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		CHAPTER ONE

		

		

		

		LILY TIPPED HER head back letting Eric’s half-hard prick fall from her mouth. Her elegant, sinewy hand continued to stroke it.

		

		“Do you want to go to homecoming?” She said, slurping him back in, taking her lips to the root of his cock.

		

		A muffled laugh came from between her thighs. “Right now?” He said, pulling his face away from the dark, wet petals of her labia. “Jesus, Lil.”

		

		She shifted her hips, pushing her muff back onto his mouth. Her hips began to gyrate, fucking his face.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER TWO

		

		

		

		ERIC WALKED THROUGH the French door from their house into the warm night air, his feet bare against the smooth, dry deck boards. A glass of whisky dangled between his fingers. “So homecoming, huh?” Eric said.

		

		Lily sipped from a glass of dark red wine and sucked guiltily on a cigarette she’d plucked from an aging pack that she kept in a kitchen drawer with unused trivets, lighters, matches and sundry household flotsam.

		

		“Fun right? It’s been years since I’ve gone and, I don’t know, we’d have fun.” She said.

		

		He smelled the cigarette before he saw it. She held it under the patio table between her thumb and forefinger while she rubbed a finger against the glowing screen of her phone.

		

		She looked up as he sat down across from her, the warm light from a little plastic LED shaped like a candle outlined her face bringing into relief the scalloped fullness of her lips, hovering above a perfect, ovoid chin. She was pert, cute, almost beautiful. She seemed to be one of those women that were perpetually sexy. She had a wicked temper but was always, always sexy. Her big brown eyes were almost perfectly round, so symmetrically placed they erased any other trace of imperfection from her face like the one nostril that was slightly larger than the other, the slight ski-jump at the tip of her nose or the one ear that was slightly higher than the other. And, of course, the tiny gap between her top incisors.

		

		She had pointed out these imperfections and others to him. She had examined her body meticulously over the years. She had been obsessed with her imperfections when they’d met but she’d mellowed over the years. Curse of a gymnast perhaps.

		

		She smiled at him. The corners of her mouth pushed her cheeks up with a force that created crows feet around her eyes and dimples so geometrically inviting Eric always imagined filling them with the tips of his pinkies when they appeared.

		

		“I don’t know Lil, homecoming sounds like a ‘you” thing not really a ‘we’ thing. I wouldn’t know anyone.” He said.

		

		“C’mon Eek (her pet name for him), it’d be fun. I could show you all the old haunts I’ve been talking about for years, I could show off my distinguished and devastatingly handsome husband,” she giggled, “plus I love football games in an outdoor stadium.” She said.

		

		By distinguished she meant older. Eric was ten years older, in his forties. More and more he felt it.

		

		“When was the last time you went?” He said.

		

		She looked up, unfolding fingers as she counted. Her hands were strong and sensuously carved, revealing the muscle and sinew moving beneath the silky skin. Her fingers were long and graceful, shaped by years of gripping and pushing against gymnastics equipment, the knuckles prominent with firm, pillowed pads under the painted tips.

		

		She grimaced. “Ten years. Is it sad if I go back?”

		

		“A little, maybe.” He said. “What brought this on?”

		

		“I got a thing in the mail from the ISU Alumni Association and I’ve been seeing things in my feed and just remembered how much fun it used to be. I got all nostalgic I guess.” She said.

		

		She got up and went to the railing of the deck, took a final drag off the cigarette and flicked the glowing tip off into the grass below. Eric watched her calves flex as she went up on the balls of her statuesque feet and leaned over the rail. Her favorite, threadbare post-coital t-shirt stretched over her buttocks and rode up to show the bottoms of each globe. Her skin was smooth and dusky. His cock stirred. He sipped his whisky. She set the cigarette butt upright on the metal railing.

		

		She turned to him. “If it’s still standing the morning…”

		

		“I know.” He said. “It’s the last one ever.” He recited the phrase she always used when she smoked. The butts never made it through the night.

		

		She giggled.

		

		She sat again, her unsprung tits jiggled loosely under the thin fabric, her nipples shown hard. She took a long draft of wine, set the glass down and leaned back in her chair. She arched, stretching her elbows back and running her fingers into her long dark hair. God, what a tight little package, he thought.

		

		An scene flipped through his mind of her getting drunk at a tailgate party - he knew she could get wild and loud in the right environment - kissing frat boys and flashing her tits. Maybe more. His cock grew at the thought. His secret fantasy.

		

		She relaxed. “Sad then, huh?” She reached for her wine. “I don’t want to be sad.” She said, sipping through pouting lips.

		

		“I don’t know.” He said, thoughtfully. “It could be fun. We could road trip, we could get there in a day of driving. We could camp, tail-gate, show the kids how it’s done.” He said. “You’re an alum, gymnastics alum. You were a big deal right, All-American or something. There’s nothing wrong with going back for a little taste of the glory days.”

		

		“Tons of people are talking about going. I guess the team is ranked this year.” She said.

		

		“How much are they asking for?” He said.

		

		“Camping?” She said. “Can’t we stay someplace nice?”

		

		“How much do they want?” He said.

		

		“It’s not bad. You get decent seats, tickets for concessions and um … well that’s it I guess.” She said.

		

		He asked again with only raised eyebrows.

		

		“It’s just a suggestion.” She smiled innocently. “Five thousand.” She said. Her eyebrows shot up and she bit the side of her lower lip.

		

		“Jesus Christ.” He said. “That’s a bold suggestion. I’m sure we can get by with a slightly less generous offer considering they’ve been recruiting off your name for years.”

		

		“But you really want to go?” She said, her big, brilliant teeth flashing. She came around the table and straddled him, her arms on his shoulders, her lips pecking his cheeks.

		

		“Absolutely. It’ll be fun to watch you turn all those college guys in circles trying to get a second look at you.” He said.

		

		She squealed and pushed her lips against his.

		

		“What’s this?” She said and pushed her hand between her legs and into the slit of his boxers. Her powerful, slender fingers wrapped around his growing prick. Her eyes narrowed above a dirty smile. Her lips pressed against his again, mouths opened, tongues twirled into each other.

		

		“Fuck me again.” She said. She ground her strong little hips back and forth against him.

		

		Her scent mixed with the wine and cigarettes and perfume and wrapped vertiginously around his head in a Lily Cloud that made him thicken. She owned him.

		

		“Are you going to party if we go?” He said, in a low, husky voice. ‘Party’ was code for flirting with other guys and the closest he got to telling her what he really wanted.

		

		“If you want me to.” She said and nibbled his lip. “You wanna watch me party with a bunch of college guys?” She said, and slid her tongue into his mouth, her hips grinding over his hard cock.

		

		“Uh-huh.” He groaned.

		

		He stood, lifting her and laying her on the patio table. Her fingers went to her pussy and began rubbing her clit. He pushed his boxers down and stepped out of them as they hit the deck. He lifted her knees and pushed the head of his cock against the tight, hot entrance to her pussy and pushed. He spread his feet, bent his knees and flexed his hips, sliding fully into her. She arched against him, moaning, her fingers began strumming furiously against the swollen button of her clitoris.

		

		Her wine glass crashed to the deck as his strokes became more powerful. He could feel her pussy lips grasping his shaft every time he withdrew. A buzz began to grow between his shoulder blades. He imagined a big, meaty dude-bro pounding his fat dick into her tight, gripping pussy as she came on him, her fingers digging into his ass, pulling him in.

		

		Her hand was a blur over her mound as she worked her clit. “Almost, almost.” She panted. “Don’t stop.” Her eyes were closed, her face twisted into a rictus of determination and pleasure. An orgasm was growing in the base of her spine and slowly building into a hot, throbbing knot.

		

		His eyes closed and he tried to think of baseball or mortgage payments to forestall the eruption that was coming. An image appeared of dude-bro frozen in place, rigid with orgasm, his fat dick buried in her pussy, his come leaking out of her around his shaft. He imagined the look of ecstasy on Lily’s face at that moment.

		

		“That feels so good.” She moaned. “Don’t stop baby.” She said.

		

		His fingers dug into her hips and he drove into her as far as he could go. Gales of electric current washed down his shoulders and flanks as he began to come. He thrust haltingly as he shot into her. He held himself inside her as she continued to chase the rabbit of her release, her fingers working powerfully against her clit. His cock began to deflate. He slipped from her pussy.

		

		“No, no, no.” She said. “Lick me, please lick me. I’m so close.” She begged as she continued her frantic masturbation.

		

		He lifted the glass of whisky to his mouth and drained it then knelt between her legs. She put one foot on his shoulder as he held her other leg, spreading her open to him. He tilted his head and began to run his tongue up and down the length of her slit as she continued to rub desperately at her button.

		

		She moaned. “Oh yes. Fuck yes.” Her tummy crunched up and she placed the other hand behind his head and pulled his face to her. “Put your finger in me.” She commanded.

		

		He slid a finger into her and his watery load oozed out around it. His tongue lapped at her labia as his finger worked in and out of her.

		

		A high guttural groan squealed from her open mouth as her abs flexed, lifting her head off the table and she spasmed strongly against his tongue. Her hands moved to her breasts, pulling at her nipples. He fucked his tongue into her until the contractions subsided. He began lightly tracing the contours of her sex with his tongue, kissing and licking. He kissed her swollen clitoris and sat back on his heals.

		

		She sat up and looked at him smiling a goofy, contented smile.

		

		“Oooof.” She said.

		

		He wiped their juices from his face and grinned.

		

		“No camping.” She said

		

		“No camping.” He said.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER THREE

		

		

		

		THE PLAZA IN front of the hotel was sunstruck on an October afternoon and filled with a grey and crimson pool of temporary tribalists. Students and faculty, fans and alumni bubbled and shifted in their university colors.

		

		The welter of humans and horns and drums and music carried on its shoulders the celebratory smells of autumn and roasting meat and beer and the sweet incense of young women evoking, for a day, an ancient village of fear and hope at the bone. College football.

		

		Lily smiled at Eric, took his hand and waded in looking for her people. He watched the faces in the crowd for flickers of recognition. Lily had, after all, been a big deal here, or so he was told. Ten years ago. He was afraid there was no one to welcome her home. No one at the beer tents, or the food trucks or the face-painting stands. College is a fast-moving bend in the river.

		

		They drank their beer and joined the throng flowing along the street toward the stadium. Her crotch brooded and bothered as she walked with an unresolved orgasm from their love-making this morning. As she picked and bumped through the crowd, faint but familiar signals of a previous life, a life of being desired and exploring those desires as a student on the cusp, began to surge into her, growing with every smell, every sound, every fleeting glance of appraisal from vital young men all around her. Her head was swirling, she was getting wet.

		

		Eric was right about the frat boys. Their section was lousy with them, loud and lecherous and sprinting in unison toward their first puke of the day. He should have donated more for better seats. But Lily seemed unbothered, rather, she seemed ready to bite and tussle and party.

		

		“You’re a hot little spinner.” One of them slurred loudly and looked to his buddy for approval.

		

		“Thank you.” Lily said. “Come find me later and I’ll snap your dick off.” She said, smiling coyly.

		

		“Oooohhh.” They roared and laughed, receipt that she owned them.

		

		“You’re amazing.” Eric said to her as they took their seats.

		

		A tight, hot ball of desire began to throb in her perineum, spraying tingles into her thighs and up her back.

		

		“This is so fun. I fucking love it.” She said, rubbing his thigh, taking in the immensity of the stadium, the event.

		

		Within minutes the same two frat boys stumbled over to them.

		

		“Hey man, sorry about what I said about your girlfriend.” He said to Eric. “You’re just so fucking hot. Sorry, I mean you’re a very attractive woman.” He said to Lily - frat boy Number One.

		

		“If you guys need anything or if anybody fucks with you just let us know. We’ll take care of it.” Said the other one - frat boy Number Two.

		

		“Thank you for the apology boys. That’s very nice.” Said Lily. “Actually, do you know where the beer stand is?” She said. Glancing at the crotch of Number One.

		

		Eric followed her eyes and looked at the guy’s crotch. He was standing with one foot on the seat in front of them. He was a tall, thick-bodied farm-boy type, blonde hair escaping from the hole is the snap-back hat that sat backward on his big head. He had a sizable proto-erection tenting his athletic shorts despite his inebriation.

		

		“You guys want beer?” said Number Two. “We’ll make sure you stay beered. We got guys running for us all day.” Number One was staring at Lily, swaying slightly, his eyes had narrowed, his mouth open slightly. His buddy back-handed him in the shoulder.

		

		The trance was broken and Number One said, “Sorry. Hey, you guys want a hit?” And produced a vape pen from his shorts pocket. He offered it to Lily.

		

		“Yeah, that’s cool but I don’t think…” Eric began.

		

		“Sure.” Lily said and took the pen. The boys grinned at each other with a good deed done. The picture of gracious hosts.

		

		She took a hit and offered it to Eric who waved it off. She held her breath as she finished the beer she bought in the plaza in long, deep gulps then daintily pinched the corners of her mouth with her thumb and forefinger. She exhaled the vapor and burped.

		

		The frat boys laughed, “Fuck yeah.” Said Number Two. Lily giggled.

		

		The sight of Number One fishing through his shorts for the pen, stretching the fabric of his shorts over his half-hard shaft brought a thudding heartbeat to the knot in her pelvis. She glanced again at the tented fabric, her eyes drawn to it.

		

		“I just have to ask. Are you alum?” Number One said. “You look famous or something.”

		

		She handed the pen back with a coquettish smile. She was beaming inside.

		

		“Not famous. Just alum.” She said. “Okay, thank you boys. Now scoot. I’ll call when I need you.” She said and waved them away with a her most charming smile.

		

		“Cool. Okay, you guys have fun. We’ll be right back here.” They said, and turned to stumble away.

		

		Eric looked at her dumbly, grinning. He shook his head.

		

		The image of Number One’s fat white cock between her full, crimson painted lips flashed through his mind and his prick stirred as a squirt of adrenaline shot through his diaphragm waking him to the possibilities all around him.

		

		“Adroit is the word you’re looking for. It’s a college word.” She said. “This is my scene. These are my people.”

		

		He chuckled and kissed her face. It seemed she had come home after all.

		

		“That pen tasted like his dick.” She said.

		

		“Gross.” He said, screwing up his face.

		

		“I dunno, I kinda like the taste of dick.” She said and laughed. “I have to go to the ladies. I’ll be right back.” She said and got up.

		

		“You want me to go with you?” He said and stood.

		

		“No, no. I’ll take dick-pen and his friend. They can carry our popcorn on the way back.” She said.

		

		Eric’s eyes widened in alarm. “You sure that’s a good idea?” He said.

		

		She smiled. “They’re harmless. Plus…” She motioned to the stadium full of people.

		

		He glared at her. She thrust out a hip, placing her fist on it, giving him a level look.

		

		“Alright.” He said. “Call me if you need anything.”

		

		He watched her turn to go. She was suddenly a college girl again. She walked up to the frat boys, placing one glacier white sneaker on a chair in front of them, one little fist on a hip clad in tight silver and black striped yoga pants that looked painted on. On top she was wearing a tight crimson sweater with ISU stitched over her full little breasts. She wore a white cap with her dark ponytail, showing strands of red in the bright sunlight, pulled through the back.

		

		She extended a crooked finger toward them and signaled. They practically fell over each other trying to get to her. They exchanged words with her Eric could not hear and she led them away. Two giants being led by a pixie.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER FOUR

		

		

		

		THE LINE FOR the ladies room extended fifty feet from the bathroom entranced and was filled with women and girls in various states of agitation, holding their water. Lily stamped her foot in frustration.

		

		“Fuck!” She said and giggled. The vape she hit was buzzing pleasantly in at the base of her skull and in her eyes.

		

		She turned to look at her frat boys.

		

		“I have to peeeeee.” She said and laughed again.

		

		They laughed at her laughing.

		

		“That sucks.” Number One said.

		

		Number Two, about the same build as Number One, looked around the line of women to the men’s room.

		

		“Hey, I have an idea.” He said. “C’mon.”

		

		Lily and Number One followed him around the line up to the entrance of the men’s room. He looked at her.

		

		“No line. We can get you in here.” He said. “No one’s gonna care.”

		

		“I can’t do that.” She said. “It’s full of … dicks.” She said, falling into another giggle.

		

		They looked at each other and all laughed.

		

		“Yup.” Said Number One. “For sure. But you don’t want to pee your pants.”

		

		They all laughed again, the funniest thing she’d ever heard, she was sure.

		

		“No.” She said, catching her breath. “That wouldn’t be good. I’m already super wet.” She said. The understanding of what she’d just said dawned over her slowly and she began to blush. “Shit. Never-mind.” She said.

		

		Number One and Number Two exchanged bemused, wide-eyed looks.

		

		“You okay?” Said Number Two.

		

		She exhaled. “I’m fine.” She said. “Just a wee buzzed. And fuuucking horny.” She said, squeezing her knees together. “But right now I have to peeee!” She squealed.

		

		“Look, just walk between us. We’ll sandwich you and no one will see. Then we’ll stand in front of the stall while you go to make sure no one comes in.” Said Number Two.

		

		She rolled her eyes beneath furrowed brows as if thoroughly considering all the implications and said, “Okay.”

		

		She lined up behind Number Two, her hands on his hips and Number One lined up behind her, his big white hands on her shoulders. They literally sandwiched her and they all conga’d slowly into the men’s room. By the time they passed the entrance Lily could feel Number One’s dick pressing into her back. She grinned, her faced buried in the back of Number Two, he smelled pleasantly of beer and deodorant, her hands gripping his hips. “Shit. Shit. Shit.” She muttered. She could feel her heart beating hotly in her anus.

		

		Once inside she turned and looked at Number One. “Watch where you’re putting that thing.” She said and looked down at what was now a full erection. “Jesus.” Her face turned up to him giving him her most indignant look.

		

		His fair skin blushed deeply. “Fuck. Sorry.” He said. “It’s just…”

		

		“I know.” She said. “Let’s find an open stall.”

		

		“Down here.” Number Two called to them.

		

		She looked into the stall. “We can’t all fit in there.” She said looking up at each of them in turn and laughed. Funniest thing ever.

		

		“What?” They each said, looking dumbly at her.

		

		“You first.” She said, grabbing Number One by his erection like a pan handle. “You stay here. Don’t let anyone in, K?” She said to Number Two and reached out her other hand to cup his crotch. She pursed her lips at him and squeezed.

		

		She maneuvered Number One into the stall by his hips, closed the door behind them and squeezed past him.

		

		“Face the door please.” She said, pulling her pants down below her knees as he turned. “And no peeking.” A torrent of urine rushed out of her. She lowered her head at the feeling of relief. She reached for toilet paper and dabbed herself, dropped the toilet paper in the bowl and slid a finger over the slick, swollen flesh of her labia. “Ugh.” She groaned.

		

		She lifted her head, reaching for her pants and saw Number One had turned toward her, his expression had become dark, narrow and purposeful again. He was breathing through his mouth. He had pulled his shorts to mid thigh and was stroking his large pink cock red.

		

		At the sight of it the hard ball of desire flared in her bowels lighting a screen of tingles through her body. Her lips came apart and her eyes widened. The tingling gathered between her legs into a swollen heartbeat, her eyes fixated on the engorged, glistening head of his dick. She wanted it in her.

		

		“Do you know how to use that?” She said, leaning back on the toilet. It flushed automatically, blowing a cool mist against her bare bottom.

		

		His mouth hung open, he nodded and stepped forward, towering over her. At least a foot taller than her five foot, four inch frame.

		

		“Good grief.” She said.

		

		He took his hand away and tilted his hips forward displaying his thick, meaty cock surrounded by blonde pubic hair. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around it mid-shaft, squeezed and pulled her hand toward the bullet-shaped head. A fresh bead of pre-seminal fluid appeared at the tip. She leaned forward on the toilet, pants and thong around her knees and placed her full lips over the drop and took it into her mouth. A low groan came from his chest.

		

		She opened her mouth over it and began to suck, stroking it with both hands, her tongue swirling against the underside of the head. The pungent smell of his sex and sweat entered her brain and resolved as an arousing, woody smell. She sucked harder.

		

		She pulled away. “Don’t come in my mouth.” She said, wanting him desperately to come in her mouth, to swallow his load. She guided the hard dick back over her lips.

		

		Her head bobbed over his cock, working her tongue against the long, thick shaft. She reached down and cupped his balls. She pushed her head down against him, trying to take him into her throat. Too big.

		

		“I need you to fuck me with this thing.” She said, surprised at how completely horny she was. “Can you do that?”

		

		She pushed her pants to the floor in one swift motion then pulled one foot through the leg hole. She reached up around his neck and pulled. He squatted to catch her and his hands came automatically to her ass, lifting her to eye level. She leaned in, opened her mouth over his and pushed her tongue frantically into him.

		

		She reached down between them and ran a finger through her the wet folds of her cunt, smearing her lubrication over her labia. She reached further until she found the head of his cock and lined it up until it was pressing against the entrance to her pussy. He lowered her onto his shaft.

		

		Her head fell back with hands clasped around his neck, savoring the flesh on flesh thrill of his thickness pushing into her. As he lowered her she felt as if she would split and a squeal escaped her. Her head came forward and her mouth covered his, her tongue eager to taste him.

		

		He lifted her and slid her down again on his hard shaft, the swollen head of his cock finding her limit. A pulse of pain flared and she barked into his mouth. The reaction spurred him. He turned toward the door, pushed her up against it, he crouched slightly and began to thrust into her in deep, hard strokes.

		

		She took one hand from behind his neck and covered her mouth and closed her eyes. A powerful orgasm was swirling toward the surface. Her hands slapped the stall door then reached up and grabbed the front of his hoody, her heals hooked into his buttocks and she pulled him into her. It was so close now.

		

		Suddenly, he lifted her off the door, staggered back, his cock buried in her. He began to come. His head tilted back and his eyes slammed shut. He held his breath. She could feel him swelling as his come pulsed into her.

		

		“Fuck!” She said. “No, no, no.”

		

		“You are such a perfect piece of ass.” He said, leaning forward to kiss her mouth.

		

		She kissed him back eagerly. “Don’t stop.” She begged. “Don’t stop. Please.”

		

		He lifted her and his cock slipped out, his come dribbled out of her in a stream onto the bathroom floor. He set her down, her feet on the floor.

		

		He leaned down to kiss her again. “Fuck me.” He said.

		

		“Fuck!” She said in frustration. “I think I just did.” She said, reaching for a wad of toilet paper to wipe him off of her swollen, singing, unreleased pussy. “You’re a big boy. You could’ve got me off.” She said, looking up to him. “You almost did.”

		

		His dumb grin betrayed the fact he didn’t pick up on the sleight or he just didn’t care. She pulled her pants up and gathered herself.

		

		They walked out of the stall. Number Two was facing them, his erection tenting the front of his shorts. Number One walked past him, they knuckle bumped. Lily rolled her eyes then looked at the front of Number Two’s shorts, then up into his expectant face.

		

		“Fuck.” She said. “Really?”

		

		He shrugged and tugged himself. She walked back into the stall, sat down on the toilet and slowly spread her legs. She parted her lips and tapped her chin with her finger. He closed the door behind him.

		

		I less than two minutes they walked back out, his aftertaste coating her mouth, his come in her belly, her pussy on fire.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER FIVE

		

		

		

		THE GIANTS FOLLOWED Lily through the stadium carrying two buckets of popcorn and a stack of hotdogs while she sipped a beer. Her phone began to trill.

		

		She pulled it from her clutch and looked at it. She stopped in her tracks. People flowed around her and the giants.

		

		“Oh my God.” She whispered and turned to the giants. “What section are we in?” She said.

		

		“One oh three. About half way up.” Said Number Two.

		

		She turned away and tapped into her phone and waited. A reply came.

		

		“We need to go.” She said and began walking again then shifted into brisk. “C’mon.” She said.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER SIX

		

		

		

		THE STADIUM CLOCK read 9:13, the time remaining in the first quarter, when they got back to their section. Everyone seemed to standing. State was on the six yard line, threatening, time-out had been called.

		

		Eric was brooding. Lily walked up to him and kissed him wondering if he could taste Number Two on her lips. She was sure, despite the beer, she could still taste his come.

		

		“Sorry babe. You should have seen the lines.” She said, rolling her eyes.

		

		He studied her face. “What the fuck Lil? You’ve been gone for like half an hour. I thought you were in a dumpster somewhere.” He said.

		

		Her face flushed and her lips grew tight.

		

		He felt foolish and embarrassed and angry. He wanted to rage at her, he wanted to scoop her up into arms and be overcome by her scent, her Lily Cloud. He knew she could handle herself yet scenes of her stretched and bounced between those two tanks of seething frat hormones had been scrolling through his mind like carnal GIFs.

		

		Gritty gusts of jealousy and impotence, rage and arousal had been blowing through him, pumping splash after splash of adrenaline into his guts. The base of his skull ached, his underwear was sticky with pre come. He opened his mouth to apologize.

		

		Her gaze caught somewhere over his shoulder and he saw her face light up. He turned to look as she stepped past him, her hands tented over her nose and mouth. She squealed an incomprehensible name.

		

		“Tootsie Roll!” Said a handsome black man. He had fine features and long tight curls that wouldn’t stay tucked behind his ears. His face was expressive with a smile so infectious and charming Eric knew instantly he was a narcissist. A really good-looking narcissist. Eric smiled despite himself.

		

		Lily screamed and ran to him reaching up to embrace him as his arms surrounded her. He picked her off the ground and they embraced, their faces buried in each other’s necks, breathing each other’s warmth. Her legs wrapped around him. Their lips smashed together briefly, they pulled away beaming, wondering at each other. She slid from his embrace, holding his hands.

		

		She turned to Eric and started pulling the man behind her.

		

		“Eek, this is Sean Prinz. We, uh, were here at State together.” She said.

		

		The two men shook hands, made eye contact, made polite sounds and sized each other; grip strength, technique, height, weight, age, income, marital status, personality disorders.

		

		Sean had, at least, the advantage of mystery. Eric had never heard of him as far as he could remember. Who the fuck is this guy?

		

		Apparently someone Lily knew well, possibly fucked. Probably fucked. The exchange ended with Sean looking back down to Lily, his brilliant, gapped toothed smile reflecting off her face.

		

		“You should come sit with us.” He said. “A few of us got a suite for the game. It’s stunning and plenty of room. Always room for you, Tootsie Roll.” He turned his smile on her.

		

		Tootsie Roll? Really? I’m right here, man. And “stunning.” When did stadium suites become stunning?

		

		She looked at Eric. “Oh, fun!” She said. “Let’s. Come on Eek.” She wove her fingers, reassuringly into his and tugged. He followed.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER SEVEN

		

		

		

		THE SUITE APPEARED empty as they entered. The smell of recent construction was still faintly detectable, carpet, glue, board dust. The room was long and narrow, the lights dimmed. Music filled the space. The volume was just enough to nudge people close together to be heard. Eric’s heartbeat quickened.

		

		As they walked deeper into the room they passed a bar. A blonde in her mid-twenties popped up from behind it in a tight, cutoff, crimson ISU t-shirt, her straight, flaxen hair fell just below her shoulders, her lips glistening pink.

		

		“Hi.” She chirped at Eric.

		

		He stopped. Sean and Lily walked on. He could hear them start a conversation with other occupants he couldn’t see.

		

		“Hi.” Eric said, stepping closer, extending his hand. “I’m Eric.” A thick, sweet, fruity perfume rolled off her and surrounded him. Her large, round breasts tugged the fabric of her shirt taut between the outlines of large areolas. He glanced toward the front of the suite. The large glass window giving onto the field was all he could see.

		

		She extended a long slender hand, sliding it into his palm, withdrawing it without squeezing.

		

		“I’m Jizz.” She said, Looking directly, into his eyes with a challenging smile.

		

		He began to laugh sardonically. She tossed her head forward and joined him with a giggle.

		

		“What?” He said. “I’m so sorry I thought you said…”

		

		“Jizz.” She said, smiling, confident. “My name is Giselle. Sean and the guys call me Jizz. It’s funny. Kinda gross, I know. But cute, right?” She said.

		

		“Giselle. Right. Nice to meet you. Do you mind if I just call you Giselle?” He said.

		

		“Sure. Can I get you a drink? I’m bartending today.” She said. She shifted her weight from one full, fleshy hip to the other continuing to look directly at him with her big blue eyes, a playful grin on her lips. She was wearing stretchy grey shorts so tight he could see the outline of her sex.

		

		“Sure.” He said, his eyes on her hips a beat too long. “How about a gin and tonic?”

		

		“What do you like?” She said. Her eyes took him in, her brow arched almost imperceptibly. She looked him up and down as he’d done to her. “In it.” She set her jaw at him. “Lime?” She said, one corner of her sweet mouth curled into a grin.

		

		“Sure. Thanks.” He said, blushing a little at being busted for gawking at her. “How many people are here today?” He said.

		

		“Hmm,” she thought, “Just in the suite?”

		

		Eric suppressed a grin. “Yeah, just in the suite.”

		

		“Oh. Just me and Sean and um, Will and Doc.” She said.

		

		Eric nodded. “Small crowd then.” He said.

		

		“Um, okay.” She said. “Here you go.” She set the drink on the bar under a napkin.

		

		“So how do you know Sean?” He asked and sipped. The cocktail was mostly gin.

		

		“Ohhh, you know, we date sometimes. I dated Doc for awhile too but he’s got another girl now.” She said.

		

		“I see.” He said. “Well, thanks for the drink. It was really nice meeting you. I’m going to see what happened to my wife” He said.

		

		Her brow arched again. She grinned, shifted her weight and fluttered her fingers at him as he walked away.

		

		He moved toward the front of the suite. He needed to find Lily. He needed to know where this was going.

		

		He pulled out his phone and Googled: Sean Prinz - American Music Producer, Former Professional Soccer Player, NCAA All-America Soccer Team, Alma Mater ISU.

		

		“Fuck.” He muttered.

		

		As he reached the front of the suite Sean stood and made introductions. He offered Eric a seat next to him as he sat with Lily on the couch. The two of them resumed their conversation, Lily was turned toward Sean, one knee on the couch, hanging on every word, interjecting with “No way,” or “Cool,” and the occasional laugh or giggle.

		

		Eric disappeared to them as if he had been absorbed by the overstuffed chair he sank into. It occurred to him that it was very posh furniture for a stadium suite. Maybe this was what made it stunning. He sunk deeper into the chair. Two other men to his right, presumably Doc and Will, gazed impassively through the glass window out onto the field.

		

		Within minutes, Giselle, appeared and bent over in front of Eric, giving him a look at the little bun of her vulva barely contained within the shorts. She set a tray of shots and a vape pen on the low table in front of them. She glanced back at him then arched, the hem of her shorts climbed up revealing the bottoms of her curvy white ass. Blood began flowing into Eric’s dick.

		

		Sean leaned forward, lifted a shot and quaffed it. He picked up two more and handed one to Lily. They touch them together and knocked them back. Sean returned the glasses to the tray and reached for the pen. He took two long drags and offered it to Lily. She took a long draw and handed it back.

		

		It was clear weren’t here to watch the game. The thought of what might happen squeezed Eric’s guts sending a spray of adrenaline through him.

		

		Sean turned to offer the pen to Eric. Eric took it, studied it, and put it to his lips drawing in the vapor until the device vibrated. He handed it back to Sean who motioned toward Will.

		

		Will was leaning out of his chair, his soporific eyes on Eric, and took the pen then sunk back into his seat. Giselle sat on a cushion on the floor between Doc’s knees, his long dark fingers massaging her shoulders. He placed the pen to her lips and she inhaled.

		

		Eric waited for the vapor to make it’s way to his brain. Within a minute a warm blanket of well-being began to cover him. His muscles released and he sank a little deeper into the preternatural comfort of the chair.

		

		He watched Sean and Lily talking, looking at each other, touching and patting each other as they reviewed the moments, the people, the events that had passed since they’d seen each other. He couldn’t make out their words but Lily’s body had come awake near Sean. His heart banged in his chest, his cock was fully erect.

		

		Then Sean slid closer to Lily, his fingers reached out and wrapped around her ankle then traveled lightly up her calf to rest on her knee. She leaned into to say something. Her lips moved and Eric thought they formed the words: I’ve missed you. Sean smiled at her and leaned back.

		

		Eric’s fingers gripped the arms of the chair and released.

		

		A question, words he wanted to speak, swam toward the surface of Eric’s brain, toward his mouth. Finally he said, in a voice that seemed not his own, “So how do you two know each other, Lil?”

		

		They turned to look at him. Their eyes were on him for what seemed like a very long time. They smiled warmly at him.

		

		“Hi Eek.” Said Lily. She got up and came to him, kneeling in front of him. She leaned forward and kissed his mouth. He smiled at the supple touch of her warm lips. “What did you say?” She said.

		

		“How do you know each other?” He repeated in the same disconnected voice. He wanted to ask if she was going to fuck this guy right here in front of him, while he watched, every little move, every little whimper and groan, while his mind was blown, while he came in his pants, while he watched her orgasm.

		

		One corner of her mouth curled into a grin, her eyes looked up and away and she said coyly, “Well, we dated for awhile back in school. On and off for about a year.”

		

		“I had no idea.” He said. On and off meant fuck buddies he realized. “Quite a homecoming then.”

		

		“Yeah.” She said, nodding, brow raised. “I think you got high.” She said and chuckled softly.

		

		She stood and ran her hands up and down his thighs. She leaned in to kiss his mouth. The Lily Cloud enveloped him, this time he could taste her arousal, the hormones on her breath, in her saliva. She was probably wet.

		

		She moved back to the couch and sat next to Sean. His cock spasmed and began to ache. His temples began to buzz and his chest began to thud as the thought of her sucking on Sean flickered through his mind.

		

		“He never smokes.” She said to Sean.

		

		Sean turned toward Eric. “How you doin?” He said, his chin lifting to punctuate the question.

		

		“All good. All good.” Said Eric and sipped his gin in slow motion.

		

		“Hey man, Your girl’s looking fine. You taking good of her. I like to see that.” Sean said.

		

		Eric nodded. Sean leaned in.

		

		“Yo, she’s good to go.” He said. “You cool?”

		

		Eric hesitated, trying to process the words and formulate a response. He could not. “Cool. Whatever she wants,” was all he could say, locked in a thick haze of pleasure, decoupled from events unfolding around him. He sipped his gin, his dick painfully erect. His heart felt as though it might rupture.

		

		His eyes shifted to Lily and he watched.

		

		Sean nodded. “Alright.” Eric’s eyes remained locked on Lily.

		

		Sean turned back to Lily and slid closer to her. His hand went to his crotch. Lily’s eyes were on him.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER EIGHT

		

		

		

		LILY’S HAND COVERED Sean’s, her eyes flicked to Eric, checking, and away. Her mouth went to Sean’s and opened. Her tongue danced impatiently against his. Sean pulled his hand away from his crotch and Lily’s hand, taking its place, began rubbing along the length of the bulge she found there.

		

		Eric reached to squeeze and adjust himself. He could not look away from his wife’s hand stroking this other man’s cock. A cock she had, presumably, had inside her many times before. A cock she knew. A cock she wanted now.

		

		She removed her hand and climbed over him, straddling him. She began to grind her hips against Sean’s hardness, her mouth devouring his, her hands on his face holding his head as if trying to eat him.

		

		Suddenly Doc was standing over Eric, looming, huge.

		

		“Hey man, you gotta go. This is a private party. You can’t be doing that in here.” Said Doc. He grabbed Eric by the front of his sweater.

		

		Eric realized he’d been stroking his cock through his pants. He released it and brought the hand up grasping at Doc’s muscular forearm. Doc began to pull.

		

		“Whoa dude.” Eric heard himself say.

		

		“Doc.” Said Sean. Doc paused still straining to pull Eric out of his seat.

		

		Sean looked at Eric. “You cool?” He said. “You gonna be cool?”

		

		Eric nodded. Sean looked at Doc. Doc released Eric. Lily’s face was sucking on Sean’s neck, humping over his erection. She didn’t look up. Sean’s hands were holding Lily’s ass, squeezing and pulling.

		

		Without looking at Eric, Doc went back to his seat and sank slowly back into it. Giselle was sitting on her heels in front of him. He motioned her away with his head and looked back out onto the game. The man next to him, Will, was out. His head lolled back, his eyes closed. Giselle stood and walked past Eric toward the back of the suite.

		

		Eric straightened his sweater and reached for his drink trying to calm himself.

		

		Sean was looking at him expressionless. Lily sucked at his neck, grinding her sweet, tight ass over his lap. Sean found the top of Lily’s yoga pants with one hand and slid his fingers under the waistband. He pushed one hand into her pants between the globes of her ass. Lily arched as his finger slid over her anus and found the wet hole of her pussy. He pushed the tip of his finger into her. Lily tipped her head forward onto Sean’s shoulder, eyes closed, and groaned. Sean smiled thinly at Eric.

		

		Giselle returned, brushing Eric’s knee as she passed him. She looked back at him with heavy lids and licked her pink lips.

		

		She stood behind Lily, reached down and slid a hand under Lily’s ass placing another on Lily’s hip. She began to rub her mound over her pants. Sean’s arms fanned out and rested on the couch back. Lily’s head came back then fell forward again, her hips grinding over Giselle’s hand as it glided back and forth through Lily’s crotch.

		

		Then Giselle stopped and took Lily’s ponytail in one hand and began to pull. Lily’s head lifted from Sean’s chest. Giselle stepped back and yanked on the handle of hair in her hand. Lily screamed and tumbled off onto the floor.

		

		Eric went rigid with shock but was frozen to his seat.

		

		Giselle began to pull upward on the ponytail until Lily got to her feet. Lily turned to face her. The flat of Giselle’s hand connected audibly with Lily’s cheek. Lily bent, her hand coming to her face.

		

		From behind, Giselle put her hands under Lily’s arms and pulled her up. One hand went to Lily’s breast and began to squeeze, the other, between her legs, began to rub. Lily leaned back against Giselle, her hands covering Giselle’s. Giselle’s mouth came to Lily’s neck and she began to suck. Lily’s knees started to buckle.

		

		All the eyes in the room were now on the two women. Giselle sucked at Lily’s neck. Lily pushed the front of her sweater up and was squeezing her own breasts, rolling and pulling on her hard brown nipples. She lifted her sweater over her head.

		

		Giselle moved her hands away from the fork of Lily’s thighs and began to slowly push down on the top of her pants, sliding them over her muscular hips and ass, down to her knees, down to her ankles. Giselle knelt behind Lily placing and a hand on each ass cheek and spread Lily open. Lily bent forward, her hands finding the table with the shot glasses.

		

		Giselle’s tongue began to lick circles on each cheek then found the top of Lily’s ass crack and began to swirl. She slowly probed her tongue down through Lily’s crack pausing over her anus, swirling and and licking the little, puckered hole. Lily exhaled in full, ragged breaths.

		

		Giselle continued down, spreading Lily wider with her thumbs, her tongue finding the wet, swollen opening to Lily’s cunt. She pushed her tongue in and began to fuck in and out. Lily groaned from deep in her chest.

		

		Eric thought she was going to come. He thought he was going to come.

		

		Will unfolded himself from his chair and rose to his feet. He kicked his shoes off, hooked his thumbs over the waistband of his pants and shot them to the floor. He stepped in front of Lily, lifted his long dark cock and pressed it to Lily’s cheek, smearing it with his pre come.

		

		Lily’s head rose, her eyes locked on Will’s member and her mouth opened automatically. Will’s long, thin fingers wrapped around the back of Lily’s head and he pushed himself into her open mouth. She placed her knees on the table, her pants around her ankles. She began to suckle him and moan

		

		Unbelief squeezed Eric’s brain. His cock throbbed between his legs. He willed himself to take a deep breath. He couldn’t look away from the cock sliding in and out of his wife’s mouth.

		

		Giselle pulled Lily’s shoes and pants off. Lily spread her knees apart and Giselle pushed her tongue deeper into Lily, her hands on her Lily’s ass. Then one hand lifted and came back down on Lily’s heart-shaped ass with a smack. Lily groaned over the cock in her mouth. Giselle hit her again, her tongue fucking in and out. She hit her again. And again. The skin turned red on Lily’s ass cheek under the contact, as she began to whimper.

		

		Giselle stood. She pulled her t-shirt over her head and dropped it on the floor. Her hands covered her tits as she pursed her lips at Will. She began to caress them, lifting one to her mouth and swirling her tongue around the nipple, looking directly into Will’s eyes as he slowly pushed and pulled his shaft in and out of Lily’s mouth. His whole face smiled.

		

		Giselle hooked her thumbs over the top of her shorts and began to slide them slowly down over her ample hips one side at a time, swiveling in time to Will’s thrusts. Her shorts hit the floor and Giselle’s hand moved to her cunt, sliding a finger into self. She moaned softly. She stepped toward Will, removed her finger and put it in her mouth, sucking it. Will’s mouth opened and they came together, tongues battering each other.

		

		Giselle reached down and grabbed Lily’s pony and tugged. Lily continued to suck on Will, her hips flexing and humping instinctively against nothing. Giselle began to pull on Lily’s hair. Will’s cock popped out of Lily’s mouth. Giselle knelt beside her and they began to kiss. Giselle took Lily’s face in her hands and twisted her head, their mouths still locked together. Lily rolled onto her back atop the table. Giselle stood and lifted a leg over Lily, straddling her face. She squatted and began to rub her pussy over Lily’s face.

		

		Out of nowhere, Doc knelt between Lily’s knees and he began to lick deeply at Lily’s pussy. Lily’s hands found the top of Doc’s head, holding it against her vulva as she bucked against his tongue.

		

		Giselle placed her hands on Will’s hips. His hands cupped her skull and guided her open mouth onto his long cock. Her hips ground her pussy against Lily’s face as Will slid himself deep into Giselle’s mouth, down her throat until her nose smashed into his pubic hair. He held it there for a beat, his head tilted back then he pulled out. Saliva and pre come drooled from Giselle’s mouth, dripping from her chin. Will began to make short quick strokes into Giselle’s mouth.

		

		Then he said something to Giselle and she stood, lifting her pussy from Lily’s face, her nose and mouth were swollen and slick with Giselle’s juice.

		

		Will pulled his his cock from Giselle’s mouth and began slowly stroking it. Giselle knelt next to Lily and whispered, then licked her mouth and tongue and lips. Lily pushed Doc’s head back and she rolled off the table and knelt in front of Will next to Giselle. Will lowered his cock between the two women and they each began to lick the shaft, taking turns bobbing over the head, sucking on him.

		

		Will moved his hand to the base of his cock pulling back hard on the skin of the hard shaft. The women licked and sucked. Giselle’s took him into her mouth and Lily licked the shaft and balls as Will’s cock began to pulse. The underside inflated and deflated spastically as he unloaded into Giselle’s mouth.

		

		Lily’s mouth came to Giselle’s mouth, hungry for Will’s seed. Giselle’s mouth opened, a gob of thick white semen oozed from the glistening black tip of Will’s dick. Lily’s tongue wiped it away and took Will into her mouth, sucking hard and bobbing her head, her hand milking the remaining sauce from his dark stalk.

		

		She released it and covered Giselle’s mouth with her own as the two women passed Will’s come between them as they kissed. After a couple of seconds Giselle grabbed Lily’s ponytail and pulled her head back. Lily’s mouth opened. Giselle stood on her knees over her and let the come in her mouth drool into Lily’s open mouth. Lily swallowed and the two continued kissing, their hands and fingers exploring each other.

		

		Sean and Doc stood almost in unison and pushed their pants to the floor. Doc walked past Eric and sat on the couch next to Sean. They both stroked themselves slowly as they watched the girls kissing and licking each other. Giselle’s eyes closed and her mouth opened as Lily’s finger moved in and out of her pussy. Finally, Lily pulled slowly away from her and crawled toward Eric.

		

		She stood in front of him, she bent at the waist leaning forward, her hands on the arms of the chair. She touched her lips to his. He could taste the starchy remainder of another man’s semen. Her fingers came to his lips, the warm pad of her finger tracing their contours, pulling them down to reveal his teeth. Her lips came to his again.

		

		“He’s going to fuck me.” She whispered to his mouth, her eyes cast down. She looked up, into his eyes. It was almost not a question. “Watch?” She said almost silently. She kissed his lips again.

		

		He said nothing for a few seconds. She continued to kiss softly at his lips. He reached up and found her nipple. He rolled it between his thumb an forefinger. He looked into her and began to squeeze. She continued to gently kiss his lower lip. He increased the pressure. A tear rolled down her cheek and he released her.

		

		He nodded. She continued to gently kiss his lips and and cheeks. He reached up and wiped away the tear with his finger. He returned her kisses. She moved away, turning her back to him.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER NINE

		

		

		

		LILY STOOD IN front of Sean. His half-hard cock lay on the couch between his legs. One arm stretched across the back of the couch, he sipped from a shot glass.

		

		“Whatchu want Tootsie Roll?” Said Sean to Lily.

		

		“You know.” She said. Her mouth was open, her finger worked at the cleft of her sex.

		

		“Nuh-uh. Watchu want?” He said.

		

		“I want you to fuck me.” She said. A pleading look flickered across her face at the possibility that he wouldn’t.

		

		“Uh-huh.” He said.

		

		She knelt between his legs, her fingers combing his thighs from knees to groin. Her breathing was becoming ragged and short. A hot ball of desire was fizzing madly in the base of her stomach.

		

		“I want you inside me again.” She looked into his eyes, her heart hammering. “Make me come.”

		

		He looked at Eric and then back to her.

		

		Lily lowered her head, turning in toward Eric.“I want him see you make me come.” She said.

		

		Sean looked at Eric and reached for his cock, lifting it for Lily. She looked at Eric, and without looking away, she moved toward the stiffening dark penis. She took it in her grasp and rubbed the slick tip against her cheek, her lips. She brought it to her open mouth and her tongue began to lick the head. She looked away and took him into her mouth. She suckled gently.

		

		Panic squeezed Eric’s chest. The sight of Lily sucking eagerly, passionately on another man’s prick detonated a fissile reaction of jealously and lust in the pit of Eric’s gut. His erection raged, his heart beat in his eyes.

		

		Sean looked down at Lily. His fingers stroked the side of her face, tucking wisps of hair behind her ear.

		

		Sean’s cock hardened and became huge with Lily’s nursing attention. Long, thick, menacing, the broad head was deeply ridged and bulged her cheeks. Lily sucked eagerly but couldn’t get much beyond the head in her mouth now. She lapped at the the shaft with her tongue then began to nod and suck vigorously trying to bring him into her throat. Tears ran down her face as she gagged on him. He let her work.

		

		Soon Will knelt behind her. Another spasm of panic and anxiety ricocheted through Eric. Will’s long cock rested on her lower back, his hands reached around her and began to squeeze her tits. Gently at first. Then he isolated her nipples and began to pinch them and pull them. She squealed with pain, Sean’s cock muffling her cries.

		

		Will pushed his cock under Lily, threatening to enter her. He lay the length of it along the opening to her wet pussy until the head sat firmly at her entrance. She began to hump her hips. The head furrowed along the opening almost entering her. She squirmed and wriggled, lifting her hips, trying to get it inside her. She looked up at Sean, begging permission.

		

		Sean pulled her head up by her ponytail, his cock left her sucking mouth with a ‘pop’ and he drew her to his face. Their lips touched. She continued to stroke him, not ready to release her grasp. His hand surrounded her face, tilting her head, pursing her lips, moving her where he wanted her as his lips bit her and kissed her. He was all she could see, he was her world.

		

		“What do you want Tootsie Roll?” He whispered. “You want a dick in you?”

		

		“Uh-huh.” She moaned.

		

		She squeezed his cock and began to climb onto him. He lifted and rolled her onto her back. He knelt on the floor between her legs, pulling her ass to the edge of the couch. He lifted his cock to her pussy and began to slide the length through the slick, swollen ridges of her labia.

		

		She gasped, reaching for him, her swiveling hips, trying to capture him. He pulled back and squeezed a huge drop of pre come from the tip, placed it on her clit and smeared it down, placing the broad head against her entrance.

		

		She shifted her hips and moaned at the imminent union. She pulled at his shoulders and flexed her hips, begging him with her body to enter her.

		

		He leaned forward and smashed his lips to hers. Her mouth opened to him, her tongue reached for his. He slid the head of his cock into her. She gasped and arched sinuously. He withdrew.

		

		“Sean.” She gasped.

		

		Her hands came to his face, she looked into his eyes. He glanced without moving his head toward Eric and back to her. Her eyes flicked over to Eric, and back. Her hands went to Sean’s flanks, pulling at him, fingers raking his skin. She touched her top lip with her tongue.

		

		“Look at him.” Sean whispered. “Look at him.”

		

		She turned to face Eric. Her eyelids drooped then opened, her eyes fastened on her husband. She arched and tugged at Sean, she could feel him about to enter. Her mouth twisted and she bit the side of her lower lip, not looking away.

		

		Sean lowered his hips and pushed into her. Her mouth opened, her head tipped back but she kept her eyes on Eric. Sean pushed in further. She gasped and pulled at him, clawing. She flexed her hips onto his cock driving him into her. He continued deeper. Her held fell back, she gripped his flanks. She left Eric. Watching.

		

		“Uhng.” She groaned. “Fuck. Yes.”

		

		“Look at him.” Sean said.

		

		She exhaled raggedly and looked back at Eric, she looked through him, past him, unable to control the expression on her face. She turned back to Sean, opening her mouth to him, mewling, moaning to him, present to him.

		

		He tilted his hips and pushed, burying the rest of himself inside her. Her hands went to his buttocks, gripping him. She squealed. Her her hips tilted and she began to move in clinging waves beneath him.

		

		“Oh! Fuck! Oh, fuck me.” She hissed.

		

		He leaned over her, his mouth and weight covering her. He began to fuck in rhythm to her movements. His hips moved over her muscular little body moving slowly in and out of her. Her pussy clung to his shaft each time he withdrew. His hips undulated with with her, each thrust moving the angle of entry and withdrawal. She moved with him on the verge of hysteria.

		

		Her arms strained to pull him closer, her fingers were white with the strain of her grip. Eric could hear her hissing into Sean’s ear, urging him, petting him, praising him, cursing him. Her heels lifted and came down high on his buttocks, capturing him, trapping him.

		

		Sean pulled his face back far enough to whisper into her glowing, vital face, their lips touching as his breath and words flowed over her. Her eyes frantically searched his face. His thrusts slowed, deep and possessive.

		

		“Eric.” Lily called out just loud enough to hear, breathy, hesitant. “Eric.” She repeated in the whimpering tone of one who is being overcome, one who is giving in, giving up. A last, faltering cry before the end.

		

		“Lily?” Eric replied, his throat dry.

		

		“He’s going to come.” She breathed. Sean lips moved against her face. “He’s going to come in me. Eric. He’s going to come in me. I want you to … He’s …” She trailed off, writhing under him.

		

		Her orgasm was rushing up at her now, it was coming. Eric could see it closing in on her. Her eyes closed.

		

		Sean’s lips moved against hers as they whispered softly, urgently into each other. He withdrew his shaft halfway, paused and pushed slowly, fully into her. The bulging fist of flesh and muscle between his anus and scrotum began to spasm and throb. His body was pumping jets of his seed into her. Eric watched.

		

		Lily’s mouth opened in a silent scream, her body went rigid. Eric could see every muscle in her body flex, held tense in the moment as the orgasm spilled out through her in careless, involuntary spasms.

		

		Her anus began to pucker and pulse in blind contractions. Her hands searched frantically over Seans’ body looking for purchase they could not find. The hands of a woman drowning. The hands of a woman gulping air at the surface after years under the waves. She cried out.

		

		Finally she began to come back to herself, her hands gliding and stroking in a consoling post-coital flow. Her body relaxed, moving slowly under him, sliding him in and out of her, she licked and kissed him, taking into her mouth and nose whatever of him she could harvest from his slick, hot skin.

		

		They made small, inscrutable sounds to each other. Her full, tender lips smiled between hungry nibbles at his skin. His semen oozed from her, leaking from around his shaft, the thick white bilge of their ecstasy, it flowed over her anus and onto the couch.

		

		Sean withdrew what seemed like an impossibly long mass of wet meat from Lily’s cunt. She groaned. A spill of clear and pearly effluence rushed out. Her hand came to her wide, swollen opening to feel it, to spread it over her vulva, to trap it inside. She brought her fingers to her mouth and licked, She tilted forward, sitting up.

		

		Sean stood and walked to the back of suite, his softening prick, slick with Lily, pendulating at his groin.

		

		Lily looked at Eric, raised eyebrows regarding him but not questioning. She stood and walked to her clothes, picked them up and walked to the back of the suite.

		

		Eric was still. Blinking, breathing, he did not move in his chair.

		

		Movement caught his eye and looked to see Giselle. She lay on Doc, her back to him as he lay back on the couch. Eric could see his fat cock was buried in her cunt. Her big blue eyes fastened on him and she leaned forward and stood.

		

		She walked to him, Doc’s semen running down the insides of her long, shapely thighs. She knelt in front of Eric. She smiled the kindest smile Eric had ever seen.

		

		She reached for his zipper, opened it, reached in to Eric’s pants and pulled out his dick. It was painfully hard as she maneuvered it, pre come was leaking copiously from the tip. She moved forward as she gripped him and softly, gently touched her pink lips to his. Her candy scent entered his nose and his cock spasmed involuntarily.

		

		She grinned and lowered her head. She took his hard prick into her hot, generous mouth. She began to suck. His fingers gathered her long hair behind her head and he came. She swallowed him and he drifted into the void of abandon.

		

	
		

		

		

		CHAPTER TEN

		

		

		

		LILYS’ PHONE TRILLED, a chirpy bird-like tone. She opened it and looked at the message. A picture. Not the biggest she’s ever seen but beautiful. It was attached to a man about Eric’s height but thickly muscled with a full beard, hairy chest, arms, everything. A tingle fizzed at the base of her spine.

		

		She hit the talk-bubble icon and sent a message.

		

		“Meet?” She attached a picture she used frequently for this purpose; a a backlit photo of her on all fours looking back over her shoulder at the camera. She appeared in chiaroscuro, her face unrecognizable, the pose unmistakeable. It always got a prompt response.

		

		Within minutes: “This afternoon?” The pic attached was of an erect penis, of course.

		

		“Dinner first? Smiley Face emoji.” She replied.

		

		It had been six month since homecoming. Serious, often uncomfortable discussions had followed between her and Eric about the nature of their relationship. Half truths were corrected. Like, “I love your penis, it’s the perfect size.”

		

		And full, fateful disclosures were made. Like, “Yes, I’ve fucked several guys since we’ve been married. Yes, the frat guys too.”

		

		As well as, “I don’t want to have kids. I don’t want to sleep with other women - really. And, I don’t care who, I just need to be in the room when you’re with other guys.”

		

		She also admitted she wasn’t sure she could live without him. To him, to herself.

		

		“Tonight?” A message appeared.

		

		“Someplace expensive. Tongue emoji.” She replied.

		

		A reply came with the address of a nice hotel restaurant. “7?”

		

		She copied the message and texted it to Eric.

		

		She replied to the message, “I’m Lil …”

		

		“Max.” Came the reply accompanied by another dic pic, this one in the mouth of a woman who’s face had been cropped out, leaving only a bright, crimson collar of lips around a shaft.

		

		She grinned. “Lovely. C U @ 7 Max.” She replied.

		

	
		

		

		

		THANK YOU

		

		

		

		THANK YOU FOR reading Homecoming, A Hot Wife Goes Back to College. I hope you’ve enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you did enjoy it, please give it a rating on Amazon and follow my author page. That would be wonderful.

		

		XX,

		

		Kelly

		

		Kelly Lovall, Author

		

		
			kelly.lovall@hotmail.com
		

		

		If you enjoyed “Homecoming, A Hot Wife Goes Back to College,” you may also enjoy “Red Rock, A Hot Wife Blooms in the Desert.” Here’s an excerpt from that story:

		

		***

		

		HOT WATER fell on me like rain from the huge round shower head. The release was hypnotic, almost mechanical, methodical, incremental. The warmth enveloped my naked body. I felt secure, safe, calm. Ropes of worry and anxiety were unwinding and falling away.

		

		I heard a knock at the bathroom door and turned to see it open. I could see through the steamed glass shower wall Chris’ naked hulking form. He opened the shower door and poked his face through.

		

		“Would you mind some company?” He asked.

		

		I smiled. “Not at all.” I said as he stepped in.

		

		He came to me and wrapped his arms around me. My face dropped onto his chest, my eyes closed. I breathed him in. He pulled me closer and I could feel his fully erect cock against my belly. I lifted my face to him, his hands slid to the top of my ass and he leaned in to kiss me. I opened my mouth to him and our tongues touched, playing slowly. His taste was hormonal. Tingles erupted between my legs, low in my spine. I leaned my head back exposing my throat. His mouth kissed and sucked and bit my neck.

		

		This is what I wanted. His mouth on me. His hands on me. His cock pressed up against me. He kneaded the cheeks of my ass, squeezing them and spreading them apart. The tingling expanded through my vulva. I could feel my anus begin to tingle and pulse, an orgasm was building. He continued to suck and lick my neck.

		

		My eyes closed and my head lolled under the running water. His fingers slid down the crack of my ass to my anus, his thick middle finger pressing against it, sliding over it, back and forth. I exhaled a moan. I reached down between us and grasped his cock with my hand and began to slowly stroke it. He grunted into my neck.

		

		His mouth moved to a nipple and his finger slid from my anus to my vagina. My labia were swollen and sensitive, his finger sawed slowly back and forth over the slippery ridges searching for the entrance.

		

		“Oh my God,” he said as he licked at my nipple. “Your pussy is so swollen.”

		

		“Oh it feels so good. Don’t stop.” I whispered, Don’t stop.” I moved my hips against the motion of his finger. I could feel an orgasm building rapidly.

		

		“Don’t put it in yet, not yet, oohh, not yet. Keep doing that, Don’t stop.” I said breathing in and out, waiting for the right time. I wanted his thick finger inside me when I came. So close now. My hands moved from his cock to his shoulders to steady myself. This was going to be a big one. It was racing up from deep inside me, tremors moving up my taut thighs. My heartbeat thudding in my pussy and anus.

		

		“Oh Chris, ohh, ohh, fuck, fuck, okay, okay.” I moaned as the tension grew and the wave approached.

		

		“Here it comes, ohh fuck, ohh fuck. Do it now. NOW. Fuck, oh fuck, yes,” I moaned louder and louder. My knees buckled as the contractions racked me. His finger slid into me and pressed hard against the front wall of vagina. My hips bucked against his hand. My face was smashed against his chest, my mouth open, breath rushing in and out of me. The contractions slammed into me and faded, over and over in waves.

		

		My legs gave out completely and his finger slipped from my pussy. I fell slowly to my hands and knees, panting, breathing, reeling as the orgasm peaked. My hand went to my pussy, my clit between my fingers, rubbing, squeezing, rubbing and squeezing, prolonging the peak. Then it began to subside slowly, slowly. The contractions weakened and faded like a tide going out.

		

		Finally I sat back with my knees folded under me, water running through my hair, down my face. I looked up at Chris. His cock was in one hand and the expression on his face was shock mixed with confusion as if he was trying to make sense of a strange new lifeform that had suddenly appeared and orgasmed in his shower.

		

		I began to laugh. I leaned back and laughed from my chest, tears mixing with the water running down my face. I pushed the hair out of my eyes and looked up at him again. His face wore a quizzical grin, his eyebrows raised, his hand still stroking his barely-hard cock.

		

		“Hey babe. You okay?” He said as he started to lean down to me.

		

		I rose to my knees. My face at his crotch, my hands on his thighs. I looked up into his face. “Perfect.” I said. I opened my mouth.

		

		He stepped closer and placed one hand behind my head and guided his cock into my mouth with the other. It began to grow immediately. I pushed forward until my nose was buried in his wet pubic hair. My mouth was open painfully wide and the head of his dick was pressing against my gag reflex. I pulled back and took it out of my mouth.

		

		I reach up and took hold of it at the base. Chris’ cock was thick but not long, the head was a broad and defined helmet shape. I pressed my thumb along the bottom of the shaft and brought the head to mouth. A huge rivulet of pre-semen oozed onto my tongue, I tasted it then swallowed. It was mildly salty and slick, almost silky. It tasted like the inside of him. Like his essence.

		

		He groaned and flexed his kegel muscle forcing another drop to the tip. I looked up and our eyes met. I licked the drop off the tip of his cock and tasted it again. He groaned again and his head rolled back. My pussy was suddenly tingling again. I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I wanted to swallow it. I wanted him in my belly. In all these years I had never swallowed his cum. Now suddenly I craved it. My heart began racing at the thought.

		

		My pussy and anus were pulsing again. I ran my tongue along the bottom of the shaft. I closed my lips around it and forced my head forward. I began to suck. Both of his hands were cradling my head, my hair tangled in his fingers. His hips were fucking his cock into my mouth. He was hard like a tightly flexed muscle and I could taste the copious pre-cum he was leaking into my mouth.

		

		My free hand went to my clit and began to strum it. I slid my finger into the swollen opening of my cunt and rubbed my clit with the palm of my hand. My orgasm was rushing toward me. The broad head of Chris’ cock was pressed against the back of my throat now, spreading my jaws as wide as they would go. I sucked, my finger buried in my pussy.

		

		Chris’ breathing stopped, his ass clenched and then he groaned loudly as his hips flicked his fat cock violently deep into my mouth. It swelled and my throat was flooded with hot, slick fluid pulsing out of him. The deep musky smell was flooding my nose. I swallowed, then again and again.

		

		Then suddenly an orgasm exploded between my legs. I grasped at his cock trying to keep it my mouth sucking as hard as I could as my body convulsed with wave after wave of orgasmic contractions. His semen oozed out around the corners of my mouth. I tried to keep sucking and swallowing. The taste and smell was earthy and musky and rich and I wanted it all down my throat.

		

		Finally my orgasm started to subside and I could feel the final spasms of his cock dribbling his seed into my mouth. I pulled it out and began licking and kissing it, running my tongue to his scrotum and up to the tip licking the final drops oozing from the slit in the head. Then suddenly he sat down. He was next to me on the floor of the shower, water running over us. Our mouths came together and our tongues mingled, tasting each other.

		

		***
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