever seen her.


  “You remember what that means, don’t you?” asked Brad.


  Kim nodded slowly.


  What? What does it mean? But I was too excited about the prospect of seeing her cheerlead again to be cautious. It wasn’t just seeing her in the uniform. It was seeing her as a cheerleader.


  It’s difficult to explain, but...if you date a cheerleader, part of the fun is that you get to see her at a football game, dancing around with every guy in the crowd staring at her. That had always sounded awesome to me...with hindsight, I realized that even back in college I’d gotten off on the idea of other men looking at my woman. But until I dated Kim, I’d avoided every football game with a passion--I’d never actually seen the squad in action. Then, when we started dating, I was psyched about the idea of going to a game and seeing her cheer, and being able to point to her and say that’s my girlfriend! But weirdly, within days of us starting to go out, she’d quit the squad. It had been a big deal, because she’d missed the last few games of the year and someone else had had to take her place. She’d never given me a reason why.


  Now, though, I’d finally get to see her. If I could convince her. That was all that was on my mind as I said, “Honey, I definitely think you should do this. It’ll be fun.”


  Kim’s eyes flicked between me and Brad. I could tell she was hesitant about something. Not scared, but nervous. The same way she’d been when she’d seen Brad, when we’d first arrived. Nervous that her own desires would get out of control.


  But it was just cheerleading practice--there wouldn’t even be any men around. What could possibly happen? And then, at the game, a whole crowd would be there watching her, and Brad would be off playing.


  So when Kim turned to me and asked, “Are you sure?” my response was immediate.


  “Absolutely,” I told her. “Go be a cheerleader.”


   


  ***


   


  An hour later, I was sitting in the stands over at the football field, drinking an iced latte and watching my wife--the head cheerleader--warm up.


  It was as if all the fantasies I’d had as a freshman had suddenly come true. Back then, my fantasy life had been pretty simple: win the lottery, or maybe invent some alternative energy source, or come up with the next killer website, and get rich. Then women would flock to me, including those who’d never given me the time of day--the cool girls, the rich girls and, especially, the cheerleaders. I’d dreamed of dating one of them and strutting around campus with her on my arm, and going to watch her practice and cheer, telling everyone she’s mine.


  Now, it felt like all the intervening years hadn’t happened. All that bullying by Brad, the ten years of wage slave drudgery that followed...it had all been a bad dream. I was a freshman again, and my hot, blonde girlfriend was down there leading the squad.


  After Brad had run off to talk tactics with the football team, Kim and I had gone back to our dorm room to change. We’d both taken long, hot showers and afterwards I felt good--cleansed of our experience with Roycefield. We put on fresh clothes and headed over to the football field.


  The college was justifiably proud of its team and the football field had grown into something approaching a stadium now, with proper stands, locker rooms and even facilities for the local TV news crews. Kim had found her old cheerleading uniform, mothballed for ten years but still in good condition, and had nervously gone inside to put it on.


  When she’d emerged, she’d been biting her lip nervously. “How do I look?” she’d asked.


  It had taken me a moment to answer, because she’d looked so goddamn amazing I’d barely been able to breathe.


  The college cheerleading uniform was scarlet. A tight bra top covered and supported her breasts, but left a lot of tan cleavage on display, and they way it squeezed her breasts together made for a heavenly valley of soft female flesh. Her midriff was left exposed and her regular gym sessions had left her with a toned stomach that would be the envy of any college girl. A short skirt trimmed in white was designed to flick up and swirl out at the slightest movement, exposing the snow white panties she wore underneath. Her long, tan legs were bare and white sneakers with white gym socks completed the picture. She was wearing more make-up than usual--”camera” make-up or “crowd” make-up, she called it, designed to work from a distance. It emphasised her soft lips and blue eyes. Up close, it looked heavy...even a little slutty.


  “Honey?” she’d asked, worried.


  I’d thrown my arms around her waist and picked her up. She’d yelped, delighted. “Fantastic,” I’d told her. “You look fantastic!”


  Now, watching from the stands, I marveled at the way her long legs drew the eye. The skirt was shorter than anything she’d wear normally and the way it kept flicking up meant she might as well have been standing there in her panties.


  Of course, the other cheerleaders were great to look at, too. The whole squad was dressed the same way, a mixture of blondes, brunettes and one redhead. All the women had aged pretty well--or, at least, the ones who’d come along to the reunion and agreed to cheer again had. But my wife was definitely the hottest one there.


  At first, things went slowly. But as the women grew in confidence and muscle memory began to take over, I could see it coming together. The cheers came faster and faster, with pompoms pumping, breasts jiggling and long legs kicking. And I had the best seat in the house.


  I saw a couple of the other cheerleaders looking up at me curiously. There were a couple of other guys there--other husbands or boyfriends, I presumed--but only a few. And everyone would want to know who the head cheerleader had wound up marrying.


  One women in particular seemed very curious about me. She was almost the opposite of Kim. Long, straight, black hair instead of Kim’s golden tresses. Taller than Kim by an inch or so and, although her breasts were pert and nicely shaped, they couldn’t match Kim’s for size. She kept looking at me and then looking at Kim questioningly. It was difficult to tell from that distance, but it felt like she was giving me some pretty evil stares. Maybe she was wondering why Kim had ended up with a geek, and not one of the jocks.


  It didn’t bother me, though. Nothing could bother me, sitting there with a cold drink and watching my wife’s breasts bounce and catching glimpses of her tight ass under her skirt. Not to mention that I had the additional eye candy of all the other cheerleaders around her. The only thing that could have made it better would have been if the stands were packed with people, and I could have enjoyed the feeling of all the other guys lusting after my wife. But I’d get that tomorrow, at the football game.


   


  ***


   


  When the practice ended, I hung around outside the female locker room, waiting for Kim. One by one, the other cheerleaders emerged, now in their street clothes. They went off in chattering groups or with their husbands or boyfriends until the stream gradually died away. Long minutes went by. When one final woman emerged, a slender blonde, I stepped forward and asked, “Excuse me: is Kim still in there?” I wondered if somehow I’d missed her.


  The blonde gave me a cautious look. “Yep,” she said. “She’s still in there. With Taylor.” Then she hurried off.


  Taylor. That name was familiar, but I couldn’t place it. I leaned against the wall and waited. Five minutes dragged by, then ten. What on earth was she doing in there?


  Female locker rooms have always been a place of mystery, to me. Male locker rooms are pretty horrible--they bring back memories of gym class in school and they always stink of sweat and deodorant. But female locker rooms...they have a kind of magic about them. I always think of women wandering around naked, damp flanks glistening as they emerge from a mist of steam. The air would be sweet with perfume and there’d be giggling and chatter and, wherever you looked, gorgeous naked women.


  That’s why I did it, I think. Pure curiosity. I knew it was wrong, but…. Besides, I was genuinely wondering what had happened to my wife.


  I pushed open the outer door with my foot. There was no sound from inside. Like most locker rooms, it had two doors for privacy, with a small hallway between them. I figured that if I stayed in the “hallway” and just cracked the inner door open a little, then that wasn’t too bad. I wouldn’t be technically in the locker room. And it wasn’t like I was spying. It was my wife in there, after all, plus one other woman. I was just checking she was okay. Probably, she already had her clothes on and was just standing around chattering.


  I cracked the inner door open, thankful that it didn’t creak. The air really was sweet and perfumed in here, and there was steam from the showers at the far end of the room. But there were no naked women. I could see rows of lockers and wooden benches, but no one was getting changed. I inched the door wider. Still no one. I pushed it open all the way and leaned around. Nothing. Not a soul. Now I felt better about what I was doing. Clearly, she and Taylor had slipped out of some rear entrance. If I hadn’t come in here and checked, I could have been standing out there like an idiot for hours.


  I was just about to close the door and leave when I heard an intake of breath from near the back of the room. And then my wife’s voice. “Taylor, I can’t!”


  I froze. It was coming from the leftmost row of lockers, right in the far corner. She was in there, and so was Taylor. I began to close the door again, not wanting to get caught.


  Then I heard a new voice. “Why?” And there was a tone to it that made me stop dead. It wasn’t a casual question. It was low and demanding--it wouldn’t be denied.


  There was a slight hesitation and I guessed that Kim was swallowing nervously. “I’m married,” she hissed.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 19


   


  It was as if an electric shock was jolting my body. I went deathly still, the implications of the words crackling down my spine.


  “The geek?” Taylor’s voice was low. “He won’t even know.”


  “Taylor...it was a long time ago.”


  “Oh, and now you only bat for the other team? Give me a break, Kim. I saw the way you looked at me out there.”


  “Taylor--”


  “Shut up and kiss me.”


  And then silence. A silence that told me more than any amount of words.


  Taylor. Now I remembered. Kim’s sorority friend. They’d shared a house and, according to Brad when we’d walked past that house, they’d been lovers. I stared at the row of lockers that blocked my view as if I could see through them if I only looked hard enough. Would she really do that? Would she really get involved with a woman again, after all these years? She’d said that she’d only been experimenting. Had it been more than that? Was it still more than that?


  Was she really kissing another woman?


  There was never any doubt that I was going to look. The only question was how I did it.


  I stole into the room, opening the door as quietly as I could and then gently shutting it behind me. My sneakers were silent on the tiled floor. I crept towards the final row of lockers and crouched down at the end of it so that the lockers hid me.


  I took a deep breath...and looked around the edge.


  My wife was standing with her back against a locker door. Taylor was pressed up against her, hip-to-hip, and she was cupping my wife’s face in my hands as she kissed her. Both of them were still in their cheerleader uniforms.


  It had already turned into a deep, sensuous kiss, both of them slowly moving their heads as their tongues explored each other’s mouths. Taylor’s thumbs gently stroked my wife’s cheekbones and their long hair brushed each other’s shoulders. As their mouths briefly parted, I heard my wife let out a sigh of raw pleasure.


  I stared, my eyes bulging. God, she was really doing it! Did this mean she was bisexual? A little experimentation in college was one thing, but this was cheating on me--she thought I was still waiting for her outside! And yet, at the same time, it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. People always say that two women kissing is a beautiful thing to watch, but until you’ve experienced it in real life you can’t really appreciate how true that is. It was all warm femininity and sensual grace, their breasts rubbing together through their bra tops as they slowly moved. And there was the added heat that one of them was my wife...and that someone was moving in on my territory. The fact it was a woman didn’t make that part of it any less of a turn on, and the fact that Kim thought I was unaware made it, if anything, even hotter.


  As they kissed, Taylor started to stroke Kim’s stomach. Watching her slender hands, their nails painted cherry red, explore my wife’s waist was so different to watching Brad or the professor do it. But, although she was taking it slow, the way she moved was practiced, not tentative. She was taking control...and it was obvious that they’d done this before.


  Taylor’s hands pushed up underneath my wife’s bra top. It was too tight for her to really get her hands underneath, but she solved that a second later by suddenly grabbing it and pulling it off, over my wife’s head. Kim raised her arms to help her. And as soon as Taylor’s hands captured her breasts and started to stroke the firm flesh, she slumped back against the locker and gave herself up to the sensations.


  “God, I love your boobs,” hissed Taylor. She leaned forward and took one nipple in her mouth, working her quick pink tongue around and around it, until the sensitive bud stood hard and trembling. “I’ve missed them so much.”


  Kim panted. “I’m...I’m married. Louis--”


  “Louis will stay out there like a good little boy until we’re done,” Taylor told her. She took Kim’s other breast in her hand and started to alternate between them. She’d lick and suck at one, then use her thumb to rub the slickened nipple. Kim started to thrash against the locker, her hips grinding at the air. They kissed again, fast and urgent this time, their teeth clacking together. The locker behind them rocked and groaned as they leaned against it.


  Taylor pushed up hard against her former housemate and started to run a hand up and down her bare thigh. “You’ve thought about it. Even when you were off in California.”


  Kim squirmed and shook her head in weak denial.


  “Liar.” Taylor’s hand moved around to stroke Kim’s inner thigh, drawing a gasp from her. “Tell me you haven’t thought about it.”


  “I--Ah!” My wife was bucking her ass against the locker, now desperate for the friction which Taylor was denying her. “Sometimes.”


  Taylor lifted her hand and then shoved it down the front of my wife’s panties. I could see the outline of her fingers there, pressing the thin fabric outward. I saw her fingers work at my wife’s lips, gliding up and down in a slow rhythm. Kim went wild, thrashing against her friend. A second later, they were kissing again, and this time Taylor went to work on my wife’s cheeks and neck as well as her lips. Kim moaned and closed her eyes, leaning her head back and exposing her throat, and Taylor kissed her way down it, then down over her breasts.


  I shifted my weight slightly and the locker I was hiding behind creaked.


  Taylor’s head snapped around. I jerked back behind the locker.


  “What?” Kim’s voice.


  Shit! Had Taylor seen me?


  “Nothing,” said Taylor after a second. And I heard the soft sound of lips on flesh resume. Even so, it was another minute before I dared to look around the locker again.


  My wife’s legs were slightly apart, now, and Taylor seemed to have a few fingers up inside her, under her panties. She was finger-fucking her slowly with one hand while the other explored her breasts. They were kissing again, and Kim was giving soft mewls of pleasure.


  Taylor broke the kiss for a second. “This is better than some sweaty jock, isn’t it? Or some old guy pawing at you? I know how to touch you, don’t I?”


  Kim’s breath was coming in low hisses between her teeth. “Yesss...but Louis--”


  “Fuck Louis.” And Taylor took possession of her mouth again, two lipsticked sets of lips meeting, heated breath mixing, and Kim’s hands came up to tangle in her friend’s hair, drawing her in for more.


  Taylor abruptly broke the kiss and grabbed my wife’s hand. “Come into the showers with me,” she said.


  Kim stared at her for a few seconds and then nodded. She quickly stripped off her shoes, socks, skirt and panties. Meanwhile, Taylor was also stripping off. My cock was already rock hard, but it twitched again as I saw a fine, pert set of breasts appear and a rounded, tight ass. I hadn’t expected to see Taylor naked. Her skin was a few shades paler than my wife’s, her skin rose and white rather than tan. Her nipples were especially lovely, with small, elegant areolae. I preferred my wife’s full breasts, but Taylor had a beauty all of her own. The thought of them in the shower together was almost too much to take. God, how far was this going to go?


  They almost ran to the shower together, Taylor leading Kim by the hand. A few seconds later, I heard the hiss of water start and then the sound of wet skin on skin.


  I sat there for a second, thinking. I’d almost been caught once already. If I tried to sneak over to the showers I was more likely to be seen. The smart thing to do would be to quit while I was ahead. But smart had gone right out the window.


  I stood up and crept carefully down the row of lockers, stepping around the discarded clothing they’d left on the floor. The showers were communal ones--essentially a long corridor that wound around to form a “C” shape, with the only entrance and exit on the open side of the “C”. The gleaming white tiles were still slick with water and warm to the touch from when the other cheerleaders had showered and now steam was rising once again from just around the bend. Even though the locker room was empty, Taylor had taken Kim to the very middle of the “C,” where the bend hid them from the rest of the room. If I wanted to see them, I’d have to actually enter the showers and look around the corner.


  I stepped carefully inside. Luckily, the showers worked on individual push-buttons so only their one was gushing out water and I didn’t get soaked. But I was still incredibly exposed. When I looked around the corner, I’d only be about four feet away from them.


  I hesitated. I didn’t want to get caught and I felt guilty as hell for spying on my wife. But Kim was sneaking around, too. And from around the bend, I could hear gasps of pleasure between the splashes of water.


  I crouched down again and crept to the corner, slowly inching my head around….


  Once again, Kim was pushed up against the wall with Taylor in front of her. But this time, they were both completely naked, their bodies coated with a gleaming sheet of water from the shower head above. Their legs were scissored together and Taylor’s hand was thrust between Kim’s thighs, two fingers deep inside her. Taylor was using the pressure of her body to grind her palm against Kim’s clit. They were moving in a slow rhythm and Kim’s hands were gripping Taylor’s ass cheeks, urging her on. Their breasts rubbed together, glossy and shining with water, the nipples catching and then sliding past each other, making both of them moan. They weren’t quite kissing. Their mouths were almost touching, but they were whispering to each other, inaudible over the water even from just a few feet away. I’m not sure they were even speaking so much as groaning and hissing with their shared pleasure.


  I started to rub myself through my pants. I couldn’t help it. It was easily the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


  As I watched, Taylor increased her pace. Kim opened her thighs wider to accept her and they ground together even harder. Taylor used her free hand and her mouth to go to work on Kim’s breasts, squeezing them together and then lowering her head to lash her tongue over a nipple. Kim went crazy, reaching up overhead to grasp the shower nozzle and clinging on for dear life. I saw Taylor’s mouth open and her white teeth flash--she started to bite lightly on the shining nipple as she thrust with her fingers and that sent Kim over the edge. Her hips bucked desperately against Taylor’s hand and she gasped and moaned, lifting her face so that the water crashed against it. The orgasm was shattering, sending her whole body into violent spasms, her hips rolling up to meet Taylor’s hand again and again. I saw Taylor give a grin of satisfaction.


  I withdrew around the corner and prepared to creep away, assuming they’d finished. But then I heard Kim speak in a slow, shaky voice. “Now you.”


  I caught my breath. I waited a few seconds until I was sure they weren’t coming out and then leaned around the corner again. This time, Taylor had her back to the wall, the water bouncing off her hair and shoulders to course down her body, dripping from her breasts. I followed it over her smooth stomach and down...to where it soaked into Kim’s blonde tresses.


  My wife had her face between Taylor’s thighs. With a hand on each pale thigh, she’d spread her friend open for her and was tonguing her way up the length of her lips, again and again. Taylor’s pussy was gorgeous, her lips a shade lighter than my wife’s, her dark hair shaved down to a small landing strip just above them. As I watched, Kim’s tongue teased the lips apart and started to dive into the slit between them. Taylor groaned and buried her fingers in Kim’s hair. “Yes baby,” she said softly. “No one else does it like you.”


  Kim slid her hands around her friend’s ass and clutched her cheeks, holding her in position as she delved deeper with her tongue. Watching them, I couldn’t help but stroke myself again. It was even better than when they’d been kissing, nothing but soft female flesh and beauty, a whirlwind of lips and tongues and slippery-smooth skin. I didn’t care that she was cheating on me. I just wanted to see more.


  Taylor was panting, now, using her hands to guide Kim where she needed her most. I saw Kim take Taylor’s clit into her mouth, tonguing the tiny bud until her friend gasped and cursed. When she returned to licking at the soft lips of Taylor’s pussy, her nose nuzzled against the swollen clit, keeping the other woman hovering on the brink of an orgasm without quite tipping her over.


  Taylor suddenly reached down and grabbed Kim’s head with both hands, pushing her hard between her thighs. “Yes,” she hissed. “Yes, right there! Like that!”


  Kim ground her face even harder between those smooth thighs, her tongue working frantically. Her hands massaged Taylor’s ass cheeks, palms sliding over the slippery skin.


  I could see the orgasm building in Taylor’s body, a slow tremble that soon had her arching her back and tossing her head, desperate for release. She began to pant, still crushing Kim’s head to her groin. She was nearly there, but she couldn’t quite reach her peak.


  And then Kim slid one of her hands further around behind Taylor. Between her cheeks, one finger extended--


  “AH!” yelled Taylor, her shout echoing off the tiled walls. “AH! GOD!” Her hips humped against Kim’s face as a deep shudder ran through her. She suddenly went rigid as a statue, only the ripples in the water that coursed down her straining body betraying her tiny movements. Then she released Kim’s head and bent almost double over her, panting. “God!”


  I quickly pulled back around the corner. I’d managed to stop just shy of coming myself. I could hear them kissing again as I crept back through the shower and then out of the locker room. Just as I opened the door, I heard Taylor’s voice, still thick with lust.


  “Meet me tomorrow,” she told Kim. “Between the final practice and the game. We can go somewhere together”


  I imagined Kim shaking her head, wet hair flying. “I can’t. He’ll suspect.”


  “He won’t suspect a thing. He doesn’t know you like girls. Come on….”


  There was a long pause. I tensed up inside. I wasn’t sure if I wanted Kim to do the right thing and say no, or say yes so that I had another chance to see them together.


  “Okay,” Kim said at last. “I’ll ask him.”


   


  ***


   


  Five minutes later, I was standing outside in the corridor when they emerged. Taylor came first and, when she saw me, she gave me a false smile that didn’t reach her eyes.


  Kim followed behind her, grinning and a little red-faced. “Sorry to keep you waiting so long, honey,” she said. “We got to chatting.”


  I nodded. “I figured as much.” It was sort of shocking how easily lying seemed to come to her.


  “We’ve got a final practice tomorrow afternoon,” she said. “But the football game isn’t until the evening, so I’ll have some free time. Would it be okay if I met up with Taylor and grabbed something to eat?”


  I’d been wondering how I’d respond. Tell her I knew what was going on? Pretend to buy the lie and then sneak along and try to see them together again? Part of me was hurt that she was lying to me. But most of me just thought of the two of them, entwined on a bed, and I went weak. I knew in my heart that there was no way I was going to nip this in the bud. I mean, your wife with another woman...it’s every man’s fantasy. It didn’t feel the same as when she wanted Brad or Professor Roycefield. I didn’t think of Taylor as competition and certainly not as a threat.


  I couldn’t resist in playing with her a little, though. “That sounds great, honey. I’d love to get to know Taylor. I’ll come along.”


  Kim flushed red and flailed for a response. “Um...no! I mean...that would be great, but it’ll just be girly chat. You’d be bored.”


  “I’m sure I wouldn’t be.” I smiled, warming to the game. “It’d be nice to see you with an old friend.”


  She shook her head. “No, really! I’d rather it was just us two. I mean, if that’s okay with you.”


  I smiled, and tried to stop it turning into a smirk. “That’s fine, honey.”


  I slipped my arm around her waist and, as we walked back across the campus, I felt pretty good. My hot cheerleader wife had a secret lesbian lover. There were worse problems to have.


  I didn’t know, then, how wrong things could go. I didn’t know Taylor at all.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 20


   


  The good feeling lasted all the way until dinner. We’d gone to a steakhouse--Texas steaks were one thing I did miss about the state. It was a down-home sort of a place a cab ride away from the college, the sort of place where students were rare and most of the customers really did wear cowboy hats and drive pickups. Exactly the sort of place I’d avoided as a student. I probably would have even avoided it that day, if I hadn’t been on a high from what I’d seen in the locker room.


  It was only when we got inside that I began to feel uneasy. It was a sizeable bar with a dance floor, as well as being a steakhouse, and a lot of guys were just standing around drinking. I immediately felt out of place in my designer jeans, shirt and sneakers. Every other guy seemed to be in boots and a hat, and they seemed bigger than me, too. But it was the feel of the place that really put me on edge. It was pure testosterone, from the huge slabs of meat to the bucking bronco in the corner to the outsize pitchers of beer. The sort of place where guys have fights in the parking lot.


  Kim, though, loved it. She practically clapped her hands in delight as soon as we got through the door. She’d dressed for the occasion in knee-high white cowgirl boots with a serious heel, a short, blue denim skirt and a red and white checked shirt tied in a knot under her breasts. She was scarcely more covered than in her cheerleader uniform and, to be honest, it was probably over the top even for that place. But she was having fun and, after all the tension between us, the last thing I wanted to do was kill her mood. If anything, I wanted to show that I could be a little more wild and risk-taking, just like Brad.


  So, when we were told there wouldn’t be a table for a half hour or so and that we’d have to wait at the bar, I tried to take it in my stride. I ordered us both a beer and ignored the looks I got when the locals heard my accent. Clinking bottles with Kim, I tried to fit in. We talked, but neither of us dared to broach the subject of what had happened with Brad, or with the professor. I figured that I’d let her loosen up with a drink and then, while we were having dinner, maybe we could discuss things. After all, we had all night.


  We’d been there about ten minutes when a group of four guys sidled up to us. They seemed friendly enough. All of them were workers from the nearby oil fields. They’d taken the time to wash the oil off their hands and put on a fresh shirt before coming out to get drunk on their pay, but they were still unmistakably different to me. Their arms bulged with muscle and their big hands were calloused and sometimes scarred from their work. Between their Texas drawl and the way they kept things short, simple and usually crude, we didn’t sound alike, either. And with four of them and one of me, I started to feel outnumbered and intimidated pretty fast.


  Kim, though, had a very different reaction. She grinned and chattered and even flirted a little, right in front of me, accepting all the compliments they gave her on her outfit and giving them little spins to show it off. The four guys didn’t go as far as to push me out of the way, but they had a habit of crowding around her and “accidentally” blocking me out until I forced my way back in. I started to panic a little. Was it happening again, just as it had with Brad and with the professor? How could it?! These guys didn’t even know us. They didn’t have a past with Kim, and they didn’t know what was going on in our relationship. And yet they were acting as if they knew Kim was available.


  She’s not available, I thought hotly.


  Except, in a sense, she was. She’d told me that’s what she wanted--to be with other men. What if things were different, now. What if she was giving something off--some aura that they were picking up on. Hell, what if it was me who was giving it off?


  Did I now have victim written all over me? Come steal my wife?!


  No. No way. It couldn’t be. It was just a coincidence. We’d come to the wrong sort of bar and these guys, horny from a long week on an all-male oil field, had latched onto my wife. They knew she was married. But there weren’t many single women in the bar--probably, they were just taking their fun where they could find it. Nothing was going to happen.


  So when one of them asked her to dance, I was caught off-guard. And as he started to twirl her round and then sidle up behind her, his groin rubbing her ass, I tried to tell myself it was all harmless. It’s just dancing, I thought. It’s fine. But I didn’t quite believe it. They all seemed too cocky, and they ignored me too completely for things to be normal. Something’s going on.


  Kim, though, didn’t seem to think it was weird at all. I could see her eyes get that familiar glazed look as she became more and more aroused. Her breathing sped up and her eyes went wide as she danced with them. Then, when she was tired, she sat on a bar stool and let the short denim skirt rise high up her thigh. All the men’s eyes locked onto those long, tan legs. And when she leaned forward to talk to them over the loud music, I saw them all staring at her cleavage. Occasionally, they’d glance at each other, almost like a pack of wolves surrounding a deer. It was nuts. She’s married! I’m standing right here!


  To my relief, a waiter told us that our table was ready. The four guys reacted with groans of disappointment.


  “We’ll catch you after dinner though, right, Kim?” one asked.


  “I still haven’t danced with you,” said another.


  Kim nodded happily, her eyes shining. She was basking in all the attention. “Sure,” she said. “I’ll see you all afterwards.”


  I opened my mouth to protest, but it was too late. Well, it doesn’t matter. What matters is that we have a quiet dinner together and have time to talk. By the time we’re finished, they’ll probably be long gone. Besides, I’ll be right there with her--what’s going to happen?


  We sat down and ordered: huge steaks, mashed potato--the works. It wasn’t until we’d nearly finished eating that I finally asked, “What’s going to happen when we get home?”


  At that point, I was sort of assuming that our adventures were pretty much over for the weekend.


  She started to pick at the label on her beer bottle, refusing to meet my eyes. “I’m not sure,” she said at last. “What do you want to happen?”


  I started to say, “I want things to go back to the way things were.” That was what had been in my head ever since this thing had started. I wanted to hit a magic button and jump back to that moment where I’d dropped the letter in the recycling—and this time, leave it there. If I’d just done that, this whole thing would never have happened.


  And yet...was that true? What if coming back to Texas had just been the catalyst and the real driving force was much deeper, something that had been building and building for years...maybe even since we met. If this need had been growing inside her, wouldn’t it have eventually come out some other way? Would I rather she’d met some guy back in California, where we’d keep running into him? At least here, what we’d done was safely contained.


  There was another aspect to it, too. Watching her with Brad had torn me apart...but the image of his thick cock stretching her was permanently etched on my mind. Seeing Professor Roycefield cane her and then fuck her in his office had been almost unbearable…but it had been one of the most intense experiences of my life. And spying on her with Taylor, their wet bodies rubbing over each other, had been a dream come true. Would I really want to undo it all?


  Before we’d come to Texas, sex had become an occasional afterthought. Our relationship had been broken. Couldn’t we do better than that, now that we knew each other?


  “I think,” I said slowly, “that I want things to change.”


  Kim nodded very carefully, as if afraid to show how excited she was. “Okay,” she said.


  “What...would it be like? Your ideal relationship?” I asked.


  She thought for a while before answering. “You in it,” she said first, and my heart swelled. “But also...we find other men. Sometimes. Men I can be with. Men who’ll let you watch.”


  “I’d always get to watch,” I said quickly, just to make the point.


  She nodded. “I’d never do anything without you there,” she said. And then blushed. I knew she was thinking about Taylor, that afternoon. Part of me couldn’t understand why she hadn’t told me, when she was being so open about everything else. I nearly admitted spying on them, but I wasn’t sure how she’d react, so I continued the pretence of being oblivious.


  “And no one finds out,” I told her. “I don’t want anyone to know that I--” What? Let other men sleep with my wife? Like to watch? That I’m not a real man? All of those?


  “That you’re a cuckold.” She said it so simply and quickly that I blinked. There didn’t seem to be any room for argument, in her eyes. That was what I was. And yet I didn’t know if I liked the label. I wasn’t sure if I was ready for any label.


  Kim tentatively raised her bottle in a toast. “I think we can figure it out,” she said. “As long as we’re honest with each other.”


  I felt the anger start to boil inside me. How could she say that, when she was lying? And yet I could see the flicker of guilt in her eyes. Was there some reason she was holding back, about Taylor?


  I raised my bottle. The Taylor thing, I figured, was just a temporary thing. She’d see her again tomorrow and then that would be it. If I confronted her about it, I’d lose my chance to maybe watch them again. So I kept quiet. “To the future?” I asked.


  She clinked bottles with me. “To the future.”


  We finished the meal with me feeling a little better about things. Just as the check arrived, the four oil workers from before sidled up to our table.


  “Well now,” said the lead one. “Looks like you’re all done, Kim. How’s about that dance, now?”


  He had a hungry gleam in his eye. I waited for Kim to politely turn him down.


  “Sure,” said Kim, jumping up. “I’ll see you when you’ve paid--okay, honey?” And, before I could stop her, she was walking away with them.


  Shit! Still, nothing bad was going to happen. They knew she was married. They were just looking for a dance and maybe, at most, a kiss or a feel of her breasts. I had a feeling that Kim would be only too happy to oblige. After everything that had happened, that didn’t seem so bad--it even turned me on, to think that they’d be lusting after her. What bothered me was why they’d locked onto her in the first place, and rode roughshod over me so completely. I heard someone approaching and, figuring it was the waiter, I hurriedly got out my credit card so I could pay and run after Kim. I turned--


  It wasn’t the waiter.


  “Well, well, well,” said Brad, sitting down beside me and trapping me on the bench seat. “Louis.”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 21


   


  My eyes went back and forth between the grinning Brad and the backs of the men disappearing with Kim. It only took me a few seconds to figure it out. “What did you tell them?” I asked, going cold inside.


  “Oh, nothing much. Just the truth. That I knew that woman in the checked shirt. That she’s a hot piece of ass who likes to party. That her husband won’t give you any trouble. That he’s into that kinda thing.”


  My eyes bulged out of my head. He’d set her up! The four oil workers weren’t just expecting a dance. They were expecting sex!


  I tried to jump up, but his muscled body blocked my way. “Let me out!” I snapped.


  “Why?” he asked placidly.


  “So I can stop them! I don’t want her to--”


  “Fuck all of them? Because that’s what she’s going to do, Louis. Probably out in the parking lot. Or maybe they’ll drive her to a motel--there’s one not far from here, and they’ve got a pickup.”


  “No--”


  “I figure they’ll take turns at first--or maybe one in her mouth, one in her pussy. But then, by about number three, they’ll get tired of waitin’”


  “No!”


  “One up her ass and one in that sweet pussy. Double-stuffed. One of the guys she’s fucked might go in her mouth, get himself ready to go again.”


  I pushed at him, but it was like pushing at a brick wall. It was crazy--I really had to get out of that booth, but he treated it as if it was a game. I tried ducking under the table and he pushed me back with his leg. I tried to scramble over the top, but he grabbed the back of my shirt and pulled me back. It was like a cat toying with a mouse.


  So I tried the only thing I thought might work. “Please,” I said. “Please!”


  “What are you so afraid of?”


  “She doesn’t know what’s coming! She thinks she’s just dancing with them, but you set her up!”


  “I set you up. You really think Kim hasn’t figured out what they want? Hell, she knew it as soon as she met them. Why do you think she was flirting with them so much?”


  That stopped me in my tracks. She had been all over them, right from the start, teasing them with her legs and her breasts. But surely…”She wouldn’t! Not with complete strangers! She wouldn’t just--”


  Brad threw back his head and laughed. “Do you really believe that?” He shook his head in dismay at my stupidity. “Louis, we’ve played this game before. Lots of times. Even in this bar.”


  I could feel myself go pale.


  “How do you think I found you?” asked Brad. “You think I’m following you around? This is our favorite place. We used to come here all the time, and sometimes we’d pick up guys for a threesome.” He grinned “Or a moresome.”


  I shook my head. I couldn’t believe she’d do that. Not my Kim.


  “Sometimes,” said Brad, “we’d go to some classy place, where the business types go. And she’d pretend to be a call girl, and me her pimp, and she’d pick guys up.”


  “You’re lying.”


  He looked at my levelly. “No, I’m not.” And to my horror, I believed him.


  “Look,” he said suddenly, pointing across the bar. “There she is.”


  The dance floor was crowded by now but the mass of bodies had parted for a second. There, right in the middle, was Kim.


  My heart nearly stopped. She was dancing with her eyes closed, with one of the oil workers behind her, grinding his groin into her ass, and one in front, leaning down to kiss her neck. On either side of her, the other two workers had their hands on her hips. As I watched, one of them sneaked a hand up and cupped a breast for a second, and she didn’t stop him. I noticed that the knot that held her shirt together seemed to be looser, even more of her soft cleavage on display. And her skirt had ridden up a little, as if hands had been sliding up underneath it. She wasn’t trying to stop them. Far from it. She actually arched her back and thrust her breast into the hand groping it. I saw her grind her ass back into the bulging groin of the man behind her. And then, grabbing his tie, she drew the man in front down for a long, sensual kiss.


  Brad jabbed me in the ribs and pointed to where a waiter and a guy in a suit were watching from the edge of the dance floor. “Thing is, they don’t really like things to get too steamy in here. That guy in the suit is the manager. He’s about to tell them they have to leave. And what do you think will happen then?”


  I knew only too well. A pickup truck, with Kim crushed between two men in the back while the other two rode up front. A seedy motel. Her body used like a sex toy all night long.


  “Let me out!” I snapped. “I have to stop them!”


  Brad laughed. “Why? She knows what she’s doing. She’ll love it!”


  “But--”


  “But you won’t get to see it?


  “Yes!” I said desperately.


  “So go stop her. But I warn you, those guys are horny. You try to stop them, they’re just going to punch you out and then carry her out of here over your unconscious ass.”


  He was right. All four of them were bigger than me.


  There was only one chance.


  “Please,” I said. “You do it. You fix this. Stop her.”


  “Me?” He looked mock-surprised. “I thought she was your wife. I thought you wanted me to stay away from her.”


  I was so angry and so worried that I could barely think. I could see the manager talking to the men. In another minute, they’d be out in the parking lot and I wouldn’t see my wife again until morning. “Please!” I begged. “Please, Brad.”


  He stroked his chin. “What about poor Kim? She’s all fired up as well. You can’t expect a woman like her to just go from hot to cold again. She needs a man.”


  And suddenly, I knew what all this was about. He was demonstrating that it was Better the Devil you Know.


  I gripped the edge of the table to keep me from hitting him. “Please, Brad...you fuck her instead.”


  He put a hand to his ear. “What was that, Louis?”


  I took a deep breath. “Please, Louis, fuck my wife.” I said it loud enough that the couple at the table behind us turned around, shocked.


  Brad grinned and stood up. “Be glad to,” he said, slapping me on the shoulder.


  He slid out of the booth and I darted after him. For one, brief moment, our needs were allied.


  The four guys were already moving towards the door, Kim in the middle of their group. Her thighs were being groped by the guy kissing her while another fondled her ass. A third was openly squeezing her breasts through her blouse.


  “Hold it,” said Brad, putting his hand out. “Change of plan.”


  The oil workers pulled up short. “You’d best not be changing your mind, buddy. You told us this girl was hot to trot.”


  Kim blinked and opened her eyes. “Brad?!”


  Brad reached into the middle of the group, grabbed her wrist and hauled her out. The other oil workers grabbed her other wrist and, for a moment, it looked as if Kim would be stretched between them.


  “She’s going with me,” Brad said in a low growl. “And her husband.”


  The workers looked at each other. They weren’t stupid. Me being her husband trumped their claim to her, especially if we called the cops. If I’d been on my own, they likely would have just gone ahead and decked me. But Brad was bigger than even the biggest of the four, and that changed the balance.


  They let go of Kim’s wrist. But that didn’t mean they were happy. And their anger was directed at me, since they assumed--correctly--that I’d suddenly called a stop to things. “Fucking sissy boy cuckold. I know a guy just like you. Don’t know what he wants from one minute to the next. Sent his wife to an oil rig and thought it’d be fun to tease us all with her. But she got what she really needed. And so will yours, soon enough.”


  They strutted past us, deliberately elbowing us aside. But I could stand the pushes and the jibes. Kim was safely back with us, and now I had to thank the man who’d rescued her.


  “Thank you,” I said tightly.


  “Oh, you don’t have to thank me yet,” said Brad. “I ain’t done it all, yet.”


  “What’s going on?” asked Kim. Just as Brad had predicted, she was hyped up, her face flushed, her panties probably soaked. We’d left her frustrated. “I was dancing with those guys.” She looked at me. “I thought you must be cool with it, because you didn’t come over. I thought you were going to let me….”


  “Get fucked all night by a bunch a’ strangers?” asked Brad, grinning. “Nah. He ain’t me, Kimster. He decided he hadn’t got it in him. He prefers someone he can trust.”


  Kim looked between the two of us, her eyes lighting up. “Someone like...Brad?” she asked.


  “You got it,” said Brad.


  “You’re okay with that?” asked Kim. “Happy with it?”


  No! I’m not happy with it! But one thing Brad had demonstrated was that he was more in control of this situation than I was. He knew this world and I didn’t. If I went back on my word, he’d tell some other guys in another bar the same thing, and then Kim really would go off with some strangers.


  And he’d demonstrated something else. Compared to a random group of strangers, he was the safe choice. And so I had to nod to my wife and tell her yes. Yes, I wanted my worst enemy to fuck her, any way he wanted.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 22


   


  It didn’t especially surprise me that Brad’s car was a shiny new Dodge Charger. Or that he hustled me into the back seat and rode up front with Kim. As we pulled out of the parking lot, it hit me again how his muscled bulk and her smooth tan and long blonde hair looked right together. Anyone seeing the three of us would instantly assume they were the couple and I was the hanger-on.


  It also didn’t surprise me when we didn’t drive directly back to campus. Brad pulled off into a wooded area, turned down a couple of side roads and eventually stopped by the side of the road. He got out and indicated that we were to do the same. Kim practically jumped out, her breathing already quick. Only I slid hesitantly from the car, walking like a man headed to the gallows.


  The moon was out, turning the car’s black paintwork to an infinite void shot through with silver highlights. It was silent except for the chirrup of cicadas.


  Brad put his hands on my wife’s waist and pulled her back against him. Kim gasped and looked at me cautiously.


  “It’s okay,” Brad told her. “Louis wants this. Don’t you, Louis?”


  No! It’s just better than the alternative! Better than Kim on her back in some motel, a line of guys waiting to take their turn between her thighs. Better than waiting alone in the dorm room for her to come back, wondering what was happening. And the idea of Brad fucking her again, right in front of me, his big cock stretching her wide...that was making my own cock rise and stiffen, regardless of how much I hated him. “Yes,” I croaked.


  Brad smirked and spun my wife around so fast she stumbled. He caught her and pulled her into a deep kiss. I watched her almost melt under him, her arms going limp by her sides, her knees weakening. His tongue invaded her mouth, one big hand stroking through her hair, and the other arm supported her as he leaned her back. When he broke the kiss, his mouth made its way down her throat to her cleavage, and he kissed his way over and then between her breasts, savoring the warm, perfumed skin. “Man, I’ve missed you,” he panted.


  Kim squirmed. “Me too,” she whispered. But it was loud enough that I heard it.


  Brad reached for the knot of her shirt and, with one swift tug, it came apart, baring her breasts. God, she hadn’t been wearing a bra! I’d thought she’d just hidden it well under the shirt, but there’d been nothing at all--all that time dancing with the oil workers, she’d been jiggling and almost escaping from the shirt!


  Brad fell on her like an animal, cupping her breasts and licking at them. He pushed her back towards the car, until her ass hit the front and she tipped back onto the hood. Her legs opened and came up around him as he buried his face in her breasts. The night was so quiet that I could hear every lick of his tongue, every soft moan she made in response.


  I walked slowly around to the side of the car, only a few feet away from them. Kim’s breasts were standing up full and proud, nipples pointing at the star-filled sky, as Brad slathered them with his tongue, leaving them shining. Kim had her eyes closed and her head tipped back, her mouth moving soundlessly as she formed words she wouldn’t speak. I thought I saw Brad on her lips, and Yes.


  Brad stepped back and, as he did so, he pulled Kim back down the hood a little, then flipped her over onto her stomach. Her feet skittered for a moment, but then she found the dirt road with her high heels and stood bent over the hood, legs apart and straight, ass raised in the air. Brad jerked her skirt up over her hips, exposing white panties. In another second, he had his hand inside them and was tearing them off her with a long, ugly ripping sound. I saw Kim stiffen and press her groin hard against the car. Again, she was getting off on the slightly rough treatment.


  The moonlight showed off the smooth curves of her ass, flawless and satiny. Beneath them, the soft folds of her pussy, turned to silver by the moon’s glow. Brad put one thick finger along the length of them and started to rub in a quick, steady rhythm. Kim immediately began to grind back against him. A second later, he slid the finger up inside her.


  “She’s already soaked, Louis,” he said. “Getting ready to fuck all those men really turned her on.” He leaned over her. “Didn’t it? You were all ready to head off to a motel with them.”


  Kim nodded, panting.


  “Is that what you wanted?” Brad asked. He was pumping his finger inside her, now.


  “Y--Yes,” said Kim. “Or--Or out here. Like this.”


  “You wanted them to take you over their car? Maybe in the parking lot?”


  Kim gave a low groan. “Yes! God, yes, in the parking lot. With everyone watching.”


  I was shaking my head softly in dismay. Just as Brad had said, she’d wanted it--hell, she’d been imagining it, getting ready for it.


  Brad spread her legs a little farther apart. “You want it now, don’t you?” he asked.


  “Yes! Yes!”


  He withdrew his finger, leaving her pussy shining and gaping. “What do you want? Tell me.”


  Kim swallowed. “I want your cock inside me,” she said. Then her eyes opened, as if she’d remembered I was there and wanted to see how I reacted. I was staring at her with a mixture of anger and sadness...but then she glanced down and I followed her gaze to the obvious bulge in my pants.


  “That’s right,” said Brad, seeing the look. “He wants to see you get fucked.” He lazily opened his jeans and pulled out his thick, erect cock. “He wants to see this go up you.”


  I saw Kim begin to pant and I felt my own breathing speed up, too. This was really going to happen again. He was going to fuck my wife and I was going to have to watch. I felt that strange mix of jealousy and heat again, spiraling together inside me.


  Brad was positioning himself between her spread thighs. Kim gave a low moan as she felt his cock nudge apart her moist folds, and then he was pushing into her. She slid forward on the hood a little at first, her breasts making obscene squeaking sounds on the warm metal, as the too-big cock refused to enter her. But then her hips pushed up tight against the car and she could move no more, and he began to stretch her. I saw her eyes open wide and the beautiful muscles of her legs go taut. This time it seemed faster--two slow pushes and then the gasp as he entered.


  “She’s not so tight,” said Brad, his voice thick with lust. “Guess I stretched her out a little last time. Bet she can’t feel your little dick now, Louis.” He ran a hand over Kim’s naked back. “Have you let him try, yet?”


  Kim shook her head, blonde hair tossing.


  “That’s too bad. Because after this, she’s going to be even bigger.”


  I felt as if my heart was being crushed in a vice. He was stretching her...ruining her for me. Would we get to a point where sex with me didn’t even get her off, because she couldn’t feel me?


  Brad hissed air through his nostrils as the tight heat of her closed around his shaft. He was thrusting slowly for now, savoring the moment. Kim gave a long, loud groan of pleasure that echoed off the trees. For the first time, I really took in where we were. We were a couple of turns off the main road, but it wasn’t that secluded. There were houses only a hundred yards away.


  “Better keep it quiet,” Brad told her. “Don’t want anyone to call the cops. Although I guess if they did, we could always give the cops a piece of you.”


  Kim moaned at that thought. Brad reached forward and shoved a wad of torn white cotton into her mouth and, for the second time that weekend, Kim was gagged with her own panties.


  The car supported her and stopped her moving forward, but she was so tight around him that, on each outward stroke, her hips pulled away from the car a little. So Brad put a hand on each smooth ass cheek to pin her there, massaging the firm flesh with his thumbs. Then he really started to thrust. I stared at the solid girth of him, her soft folds a drum-tight band of pink around his cock.


  Kim had her eyes tight closed again, her cheek flat against the hood, her arms extended out to the sides to grip onto the car. She was gritting her teeth, an orgasm already building inside her. It was a good thing the gag was in place, because even with it her cries were loud enough to attract attention. Brad was really pounding her, now, using his entire length each time. His balls slapped against her body on each stroke, heavy and full.


  “Not going to last long,” he grunted. “Hey, Louis--she’s got her cap in, right?”


  The words cut through my own rising arousal. I’d started to stroke myself through my pants, but now my hand dropped. “What?”


  “I’m going to shoot right in her. But she’s got her cap in...hasn’t she?”


  My mind spun. She would have taken it out after Professor Roycefield. We’d gone out to dinner--she’d had no idea we were going to have sex. The cap was probably sitting back in the dorm room. “No!” I said urgently. “No! I don’t think she has!”


  We both looked at Kim, but it didn’t seem like she’d even heard us. She was groaning and writhing against the hood as Brad thrust into her.


  “She probably did,” said Brad carelessly. And he sped up. I could tell he was getting close. Oh God, he’s going to--


  “Kim!” I said, leaning over her. “Kim, did you put your cap in?!”


  “Mmmf,” she groaned through her panties. It could have been yes or no.


  “Brad, wait!” I said. “I’m not sure if--”


  “I can’t wait,” he said, panting.


  “NO! WAIT! Kim! KIM!” I tugged the panties from her gasping mouth. “Kim, are you wearing your cap?”


  At that second, Brad gave a particularly hard thrust and any answer she would have given me was lost in her groan of release. Her body began to shudder as her orgasm started.


  “Oh, here it comes…” said Brad. His thrusts were becoming erratic.


  “NO!” I shouted. “NO! I don’t think she’s--”


  “Too late,” croaked Brad, and pushed into her deep. Deep enough that her head jerked up off the car, her eyes snapping open. And then I saw Brad’s ass contract as he shot inside her. I could almost hear the thick liquid gush of him inside her, creamy goo painting her unprotected cervix. And that was just the first shot. Brad gasped as he unloaded into her “Looks like--I might be leaving--Brad junior--in her tummy--Ahh!”


  “NO!” I yelled, my hands knotting in my hair. Kim’s voice rose over my own. With the gag removed, she was free to scream her release and scream she did, a long cry of pleasure.


  Brad gave a final gasp and withdrew from her. Her pussy gaped wide, soft walls shining between her moonlight-silver ass and thighs. I could see the white trickle wending its way out of her and trickling down her leg.


  “You bastard,” I moaned. “You bastard!”


  Brad slapped me on the shoulder and whispered so that only I could hear. “I’m sure you’ll do a great job raising him.”


  Lights went on in a nearby house. As Kim groaned and slowly rolled over onto her back, Brad threw her clothes to her. “We better get out of here,” he said. “You woke the neighbors.”


  Kim quickly pulled her skirt on--her panties were ruined. She pulled on the shirt, not bothering to knot it, this time, and jumped into the car before she’d even buttoned it up. I slid into the back seat, still numb with shock, and Brad climbed into the driver’s seat. A moment later, we were tearing down the road.


  I leaned forward to speak to Kim. “Were you?” I asked, my face pale. “Wearing your cap?”


  She frowned at me as if that was the first time she’d heard the question. “Of course I was,” she said. “I put it back in before we came out.”


  I slumped in relief. We were safe. But the close call was a reminder of how careful we had to be. What if she hadn’t been wearing it? I wasn’t sure I’d be able to convince her to consider other options, if she got accidentally pregnant. And the thought of her having another man’s child….


  Another thought occurred to me. Why had she put the cap back in, before we came out to dinner? If we’d had sex, it would have been back in the dorm room, not at the restaurant, so she hadn’t been thinking about us. She knew what that place was like. She knew she might meet someone there. God, had she been thinking she might hook up, even if Brad hadn’t helped things along? Had she thought that maybe she’d leave that bar with someone else? Or had this weekend simply awakened old habits from her time with Brad? Always have protection ready, because you never know when you’re going to hook up with someone…. It was difficult to imagine my sweet Kim being that casual about sex back then…or that she was returning to that attitude, now.


  Brad dropped us back at the campus and we walked back to our dorm room in an uneasy silence. At last, I said, “You seemed different tonight. You were going to go with those guys...just go off with them, God knows where, and let them use you--”


  She looked up at me through a curtain of hair. “It’s not using me if I’m using them. It’s the same as the professor.”


  “You like that? Four men pawing at you? Being their...plaything?”


  Her voice was strained with guilt. “I don’t expect you to understand. This is why it was different, when we were together--”


  I grabbed her arm and spun her to face me. “Wait! When we were together?” I was suddenly in a state of total panic. “We’re not together anymore?!”


  She looked abashed. “I didn’t mean it like that. I meant...when we were together before this.” She touched my cheek. “We’re still together. But it’s different now.”


  I took a long breath. “How can so much have changed in a couple of days? You seem like a different person!”


  She shook her head. “I’m me. You just didn’t know the real me until now. I don’t feel any different to how I did last week, except I’m not hiding and pretending anymore. It feels...it feels great, Louis.” And suddenly, her eyes were so bright and clear and full of joy that I couldn’t believe I was trying to make her into anything else. And I couldn’t believe I’d been trapping her for ten years.


  I touched my forehead to hers. “Okay. Just...bear with me while I get to know the new you, alright?”


  She nodded. Then, “It’s good that you’re getting friendly with Brad. I’d like it if we can all be friends. Maybe he can come visit us in California.”


  My heart sank. How could I tell her that I still hated the guy? That I’d only begged him to have sex with her to prevent a much worse alternative? But, on the other hand, I needed him. I needed him to guide me through this new world I’d entered. He, at least, understood it.


  I didn’t know, then, what he had in store for her.


  I was actually looking forward to the next day. I was focused on seeing her with Taylor again--so focused that I never stopped to ask an obvious question: why had Brad been so keen to get her cheerleading again?


  I didn’t know about the bet they’d made...one that stretched back over a decade.


  But I was about to find out.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 23


   


  I woke up early, the next morning. But when I turned to Kim in the bed, eager for morning sex, she wasn’t there.


  I sat bolt upright. Had she slipped out and met up with Brad? With someone else?! After the oil workers the night before, Brad actually seemed like the less scary option.


  Then I saw her, over by the window. She was sitting in shadow, gazing out through a gap in the blinds at the campus. Students with early lectures were already up and about, strolling across the quad with backpacks over their shoulders. Just like us, a decade before.


  Things had shifted again, in our relationship. I was beginning to accept that, when we arrived home, things wouldn’t be how they were. Horrifying as it was, I was starting to come to terms with the fact that there’d be another man in our lives. Who, I didn’t know. Not Brad, thank God. He’d be safely here in Texas. Maybe some anonymous guy from the internet who wouldn’t treat me like dirt. Maybe we could enjoy all the benefits—the deeply hot sight of her gazing up at him, gasping as he plunged into her—without the humiliation Brad put me through.


  And yet, weirdly, a part of me squirmed when I thought of that humiliation. Somehow, the darkness of my hatred for Brad made the heat flare even brighter. If we did meet some...swinger, would it be the same? Could it be sanitized and respectful, with all of us on equal terms? I wasn’t sure Kim wanted that. I’d seen how she was with Brad, how she relished slipping into a submissive role with him. That’s why she’d gotten into the relationship with Professor Roycefield, and why she’d sought him out again, a decade later. And it was why she’d been about to go off with those oil workers, until Brad and I stopped her, knowing they’d use her as their sex toy. She needed that treatment. The worrying thing was that I was starting to feel I needed it, too.


  I slid out of bed and went to join Kim by the window. God, she was beautiful. Morning sun streaming through her hair, turning the curls gleaming gold. Firm, full breasts pushing out the front of her tank top. She was in jeans, today, and they hugged every curve of her wonderful ass.


  “You’re up early,” I said, running a hand down her back.


  She smiled and arched her back, reacting much more than she normally would. It was as if every nerve ending was super-sensitized and, when she turned fully to me, I thought I knew why. She had that look again, like a horse just before a race. Intense anticipation.


  Anticipation for what? Taylor.


  We didn’t have any plans for the morning. In the afternoon, she had cheerleading practice again. After that, she was meeting Taylor, her fellow cheerleader—ostensibly to catch up, but I knew the real reason was for the two of them to enjoy each other’s bodies again. Hopefully, I’d be able to somehow sneak in and watch them together.


  That must be what had her so hyped up, because there was nothing else happening that day except for the football game, where she’d be leading the cheerleading squad. Brad would be there, but he’d be busy playing and she’d be busy cheering—nothing could happen. I was actually looking forward to it, because I’d be the envy of every guy in the crowd—the husband of the head cheerleader.


  I frowned for a second. A vague memory was coming back to me...something Brad had said when he’d suggested to Kim that she cheer at the game. You know what that means, he’d said. And she’d sort of squirmed in that way she does when she’s overcome with raw lust.


  I thought about it for a moment, but I couldn’t figure out any way a football game could lead to sex. Probably, Brad had just been reminding her that hundreds of guys would be watching her, and that in itself had made her hot. I knew she had an exhibitionist streak in her.


  I thought I knew what was going on. I didn’t consider the possibility that Brad had outmaneuvered me yet again.


   


  ***


   


  We spent the morning in the nearby town, touring some of our old haunts. We’d gotten together so close to graduation that we hadn’t had much time to do all the romantic stuff that other couples did—introduce each other to our favorite places and so on. We’d moved to California straight out of college and had discovered a new city together. Now, though, we had time to take a whistle-stop tour of the town, comparing notes.


  “There,” she said, pointing to a tattoo parlor. “I went in there with Brad, the second time we started dating. We talked about getting matching tattoos.”


  I blinked. “You didn’t, though, right?”


  She gave me a look. “Don’t you think you would have noticed it by now, honey? No. I chickened out after he got his done.”


  I stopped dead, grabbing both her hands. “He has a tattoo...about you?”


  She looked surprised. “Sure. Didn’t you see it? It’s on his shoulder.”


  I shook my head. I’d noticed that he had some, but I hadn’t paid any attention to the names. I guess I’d assumed that they were the names of past loves...past conquests. My stomach lurched. I didn’t like to think of Kim in that way, as one of Brad’s many bedpost notches.


  We wandered on a little further. I showed her the places I’d hung out and she showed me the places she’d hung out, and it hit me how different they were. Mine were a little more upscale and classy. Hers were downmarket and rowdy, the sort of place women drank for free. While I’d been trying—and failing—to hook up with liberal arts majors at poetry slams, she’d been hanging out in blue collar places with Brad. What games had they played in those places, a blonde, 22 year-old cheerleader and a big, muscled football captain? What men had Kim tempted, and what had she done with them? I remembered Brad’s claim that they’d pretended to be call girl and pimp. I had a horrible feeling that he’d been telling the truth.


  It was on the way back out of town, though, that her secret past really hit home. She nodded toward a razor wire fence. Beyond it, I could hear the low throb of Harleys.


  “The biker club?!” I said in disbelief. “You went there?”


  She reddened and shrugged. My mind whirled, full of images of tattooed guys in biker leathers. It didn’t matter that it had happened before we’d been together—it still hit me like a sledgehammer. I glanced at the long, low building that the club used as their clubhouse—dark and foreboding, its windows blacked out. I imagined my wife naked on a pool table, surrounded by men, strong hands spreading her limbs—


  I tore my eyes away. Part of me wanted to push the image of the place far, far away into the back of my mind. Part of me wanted to know every detail of what had happened. I felt almost violated: those bastards had touched my wife....maybe even fucked my wife! And yet I felt my cock tighten and grow in my pants, the dark heat building as I thought of what they might have done to her.


   


  ***


   


  That afternoon was a repeat of the day before, in some ways. Kim met up with the other cheerleaders again and changed into her sexy, scarlet uniform. They practiced their cheers and I watched, sipping on another iced latte.


  Some things were different, though. It was another hot day, but this time there were dark clouds gathering on the horizon. It looked like it might rain before the end of the night, maybe even during the game. And this time, I knew all about Kim and Taylor’s relationship. I’d been blind to it before, but now I could see the way they looked at each other: the way Taylor’s fingers stroked Kim’s waist as she lifted her into a jump; the way she pressed up tight behind Kim during the big chant of the team’s name, her breasts squashing against my wife’s back. I could see Kim become steadily hotter and hotter throughout the practice session, and the little smiles that told me Taylor was well aware of the effect she was having.


  When they’d finished and changed, they strolled out of the locker room arm in arm. Taylor was wearing a short black skirt with nylons—stockings or tights, I couldn’t tell—and some serious heels, together with a red blouse. She looked sensational—not quite as gorgeous, to my eyes, as my wife, but still incredible. And from the way Kim was clinging to her arm, my wife thought the same.


  “We’re going to grab some lunch,” Kim told me. “And catch up. Meet you in a couple of hours?”


  I told them I was going to find Hugo, my old college buddy, and that I’d meet them back at the football field before the game. Kim kissed me tenderly and I didn’t miss the cold look that Taylor gave me as our lips met.


  I wandered off ahead of them. I didn’t want them to have any indication that I was following them and I’d thought about it—there was only one exit from the building so they’d have to go that way. I found a quiet corner outside in which to lurk and settled down to wait.


  I was aware that what I was doing was wrong. Skulking around, spying on her...it was the wrong thing to do, no doubt about it, and the guilt I felt was very real. But so was the lust. Seeing Kim and Taylor together in the locker room had been one of the hottest experiences of my life...and, besides, my wife was the one lying and having the secret affair, so I was justified. Right?


  Deep down, I knew I should just talk to her about it. But I was sure that, if I did that, she’d either get mad and break off the relationship or get mad and continue it out of sight. Either way, I’d lose any chance of seeing them again. And I told myself that this was the last time. Tomorrow, we’d head back to California and we’d likely never see Taylor again. The whole thing was going to come to an end anyway—I might as well make the most of it while it lasted.


  A moment later, Taylor and Kim strolled out, still arm in arm. As I watched, Kim leaned her head over and rested it on Taylor’s shoulder with a soft little sigh.


  I waited until they were a safe distance away and then followed.


   


  ***


   


  For the first hour, Kim did just as she’d said. The two of them went to one of the college dining halls and they ate lunch, catching up on who married whom, who was in PR or banking and who’d wound up broke or in jail. But, watching from across the room, I could see the little signs that things were building, even in this innocent setting. Taylor kept grabbing Kim’s knee when she made a point and Kim leaned gradually further and further in towards her friend, brushing her hair back to expose her neck and looking up at Taylor with huge, smitten eyes.


  When they left the dining hall, it only took me a moment to figure out where they were heading: our dorm room. They’d given us two keys when we checked in. Kim had one in her purse.


  And I had the other, right there in my pocket. I fingered it thoughtfully. Until that moment, I hadn’t been able to work out a plan because I hadn’t known if they’d go to wherever Taylor was staying, or to a hotel, or even back to the locker room. Now, I had to think fast. I’d been presuming I’d have to look through a window, but would it be possible to....?


  God. Did I dare?


  I knew that if I thought about it too long, I’d miss my chance. Even as it was, I had to run to get to the dorm room ahead of them, racing around the back of the building so they didn’t see me. Bursting in through the door, I made straight for the closet to see if my plan would work.


  Every dorm room had a closet, usually crammed full of clothes. But we were only staying for three days, so we’d only brought a few things. I opened the door and found that, as I’d hoped, there was plenty of space to stand in there. And I could see the bed through the slats.


  But did I really dare hide in there while my wife and Taylor had sex, just feet away?


  This is nuts! They’ll see me! What if I sneeze? My heart was pounding. I knew they’d arrive at any second. If I was going to back out, I had to do it now.


  I thought of the way their bodies had glistened under the water in the showers. The sight of Kim’s head between Taylor’s thighs.


  I took a deep breath and stepped into the closet, pulling the door shut behind me.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 24


   


  No more than ten seconds later, there was the sound of a key in the lock. Kim hesitantly opened the door. “Honey?” she called. Then she swung the door wide. “It’s okay,” she told Taylor. “He’s out with Hugo.”


  Taylor strolled in behind her. “At least Hugo put on some muscle after he graduated. Louis is still as skinny as he was then. ‘Cept now he has a gut.”


  “Taylor!”


  My heart swelled as my wife defended me.


  “Whatever,” said Taylor. “You deserve better. Now come here.” She slid her hand up into Kim’s hair and cradled her head, guiding her into a kiss. Unlike when they’d been in the locker room, there was no hesitation from my wife. Their lips met in a soft, beautiful dance. Taylor’s hands started to roam over Kim’s body, squeezing her breasts through the tank top.


  “Close the blinds,” Kim gasped, breaking the kiss for a second.


  “Fuck the blinds,” panted Taylor, and pushed her onto the bed. She stripped the tank top off my wife quickly, almost violently.


  “I’m serious,” said Kim. “Someone could see.”


  “Who? Some horny alumni here for the reunion? So what? Give him a thrill. A student? They’ve seen it all on the internet. Who cares?”


  Kim wriggled out from under her, grabbed the stick that closed the blinds and twisted it until the slats closed. The room darkened, but there was still enough light coming through the cracks that I could see.


  “You worried about him?” asked Taylor with a smirk. She bent down and licked the top of one of Kim’s breasts, just above her bra. “Louis?”


  “Shut up about Louis.”


  Taylor licked again and Kim groaned. “What do you see in him?” asked Taylor. “You could have had Brad. You still could.”


  Kim shook her head. “You don’t understand.”


  “Damn right I don’t.” Taylor dipped her head and kissed Kim’s stomach, making her writhe. She pulled off Kim’s shoes and fumbled with the button of her jeans. “Dammit. Help me get these things off you.”


  Kim wriggled her way out of them and, in the closet, I had to press my lips together to avoid drawing in my breath. Her long, tan legs were gorgeous. Taylor obviously thought so, too, because she kissed her way up them, all the way from Kim’s feet to the very top of her inner thighs. Kim began to gasp and squirm on the bed.


  “Don’t move,” Taylor told her, and started to undress. Standing for a moment, she quickly unbuttoned her blouse and dropped it to the floor. Her skirt quickly followed and I saw that she was wearing hold-ups, not tights. She pulled off her heels but left the stockings in place. “I brought something special,” she said, reaching into the shoulder bag she’d dumped on the floor. “In honor of seeing you again.” She pulled out a bottle of champagne and started peeling off the foil around the cork.


  Kim half sat up. “Doesn’t it need to be chilled?” she asked.


  “Trust me. For what I have in mind, you don’t want it chilled.” She struggled with the cork for a second and then it popped loudly from the top and shot over her shoulder and across the room. It bounced right off the closet door’s slats, only a few inches from my eyes. I had to stop myself from flinching.


  “What about glasses?” asked Kim.


  “We don’t need glasses,” said Taylor. “Open wide.”


  Brushing her hair back, Kim obediently sat up, crossing her legs on the bed. With the two of them sitting there in the small dorm room, band posters on the wall behind them, they really did look like a couple of college students—both of them could have easily passed for early twenties.


  Taylor tipped the heavy bottle and champagne glugged out of the end, falling straight into Kim’s mouth. At first, she swallowed it in quick little gulps. But as it kept coming, she couldn’t keep up and it started to splash off her closed lips, cascading down her chin and onto her bra and breasts. I watched it course down her toned stomach in a fizzing waterfall.


  “It’s going everywhere,” panted Kim, pushing the bottle gently away so that she could breathe.


  “That was the idea,” said Taylor. Keeping hold of the bottle in one hand, she leaned forward and started kissing the champagne from Kim’s body, starting at her mouth and working her way down. Kim groaned as soft lips stroked her throat...her cleavage...and finally, through the soaked material of her bra, her breasts. Taylor tipped her right back and she scooched down the bed so that she could lie down on her back.


  Taylor upended the bottle a second time, pouring a thin stream of champagne over Kim’s breasts and stomach, then bent low and licked it up, squeezing her breasts together to drink from the valley between them, then lapping up the pool that had gathered in her navel. She reached down and briefly massaged Kim’s pussy through her wet panties. “Get these things off you,” she said, and her voice was tight with lust.


  Kim stripped off her bra and panties and Taylor did the same. A moment later, they were lying together on the bed and Kim was taking the bottle, tipping it so that champagne frothed down over Taylor’s breasts and then licking up every shining drop. She followed a thin stream of it with her lips, tracing its path all the way down over Taylor’s stomach to her pussy and then waited there, drinking the champagne as it trickled down over the soft pussy lips, every bursting bubble making Taylor tense and gasp.


  They took a moment’s break to drink from the bottle again. This time, Kim fed it to Taylor. Then they exchanged the mouthful in a kiss before Kim drank it down. They repeated it, alternating, until the bottle was almost gone. And then, lying side by side on the bed, Taylor upended the last of it over them, bathing them in it, both of them licking at each other’s breasts and thighs in a frenzy that lasted long, glorious minutes. In the closet, I was stroking myself, my eyes glued to the scene on the bed.


  Taylor finally put the empty bottle down on the floor and grabbed something else—her phone. She lifted it above them and there was a flash of light.


  “What the hell?!” asked Kim, sounding shocked. “Did you just take a photo?”


  Taylor showed her the screen.


  Kim’s eyes went wide. “Delete it!”


  “Why? No one’s going to see it.”


  “Delete it!”


  “No!” Taylor put the phone away in her bag. “And stop giving me orders! Do I need to remind you who gives the orders?”


  Kim looked up at her, half-angry and half sulky.


  “Do I?” Taylor asked.


  This time, Kim glanced at her but then quickly glanced away. I was lost, but it obviously meant something to Taylor.


  “Oh,” said Taylor. “I see. You do need to be reminded.”


  “I don’t know what you mean,” said Kim, in a voice that said she knew very well.


  Taylor’s voice changed. “Do you think I’ve forgotten how you need to be treated?” She got on her hands and knees, straddling Kim’s naked body. “Wouldn’t everyone be shocked if they knew that what the queen bee of the cheerleading squad really likes is to be controlled?”


  Kim squirmed under her. “Don’t tell them,” she said. “Don’t tell the other girls.”


  It hit me that they were roleplaying, just as Kim had with the professor. There weren’t even in college anymore, let alone in the cheerleading squad. And even back then, Taylor hadn’t really been going to reveal their secret. I could tell that from the way she looked at Kim. She was far too smitten—maybe even in love—with her to ever hurt her. But this was obviously a game they’d enjoyed playing.


  Taylor was smirking, now, getting into her role. “Maybe I’ll tell the guys,” she said.


  “No! No, don’t tell the guys!” Kim was almost panting at the idea.


  Taylor’s voice dripped with poison. “Oh yes, Kim. I’ll tell all those big, strong, red-blooded men who sniff around you that you like girls as well. They’ll all find out. And then they’ll want to see—”


  “No!” Kim was tossing her head on the pillow.


  “They’ll want to see. They’ll get us to perform for them. It’ll be all over campus.”


  “No! God, not all over campus!”


  “Yes. Oh yes, all over. They’ll put up fucking posters, Kim. They’ll sell tickets. You’ll be up on stage with me and all of them will see you.”


  Taylor had one leg between Kim’s thighs, now. She wasn’t moving it. She didn’t have to. Kim was grinding against it, getting off more from the fantasy Taylor was weaving than from any amount of touching she could do. “God, no! No!”


  “They’ll get so horny, Kim, watching us. And then do you know what they’ll do? They’ll all charge the stage, all those men, and they’ll grab you and they’ll fuck your little pussy until you can’t stand it anymore. Until you’re coming your brains out in front of everyone. The campus slut.”


  To my amazement, Kim suddenly shuddered, her back arching. God! She’d actually managed to rub herself to orgasm in less than a minute, just listening to Taylor’s story. I was getting a complete education in the way my wife’s mind worked. I’d never dreamed women’s fantasies could be so filthy, or that they’d react to them so strongly. Taylor might have been evil—she was having an affair with Kim behind my back—but she really knew how to get Kim off. I wondered how long they’d been together, back in college.


  As Kim slumped on the bed, panting, Taylor reached for something else in her bag. Four long pieces of silk—scarves, maybe. I counted four of them. My jaw dropped as I realized what she was going to do.


  Kim looked up at her with huge eyes as Taylor tied her wrists together and then to the bedpost, then spread her legs and tied her ankles. Kim bucked and twisted and, just as in Roycefield’s office, she seemed to be relishing the feel of her bonds rather than trying to escape them. “I—I’ll do anything you want,” she panted.


  “You’re damn right, you will,” said Taylor. She reached down and suddenly thrust two fingers into Kim’s spread-wide pussy, then wriggled them around. Kim gasped and thrashed. When Taylor pulled the fingers out, I could see how they shone. “You’re still a wet little slut, aren’t you, Kim?” she asked, rubbing her fingers together and then wiping them across Kim’s lips.


  “Y—Yes,” said Kim. With every passing moment, her voice was getting smaller and more submissive. Her eyes had taken on that hazy look, just as they had with her other lovers. I hadn’t considered that her submissive side would extend even to her relationship with Taylor.


  “Call me by my name,” snarled Taylor, and reached down and twisted one of Kim’s nipples.


  “AH! Y-Yes, Mistress!”


  My eyes widened in shock. God, I’d had no idea that their relationship was like this!


  Taylor sat astride Kim’s stomach, playing with her breasts. “Such nice boobs, Kim. I hope we don’t have to bring out the candle wax again.”


  “N—No!” Kim thrashed against the scarves, but not hard enough to actually risk dislodging them. “Not the candle wax, Mistress!”


  “Oh, but you came so hard, when we did that. Do you remember? The other girls were downstairs, getting drunk on schapps, and we pretended I was painting your nails. But I think today, you can please me a different way.” And she moved up Kim’s body to her head, until she was straddling her face. “Nice and slow,” she told Kim. “Let’s see how much you’ve remembered.”


  Kim nodded quickly, her face flushed with need.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 25


   


  In the closet, I was stroking myself slowly. I couldn’t risk actually coming, or I might give myself away. I watched as Taylor’s tight, toned ass settled lower and lower, her pussy descending onto my wife’s mouth. I saw Kim’s tongue extend, unable to wait any longer for her friend. And then Taylor’s soft folds were kissing up against Kim’s lips.


  Taylor leaned forward on the bed, planting her hands, and for a few moments neither of them seemed to move at all. But I could see the slight movements of Kim’s head and hear the soft lap of her tongue. She was going slow, just as she’d been ordered. And it worked. Taylor began to lightly grind her hips, the movements of her ass hypnotic to watch. With her long, dark hair hanging down her naked back and the heart-shaped rear, she really was incredible. And she was dominating my wife. Even though Kim was the one doing the penetration, Taylor was very much the one in control. Yet again, someone was using my wife for their pleasure and yet again, it had me hard as rock.


  I couldn’t work out if I felt jealous. In some ways, it was easier than with the men, because Taylor didn’t feel like competition in the same way. In some ways, it was worse because of Kim’s lies.


  Taylor began to rise and fall atop Kim’s mouth, powering herself up and down with thigh muscles honed by years of cheerleading. I was stroking myself faster, now, as I watched the cheeks of her ass clench and separate in a mesmerizing rhythm. Her breasts were bouncing on her chest and, while they couldn’t match Kim’s for size, they were pert and nicely-shaped, her pink nipples very delicate. A shudder went down her back, her head going back, as the pleasure started to take over. My wife was still pulling lightly at the scarves that bound her, and I could tell by the tremors that ran up and down her body that she loved the feeling of being restrained.


  Taylor began to grind down onto my wife’s face, mashing her soft folds against Kim’s lips. “Yes,” she hissed. “Yes, show me what you can do.” Her voice became almost a snarl. “Give me what you give all those men.”


  She began to buck and shake, her thighs squeezing inward and tightening around Kim’s head. I could just see my wife’s tongue moving frantically, licking and thrusting into Taylor’s honeyed depths. Taylor reached behind her and suddenly pinched my wife’s nipples in her hands, and Kim went wild, thrashing and moaning.


  That was enough to send Taylor over the edge. She stiffened, lifting up on her thighs, and then pressed down hard against Kim’s mouth. “Yes! God yes, you sweet little—” Her words were cut off as the orgasm robbed her of all air and she trembled, every muscle straining tight, her mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. It was only as the climax finished and she slumped that she let out a moan of satisfaction. She slowly climbed off my wife’s face and I saw the gleaming juices that coated Kim’s lips and cheeks.


  I thought it was over, then. I waited for Taylor to untie my wife. Instead, she got off the bed and reached into her bag again, taking out something I didn’t recognize.


  Kim did, though. She looked right at it and gasped.


  “Oh yes,” said Taylor. “Not the same one I used to use, of course. This one’s brand new. But trust me, it’ll do the job very well indeed.”


  I stared at the thing. At first, I thought it was a dildo. It certainly looked like one—translucent red, the rubbery cock was a good eight inches long and thick as well. But it had straps dangling from it and a flat pad, and there seemed to be a second, smaller projection coming out of the other side of the pad.


  All my questions were answered when Taylor started to strap it into place on her groin. The flat pad sat across her mound, almost like the front of a pair of panties. The smaller dildo slid inside her pussy, the larger one sticking out in front of her like a real cock. With the straps fastened, she tilted her hips forward, brandishing the thing like a weapon. Kim looked up at her from the bed, eyes wide.


  “That’s right, Kim,” Taylor told her. “I’m going to fuck you just like one of those big, sweaty men you like to much. Nice and deep.”


  Kim began to pant as Taylor climbed onto the bed, straddling her stomach again. The dildo bobbed in front of her face for a moment and then pressed against her lips.


  “Suck it,” Taylor told her. Breathing fast now, Kim obediently opened her mouth. A jerk of Taylor’s hips and the rubbery head was pressing inside, filling the soft cavern. I saw Kim’s tongue come to life, slathering the end of the dildo while her eyes stayed locked on Taylor. Taylor took great pleasure in maneuvering the fake cock, pressing the head of it into Kim’s cheek a few times to make it bulge outward, then thrusting forward so that Kim gagged on it. “Oh, you like that, don’t you, you dirty little thing? You like a nice big cock in your mouth.”


  I saw Kim flush.


  “Well, don’t worry. You’re going to have it in your favorite place of all in just a second.”


  I actually took a step forward in the closet. This was all suddenly very different. When it was kisses, or exploring each other with fingers and tongues, it hadn’t felt like competition. Now, it was actual penetration...and with a cock that was bigger than my own. The jealousy was beginning to swirl inside me again, spinning and building like a hurricane.


  I watched as Taylor slipped the spit-slick dildo from Kim’s mouth and moved down between her thighs. The dildo looked obscene between Kim’s spread thighs, so big and red and clearly artificial. The thought of it plunging into her soft tunnel, stretching her...I lifted my hand to push the door open. I couldn’t allow this. I couldn’t!


  And yet, as I watched the glistening head nudge its way between the soft folds, I started to breathe faster, a different kind of excitement building. It was like when I had watched her with Brad. It was no longer a clean, simple pleasure, like in the locker room. All the dark feelings were back, the jealousy and lust, the humiliation that this was being done to my wife right in front of me.


  I started to stroke myself again, faster, this time.


  Taylor pushed slowly forward with her hips and Kim opened her mouth wide as if to match what the dildo was doing to her down below. Its lurid color meant that I could see every detail as it stretched her wider and wider and then popped inside her. Taylor immediately began to move up the bed, groaning as she did it. I realized that every movement of the big dildo inside my wife also made the smaller one stroke Taylor’s insides. The harder she fucked Kim, the more she’d get off.


  Taylor raised herself up onto her knees, planted her hands either side of Kim’s head and began to thrust. It was a sight that had me in complete conflict. My wife, tied to a bed, her legs spread wide while a stranger’s ass rose and fell between them, fucking her with a cock mine couldn’t match. And yet there was none of the ugliness of a man fucking her. The woman on top was gorgeous, her breasts almost caressing Kim’s as they bounced and swung, her ass smooth and perfect. I didn’t want to look...and yet I couldn’t look away.


  Kim started to pant, tossing her head on the bed as the dildo entered her further and further. Taylor was pushing harder with each thrust, lodging more and more of the rubber length into my wife. When she suddenly pulled her hips back and gave an especially hard thrust, my wife’s head came up off the pillow. “God!” she whispered.


  I saw that the dildo was all the way into her. Taylor ceased her thrusts, leaving it hilted there. “That’s right. You can feel it, can’t you? Right up there. Bet you don’t have your cap in either, do you?”


  Kim shook her head.


  “Nothing to stop me.” She ground her hips and Kim gasped. “I could shoot right inside you.”


  Kim drew in her breath, going into fantasy-mode again. “God, don’t! I’m ovulating.”


  “Ooh, I could get you pregnant!”


  “Don’t!” Kim was heaving for air now, lost in her lust. “Don’t get me pregnant!”


  “A nice big baby that’s not Louis’s.”


  “Don’t!”


  In the closet, my eyes were bugging out. God, even when it was just a rubber cock inside her, Kim was easily losing herself in these fantasies. My mind went back to our near miss on that moonlit road. Had she been fantasizing about getting pregnant then, when I’d been asking if she had her cap in? She’d been gagged and I’d thought that I just hadn’t been able to understand her squeals. What if she’d been relishing the moment of uncertainty?


  What if, deep down, she wanted to get pregnant by another man?


  The thought sent me staggering back into the back wall of the closet. Fortunately, the clothes muffled the sound. I was suddenly back in Brad’s room at his former frat house, with him teasing me about her getting pregnant. Now, as then, the idea sent a hot throb through me, even as it filled me with dread. I imagined the humiliation: her stomach, swollen up like a balloon, everyone congratulating us...but it wouldn’t be my baby.


  Did Kim really want that? I’d seen again and again how she could completely lose control when an idea really turned her on. If this was the same, then we were going to have to be very, very careful. Right now, she was thrashing and twisting, lost in the fantasy of impregnation, even when it was a woman fucking her. If it was a man, she’d be just as lost...but the danger would be real.


  I leaned forward again in the closet for a better view, putting my eyes to the slats. Taylor was lowering herself atop Kim, now, and their breasts started to stroke together as Taylor pumped the dildo steadily. The whole length was sliding in and out of my wife, its rubbery length glistening. Both of them were gasping, grinding their hips together, and I realized their clits were in contact, rubbing against each other. Taylor drew Kim into a long, deep kiss, her tongue mimicking the dildo’s penetration, while my wife gasped and bucked and thrashed against the scarves. Taylor’s thrusts got steadily faster and faster, the dildo slamming into my wife over and over. And then, as they reached a peak, I saw my wife begin to jerk and writhe.


  Careful to remain silent, I unfastened my pants and slipped them down so that I could stroke my naked cock.


  “That’s it,” hissed Taylor, lifting her lips just enough to speak. “Come for me, Kim. Let it out.” Then she kissed her again, long and deep, and her mouth muffled my wife’s screams of pleasure as she bucked and thrashed under her lover. Taylor’s thrusts became deeper and harder and I knew that she was close herself, the smaller dildo rubbing back and forth inside her. She suddenly gripped Kim’s breasts with both hands and squeezed hard, shoving her hips forward as she did it. I saw her ass grind and push and imagined the head of the rubber cock right up inside my wife, almost invading her womb. Kim was still tensing and shaking, fully in the grip of her orgasm, and she moaned long and hard into Taylor’s mouth at the sensation. I know, deep down, that she was imagining a man coming inside her, his potent seed plastering that tiny, secret hole that led to her fertile cavern.


  Both their movements gradually slowed. Taylor collapsed on top of Kim, panting, then kissed her way down her body. The dildo withdrew with a soft popping sound. They kissed again, and Taylor lovingly unknotted the silk scarves.


  In the closet, I’d managed to stop myself just short of coming. My cock was straining and hard in my hand. I’d gotten away with it. In another few moments they’d leave and then I could slip out undetected. No one would ever know.


  Kim felt the bed. “It’s soaked!” she said in dismay. “That champagne went everywhere. What were we thinking?”


  Taylor kissed her tenderly. “We weren’t thinking,” she told her. “Just tell Louis you spilled a soda.”


  They dressed, their gorgeous bodies disappearing piece by piece beneath lace and cotton and denim. While Taylor was searching under the bed for one of her heels, Kim noticed the time and yelped. “The coffee shop is just about to close. I was going to buy you one—I know you always like coffee after we….” She blushed.


  Taylor grabbed her and pulled her into a kiss. “You remembered,” she said softly. “You run ahead. I gotta find my other shoe.”


  Kim nodded and hurried out, closing the door behind her. I waited, a little impatient, in the closet. I still had my cock in my hand but, now that the room was quiet, I didn’t want to risk moving. Besides, Taylor would be gone in another minute.


  She finally found her other shoe under the bed and stood on one foot as she tried to put the first one on. Staggering, she reached for something to hang onto—


  And chose the closet door knob.


  The door swung open. Taylor overbalanced and sat down hard on the bed, staring at me as I stood there with my cock in my hand.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 26


   


  Everything stopped.


  I felt myself flush deep red. I tried to apologize, but I couldn’t form words.


  Taylor’s face went from shocked to furious. She jumped up, grabbed my shirt and hauled me out of the closet. She was surprisingly strong and I went staggering across the room. And then, as my pants fell around my ankles, I tripped and went sprawling.


  “You son of a bitch!” yelled Taylor. She kicked me in the side with her stockinged foot—luckily, she didn’t have her shoes on yet—and I groaned. “You were watching us? You were spying on your own wife?!” She kicked me again. “How dare you? We’re not some fucking porn show!”


  I tried to apologize, but she’d knocked the wind out of me.


  “Is that really all you have for her?” she snapped, looking down at my erect cock. “That tiny little thing? No wonder she wants me to slip it to her with a dildo. You’re pathetic!”


  I rolled, trying to get away from her, but she stepped between my legs and raised a warning foot. I looked down at my vulnerable balls in horror.


  “I ought to stamp on them,” she told me. “In my heels. Make sure you don’t wind up putting a baby in her.”


  “Don’t!” I croaked, lifting my head.


  She stepped forward and brought her stockinged foot down on my face, squashing my features with her sole. She’d been wearing them most of the day, including for her sex session with Kim, and they were fragrant with her scent. I stared up the length of her leg. I couldn’t stop my eyes drifting up to her stocking top and the smooth thigh beneath. I had a view right up her skirt to her panties.


  “Don’t look at me there!” she snapped, and I quickly moved my gaze to her face. She was glaring down at me with undisguised hatred...and just a little lust. “You’re pathetic! You’re not worthy of my Kim!”


  I nodded. I was terrified she was going to carry through on her threat and stamp on my balls. I tried to say “I know,” but, as soon as I opened my mouth, she shoved her toes into my mouth. Suddenly, all I could smell, all I could think about, was the feel of the nylon rubbing against my tongue, the warmth of her toes beneath and the tang of her perfumed sweat.


  “You will never interfere with us again!” Taylor told me. She grabbed her phone from her bag and there was a blinding flash. “Or I’ll show this to Kim.” She showed me the screen and I groaned. The picture showed me on my back, pants around my ankles, my cock visible and my mouth stuffed with a woman’s toes. “She’ll find out that you hid and watched us. And I bet you watched us in the locker room, didn’t you? I thought I heard something.” She shoved her foot deeper into my mouth. “You were there, weren’t you?”


  I nodded. There was no point in lying.


  She shook her head in disgust. “You liked watching your wife with me? You like seeing her come her brains out?”


  I nodded.


  She shook her head again and leaned forward, grabbing the table that stood beside the bed. Supporting her weight on her arms, she lifted her other foot off the floor. My eyes widened in terror. I thought she was going to stamp down.


  But instead, she started to stroke my cock with her stockinged foot. God, it felt amazing! The perfect combination of rough and smooth, the nylon cool but the skin beneath warm. I writhed beneath her. “God, you like that, don’t you?” she asked. “You pervert.” But she was grinning a superior grin. She apparently liked having me in her power. “Are you going to come all over yourself?”


  No! No, of course not! I could control myself!


  She rubbed faster. I could have easily sat up and pushed her feet away. I didn’t understand why I didn’t. I just lay there instead, and I remembered Kim, trying not-very-hard-at-all to escape from her bondage. It felt like that…but Kim was a submissive and I wasn’t. Was I?


  “Look at me,” said Taylor tightly. “Look up at me and see. I’m going to be fucking your wife whenever I want, Louis, and you can’t stop me.” Her foot rubbed faster. “I’m going to have my tongue right up inside her sweet little pussy and next time maybe I’ll play with her ass. But you’re not going to watch.”


  I shook my head in dismay. God, she was right—Kim wanted her and Taylor was going to make it happen, and I wouldn’t be able to do anything to stop them. But—But—we were going home tomorrow!


  Taylor grinned as she saw my confusion. “Oh, you think this is ending after just one weekend? Kim already gave me your home address, sweetie. I’ll be coming to visit.” Her foot stroked faster, faster. “I’m going to be in Kim’s bed whenever...I...want!”


  No! I couldn’t let this cruel woman supplant me as Kim’s lover! But, God, she was sexy, her legs so long and perfect from all those years of cheerleading, and she was doing wonderful things to my cock with her foot and—


  The thought of it—of Taylor and that thick rubber cock taking my place, coupled with the smooth stroking of the nylon up and down my cock, was too much. I arched my back and shot, and hot, creamy-white goo jetted across the bottom of Taylor’s stockinged foot. She grinned at my lack of control and then wiped her foot across my cheek. Then she pulled off the ruined stockings and dumped them on my stomach. “Stay out of my way!” she warned me.


  Panting from my orgasm, I could only nod. Taylor put her shoes on barefoot and left.


  It was some minutes before I could stand up and clean myself. What the hell had that been? Had she really just dommed me? What if she decided to show Kim the photo?


  I imagined her making good on her other promise and actually coming to San Jose. Having to go out for the day, knowing that she was coming over, knowing that they’d be in our marital bed, Taylor on top, thrusting between Kim’s thighs….


  My traitorous cock twitched and began to stiffen again.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 27


   


  By early evening, a beautiful sunset was lighting up the sky in red and gold. Huge floodlights lit up the lush green football field and the cheerleaders were doing a last-minute rehearsal as the stands began to fill up. As well as the alumni who’d come for the reunion, hundreds of students had also showed up, as well as some of the local townsfolk. Everyone wanted to see how the college stars of a decade ago fared against the team of today.


  I’d showered and changed my clothes and then run over to the football field early to make sure I could grab a good seat. I’d chosen one down near the front of the stand, where I’d have a great view of Kim as a cheerleader. I’d deliberately sat in the middle of the row, so that as the stands filled up I’d have people on all sides of me. I was hoping to hear some of the guys comment on how hot Kim was.


  The mood was happy and boisterous as people took their seats. The students were happy because they were still on vacation, the alumni were happy to be away from home and both groups had, I suspected, been sneakily drinking most of the afternoon. Dark clouds had been moving in all day, but they were still far enough out that it looked as though we’d get through the game before it rained.


  All in all, I was feeling pretty good. The shock of what had happened with Taylor was fading...mainly because, for all it had been humiliating, the experience of being dommed by a woman had also been incredibly hot. I wasn’t sure I was ready to fully admit it to myself, but the orgasm I’d had as she’d rubbed my cock with her foot, had been incredible. For now, though, I pushed it out of my mind. I just wanted to enjoy watching Kim, soak up the compliments of the guys around me and then take her home and—finally—have sex with her myself.


  As she rehearsed, Kim looked happy and giggly, riding the adrenaline high of being the center of attention again. The other cheerleaders were the same—they’d left behind their boring, thirty-something lives for just one evening and were stars again. I could see it in their eyes as they kicked their bare legs high in the air to warm up and smooshed pompoms into each other’s faces. They were alive, in a way they hadn’t been in years. I was willing to bet that a lot of husbands were going to be having very hot sex, tonight. Hopefully, I’d be one of them. With Brad busy with the game, my hope was that I could hurry Kim away the second it finished.


  Then, as they finished one of the cheers, Taylor sidled up beside Kim and whispered something in her ear—reminding her of their time together in our dorm room, presumably. I saw my wife’s expression change. She glanced at me and then quickly looked away, as if she was afraid her face might give something away. Taylor put a friendly arm around her and waved to me and I had to happily wave back, not missing the evil gleam in Taylor’s eye.


  Then Brad appeared. In his football uniform he was truly massive, the padding only adding to his muscular build. There was some good-natured applause as the crowd saw its first player, and some cheers from the alumni who recognized him. He gave them a wave, holding up the helmet that dangled from one hand. Then he gently separated my wife from Taylor and led her over to the stand where I sat. I quickly jumped up and hurried down the steps to the very front of the stand, where I could hear what he had to say. If he was going to humiliate me again, I didn’t want anyone else to hear.


  Brad leaned against the front of the stand—luckily, the front few rows were still empty so no one could eavesdrop. He slipped an arm around Kim’s waist. “It’s traditional,” he told me, “that the captain kisses the head cheerleader for good luck,”


  I glowered at him.


  “You don’t mind, do you?” he asked sweetly.


  I just stood there, feeling sick inside, as he gathered a blushing Kim up into his arms and kissed her long and deep. His hands began to roam over her ass, over her tiny skirt and then under it. A few men in the crowd whooped. They thought it was cute. They assumed that Brad was Kim’s husband, or boyfriend, and they were being romantic. I dug my nails into my palms and toughed it out. In another few seconds, it’ll be over, I told myself. And that’s the last she’ll see of him.


  I was wrong.


  “There’s another tradition,” Brad told me as he broke the kiss. “Or more of a promise, really. Do you want to tell him, Kim? Or should I?”


  Kim was suddenly red-faced and skittish, her eyes darting everywhere except my face. “It’s just a stupid bet we made,” she said. “In our final year. It doesn’t matter now.”


  “Oh yes it does, Kim. I know you always honor your bets.” Brad grinned.


  Kim squirmed.


  “What is it?” I asked. I suddenly felt very cold, despite the blazing sun. “What did you bet?”


  Kim wouldn’t meet my eyes. “It was before I met you,” she said. “The team were doing pretty well. They were going to get into the play-offs, but they had one more big game to go. Brad and I were together—this was just before we split up—and I said—” She broke off abruptly.


  “What?” I croaked. “What did you say?”


  “I said that the next time the team played, if they won...the whole team could have me,” said Kim, her eyes on the ground.


  Have me. The euphemism made it even worse, somehow. I knew exactly what she meant, but the idea that they’d own her, own a piece of her forever, in a way only a boyfriend or husband should...that made my insides knot. And a deep, throbbing rush of heat shot through me.


  “What do you mean...the whole team?!” I had to hear it, I guess, to believe it.


  “Eleven players,” said Brad, smirking. “Oh, and three from the sidelines. Doesn’t seem fair that they should sit out, does it?”


  I shook my head slowly. “But...you can’t….”


  Kim took my hand. “Brad and I split up not long after I made the bet. Then I met you. I quit being a cheerleader because…” She flushed. “I was afraid of what might happen if I hung around the team, and Brad.”


  “She removed temptation,” said Brad. “Very virtuous, your wife. But that only worked for so long, didn’t it, Kim?”


  Kim nodded. I remembered what she’d said about denying this part of her for a decade.


  “But you don’t have to do this now,” I told her. “Just because you’re a cheerleader again for the day, just because Brad’s back on the team...you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”


  Kim bit her lip. “But I do want to.” Her hands grabbed my upper arms. “Honey, I’ve been thinking about this for ten years. Almost every day, since I made that bet. I thought the chance was long gone. But now….”


  I shook my head slowly. “But you’re married to me now!”


  “But you like it,” she said simply.


  “I don’t!” They both gave me a look. “I mean...it’s not that simple. It doesn’t mean that I want to see you—”


  “Fucked?” said Brad quietly. “Spread? Used? We’ll let you watch, Louis. We’ll give you a front row seat.”


  I glared at him, trying to ignore the swelling bulge in my pants.


  “It’ll only happen if they win, anyway,” said Kim, as if this made it okay.


  I shook my head. “What?! That makes no sense! If you want to do it anyway…”


  Kim shook her head. “It has to be like this,” she said simply. “It works for me.”


  And suddenly, I understood. She wanted to be—my mind rebelled against the word—gangbanged. But she needed the excuse that it was a bet. She needed to pretend that she wasn’t deciding her own fate, even though she most certainly was.


  I thought of the whole team taking her. More than a dozen muscled men, crowding around her naked body, probably in the locker room. Hands on her breasts, cocks pushing into her mouth and pussy. My cock throbbed and strained in my pants. God, it would be awful.


  And incredible.


  And then I thought of the fact that she wasn’t some twenty-two year-old cheerleader, anymore, young and free and in a sexually-driven relationship with her boyfriend. She was my wife. And the rest of the team knew that. They knew they’d be fucking some poor guy’s wife.


  “But I love you,” I croaked, looking up at her pleadingly.


  Kim gave me a strange smile and brushed my cheek with her fingers. “I love you too,” she told me. “But I need this.” She leaned forward and gave me a kiss and then she was gone, running off to join the other cheerleaders.


  Brad slapped me on the back and started to put on his helmet. “Keep an eye on the score,” he told me as he walked away.


  I stumbled back to my seat. The stand was gradually filling up, but I managed to reclaim my seat. I sat there watching as the cheerleaders cleared the field. Rehearsals were over.


  It was game time.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 28


   


  A half hour later, it began. I tried to push thoughts of the gangbang out of my head and focus on why I’d come—to see Kim as a cheerleader and bask in the admiration of the other men.


  The cheerleaders came out dancing and prancing and waving to the crowd. The stands were full by now, men on every side of me. The crowd seemed to be ninety percent male.


  “Woohoo!” yelled the guy next to me as Taylor jumped and her skirt flapped up around her hips.


  “Look at the blonde!” said his friend, pointing. And I realized he was talking about my wife. A throb of heat went through my body, together with a surge of pride.


  The cheerleaders went into their first cheer, dancing from side to side and shaking their pompoms as they shouted out the name of the team. With the low-cut bra tops, it really was a sight to behold. All of the women had gorgeous, bouncing breasts but, with her extra cup size over the others, Kim was almost escaping from her top.


  “Damn, look at that,” muttered the guy on the other side of me.


  Kim bent over at the waist, giving us a view right down her top. The soft, tan valley of her cleavage was heavenly.


  “Man, that’s beautiful,” said a guy right in front of me.


  I grinned to myself. I was about to lean forward and say “That’s my wife,” and bask in his jealousy, but I held back at the last moment. I’d let them really work themselves up into a frenzy and then spring the surprise.


  The cheerleaders were turning cartwheels, now, their skirts dropping around their waists as they went upside down. That left their lower halves naked except for the tight, white panties they wore.


  “If one of those was my girl,” a guy next to me said to his buddy, “I’d grab hold of those ankles while she was up like that, legs all spread apart, and….” They both chuckled.


  I blinked a little at that. It was good that he thought the cheerleaders were hot, but this was getting more sexual than I’d expected.


  The cheerleaders were into their next cheer, now, one that involved dropping to their knees, their pompoms held high overhead, as they shook their chests and yelled out the team’s name.


  “They suit being down on their knees, don’t they?” said a man behind me.


  This wasn’t what I’d envisaged. I’d thought they’d just say how beautiful Kim was, how they wished she was theirs. I felt the anger start to surge inside me, even as my cock hardened. They’re just talking about the whole group, I told myself, trying to stay calm.


  “‘Specially that blonde chick,” said the man. “Damn, that girl needs a cock in her mouth.”


  I twisted around to glare at him.


  He gazed back at me impassively. “What? What’s your problem?”


  I wanted to say, “Don’t talk about my wife like that!” But suddenly, I didn’t feel like I could. This had all gone wrong. I’d thought I’d be sitting like a king, the sole man within the crowd who could lay claim to Kim. Instead, I was immersed in a sea of men who thought they all had the right to fuck her—at least in their heads—because she was up there dancing around in a tiny uniform.


  I’d thought I wanted to date a cheerleader. I hadn’t realized the massive outpouring of lust they were subject to from every man around them. It was like being cuckolded all over again—every man in the stands wanted to fuck my wife.


  Finally, the game began and the crowd’s attention switched to the players. But every time Kim jumped and her breasts bounced, or she bent over and her ass was visible beneath her short skirt, I felt the men around me lean forward and salivate.


  I consoled myself with the fact that Brad’s alumni team were unlikely to win. They were ten years older, after all, and most of them had stopped playing football years before. The college team would annihilate them and Kim wouldn’t be able to fulfill her crazy bet.


  But after just ten minutes, things looked a lot less clear cut. The alumni team was older, yes, and slower. But they were playing with a sort of grim determination, taking the game ultra-seriously. The college team were just having fun, treating the game as a practice. And they couldn’t match them for quality—they barely seemed to be a cohesive team at all. “What’s the matter with them?!” I asked, half to myself.


  “It’s the B-team,” a guy behind me said. “Most of the usual fellas are still at summer training camps. This is just whoever was available. Some of these guys have never even started a game.”


  With mounting dread, I watched the score rise in favor of the alumni. I shook my head slowly as the team trooped over to their bench for the half-time break.


  I had to get over there. I’d had no luck talking Kim out of the bet, but maybe I could persuade Brad.


   


  ***


   


  I raced over to the bench, but one of the officials held out his hand to stop me. “Whoah, fella. Players only.”


  I searched for an excuse. “I’m, uh...the waterboy.”


  He blinked at me. “The waterboy?” He looked me up and down. “Yeah, I guess that figures. Go ahead, then.”


  I grabbed a huge armful of sports drinks from a cooler and ran over to the team. As I approached, Brad looked up. “Well, well. Louis. Making yourself useful, huh? I’ll take a drink.”


  I’d only been using the waterboy thing as an excuse, but now the official was staring at me. I didn’t want to get kicked out of there before I got the chance to speak to Brad, so I started to move around the team, handing out drinks. I had a vague plan to try to level with Brad and tell him that enough was enough—that I just couldn’t bear for Kim to go through with her plan. I was going to ask him to talk her out of it, maybe even offer him money if he could talk her round.


  But he spoke first. “Guys,” he said to the rest of the team. “This is Louis.” He paused dramatically. “Kim’s husband.”


  There were nods and smirks and some muttered comments. What?! Why did they care about me being Kim’s—


  My heart nearly stopped. They all knew! I’d assumed the bet was a secret between Brad and Kim, and that they’d only tell the team if they won the game. But it sounded like Brad had shared it with all his team mates. No wonder they’d been taking the game so seriously—they all knew they’d get to fuck Kim if they won!


  “Damn kind of you,” said one of them, taking a drink from my hands. “Split up with my girl a few months back. Ain’t had no pussy for a while, ‘specially not one as hot as your wife.”


  “Yeah,” said another. “Brad says you like to watch?”


  My eyes bugged out. They all knew I was a cuckold. All around me, they started to chuckle and jeer. It was like being back at college again, only a thousand times worse.


  “Maybe he doesn’t want to watch,” said Brad. “Maybe he wants to sit this one out.” He leaned close to me and mock-whispered in my ear so that everyone could hear. “It’s going to get pretty hardcore,” he said. “Fourteen of us and Kim has only...three...holes.”


  I turned and nearly swung at him, but he just laughed and pushed me staggering into another player. The players surrounded me, grabbing drinks from my arms while telling me exactly what they were planning to do.


  Rick was there—Brad’s best buddy. “I’m going to start with her mouth,” he told me. “Slide it past those cute little lips and right on down her throat.”


  “I’m going to do her while she’s still in the uniform,” said Antonio, another guy I recognized from the party. “Just flip her skirt up. I always wanted to fuck a cheerleader.”


  “We can do her ass, right?” a big guy asked.


  I stared at him, speechless. But it wasn’t me he was asking…it was Brad.


  To my horror, Brad grinned back at him. “Sure.”


  The questions started to buzz around me. Can we double-team her? Does she take it deep? Can I stick it between her tits?


  And Brad answered, yes, yes, yes.


  I turned a slow circle, looking at all of them. Fourteen big, athletic men in their thirties, all ready to gangbang my wife. And the worst part is that I couldn’t argue with any of it. What Brad was telling them was right...Kim would do all those things, and more. Hell, she’d been wanting this for a decade.


  And I was going to have to watch it. I’d have to sit in the corner of the room as these guys bent and spread my wife—


  I shook my head. No. Not this time. I couldn’t bear it. If it came to it, I’d have to leave and let Kim do it without me. I couldn’t take the humiliation of them all doing her in front of me.


  And then Greg, the black guy from the party, stepped forward. “Do we need to use condoms?” he asked.


  “Nope,” said Brad happily. “She’ll have her cap in.”


  Greg turned to me and gave me a huge grin. He scared me more than all the others, somehow. It wasn’t that he was black...at least, I don’t think it was. Although there was something about the thought of his black body between Kim’s tan thighs that made me swallow hard, my pulse racing….


  No, it was that he’d done this before, if his story at the party was to be believed. He’d cuckolded some other poor guy and now he was planning to do the same to me. Brad could claim that he was doing all this because Kim was somehow his, because he’d dated her before me. But Greg was doing this for sheer fun...and he’d even claimed that he’d gotten some guy’s wife pregnant. I was suddenly very, very glad that Kim had her cap in, and that we didn’t have to trust them to use condoms. But that was a small comfort, when all of these big, hulking men were going to...going to….


  I spun in a circle again, looking at all of them. They had their arms around each other’s shoulders, now. The team. The jocks. Taking back what was rightfully theirs. You’re a geek, their eyes said. You never deserved her in the first place.


  And then the official was herding me away from the bench and the second half was beginning.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 29


   


  I watched the second half of the game through spread fingers. The guys around me in the stands laughed, figuring I had money riding on the game. They didn’t know the stakes were much higher.


  The third quarter almost gave me hope, because the college team got a little more serious and managed to make a comeback. But in the final quarter, the alumni team brought it home. I could see the players glancing at the cheerleaders and knew they were picking out the statuesque blonde, even from right across the field. Checking out the breasts they’d get to feel. Staring at the ass they’d get to tap. With them motivated like that, the college team never stood a chance.


  When the game ended, it was a humiliating defeat for the college players. The alumni in the crowd whooped it up, then started to quickly clear the stands, heading out for one last night on the town before they had to go back to their humdrum lives. As they got up, I heard the men behind me discussing the cheerleaders again. Their words soaked into me as I watched Kim jumping and cheering, waving her pompoms in the air.


  “Yeah, whoever’s laid claim to that blonde is a lucky SOB. Look at her, all happy and high as a kite. It’d be like ridin’ a bronco.”


  It was exactly what I’d been wanting to hear. But the irony was that I wasn’t the one who would now lay claim to her.


  I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. I presumed I’d see her, before it happened. I presumed she’d go with the football team into the locker room, maybe they’d shower and then….


  But instead, the team hung around on the field. That wasn’t so unusual in itself. There was no big hurry and it made sense that they’d want to shoot the breeze before disappearing off to distant corners of the country. But when the cheerleaders headed off to their locker room, Kim didn’t follow. She walked slowly over towards the team.


  The stands had cleared quickly, helped by the fact that the dark clouds were now overhead. By the time I hurried across the field and caught up with Kim, I was the last spectator there. “Kim?” I asked. “What’s happening? Where are you going?”


  She glanced at me and I felt a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach as I saw how her eyes were both gleaming with excitement and glazed with lust. The guys on the stands had thought she was on an adrenaline rush because her team had won. She was...but not for the reason they thought.


  “It’s going to happen,” she told me in a low, breathy voice. “I’m going to…” She swallowed. “They’re all going to….”


  I held up a hand. “Kim, stop! You don’t have to—It’s just a stupid bet!”


  She stopped for a second and looked at me as if I was insane. “I know that.”


  “But then...surely you can’t want to—”


  She stared at me, her eyes pleading me to understand. “Louis, I want this. Why is that so hard for you to accept?”


  I looked across the field, at where the team was standing in a huddle. “But honey, I heard the way they talked about you! They’re going to....God, they’re going to do everything to you.” My voice grew tight. “They’re going to use you like a piece of meat, Kim. You can’t want that.”


  I saw her squirm, a whole-body movement that started and finished in her groin.


  I shook my head. “You can’t want—”


  “Louis, I’m sick of you telling me what I want!” she said tightly. “Why do you think I don’t know my own mind?”


  “But Brad—the others—they’re using you.”


  “Did it ever occur to you that I’m using them?!”


  I blinked at her. But just as the idea started to process in my mind, she was off and walking again, with me chasing along behind.


  The rain finally started to fall, huge heavy drops that seemed as big as marbles. The team turned around as Kim approached. Dusk had fallen, now, and it was rapidly growing dark, but the floodlights were still on, lighting up the field and making the falling drops gleam like diamonds.


  “Well, well, well,” said Brad. “Kim.” He turned to me. “And her husband. I thought you didn’t want to watch, Louis.”


  I was still uncertain about that part. When I thought about what was going to happen, the mental image of her taking man after man between her thighs, my cock throbbed and ached against my leg. But when I thought of who was going to do it—Brad and Rick and Antonio and Greg and all the other jock bullies who’d made my life hell...the humiliation seemed to overwhelm me. I couldn’t stand by and watch that. And yet, at the same time, the twisting, burning humiliation only seemed to make it hotter. I shook my head, more to indicate that I didn’t know than to refuse.


  “That’s too bad,” Brad told me. He pulled Kim over to him and positioned her with her back against his front, so that she was looking at me. “Because we’re going to have all kinds of fun.” And his big hand slid over her bare midriff, then made its way upward. I held my breath as I saw his palm cover her breast and then his hand was gently squeezing. One of the other players snickered.


  I could feel everything slipping away from me, as if the ground was moving under my feet. “You can’t,” I said. “She’s a married woman. She’s my wife!”


  “Seems like you haven’t been giving her what she needs,” said Antonio. “Seems like she needs more than you can give her...more than even Brad can give her. Ain’t that right, Kim?”


  Kim nodded.


  “No,” said Brad. “No, that’s not good enough.” He was slowly massaging her breast, but staring at me as he did it. “I want everyone to be clear that you want this. You’re not allowed to just nod your head. You have to say it. Otherwise you walk away from this right now, Kim.”


  Kim squirmed...and shook her head. “No,” she said. “I don’t want to walk away.”


  “What do you want, Kim?” asked Rick, stepping up close to her and stroking her other breast.


  She squirmed again. “I want you,” she said, her voice low and breathy.


  “Just Brad and me?” asked Rick. “Like that time at college?”


  I heard a gasp and realized it was me. Rick turned to me and laughed. “Oh, that’s right. Did she never tell you about that?” He slipped a hand down and squeezed my wife’s ass through her skirt. “Kim and Brad and me...we had ourselves a threesome, once. Guess there’s a lot you don’t know about your wife.”


  Kim stared into my eyes, looking momentarily guilty...more because she’d kept it from me than because of what she’d done, I suspected. Then she answered his question. “No,” she said. “Not just you and Brad. I want…” She glanced around at the team. “I want….”


  “Yes, Kim,” said Brad. “We want to hear you say it.”


  “I want all of you,” said Kim. She was almost panting, now. “I want you all to fuck me.”


  Brad leaned in close, his voice low...but it carried. We could all hear him as he said, “Do you want us to take you all nice and sweet and romantic, Kim? Maybe get a hotel room in town, and you can dress up in a nice cocktail dress and some diamonds? That how you want it?”


  Kim shook her head. “No…”


  “Or do you want to be taken right here. On the ground. Like a filthy slut?”


  Kim drew in a long, shuddering breath. “Like a slut,” she whispered.


  “I can’t hear you,” Brad told her.


  “Right here,” she gasped. “On the ground.” Her cheeks were red, her eyes gleaming. “Like a filthy—Like a filthy slut!”


  Brad grinned at me over her shoulder.


  “Here?!” I almost yelled it in my horror.


  “Why not?” asked Rick. “The scene of our victory. And it ain’t like there’s anyone around.”


  He was right. The rain was really starting to fall, now, our clothes gathering dark splotches, and everyone except us had fled. But, although it was dark, the floodlights lit us up. Anyone approaching the field, even from far away, would see us instantly.


  “I gave all the grounds staff the night off,” Brad told me. “‘Course, maybe a few drunk students will wander over here in the rain. Won’t they get a shock?”


  I saw Kim gasp at that idea, her breathing speeding up even more. God, she was actually getting off on the idea of being seen. Brad had planned this whole thing perfectly...and it twisted the knife in my guts to know that he’d been able to do it because he knew Kim in a way I didn’t...maybe in a way I never could.


  The team closed in, forming a circle around Brad, Rick, Kim and me. “What do you say, Kim?” asked Brad, leaning in close. “You want me?”


  “Yes,” panted Kim as he rubbed her breast.


  “And me?” asked Rick as he rubbed the other breast.


  “Yesss,” panted Kim, beginning to push back against Brad with her ass, almost grinding against him.


  “And then be fucked? On the ground? By all of us?”


  “YESSS!” and suddenly, as I shook my head in dismay, she spun around and threw herself into Brad’s arms, jumping so that she could wrap her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck. The rain started to patter down all around us as they kissed, my wife’s lips open wide to welcome Brad in. They kissed long and heavy, my wife panting through her nostrils as her full breasts crushed against Brad’s chest. Her position, with her long legs up high, meant that her white panties were visible beneath her skirt. The guys were wearing jock straps, but I could see them adjusting them under their pants as their cocks stiffened.


  God…fourteen men, all with cocks hard for my wife. I couldn’t watch this! And yet I couldn’t look away.


  Brad was running his hands over her body as he kissed her, over the firm cheeks of her ass and the sinuous curve of her back. His fingers stroked up the outside of her thighs and I saw her grip him hard between her legs.


  “Man, she can’t wait,” said one of the guys watching.


  Rick grinned and nodded towards the guy who’d spoken. “See, he hasn’t seen Kim in action before,” he said to me. “But some of us have.” He smoothed his hand through Kim’s hair. “We remember you, Kim. We remember how you like it.”


  My mind filled with unbidden images. Brad had said that they’d played games with strangers, while she was at college. But what had the two of them done with the other students? Rick had mentioned a threesome...had they done more? Had it been a one-off, or a regular thing? The thought of my wife’s wild former life drove me crazy. I wanted to shut my ears to it...and yet the images had me throbbing hard in my pants.


  “Do you want to hear?” asked Rick. “Do you want to hear about strip poker...or what happened afterward?”


  I shook my head. “No.”


  “Or the frat parties?”


  “No!”


  “Or some of the games she used to play with Brad, in town...with strangers?”


  I stared at my wife. She was squirming at Rick’s words, even as she kissed Brad. The smoldering coals of her memories, still glowing after ten years, were being stirred into life.


  “How are we going to do this?” asked Antonio in a low voice. He was glancing around at the rest of the team. My stomach flipped over. God, they were debating the logistics of it—whether they were going to form a line or draw lots. This was actually going to happen. My wife was going to be gangbanged!


  Brad broke the kiss for a second and smiled at the panting Kim. “I’ll get her warmed up, first,” he told the others, his eyes never leaving her face. Then, in a softer voice, he asked her, “Would you like that, Kim? Want to feel my big cock inside you before the others take their turn?”


  Kim gave a kind of shuddering gasp at his crude words, but squirmed against him, her groin rubbing against his. A pang of jealousy shot through me as I thought about how incredible that must feel. I bet her mound, no doubt slickly damp by now, was palpably hot through her thin panties.


  Brad walked slowly over to the goal posts, carrying her as if she weighed nothing. The rest of the team and I followed along with him, the ring around us splitting open to encompass the goal post. Brad pressed Kim’s back gently against it, so that she was supported between them. “Now…” he said, “two of you take her legs.”


  Antonio and Rick quickly stepped forward and put their thickly-muscled forearms under Kim’s thighs. She obediently unwound them from around Brad’s waist so that the two men were supporting her weight. Her arms she kept around Brad’s neck.


  “Open her up,” said Brad. They were already starting to, so he didn’t really need to say it. I think he just enjoyed saying the words.


  Kim gasped as her legs were spread apart, knees bent. Now she was in mid air in a sitting position, her legs bent and open, supported by two men, while her arms wrapped around her lover. Brad pushed his pants down to his thighs and removed his jock strap. His cock sprang out, hugely thick and throbbing with need. He moved forward, pressing up against Kim’s body, his chest pushing against the softness of her breasts. With his shoulder pads and wide chest, it was like watching a bull move up between her thighs, all muscle and solid bulk. One hand reached up under her skirt and she drew in her breath—her skirt hid exactly what he’d done, but I guessed he’d pulled her panties to one side.


  “Stop!” I said suddenly. My eyes were darting between his cock and my wife’s spread thighs. I couldn’t believe it was going to happen again—and in front of all these men. Men who’d then want to take their own turn. Something had finally snapped inside me.


  Brad glanced around and smirked at me. “Do you want me to stop, Kim?”


  Kim shook her head. “No. Put it—Put it in me,” she panted.


  “She wants me to put it in her,” Brad told me, and edged forward until Kim gasped again. I knew the naked head of his cock must be rubbing against her silken folds. “Oh, I can feel her, Louis. All soft and smooth and wet. She really does want it. I think I’m going to have to give it to her.”


  “No!” The approaching moment of penetration spurred me to life. I ran at him, punching at his back, but between his football padding and the solid muscle, it was like punching a wall. He just laughed and shrugged me off as if I was a distracting fly.


  “Here we go, Louis,” he chanted as he pushed forward and up with his hips. “Here...we...go!”


  Now that I was closer, I had the perfect view as his cock rubbed at her glistening pink lips...and then parted them. “No!” I yelled again, and the men all laughed. Kim seemed unaware of my presence, her eyes closed and her head going back in lust.


  Brad gave a sudden grunt and lunged forward with his hips. I saw the powerful muscles of his ass clench and Kim groaned as the arrow-shaped head spread her wide. She was wet for him, but he was big and it took him three thrusts—three hard jerks of his hips—before he suddenly sank the head into her. Kim cried out in pleasure, her arms tightening around Brad’s neck.


  I stopped pounding on his back and just stood there helplessly. It was too late. I saw Kim buck her hips towards Brad a little, as if she couldn’t wait for him to go deeper.


  “Man,” said one of the players in an awed voice. “Look how eager she is!”


  “Kim’s always eager,” Brad told them. He didn’t start to thrust. He just stood there, holding her pinned between his body and the goalpost, and swirled his hips ever so slightly, moving the head around and around her silken walls. “She loves to be fucked. Don’t you, Kim?”


  Kim’s breath was coming in low pants. “Bastard,” she whispered.


  “That’s right, Kim. I’m a bastard and you’re a slut. Aren’t you?”


  She squirmed, her face red. And nodded.


  Brad gave a low, affectionate laugh and finally began to thrust. Almost immediately, Kim’s cries started to build. With every inch he shoved inside her, they rose in pitch until, as he hilted himself in her, she gave a shrill little cry like a bird, clinging tight to his shoulders, her eyes squeezed closed. I wondered if she was trying to shut everyone else out, to pretend that it was just her and Brad. A second later, I got my answer. She opened her eyes for a split second and glanced around her at the ring of men and a kind of shudder went through her, and she quickly closed her eyes again.


  She wasn’t trying to shut them out. She was afraid that, if she thought about being so publicly fucked, or the thirteen other men waiting to fuck her, she’d come too quickly.


  Brad nodded to the men holding her legs and they extended them outward until they were straight drawing appreciative murmurs from the men as those long, tan lengths of perfection came into view. A few of the guys started to stroke her bare calves and thighs and Kim went crazy, gasping and rocking against the goal post, meeting each of Brad’s thrusts. Brad pressed even harder against her, his size almost hiding her from view from the back. My only view of my wife were her stiff, extended legs to either side of him and the arms she had clasped around his neck. Her wedding ring flashed mockingly at me from her hand.


  I bunched my fists. I could feel my cock hard as rock against my thigh, but the humiliation was burning me up from the inside out. I couldn’t just stand there and watch! And yet, I couldn’t even look away...the idea of going back to our dorm room and missing it all seemed unthinkable.


  Brad let out a low growl of lust and started to thrust faster, his muscled ass obscene between her thighs, punching his cock into her again and again. Kim’s cries changed, turning to tight little “Oh!”s. The men rubbing her legs sped up, massaging her, one of them daring to go higher and stroke the cheek of her ass, and she started to tremble.


  With a roar of victory, Brad sped up again, his cock plunging all the way in and nearly all the way out on each stroke. I stepped to the side and, immediately, my eyes locked on that stiff pole of flesh and the stretched-wide pussy lips around it. God, she’d taken him twice, now, plus Professor Roycefield, plus Taylor’s dildo. Would she ever be the same again? And after Brad would come....I gulped. Thirteen more men. The number was unthinkable. Even if they didn’t all want her pussy, surely that many men would stretch her...change her. And yet, even as the thought terrified me, a deep explosion of lust went off right down low inside me. My wife, changed forever by her other lovers….


  “Going to come,” growled Brad. “Do you want it?”


  Kim had her eyes tight closed and was panting hard.


  “Do you want it?” Brad repeated.


  I knew what the answer would be, but it still made a cold hand clench painfully around my heart when she hissed, “Yesss...” She wasn’t quite at the point of coming, yet, but she was rising towards it fast.


  Brad clamped his hands hard onto her upper thighs, locking himself in place, and drove deep inside her. Two quick intakes of breath and then he groaned and pressed his mouth tight to her ear. “Take it,” he gasped. “All of it!”


  I saw his ass clench again and again and knew that he was firing stream after stream of hot, potent sperm against her back wall, the creamy goo jetting and running down the rubbery hemisphere of her cap. My insides knotted as I thought of how fragile her protection was—a few millimeters of latex….


  Brad withdrew from her. Kim slowly loosened her arms from around Brad’s neck and he and the other men lowered her to the ground. She stumbled a little, as if her legs were shaky, and lifted her skirt to look at herself. The white panties had snapped back into place now that Brad’s cock was out of the way, but I could see the spreading wetness as the cum inside her started to ooze out and soak through them. She looked up at me and her eyes were clouded.


  “Next?” called Brad, mockingly. Mocking me, not Kim. Because there was no doubt that he was right—that was what she wanted. She was looking between the men, wondering which one of them would take her next. She hadn’t reached her climax—I’d have heard her, if she had—and now she was desperate.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 30


   


  Rick stepped up. “Lie down on your back,” he told her. And nodded to the grass.


  I’d been so caught up in the scene in front of me that I’d barely been aware of the rain. The night was still warm, so it wasn’t unpleasant, but I realized now that Kim’s uniform was wet, especially on the back where she’d been most exposed. The rain wasn’t coming down hard, yet, but we were all gradually getting soaked. And now Rick wanted her to lie down on the wet ground.


  She didn’t hesitate, though. She lay down flat on her back, the circle of men expanding a little to give her room. Immediately, Rick was between her legs, kneeling there, pushing down his pants. It was the first time I’d seen his cock and it was almost as big as Brad’s—maybe a little shorter but, if anything, thicker. Kim stared at it as if hypnotized.


  Rick reached up to her bra top and jerked it roughly up, folding it back on itself. The bra was built in to the stretchy material, so her breasts were fully exposed, full and lush, the nipples already hardening in the damp air. Rick lowered his head and took one of her breasts in his mouth, engulfing not just the nipple but a good portion of the soft skin, and started to work at it with his tongue and lips. Kim sucked a huge breath in and reached her hands out above her head, her back arching up to thrust her breasts into his face. When he lifted his head, they were both panting and her breast was shining slickly.


  “God,” one guy said.


  “Look at her,” said another.


  I was looking. She’d never looked more beautiful. Her long, golden hair, her scarlet uniform askew and all that gorgeous tan skin against the lush green grass. Rick stared down at her and he must have decided he couldn’t wait any longer. He reached up under her skirt, seized her panties and dragged them down her legs, throwing them over his shoulder. Pushing her thighs apart, he shuffled on his knees until he was tight between her legs. Her skirt hid some of it from view, but I could tell when his cock brushed her because she gave a groan.


  “You remember it, don’t you, Kim?” Rick asked. There was something strange in his voice, a note I hadn’t expected to be there. Lust, yes, but also...just a hint of pain? “You remember my cock, even after all this time…”


  Kim stared up at him and nodded, and I thought I saw something pass between them—an understanding.


  I thought about Brad and Kim and Rick and their threesome. Brad struck me as more like Greg, used to unconventional relationships, happy to share. But Rick...he seemed more like a regular guy. I turned it over in my head. I thought about how life must have been for Rick, at college. Always in second place. He got to be on the team, but not the quarterback. He was the best friend of the most popular guy in college, but he could never claim that title for himself—Brad was always first to be invited to the parties, first to get the girls. And then Brad had dated Kim, the head cheerleader, the most gorgeous of all of the girls, and Rick….


  I could suddenly see it as if I was there. Rick around Kim all the time, lusting after her...and maybe developing deeper feelings for her. Brad and Kim breaking up the first time...but of course Rick, as Brad’s best friend, couldn’t just date her straight away. He’d bided his time, waiting until things had cooled off...and then, maybe just as he’d been about to make his move, Kim and Brad had gotten back together. And then they’d split again, and he’d waited again, and she’d gone back to Brad a second time.


  And at some point in all this, Brad had suggested a threesome.


  Maybe he was just being kinky and had no idea of his friend’s feelings for his girlfriend. Maybe he wanted to cruelly tease Rick—that wouldn’t surprise me, knowing Brad. Rick must have been torn apart, pretending it was just meaningless sex, but feeling so much more.


  For the first time, I actually felt sorry for the guy. He’d been in love with his pal’s girlfriend.


  And he was still in love with her, now that she was my wife.


  “You remember, don’t you?” hissed Rick, grinding his hips and making his cock stroke up and down her moistened slit.


  Kim nodded again, her eyes huge. God, did she have feelings for Rick as well? Had she been torn between the two of them: Brad for the kinky sex and Rick as the man who had her heart? Or had she always been Brad’s and she’d had to gently push Rick away, again and again?


  “You going to talk to her, or fuck her?” someone asked behind me.


  With a grunt, Rick lunged forward and slid all the way into her, lubricated by Brad’s seed. Even now, I realized, he was forced into second place. But that still put him far, far ahead of me.


  Kim’s hands, outstretched above her head, turned over and began to grasp at the grass, her breath coming in deep, long sighs in time with Rick’s thrusts. He didn’t rut at her like Brad had. He went slow and firm, staring into her eyes as he buried himself again and again. This was about more than just the sex, for him.


  He took his weight on his elbows so that he could bring his hands up to stroke her breasts. His body was shielding her from the worst of the rain, but her face and upper chest were still splattered with raindrops, gleaming like jewels under the floodlights. He stroked a few from her cheek before returning to rub at her nipples—a gesture that was almost romantic.


  As he started to pump into her, though, I saw some of his soft approach start to fade. He’d been longing for her, but he was angry, too. Angry with Brad for always keeping Kim from him. Angry with her, maybe, for choosing Brad. Angry with himself for not making his move. His thrusts became hard, then harder, a man with something to prove. His muscled thighs pressed her legs further apart and she yelped in surprise, then groaned in pleasure as he sank even deeper into her.


  The rain started to fall harder, bouncing off the ground and soaking everything in sight. It was still a warm evening so we didn’t get too cold, but the chill was enough for Kim’s nipples to stand out like pebbles. The smell of the wet grass and the damp air was in my nostrils as I watched them, and it reinforced that, despite the artificial light from the floodlights, we were outside, at night, and my wife was down on her back on the grass. It made it feel even more primal, somehow, than if this had happened on a bed or in the back of a car. I found I was taking deep, shuddering breaths, using the damp air to cool the raging heat inside me. Why aren’t I trying to stop this?!


  Rick took my wife’s nipples between his thumbs and fingers, rolling them and pinching them gently. Kim began to buck her hips up to meet him, thrashing her head from side to side and gasping. I imagined the two of them cool from the rain, relishing the burning heat at that point they connected. The warmth spreading out and out, filling them, even as a different kind of heat built—


  “I’m—Oh, God, I’m—” gasped Kim.


  “Yeah,” said Rick tightly. “Yeah, you are. You’re going to come for me, aren’t you?” I could tell how important it was to him that she did. He needed it almost more than he needed to come himself.


  “God,” she panted, “God!”


  “Come with me,” he told her.


  She suddenly wrapped her legs around him, slender and shapely around his heavy, muscled calves. Her head went back, blonde hair pressed hard against the grass, and her hands yanked handfuls of grass from the ground “Hgnnn...Ohhh!”


  She clenched and spasmed around him, rocking back and forth on her ass as she arched her back into the air. I saw her feet dance briefly, the toes of her sneakers grinding against each other. Rick suddenly gasped and I imagined how it must feel, her silken walls clutching and squeezing his cock—milking him, almost. He let go, his own head going back as he unloaded into her, ropes of thick seed basting her latex cap again, mingling with Brad’s.


  Rick leaned down and kissed her. He tried to make it look hot and heavy, a sex kiss. But by the end of it, it had changed into something soft and delicate—a kiss of love. When he finally withdrew from her and stood up, I noticed that Brad was giving him a searching look—he at least suspected. Rick looked quickly away and then stepped aside.


  Making room for the next man, I thought in horror. Kim lay there with her legs spread, one hand coming down to lazily stroke her naked breast. With Rick gone, the rain was falling all over her, splashing off her bare legs and breasts, leaving her beaded with moisture. She didn’t even bother to close her legs as she lay there in the afterglow, and I could see her slightly gaping lips, the dark cavern beyond them and the gleam of white just inside.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 31


   


  Antonio stepped forward. Brad’s closest friend after Rick, but there was none of the love Rick had showed in his eyes. He was grinning as he stuck his thumbs into the sides of his pants and shoved them down, along with his jock strap. Unlike the others, he actually stripped off, pulling off all his clothes and dumping them in a pile on the ground. He obviously didn’t have a problem being naked and, looking at him, I could understand why. His cock was a little longer even than Brad’s, although it was also a little thinner. It was his muscles, though, that really made him stand out. Even amongst the other footballers, he was ripped. With his slightly darker, Latino skin tone, everything seemed even more defined, his abs like a washboard and his arms sculpted and hard. He held his cock in one hand as he walked towards her and stood between her spread legs, looking down at her. “Beautiful,” he said with a grin, and it wasn’t obvious whether he was talking about her, or the sight of her freshly-fucked pussy.


  I looked across at Rick, who was now pulling his pants back up. His eyes were locked on Antonio, and I saw something I recognized all too well, there: jealousy. Rick wanted her for himself. I shook my head softly. It had never occurred to me that someone other than me would actually fall for her. This whole thing got more complicated by the minute.


  Kim had drifted back down to earth from her orgasm and could now focus on the man who was standing over her. I saw her eyes go from Antonio’s strong chest to his tight abs and then to his cock, and her breathing sped up. I still wasn’t sure how she felt about Rick, whether she shared his love or whether it was unrequited. But I knew that she had that deep, dark need to be used, to be taken...and Antonio was just the guy to fulfill that need.


  He stroked his cock as he looked down at her. “You ready to take it deep, Kim?” he asked.


  I saw her swallow as she looked up at his long, hard cock, hanging over her like a snake. She slowly nodded.


  “Lift your knees, then,” Antonio said.


  She slid her sneakers along the wet grass until their soles were flat on the ground, almost under her raised knees. Antonio pushed her skirt well up her hips, so that we all had a clear view of her soft, puffy pussy lips and the trickle of cum that was wending its way down over her ass. He moved up between her legs and positioned himself, not quite penetrating her. Then, grinning, he lowered himself atop her, planting his hands either side of her head. He glanced to the side and leered at me. “Feels good,” he told me.


  I took a hesitant step forward, my hate for him eating away at me even as the sight of him between her thighs inflamed me. This wasn’t like Brad, or even Rick. While Brad’s turn had been about simple sex and Rick’s had been about love, it felt like Antonio was trying to prove something. That he was a worthy lieutenant, perhaps. And he was going to do that by fucking my wife exactly as she longed to be fucked.


  He looked deep into her eyes...and then drove deep into her, sliding easily on the seed that was already within her. She let out a long gasp which caught at the end as he hilted himself, her eyes going wide.


  “That’s right,” he told her. “You never felt it there before, did you?” He started to thrust: slow, languorous flexings of his pelvis. “Feels good, Louis,” he told me, without turning around. “You should try it, sometime.”


  The other men burst out laughing and I reddened. When Rick had taken her, everyone had almost seemed to forget about me. Now, though, my humiliation had become part of proceedings again.


  “She’s still good and tight,” Antonio reported. “I guess you haven’t let Brad fuck her too many times with that monster.” I heard Brad laugh behind me. “Wait till all of us have fucked her, though. Wait till Greg takes a turn.” He looked down at Kim. “You going to let Greg fuck you, baby? You remember Greg, right, from college?”


  Kim was staring up at him, swirling her hips in time with his thrusts. “Yes…”


  “You ever had a black guy before?” Antonio asked, looking up and catching Greg’s eye.


  Kim shook her head.


  Antonio grinned and started to go faster, driving all the way in and out of her on each thrust, now. Kim started to pant. Then Antonio lifted up onto his knees and grabbed her legs. “I think we can go a little deeper,” he told her. And slowly lifted her legs up into the air, closing them as he did so.


  Kim drew in her breath as her legs rose. Her supple, cheerleader body meant he could take them all the way up to vertical, until her toes were pointed at the sky and her legs were straight and closed, her pussy perfectly presented to him between her thighs. Antonio shuffled a little closer on his knees, letting her legs rest on his shoulders and thrust into her again, deeper than before. Her eyes widened. “God…” she breathed.


  He smiled and picked up the pace again, his muscled thighs slapping against her ass. On each inward stroke, I saw his balls swing against her asshole. “Yeah,” he said. “Deep, huh?”


  She stared up at him. “Y—Yes. God!” I could see the change in her expression, the look she was getting in her eyes. She’d come with Rick, but it had been an almost tender, loving moment. This was the dark side of her lust coming out, the need to be possessed, to be made his. Every stroke of him into her took her another notch higher, spiraling upward.


  “Think you could take it even deeper?” he asked, smiling.


  I saw her eyes widen even more, her unspoken question of how?! hanging in the air between them for a second. But then I saw the gleam in her eyes, the need for him overtaking everything else, and she nodded hard.


  Antonio grinned and edged forward on his knees, pushing her legs further back...and back...and back….


  Now my own eyes widened. Kim’s legs were still straight, and he was pressing them downward toward the grass. He’s going to bend her in half! I realized. Years of cheerleading had left Kim flexible, even after all this time, but it was still a feat.


  “There,” said Antonio. Kim’s legs were nearly horizontal, now, her pussy upraised towards him. Now he could go really deep. He opened her legs a little and moved forward onto his hands and knees, so that he could drive down into her. And then he began to thrust.


  “God!” gasped Kim almost immediately. The combination of his weight on her, the bent position and the length of his cock had her on the edge almost immediately. And Antonio was grunting, too, grinding his groin against hers, pressing deeper. I imagined the tip of him nudging right up against the latex cap—


  What if it dislodged it? That couldn’t happen...could it?


  He began to pump into her, hard and extremely deep, and Kim went crazy. Her feet kicked in the air, her hands coming up to grab at his ass and draw him into her even harder.


  Antonio’s head suddenly snapped around to glare at me. “Get over here,” he said breathlessly. There was something wild in his eyes—he was almost out of control.


  On shaky legs, I stepped closer, until I was just a few feet away. Antonio motioned for me to kneel and I did so. I wasn’t sure why I was obeying so readily. I was just overcome, I think, subsumed in the testosterone of the crowd of men.


  “Look at it,” Antonio ordered. And I did. I couldn’t look anywhere else. That long, hard cock, a shade darker than Brad’s, plunging deep—so deep that she caught her breath at the end of each stroke. She was starting to spasm and writhe under him, her cheerleader uniform just a narrow band of scarlet fabric above her breasts and another around her hips, her whole body displayed for all to see. The way he was using her—the way she was reacting to it—made the rage burn white-hot inside me...and yet I couldn’t turn away.


  “That’s what she wants,” Antonio told me. “And that’s what she’s going to get, Louis. Tonight and forever.”


  Forever?!


  Antonio was close himself. He started to pant as he thrust, his strokes becoming uneven. “If we don’t come visit you in San Jose,” he told us, “you can bet someone else will be slipping it to her. She’s been missing this for ten years. She ain’t going to stand for missing it any longer.”


  I shook my head in denial. I’d been convincing myself that after today, we could go home and maybe everything would go back to normal...or at least we could take it slowly and experiment. What if he was right? What if she demanded more experiences just like this? I wouldn’t be able to stand it…and yet I knew I wouldn’t be able to deny her.


  Antonio took more of his weight on his knees so that he could reach down and squeeze Kim’s breasts in his hands, drawing a low moan of pleasure from her. He sped up still more, his face taut with the effort of holding back, his groin making an audible slapping noise against hers as he slammed into her. As both of them approached their peak, the other men started to clap—a slow, rhythmic beat that got faster and faster, matching the rutting pair. I spun around, looking at them in horror.


  “Come on, Louis,” said Brad, clapping, “Join in.”


  “Don’t you want her to come?” mocked Greg.


  It was working. The feeling of being watched, of being the center of attention, was making Kim flush...but also squirm and shake beneath her lover. As the clapping reached a peak, she suddenly screwed her eyes closed and gave out a long, loud cry that rose over the sound of the rain. The crowd hooted and cheered with her and then Antonio was bellowing, too. “Goddammit!” he yelled. “She’s coming! I can feel her coming!”


  And then he was grinding down into her, unleashing a fresh stream of sticky cum into her depths. I thought again of the cap—was it okay? Was it still secure?


  Antonio stayed there for a second, getting his breath back, and then leaned forward and kissed Kim on the forehead, surprisingly tenderly. When he got off her, she kept her legs folded back just long enough for us to see her cream-filled pussy. I looked aghast at the amount that three men had left inside her...and there were still another eleven to go.


  Antonio looked down at me and shook his head. “She’s unbelievable, man,” he told me. “Pity she don’t have a real man for a husband.”


  I looked up at him and then at the other men. Maybe it was because I was still kneeling and they were standing, or maybe it was the sheer physical size of them, but I was suddenly overcome again by the humiliation of being there, watching this...watching them take my wife. It wasn’t that I wanted to go. I wanted more than anything to stay. But if I stayed, I was admitting that my own lust was stronger than any sense of pride.


  “I’m leaving,” I said weakly, and stood up.


  There were some jeers and laughter, but the circle parted to let me out. The important thing to them was Kim. I took a step forward, feeling as if I was being torn in two. I wanted so much to stay, but I couldn’t stand the looks I was getting, or the feeling that I was less than a man.


  “Wait,” said Kim.


  I looked down at her. She’d lowered her legs to the ground, now. She glanced at me, but then looked at Brad, addressing him. “I want him to stay.”


  Brad smirked. “You sure?”


  Kim glanced at me again, bit her lip and then nodded.


  Brad turned to me. “Looks like you gotta watch, Louis,” he told me.


  I wanted to. I wanted to so badly, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t just stand there and watch while they all took her. The humiliation was just too much. I shook my head.


  “Tie him up,” said Kim in a low voice.


  “What?!” I yelped.


  Antonio sniggered. “That’d be pretty funny.” His tone was identical to when he’d used to bully me.


  “Yeah,” said Greg, stepping forward. “That’d be good. Make him watch.”


  I shook my head, backing away from them. But the circle had closed around me again. “No!”


  They grabbed me. I fought, but it was useless—fourteen guys, all of them loaded with muscle, all of them fired up with adrenaline. They carried me to the goalpost, then pushed me to my knees and used jerseys and pants to tie my arms and legs behind me so that I was held tightly against it.


  I struggled and jerked at my bonds for a few seconds, not believing that they’d actually done it. They hadn’t done all that good a job of tying me. Given enough time, I could probably get myself loose. But in the meantime, I’d be forced to stay there, watching as they took my wife just a few feet away from me—


  At that instant, I caught Kim’s eye. She was staring straight at me...hopefully.


  Hoping that she’d done the right thing.


  I froze as realization hit me. She hadn’t been being cruel, telling them to tie me up. She’d been giving me the perfect excuse to stay and watch. I felt my heart begin to thump harder in my chest. Now there was no shame in me staying. Now I could watch as much as I wanted—


  But just as my heart lifted, the next man stepped forward...and it was Greg.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 32


   


  My jaw dropped. From my kneeling position, he looked even bigger. And so...black. He grinned as he stepped between my wife’s ankles. Like me, she was looking up at him, transfixed.


  “Kim,” he said with satisfaction. “You and me never got it together, back in the day. But you remember me, don’t you?”


  Kim nodded slowly.


  Greg squatted down. “You’ve never had a black guy before...have you?”


  Kim shook her head.


  Greg grinned. “Well, don’t you worry.” He looked at me. “I got a lot of practice slipping it to white wives.” He straightened up slightly and shoved his pants and jock strap down his thighs.


  I felt my breath catch in my chest. He was huge. Bigger even than Brad. His cock was both thick and long, a throbbing mass of flesh that bobbed in the air, its own weight dragging it down to horizontal. The fat, mushroom head was bigger than a plum, the shaft at least twice as thick as my own.


  God, he’ll ruin her! He’ll stretch her until...she can’t even feel me! “No!” I yelled. “You can’t!”


  Everyone laughed. Greg showed his cock to Kim. “What do you think, Kim? Can you? Can you take it all?”


  Kim swallowed. Her eyes were wide and she looked just a little scared...but there was lust there, too. “I—I don’t know,” she said, and I relaxed a little. But then she added, “But I want to try.”


  “No!” I yelled again. Suddenly, someone was behind me and a mass of cloth was in my mouth, something warm and elastic snugging tight around my head as it was tied behind me. I tasted sweat.


  A jock strap. They’d gagged me with one of their jock straps. “MMMF!” I yelled angrily.


  Greg grinned mockingly at me and nodded his thanks to the guy who’d gagged me. Then he turned back to Kim, all business. “Turn over,” he told her.


  Kim slowly turned over onto her hands and knees. Her bunched-up cheerleader uniform was soaked through with rainwater at the back, her bare legs shining wetly. As she lifted herself into position, her full breasts hung free, nipples stiff and straining.


  “No,” Greg told her, moving in behind her. “Put your head down.”


  Kim drew in a shuddering breath, but slowly lowered her head and shoulders down to the ground. She turned her face to the side, her cheek on the wet grass, and looked toward me, crossing her arms on the grass in front of her. Her nipples now brushed the ground, her ass high in the air.


  “Arch your back,” Greg told her.


  She did so, rolling her hips. She was side-on to me, so I couldn’t see what Greg saw. But I could imagine how her ready, cream-filled pussy must look as it tilted up towards him for penetration. Greg knelt up behind her and guided his cock to touch her soft, pink pussy lips.


  I was transfixed by the sight of that thick black cock touching her there. I think it was the contrast—that’s what made it both so awful that I wanted to squeeze my eyes shut and so erotic that I had to keep them open. He was just so...different to me. It was a visual reminder that she’d chosen someone else over me.


  Kim gasped as she felt the size of him. “God!” she whispered.


  Greg smiled at that and began to push. I shook my head in dismay as I saw the huge, gray-purple head press forward against her. He was far too big, surely!


  On his first firm push, Kim’s eyes widened but he didn’t get anywhere. I saw her actually rock forward a little as his cock pressed against her entrance—she was simply too tight. On his second try, the same thing happened. I began to have a little hope that this wouldn’t happen after all. Maybe he just wouldn’t be able to get it in.


  If he’d gone first, I don’t think it would have worked. But she’d already been stretched by Brad and Rick and Antonio, and lubricated by their loads. And so, on his third push, to my dismay and lust, she began to open. I could see it reflected in the way her mouth opened wide, gasping right at me. She’d had very little contact with me, so far, during this whole episode, but now she made eye contact. “I can feel him...God, Louis, he’s opening me!” she gasped. “Opening me and…”—her voice rose—”God, I think he’s stretching—He’s stretching me!”


  “Mmm,” breathed Greg. “There we go.” I saw his hips push forward a half inch.


  “God!” panted Kim. Her fingers were digging into the ground.


  “Want me to stop?” he asked her.


  “N—No! It’s…” She gasped. “Great!”


  There was laughter and my heart sank, my stomach knotting. God, he was huge and she was loving it. How would she ever accept my cock, after this?


  Greg’s hands clasped her upraised ass cheeks, stroking them gently as he held her in place, and pushed another half inch into her. I could just see, from my angle, that most of the head was inside her, now. He moved slower and slower as the head widened and those tight, slickened lips had to stretch more and more to accommodate him. Kim’s breathing turned to high little pants. “God!” she managed.


  Everyone leaned in to watch, some of the men swearing under their breath. I heard muttering beside me. Something about five dollars. No, ten, they agreed.


  They were betting on her. Betting on whether she’d manage to take him.


  I saw Greg’s fingers grip her cheeks hard. He paused for a moment to let her recover. And then he gave a short, hard thrust.


  “AH!” Kim panted, her eyes snapping wide, staring straight at me.


  “MMF!” I grunted in horror around the gag.


  Greg threw his head back and groaned in pleasure as the head slipped in. And with the widest part now past her entrance, there was nothing to stop him filling her. As he leaned forward, three inches of his thick shaft slid straight into her, drawing an Ohhh of surprise from her.


  Greg immediately began to thrust—slow, firm strokes, each burying a little more of him inside her. I watched the thick, black shaft emerge and disappear from between her thighs, shaking my head in anguish. God, would she ever be the same?!


  Kim had closed her eyes, her cheek pressed hard into the wet grass. Her cries were rising in pitch, now, her face contorted with a raw pleasure I’d never seen before. The simple size of him, the feeling of being so stretched, so opened…. She sucked in her breath. “So big,” she muttered to herself.


  The rain had eased off for the moment, just a few drops hitting Kim’s back and upraised ass as Greg fucked her. I watched four inches sliding into her. Five. Six. Every one made that tight tunnel open up a little deeper. Seven. Eight. God, he can’t! Not all the way!


  With every thrust, Kim was panting faster and faster. Her body was tense and trembling and I could see shudders of pleasure rolling down the length of her. He had her practically coming already and he wasn’t even completely in her, yet. “I—Incredible,” she groaned.


  Nine inches. Greg paused, as if he felt something. He pulled back a little, then pushed forward again. Then stopped.


  “What?” Kim panted. Her eyes opened and they weren’t just glazed, as they were sometimes with Brad. They were distant...dreamy.


  “There’s something there,” Greg told her, a note of confusion in his voice.


  Everyone went quiet for a second. Then Brad let out a slow chuckle. “It’s her cap,” he said. “Man, you must be right up there.”


  Greg smoothed over her ass cheeks with his hands. “I’ll stop,” he told her. “I don’t want to dislodge it.” And he withdrew. The head gave an audible pop as it emerged. Kim was left kneeling there on the grass, a low moan of loss escaping her.


  I slumped in relief against the goal post.


  “Wait,” said Kim.


  Greg had been about to get up, but now froze behind her. He looked at me and grinned, and a chill dread began to creep through me.


  “I want you,” said Kim in a small, tight voice. “I want to feel it.”


  “I don’t think I can fuck you with it in,” said Greg. “I’m too big. I might move it. And then—”


  “I know,” said Kim. She took a deep breath. “Take it out.”


  I drew in a huge, shuddering gasp. WHAT?!


  Greg was grinning right at me. “You sure?” he asked. “You might get—”


  “I know,” she whispered. “Just do it.”


  Greg gave me one last quick, victorious look, then plunged two fingers inside her. She gave a little Ah! sound and then his fingers re-emerged, holding her cap.


  I felt as if my blood had turned to ice water. Even now, all the sperm the cap had been holding back would be rushing to coat her cervix, some of it oozing through into her womb. And if he fucked her without it in place—if other men fucked her, too—


  “Sure?” Greg asked.


  Kim nodded quickly. “Just fuck me,” she said, and I’d never heard such urgency in her voice.


  “MMF!” I moaned through my gag. What was she doing?! She couldn’t get pregnant by him! She was my wife!


  Greg positioned himself and pushed slowly forward, entering her more easily, this time. They both groaned as the head slid inside, then again as he slid deeper. This time, he sank his full length into her and she gave a little jerk as he hilted himself. “God!” she gasped.


  “Feel okay?” he asked. He looked towards me and grinned.


  “It feels...great!” she said. “Really....God, really deep. Really...real.”


  He’s naked! I thought desperately. Naked inside you! With his length, the head would be pressing right up against her cervix, even bowing it out a little. If he came inside her, his load would shoot straight through to her womb!


  Greg began to thrust. “Going to fuck you,” he told her, one hand going down to cup her hanging breast while the other gripped her ass cheek. “Going to fuck you. That what you want?”


  “Yes!” panted Kim. “Yes!”


  We could all hear the slap of his body on hers, now, his athlete’s muscles thumping against her perfect, upraised ass. The rain came back, stronger than before, soaking my clothes and running down my cheeks like tears. I saw the water running down Kim’s back, trickling down her breasts to drip from her nipples.


  Greg had himself pressed tight to her, now. He lifted his hand from her ass and moved it underneath her. She began to buck and moan under him and I realized he was stroking her clit, the rain acting as the perfect lubrication between his fingers and the throbbing bud. “God!” she panted, tossing her head, ‘There!”


  He sped up, his muscular, hairless ass powering him into her again and again, balls-deep on every stroke. There wasn’t even a millimeter gap between his muscled thighs and the soft curve of her ass on the in stroke. It was a powerful sight: his black snake pumping in and out of her as she knelt so submissively before him; his hand squeezing her soft, tan breast; his other hand between her thighs. The combination of his dark skin and muscle against her paler curves was electrifying. And all of it was heightened by the knowledge of what was going to happen. He was going to come inside my wife—and she was completely unprotected. I looked at his heavy balls, slapping against her as he thrust. God, so much of it, ready to be injected right into her—


  I stared into my wife’s eyes. I could see a trace of guilt there, but it was consumed by her lust, a snowflake in an inferno. All that mattered was the feeling of that thick cock driving into her, lifting her closer and closer towards her orgasm.


  Greg leaned forward, hulking over her as he whispered in her ear. “I’m going to come inside you, Kim. You want that?”


  The jock strap muffled my moan of anguish as Kim squirmed and hissed “Yesss…”


  Greg slammed his hips into her ass, filling her with his entire length, grinding there. I imagined the firm head nudging at that tiny secret hole. Nooo!


  He grunted as his orgasm overtook him. His ass clenched and I saw his balls lift towards his cock. “Yeah,” he breathed as he shot and shot, and Kim jerked as she felt the hot ropes of cum baste her insides.


  I could tell that she felt the difference, now that she had removed her protective cap. She could no doubt feel the potent liquid splashing right up against her vulnerable opening. “God!” she panted. “God, yes!” I saw her slip over the edge into orgasm, her back arching, her breasts pillowing against the ground.


  Greg stayed there, his ass clenching two, three, four, five times. My eyes bulged at the amount he shot into her. Every stream seemed to extend her climax, until she finally slumped there, panting and still.


  He didn’t withdrew immediately. He knelt there, his cock still buried inside her, and grinned at me as if it was the biggest joke in the world.


  My mind was shredding. He’d done it. He’d actually come inside her, without protection, and right now his sperm were speeding towards—God, how close was she to the middle of her cycle? Was there an egg there, waiting and ready? I imagined her stomach swelling up, Greg’s child growing there. A black baby.


  Greg finally eased his cock out of my wife. Even now that it was softening, the size of him still made her gasp. He hitched his pants up and walked over to me, then squatted so that he could speak right into my ear.


  “That’s it, Louis,” he told me. “It’s done. I figure all those little swimmers—mine and the other guys’—are in there right now, just gangbangin’ that egg. Wonder which one’ll be the winner? You think it’ll be a white baby, or a black one?”


  I glared at him over the jock strap. “MMF!”


  “And that’s just the start of it. Look at your wife, Louis. Look at her.” He turned my head to face Kim. She was still kneeling there, panting, her ass upraised. “Now she’s had a taste, she’s going to want more. Maybe it’ll be me. Maybe it’ll be some other guy, back in San Jose. But she’s not going to be satisfied with your little thing anymore—”


  I shook my head desperately, wanting to deny it.


  “She’s going to want a big, black cock, Louis,” Greg told me. He looked down at my pants. “And you want her to have it. I know what you white boys are like.”


  I looked down at myself and realized I was hard. No! I don’t— But I couldn’t deny it. Some dark, secret part of me did want it. My mind was filled with images of Kim on a bed, surrounded by muscled black guys.


  I heard laughter rising around me. They’d done it—they’d taken her from me. I’d come to the reunion as a married man, wanting to show off how well I’d done in life, and they’d slapped me back down into the dust and claimed her for their own.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 33


   


  Already, another man was stepping forward. Shoving his pants down around his thighs. Kim was still just kneeling there, her eyes closed, and I don’t think she was even aware of him until he plunged into her, entering her balls-deep in one stroke. Her head lifted off the ground as she was filled once more...and then her cheek settled to the grass again. The man behind her—a blond-haired guy who I vaguely remembered from Brad’s group at college—started to pump away at her with quick, hard strokes, the breath hissing between his teeth as he took her.


  A few of the men clustered close around Kim, almost blocking my view of her. Two—no, three had their cocks out and another was rubbing himself through his pants.


  The man behind her reached underneath her and began to squeeze her hanging breasts, drawing low moans from her. His hands were almost reverent as he stroked and rubbed at her nipples. I wondered how many times he’d fantasized about the head cheerleader, back in college, how he’d stared at her breasts under that tight uniform and wondered what they’d feel like. And now he could squeeze them as much as he wanted.


  I looked at the other guys, the ones who were watching my wife and jacking off. This was about more than just sex. This was about fulfilling all their college dreams. For Brad, Rick, Antonio and Greg, Kim had been the one who got away. But these guys had never even had a chance with her...until now.


  One of them suddenly decided that he couldn’t wait any longer for his turn. He sat down on the ground in front of her, then opened his legs and shuffled forward until his groin was pressed up against the top of her lowered head, his cock sticking straight up in the air. He grabbed her rain-soaked hair and lifted her head. Kim saw what was in front of her face and her mouth gaped wide in disbelief—even she, I think, was shocked by what he wanted her to do.


  “MMF!” I yelled through my gag. They couldn’t! Not two of them at once! That was my wife, not some porn slut!


  For a second, I thought he was going to push her head down onto him. But he just edged his hips forward slightly and ran the head of his cock around her lips so that she could taste him. “Come on, Kim,” he said in a low voice. “We all know what you’re like.”


  We all know what you’re like. I saw her flush with humiliation...but that squirm went through her, the one I now recognized. The one that showed she got off on being thought of as a slut, took pride in it, even...if only for this one, crazy weekend.


  She opened her mouth wider...and swallowed him in.


  The men around her cheered and clapped, a few of them cursing in shock at how she was acting. As the man behind her continued to pump into her, she started to suck at the cock in her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as her lips formed a tight seal around the shaft. Putting her hands on his muscled thighs, she began to bob her head.


  And then it was real: my wife was taking two men at once. It was a more submissive pose than if she’d been on hands and knees. With her ass high in the air and her shoulders lowered, one man was almost thrusting down into her, while the other pushed up into her mouth. With her smooth, tan ass cheeks and her full, hanging breasts, she’d never looked more beautiful—a statue to sexual perfection. I could feel my cock throbbing in my pants, begging for release, even as I thought in horror of the naked cock in her pussy, about to explode….


  The man behind her gave a last pump of his hips and groaned as he shot into her, plastering her insides with another load of creamy cum. When he pulled out, the other man remained in her mouth, moaning with pleasure as her mouth worked at her. But her pussy was empty for only a moment, because a second man was already grabbing her ass and positioning his cock, then thrusting deep into her. Kim rocked forward on her knees as she was filled again, groaning around the cock in her mouth. In response, the man in front of her stroked her bulging cheeks, luxuriating in the vibrations, and she began to move her head faster, licking and tonguing him.


  I don’t know if he’d meant to come in her mouth; maybe, he’d wanted to take his turn behind her. But when Kim suddenly opened her eyes and looked up at him, it sent him over the edge. His whole body shook and I knew he must be firing steam after stream of sticky goo between her lips, though there was no outward sign. Kim simply knelt there, taking it, her cheeks ballooning...and then, a few seconds later, I saw her throat bulge as she swallowed.


  As soon as the man in her mouth had pulled out, another guy approached. Putting his hands under her arms, he gently lifted her up to her hands and knees, throwing off the stroke of the man behind her for a second. I couldn’t understand why he’d done it, at first. But when he pushed the head of his cock between her lips and kept going, I got it.


  He wanted her to deep throat him. With her shoulders lifted and her head back, he had a straight shot right down her gullet. And Kim knew it, her eyes wide but shining with lust as she watched inch after inch of hard flesh disappear between her lips. She gave a sudden jerk and I heard her gag as he hit the entrance to her throat.


  “Go on, Kim!” someone shouted. “You can do it!”


  I raged inside, trying to growl at them through the gag. They were treating it like a show, with my wife the lead performer. Surely Kim couldn’t want this? She couldn’t want to be...used like this by two men at once, while men clapped and cheered her on?


  And yet I could see her hips grinding back against the man who was inside her, and with every man who spoke, the movements got more obvious. I’d known she had an exhibitionist streak, but I hadn’t realized it ran this deep, or this dark. When the man pushing into her mouth hesitated, she looked up at him...and nodded.


  She wanted it.


  With a low growl of lust, he pushed further and I saw Kim jerk and gag…and take him into her throat. With a hot rush of flesh, he slid all the way, until his groin was mashing up against her soft lips. Kim groaned, her hips working even faster. She started to twist her head, swirling her lips around the shaft as her tongue slathered over it.


  The man behind her suddenly went stock still. He didn’t yell or curse as he came—in fact, I think he was trying to hold back for another few seconds. But then I saw his face change and Kim go tense, and I knew that, deep inside her, another cock was spurting and jerking, spraying her with its seed. He pulled out and staggered away. How many was that, who’d had her? Six? God, if this was her time she’d almost certainly get pregnant!


  The guy behind her stood up, his legs a little shaky, and staggered away. A new guy moved in behind her—someone I didn’t recognize from my college days. A tall guy with almost black hair...and, as he lowered his pants, a disagreeably long cock.


  He seemed to take a particular interest in her ass, smoothing his hands over and over the rain-splattered skin before he finally plunged into her. I saw Kim tense a little, but she didn’t stop sucking the cock in her mouth. It occurred to me that, with her head almost in the guy’s groin, she couldn’t see behind her.


  She had no idea who was fucking her.


  The thought sent a chill down my spine. God, they were just using her! And yet I could see the arousal building in her, from the flush in her cheeks and upper chest to the way she bucked her hips back to meet her new lover. It hit me that they were using her…but she was using them, just as she had with Roycefield and even Brad. She’d told me before, but I hadn’t really understood it, until now. She needed men like this, to fulfill this dark need within her.


  Suddenly, things changed. The guy behind her drew himself out of her, his cock shining from her pussy, and repositioned himself...higher up.


  “MMF!”  I yelled through the gag.


  Brad squatted down next to me. “What’s the matter?” he asked. “Oh...you don’t want us to use her ass?”


  “MMF!” I confirmed.


  “But it’s such a pretty ass. And so nice and tight, too, don’t you think? Oh, wait. You’ve never tried it, have you? Well, take my word for it. It’s as sensational as the rest of her.”


  I don’t know how aware Kim was of our conversation, but as soon as she felt the head of the new guy’s cock pressing against the rosebud of her anus, her eyes opened wide. Brad stepped over to her and brushed the wet hair out of her face. “What do you say, Kim?” he asked. “Want Scott here to do your ass?”


  Kim couldn’t answer, because her mouth—and throat—were still full of cock. The man in front of her was thrusting slowly back and forth and showed no sign of stopping to let her speak.


  Brad stroked her cheek. “I know how you like it there, Kim,” he told her. “‘Course, I don’t think Louis wants to see Scott take your tight little ass. Especially not with your mouth all full like it is. I mean,”—he bent close to her—”only a complete slut would do that kind of thing.”


  That familiar squirm again. I could see her nostrils flare as she panted around the cock in her mouth.


  “What do you say, Kim?” Brad asked.


  Two more quick pants...and then she nodded, the guy in her mouth moaning as her tongue slid across his cock.


  Scott used his hands to spread her cheeks a little farther apart and then pushed forward. I saw Kim’s lungs fill, her breasts heaving, as she felt him begin to spread that tiny, forbidden entrance. Don’t! I thought desperately. You’ve never even let me...don’t give it to these guys!


  But he was already pushing into her. “She’s tight!” he told the others, his accent pure Texan. He wrapped his hands around her hips, drawing them back towards him as he sunk slowly deeper into her. “Oh, man, she’s incredible!”


  The guy using her mouth chose just that moment to push deep, the head of his cock well down into her throat. I saw Kim begin to pant harder, her fingers digging into the grass. Not pain—the guy wasn’t as big as Brad. Pleasure, and the overwhelming sensation of being slowly stuffed at both ends, one cock sliding into her ass as the other slid between her lips. The man at her mouth held there, her nose buried in the wiry hair at his groin, muffling the gasps that emerged around his thick shaft. The man behind her kept pushing into her, inching back only minutely before pushing again, savoring her tightness. My eyes were locked on his cock as it sunk into her, inch after inch disappearing inside her.


  The men around me went quiet. Everyone was watching the tableau in front of us, Kim and the man in front of her frozen in place, her lips around the base of his cock, while the man behind her slowly went deeper and deeper. I could see Kim’s breasts rising and falling as she felt him moving deep in her ass. It occurred to me that when Brad had taken her that way, she’d been face-down on the bed—likely, he’d not been able to go all the way into her. Now, though....


  With a final grunt, Scott hilted himself and a cheer rang out. My mind was in turmoil. I knew that the remaining men were all inflamed at seeing her ass taken...maybe they’d want to do that themselves. The last thing I wanted was to see that most secret place taken again, right in front of me... but each one who took her there was another who wouldn’t leave his load in her unprotected pussy. Even if I had the choice, it was an impossible decision.


  Scott began to thrust and, at the very first movement of his cock, so deep inside her, Kim gave a groan and began to shudder. I realized she’d been right on the edge the whole time he’d been penetrating her. Her lust escaped her as hot moans around the cock in her mouth and its owner quickly began to thrust again, driven beyond his control. Within seconds, he was poling in and out of her lips, his hands reached under her to grope her breasts, and then, quite suddenly, he pulled back so that the tip of him was pressed against her lips. White goo erupted across her mouth and chin, some plastering her nose. She opened her mouth, catching some of it on her tongue.


  They left her like that, this time, no man rushing in to claim her open mouth. Maybe they wanted to hear her pants as she continued to come. First, she hung her head, arching her back, her soaked hair tossing and sticking to her cheeks as she bucked and trembled. Then, as Scott sped up, she raised her face up to the sky and let out a long, keening moan.


  “Ah!” shouted Scott behind her. “She’s squeezing me—God, it’s like she’s milking me!” He thrust harder, faster, her spasms urging him on even as his thrusts extended her climax. His thighs slapped against her ass again and again as he slammed into her and then, as he pushed deep one final time, he gave a low grunt and pulled her hips hard back against him, burying himself to the very limit. Kim gave a shrill little cry as he touched some new part of her, and then his hips were jerking, filling her with his seed.


  When he finally pulled out of her and stepped back, Kim slumped onto her side, exhausted. Her ass was towards me and I could see the creamy pearl of cum oozing from her asshole. She lay there softly moaning.


  The rain was really lashing down, now, and a roll of thunder told me it wouldn’t be stopping again. “She’s getting cold,” said Brad, with surprising tenderness. “Let’s get her inside.”


  “What about me?” asked a guy who hadn’t had a turn yet.


  “I didn’t say we were stopping,” Brad told him. “Just moving somewhere more comfortable.”


  Rick and Antonio helped her up. When they turned her to face me, I caught my breath.


  Her mostly-naked body was glistening wetly from the rain. Her bra top and skirt were soaked through and stuck where they were, scarlet bands above her breasts and around her hips, hiding nothing. Her knees and hands were coated with grass and mud where they’d rubbed against the sodden ground. And her pussy was gaping slightly, its interior completely hidden by white goo. Trickles of it were quickly winding down her inner thighs, already almost down to her knees, helped by the rivulets of rainwater. Her beautiful golden hair was plastered to her neck and back and her cheeks and lips were sticky with cum.


  And she was smiling. A breathless, heady grin that said she was loving every minute of it. As I stared up at her, our eyes connected...and everything changed.


  These men—these former bullies—had taken her from me, but they hadn’t taken anything from her. She’d given it to them. I suddenly understood how she and Brad had worked together, and worked well. He’d been able to give her something I couldn’t—he’d been able to unleash her inner slut, something she’d then had to bury for a decade when she met me. Now he’d helped her unleash it again...and she was happy. Maybe truly happy for the first time in years.


  It was a revelation.


  If I wanted her to be happy when we got home...I was going to have to accept this part of her. However humiliating it was for me to see her with other men. However difficult it was for me to accept my own arousal at watching.


  Brad came around behind me and untied me. To my surprise, he took the gag off as well. He stared into my eyes. “Ready to play nice?” he asked. And then he looked between Kim and me. All three of us exchanged looks.


  I was twisted up inside, shaky and uncertain. I felt as if I was standing on the edge of a precipice and I knew the next step would send me plunging down...but staying where I was wasn’t an option.


  To win her back, I had to stop fighting.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 34


   


  I looked at Brad and nodded. I still wanted to kill him...but we understood each other.


  He grabbed my wrist and hauled me to my feet. And then the whole group of us moved inside. Rick and Antonio had to half-carry the stumbling Kim between them, her legs were so weak from orgasms.


  The men’s locker room was a mirror of the women’s, with the same long, communal shower. They led Kim straight into it and helped her to strip off her sodden cheerleader uniform, sneakers and socks. Completely naked, she stood under a nozzle and they turned on the spray. She gasped and turned her face up to the water, luxuriating in the heat, letting the water reinvigorate her.


  The remaining guys hurriedly shucked off their football gear and joined her in the shower. It was a very different scene, with all of them naked. One gorgeous, full-breasted woman, surrounded by hard male flesh. As I watched, two of them started to rub her breasts, one from each side, while another two began to rub her ass. And it wasn’t just the five who hadn’t had a turn yet. Many of the ones who’d had her outside were getting naked as well and crowding around her, stroking their cocks. She had her eyes closed against the spray and, when she opened them, she jerked a little in surprise at how many men were around her. But her eyes quickly clouded with lust.


  One of the guys who hadn’t had a turn yet—the one who’d complained when Brad had wanted to move inside—grabbed her waist and pulled her to him, kissing her hard. She panted, returning the kiss even harder, and let him push her back against the tiled wall, her breasts pillowing against his chest. Then he was crouching, pulling her down with him. He sat on the floor between two of the shower nozzles, far enough to be mostly out of the spray but close enough to stay warm. Steam was rising around the group now, and between it and the men, I kept losing sight of her.


  “Better get in there,” Brad told me. I jumped—I hadn’t noticed he was standing beside me. I watched as he peeled off his sodden clothes. “Be quick, if you want to watch.”


  He disappeared into the showers and I realized that I was the only one left in the locker room. I wanted—needed—to see, but now I didn’t have the excuse of being tied up. I could just walk out….


  Or I could accept what I was and go in there. Naked. A slender guy amongst all the muscles, with a cock much smaller than any of theirs.


  I saw Kim kneeling down over the man, her hands on his shoulders, and then her gasp as she impaled herself on him. Then another man stepped between us and I lost sight of her completely. She was surrounded, and I was alone.


  It only took me a second to decide. I stripped off my clothes and marched in.


  Only a few of the guys turned around at first but, as I pushed my way to the front, I attracted more attention. My cheeks flared red as they saw my cock—already standing stiffly erect but barely half the size of theirs. But I didn’t let it stop me. The only thing that was on my mind was seeing my wife. And somehow, it felt different. By accepting what I was, I’d taken away some of their power to humiliate me. The brutal, biting humiliation was gone and what was left was the darker, hotter feeling...the sense that I was in my proper place.


  I was a cuckold and I knew it.


  Kim was slowly lowering herself atop the man, her knees wide apart. She locked eyes with me as he slid up into her. I had a better view than ever before, now that I could be right up in the middle of the action. I could see her glistening pink folds stretched tight around him. I could see the tiny droplets of water on her breasts, and the pucker of her skin around her straining nipples.


  Accepting was far better than fighting.


  I sank to my knees beside her. She was already slipping back into her haze of raw lust, but she had just enough time to give me a questioning look. I nodded slowly. I understand, now.


  She rewarded me with a look of greater warmth and love than I’d seen in years—maybe ever. I reached a tentative hand out and ran it over her shoulder. Not a sexual touch—that wasn’t my job, now. Just reassuring her that I was there.


  And then I moved back a little, still on my knees, giving her room. The guy she was astride had his hands on her hips and was guiding her to ride his cock, her ass bouncing against his muscled thighs. He took her breasts in his hands, not squeezing them but just letting her nipples stroke his palms as she moved up and down, and she gasped. He leaned back a little and she tipped forward, and they began a slow, pumping rhythm. I stared at the thick cock emerging from her pussy just a few feet before my eyes. I began to stroke myself and, for the first time, there was no shame in it. This turned me on: Kim knew it, I knew it and all the men knew it.


  Another man moved in behind my wife and pushed on her shoulders, urging her to tip even further forward. He positioned himself on his knees behind her and it was only when he took his cock in his hand that I realized what he intended. My breath caught in my throat as he guided himself to her tight asshole, only just above the cock that was already plunging into her.


  Kim stiffened as she felt him there, but she didn’t protest. She turned her head and locked eyes with me and I saw the lust there...and a trace of guilt, maybe at her need to be used this way. I reached out and touched her cheek, nodding to her again, and she nodded back at me.


  And then the man was pushing forward, opening her up. I had the perfect view of the thick head of him spreading her opening wider and wider, the tight rosebud slowly yielding to him, and then he was sliding into her and she was gasping as she was filled in two holes at once. Her first time? I didn’t know, anymore. Had she done this with Rick and Brad, in their threesome? There was so much I didn’t know, so much I hadn’t wanted to hear. Now, I wanted to hear all of it.


  With slow, powerful thrusts, the man behind her gradually went deeper and deeper. The guy underneath her had been holding her still for a moment, but now he used his hands to coax her to ride him again. The two men got in sync, sliding out of her at the same time before burying both their cocks inside her. They leaned her forward a little more, the guy underneath flat on his back, now, and started to fuck her in earnest. The man below her took possession of one swinging breast with his mouth as it hung over his face, while the one behind her reached around and kneaded at the other. With his free hand, he began to rub at her clit.


  Kim quickly built towards her peak again, her gasps and cries echoing off the tiled walls. It was likely her open, panting mouth that gave them the idea. Suddenly, a third man was pushing forward, shoving the head of his cock between her lips. Two more—the last two who hadn’t enjoyed her, yet—grabbed her hands and wrapped them around their cocks. All of them pressed in close to her and, as Kim moved faster and faster on the two cocks inside her, I saw the one in her mouth push into her throat.


  I was stroking myself hard and fast, now. My wife was on her knees, surrounded by muscled men, servicing five of them at once while the others watched. For the first time, I was honest with myself about it. I wanted it to happen. Even...God, even the one fucking her unprotected pussy. I was still jealous...I was burning with jealousy, but that only made it sweeter. I wanted them to take her, wanted them to pleasure her as I knew I couldn’t.


  Kim was moving her head frantically, now, stroking her lips up and down the cock in her mouth as the head pushed in and out of her throat. The man behind her was driving hard into her ass, his entire length inside her, while the man beneath her had his groin mashed tight to hers. She was filled to capacity and, as the men started to pump harder and faster into her, she climbed rapidly towards her finish, her moans loud even around the cock in her mouth.


  As I jerked my cock, I realized that lots of the men around us were doing the same. I managed to stagger to my feet, sensing what was going to happen and not wanting to get caught in the middle.


  But the men had no intention of wasting their seed on me. Pushing me out of the way, they formed a tight circle around Kim and the five guys fucking her. Everything was approaching a peak, the guys beginning to grunt, their faces contorting with the effort of holding back….


  It was the guy in her pussy who came first, yelling aloud as he pulled her hard down onto him and shot, long hot streams of cum blasting up into her unprotected depths. Then the guy in her ass and the one in her mouth, almost simultaneously. The only signs that they were coming was their abruptly frozen motion and their low sighs of ecstasy. Kim’s head jerked up, tensing at the explosion of thick liquid deep inside her, then moaning as her cheeks ballooned with the other one’s load. She swallowed most of it but, as she panted for air, a little escaped from the corner of her mouth.


  The man who’d just used her ass withdrew, and one of the men whose cocks she was stroking pushed her back so that she was sitting upright. That presented her breasts to him as a target and, within seconds, his cock was jumping and spurting, sending long ropes of cum across her chest. The one in her other hand followed suit, this time aimed at her face. A long trail of cum landed diagonally across her forehead, painting one eye shut and stretching across her nose to her mouth. The next few spurts were squarely aimed at her mouth, glistening across her lips and stretching into ropes as she panted and groaned.


  Suddenly, the other men were jerking their own cocks at the sight, spraying her face and breasts, even her back and ass—anywhere they could reach.


  When they stepped back, she was left there naked and panting, still sitting atop the man who’d used her pussy. I stared at her, my own breathing as labored as hers, looking at the cum trickling from her mouth, her pussy, her ass. My wife.


  We locked eyes, and my cock erupted in my hand, spraying my own seed to join theirs.


   


   


  ***


   


  Kim stayed in the shower for a long time, slowly coming back down to earth as she washed their seed from her body. The men left quickly, going home to their normal lives, their fantasies fulfilled.


  Antonio and Rick stayed until near the end, Rick giving Kim one last long, mournful look as he disappeared through the door. Greg left next, promising to look us up the next time he was in San Jose. I couldn’t tell if he was joking or not.


  That left Brad. He dressed in his street clothes and waited, leaning against the wall, until Kim emerged from the shower naked and dripping. Then he wrapped her into his arms, not caring about the soaking she gave his shirt, and drew her into a long, sensual kiss.


  When he finally released her, he gave her a little push. Not a hard push—a symbolic one. He sent her across the room to me, giving her back to me, at least for now. And then he turned and walked quickly out, as if he wanted to leave before he changed his mind.


  Kim bit her lip as she looked at me. The haze of lust had gone. In some ways, she was back to how she was before the reunion, or at least closer than she’d been since the whole thing started. In others, of course, she was changed forever.


  She wasn’t the same woman I’d asked to come to the reunion, back in San Jose. She wasn’t even the same woman I’d married...because that woman had never existed. She’d been living a lie for a decade, denying what she really needed just as I had.


  The woman I’d known was gone. But I loved this one even more.


  I wrapped my arms around her, feeling the press of her breasts against my shirt, her wet skin soaking through.


  “Do you still love me?” she whispered in my ear.


  “I always will,” I told her, squeezing her hard. “And me?”


  She nodded immediately. “Always.”


  “This isn’t out of your system, is it? When we get back home….”


  She pushed her wet body against mine. “When we get back home...we’ll take it one step at a time.”


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Epilogue


   


  It was almost two weeks before Kim got her period and confirmed that she wasn’t, in fact, pregnant. This time.


  I didn’t know what was going to happen next. Would we find a safe, anonymous way of satisfying Kim’s needs—some guy from the internet? Would that be enough, or would that be too…sterile? Would I need to try to do what Brad had done and trawl bars with her, meet complete strangers and offer up my wife? What if Greg had been right and she’d now want a black guy again?


  Or would the answer lie in our past? Would Brad come and visit us in San Jose, to demonstrate his superiority? Rick, who still had feelings for her? Greg, who wanted to get another white wife pregnant? Taylor, who still had that photo of me?


  What I did know was this: with our relationship changed forever, our adventures were only just beginning.


   


   


  <<<< >>>>


   


  Thank you for reading! :) If you enjoyed it, please leave a review.


   


  Would you like to read more about Kim and Louis? Would you enjoy another series, detailing their adventures back in San Jose? Let me know! victoriakasari@gmail.com


   


  I’ve included an extract below from my huge, 60,000 word novel “Cuckolded - My Wife on the Submarine.” If you’ve enjoyed this series, I think you’d like it :)


  [image:  ]


   


  Click here to see it on Amazon, or read on for an extract.


   


  Each time I release a story, I price it at $0.99 for the first 24 hours. My mailing list subscribers get an email so they can snap it up cheap before the price goes up. To get on the list, sign up here: (you must be over 18).


  http://list.victoriakasari.com


   


  If you enjoyed this series, you’ll probably like my other stories. Many of them are available to borrow on Kindle Unlimited.


  An Extract from


  Cuckolded - My Wife on the Submarine


   


   


  My bestselling, 60,000 word novel!


   


  My gorgeous, Eastern European wife and I were on board the sub to film a documentary. When the captain took a liking to her, I thought it was harmless. I enjoyed watching her flirt.


   


  But when war broke out between our two nations, the sub was forced to dive, trapping us on board. My wife found her old loyalties ran deep and became the captain's nightly companion. And that was only the beginning. As the sole American on board, I was the enemy. Every man on board wanted to humiliate me...by taking my wife.


   


  The next day, the captain called us to his quarters again. An armed officer came to pick us up as before. It was a relief to stretch our legs, even if it meant suffering the hateful glares of the crew as I passed.


  Halfway through our journey, we reached a ladder. Since Tanya always wore skirts, we had a procedure for this. The officer would go first, then Tanya, then I’d bring up the rear. This time, nothing seemed different at first. The officer went up, then Tanya carefully climbed onto the ladder and started up behind him.


  Then, just as I grabbed the rungs, someone pushed me out of the way. I looked up to see Viktor. “Emergency,” he said. “Crew have priority.” And before I could argue, he’d started up the ladder behind Tanya.


  I hurriedly climbed on below him and looked up. Just as I’d thought, he was staring straight up her skirt. She’d worn a looser one, today, in dark blue, and it was more modest than some she wore, with a longer hem. But its looser cut provided her with no modesty at all if someone was looking up from beneath. Even from where I was standing, I could see right up to her waist. I could see her naked thighs, her firm ass cheeks and the thin black panties she was wearing. From Viktor’s position, he’d be able to see it all even better.


  As I watched, Viktor climbed faster, catching her up. That meant his head got even closer to the bottom of her skirt. “Hurry,” he called in a teasing voice.


  Tanya did her best to climb faster, but the officer was ahead of her, holding her up, and the ladder was treacherous enough in heels without rushing. Viktor’s head was brushing the hem of her skirt, now. God, his face was only a few inches from her pussy.


  And then it happened. Tanya, trying to hurry, slipped in her high heels. One leg hung free and then, as she scrambled, the other foot slipped loose as well. She let out a brief scream.


  Viktor’s hand shot up and landed on her ass, holding her up. Only, because he was so close to her, his hand went straight up her skirt, his palm on her panty-covered ass cheek. “Don’t worry,” he called up in English. “I’ve got you.”


  Tanya’s feet kicked, searching for the rung. I hung there seething with rage, unable to take my eyes from the sight of Viktor’s meaty hand on my wife’s ass. Any second now, she’d regain her footing and then he’d have to withdraw it.


  At that second, the public address system blared and the captain gave a terse order.


  Above us, the officer looked down and snapped, for my benefit, “Silent running! Everyone freeze!”


  Instantly, Viktor went motionless. Tanya stopped kicking and the officer clung to the ladder like a statue. I was the last one to stop moving because, for a second, I didn’t believe he could really be serious. I’d heard of silent running, of course, when an enemy ship is searching for the sub on sonar and any tiny sound can be deadly. But I didn’t really think—


  My foot touched a rung and the metal squeaked and protested. The officer’s head whipped around to glare down at me. “Shh!”


  My God, he was serious. We couldn’t move at all. I realized that the sub had gone completely silent around me. From the chef in the galley chopping potatoes to the guys loading torpedoes, everyone had frozen like statues.


  I looked up. Viktor still had his hand on my wife’s ass. And, as I watched, he started to slowly knead the smooth flesh.


  My eyes widened. I couldn’t protest—and neither could Tanya.


  And then I looked up and saw my wife’s face and the look of guilty arousal there. She didn’t want to protest.


  Viktor saw it too. He grew bolder. His palm stayed on her ass cheek but his thumb extended, smoothing the satiny material of her panties over her ass. And then questing into the valley between her cheeks.


  I saw Tanya’s body stiffen silently on the ladder. I imagined his thumb, pressing the fabric against her nether hole.


  Surely this couldn’t last long! Surely the other ship would move away soon!


  Viktor silently slid his hand down, and I thought that it was over. But then Tanya’s body seemed to sink slightly, as if she was slipping, giving Viktor an excuse to shove his hand up again. God, she was actually encouraging him!


  This time, his hand went up between her legs, his wrist twisted so that his fingers landed along her pussy and the heel of his hand was at its base, with his thumb in the cleft of her ass. Tanya didn’t make a sound, but I saw her mouth open in silent “O” of pleasure.


  I stared up at Viktor. His legs were almost in front of my face. All I wanted to do was grab hold of his ankles and pull, send him tumbling down the ladder to crash in a heap at the bottom. The bastard had his hand right on my wife’s pussy—somewhere only I should ever touch! But I couldn’t move a muscle.


  And then I saw his arm move, just a little. There were shadows under her skirt, despite the submarine’s harsh fluorescent lighting, but I could make out the shape of his hand against her black panties. God, was he—


  Yes. He was rubbing her.


  Slowly at first, just a slight back and forth of his fingers. The panties were thin—he’d be able to feel the softness of the lips of her sex. He kept stroking, moving a little faster, now. Would she get wet for him? She didn’t even know him, didn’t even know his name. But would that matter, to her body?


  I saw his arm move a little. He was pressing harder, and now I saw his thumb bury itself between the perfect half-moons of her ass, circling and pressing her pucker through the fabric. Tanya leaned minutely forward on the ladder and it looked as if she gripped the rungs harder. She’d managed to find the ladder with her feet didn’t need Viktor’s support…but she was pressing down against him.


  His fingers were moving faster, now, not just feeling her up but rubbing with a purpose. Oh God…he actually means to—No!


  But Tanya was already moving on the ladder. Only tiny movements, because that was all she could do without making a noise. But she was definitely circling her hips, grinding her groin back against him.


  I couldn’t see Viktor’s face, but I knew he was grinning.


  His hand worked at her faster, faster. I could see her body begin its trademark shudder.


  No! No, that’s my wife! You can’t—


  And then she bit her lip, hard, her eyes screwed closed, and I saw her tremble. Her silent writhing went on for long seconds while I cursed Viktor and every ancestor that had been complicit in his birth.


  Viktor withdrew his hand. And then, as if for my benefit, he rubbed his forefingers together, as if to indicate they were sticky with moisture. Then he replaced his hand, but this time on the outside of her skirt, on her ass.


  The public address system blared again. I didn’t understand the words, but I could understand sigh of relief that came from the officer above us. He nodded for us to continue. Around us, I heard the ship return to life.


  Viktor finally removed his hand from my wife completely. It took us only a few more seconds to climb the rest of the way up to the next deck, where Viktor left us and walked away, whistling.


  I pulled Tanya aside. “Are you okay?” I asked, searching her face.


  She looked at the floor. There was a flush in her cheeks and, when I glanced down, the pinkness extended to her chest. She’d definitely had an orgasm.


  “I’m fine,” she said quickly, and turned from me.


  I shook my head in dismay. “You let him touch you!”


  “I slipped!” she protested weakly. Then she flushed deeper. “At first, I slipped. And then…I didn’t want to stop him.”


  The officer was right there next to us, pretending not to listen.


  “Why?!” I asked through gritted teeth.


  She shook her head. “You wouldn’t understand.” And then she was walking after the officer and I was chasing uselessly after them. And I was all too aware that my cock was hard in my pants.


  It was a turn on, the idea of a stranger—even the hated Viktor—touching her. I didn’t want it to be…but it was. And yet, at the same time, the sight of his hand on her had made me want to kill him.


  Even worse, the officer was opening the door to the captain’s office. Tanya was going to be in the same room as the captain again…and this time, she was already dangerously aroused.


   


  Get the whole huge, 60,000 word novel on Amazon now!


   


  Other Stories You May Enjoy


   


  My Wife, The Escort


  An epic, 12 part serial now available in one huge bundle!


  It started with a simple mistake: my gorgeous wife, mistaken for a high-class call girl. But that planted a fantasy in our minds and, the more we talked about it, the more we both wanted to know--what if she actually did it?


   


  It was a hell of a turn on for both of us. But could I really watch her take off her wedding ring and put on a short dress, stockings and heels, and pick up men in the hotel bar? Could I really watch from the closet as she stripped off and parted her thighs for them? How would I feel, seeing another man take her...for money?


   


  As she accepted her first client, would our relationship be destroyed...or become stronger than ever?


  Get it at Amazon!


   


  Cuckolded in Space


  I was prepared to do anything to get myself and my gorgeous blonde wife off the overcrowded Earth and to the colony on Mars--even lie about the fact I was infertile. But when my lies were uncovered, we were told we'd have to return home...or agree to my wife getting pregnant by another man.


   


  And not just any man. Leon, the muscled black hunk she'd been flirting with. He'd take her hard, without protection...and right in front of me. He'd give her the children I couldn't...and I could do was watch.


  Get it at Amazon!


   


  Cuckolded - Watching My Wife


  I only wanted to save my marriage. When my wife told me she fantasized about sex with another man, I thought it'd be the perfect way to get our sex life back. I thought I'd be the one in control.... I made the mistake of introducing my wife to Greg: moneyed, handsome and black. I didn't know that Greg had a cruel streak a mile wide...that he'd turn my innocent wife into his whore, and force me to watch him take her, unable to stop them: not once, but time and time again. I didn't know that he had plans to use her body in every way he could, or to breed her...I didn't know that I'd be cuckolded, or how humiliating it would be. This is my story.


  Get it at Amazon!


   


  Cuckolded in College


  I'm a geek. I admit it. When I somehow landed a girlfriend like Olivia - a beautiful, smart redhead - I thought all my problems were over.


  They were just beginning.


  She needed more than I could give her in bed. When she met Leroy, the black, muscled football captain, she claimed to hate him... but seemed to be drawn to him like a moth to the flame. I had to watch her make what I knew was a dangerous bet with him. And when it all went wrong, I had to watch my girlfriend fucked - and bred - again and again. We were in much too deep - and there was nothing I could do to stop it.


  Get it at Amazon!


   


  Cuckolded By My Boss


  My wife and I work for the same company. Our problems started when the new, black CEO made me redundant. I came up with a plan to get my revenge and set my wife and I up for life. I convinced her to lead him on, and I planned to film him kissing her and sue his ass for sexual harassment.


   


  It all went horribly wrong. Things went too far, and my boss found out about my plan. Suddenly, the tables were turned—now my boss was determined to fuck my wife and make me watch. Not just once, but again and again, in one degrading, humiliating situation after another. I never guessed that my beautiful, shy wife longed to be treated like a slut, or that once she’d had a taste of my black boss’s cock, I’d never be enough for her again….


  Get it at Amazon!


   


  Cuckolded - My Wife on the Oil Rig


  Three weeks on an oil rig, and she’d be the only woman on board. I wasn’t worried at all: my wife was completely faithful. In fact, I even encouraged her to tease the oil workers while I watched via webcam.


   


  Then things went horribly wrong. The head of the rig hacked my laptop and, pretending to be me, encouraged my wife to go further and further with him and his buddies. Thousands of miles away, all I could do was watch in horror as they took her again and again….


  Get it at Amazon!


   


  Cuckolded - My Wife at the Renaissance Faire


  My wife dressed up as a buxom wench, plenty of mead...what could be better? I even encouraged her to flirt with some of the guys while I watched. It was just innocent fun.


   


  But then she attracted the attention of the king, and with the help of his friends and a jester costume, he convinced her that I was happy for her to go further and further. Bound and gagged, I could only watch in horror as she lived out her secret, submissive fantasies and let all of them take her again and again....


  Get it at Amazon!


   


  Watching My Wife in Jamaica


  I didn’t mean to start showing off my wife. But the way the local men stared at her, undressing her with their eyes…I couldn’t help it. I was overjoyed when she went along with my game, pretending to be single and flirting with the local men. All my fantasies were coming true…


   


  But when we met Jaric, everything changed. He wasn’t satisfied with just looking and flirting. He wanted to take her body to the limits of pleasure, right in front of me…while she was fertile and unprotected. The question was: how far would I let her go?


  Get it at Amazon!


   


  Cuckolded - My Wife on the Submarine


  My gorgeous, Eastern European wife and I were on board the sub to film a documentary. When the captain took a liking to her, I thought it was harmless. I enjoyed watching her flirt.


   


  But when war broke out between our two nations, the sub was forced to dive, trapping us on board. My wife found her old loyalties ran deep and became the captain's nightly companion. And that was only the beginning. As the sole American on board, I was the enemy. Every man on board wanted to humiliate me...by taking my wife.


  Get it at Amazon!
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