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One
 
 
 
Okay, let me tell you about Gracie Delmont. 
We met the first week of Freshman year in college, and while I’d had a few girlfriends in high school, and had some sexual experience before I got to college, I was Gracie’s first kiss, Gracie’s first lover, Gracie’s first boyfriend. 
Gracie was just plain gorgeous in my eyes. Maybe five foot three, she had a ton of cocoa brown hair splashing down her back, a pretty girl-next-door face with big, green eyes, full lips and a sprinkle of endearing freckles over her nose and cheeks. 
We spent the first week of Freshman year bumping into each other at the same parties, the second week of Freshman year eating lunch together and chatting about everything under the sun, and then the third week of Freshman year in each other’s rooms—whichever was empty of roommates at the time—making out like there was no tomorrow. 
From there, it was maybe three or four weeks for our making out to slowly progress, with kisses drifting further and further down each other’s bodies, getting steadily bolder with our touching. Each time we saw each other we’d get a little more courage to take the next tiny step—removing an item of clothing here, kissing another inch lower down there. 
As far as I was concerned, she was perfect. I’d struck gold on my first college attempt. Eventually off came her bra, and I was kissing and licking my way around the sweetest, hottest breasts, her pink nipples so stiff under my touch, her whole body so sensitive to every little brush of my hands, my lips, my tongue. Several nights later, I was slipping her panties down her lean, creamy thighs to expose the most exquisite pussy, topped by a trim triangle of soft down that matched her chocolate-brown locks, and slowly kissed my way closer and closer until I was tasting the delicate wetness from her glistening pink petals, making her writhe and buck and groan as I feasted on her sweetness.
At the same time, she made it clear she thought I was perfect, too, and she progressed steadily with her exploration of my body, stripping me off to my underwear, slowly growing accustomed to touching, squeezing, and ultimately exposing the sizable stiffness lurking between my legs.
Sure, she said, I would have been more perfect, especially for her parents, if I’d been Jewish, but she didn’t worry about that particularly herself. If anything, perhaps, it gave her a little added thrill to peel down the foreskin on my big, thick, uncut cock before finally getting up enough courage to take it into her soft mouth. 
As Freshman year moved on into its spring semester, and then toward the summer, friends around us met and broke up with several boyfriends and girlfriends—but Gracie and I remained solid, a couple as tightly bonded as it got. Into our sophomore year, I was perfectly content sinking my hard cock deep into her beautifully tight pussy each night, waking up each morning with the taste of her come on my lips and the sound of her blissful cries ringing in my ears. 
And yet, as I talked with my friends about their new relationships along the way, I did find myself wondering if Gracie had any curiosity about what it might be like to be with another guy. She hadn’t been with anyone but me, and didn’t seem to have any long-term future in mind without me at the center of it. What if she was missing out on a huge part of life experience? 
‘Are you kidding?’ she said, when I first raised the thought with her, after a lengthy night of drinking. ‘I don’t need anyone else but you. You know that, right?’ 
‘I’m not saying anything about needing anyone else,’ I clarified, holding her tight in my arms, as though to reassure her that this was not me questioning the strength of our relationship. ‘I’m just wondering if... you know... later on... you’d ever get curious about what it might be like.’ 
‘Why? Are you getting curious about... other girls?’ I could see in the mirror on the back of the door of my dorm room that Gracie was blushing furiously as she contemplated the idea that I might have eyes for some other woman. 
‘No, not at all,’ I said confidently, giving her a little squeeze. ‘You know I’ve been with... well... enough girls in the past...’
‘I know,’ she said, interrupting me to shut down any elaboration on the subject. As I’d seen in previous girlfriends, Gracie was not happy to think of me having been with other women before. She liked to think that she was the only one on my whole space-time continuum—in my past, my present, my future. I’ve never quite figured out why she should be so jealous of girls in my past, it wasn’t as though I could change my history. It wasn’t as though I was going to try to get back with someone I’d been with before. But, hey.
If anything, she should have been encouraged by the experience I’d had before—even though I was only twenty by this time, I’d gotten to the stage where I’d been through enough sexual partners to know that the differences between them were not all that significant, and if you’re happy with someone, and you find them attractive, what’s the point in putting in all that effort to try and seduce someone else? Maybe high school had just been too full of hormones and easy dating, and I was burned out. But I knew what I had in Gracie, I knew she topped everyone I’d met before, I knew I wasn’t going to want to move on from her.
Gracie, though, hadn’t been through all that dating excitement I had before college. She came from a quiet, rural community and a girls-only high school. 
It made me nervous to think of her getting through college, wondering if all guys looked like me, if all guys kissed like me, if all guys made love like me. What if she got upset, or depressed, because she was bored with me, and had missed the chance to be with others on the way to marriage? Maybe she wouldn’t be exactly curious, but would find herself vulnerable to the charms of another guy coming on to her, because she didn’t have the experience to fend him off, or to realize that the flattery and attention he offered was probably empty. Maybe someday our marriage would implode because she finally had the courage to seek the life experience she’d missed.
‘The point is, I don’t need to look at other women and wonder what I might be missing,’ I told Gracie. ‘I know what I’d be missing, and it wouldn’t be anything as good as what I have with you.’ 
Well, that brought her smile back. But then the doubt crept back into her face. ‘But you think I’m looking at other guys and wondering what I’m missing by staying with you?’ 
I shrugged. ‘Maybe not now... but maybe one day you will be.’
‘I won’t,’ she said, her hand slipping down between my legs, finding the bulge in my pants. ‘I look at another guy and I know there’s no way he’d compare to you.’ 
‘So you do look at other guys?’ I gave her a mischievous grin. 
‘You know what I mean,’ she said, squeezing my thickening cock through my pants. 
We fell into bed, and hot sex interrupted our conversation further. I’d say that it might not have gone any further, except that over the course of the next few weeks, Gracie and I spent time with three different people who had split up from their boyfriends or girlfriends ‘amicably’, because one or other of them hadn’t felt ready to commit. We sat there with our friends as they said things like, ‘Well we are only sophomores,’ and ‘I just really don’t think I’m ready to limit myself to one guy for the rest of my life, even if Greg is the nicest guy’, and ‘I just don’t want to miss out on all the fun of college because I thought it was a good idea to date one guy through the whole thing.’ 
Gracie and I would flash little looks at each other, as though to reassure each other that we were different, that we were going to have a great time throughout college because of the fact we had each other, and we were just better than other couples. 
But my doubts continued, even though Gracie really didn’t deserve to be doubted—she was so obviously committed to what we had together. 
I took her home with me at Spring Break, and it was one of those milestone moments, because she was meeting my parents, my family for the first time. And I was effectively declaring my intentions with this girl by bringing her home, the first step toward engagement. 
My sisters were all very curious about her, very friendly toward her, very complimentary when whispering to me behind her back. But they’d all been through college already, and they were all well aware of the chances that a relationship forged in Freshman Year—and at the start of Freshman Year—would go the distance. They had all had their hearts broken multiple times through college and out the other side. 
‘She’s so nice,’ Monica, my eldest sister said when the two of us were alone, washing dishes after supper. 
‘You say that like you’re pitying me,’ I said, picking up on her almost mournful tone. 
‘I just... you know... remember how it was when I met Tony in Freshman Year...’ 
I couldn’t persuade Monica—or Felicity, or Jenni—that what I had with Gracie was completely different than what they had had with Tony, or Brad, or Connor, or the other guys they’d dated in Freshman Year and the rest of college. Every time they had a quiet word with me, warning me not to get my hopes up too much, that Gracie seemed so perfect, but only time could prove whether our relationship would last—every time they said something like that to me, it tugged on my nerves in strange, unsettling ways. 
I guess I really did believe I might lose Gracie at some stage, simply because we’d met too early in college, that we had fallen for each other too early in life. 
When we got back to college, those thoughts were already at the forefront of my mind, and Gracie could tell something was bothering me. And then Heather and Stuart, two of our friends who had been together since even before college, since middle school no less, broke up as it became clear that Heather had cheated on Stuart because... well, because she and Stuart had been together forever, and she was tempted by someone new. Even though neither of them had believed any such thing could have been possible. 
‘You think that’ll be us some day, don’t you?’ Gracie said when we reached somewhere private after hearing the news. 
‘I just think... it’s possible...’ 
Gracie was pretty angry, it has to be said. We had our first major argument right there and then. I was only attempting to be honest and realistic. Gracie accused me of being paranoid and constantly fishing for reassurances that she loved me, and said that maybe, subconsciously, I wanted to spike our relationship because I was frightened of commitment, after all the women I’d dated. 
It was one of those arguments where neither side could really back down. Nothing she could say could persuade me that it wasn’t an issue that I was the only guy she’d ever dated. Nothing she could say could give me any guarantees that someday she wouldn’t want to do exactly what Heather had done to Stuart, if suddenly there was a guy she had a crush on, and by that stage our relationship had settled into quiet familiarity, offering way less excitement than a new crush. And nothing I could say would persuade her that I didn’t harbor doubts about our relationship based on the fact that secretly I might want to keep my options open, that I might feel she wasn’t enough for me. 
‘I’m telling you I don’t need anyone else but you,’ she said toward the end of our bust-up, ‘and you’re basically telling me you don’t believe me. At some point, you’ve got to have some trust in our relationship, Joe. Trust is the key to a relationship.’
‘I know, I know, I trust you. I trust... us...’ I said, feeling myself losing the argument hands down. 
We were both perched at different ends of the room at this point, and it did feel genuinely scary, like our relationship might just end tonight over some hypothetical concerns I had based on no particular evidence except for that of the experiences of other couples. 
I sighed. ‘I just think... what I’m trying to say... is that... I don’t know... if you got to the point... where, like Heather... you know... you found yourself tempted by some other guy... I guess I’m just saying I’d understand.’ 
‘I’m telling you it won’t. It wouldn’t,’ she insisted. I could see her shaking a little. 
‘Okay, I’m just saying. If it did... I’d understand why you needed to... it wouldn’t have to break us up... if you didn’t want it to...’ 
She raised an eyebrow. Maybe I was too drunk by now. I wasn’t sure what I was arguing any more. 
She said, ‘What are you saying? It almost sounds like you’re giving me... permission... to cheat on you. Some time.’ 
‘No... I...’ I fumbled for words. But just about then, the funniest thing happened. 
I got hard. 
I mean, really, really hard. As hard as I’d been when I’d first peeled off Gracie’s panties, as hard as I’d been when I’d first slid my cock inside her. As hard as I’d been when I’d lost my virginity to Penny Glenn in the woods behind the truck stop half a mile from my house—not that I’d ever tell Gracie about that, of course. 
I looked over at Gracie as she sat there on the windowsill telling me it sounded as if I was suggesting I might give her permission to cheat on me, and suddenly she seemed like this incredible goddess in my eyes, and I’d never wanted her more. 
‘I... I don’t think I’m giving you permission... I’m just saying... if ever it happened... you know... I’d hope we wouldn’t have to end our relationship... because... you know... I’d understand why you had to...’ 
 She turned to me, looking totally serious, saying: ‘You’re saying that someday I’ll feel the need to cheat on you... and when that happens... we shouldn’t break up like other couples... because you feel like you understand that I’d have some kind of need... to see what it’s like with another guy...?’ 
‘I guess...’ I said, feeling strangely elated at the thought of her cheating on me, for some reason. My heart pumping as though I was running a 5k race. Or, at least, it wasn’t the thought of her cheating on me that made me feel that way, but that thought that I might, indeed, give her permission to cheat on me. To date some other guy to see what it was like. Maybe it wasn’t even cheating, if I allowed it to happen. 
‘So you are kind of giving me permission to cheat on you,’ she said, raising her eyebrow again. She was curious. 
‘I’m just saying if it did happen...’ 
‘You wouldn’t want to end things between us,’ she said, and surprised me totally by breaking out into the cutest smile. ‘It’s actually... kind of sweet,’ she said. 
She approached me, and the lust in her eyes was unmistakable. 
‘Would it make you happy if I told you... I promise I’ll never cheat on you... but if it did ever happen... it wouldn’t mean the end for our relationship?’ 
Now she was on me, pressing her body up against me as I perched on the edge of my roommate’s desk. 
I said, ‘I guess so...’ 
I groaned as she put pressure on my hardness. There was no way she wasn’t feeling it there, no way she wasn’t aware how brutally turned on I was all of a sudden. 
‘You know if I cheated on you...’ she said, teasing me, but then feeling my hardness jump slightly, wedged between our bodies. Her eyes flicked back up to mine, and I saw her pupils expand, her mouth open in surprise at how I responded to her hypothetical.
She said again: ‘If I cheated on you...’ 
And now she caught her breath, shocked at the discovery that her teasing turned me on like this. 
‘If I cheated on you... it would really shatter the trust between us. Wouldn’t it?’ 
I breathed in her sugary perfume, gazed down her tank top to see her chest rising and falling with her deep breathing. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the thin material, through her bra. 
‘Not if... I knew about it...’ I said. 
She raised her eyebrow again, curious. ‘If you knew about it... in advance?’ 
I shrugged. ‘Or afterward... I mean... we’re having this conversation now, aren’t we?’ 
She smiled again, faintly. ‘You are giving me permission to cheat on you, then,’ she said in barely more than an awed whisper. 
‘It wouldn’t even really be cheating...’ I argued, feeling so light-headed, giddy that we were talking about Gracie seeing another guy—even if it was all hypothetical. 
‘...Because you’re giving me permission?’ she said, ramming home her point. I suppose I was giving her permission. There was something exciting about that, and I wasn’t quite sure why. 
Her hands dropped down to feel out the extent of my erection. I suppose she was the expert—but it seemed almost as though she’d never felt my cock like this before. I’d never been this hard for her. 
She said, ‘I don’t want an open relationship, Joe.’ 
‘I don’t, either,’ I insisted. ‘I’m just saying...’ 
‘If something happened with me... you’d be all right with it?’ she nodded, getting the point. ‘But you know if something happened with you, I wouldn’t be all right with it, don’t you?’ 
‘I’m telling you: I’m done with other women,’ I said. 
I almost missed her unfastening my fly, she was so practiced. Then my cock was out in the open, in her hands, and she was murmuring: ‘You’re so hard...’ 
 She ducked down briefly, and kissed the tip of my cock. 
Then she was kissing my mouth, smiling, laughing, kissing me some more. Sucking on my cock as though I deserved a reward—and following it through until I was crying out and coming in her mouth, hearing her gulping down my cream while my orgasm swept over me.
‘Okay,’ she said, beaming from ear-to-ear as she wiped her mouth on the back of her arm. ‘So I guess we’ve sorted that out, right? I’ve got me a Get Out of Jail Free card.’ 
And then I shocked her a little more by declaring: ‘I don’t think it’s just a Get Out of Jail Free card, like a one-time deal.’ 
Her eyes widened again, her jaw dropped. ‘You’re saying if I cheated on you multiple times... you’d still want us to be together?’ 
And I made her gasp and giggle and just about lose her cool as I said: ‘I told you: it wouldn’t really be cheating.’



Two
 
 
 
As far as she was concerned, I was just being sweet, declaring that I would want to stay with her even if she ever decided to cheat on me, that if she went against her nature and came to be unfaithful, I would still want to save our relationship. 
Somewhere along that first little argument of ours, however, I had discovered that the thought of Gracie actually being unfaithful—albeit with my permission, implied even if I ended up discovering her affair after the fact—was an enormous great turn-on for me. I don’t think she got that fact straight away. 
If we were out at a party together, and it got late, and it was just us left after our friends had gone home to sleep it off—or get laid, or whatever—and we were still drinking punch by the truckload, Gracie would get to teasing me about my little relationship pledge. But she wasn’t teasing me because she thought it would turn me on, it was because she thought I was so very ‘sweet’. It amused her. 
‘That guy over there,’ she would say, pointing out a dark-haired sophomore over the other side of the room, perhaps. ‘Would you give me permission to cheat with him?’
‘Of course,’ I would reply, trying to act calm even though Gracie being tipsy and pointing out guys she kind of fancied was strangely hot to me.
‘I could go home with him right now.’ 
‘If you wanted to.’ 
She’d smile up at me, entertained by the idea that I’d ‘accidentally’ given our relationship this whole safety net thing. I don’t think she was genuinely thinking about going home with some other guy, however. Not then.
‘And that guy over there. In the tie. I could go home with him and you’d still let me cheat?’ 
‘I’ve told you, it wouldn’t really be cheating.’ 
Whenever I said that to her, her eyes would light up and she would giggle almost uncontrollably. 
She wasn’t completely dispassionate about the whole concept of going home with another guy, however. It wasn’t just about teasing me for my loyalty: I could tell she got a little hot under the collar, talking about sleeping with other men. When we got back to her room, or mine, after a night out in which she had teased me about my tolerance to cheating, I could tell easily enough how fired up she was by it. And sometimes the teasing carried over into our sex. 
We’d be in the darkness, tearing off our clothes, and she’d say something like, ‘I could be with Greg from American Literature right now, and he would be kissing me like this... and you’d be okay with that?’ 
I’d shove my face hungrily between her thighs, lapping hungrily at her copious juices. 
She might say, ‘If that dark-haired guy from the party got me naked and had his hands all over me... you’d still want me back after that?’ 
And I would confirm that I would, and then I’d go to town on her, squeezing my hardness into her smoldering pussy, thrusting deep and hard inside her. 
After a while, she even got to saying things like, ‘If that blonde guy from the restaurant bent me over a table, and slid his dick inside me at the end of his shift... you still wouldn’t hate me?’ 
And I would only want her more, I would only fuck her more forcefully, and really wring the climax out of her petite form. 
It wasn’t so much a sexual fantasy to her, it was her testing my boundaries for staying with her in the event of infidelity. 
 
 
*
 
 
It was a month later that things stepped up a gear. We were having dinner at Chili’s or somewhere like that, both of us sitting at the bar and enjoying the fact that my fake ID was good there. I slipped away to use the restroom, and when I returned, another guy was sitting in my chair talking to Gracie. 
He actually wasn’t the kind of guy I would have immediately predicted might go up to flirt with my girlfriend at a bar. He was a little geeky looking, fairly skinny, with clothes that looked a bit too much like they were bought for him by his mom in Target. 
But Gracie was certainly talking to him, and both of them were unquestionably smiling at each other, laughing. She had her legs crossed, which I might have said was guarded body language, except for the way she crossed them—and the way her dress crept up her thighs—she ended up showing him a lot of leg. Gracie was wearing a red lace mini-skirt for our date with heels which was unusual for her, but she looked stunning.
I was a little breathless to watch it. Gracie did seem to be enjoying flirting with him, although there were quite clearly a lot of nerves on both sides. She glanced round at the restroom doors, no doubt wondering what was taking me so long, but I was across the other side of the place by then, looking like I was heading out the door to fetch something from my car. 
They were leaning in, and there was a lot of eye contact. Gracie twirling a few loose strands of her hair, arching her back a little to accentuate her cleavage. 
It wasn’t that it appeared my theory was coming true—that she would one day come to miss the attentions of other men—that really packed a punch for me. It was watching her enjoy the thrill of flirting with a guy who was obviously attracted to her: that really fired me up. I couldn’t explain it if somebody came up to me and asked why I wanted to watch another guy hit on my girlfriend. It was something to do with the horror of possibly losing her, blended with the aesthetic beauty of watching her flirting from an independent vantage point. The thought that she was doing something a little naughty, a little taboo was thrilling. 
There was pride from feeling that other guys wanted her, but that I actually had her and could sleep with her whenever I wanted. But that wasn’t a major part of what I was feeling. The bigger part was a tremendous feeling of altruism, of wanting Gracie to experience the thrill of meeting someone new, and taking it as far as it could go. I liked the thought of her coming back to me after such an encounter, glowing with contentment, and yet still horny as hell. 
She was, when I met her and started dating her, a good girl. I just had a fantasy of her turning wicked. And I really did believe she was too attractive to settle for me, her first boyfriend, for the rest of her life. I guess I thought that if she felt able to enjoy other men, while keeping me as her primary soulmate, perhaps I’d have a better chance of keeping her in the long run. 
After what seemed like an age, but was probably more like five or ten minutes, I saw Gracie acting suddenly apologetic, and the guy seeming uncomfortable but somehow understanding as she signaled to the restroom, where she must have told him she had a boyfriend. I waited for him to trot off with his tail between his legs, and then casually appeared next to her at the bar. 
‘You just missed it...’
‘What did I miss?’
‘A guy was just talking to me.’ She seemed slightly out of breath, somehow. Had no one ever hit on Gracie at a bar before? She was kind of sheltered before she met me, I guess. 
‘A guy?’ 
‘I think he thought I was single.’ Then she was furtively looking around, telling me to shush, he might still be around.
‘What happened?’ 
‘I couldn’t face telling him... you know... that I have a boyfriend...’ 
‘You looked like you were enjoying it,’ I said, joking. 
‘Don’t,’ she complained at my tone, though I could see in her eyes a hint of something that seemed like she enjoyed the attention, the flattery. She said, ‘It took him so much courage to come up to me. I swear, I didn’t want to just shoot him down—’ 
‘You were flirting with him!’ 
‘I...’ 
‘You liked it, though, right? That he was so obviously into you.’ 
‘He was nice, that’s all. He came up to me and he was, like, I had to find out why such a beautiful girl is sitting here all by herself...’ 
‘You know guys are going to hit on you. Now you’re in college. You know, you’re not in Wisconsin any more—’ 
‘Hey,’ she said, shutting down my dig at her background. ‘I just... you know... I could see him at one of the tables on the other side of the bar, I could see him notice me, and then he took a while to get up the courage to come up to talk to me. I felt really bad—’ 
‘Why?’
‘Well, eventually, I was like... I’m sorry, my boyfriend’s in the restroom. And he seemed so sad.’ She took a drink, and then seemed to realize something. ‘Wait, you’re not in the slightest bit mad that some other guy was talking to me...’ 
I laughed. ‘You can talk to other guys. What’s the problem?’ 
‘But if they want to... you know... sleep with me...’ 
‘Of course they want to sleep with you.’ 
‘I thought most guys would be angry about that. I mean... when it’s their girlfriend...’ 
Then the penny dropped. 
‘This is like... what you’re talking about with my Get Out of Jail Free card, isn’t it?’ she asked me. 
It was kind of shocking. Even though we talked about it in bed, and she teased me about it while we were on our own looking at prospects across a crowded restaurant or nightclub, nothing had ever actually happened. She’d never actually talked to another guy before and then connected it to the Get Out of Jail Free Card concept. What a buzz.
‘Tell me you didn’t enjoy talking with him like that,’ I challenged her. 
She caught her breath. ‘I... any woman would enjoy a little attention like that... doesn’t mean...’ 
‘It’s going to happen again,’ I said. ‘Countless times. You don’t think it will?’
‘Sure, but...’ 
‘And it’ll happen when I’m not around. In the library, when you’re studying. In the summer when you’re vacationing with your family. After college when you’re at work, and I’m working somewhere else...’ 
‘I can handle it.’ 
‘You’ll enjoy it.’ 
‘I won’t. I’ll tell them I have a boyfriend. Or a husband,’ she grinned at our hints of marriage to come, teasing me with a flash of her eyes. 
‘I’m just saying... It’s okay with me if you enjoy stuff like that.’ 
‘Flirting.’
‘Yes, flirting. Whatever.’ 
‘Whatever. So I’m flirting with a guy, six months from now, and you’re not around. And... maybe I am enjoying it. I’ve had a few drinks, and it genuinely gets to... ‘Whatever’... I still have my Get Out Of Jail Free card? You’d really stand by me?’ 
I shrugged, feeling my pulse racing, my cock thickening, at the thought of Gracie flirting with some guy to the point where it became something significant. ‘I wouldn’t want to threaten our relationship just because you get tempted by the inevitable.’ 
‘Inevitable? You’re saying I couldn’t control myself... I couldn’t handle the commitment we have...’ 
‘No, I’m saying you’d be curious, and maybe one day you’re feeling a little low, and a guy comes to hit on you and it cheers you up. Makes you feel good about yourself again... I’m saying instead of shutting it all down as soon as a guy starts hitting on you, you’d know in the back of your mind that... I’d be okay with it.’ 
Stunned silence at that, her jaw dropping, even though we’d talked about this already. 
‘So tonight...’ she said, quietly now, furtively, as though she suddenly feared eavesdroppers now that it was clear what we were saying to each other. ‘Just say you had... a thing... you had to go. Studying or something. And I wanted to stay here a while longer... to have a few more drinks. And I got talking to a nice guy...’ 
‘I’ve told you,’ I said, feeling my heart trying to bust through my throat, it was beating so hard. ‘I think it would be good for you. You’d have a good time...’ 
‘And I had a few more drinks... and maybe I was making out with him a little...’ 
‘That would be okay.’ 
‘Okay?’ She hissed at me. ‘But this wouldn’t be, like a really important thing. It wouldn’t be some guy in my class I’d had the hots for, and then we end up in some huge affair because his girlfriend just left him and he’s feeling vulnerable and... this would just be some meaningless one-night stand... you know, the guy picking me up from a bar...’ 
Another shrug. ‘Either way. You’d enjoy the attention, you’d enjoy knowing other guys want you like that... and maybe it would broaden your horizons...’ 
‘Either way. So either option would be okay in your view? For your girlfriend to sleep with someone else...’ 
‘I’ve told you, I think it would be good for us. College is about trying stuff out, right? Figuring out who we are.’ 
‘I’ve figured out who I am. I’m your girlfriend.’ 
‘But you’ve never been with any other guy. I just think... maybe someday... say you hit thirty... and some cute guy is flirting with you... and you feel depressed, because everybody does from time to time... you’d probably regret that you never took the chance to date anyone but your husband... your whole life...’ 
‘I couldn’t regret...’ 
I took a sip of my beer. I realized we’d both had a fair amount to drink by then. And I could figure it out easily enough that there was a danger I was laying it on her too thickly just now. I wasn’t trying to pressure her into anything, I was only trying to make it clear how I felt about her, about our relationship. But I could see that someone else might think I was trying to push her into something. 
‘So just say something did happen one day,’ she said, ‘And I’m sitting there with a guy... and in the back of my mind I’m thinking Joe is okay with this... so, in the heat of the moment, I do something... really bad...’
‘Uh-huh?’ 
‘You’d really still want to be with me when I came back, confessing my sins?’ 
‘Of course! 
‘You’re crazy, you know that?’ 
Actually, this kind of conversation happened a few times for us over various nights out. The second time I tried my little Delayed Return From The Restroom ploy, it was more of an alpha male type that Gracie was flirting with by the time I came back from using the facilities. On that occasion, when I returned to her side after she had finally come to rejecting the guy’s obvious suggestion that they go somewhere else, she was a little angry with me. 
‘You’re doing it on purpose, aren’t you? Taking ages when you’re going to the restroom so that I end up with guys hitting on me... proving your point.’ 
‘Proving my point?’ I chuckled. ‘You mean... that you would enjoy it when other guys come up and pay you some attention?’ 
‘No,’ she blushed, ’proving your point that guys are going to end up hitting on me the rest of my... I don’t know... life... and I’ll end up having to fend them off...’ 
‘You know, you don’t always have to fend them off... not if you like them...’ 
‘God. One of these days you’ll come back from spending half the night in the restroom, and I’ll be gone,’ she said. ‘And then you’ll see if you really like the idea of me enjoying the company of some other guy.’ 
The third time it happened, I think she really did want to teach me a lesson. I returned to the bar to find her no longer sitting there on her stool. Of course, she could have been teasing me by visiting the restroom herself, but just seeing our two bar stools occupied by other people, and knowing what she’d threatened me with the last time, I felt certain she was somewhere in the company of someone else. My cock sprang up to full thickness, my pulse raced. It was exciting as hell. 
I looked around, and it didn’t take long to locate her. She’d chosen the booth to be especially obvious to me when I came out of the restroom and found her gone. She was sitting there opposite some Asian guy who looked a little older than her, and who couldn’t believe his luck that he was there with her, slurping cocktails. Gracie was wearing a new dress, a silver sequin covered mini with silver stiletto heels. I couldn’t blame him for trying his luck. 
She instantly locked eyes with me as I saw her there, and impishly stuck out her tongue at me as though to signal ‘Serves you right, Mister’, when she knew her new friend wasn’t looking. I merely grinned and gave her a big thumbs up, before looking for a suitable stool at the bar from where I could monitor her progress.
I looked back at her and she gave me a little silent expression of astonishment—that I would happily stand by, while she sat with a rival guy. I simply gave her contented expressions in reply, encouraging her to have fun with him. Now it was as though we were in a silent battle of wills across Chili’s. She was trying to make me jealous by looking as though she was really fascinated, and maybe attracted by her new friend. I was trying to encourage her and reassure her that I was all right with whatever happened. 
The thing was, it seemed clear that Gracie couldn’t actively get away from the guy without hurting his feelings, so for a long while she was stuck there with him, forced to spend the time. 
When it finally got to eleven o’clock, she seemed to feel she’d served her time, and overtly looking at her watch, gave a huge fake yawn and started apologizing for having to get out of there. For a moment, my pulse started speeding up as I thought her new friend might offer her a lift home. I guess I was thinking that Gracie was annoyed enough with me to just about accept such an offer. But the guy simply smiled, and pointed up to one of the TV screens showing some foreign soccer match or other, and I guessed he would be staying a little later. 
Nevertheless, as she stood up to leave, he stood up to bid farewell, and I watched as my girlfriend gave this other guy a little kiss on the cheek. It was something for my strange fantasy, at least. 
I subtly hung back as Gracie headed for the exit, until I could see that her new friend was now distracted by whatever game it was that was starting at such an hour. I guess it was somewhere in the Far East. Then I went for the exit myself, and caught up with her as she wound her way through the parking lot to my battered old Ford truck. 
‘You have fun?’ 
‘You are crazy, aren’t you?’ she said, and she didn’t seem so happy. ‘Or else you really do want me to move on to somebody else—do I really mean that little to you?’ 
I wiped the smile off my face, and stood up against her. ‘I love you, baby. You know I do. I couldn’t stand losing you.’ 
I kissed her forehead, but she wasn’t quite ready to forgive me my transgressions. 
‘You won’t lose me, don’t you see that? I don’t have to date other guys to know that you’re the one I want, the one I’ll spend my life with.’ 
I could see in that moment that I had to meet her halfway—I had to believe in her, trust that if she said she was committing her life to me, she could follow through with it. That she wasn’t like other women, that we weren’t like other couples. 
‘I know,’ I said, truthfully. ‘I trust you. I believe you when you say you’d stay with me, whatever happens.’ 
She reached up for my head, her hand curling around the back of my neck, and now brought me in for a long, slow, sweet kiss. 
Then when we parted, a little breathless, I said, ‘I just think... it would be really hot if you also got to enjoy... you know... the thrill of a broader college experience.’ 
Her brow crinkled in confusion. 
‘You think it would be... really hot...?’ 
‘I guess I’m not like other guys,’ I admitted. I felt myself blushing, even though it might not have been obvious out there in the dark parking lot. This was the first time, I’m pretty sure, I actually revealed that I was turned on by the thought of her trying out other guys. 
She was just standing there, baffled. 
I tried another approach: ‘I think it would be good for our relationship, long-term, if you’d gotten to enjoy a little more of... you know... dating experience. Even if, as you say, it wouldn’t be totally necessary, given that we both trust and love each other.’ 
‘You think it would be good for our relationship,’ she said, coolly. Not quite angry at me, but not exactly on board, either. 
‘You would have a lot of fun, wouldn’t you? And if you had fun, I’d have fun...’ I insisted. 
‘I don’t get what you’re saying,’ she said, and the way her face went, it seemed anger was getting the upper hand again. ‘What, so you want us to break up for a while?’ 
‘No, not at all,’ I insisted quickly. 
‘But you want me to date other guys...’ 
‘I think you’d have a lot of good times... and then when we graduate college... and you know... move on with our lives... you won’t get the feeling you missed out on the whole college experience.’
She smiled with irony, and shook her head gently. ‘You don’t get it: this is the whole college experience for me. Meeting you. Getting my degree. You know... getting on the swim team.’ 
Oh, did I mention Gracie was a swimmer? You should have seen her in her competition swim suit. Wow. Anyway, I digress. 
‘You’d have all that,’ I nodded. ‘But you’d also... you know... occasionally... get to spend time with other guys... have fun like you’re a single girl... flirt and tease and seduce and whatever else you wanted with guys you might otherwise only wonder about...’ 
‘And we wouldn’t break up at any point?’ she was doubtful, though I noticed she wasn’t denying the fact that dating other guys might offer some possibilities for excitement.
‘Not at any point,’ I reassured her. ‘As soon as your date was over, you’d come straight back to me, and tell me all about it.’ 
She raised a cynical eyebrow again. ‘You’d really want to know all about my dates?’
I nodded, kissed her mouth. ‘That would be half the fun, wouldn’t it?’ I added, ‘And probably, most of the fun for me.’ 
‘You really wouldn’t be jealous? You really wouldn’t hate me for... if I did have a good time... with someone else?’ 
I laughed, ‘I really wouldn’t. I... I think it would be hot...’
‘Hot?’ Now I felt one of her hands lodge between my legs, feeling out the hardness I was harboring down there. She gasped as she felt it. ‘It really... turns you on? The thought of me... dating someone else?’ 
I shrugged. ‘I’m not sure why... that’s just... how I feel...’ 
She looked at me for a long moment, and then smiled sweetly. Mischievously. ‘Okay then... I’ll see you tomorrow, sweetie.’ 
She kissed me again on the mouth, and then pulled away from me, leaving me totally confused about what she had just said. Confused, that was, until I watched her slowly saunter away from me, and instead of walking around the hood of the truck to the passenger side, she just kept going, walking back to the restaurant. 
Oh, shit. 
I was hard by the time she reached the entrance. I was breathing hard by the time I saw her return to that booth and resume her seat opposite her new friend.



Three
 
 
 
I sat in my truck, watching them. It was clear to me that she had returned to the restaurant with some kind of story about her car not starting. Her friend seemed rather surprised she’d come back, but in a good way. 
I watched them talking, and after a while Gracie went to sit on the same side as the guy so that she could see the same soccer game he was watching. The waitress refilled his soda, and planted a huge mug of beer in front of Gracie. 
I saw her glance out the window toward me. I wasn’t sure if she could see my truck through all the other vehicles. Possibly, since it was on the taller side. 
My phone buzzed with a text message—from Gracie, of course:
(Gracie): You should probably go home, honey. If you’re serious about this.
My heart was thumping I could hear it in the quiet of my truck. My cock was so hard I had to sit in a slightly off position in the driver’s seat. I gazed over, squinting as though it would give me a better view. Was she really going to go home with that guy? He seemed so... harmless. 
I guess in my mind, when I thought about the concept of Gracie dating another guy, it would have been some kind of alpha male stud, a guy completely unlike me, a guy with confidence in oversupply, a guy who would match up to Gracie’s attractiveness. I suppose this new friend of hers was friendly, nice enough. Perhaps he had a big advantage with Gracie in that he wasn’t intimidating. 
 But my surprise at who she was spending the evening with was just compounded by the huge shock of her going back in there, of being so very bold and so very unlike the Gracie I thought I knew so well. It was frightening, this reality of my fantasy. Exciting, sure, but also terrifying. 
Despite the fear, however, I felt desperate to encourage her to go with this. I texted her back:
(Joe): Okay, if you’re sure you like this guy, that’s fine with me. I’ll head for home. Have a good night, honey, I love you xxx
I saw Gracie’s eyes widen as she peered at her phone, and it made me suspect that I had called her bluff—she had been expecting me to cry off, to text her back saying something like, okay, I wasn’t thinking, maybe I don’t want you seeing other guys after all. Please come back to the truck so we can get out of here. 
But of course, I hadn’t. And here was I now slipping the truck into gear and easing the clutch down, the engine growling quietly as I pulled out of the parking lot leaving my girlfriend in the company of a stranger. 
 
 
*
 
 
When I got back to my dorm, my roommate, Bobby, was home, and he had a date with him. It meant I had to spend the night elsewhere, by our informal agreement. 
‘Hey, sorry, dude,’ he said.
‘No problem—you guys have a good night.’ 
That was that. I didn’t tell him I was homeless for the night, his assumption was that if I wasn’t here with Gracie, I’d probably be able to go over to Gracie’s to sleep. 
Instead, I drove around a while, and parked my truck out by the lake to take in some clean air while I thought about the fact that right now, my girlfriend was effectively dating someone else. Was she really going to spend the night with him? It seemed so daring for her. It had all happened so fast, even if we’d talked about it over and over. 
Half of me imagined that she was simply putting on an act, that she was testing me because I would not give up on this strange idea of her seeing other guys, of her getting more sexual experience under her belt. The other half of me really hoped she wasn’t testing me, that she was really giving this a go. I thought about how excited she might be, flirting with somebody new, letting him casually know that she was his for the taking tonight, if he wanted. How thrilled she might be to think that she might well get the chance to sleep with somebody new that night. 
I liked to think of her excited, turned on, warmed by flattering compliments. Even if the source of the excitement was another guy. 
Sure, as I stood there staring across the water, I had moments of doubt; imagining that Gracie might start finding reasons why her date would be a better long-term prospect than I was. What if he was a real smart cookie, with ambitions that would all but guarantee a life of luxury ahead? What if his harmless exterior concealed the ways of a real charmer, a devil in the sheets, a man with a beast of a cock who would turn any woman into a desperate acolyte? 
What if I’d lost Gracie for good? 
But my rational mind pulled me back into balance. There was no way a guy could pull her away from me by spending just half a night with her. 
After half an hour, my attempts at calming down and not giving in to temptation to check up on her had failed, and I found myself driving back to Chili’s. I pulled up in the same parking spot, and got out of the vehicle to go make sure they were still there, and nothing untoward had happened. 
But they were not still there. 
The soccer game they’d been watching was still going on the TV, but there was no sign of Gracie or her friend. A group of older students had filled up the booth, the table groaning under the weight of nachos, chips and beers. 
Where had they gone? 
Now my heart was threatening to bust out of my chest again. How could she have gone home with the guy after only half an hour? And hadn’t he wanted to watch that soccer game? I guessed that when up against the company of a pretty brunette like Gracie, soccer wasn’t such a draw. 
Now I was back in my truck, cranking through the gears as I headed back to campus, and over to Gracie’s dorm. I felt strangely light-headed, even though all this was exactly what I had wanted for her. Sure, a big part of me—the part that was so very hard, lodging there between my thighs—wanted this to be true, for Gracie to actually be in the process of seducing this guy. But at the same time I wanted the reassurance that she wasn’t rushing things too much, that she wasn’t genuinely trying to have a bad time so that she could prove to me this whole weird kink of mine was a bad idea. 
I drew up outside her building, and looked up to see there was no light on in her room. I knew well enough which one was hers, the window had an old bumper sticker in one corner declaring ‘I heart NYC’. Was she home and asleep already? Perhaps if she’d been testing me, she would simply have asked her new friend to drive her home, and that would have been that. 
I parked outside the Languages Department, in a shady spot where it was unlikely anyone would see me, and yet I still had a good view of Gracie’s window. I could feel my heart beating. Would it be too early to text her? I sent her a message before I’d even decided whether it was a good idea or not.
(Joe): Everything okay, sweetie? Hope you’re having a good night... Love, Joe xxx
Ten minutes later, the light in Gracie’s room came on. My pulse picked up, my manhood thickened up. I was sure she was home, and she’d had enough time between leaving the restaurant and arriving at her dorm for anything to happen. I was optimistic. God, what a pervert. Had she slept with him? 
Then I saw Gracie’s roommate, Hailey, open the window. Hailey, a fulsome, fun-loving blonde, was something of a wannabe socialite. She didn’t often hang out in her room, particularly on the weekend. And one other thing I knew was that she didn’t smoke in her room if Gracie was around—and right now, she was leaning out of the window, smoking. It confirmed to me that Gracie wasn’t home. 
What was she doing? 
I watched Hailey smoke. She was talking with someone, occasionally laughing. Five minutes... ten minutes... if Hailey was planning on staying the night in her room, probably with whoever she was with right now, then where was Gracie going to go? Did Gracie know her roommate had called dibs on the room that night? Would she be forced to stay the night with her date? 
I saw a guy move to the window, but I couldn’t see his face easily. Then he was making out with Hailey for a while. The blonde flicked her cigarette butt out the window. Then the two of them withdrew from the window, leaving it open. The lights went out. Had they gone to bed? 
I slumped down in my seat. It was getting really late. Gracie had totally smashed a few of my assumptions tonight—was she currently breaking some more? In my head, she was the kind of girl who would need a few dates with someone in order to get particularly intimate. I know I only had the data from our own relationship to go on, and I had been the one to take her virginity. But it had taken me weeks and weeks to get anywhere with her. Would she really sleep with someone else on the first date? 
 
 
*
 
 
My phone bleeped at me, jolting me awake—and I hadn’t even realized that I’d drifted off to sleep. It was about 1am. A text message had arrived from Gracie:
(Gracie): Hey, honey! You still awake? Still love me? ;-)
What did that mean? I felt my insides ignite. Had she done something, then? 
I texted her back:
(Joe): Still awake, still madly in love with you! You still with him? Had some fun? Xxx
She instantly texted back some emojis with hearts in their eyes, or kissing with a heart. Relieved, I guess, that I was still on board with this whole thing. 
Then a message, 
(Gracie): I had so much fun! David’s really nice. We went to another bar for a while, talked for a bit and then went out to a store to get beer. Then he took me back to my place. 
I ducked forward, and could see from my truck that her window light was now on again. I felt some regret that I hadn’t been awake when her date had brought her home—and yet, had I missed anything? I texted her back:
(Joe): That’s great. Anything exciting happen? ;-)
Gracie seemed to wait a few moments before replying to that text. I suddenly felt guilty, that I’d gone too far. Was it creepy, demanding to know what had happened on her date? 
(Gracie): I actually told him about you. Said you had this weird thing about me getting more experience even without us splitting up. He said it kind of made sense, if we were in this for the long-run.
Well, that was something. I tried to put myself in the point of view of someone who had brought a hot girl back to his room to drink, and she ended up telling him she had a boyfriend, and that her boyfriend was okay with her fooling around with other guys. Of course, I wasn’t like most guys, I knew that much by now. But I had to imagine that if the girl was as hot as Gracie, and she was basically hinting that if he wanted to sleep with her, he probably could, even if she did have a boyfriend, then a lot of guys would go for her. 
(Gracie): We talked for ages, David said one of his cousins decided she was polyamorous last summer, and has been dating, like, three guys at once. Said it was no big deal. 
(Joe): So is he still with you right now? 
(Gracie): He left. It was getting late... he said maybe it would be a good idea to see each other another time, when we weren’t quite so drunk. So I let him go... then just as he was leaving, he was going to give me a little kiss on the cheek... only I turned my head and kissed him on the lips.
Wow. I felt my hard cock throb between my thighs. It seemed so unlike Gracie to be so bold, and yet she had gone back in that restaurant to spend the rest of the evening with David. She had wanted to test this whole crazy scheme of mine. 
(Gracie): Are you okay, sweetie?
(Joe): Of course! Totally. Was he a good kisser?
(Gracie): Yeah, I think so. It wasn’t for long. I just felt like... he was so nice, even with all the weird baggage I was throwing at him. He deserved something. 
(Joe): Are you going to see him again? 
(Gracie): Would you be mad if I already agreed to see him again Friday night?
(Joe): No, that’s totally hot, honey. So... can I come see you? Are you still in your room?
(Gracie): Sure! I thought you’d be on your way already. Hailey’s gone out with her latest squeeze.
(Joe): I’m parked outside ;-)
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She was closing the curtains as I walked in, still wearing that silver dress she’d been in all night. 
God, I could hardly believe it. She’d kissed another guy tonight. 
‘Hey,’ she said, ear-to-ear smile as I ventured in. 
‘Hey,’ I smiled back, and without wasting further time, I was with her, embracing her, kissing her. 
She tasted of beer, and it seemed slightly unfamiliar, since with me she usually drank sweet drinks. As we kissed, she urged me down onto the bed, sitting in my lap to kiss me further, gently sucking on my lips. I could feel her subtly trying to tell whether I was hard—and it didn’t take her long to confirm it. 
She seemed so content as we kissed, relieved that I still wanted her, perhaps. 
‘You’re crazy, you know that?’ she said breathlessly in between kisses. 
I stroked her long, silky dark hair out of her face and my hand dropped to one of her breasts. 
‘You’re the one who went back in that restaurant,’ I said, throwing her accusation back at her. 
‘To flirt with a guy all night,’ she giggled. ‘Nothing unusual for a girl to do that.’ 
‘Were you testing me out?’ I asked her, cutting to the chase. 
‘Maybe to start with,’ she said, sucking on my lips, dipping her tongue in my mouth as we kissed. Kissing had never been hotter. I could sense her excitement from the fact that she’d been doing this with someone else earlier that night. And that I was perfectly willing to do it with her straight after. 
She had it confirmed, apparently, that her boyfriend was happy for her to fool around with other guys. It was an obvious thrill, even for a good girl like Gracie. 
‘I thought you’d come back to the restaurant to stop me,’ she said, encouraging me to fondle her breasts. Her nipples were stiff—she was well and truly horny after a strange night. ‘I thought you’d come back in and start shouting at me or David.’
‘But I didn’t.’ 
‘You didn’t.’ 
I slipped the straps of her dress and her bra off her shoulders, and now her breasts and those hard little buds were exposed to my mouth. And quietly, I was wondering if she’d let David get this far when she saw him again on Friday. 
‘You liked him, then?’ 
‘Yeah, I told you. He’s nice.’ 
‘Who is he?’ 
‘He’s a postgrad,’ she said, moaning as I swirled my tongue around her nipples. ‘Working toward a PhD in astrophysics.’ 
‘Wow,’ I said. ‘Brainbox, huh?’ 
‘Uh-huh.’ 
‘Older man,’ I grinned, squeezing both her breasts in my hands, kissing her in between them. ‘You like older men?’ 
‘You’re older than me,’ she giggled. 
‘By two months—that doesn’t count.’ 
Now she yanked up my shirt, and I helped her pull it up over my head and off. She kissed my mouth a little more, and then sank to her knees in front of me. 
‘So you’re okay with it?’ she asked me, placing her hands firmly on my thighs. 
I leaned down, kissed her mouth some more. ‘I liked knowing you were out there, maybe being naughty,’ I said. 
‘It... turned you on, then?’ 
‘Can’t you tell?’
She pulled open my fly, and tugged on my jeans. I stood up to help her drag them down my thighs, exposing my extremely hard cock. Her pretty face lit up to see it, to confirm how aroused I was. Her right hand curled around my shaft, lifting my tip up to her mouth. She kissed the tip, then took a little more between her lips, and a little more, sucking on increasingly more of my length. 
It felt so good. 
I moaned as she bobbed down on me, gazing up at me with adoring eyes. I was thinking how she’d been kissing another guy with those lips, and now they were stretched around my prick. And maybe I was thinking that pretty soon, she’d be doing this with David, or whichever date she chose. 
‘Did you think...’ she said between mouthfuls, ‘I’d end up making out with him?’ 
‘I thought there was a good chance,’ I said. Then, ‘You were with him for so long... at one point I thought maybe you’d done more with him.’ 
‘Really?’ she giggled again, withdrew from the end of my cock and started kissing around the base. ‘You didn’t call me. You only texted me one time to ask if I was okay.’ 
‘I didn’t need to stop you,’ I pointed out. 
‘Even if you thought I was... going down on him... or fucking him?’ 
I felt a little burst of butterflies in my stomach as she said the word ‘fucking’. Not a word I’d usually expect Gracie to use—but also, it was like confirmation she was considering actually going all the way with David, or whoever. 
‘I didn’t need to stop you,’ I repeated myself, and saw flames flare up in her eyes. 
For a moment, she just examined at my cock, felt it in both hands, and then she looked up at my face, a huge realization imprinted on her face. ‘It really does turn you on, doesn’t it? Even if I slept with another guy, you wouldn’t be angry, you’d be... like this...’
I urged her up off the floor, holding her by her waist and the top of her dress, lifting her. I kissed her mouth. ‘I don’t really know why...’ I said, apologetically.
She smiled, kissed me back, then said: ‘It doesn’t really matter why, does it?’
It seemed like a smart thing to say. I guess that was Gracie, through and through. She might be quiet, but she was sharp. And more than any girl I’d ever been with, she somehow allowed me to open up, to tell her exactly what I was feeling. 
‘What you did tonight... what you might do the next time you see him... I don’t know, it just makes you even hotter... makes me want you more than ever...’
Her pretty mouth curled into a mischievous smile. I sucked on her lips, her tongue. Helped her remove her dress and her bra while we kissed. I couldn’t get enough of her. She sat on the edge of her bed, and now it was my turn to kneel on the floor in front of her, kissing my way down her body, parting her coltish thighs, brushing the back of my fingers down over her black panties, which were absolutely soaking. 
‘Oh God...’ she moaned as I slipped a hand inside her underwear, the tips of my fingers finding their way to the center of her wetness, while I took one of her stiff nipples in my mouth. 
I slid a finger inside her briefly, and she was so seriously wet, she had been for a while. 
She lifted her hips to help me peel off her panties, and then I was sucking on her delicious pussy, lapping up her abundant juices, hungry for her, desperate to make love to her with my mouth. 
She was just gorgeous, and the thought of her being naughty, breaking the social norms of our tight relationship, just turned her into a goddess in my eyes. 
I made her come with my mouth in record time, while she held onto my head with both hands like she was riding a rollercoaster. Then the rest of my clothes fell away and I was on her, pushing her back on the bed, sliding my thick cock inside her sweet pussy, kissing her mouth as I thrust into her again and again. 
As I fucked her, she whispered, ‘You’d really... let him... do this... to me?’
And that just about took me over the edge, my climax almost explosive as I pumped thick, hot cream into her, jet after jet after jet.
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We didn’t spend every night together. Often enough, particularly on nights before early classes, we slept in our own rooms. I had an early Monday class, so Sunday we slept apart. 
Monday morning, and a night away from Gracie had at least given me some proper sleep, so that I awoke feeling refreshed and on top of the world, given the developments that had occurred in our relationship during the weekend. 
At class, my friend Noah even commented how upbeat I seemed. 
‘It’s Monday morning, dude, what the hell? You’re not supposed to be like this.’ 
Then in came Gracie, and if I was looking refreshed, she looked positively glowing. She was wearing tighter jeans than she usually wore to class, with heeled ankle boots. Her makeup was a little more obvious than usual too, particularly her lipstick, while her blue top was just stunning—flashing a touch of her midriff while molding around her curves to show off her figure and the pertness of her breasts, the neckline plunging way more than I would have expected.
‘Jesus,’ Noah said, and it was as though he was speaking for all of the guys in the room, and some of the women. More than a few pairs of eyes turned her way as she descended the steps to find a seat up ahead. 
‘Did you guys split up or something?’
I followed his gaze to see Gracie find a seat next to some guy I didn’t know up toward the front of the room.
‘Uh... no,’ I said. 
‘’Cause it sure as hell looks as though she’s trying to make you jealous, dude.’ 
‘We’re still together,’ I insisted. ‘We just thought... it might be good if we don’t always... you know... spend every minute of every day with each other.’ 
Noah laughed. ‘And did you decide that, or did she decide that?’ 
‘Uh... I’m not sure...’ 
‘Looks like she’s going to try to make you pay,’ he said. 
Once she was comfortable, Gracie glanced over her shoulder to seek me out. I gave her a little smile, which I thought might hint at approval, and that I knew what she was up to. She gave me the sweetest smile in return, then turned to the guy next to her and started chatting—and, I might add, flirting, from what I could see. 
‘It makes sense,’ Noah was saying, and I realized I hadn’t really been listening to him. ‘I mean, you guys have been together forever.’ 
‘I suppose,’ I said.
‘You know, if you guys do call it quits, there’s this girl in our American Lit class who asked me if you were single once...’ 
 I didn’t pursue Noah’s little tip, though it was flattering to think someone might have shown interest in me. My whole attention was on Gracie, as she spent the day toying with my little addiction to her flirting with other guys—and I was surprised how much she did toy with me all day, sitting away from me at lunch without being out of sight, even sending me a selfie of her with one of the guys on her swim team while she was over at the pool training. I can tell you I looked at that picture a fair amount that day—that week. Gracie in her one-piece swimsuit, cheerfully wedged up against some athletic, bare-chested guy, who obviously seemed delighted to be with her. 
It was unlike Gracie to be so socially forward, and yet she knew what she was doing. She knew she was pressing my buttons, teasing me with every ounce of attention she lavished on another guy. 
When the evening came around, after I’d sat in the cafeteria watching her flirting with someone from her French Language class all through dinner, I finally went up to her room to see if she fancied a little company. Almost immediately she opened the door, and I was all over her. 
‘I thought you’d get a kick out of it,’ she said, all smiles as I pulled her to me, kissed her long and deep. 
‘Noah... thinks... we’re splitting up,’ I said, merely reporting what my friend had said. 
Gracie didn’t seem too happy about it. ’What did you tell him?’ 
‘I told him we’re definitely not splitting up, but we have decided to give each other a little more space.’ 
She gave a little nod, accepting that that was probably all I could have said to Noah to explain what was going on. 
‘It does make you wonder, though,’ she said. 
‘Uh-huh,’ I agreed, though my attention was more on tugging down that top of hers so I could suck on her nipples. 
‘People are going to talk if they see me... you know... flirting with other guys...’ 
‘I suppose so.’ 
She leaned back against the edge of her desk, amused at how horny I was for her after just one day of flirting with other guys. I kissed my way down her stomach, and crouching before her, pulled open the fly of her jeans. 
‘Maybe I should save it for when we’re... you know... out at night...’ she said, wriggling her hips to help me pull her jeans down, revealing a pink thong.
‘Mmm...’ I said. 
‘But you were so right... it is so much fun, you know, flirting...’ 
I kissed the front of her thong, and could smell how excited she was. Slipping it off her hips, and down her thighs to allow it to fall to the ground, I moved in to kiss her there. She parted her legs a little to grant me access. 
‘There’s a guy in my French class...’ she said as I sucked on her pussy lips, ‘...I guess we always smile at each other, say ‘hello’, but he’s really cute... and now I feel like I can go sit next to him at tomorrow’s class...’ 
‘You can,’ I smiled up at her, loving how she was taking advantage of this freedom I was offering her, though a piece of me now wished I was minoring in French Language, rather than politics, so that I might see her sit next to her crush the next day. 
As I lapped at her pussy, I swear I could tell she was thinking about the guy in her French class—fantasizing about him. Her breathing deepened, her nipples stiffened further, and her pussy was only getting wetter despite my efforts to lap up her tangy juices. 
‘I think... I shouldn’t be too obvious, though,’ she said, giggling. ‘People will think I’ve suddenly turned into some kind of slut.’
‘I would think it might take a while for people to think you’re like that,’ I said, getting her to turn, to present her delectable rear to me. 
I ate her out from behind for a while, something she wasn’t expecting, something that amused her. I guess I was treating her differently now that she was being a little naughty, now that she was starting to indulge my fantasies. It all just made me want to pay much more attention to her, rather than go straight in for a quickie. 
Then I stood, and slid my hard cock into her from behind while she leaned over her desk. 
‘What if... people see me... going on dates with David... or other guys...’ 
‘The guy from your French class, maybe?’ I joked. I couldn’t believe Gracie was contemplating dating guys, plural. If you’d asked me before to predict how she’d behave if we finally decided to try all this non-monogamy stuff, I would have told you that if she went for someone like David, she would probably date only David for a while, until the relationship petered out for whatever reason. But that wasn’t happening at all. 
‘Flynn,’ she said. ‘He’s called Flynn.’
‘Are people going to find out?’ I asked her. 
‘People find things out,’ she said. ‘Pretty much everything that’s happened to my friends was gossiped about way before any of them actually told me to my face what was going on.’
‘I suppose...’ 
‘This isn’t the biggest college in the world... and it’s kind of a small world, you know?’ 
 I came inside her, and she came along with me. It seemed easier, now, for us to time things together like that. Afterward, we watched a couple of movies together, chilling out on her bed, and I guess when it seemed clear her roommate wouldn’t be coming back that night, we ended up making love again, falling asleep together. 
In the morning, she had her French class first thing, but I had the luxury of being able to sleep in. I lounged in her bed and when she came back from taking a shower, I got to watch her dress. When she was deciding on what to wear, she usually ended up asking my advice, and it seemed hot to me to persuade her to wear the hottest outfit available. She had gotten a lot of new clothes, I noticed—shopping with Hailey, I assumed. All her underwear seemed to be new, too. I remembered how hot it had been to see her in that blue top she’d had on the previous day. Now I managed to persuade her to wear a skirt—a khaki number that reached only mid-thigh, held up by a matching belt. She ended up wearing a white tank top with it. 
‘I was going to take that back, it’s a size too small,’ she said. 
‘You look amazing in it,’ I said, of course, enthused at how tight it was on her. 
When she went out, looking so stunning, and I knew she was going to sit by her crush in her French class, I was trembling a little to picture it. 
Later, I went to grab lunch in the cafeteria, and there was Gracie in a secluded corner of the room, sitting opposite a fairly good-looking dark-haired guy who had to be the guy from her French class. Eating lunch like it’s their first date. 
I texted her:
(Joe): Don’t you think David would be jealous? ;-)
I watched her pull her phone out of the little purse hanging over the back of her chair. She smiled as she read my text message, but was careful enough not to look around the cafeteria to see where I was. Only when she saw her French class buddy was looking at his Bolognese did she glance over, and smile when her big green eyes connected with mine, albeit briefly. 
She texted back, 
(Gracie): I never told David we were exclusive ;-) And he already knows I have a boyfriend. 
Now I saw her crush ask her who she was texting, and she was able to spin some story to satisfy his curiosity without much trouble. 
‘Hey, Bud.’ A friend from my dorm, Gravitz, deposited his lunch tray opposite mine. 
‘Hey, Gravvy.’ 
‘That your Gracie over there with some guy?’ 
I rolled my eyes, without letting him see. People were far too god damn observant. Suddenly this college campus seemed very, very small. Maybe Gracie and I were going to have to come up with some kind of cover story, if we were going to pursue this weird little sexual kink of mine. 
The rest of that week, my friends were curious, but easily placated by explanations about Gracie and I giving each other a little more space so that we weren’t stifled by the relationship, given that it was going so long, and we didn’t want it to go stale. They seemed to buy the story that just because she was away chatting with other guys, she wasn’t actively looking to cheat on me or have some kind of open relationship.
Then Friday arrived, the day Gracie was due to meet David again for another date. A full-length date, this time. I didn’t tell any of my friends that she was going out with some other guy, and I felt fairly secure that none of them would find out, if the date itself was somewhere suitably off-campus. But at lunch that day, Gracie’s roommate Hailey came up to me and sat down opposite me, declaring: 
‘So you’re really letting her go out on a date with another guy tonight?’



Six
 
 
 
‘It’s just a bit of fun,’ I said, trying to play it down while being in no position whatsoever to do so. 
Hailey—who seemed to be on the fringes of the ‘cool’ crowd at college, with ambitions to be more firmly in that particular sphere, and to drag Gracie along with her—was not having any of my downplaying. 
‘But it is a date,’ said the blonde, sharply, her blue eyes piercing me. 
‘She told you?’ I couldn’t help but be surprised that Gracie would have let slip this kind of information. 
‘I knew something was happening,’ Hailey said, with more than a hint of smugness in her tone. ‘We went to the mall and she bought the nicest dress ever. And you should see the lingerie she got.’ 
I felt myself blush, and tried to look as though I was simply coughing, maybe I’d gotten something caught in my throat. I guess you couldn’t hide much from a roommate—and Gracie’s roommate was inclined to borrow her clothes, and monitor exactly what she was adding to her collection.
‘You okay there, Sport?’ she said, but her wry smile told me she knew what was going on, there was no use in hiding anything. I was a little annoyed with myself, because I could have probably just about denied it, said she’d bought her new clothes for a wedding we were going to in the summer or something. 
‘I’m not going to tell anyone,’ she insisted. ‘I just want to know what the hell’s going on with you guys. You’ve been together, like, forever. And now suddenly she’s going out on a date with some postgrad guy?’
I shrugged, again trying to make it seem like it wasn’t such a big deal. ‘I just don’t happen to think that it’ll really hurt our relationship.’ 
‘Are you kidding me? She bought some uber-sexy underwear to impress him. You really don’t think she’s not going to sleep with him?’ 
Another shrug. I was having a hard time trying to seem relaxed and not at all fazed by any of this. But really, I was feeling a little giddy, I was shaking a little as she told me this new information—Gracie had gone out and bought sexy lingerie for her date? That was incredible news. Incredibly hot. 
‘Are you messing around with her?’ Hailey asked me. 
‘No, why would I want to mess around with her?’ 
‘I don’t know... you want to dump her, but you don’t want to be seen to be the one dumping her, so you encourage her to go on some weird date with another guy...’ 
‘I’m not dumping her. I would never—’ I said. 
‘But you are letting her sleep with another guy—and Flynn, you know she’s been hanging out with Flynn Valance?’ 
‘I know,’ I said, with impeccable nonchalance. 
‘You know she’s had a secret crush on him for, like, forever?’ 
‘She’s having fun,’ I said, as though it was the most obvious thing in the world for a boyfriend to say about his girlfriend. ‘I’m okay with her having fun.’
‘And you’re not jealous?’ 
I shook my head, took another bite of lunch. 
‘So what is this, some weird kind of open relationship? Are you dating... other girls?’
‘No, of course not.’ 
‘You’re just okay with her dating other guys.’ 
I sighed. I had no choice but to try to explain it to her. I figured she was going to spread gossip anyway if I didn’t open up to her. But if I did open up to her, perhaps I could take her on her word that she wouldn’t tell anybody else. Like in a lawyer-client relationship. 
‘She’s never been with anyone except me,’ I said, and saw Hailey’s face shift into a less judgmental, more receptive expression as she saw that I was trying to explain. 
‘No, she hasn’t,’ she agreed, prompting me to continue with this. 
‘I just...’ I said, searching for the right words, ‘...I guess a lot of my friends and her friends have been splitting up recently, because they want to have the whole college experience... they don’t want to settle for one guy, or one girl, all the way through college.’ 
‘It is kind of boring that Gracie met you when she did,’ Hailey agreed. 
‘So I told her. Maybe I don’t want her to get to the end of college and feel that she’s wasted her chance to... you know... have a little fun in the dating world. I don’t want her to regret missing out—’ 
‘So you’re splitting up with her?’ Hailey’s face crumpled up momentarily, as though she thought I must be crazy to end my relationship out of fear that my girlfriend wasn’t getting enough experience with dating. 
‘No,’ I insisted. ‘No, the whole point is, I don’t want to split up with her. I don’t want to get to junior year and find that she wants to break up because she’s never been with anyone else, and she’s curious what it would be like with other guys, and maybe some guy she’s always liked is hitting on her...’ 
‘You don’t want to break up with her, so you think it’s a good idea for her to date other guys as well?’ 
I shrugged. ‘I just think it would strengthen what we have in the long-run.’ 
‘She’s going to sleep with other guys... fuck other guys... but she’ll still be dating you at the same time... and then what? You two will get married?’ 
‘I don’t see why not,’ I said. 
I could see I’d totally baffled Hailey. It was kind of a nice feeling, she was such a wise-ass normally. Hailey glanced around us again, to check no one was attempting to eavesdrop. It actually reassured me about talking with her. 
‘So how’s it going to work?’ she asked me. ‘You guys have... what... temporary breaks? So she can date someone... and then you get back together?’ 
I shook my head. ‘We don’t need any breaks. We don’t need to split up, temporary or otherwise.’ 
‘You just... let her date other guys... so she sleeps with this David guy tonight... and then she’ll see you again tomorrow?’ 
‘Something like that,’ I said, feeling the butterflies fluttering around my stomach, my every blood vessel buzzing. Did Hailey know Gracie was planning on sleeping with David that night, for certain? 
‘And it won’t, like, make you seriously pissed that she just slept with some other guy?’ 
‘Why should it?’ 
She just gazed at me, one eyebrow raised, for what seemed like an age. Then she said, ‘I can’t tell... if you’re, like, the most amazing boyfriend ever... or you’re the craziest ever.’ 
And that was that. 
 
 
*
 
 
That evening, I had dinner in the cafeteria by myself. I thought I’d give Gracie some space, so she didn’t feel like I was crowding her on the night of her date, so she didn’t feel like I might try to persuade her out of it. 
It was exciting—I had this constant buzzing feeling throughout my whole body, as though I were about to get on a plane to go on the most incredible vacation. 
I was just finishing up my food when my phone bleeped to let me know a text message was coming through. This time, it was from Hailey. Took a few moments to load up—and then, here it was, a photograph of Gracie in a very sexy pink and white floral dress, apparently posing in her room. 
There was a message with the photo:
(Hailey): She’s all ready for her date! You coming to wish her luck? 
I escaped the cafeteria and headed straight for Gracie’s dorm. On the way, Hailey sent me another picture, this time with Gracie lifting the hem of her dress enough for me to see her black thigh-high lace-topped stockings, and a matching black lace thong. Wow. She looked incredible.
She’d never worn lingerie like that for me. 
I was so hard—why would she go so far as to dress up like that, if she wasn’t intending on showing it to her date? 
When I got to her room, Gracie was surprised to see me. 
‘Oh... uh... hey,’ she said, blushing as I saw her in her date outfit. It felt almost like I was the groom seeing the bride in her dress before the wedding. 
I glanced over at Hailey, who smirked at me, silently admitting she was messing with me in getting me to come here before Gracie’s date. 
‘I just... wanted to wish you luck,’ I said, and Gracie only seemed to blush more deeply. 
‘Thanks,’ she reached up to kiss me, though only on the cheek. She was wearing new perfume, which I’d never smelled before. It was kind of sexy, sophisticated. 
We heard the buzz from Gracie’s phone. She glanced at it and said: ‘He’s outside.’ 
Jesus. My heart was thumping so hard in my chest, a million times a minute. 
Gracie looked up at me, nervous, excited, perhaps even slightly afraid. She said, ‘You’re sure about this?’ 
I took a deep breath and nodded. ‘Uh-huh.’ 
She kissed me again, this time briefly on the mouth. I noticed her lipstick, waxy on her lips. Her face was much more made up than she’d ever been with me. 
‘I’d better go,’ she said. 
‘You have fun, honey,’ Hailey said. ‘You look incredible.’ 
I smiled at her. ‘You do,’ I said. ‘He’s a lucky guy.’ 
She smiled, and I just loved how excited and nervous she looked. ‘I’ll see you later?’ 
‘Of course,’ I nodded. 
Then I was watching her walk down the hallway, before she disappeared down the stairs. 
‘She’s really doing it,’ Hailey said, looking stunned that this was really happening, that I was standing there letting Gracie walk away like this. 
‘Uh-huh,’ I said, feeling as stunned as Hailey looked, but no doubt for different reasons. It was strange—I felt as though someone had my heart in their hand and was squeezing it. And the tightness around my heart somehow made my breathing difficult, labored. 
‘So what happens now?’ Hailey asked me. Her voice snapped me out of a daze—for a moment, I’d even forgotten she was there. 
‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘I guess I wait until she’s done with her date.’ 
‘You don’t have plans for tonight?’ 
I shook my head. 
‘You want to go on a date with me instead?’ 
I looked at her, startled. ‘Are you kidding me?’ 
She grinned. ‘We wouldn’t have to tell anybody. I mean... fair’s fair, right?’ 
I sighed. I mean, don’t get me wrong, Hailey was perfectly attractive. But this really wasn’t about me wanting to see other girls. Gracie was mine, and to have her fulfilling my fantasy made her so desirable in my eyes, she eclipsed anybody else. Also, it seemed awful that her best friend would hit on me as soon as she was out the door. ‘It’s really not like that, Hailey,’ I said. ‘I’m not doing this because I want to see other people.’ 
‘Are you sure?’ Hailey folded her arms under her breasts, emphasizing her cleavage. She stepped toward me. ‘We could have a little fun right here... nobody would know...’
 I took a step back. ‘You really don’t get what this is about, do you?’ 
She cracked a smile, and took a step back from me herself. ‘I just wanted to see how you’d react,’ she said. ‘You’re right, though. I don’t really get what this is about.’ 
Then she said, ‘Come on—why don’t we get some dinner, and you can tell me.’ 
‘I already ate,’ I said. 
She rolled her eyes, but grinned, ‘You do know she told me where David’s taking her for dinner, right?’ 
 
 
*
 
 
I hadn’t intended on spying on Gracie, but Hailey’s curiosity was kind of infectious. We went in her car, to a restaurant on the other side of town—away from the college campus, and the stores, and the restaurants that were generally saturated with college students. 
We went in some time after Gracie and David, but as we entered we could instantly see where they were sitting—so asked for a table some distance from them. 
Hailey was wearing a baseball cap, and kept pushing it down so the visor covered her face. 
‘You should probably take that off, since we’re inside,’ I said. ‘You look kind of obvious, you know.’ 
She giggled. ‘Says the guy hiding behind a menu, and peering over it every five seconds to spy on his cheating girlfriend.’ 
I put the menu down. Across the room, Gracie seemed so into David that there probably wasn’t much danger of us being spotted anyway. ‘She’s not cheating,’ I told Hailey. ‘It’s not cheating when I know it’s happening.’
‘And when you approve, right?’ Hailey’s eyes sparkled. 
‘Uh-huh.’ 
I could hardly believe my Gracie was flirting away with that guy. She looked so happy, and so thrilled to be there. I felt vindicated, and so turned on. 
‘He seems like a nice guy,’ Hailey said. 
‘Yup.’ 
‘Are you at all worried she’ll want to stay with him... instead of you?’ 
‘No, not at all.’ 
‘Jesus, you can’t take your eyes off her.’ Hailey seemed envious. Gracie glanced around, taking in her surroundings, and I suddenly got worried that she’d see me, and that she’d take offense to me spying on her. I looked away, paid more attention to the menu, and to Hailey. 
‘How come you’re not out with someone tonight?’ I asked her. 
‘I just split up with Oliver,’ she said, referring to Oliver Meakes, a football player I didn’t really know personally. ‘I guess... he’s not ready for anything serious right now.’ 
‘Uh-huh,’ I said knowingly, as though it all proved my point. 
‘Besides, this is way more interesting than a date with that idiot. Look at you! You’re so totally into this, aren’t you?’ 
‘What do you mean?’ 
The waiter turned up, and we ordered a plate of nachos to split between us, along with sodas since neither of us felt particularly confident testing out our fake IDs on this particular waiter. I noticed that Gracie had a large glass of red wine in front of her, while David was drinking soda as the designated driver. 
Once the waiter was gone, Hailey said, ‘This isn’t just about you allowing Gracie to have fun with other guys, is it?’ 
‘What makes you say that?’ 
‘Oh, come on. You couldn’t be more obvious. You look as though a couple of Playboy Playmates are sat talking over there, wearing nothing but their underwear.’ 
Gracie and David were laughing together. I couldn’t deny that it was a thrill to watch her having such fun with him. Flirting away, flashing her eyes at him, toying with her hair, smiling at him non-stop. 
‘I like that she’s happy,’ I said, in something of a daze. ‘She’s so... beautiful.’ 
‘It’s more than that, though, isn’t it?’ 
I noticed her staring at me as though I was some kind of museum exhibit.
She said, ‘You know what he’s planning for after dinner?’ 
‘What?’
‘He’s taking her dancing at a club. Dancing and drinking... dancing some more... holding each other close...’ I could tell Hailey was teasing me, but I didn’t really mind. 
‘Sounds good,’ I said, trying to act casual, relaxed.
‘Their hands will be all over each other... and then he’ll probably kiss her... I bet there’ll be lots of kissing...’ Hailey’s voice was quiet, seductive. I couldn’t help but be drawn by her suggestions, my heart rate picking up, my manhood thickening between my thighs. 
She said, ‘And then when they’re both all hot and sweaty... he’ll take her home, and she’ll invite him in, and they’ll kiss some more... and tear off each other’s clothes...’
Suddenly, I felt something move between my legs. For a split second, Hailey’s foot, without her shoe, slid between my thighs and over the bulge lurking in my pants, feeling out my sizable erection. 
‘Jesus!’ I exclaimed, and she quickly pulled her foot back out of my lap as I snapped my thighs together. 
‘My God,’ she said, her face full of surprise. ‘You really are a complete horn-dog!’ 
I flushed, embarrassed, hoping it was dark enough in there to conceal some of my shame. ‘It’s none of your business,’ I muttered. 
‘I was right,’ Hailey said smugly. The waiter turned up to serve our mountain of nachos. While he was standing there, I felt Hailey attempt to wedge her foot back in between my thighs again, and shot her a dark look for doing so while the waiter was still there, so that I couldn’t yell at her. 
Then, we were alone again. 
Hailey said, ‘It turns you on, doesn’t it? Gracie being with someone else.’ 
‘It’s none of your business,’ I repeated myself. 
‘What kind of... I mean... I never heard anything like it,’ she said, in awe apparently. ‘You really think... it’s hot... Gracie cheating on you?’ 
I attacked the mound of nachos—not because I was hungry but as some attempt at distraction. It wasn’t particularly successful as distractions went. 
‘It’s not cheating,’ I said. ‘I told you already.’ 
‘It turns you on that she’s going to sleep with him?’ 
I shrugged. 
‘You want to watch her have sex with him?’ 
I shook my head. ‘I don’t need to watch...’ 
‘But I bet that would be hot, right?’ 
I felt myself getting hard again. It felt kind of awkward, sitting there with Gracie’s best friend while getting so turned on by Gracie sitting on the other side of the room, dating another guy. It seemed too dangerous to me, too uncomfortable.
‘I’m sorry, I have to go,’ I said, putting a twenty down on the table to cover more than my half of the meal. 
 Hailey looked mildly disappointed, but also somehow victorious as I scuttled away, but I was more focused on escaping without Gracie noticing. Outside, I was waiting for an Uber car when Hailey came out. 
‘Come on, at least let me give you a ride back to college,’ she said. 
 
 
*
 
 
‘You really think she’ll stay with you, long-term?’ Hailey asked as we drove back. 
‘I hope so,’ I said. 
‘But you have to admit, this whole strategy of yours... is kind of crazy.’ 
‘Probably is. But we’re just trying something, you know? If she’s not happy with it, or if I’m not happy with it... I guess we’ll stop.’ 
‘But she might not want to stop. And you’re just giving her away.’ 
I shrugged. I felt like I knew the risks. ‘If Gracie feels like she needs more than I can give her... then I’d understand,’ I said. ‘I mean... I guess in the back of my mind I have this assumption that one day, maybe she’ll want someone else.’ 
‘Maybe she won’t,’ Hailey said, and in the darkness of the drive home, it seemed to me suddenly there was pity in her voice. 
Then she said, ‘You know, if it was me, and my boyfriend wanted me to sleep with other guys... well, if I knew for a fact that it wasn’t because he wanted to see other people too, I’d think it was really hot.’ 
We were silent after that. Hailey dropped me off at my dorm, and I went up in the hope that my roommate wasn’t up there with his date. To my relief, he wasn’t. I lounged in bed, watched Netflix, did some emailing. Nothing I could really do was going to take my mind off the fact that Gracie was out on a date, however. Most of the time, I lay there wondering what they might be doing at that moment. Dancing? Drinking? Making out?
It got to midnight, and I thought about driving over to stake out her window again, to see if she brought him back to her place after the date. I didn’t. Somehow, I drifted off to sleep.
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Her text message woke me up. 
(Gracie): Are you awake? I just finished with my date ;-) 
Reading it made me lose all shred of sleepiness. I fired back: 
(Joe): I’m awake—you want to come to my room? Roommate’s out tonight. 
(Gracie): I’ll be there in 20 xxx
Twenty minutes. I debated what to wear, what kind of picture I should give her regarding what I’d been doing all night. What would she be happiest thinking, that I’d had a fairly normal night and gone to bed as usual—or that I’d been up all the time, waiting for her on the edge of my seat. 
In the end, I put on a few clothes—t-shirt, jeans, and sat on my bed as though I’d been lounging around, waiting for her but not too concerned. Maybe a little hint of cologne. It felt like a first date again, I was so nervous. Had she done it? Had she gone all the way? 
And would she still want me if she had? 
At last, there was a little knock on the door. Gracie entered, looking gorgeous in that little floral dress of hers—but I noticed a difference immediately. Her stockings were gone, and I didn’t need to look too closely to see that she wasn’t wearing a bra any more, either. 
‘Hey,’ she said, offering me one of her prettiest smiles. 
‘What happened to your clothes?’ I said, shifting to the edge of the bed, pulling her to me. 
‘My clothes?’ she said, innocently. 
I reached up to slip the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and peeled it down far enough to expose her bare breasts. No bra—that was confirmed.
‘Your underwear,’ I said. ‘You left it at his place?’
‘I guess so,’ she said with a mischievous smirk. 
I kissed her in between her breasts, and took a deep breath—she smelled different, quite different. There was still a hint of her new perfume, but there was also a man’s cologne there, and the earthy hint of bodily scents. I shivered, feeling a little giddy at the confirmation of my sweet girlfriend’s infidelity. 
‘You had fun?’ I asked her, and it was almost pointless as questions went. She had this whole glow about her, she was trembling slightly, so buzzed from her night out with David.
‘Oh, yes,’ she giggled. 
She put her hands on my neck, and leaned down to kiss my mouth. Again, I was struck by how different she smelled, how different she tasted. 
‘What happened?’ I asked her. 
‘Dinner... dancing...’ she grinned, as I went back to kissing her breasts, licking her nipples, drawing out little moans as I sucked them into my mouth. 
‘You went back to his place?’ 
‘Uh-huh. We chilled out... made out a little... and then he was giving me a massage...’ She kissed my mouth again, and then she said: ‘He knows everything now, Joe. About us.’ 
We parted, and I looked up at her for an explanation. She put her hands on my shoulders and looked vaguely apologetic for some reason. ‘I guess I was nervous, and he was so calm and patient... and he’s so easy to talk to...’ 
‘You told him... before the massage or after?’ 
‘During,’ she said. 
‘What kind of massage was it? You were lying down?’
‘I was sitting on the couch with him. He was just doing my shoulders and neck to start with, but then my dress came down... and I took off my bra...’ 
I went back to kissing her breasts, showing them the kind of attention I probably hadn’t since we first started dating. She was just so gorgeous in my eyes, fresh from her date with another guy. I couldn’t explain it—it was as though I’d taken some drug that had opened my eyes to her true beauty. 
She said, ‘He asked me if my boyfriend knew I’d gone out on a date with him, and I... well, I just found it really hard to lie to him.’ 
‘So what did you say?’ 
‘I said you knew. I said you were the first guy I’d been with, and you were worried you wouldn’t be enough, so you’d suggested I see other people as well for a while.’ 
‘Okay,’ I nodded. ‘And what did he say to that?’ 
She grinned. ‘He asked if we were doing an open relationship, if you were out dating other girls to get more experience. I told him no, that you’d been with other girls in high school, so you didn’t feel like you needed more experience. And then he asked me if I was the one who first suggested dating other guys as well, or if you suggested it first.’ 
‘Oh, yeah?’ I was quietly impressed, David was clearly a sharp cookie. 
‘I told him you had this bug up your ass about me getting curious, someday, about what it would be like with other guys...’ 
I laughed, and she smirked, then reached forward to pull my t-shirt off over my head. ‘Hey, that is what happened,’ she insisted. 
‘Oh, I know. But now... I get the idea that you kind of like a little attention from other guys as well,’ I grinned. 
‘Maybe... a little attention is nice...’ She ran her hands down my bare chest, dropping down to her knees to pull open my belt and then the fly of my jeans. ‘David wanted to know how you felt about it when I met him in Chili’s the other night, and if I’d told you that we... you know... made out...’ 
‘What did you tell him?’ 
I lifted my hips on the edge of the bed to allow Gracie to pull my jeans and underwear down past my knees, exposing my full hard-on. She smiled sweetly as she took hold of it in both hands. ‘That you liked hearing about it... that it kinda turned you on...’ 
Her hands felt so good on my shaft, squeezing, stroking it. And the way she smiled as she touched me made it seem like I was proving her correct in everything she’d told her new lover. 
I was a little surprised she’d told him, though. 
‘Did it freak him out, what you said about me?’ I asked her. 
She shook her head straight away. ‘No,’ she said, and ducked down to kiss the tip of my hard cock. ‘He said he’d read about guys like you. He said it’s not all that uncommon...’ 
‘He did, huh?’ I groaned as she stretched her lips around my tip, and then sank down on my shaft, enveloping the first two or three inches in the wonderful heat of her mouth. 
Then she sat up and smiled, as though impressed with me. ‘He said from what he read, it’s usually married guys who feel like you do... guys in their thirties or older,’ she said. 
I felt strangely validated by what she was reporting of David’s comments. I guess under the surface, despite wanting to make our mark on the world, guys just want to feel normal, that they aren’t all that different from other guys. Hearing that this kind of thing wasn’t all that uncommon after all... I suppose it made me feel less of a freak. 
Gracie giggled, ‘He said if you were already at the stage of wanting to share me with other guys... you must really love me.’ 
‘I do,’ I agreed, and it struck me as kind of hot that she was licking my cock, gazing at it as though comparing it to something she’d seen earlier that evening. I asked her, ‘So what did he say after all that? He still wants to date you?’
‘Yeah, he said if I want to see him more, I can see him more, he’s not concerned about our relationship.’ 
‘So what happened the rest of the date? You were with him a while...’ 
‘We were... you know... making out... I guess he went down on me for a while...’ 
‘He did?’ I felt a little quiver of excitement. ‘And did you... with him...?’
‘Only with my hand,’ she smiled. 
I urged her up, and pulled the dress the rest of the way off her, revealing her startling lack of underwear. I was shaking a little. Another guy had really gone down on her? 
‘What was it like?’ I asked her, urging her down on the bed. ‘Was he good?’ 
‘I... I think so,’ she said cautiously. 
‘Good.’ I lay between her pale thighs, gazing up at the dark patch of down over her mound, and her pink, glistening flower. ‘Did he make you come?’ 
‘I... I think so.’ 
‘You don’t know so?’ I smiled as I began kissing around her inner thighs, and up to within inches of her soaking pussy, breathing in the strong spice of her arousal.
‘I guess... oh...’
She moaned as I gently parted her pussy lips with my fingers, and slipped the tip of my tongue along her slick groove. I was in awe that Gracie had allowed another guy here, to be this intimate with her. It made me feel a little giddy—not necessarily because of what he had done with her, but because if she was going to be that intimate with him, it meant that very soon she would most likely go the whole way with him. 
She tasted so good. It was something to do with the raging hormones inside me, perhaps, reacting to the idea that I had to win this woman from my rivals. Perhaps I was reacting to pheromones she gave off after some physical attention from another guy. 
My sudden hunger for her was startling, powerful, and made her come more than once even before I’d had the chance to slide my thick, hard cock inside her. 
This whole sharing fetish was crazy. I was surprised more guys hadn’t tried it before.



Eight
 
 
 
To tell the truth, I was expecting David to blow her off at any moment. I thought he’d change his mind about seeing her after he had time to think about the fact that she was also in a relationship with me. I was surprised that he went through with the next date, that he was there when she went out for dinner with him. I was surprised that he didn’t end things with her before they had time to order food. I was surprised that they had cocktails after their food, and then went on to a bar afterward. 
I was extra surprised about ten o’clock when there was a knock on my door, and when I opened it, Gracie was there saying brightly, ‘Hey, sweetie! This is David.’ 
He was right there, standing behind her with a polite but faintly uncertain smile on his face. 
David. He came completely as she’d described. Tonight, he was dressed fairly casually in an old heavy metal band t-shirt, and black jeans. 
‘Hey, man.’ I shook his hand, and stepped aside for them both to come into the room. 
‘Hey,’ he smiled warmly. I think he saw me shiver, as he said, friendly enough, ‘Nervous?’ I think my apparent anxiety somehow made him feel less nervous about me. 
I smiled. ‘Never done anything like this before.’
‘Me neither,’ he nodded. ‘Pretty wild, huh?’ 
Gracie was dressed casually too, but her casual these days meant a midriff-baring top with skin tight jeans and thigh-high suede boots. Out of the three of us, she seemed the least nervous of all. 
‘Look, if you want me to go...’ I offered, but David shook his head. 
‘I never got to do wild stuff in college,’ he said. ‘I feel like I’m running out of opportunities.’ 
‘He wants you to stay,’ Gracie told me, and ushered me over to my roommate’s bed, where she had me sit. 
Jesus. I was shivering all over now, butterflies fluttering all through my insides. 
‘I went through three years of college before I even started dating,’ David said. ‘I was always so focused on studying. I kind of wish I’d done more... you know... tried more stuff...’
‘Well, now you can,’ Gracie said, and put her arms around him, then stretched up for a kiss. David was certainly taller than her, though not as tall as me. I wonder if he’d been a bigger guy if he’d have been more intimidating, but right here, he just seemed friendly, no real threat. 
And now he was kissing her, right in front of me. Gracie wrapped her hands around his neck, while his hands slipped around her hips. It took my breath away. 
After their kiss, Gracie turned to look at me briefly, to gauge my reaction. I could only flash a broad smile her way—to be honest, I didn’t really know what to do with myself as I sat there, watching, my cock hard but concealed with my jeans. I was too self-conscious to pull it out and respond to the burning need I felt. 
‘Joe thought you’d run for the hills when I told you the whole truth about us,’ Gracie laughed, and now sat on the bed in front of David, running her hands up his t-shirt, over his chest. 
‘Are you kidding?’ David said, gently stroking her cheek with one hand. ‘When someone as gorgeous as you says she wants to sleep with me?’ 
Gracie said, ‘When I insisted that Joe be here when it happens... not all guys would agree to that.’ 
‘If it was you, I’m sure they would,’ he said. 
Now my girlfriend was unfastening the belt and the fly on David’s pants. I could hardly believe my eyes. There was his cock, right there in front of me, inches away from Gracie, though she now sat back, as though to feast her eyes on it before things got more intimate. I think, perhaps, she was just getting her head around how strange this was, how strange and how hot. 
Then the two of them kissed again, David stooping over her, Gracie tilting her head up to him. Sucking on each other’s lips, tongues slipping in here and there. She grabbed a hold of his face as they kissed, and now she leaned back on the bed, pulling him with her, down onto the bed. He lay beside her, one hand draped over her as they continued to kiss. 
And now as they lay there, his hand drifted down to between her legs. He stroked her there for a few moments, and then moved his hand up to cup and fondle her breasts. Gracie seemed so relaxed, moaning quietly as he touched her. I was totally on edge. It seemed so strange, so confusing. She was my girlfriend, she’d been mine for months and months. But now he had her. 
‘You know, when you first started talking to me at that bar,’ David said, as their kiss finally came to an end. ‘I thought maybe you were one of those girls who... works as an escort... you know... to get through college...’ 
‘An escort?’ Gracie said in mock horror, and pulled herself up from the bed. 
I wondered if she’d taken offense, but then she was slipping off her clothes, and doing so right in front of me. My little treat, it seemed. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. 
Jesus. 
She looked just incredible. She brushed her hair out of her face, and David stood up behind her, naked from the waist down. He kissed her over her shoulder, and the two of them looked so much like a couple it made me wince. 
He fondled her breasts a little, but then right there in front of me, his hand dropped between her legs, and he was touching her there, stroking her, his hand covering the small patch of brown hair over her mound. 
Gracie reached behind herself, and now she was stroking him, holding his cock, exploring it with one hand. She turned, helping him to remove his t-shirt, and then with both of them now naked, she shoved him back down onto the bed. She dropped down, and touched her lips to his cock. David brushed her hair out of the way so that we could see her taking him in her mouth. Gracie glanced over toward me while her cheeks were stuffed full of his hardness, and even smiled as she saw me riveted to what I was watching. 
But then just as I’d gotten my head around the sight of her going down on him, she was off him, and reaching over to me with one hand, silently asking for something. 
It took me a moment to realize what she wanted. A condom. I fished it out of my pocket. God. It was almost like the best man handing over the ring at a wedding ceremony—this little square of foil had real, serious meaning as I passed it to Gracie. It was like the symbol of my granting her consent to cheat on me. 
I was breathing hard as I watched her tear open the packet, and now use both hands to roll the condom down on David’s shaft. This was it, this was the moment. The line was about to be crossed. 
Then she was up again, climbing onto him, straddling his body, going in for another kiss before lining up his manhood between her thighs. 
Oh wow. 
I stood up, quietly, so that I could take a quick look and actually see when she had him exactly where she wanted him, and now she slowly eased her hips down, and took him inside her. I had to stifle a gasp. 
I returned to my seat as she started to move on him, her breathing deepening rapidly as she fucked him for the first time. Her second ever cock. She sat up as she continued to bounce on him, flicking her hair back over her shoulders. Smiling as she looked over at me. 
‘You like watching us?’ she asked me. 
‘Oh, yes.’ 
She looked sensational, riding him, her body writhing and rocking, her breasts swaying, her nipples so hard. And the way she looked at me while she was fucking him was perhaps the hottest thing of all. It was like she was making love to me, but using this other guy as a toy to enhance her experience.
 It seemed to last for ages, and after a while I couldn’t help but slip out my own cock, to stroke it as I watched. David didn’t need to see. Gracie seemed to like seeing it. I was feeling all light-headed and so turned on. So strange. So erotic, but so strange. I’d seen plenty of pornography, but this was really happening, in the flesh, right in front of me. I could move, and my view of their intercourse changed. I could smile at Gracie, the star of the show, and she would smile back at me. I could breathe in and smell the earthy, musky scent of their sex. 
It was so real. And the star of this sex show was my girlfriend. 
Here she was as I moved behind her, her firm butt rising and falling as another man’s cock sank into her again and again, his shaft glistening with her juices. 
‘Hey, come here,’ she said, as I saw her pace on him slow, and then stop. 
‘Me?’ I smiled, and approached. 
‘Give me yours, too.’ 
Mine, too. Again, it took a few moments for my overwhelmed brain to process what she wanted. She signaled with her eyes, and I felt no choice but to comply, pushing down my pants and underwear the rest of the way, stepping out of them, clambering onto the bed by the pillow, kneeling up to give her my cock. 
She leaned over, and took the top few inches of my hardness in my mouth. She was moaning as she did so, as though she was the one getting pleasure from it—but my guess was, it seemed so naughty to her, having two guys inside her at the same time, it did give her that extra sexual pleasure. 
It wasn’t easy like that, however. Her body was twisted, and off-balance, and while David did his best to thrust into her from underneath, it wasn’t ideal. 
Instead, she pulled off him, and turned over completely so that she was on all fours. David needed little encouragement, he was soon behind her, sliding into her, fucking her doggie-style while she leaned forward to take my cock back into her mouth. 
Wow. It would have been hot enough watching another man fucking her from this position, but I had the added stimulation of her hot mouth enveloping my cock while I watched. She continued to moan like this was the adventure of a lifetime. It seemed so wild, and so unlikely to me. Gracie, being spit-roasted. This was the kind of thing football stars, jocks, did with their groupies, wasn’t it? David and I... and Gracie, I suppose, were anything but jocks. 
After a while, the stimulation seemed too much for Gracie. She pulled off my cock and sank her head down, focusing on David’s thrusting into her from behind. 
Crying quietly, ’Oh please... fuck me... fuck me...’ 
I was just stroking myself watching them, sitting down on the end of the bed so I was still close to Gracie’s head. After a while, she lifted up, and she was looking right in my eyes while he fucked her from behind. 
‘Fuck... oh fuck...’ 
Little yelps as she came closer and closer to orgasm, her whole body rocked again and again and again by his thrusts. 
David said, ‘I’m gonna come.’ 
And she looked back at him, briefly, and said, ‘Come... come...’ 
She was gasping and yelping like an animal in pain, while David quietly groaned and grunted, his body jerking a little as he came inside my girlfriend. 
I was just stunned. 
My girlfriend had fucked someone else, right in front of me. She had shattered monogamous norms for our relationship. She’d had his cock in her pussy. He had come inside her, albeit within a condom. 
They stayed still a while, as the feelings sank in, as they processed it all. 
Then there was the wet sound of David withdrawing from Gracie’s pussy, and he took a step back. 
‘You guys’ll need some time, huh?’ he said, with a slightly awkward smile. 
 It felt so strange. I saw Gracie shiver, and it really wasn’t cold in there. She looked up at me, and seemed nervous, her big, green eyes seeking out any hint of emotion on my face to determine how I really felt about her now that she had been all the way with another guy. 
I smiled, trying to be reassuring, and she gave me an anxious smile back, one that posed a serious question: do you still love me? 
I felt awkward in front of David, and I’m guessing Gracie didn’t really want to talk in front of him, either. I lay down beside her on the bed, spooning her, touching my hardness up to her hot body, sticky with sweat, and leaned over to kiss her. She looked just plain delicious, all flushed and glowing from satisfying sex, her long, dark hair mussed and damp from perspiration, her chest still rising and falling as she tried to get her breathing back to normal. I think she was reassured, as we kissed, that I was still hers, that she was still mine. 
David took his cue, putting his clothes back on ultra-quick. 
‘We should do this again sometime,’ he said, with a very content smile. 
‘We should,’ I agreed, and Gracie simply grinned, ear-to-ear. 
‘Give me a call, huh?’ 
And then he was gone, and I was alone on the bed with my gorgeous, unfaithful girlfriend. 
‘So... that was okay?’ she asked. 
‘That was incredible,’ I said. 
‘So you still... love me?’ 
‘More than ever.’
‘You’re still... attracted to me?’
‘Can’t you tell?’ I thrust my hips a little, pressing my hard cock against her body again. She turned a little more toward me, making it easier for me to access her. As we kissed, I ran my hand down her body, over her breasts, over her stomach. Her skin was hot, sticky from sweat. 
‘You want me to hit the shower?’ she asked. ‘It wouldn’t take long.’ 
‘No,’ I said immediately. I was surprised at myself, at the fact that I didn’t need her to wash off all the evidence of her adulterous sex. It only turned me on, to take in the signs of her activity with David. I kissed her, long and slow, breathing in the heady post-sex atmosphere, the scent of my girlfriend fucking someone else. My hand slipped between her thighs, brushing over the light patch of hair to the soaking folds of her pussy. She moaned as I began to touch her there, and I moaned at just how drenched her pussy was, so fresh from sex. 
‘Did you... like... watching us?’ she asked me, when our kiss finally came to a close. 
‘It was amazing,’ I said. ‘Just... amazing.’
‘You didn’t feel... jealous or anything?’ 
‘No, not particularly. I guess... David didn’t make me feel he was going to take you away from me.’ 
‘No, he’s kind of understanding, huh? I feel like we lucked out with him. I guess... I guess I chose to talk to him in the first place because he seemed... you know...’
‘Non-threatening.’ 
I kissed her breasts for a while, and she said, ‘So what happens now?’
‘Whatever you want to happen,’ I said. 
She turned over, away from me so that we were spooning again. I reached around to cup one of her breasts, and stroked her behind with my other hand, feeling out the pleasing roundness of her butt and her hip, while thinking how crazy it was, another guy had just been holding onto her here while he fucked her from behind. 
‘You think I should just keep seeing David?’ she asked me. ‘I mean... it’s been fun, right?’ 
I slid a finger inside her wet pussy, feeling how incredibly slick she was deep in there. ‘You should see whoever you want to see,’ I said. 
‘If I wanted to try... someone else?’ she giggled. 
‘You should.’ I could hardly believe she was suggesting it, but it was seriously hot. At the same time, she’d had her eyes well and truly opened to the possibilities by David, whose ethos had seemed to encourage her almost more than I had that it was a good idea to go wild at college and really explore the opportunities for unconventional relationships. 
I kissed my way down her back, tasting the light saltiness of her perspiration. 
‘Maybe someone from one of my classes...’ she said, and moaned as I squeezed her beautiful behind and slid my mouth down to her sweet pussy. She cried out as I touched my tongue to her pussy lips, and tasted her juices. As I sucked on her there, and slipped the tip of my tongue inside her, her cry melted into a long, contented moan. There was a hint of latex, a faint suggestion of chemicals from the condom David had used, but I didn’t care about that. Pleasuring her with my mouth, wedging my face there, where another man had penetrated her with his hard cock that very evening, just seemed so wrong, so taboo, as to be seriously hot. I devoured her, lapping up her juices, sucking on her pussy, nudging my fingers up against her clit. 
She came in no time, crying out, gripping the pillows with both hands as though she was in danger of falling off the world.
Then I mounted her, and slid my big, hard cock into her searing-hot pussy, the second man to do so that night, but the one who would come away with possession of her, not needing to wear a condom as I thrust into her, making her come explosively as I pushed into her time and time again with a bare cock.



Nine
 
 
 
I guess after David went ahead and proved that I could handle Gracie being full-on unfaithful to me, at least sexually, then she felt more confidence that things could also move on in regard to dating someone else. But to start with, she didn’t have any clue who she might like to see next. 
It was me who suggested Flynn Valance, her friend from French class.
‘What? Why him?’ she said, all innocent, except that her fierce blush totally gave the game away. 
I laughed. ‘Hailey said you’ve had a huge crush on him, like, forever.’ 
‘You’ve been talking to her about—’ she was a little angry, but only a little. I think my suggesting Flynn took her somewhat by surprise, and judging by how hot under the collar it made her, I’m guessing it was kind of a turn-on that her boyfriend should nominate Flynn to be her next date. 
However, so strong was her crush that it turned out she was too nervous to actually send him a text asking him out. I ended up snatching her phone out of her hands so I could do it for her. 
‘Hey!’ she shrieked. 
But then he suddenly called back, and she seemed totally thrilled, and was all smiles as he started making plans with her.
‘I’m going to have to call campus police if you take my phone again,’ she chided me as she hung up on that conversation. 
‘What?’ I chuckled. ‘If I hadn’t, you wouldn’t have a date all set up with Flynn, would you?’ 
‘No, but...’ it was like, her smile was too broad across her face to let her actually say anything back to me. 
Anyway, it started slowly—with coffee. They took lunch together. You might say their first proper date was their first dinner together, but there wasn’t much for her that night other than a tentative kiss on the lips. 
For me, even right there at the start with Flynn, however, it was different than with David. Flynn was the same age as us, he was a classmate for Gracie, he wasn’t an older guy just in it for the fun. She had dinner with him and she didn’t tell him she had a boyfriend. Potentially, as far as he was concerned, he was her boyfriend. 
There was a much stronger possibility, in my mind, that she might fall for him. That I might lose her to him. And yet, along with that bigger sense of risk—or perhaps because of it—it seemed to me only more erotic that I was allowing her to see him, I was letting her do whatever she wanted with him.
I would say it was as hot to hear back from Gracie that she had finally kissed Flynn as it was to know she had slept with David. 
‘I just kissed him,’ she giggled after telling me, when she pulled out my cock to find it hard as ever and straining for her touch. ‘You really think that’s a turn-on?’ 
‘Uh-huh,’ I confirmed. 
‘You know I’m not going to limit myself to kissing for much longer with him?’ she said, and actually prompted my first-ever premature ejaculation, much to her amusement. 
From there on, Gracie and Flynn were spending a lot of time together. In class, in the library, at lunch, at dinner. Hanging out in each other’s rooms in the evenings. Making out. 
She did come to see me a couple of nights each week, maybe more sometimes. Sometimes straight after she’d been with Flynn. She’d tell me about what they’d been talking about, about their making out. About taking things relatively slowly. Flynn had a sweet side, it seemed, allowing her time, space, not pushing her to have sex straight away. I think that only made me fear him more.
Was she having feelings for him? Falling for him? To be honest, judging by how I’d felt about all the girls I’d been out with before Gracie, it seemed to me easy to fall for whoever you happened to be sleeping with. Sleeping with them made it seem like love, even when it wasn’t. She wasn’t sleeping with Flynn yet, but it seemed like more than just a fling. 
And I was only encouraging it. 
She did need more reassurance about us, during these early stages with Flynn. She said she worried about us breaking up, because I might change my mind about her being with him, or because if she spent more time with him, she’d have less time for me, and then we might drift apart. 
‘You do still love me, don’t you?’ 
‘Of course I do,’ I insisted. 
‘If I wanted to stop all this...’
‘Then we’d stop tomorrow,’ I said. ‘If you really wanted, we could even get married tomorrow.’
That made her laugh, although there was also a tear winding its way down her cheek. She said, ‘You’ll ring Vegas, see if the Elvis Chapel is available?’ 
‘Sure—you can walk down the aisle to Blue Suede Shoes.’
‘Hound Dog, more like.’ 
I do think she liked having a secret boyfriend. She kept me fully up to date on what was going on. That they removed each other’s clothes as they made out in the evenings, that Flynn played with her breasts, that he touched her pussy for the first time. That she’d made him come, pumping his hard cock in her hands, that she liked the feeling of him coming all over her.
She told me he had a bigger cock than I did, that she was nervous about taking it inside her. 
She told me about her first time going down on him, and his first time going down on her. She told me that his continuing interest had given her the confidence to go to the spa, to get herself waxed so that it would be easier for Flynn to go down on her. 
I lay there on the bed with her, in awe at the sight of her after she’d gotten waxed like that, for another guy’s appreciation. We kissed, and it seemed like an odd thrill to think that her lips had been stretched around her classmate’s cock not long before. We kissed, and I could tell before she even said that he’d eventually unloaded his come all over her breasts. 
The two of them developed a normal college relationship—more normal than the relationship I had with her. The two of them were exploring each other slowly, like real student lovers, learning about each other along the way. Every time I heard from her about their trysts, there seemed to be more risk that I might lose her to him—he didn’t know about me, he didn’t know about the strange thing Gracie and I had going on. He believed she was his. 
And yet she was my informant. 
She slipped into my room late at night, reeking of sex even before she’d ever gotten all the way with him. 
‘He kissed my whole body,’ she said, as I peeled off her damp clothes and breathed in her tainted but stunningly beautiful body. ‘And he was touching my... my pussy...’ 
She was so excited, but so scared at the same time, as she opened up to me about the details. Scared of hurting me, to begin with. Scared that he would find out she was divulging all their secrets to me, later on. 
‘With his fingers... but his... his cock was... touching my thighs. I could feel it, so hard. So... I took it in my hands, I was licking it... I put it in my mouth...’
Kissing her, and in between kisses hearing about how she’d only just been able to fit Flynn’s cock in her mouth, that she’d been taken by surprise when he’d eventually come, that most of it had spilled out onto her chest. 
‘We took a shower, and I did it again for him in the shower,’ she said. 
‘You went down on him?’ 
‘Uh-huh.’ 
The pride in her eyes as she reported being able to swallow most of his come the second time. 
The third time—they’d been lying in bed, going down on each other at the same time, sixty-nine. And now, she said, 
‘I think we’re ready to go all the way. You would be... okay with that, right?’ 
‘Of course.’ I chuckled, wondering if she needed me to point out that she’d already gone all the way with David, and I had been watching all the way. But I guess this was slightly different—I wasn’t watching. This was private for her and Flynn, this was more like proper dating. Proper adultery. 
 
 
*
 
 
Somehow, I didn’t feel threatened by David. I liked that he was dating her—it was exciting, it was hot knowing she was dating him. There wasn’t so much the fear factor, however. I didn’t think he was going to suddenly make a play to keep her as his girlfriend and prevent me from seeing her. From everything Gracie said, it seemed David embraced the weirdness that was inbuilt into our relationship, and simply went out to enjoy dating Gracie because she was cute and apparently open-minded.
Flynn, however, was another matter. 
It wasn’t just that he was our age, that he was in Gracie’s class, that he was too close to our circle. He was too nice, too decent—not the kind of jock super-alpha male who would just enjoy Gracie’s attention for a while and then drop her as soon as he’d had sex with her. He was a monogamist, through and through. A faithful, sensitive, appreciative, kind and selfless boyfriend. He was a fully viable alternative to myself. 
The fear factor was definitely there for me. 
And yet, call me crazy, I still encouraged Gracie to keep seeing him. 
The time finally came when we were both fairly certain she was going to go all the way with him. As she went out on another date with him, I was left all evening waiting to find out what was going on. Unlike when she was with David, I was actually quite terrified about what might happen if it all went well—even though I did want it to do well. Jesus. Was I going to have to start taking anti-anxiety pills just to cope with my own sexual fantasy?
Gracie wasn’t returning text messages all evening, and that didn’t help with my fears. 
I had to tell myself: she’d come this far with David, now that she was dating two guys as well, there was no way she’d suddenly decide to drop me. 
Was it going to be like this, with every guy she dated from here on? My heart was all a flutter, my chest disturbed constantly by butterflies. Would she date anyone else but Flynn after this? Maybe he would convert her back to monogamy. His attention—his love?—might persuade her to return to the safety and predictability of a conventional relationship. 
All night, I waited. Having persuaded my roommate to give me privacy that night, I was beginning to think she wouldn’t even show up. Then at 1am, she was there. 
 
 
*
 
 
She looked amazing, all glowing with sexual contentment, her eyes bright and full of energy, knowing that she was here to report a big success with her other boyfriend. 
She said, ‘I did it.’ 
And I guess there was a moment where she was waiting for me to suddenly change my mind, and be disgusted with her. 
But I just scooped her into my arms and kissed her, with a passion I’d never experienced before. 
She was a little shocked, I think, at how into her I was just then. She was also, quite clearly, relieved at how I was responding to her. 
‘So you still love me?’ 
‘Oh yes.’ 
She just looked stunning. It’s hard to describe, and I know my perception was boosted by my emotions, my excitement. Her hair was all mussed from an evening of sexual activity, her dress was hastily put on, and she hadn’t even done up all the buttons on the back. Taking her in my arms, I felt the slight stickiness, the dampness over her whole body. I shivered as I took in the strong scent of their sex. 
‘I kept my underwear on the whole time,’ she smiled as I peeled off her dress. ‘I was so nervous...’
She was wearing a pretty set of white lace bra and panties that almost looked like some kind of wedding lingerie. I left it on her, as well, running my hands all over her body as we lay together on that little bed, I was just amazed that my sexy little girlfriend had just had full sex with someone else. 
Her pale skin was damp, and cold after her workout in the other man’s bed, and until I warmed her up again. Her panties were soaking as I slipped one hand under them, and sought out her stunning, hairless pussy, stroking her there while I kissed her mouth. 
‘We were making out for ages, and then going down on each other,’ she said, moaning quietly as I kissed my way down to her breasts, and eased them free of her bra so that I could taste the slight saltiness on her skin there, flick my tongue around her stiff little nipples, take them into my mouth. 
‘I guess we both knew where it was going, and we were just taking our time.’ 
‘Nice.’ 
‘Then... I tried to put a condom on him, and it didn’t fit,’ she smiled, flushed slightly as I kissed my way down her stomach, to the waistband of her soaking panties. ‘Luckily he brought some that did fit,’ she went on. 
‘Lucky,’ I agreed, grazing my mouth and my nose over the fancy white lace that was just saturated by her sex with Flynn. 
‘Then he was kissing me, and I felt him put it inside me... he slid it in pretty slowly, even though I was really wet.’
‘How did it feel?’ 
‘Good. Strange.’ 
‘Strange?’ 
‘Because it wasn’t you. Because he was so big. I never felt... so full... like that.’ 
Now I was tugging aside her panties, pressing my mouth against her drenched pussy, tasting her adulterous womanhood, lapping at the evidence of her infidelity. I could sense the traces of the condom or condoms that had been inside her, and it made me feel a little crazy. My inner caveman responding to the need to compete for her, I guessed. 
She moaned while I ate her, and told me how good it had felt as he’d fucked her. That she’d even come from it. Then as I made her come with my mouth, she could only lie there and moan.
She turned over to take my cock inside her, and I did not wear a condom. Her pussy felt warm and different than I remember. I’m not saying loose, but perhaps that was what it was. She’d adjusted to Flynn’s size. 
I fucked her from behind and she told me how she couldn’t wait to fuck Flynn again. That maybe she’d let him do it without a condom if they got tested.
‘He’s got such a big dick...’ she said, in an unguarded moment where she didn’t quite mean to say what was on her mind. 
But then she felt how I responded to her saying it—my thrusts deepening, my excitement spurring me on, my cock throbbing inside her—and it only encouraged her to say more. 
‘I loved how it felt inside me... different from yours... but... oh... I love yours, too, honey... his was just... thicker, I think...’ 
It didn’t take long, her talking that way, to trigger my orgasm. I couldn’t help ending that soon, she was just so hot, and the situation crazy erotic. 
Afterward, we lay together, and she was still leisurely touching herself. 
‘Have you told him you have a boyfriend?’ I asked her. 
‘He said he thought I’d been seeing somebody, that’s why he’d never asked me out. I said I was seeing somebody, but that now I was... kind of single again.’ 
Then she said: ‘I don’t really like lying about it.’ 
‘You feel like you have to lie about it?’ 
‘With Flynn, maybe.’ I felt a cold shiver—butterflies in my stomach shaking off the frost. Just the way she looked away from my eyes when she talked about him, made me feel this guy was different. This was a guy she might have dated for real if I wasn’t in the picture, or if we’d actually split up. She liked him, she was attracted to him, she wanted him. 
She sighed. ‘You want me to have experience... dating other guys... but if I’m dating you at the same time... maybe other guys won’t be happy with that.’ 
I took a deep breath and said, ‘You can tell them we’ve split up, if you need to.’ 
‘So we split up, after all?’ she said, and I could see she was afraid. 
I shrugged. ‘Not really. Not as far as I’m concerned. But maybe as far as the general public is concerned around here...’ 
She still looked confused. ‘But then when I see you... and tell you about my dates...’ her hand slipped down between my legs, and found my cock thickening again. ‘And we sleep together... it’ll be like... I’m cheating on them...’ 
‘You just don’t tell them you’re exclusive. Or if they ask you to go exclusive, maybe that’s where you move on to somebody else.’ 
I didn’t know if my suggestions hit home with her. She removed her hand from my loins, though it seemed mainly because she was distracted by her own orgasm.



Ten
 
 
 
I was more than a little shocked, I’ll admit, when it was all confirmed—and her relationship status on Facebook and Instagram changed. She was officially single. She had to take down the photos where we were together as a couple. I was still in group photos and stuff, but just not as her boyfriend anymore, not to the world’s eyes.
It was Hailey who filled me in on what Gracie had decided. She found me in the library one lunch time, trying to catch up on an assignment I was hopelessly behind on because I’d been so distracted by my girlfriend’s adventures. 
‘You know she’s going on another date with him Saturday?’ she said as she sat next to me on the big table in the middle of the Literature part of the library. She had her own sandwiches, just like me. Almost as though she’d seen me here, tucking into sandwiches, and she’d gone to the library cafe to find her own so she could fit in with me. I wasn’t complaining. 
‘Great,’ I said. 
‘She’s told him she was seeing another guy, but that they’d decided to break up so they could both experience college life properly.’ 
‘Okay,’ I nodded. I felt oddly calm about the fact that my girlfriend was telling people we’d split up.
‘So have you?’ 
‘Have we what?’ 
‘Have you and Gracie split up?’ 
I shrugged. ‘Not really. Depends on who you ask.’ 
‘You still love her?’ 
‘Of course.’ 
‘And if she falls for Flynn?’ 
‘Won’t change how I feel about her.’ 
‘You’d still want her to date him? To sleep with him?’ 
I shrugged again. ‘If she wants to. It’s up to her.’ 
‘Jesus,’ Hailey rolled her eyes. ‘I feel like I want to help you, because you’re obviously a nice guy—but you won’t even help yourself.’ 
I chuckled. ‘How do you mean, help myself?’ I asked her. ‘I want Gracie to have fun in college. That’s what she’s doing.’ 
‘But if she breaks up with you... you don’t get to see her any more. Right?’ 
I smiled, and it did seem a little sad, a little harsh to me. Would I really allow this dumb sexual fantasy of mine lead to the break-up of my relationship with Gracie? I guess my conscious thought just couldn’t accept that it would be a real break-up. I figured it would be temporary, or even false, not a proper break-up. I said, ‘I’d get to be her friend. And maybe... when she’s ready... we’d get back together...’ 
Hailey looked frustrated. She was talking to Gracie and me, and neither of us was quite telling her the whole story, in her mind. 
‘Hey, you guys!’ 
We both looked behind us to see none other than Gracie herself, approaching us with a pile of books in her arms. 
‘What are you guys doing here?’ she asked when she reached us.
‘Your best buddy, here, is trying to grill me for what’s going on between us,’ I told her as she perched on the edge of the table just beyond Hailey. 
‘I just wanted to make sure you guys are okay...’ Hailey protested, blushing to her roots. 
‘We’re fine,’ Gracie laughed. ‘Better than fine, actually.’ 
 
 
*
 
 
She was now Flynn’s girlfriend. That was kind of strange. 
Hot, though. 
She felt the need to give up on seeing David, unfortunately for him—although, David seemed to expect a short-term relationship with her, given what he knew about our arrangement, so he wasn’t too put out. 
A month or so after being officially single on Facebook, she was ‘In a Relationship’ again. But just not with me. 
I didn’t get to watch her with Flynn, no matter how much I thought about engineering some situation, perhaps involving a special night out to a nice hotel somewhere. It was still hot when she was with him for the night, and then she returned to me afterward. But then one night, while I was actually in my room studying, knowing she was with Flynn, I received a call from Gracie on my cell phone.
‘Hello?’ 
No one answered when I picked it up. 
I heard deep breathing and... some kind of wet noise. It took me a moment to realize it was the sound of two people kissing each other. 
I locked my door and closed my curtains, and listened to the sound of Gracie making out with Flynn. The sound quality was so good—she had to have positioned the phone somewhere great. It couldn’t have been a simple butt-dial mistake. 
I heard kissing and heavy breathing, and I even heard clothes being removed. A little later, there was the unmistakable sound of her going down on him, sucking on his big cock. God, it was so ridiculously hot. She was moaning a lot more loudly than she ever did for me—but I wondered, part-way through, whether she was doing it to make it easier for me to hear. Whatever—Flynn seemed to enjoy it. 
‘Oh God... oh... oh...’ 
A little later, she was telling him in no uncertain terms: ‘Fuck me... oh Flynn... fuck me now...’
And I heard the sound of one body impacting on another, and knew that he was thrusting into her, pounding her, squeezing his big dick into her sensitive pussy—her pussy, my girlfriend’s pussy. 
‘Oh... oh... oh my God... oh it feels so good...’ 
I wasn’t able to watch her, but I could hear her. I was as good as in that room with them. 
‘Oh yeah... oh fuck... you gonna do it? You gonna come for me? Come inside me...’ 
I enjoyed it when she was off being Flynn’s girlfriend, but then I enjoyed it even more when she turned up later on my doorstep, glowing with sexual contentment, and with the satisfaction of knowing she was making my fantasy come true every time she was with him. 
She couldn’t be seen with me, now that she was his girlfriend, and yet she’d always find her way into my room, often wearing the same clothes and underwear Flynn had just fucked her in, and we’d be going at it in no time, just as obsessed with each other as we had been when we had first started dating. 
She was never really Flynn’s, though. She liked him, but she wasn’t really his. After four months, she split up with him—she needed help from Hailey to get the nerve to do it—and then she moved on to a guy from her swim team. Harry, his name was. That was fun. I got to have her coming to my room still wearing her swimsuit, underneath her warm-up sweats, reeking of sex and chlorine as I reclaimed her.
‘Oh God, I love you so much...’ she cried as she rubbed her sweet pussy over my face, or rode my hard cock in that foxy one-piece suit of hers.



Eleven
 
 
 
We had a plan, Gracie and I. After college, we would get married, and there would be no more pretending to be someone else’s girlfriend—although as far as I was concerned, I would always allow her to see other guys if she wanted. 
Life, however, had a different plan. 
As we started junior year, my father was diagnosed with stage IV lung cancer. The disease had already spread to his liver and one kidney, and it was pretty devastating for our close family. I left college to go home, to spend time with my father and help take care of him. I never even questioned my strategy once; it just felt right. 
I did expect that Gracie and I would keep in touch while she finished up college and I set up a life living back home, close by my family. She could continue to date whoever she wanted in college, and she’d come periodically to visit me and to be with me after she graduated. 
In the beginning, she did visit me once every couple of months or so. But I saw how hard it was on her, dealing with me. Dealing with the whole of my family as we dealt with my dad’s worsening condition. Eventually, I suggested that it might be easier on her if she didn’t visit quite so often, and she took my suggestion to heart. One day she came to see me, and it had been six months since she’d last come down. 
‘Joe, I have something to tell you,’ she said. 
‘What is it?’ 
‘I’ve... I’ve met somebody.’ 
So, here it was. She met somebody, and she’d fallen for him. There really wasn’t much I could do. 
I was happy for her. I didn’t want Gracie to be around me or my family while we were so morose. It wasn’t fun. While we were a close family, the strain of taking care of my father was immense, particularly as his condition worsened.
At least Gracie could find happiness with her guy. I didn’t contact her much after that, except the occasional message on Facebook—happy birthday, Merry Christmas, Happy New Year and so on. I didn’t ask after her love life, I didn’t ask if she was also seeing anyone on the side as well. 
As far as I gleaned from Facebook, after graduation she simply disappeared off into the world of marriage and suburbia. She posted the occasional vacation picture with her guy, and I could deal with that. Then came the moment her relationship status changed to ‘engaged’. That hurt—and I kind of lost interest in Facebook after that.



Twelve
 
 
 
 
Nine years later, I was in New York on business, and I ran into Gracie in a hotel bar. 
It was one of those coincidences in life that make you sit down and wonder about the greater scheme of things, whether there’s a God or Fate or something like that. Of all the gin joints, in all the world...
‘What the Hell are you doing here?’ 
‘I could ask you the same.’ 
‘I live here. Well... I mean... not in this hotel... but in New York.’ 
I’d tell you she looked exactly the same as the college girl I’d left behind, the girl who had haunted my dreams and starred in my fantasies ever since—but it had been nine years. She wasn’t the same. She’d lost the dewy-eyed innocence I remembered, but had gained a kind of refined power instead. Her lines were somehow crisper, her movements more assured, her look more sophisticated. The feminine within her had become more feminist, the perkiness had become grace, the sweetness had turned into pure sex appeal.
I kissed her cheek, and breathed in a chestful of her exotic, expensive scent. She was wearing a black and crimson dress that didn’t try too hard to flaunt her figure—but didn’t really need to.
‘So this is, what, your local hangout?’ 
‘Oh no, I’m... I’m actually waiting for my date.’ She smiled as I took a bar stool beside her, but there wasn’t a hint of the bashful in that smile, which might have been there when we’d both been in college. My stomach seemed to lurch downward toward my shoes. She was dating?
The funny thing is, the first assumption I came to was that her husband was letting her date other guys, the way I would if I were married to her. 
But she came right out and explained, ‘I just finalized my divorce a couple months ago.’ 
‘Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,’ I said politely. Then, I added: ‘Was that the guy...’ 
‘Who I met straight after you and I called it quits? Uh-huh. Russell.’
‘It didn’t work out?’ 
‘I cheated.’ 
If I wasn’t already on fire inside just from seeing her again, that little admission would have ignited every single cell inside me. Odd, because I didn’t like the idea of a woman actually cheating on me, and breaking that trust—but somehow the fact that Gracie had been driven to cheat on her husband made her seem only more delicious in my eyes just then. 
‘Don’t look so shocked,’ she giggled, and took a sip of her Champagne cocktail. 
‘I...’ I said, not knowing what to say. 
‘It turns out you were quite correct,’ she revealed.
‘I was?’ 
‘We were together close on nine years... and eventually I did come to regret not sleeping with more men before we met each other and got married.’
I concealed my smug self-satisfaction at being proven right. 
‘I mean... don’t get me wrong, I’m glad I got to sleep with the men I did... if you hadn’t been the guy you were, it probably would have been just you and him on my scoresheet...’ 
‘So I’m guessing he wasn’t into... you know... letting you see other guys?’ 
‘Not so much,’ she smiled. 
‘Did you guys have kids?’ 
‘Nope,’ she shook her head, and I felt strangely relieved. My heart swelled as I realized that I still loved her like crazy—as I recognized that the hole in my being that had been there for nine years was actually Gracie-shaped. At the same time, I started feeling fear and trepidation that I’d missed my chance with her, that our lives had moved on and she wasn’t looking to go back to how things had once been long ago. 
She said, ‘I thought maybe I didn’t want kids... and then when it came to the end of the road with him, I kind of realized that I didn’t want kids with him.’ 
‘There’s still plenty of time,’ I said, and she nodded as though it wasn’t a concern. 
‘So... what about you? What brings you to Gotham? You kind of... fell off Facebook completely,’ she said, taking a large sip of her drink. I swear, I saw a slight tremor in her hand as she clutched her glass—just for a moment, but it was there. Was she as nervous about running into me as I was about running into her like this?
‘Oh, I’m only in town for a conference,’ I said. 
‘Are you speaking or learning?’ 
‘Neither, really,’ I grinned. ‘I’m in recruitment, so I’m just lurking on the sidelines, picking up talent when I see it. My firm’s based in Oakland.’ 
‘How long are you in town?’
‘Today. Tomorrow. That’s it.’
‘Oh.’ There was disappointment in her voice, though she concealed it well. It struck me that this new Gracie, this older Gracie, had grown in confidence so much—and yet faced with a face from her past, she was regressing slightly. Maybe it was just nerves. We hadn’t seen each other in ages, neither of us wanted this to be awkward. 
Then almost trying to channel self-confidence, she said, ‘You have a wife back home in Oakland?’ 
I shook my head, but couldn’t tell how she felt about that. ‘I guess I haven’t found the right woman yet,’ I smiled, as my subconscious quietly jumped up and down, trying to inform my conscious that the right woman was sitting right there in front of me. 
There was a long pause, a hesitation in our conversation that seemed to drag on and on for ages. I wasn’t sure why, but my mind just went blank, I couldn’t think of the next thing to say. 
Then she came out and said, ‘What would have happened if we’d gotten married?’ 
I breathed out. Her tone of voice was somewhat nostalgic, wistful, and made me feel sure that she didn’t believe there was a way we could get back into something significant. Well, I suppose we lived on different coasts, now. She had her life here in the Big Apple, and I was settled in the Bay Area. 
‘Well...’ I said, and did my best to match her level of self-confidence. ‘I like to think if we had, you’d still have been free to... you know... have a little fun... with other guys... now and then.’
Her face behind her cocktail glass, she smiled. I swear, when she put her glass down, there was a sparkle in her eyes that hadn’t been there before. 
‘You’re still... into that?’ she said quietly, hushed as though worried someone else might overhear. 
‘I guess so,’ I said. 
 There was another overly long pause. Oh God, I just wanted to lean over and kiss her. How could I not form the words to ask her if she had any interest in picking up where we’d left off? As far as the most important question I had in my head, my lips were paralyzed. 
Her phone beeped, and she retrieved it from her clutch purse. 
‘It’s my date,’ she said, regretfully. 
I almost said something. And then thought to myself that I would be making a sudden assumption if I thought her date was meaningless compared to spending time with me. Perhaps he was someone she’d had a crush on for ages. Perhaps he was a co-worker, and she really couldn’t afford to mess things up with him. I didn’t even know if it was a first date or a seventh date. 
I said, ‘Well, you’d better go.’ 
She said, ‘I’d better go.’ 
There was another long pause. I think I started silently debating whether I should kiss her properly for old times’ sake, or just give her another polite peck on the cheek. Was she waiting for me to say something in particular? To stop her from going through with her date? 
My heart was thumping so hard, it was almost painful. I wanted to give her my phone number, to tell her that if she wanted me, I’d sell all my possessions and move to New York. 
In the end, I said, ‘Hey—I’m staying right here in this hotel. Give me a buzz if your date... you know... goes badly.’ 
I winced at that, fearing that she’d come right back and tell me she was expecting her date to produce a ring any day now. 
But she smiled sweetly, and said: ‘Or if it goes really well, I suppose?’ 
It took me by complete surprise, but both of us knew instantly what she meant. If her date went really well—to the point that she ended up sleeping with him—she should give me a buzz afterward. 
She leaned in and suddenly we were kissing, mouth to mouth. Then she whispered: ‘Wait up for me, won’t you?’ 
And with that, she was gone.
 
 
*
 
 
After that, I went straight up to my room. My head was spinning a little. Did she really mean what I hoped she meant? Was I going to see her again, later that evening? 
And that kiss...
Oh God, now I was worried that she’d been merely teasing me, that the two of us might become friends on Facebook again, but that realistically that would be all our reunion would prompt. 
Nevertheless, after a cold shower, I went online and actually started looking around at what kind of price I might get for my condo in Oakland, and what kind of place I might be able to afford in NYC with the proceeds. I even started drafting a resignation letter for my firm. 
I was shaking a little, constantly. I swear, I kept on detecting hints of her perfume, even hours after she’d walked away to find her date. I changed into nightclothes, and then right back into a shirt and tie—even tried my suit again, to see what seemed right for the chance that she might come back to this hotel, knock on my door. 
But, midnight came around, and I started feeling certain that I’d misread her signals. I’d made assumptions based on inconclusive data. I was just plain wrong that she had any interest in resuming things between us. 
1am. I was still awake, dressed in a shirt and slacks, but considering giving up and calling it a night. Then my phone chirped as a text message came in from an unrecognized number: 
>Room number, please? 
I felt a jolt shoot through my chest. I’d lost her phone number, long ago. I’d lost phones and had them stolen, I’d never tapped her contact back into my list of connections. But I’d never changed my number, and it appeared she still had it. I knew it was her. 
I texted back with my room number, my heart beating somewhere in my throat. 
Ten minutes later, there was a knock at my door. I opened it without bothering to check through the peephole who it might be. My heart was doing little pirouettes as I saw her standing there on my doorstep, wearing the same dress as before. 
‘Can’t sleep?’ she smiled.
‘Not with you out on a date,’ I said, stepping back to let her in the room. 
She brushed past me, and I was swamped with the scent of her perfume, along with a hint of cigarette smoke and the unmistakable smell of sex. 
‘Did the date go well?’ I asked her. 
‘Can’t you tell?’ 
There was that freshly-fucked glow about her. Her hair a little messed up, her dress somewhat creased compared to the last time I’d seen her in it. 
‘I can tell you slept with him,’ I said, standing opposite her in the narrow hallway outside my en-suite bathroom. ‘But I don’t know if that means the date went well or not.’ 
‘It went well,’ she nodded. ‘He also has a room booked at the hotel, so... we didn’t have too far to go.’ 
‘Are you going to see him again?’ 
‘I’m not sure. That would depend.’ 
‘On what?’ 
She stepped forward, and slowly reached her arms up, locking her hands together behind my neck. ‘On whether you wanted me to, or not.’ 
I could smell him on her, even before she eased forward to kiss my mouth. Irresistible. I kissed her back, tasting the alcohol on her lips, breathing in that intoxicating scent of recent sex emanating from her whole body. 
‘You know it’s not up to me, don’t you?’ I said. ‘Who you date, I mean.’ 
‘What if we were together again?’ she said. 
‘It would still be up to you.’ 
‘Do you still love me?’ 
‘More than life itself,’ I said.
‘Even if I fucked someone else earlier tonight?’ she asked. 
‘Even if you fucked someone else every night for the rest of our lives.’ 
She smiled. ‘I was hoping you’d say something like that.’ 
 She took my hand and led me through to the bedroom, then turned to register my response as she unzipped her dress and allowed it to fall to the ground. I caught my breath. She looked stunning, wearing black lace lingerie—a basque, panties, thigh-high stockings held up by garters. 
‘You know, dating’s no fun when you’ve no one to come home to afterward,’ she said, laying down on one side of the bed. 
‘No fun at all?’ 
She grinned. ‘Well, not nearly as much fun.’ 
‘So you had fun with him tonight?’ 
I stripped off, and she just lay there and watched me. It struck me how confident she had become in the years she’d been away from me—not just confident, but almost dominant, I’d say. She was never like this with me before. ‘Oh yes,’ she said. ‘Tonight was very fun... all night I kept thinking about you being here, waiting for me.’ 
Watching me take off my clothes, she was rubbing her hands all over her body, paying special attention to her breasts, and between her legs. 
‘I wasn’t... sure you were going to come see me again,’ I said. 
‘Are you kidding?’ she giggled. ‘I know how you get after I’ve just fucked someone.’
She knelt up on the bed, and shuffled toward me. I shivered a little at the way she said she’d just been fucked by someone. Oh God. The smell of sex enveloped me as she approached me and put her hands on my temples, running her fingers through my hair before clasping the back of my head as she kissed my mouth. 
Breathing hard, we both sucked eagerly on each other’s lips. It felt like a dream that I was kissing her again. 
‘Actually, I was thinking about tracking you down,’ she said, pulling away from our kiss. 
‘Oh yeah?’ 
She smiled, and turned away from me, still kneeling there on the edge of the bed. ‘Hey... take my panties off, will you?’ 
‘Sure.’ 
I stooped, and hooking my fingers in the waistband of her little black panties, noting that she’d put them on over the garter straps—had she kept the stockings on when she fucked her date earlier?—I marveled at her body, at her curves contained in that basque, at her pale behind framed by her garters. I peeled down her panties and she went down on all fours. The scent of her arousal and her evening’s sex grew more intense. 
‘You know, I was even thinking about hiring a private investigator,’ she said.
‘You were?’ I chuckled. 
‘You weren’t on Facebook. You don’t have any kind of Internet presence.’ 
‘I prefer to do my headhunting face-to-face,’ I said, dropping her panties before running my hands over the pleasing roundness of her exposed buttocks. 
‘I couldn’t stop thinking about you,’ she said. ‘Especially after I figured things with Russell were never going to get better.’ 
‘Poor guy,’ I said, and meant it. What he had lost was phenomenal—and it seemed to me that, without knowing how hot Gracie could truly be, her ex-husband probably didn’t even realize, completely, what he had now lost. 
Breathing her in, allowing the shock to sink in regarding having the woman of my dreams here on the bed in front of me, freshly fucked by her date, I leaned in and kissed her soaking groove.
‘Oh... God...’ she said, trembling all over as she felt the heat of my mouth on her sensitive sex. 
I lapped at her tangy juices, breathing in that odd cocktail of smells—her arousal, the perspiration from her tumble in the hay with another man. The lingering hint of the condom he’d been wearing as he fucked her. 
‘Oh...oh...’ she sighed as I licked her, as I sucked on her labia. She enjoyed every minute—and just let me go at her, to enjoy her too. There was none of the self-conscious paranoia that other women I’d dated since losing her possessed, that stopped me going down on them, because they were sure I wouldn’t really enjoy it. I suppose we were always good together, and when you revisit someone you were good with, it gives you the confidence to take things up a notch. I knew what she liked, she knew what I liked. 
She’d taken to waxing her pussy completely at some point since I’d last seen her, leaving no hint of hair down there. It meant even easier, smoother access for me, and she was soon unable to continue propping herself up as I sucked on her. She had to roll onto her back and open her legs for me to continue. 
She was panting away as I devoured her, and as I feasted on her tangy wetness she was soon grabbing at my head, pulling me against her, her sighs turning to cries and then animalistic grunts. She sounded like a tennis star whacking out aces on Center Court, and it wasn’t long until she was shaking all over. 
‘Yes... yes... yes...’
 After that, I moved up on the bed beside her, recovering my breath as she recovered hers. 
‘You still had my phone number,’ I said. 
‘What?’ 
‘You didn’t need to hire Sam Spade—you had my cell number. You texted me tonight.’ 
She smiled, and turned so that she could grab hold of my hard cock. ‘But I didn’t know if you’d take my call—if you were married, or seeing someone; maybe you’d freak out if I just called out of the blue.’ 
‘Well, I wasn’t married.’ 
‘You ever get close?’ she started stroking my shaft, moving her head over onto my chest so that she could get a close-up view. Re-familiarizing herself with my cock. 
‘Nope,’ I said. ‘I suppose... I didn’t do a lot of dating.’ 
‘You’re in recruitment,’ she laughed. ‘You must have had all the pussy you could ever want.’ 
 ‘I’d have all the lawsuits I could ever want if I thought like that,’ I chuckled. Then moaned as she leaned over me and took my hardness in her mouth. 
‘Oh... hello...’ 
She moaned as she bobbed down on me, taking me deeper than I ever remembered her taking me while we’d been together in college. She was incredible. Had she developed her skills with her husband? Or in the few months since her divorce? 
‘So... you dated a lot since your divorce?’ I asked her after enjoying her oral abilities for a while. 
She pulled up and gave me a wicked grin. ‘And before it,’ she said. 
I gave her a look of mock exasperation and tut-tutted shaking my head. ‘You cheated?’ 
 She giggled, and knelt up, then leaned down to kiss my mouth before climbing onto me, straddling my hips. 
‘Before that, I did sound Russell out about... you know... sharing me...’ she said, reaching down to position my cock between her legs, stroking it against her pussy to coat it in her wetness. 
‘You asked him to share you?’ 
‘Well... asked is a very strong word. I tested him out... subtly. He got jealous very quickly.’ 
We both groaned as she sank down onto me, her pussy so hot and wet around me, warmed up by another man. I held her narrow waist as she started up a rhythm on my hardness, and the way she moved on me, her body undulating rather than simply bouncing up and down, seemed new. 
She’d picked up some moves since I’d seen her last. Wasn’t it some kind of proof that I’d been right to insist that she gain more experience with other men? The end of her marriage was also proof—but it made me feel slightly guilty. Would her marriage have worked if I hadn’t imprinted the desire for sexual variety in her mind? 
 ‘Oh God... that feels divine...’ she moaned. 
Divine was the perfect word. I felt as though I’d been worshipping a goddess all my life without any expectation of reward, and now she had come down from Mount Olympus to give me nothing less than her own self, wrapped in expensive lingerie, the most gorgeous sight in the universe. 
When I finally came inside her, it felt like some kind of celestial event. 
There wasn’t much sleep for us that night. I couldn’t get enough of her, and she couldn’t get enough of me, it seemed. We made love in the shower, on the floor, up against the floor-to-ceiling windows—and up against that glass, we were constantly wondering if anyone in any of the blackened windows opposite could see. 
We were lying in bed, again, when she asked me if I liked Oakland or New York better. 
‘New York,’ I said, without hesitation. ‘You’re in New York.’ 
She smiled. ‘But if I could be in Oakland...’ 
‘Come stay with me a while,’ I said. ‘Then you can see if you like it there.’ 
‘I could see if I like the men there,’ she smiled, and leaned over to kiss me. 
‘You could,’ I agreed, and she felt my manhood begin to thicken again. 
‘Again?’ she laughed, curling her fingers around it. 
‘What can I say? You’re hot when you’re promiscuous.’ 
‘You’d still want me to be promiscuous if we were together, if we married?’ 
‘Of course. I wouldn’t want anything less.’
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