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Reunion Revenge

The moment Ellie had been dreading, and frankly trying to avoid, all night finally happened when she broke away from her friends briefly to get a refill of her drink at the bar. She had hoped he wouldn’t notice her or that he, like her, would have no real interest in talking. But, as she feared, she was wrong on both counts.

“Hello, Ellie,” he said. The decade since she’d last seen him hadn’t been particularly kind. He was certainly heavier than she remembered, and at 28 his hair already seemed to be thinning, but he still had that same wide, dimpled smile.

“Hello, Darren,” she replied, turning to face him: her high school ex.

Ever since seeing him walk into the hotel bar where they were holding their ten year reunion, she had been trying to keep herself occupied talking to her other former classmates and teachers. She even subjected herself to a lengthy conversation with Mr. Wilson who had ogled her and her friends all through high school and now liked to make little “jokes” about how she wasn’t his student anymore, even as he surely noticed her wedding and engagement rings. She had been hoping to make it through the night without talking to Darren at all, but it seemed her efforts were in vain, which only made her time spent with Mr. Wilson feel more gross.

“Been awhile,” Darren said, offering a smile.

“Uh, yeah, you could say that,” Ellie replied, already feeling uncomfortable. She pulled some stray blonde hairs over her ear to occupy her nervous hands.

She hadn’t spoken to Darren since high school, or really since their break-up in sophomore year. It wasn’t her finest moment, the way their relationship had ended. In fact it may have been her worst.

Darren was the first guy to really ask Ellie out. At first she had been excited to have a boyfriend, but as their relationship went on, that excitement had waned. Darren was a really nice and kind guy who treated her well, but he was also shy and not really interested in going out to parties or socializing with his peers. He was happy to spend a Friday night streaming a show or playing video games. Meanwhile, Ellie’s friends had started getting invites to parties, and she was jealous of the adventures they were getting to have while she spent another quiet night in with her man. She tried to convince Darren that they should go, but he was always resistant. The only concession she was able to wring out of him was that he’d be okay if she went to one without him.

So on one fateful weekend she went with her friends to a party where she ended up catching the eye of one of the basketball players. After a few drinks she became more open to his advances, and she let him lead her to an empty bedroom in the house. She was still a virgin at the time. Darren definitely showed interest in sexual exploration, but they were always hanging out at one of their houses with nosy parents who wanted them to keep doors open, and so a good time for real intimacy never seemed to present itself. But that night in some random bedroom at a house party the opportunity arose, and Ellie let herself be fully open to it.

Naturally Darren found out, high school gossip being what it is, and Ellie did feel terrible about how broken up he was. But she also felt a great sense of relief. That incident kicked off her party girl phase, a period full of hook-ups and some short-lived relationships that only came to an end late in college when she met the man who would eventually become her husband. She was happy with the way her life had opened up, but she had seen Darren go the other way, withdrawing more into himself during the rest of high school. Her only contact with him had been some messages he sent her sporadically through college, she assumed while he was drunk, that alternately reminisced about their relationship and blamed her for ruining his life. She never responded to any of them, and eventually he stopped sending them.

Ellie didn’t think she would ever see him again and had been legitimately surprised when he showed up at the reunion given how much of a loner he was all through high school. Now part of her was wishing she hadn’t come herself. She wasn’t sure why he was here, or why he wanted to talk to her, or what direction such a conversation might take, and that made her feel incredibly tense.

“It’s okay, Ellie,” Darren said softly, apparently sensing her unease. He reached out his right hand, gently laying it over her left hand which was resting on the bar. She almost pulled away instinctively, but then she felt a warm, soothing energy flow from his hand and up through her arm. She noticed the ring on his finger glowing with a soft green light, which struck her as odd, but the pervasive feeling of calm that overtook her made it hard to feel alarmed or even to think too deeply about it. “That’s right, you can relax,” Darren continued in soft tones. “I’ve been wanting to catch up with you, and you want that too.”

“Yes, that would be nice,” Ellie said, finding herself agreeing with him. All of the trepidation she had about speaking with him disappeared. In fact she felt rather silly for spending so much time avoiding Darren, realizing now that it would be nice to catch up.

“That’s what I thought,” Darren said with a smile, as he lifted his hand away from hers. “I have to say, Ellie, you’re looking quite well.”

“Oh, thank you,” she replied. It was something she had worked at, maintaining her svelte figure after two children, and she savored the recognition, even if it was coming from her ex. “And you too,” she went on, not quite truthfully. “What have you been up to?”

That was where the conversation really began with Darren talking about how he had gotten into the antiques business, mostly by accident as he told it. But it seemed to Ellie that he did really enjoy his work. His eyes lit up especially when he mentioned some unique and rare finds he’d been able to acquire. She of course told him about her life, which was mostly about her kids and family. It was a nice back and forth, and as their conversation continued Ellie felt even sillier about having dreaded it so much. With the buzz from the alcohol helping, she even went so far as to admit it.

“This is nice, catching up. I was worried it might be, uh, awkward.”

“Oh?” Darren said, smiling innocently as if he didn’t understand.

“Yeah, you know, because of how I left things in high school,” Ellie said, feeling her face redden on a bit. She was already regretting bringing it up.

“You mean how you cheated on me and broke my heart?” Darren said, an edge appearing in his voice. Ellie could see a shift in his features, the kindness he had been displaying giving way to something that looked more like hunger. She wanted desperately to backpedal away from the subject and frankly to extricate herself from the shifting conversation if she could, but she found herself at a loss for what to say. She tried to stammer something out, but Darren just spoke over her.

“You feel guilty about that, don’t you?” She felt his hand on her again, this time gripping her arm as he continued to speak. “That’s right, you feel so incredibly guilty about what you did to me then. It haunts you, really, how terrible you were to me.”

A chill spread over Ellie, starting in her arm where Darren held her. She had always felt some guilt over how she had acted at the time, but suddenly she felt herself overwhelmed by it. A great weight settled over her, and she was full of sadness and remorse.

“I’m sorry,” she sputtered, almost on the verge of tears. “I was so awful.”

“It’s all well and good to say you’re sorry, Ellie,” Darren said, his voice calm. “But I think what you really need to do is show it.”

“Wha-what do you mean?” she asked, both curious what he meant and hopeful that he might offer her some path to redemption, something she could do that would push back this burden of guilt.

“I think you should make it up to me,” he said, leaning in closer and lowering his voice to avoid anyone else overhearing. “You should give me what you wouldn’t back then. You want to do that. You know that it would make you feel better, assuage that guilt, bring you — us — closure.”

“Yes,” she whispered back, suddenly feeling lighter. The guilt was still there, but it was being pushed back by a new sense of purpose, of a way forward. But there was still a complication. “My husband…”

“He doesn’t need to know,” Darren replied. “You want to do this for you, to help you move forward, to get beyond the past. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” he said. “I’m staying here in this hotel for the reunion weekend. Come meet me up in my room in say fifteen minutes.”

He gave her the room number then paid for their drinks and left the bar area the reunion organizers had reserved, heading for the lobby and the elevator banks. Fifteen minutes later Ellie was following the same path. She had mingled with her friends and some former classmates she recognized but found it hard to stay focused, the illicit rendezvous with Darren looming large in her thoughts. When it was time to leave she made an excuse to her friends about having to call her husband saying she would be back in a bit.

She paused briefly when she found herself outside Darren’s hotel room. For a moment she wasn’t sure that she could go through with it. She’d be cheating again and on her husband this time, not some high school boyfriend. But then that sense of guilt began to close in again and before she could think about it further, she found herself knocking on the door.

She barely had to wait at all before she found herself ushered into Darren’s hotel room. He looked over her hungrily as he closed the door, sealing them in together. She gazed back, a blush starting to appear on her cheeks, uncertain of what she should do next. She was about to say something to break the ice, but Darren started to speak.

“I’ve dreamed about this day, for years,” he mused, his eyes roving over her body. “And now, finally, I actually have the power to make it happen, to have what I want.” Ellie was about to ask what he meant, when he walked to her and took her hand. She felt a pulse of energy coming from it and looked down and saw his strange ring glowing yet again. “You will listen to me and obey, Ellie. You are mine to control, and you enjoy being controlled by me.”

She gasped as she felt the energy from the ring surge through her body. She felt Darren release her hand and watched him step away from her. He moved to stand by the room’s bed, then turned to face her.

“I think we spent enough time on pleasantries downstairs,” he said, grinning wolfishly at her. “Now I think it’s time for you to show me your body, that body you kept from me while we were dating.”

“I wanted to…you know…fool around more,” Ellie said, as she began to take off her top, her hands moving to follow Darren’s command. It was almost automatic, and she noticed that it did indeed make her feel good. She pulled the top over her head and tossed it onto the hotel floor. “But we were always at your place, and your parents were always home.”

“Ah yes, that old excuse,” Darren replied, his eyes hardening. “You know I thought at the time that I was doing the chivalrous thing by caving to your ‘concerns’” — he raised his fingers to form air quotes — “about my parents being in the house while we were trying to be intimate. But if I had known then what I know now, I would’ve done things differently.”

“And what do you know now?” Ellie asked, as she tossed her bra to the floor alongside her top, freeing her shapely breasts.

“Stop,” he commanded, raising a finger.

Ellie paused in her mission to disrobe. Darren came up to her, and she let out a soft breath as he took her right breast in his right hand, gently squeezing it before tracing a finger around her nipple.

“What I know now, Ellie,” he said, as he began to caress her breast. “Is what a dirty slut you are.”

Ellie was about to object when she felt a pulse from his hand, one that filled her with warmth and even more arousal than his attentions to her breast were raising in her. She let out a soft moan, as the new sensations flowed through her.

“Yes, that’s right, it’s what you are,” Darren continued. “And tonight you’re gonna be a dirty slut for me. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” she gasped in reply, looking at him now with lust-filled eyes.

“Mmm…good,” he said, smiling at her. He stepped away from her again and kicked off his shoes, then began to undo his pants. He shucked them to the side, and Ellie could clearly see the large tent in his boxers. “Why don’t we start with showing me what you can do with that slutty mouth of yours.”

Ellie knelt before him and began to pull down his boxers, even as he continued undressing himself, his fingers working over the buttons of his shirt. His cock sprung forward, as she lowered his boxers down his legs, already fully hard and pointing at her. She felt her mouth water as she took it in her hands. It had been a long time since she’d seen, much less held, a cock other than her husband’s, but she was no stranger to giving head. She took Darren’s member between her lips, circling over his head with her tongue and bobbing along his length so he could feel the warmth of her mouth, and she could savor the taste of him and the feel of his fleshy hardness.

“Oh yeah, that’s nice,” Darren moaned. He was looking down at her, his shirt now discarded to reveal his flabby belly. It was a stark contrast to Ellie’s husband, who, like her, kept himself quite fit and toned. But ultimately she didn’t really care what he looked like, she knew that she wanted him; tonight she was his slut.

“You’re quite good at this,” he said, reaching down and running a hand through her blonde tresses. Ellie felt herself warmed by the compliment, but she didn’t stop working his dick, taking it into her mouth and stroking its now wet length with her hands.

“I suppose there are some benefits to having you after you’ve had a chance to gain some experience,” Darren mused. Then he laced his fingers into her hair and pulled her head back, until his cock escaped Ellie’s lips with a pop. “Now I think it’s time to get those nice titties of yours in on the action.”

He stepped away from her and sat back onto the hotel room bed, sinking into its surface. Ellie moved to him on her knees until she could grip his cock again. She took it back in her mouth to get it even more wet, then pulled back and brought up her tits.

“That’s right,” Darren moaned as she squeezed his dick between her globes and began to move them up and down along his slick length. “Yeah, you wouldn’t even show me those in high school, and now you’ve got them wrapped around my cock.”

“Yeah, you like that?” Ellie mewled, as she continued to titty fuck him. She wasn’t really one for dirty talk, but somehow it felt like she should say something.

“Oh, very much, my slut,” Darren replied. “But now I think I’m ready for something else. I think it’s time I finally get to experience that pussy.”

With Darren’s help, Ellie quickly removed the rest of her clothes and soon found herself lying on her back on the bed. She knew what was coming but instead of feeling any of the expected guilt or trepidation about what she was engaging in, she felt a sense of relief that she could finally make things up to her ex and a mixture of elation and arousal from knowing she was being a good slut for him. She spread her legs wide, showing off her wet pussy and giving him his invitation to take her.

Darren didn’t move in right away. He took a moment to look over her naked body on display before him, stroking his cock as he took her in. Ellie mirrored him and began to tease her clit, upping her arousal as she held his gaze with lustful eyes. A smile crept across Darren’s face as he watched her, and then he moved to take her, positioning himself between her legs. Ellie moaned as she felt him press against her entrance.

“Oh yes!” she gasped, as she felt him slip inside. Her moans grew louder as he began to establish a rhythm, his hips rocking forward and thrusting his hardness into her wet, willing folds.

“Ungh, finally!” Darren grunted. “That pussy feels nice.”

Ellie moaned appreciatively in response.

“Yeah, and you love this cock, don’t you,” Darren went on, reaching up with his right head and fondling her tits as he continued to take her. His ring began to emit its soft green light, and Ellie felt warmth flowing from his hand into her.

“Yes!” she gasped. “It feels good!”

“It’s better than your husband’s, isn’t it?” he persisted, a cruel smile on his face. “It gives you so much more pleasure.”

“Ungh! Ungh! Yes!” she shrieked, as suddenly the feeling of him being inside her amplified her pleasure in ways she had never experienced before. “It’s so good! So much better!” she moaned her new truth aloud.

Darren laughed maliciously then he pulled out of her. Ellie was momentarily confused, and worse, left feeling empty and unfulfilled, the source of such unprecedented pleasure suddenly taken from her. But Darren quickly guided her into a new position on her hands and knees. She moaned loudly and with relief when she felt him enter her from behind.

“Oh yeah, look at that ass shake,” Darren said, as he took her doggy style, his hips slapping into her backside. She felt a sting on her ass and realized belatedly that he had spanked her. Then she felt it again. “Yeah, that’s what you get for being a dirty, cheating slut!”

Ellie could only moan in response. Darren’s cock felt so much better than any she had ever experienced, and she could feel her body quickly building to an orgasm. Her hands gripped the sheets, her body tensing with pleasure.

“I’m close! I — ungh! Ungh!”

“Yes, let it out! Cum for me, bitch! Cum on this cock!”

“Oh yes! Oh! Uh! Oh! Fuck me!” Ellie howled, her body shaking as she reached climax. She collapsed forward onto the bed, as she experienced her release. She felt Darren’s cock inside her, continuing to thrust as she shuddered through ongoing ripples of pleasure, but after a few moments she became vaguely aware that he had stopped, his length embedded inside her.

“I have to say, I am enjoying your pussy, Ellie,” he said. “But I don’t know if this is really make things up to me. After all, we both know that I should’ve been the first to ever have it.”

“Sorry…” she whimpered, not sure what else to say. Her body was still aglow from her recent orgasm, but she could already feel the guilt of being unable to please Darren, of being unable to really make up for her past misdeed starting to come back.

“Well, there may still be something,” he said, and she felt him squeeze her ass cheek. “Are you still an anal virgin?”

“Yes,” she replied tentatively, not liking where this was going.

“I hoped that might be the case,” he said. “You did express such disdain for the idea of the act back in high school. But you want to do it now. You want to give me your virgin asshole. You know this is how you can really make things up to me.”

Ellie felt the flow of energy from her backside where Darren was still caressing her ass. She felt relief knowing she could still make things right but also trepidation over what she was about to let him do. As he had said, the idea had never appealed to her, and she worried about the discomfort or even pain she might experience. She lay still as Darren withdrew from her and went to the room’s desk where he opened the drawer and revealed a bottle of lube. She watched as he coated his cock with it before returning to his position behind her on the bed.

“Nervous, Ellie?” he asked, taunting tone in his voice.

“Yes,” she repeated, meekly.

“Oh, don’t you worry, this will be fun,” he said. Then she felt a finger at her backdoor entrance. He swirled it over her puckered opening, and she could feel it was slick with lube. She let out soft sigh as he pushed his digit into her, beginning to coat her insides with the lube.

“Just relax,” he commanded, and she felt a pulse of energy flow through her body starting from her butt. Her body responded, relaxing. “You’re going to enjoy this. In fact, it will be the best, most memorable sex you’ve ever had. Moving forward you will think of today as the day that you really lost your virginity.”

Ellie’s anxiety turned to anticipation as the magical energy coursing through her began to twist her reality once again. But she didn’t have to wait long for Darren to begin. His finger retreated, and only a moment later she felt the large head of his cock pushing against her virgin anal opening. Between the lube and her newfound state of relaxed assurance and eagerness, his entrance into her wasn’t so difficult. It began with some discomfort, but her ass seemed to quickly adjust to the penetration, and by the time he had buried his length in her she was beginning to feel the stirrings of pleasure. Stirrings which only intensified when he began to take her in earnest.

“Oh God! Oh yes! Fuck me! Fuck my ass!”

The lurid words poured from Ellie’s mouth filling the room along with the slapping sound of Darren’s body rutting against her own. She was barely aware of what she was saying, her mind lost in this newly discovered and powerfully pleasurable form of sex. She gripped the bedsheets tightly in her left hand while she frantically jilled herself with the right, only heightening the joy she was receiving from Darren’s cock plowing her ass.

“Ungh! Yeah, this is more like it!” he growled. “Such a nice, tight ass! And it’s all mine. You will never let your husband have it.”

“No, never,” she moaned, knowing it would be true, but far from caring.

“That’s right!” he hissed. She felt his hands in her hair, and then she felt him pulling, yanking her head up. “Now tell me whose ass this is!”

“It’s yours!” she wailed. “It’s yours, all yours! Just don’t stop fucking me! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”

Ellie felt herself building quickly to her second orgasm of the night, the pleasure of the ass-fucking overwhelming her. “I’m cumming!” she yelled over and over as the dam broke and release hit her, waves of pleasure washing over her again, though this time radiating from deep within her bowels. It was a new sensation, a new kind of pleasure, and she reveled in it. In the haze of her release she felt Darren pull out of her, felt her body collapse onto the bed, where for awhile longer she twitched with pleasure in the aftershocks of the most powerful orgasm she’d ever had.

She wasn’t sure how much time passed, but she eventually felt Darren tugging her body, instructing her to get on her feet. She did as he asked, moving in a daze to push herself up and get off the bed. He had her kneel on the floor, and she looked up at him as he stroked his cock, its angry head pointing right at her face.

“Well, you’ve had your fun, slut, but now it’s my turn,” he said. “And you’re gonna take it, right on that pretty face of yours.”

His stroking picked up speed, and then, with a grunt, he began to unload. Ellie closed her eyes as she felt his cum splatter over her face. Warm and wet, she felt is coat her cheeks and her nose and land on her lips as well.

“Hold still,” Darren ordered when he was finished. Then a moment later he added, “open your eyes and smile for the camera.”

Ellie opened her eyes to see him pointing his cell phone camera at her. She did as she was told, smiling into it. She heard the sound of the app snapping pictures.

“That’s it, slut,” he said. “Now I can remember you just how I wanted.”

“Did that make it up to you?” she asked in a soft voice after he lowered his phone from her face.

Darren laughed, the replied, “Yes, Ellie, in a lot of ways, it did.”

Ellie felt relief wash over her knowing that she wouldn’t need to be burdened by the guilt of what she did to Darren in the past any longer. She had made up for her mistake and could move forward.

“But it does seem rather unfair to me that you were a cheating slut when we dated but have managed to be an honorable girlfriend to others and a virtuous wife,” he said. “No, that just won’t do. If you couldn’t be faithful to me, then I don’t think you should be able to be faithful to anyone.”

Alarmed by Darren’s shift in tone and what he was saying, Ellie started to rise, but he laid a hand on her shoulder and pushed her back down to her knees. Then she felt that now-familiar energy pulsing through her body once again.

“You see that’s your new truth, Ellie,” he said, menacingly. “You’re not a faithful wife; you’re just a cheating whore. When you’re around your husband you’ll act as you always have, pretend nothing’s changed, but the reality is he can’t satisfy you anymore, at least not sexually. The thought of cheating on him is the only thing that really arouses you, and the only time you’ll be able to cum is when you’re fucking someone behind his back. You’ll always feel just a bit guilty about it, but you won’t be able to fight your urges.”

Ellie shuddered as Darren spoke the words, a new reality setting in for her. She had felt bad about cheating on Darren in high school and had tried to be a good girl after that, at least whenever she was in a relationship, but deep down she had always just been a cheating slut, and now Darren had re-awakened those urges in her. She let out a gasp as he pulled his hand off of her.

“Oh, and one more thing,” he said. “What’s your number?” She told him and he entered it into his phone. “I’ve sent you a text so you have my contact info. I want you to keep me up to date on all of your upcoming slutty adventures. And who knows, maybe I’ll even be in touch to take advantage of your new perspective on life and enjoy that body of your again.

“Now let’s get cleaned up and head back downstairs before we’re missed. I’m sure you can find someone there whose bed you can slink into tonight.” He paused, a twinkle in his eye. “But before you do, I want you to re-introduce me to a couple of your cute friends.”

X-X-X

Ellie watched Darren’s ring glow green as he shook her friend Jess’ head. “It’s nice to see you again after all these years,” he said. “And I think you’re very excited to see me too.” The statuesque black woman who had been looking at Ellie oddly when she brought Darren over for introductions suddenly loosened up and started to smile.

“What?” Beth said, clearly surprised by Darren’s choice of words. But when he reached out his hand to her, she took it on instinct, and the ring did the rest.

“You’re excited to see me too, Beth,” he said. “And you can’t wait to catch up.”

The perky brunette smiled, and Darren began to chat up the two women. Ellie saw how engrossed her friends were with him already, and after a short while backed away from the trio. Darren had told her as they left his hotel room about his plans. Jess was engaged and Beth had a longtime boyfriend, but she knew that they’d be spending tonight in a threesome with Darren by the time he was done speaking with them.

Meanwhile, Ellie had other priorities.

The reunion was starting to thin out a bit, people heading out for the night, but she saw that Mr. Wilson was still there. She started making her way towards him knowing she could seduce him. She would text her husband not to wait up, tell him that she was catching up with some old friends, and in the meantime she’d be getting Mr. Wilson to bring her back to his place. She imagined herself riding her old teacher’s cock while her husband slept at home, blissfully unaware of what his wife was really up to. A smile crossed her face at the thought, and she could already feel herself getting wet.

It seemed Darren was right; she really was just a dirty, cheating slut.

X-X-X

To enjoy another story about a wife being mind-controlled to serve the sexual whims of a man who is not her husband, check out Neighborhood Hypnotist.
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