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 Rimjob Jane

 


 


I’M MARRIED NOW, so
we have to keep this between us. I’m going to tell you my dirtiest
secret.

Wait. Let me start again. I’m going to tell
you my dirty secret. “Dirtiest” makes it sound like I’m
holding on to a whole back catalogue of secrets. But I’ve just got
this one. I suspect it’s that way with everyone. We all have a
secret, of one sort or another — something from the past that we
can’t believe we did, that we look back on with a mix of
astonishment and shame, hoping no one ever finds out. You probably
hope no one finds out yours.

Why am I telling you my secret? Two reasons.
The main: I’ve caught myself thinking about it a lot lately.
Usually at night, lying in bed. Mark always falls asleep before me
and he can’t sleep with any lights on, which largely rules out
reading or watching TV. So I’m alone with my thoughts.

I’m not sex-obsessed, not by any means. But
that’s part of the point. I ordinarily spend those moments before
sleep thinking about my to-do list for the following day or musing
on the future.

But over the past few months, memories of
Aaron starting seeping into my mind. While Mark snoozed away next
to me, my thoughts about whether it was too early to plant herbs in
the window boxes were replaced by a vision of Aaron’s naked butt
doing its thing.

What thing? Hang on, we’ll get there.

The first time it happened I giggled aloud.
Mark stirred next to me. I touched my lips and watched him roll
onto his other side. What would I say if he woke up? The idea of
having to explain my late-night titters produced a wave of
nausea.

I’m still not sure where it came from, what
first made me think of it. Does that happen to everyone? Is it
common to have a person, a place, or a scene from your past,
something or someone you haven’t thought about for years,
crystallize so perfectly, all at once, unbidden and untriggered,
vivid as life? Because that’s how it was — I could see the pattern
of hair on Aaron’s legs, the little mole on the back of his thigh,
the muscles that tumbled through his ass. And yes, I could even see
the color of his asshole — that dark, almost feminine pink — and
the way his anus dimpled just above the center.

It kept coming back. Not every night, not at
first. But often enough. And I wasn’t laughing anymore, and I
wasn’t even trying to put it out of my mind. Recently, for the
first time in my married life, I masturbated. I did it right there
in bed, next to my sleeping husband. I came as quietly as I could,
biting my lip, knowing that if Mark woke up I’d have some serious
explaining to do. I don’t know that I could’ve
lied. I’ve never lied to Mark, not once since we met, not
about anything.

I feel like I’m lying now. Because I’m not
telling him about this. I don’t see any need to. It was all years
ago, before I knew Mark, a time that isn’t relevant to our life
together. I know there were women before me in Mark’s life. I know
about a few of them, and I’m sure there are others I’m clueless
about. He doesn’t offer, and I don’t ask. Frankly, I’m better off
in the dark. There’s a reason you don’t tell your spouse every
detail about your past. It’s the same on my end. I don’t feel an
overwhelming need to tell, and he’s never asked.

How the hell would I tell him about Aaron,
anyway? It wasn’t a relationship. I wasn’t dating the
guy. At that time, Aaron had a girlfriend. She’s part of this
story, too. Her real name is a little exotic. I’ve never come
across anyone else with her name, nothing even close. I saw it
printed on official school rosters, so she wasn’t using a nickname
or an abridgment of a more formal name. It’s the name she was born
with, and it’s hard to forget.

We’ll just call
her Sarah.

Here’s how my memories crept outside my
bedtime hours, where I’d thought them confined, and started
intruding on my thoughts in the daytime. About a month ago — this
was some time after I started involuntarily reminiscing about Aaron
— I saw Sarah on TV. In a commercial. It was an ad for a local car
dealership. She was one of those pretty young things holding a sign
touting the low low prices of the current sale. She flipped
the sign over. The other side read Financing Available! My
past is giving chase around the clock now, coming at me at
unpredictable moments. Maybe it’s my burgeoning guilt about the
details of my brief era of perversion, real or imagined, causing me
to see things that aren’t really there, or to interpret some things
as other than they are. But I swear it was her on my
television screen, standing right behind the fat man in the
ill-fitting suit begging viewers to Get on down here ’cause
deals this hot won’t last long …

I’ve been watching TV on my phone all
through my lunch break, hoping to catch that ad again. I haven’t,
and I have no idea what network it aired on. I tried monitoring the
affiliates of the major networks first, but local businesses
frequently run ads on cable networks, too, so it could have been
any of hundreds of channels. I started watching them all, cycling
through on a rotating basis.

It was Sarah. Her hair was different — cut
short and dyed, her natural blonde roots visible — but her smile
gave her away. That smile, and the dimple it brought out on one
side. It was Sarah, or I’m crazy.

Which brings me back to why I’m telling you
this. It’s more than a need to get it off my chest. I need to tell
someone to make sure I’m not losing my mind. I want to bounce it
off someone like you, who has no reason to spare my feelings or be
less than honest. I’ll ask that you withhold judgment until I’m
done. I’m not sure how much of what follows really happened. It
doesn’t seem likely that I’m delusional, but it feels even less
possible that I — a 25-year-old now married woman with a career,
once a bookish economics major who didn’t have many friends — could
have done the things I’ve been remembering these past few
weeks.

When we do something we don’t want the world
to know about (as we all do — you acknowledge that, which is why
you and I get along), we tend to wall it off by means of some
mental chicanery. We pretend it wasn’t me who did that. It
was someone else. Maybe that someone else is a part of me,
but it’s a part having nothing to do with family, grocery shopping,
paying bills, reading the news, going to graduations, and
supporting the local Amvets. It’s an appendix, nothing critical to
our primary functions, a part that can just die and be harmlessly
dispensed with.

But an appendix can get inflamed. Left
untreated, it can burst, make you sick enough to die.

Think of this as treatment.

Here we go. I’m going to tell you
everything, with more detail than you need or want. Please
understand, it’s the nitty gritty that makes it so real to me. When
I’m done, I’ll ask you again: Did it really happen? Or do you think
I’m making it up?

 


* * *

 


“Frumpy.” That’s the word Riva, my roommate
in my sophomore and junior years, used to describe me. She always
overstated things, but her point was well taken. I was plain. I
dressed in sweatshirts and loose-fitting jeans in the fall and
winter, t-shirts and boyish shorts the rest of the year. I never
wore makeup, and my hair was always pulled back and held with a
clip behind my head. I didn’t have much of an ass (still don’t),
but I was somewhat blessed in the chest department.

“You’re going to have your
grandmother’s tits,” said my mother, who
was not similarly endowed, around the time of my fourteenth
birthday. I guess it skips generations.

I had no hangups about my appearance. The
way I thought of it, I was pretty enough that it didn’t matter what
I wore. Maybe that bothered Riva, who never set foot outside the
dorm without curling her hair and applying at least a light layer
of blush, but it didn’t bother me.

Overall, I wasn’t the shapeliest girl
around. My breasts drew more than a few eyes. Geeky as I was, I got
enough attention that no one would mistake me for an outcast. I
didn’t need much, anyway. Or want it. My workload, especially in
those last two years, was enough to deal with.

Stephen was my boyfriend for most of my
junior year, which is when all this happened. He was tall. Not
freakishly tall, but he might have been the tallest guy on campus.
He was on the basketball team. He wasn’t a star player — if he was,
he’d probably have had no interest in plain Jane. Rather, he
seemed to be on the team by virtue of his height, as if it weren’t
permissible for someone that tall to not play ball. He did
manage to score once in a while, and his loping movements around
the court served to keep the other team off balance.

He managed to score once in a while with me,
too. Stephen was my first. I resisted as long as I could. He had
been going down on me for so long, and I had been consistently
refusing to return the favor all the while, that I felt I owed him.
It was quick, clumsy, awkward, and more than a little painful. Him
on top of me, as tall as he was, left me staring at his chest and
naval as he fucked me. He wore a condom, which he hated. But I
insisted on that. No way was I getting knocked up a few months shy
of turning nineteen.

He finished that first time and pulled out
of me with a “red rubber,” as he called it. He thought that was
funny, and I was a little bitter that he took my pain so lightly. I
didn’t let it show, but maybe that had something to do with why I
was so hesitant to blow him.

It got better, to the point I actually
enjoyed it. He eventually got me to try being on top, and I had my
first orgasm from penetration. That was an awakening. I’d come from
having my pussy eaten dozens of times; Stephen never could get
enough of that. But wow, mounting a stiff dick and grinding on a
man produced an entirely different kind of sensation, one that
started on the inside and rippled outward instead of the other way
around. That’s the best way I can think of to describe it.

That was when I started to really like sex,
or at least recognized its value, its possible role in my life.
Which is the only reason I’m mentioning Stephen at all. He doesn’t
have much to do with this story otherwise. Still, sex wasn’t very
important in my life at that time. Oh, Stephen and I kept at it,
and he was pleased to be getting some with regularity. As was I. We
settled into a routine where he’d eat my pussy, I’d ride his cock
until I came, and then I’d finish him with my hand, just because he
didn’t like coming inside a condom. Handjob Jane, he called me for a while, not without
affection.

I eventually let him have me from behind.
That really got Stephen off, but I was self-conscious about having
my bare ass exposed like that. I got used to him ripping off the
condom and jizzing all over my bottom, but I still preferred being
on top. I still do.

Don’t get me
wrong. There’s nothing better than a man taking charge, throwing
you down, prying your legs apart and having his way with you. But
when my own satisfaction is the primary concern, I’ll always be a
topper girl. I learned it early.

Stephen came inside of me just once. He said
it was an accident but I don’t see how it could’ve been, any more
than choking someone to death can be an accident. Maybe you didn’t
mean to actually kill someone, but there was a point when
you did put your hands around a guy’s throat.

Then, at some point, Stephen started fucking
me from behind without a condom. I had no idea. I only knew that it
felt better — a lot better — than it ever had before. He was
hammering himself into me with an intensity that seemed unusual,
but his energy wasn’t the only reason it felt so good (I guess they
don’t call them “raincoats” for nothing —
Me? I like the feel of rain on my skin.) I braced myself with my
hands on the floor but it didn’t help much. He knocked me forward,
then scooted up behind me, grappled me by the hips, and continued
pounding. By the time it was over my head was against the wall, my
neck bent painfully to one side.

It was fantastic.

Then he called out my name and froze. I felt
it. He didn’t even try to pull out at the last minute, and I don’t
really think the poor guy would have been capable. He shuddered,
withdrew a little, and thrust into me a couple more times.

“What the fuck? Stephen? Did you —”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, baby. I just … oh my
God,” he said, panting like he’d just sprinted half a mile. My head
was still mashed against the wall and I had to wriggle out from in
front of him. I stood up and he collapsed. I could still feel his
spunk oozing around inside of me as I beat him over the head with
the nearest pillow.

I freaked out. It was the only time
any man ever came inside me, in my pussy anyway, until I met
Mark. Poor Stephen sat in the floor and took my soft abuse, staring
at my bouncing tits as I pummeled him.

I knew I couldn’t face the nurse at the
Women’s Health and Safety office. Riva went for me. She came out
with a free pregnancy test kit and two boxes of condoms. She gave
me the kit and offered a box of the rubbers. “You want these?” I
declined. “Well, more for me then,” she said. She tucked them into
her purse. Apparently she was a regular customer at the WHS.

The little strip I peed on came up negative
the next day, but that didn’t clear the cloud of fear over my head.
When the weekend came I drove to the CVS near campus and paid cash
for another kit. It was negative, too. A week later I went to a
different pharmacy and got another one.

Maybe this is one of the reasons I’ve never
warmed to what is so elegantly known as “doggy style” (first off,
it’s called doggy style, as if that weren’t reason enough —
although, as you’ll see, I’ve done worse): I just can’t trust a guy
back there where I can’t see what’s going on. What can I say?
Thanks to Stephen I have a compulsion to keep one eye on the guy
who’s fucking me. Though yes, I do allow my husband to have me from
behind.

But him I trust.

 


* * *

 


Here’s how I first came to be alone in a room
with Aaron.

I’m not going to detail how the dorms were
set up at our school because it was pretty unique at that time, and
if you know the school and you know when I was there you might
start to put things together with other little details I let slip.
I don’t follow football, but Mark does, and I have a feeling Aaron
went on to play professionally at some level. It would be a loss to
the sporting world if he didn’t.

It was a Saturday, a game night. The game
was at home and Stephen wanted to go but I had no interest. Riva
had gone home for the weekend and I was alone in our room, dividing
my time between studying for an exam the following Monday and
searching the web for summer internships. It wasn’t even Christmas
break yet, but I wanted to get a jump on any opportunities.

I had skipped dinner. My stomach was
rumbling, and I decided to visit the vending machines which were
just down the hall. I gathered up all the dollar bills I could find
and stepped out into the hallway.

I caught a flash of someone moving quickly
and quietly and retreated into the threshold just in time to avoid
a mid-hall collision. My mind processed two pieces of information
very quickly: From the bulk of the blur that moved past me, it was
obviously a guy. Also, I had come damn close to another trip to the
WHS office. A guy that size could’ve hurt me pretty bad at the
speed he was moving. If he’d just knocked me down, or knocked me
into the wall, there might have been some bumps and bruises. If he
had crashed on top of me? There could have been broken bones.

He muttered a word of apology as he flew
past, then skidded to a stop a few feet down the hall and turned
around. “You have your own bathroom in there?” he said. I knew who
he was — anyone would have — and my recognition of the guy flying
down my hallway might have been more startling than having nearly
been plowed down by him. I was stunned into speechlessness. He
repeated the question. I nodded and stepped out of his way once
again as he zipped past me, this time into my room, without so much
as asking.

That was Aaron. He did a lot of things
without asking. I’m sure he was used to it. Guys like him can get
away with taking what they want and doing as they please.

I looked up and down the hall to see if
anyone had witnessed our school’s star football player entering my
room. Seeing no one, I went in and shut the door. Aaron had dropped
a gym bag on the floor, right on top of my macroeconomics notes,
and was pulling his shirt over his head. He tossed it toward the
bed, and on instinct I reached out and plucked it from the air.
“Need to use your shower,” he said, continuing to strip. I started
to protest, but before I could get any words out his shorts were on
the floor.

There I stood, looking at the most well
known member of the student body … in his underwear … in my room.
The shirt in my hand was damp, but not from sweat. I could smell
the liquor, and as the scent wafted around my little dorm room I
thought I understood Aaron’s urgency to get out of the hall.

“Towel?” he said.

“Have you been drinking?”

“Is there a towel in there?” He pointed to
my bathroom.

“Yes. There’s a clean one above the toilet.”
He stepped into my bathroom and all I could think about was whether
I’d left any underwear on the floor in there. I took a couple steps
in that direction, intending to ask for a few minutes to straighten
up. He had left the door open, and the only underwear I saw on the
floor were his. He had taken them off and was already turning on
the shower, providing my first view of his bare ass.

It looked like two white pears nestled next
to each other. White and nearly hairless, his butt was rounder than
my own by far. The muscles in his behind tightened and flexed as he
bent over to adjust the water.

“Here,” he said. I looked up to see a bra
flying at me. It had been hanging over the shower curtain rod. It
was Riva’s, not mine, but I was embarrassed anyway since there was
no way he could know that.

He cursed and came charging out of the
bathroom. Naked. It was impossible to avert my eyes. His manhood
swung freely as he went back to his pile of discarded clothes in
the middle of the room. He fished a cell phone from the pocket of
his shorts and moved past me yet again on his way back to the
bathroom, where he’d left the shower running.

I sat down on the bed, my hands full with
his t-shirt and my roommate’s bra, and listened as he made a
call.

“It’s me. Yeah, I’m cool.
I’m getting a shower now … I don’t know, some girl’s room.
Did you see him leave? … Fuck! Just watch the door and call me when
he’s out.” He hung up and stepped into
the shower.

I picked his clothes up from the floor. His
shorts had some alcohol on them as well. Not nearly as much as the
shirt, which was soaked dark across the front, but there a few
drops. Enough that I could smell it. I found a plastic bag and put
his clothes in it.

After a few minutes the shower stopped
running. I could hear Aaron toweling himself off. His voice rang
loudly from the bathroom: “I need some of your toothpaste.” I knew
he’d have no trouble finding that, since it was sitting right on
the edge of the sink. I also knew he’d help himself, so didn’t
bother responding. I heard the water run in the sink and the sounds
of him swishing and spitting.

He came out of the bathroom, this time
holding a towel at his waist with one hand. His hair, which had
been straight before showering, was damp and curled at the ends,
giving him the look anyone would be more familiar with — the one he
always sported in his postgame interviews. His chest and arms were
damp. He dripped on the cheap carpet as he dialed his phone with
his free hand.

“Hey babe. I’m clean. Wannamaker gone? …
Shit. Okay, just keep watching and text me.” He hung up. He picked
his gym bag up from the floor and tossed it to the bed. “I gotta
get dressed. You mind?”

He dropped his towel.

I did not mind.

That he was making himself right at home in
my humble living space while barely acknowledging I was there —
that I did mind, but his simple presence was enough of a
disturbance to my ordinary world that I was unable to summon the
gumption to say so. I might have felt much the same if a four-eyed
alien with tentacles and olive skin had meandered into my room and
asked to use my toilet.

He was less than eighteen inches away from
me, and he was naked. I busied my hands, lacing my fingers
together. I tried to keep my eyes on his face, but trying not to
look was like the paradox of trying not to think: try not to think
about something and you’re already thinking about it. My eyes
shifted between his sinewy legs, and a part of me liked what I saw
there. His dick hung like a butcher’s prime cut in the display
case.

The next thing that drew my eyes was my own
hand. Operating on its own, it had traveled halfway from my lap
toward the thing it absolutely should not touch. I pulled it back,
hoping he hadn’t noticed. I planted both hands on the bed behind me
and leaned my weight on them to enforce good behavior.

“Aren’t you —” I started. I had to clear my
throat.

“What?” he said. I closed my eyes and
pretended I was talking to someone else, someone from my family.
Someone with clothes on.

“Aren’t you supposed to be at the game?”

He continued rifling through his bag. “Can’t
play. Fucking knee. Nothing wrong it. I know there’s nothing wrong
it, but the doc says I’ve got to rest it for two weeks. So coach
said I sit out this week, but I’m supposed to be in the locker room
for pregame and I’m supposed to dress out. You believe that? This
late in the fucking season. Dress out just to sit on the bench for
the whole fucking game. And we’ll lose. Just watch. We’ll lose
because Babbish can’t carry the ball through that defense.” He
pulled out a shirt and a pair of shorts and kept digging through
his bag. “No fucking underwear.”

He bent lower over the bed, exploring the
bottom of his gym bag. Gravity did its work on the only part of him
that wasn’t fixed firmly in place. Again I tried not to think
certain thoughts, and again my efforts had the exact opposite
effect. This was a mode of thinking I was not accustomed to. I
didn’t have thoughts like this. Ever. And the naughtiest one of all
kept repeating over and over.

Aaron’s cock would feel different than
Stephen’s. Very different. Not just because Aaron’s was bigger,
though it most certainly was — in both length and thickness it
almost looked like the anatomy of a species unknown to me — but the
muscle packed into his thighs and bottom would drive it inside my
body in a way I had never known.

I shook my head, silently chastising myself
for my wayward ideas. I had a boyfriend. I was an economics major.
I didn’t know anything about football, didn’t like football, and
didn’t like football players. My roommate, Riva, on the other hand
—

Riva was never going to believe this. I
didn’t believe it.

“Fucking Sarah … Fucking Wannamaker,” he
murmured.

“What happened?” I spat out.

“What happened?” he repeated, tossing the
contents of his bag onto my bed — deodorant, body spray, an
athletic support, socks that I hoped were clean. “Fucking Sarah
spilled vodka all down my goddamn shirt.”

“Where?”

“My shirt. All over it. And on my
pants.”

“No. I mean, where did it happen?”

“In her fucking room, third floor.” I knew
Sarah lived in my dorm but was surprised to learn she was up on
three. That explained Aaron diving into my room for a shower. All
the bathrooms above the first floor, my floor, were shared. There
were usually six, eight, or more girls in any one of them at a
time. “And just as I was about to leave, for the game. The stupid
fucking game they won’t let me play in. ‘Just change your shirt,’
she says. Bitch has half a brain half the time. Coach’d smell it.
Do you know what they’d do to me? If I walked into that locker room
reeking?”

“No.” He stopped
and looked at me. Gone was the charm he deployed for the cameras
and, I imagined, any girl he was interested in. He still had his
college boy athlete good looks — no way to hide those — but his
face now showed a confused condescension, as if he couldn’t quite
figure out whether I was kidding or stupid.

“I tell you what they’d do. It wouldn’t just
be tonight’s game I’d be sitting out. It would be all of them. The
rest of my fucking college career. Kiss the pros goodbye.”

“You really think so?” He gave me that look
again, coupled with a smirk. “I mean, they’d do that … to you?”

“Coach? Maybe not. But Wannamaker? He’d file
a report. The man would not hesitate. And then the athletic board
would have to do something. Even if it didn’t get in the
papers.”

“Who’s Wanna
—?”

“Offensive line coach. Tall, bald, always
wears a hat anyway?” I shook my head. I hated to seem clueless. It
wasn’t a feeling I was used to. “So I have, like, ten minutes to
get back to my room, shower, change, and get to the field. But just
as I get to the lobby, who comes walking up the stairs? Fucking
Wannamaker. He’s looking for me. I know it. He’s pissed I’m not
there early, and he knows where to find me. So nothing for me to do
but bolt back up to Sarah’s room and wait for him to leave. That’s
when —”

“That’s when you almost ran into me,” I
said.

“Yeah. Sorry about that. Fuck, I’m gonna
have to put my dirties back on.” He turned toward me, catching me
with my eyes below his waist. “Say, what’s with you? You never seen
a dick before?”

I kept looking, in spite of my sharp
embarrassment. His cock hung between us like a thing let loose,
like something that might be dangerous if it wasn’t put away in
short order. Thatches of dark, coarse hair sprouted above it and on
both sides. His sac hung heavily and provided a shelf below such
that his dick protruded outward from his body rather than hanging
straight down. His shaft was thickest at the middle, tapering to a
smaller head that looked bruised and misshapen. It was so different
from Stephen’s equipment, which was largest at the head while still
smaller overall. Then again, Stephen’s was the only one I really
had any familiarity with, so maybe it was his anatomy that was
odd.

This all went through my head as Aaron
watched me stare at his cock. It couldn’t have been more than three
or four seconds. And he couldn’t have known that, even though I was
fighting the impulse, my desire to touch him wasn’t sexual. At
least not as I saw it. But from the next thing he said, it was
clear what he’d been thinking in those few seconds.

“You gonna suck it, or what?”

That did it. I did look away. I found his
eyes, and in them saw nothing but disregard. I was boiling inside.
To barge into my room, to use my shower without so much as a by
your leave, and to parade around naked was one thing. But to
stand there and act as if giving him head was some kind of an
opportunity for me, as if I were a foolish girl for passing
up such a gift … it was enough to snap me out of my stupor. I was
on the dean’s list!

“Jesus. Some people,” he muttered. He turned
away, cock swinging as he moved toward the pile of clothes in the
middle of the floor. In the middle of my floor, I thought.
The anger building up between my temples gathered into an electric
charge that had to go somewhere. As Aaron bent over to dig his
underwear out of his shorts, casually baring his naked ass to my
fuming face, the current of fury flew down my right arm.

I smacked Aaron on the ass. Hard. With an
open palm. With a crack that was like the sound of an overpowered
cap gun. It was like hitting a wall, leaving my hand thrumming with
tingles.

Aaron didn’t move, just remained bent over.
I had hit him hard enough to knock most people in such a position
off their feet, but the football player in him was used to being
hit with a lot more force. I watched a red mark in the shape of my
hand bloom on his right asscheek, and one corner of my mouth curved
up in a smile.

It was incredibly satisfying.

He didn’t even turn to face me when he
finally spoke. “You … fucking …”

“Fuck you,” I said as I swung my left arm
around and whipped him on his opposite cheek, harder than before.
This time he cried out and wobbled slightly on his toes. I couldn’t
help but laugh as a matching handprint appeared on the other side
of his ass.

“I dare you … I mean, I fucking dare you —”

“To do it again?” I said, and I did it
again, back on the right side this time. I could barely feel my
hand afterward.

“Ow! Shit!” he cried. I tried to conceal my
chuckling but ended up making little spitting noises through my
pursed lips. It wasn’t my intent to make fun of him, although he
did look a bit silly, still bent over, now with his hands on his
knees, as if he planned to stay in that position for some time,
maybe referee some baseball.

I’m not sure what made him do what he did
next. If it was the smacking, the laughing, or something else. He
walked backward, slowly, spiderlike, maintaining his bent-over,
spread-legged stance as he did so. I watched my own handprints,
burned onto his skin with a comic symmetry, wobble closer with each
step. The closer he got, the harder I laughed at his performance.
When I noticed he was laughing too, it made the whole spectacle
even more funny.

“Now kiss it, bitch,” he said, parking his
thighs on top of my legs. But there was no real bite in his voice.
His use of bitch was almost affectionate, and I found myself
disarmed. So much so that I actually did pucker up and make a show
of planting a noisy smooch on his bottom, right over my
handprint.

“How’s that?” I said.

“Now the other side,” he replied. He backed
up, rubbing himself against my breasts, and gave his ass a little
shake. I felt my nipples stiffen. His ass, so firm and full of
muscle, was so close that it felt like the most natural thing in
the world to grab hold of it. Which is what I did, with both hands,
before tilting to my left and placing a kiss on his other cheek. I
let my lips linger against his skin, feeling a tickle from the
tiny, soft hairs that grew there.

I don’t know exactly why it happened, but
this is when things went crazy.

“Now up the middle,” he said. His voice was
quiet, almost timid. It made him sound vulnerable, like there was a
touch of real fear that I might just tell him to take a fucking
hike. Or that I might go running to his girlfriend, or tell his
coach that a player bent over in front of a girl he didn’t know and
told her to kiss his butt — right in the middle, no less.

Something in the room had changed. Whereas
he had initially been wound up with nervous energy, which had given
way to a dismissive arrogance, he now seemed rather shy. Here he
was, revealing the most intimate part of his body to me, and asking
me to kiss it. It called for a response. I felt he deserved a
reward.

I stuck out my tongue and licked him,
slowly, from his scrotum up to his asshole, continuing all the way
up the warm little valley to where his ass ended and his back
began.

“Holy hell,” he moaned. He shivered with
pleasure, and I saw his balls jiggle down below. “Do that again?”
It was a question, which pleased me. Which turned on that part of
me, undiscovered until that moment, that was eager to please
another. This part of me was soon to take over and drive almost
everything I did for the next few months.

I did it again, starting where the flesh
began to darken, just above his balls. I pressed more firmly this
time, and moved even more slowly. As I passed over his asshole I
stopped and went back and forth a couple of times, enjoying the
feel of the crinkly flesh under my tongue, before licking the rest
of the way up his crack.

Aaron’s response was intense. He let loose a
moan, a sound I’d never heard a man make. Certainly a sound I’d
never caused a man to make. I suddenly wanted more than
anything to hear it again, but the sensation of having his most
secret place tasted caused Aaron to clench the muscles in his
behind, sealing his ass into a tight seam as he swiveled his hips
in lazy circles.

I was entranced by the muscles that coiled
and pulsed in his thighs as he moved. And his ass — I took a really
good look at it. Not just at the fissure up the center, now hidden,
but at the curves of his backside. The shape that so many women
found attractive, that they whispered about to each other. I had
never thought of an ass as something having muscle, but his did. Each side of him seemed to
contain a hock of living strength that undulated and changed as he
moved. I could see now what the other girls talked about. I
understood their instinct, what they couldn’t put into words, about
the power available below his waist, power to drive himself deeply
inside a woman, over and over and over.

I had never thought about Stephen in this
way.

My hands were all over his hot rear before I
had time to think about what I was doing. His butt was like
granite. I felt him flex a muscle against my palm and, at the same
moment, felt an irritation in my chest. I recognized the sensation
— my nipples pushing their way through my bra.

I also knew that I was wet.

Aaron bent over further, placing the
fingertips of one hand on the floor, his familiar starter’s stance.
He made no effort to conceal what his other hand was doing.

He spread his feet a little further apart
and relaxed his behind.

“Lick it,” he said.

I stared at it — the puckered hole at his
center, still shiny and wet from my licking. I shifted forward,
almost off the bed, leaned into him, and flicked my tongue across
that spot, that hidden place where his outside became his inside. I
had never tasted a man like this, not this part of a man, and
something about the forbidden nature of what I was doing sent a
thrill through me. It moved like a wave from my chest to my belly
and down into my soaking pussy.

I used only the tip of my tongue, fluttering
it quickly up and down over his asshole, barely touching it.
“Slower … oh, God,” he said. I slowed,
laying my tongue flat against him. His stroking arm sped up. His
bottom began to tighten again, pressing from both sides on my mouth
and squishing my lips into an O. He was involuntarily taking
himself away from me. I opened him up with one hand, amazed at the
effort it took to fight against the power of his contracting
muscles, and made lazy circles around his hole.

“Jesus,” he cried
out. “I’m gonna fucking come.” And he did, shuddering against my
face hard enough to hurt my nose. He bucked his hips two or three
times as I continued to explore his crack with my tongue.

“Fuuuuuuuuck …”

I didn’t stop until he stood up. He turned
around, still fully erect. I’d had no idea that the soft, swinging
cock he had displayed could be so big when hard. It was huge, still
throbbing from his orgasm, his semen dripping white at the tip.
There was more cum on his hand, on the fleshy pad just above his
thumb.

“I gotta get outta here,” he said. He went
to the bathroom and ran water. Moving quickly, he pulled on his
clothes, slipped into his sneakers, and picked up his gym bag. He
glanced at his phone. “Coast is clear,” he said, and opened my
door.

In the doorway, he stopped and looked back
at me. “You are some kind of fucking freak,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said.

And he was gone.

Thanks?

It just came out. I didn’t think about; I
just said it. It seemed … polite. What else could I have said?
What’s the right thing to say when you lick someone’s asshole until
they come and they call you a freak?

You are some kind of fucking freak.
The way he had said it, it didn’t come across as an insult. And I
hadn’t interpreted it as such.

Still sitting on the bed, I looked down at
the carpet. There was cum, two or three thick strands and numerous
drops, all over the floor in front of where Aaron had been
standing. I picked up the towel he’d used. My notebook was still in
the floor, open to a page I’d been jotting on. There was a line of
cum across it, soaking through to the pages below.

“Fuck,” I muttered. I dabbed it up as best I
could, trying not to smear it and make it worse. I flipped a few
pages, until I came to a dry one. I hoped they wouldn’t stick
together, but was resigned that they surely would. I went back to
the bathroom and rinsed the gooey towel in the tub before tossing
it into the hamper, making a mental note to do laundry over the
weekend, before Riva got back to campus.

I stood at the sink and looked in the
mirror. My nose was irritated from being pressed into Aaron’s butt,
but I knew the redness would dissipate in a hurry. Surely before
Stephen came —

Stephen.

I was afraid how I might act around him,
after what I’d just done. Was this kind of thing, this esoteric and
impish act I’d just performed, written on the face? Would he know
that I’d done something, just by looking at me?

No. I stood up straight and tucked my hair
behind my ears in the mirror. I was a person with a secret now. And
I was going to have to learn to be that person. It was something
new, and more than a little exciting. But how many other people
around campus — hell, anywhere — lived with secrets? Most, I
figured. I wasn’t really unique, and everyone else seemed to get by
okay. How many other women around campus had Aaron fooled around
with? How many had bent over for a quickie when no one else was
around? How many had dropped to their knees to give him a blowjob?
Yes, Aaron had a girlfriend, Sarah. Everyone knew that. But the
number of women who would turn him away because of Sarah, I
reasoned, was probably small, and Aaron didn’t strike me as the
faithful type.

I guessed that the women with a secret like
mine, a secret that involved Aaron, probably numbered in the
dozens.

But a secret just like mine? I didn’t
think that was likely at all. We hadn’t had sex, so I could look
Stephen in the eye and honestly say that I’d been faithful. Not
that any question of that nature would come up. Why would it?

So if I hadn’t had sex, what exactly
had I done? Something naughty, to be sure. Something I
didn’t want anyone else to know about, not even a best friend.

Not even a roommate.

I decided then and there that I wouldn’t
even mention the incident of Aaron bursting into our room and
commandeering our shower to Riva. What a shame. The look on her
face would have been priceless, even if she didn’t believe it. But
the other stuff that had happened made it seem unwise to broach the
tale. I might get caught up in the telling, and one detail might
lead to another …

I went back to the bed. I still had studying
to do. But the pages of my notes, stiffening with drying sperm,
made it difficult to concentrate. My hands longed for the feel of
Aaron’s tight bottom. I eventually gave up studying for the night,
realizing what my problem was.

It might be hours until the game ended and
Stephen came by. I couldn’t wait that long. And he might not come
by all. I slipped off my panties, laid back on my bed and
masturbated, thinking about my little secret. The little secret I
was saddled with, that I would now carry around with me forever.
About the time, the one time, I did a crazy and inexplicable
thing.

As it turned out, I was wrong about the
one time part.

 


* * *

 


“God, what an ass,” said Riva. It was the
middle of the following week, and we were in the cafeteria.

“What?” I said. I was seated across from
Riva, who was eating a carrot and staring over my shoulder. I
turned around and there he was.

Aaron. He was five or six tables away, an
oversized backpack on his shoulder, standing face to face with
Sarah. The girlfriend. Their faces hovered close, coming together
for sporadic kisses. My eyes narrowed as I had the thought: The
things you don’t know about your boyfriend, Sarah … Then
Aaron’s eyes caught mine and I whipped back around to Riva.

“Afraid he’ll catch you staring?” said
Riva.

“No. Why would I be? You were the one
staring.”

“That’s right. And I could care less if he
sees. Fuck, I hope he does.” She slid the carrot in and out of her
mouth suggestively, and we both laughed. “What I wouldn’t give to
get my hands on that ass.”

I swallowed. I could vouch that she’d enjoy
it. No doubt about it.

“I mean I could just eat that up,” she said
around her carrot. I had a sudden coughing spasm. “You okay? I
didn’t mean to get you all worked up.”

“It’s nothing. I’m okay.” I ventured another
glance over my shoulder. They were kissing again, long and deep,
oblivious to everyone around them. I felt a pang of envy. Not
because someone else was kissing Aaron — I knew he didn’t belong to
me, that I was nothing to him — but because Stephen never kissed me
like that.

“I just hate that bitch,” said Riva.

“Who? Sarah?”

“What has she got that we don’t?”

“Well, Aaron for one.”

“Obviously, but what’s the attraction?” She
stopped eating her carrot. “I mean, I’m as pretty as she is. Don’t
you think?”

“Prettier,” I
said. And I meant it. Riva was part Indian, with dark skin and
raven hair. She was one of the most beautiful girls I’d ever
seen.

“And my tits are just as nice as hers,
right?”

“They are,” I said. But that
wasn’t true. Sarah’s tits were big, firm,
and barely moved when she walked.

“Must be the ass. It’s even nicer than his,”
she sighed. “I do wish I had an ass like hers.” My roommate propped
her chin up on one hand and openly gawked at the nearby display of
affection.

“What’s so special about her butt?” I said.
All this talk of butts made me uneasy. Plus I was a little irked at
Riva’s comparisons of her anatomy to Sarah’s. Left unspoken was the
implication that my own tits and ass weren’t even in the running.
But hell, it was true.

“I don’t know, it’s just … perfect. I mean,
look at it. Round hips, but not too wide, and just enough cushion
for the —”

“Riva!” I said, and we both laughed. “I
guess he’s just into blondes.”

“Well, guess he’ll never look at me,” she
said. “He’d more likely be into you.”

“I’m not blonde,” I said.

“You’re dirty blonde. Maybe that’s close
enough. Besides, you bring the dirty. And I know he’s into
that.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean Sarah’s not the only one who’s
getting some of that. He’s the most famous face at the school. And
I … well, I’ve heard things.” Her smile became mischievous. She
wanted me to ask. So I did.

“Do you know Leslie Wentworth?” she began,
leaning toward me.

“School paper?” I said.

“Yeah. She covers sports mostly. I heard
from someone else on the staff that she did a postgame on …
Aaron.” She lowered her voice to a whisper as she said his
name. “Near the beginning of this year, just after the spring game
opener. She stayed until most everyone else was gone. And then …”
She trailed off, as if she wanted me to fill in the rest with my
imagination.

“What? She fuck him?” I said.

“No. She gave him a handjob. Right there in
the fucking locker room.” Riva’s eyes
popped out as she spoke, as if she were revealing confidential
information concerning highly taboo activity.

I wondered if jerking Aaron off had been
Leslie’s response to You gonna suck it, or what?

“That’s it?” I said.

“Well, yeah. Of course while it’s going on,
two other players come back in the room. They just stood there and
watched while Leslie kept pumping away until he popped his cork.
Didn’t seem to bother her at all. Shameless bitch.”

“You’re just jealous,” I said.

“I am not. Any dipshit can give a handjob.
Besides, according to Leslie —” She leaned in and lowered her voice
again. “She says he wasn’t exactly, well, a handful.”

“Well that’s a load of crap,” I said.
Somehow, that made it past all my internal checkpoints. I hadn’t
seen too many examples of male anatomy, but if Aaron’s was smaller
than the norm, then Stephen’s must be tiny. I had no complaints
about Stephen, and to my eyes Aaron was downright impressive.

“What are you talking about?” said Riva,
crinkling her brows. “You know something I don’t?”

I laughed and played it off as best I could.
“I just think the whole story’s a load of bull. Who would do
something like that?” Riva wiggled her eyebrows, signaling clearly
that in fact she just might be tempted to do that, or
something like it. Happily. Audience be damned. And if there was a
time when I’d have thought of my roommate as a libertine, that
instinct was now tempered by my own little exercise in
debauchery.

Who would do something like that? Had
I actually said that?

“Hey, don’t look now, but she’s leaving,”
said Riva, her eyes following a path behind me. “And he’s still
here.”

“This could be your big chance,” I said.

Riva gathered her books and her phone and
stood. “In my dreams. I’ve gotta get to Bio. So he’s all yours … if
you dare. Take my tray up for me?” I told her I would and Riva left
with a wave, wishing me luck.

She was kidding, of course. Riva might have
had a chance with a guy like Aaron, but then Riva wouldn’t dignify
a guy like Aaron by pursuing him. She was content with gawking and
gossip. She and I both knew that a plain Jane like me would never
attract an Aaron. It would take an extraordinary convergence of
circumstance for his type to notice I was occupying space in any
given room.

A set of circumstances like, say, stumbling
across an open door leading to a desperately needed shower while
running through a girls’ dormitory reeking of alcohol. Followed in
short order by the revelation that the girl occupying said room is
so awed by your very presence that her response to having your ass
shoved in her face is to lick it.

Of course, on my side of the ledger, what
were the odds on opening my door at the exact moment I did? A few
seconds earlier, he still might have stopped. But a few seconds
later? No. He would have been past my door, chugging down the
hallway, and wouldn’t have looked back. I might not have even
recognized him. I wouldn’t have seen him naked, and he wouldn’t
have left a warm load of his spunk on my notebook.

What happened next wouldn’t have happened,
either.

“Follow me.”

And a few seconds after that, “Not too
close.”

Aaron strolled by my table. I wondered who
he was talking to. It couldn’t possibly be me. He approached the
cafeteria exit, turned sideways to press his weight into the bar
that opened the door, and did this thing with his eyes — looking at
me without looking at me.

I fumed a little at the “not too close.” I
mean heaven forbid he should actually look at me, speak to me,
acknowledge me in public. But I wasn’t too angry to grab my things
and scramble for the door. I had already successfully
compartmentalized the bizarre episode with Aaron in my dorm room
the previous Saturday night, consigned it to a space in my memory
occupied with a number of other things best forgotten. Speaking to
me in the confidential way he did, asking me to follow him,
however, like we were playacting some secret agent fantasy, was
confirmation that something had happened, something substantial
enough for someone besides myself to remember.

I had no choice but to follow.

I kept a little distance, following his
backpack as he moved across the square toward the athletic
dormitories on the north side of campus. I felt more and more out
of place as I wandered into that territory. I mounted the concrete
steps afraid someone would grab me by the arm at any moment and ask
what the fuck I was doing there.

Once inside, Aaron took the stairs.
Apparently, discretion didn’t allow us to share an elevator. I
entered the stairwell a few seconds after him and ascended slowly.
I couldn’t see him on the winding flights above me, but I could
hear his footsteps echoing, could hear the heavy door creak on its
hinges when he exited on the fourth floor.

Several other guys walked toward me as I
went down the hallway. A few were tall, basketball types. I knew
Stephen didn’t live in this building, but it wasn’t impossible to
run into him here. I fought the urge to walk faster. I kept my head
down. Several of Aaron’s fellow athletes high-fived him, but I
might as well have been invisible. Finally, Aaron stopped at a door
near the end of the hall. I slowed to a creeping pace while he took
his time fumbling with his keys, glancing left and right, waiting
for the hallway to be empty before going in.

He went in and left the door open. I heard
chatter coming from around the next corner. I looked behind me to
ensure I wasn’t being observed and darted into the room.

Aaron appeared and closed the door behind
me. He stood in front of the door with one hand behind him, and I
heard the little click of the lock. Clearly, privacy was
indicated.

“Ashamed to be seen with me?” I said.

“I want you to do it again,” he said. It was
as if I hadn’t spoken, as if nothing I had to say bore any
relevance in his world. I didn’t even rate a casual hello or how ya been. I was here
for one thing and one thing only. Which should have pissed me off.
It would piss off any normal person.

I was a normal person, wasn’t I?

He slipped out of his shorts and underwear,
kicked them to the side, and started playing with his dick. Again,
like I wasn’t even there.

“Do what again?” I said. I was determined to
make him acknowledge me. If I was here to service, he could at
least ask. Just say, out loud, what he wanted me to do.

“The thing you do,” he said. His cock was
hard now. He kept his hand around it, as if to prevent me from
touching it as he slowly stroked its length. “The thing you
like.”

The thing I like? Was it a thing I
liked? I had never done it before. I thought I’d never do it again.
My nipples stood at attention and my heart quickened at my own
dirty thoughts.

The thing I do? That made it sound
like some integral part of my being or character, so closely
associated with me it would be the first thing to come to mind
whenever anyone heard my name. Dizzy Gillespie? He played trumpet.
Babe Ruth? He hit home runs. Me … ?

“Why do you want me to do it?” I asked.

“Just shut the fuck up and do it.”

“You have a girlfriend.”

“She won’t do it.”

“Have you asked her?”

He looked out his window. “It’s the only
thing she won’t do.”

So that was it. I really was a fucking
freak. The hottest guy at school dates the hottest girl at school,
and I’m the pinch hitter for the things she won’t do. I guess there
are worse gigs. Still, it felt … demeaning.

“You like it,” said Aaron. It wasn’t a
question. He strode over to his unmade bed and climbed onto it,
facing away from me. He bent over and his knees spread apart. “I
just showered in the locker room. Get to it, freak.”

The mix of vulnerability in the way he
exposed himself, along with his cocky self-assurance, his outright
presumption that I was going to do as he demanded, was an
incredible turn on. I couldn’t imagine Stephen bending over and
telling me to do … this.

Aaron’s backside was as glorious as I
remembered. The muscles in the backs of his legs stretched all the
way up and into his ass, which now hung in the air like a pair of
shiny moons pressed tightly together, hiding his most forbidden
fruit.

It was my secret, my hidden fruit. His sweet spot. My
mouth was watering. I wanted nothing more in that moment than to
pry those moons apart and get at it.

I still wanted to hear him say it, what he
wanted me to do. I approached the bed and got on my knees. His
balls hung low in their sac and swung back and forth as he primed
his dick. I took them in my hand and gave them a gentle squeeze.
They were warm in my palm.

Aaron shifted his body forward, reclaiming
his balls. “Did I do something wrong?” I said.

“Don’t touch my
nuts. Just rim it,” he said.

“What?”

“Rim it. Come on, rim my fucking ass.” He
sounded impatient.

Rim it. It was the first time I’d
heard that phrase. I put my hands on Aaron’s taut ass and opened
him up, thinking it made perfect sense: The dark and puckered
vortex of skin at the core of his body was nothing if not a rim —
an edge, a boundary, with the purpose of hiding something on its
other side.

It seemed a perfectly natural thing, to
explore a rim.

To taste it.

“Goddamn it, come on al — oh, fuck! Oh, my
God, yes!” I dove in, starting low, just above his balls, and moved
in a long, wet stroke up the into the crack of his ass. I felt
every contour, every ripple and fold of his asshole against my
tongue, then worked my way to the top where the cleft of his butt
began … or ended, from my perspective.

I went back to the bottom to start a second
lap. The thin hair all along his scrotum was now matted and wet.
His balls jiggled tantalizingly as Aaron began stroking his cock in
earnest. I started lower, laying my tongue against his sac, hoping
he wouldn’t pull away. He didn’t, and from the sounds he was making
I could tell he approved of my technique. I pushed my tongue into
the balmy slot between his balls, then closed my lips and pulled
the flesh outward, then licked my way back up to his hole. I loved
the way the feeling under my tongue changed as it slid across the
border of his asshole, that region where his scrotum became his
anus. He was softer there, warmer. I could feel it pulse as I
licked. I flittered my tongue up and down like a hummingbird’s
wings over the quarter-sized dark pink patch around his hole.

“Oh, fuck that feels so good,” he groaned. “Do that. Stay right there and eat
it.”

I ate him. I used my lips. I used my tongue.
I took my time. I locked my mouth around his hole and kissed it as
I pressed my tongue at the center, licking leisurely circles around
Aaron’s rear entrance. He released a sustained cry of pleasure, low
and guttural. The speed of his arm, moving back and forth,
increased. His asscheeks convulsed, squeezing together and blocking
my access. I pulled them apart, both of my hands on his beefy ass,
and opened him wide. I sealed my lips around his hot hole and
continued working across it with my tongue, now going back and
forth.

“Uhhh … that’s
gonna make me come so fucking fast,” he said. He leaned forward and
pulled his body away from me, and for a moment I sat there
awkwardly with my mouth open and my needy tongue hanging in the
air, missing the taste of him. He flipped over and laid on his
back. Fluid, thick and clear, dribbled from the head of his
engorged dick. Apparently he didn’t want to shoot his load all over
his bed. If only he’d shown the same consideration for my
notebook.

I moved instinctively to suck on him, but
was denied. He lifted his legs and propped both heels on the edge
of the bed, then pulled one leg further back. He resumed work on
his throbbing cock with his other hand. His flexibility was
impressive. He spread his ass, nicely exposing his hole.

“Eat that fucking asshole, bitch” he
demanded. His hand pumped relentlessly toward the ceiling, his cock
like a pillar in his palm.

I scooted a little distance from the bed and
maneuvered lower, tucked my face into Aaron’s backside, and went
back to work. I felt his excitement building, felt his sphincter
tighten against my tongue. His balls topped the bridge of my nose,
and it was hard to breathe. I moved my head away with each pass of
my tongue and caught a quick breath before lapping across his hole,
like a cat at a bowl of milk.

“Yeah, do it … lick it, freak” he said.
“Ohhh, I’m gonna fucking come.”

He was too close to turn back. I set my
mouth around his hole, stuck my tired tongue firmly toward the
center, and joggled my head back and forth, almost vibrating, like
one of those machines at the hardware store that shakes paint.

“Ohhhh … so
fucking good … feels so fucking good,” he cried. He pumped
his pelvis three or four times. His ass hovered several inches
above the bed after his final thrust, and his legs quivered for a
few long moments before his rigor ended and he relaxed.

I sat up. Aaron dropped his feet to the
floor and his head onto a pillow. His chest rose and fell to the
sounds of his breathing as he guarded his sticky cock with both
hands. Thick ribbons of cum decorated his stomach and chest in
white. A single milky bead ran down the underside of his neck. I
looked at the brawny landscape, covered in steaming semen by the
pleasure I had provided. I was horny as hell, my pussy damp, but I
knew I would get no satisfaction here.

“I need to go,” I said. I stood up and
checked my phone. I had one text. From Stephen.

Aaron laughed. “You’re all done here, but
damn I wish you could teach Sarah to do that. Best fucking rimjob
I’ve ever had. You want to do it again, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said. I didn’t see the point in
being coy. I knew I would do it again. Whenever he wanted. Whenever
he told me to.

“You are one freaky bitch,” he muttered.

I slid through his door and pulled it shut
behind me. I didn’t want one of Aaron’s buddies to burst in from
the hall and see the evidence of what had just gone down in his
room. I was out of his league, far enough that I didn’t consider
any possibility that he might tell anyone exactly what we had done
— what I had done. My social status worked in my favor for
once.

I raced to the other side of campus,
desperately horny and in need of privacy. What if Aaron did tell
someone? What if next week every football player I passed between
classes leered at me and made obscene gestures? What about my own
friends? I did have a few. My modest crowd traveled far outside the
clique of the athletes and their groupies, but connection points
existed between our networks. They had to. I was living proof, of a
sort. What if rumors got back to Riva?

I pulled out my phone and read the text from
Stephen.

 


[Stephen] At your room where R U?

 


Shit.

 


[Jane] Stay there, on teh way

 


I considered telling him I’d been in the
cafeteria, studying. What if he had already been there looking for
me? How much time did I need to account for? Maybe twenty or
twenty-five minutes counting the time it took to walk to Aaron’s
room. Fuck it — Sorry, babe. I parked on a bench to study and
didn’t hear my phone. That would have to do. I looked at the
timestamp on his text. It was over twenty minutes old.

Shit.

I found Stephen leaning on the wall across
from my room. He looked up from his phone. “Hey. Where were
you?”

“Sorry,” I replied. I resisted further
explanation and shoved my key into the knob. As soon as we got
inside, Stephen gave me a quick kiss on the mouth.

I froze. If he knew where my mouth had been,
he would run screaming from the room and never to speak to me
again. My shoulders slumped, and I fizzled with disgust and
sympathy.

“What’s wrong?” he said.

“Nothing.” I was on fire to be fucked. Any
thoughts of hygiene popped like a soapy bubble.

I kissed Stephen back, pulling his face into
mine and exploring his mouth with my tongue. I flailed behind me
and locked the door. “I’ve just missed you is all.” I ran my hand
across his crotch.

“My lucky day.” He was licking his lips.
“You taste funny.”

“I just ate.”

“What the hell did you eat?”

“Some weird smoothie. It wasn’t very good.
Want me to brush my teeth?” I unbuckled his pants, reached inside,
and found him ready.

“No,” he said. He kissed me, sucking my lips
as he pulled me down to the bed. I flipped around so that he landed
on the bottom. “Okay,” he said, startled at my aggression. I slid
into the floor and brought his shorts down. I took him in my mouth
and sucked his cock with a fury, making him come in only a couple
of minutes. I swallowed his cum without breaking my rhythm and kept
sucking.

“Oh, baby … oh, God, I love you …”

Stephen’s pants
remained around his ankles as I slipped out of my own shorts and
panties, got up on the bed, and straddled his face. He had a
talented tongue and, grateful for the blowjob, he put it to use. I
came quickly and continued to grind against his face until I peaked
a second time. Finding him hard again, I climbed onto his cock and
rode my way to a third orgasm.

I closed my eyes with every climax and saw
Aaron’s ass, spread apart like a buffet. I heard his gruff voice
issue curt demands.

Rim my fucking ass.

If Stephen was at all suspicious about my
sudden increase in libido, he never said a word. Not that day. He
left very happy.

 


* * *

 


“Can I ask you something?”

“Only if it’s got nothing to do with the
psychology of human behavior” said Riva. “I can’t think about this
crap any more tonight.” Riva stood and fell onto her bed. I sat in
the floor with our pair of laptops. Psych of Human Behavior was the
one class we had together, and the final was nine days away.

“Have you ever had a guy lick you … from
behind?”

Riva turned onto her side and propped her
head up with an elbow. I had her attention. “You mean a rimjob?
Damn girl, I didn’t know Stephen was so freaky.”

“So you have?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Some guys do it. He’s going
down on you and the next thing you know his tongue wanders on down
to the hole next door. One of many reasons to keep a clean
machine.” She laughed and looked out the window, as if someone
might be watching us. Or listening.

I stood and pulled the blind. “Have you ever
done it?”

Riva rolled onto her back and smiled. “Oh,
yes.”

“I mean … have you done it?” I put
the emphasis where I thought it would make my meaning clear.

“You mean, like, to a guy? God, no.” She
shook her head, like a dog shaking off a party of fleas.

“What’s the difference?”

“Because. Men are just gross … down there.”
I stayed silent, hoping she would expand on that without asking why
I was interested. After a minute, she grinned at the ceiling. “I
don’t know. I guess if the guy was really hot. But I mean, he’d
have to be … super hot. But
I’d just lick him, just a little. No way would I go for the
rimshot. Not for anyone.”

Another phrase I’d never heard. I asked her
what it meant as I put away the laptops, acting casual.

She spoke in a pedagogical tone, like a
kindergarten teacher explaining the alphabet: “Rimming is just
licking, a rimjob. A rimshot is … sticking your tongue inside and I
can’t believe we’re talking about this.”

We both laughed, and our risqué conversation seemed to be over. I climbed into my
bed and pulled up the covers, and Riva reached up to switch off the
lamp that provided the only light in our compact room.

I listened to her breathe in the dark. After
a few minutes, I thought she might be asleep.

“Riva?”

“Yes?”

“You ever had a rimshot?”

I heard her giggle in the darkness.

“Oh yes.”

I laid awake a long time.

 


* * *

 


Things get a little fuzzy here. Like I said,
this was all years ago, when I was a different person. The big
events, like the one I’m going to tell you about now … well, you
don’t forget those. But some of my memories may be out of
order.

For instance, I’m pretty sure the next time
I followed Aaron to his room was before the end of that same week.
We did the same thing as before, but without the preliminary small
talk. It was Aaron who did all the talking on that occasion. Some
of the things he said were so shockingly demeaning it’s hard to
believe I sat still for it. Some of the those things … well, I
won’t repeat them here, but at the time, with every Gobble that
hole, bitch or Eat out my asshole, you freaky fuck, I
got increasingly horny, more and more turned on. It was thrilling,
seeing how hard I was getting him off. He was so fucking sexy —
lying back, his legs spread, knees in the air, playing with his big
dick. The more he talked shit, the more I did as I was told. My
purpose there was clear. I wasn’t there because he found me
attractive. I wasn’t there to fuck, or even to give a blowjob (I
don’t recall ever once touching Aaron’s cock, even though I saw him
shoot off a hundred or more times.)

My purpose, my reason for walking around in
Aaron’s world, for breathing air he might otherwise have put to
better use, was to rim his ass. I guess everyone wants a purpose.
There’s something comfortable and fulfilling about it. And if there
was any doubt remaining on my part as to the exact nature of my
purpose, it was put to bed that weekend.

It was Friday, almost a week since Aaron had
burst into my room and my life. I was busy with a group
presentation in the afternoon and didn’t make it by the cafeteria
that day. After my last class, I went to dinner with Riva at an
Italian place off campus. We shared a plate of rigatoni and a
bottle of table wine, then she drove me back, parked in the student
lot, and went off to meet a date (Interestingly enough, it was her
first date with a guy she ended up marrying. But that’s another
story, probably not a very good one.)

I walked from the lot to the dorm. I
remember approaching our building from the rear, where there was a
secondary entrance for residents’ convenience. But for no
explicable reason, I walked around to the front. There, on the
landing between the two flights of steps, was Aaron.

And Sarah.

I had walked all the way around the building
and now saw no way to get inside without going past them. So I did,
certain Aaron would ignore me.

It was Sarah who spoke.

“Hi,” she said. I stopped and turned at the
top of the stairs. The way she sauntered up the few steps that
separated us, and the way Aaron followed her, cocksure smiles on
both faces, I could tell they had been waiting for me. I felt a
lump in my throat about the size of a softball.

Sarah turned her head and said something to
Aaron as he caught up to her. I heard him reply, “Yeah, that’s
her.”

“What’s your name?” said Sarah.

“Jane,” I told her.

“I’m Sarah.”

“I know.” Everyone knew. Even if she hadn’t
been the girlfriend of the most popular guy at school — a
footballer whose face appeared on ESPN from time to time — everyone
would know her. Sarah was achingly beautiful. She wore tight blue
jeans that showed off the curve of her hips. The shape of her legs
was enhanced by a pair of low heels with frill at the toes. A
jacket, light leather and far too big (probably Aaron’s), hid her
upper body.

“You want to come up to my room?” she said.
“I’m up on three.”

“Okay. What for?” I asked. I had never
exchanged one word with Sarah, so was instinctively leery of her
invitation. The timing couldn’t be a coincidence: Aaron told her
what he and I had done. Or had Sarah somehow found out on her own?
Not likely. Not this quickly.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Just fool around.
With us.” She tilted her head toward Aaron.

“We’ve got beer,”
said Aaron.

Once he spoke, I knew I’d follow them up.
That was my purpose, my role: plaything. “Well, it is Friday
night,” I said.

I stood behind them in the elevator, fear
creeping into me. If Sarah knew, whether through her own means or
from Aaron’s mouth, was she angry? Was I being lured to a
third-floor catfight? Were other girls waiting in her room? What if
the plan was to humiliate me in front of them, tell them all what I
had done? If that was the case, tonight would only be a beginning.
The word would spread. My friends would find out. Riva would know
why I’d asked about rimjobs.

When we got to Sarah’s room, it was
immediately evident that my fears were unfounded. There was no one
else there, and Sarah was surprisingly pleasant. If she had a
hidden agenda, it wasn’t to trap or confront me. I relaxed.

Sarah offered me a beer, which I accepted
even though I didn’t drink. Aaron popped the tab and handed it to
me. The beer was lukewarm but served to calm my nerves. A loveseat
occupied one wall, and I perched there while Aaron and Sarah sat
across from me on the bed.

“I don’t have a roommate,” said Sarah. I had
the feeling she was trying to assure me that the three of us had
privacy, should that be needed. I hadn’t noticed whether she’d
locked the door when we came in.

Sarah sipped from her beer and got right
down to business. “Jane, Aaron tells me that you ate out his man
canyon, that you like giving rimjobs.”

My heart sank. I could feel the sizzle of
shame in my face and knew I was turning red. There was no point in
denying it, what I had done with her boyfriend. That might make her
even more angry. It was irritating to have her call me out like
that, to put me on the spot, when it was Aaron who had instigated
everything. Sarah couldn’t be blind to the natural inclination of a
man to accept sexual favors, and with a boyfriend as desirable as
Aaron this surely wasn’t the first time she’d found out about him
straying. Did she know about the journalism student who had jerked
him off in the locker room? Maybe I was the straw that broke the
camel’s back.

Seeing my hesitation to say anything, Sarah
continued. “It’s okay, Jane. Really. I just want to see it.”

“See … what?” I
sputtered.

“I want to see you do it. To Aaron.”

“You want me … to …?”

Aaron stood, pulled the drawstring at his
waist, and dropped his shorts. His erection bulged from behind his
white underwear. “She wants to see you eat my ass. She wants to
watch,” he said.

Sarah looked approvingly at her boyfriend’s
excited state. “Aaron says he’s never come so hard. But I’m not
doing … that.” She curled her lips a little, showing what
she thought of the act. I assumed her distaste extended to anyone
who actually performed it. “He doesn’t do it to me, either,” she
added, making it clear I was the only depraved person present.

I cleared my throat. “I don’t get it,” I
said. “You know, he’s the one who put it in my face.”

“And you loved it,” said Aaron. I was
speechless again. But now I did get it. I wasn’t pretty enough or
sexy enough to be any kind of threat to Sarah or to her
relationship with Aaron. Quite the opposite. I was dirty enough,
deviant enough, to enhance
Sarah’s relationship, to do for her
boyfriend the sort of favors she was loathe to provide herself.

“Do you?” said Sarah. “Love it? Aaron says
you’re pretty eager.”

“I … Did he just tell you about it?”

“We tell each other everything,” she
responded. “Don’t we, babe?” Aaron had
wandered over next to Sarah, who hooked her fingers into his briefs
and pulled them down. They fell to his feet and he stepped out of
them, his cock demanding attention, like a fourth person in the
room. “Why don’t you bend over for Jane?” Sarah got up as Aaron
turned toward the bed. He sprawled forward on his hands,
brandishing his bare ass. Sarah gave it a playful smack. “He does
have a cute butt, does he not?”

“I guess,” I said. I was feeling a little
more relaxed, and the sight of Aaron’s naked backside had my heart
racing like never before. But with Sarah here it felt like a trap,
and I wished she would just disappear so I could get on with
it.

“You guess? Don’t you think it looks good
enough to eat?” said Sarah. I hadn’t taken my eyes from Aaron’s
bottom since he’d turned around. My fascination with it must have
been apparent, and Sarah was using it. “What are you waiting for,
dirty girl? Chow down.”

Calling me a dirty girl, did it. My
desire was boiling away my hesitation. I felt my heart skip a beat.
Me, a dirty girl? Less than a week ago, I was as straight-laced as
they came. Now I was here, in the dorm room of the most popular and
beautiful girl at the school, along with her boyfriend, the most
popular and beautiful guy at the school. And she was offering him
up to me.

I got on my knees. Sarah got out of my way
as I moved into position behind her boyfriend. “So, you’re not
mad?” I said.

“Did you fuck him?”

“No.”

“Did you suck his dick?”

“No.”

“Did he do anything to you?”

I shook my head.

“That’s right,” she said, her smile
vanishing. “And nothing like that will ever happen. But if you like
licking assholes, be my fucking guest.” She looked down at me and
hissed, “You filthy little slut.”

I didn’t recoil, which seemed to please her.
We spent a few seconds staring at each other, Sarah and I. Two
young women, sizing each other up. I sensed she had me figured out,
saw in me something I hadn’t yet acknowledged in myself. Her
insults were aimed not to wound, but to provoke. She was like a
matador, watching me steam at the nostrils and scrape one hoof in
the dirt. Her boyfriend’s rump was behind her red flag, which she
was about to yank away at the last second.

Aaron shook his ass back and forth. “Come
on,” he said. “Do your thing.” Sarah pulled one of his asscheeks
aside, showing me the dusky trough where I was to dine.

I looked up at Sarah. “Do it,” she said.

I charged, tickling Aaron’s anus with my
tongue, making him shiver. I heard Sarah laugh, a birdlike caw. The
humiliation stimulated me, excited me, made me focus and gave me
pleasure in a way I hadn’t experienced with Aaron alone. My pussy
was wet, my nipples tender against my bra. I resisted the urge to
reach between my legs and give myself some relief. I planted my
mouth over Aaron’s asshole and massaged it with my tongue.

“Oh, baby … it’s just … unbelievable,”
he groaned.

“Goddamn, her fucking tongue fits right in
there,” said Sarah. I could feel her eyes. Knowing she was
watching, knowing she liked what she saw, that she was more than
okay with it, was driving me insane. I changed my pattern and
licked Aaron back and forth.

Sarah moved around in front of him on the
bed. “Oh, baby … you’re soooo
fucking hard,” she said. I soon heard the sounds of Sarah sucking
cock, followed by Aaron’s moans of increasing pleasure.

With the two of us working on him it didn’t
take long. Within the next minute, Aaron’s sphincter tightened and
his asscheeks clenched together in that now-familiar way. All the
muscles in his body contracted. His bottom clamped around my lips,
I burrowed my face into his seam and shoved my tongue toward his
asshole, determined to taste him right up and through his
climax.

“Uhhhh … oh, God …
fuck!” he cried. Sarah coughed and rolled into the wall at the
other end of the bed. After he recovered, Aaron climbed up after
her, leaving me, once again, with my mouth open and tongue hanging
out like a panting dog. “Sarah, baby, are you okay?” Sarah
continued to cough. She held her arm over her mouth and pinched her
eyes shut. When the fit passed, she moved her arm away and
laughed.

“You shot right down my throat, you
meathead,” she said, cum trickling from one corner of her
mouth.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry …”

“It’s okay. I’m
fine.” I was still kneeling at the foot of the bed. “Jesus,
you really did make him come hard.” Aaron held her close and
kissed her forehead. He whispered to her, and she whispered back
and glanced at me.

Sarah stood and unbuttoned her jeans as
Aaron flopped back onto the bed. “What are you doing?” I said. Were
they going to get it on right in front of me now?

They had something else mind. “You’re going
to do me now,” said Sarah.

Now I did recoil. If she meant what I
thought, she could forget it. I didn’t know why I responded to
Aaron as I did. I didn’t know why rimming him was so arousing to
me. One thing I did know: He was male, and I was female. Whatever
mysterious sexual chemistry made it so gratifying to bury my face
in Aaron’s ass, it was girded by good, old-fashioned binary
heterosexuality. I could never do to another woman what I just did
to a man.

I sat back in the floor and shook my head.
Sarah shimmied out of her jeans. She wore plain panties, ladies
briefs not much different from my own. They were shiny white, like
they might have been new, and were askew at the front, revealing a
strip of her blonde bush.

“I can’t,” I said.

“Yes, you can,” said Sarah. “Don’t worry. Doesn’t make you a lesbian. An
asshole’s an asshole, right?” Aaron laughed at that, but I was
quaking inside. “I want to know what it feels like. And this guy’s
never going to do it.”

From my perspective on the floor, Sarah
towered over me. She stood against the bed, barely two feet from
me. My eyes tracked up her legs, which were long and smooth and
free from blemish, until I was goggling between her legs. I could
smell whatever oil or lotion she used to keep her skin so perfect.
And I could smell her excitement.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just can’t.” Sarah
gazed down and frowned, feigning injury. Dauntless, she picked up a
cell phone from a dresser within arm’s reach. She swiped her finger
across it a few times, then turned the display toward me.

“Yes, you can. And you will,” she said.
“Unless you want this little video seen by everyone on campus.”

My eyes nearly popped out, and my heart
skipped a few more beats. I felt dizzy, and was glad I wasn’t
standing. The video on her phone was of me, clearly recognizable in
semiprofile, the bottom half of my face concealed behind a pair of
overtly male buttocks, my nose tucked in securely at the top of his
asscrack. My eyes were closed, my head moving in a sensuous
circular pattern as I rimmed ass with gusto. I watched long enough
to see my hands appear in the video and spread the asscheeks apart,
until I recognized that moment, from mere minutes ago, when I dug
in deeper. The sloppy soundtrack, full of my hungry grunts, added
another layer of horror, revealing my passionate delight in the
delicacy to be impossible to deny.

I looked away, determined not to cry. My
identity in the video was unmistakable. Aaron’s voice was
recognizable, even in groans, but sound could be edited out. His
face, of course, wasn’t captured at all.

Sarah had taken it, had apparently shot it
with her phone during those scant minutes between yanking away the
flag and taking Aaron’s dick into her mouth, while my attention was
fixed on rimming her man’s behind.

It was like an out-of-body experience,
watching myself. It was one thing to do it, to give in to my baser
instincts, but to see it, to actually see myself rimming
ass, was bizarre. I felt like a criminal who, denying any
involvement, was now confronted with unimpeachable evidence of my
guilt.

They had me. I should have known better than
to follow them up here, should have trusted my instincts in
suspecting some ulterior motive.

Now, whatever they wanted me to do, I knew I
would do it.

And they knew it, too.

Sarah turned around and assumed Aaron’s
bent-over position at the foot of the bed. Her ass was smooth and
white, perfect like the skin up and down her legs.

“You’re clean, right?” I said.

Sarah hung her head and looked back at me
between her legs, her face upside down. “I’m always clean. Now go
on.” She gave her ass a feminine shake. “Take ’em off.”

She wanted me to take off her underwear.
Aaron sat back on the bed, taking his turn to watch. It made me
wonder what other kinds of kinky shit the two of them got up to. It
made me a little envious. I couldn’t imagine Stephen and I doing
anything like this. Not that I, or he, would want to. But it must
be amazing to have this kind of relationship with someone.

I had never touched another woman in a
sexual way. I have a cousin I used to practice kissing with. But we
were just kids. I had never felt any kind of attraction to someone
of my own sex. Now, here I was, on my knees pulling down another
woman’s underwear. Her pussy was wet, and they stuck to her as I
worked the waistband down to her thighs. I wondered whether her
arousal had more to do with Aaron than with the anticipation of
getting her ass rimmed.

Riva was right. Her ass was beautiful. Her
clothing revealed its lovely shape, but out of clothing it was more
generous in size, more curvy. The skin beneath her underwear was
the color of notebook paper. I noticed a tiny pimple high up on one
cheek. Almost imperceptible, but definitely there. What do you
know! Little Miss Perfect has an imperfection. I smiled, feeling
that I’d stumbled onto highly privileged information.

“She looks happy,” said Aaron.

“Get to it,” said Sarah, impatiently. She
reached behind herself and smacked her ass, getting my attention.
“Come on, eat my fucking ass. Lick it.”

I moved in and nuzzled between her cheeks. I
pushed my tongue forward and moved it up and down, tasting her
skin. A woman’s butt is different from a man’s. There’s more flesh,
the valley is deeper, and I couldn’t reach where she wanted me to
reach.

Sarah laid her hands on her ass and spread
it open. I had expected a woman’s asshole to be somehow smaller,
neater. But Sarah’s was even bigger than Aaron’s. If his was a
quarter, hers was a silver dollar. It was lighter in color, a rosy
pink, and riddled with crinkles, like the surface of a rocky moon.
A lumpy nevus of flesh arose like a guardian at the edge of her
hole. Hidden away between the ample flesh of her buttocks, her
asshole was like a peach pit hiding a secret.

And it tasted like peach. Jesus, was there
anything about this girl — other than that single speck of acne,
now about two inches from my eye — that was less than stunning?

“Oh … oh, sweet girl, that feels fucking
great,” said Sarah.

“Did I tell you, or what?” Aaron said.

I ignored them both and settled in to
Sarah’s ass. I lapped generously, licking the whole of her anus,
bottom to top and left to right. Her taste was different from
Aaron, but I found it intoxicating in its own way. She was sweet
and soft while still dark and secret. There was something thrilling
about a person exposing herself in this way — bending over,
splitting herself open to reveal a place the body was designed to
conceal, allowing herself to be tasted.

To be eaten.

I sucked and pulled at Sarah’s asshole with
my lips as her fingers went to work just below. I wondered if she
would come as quickly as Aaron. I didn’t expect that she would.
Being a woman, I knew it took a little more time to build to
orgasm.

Then again, I’d never had my ass eaten.

“Oh, rim that ass, girl. That’s right … eat
that ass,” Sarah moaned. She rocked her hips slowly against my face
as I rimmed her. Her excited fingers fiddled her pussy,
occasionally poking my chin with her nails.

“God, baby, you are so fucking sexy,” said
Aaron, clearly enjoying what the two of them had so deviously
arranged. I didn’t care. I was enjoying it, too. Thoroughly. I
worked my lips and my tongue vigorously, eating everything between
the cheeks of Sarah’s ass. I slid my tongue across her hole and
noticed that it seemed to give a little. Where Aaron had been
tight, her sphincter was loose. I imagined that Aaron, over time,
had fucked every hole in her body.

Sarah’s wet
fingers moved out of her folds, and I could feel the resonance from
the other side of her body as she focused on her clit. Her moans
became high pitched, unintelligible sounds. She was getting close.
I slowed down, pushing a little harder with each pass of my tongue,
feeling her entrance give a little more each time, parting a little
more in the center. I thought about my late night conversation with
Riva earlier in the week, about the thing she said she’d never
do.

Sarah’s climax
became inevitable, the cheeks of her ass bouncing off the cheeks of
my face. I grabbed two handfuls and spread her open. I plunged my
tongue into her core, forcing my way in and finding easy passage.
Sarah whined like a sick animal as she came, her sphincter
squeezing my tongue all the way around. I hooked my hands around
the front of her hips and pulled her toward me, shoving my erect
tongue as far inside her as I could.

If her asshole was warm on the outside, it
was absolutely hot on the inside. As she quivered her way through
her orgasm, I wiggled my tongue wildly. She collapsed forward, but
I held her thighs and didn’t let go. I kept my face buried in her
backside and felt her tender sphincter harden around my tongue with
every push as I slid it in and out.

“Oh … oh … oh …” she murmured. She was
facedown on the bed, her speech muffled by blankets. “Feels so good
… you crazy fucking bitch …”

“You come, baby?” said Aaron. I had almost
forgotten he was in the room. He lifted Sarah’s head and kissed her
mouth.

“She’s tongue-fucking my ass and it feels
so fucking good,” she said.

I was relaxed, floating. Almost like I was
in some other place. I gradually withdrew my tongue and lapped the
entire length of Sarah’s crack one last time, catching a taste of
her pussy at the bottom. Her rear entrance throbbed. I gave it a
little kiss, then backed away.

“I need you, baby,” said Sarah. “I want you
in my ass, now.”

“Look out, Jane,” said Aaron. I got out of
the way as he moved into my place, aiming his renewed erection at
Sarah’s ass. I had primed it nicely, and his thick cock slid inside
with ease.

They were both beautiful, and I had to tear
myself away from the sight of them fucking. I slipped out of the
room, making sure the door was locked behind me. Neither of them
said a word to me as I left.

But I was happy, almost giddy. Aaron had
even called me by name.

Back in my room, there was no Stephen to
work out my frustrations on this time. But there was no Riva,
either. So I laid back on the bed and got myself off twice, my
second orgasm coming quick on the heels of the first, the taste of
Aaron and Sarah lingering in my mouth.

 


* * *

 


There isn’t a lot left to tell. What I’ve
told you is how it got started. The rest is mostly more of the
same. But a pattern was established, a pattern that continued for
months. It’s all that time, those months, that I eventually erased
from my mind. Months of time that are coming back to me now like a
forgotten friend.

I started meeting Aaron and Sarah at least
weekly, always in Sarah’s room. It was in my building, which was
convenient; Sarah had no roommate; and no one questioned Aaron
being there since everyone knew he was Sarah’s boyfriend. They
never asked me to make sure no one saw me going into her room, but
I tried to be discreet anyway, for my own sake if not theirs. Maybe
they told their friends I was tutoring them. But I knew people on
every floor in my building, and I didn’t want to answer any
questions.

It would generally go like this: I’d get a
text, always from Sarah, letting me know that she and Aaron were in
her room and wanted me to come up. I’d go upstairs, knock on her
door when no one was looking, and they’d let me in. Sometimes I’d
find them already worked up — they’d been fucking or fooling
around, and now they wanted the extra stimulation from me to really
send them over the edge. They were always sparkly clean, always
eager, and I always made them come. It got to the point, after a
few weeks, where I started looking forward to it.

Sometimes the text from Sarah would be a
little more explicit. After I got the first one of those, I started
erasing all of Sarah’s texts as soon as I read them. And I always
kept my phone with me, whether Riva was in the room or not. I’d
even take my phone into the bathroom. I couldn’t have her walking
in while I was in the shower and seeing a text from Sarah pop up on
my phone screen.

When the text said A—BJ, I knew what
to expect. I would get to Sarah’s room and find Aaron sitting on
the bed, his cock hard and ready. He’d either lie back on the bed
or just prop his heels on the edge, spreading his legs so that his
ass was accessible. I’d go down on the floor and eat him from below
while Sarah blew him. And Sarah was an absolute maniac about
sucking her boyfriend’s cock. Her spit would run down his length
and drip from his balls onto my face while I was rimming him. I
could always feel his ass tighten when he was about to come and
would shove my tongue inside him as hard as I could. I wish you
could have heard the sounds he’d make — like an angry wookie.

I did the same for Sarah, and it drove her
just as crazy. It was a little more difficult for both Aaron and I
to stimulate her together, given the female anatomy. But we figured
out that if Sarah topped him in a sixty-nine, I could rim her ass
from behind while Aaron ate her pussy. And I’d give her the same
treatment. When those beautiful asscheeks of hers started to
quiver, I’d bury my tongue in her hole until she squealed. But
Sarah seemed to enjoy our mutual stimulation of Aaron more than she
liked being on the receiving end. Or at least, that’s how it seemed
for a while.

Many times, I’d stick around and watch Aaron
and Sarah have sex after I’d rimmed them both. I’d always do Aaron
first. After he shot off (usually into Sarah’s waiting mouth),
Sarah would bend over and he’d watch me eat his girlfriend’s ass
until she came.

And she always came when I rimmed her
ass. I actually started to take pride in it.

By then, he would be hard again. Watching
the two of them, it was exquisite. And yes, we did try to find some
position that would work for me to rim one or the other of them as
they fucked. That never really worked out, though we got pretty
creative, if my memory serves. I recall one time Sarah, as Aaron
was drilling her, almost begged me — lick it, Jane … please eat
my fucking ass … But two bodies in motion, locked together at
the hips … I just couldn’t get at either one of them. We kind of
laughed about it later.

They didn’t seem to care that I stayed and
watched them have sex, but that didn’t happen too often, anyway. I
had the feeling that, most of the time, they thought about me
after they’d had sex and were already worked up and wanting
something more, something only I could provide. I pictured them up
in her room, lying around in postcoital bliss, and one of them
saying Let’s text Jane.

There was at least one time I recall when I
found them on the same bed — both bent over, completely naked, and
waiting for me. I knocked and no one answered, so I let myself in.
“Close the door,” Sarah whispered. My heart thudded in my chest as
I locked the door. There they were, two perfect butts perched in
the air, one muscular and hairy and dark, the other soft and smooth
and pink, lined up for me like a smorgasbord. I spent the next half
an hour or more on my knees, moving back and forth, eating one then
the other, listening to the two of them. They kissed, they moaned,
they told me what they wanted. Aaron told me when to move to Sarah,
and Sarah told me when to rim Aaron. They told me when they wanted
to be licked slow and deep, when they wanted me to shake my face,
and when they wanted me to stiffen my tongue and stab it into their
holes. But I always held back on that last little trick. I saved it
for the finish, like a finale, as Aaron or Sarah approached orgasm.
I knew they both loved it, and that was the only trump card I had
in our strange little trio. Our threesome wasn’t just marked
by an imbalance of power, it existed because of that
imbalance, was defined by it. And we were all happy in our
roles.

I think that was the time when I admitted to
myself how much I liked it. It wasn’t just that I loved being so
intimate with the two hottest people on campus. No, I actually
liked eating ass. And it didn’t bother me in the least to hear
Aaron say eat my asshole, you fucking freak, or for Sarah to
say rim it, rim that hole bitch. In fact, they knew the
effect it had one me: It stimulated me They were telling the truth.
I was all those things.

I was a filthy, dirty, butt rimming, asshole
eating, freaky fucking bitch.

As for Stephen, he made out like a bandit
during this period. I told myself I wasn’t cheating on him. Which
in a sense, I wasn’t. I wasn’t having sex with anyone else. Not
really. But doing what I was doing with Aaron and Sarah got me so
hot, I started meeting up with Stephen as soon as I could after
every encounter with my two friends on the third floor. I rode
Stephen’s cock until it was numb, until he could hardly stand it
anymore. When he’d go soft, I’d flip around and sixty-nine him,
spreading my pussy across his face and letting him eat me while I
sucked him off.

It was hard to feel bad for him.

Oh, there is one more thing worth telling. I
hadn’t planned on sharing this detail. But what the hell, I’ve told
you this much. Might as well get it all out there.

There was a night early in the new year,
after Christmas break, when I got a text from Sarah. There was
nothing unusual about it. Just the same my room? message I’d been getting from her for weeks. I told
Riva I had a dinner with my advisor and headed up to the third
floor. I knocked on Sarah’s door. She answered with a smile, the
one that showed off her single adorable dimple, wearing a long
t-shirt and apparently not much else.

But Aaron wasn’t there. I asked if he was
coming.

“He’s on the road. Playoffs,” she said. “I
thought we could play around, just us girls.” I was more than a
little uncomfortable. Without a man in the room, it felt weird. I
felt no sexual attraction to women in general, but the things I did
with Sarah didn’t have much to do with sexual attraction. It was
role play, submission. And it was about the kind of pleasures that
can only exist inside of secrets.

Sarah wasted no time in locking the door and
stripping off her t-shirt. As I had suspected, there was nothing
underneath. Her nipples were thick and fat in the lamplight, and
for the first time I noticed another imperfection — they seemed
slightly out of alignment, like one of them pointed further toward
the outside of her body than the one on the opposite side. It’s
hard to explain, but they weren’t quite a mirror image of each
other. I don’t know how I had never noticed it before. I’d seen her
naked lots of times.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked. Sarah
told me to lie down on the floor. Once I was on my back, she stood
over me, facing toward my feet. She was wet with excitement as she
lowered herself onto my face, holding her ass open with one hand.
My tongue quickly found her back door and I licked it in
circles.

“God, Jane …
there’s just nothing else that feels like this,” she said.

Not only had she said my name — the first
time she had ever done so while I was pleasuring her — but there
was something different in her voice. It was like the absence of
Aaron changed the whole dynamic, made it more intimate while
intensifying the heat at the same time. It came as a complete
surprise to me.

With her knees on the floor, she seated
herself on my face and held her asscheeks apart with both hands.
She rocked gently back and forth, pressing the warm furrow at the
center of her ass against my tongue. She cooed softly, making sweet
little noises as I rimmed her. I took measured breaths through my
nose as she rocked forward.

The room was nearly dark, and I have no idea
how long this went on. An energy seemed to surround us, closing us
off from the outside world. Our hearts pounded and we merged into a
quiet symbiosis. Even our breathing seemed to synchronize — her
shuddering breaths each time she grinded back onto my tongue, then
my quick inhalations each time she rocked forward.

She took her hands away from her backside,
letting her cheeks bounce down onto both sides of my face,
enclosing me in warmth. I felt her playing with my blouse and soon
realized she was unbuttoning it, and I didn’t resist when I felt
her hands push my bra down. Her fingers latched tightly onto both
of my nipples at once and I released a muffled scream into her
ass.

“You have such great tits, Jane,” she said.
She spoke my name so softly it almost dissolved into the dark.
After I heard it three or four times, I had to respond. I took a
chance and reached up for her breasts. They were heavy in my palms,
and I massaged them as I groped blindly for her nipples. I found
them, hard knots on each side, and squeezed.

Sarah cried out and pinched me even harder.
“Yes … yes, Jane. Do it, baby. Pull on ’em. Yes … just like that …
harder … pinch those titties, girl …” I could feel her juices
running down over my chin and down my neck, and I knew I was soaked
as well. It was a relief when Sarah said, “You know you can touch
yourself, Jane.”

I unbuttoned my jeans and had a hand inside
my panties in two seconds. I never came so quickly in my life, one
finger dancing around my slick clit, my squeals dampened by Sarah’s
ass. My entire body vibrated in a tantrum of orgasm that went on
and on, releasing everything I had held inside. All it had taken
was Sarah’s word of permission.

“My turn,” Sarah said. She raised her knees
from the floor, remaining above me in a squatting position. Her
fingers snaked across her pussy. “Stick your tongue up, straight.
Make it hard.” I did as I was told. “I want to fuck your
tongue.”

She came down and did exactly that. I moved
my tongue around as she lowered herself, helping her find exactly
the right spot. Once she locked on, my tongue slid into her ass.
She grunted and crushed my face with her weight until I was as deep
inside her as it was possible to be.

“Oh, God. Jane …”

I loved how she used me. That’s the dirtiest
part of my dirty little secret. I liked how Aaron used me, and it
turned me on when they both used me together. But I loved
the way Sarah used me. When we were alone together, I would have
done anything for her. I had orgasms far more intense than any I
experienced with Stephen.

Sarah bore down on my face, working her
sphincter around my erect tongue so that it slid in and out of her
asshole. It was hard for me to breathe, but I didn’t care. I
would’ve died, suffocated under her if it came to that.

But it didn’t. She was either unable to
come, or had something else in mind. She stood and collapsed
backward onto the bed with her feet on the floor. I got up on my
knees and grasped for her. She spread her legs, panting in
frustration. I eyed the sopping gash below her blonde bush at the
edge of the bed and watched her pull it apart with two trembling
fingers. When I glanced up, I knew she had seen me looking.

“Just do it,” she said.

I did it. Without a second’s hesitation.

But I’m not going to describe it here. Words
would fail me. I’ll only say that it wasn’t the only time.

After she came, she laid there and cried. I
don’t know why, but I climbed up beside her and held her until she
stopped. “Aaron can’t know,” she
whispered.

“I love you, Sarah,” I said.

She didn’t say it back. Not because it was
unspoken. No, this story doesn’t end with Sarah and I sharing some
forbidden love that was not to be. She just didn’t love me. Or
maybe she wouldn’t let herself love me. It wasn’t a romantic or
sexual sort of love I was feeling, which was probably her
interpretation. Or maybe it was, and I didn’t know it. Either way,
it was clear to me that she was struggling with something. Why
would she be afraid for her boyfriend to know I had gone down on
her when he wasn’t around? Most guys would find that hot, would
encourage it. It wasn’t as if he hadn’t seen me pleasuring her in
other ways.

I got dressed, and Sarah pulled on her
t-shirt and saw me to the door. She smiled when I left her and
seemed happy. I walked back to my room with a tremor in my chest. I
wasn’t sure what had happened between Sarah and I, but it was the
first time I had been walked to the door, the first time I had been
bid farewell. As if I were a person, a whole, someone that
mattered. Something more than a filthy freak who was allowed out of
the basement whenever the beautiful people needed a wet and willing
tongue to stimulate their most deeply hidden bundle of nerve
endings.

Riva was asleep when I got back to the room
that night, and I managed to get into bed without waking her up.
There were many occasions over the next few months when I slunk
quietly into the room in the middle of the night. Riva wasn’t
stupid. She knew something was going on. But she never asked, and I
never told. I never told anybody.

Until now.

Things went on much as before after that
first night with Sarah. I was summoned to her room, never knowing
if I’d find her alone or with Aaron. If they were both there, I
pleasured them both. But I lived for those times when Sarah would
open the door with a smile and I’d enter to find no one else in the
room.

It’s hard to describe, what Sarah and I
became. There were lots of little differences. When I was with the
both of them, it was all eat my ass you dirty bitch. Even
Sarah would talk that way. But when I was alone with her, I was
more likely to hear lick me, Jane … sweet Jane in whispered
tones.

And there was my own satisfaction. Aaron
obviously knew I had been alone with Sarah. After all, they told
each other everything. It eventually became acceptable for me to
masturbate while the two of them took turns getting rimmed,
permissible for me to come in their presence. But I was also sure
that Aaron didn’t know everything. He didn’t know some of the
things that happened, some of the things I did to her. And I always
came when I was alone with Sarah, all the more intensely because I
knew she welcomed it. She wanted me to come. But other than
plucking at my breasts and saying my name, she didn’t do anything
to help bring that about. She didn’t have to. I trembled from my
scalp to the soles of my feet when I was alone with that girl.

One night, as we spent a few moments lying
together before I left her room, as was becoming our custom, she
said, “I need to tell you something.” She told me that she had
erased the video she’d taken with her phone the first time I came
to her room. She assured me their were no copies. She had never
sent it to Aaron or showed it to anyone else. I had forgotten about
it entirely, but was grateful nonetheless. At the time, I probably
didn’t appreciate how important that was. I would have thought
about that video eventually, maybe years later. My life could have
become an ongoing nightmare, wondering if that video was still out
there somewhere, ready to surface on some website at any
moment.

It was that moment that I knew we had some
kind of bond. We weren’t friends, and we certainly weren’t lovers,
regardless of what you may be thinking. But we shared something,
ineffable but strong. Maybe she didn’t feel it as powerfully as I
did, but I’ve never known its like with anyone else. Not even with
Mark.

After that first night with Sarah, I barely
even knew when Aaron was in the room. I pleasured him in the way he
liked, but I was doing it for Sarah. Because she wanted me to do
it. I was never alone with Aaron again. I was there for both of
them, together, repeatedly. But I was also alone with Sarah many
times. And Aaron knew, but I suspect he didn’t know how often. The
two of them spent so many of their waking hours together, so many
late nights, that Sarah started to text me in the wee hours. It was
the only time available. I lost count of how many nights I laid
awake waiting on a text that might come at one a.m., two a.m., or
even later.

I knew that she wanted me to herself. I just
didn’t know why.

I never did find out. At the time, I didn’t
really care.

 


* * *

 


No, I am not a closeted lesbian. That’s not
why all these memories have come back to me. I’m sure of that. What
happened with Sarah and I wasn’t about sex. It was about obsession.
My obsession — pleasuring someone
else in the most intimate way imaginable. Doing it when I was told,
because that was part of the pleasure. And if I was demeaned in the
process, made to feel small or used, it was because there was no
other way for such pleasure to happen.

I gave. They took. That’s how it worked.
Things like this, that’s how they always work.

The last time I was with Aaron or Sarah, I
was with them both. It was a week or so before their graduation.
Aaron had taken to sitting on my face (another reason I knew he was
aware I’d been with Sarah), forcing my tongue into his ass while
Sarah sucked his cock. He came, dripping his semen on my forehead.
I can still see the expression on his face when he looked down at
me, his balls still smothering my nose, and I can still hear what
he said.

“I’m going to miss you, Rimjob Jane.”

I think we all knew it was the last time.
And I think Aaron knew he’d never meet someone else like me. We had
been role-playing, the three of us. And now we had to step out of
those roles and find our way in the wider world.

Or at least they did. I still had another
year.

The days before graduation brought a flurry
of activity to the campus, and I didn’t see Sarah or Aaron at all.
The ceremony was held at a convention center on the other side of
town, but I went home for the summer on the same day.

Stephen and I, while we didn’t exactly break
up, didn’t see each other as often in those last few weeks. We had
stopped having sex, and I think he was avoiding me. All those times
I fucked him with my eyes closed, all the times he tasted something
foreign in my mouth — I think he knew my mind was elsewhere and
figured my heart was probably there with it. Looking back, I can’t
remember the last time I saw him. I can only tell you that he
didn’t return to school the following year. I found out from a
friend of his that he had transferred to a technical college near
his home, which was several states away. I never heard from him
again.

Riva came back the following fall, but she
had a new roommate. I’m sure she requested that change, though I
couldn’t bring myself to ask. She had to know I was up to
something, too. But, like Stephen, she had no way to see through
the dark cloud of depravity I was walking around in. Neither of
them could see the sunshine on the other side. We remained friends,
studied together, and graduated together. She got married soon
after, to that guy she went out with the same week a football
player drenched in liquor barged into my room. I got a wedding
invitation but I couldn’t go. I sent my regrets, along with a gift
from her registry. She sends me a Christmas card every year, a
picture of her family. In the most recent one, she has a baby in
her arms. A boy, swaddled in blue, with dark skin the same as
hers.

I didn’t date anyone during my last year of
college. Well, no one worth talking about here, anyway. And I had
no sex life at all. I didn’t miss it. I might have been worried
that I no longer knew how to have normal sex, but I was too busy
with schoolwork and job searches to think much about it. I was in
the same dormitory as the previous year, on the ground floor again
(my parents splurged each year on one of the rooms with a private
bathroom), but my encounters on the third floor were already
receding in memory.

My new roommate that last year was a stocky
brunette with a tattoo of a flowering cactus on her lower arm. She
spent all her time with a group of friends who engaged in constant
social protest around campus. We didn’t have anything in common,
and I didn’t really see her much. It made her an ideal roommate,
really. I think her name was Angie. Or maybe Ashley.

Isn’t that what
happens? You leave college, enter the world, years go by, and you
forget. You try to preserve the best memories, but unless you pull
out the photos or keepsakes, people and events and places become
part of the background noise of your memory. Until one day, you
can’t hear them at all anymore.

Until you do.

I said earlier that I was a different person
when all this happened. But is that true? Can we claim to have been
someone different, just because we once did something we
can’t shout from the rooftops? Or do we carry our past around with
us, dormant, like a hibernating mammal, ready to gorge itself at
the next thaw?

Who am I?

I thought I knew who I was. I was a
marketing specialist. I got a good job at a chamber of commerce in
the county next to where I grew up. I bought a used car, a
six-year-old midsize SUV with only forty thousand miles. My parents
helped me with the security deposit for an apartment. I got a
cockatiel. It died in two months, so I got an aquarium. I joined a
local gym and took pilates.

And I met Mark.

Mark was handsome and tall and reminded me
of absolutely no one. Maybe that was the attraction. We had sex
after our third or fourth date. He almost had to walk me through
it, but we found our way. When he asked me to marry him shortly
after that awkward tumble, I knew he loved me. And I loved him. My
parents threw us a big wedding, and we moved to a house with two
spare bedrooms that are still empty, though one is full of
cardboard boxes.

Somewhere in one of those boxes is my
college yearbook. Lately, I’ve been tempted to go digging for it. I
know I had my photo taken, but I can’t remember what I even looked
like back then.

There are other temptations. Mark sleeps
naked most of the time. These last few nights, lying awake with my
thoughts, I’ve pulled the covers down. I do this gently, hoping not
to wake him. He has a cute butt, my husband. I’ve always thought
so, but I usually have that thought in connection with the way he
looks in pair of tight jeans. Now I’m seeing his bottom in a
different way. I wonder how he would react if he were to wake up to
the sensation of my tongue in his ass.

Our sex life is good, if somewhat
conventional. Married love has an intensity all its own, even if
there are valleys among the peaks. My life, on the whole, is good.
There’s nothing to complain about. But ever since I saw that car
commercial (low low prices!), the one with Sarah — and yes,
there’s a part of me that’s sure it was her — I’ve been aware of an
absence, a hole in myself, something missing. I think it’s been
missing for a long time, but lately it’s been gnawing at me,
calling me to go looking for the thing missing.

It has a name. A name I haven’t spoken aloud
in many years. A name I can’t bring myself to reveal in these
pages. It tells me what to do, then whispers my name while I
struggle to breathe.

 


* * *

 


What’s your secret? You have one … right? Is
it as dark and dirty as mine? Do you think about it? Are you
thinking about it right now?

And do you believe me? Because there’s no
way I could have made this up. I don’t have an imagination like
that.

I try to focus on the day to day, the
ordinary problems we all have in common. It helps to fend off the
past, to keep my mind off missing things. For instance, I’m still
driving the same midsize SUV I bought used after graduation. It has
over two-hundred thousand miles on it now, and has left me stranded
twice in the last month. Mark says it needs a transmission
overhaul, the cost of which would exceed the value of the car. It
would make more sense to get a new one, he says. I’m going to miss
it. It’s been a great car. Just more of the past I’m going to have
to leave behind.

Here we are. I told you I would ask. Do you
think all this really happened? Do you think I made it up?

I am not delusional. For my own part, I know
these things happened, whether you believe them or not. Just like I
know I saw Sarah in that commercial. I didn’t dream it, and my eyes
were not playing tricks on me. But I’m weary with worry, tired of
this new fear that my husband will look at me one day and see right
through me, all my secrets. Or worse, my past will come out of the
cave and I’ll finally break and spill everything to him the way I’m
spilling it to you, which I’ve done in the hope that telling
someone — anyone — is a step toward reconciling my polluted past
with my prim present.

The only way out of this is to tell
somebody: who I am, what I’ve done, and what I’m going to do
now.

I am Rimjob Jane. I’ve told you what I’ve
done.

And now, I am in the market for a new car.
It will take some diligent shopping, some patience, some time. But
I’m going to find the thing I need if I have to visit every
dealership in this fucking state.
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Are you Eroticultured?

 


Thanks for reading Rimjob Jane. If you
enjoyed it, please consider leaving a brief review at the site
where you purchased it so that others can know what to expect.

 


Mailing list options and New Release
notifications are in the works. But in the meantime, if you’d like
to connect with me for any reason, please get it touch at:
parker@packhousemedia.com

 


I can’t wait to hear from you!

 


Yours,

 


Parker P.
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