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Chapter one

The Big Day
John


“So here we are, the big day!”

Ashlyn turned and stared at me from across the kitchen. I was sitting at the little table in the corner.

I thought about some of our friends who went into corporate jobs rather than higher education when they got out of college. We’d gone over to some of their houses, and they always had massive islands in the middle of their kitchens. The kind of things that had granite countertops and all that other stuff you were supposed to enjoy when you got out of college and became a boring person who was ready to have kids.

Not so much for us. I looked around the kitchen. It was a little smaller than the one I’d had growing up, but whatever.

I had Ashlyn here with me, and that’s all that mattered.

“Come on, John,” she said, rolling her baby blues at me. “I’m already nervous enough as it is. This is the kind of thing that could make or break my career.”

“Oh come on, honey,” I said, standing and walking the short distance to wrap my arms around her. “I know you’re going to do amazing today.”

“I mean… Maybe?” she said. “There’s no way to tell how I’m going to do today. And if Connor decides he’s not going to switch to our school… Well, that’s the kind of thing Coach Harris will blame me for.”

“I’m sure he’s not going to blame you if Connor Thompson decides he isn’t going to switch schools,” I said. “Besides. If he wants a chance at the big game then he’s going to have to come to our school, right?”

She rolled her eyes. “You never did know anything about sports, did you?”

“Honestly? I’m still astonished that a guy who watched as much Star Trek as I did growing up managed to pull a hottie like you,” I said.

“Well you’re a hottie yourself, you know,” she said, pressing up against me.

She said it in a low voice. A confident voice. The kind of voice that always went straight to my cock and made me think all sorts of naughty things about my wife.

Then again, just looking at my wife was usually enough to get me thinking all sorts of naughty things about her. She had a body that made me want to think all sorts of naughty things. Hell. She still got mistaken for a student walking around campus sometimes.

If I had a penny for every time some frat douches in polo shirts tried to hit on her…

Well, I probably wouldn’t be able to pay off any of my loans I was hoping to get forgiven eventually, but still. I’d have a nice little change jar going.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked, looking up at me and brushing a strand of blonde hair away from her face.

“I’m thinking about how beautiful you are, and how lucky I am that I’m the guy who managed to nab you,” I said. “Even if I don’t really understand anything you’re talking about when you go on about all this sports shit.”

“It’s not just sports shit, John,” she said, and I could immediately sense that any moment that might’ve been developing between the two of us had disappeared. She didn’t like it when I was dismissive of the sports shit she was into, after all. “And this is my job. I’d appreciate it if you treated it with the respect it deserves.”

“I am,” I said, though even I didn’t believe me as I said it.

The honest to God truth was I couldn’t tell a basketball star from a football star. But she was one of several assistants to Coach Harris, and he was a coach with the kind of winning record that made players take notice.

Which is how we had Connor Thompson interested in our school. Honestly? After looking at the guy I didn’t understand why he didn’t just go straight to the NFL and a big payday, but that was one of many things I didn’t understand about football.

If you asked me to tell you the difference between Captain Pike as played by Anson Mount versus Pike as played by Jeffrey Hunter then I’m your guy. I could go on all day about that kind of shit.

The vagaries of football? Yeah, not so much.

“Anyway,” she said, brushing past me. “I need to…”

She stopped. She turned and looked at me. Then she looked me up and down. Finally her eyes came to rest down between my legs, and she arched an eyebrow.

“Um… Is that what I think it is?”

I looked down as well. We had a visitor with us this morning. Which didn’t always happen first thing in the morning, but she was looking like a snack in that blouse and skirt. She really had dressed to impress.

After all, she really did want to make sure to paint the university in the best possible light for the big football star who was considering switching over.

“What can I say?” I said with a shrug. “You’re a beautiful woman. And when a beautiful woman presses up against me…”

I let the thought hang in the air. Though it’s not like it had to hang for too long. No. I figured it was pretty obvious what happened to a man when a beautiful woman was pressing up against him.

“Come on, John,” she said. “You know we don’t have time for this.”

“I never said we did have time for this,” I said.

“Seriously, John,” she said, though it sounded like she was trying to convince herself at this point.

“Come on, Ashlyn,” I said, grinning at her. “I never said a damn thing. Anything you’re rejecting right now is all you getting hot and bothered.”

“I mean can you blame me?” she asked, her eyes moving up and down my body.

“So to what do I owe the pleasure of this moment?” I asked, figuring it would be better to keep her on edge.

She blinked. “What do you mean?”

“You getting all hot and bothered first thing in the morning like this,” I said with a shrug. “That doesn’t happen all that often.”

“I get in the mood in the morning!” she said.

It was a cute look. She sounded so indignant. But the plain fact of the matter was, she usually didn’t get this hot and bothered this early in the morning. I mean sure sometimes she did on the weekends, but even then it was pretty rare.

“You’re almost never like this first thing,” I said.

“We used to fuck in the morning all the time,” she said, though her voice didn’t hold much in the way of heat. Or conviction, for that matter.

“Well sure,” I said. “Back when we first started dating. But these days it’s usually in the evening or on the weekends. Not that I’m complaining about the frequency of our sex life. I definitely don’t want you to get me wrong on that score.”

“I think you are complaining about the frequency of our sex life,” she said, smiling to take some of the heat out of the pronouncement.

Her hand reached down and ran along my cock. I closed my eyes and shivered. Her fingers danced up and down, and she definitely was starting to seem more and more interested.

“Well now, Ashlyn,” I said, grinning at her. “You really are getting hot and bothered. You might go on about how we used to do stuff like this all the time, but it’s been a while.”

“How long?” she asked.

“At least since we first moved in together, and that’s been a couple of years now.”

She smiled. It was a wistful sort of smile. Like she was reminiscing.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. Being together long enough that she could reminisce about the good old days felt weird. For all that the “good old days” were only a couple of years ago.

We’d met while I was in grad school, and she was first starting at the football program. We’d met at a bar, which is the way that sort of thing always seems to happen on a university campus.

Still. It had been a meet cute for the ages, and I’d been head over heels for her the very first time I saw her.

It took a little longer and some persistence for her to warm up to me, but it had been totally worth it. I ended up winning her over with my charm. And my good looks, if I was being honest. Though I still gave her crap for how she ignored me the first couple of times I tried to chat her up.

Now here we were. We couldn’t take our hands off each other back when we first moved in together, but of course that had slowed down. I figured that happens with just about every relationship.

Was it a bummer? Sure, but it was just one of those things.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I just feel a strange energy this morning.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, grinning as I stared down at her. “And does that strange energy have anything to do with meeting one of college football’s most eligible bachelors?”

She looked up at me, her mouth falling open. She seemed so distracted, and my cock twitched where her fingers were running against it.

Then she shook her head as she realized what I was going on about.

“Seriously?” she said, her vacant look turning to a slight frown. Oh yeah. She wasn’t happy about that accusation.

“What?” I said. “I might not know all that much about football or how the game is played, but I definitely know a thing or two about Connor and how many women are swooning over him on the regular.”

“Yeah, well I’m not one of them,” she said.

“You aren’t?” I asked.

“He’s still in college!”

“And you’re only a few years out of college yourself,” I said. “It’s not like you turn into an old crone when you reach your mid twenties, babe.”

“Yeah, well I might as well be an old crone as far as someone like Connor Thompson is concerned.”

“So you’re saying you’d go for it if he didn’t see you as an old spinster?”

She stared up at me. Her eyes went wide and her mouth worked. I could tell I’d really gotten to her that time. Then she smacked my chest.

“No. That’s not what I was saying at all,” she said. “And you’re being impossible this morning. What got into you?”

“I’m just wondered what got into you,” I said, still grinning at her.

I couldn’t help it. Though at the same time…

Well, I couldn’t deny that my cock was throbbing as I teased her about this. Which was weird. I’d never felt turned on like this before. I chalked it up to being early in the morning.

“Anyway,” she said. “That’s the kind of thing that would be deeply unprofessional.”

“So you’re saying you’d go for it if it wasn’t unprofessional?” I said.

I almost thought I could see steam coming out of her nostrils and her ears. Again it was the kind of thing that would’ve been pretty damn funny if I didn’t feel like I was suddenly in danger.

“I’m going to work now,” she said.

Okay. That moment that might’ve been building between us was definitely gone now. Oops.

“Come on, babe,” I said. “You know I’m just having a little bit of fun with you, right?”

“You were on the verge of getting to have a little bit of fun with me before I went off to work,” she said with a sniff. “But that’s not happening if you’re going to keep teasing me about my crush on stupid Connor Thompson!”

I knew I should keep my mouth shut. I knew my mouth was running ahead of my brain and saying stupid things that were going to get me in trouble.

I couldn’t help myself, though.

“You’re the one who just said you have a crush on him. Not me,” I said.

I knew I’d said the wrong thing as soon as the thought passed my lips. Her eyes went wide as she realized what she’d admitted, and then she turned and stormed out to the front drive. We didn’t even have a garage around here, another one of those affectations some of our friends in the suburbs got to enjoy, but whatever.

And with that she was gone, leaving me to stand there and think about all the stupid things I’d just said to piss off my wife.

Damn. Still. My cock was rock hard, and maybe morning sex was on the table again in the future. Assuming I could keep my big mouth shut.

I shook my head, chuckling at the whole situation. She’d be calmed down by the time she got home tonight, after all.

At least I hoped her anger would be calmed down. I didn’t necessarily want her libido to be calmed down, though!


Chapter two

Distracted
Ashlyn


Itook a deep breath and tried to quiet the fluttering in my stomach. It was almost time.

I looked over to the calendar notification on my computer screen. It was right there. 11 AM. Connor Thompson.

I could scarcely believe it. I told myself the fluttering in my stomach was entirely for the prospect of one of the best quarterbacks in college football thinking of coming to our school. That my career could be on the line, quite literally, if this campus tour didn’t go as well as Coach Harris was hoping for.

There was a knock on my door. I jumped, and for a brief moment I thought it might be him. I expected to look up and see that winning smile that was plastered all over so many magazines.

I was a little surprised that a college player was getting that kind of attention, but still. I suppose stranger things had happened, even if he wasn’t pro.

Not yet. It would only be a matter of time, though.

Instead I saw the craggy features of Coach Harris.

“Coach,” I said, standing out of instinct. And then I thought about what an idiot I was.

He frowned as he stared at me. “What the hell are you doing, Ashlyn?”

“I’m sorry,” I said, flopping down on my chair. Then I winced and immediately regretted flopping down on my chair. The football program got more money than most other parts of the university, listening to John bitch about how things were going over in the English program was proof enough of that, but it was still a university. That still meant we often got a bunch of secondhand stuff.

The really nice stuff was for people working in the cushy admin jobs. Meanwhile I was pretty sure the chair I’d just plopped down on had been passed around from department to department since at least the seventies, and it had the padding to show for it.

“It’s okay, Ashlyn,” Coach said, coming in and having a seat at one of the chairs in front of my desk. He put his feet up.

The man had never been one to bother too much with ceremony or niceties. I figured that was one of the things that made him so good at what he did. One of the things that made him so relatable to his players, for that matter.

Which was another part of why he was so good at what he did.

“So are you ready?” he asked.

“I am,” I said, though again I had to quiet those butterflies fluttering in my stomach. Again I had to push down on the quiet worries that whispered I wasn’t going to be good enough.

“Of course you’re ready,” he said, his hand smacking down on my desk with enough force that it made me jump. The man was strong, that was for sure. Probably a holdover from his own days playing football, for all that he didn’t look at all like the handsome muscular guy smiling out of some of those old pictures from the nineties.

“You’re the best at this, Ashlyn,” he said, grinning. “And that’s why I chose you to give this tour. I only want my players to have the best, and you’re what Connor Thompson deserves!”

“Are you sure?” I asked, the words sneaking out before I had a chance to think about what I was saying.

“No more of that bullshit, Ashlyn,” he grunted.

I blinked. “Bullshit?”

“You know what I’m talking about,” he said. “I need you to be your usual confident self. I need you to know you’re going to give him the best goddamn tour he’s ever had, and he’s going to come play for us when it’s all said and done.”

“Right,” I said, feeling some of that confidence bubbling to the surface. Maybe. Sort of.

“Good,” he said with another grunt. “He’s going to be here any minute now. No parent. Connor is a big kid. He’ll only be doing his last two years at our school, and then it’s probably on to bigger and better things.”

“Right,” I said. “But we need to have him for those two years before he moves on to bigger and better things.”

“You’re damn right,” Coach Harris said, again his hand smacking down on my desk hard enough that it had me jumping. “Because this isn’t just about Connor Thompson.”

I blinked. “It isn’t?”

“I mean… I’d love to have that kid on my team, don’t get me wrong,” he said. “But this is as much about our program as it is about him.”

“I mean isn’t getting him in the program so we win more games helping the program?” I asked.

“It’s more than that, though,” he said. “If we get someone like Connor to be part of the program then it tells people our program is the kind of place that can get a player like Connor. Make sense?”

“Sort of?” I said.

“We need to prove that we’re worth it,” he said.

“But you already have one of the best programs in the country,” I said. “That’s the whole reason he’s interested in joining us in the first place!”

“Well yeah, but we need to make sure we keep that reputation,” he said. “And you’re a big part of it. Aren’t you, Ashlyn?”

“Yes sir,” I said, not sure there was another answer to that sort of question.

I was going to do my best, damn it. Both because I really wanted to keep my job, and because this was Connor Thompson we were talking about.

Maybe I’d gotten annoyed at John for getting me to admit to having a crush on him, but I couldn’t deny that part of that fluttering running through my stomach was because of who I’d be giving a tour to.

Damn it. Why did he even have to put that thought in my head? It’s not like Connor was anything special.

Football players were a dime a dozen. If you’d met one of them, you’d met all of them. John was the exact opposite of that.

I’d dated a couple of players back when I was in college, sure. Guys who were fun for going out to house parties and stuff like that. Maybe a little bit of fun in the sack, for that matter. At least the muscular ones.

But that was it. They weren’t reliable. They were in a time of their life where everybody was throwing everything at them. Where they were looking out for number one.

And this was a guy who had the whole damn country throwing themselves at him. Talking about how wonderful he was and how great he was going to be. Assuming there weren’t any injuries or anything like that.

No. The last thing I needed was to fall for his charms. Besides. I was out of college now. Sure it’d only been a few years. It’s not like I was an old spinster as I moved into the latter half of my twenties, no matter what John said.

Still. There was a wide gulf between the two of us, I was a professional, and I shouldn’t be getting butterflies in my stomach because I was thinking about how hot he looked on the magazine covers rather than how much I needed to impress him so I could continue having a job that helped put food on the table.

It’s not like me or John made all that much. We traded security and a good pension with the university for the big bucks. Not to mention we got to live in a university town and both of us were doing things we loved, and that was the kind of thing you couldn’t put a price tag on.

“Good. I’m glad we’ve come to an understanding,” Coach Harris said, slapping his hand down on my desk one final time and causing me to jump.

“So are we ready?” he asked, hitting me with a piercing look.

“I’m ready,” I said.

“Good. Then that means we’re ready,” he said, a smile splitting his face and making those craggy features look…

Well, I wasn’t going to say they looked friendly. Maybe almost friendly.

He stood and pushed his seat back, then glanced to my computer.

“Don’t you think you’d better be getting up to the front office, Ashlyn?”

I blinked. Right. It’s not like Connor was going to come all the way back here. He was a potential recruit, after all. Coach Harris wasn’t going to give him access to the sanctum sanctorum until he’d decided to go with us.

“Right,” I said, standing and taking in a deep breath.

I told myself I had this. I was going to kick ass and take names. I was going to be the best damn tour guide Connor Thompson could ever hope for.

And I pushed down on that nagging thought in the back of my mind that told me I was going to screw it up because I was acting like a stupid girl with a crush. I wasn’t a stupid girl with a crush, damn it. I was well beyond those days.

Not to mention he was a college kid and a football player.

I reminded myself I was married. That was the important thing. I had a husband. Damn it. Why didn’t I think of that first?

I sighed and smooth out my skirt. I’d agonized over whether to go with pants or a skirt, and then I’d looked at myself in the mirror and decided I was going to use every weapon at my disposal.

Which was another thing I felt guilty about, for all that picking out that outfit had gotten me all hot and bothered this morning.

I thought about John seeing me in this outfit this morning. How hard he’d been. How that got me turned on. I was turned on because he was turned on. Not because I was thinking of Connor looking at me in this outfit and thinking some of the same things that were obviously running through my husband’s suspicious head, damn it.

But Connor was notorious in the tabloids. At least the tabloids that followed that kind of thing. A new woman seemingly every night. A string of broken hearts behind him.

I told myself I was doing this because I was a pretty woman, damn it, even if I wasn’t some college girl. And I was going to use that to try and hold his attention.

It was just another weapon in my arsenal. One more thing I could use to make this tour unforgettable. So I’d gone with a tight fitting blouse that had a couple of the buttons undone up top, and a skirt that was short but not so short that it would break the dress code.

Besides. It would hardly be the first time one of the ladies in the football program dressed to impress like this. It was the first time I did something like that, but whatever.

Besides. I didn’t care how much stupid John teased me about it. There was a part of me that wanted to look good for Connor. And I was going to look good, damn it.

So I stood, smoothed my skirt out, double checked everything to make sure it was okay…

And then I reached down and undid another button on my blouse. I blushed as I did it, I figured everybody who saw me would know exactly what I was doing, but I didn’t care.

I was going to convince Connor Thompson to come play for our school, damn it. And I wasn’t exactly going to do whatever it takes, but I was pretty damn willing to get close to doing whatever it takes.

A shiver ran through my body as that thought occurred to me.


Chapter three

Connor
Ashlyn


Itook a deep breath as I made my way down to the conference room. It was one that overlooked the stadium.

Coach Harris had picked that one deliberately. Something that would give Connor an idea of exactly what he could look forward to if he came to our school. Supposedly the place he was playing at right now was smaller than anything we had here.

He’d put in a couple of years there because of loyalty to his hometown, but it looked like that loyalty only went so far, and now here he was sniffing around looking for something better.

And we were going to give it to him.

I wondered what had changed. There was nothing in the tabloids or any of that stuff to give any indication why he’d suddenly decided he was going to go from his old school close to his hometown to testing out his options.

Not that I was complaining. Not as long as one of his options was us.

I took a deep breath as I looked at the conference room. It was one of those fancy deals where when you closed the door it frosted over and nobody could see what was going on inside. No. The only thing to be seen were some shadows. But I only saw the one shadow.

I frowned at that. And then I shook my head.

His dad had been there for all of the negotiations at every step of the way, but the rumor mill also said his dad wasn’t involved now for some reason. There were some who said he was the man who was really shepherding Connor’s career along.

Only he was in pretty bad health now, to hear tell. Though that was something that took a little bit of digging on my part. Not the kind of thing that had made the news just yet.

ESPN would eat their hearts out if I give them that little tidbit of information, but I wasn’t about to do anything of the sort. Not when it might ruin our chances.

I let the breath out, and then I opened the door. I plastered my biggest and what I hoped was my most winning smile on my face.

He was sitting right there. Right at the end of the table. He looked up, and immediately he smiled.

I very nearly missed a step. Because a smile from Connor Thompson was way more intense in person than it was in any of the pictures I ever saw of him. And that was saying something. The stuff I’d seen in pictures and videos was already pretty damn intense.

“Connor! So nice to meet you. I’m Ashlyn. I’m working for the organization, and I’ll be giving you your campus tour today.”

Connor stood, and it was immediately obvious just how damn tall he was. Like he didn’t quite tower over me, but he was definitely on the tall side. My breath caught as he rounded the conference room table. I held out a hand to shake, but then he surprised me by pulling me into a hug.

Oh hot damn. That hug felt good. Like we’re talking it felt really good. My body pressed against his, and then I decided to go with it.

Maybe this was some of that small town Midwestern hospitality I’d heard so much about. Or maybe he just wanted to press up against me.

Honestly? either one was fucking fine with me. Especially if I got to press up against him like this.

When he pulled away I noticed him giving me a quick up and down. And maybe it was my imagination, but I thought his eyes came to rest on my chest.

Only for a moment. It’s not like he was staring at me or trying to be obvious about it. Just your basic cursory checking someone out.

Still. Connor Thompson had checked me out. Damn. That got me all hot and bothered all over again. I shivered and then had to push down on those thoughts.

I was a married woman, damn it.

I was also a professional, damn it. I wasn’t going to act like a stupid school girl with a crush. I especially wasn’t going to act like a stupid school girl with a crush on a football player.

That look was proof he was the same as the rest of them, even if he was damn good looking.

Not to mention I was a married woman. I kept remembering that one last, but it was still the truth. I was a married woman, and I shouldn’t let him check me out like that, damn it.

“Ashlyn,” he said, that slight Midwestern accent coming out. “So nice to see you.”

“Um… Yes,” I said, trying not to get flustered. “Nice to see you, too. So anyway…”

I looked around the room. I was at a loss for what to do. Where to go from here. Again I was acting like that school girl with a stupid crush.

Finally I settled on the big picture window that ran floor to ceiling along the length of the room over on the other side. Right. The view. Show him the stadium. That was the way to go.

This was a tour, after all.

“So I imagine you want to get a good look at the place where you’ll be playing, right?”

“You mean the place where I might be playing,” he corrected.

It was a gentle sort of thing. Quiet. Confident. But it was definitely a correction.

I turned and looked at him. I liked to think there was a twinkle in my eye. Besides. He wasn’t the only one who could project quiet confidence.

Maybe I got a little flustered getting a look at him in person for the first time, but I wasn’t going to let him keep the upper hand, damn it.

“Oh no. By the time I get through with you you’re going to be playing here for sure,” I said.

He grunted. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought that was surprise that crossed his face.

It was only there for a moment, and then it was gone. Replaced by a wide smile.

That had my own smile faltering. Because the way he looked at me…

Well, it was enough to make me wonder if I’d just accidentally promised a little more than I was willing to give him. Especially with the way he looked me up and down again.

Oh yes. That was the kind of look that left no doubt in my imagination exactly what he was going for when he looked at me.

There was a time when I would’ve enjoyed getting a look like that. Even from a football player. Not anymore, but there was a time when I would’ve enjoyed it.

He walked over to the window. Looked down at the playing field. I noted that he was standing a little closer than was entirely appropriate for people who’d just met, but then he’d also pulled me into that hug.

Though the more time I spent around him, even if it had only been a few minutes so far, the more I figured that wasn’t his Midwestern charm so much as it was him trying to get closer to a woman he had the hots for.

Like I saw the way he kept totally trying to sneak a look out of the corner of his eye without looking like he was sneaking a look out of the corner of his eye. Which I was used to getting from dudes, but it was a surprise to get it from him of all people.

That sent another shiver running through me.

“It’s definitely a nice place,” he said. “But there are a lot of places with big stadiums that want me to stick around.”

“Yeah, I’m sure there are,” I said.

Another pause stretched out between the two of us. The kind of awkward pause that would probably have most people trying to say anything they could to fill that silence.

I didn’t say anything, though. No. I welcomed the awkward silence. I figured it was the kind of thing that could only work to my advantage.

I wasn’t trying to pull any alpha male bullshit on him or anything like that. That wasn’t my style. Not to mention I was the opposite of an alpha male considering the equipment I had between my legs.

But I figured I needed to give him time to think. Time to get interested. Time for the bait I’d just dangled right in front of him to…

“You’re not going to say anything else?” he finally asked.

I smiled and turned to face him. I schooled my face to a slightly disinterested smile. I didn’t want to give anything away, damn it.

“What else is there to say, Connor?”

He snorted. I couldn’t tell whether that was a snort of amusement or annoyance. But whatever it was… Well, I had his interest.

Like I said. I’d dangled that delicious bait right in front of him, and now he was getting ready to take a bite. Why wasn’t I bending over backwards to try and get his attention? Everybody else had. Or I assumed everybody else had.

I was going to do it different, though.

“Usually this is the point where somebody tries to tell me all the wonderful things I can expect from your school,” he said. “The part where you kiss my ass and tell me how wonderful I am?”

The look he gave me said he was very much looking forward to having me kiss his ass and tell him how wonderful he was. Or maybe that was a look that said he wouldn’t mind if he was kissing my ass right about now.

The image came to me in an instant. I couldn’t help myself. Me bent over the conference table. My ass thrust up in the air. Connor behind me, his tongue lapping at my pussy.

I shivered again. Then I stared up at him and realized he’d just said something, and I’d totally missed it.

“I’m sorry, what was that?” I asked.

“So you’re seriously not going to do any of that?” he asked, and he sounded incredulous that I wasn’t going to kiss his ass.

Well that was tough fucking shit.

“I mean… Why should I?” I asked.

He hit me with a cocky smile that said he thought he was the one holding all the cards in this situation.

I reminded myself that he was just another cocky football player. Nothing more, nothing less. And I wasn’t going to let him get the upper hand with me. I’d been dealing with guys like this forever. Both in my past dating life, and in my professional life.

One of the reasons why I was so good at my job, one of the reasons why Coach Harris chose me for this gig in the first place, was precisely because I was so good at this sort of thing.

And I certainly wasn’t going to take any prisoners now.

“I’m the best,” he said.

Surprisingly his delivery wasn’t cocky. No, it was just him stating the truth. And it was the truth, to a certain degree. He was one of the best players in college ball right now. But that wasn’t going to stop me from putting him in his place.

“You might be the best,” I said.

He blinked. And he looked surprised, insulted even, that somebody would dare to call his skills into question.

“I don’t know if I like your tone,” he said, licking his lips and staring down at me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, smiling up at him and absolutely refusing to take his shit. “But what about my tone don’t you like?”

“The way you’re insinuating that I might not be the best there ever was.”

“Well if you want everyone to know you’re the best there ever was then you need to prove you’re the best there ever was. So far you’ve done pretty well, but you were held back by your program back in your hometown.”

“Yeah, well you try having a dad who…”

“I don’t give a shit about what daddy thinks of you or how he was holding you back,” I said, cutting him off. I got the feeling this was the kind of situation that called for absolutely zero bullshit.

His eyes went wide, but then he grinned.

“Oh really?”

“Really,” I said. “What you have is a lot of hype. And you managed to carry your old team pretty far. But now you need to prove that you have the stuff. And you need a team that’s actually going to be able to deliver that for you. We can do that.”

“So you think…”

“No, I don’t think,” I said. “I know. That’s for you to figure out, though. You can join us in the history books, or you can be another also ran that comes up in late night forum conversations where people talk about people who could’ve been the greatest college quarterback of all time, and everyone says you could’ve been one of the greats if only you had a team that could back you up.”

He blinked again. And then he smiled. “I like you. You’re a little spitfire, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, you can forget about all the misogynistic bullshit,” I said. “I don’t put up with it. Now let’s go on a tour. Professional to professional. How does that sound?”

He blinked again. Again I got the feeling I wasn’t sticking to the script he was used to. But that was tough shit. Coach Harris trusted me to do this, and I was going to do it my way, damn it.

Even as I worried that I was going to piss him off rather than intrigue him. Still. Everyone was kissing his ass. He’d just made that clear.

It was time to try something different.


Chapter four

A Walk
John


Ilooked down at the paper I was grading. I tried to concentrate on the words in front of me, but it was difficult. If I had to read one more shitty analysis of The Love Song of J Alfred Prufrock then I was going to go crazy.

It’s not that the analysis was bad. Not exactly. It’s just that if you’d read one analysis, you’d read them all.

It was enough to almost make me wish I’d get something interesting. Like maybe somebody talking about how when he was talking about women coming and going singing songs of Michelangelo he wasn’t just being pretentious, but was talking about the ninja turtle.

At least that would make things interesting. Kind of. Sort of. Though I had to remind myself that most of the kids writing things these days probably had no idea what a ninja turtle was.

Then again, what did I know? Ninja Turtles was one of those pop culture things that seemed to be evergreen. I’m sure all these kids had seen their own version.

I sighed and put the paper down. Then I looked out the window, wondering if I should go out and enjoy the day.

It was one of those perfect days. My office didn’t exactly have the greatest of views. I could see the Mathematics Department on the other side of the courtyard in the middle of the English and Math building.

That always struck me as kind of funny. Putting the two ancient enemies together. Language arts and math. It was one half of the building that couldn’t understand the other half of the building. Some of the time, at least.

I shook my head again, letting out another sigh.

Then I looked over to my computer. To an article I had pulled up on my other monitor. A monitor I’d brought in from home, because it’s not like the university was going to spring for me to have a second monitor.

There was a picture of Connor Thompson up on that monitor smiling out at me. Smiling that cocky grin that was in every one of his pictures. As though he owned the world, and he knew it.

I shook my head. I don’t know why I kept going back to that picture. He just seemed like your typical jock. The kind of guy who thought everybody was going to bend over backwards to cater to him.

It was enough to make me wonder if he’d think my wife was going to bend over backwards to cater to him.

I told myself there wasn’t anything to worry about. It’s not like she was going to give into his charms. For all that she’d been acting a little weird about him.

I shook my head again. I was acting crazy. There was absolutely nothing for me to worry about. I didn’t need to worry about my wife with a football player. Especially a football player who was still in college.

It’s not like someone like that would be interested in my wife, for that matter. Though the thought was intriguing. In an “I wonder if she would actually be able to pull that off” sort of way. Like Ashlyn was a hot woman. I knew it. It was the one of the reasons I put a ring on it.

But she was also older. Surely he’d only be interested in the sweet young things that would be throwing themselves at him on the regular because he was America’s sweetheart, only a football player.

I wasn’t even sure if there was a word for that. Whatever.

I sighed and stood. A glance at the clock on my computer told me it was almost time for lunch anyway. Besides. It’s not like there was anywhere I had to be at any particular time as long as I was here for my office hours and I was in my classes on time.

So I figured what better time than now to go for a little walk?

I told myself it was just for my health. I was simply interested in getting the blood pumping a little. It’s not like it was out of the ordinary for me to take a walk around campus.

Besides. It was nice to enjoy the scenery from time to time. And I wasn’t only talking about the greenery. Which immediately made me feel bad.

Here I was worried about what Ashlyn was doing with this football player jock, and I was thinking about checking out all the cute coeds on campus. Did that make me any better than her? Or him?

I pushed those thoughts out of my head. It was time to get back into the game. And then I kicked myself, because I wasn’t the kind of person to think in stupid sports metaphors, and yet here I was doing just that.

I stepped out and made sure to lock my door behind me. My room was a cell in every sense of the word. A place where a cloistered monk sat doing his work almost all day long. The place was tiny, is what I was getting at.

Though I had it better than some of the teaching assistants and the adjunct faculty. Some of them were stuffed into rooms about the same size two or three to a room.

Yeah. I definitely had it better than them.

Supposedly it had been a word from Coach Harris that made that happen for me. Which was the kind of thing that might annoy some, but I didn’t give a fuck. Having my own office was having my own office. I wasn’t one of those academic blowhards who thought sports were a bad thing. Especially when it brought money and notoriety to the university.

People could joke about a sports program with a side hustle in education all they wanted, but I figured anything that subsidized higher education, especially with how expensive it was, was for the good.

It had nothing to do with that football program getting me my office.

“How’s it going, John?” someone said.

I wheeled around. “Dr. Arnold. How are you?”

“Oh I’m doing quite fine, John,” he said, grinning and holding his hand out.

“To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?” I asked.

Though I didn’t for a moment think the Dean was coming down here and visiting me. No, he was probably visiting one of the tenured professors. Though it was odd that he’d be in this part of the building. This was usually where they sent the associate professors. Even if it was where they sent the associate professors who had enough pull to get their own office.

“I hear big things might be in the works for our school today,” he said, his eyes sparkling.

I blinked. I had no idea what the hell he was talking about. I was also immediately on guard. He wasn’t the kind of man whose eyes sparkled. Ever.

“Excuse me, sir?”

“Connor Thompson, of course,” he said, chuckling and shaking his head. Then he wagged a finger at me, a totally out of character smile splitting his usually craggy face. “Don’t think I don’t know what’s going on there. Or that it isn’t your beautiful wife who’s going to be the one giving him a tour of the university!”

“Oh,” I said, utterly at a loss. “Well I suppose Ashlyn is going to be giving him a tour today.”

“Excellent!” he said, throwing his arms wide. “I wasn’t one hundred percent sure, but I figured she might have something to do with it.”

“Excellent?” I asked.

Okay. I was really confused now. I mean sure Dr. Arnold was old enough that he came up in the time of Bill and Ted, but he was also the kind of professor who literally had tweed jackets with leather elbow pads.

Not because he needed it, he made a decent amount as Dean of the department, but because it projected a certain image he was trying to give off to the world.

“Of course,” he said, patting me on the back. “You know, my grandson is a big fan of the old football. Or do they call it soccer?”

I blinked again. I mean sure I was the kind of guy who spent a lot more time watching Star Trek than football growing up, but even I knew that American football wasn’t in any way related to soccer.

“Um, actually that’s European football,” I said. “Connor plays American football. You know. People putting on a bunch of pads and slamming into each other. Maybe getting head injuries that manifest later in life and cause them to go crazy? That sort of thing?”

“Of course, of course,” he said, still patting me on the back and chuckling. “I never quite understood the draw myself, but my grandson… Well, he’s very much a fan of the game, if you catch my drift.”

“I think I catch your drift, sir,” I said.

“Please, no need to stand on formality here, my boy,” he said. “None of that sir stuff. You can call me Dr. Arnold!”

“Okay, whatever you say S… Um… Dr. Arnold?”

“Excellent!” he said. “You’re already starting to get the hang of it!”

“Yeah, I suppose I am,” I said.

Honestly? I had no idea what the hell it was I was getting the hang of. I’d never seen Dr. Arnold acting like this before. I mean maybe he was all chummy like this with some of the older faculty, but I wasn’t sure I believed it.

No, he was one of those guys who looked like he came out of his mom with a frown on his face, disappointed with the world, and nothing was ever going to break him free of that.

“So… Did you have a question or something you needed, S… Dr. Arnold?”

He blinked, and his eyes went wide in surprise.

“Something I need? Oh, yes. Well… You know, I know that your lovely wife is nothing but professional. Really a credit to our university’s athletic program.”

I blinked. Okay. He was really laying it on thick now. Dr. Arnold made no secret about the fact that he was one of those academics who looked down his nose at athletic programs.

To the point that I’d heard of him getting in fights with Coach Harris because he refused to “go easy” on athletes, which had the practical upshot of him being harder on athletes than he was on anyone else.

So it was weird that he’d be framing a brush with the athletic department so positively now.

“Yeah, she’s pretty good at her job,” I said. “Coach Harris really likes her a lot.”

“Oh I’m well aware,” Dr. Arnold said, shaking his head and chuckling. “Don’t think I’m not aware. When Coach Harris wants something, he gets it. But of course we’re always more than happy to take care of our own, aren’t we, John?”

His eyes darted to my office door. I turned to look, and then back to him.

Now I was starting to wonder who this person was, and what pod had been hidden under his bed to replace him with whoever the fuck was standing in front of me. It was really weird for him to be acting this positive about getting strong-armed by Coach Harris.

The man really hated sports, but the one thing he hated even more than sports was somebody trying to push him around. Supposedly.

I’d never said more than a few words to the man before today, after all.

“I was just thinking it would be very nice if I maybe had something to give to my grandson, you understand?” he said. “Like maybe you could have a chat with your wife, or send her one of those text messages the kids are always going on about? Ask her to get an autograph for me? I would take that as a personal favor if you were able to do something like that, of course.”

I blinked again. Was he seriously saying what I thought he was saying?

Only there was very little doubt about it. And I got the feeling this was definitely one of those situations where if I scratched his back then he would scratch mine.

I licked my lips, suddenly nervous about this. Then I smiled. I had no idea how I was going to pull this off, but I figured if anyone could figure it out, it would be Ashlyn. She usually had her shit together when it came to this kind of stuff.

“Yeah, I think I can do that,” I said, grinning at him.

“Excellent,” he said, patting me on the back one final time before finally releasing me. “I’m glad to hear it. I’ll tell my daughter that it’s as good as in the bag!”

And with that he turned and disappeared down the hallway, leaving me standing there with a slightly queasy feeling in my stomach.

What the hell was I doing? And how the hell would this work if it turned out I couldn’t get what he wanted?

I guess I hadn’t given myself much wiggle room. Do or do not. There was no try.

Like I said. I was always more of a sci-fi nerd than a football guy. Even if that was Star Wars, not Star Trek.


Chapter five

Texts and Tours
Ashlyn


My phone buzzed in my handbag. I looked down at it, frowning, but I didn’t dare reach down and have a look. I didn’t even dare to look at my watch and see what was going on.

“So that’s the library over there,” I said.

I bit my lip as I thought of some of the good times I’d had with John in that very library. Back when we were both young enough that we looked like students, and we’d thought it would be fun to go in there and get some work done.

Everyone was sitting around with laptops, after all. And we were young enough that we could pull it off. Or at the very least people would look at us and think we were a couple of grad students canoodling.

Was it a little dangerous? Yeah, probably, but I didn’t care. It’d been a whole hell of a lot of fun sneaking around like that.

“The library,” Connor said, his voice flat. “That’s all you’re going to show me?”

“Well… They have a lot of private study rooms you can reserve for an hour or two. It depends on how much demand there is. Naturally on finals week it’s going to be more difficult to get into one of those than, say, in the middle of the semester when last minute panic hasn’t set in.”

“Are you seriously trying to sell me on the library by telling me there are a study rooms I can reserve?” he said with a snort. “Come on, Ashlyn. You’re not doing a good job of this here.”

I turned and hit him with a look. And he actually took a step back. Which had me smiling. I’m not gonna lie.

It’d been a while since I pulled out any of my old favorite moves. I was worried I’d be rusty. Hell, I was worried that someone like Connor wouldn’t be interested in any of the moves I had.

Sure it’d only been about four years since I graduated from college, but that was enough time for a whole new crop of students to come through and graduate. I figured there was all sorts of crazy new stuff college girls were doing these days that would make me look like an old spinster in a dress sitting on a rocking chair on my front porch knitting and clicking my tongue about all the crazy things the kids were doing these days.

But that look definitely seemed to work on Connor. That step back, as hilarious as it was, was proof enough of that. He blinked as he looked me up and down.

“Come on, Connor,” I said. “You’re a smart man, and you’re a notorious manwhore.”

He blinked again. “Excuse me?”

“Oh come on, Connor,” I said. “Don’t try to play coy with me. “I’ve read all the same stories everybody else has. I know all about your love life. How wild it gets.”

“So you were reading up on me?” he asked, standing straight and regaining some of his composure. Some of that cocky control. But not all of it. I’d thrown him off, and that was all I needed. I knew I could do it once, and so it wouldn’t be a problem doing it again.

“I know you’re notorious for having a new woman pretty much every weekend. Sometimes every night of the weekend. I know you love women, and I know you’d love a place where you can have a little bit of privacy. The library could totally be that place if you wanted it to be.”

He scoffed. But it was one of those things where it looked like it was a performative scoff. Like he was trying to regain control.

“Why would I want to go to the fucking library for that sort of thing when I can use whatever dorm room your school is going to gift me?”

“Probably because you like the challenge. You like doing risky things. Believe me. I’ve read up on you, Connor, and so I know how you work.”

He licked his lips as he stared at me. Then his eyes ran up and down my body. Finally they came to rest on my hand, and that was good for sending another shiver through me.

Because he wasn’t staring at my body then. No, he was staring at the ring on my finger. That left very little doubt what was going through his mind.

“Yeah, I do like a challenge,” he finally said, hitting me with a wide grin.

I blushed and turned away. Okay. So maybe I’d been in control for a short little while there, but he’d figured out a way to throw me off balance.

“So do you want to take me on a tour of the library?” he asked.

I suddenly wasn’t sure if that was a good idea. I thought about John out there somewhere on campus. He was probably in the middle of one of his lectures or something right about now.

I’d gone to watch him do that a couple of times, but the novelty had quickly worn off. Though the two of us had a little bit of fun in the office he got as a result of Coach Harris stepping in and throwing around some of his influence as head of the football program.

What would he think if I took Connor on a tour of the library? A private tour, at that?

My thoughts of John were interrupted as I felt another buzz. That was the third time my phone had buzzed in rapid succession.

“Excuse me for a moment,” I said, pulling up my phone so I could get a look at whatever was going on.

One buzz when I’d made it clear I was in the middle of something important, maybe the most important campus tour of my career so far, was a nuisance. More than one meant there was somebody out there who was trying to get ahold of me, and it might be urgent. So I pulled up my phone and frowned.

“Hey baby, you there?” John’s first text read.

That frown deepened. He knew I was busy. This better be really important if he was acting like that.

“Look, I know you and Coach Harris have already done a lot for me, and I appreciate it…”

“Something wrong?” Connor asked.

He came around so he was standing close to me. If I’m being honest, he was standing a little closer than was entirely proper. That sent a shiver running through me.

He was standing a little closer than was proper, and I enjoyed him standing that close. Which was dangerous. Oh so very dangerous.

I glanced up at him. “It’s nothing.”

He was right there. His blue eyes stared into mine. And again it was the kind of thing that had a shiver running through me. It was the kind of thing that had a strange longing starting down between my legs and moving out and through the rest of my body.

“Looks like it might be important,” Connor said.

Another buzz. I glanced back at my phone, and that frown deepened even more.

“But Dr. Arnold asked if I could get an autograph from Connor. Apparently his grandson is a big fan, and it would mean a lot.”

“Well isn’t that interesting,” Connor said, a low throaty chuckle running through his body. It was a deep thrum that passed from his body into mine. It sent another one of those shivers running through me.

“So is this a friend of yours or something?” he asked.

“It’s my husband,” I said.

“Your husband, huh?” he asked. “I’m surprised a woman as beautiful as you has a husband.”

I looked away from my phone and back to Connor. This was unprofessional, but he’d already seen my husband begging for an autograph. I figured you couldn’t get much more unprofessional than that.

Then I got a good look at Connor. I saw the way he was looking at me. And I realized that no. There were plenty of ways we could get way more unprofessional. And he was thinking about them as he stared down at me.

“Look, I’m sorry,” I said. “Him texting me like that was inappropriate. I shouldn’t have even looked.”

Then what he’d said really started to hit home. I frowned as I stared up at him.

“What do you mean I don’t seem like the kind of person to have a husband?”

He’d been looking right at my hand. He saw the ring on my finger. What the fuck was that even supposed to mean?

“I mean look at you, Ashlyn,” he said. “You’re so hot. I’d think you’d want to play the field. What does your husband do, even? Sounds like he’s got some pencil dick nerd lording it over him.”

I stood a little taller. Maybe what John did wasn’t exactly the big sports hero, but that was fine. I’d tried dating football guys, after all. I still loved the sport, but they weren’t for me.

Sure they were fun for a little while, but that was it. Fun for a little while. They definitely weren’t worth locking down forever.

“He’s a professor in the English department,” I said. “And he’s very good at his job.”

“Good enough that he has to have the football coach pull strings to get him a fancy office?” Connor asked, arching an eyebrow.

I deflated a little at that. He totally had me there. Which annoyed me.

“You wouldn’t understand,” I said.

“Oh I think I understand plenty,” he said, rolling his eyes. “He’s the kind of academic who probably complains about how the football program is taking away from the university’s important business and ignoring how the football program is also helping to fund everything. Probably more than all the overpriced tuition they’re taking in. He’s willing to look down on us because we just throw a ball around, not important shit, while he’s in his class telling people about how Frankenstein is the man who created the monster, but if you read the book all the way through Frankenstein really is the monster too.”

I blinked. “I…”

“It’s okay, Ashlyn,” he said, again giving me an up and down look that left no doubt exactly what he was thinking when he stared at me. “You were about to take me on a tour of the library?”

I licked my lips. I turned to look at the library.

Honestly? I had no intention of taking him on a tour of the place. I figured I’d get his attention because he seemed like the kind of guy who’d like the idea of taking some risks in one of the study rooms.

That didn’t mean I wanted to go through the place, though. It was just a bunch of boring books. The kind of place I’d had to go because I needed some of the stuff in there, but it wasn’t exactly the kind of place I hung out because I loved it or anything.

“You really want to see the library?” I asked.

I also felt heat coming to my cheeks, and to other parts of my body, as I thought of some of the fun John and I had enjoyed in that library. That was good for sending another delighted shiver running through me. But then I pushed those thoughts away.

Because suddenly I had a different sort of thought running through my head. A vision of me in one of those study rooms with stupid Connor. Of him pressing me up against a study table and…

“Okay, let’s do this,” he said.

I blushed again. “Let’s do this.”

“Oh, and you can totally text your husband and tell him I might consider giving him that autograph.”

“You might consider it?” I asked, confused.

“Well yeah,” he said, looking me up and down again. “It all depends on what y’all are willing to do for me. This is a negotiation after all, Ashlyn. This whole thing. Trying to get me to come to your school. Trying to get me to give you that autograph. You have to ask yourself. How much do you want it?”

My legs turned to jelly. How much do I want it. There was all sorts of innuendo in there, and I didn’t know what to make of it even as I was pretty sure I knew exactly what he was insinuating.

What was I getting myself into?


Chapter six

Trouble
John


Istarted to worry that Ashlyn wasn’t going to respond at all. I paced up and down the sidewalk.

It was a beautiful day. The kind of day that made you glad to be alive.

As I paced a group of women walked past. They were wearing short skirts and tank tops and shorts that molded to their bodies in all the right ways.

It sent a shiver running down my spine. It also reminded me of a time when I’d seen Ashlyn wearing the kind of stuff on the regular.

Her professional clothes were plenty hot, don’t get me wrong, but I did miss the days when she wore that kind of stuff.

I went back to pacing up and down the sidewalk. Though I honestly wasn’t sure if it could even be called pacing. I was walking in between the English building and a small park area that was nearby.

It was always a good way to get the blood pumping. I figured walking was one way to overcome the dangers of a sedentary lifestyle. Even though I tried to spend a lot of time on my feet when I was doing a lecture, but whatever.

It was clear my mind was looking for anything it could to avoid thinking about what I’d just done.

I knew Ashlyn was going to be pissed off. She always hated it when she was trying to work and I interrupted her. There’d been one time when she’d been in the middle of a meeting and Coach Harris had actually picked up the phone and answered.

It had been a good-natured conversation. Clearly he didn’t begrudge me trying to call my wife. But he also made it clear in that jokey fun way he had that he expected her to focus on her work, and not on her phone, and maybe send a text the next time.

And maybe he’d been more than willing to joke around about it, but Ashlyn had made it clear she wasn’t happy about it when she got home that night. I’d been in the doghouse for about a week for that one, and it wasn’t something I was looking forward to repeating.

But this also seemed like the kind of thing where I needed to try and get something out there ASAP so she could try and get the autograph. I didn’t know how long this guy was going to be in town, after all. The opportunity might be gone.

I reached the park. There were a few people who’d put out blankets and were reading or studying. It wasn’t like the lake on the other end of campus where you could occasionally see sunbathers soaking up the sun.

There were times when I would make the walk down there, but not very often. That was closer to the athletic complex, and I was always terrified my wife would find me down there creeping on some of the college girls wearing practically nothing.

I sat down at a bench. I looked around. I glanced off to the library off in the distance and felt a twinge. I wasn’t sure why.

Maybe it was because I was thinking about all the fun times the two of us had in that library. Getting a private study room. Doing way more than “studying” in there.

It was the kind of stuff that would get both of us in trouble if we were caught, but that was the thing. They had to catch us, and the rooms were sufficiently private that if we kept quiet it wouldn’t be a problem.

I found myself wondering if she would take Connor to the library as part of the tour. And that naturally led me to thinking about her taking him to one of those private study rooms.

Surely she wouldn’t do something like that. Like I know she seemed to have that little crush on the guy, but it was just a little crush, to quote the old song. Nothing more. It’s not like I had to actually worry about her following through on that.

Even if the idea was suddenly intriguing. Maybe it was because I was thinking about sunbathers, or looking at all the beautiful women all around, or thinking about the fun we’d had in the library ourselves once upon a time, but I felt my cock getting hard as I thought about it.

Damn. Talk about something I didn’t need right now.

No. She wouldn’t do something like that. She wasn’t that kind of girl. I shook my head.

“You’re acting like a fucking idiot, John.”

I stood. A couple of people had turned to look at me as I said that. Sure we lived in an era where everybody was walking around with earbuds in their ears, but still. I should shut my big fucking mouth.

So I walked back towards the building. But then my phone buzzed in my pocket. I quickly pulled it out and read text that came up. I licked my lips. It was from Ashlyn.

“What the fuck are you doing sending me a message when I’m working?”

I frowned. Okay then. Like it was a shot I had to take, but clearly she was annoyed that I’d taken that shot. My phone buzzed again and another text popped up.

“I’m here with Connor. He saw that fucking text. Do you have any idea how unprofessional that is?”

My thumbs hovered over the screen. I tried to think of something I could say to make it better, but I was coming up with a big fat nothing. What was there to say? I was an idiot.

“Asking for an autograph is an immature move. That’s the kind of thing that some groupie does. I am not some groupie for this guy!”

Again a shiver ran through me. She wasn’t a groupie for this guy. Why was that idea so damn intriguing? Then I shook my head and got back in the game.

My wife was good and pissed off, after all. It was time to do some damage control.

“Look, I’m sorry,” I sent. “But Dr. Arnold paid me a personal visit, and he made it clear he expected me to get something for him. I wouldn’t ask you otherwise, but he was making it clear things would go really well for me if he got that autograph, and I figured it wasn’t a big thing.”

“You figured it wasn’t a big thing?” she said. “This is my job. How would you feel if I asked you to start writing essays for somebody?”

I grinned.

“That depends. Am I writing an essay for you? I never got the experience of doing homework for a hot chick for favors.”

There was a pause. I figured I’d really screwed things up now. Here I was acting like an idiot, letting my stupid fantasy life run ahead of my brain. Which could be a problem sometimes.

“I can’t believe you.”

“Sorry.”

There was another long pause.

“He saw those texts,” she sent.

“Yeah, you said that.”

“Now we’re going for a tour of the library,” she said. “And he’s been talking about how he might be willing to give you that autograph.”

My heart leapt. Maybe this would be a whole hell of a lot easier than I thought. Maybe this was the kind of situation where it might piss my wife off, but it would totally be worth it in the long run. I’d take her being angry at me for a good week or so if it meant getting in good with Dr. Arnold.

Even if that week would suck. Or, rather, that week wouldn’t suck if you catch my meaning.

Giggity.

“That’s great,” I typed back to her. “That’s wonderful that he’s being so helpful.”

“I don’t know if he’s being helpful.”

I paused in my walk. Which was probably a good thing. I’d already nearly run into a couple of people because I was busy staring at my phone and focusing on this conversation rather than focusing on where I was going. Which could be dangerous considering the chaos that happened on the sidewalks on campus daily.

The only reason I hadn’t been run over at this point was because it wasn’t between classes right now. So things were still pretty sparsely populated.

“He’s talking like he expects some quid pro quo now,” she sent.

I blinked. I didn’t know what she was talking about. I mean sure she was giving a campus tour for the football program, but it’s not like she could actually make any sort of offer.

“So what. Like he wants a concession from Coach Harris to get me an autograph?”

“No, we’re going to the library. And he’s been hinting about checking out the study rooms.”

Again I frowned at the phone. I had no idea why he would be talking about checking out the study rooms. I mean they were a place people went for studying. Sure there were also times when people went in there to…

And with that thought the blood in my veins turned to ice. And there was a giant block of ice that settled in the pit of my stomach. I suddenly felt nauseated.

Oddly enough, my cock also got rock hard. Maybe it was because I was still thinking about all the fun we’d had in those study rooms back when we were being a little more adventurous in the early days of our relationship.

“What are you talking about, Ashlyn?” I said.

“Nothing,” she sent back. “You’ll just have to think about what I’m going to have to do to get you that autograph, won’t you? Good fucking job. This was just a normal campus tour.”

Again I hesitated, wondering what to even say to something like that. Like it sounded like she was insinuating something, but…

“Ashlyn, this is important. What are you talking about? I need you to come out and tell me.”

Only there wasn’t a response. No, clearly I was getting the silent treatment now. That or she was otherwise occupied. With another man. Who was one of the most eligible bachelors in the country right now because he was good at kicking a damn ball across a field. Or throwing across a field. Or whatever the fuck it was he did on the field.

A shiver ran through me. She was giving me the silent treatment. And I had no idea what was going on. They could be going into the library right now. Looking for a study room. Doing God knows what in that study room.

I was the kind of guy who could read between the lines. I was an English professor, after all. Not to mention it didn’t take a genius to figure out what the fuck they were talking about.

I shivered again. I turned and looked at the library. I wondered what I’d gotten us into. I wondered if Ashlyn would’ve even thought of going along with something like this if I hadn’t pissed her off by texting her.

Sure that didn’t excuse her doing what she was obviously thinking about doing, but still.

Again it was one of those situations where I started moving without thinking about what I was doing. I started off towards the library.

I wasn’t sure what I’d do when I got there. Maybe try to find them out in the open. I figured as long as they were out in the open we were okay. Nothing could happen while there were plenty of witnesses.

And if I didn’t find them…

Well, I didn’t know what I was going to do then. It could be a situation where they were off at some other part of campus doing the tour. Or it could be a situation where they were off in one of those study rooms doing what people did in those study rooms.

Damn it. I hated this. I hated all of it.

And yet at the same time I couldn’t deny that my cock was rock hard. As hard as a diamond. Throbbing as I thought about what my wife might be up to right now.


Chapter seven

The Library
Ashlyn


“So as you can see, we have a pretty impressive library facility here.”

“This is supposed to be impressive?” Connor asked, looking up and around.

I followed his gaze. Admittedly I felt some of the wind coming out of my sails as he seemed so dismissive of everything. But then I tried to get myself back on track.

This was going to work, damn it. I was going to show him this place and he was going to be impressed by everything the university had to offer.

“I’ve had a look at the facilities at your current school,” I said, turning and cocking an eyebrow at him. He wasn’t the only one who could do the whole smarmy self-assurance thing. “And I’m well aware that it’s an old gymnasium your school repurposed into a library because they had to have one on campus as part of an accreditation requirement.”

He turned to look at me. And then he grinned and shook his head.

“You sure do know your shit, don’t you, Ashlyn?”

“It’s my job to know my shit,” I said, smiling my sweetest smile at him.

I turned and walked deeper into the library. I didn’t bother to see if he was following me. I was pretty sure he would be following me. It’s not like he had much of a choice.

He was entirely at my mercy. For the moment. I shivered. There was something that felt nice about knowing he was completely at my mercy.

Also? I totally felt his eyes on my backside. That felt good in a way that astonished me.

I think it was because it had been so long since I’d had a guy like him looking at me like that. I mean I’m sure there’d been plenty of guys like him who looked at me like that, but this was the first time it’d happened in a long while where I was aware that somebody was looking at me like he was looking at me.

That sent another delighted shiver running through me. I was in the game. It wasn’t just some random guy on campus checking me out. Or one of the football players getting a look at me when they thought I wasn’t looking. Which was an occupational hazard considering the line of work I’d gone into.

“So you went to this school?” he asked, coming up next to me.

“I did,” I said.

“Any reason why you decided to work here?” he asked.

“Coach Harris was always really good to me,” I said.

“Oh yeah?” he asked, turning and looking at me with interest. “And how did you get to know Coach Harris?”

There was a definite unspoken question there. How did a woman like me catch the attention of Coach Harris? And if I didn’t miss my mark, I also figured there was a little bit of an accusation there. Like maybe there was one way he could think of that I’d caught Coach Harris’s attention, and it wasn’t entirely professional.

“I was dating someone on the team,” I said with a shrug. “And I was going for business management with a specialization on sports.”

“That’s something you can do?” he asked.

“There are a lot of things you can do if you bother to open a book. Which is something you’ll definitely be required to do if you join this program. Coach Harris doesn’t have time for anyone who doesn’t take their academics seriously.”

“So I’ve heard,” he muttered.

“So if you look over here we have our periodicals section. Most of that has been digitized and moved online, but the librarians still maintain physical copies of some things that are more difficult to find in an electronic format.”

“So why stay here?” he asked.

I missed a step. Then I turned to look at him.

“Because I fell in love,” I said.

He looked me up and down. Again it was one of those things where it seemed almost like a challenge. Which annoyed the shit out of me. How dare he challenge how I felt about John.

“You fell in love with someone working as a professor?” he asked.

“I did.”

“After you dated someone from the football program?”

The insinuation was he couldn’t believe a woman like me would be interested in getting with somebody who wasn’t from a football program. Especially after I’d dated a guy on the team.

I figured it was time to nip this shit in the bud. He might be making insinuations about how I could convince him to join the program, but I wasn’t going to put up with that shit, damn it.

“Dating football players was enough to let me know that a football player isn’t the kind of person I want to lock down forever with,” I said. “I’m sure you of all people can appreciate that considering you don’t seem interested in locking down forever with anyone.”

It was enough to make me feel bad for any of the women who might run into him when he was out on the prowl. Assuming, of course, that I could convince him to come here in the first place.

The more this tour went on, the more I was starting to think that was less and less likely. Especially if he was only going to join the program if he got what he was insinuating he wanted.

“Yeah, I can’t blame you there,” he finally said. “Football players are a dangerous sort to try and lock down forever with, aren’t they?”

“You agree?” I said.

“Oh come on, Ashlyn,” he said. “You read the stories the same as I do. You know about guys who have secret apartments they keep away from their wives so they can go out and bang groupies while they’re being worshiped as heroes in whatever city they end up in.”

I pursed my lips. I did know those stories. I didn’t like any of them, but I figured that was one of those things about the sport that I could safely ignore because I wasn’t involved in any of that shit.

There was a reason I’d gone for a guy who was faithful. A guy who, to be perfectly honest, was the sort of dude who’d get down on his knees every night and thank the Lord above that he was with a woman like me. A guy who’d appreciate what he had and never think of straying.

Not like some of the football guys that I’d known.

“So are you that kind of guy, Connor?”

He shrugged. His smile was easy going. Like he didn’t have a care in the world. Like he didn’t care about what he was about to admit to.

“I think we both know the answer to that, Ashlyn,” he said. “But at least I’m not trying to lie about who I am. What I am.”

“And you think that somehow make you better or something?” I asked, a hint of a challenge coming to my voice even as I thought that I was acting like an idiot. That I shouldn’t be challenging him at all.

No. This should be a nice softball campus tour. I shouldn’t be having this conversation in the first place.

“I don’t think it makes me better than anyone,” he said with a shrug. It was a fatalistic sort of thing, but it was also the kind of shrug that looked like it could move mountains. That’s how broad his shoulders were. “I just think it makes me a whole hell of a lot more honest than most people out there lying about who they are. When you talk to me, what you get is what you get.”

“What you get is what you get,” I said, my voice flat.

“Well yeah,” he said. “I figure I might as well be honest with the world. Even if the world doesn’t approve of some of the choices I’ve made.”

I licked my lips. Stared at him. And then I forced myself to tear my eyes away. I was not going to stare at this man and start to sympathize with him. Especially when he was talking about being a manwhore.

Though there was also a part of me that said I was being ridiculously unfair. Like I would probably think I was being a first-rate bitch if I thought the same thing about another woman, but whatever.

“Come on,” I said. “We have other places we need to cover on the tour.”

“Now hold on a minute, Ashlyn,” he said.

I felt his fingers on my arm. A shiver ran through me. I looked down to where his body was making contact with my own. I tried to push down on the confused jumble of feelings that were running through me, but it was hard.

I pointedly didn’t tell him to take his hand away, though. I wasn’t sure if that was because I liked what his hand was doing, or if it was because I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of knowing the effect he was having on me.

“What do you want, Connor?” I asked.

“Oh we could have a long conversation about everything I want here,” he said. “After all, I told you I was honest about going for what I want.”

His eyes seemed to bore into my own. One of those delicious shivers ran up and down my body. I forced myself to keep it under control. I was not going to blush. I wasn’t going to give this man the satisfaction of knowing the effect he was having on me, damn it.

“And what do you want right now, Connor?” I asked.

It annoyed me I had to repeat myself. I didn’t repeat myself around men. They were the ones who fell all over themselves for me. Even back when I’d been dating a stupid football player.

“I want the full tour of the library,” he said simply.

“The full tour?” I asked.

“Well yeah,” he said, and that grin was back. It was a shit eating sort of grin. The kind of smile that said he was up to something. “Weren’t you the one who was telling me about how great the study rooms were at this place? How those were like the defining feature of the library and something that would make me want to sign with your school?”

He stared at me intently. It was an intensity that ran through my body. And it was an intensity that made me realize there was definitely a method to his madness.

There was something in one of those study rooms that would make him want to sign with our university. And I had a feeling the thing in those study rooms that would make him want to sign with the university was standing right in front of him.

I weighed my options. I’d tried to nip this shit in the bud. I’d tried to bring it under control.

I’d also had that text conversation with John earlier. Admittedly I’d been really annoyed when I had that conversation. I felt bad about how I’d treated him. How I’d insinuated that I was basically coming to the library to do something with this guy.

Only now I felt myself getting backed into a corner. I reminded myself this asshole standing right in front of me was a lot smarter than some of the dumb jocks I’d been around back when I was in my partying days with the team. Back before I’d decided to settle down.

Fine. Whatever. I’d show him one of the rooms, but that’s all that was happening. Nothing more, nothing less.

It’s not like I was going to give him what he actually wanted, damn it. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction.

“Fine,” I said, my voice clipped. “Let’s go and have a look at one of the study rooms.”

“Great,” he said, that grin getting even wider as his eyes roamed up and down my body and left no doubt in my mind exactly what it was he was after.

Damn it. How did I get myself in this situation?


Chapter eight

Searching
John


Imade a beeline for the library. I’d been in there plenty of times before. I had to show up with some of my intro classes to show them how to use the library. Those were always nice and easy days because I got to sit back and let the librarians do all the work.

And then there’d been the times that I went there to study. With Ashlyn. In one of the private study rooms.

Everybody on campus knew the rumors about the study rooms, of course. Even the librarians.

I’d talked to some of them privately about it. They’d always laughed it off, though a couple of them said that they did go in with disinfecting spray and some of them kept away if there were any stains on the tables.

But for the most part it’d been a joke. Only I knew it was anything but a joke.

Because I’d been up there with Ashlyn. She’d told me the stories. She went to undergrad here, for all that we’d met when I got a job here and she’d already started working for the football program.

She’d told me all about how the rumors were true. And she should know. She was a student here, after all.

Not to mention we’d gone into one of those rooms and had a little bit of fun of our own. I’d thought I was all kinds of an idiot to do it. After all, that was the kind of thing that could get me in serious trouble if I was ever caught. Which would’ve been really stupid considering how difficult it was to even get a job in the first place.

But it’d been so worth it to get with Ashlyn. Especially when she decided to play that little game of the TA and the student who just needed to raise her letter grade by a little bit, and she was willing to get an A by taking some of the D.

I shivered thinking of that memory. That was a good memory. It was one of those things I relived every time I needed to give myself a hand, if you catch my meaning.

Only now she was going into the library with one of the biggest football stars in the country. I knew she’d dated some of the football guys before. That was how she met Coach Harris, and how she ultimately got the job she was working now.

I told myself she’d never do something like that to me. That she’d never step out on me. Especially with a football guy. Not after everything she’d told me about how much she couldn’t stand them.

Only I thought about the way she’d been acting when she talked about Connor Thompson. She’d looked the same as all the girls in my undergrad had looked when they talked about him potentially coming here.

Those girls had looked like they would love nothing more than to be his groupie. And it had been a hell of a surprise to realize my wife had that same look in her eyes.

Which made me wonder what she was up to right now. What was she doing in there?

I licked my lips as I stepped through the front entrance. As always I looked up and around. The main lobby of the library went up all six floors. So people could study and look down into the main room.

There were also windows all along those higher floors. Supposedly it had been open once upon a time, but the university had put in those windows because there were a couple of students who were having trouble with their classes and they decided it would be easier to take a plunge down the middle of the library than actually face their bad grades.

I wasn’t sure if I believed that one either. People I talked to on the faculty said it was so much bullshit. Ashlyn swore it was true and that of course people on the faculty would try to cover it up. Especially if they were some of the people who’d been responsible for the people who ended up ending at all.

I honestly wasn’t sure who to believe. I was getting two different pictures of life at the university depending on whether I talked to my wife or to people who’d been working here for years.

I shook my head. My mind was wandering. It did that when I was trying to avoid thinking about something bad. And Ashlyn going into a private study room with that asshole was pretty bad.

I knew all about him. Knew how he operated. Both from hearing my wife talk about it, and from reading articles I’d been going through today instead of grading papers.

I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t shake the feeling this asshole was somehow competition, and I wanted to read up on the competition. Research as much as I could.

That was just one of those things I did. It was one of my comfort things. When I wasn’t sure about something, I tried to research as much as I possibly could about it.

And so I’d defaulted to doing that in this case. It helped that this guy was the kind of person who’d had a lot of ink both digital and real spilled about him over the past couple of years.

I rolled my eyes thinking about it. Why the hell did people care so much about people tossing balls around? It was an opinion I kept to myself most of the time. That was the kind of thing that could get me in serious trouble considering who I was married to. Still. That didn’t stop the thought from occurring to me from time to time.

I looked all around on the first floor, but I didn’t see any sign of either of them. Which could mean they were up in one of those study rooms. Or it could mean they were somewhere else on campus.

I had no way of knowing, and I’d given up on trying to text Ashlyn. She’d made it clear she wasn’t interested in talking to me right now, after all.

I sighed and went over to the elevator. I hit the button to go up to the fifth floor. That was where the “good” study rooms started. The ones where people went when they wanted a little bit of privacy.

Of course I still had no way of telling if she was in any of those rooms. One of the reasons why those rooms were so popular was because the library had gone to a lot of controversial trouble to replace all the windows in the study room with those special weird electric glass that went from clear to frosted when somebody flipped a switch from the inside.

It’d been controversial because there were a lot of people who thought there were better uses of the library’s money. Including some of the librarians I worked with. Not to mention they’d complained about how the change, which happened about a decade prior, had been when they really started having trouble with people using those rooms for purposes that weren’t exactly for higher education.

I shook my head and stepped off the elevator. I did a lazy circuit of the study rooms. At least I could tell when there were people inside. Some didn’t bother to flip the switch to turn it over to frosted which meant I could see them. And if a window was frosted then someone had to be in there.

Which was an interesting conundrum. If somebody was flipping the switch then it usually meant there was a good chance they were up to no good on the other side. That or maybe it was somebody from one of the science departments working on some top-secret military thing, but something told me if somebody was working on one of those projects from one of the engineering schools then they’d be doing it in a spot deep under the school, and not out in the open where somebody with a listening device could hear what they were doing.

I shook my head. I was acting like an idiot. Thinking about spies with listening devices? This was a university. Not a James Bond movie.

I kept moving. I saw a couple of rooms with frosted glass. My pulse started to pick up.

I glanced around and then went up to the first one, pressing my ear against the door. I didn’t hear anything on the other side but pages flipping, though. I figured it was a safe bet that if there were pages flipping in there then it meant there was somebody actually studying who wanted some privacy.

I moved to the next one and listened in. Again it was mostly quiet. None of the telltale signs somebody was getting it on.

That was a trick I’d learned from some of my librarian friends. You might not be able to see what was going on inside one of the study rooms when the windows were frosted, but you could definitely hear what was going on in there.

Did I feel like a little bit of a pervert trying to listen in? Maybe, but I had to know if my wife was doing something with that asshole. If she was actually going through with what she’d threatened in those text messages.

Only it didn’t seem like there was anything weird going on in this part of the library.

I knew that didn’t mean there wasn’t something going on with my wife somewhere. It just meant there wasn’t anybody making weird noises in this part of the library. Which didn’t prove anything.

If you were going to look at the data then you needed to look at it with an open mind. You needed to be willing to interpret what it told you, and not what you wanted it to tell you.

And in this case it just told me there wasn’t anybody in the rooms I’d checked. Even after I went from room to room and listened in, worrying the entire time that somebody was going to see what I was doing and call me out on it.

I lived in terror of something like that happening. But it never did.

And at the end of the day it sounded like there was nobody on the fifth floor who was getting it on. I cursed whatever idiot had decided it would be a good idea to push through the project to get those frosted windows.

Sure it was a pain in the ass for the librarians, but more than that, it was a pain in the ass for me in this moment.

I sighed, looking all around. I had to get back to work. I didn’t have the time to go from door to door checking to see if there was somebody fucking on the other side. I didn’t even have a way of double checking that it was my wife if I did hear somebody fucking on the other side. It’s not like I was going to go barging in if I did hear somebody making that kind of noise.

No. That was a good way to get myself in the kind of trouble that would end with me losing my job, and I wasn’t willing to lose my job over my paranoia, thank you very much.

I sighed. Yeah. I really needed to get back to that job. I had office hours in a half hour, and I was already going to be cutting it close getting back there in time.

That was what I should’ve done. Instead I went over to the stairs and took them two at a time making my way up to the sixth floor.

I wasn’t done. Not by a long shot. I was going to find them, damn it, and make sure she wasn’t doing what I thought she was doing.

Even as my cock was rock hard thinking about it. Weird.


Chapter nine

Study Room
Ashlyn


“Okay, so here we are,” I said, smiling at Connor and trying to keep myself under control.

I kept thinking about everything that had happened the last time I got into one of these study rooms. It had been with John, of course.

I’d been in here with other guys over the years. The frosted window thing had gone in a couple of years before I started undergrad here. People were still making jokes about them back then. Hell, I still heard students making jokes about it to this day.

I imagined it was one of those things where they were going to be making jokes about it until the day they eventually got torn out, but whatever.

“Nice,” Connor said, though he wasn’t looking at the room. No, he was looking at me. It was a hungry look.

“If you walk over here you’ll see one of the features that makes these so popular among the students,” I said, walking over to a light switch.

“A light switch?” he asked, arching an eyebrow with a look that said he clearly wasn’t impressed. “That’s the big deal around here? A fucking light switch?”

I flipped the switch, and the window went from clear to frosted. His eyes did go wide at that. Then he looked around the room again, as though seeing it for the first time.

“That is nice,” he finally said. “Nice way to get some privacy. Not that getting privacy is a concern for me, considering I’ll be getting a room all to myself, right?”

That was clearly a statement in the form of a question.

“I’m sure they would be able to arrange something for you,” I said, forcing myself to maintain eye contact.

That eye contact was difficult to maintain, though. I was painfully aware of how close he was to me. Of how it was just the two of us all alone in here. And I thought about the kind of things that happened when it was just two people all alone in one of these rooms.

“You’d better make sure the program arranges something for me if I’m going to come to this school,” he said.

Again I stared at him. A part of me couldn’t believe how cocky he was, but then again, it’s not like it was all that out of the ordinary for someone like him to be full of himself.

After all, we were talking about a guy who’d probably had the world thrown at him ever since it was first discovered he was good at throwing a football. These guys could be insufferable sometimes.

Other times? They could be the salt of the earth. Really nice guys who found themselves in an audit situation, but they remained grounded the entire time.

It was clear that wasn’t what was happening with Connor, but honestly? It was kind of hot having him being all cocky and confident.

What can I say? There was something about a little bit of cocky confidence that really did it for me, for all that I knew there were plenty of women who’d be annoyed by it.

“Again, Connor. You seem to be under the impression that we need you more than you need us.”

“And what makes you think you don’t need me more than I need you?” he asked.

“That’s simple,” I said with a shrug. “Everyone knows Coach Harris runs a damn good program. Everyone knows Coach Harris is one of the best coaches in the country right now, and that means he’s one of the best coaches in the world.”

“Maybe,” he said with a snort.

“No. There’s no maybe about it, Connor,” I said. “Coach Harris is the best, and you want play for the best. Right?”

“I definitely want the best,” he said, coming around the table and moving close to me. Dangerously close. Like we’re talking it was way closer than would’ve been appropriate if I wasn’t into the idea of him being so close to me.

And maybe I was into the idea of him being so close to me, but I also had to remind myself I was a married woman. I wasn’t going to let him do this.

Only he was moving forward. My back hit the wall. Or maybe it would be more accurate to say my back hit the frosted glass. His hands appeared on either side of my head. He was right there, looming over me.

“So you say I want to be with the best, right, Ashlyn?” he said, his voice a low throaty rumble.

My breathing was picking up. Not good. I tried to get it under control, but it was hard.

Also? Getting my breathing under control wasn’t the only hard thing happening in the room right about now. No, I could feel his hardness pressing against me.

I reminded myself over and over that I was a married woman. That I wasn’t into football players. That I was going to keep this professional, and this campus tour wasn’t going to turn into the kind of thing where I traded a good time for the promise that he’d go with our program.

Knowing my luck, there was a good chance he’d tell me what I wanted to hear, and then end up going with a different program after I went through something that would destroy me professionally while also putting my marriage in very real danger.

But damn did it feel good to have him standing so close to me. To feel his hardness pressing against me. Even as I knew it was wrong.

“What are you doing, Connor?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Just talking with you, Ashlyn,” he said.

“This doesn’t seem like the way two people should be talking to each other,” I said. “It’s not very professional.”

“And I don’t think you gave a shit about professional when you decided to tell me all about how great these private rooms were. Did you, Ashlyn?”

Okay. I couldn’t help it. My breathing was picking up. My tits were rising and falling. Which wasn’t the kind of thing I thought about normally, but with the way he was staring down at me it was pretty difficult not to be very conscious of what my body was doing.

I was putting on one hell of a show, is what I was doing. And I enjoyed the way he obviously enjoyed that show.

He looked down. From the way he was staring down at me, I had no doubt exactly what he was looking at. Then he looked up at me, and that grin was insufferable. That grin was sexy. That grin sent a thrill running through me and down in between my legs that had me almost coming right there.

Okay. So maybe I’d made a deliberate choice. Maybe I’d decided I wasn’t going to date football guys anymore.

Maybe I was starting to realize just how exciting it could be to get with those football guys, though. Especially one as hot as Connor. Especially one who had that cocky confidence.

John was a great guy, don’t get me wrong, but he definitely didn’t have some of the confidence Connor was showing me right now. That had been one of the things that endeared me to him, but now it was also reminding me of something I was missing.

“You’re breathing heavily,” he said, grinning down at me.

“So what if I am?”

“I think that means you like this, Ashlyn,” he said.

I bit my lip. Because I knew if I said something I was going to betray myself. I didn’t want to betray myself. So I held my breath.

“I’ve seen it plenty of times before, Ashlyn,” he said, leaning in so close to me that I could feel the heat of his breath pressing against me.

Shit. I couldn’t just feel the heat of his breath pressing against me. No, there was something big and hard pressing in between my legs. It was subtle. Just the tip. But I could definitely feel it there brushing against me.

And if the way he jumped was anything to go on, he totally felt it, too. The way he reacted made me think maybe he didn’t intend to do that. Maybe that had been an accident.

A happy little accident, but an accident.

“We shouldn’t do this, Connor,” I said.

“Why not?” he asked, cocking an eyebrow at me. “I want it. You want it. And besides… You want me to play for this team, right?”

I took a deep breath. If anything, that was what gave me the strength to say no. It was coming back to the same refrain that I’d said time and again.

“You’re only going to play for this football program because you believe in Coach Harris and because you think we’re the best for you,” I said. “I’m not going to be a one night stand that you forget about the instant you get what you want.”

“And what makes you think I would forget about you, Ashlyn?” he asked.

Again he was so close without actually touching me. He’d pulled his cock back ever so slightly. Just enough that I couldn’t feel it in between my legs any longer.

I hated that I really wanted to feel it between my legs again. That had felt good. Damn good.

“Come on, Ashlyn,” he said. “I know you read up on me. You know all about me. So you know all about what kind of guy I am.”

“Maybe I do,” I said, my eyes flashing. “But you’re also a man who cares about your career.”

He snorted. “I don’t have a career.”

“Not right now. Not with that attitude. And definitely not if you’re still dealing with some Podunk college that’s never going to amount to anything, even with you as their quarterback. If you want a chance to go farther than just being somebody who could’ve been great once upon a time then you need to be in a program that matches your greatness. And I think you know that.”

His eyes narrowed. Maybe it was my imagination, but I got the distinct feeling he was annoyed with me. Or maybe he was annoyed I was speaking the truth. But whatever. If dropping some truth bombs was what it took to get him to make the right choice then that was what I was going to do, damn it.

Then he pulled away. I hated that he pulled away.

“Fine, if you don’t want it,” he said, and he said it with a practiced indifference that told me he’d pulled this routine with plenty of women before.

I recognized it for what it was. I’d had some guys try and pull that with me before, after all. Act like they weren’t interested in the hopes the insanely hot woman would throw herself at them in the name of getting a little something something.

Well I wasn’t going to play that game, damn it. I knew what I had. And I knew I was a married woman.

I hated that I kept thinking that I was a married woman almost as though it was an afterthought, but that was the kind of effect he had on me.

“I don’t,” I said.

I turned around to grab the door, and he was right there behind me. Only this time he grabbed my waist. He pressed against me, and it wasn’t just the tip of his cock brushing against me.

No. It was the whole damn thing grinding against my ass. Reminded me of the good times I used to have with John out on the dance floor when we went to some of the campus bars. It had been way too long since we’d had that kind of fun, and I realized how much I’d missed it.

I pressed up against the door because I couldn’t think of anything else to do, and I let out a quiet moan.

I was so glad the frosted glass was there in between me and whatever might be on the other side. Not that I thought it was anything but a bunch of stacks of books, but still.

“That doesn’t sound like a woman who doesn’t want this, Ashlyn,” he said, and he was whispering in my ear. His voice a low rumble.

I turned to tell him I wasn’t interested. That he could take his insinuations and shove it.

Only his mouth was right there. And I guess he thought when I was turning around it was to kiss him.

Honestly? When his mouth pressed against my own and opened, his tongue snaking into my mouth, I wasn’t against the idea. Not exactly. I mean sure there was a quiet voice screaming that I was married, but that voice was quickly being drowned out by the overwhelming wave of desire taking over.

I moaned into his mouth. He ran his hand up and down the front of my body, finally coming to rest on one of my breasts. Meanwhile the other one was pulling me against that cock of his. That incredible cock.

It felt so good pressing against my ass, and I wondered what would happen if he put the whole thing inside me. I was getting overwhelmed. I didn’t care that I was a married woman. All I cared about was…

And just like that, he pulled away. He hit me with a little chuckle.

“Yeah, you don’t want it,” he said, and that cocky confidence was back.

I wasn’t sure if the heat on my cheeks was because of how hot that had been, or if it was because of how infuriated I was that he was being such an asshole.

I opened the door, taking a stumbling step out because I was wobbly on my knees, and then I saw it. John. Standing down at the end of a row of books staring.

Fuck.


Chapter ten

Betrayal
John


Iwasn’t sure what the fuck I was even doing as I made my way up the stairs to the sixth floor. I told myself I wasn’t going to find anything. No, there was nothing waiting for me up there.

If she was doing a campus tour then she would be doing a tour of the whole campus. She probably just said all that about getting pissed off and going to a study room with that asshole because she was annoyed I bothered her while she was at work. So she decided she was going to try and pull one over on me.

Yeah. As I got to the top of the stairs, they were empty because everybody used the elevator even when it was crowded during midterms and finals, I felt a whole hell of a lot better about the whole thing.

This was just a bad joke. We’d have a laugh about it. Or, more realistically, I’d tell her that wasn’t funny and then we’d have a laugh about it because I’d be so relieved she didn’t actually do anything with the big football star that I wouldn’t care that she’d pulled a really bad joke.

I opened the door. I almost didn’t go looking through the stacks. There were a lot more study rooms on five and six, and so there were a lot that I’d have to go through.

But I kept looking. More out of a sense of duty than anything.

I figured if I was already skipping work then I might as well get something for skipping work.

It was easy enough to tell the rooms were unoccupied. Mostly because they were clear and the rooms were dark.

Unless there was somebody in there under the table who was getting it on and being clever about it. Maybe somebody wouldn’t think to look in there if the room was dark. But that would be a risky game. The kind of thing that could get them in serious trouble if somebody came in expecting to use the place.

I shook my head. I was giving way more thought to people trying to neck in the library today than I had in a good long time. At least since the last time Ashlyn and I decided to do something like this.

I finally came to a single study room down at the end of a long row of books. And it was frosted over.

A tingle ran through me. It was a tingle that started in my scalp and ran down to the tips of my fingers. Finally it moved down to my cock and holy fuck I was harder than I think I’d been in a good long while.

Probably not since the first time I was getting with Ashlyn and I kept thinking what a lucky bastard I was that she was getting naked with me.

That was still a thought I had even a few years later. Ashlyn was the kind of woman I enjoyed looking at naked. And I was still astonished that she let me touch that naked body.

only now I was thinking there might be something else going on. What if she was touching another man with that naked body right now? What if she was doing what came naturally to people when they went into those study rooms?

I well remembered the last time the two of us went in there. I thought about her lying back on a table. I thought about her bent over one of those tables, him plowing her from behind with that cock of his. The rumor mill said it was pretty big.

Which of course it was. Everything about that guy seemed like the antithesis of a dork like me. I mean I was no slouch in the cock department, but I definitely didn’t have a bunch of football groupies talking about how big my dick was to national gossip publications.

I wondered about what it would feel like to live life like that.

I walked over to the study room, almost dreading what I was going to find in there. Would it be a couple of students studying? Some college kid I didn’t even know getting blown by his girlfriend or something?

Or was that my wife in there? Was she having fun with Connor? The kind of fun I was pretty sure she wanted to have from the first moment I saw her blushing and trying to act like she didn’t have a crush on the guy.

I was well aware she’d been with football guys in the past. She talked about how she’d gotten with me when she realized that wasn’t what she wanted.

I could see where she was trying to reassure me, but at the same time it didn’t make me feel all that great that she talked about how football guys were her ideal type. If they could settle down with a woman. Which they seemed incapable of doing. At least when they were in college.

Though if the way professional football players eventually got divorced was anything to go on, maybe it was a danger there, too.

I shook my head. Again I was getting distracted. I saw wished there was some way I could research this situation. Try and figure out the best possible angle to approach that room. The best possible way to figure out what was going on in there.

But there really was nothing for it. The only thing I could do was sneak up and listen. And pray that it wasn’t my wife getting with Carson on the other side of the frosted glass.

I crept up to the thing. I had my head on a swivel, looking this way and that to make sure nobody could see what I was doing.

But there was nobody. It was pretty quiet up here. It’s not like we were in the middle of finals or midterms.

Even then, most people would be at the study tables. The university maintained a physical library because that was something that all universities were supposed to have. And no matter what people said about the digital revolution, there were still a bunch of things you couldn’t find outside of a good old-fashioned dead tree book.

Still. There was always the possibility somebody might be up here looking for a periodical that related to…

I glanced to the shelves. It looked like we were in the middle of hematology periodicals. Not the kind of thing I’d ever have to worry about in any of my classes.

Still. I crept along slowly. Tried to stay silent. And as I crept along I could hear voices in there.

I paused. They might be able to see my shadow through the frosted glass. I could certainly see a couple of shadows in there.

Maybe I was conjuring what I wanted to see, or rather what I didn’t want to see, but it looked like a giant broad shouldered shadow along with a more petite shadow. I couldn’t help but think that was Ashlyn in there talking to Carson.

I knew it would look ridiculous, but I got down on my hands and knees and crawled along until I was at the door. This was made of good old-fashioned wood, at least. And so I was able to put my ear up to it and hear without making an obvious shadow on the other side of the frosted glass.

I prayed the people in there wouldn’t open the door. That would be painful. Not to mention I’d have some explaining to do when I recovered from the head injury.

That would be something that was similar between me and those football guys Ashlyn was always going on about. A nice head injury.

I heard voices. And my heart stopped. It was a mumble, but I could make out their conversation. Sort of.

It was definitely Ashlyn in there. And I assumed that deep rumbling voice was Connor.

It sounded like she was telling him about the university. Something about how if he wanted to be one of the best, and do something good for his career, then he needed to be with the best.

I didn’t know enough about football to know whether or not the program at our school was really the best. I knew a lot of students got really worked up over games, and there were a lot of alumni who donating because of the football program, so I figured it was probably pretty good.

Though Ashlyn was always going on about how it’s not like people were Clemson levels of obsessed with our program, whatever the fuck that meant.

I pushed my head to the door again. But then I got a surprise as something slammed against the door.

I thought maybe they were opening the door. Maybe I was going to get that head injury after all. But then I heard…

A moan?

I couldn’t believe it. Leaned over towards the frosted glass. Just enough that I could see their shadows through the window, but hopefully they wouldn’t be able to see mine.

The big shadow was pressed up against the other one. And there were more moans. Then I saw what looked like their heads coming together.

I mean I suppose it could’ve been something else, but I was having a difficult time figuring out what the fuck it would be. No. That looked like the two of them were kissing.

My cock was as hard as a diamond even as I felt my stomach sinking in disappointment. How could Ashlyn do that to me?

It went on for a little while, and I wondered if they were going to fuck right there. What would I do? Try to burst in there and stop them? It’s not like I could do anything to stop someone like Carson.

He could snap me in two. Do his best impression of Bane and the bat. He would probably even be able to pick up on that reference since they’d eventually used it in one of the movies.

My breathing picked up. I moved a hand down and started touching my cock, and then I pulled away like I’d just touched a hot branding iron.

What was wrong with me? Why was I touching my cock? That was the kind of thing that would definitely get me fired if somebody caught me doing that!

Hell. Even listening in on what was happening was the kind of thing that might get me in trouble. Even if I was totally justified because that was my wife in there.

Then I heard them talking again. It sounded like they were finishing up, and I realized I was in deep shit. If they caught me here…

So I scrambled away, feeling like an idiot for walking on all fours but not wanting to get caught, and eventually I reached the end of the hall where I stood.

Just in time for Ashlyn to open the door. I turned around, my eyes wide, but then they narrowed. I was the one who should be pissed off here, after all. She was the one who was cheating on me with this football star. With this younger guy. Talk about doing every unprofessional thing she told me she wasn’t going to do.

She stepped out, and then turned and faced me.

Her reaction was the kind of thing that would’ve been funny if the situation wasn’t so damn serious. Her eyes went wide. She stared at me, her mouth working. Her cheeks colored.

Oh yes. She knew she’d been caught.

I wondered if I should say something to her. Make a big scene.

But I couldn’t. I was disappointed. I was turned on. I was confused. I didn’t want to get in a fight with the big star and ruin her career, as fucked up as it was that I was still worried about that.

So I did the smart thing. Isn’t that what I always did?

I turned and walked away, my whole mind and body a confused jumble of emotions as I went over everything I’d just seen. As I wondered why I was so turned on.

What the fuck?


Chapter eleven

Processing
Ashlyn


Oh fuck. Oh shit. This wasn’t good. Not good at all.

I watched as John turned and walked back through the stacks. And a moment later it was like he was never there at all. I stared at the spot where he’d been.

Had I really seen him there? It was like somebody thinking they saw Bigfoot out in the forest. It was impossible. My husband couldn’t be standing there well I was doing…

Whatever the fuck I was doing with Connor in that room. I still wasn’t sure what it was. I just knew I’d lost control of the situation. Totally and completely.

Connor came out of the room behind me and closed the door. He grinned down at me. It was the grin of a man who’d just enjoyed one hell of a conquest.

“I think that was the best part of the tour, Ashlyn,” he said, grinning. “You were right!”

My eyes narrowed as I stared at him. I was so pissed off. I wasn’t sure if I was pissed off at him, or if I was pissed off at myself. Or maybe it was a little bit of all of the above.

Whatever it was, I wanted to launch myself at him. Only I didn’t.

That would be a bad idea. I was supposed to be showing him the best of what the university had to offer, after all. And if I attacked him that would be a good way to lose his interest.

I could probably make it up to him, but I wasn’t going to do that.

My eyes returned to the book stacks. To where John had been standing. He’d been there. It wasn’t just my imagination. I wasn’t making things up.

My husband had seen what was going on. Or he’d seen that I was in one of the study rooms with Connor. After I’d told him I was going to go off and have fun with Connor because I wanted to piss him off.

Why had I done that? And now here I was with no idea what the fuck do about this.

“Glad you enjoyed your tour of the library,” I said, my voice clipped.

“Well come on, Ashlyn,” he said, still smiling. “There’s no need for you to get so upset.”

“Who said I was upset?”

“Come on, Ashlyn,” he said. “Look who you’re talking to. I know when a woman is pissed off about something she just did. Maybe you feel guilty because you’re thinking about your husband? It’s not the first time I’ve seen something like that, though usually it’s boyfriends they’re worried about.”

“Oh yeah? Is that the kind of thing that happens with you a lot?”

“Only when I’m getting with a woman who’s with another man,” he said. “But that’s part of the fun, isn’t it?”

I turned and stared at him. I wanted to be even more angry, but instead a shiver ran through me. This asshole was talking like I was a conquest or something. A challenge for him to overcome.

And so far he was doing a pretty good job of overcoming that challenge, if I was being perfectly honest. I’d practically thrown myself at him, making out with him and letting him grind his cock against me. What the fuck was wrong with me? Why would I do something like that?

I took a deep breath. I want to let him have it, but again my desire to keep my job by keeping him happy won over. I hated that I was doing that.

It was probably the same treatment he got from everyone else in his life. It was the reason he was acting like this in the first place. Acting like it was some sort of hot challenge to get a married woman to cheat on her husband.

“I think we need to go back to the athletic complex,” I finally said.

“You don’t want to show me any more of the school?” he asked, arching an eyebrow.

“I think you’ve seen more than enough, Connor,” I said.

He paused and looked me up and down. And as he looked me up and down it was clear what he was looking at. He was taking in every inch of my body. No doubt thinking about everything he would love to do to me.

I tried to fight down the involuntary shiver that ran through me as he looked at me like that. I wasn’t a piece of meat for him to enjoy. I was a married woman, damn it. I didn’t go for football players, and I definitely didn’t go for football players who were part of my job.

“Oh I don’t think I’ve seen nearly enough, Ashlyn,” he said with a shrug. “But if you want to go back to the athletic complex than fine. We’ll hit the football offices and maybe we can talk about some things.”

“Yeah, talk about some things,” I said, my voice quiet.

I stalked down the row of books. I pointedly walked in the direction I’d seen John coming from. I didn’t think he’d still be there, but I wanted to have a look.

Only when I reached the end of the bookshelf he wasn’t there. I mean he could’ve been hiding behind some of the books a couple of feet away, but I didn’t think that’s what was going on here.

I sighed. No. He was probably long gone. He’d probably gone back to his office. He was probably really pissed off.

I resisted the urge to pull out my phone. To try and text him. That wasn’t a good idea. That would only make things even worse.

“You okay, Ashlyn?” Connor asked, coming up behind me and putting a hand around my waist.

I pushed down on an involuntary shiver again. I couldn’t help it, though. It felt so good having his hand on me. Having his arm around me. Pulling me against him.

It was so familiar. He just took command. Took what he wanted.

Then I pushed myself away. He didn’t give, and for a delightful moment I thought maybe he wasn’t going to let go. Maybe he wasn’t going to take no for an answer.

Which wasn’t cool, but it was also kind of hot. Especially if I was going along with it.

“We need to go, Connor,” I said.

And with that I kept walking. Down to the elevators. No John to be seen there. I glanced all around to make sure he wasn’t sitting at any of the study tables.

We rode the elevator in silence. For a surprise, Connor was nice. Maybe it was the ever present threat of the door opening up on somebody who might recognize us.

I could tell there were at least a few football fans who got onto the elevator along with us. A couple of guys did double takes and then gave him high fives. So much for keeping this a secret. It was going to be all over whatever social media the kids were using these days by the end of the hour. Probably by the end of the next minute if their thumbs tapping against their screens was anything to go by.

A couple of women got on and their eyes went wide. There was recognition there that went beyond how fucking hot he was.

Also? I felt a stab of jealousy as those women got on the elevator and stared at him. Like he was mine. I was surprised at that possessive feeling. He was anything but mine.

Though he chuckled as some of the women got on.

As the elevator went down again I felt his hand on my backside. Gently. Softly. So subtle I almost wouldn’t have noticed except he was grabbing my ass in the middle of the elevator.

I very pointedly didn’t react. The last thing I needed was for any of the people in here who recognized him to realize he was touching my ass. We were in the back of the elevator, after all. It’s not like I had anything to…

His hand slipped down, and then moved under my skirt. I squeezed my eyes shut as he found my pussy and started rubbing with one of those huge fingers that was so delicate and adept at catching and throwing a football.

It turns out they were good for more than throwing and catching a football!

I went a little wobbly in the knees, and I had to reach out and grab him to maintain control. I hated that I had to reach out and grab him to maintain control, but if the way he chuckled was anything to go by, he really enjoyed it.

He didn’t press inside me. We didn’t have time for that. We were only riding down from the sixth floor, after all.

But he kept up that motion, rubbing his fingers along my pussy and making me oh so goddamn wet the entire way down.

I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or disappointed when we finally reached the bottom and the door dinged, opening on the main lobby.

I decided I was more disappointed than relieved, and I didn’t know what the fuck that meant.

I took a deep breath and let it out as we stepped out. I looked around at a place I’d seen plenty of times over the years. First when I was a student, and then when I was working with the football program.

There was a study program we ran to try and get grades up for the guys, and the thing had skyrocketed in popularity when I started running the study sessions.

That was back before I was with John. Back before he’d even come to campus. There’d been a year when he wasn’t here working and I’d been off in the football program living the dream.

All that felt like so long ago, now. The last time I was a single woman. There’d been plenty of the guys back then who’d been clearly interested in getting with me, but I hadn’t been interested in getting with them.

It was wrong. I was working for the program and I didn’t care how hot some of them were. Which made me feel all the more guilty that I was letting all of that come out now that I was here with stupid Connor.

“So we were going back to the football annex, or whatever the fuck you call it?” Connor asked, turning to look at me. “Or was there anything else you wanted to show me before the tour is officially over?”

He smiled at me like he’d enjoy nothing more than for the tour to continue. I shivered as I thought of him taking a tour of my body. Running those hands up and down me the way he had earlier in that room. I blushed thinking about it.

“I don’t think that’d be a good idea,” I said. “And I don’t think my husband would appreciate what you’ve been doing, for that matter.”

He snorted. “Do you think I give a fuck what your husband thinks about what I’ve been doing?”

It was a simple and matter of fact statement. He didn’t give a fuck what John thought. Or if he did give a fuck about what John thought about what was happening here, it was only insomuch as he liked the idea of getting with a married woman.

It was a thrill for him. I shivered. I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction, even if the idea was providing a thrill for me I couldn’t explain.

“Let’s go,” I finally said, turning and stalking off across the library and trying to ignore the heat threatening to burn me to a crisp as I thought about his eyes on my backside.

“Sure thing, Ashlyn,” he said, jogging to catch up with me. “Y’know I hate to see you go, but I love to watch you leave!”

I rolled my eyes. Football players. I told myself for like the thousandth time today there was a good reason why I wasn’t interested in dating them.

But there was also a voice in the back of my mind whispering that I didn’t have to date Connor. No, what he was interested in definitely didn’t involve locking down forever. And there was something deeply fascinating and arousing about that idea.

Which is why I pushed down on it so viciously.


Chapter twelve

The Office
John


Isat down at my computer and stared at the screen. It was blank. Not even a screen saver like in the old days. No, it was just a black mirror with me staring into the thing wondering about the guy who was staring back at me.

Wondering what the fuck was wrong with that guy. Wondering why the fuck I didn’t do anything about what I’d seen.

I told myself I didn’t even know what was going on in there. I mean sure I’d heard some noises and sure it was pretty easy to imagine what was going on in there, but I didn’t know for sure. I hadn’t been in the room. I hadn’t seen anything.

My cock twitched thinking about what had been going on in there. I’d seen two shadows pressed up against each other. A sexy outline of my wife, and the broad shouldered outline of that guy who she clearly had the hots for.

I didn’t care how much she denied it. She’d been all about that kind of asshole before she got with me. There was still a voice that whispered in the back of my head that I was never going to be good enough for her no matter how much she said she liked being with me now.

And what had happened earlier in that study room was proof enough of that, wasn’t it?

The image flooded my mind unbidden. The sight of Ashlyn pressed up against the door with that asshole pressing against her. Grinding his cock against her ass.

I’d read all the stories and I knew all about his reputation. Knew all about how he was supposedly the love’em and leave’em type of asshole who had a new woman with him every night.

That wasn’t how I operated. I’d always been the kind of guy who was interested in locking down forever and all that. Only…

I thought about that life. I thought about a guy like that trying to get with my Ashlyn. I thought about how it was kind of hot that a guy who could literally have any woman he wanted on pretty much whatever the fuck college campus he decided to descend on had decided he wanted my wife.

She was definitely the equal of any of the college hotties I saw walking around here. She had a quality men noticed. I couldn’t blame the guy for noticing her. I couldn’t blame him for taking a chance.

I could blame her for giving him that chance, though. I sighed as I thought of the two of them pressing together in that room, and then I blinked, wondering what the fuck was wrong with me that I kept thinking about that prick grinding against my woman in a study room of all fucking things.

“This is fucked up,” I muttered.

I looked over to the door. Office hours were over. I’d missed the first ten minutes but thankfully nobody had been waiting for me, but that didn’t mean I was in the clear. A student could stop by at any time. Normally that wouldn’t be a problem, but…

Well. I wasn’t exactly in a state to give somebody advice about an undergrad paper. Sure I was pissed off at everything I’d seen. I was livid at the idea of what Ashlyn might’ve been doing in there.

At the same time, though…

I looked down. My cock was rock hard. One might even describe it as throbbing. Tumescent. There were all sorts of words that came to mind. The kind of stuff I had to put up with in my creative writing classes back when I was in undergrad. Back when there were people who decided writing a romance novel was going to be the best use of their time even though the prof was rolling her eyes every time genre fiction was mentioned.

Only I felt like I was in one of those silly novels now. As much as I hated reading them back in the day.

“What the fuck is wrong with me?” I muttered.

Only I knew exactly what was wrong with me. I was as hard as a rock, and it was all from thinking about Ashlyn getting with that guy. I didn’t know why I was hard as a rock. It had no explanation, but here I was.

I shuddered, and I looked over at my door again. It was closed, and presumably somebody would knock before they decided to come in. But I figured that was too much of a risk. There was always the very real possibility somebody would burst in and that would be that, and I didn’t want that. Not with what I was considering doing.

I rolled my chair over to the door and quickly locked it. Then I stared at the lock for a long moment, wondering what the fuck was wrong with me.

I’d heard stories of people getting up to the occasional naughtiness in their office, of course. Though usually you heard about that kind of thing when it came to a prof who had tenure. The kind of old assholes who didn’t worry about getting fired because they were untouchable. To the point that getting caught canoodling with one of their former students in a one on one “tutoring” session wasn’t enough to get them fired.

I wasn’t quite that untouchable. Sure I had a little bit of swagger because I was married to a woman who had the ear of Coach Harris, but even that might not be enough to save me if I was caught doing something bad in my office.

The one time Ashlyn and I came in here to “celebrate” getting my new office had been pretty late at night when we didn’t have to worry about anybody coming along and overhearing us.

I looked down at my pants. I was so hard. I couldn’t stop thinking about Ashlyn. Thinking about those shadows pressing together. I couldn’t stop thinking about the noises I’d heard on the other side of that door, and wishing I’d been in the room with them.

Not because I would’ve done anything to stop it. No, I wanted to be in their so I could see everything.

I shivered. Only it wasn’t a shiver. No, it was a deep shudder that ran through my whole body. Like an earthquake threatening to overwhelm me.

I licked my lips. Holy shit. I almost came in my pants just from thinking about that.

I turned and looked at the dark screen again. Looked the version of me staring back. I licked my lips. The reflection did the same.

Then I reached into my pants and leaned back in my chair. It creaked ever so slightly. This chair had probably been kicking around the department since at least the sixties. It was either one of those things where they didn’t make them like they used to, or survivorship bias was a thing.

Either way, it was a little uncomfortable, but what the fuck ever. It’s not like I spent all that much time in my office if I could avoid it.

Only now…

I thought about being a fly on the wall in that room. Being able to see everything that was happening. No amount of special electronically frosted glass could stop me.

I grabbed my cock and really started to work it. I couldn’t quite bring myself to pull it out, I was still terrified somebody would figure out a way to get into my office. Maybe the lock wouldn’t work. Either way, it wasn’t the kind of thing where I wanted to have my cock out.

Which was laughable. The last time I’d had thoughts like that…

Well, it had been when me and Ashlyn were getting it on in one of those rooms.

Oh yeah. Ashlyn getting it on in that room. Maybe she was trying to leave. He pressed her up against that wall. There was nothing she could do. She was helpless.

Both because he was so strong, and because she was overcome with lust. Maybe she would’ve tried to get away if it was anyone else, but this was Connor we were talking about.

No. She wasn’t going to do a damn thing to try and get away from him.

I imagined him reached down and pulling up that skirt. It was long enough that it was just fine with the university dress code, but I knew that skirt. It was one of those things she wore because it was up to code, sure, but it was also damn sexy. Especially on her.

I had no doubt she’d worn that thing specifically because she wanted to give Connor a show.

I imagined him pulling it up. Her whimpering as he started grinding against her. Then shoving his cock inside her from behind. Pounding into her again and again as her moans rose to a crescendo.

Okay. So I wasn’t really certain anything like that had happened. I hadn’t heard anything that sounded like pounding. I definitely hadn’t heard any moaning that would make me think the two of them were in there fucking.

Still. I’d heard something. They’d definitely been doing something. I wasn’t sure what, and it was killing me.

All I could think about was him slamming his cock into her. Filling her. Plumbing depths I’d never reached because in my imagination the big football star was way bigger than me and able to satisfy her in a way I could never dream of with my nerdy English major ass.

Again and again he plowed into her until finally he held himself there, filling her with his seed.

I shuddered and it hit me. I’d been jerking my cock, though I hadn’t really been thinking about it. No, my thoughts had been entirely focused on everything that may or may not have happened with Ashlyn and Connor in that room.

The feeling was overwhelming, though. It was an impossible heat. It was a tingling that ran all over my body and turned to a roaring fire. It was something that went from the tips of my curling toes all the way to the top of my head, but it was centered in my gut which was churning with the mixture of shame and arousal at what Ashlyn might or might not have done.

And I was blowing a load inside my pants.

“Fuck!” I hissed, quickly pulling the tip of my cock out, though I knew it was too late. I’d already gotten some on the inside of my boxers.

“Fuck!” I said again, not really sure what the fuck else I could say.

A couple more spurts came out, and they landed on the bottom of my button down shirt that was tucked into my pants.

“Motherfucker!” I growled again.

It was a mess, and there was no way around it. I quickly grabbed some tissues off my desk and tried to clean it up, but it was difficult. I was still getting hit with the shuddering aftereffects of what had just happened. Like the intensity now was almost at the level of a regular orgasm compared to the incredible overwhelming feeling that had hit me before.

I shook my head. What the fuck was that all about?

I looked down at my pants and my shirt again. Looked at the drying come that was pooled there. And I realized there was no getting around this. I was going to have to go home and change.


Chapter thirteen

End of the Day
Ashlyn


Itook in a deep breath of air as we finally reached the football office. It was a breath of relief, but it was also…

Well, I don’t know. The tension had been mounting the entire walk across campus. And not necessarily because I was walking next to Connor.

Sure that had been its own form of torture. Knowing he was right there. Feeling his strong body right next to me. Occasionally glancing over and seeing his muscles rippling under a shirt that was entirely too tight.

I’m pretty sure he’d worn a shirt that was tight like that on purpose. Because he wanted people to check out his muscles. And why not?

I wore clothes that were flattering. I spent plenty of time in the gym making sure I looked good, plus a little bit of mother nature helping me out with the old genetic lottery and a bit of contribution from my parents, but still. If you looked good, then you wanted to flaunt it.

It’s not like I could blame him for that.

It was everything that had happened as we were walking across campus that was so infuriating. That had that tension building.

He hadn’t said a single inappropriate thing. No, he’d been the picture of the perfect gentleman Coach Harris liked to recruit into the program. The kind of guy who opened doors for ladies and all that stuff. Not the kind of stuff that led to the sorts of scandals that plagued other football programs all across the goddamn country.

Of course he’d been more than appropriate with me after the library, but that hadn’t stopped me from watching him checking out some of the other women.

He wasn’t obvious about it. A look here. A glance there. A slight noise in the back of his throat when we passed a pretty girl wearing a pair of shorts that were plastered with her sorority’s letters emblazoned across her ass.

It was the kind of thing where I probably wouldn’t have noticed or cared if I hadn’t had a lifetime of noticing guys checking me out when they weren’t being nearly as sneaky as they thought they were. And I was super keyed in to everything Connor was doing.

I felt a raging fire of jealousy roaring inside me every time we passed one of those groups of women he was checking out. It wasn’t fair. They weren’t prettier than me, damn it. Why would he want them instead of me?

And then I’d realize what I was thinking and blushed. It had nothing to do with him looking at those women and everything to do with reminding myself that I was a married woman. My husband was probably back in his office stewing over everything that happened today.

He had no way of knowing what had happened, of course. He’d been down at the end of a long row of books. It’s not like he could see what was going on in the room with the frosted glass. It’s not like he was sitting on the other side of the door with his ear up against it listening in on what was happening in there.

Another man pressing me against the door. Pressing his cock against my ass. Grinding against me. And then running his fingers along my pussy in the elevator.

I shivered and blushed. No. John had no way of knowing about any of that. And if I had any choice in the matter, he was never going to learn anything about any of that.

I was going to take that shit to the grave. It was almost enough to make me hope Connor decided to go with another football program. Then he’d be safely in another city, maybe even on the other side of the goddamn country, and I wouldn’t have to worry about him suddenly blabbing about what had ultimately made him decide this wasn’t the school for him.

I let out that breath. I reminded myself that I was a professional here. I worked for one of the best college football programs in the country. I didn’t flirt with the prospective students.

“Ashlyn! Connor!” a voice called out.

I blushed again, and then quickly whirled to look at Coach Harris. He had an uncharacteristic smile on his face.

“You’d better enjoy that smile while you can,” I muttered to Connor beside me. “Because you’re not going to see a whole hell of a lot of that once he becomes your coach.”

“Oh I don’t know,” Connor muttered back, not missing a beat. “I’m sure he’d start smiling a whole hell of a lot once he realizes the kind of attention and winning record I’m bringing to his program.”

I snorted. Confident to the very end. Then again, he had the skills to back that up, so who was I to say anything?

“So I take it the campus tour went well?” Coach Harris said, slapping Connor on the back and nudging me in the shoulder with a fist.

I tensed. I waited for Connor to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. This was a moment where he quite literally held my career in his hands.

I hated that I’d given in. That I’d given him this power over me. Though he hadn’t said anything about using that power over me, as hot as it was thinking about him doing just that.

“Yeah, it was a pretty good time,” Connor said. “Ashlyn was really good about showing me the sights. Really giving me a feel for the place.”

“Excellent,” Coach Harris said, that smile turning to a grin that looked really weird on him.

He wasn’t the smiling type. No, the only time I’d even seen him crack so much as a half a smile had been when his granddaughter came to visit him. Like we’re talking he’d won a championship game and that hadn’t even been enough for him to do more than tone down the scowl. Just a little.

“Well come on,” he said, pulling us back towards the closest conference room. “I want to talk little bit with both of you.”

Again I felt a stab of guilt run through me. He wanted to talk to both of us? It was said that he had eyes and ears all around campus. People who were willing to curry favor with the football coach who basically ran things around here, though he was a benevolent dictator, by passing him little bits of information.

Some of the time it was because people wanted a favor from him. Other times it was just because they loved the football program so much, and everybody was a gossip.

I worried that somebody had seen something in the library. That it got back to him that I’d been in a private room with Connor.

Even going into a private study room with him for a few minutes was enough to reek of impropriety. If he somehow knew what was going on in there…

Had the library installed cameras and some librarian had seen what was going on and decided to rat me out? Had one of the many college girls who’d been looking at him like they’d enjoy climbing him like a scratching post decided they were going to rat me out because they were jealous I was the one walking with the big football star?

Or was it simply that coach had eyes and ears everywhere, and he knew because he knew? Seriously. The man’s ability to know everything was going on all around campus was legendary. Sometimes I wondered if he didn’t have a crystal ball in his office that he used to find stuff out.

“So I’m glad to hear the tour went well,” he said once we were back in a conference room. It was one that looked out over the football field. Connor was staring out over that field, and he had a distant look in his eyes.

I frowned as I watched him. That was an odd look. There was none of the cocky confidence or arrogance there in that moment. No, it was just a player looking out over the field where he might be able to do some of his best work if he decided to join us.

It was a surprisingly humanizing look, too. Surprising to see from him. There was even an air of fallibility.

“So what do you think of the field?” Coach Harris asked.

He turned to look at Coach Harris, and for a surprise he was all humility. He nodded to the coach.

“It’s amazing, sir.”

I blinked, staring at him. I wondered what the hell was going on here. Who was this man, and what had he done with the arrogant bastard who’d been walking around campus with me all day long?

“I’m glad to hear it, son,” Coach Harris said.

There was a brief flicker. As though Connor didn’t like being called son. But then the smile was back in an instant.

I thought about everything I’d read about him and his dad. How the man had pushed him to go into football all those years ago. He was supposedly responsible for who Connor was today. And now he was very sick. And Connor was no longer under his control.

I got the feeling there was all kinds of fucked up shit going on there, but I pushed those thoughts away. That was irrelevant to what was going on here, after all.

“And you had a good time with Ashlyn?” he asked, glancing to me. “She’s one of my best.”

“I don’t doubt it, sir,” he said as I braced for yet another opportunity for him to throw me under the bus and get me fired. “She was very professional as she showed me all around campus.”

“I’m sure she was,” Coach Harris said, looking at me with a twinkle in his eye. “But don’t let that fool you. She can let her hair down with the best of them. You should see this woman at a tailgate!”

I blushed again. Okay. So maybe he’d joined a couple of tailgates over the years. Again, Coach Harris was a coach of the people. There was a reason why everybody loved the man.

“I don’t know if that…”

“Actually, that’s coming around to something I was wondering about,” Connor said.

I looked up at him, my danger sense pinging. Because his tone sounded like he was up to something. I didn’t like it when he was up to something.

“What’s that, son?” Coach Harris asked.

“I’ve gotten to see how wonderful your campus is and everything,” he said. “But going to a school isn’t just about how nice the facilities are, you know? Or even about how good the program is, though everyone knows yours is one of the best.”

Coach Harris grunted, as though that was a given. An immutable law of the universe. Gravity made things fall down. E=MC2. Coach Harris’s program was the best in the country.

“Go on,” he said, and that smile was fading just a little. Only a little. He still had that twinkle in his eye.

“I also want to know about the social life around here, you know?” he said.

“I see,” Coach Harris said.

“And I was wondering if maybe somebody could show me around on that score, sir,” he said. “I mean I’m not big on partying, but it would be nice to see if there was some fun to be had around here, you know? And we’re coming up on the weekend so I was thinking…”

“You want to go out and have a good time,” Coach Harris said. “See if you get some of the hero worship you get in all those magazines spreading stories about you?”

Connor blinked. He might be trying to pull this clean-cut all American hero routine, but that showed Coach Harris could see through the bullshit. Some of it, at least.

“I guess so,” Connor said, grinning and shrugging.

“Well that’s fine,” Coach Harris said. “That’s just fine. Ashlyn?”

I jumped. I looked between the two of them, and my eyes went wide.

Because I suddenly felt the world closing in around me. Like maybe Connor had planned this.

“Yes sir?” I said, barely managing to keep my voice neutral.

“Our new recruit would like somebody to take him out and show him a good time. Do you think that’s something you and your husband could do? Both of you are young enough that you still pass, right?”

“Um… I don’t know if that would be a good idea. John and I don’t really…”

“Of course it’s a good idea,” he said, slapping his hand down on the conference table in a loud smack that left no doubt that I would be doing exactly what he said. “Consider it a continuation of the campus tour. Let’s show Connor the kind of good time you can have on our campus. As long as you’re maintaining your grades and keeping up in practice, that is.”

I sank down in my seat as Connor hit me with a triumphant stare. I couldn’t shake the feeling I’d just been had, and I also couldn’t shake the sudden excitement at the idea of going out on the town partying with Connor.

Damn it.


Chapter fourteen

Home
John


Istepped into the house, walked over to the kitchen, and threw my backpack down on the table. I looked around, but the place seemed pretty quiet.

I sighed. No doubt Ashlyn was still out doing her important work stuff. There were times, especially when the season was going full tilt, when I didn’t see her until the next morning. It was just one of those things where her job kept her busy.

It was never one of those things that I begrudged her, though. No. I figured she was doing important work for the program, and it was something she loved. For all that I couldn’t understand the draw of grown men throwing balls up and down a field.

I still couldn’t tell you what the actual rules of the game were, for all that Ashlyn had tried on plenty of very frustrating occasions to explain them to me.

Only there was a different feeling now. Because I knew she was out there because of him. Connor. The big impressive football star. The man so many women around campus would probably kill to get with. Hell. There were probably plenty of mothers of girls all around campus who would love to get with him.

It reminded me of that whole Twilight mom phenomenon. Somehow it wasn’t creepy when it was a bunch of old women lusting after a young man for some reason.

I shook my head. I was getting distracted. Distraction happened when I was trying to avoid thinking about all the craziness happening in my life. Like discovering my wife actually had gone into a study room with a football player after she threatened to do just that.

“Ashlyn? You here?” I shouted into the place.

We only had the one car. It was all we’d ever needed. There was no need for any more because we had a house that was close enough to campus that we were within walking distance.

Besides. Both of us had gotten used to walking to classes back when we were in school. It wasn’t all that different now that we were working for the university, even if it took just a little longer because we were in a neighborhood that was mostly professors and support staff for the university rather than one of the more run down neighborhoods a little closer to campus where it was a bunch of students.

We’d looked at a few houses in there, but the market was insane. Mostly because it was dominated by people who were buying up those houses to make rentals. And we’d be surrounded on all sides by college students, which wasn’t my idea of a good time. Both because I didn’t want the off chance of running into one of my students when I was going home, and because they tended to party hard and it got loud.

I sighed as I sat down at the table. I looked down at it. It was the kind of table that wouldn’t have been out of place back when this neighborhood was first built back in the sixties. Most of the houses had a look that reminded me of going over to my grandmother’s house back when I was a kid.

It felt kind of nostalgic for me, for all that Ashlyn acted like she’d love nothing more than to be able to do something about all of it.

“What the fuck did we get into today?” I asked myself, pushing thoughts of replacing the tables out of my head.

But it came right back. We’d talked about replacing some of this stuff. We’d been saving up now that we were both gainfully employed. If Ashlyn got another promotion then we’d be in a good place.

Only now here I was sitting at this goddamn table wondering what it would cost to get Ashlyn that promotion so we’d be able to afford nice things.

It almost felt like prostituting my wife out, only with a couple of steps in between.

Then again, it wasn’t prostituting if she wanted to do it, was it? What if she was just having a fling with this guy, and she didn’t give a fuck what it damaged?

It was enough to make me frustrated. I balled my hand into a fist and started banging it against the table.

There was no response from the room. What was I expecting? I just heard the low hum of the refrigerator. The gentle clicking of an old style clock Ashlyn’s grandmother gave us when we got married.

Supposedly Ashlyn had loved that clock growing up. Always staring at the thing. Even asking her grandmother if she could have it once, and being disappointed when she was told no.

And now here I was. Staring at that clock. I still remembered how excited she was opening that up the day after our wedding before we left for our honeymoon. I thought about how amazing it had felt that day.

I was the luckiest guy in the world. I got to be with a woman as amazing, as beautiful, as Ashlyn. I still didn’t understand why she’d picked me sometimes, but the fact of the matter was that she had picked me. We’d walked down the aisle and said I do and had one hell of a wedding night.

All because I wasn’t the kind of guy she’d dated and flirted with in college. Or in high school, for that matter. I was the antithesis of everything she always thought she’d wanted.

And now it looked like she was getting with that stupid Connor asshole. I hated it. I shook my head, wondering what the fuck had gone wrong in our lives that we came to this point. How could it happen like this?

I looked over to my bag. I briefly thought about getting out my laptop and maybe going over some papers, but then I thought better of it.

I didn’t feel like running a bunch of stuff through a plagiarism checker right now. Or dealing with protests from a bunch of stupid kids who somehow thought they weren’t going to get caught because they contracted someone who spoke English as a second language from some foreign country to write their paper, never once stopping to think that maybe those people were going to use the same shortcuts a bunch of lazy students trying to get out of actually doing their schoolwork would do.

I was getting irrationally angry at the thought. But I knew I wasn’t angry at my students. Or the people overseas who wrote papers for them.

Okay. So maybe I was a little angry at people who were writing papers for other people. Those were the scum of the earth as far as I was concerned, but it’s not like there was anything I could do about it.

I looked down at the table again. I couldn’t think.

My cock was rock hard.

I frowned. Where the fuck had that thought, from? My cock was rock hard. I scooted away from the table and looked down, as though I needed to visually verify what my body was damn well telling me.

It was a feeling I was used to, after all. I was thinking about Ashlyn and my dick was hard.

I stared at the thing and wondering what was wrong with me that I was thinking about Ashlyn flirting with that other guy and my dick was hard.

What the fuck?

I thought about him pressing her up against the wall in one of those study rooms. Pulling up her skirt and shoving his fat cock inside her.

My cock twitched. Okay. That was definitely a new wrinkle I wasn’t used to. I mean sure it got me off in the office and that’s the whole reason I came home, but I was surprised I was ready to go again so quickly.

At least I’d gotten an enthusiastic free pass when I shot an e-mail to Dr. Arnold that I had to leave early to take care of some Connor Thompson related stuff.

What the fuck was going on here?

In my mind he was shoving his cock into her over and over again. Filling her. Her squealing as he plowed into her from behind.

Maybe one of his hands would run up her stomach. Up her body. Cup one of those perfect tits of hers. Squeeze it. Pinch her nipples as they bounced under his thrusting.

In my mind they weren’t even using protection. Sure Ashlyn was on the pill, but this asshole supposedly got with all kinds of women all the time. Quite the player. He’d even been connected with a couple of minor celebrities. Women who had one hit and then faded into obscurity, but they tried to cling onto their fifteen minutes of fame for a little while longer by getting with the infamous college football playboy.

I blinked. My hand was on my cock. Running up and down its length. When the fuck did that happen? What the fuck was wrong with me that I was so rock hard thinking of that?

It wasn’t possible. She couldn’t have possibly actually fucked him. And yet there the thought was.

I was almost disappointed that she couldn’t have fucked him. That it wasn’t possible they’d had time to do that. I shook my head.

Again. What the ever loving fuck was wrong with me?

My hand was moving up and down my shaft now. Really getting into the idea. And I could really get into it here, unlike back at my office where I had to worry about somebody walking in.

Only I wasn’t thinking about fucking my wife. No. I was thinking about another man fucking her. Filling her with his cock. Pounding her like one of his sluts.

He didn’t give a shit about her. All he cared about was using her body. She might as well be a wad of tissue paper he blew a load in and then discarded. Because that’s how he was with women.

Burying himself inside her. Grunting as he started to come. Filling her with his seed.

I was on the verge of coming myself. I probably would’ve blown a load right there at the kitchen table if it wasn’t for hearing the front door.

I blinked, and it was like the spell was broken. For the moment. Not entirely, though.

Because my cock still throbbed. I still needed release. I still couldn’t get the thought of him pounding into my wife from behind out of my head.

It was a thought I loved. It was a thought I hated. It was a thought I couldn’t stop replying over and over in my head.

I very carefully pulled my hands away from my cock. I moved them to the table where I couldn’t touch myself. My cock twitched a couple of times, and I worried that I was going to be pushed over the edge regardless. Thinking of Ashlyn and that asshole was just that powerful. It had that kind of hold on me.

The door opened and then shut. I heard the click of Ashlyn’s heels. I wondered if those heels had been spread wide as he fucked her from behind.

I knew that didn’t happen. I kept telling myself it didn’t happen because I figured if I said it often enough then it would somehow magically come true, even if I wasn’t entirely sure I could magically wish something away like that.

Finally she appeared in the door to the kitchen. She looked at me, and it was an inscrutable expression. The kind of look that didn’t give anything away while giving everything away. I licked my lips as I stared at her.

“John…”

It was too much for me. I was too hot. I couldn’t explain why I was so turned on at the idea of her fucking that guy, but I also couldn’t get the thought out of my head. I couldn’t stop my cock from throbbing at the thought of what she might’ve done.

I was across the room in an instant.


Chapter fifteen

Taken
Ashlyn


Idreaded walking through that door. I knew he was going to be in there. John always got home before me. It was just one of those things.

You’d think somebody who was teaching would have longer hours than somebody who worked on the football program, but that just wasn’t the case.

I stepped into the living room. He wasn’t there. None of the lights were on. It was strangely quiet.

Usually he’d be sitting in the chair in front of the television playing a game, but there was nothing like that happening now. No, the TV was turned off and his game system wasn’t on.

I took a deep breath. Let it out in a sigh. And then I thought I heard motion coming from somewhere deeper in the house.

That sounded like it was coming from the kitchen. It only took a few steps to be across the living room and into that kitchen. The houses around here were a little bigger than student houses, but not by much.

Most of the housing immediately around the university had been built a long time ago. Back before the idea of McMansions had taken hold in America. So everything was a far more reasonable size than even the house I’d grown up in.

John was sitting at the kitchen table. He looked odd. He kept tapping his hand against the table. I don’t think he even realized he was doing that.

No. He was looking off into the distance. Off into nothing at all. I felt immediate guilt as I realized what he was doing.

Probably thinking about everything that happened earlier. About that stupid text I sent him about how I was going to have fun with Connor.

He turned and looked at me. I almost took a step back. That was a surprisingly intense look. The kind of look that immediately sent a shiver running through my body. My nipples were hard. I felt a strange longing down between my legs.

“John…”

He was across the room in an instant. It surprised me. It terrified me. It turned me on.

His hands went to my arms. For a brief moment I worried this was it. He was going to hit me. He was so annoyed or pissed off by what I’d done that he was going to let me have it.

That didn’t seem like the kind of man John was. I never would’ve thought him capable of something like that. Then again, I never would’ve thought myself capable of doing what I’d done to him. So I guess both of us were coming up with some surprises for each other today.

He spun me around. My breath caught. He pressed me up against the wall next to the doorway. The kitchen counter was right next to me. I stared down at it. There was a plastic bag that had been left there when one of us put together our lunch this morning.

Though of course I hadn’t eaten the lunch I brought to work. I hadn’t even been thinking. I was going out on that campus tour with Connor, after all. That was the kind of thing where I was expected to buy lunch for him.

And I was getting distracted. Distracted was good. Distracted kept my mind away from everything that was going on here. I didn’t know what was going on with John, but it terrified me and aroused me in equal measure.

He pressed against me. His cock was rock hard. My mouth fell open and I let out a quiet gasp at the feel of his cock pressing against my ass.

It was incredible. Maybe it was a combination of the arousal I felt from hanging out with Connor all day, the knock on feelings that I had from everything we’d done in that room, and knowing it was my husband pressing up against me.

Whatever it was, it felt damn good having him pressing up against me. I let out a moan.

“Oh yeah?” John said, as though he was responding to something I’d just said. “Is that what you did with him, Ashlyn? Did you moan for him like that in that room?”

I stopped. I licked my lips.

“What did you see, John?”

“Is this what you wanted, Ashlyn? To be a slut for a football star again? I bet you couldn’t resist. I’m not fucking enough for you, am I?”

He pressed his cock against my ass again. I squeezed my eyes shut and moaned. It wasn’t a quiet moan, either. It was the kind of moan that would’ve gotten us in trouble back when we still lived in an apartment with paper thin walls.

We’d gotten the neighbors banging on the walls a couple of times for something like that.

He reached down and pulled up on my skirt. I was so wet. There was a longing that seemed to settle just behind my belly button.

Everything that happened today was just too much. Being around Connor all day long. Having to deal with his charm. Staring at him and thinking about how goddamn hot he was. How much I’d love to be one of the women he took and made his own.

I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself.

“Yeah, I bet he did this, didn’t he?” John said. “I couldn’t make out much, but I could tell it’s there were two shadows in there. That he had you pressed up against the wall like this.”

“John…”

I didn’t get a chance to finish that thought. I heard a metallic sound behind me, and then a muted thump as his pants hit the floor. I tried to turn around and look at him, but he grabbed my face and pushed me back around.

It was rough. It was commanding. It was exactly the kind of fucking thing I imagine someone like Connor would do. Taking me and using me for his pleasure.

Only this wasn’t Connor. This was John. My husband. The man I loved. The man I’d married.

And I’d married him precisely because he didn’t do things like this. Only now here he was, doing just that.

And I’d never been more turned on in my life. Not with any of the guys I’d been with. Not with John.

Not even with Connor.

“Yeah, I can just imagine what he did to you in there,” John said, a sneer in his voice. Though it also sounded like there might be a half sob to go along with a sneer.

He pulled my panties to the side. He didn’t even bother to pull them off. And then his cock was inside me.

I squeezed my eyes shut, letting out another long and low moan. Oh fucking hell that was incredible!

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” he said.

And then he started pounding into me.

“Is this what you wanted, Ashlyn? To be a slut for him? Were you his little slut?”

He smacked my ass and I moaned again.

I didn’t know why this was so hot. Only that it was. Again and again he pounded into me. He was relentless. Unforgiving. He filled me with his cock over and over.

“Tell me, Ashlyn,” he said, smacking my ass again. “Were you his little slut?”

I bit my lip. I had a pretty good idea what answer my husband was looking for. I had no idea why he was acting like this, but I also knew I couldn’t tell a lie.

It sounded like he was getting off on this, but we really hadn’t done anything. I mean we’d done something, but we hadn’t done what he was accusing me of. Not exactly.

“I wasn’t his little slut,” I said.

He smacked my ass again. Then his other hand moved to my front. He started unbuttoning my blouse.

“I don’t believe you,” he said. “I that he was feeling you up just like this.”

He didn’t even wait until he’d unbuttoned all of my blouse before he plunged his hand inside and started manhandling my tits. He grabbed a nipple and pinched it. I let out a noise that was somewhere between a moan of pleasure and a cry of pain.

“Yeah, I bet this is what you wanted, you slut,” he said. “Did he feel your tits like this?”

“No, he didn’t,” I said, and it came out as a squeal.

He never stopped pounding me. He was a jackhammer attached to my pussy, and I loved it. Hell, I even loved the way he was pinching and pulling on my nipples. Which isn’t something I was normally into.

“I don’t believe you, slut,” he said, smacking my ass again.

“He pressed me up against the door when we were getting ready to leave,” I said. “I swear that’s all that happened.”

“He pressed you up against the door,” John said, and his voice was a low growl. That made it clear he didn’t believe a fucking word I was saying.

“I swear that’s all that happened,” I said. “He was grinding his cock against me, but I swear we didn’t do anything else.”

“You expect me to believe you didn’t do anything after you told me about everything you were going to do with him?” he asked, smacking my ass again. “Wasn’t that my punishment for sending you a text? A fucking text message and you do this?”

I let out another low moan, and then it hit me in time with that smacked. It was a strange pleasure that went coursing through my body.

After everything that happened today it was too much. I was coming. A low moan that started deep in my lungs and moved out through all of my body, and then it was crashing over me again and again as I thought of everything that’d happened today and how crazy it was that it was ending in this situation here.

“He also tried to finger me in the elevator,” I said, keeping my eyes squeezed shut and speaking in between moans.

“He touched your pussy?” John said. “You let that football asshole touched your sweet pussy?”

“I did,” I said.

“That’s my pussy, you slut,” he said, smacking my ass again.

I didn’t know where this was coming from. I just knew it was overwhelming me. Taking me to places I’d never been before. Another wave of pleasure crashed over me in time with his hand smacking me. I’d never been into this sort of thing before, but apparently I was totally into it now.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” he said. “You just let him do whatever he wanted to you.”

“I did,” I said, the words coming out as a low whine as I came again and again.

“You’re coming on my cock thinking of him, aren’t you?”

I squeezed my eyes shut. I searched my feelings. And I was surprised to realize that no. I wasn’t thinking of Connor at all.

“I’m thinking of you, John,” I said.

“I don’t believe you,” he said.

That hit me like a ton of bricks. We’d been married for a few years now, and he didn’t believe me. He actually thought I’d do that to him.

“I am thinking of you,” I said. “But…”

He changed his tempo, and I knew I’d done something wrong. It wasn’t the angry jackhammering anymore. No, something had changed, and I was terrified of what was going to happen next.

Sure this was hot, but it was also dangerous. This was the kind of thing that got people on true crime shows. I wondered if somebody else would be listening to the tale of the woman who was killed by her husband before he went and offed one of the most promising football prospects to come along in a generation.

Then I squeezed my eyes shut as he held himself inside me, because the pleasure had also come to an end as he just held himself there. Like he was waiting for something. And I had no idea what the fuck it was.

I just wanted this to continue, damn it. As fucked up as it was. The brain down below was calling the shots, and I needed my husband to fuck me, damn it.

“Come on, John,” I said, trying to press myself back onto him. “Fuck me!”

I hated that I was whining. That I was begging for it. But I also couldn’t help myself. I needed this in the worst possible way. And if he wasn’t willing to give it to me…

Now there was a surprising thought. I was going to have another meeting with Connor, after all. Maybe if John wasn’t willing to do what needed to be done…

That was wrong, but I wasn’t thinking straight. I just needed more from him.

Damn it. What the fuck was he waiting for? What kind of asshole didn’t fuck his wife when she begged like this?


Chapter sixteen

Fantasy
John


Istared down at Ashlyn, and I boggled at what was going on here. I’d been smacking her and throwing her around and really treating her rough.

I guess that was my imagination’s version of what one of those football assholes would’ve done to her. What some of them had probably done with her.

I was well aware she’d been with a few of them back before she got with me. It was a comparison I couldn’t miss. Especially when she talked about how I was so much better than any of them because I was me.

That always left me with a feeling of inadequacy. I know it was stupid. I was who I was and I shouldn’t let that get to me, but I’d always been more academically inclined than sports.

I didn’t feel like I was less than people who threw sports balls around, but whatever. It was different when they were shoving their balls in my wife, damn it.

“John, what the fuck are you doing?” Ashlyn said.

It came out as a long whine. Oh yeah, she was desperate for it. She was throwing out all of her usual tricks to get what she wanted.

Not that it ever took much in the way of tricks for her to get what she wanted, at least in the bedroom, but whatever.

“He fucked you like this, didn’t he?” I said, holding myself there.

She wiggled her ass. She did that thing where she was trying to push herself back on me. Trying to get my attention. But I didn’t let her. No, I pulled back as she pulled back.

“None of that, Ashlyn,” I said.

“What are you doing to me?”

“Me” was drawn out. Like she was letting out a squeal. Like she wanted more of my cock in her.

It was an amazing feat of self-control that I wasn’t fucking her for everything I was worth. Goddamn she was hot. Staring down at her body. Feeling her tits in my hand. I was surprised I wasn’t pounding her.

“He fucked you, didn’t he?” I asked.

I kept repeating that. I wasn’t sure if it was because I thought she was lying to me, or if it was because I desperately wanted it to be true.

Now there was a shock. Did I desperately want it to be true? I shouldn’t be thinking about my wife fucking other men and wanting that to happen. Yet I hadn’t felt a longing like this since…

Well. Since the first time I laid eyes on Ashlyn and knew she was the kind of woman I’d love to get with.

“I already told you, we didn’t fuck,” she said.

“I don’t believe you,” I said.

She turned and looked over her shoulder at me. It was fascinating. There was a mixture of arousal and anger there.

“What do I have to say to get you to believe me?” she hissed. “He pushed me up against the door. Sure he started grinding his cock against me. He felt me up in the elevator. We didn’t fuck, though.”

Well shit. I definitely felt more disappointed than relieved hearing that they didn’t fuck. That was a surprise. That went against the script. I was supposed to be happy another guy hadn’t managed to get his dick inside my woman, and yet here we were.

“What’s wrong with you?” she asked, staring at me.

“Did you want him to fuck you?” I asked.

Okay. So maybe I got confirmation she wasn’t unfaithful by the strictest definition, but that didn’t change the fact that I still wanted to know. I still needed to know.

She blushed, her cheeks coloring.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said.

“I think you do,” I said, still holding my cock there.

I was kind of surprised I wasn’t deflating. There’d been a couple of times when we started having long conversations while we were fucking and it ended with me losing it, but that definitely wasn’t happening here.

No. I was too turned on. Not to mention I couldn’t get the thought of her wanting to fuck him out of my head.

“What kind of stupid question is that?” she asked. “You know you’re the only one for me, babe.”

I smacked her ass. Hard. Again I was surprised at just how hard I was smacking her.

“I don’t believe you,” I said.

And that really was the truth. There was something about the way she was reacting to all this that told me there was more going on here. Stuff she was trying to hide from me.

She let out another squeal. She wiggled her ass. Again she tried to push back on my cock, and again I pulled away and didn’t give her the satisfaction.

“What are you doing to me, John?” she hissed.

“I want you to tell me the truth,” I said. “You let another man shove you up against the wall. You let him grind his cock up against you. You could’ve told him no. So be honest with me. Did you want to fuck him?”

There was a long silence that stretched out. I was terrified of the answer even as I needed to hear it. I mean sure this guy was gone for good, but it would be good for a little bit of fantasizing.

“Yes, I wanted to fuck him,” she said, her voice quiet.

I stared, completely and utterly dumbfounded. Okay. Maybe I’d been fantasizing about this, but I could scarcely believe it now that I heard it. She’d actually admitted to it. That’s not how it was supposed to work, damn it.

Maybe that wasn’t how it was supposed to work, but that was definitely how it was working. I sighed.

“You wanted to fuck him,” I said, pulling out and then pressing into her.

Her eyes went wide.

“Wait. That’s what gets you to fuck me?”

I felt a burning shame running through me. That was what got me to fuck her. I felt horrible. But I couldn’t deny how I felt.

I pulled back and slammed into her again. Her body shuddered under that thrust. I was pretty sure she’d already come several times, but it looked like this was doing something special for her.

“Wait. You actually like the idea of me wanting to fuck him?” she asked, still sounding disbelieving. “What…”

I slammed into her again. I started jackhammering into her.

I couldn’t help it. It was too intense. The feeling taking over was too much. Again and again I slammed into her pussy. She started to moan, her mouth falling open.

“Oh fuck,” she hissed. “Oh God. Oh fuck!”

“Yeah, that’s it,” I hissed. “Are you imagining him fucking you?”

She turned to face the wall. Her moans were coming almost constantly now.

“Oh God, John,” she hissed. “Fuck me. You have no idea how much I need this. Fuck me!”

“Are you imagining him fucking you, you slut?” I hissed.

“I am,” she said. “I wanted his cock so much. And when he was pressed up against me… I almost…”

I couldn’t believe it. I’d been close to the edge this whole time while at the same time it was like there was something holding me back from blowing a load in my wife.

And I guess I figured out what it was that was holding me back. I needed to hear her say that.

I buried myself in her. I came. I came again and again. It was an impossible heat that washed up and down my body thinking about her letting that asshole fuck her. Take her. Use her.

I groaned as I emptied myself. As I shot load after load deep inside her.

And the entire time I was imagining another man shoving his cock deep inside her and filling her with his seed.

Finally with a last groan I stopped. Though I was still getting the aftershocks of that delicious amazing feeling.

I took a deep breath and let it out. Tried to catch that breath. Goddamn that had been hot.

“John?”

I blinked. That brought me back to reality. Ashlyn was standing right there staring at me, looking over her shoulder.

“Are you okay, John?”

I blinked a few more times. I thought about everything that had just happened. I stared at her. How she looked disheveled. Not at all as put together she usually was when she came home from work.

She would’ve been pissed off if I’d done that to her before she left for work, but she seemed more than okay with it now.

And boy was she a sight to behold. Her skirt pulled up. Her blouse a mess. Her hair in disarray. She had that fresh fucked look, her cheeks slightly colored, and I fucking loved it.

“I’m sorry…”

It crashed down around me what I’d just done to my wife. I’d used her. Abused her. I looked down to her ass. I couldn’t see her cheeks from here, but I knew they’d be bright red from the slaps.

I think those smacks were a combination of me being turned on coupled with me being pissed off. I wanted to punish her for everything she’d done today even as I was also turned on thinking about everything she’d done today.

I took a deep breath. Let it out in a heaving sob.

“Oh John,” Ashlyn said, and she was on me in an instant.

Though when I say she was on me I’m not talking about her kissing me or anything like that. No, she wrapped her arms around me and pulled me close. I stayed poised like that for a moment, simply enjoying the feel of her body pressed against mine.

It felt good. It reminded me of the good times.

And I was surprised to realize I was also thinking about everything that had just happened today as the good times. The question was whether or not she’d agree with me.

She might be pissed off. This might be the end of our relationship. Who knew?

It took in another breath. Let it out in a sigh.

“Are you okay, Ashlyn?”

“I think so?” she said, reaching back behind her to put a tentative hand on her ass. “I’m going to be a little sensitive when I sit down, but I suppose I was a bad girl, wasn’t I?”

Again I could only stare at her. I was gobsmacked she was making jokes like that in a serious moment like this. But it was also kind of hot and kind of a relief that she could joke like that after what we’d just done.

“You were a bad girl,” I said, grinning despite everything that had happened. “But that’s okay. It was a one-time thing, right?”

That’d been hot, sure, but I figured this was the end of it. It’s not like she was going to have many ridiculously hot eligible bachelor Playboy college football stars coming through and pushing her up against the wall, right?

She bit her lip and stared at me. And I had a sudden sinking feeling. I knew that look. It was the look she got when she was worried about something.

“Ashlyn…”


Chapter seventeen

It Ain't Over
Ashlyn


Iheld my breath for a moment as I stared at John. That was a look he was giving me. The kind of look that said he wasn’t happy about all of this.

I hated that I always gave it away whenever I was trying to hide something from him. At the same time it’s not like I wanted to hide something from my husband. I didn’t have occasion to do that all that often.

I looked down and away. If I was looking down and away then he couldn’t see the look on my face. Then I wouldn’t have to worry about betraying what I was thinking.

“Ashlyn…”

I looked up at him. He was closer. Almost as close as he’d been when he was pounding me from behind.

God that had been hot. My body shuddered as I thought about that. I hadn’t gotten an orgasmic aftershock like that just thinking about fucking a guy ever, yet here I was.

Also? I couldn’t stop imagining that was Connor behind me pounding me. Doing everything that I’d wanted him to do earlier.

God I’d wanted him so much. I’d been denying it to myself. Right up to the moment my husband called me out on it and I couldn’t deny how I felt any longer.

Funny how that kind of thing works.

“What’s going on, Ashlyn?” he asked, staring at me.

I bit my lip. I didn’t want to tell him. I didn’t want to let down Coach Harris. I felt like I was being pulled between Connor, my job, and my husband. I didn’t like that feeling.

I wondered how the hell I’d gotten myself into this situation in the first place, for that matter.

“It might not be over yet,” I finally said in a quiet voice.

There was a pause. It stretched out. Like it got to the point it was awkward.

“What do you mean that might not be the end of it?” he asked.

His voice was quiet now. There was none of the passion that had been there earlier when he was fucking me. Maybe now that he’d gotten off he was thinking more rationally.

I certainly hadn’t been thinking rationally when all that was happening.

“Connor is staying for a little longer,” I said.

I figured there was no getting around it. No way to sugarcoat the news so it sounded better.

Connor was going to be in town for a little while longer. I was expected to spend more time with him. Like we’re talking it was going to be a career ending move if I told Coach Harris I wasn’t interested in helping out.

Okay, so maybe it wouldn’t exactly be a career ending event, but it would definitely be one of those things where he wondered why the hell I wasn’t willing to take one for the team. Literally.

If only he knew exactly what it meant for me to be “taking one for the team” in this context. I sighed.

“He’s staying in town,” John said.

And then he deflated. Like it was utter and complete in it happened in an instant. He stumbled back a couple of times. I worried that there was something wrong. That maybe the stress of everything was finally getting to be too much for him. I reached out to try and help steady him, but he held a hand up to stop me.

“No, I’m okay,” he said, shaking his head ruefully. “Really. I am.”

“Are you sure about that?” I asked, frowning as I stared at him. “Because you don’t look okay.”

“Really, I am,” he repeated, letting out a sigh that didn’t do anything to convince me. “I suppose you’re going to have to spend more time with him too?”

I licked my lips. I thought about telling him a pleasing lie, and decided it wasn’t worth it. He was going to find out eventually. Again, there was no getting around it, so I might as well tell him the truth.

“Coach Harris made it clear he wants me to keep showing Connor around. And the showing around is more of the partying and nightlife variety this time around.”

“Why you?” he asked, and his voice sounded weak. My heart went out to him. I felt horrible about all of this.

Also? I hit him with a look. I mean it seemed like it should be pretty fucking obvious why me.

Apparently that look did its work. John let out another sigh.

“Yeah. I suppose that was a stupid question.”

“Of course it was a stupid question,” I said. “He got one look at me today and he was panting like a dog.”

The corner of John’s eye twitched. Just a little. But I definitely saw it.

I arched an eyebrow. “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Tell me more,” he said.

“I don’t know what more there is to tell. He was eating out of my hand all day long. Maybe he’s a cocky asshole, but he’s a cocky asshole who knew exactly what he wanted. And today? He wanted me.”

Another twitch from John. He took a step forward. His hands moved out to touch my waist, and his body pressed against mine.

Which was interesting, because that meant I felt his rock hard cock pressing against my body.

“You really are getting off on this.”

No question this time. Just a statement. I wasn’t sure what to think of it, but I decided I enjoyed it.

“So what if I am?” he asked.

“That’s a good question,” I said. “Because Coach Harris wanted me to take them out and show him how much fun somebody can have on campus.”

John licked his lips as he stared down at me.

“What kind of fun are you thinking about?”

“I’ll let you put two and two together, big guy,” I said, running a hand down his chest and cupping his cock. Oh yes. It was hard as a rock. He was definitely having a good time.

“He probably wants to see all the usual stuff. Places to party. Bars to hang out. Though he’s going to be in for one hell of a disappointment if he ends up coming to our school, because it’s not like Coach Harris is going to give him a chance to enjoy any of that shit.”

“Yeah. You think he’d realize that,” John chuckled, shaking his head. “Everyone knows what Coach Harris is like.”

“Yeah. Well he might not realize that he’s not going to have a hell of a lot of time to go out and party, maybe he thinks he’ll get special treatment or something, but he seems to think that being able to go out and party is a big part of why he’s going to make his decision to go to this school,” I said. “That, or he’s using it as an excuse to spend more time with me.”

John stared down at the table for a long time. It was long enough I wondered if maybe something was wrong. If I’d said the wrong thing. Or if maybe it was one of those things where he’d decided it was over, and he was trying to think the best way to tell me it was over.

After all. I couldn’t see a way out of this. We’re talking I was going to have to go out and show Connor a good time tomorrow night. And I was pretty sure I knew exactly what kind of “good time” he was hoping to have with me.

“It’s not like anything has to happen,” I said, though I didn’t believe it even as I said it.

He looked up at me and laughed. Then he shook his head.

“Are you really that naïve?” he asked.

My eyes narrowed. Okay. I guess we were going to have this conversation after all.

“No. I’m not that naïve,” I said. “I know part of the reason why Connor is doing this is because he wants to fuck me. But it’s not like he’s the first guy to ever try and fuck me. I’ve had a lot of guys try to fuck me over the years, and more of them have failed than have succeeded.”

“Oh really?” he said, looking at me. “So do you care to tell me about some of these guys who tried to fuck you?”

I could only stare at my husband. I wondered who the fuck he was, and what the fuck he’d done to the man I married.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

He shook his head. Then he made a disgusted noise in the back of his throat.

“No. I’m not serious. At least I don’t think I am,” he said.

“Then why do I get the feeling you were totally serious?”

“Because my fucking cock is hard thinking about other guys trying to fuck you, okay?” he said, and this time he sounded angry. No. He was beyond angry. He sounded pissed off.

He stared at me. I stared right back at him. And then I sighed.

“That’s one hell of an admission.”

“Tell me about that,” he said. “When I thought the two of you were in one of those study rooms…”

I moved over to stand next to him. It wasn’t too hard to see how hot and bothered he was. Especially since he hadn’t put anything back on after we finished.

“Did it make you a hard thinking about me fucking him in there, baby?”

He licked his lips. Stared at me. He let out a noise that was somewhere between a shudder and a groan. Or maybe it was a growl.

Either way, his cock twitched as he made that noise.

“I was hard,” he said, and it came out almost as a sob. Like he didn’t enjoy any of this. “I was so hard, and I had no fucking idea why I was so hard.”

“Maybe you’re into the idea,” I said.

I don’t know why I said that. I mean obviously it seemed like it was pretty close to the truth. Maybe he was into the idea.

It didn’t make any sense, though. Men weren’t supposed to be into the idea of their wife getting with another man. No. He was supposed to fly into a jealous rage at the thought of me getting with another man. His cock wasn’t supposed to be twitching.

And yet that’s exactly what was going on here.

I was also surprised to realize I was into the idea of my husband being into the idea of me getting with another man. It was one of those things where I knew I shouldn’t be getting into the idea, but…

Well. I couldn’t deny I was turned on by everything that happened with Connor today. Sure he was a football player fuckboy. The kind of guy I’d sworn off of when I got with John.

But there was a difference between deciding I was going to lock down forever with somebody, and deciding to have a little bit of fun with somebody. Before I pushed those thoughts out of my head because I knew it was wrong. I didn’t want to do that to my husband. I was a married woman, and I wasn’t going to get with another guy, damn it.

Only now…

Well. Maybe if John was into the idea then I was into the idea as well.

I looked into his eyes. He stared right back at me. It was like neither one of us knew what to say. It was a confusing jumble of emotions that was coursing through me, and all I knew was I was turned on by the idea of whatever the fuck it was we were tiptoeing around here.

Even if it was the kind of thing that might end with us getting divorced.


Chapter eighteen

Coping
John


Ashlyn was doing that thing where she was thinking things through. She stared at me. I stared right back at her.

What the fuck else could I do?

Maybe I was into the idea. Yeah, there was an understatement. Because my cock was hard, and it wasn’t just because she was sitting there on her knees grabbing my dick and playing with it while the two of us stared at one another.

I didn’t know how to react to that, though. If someone had told me I’d be turned on by the idea of my woman thinking of getting with another man even just a few hours ago I would’ve thought they were crazy, but here we were.

“Maybe I’m into it?”

Okay. Answer in the form of a question. That way I didn’t have to think about how crazy all of this was.

Ashlyn shrugged. “I mean… Maybe?”

“This is crazy, Ashlyn,” I said, and my anger started to get the best of me. “Are you sure you aren’t just saying that because you want to fuck him?”

Ashlyn licked her lips. Again she kept staring at me. It was a long and silent sort of stare. The kind of thing where both of us were working through some pretty fucked up shit.

“So what if I want to fuck him, John?” she said. “You just fucked me harder than you have in years. Maybe than you have ever. Did you ever stop to think that maybe there’s something to that?”

Okay. I guess she was hitting me right where it counted. I hated this. I hated everything about it.

Also? I couldn’t deny how turned on I was. I couldn’t stop this. I wasn’t sure I wanted to stop this.

“Was it really that good for you?”

“It was,” she said.

“So what’s going to happen now? You go out and you fuck him and he decides to go to our school? What about after that, Ashlyn? What are you going to do if the big football star is around all the time? What if he decides he wants more than what he’s getting right now? What if he decides getting with you on the regular is the price of admission?”

She stared at me. She took in a deep breath, and then she let it out long and slow.

“Would you hate that idea so much, John?”

My cock twitched again. And I figured that was all the answer she needed. I hated that it was all the answer she needed. She smiled.

“Well you might be thinking one thing, but your cock is telling a different story, baby.”

Damn. I didn’t like that my cock was telling a different story. Damn my traitorous cock getting all hard when my wife was talking about how hot it would be if she fucked another man.

“So you want to do this?” I asked. “We’re actually going to go through with this?”

“Now hold on just one damn minute,” she said. “Did you miss everything I just said about how I’ve had guys hitting on me before? This is the kind of thing I know how to deal with. It isn’t going to happen if I don’t want it to happen.”

I licked my lips. I hated how disappointed I was that she was talking about this like it wasn’t going to happen. I think that more than anything told me exactly what I needed to know. That I really wanted it to happen.

“So what if I wanted it to happen?”

Ashlyn stared at me. I stared back at her. It seemed like we were doing a lot of staring back and forth at one another lately.

“Are you serious?” she finally said. “Like you’re not bullshitting me?”

I searched my soul. I knew whatever answer I gave, it was going to have a serious effect on our marriage. It could potentially lead down the road to divorce.

Maybe I was getting all hot and bothered thinking about her fucking other men right now, but I was also painfully aware I might react differently when it was actually happening. Or after was all over.

But I also knew this was something I wanted to explore. Maybe it was reckless, but it was one of those things where I’d never done anything reckless before in my life.

I think what ultimately decided me was that my cock was rock hard in her hand. I wanted to know where this was going. It was crazy, but I didn’t give a fuck.

I took a deep breath and then sighed.

“That was a big sigh, Mister,” she said.

“Yeah, well… It’s a lot to think about, you know?”

“Oh I totally get it,” she said. “It’s a lot for me to think about too.”

“I mean what would that even look like?” I said, and then I looked down at her and smiled. “And would it maybe be more comfortable if we both went someplace a little less hard on your knees than the tile floor in the kitchen?”

She looked down, and then up to me. She let out a laugh.

“You know. It is killing my knees being down here like this.”

“That’s what she said,” I said.

“That is what I just said,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Title of your sex tape?” I asked.

“You know the characters who say those things in those sitcoms are supposed to be annoying everyone, right? Maybe it’s not the best idea for you to be emulating them,” Ashlyn said.

“I know, but I couldn’t resist,” I said. “Seriously. Maybe we should go into the living room at least? Sit down on the couch where it’ll be a little more comfy?”

“Yeah, that sounds like a good idea,” Ashlyn said.

She stood, and then she almost fell. I reached out and caught her. And she was a sight to behold. Her blouse open where I’d been feeling her up. When I looked down I saw that there were a couple of buttons popped out.

I suppose it said something about how turned on she was with everything we were doing that she hadn’t yelled at me for popping a couple of those buttons. Usually she hated getting any of her stuff messed up.

As it was I knew I was probably going to have to go at those with the old sewing kit. I’d learned how to do it from a young age because we didn’t have a lot of money to go around when I was growing up. Like even less than a college professor, which was saying something.

So I had the skills. Meanwhile Ashlyn was more likely to just get something new. Or at least she had been until I came along.

I shook my head. I was allowing myself to get distracted. Distraction wasn’t good. Distraction was the last thing I needed right now when the two of us were having such a serious conversation.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, finally coming back to reality. She had just nearly fallen into me, after all.

Normally I’d be more than happy to have her pressing against me, but I also wanted to make sure she was okay.

“It’s nothing,” she muttered. “I just had both my legs fall asleep at the same time, and I didn’t realize how bad it was until I stood up.”

“Let me help you with that,” I said, picking her up and carrying her into the living room.

She let out a delighted squeal as I carried her. Her feet kicked and she wiggled her toes, probably trying to get more life back into her feet.

“This reminds me of when you walked me across the threshold in our new house,” she said. “So old-fashioned of you.”

“What can I say?” I said. “I’m an old-fashioned kind of guy sometimes.”

“Except when it comes to getting jealous about the idea of your wife fucking someone else, apparently,” she said.

I almost missed a step. I managed to regain my balance at the last moment, but Ashlyn let out a little squeal.

“What was that all about?” she said.

“You want to be careful about dropping bombs like that on the man who’s currently carrying you into the living room,” I muttered.

“So sorry,” she said.

We finally reached the couch. I dumped her down on it unceremoniously, and she let out another cry. Then I sat down next to her.

“What was that about?” she asked.

“You’re talking about fucking another man, and you just let him grind up against you today,” I said. “I figure you deserve a little bit of punishment, right?”

She stuck her tongue out. But that was fine. I could take it.

“Says the man whose cock gets rock hard at the thought of some football stud pounding his wife’s pussy,” she said.

I shivered. She shivered right along with me. We both stared at each other, and then we smiled.

I figured this was a good development. At the very least we both seemed to be on the same page. Even if she was the one talking about getting fucked and I was only going to…

Honestly, I didn’t know what I was going to be getting out of this. Was I going to watch her fucking this guy? Was she going to go out and show him around and then they went back to… Someplace?

I wasn’t even sure where the fuck they’d go. It’s not like she had anywhere to stay on campus other than our house. It’s not like he had any place.

But of course that was wrong. He’d have a hotel room or something he was staying at, after all.

“So how does this even work?” I asked. “Is it going to be just the two of you going out tomorrow or something? Or am I going to come along and be a third wheel with my own wife while she’s out on a date?”

“Let’s not get too far ahead of ourselves,” she said. “I haven’t even decided if I’m going to go through with this.”

“And what does Coach Harris think about all this?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

“That’s a good question,” she said with a shrug.

“It just doesn’t seem like the kind of thing he would approve of. Prostituting out one of his workers to try and get a football player to come and play for his program.”

“Honestly? I think he’s oblivious,” Ashlyn said. “Like he knows what kind of person Connor is. It’s hard not to realize what kind of person he is. It’s just that…”

She trailed off. I waited for her to continue, but that never happened.

“It’s just that…”

She sighed. “It’s just that he’s old school. Like he thinks that everybody is in it for the love of the game.”

“And you don’t think Connor is in it for love of the game?” I asked.

“It’s not that I don’t think he’s it for love of the game,” she said. “It’s just that… Well. I think he enjoys some of the fringe benefits he’s getting. And he’s going to live it up for as long as he can.”

“Makes sense,” I said with a shrug. “If I got a chance to fuck a woman like you…”

“Hey now, big boy,” she said. “We’re talking about me fucking someone else. Not you.”

“Oh, I don’t get to fuck someone as beautiful as you as a part of this bargain?” I said, putting a hand over my heart and trying to look injured by this new development.

“I mean you get to fuck me,” Ashlyn said. “That’s going to have to be good enough, right?”

“Right,” I said, though I wasn’t sure what I thought of that. Honestly? I wasn’t sure what I thought of any of this, but my cock was hard and I was going to roll with it.

Even if I couldn’t shake the feeling this was so very dangerous.


Chapter nineteen

The Office
Ashlyn


Itook in a deep breath as I looked into the football department. I always liked to take a deep breath.

Usually it was a comforting sort of thing. A reminder I’d come pretty far. I was working for one of the best programs in the country. That was something to be proud of.

Also? Today it didn’t hold any comfort at all. Because I knew what was going on. I shivered as I thought of everything with John last night.

It was wild. I couldn’t believe he’d fucked me like that. My knees still went rubbery thinking about how he’d become a changed man.

Also? I didn’t know what to think of what had turned him into a wild man. What kind of guy actually got off on the thought of their wife getting fucked by someone else?

Only apparently John was the kind of man who got off on the idea of his wife getting fucked by somebody else.

“Good morning, Ashlyn,” Tom said from the reception desk.

I smiled and nodded at him. His eyes followed me. And again that was worth a shiver.

Tom looking at me was hardly new. He was just a college kid, really. One of the student hires we were required to have as part of the program.

A nice kid, but I thought of him as just that: a kid. Even though he was only probably about 5 to 6 years younger than me, and he was totally an adult. He might be about the same age as Connor.

Connor who I was thinking about doing some very naughty things with.

I shivered again. I thought about John. I wondered what he was thinking right now.

Because one way or another, I was going to be going out and showing Connor a good time tonight. Really showing him what the campus social scene was like.

It’s not like I was a stranger to that sort of thing. I’d done plenty of partying in my time. Hell. I did a little bit of partying now, for all that people our age had to be really fucking careful about who we partied with.

The university took a dim view of staff fraternizing with students. Though of course Connor wasn’t a student. I figured that was a loophole that could either save me or destroy me.

I stepped into my office and jumped. It was only through sheer force of will that I kept it under control.

Because there was somebody sitting there. Broad shoulders. A winning smile when he turned to face me.

“What the hell are you doing here?” I hissed.

I wasn’t ready to see him this early in the morning. I needed time to prepare. Yet there he was.

Connor hit me with a lazy smile.

“Why Ashlyn,” he said. “Is that any way to talk to an old friend?”

He stood. He walked over and pushed the door shut behind me.

I thought about everything that had happened with John last night. About how hot he got thinking about Connor pressing up against the door in that study room and having his way with me.

Was I about to get a sequel to that? Was I going to have something to tell my husband all about when I went home tonight?

“What are you doing here?” I asked, pointedly putting my foot in the door to keep it from closing all the way.

Connor looked around to where I was stopping the door from shutting. But he didn’t try to push it in shut. I was thankful for that. He was way stronger than me, and he could probably break a couple of my toes without so much as breaking a sweat if he wanted to.

“I just wanted to see you. Touch base. Aren’t you supposed to be making sure everything is to my liking?”

I kept myself at the door. I wanted to go sit at my desk. I’d feel more powerful at my desk. Only I didn’t dare move away from the door.

“I’m supposed to be showing you around campus,” I said. “Yesterday we should’ve been done, but I guess I’m doing it tonight.”

He moved a finger under my chin. Pulled it up so I had no choice but to face him. I let out an involuntary shudder as I stared up at him.

“Why Ashlyn,” he said. “That almost sounds like you’re not looking forward to us getting together.”

“Yeah, maybe I’m not,” I growled.

“That’s a damn shame,” he said, shaking his head and laughing. “Because I’m really looking forward to you showing me all the fun I can look forward to if I decide to come to your school.”

My body betrayed me. My blood was pumping. My nipples were so painfully hard. There was a longing down between my legs that refused to let go.

I wanted nothing more than for him to lean down and kiss me. In my current state I might’ve let him fuck me right there up against the door.

Thankfully there was a knock on the door that brought me back to reality just on the brink of losing it.

I quickly stood taller. Connor immediately stood taller as well. Then he moved over to the seat and sat down. He gestured to the door, for all the world like we were in his office and he was allowing me to open the goddamn door.

I bristled at the insinuation, but somebody was knocking at the door. I figured I should open it. I did take a moment to compose myself.

I was breathing heavily. I was sure there was a flush to my cheeks. The last thing I wanted was to open the door and give up what I’d been doing with Connor.

Even though we hadn’t been doing anything. No. This was all the anticipation of everything that might or might not happen tonight.

I pulled the door open and blinked again. I guess this was a morning for surprises. Coach Harris stood there, and he looked between us as though he maybe suspected something.

“Connor,” he said. “I didn’t realize you were going to be visiting us this early.”

There wasn’t quite a hint of accusation there, but it was almost there.

Connor shrugged as though it was nothing. Again that easy-going smile was back. He looked up at Coach Harris like he was looking up at his favorite grandfather or something.

“Nothing like that, Coach,” he said.

I noted the way Coach Harris stood a little straighter when Connor called him Coach. The man certainly knew how to manipulate people. That was for damn sure. That had me worried about what he might or might not try to manipulate me into doing before the night was over.

“Well still,” Coach Harris said. “I understand Ashlyn here is going to be showing you around campus tonight. Still. It might be a good idea if you let her get some of her work done.”

“Of course, Coach,” he said, standing and smiling at both of us. “I wouldn’t dream of keeping Ashlyn away from her work.”

He grinned at me as he moved to brush past. Though I noted the way he was close to me as he brushed past. Just close enough that it gave me an idea of what I could expect tonight, but still far enough away that it’s not like Coach Harris was going to pick up on it.

Or at the very least he wouldn’t be able to say anything about it.

I let out a breath I didn’t even realize I’d been holding in once Connor was gone. Goddamn that man was perfect. He was a total asshole, sure, but that was the thing about assholes. You didn’t have to lock down forever to have a good time with them.

Maybe that was the lady equivalent of dudes talking about how simultaneously dangerous and fun it was to stick their dicks in crazy.

Someone cleared their throat. I jumped. I’d been so focused on Connor that I hadn’t even realized somebody was still in the room. Shit. My boss was the somebody who was still in the room.

I wheeled around, blushing as I stared at Coach Harris.

“Listen, Ashlyn,” he said, and then he stopped.

There was a long pause that stretched out between us. Like it got to the point it was almost awkward.

“Yes?” I finally said when I couldn’t take any more of it.

“I was just thinking, is all,” he said. “Maybe this isn’t such a good idea.”

I frowned. “Maybe what isn’t such a good idea?”

“Look. You might think that I’m oblivious about anything that doesn’t relate to football, but I’m not totally oblivious,” he said, smiling. “I can see the way Connor is staring at you, and I remember looking at ladies around campus like that back in my day.”

I swallowed. Well okay then. I guess things were going to get awkward whether or not I wanted them to.

“Listen, Coach…”

Only I paused this time. What could I say? It’s not like I wanted to explain that it was totally okay because my husband got all hot and bothered thinking about me getting with another man. That was the kind of conversation I couldn’t have with anyone, let alone my boss who was pretty old school when it came to stuff like that.

At least I assumed he was pretty old school when it came to stuff like that. It seemed like the kind of thing that would scandalize him.

“What I’m saying is you don’t have to do this if you don’t want to, Ashlyn,” he said. “I can see that Connor is trouble. It’s almost enough to make me want to forget about extending him the offer.”

“Oh he’s going to be trouble, all right,” I said, sighing. “And honestly? After the day I spent with him yesterday, I’m not so sure he’s going to be a good fit for this program.”

“Really?” he asked, his eyebrows shooting up. “Why didn’t you say anything yesterday?”

“Because we were with him in that conference room, and it didn’t seem like the time to have that conversation,” I said. “But it’s just the two of us now, so I figure it’s safe enough.”

“Well it’s settled, then,” he said, sounding like he did when he was out on the field calling plays.

“It’s settled?” I asked, confused about exactly what he meant.

“I trust your judgment, Ashlyn,” he said. “You’ve been with this program for a long time, and I like to think you have a pretty good head on your shoulders. And if you think he’s not good fit for the program then you’re probably right. Honestly? I wasn’t sure about it because of his habit of getting his name in the papers. I don’t know that we want that kind of publicity around here.”

Panic rose inside me. And it was an odd sort of panic.

Because on the one hand I knew this was totally an out. I could totally get away with not having to think about stupid Connor ever again. He’d be out of my life, and I wouldn’t have to deal with the complications he brought along.

But at the same time…

Honestly? I’d been looking forward to a night of fun. John and I had put together a whole plan, even. And the idea the plan might fall apart because Coach had a bad feeling about this guy suddenly had me panicking and wishing I hadn’t opened my big stupid mouth. That he didn’t trust me so implicitly, for all that it made me feel good that he trusted me like that.

“I mean I don’t know,” I said. “I think maybe we should give him one more night.”

Coach paused, frowning as he looked at me.

“One more night?”

I realized how that sounded as soon as I said it. I could’ve kicked myself for my poor choice of words.

“Ashlyn. I know what some people think about recruiting programs, and I don’t want any of that around here.”

I took a deep breath. I let it out in a sigh.

“I’m a big girl, Coach,” I said. “I need to test him. To see what kind of character he has. And it’s not like he’s one of our players yet, so it’s not really an ethics thing, right?”

That was tapdancing on the head of a needle, but whatever. Coach frowned, and I could see him working through everything.

“Fine,” he finally grunted. “Go and do your test, whatever it is. But I don’t think he’s going to pass whatever you have worked up. And you need to be careful. You have a good thing going with that husband of yours.”

“Oh yes, I have a very good thing going with that husband of mine,” I said, grinning despite myself. He had no idea. “And I agree with you. I don’t think Connor is going to pass, but we have to know, right?”

“Yes, we have to know, I suppose,” Coach said. Though he still looked unsure about this.

If only he knew what my morality test was, or that John and I would very much enjoy it if Connor ended up failing!


Chapter twenty

Preparations
John


Ipaced back and forth in the living room. I was used to waiting for Ashlyn, but this went beyond that.

“What’s taking so long?” I shouted.

“Hold your horses, Babe,” she shouted back at me. “It’s not like I can get ready in an instant. Not like you.”

I grunted, and then I looked down at my own clothes. I’d put on a nice button up shirt and pants. The kind of thing that would’ve been okay for going out back when we were younger.

Not that it’d been all that long ago since we were younger. And there was a part of me that was a little nervous about going out to a campus bar, but at the same time I knew plenty of other professors and TAs who did that.

As long as you didn’t interact with the students you were fine, and I wasn’t planning on interacting with any students tonight.

I wasn’t going to be doing much interacting at all if everything went to plan. The big question was whether or not things were going to go to plan.

“Okay, I think I’m ready,” Ashlyn called from the bedroom.

“It’s about damn time,” I muttered.

I turned and looked out the window. It was already starting to get dark out there. Not so dark that I couldn’t see across the way, but still. Pretty damn dark. I sighed, remembering a time when we’d been young and carefree and went out partying like this almost every weekend.

Though we hadn’t really been young and carefree. I was just remembering it differently because I’d come through a difficult time and managed to make it out on the other side. It’d been nerve-racking trying to get a full-time position and prove myself.

“Here we are,” Ashlyn said, stepping out and doing a quick twirl.

My breath caught. She was in a sparkly halter top that caught the light and reflected in a rainbow. It clung to her body in all the right places, showing off every curve. It plunged low, revealing her cleavage. And her tits bounced in a most delicious way.

My mouth fell open. “Holy shit, babe.”

“You like?” she asked, finishing the twirl and biting her lip.

She was also made up like back in the day. Which she didn’t do all that often these days. Mostly because we didn’t go out all that often. We were turning into one of those boring old married couples who’d rather sit watching something on streaming than go out and party late into the night when we knew we could enjoy a quiet night on the couch watching episodes of Murder, She Wrote and have a good time fucking without all the song and dance.

All that was nothing compared to the skirt below. It was dark black, and when she did that little twirl the whole thing came flying up so I got a view of her ass underneath.

She had to have done that on purpose. When I got that view of her ass I saw she was wearing a thong underneath. Definitely the kind of thing she would’ve worn back in the day, but not the kind of thing she wore all that often these days.

Which was a damn shame, but whatever. She was wearing one now. Though a stab of jealousy ran through me as I realized she was wearing a thong because she was going out with this football asshole and not for me.

It made me wonder why she was willing to wear something like that for him when she wasn’t willing to do the same for me. Not that I thought about that for long beyond also thinking how hot it was that she was willing to do something for this guy that she wasn’t willing to do for yours truly.

I let out a long breath as I stared at her.

“I think I need you to do another twirl,” I said.

She obliged. Only this time around she ran her hands up and down her body, and she licked her lips when she finished the twirl and turned to me. Meanwhile all I could do was stare at her in wonder and think about what a lucky bastard I was that I got to be with a woman like her.

Even if it was starting to look like there was another guy who was going to get with her tonight.

“So what do you think?” she asked. “Am I going to be the envy of all the pretty young college girls out there?”

I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around her. Though she stopped me from leaning in to kiss her. I looked her up and down again and thought about how lucky I was to have her in my life.

“Baby. You were the hottest girl in the room even back when we were in college, and you’re going to be the hottest woman in the room now that you’re going out with this guy. He’s only going to have eyes for you.”

She bit her lip as she stared up at me, and something weird happened. It was like she was actually self-conscious about this.

I couldn’t see any reason why she’d be self-conscious about anything. She was easily the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, and I wasn’t just saying that because she was my wife and I was supposed to be horny for my wife.

No. She really was a stunner. Like we’re talking I regularly wondered what the hell I’d done in a past life to deserve getting with a woman like her, but I also wasn’t going to knock it.

“I don’t know about that,” she finally said.

“What is there not to know?” I asked, drinking in her beauty. Her raw sexuality.

“Come on, John,” she said, rolling her eyes. “You can go on about how hot I am all you want, but we both know I’m going to be going out on campus.”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“Come on,” she said again, looking down and away from me. “You know.”

“Pretend for a moment that I don’t know,” I said, putting a hand up on her shoulder.

Honestly? I was exhibiting a lot of restraint. Like I almost couldn’t resist the urge to pick her up, carry her back to the bedroom, and have my way with her. She looked that good.

Tonight felt like a throwback to when we’d first dated. It reminded me of all the good times we had back then, and I wanted nothing more than to take her now.

“I’m going to be going up against a bunch of college girls,” she said. “They’re all younger and prettier than me. I mean let’s face it. I’m no spring chicken these days.”

I barked out a laugh. Ashlyn hit me with an irritated glare.

“I fail to see what’s so damn funny about any of this,” she hissed.

“I’m sorry. Maybe that was the wrong response, but you have to be kidding me, right?”

“I’m not kidding,” she said. “I’m really worried about this. What if I’m not good enough for him? He could have any woman he wanted, but for some reason he’s going after me.”

“We’ve already covered this, Ashlyn,” I said, still rubbing my thumb along her shoulder and still thinking about how much I’d love it if I was taking her back to our bedroom and fucking her.

Something told me that wouldn’t work out very well for either of us, though. No, she was expected to help this guy out, and she’d probably get in trouble if she didn’t take him on the tour. Even if I had a sneaking suspicion this “tour” wasn’t the kind of thing Coach Harris had in mind when he told Ashlyn to do whatever this asshole wanted.

“Look. Ashlyn,” I said, firming my grip on her shoulder. “You are beautiful. You’re the most beautiful woman in every room you walk into. There’s no getting around it. Like you can do this whole self-conscious thing and it’s cute and everything, but it’s not the truth. You need confidence tonight. You need to go out there and give him the night he’s always dreamed of.”

She stared up at me. She blinked a couple of times. Then she reached up to wipe something away from her eyes.

“You really think so?” she asked.

“I know so,” I said. “Any guy would be lucky to be with you, and there’s a reason this Connor asshole decided he wants to be with you tonight. So you need to go out and give him the night he’s expecting. Make him want to come to our school.”

Again I could see the moisture threatening at the corners of her eyes. She reached up and wiped some of it away.

“Thanks for that,” she said. “I don’t deserve you.”

“Maybe not,” I said with a shrug. “But I’m what you’ve got, so you’re going to have to make do.”

“Oh I’m going to more than make do with you, Baby,” she said.

Now it was her turn to get a little too personal. Though it was odd to think of my wife getting a little too personal. She was my wife. She was supposed to get too personal. I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about how she needed to save some of it for the guy she was going out on a date with tonight.

A shiver ran through me. The guy she was going on a date with tonight. Talk about an odd thought. Something I never would’ve imagined before all this started.

“And you know that if I do this…”

She trailed off. She looked up at me, and it was clear there was more she wanted to say. It was equally clear she was having trouble coming out and saying it.

“It’s okay, Ashlyn,” I said. “You go out and have a good time, and know I’m going to be with you every step of the way.”

“I mean I don’t think you’re going to be with me every step of the way,” she said, smiling a sad little smile. Like maybe she really wanted me to be with her every step of the way, and she was sad that wasn’t a possibility.

“Well I’m going to be there with you in spirit, at least,” I said.

“Yeah, in spirit,” she said. “I like the sound of that.”

“I figured you would,” I said. “Now you’d better get going. He’s going to be waiting for you.”

“Right,” she said, taking a deep breath and seeming to steel herself for what was about to happen. I could scarcely believe it was about to happen. That I was sending my wife out with this guy. But I was oddly aroused thinking about it.

It was all happening so fast, but that was probably a good thing. If we had time to stop and think about what we were doing then there was a good chance we’d have time to realize what a bad idea it was, and then we wouldn’t do anything.

“So the plan is I text you and let you know where we end up, right?” she said, looking up at me. Again it was one of those looks where it was like she was almost asking for confirmation. Like she still couldn’t quite believe this was happening.

“Exactly,” I said. “I’ll head out and try to find a nice quiet spot where I can watch the two of you.”

“Are you going to be able to handle that?” she asked. “Watching me with another man?”

My cock throbbed. I cleared my throat. It was difficult to say anything.

“Oh yeah,” I finally managed to get out, again reflecting on how dangerous it was that we weren’t taking the time to think this through. “I think I’m going to be just fine with that.”

So with a final look, full of anticipation and guilt and maybe a hint of regret, my wife turned and walked out the door, leaving me alone in the house and life we’ve built together wondering what the hell we were doing even as I knew there was no way we were going to pull back from what we were doing, however dangerous it might be.


Chapter twenty-one

The Date
Ashlyn


Ipulled up to the hotel Connor was staying at. It wasn’t exactly the fanciest hotel in the world. More like a place where parents came and stayed when they were visiting their children.

It was located on the edge of campus, though, and it had an agreement with the university so we got preferential treatment for guests.

Probably not the kind of accommodations Connor was used to, but then again, maybe not. He was a college athlete, after all. Not exactly the kind of guy who was used to the five star he could expect to get if his career worked out and he ended up in the NFL.

I shivered. I’d been with a few football players, but never with somebody who was an actual star in the NFL. The closest I’d ever gotten was a guy who ended up being a wide receiver for the Raiders for all of half of one season before he was eventually let go, but that happened after we dated.

There’d be a giant yawning gulf between the performance required to be a star at the college level and the performance required to make it in the pros.

Another nice thing about this hotel was it was located pretty close to the main drag of bars and other fun places. There was campus on one side, and then the businesses that had grown up around campus on the other side. The hotel was strategically situated right in the middle.

Butterflies rose in my stomach. I pushed down on them. I glanced down at my phone as I walked in, pulling it out of the tiny party purse I’d brought with me.

I called it a party purse because it’s what I used to bring with me when I was going dancing, or out to bars, or trying to have a good time in the kind of place where it wasn’t advisable or possible to carry a massive purse around.

I pulled out a sheet of paper with his room number. A part of me bristled that he expected me to just go up and meet him in his room, but there was an even larger part of me that was excited at the prospect of going up and meeting him in his room.

I took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. It was time to do this. Even if I did feel like I was a call girl going to meet somebody in their hotel room.

The people at the front desk didn’t so much as glance at me. Then again, this was a hotel next to campus.

The most salacious thing they probably had to deal with was entitled parents who thought they owned the place because they were sending their kids to a college that wasn’t technically affiliated with the hotel.

Something told me they didn’t have to worry about call girls or prostitutes or anything like that, for all that I felt like one as I stepped through the place.

I reached the elevator and hit the button to take me up to floor ten. Which was as high as the hotel went. I didn’t know if they had suites up there, but it was definitely the top of the world as far as real estate around campus went.

The doors opened on the top floor and I blinked. I was surprised to see there were only two doors to either side of the elevator. 100 and 101. Okay then. I guess that answered that question. Clearly there was something semi-fancy up on this level.

I looked at the paper again, turned to the right, and knocked on the door. A moment later Connor appeared there, dressed only in a towel. His hair was wet. Clearly he’d been in the shower.

My mouth fell open. I couldn’t help myself. He looked so delicious. Every inch of his muscular body was on display.

Also? I totally knew he was doing this as a play. Trying to get me all hot and bothered. And it wasn’t going to work, damn it.

“Nice try,” I said, looking him up and down.

“Enjoying the view, Ashlyn?” he asked, staring at me.

“I am,” I said.

“Then why don’t you come inside so you can enjoy it a little more?” he asked, gesturing behind him and into the hotel room.

Also? That had him moving his towel in a way that left it precariously perched on his waist. I glanced down and realized there was only one thing keeping it in place, and it was obviously tenting out.

I almost reacted. I almost said something, but I resisted.

I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction, damn it.

I mean sure there was a part of me that wanted to get some satisfaction from him. Don’t get me wrong. The man was every inch the snack I knew he’d be.

He was fond of getting photographed on beaches where it showed off his muscles. Not the kind of thing your typical college football player got up to, but it seemed to work for him.

But seeing him doing that on my computer screen in some gossip article and seeing him up close and in person? Well those were two very different things, and it had my whole body shivering and shaking as I got a good look at him.

“No, I don’t think so,” I said.

I’d taken some strength from what John told me earlier. I was the hottest woman in the room. There was a reason why Connor wanted to get with me, and it had everything to do with how fucking hot I was. I was going to remember that, damn it, and I was going to use it in my fucking favor.

He blinked. He looked genuinely surprised that I was dismissing him out of hand like that.

“Excuse me?” he grunted.

“You heard me,” I said, looking him up and down and making it clear I was enjoying the view, even if I had no plans to do anything about enjoying that view. “I’m here to show you a tour of the night life on campus, and that’s what I’m going to do. I won’t be able to show you a good time if we’re in your hotel room, right?”

I cocked an eyebrow as I stared up at him. I wanted to make it clear I knew exactly what the fuck I was doing. That I was fucking with him, and not in the way he was hoping I’d fuck with him.

The jury was still out on that. It was still very possible we might get up to that before the night was through, but not yet.

“Oh come on, Ashlyn,” he said, hitting me with a grin that probably would’ve melted the panties of any other woman. Hell. It was getting awfully close to melting my panties. Again I had to take control of myself to keep from losing it. “I figured you could show me a good time and what the night life is like around here without ever having to go out on campus?”

“Dream on,” I said, rolling my eyes.

That winning smile turned to a frown. Only for a moment, but it was definitely there. Oh yes. He was pissed off, but that was tough shit.

“Are you sure you want to talk to me like that?” he said.

“Like what?” I asked.

“Like your job doesn’t depend on keeping me happy?”

I looked him up and down again. I figured I was only going to get this opportunity once. Besides. I needed to make it damn clear exactly what was going on here. Exactly who was indebted to whom.

“My job is on the line,” I said. “So you can drop that bullshit right now. I’m going to show you a good time on campus because I think you might be a good asset for the football program, and because I think the night life here on campus is actually a pretty good time that you might enjoy if you get your head out of your ass long enough to enjoy it.”

He blinked again. I guess tonight was full of surprises. I wondered when the last time was a woman had talked to him like that. Or anyone had talked to him like that, for that matter. I got the impression there were a lot of women who threw themselves at him rather than hitting him with the unvarnished truth.

Then his smile was back. “I see how it is. Playing hard to get tonight?”

“Not really,” I said, turning and walking back towards the elevator.

“Wait, where are you going?” he asked, and there was an almost plaintive sound to his voice.

I didn’t turn around to address them. No, I spoke over my shoulder.

“I’m going to be waiting for you down in the lobby,” I said. “Down where you can’t make any more transparent attempts to get into my pants. I’ll see you in a few.”

It took every ounce of control in my body not to turn around and look at him one final time. I figured there was a chance I might piss him off to the point he decided he didn’t want anything to do with me, but that was tough shit.

I had to make sure he knew who was in charge tonight. Or if I wasn’t in charge, then at the very least he had to know I wasn’t going to be a pushover like some of the women he no doubt dealt with.

It was all part of the plan. Break him down before I turned around and built him back up, and then if he played his part right we might be able to have a little bit of fun.

I wasn’t going to be one of his stupid groupies. I wasn’t going to simp for him, to use a turn of phrase I heard some of the guys talking about in the office that I’d always thought was so much bullshit, but it applied to this situation so whatever.

“Are you fucking serious?” I heard him ask, but by then I’d already gotten onto the elevator, it’s not like the hallway was all that long considering there were just two rooms, and the doors closed.

As soon as they did I leaned back against the wall and let out a long breath. Damn that had been intense. Both because of how he looked, and because of the feelings coursing through me. I wanted nothing more than to jump him right there. I wanted to feel him inside me. I wanted to do everything we hadn’t been able to do in the library.

I think it spoke to my self-control, and to the boost of confidence my husband gave me before I came out here, that I was able to keep myself under control for so long.

Then thinking of my husband I pulled out my phone and tapped him a quick message letting him know what was going on.

We weren’t quite a go on the mission yet, but we were closer. Even if there was still a chance he might leave me waiting in the lobby shit out of luck.

Though I didn’t think there was much chance of that. No. I’d been checking him out, sure, but he’d been doing the same thing right back at me. Something told me he was going to be eating out of my hands before the night was through.

Probably before the next twenty minutes were through, if I was being honest. But for now I had to go down to the lobby and wait now that his first transparent attempt to fuck me had fallen through.

I couldn’t wait to see what he did for try number two, though.


Chapter twenty-two

Anticipation
John


Ipaced back and forth. One moment I was at one end of the living room, and the next moment I was in the kitchen looking at the table.

That’s where it all started. Sort of. I suppose you could say it started in the bedroom at the other end of the house if you were being particular, but what the fuck ever.

That’s where we had the conversation. That’s where I’d been overcome with lust and ended up fucking my wife to within an inch of her life, the entire time thinking about how fucking hot it would be if it was that stupid football star fucking her instead of me, her husband.

And now she’d gone out on the town. She was supposed to text me when stuff started to happen. She was supposed to tell me when she was going out somewhere with him, and I hadn’t heard anything so far.

It was enough to twist my guts. It was a strange feeling. The kind of thing I wasn’t used to.

A part of me was terrified she might already be doing something with that asshole. A part of me was rock hard with anticipation thinking about what she might be doing out there. I’d given her permission to go out and have a good time, after all.

I don’t know what I was thinking. I probably wasn’t thinking, to be honest. Or if I was thinking, it was about her pressed up against a wall while he pressed his cock into her and made my wife his pretty little fuck toy.

I shivered again. As he made my wife his pretty little fuck toy. Again not the kind of thing that was supposed to turn me on, but what the fuck ever.

“What the fuck have you done, John?” I asked.

I blinked. I was in the bathroom. I didn’t realize I’d made my way into the bathroom. But I was staring at a version of myself I almost didn’t recognize.

Usually the mirror gave you a nice version of yourself. I’d read somewhere that it was one of those things where the mind wasn’t into the idea of looking at a picture of itself and thinking “you look like shit,” and so looking in a mirror was the equivalent of looking at yourself through one of those stupid apps some of the girls I went to high school with were starting to use to make themselves look younger when they posted their selfies for the whole Internet to see.

That internal filter definitely wasn’t working right now, though. No, I looked like shit. That was a haggard look. My eyes had bags under them. I could see every wrinkle in the harsh light Ashlyn insisted on keeping in the bathroom so she could make sure she looked her best.

It was all too fucking much. I hated it. My cock was still rock hard.

That last one was the thing that was really calling the shots. I sighed. I wanted to stop this because there was a little voice telling me everything we were doing was a terrible idea, but I couldn’t bring myself to text her and tell her to stop.

We’d already gotten the ball rolling. Only in this case the ball was a metaphorical boulder, and once it started going downhill there wasn’t going to be any stopping it.

My cock throbbed. I didn’t want to stop that boulder from rolling downhill. I knew that deep inside. That’s why I didn’t say anything.

I imagined what might be happening right about now. She said she was going to his hotel room first. He was in that place over on the edge of campus where they sent all the people who were considering going to the school. Or at least the people the school wanted to impress.

The hotel wasn’t much. Eleven stories high with a ballroom on the top level where they occasionally held university events, though it was always the kind of event that involved the administration and not the kind of thing the lowly English Department could ever hope to aspire to.

Though I’d been there a couple of times with Ashlyn. It might not be the kind of thing any of the lowly departments could aspire to, but it was definitely the kind of place the football program could use at the snap of one of Coach Harris’s fingers.

I wondered if he was being kept in one of the nicer rooms on the tenth level. I’d heard stories about those. I’d even gone down there with one of my colleagues back when I was new. We thought it would be fun to see how the people the university cared about got to live it up.

Only in this case we didn’t get to see anything. No, we found a couple of doors that hinted at the massive rooms on the other side considering every other floor had way more rooms. I figured it must be nice to have a place like that, for all that I didn’t have any idea what the rooms looked like.

I didn’t have anything better to do, so I went over to my computer and pulled up the hotel’s website. I wasn’t sure if they’d have anything about…

No, of course they did. The place was crowing about how they were within walking distance of both campus and the nightlife that inevitably popped up around any college campus. They also talked about the suites at the top of the facility where the kind of person who had more money than sense could shack up for a night if they wanted.

I looked at the room. One side had a view of campus, and the other side a view of party town, which was the unofficial designation for the row of bars that made up campus night life. They’d situated the rooms so no matter which side of the hotel you were on, you got both views.

Yeah, that was probably where they were putting him. They had a virtual walkthrough that showed the views, the massive bed, the secondary room, the pullout couch that looked nicer than the bed me and Ashlyn shared, and the hot tub.

Like we’re talking somebody didn’t have to go to the trouble of going down to the pool. There was a hot tub right in the room, and it was situated so that again, somebody had a nice view of campus in one direction and party town in the other direction.

It occurred to me that I didn’t even know if party town was how the students described bar row. It could be one of those things where faculty called it one thing and students called it something else. That was something I was going to have to ask Ashlyn about sometime.

My cock twitched thinking about what she was doing. I imagined him trying to get her into his room under some pretense. She said she was ready for it and she could take care of herself, but I’d also seen the way she looked when she thought about this guy, and I knew there was a damn good possibility he’d be able to get her in there and out of her clothes before they even had a chance to go out.

I imagined him pulling her into his room. Throwing her down on his bed and having his way with her. Not even bothering to ask her what she wanted. Why would he bother to ask her what she wanted? He was going to take her and make her his, and there wasn’t anything she could do about it.

I know it was the kind of fucked up thing I shouldn’t be fantasizing about. I shouldn’t be getting rock hard thinking about some asshole doing that. At the same time, though, I couldn’t help thinking about it.

It didn’t hurt that in my version of the fantasy Ashlyn was totally into the idea and didn’t mind. No, she was throwing her head back and moaning at the top of her lungs as his cock plunged into her again and again.

I shivered and reached down to touch my own cock, but I was interrupted by my phone buzzing.

Immediately the fantasy scenario that’d been running through my head disappeared. I looked at my phone with all the caution someone might show a snake that just started rattling on the trail in front of them, but I was expecting a text. So I reached out and grabbed the thing, looking at the message.

“Down in the lobby. He showed up at the door in a towel and tried to get me to go in there and fuck him.”

My cock twitched. I didn’t even have to touch it to be almost on the verge of exploding in my pants. I didn’t, but the temptation was definitely there.

“What are you doing now?” I asked.

“I made it clear he was dreaming if he thought something was happening now, but I left the possibility open.”

I shivered. She left the possibility open. Who was this woman, and what had she done with my wife?

“So you’re just waiting in the lobby?”

“Yup. I feel like I’m Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman,” she sent.

Another shiver ran through me. She felt like Julia Roberts. I guess when you got down to it my wife was acting an awful lot like a prostitute. Sure it’s not like she was going to get money at the end of this, but there was definitely some sort of transaction going on here.

I’d sent my wife out there and she was throwing herself at this guy, and as a result she was probably going to fuck him. I was sure there’d been some sort of quid pro quo like that for other stars trying to sign at a college, but it still felt weird talking about my wife being the quid in the football program’s pro quo.

“Do you need anything?” I sent. “I could be over there and watch the two of you or something.”

I was going stir crazy, to be honest. I wanted to get the fuck out of here. I needed to be moving, and not just pacing around the house thinking about everything that might be happening between my wife and this guy.

“I don’t need anything right now,” she said. “I’ll text you when he gets down here and let you know where we’re going.”

I stared at the phone. I wanted to send something else, but I didn’t. No, that was pretty clearly a brush off. Or if not a brush off then she was pretty clearly telling me I needed to be patient.

I didn’t want to be patient. I wanted to see her getting up close and personal with this guy. The fantasy was one thing, but I needed to see the two of them doing their thing in person. There’d been a wall and a frosted high tech window in between me and the fun last time, after all.

This time around I wanted to see everything. I’d see it all.

I decided it was too much. They were probably going to wind up in party town, or whatever the fuck it was the students called it, before the night was through. I could go down there and hang out and soak up the ambiance for a bit. And pray I didn’t run into any of my students which could get awkward.

Though I doubted it would be any more awkward than the thought of my wife going out on a date with another man and possibly fucking him before the night was through.


Chapter twenty-three

Going Out
Ashlyn


Okay, so I felt bad about leaving John hanging like that. I should’ve sent him more. Maybe sent him a picture of me sitting here in my outfit for the night or something.

That would’ve drawn attention, though. I didn’t want that. I was still glancing over at the people working at the front desk from time to time, and they still didn’t seem to give a fuck that I was here.

That was good.

There was a ding at the other end of the lobby. I turned to the elevator, my pulse quickening as I wondered if this was it. There’d been a couple of disappointments already where it was a family getting off the elevator.

I suppose the way my heart started to race every time I looked over when I heard the elevator opening told me everything I needed to know about how much I was looking forward to getting with Connor.

I sighed when it opened and…

Fuck. It was him. And he looked amazing. He was in a nice button down shirt, and I thought about how much fun it would be to rip those buttons off of him as I climbed on top of him and showed him the time of his life.

Even as I wondered if it would really be showing him the time of his life. Maybe the best time he’d had this month, considering how many women he’d been with.

He walked over to me and offered his hand. For all the world looking like he was a prince in one of those fairy tales I never thought would come true for me. At least not until I met John. My husband.

I blinked as I stared at Connor’s hand. John. My husband. Right. I had a fucking husband. I was a married woman. I shouldn’t be looking at this man and thinking about how much I wanted to fuck him, but I think the fact that I was married and thinking about how much I wanted to fuck him only added to how amazing this whole thing felt.

“So are you ready for a night out on the town?” Connor asked, hitting me with a half grin. Then his eyes traveled up and down my body, sending a shiver running through me. “Because I’m looking at you, and I’m really liking what I’m seeing.”

“I bet you’re looking at me and you’re liking what you’re seeing,” I said. “Most guys do.”

The corner of his eye twitched. Well okay then. I was able to get some reaction out of him. That was something considering what a cocky bastard he was.

“You’re really full of yourself, aren’t you?” he said, again looking me up and down and making it clear he was thinking of all the things he wouldn’t mind doing to me if he got half a chance. “Are you sure you should be that full of yourself?”

“Why shouldn’t I be full of myself?” I asked.

“I mean I could have any woman I wanted, y’know?” he said with a shrug.

It took every ounce of my self control not to react. It was something that got to the root of every insecurity I’d felt since all this started, but I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of seeing that he was getting at my insecurities.

Something told me that was one of many things in his arsenal he deployed against women all the time, and I wasn’t going to let it work with me. Even though I almost wanted to give up the game and head up to his suite where we could go where the evening was naturally going without all the unpleasantness in between.

This guy might be an asshole, but I’d heard enough stories about how good he was in bed that I wanted to see how true they were. Not to mention I figured John was going to be really disappointed if we got almost to the point of going through with this and then we didn’t follow through.

“You might be able to get with any woman you want,” I said. “But you’ve made it clear I’m the woman you want to get with tonight. So enough of that negging bullshit, because it’s not going to work on me. Don’t forget I’m a few years older than the women you usually get with.”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“It means I’m used to that kind of bullshit from guys trying to get in my pants by making me feel bad about myself,” I said. “And that’s not the kind of thing I’m going to fall for.”

Again he looked a little surprised. I got the feeling he didn’t get a lot of women talking to him like that, but that was tough shit. I was going to talk to him the way I was going to talk to him. I was going to make it fucking clear I wasn’t putting up with his bullshit, for that matter.

Finally he smiled again, but there was something different about it this time around. Like before he’d been smiling because he was his cocky and confident self. This time around he looked a little strained around the edges.

Good. Let him be a little strained around the edges.

He offered me a hand. I took it and he pulled me up, then he wrapped his arm around me. Though that arm went down and he cupped my ass as he pulled me against him.

I caught movement out of the corner of my eye at that. I turned to look across the lobby, and saw that the people at the front desk were finally starting to realize there was something interesting going on here.

Maybe because they weren’t used to people doing that sort of thing in the lobby, but as they looked over and pointed I got the feeling they were doing that because someone recognized Connor.

And some of them were getting out their phones and obviously taking pictures.

Just fucking great. That was the last fucking thing I needed. I hadn’t considered that my face was going to be plastered all over the Internet if someone recognized Connor and decided they were going to stir the pot by taking pictures of him.

It was going to be out there soon enough that he was on campus. Even if it didn’t get out because of the pictures they were taking now, it would get out eventually because someone was going to recognize him while we were out in party town, to use a dorky turn of phrase my husband used from time to time that absolutely nobody who actually went to college here used.

“What’s wrong, Ashlyn?” he asked, staring down at me with an intensity that went straight to my panties and had my guts twisting with a burning fire of desire. “Worried someone is going to take our picture?”

“Actually, yeah,” I said, blushing as I stared up at him and thought of all the terrible things I wanted to do to this hottie. “But I guess it’s a little too late for that.”

“Yeah, welcome to my world,” he growled, and I was surprised he seemed genuinely upset.

I frowned. That was a side of him I’d never seen before. I didn’t think there was a sensitive side to this guy, but here it was.

And I thought about what it must be like living his life. Sure there were a lot of people who probably thought he lived a charmed life. There were people who dreamed about being big football stars, after all, and he was living that dream.

Still. It had to suck walking around knowing that everybody had a pretty good idea of who you were. Or they thought they had a pretty good idea of who they thought you were. Granted I hadn’t seen anything that disabused me of the notion that he was exactly who he said he was, but still.

That had to be tough going around and having the whole world recognizing you and recording everything you did.

“Is it difficult?” I asked, surprised that I was actually talking to him and not just thinking about how annoying he was.

“Is what difficult?” he asked.

“Walking around with people trying to get a piece of you no matter where you go,” I said. “I know that sort of thing would drive me nuts. I had a hard enough time with guys cat calling me on campus back in the day.”

Again that sensitive side of him was there, but it was only there for a moment. Then he smiled and it was back to the mask. The cocky Connor who was always laughing at everything happening all around him.

But I’d seen that other side to him. I’d seen that mask he was wearing to try and keep the world out. I felt sorry for him that he felt like he had to wear that mask all the time, but there also wasn’t much I could do about that.

“It’s nothing,” he finally said with a shrug. “What I’m more interested in is what you think of this.”

He pressed against me, grabbing my ass and using that to pull my body against his. He started grinding his cock against me, and I squeezed my eyes shut and thought about how incredible it was.

Definitely no thinking about Margaret Thatcher naked on a cold day with this one. I wanted to feel the fuck out of his cock grinding against me and revel in every moment of it.

“Fuck, Connor,” I hissed. “That feels so fucking…”

I hissed and trailed off. His cock was pressing up against me, then he pulled me up just a little and suddenly that massive thing, like it felt like a baseball bat between my legs, was rubbing against my pussy from below and my eyes were crossed as I thought of how deliciously sinful it was feeling his cock grinding against me.

“Yeah, I thought you’d like that, Ashlyn,” he whispered, leaning in close.

He didn’t quite kiss me. No, it was like he wanted to be close to me but he didn’t want to get in too close.

“Fuck, Connor,” I hissed.

“I could take you back to my room right now. You could feel this right now. You don’t have to tell your husband or anyone. And of course I’d be more amenable to coming to your school if you did something like that. If I knew you were here waiting for me so I could have my fun with you whenever the fuck I wanted,” he said.

He almost had me. He’d been close. So fucking close. I was about to throw everything out and go back up to his room, and I didn’t care if that would ruin the fun John was expecting.

No. All I cared about was how good he felt grinding against me. But that last bit is what stopped me.

It reminded me of something John had worried about. That Connor was going to expect me to be his booty call whenever he wanted if he ended up playing for the team. Which was something that thrilled me, sure, but at the same time it also infuriated me that he thought he’d be able to manipulate me like that.

So I pulled away, his words bringing me back to reality in a way I’m sure he didn’t mean to. He stared down at me in obvious surprise, and again I found myself wondering how many times a woman had turned him down when he really started to turn the screws.

“No, I don’t think that’s happening,” I finally said, reaching up and patting him on the cheek. “I promised to show you the night life around here, and I’m a woman who keeps her promises.”

I turned and headed for the door, trying to ignore the way all the people working the desk had their phones out and were recording everything. I really hoped that didn’t get me in trouble, but it was too late for worries.

Besides. Coach Harris had my back. And maybe Connor would have me on my back too before the night was through. A girl could hope.


Chapter twenty-four

The Bars
John


Ialways felt a little weird coming out to party town. Though it wasn’t really a town so much as it was a long strip of road where there were bars interspersed with a bunch of other businesses that catered to the college crowd.

Some of the places were closed at night, but most of these businesses had long ago realized there was an advantage to being open well after closing hours for a normal business so they could cater to drunk college students who were more prone to making poor decisions about how much money to spend on something.

I passed a computer repair shop. The light said they were open, and for a surprise there was actually a line of students going out the front, all of them holding various laptops that had no doubt gone down right as they were in the middle of writing a paper.

That wasn’t the main thing going on here, though. No, the main purpose of this stretch of road was debauchery, and that was clear from the students who were stumbling back and forth.

None of them had booze out, of course. That would get the campus police department to put you in the drunk tank for the night pretty damn quick. Still. There were a lot of people who’d clearly had plenty to drink.

I sighed and sat down on a bench and decided to people watch for a little while. Sure there were all sorts of hot coeds wearing practically nothing who caught my attention, but I had Ashlyn.

It was nice looking at a beautiful girl, but I also didn’t worry about it that much because I knew I was going home to a woman who was so much more beautiful than anything on offer here.

Still. There were some definite hotties. Some of them had guys they were obviously dating. Others had guys trailing along trying to get their attention or get them to go to a bar with them and usually not succeeding because being drunk off your ass wasn’t a good way to ingratiate yourself to a pretty girl.

The guys were also interesting to look at, even if they weren’t as much fun to look at. Most of them were in polo shirts of one sort or another. Some of them even had popped collars, for all that I thought that was a fashion trend that’d gone out of style a long time ago.

Then again, it’s not like I was the best person for current fashion trends. I wasn’t even that great with fashion trends from a decade back.

I also kept my head on a swivel wondering when Ashlyn was going to come through here, but so far there was no sign of them. I wasn’t sure if they’d be on their own, or if there’d be an entourage.

One thing Ashlyn hadn’t considered before she started all this was she was going out with a literal celebrity. He was the kind of guy anyone who knew anything about football would know about, and this was a school where there were a lot of people who knew a lot about football.

I knew because it was an annoying line of conversation every time I met someone for the first time. There was always that awkward moment when they realized I didn’t give a shit about football, for all that this college could almost be called a football program with a side hustle in educating people.

My phone buzzed. I jumped and pulled it out, glancing down and reading the text.

I’d worried she’d decided to go back up to his room and have some fun with him, and I was going to be shit out of luck. Though the thought of going back to our house and pacing back and forth thinking about everything she was doing wasn’t without its own pleasures.

I was surprised I was getting off on the idea of going back to the house and pacing back and forth thinking about what she was doing with another man, but that was the kind of weird headspace I was in lately.

“We’re leaving the hotel,” she sent.

Okay. That was one question answered. They weren’t staying at the hotel. Good.

It was good. So why was I disappointed?

I didn’t bother to send a response. I figured the last thing she needed was her phone buzzing. Especially considering how it went the last time I texted her when she was out with him.

That might have him wondering who kept texting her, and we wanted to avoid having him thinking about the fact that she was married tonight.

Not because either of us thought he had a problem getting with a married woman. No, I got the feeling he didn’t have any moral trouble with that. It was more we didn’t want him thinking about me because then he wouldn’t look at some random guy showing up at every bar they were at and think maybe he was the husband looking to get a little bit of revenge.

My phone buzzed again. I looked down, my body shaking with anticipation.

“We’re on our way to party town,” she said, using that term she always said she hated even though it was what all the faculty used to describe the place.

My hands started to shake. Like we’re talking the shake was bad enough I worried I was going to drop the phone or something. I managed to keep it under control, but just barely.

I still didn’t dare return the text. I didn’t want that asshole curious about why she was spending so much time on her phone when she was supposed to be spending all her time talking about how wonderful he was.

Heaven forbid the supreme ego find himself not being the center of attention for even half a second.

They were coming to party town. I looked up and down the street from my perch on the bench. There were drunks stumbling around and pretty girls walking by wearing practically nothing, but there was still no sign of my wife or the guy she was on a date with tonight.

I shivered. My wife or the guy she was on a date with tonight. Talk about fucked up. My wife wasn’t supposed to be going on a date with any guy, damn it, but it was all I could think about. It was an unhealthy obsession, and it was going to mean the end of my marriage if we kept this up.

I should’ve grabbed a spot closer to the goddamn hotel. I would’ve been able to keep an eye on the entrance to this place, damn it. There was only the one street.

Now I was in the middle of party town. I wouldn’t be able to follow them around to figure out where the fuck they were going. I was going to have to wait on another text, and I’d already established that waiting on a text from my wife was the purest form of torture known to man.

Like if someone figured out a way to weaponize this experience then there’d be no other method of torture necessary for the remainder of human history. People would just pull something like this to get someone to talk.

I shook my head and forced myself to sit with my phone in my lap. I did make sure to keep a good grip on my phone, though. The last thing I needed was for some drunk asshole to try and run off with my phone. Or some sober asshole, for that matter.

The university liked to pretend there was no such thing as crime on campus, but I knew there were issues with phones getting up and walking away if someone was stupid enough to not keep an eye on the damn thing when they were out partying.

A pretty girl who reminded me of Ashlyn walked by. I tried not to be too obvious looking at her. Someone might recognize me, and I didn’t want to be too fucking obvious about checking out college girls when I was supposed to be teaching them.

Still. The resemblance to my wife was enough to have my breath catch. She wasn’t as pretty as Ashlyn, mind you, but she was still pretty fucking gorgeous. To the point I was willing to admit there was a chance she was prettier than my wife, but I was giving my wife the edge because she was my wife.

The girl turned and looked at me. Her blue eyes flashed as they traveled up and down my body. That was a look that said she was interested.

I was surprised at my reaction, too. That was the kind of eye fucking that would’ve had me going over to ask for her number when I was in undergrad. I might think I was a dork compared to some of the football guys Ashlyn dated back in the day, but I did pretty well for myself back then, thank you very much.

Only now I felt… nothing. I figured at the very least my cock should be twitching in my pants, but there was none of that. No, I just looked at her and smiled, but that was as far as things went.

She looked at me for another moment then shrugged and allowed herself to be pulled down along the street with the rest of her group. I told myself it wouldn’t have worked out anyway.

She was a student, and it was always a dicey proposition when a professor decided to date a student, whether or not they were in my class. It was one of those things that was allowed in some circumstances, but it was definitely frowned upon.

Besides. I was a married man. I was surprised to realize Ashlyn was truly the only woman for me. I was only interested in getting with her, for all that I was also deeply interested in watching her getting with other men.

Talk about a surprising revelation.

My phone buzzed again. I picked it up, and again I was moving so fast there was a moment where I worried I was going to drop the damn thing. I had yet another message, and this time it was the jackpot.

“We’re going to The Broken Bottle.”

That was enough to get a raised eyebrow from yours truly. I’d been to the Bottle a couple of times. Both with friends and with Ashlyn. It was the kind of no-frills place where they didn’t charge a lot for beer which meant it was a popular destination among college kids who were interested in getting drunk as cheaply as possible.

It also didn’t seem like the kind of place to take someone like Connor. I figured she would’ve taken him to one of the sports bars. A place where he could be worshiped like the god come down to earth he clearly thought he was.

But it was where they were going, so I got up and made my way through party town and towards a place that was the very definition of a college town hole in the wall.

Literally, considering it was a place that in the basement level of one of the shopping centers that hadn’t been demolished in recent years as developers moved in and tried to gentrify party town.

Whatever. I needed to get moving if I didn’t want to miss the show!


Chapter twenty-five

The Bottle
Ashlyn


Itook in a deep breath as we stepped into The Bottle. Sure the place’s full name was The Broken Bottle, but it was one of those things where nobody I’d ever met ever called it by its full name.

To everyone who lived on campus it was just The Bottle. That’s what it’d always been as far as I could tell. It’d been there on a campus tour, and the person giving the tour had talked about all the good times they had there in between telling us that wasn’t the sort of thing they were supposed to be telling us on a campus tour.

Which meant it was just the place I wanted to go when I was old enough to go to the bars. Even if I’d only had like a year and a half as a student where I could go to the place.

The smell of beer was baked into the place. They went over everything with a push mop at the end of the night soaking everything in all the booze that’d spilled, but that was about as far as things went when it came to cleaning.

I let out that breath in a long and slow sigh.

“You need a moment with the bar?” Connor asked, looking at me like he thought I was losing it.

“No, I’m good,” I said, turning and grinning at him. “Why. Does this place not meet with your approval, Mister Big Fancy Football Player?”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” he asked, frowning.

He didn’t exactly look angry, but he also didn’t exactly look happy about the way I was characterizing him. That frown looked like it was on the verge of being pissed off. Like he wasn’t quite sure if I was making fun of him.

“Oh I don’t know,” I said, figuring I’d twist the knife a little. “The way you were looking around, I thought maybe this wasn’t the kind of place you liked to go. A little hole in the wall where people have real fun.”

To describe the place as a little hole in the wall would be an understatement. There were stairs leading down to the door and a bouncer down there who checked IDs. We got right in because he recognized me, and his eyes had gone a little wide when he realized who was standing next to me.

I guess the bouncer was a football fan. Then again, it’s not like there were a lot of people on this campus who weren’t football fans considering the fanatical devotion our program got.

“This is fine,” he said with a sniff. “I don’t know why you’re acting like this.”

I ignored him. He didn’t know why I was acting like this? I wondered if that was because I’d been deliberately pushing him ever since I got to his hotel, or if it was because he wasn’t used to women talking to him like this.

Then again, that was all one and the same. I wanted to make it absolutely clear to Mister Football here that I wasn’t going to be one of his groupies. If he thought I was going to fall all over myself at the opportunity to fall on his cock then he had another think coming.

“Two beers, please,” I said, holding up my fingers so the bartender knew what I was going for.

The bartender who helped me was hot enough. It surprised me that I was thinking of him as being hot enough, though. Normally that wasn’t the kind of thing that would run through my mind.

I mean sure I’d look at a guy and think he was good looking. I think that was a natural response to seeing someone attractive, and it’s not like I could stop that. Still, I realized it’d been a long time since I looked at an attractive guy and thought there was a possibility something might happen.

Nothing was going to happen between me and the bartender, of course, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy thinking about something happening between me and the bartender. He was a snack.

“What if I don’t want a beer?” Connor asked, leaning against the bar.

The bartender reappeared with a couple of beers. The cheapest stuff available, because that was what they served here. They also had mugs you could get that had “The Broken Bottle” plastered on them, and they offered cheap refills all night long. You could even bring back the same mug if you wanted.

I’d been using the same one for nearly five years, but I didn’t want to bring it out with me tonight. I also didn’t want to bother getting a new one, so bottles it was.

“Oh I’m sorry,” I said, looking him up and down and enjoying the view again. “Would you rather I get you something frozen and fruity?”

I didn’t have a problem with someone drinking something frozen and fruity. John did that all the time, for all that he could appreciate a good whiskey with the best of them.

But Connor seemed like the kind of asshole who’d been steeped in toxic masculinity his whole life based on the way he carried himself. So I figured insinuating that he liked fruity drinks would be the best way to insult him even though it wasn’t an insult.

And if the way he frowned was anything to go on, I was right on the money. He glared at me and then pointedly took the bottle and threw it back, downing almost the whole thing in one go.

“I’m fine with beer,” he said, wiping his mouth and letting out a burp.

His eyes went wide. He looked down at me, and he seemed surprised that he’d done that. Then he grinned. That grin was also accompanied by him raking his eyes over my body, but I that was okay.

I was getting used to him doing that, and I liked it. I’d forgotten what it was like to go out with someone for the first time and have that back and forth where you were getting to know each other for the first time and just enjoying being around each other.

It was something that was definitely all coming back to me, though.

“Y’know, you’re not like other girls, Ashlyn,” he said. Which had me rolling my eyes.

“What? Did I say something wrong?” he asked.

Now that was weird. For a moment cocky Connor was gone again. Again there was a flash of vulnerability. It was only there for a moment before he was back to his old self, but it’d definitely been there.

I think I was starting to get through to him, but it was going to take a little more work. Not that I minded working on him. I gave him an up and down. No. I didn’t mind working on him at all.

“If you think your cheesy lines are going to work on me then you have another think coming,” I said. “You’re going to need way more than cheap lines if you want to get me.”

His face turned into that frown I’d come to recognize so well. It made me almost want to take a step back. It made me want to move in and hit him with one hell of a kiss and then move onto everything that would follow from giving him one hell of a kiss.

I didn’t do any of that, though. No. I was trying to see how he’d react to a woman not following the script of throwing herself at him, and so far it was an interesting reaction.

“That wasn’t a line,” he finally said, managing to get himself under control.

“You sure about that?” I asked, looking him up and down. “Because I’ve had a lot of guys hit me with a lot of cheesy lines over the years, and that seemed like one that was laser focused on trying to get in my pants.”

He grinned. Okay. That was new and different. Not sure what to make of that, but I was also going to give him a chance.

“I mean if I wanted to get in your pants I could’ve already done that,” he said.

And there we were with Mister Cocky Confidence coming back out to play. Again I looked him up and down. Again I hoped that was the sort of look that would deflate whatever cocky confidence he was feeling.

He did blink. I wasn’t following the script.

“If you wanted to get me in bed then you’re doing a piss poor job of it,” I said, trying to bring him back to reality. “Or are you forgetting you’ve tried a couple of times and you haven’t managed to seal the deal yet?”

His expression went totally blank. Like we’re talking he could give that Mr. Spock guy John was always going on about lessons on how to keep his expression blank.

“I was close yesterday,” he said.

“Were you?” I asked.

He was so fucking close yesterday. Like it wouldn’t have taken much more for me to flip up my skirt and give him everything he wanted. I needed his cock in me in the worst possible way, and the way John and I got it on as soon as I got home was enough to show just how much I needed it.

“I was,” he said.

Only this time he didn’t seem quite as sure of himself. No. This time around he sounded almost like he was trying to convince himself he was almost there. I reached up and patted him on the cheek.

“Keep telling yourself that,” I said, and then I figured I needed to throw him a bone if there was going to be a chance of him throwing me a bone before the night was over. “Maybe by the end of the night it might even be true. If you play your cards right, that is.”

He blinked. Again I got the feeling I was surprising him all over again. That was fine. I was used to playing the game, and I had the advantage that he was far from the only football player I’d ever been with. I knew all their tricks.

“The music is really thumping here tonight,” I said, looking out on the dance floor. It wasn’t much, but it was enough that there were people packed together grinding with each other.

That was the thing about providing a dance floor at a college bar like this. You didn’t need to have much of a dance floor as long as there was an excuse for people to get their grind on. And I was in the mood to get my grind on with Connor.

I might tease him about how he hadn’t managed to seal the deal so far, but I really wanted to see if he could seal that deal. I wanted to see some of that famous Connor charm.

“What are you…”

I moved towards the dance floor. I didn’t turn to see if he was following me. There was no need to turn and see if he was following me. I knew he’d be coming after me. I was the prize tonight, after all.

I did see something at the entrance as I made my way through the bar, though. John stepping through the front door looking more than a little frazzled and then looking out across the bar.

I didn’t wait to catch his eye, though. No. I had two men in the bar tonight who wanted to see what I could do, and I was going to let them come to me.

This was fun. I was feeling empowered tonight in a way I hadn’t for a good long fucking time, and I fucking loved it!


Chapter twenty-six

Watching
John


Imanaged to get inside just in time to see Ashlyn leaving the bar and going out to the small area that passed for a dance floor at The Bottle. Not that it was much of a dance floor, but I guess a bunch of drunk college kids trying to grind against each other as a prelude to all the fucking they were going to do before the night was through didn’t need anything fancy.

I licked my lips. Because he was in here too. Connor. He stood at the bar looking a little dumbfounded as he watched my wife making her way to the dance floor.

I wondered how that was going. She’d made it clear she wasn’t going to be falling all over herself to get with him. Something about how she was pretty sure most women were throwing themselves at him, and she didn’t want to be like most women.

I stared as he watched her heading out to the dance floor. His eyes were laser focused on her ass. Not that I could blame him for laser focusing on her ass. She had an ass that was worth checking out any evening, and it was really worth checking out in that outfit she was sporting tonight!

Finally he moved to follow her out to the dance floor.

I also noticed he wasn’t the only one focusing on her ass. Or her tits. Or any part of her body, for that matter. She was drawing the attention of guys and women alike, and all of them were turning to stare at her with interested looks.

Most of the guys looked like they’d love to fuck her, of course. Some of the women looked intrigued. Some of them looked like they were jealous she was drawing the attention of the men they were dancing with.

Then some of them noticed who was following her onto the dance floor, and she was forgotten as soon as they got a good look at one of the biggest college football stars in the country making his debut on the dance floor at The Bottle.

It would’ve been funny ere it not for the fact that he was getting out there with my wife. My teeth started grinding together as the natural reaction to seeing another guy trying to get with my wife set in.

The only problem was the natural reaction to seeing another guy trying to get with my wife wasn’t the most powerful feeling running through me. No. I knew I should’ve been pissed off that he was staring at her like she was the only woman in the room even with all the hotties surrounding them, but I couldn’t deny how rock hard my cock was. How much I fucking wanted this, damn it.

Ashlyn turned to look at him, and she made a beckoning gesture with her free hand. The other one held a bottle of booze, and she was staring between it and him. Her eyes had gone glassy, and I wondered if that was a response to all the drinking she’d done or if it was a response to seeing him out on the dance floor.

It could’ve been either one. I knew when she casually mentioned she’d be giving him a campus tour that there was way more to it than her being excited at seeing a fucking football star. I never should’ve let her go to work that day to give this guy that tour.

I was fucking ecstatic that she went to work that day to give this guy that tour. After all, none of this would be happening if she’d stayed home. Not that I really thought I’d be able to keep her home that day even if I wanted to.

Ashlyn didn’t even so much as glance in my direction as she made her way across the bar and over to the dance floor. She looked around the bar once, and I thought surely she would’ve seen me. Acknowledge me. Done something to let me know she knew her husband was in the bar.

But she didn’t. It was like her eyes floated right over me, and then she was looking out to the dance floor.

Also? She didn’t look over her shoulder to see if Connor was following her. No, she had that quiet confidence that said she knew he was going to follow her because he wanted her so bad. And sure enough, it didn’t take long before he did just that.

She got onto the dance floor and started to move and sway to the music. A couple of guys started to move in her direction, but every time one of them tried to get close she did a quick little jump out of the way, moving to the beat the entire time.

I thought about going out there myself. Letting her know in no uncertain terms that her husband was in the bar and I could see everything she was doing.

I didn’t do that, of course. I wasn’t all that great at cutting a rug. The fact that I was thinking of it as “cutting a rug” said everything anyone would ever need to know about my dance skills.

I also didn’t want to interrupt whatever she was doing. I’d look like one of the guys trying to move in on her, and that was the last thing she needed when she was trying to entertain Connor.

I also didn’t dare do anything that might complicate things. He might know what I looked like. Like I didn’t know how he could possibly know what I looked like, but there was always the possibility. And I wasn’t going to do anything that might endanger what Ashlyn was doing out there.

I shook my head and walked over to the bar, glancing over in her direction from time to time.

By the time I’d reached the bar there was already a situation developing out on the dance floor, though. Our school was pretty big on the whole football thing. It was definitely something that people came to the school for. Rooting for the team that is. Not necessarily playing for the team since that was a really small number of people who could even qualify for that sort of thing.

As Connor made his way out onto the dance floor, it became obvious that plenty of the ladies out there knew who they were looking at. It would’ve been funny to watch if this wasn’t such a serious situation tonight. They would look at him, their eyes would go wide, and then they’d immediately try to move in on him.

Only it turns out Connor had moves, too. Maybe he wasn’t quite as good at swaying to the beat as my wife was, but he still seemed practiced enough.

Which made sense. Presumably he had to be pretty good at avoiding people coming at him if he was the big fancy star football player everyone said he was.

And he ducked and weaved in and out of the crowd with practiced ease. Only instead of having linebackers or tight ends or whatever the fuck it was people called football players, I had no fucking clue to be honest, it was beautiful and not so beautiful women throwing themselves at him.

There were also more than a few jealous dudes staring at him. Like they were pissed off he was getting all the attention from the ladies. But all those dudes also wisely stayed back.

I shook my head as I leaned against the bar. One advantage of Connor getting recognized was there weren’t as many people at the bar. I was able to order a beer quickly enough, and then I turned around to watch the show.

“Pretty crazy, huh?” the bartender, a pretty blonde woman who reminded me of Ashlyn, said.

She was polishing the bar and looking out on the dance floor with just a hint of annoyance. Like maybe she didn’t like that there was somebody distracting everybody from getting booze and giving her tips. Even the other bartender, a dude, was staring.

“What’s that?” I asked, trying to play dumb.

She stared at me like she wasn’t sure if I was being serious or not.

“Come on,” she said. “You don’t see who’s out there?”

I turned to look at Connor. He tried to move in closer to Ashlyn, but she ducked and weaved as expertly with him as she did with any of the other men. She was playing hard to get for him, too.

His eyes narrowed and he looked pissed off, but then he started to dance with another of the many women who were trying to get at him.

The interaction was curious to watch. Ashlyn turned her attention to him, and her own eyes went wide as she realized what the fuck he was doing. Then she pulled in some lucky college guy and started dancing up close and personal with him.

My mouth went dry. Sure this wasn’t exactly what I’d imagined when I came in here, but still. It was happening, and it was hot.

She was pressing up against him, really getting in there and grinding against him, is more like it. And I could only stare, wide eyed, watching what my wife was doing and wondering who she was and what pod person had replaced my beautiful wife.

It was also almost too much for me to bear. My fight response was starting to take over. I wanted to throw myself across the room and beat the crap out of that guy, for all that he was there with a group of his friends and I was pretty sure if I tried it I was only going to get the crap kicked out of me for my trouble.

Damn.

“That’s Connor Thompson,” the bartender said, looking at me like I was the pod person. “You’ve seriously never heard of him?”

“What’s he famous for?” I asked. “Like is he a movie star or something?”

“No way,” she said, still polishing the bar but only keeping her eyes on Connor. “He’s only one of the biggest college football stars out there.”

She said it in a tone like a college football star was way more important than a Hollywood star. And if the way she stared across the place with worshipful eyes was anything to go on, maybe she really believed it.

I laughed and shook my head.

“That’s why everybody is making a big deal?” I said.

“Well yeah?” she said. “Why wouldn’t they?”

“I don’t understand the appeal of getting all crazy over a guy whose only claim to fame is being good at tossing a ball around a field,” I said.

Though I was still keeping my eyes on them as I nursed my beer. I didn’t want to get too drunk tonight, so I was careful to keep it to nursing, and not chugging it down.

The two of them seemed to be in a competition now, though it was a competition that only they knew about. Everybody else who was moving around them, guys moving in on the angrily hot woman and women moving in on Connor because of who he was, didn’t seem to care that Connor and my wife only had eyes for each other.

I shook my head, and I took another drink. Then I glanced to the bartender who kept glancing at me like I’d grown a second head or something.

And I decided maybe it would be a good idea to get away from this woman. I didn’t want anybody watching me watching them. So I decided I was going to go over to a more secluded corner of the bar. Have a seat and watch everything from over there where I didn’t have to worry about prying eyes.

“I think I’m going to go have a seat and enjoy myself,” I said, nodding to the bartender.

“Yeah, you do that,” she said, sounding utterly distracted as she stared across the room.

Well okay then. I guess I didn’t have to worry about any more conversation from her, but I was already on the move, and I kept my eyes on Connor and Ashlyn as I made my way across the bar.


Chapter twenty-seven

Dance
Ashlyn


Icould feel all eyes on me. It seemed like every guy in this place was staring at me. Some of the women were staring at me. Whether that was because they were jealous or because they wanted to get with me was anyone’s guess.

I’d never even been sure of that back in the day. I had a few friends who’d tried dancing with me, and I thought it was all a bunch of innocent fun. Right up until they leaned in and tried to kiss me.

Okay, so maybe there’d been a few times when I’d made out with some of my girlfriends because it was a little bit of fun, for all that I never wanted to do more than making out. Though there’d been a few of them who wanted more.

One of them had been pretty good at…

But no. I wasn’t thinking about any of that shit. No. I needed to get Connor’s attention.

He was dancing with some girl who was pretty enough. She had long curly dark hair. Piercing blue eyes. A rack that wouldn’t quit and a nice curvy ass.

I could totally see why Connor would go for her. She was his type: hot and throwing herself at him. The exact opposite of everything I’d been doing all night long.

I frowned. That was almost enough to worry me. What if he decided he wanted to go for the sure thing? He could get that woman back to his hotel room like nothing, and I’d be totally forgotten. I was the one who was playing hard to get tonight, after all.

I shook my head. I was being an idiot. I needed to stay the course, for all that there was a voice screaming that I needed to throw myself at him, damn it.

I looked across the bar and saw the other wrinkle to all the fun tonight. John was sitting in a dark corner where he could watch everything without being watched himself, but it was clear he was keeping his eyes on the dance floor.

I shuddered. Connor was hot. The guy I was dancing with right now was hot. None of them were as hot as John, though, and definitely not as hot as the idea of my husband watching me being naughty out here.

I licked my lips and turned to the guy I was dancing with. My husband was into the idea of watching me with other guys, and that’s what he was getting right now.

I didn’t care if it was Connor. No, the only thing that mattered was that my husband got to watch me with another man tonight, and I figured this college guy would do as well as Connor if push came to shove.

At least I tried to tell myself this guy would do in a pinch, but I couldn’t hide the disappointment that ran through me thinking of getting with this guy instead of getting with Connor.

Whatever. I was putting on a show for John first and foremost. I was here for my husband. Not for the champion football player, damn it. Even though he wasn’t a champion yet, and hoping to get something like that was part of the reason why he was trying to get into our program.

I sighed as I turned around and pressed my ass against the guy I was dancing with. He was rock hard, and I felt a forbidden delight as I felt another man’s cock pressing against me for the first time since…

Well, for the first time since Connor had been grinding against me. Though before that John had been the last guy I had all my firsts with, and having a first with someone who wasn’t my husband was really doing something for me.

I thought all my firsts with John would be the last firsts I had, barring disaster. How wrong I’d been about that!

I pressed against him. Did a bit of the bump and grind. It’d been forever since I’d done something like this, but I was discovering that riding a guy out on the dance floor was a lot like riding a bike.

I turned my attention back to Connor. He was dancing with his pretty little thing and she was doing her best to use him like her own personal stripper pole, but he still only had eyes for me. Those eyes narrowed as he saw what we were doing, and I threw my head back and laughed.

That seemed to do something for the guy I was dancing with. Maybe he thought me laughing meant he was in. Whatever it was, he started pressing into me more and more, and his hands moved up and down my body.

The guy was basically dry humping me out here on the dance floor, and I didn’t care. It felt so amazing I couldn’t bring myself to give a fuck that I was a married woman, or that I thought I was going to be grinding with Connor tonight when this all started.

No. All I cared about was being in the moment. Was enjoying being a slut after so long of being the perfect little married woman. The guy ran his hands up and down my body, getting bold and feeling my breasts.

He was trying to be sneaky about it and not really doing a good job of it. He’d brush his hands along the underside of my tits then bring them back around. He’d move his hands up and brush along my nipples, lingering for a moment before moving on and running his hands down along my side.

I enjoyed the feel of another man feeling me up. Exploring my body. Feeling me and being so goddamn naughty. I squeezed my eyes shut and remembered the thrill of being out on a dance floor like this with John for the first time. Remembered how he couldn’t keep his hands off me. I imagined what it would be like if Connor was the one running his hands all over me.

I thought about how he was probably going wild watching me. I moved my head to the side, and I immediately knew that I’d taken things a little too far.

Lips pressed against mine, and then my mouth was opening and I was so lost in the moment that my tongue pressed into that inviting mouth and I was moaning and grinding.

The guy wasn’t a good kisser, but that was okay. I was lost in the moment, and I didn’t care what kind of a kisser he was as long as I was putting on a show for Connor and John. I had an audience, and I wanted to make sure they were enjoying the show.

I imagined John was sitting back there in his little hidey-hole on the other side of the room with his cock twitching, nearly coming in his pants as he watched me. It sent a warm feeling coursing through me knowing I was putting on this show and I was driving my husband wild.

It was enough to…

The guy pulled me against him, one hand on my tit and the other at my hip pulling me against him so I could really feel his cock pressing against my ass. And in that moment I totally lost it, feeling his body grinding against mine. I moaned into his mouth, and pleasure exploded all through me.

Now there was a surprise. This guy was hot, sure, but he didn’t seem all that skilled. Still, the hotness of the moment, of knowing I was being a little voyeur slut for my husband and for Connor, was enough to drive me over the edge.

My body shuddered and shook as I pressed against his cock and felt the orgasm crashing over me.

The guy seemed surprised too. I felt him tense, and for a moment I worried he was coming. Then he started breathing heavily as he pressed against me and I realized that yeah, I’d totally pushed this guy over the edge too. I had three men staring at me on the verge of coming because they were getting so hot over everything I was doing, and I loved it!

I held myself against the guy who didn’t seem to know what to do. His cock twitched between us. His breath came in ragged gasps. I couldn’t believe I was out here on the dance floor at The Bottle doing something like this.

Like we’re talking this isn’t even something I would’ve done back in my undergrad days, let alone something I ever thought of doing when I was a happily married woman!

I lost track of time. It was one of those moments that seemed to stretch on forever. It didn’t last nearly as long as I wanted it to. I was lost in the moment, but of course it came to an end all too quickly.

I looked around to see if anyone realized what’d just happened, but most everyone was back in their own little world. Sure there were a couple of guys staring at me with obvious envy, like they wanted to be the guy grinding against me, but for the most part everyone was minding their business.

Everyone but Connor. He stared at me with an intensity that had butterflies fluttering in my stomach. An intensity that almost had me losing it again.

Then I remembered what was going on here, and what that guy had just done as he was pressed up against my ass. I jumped to get away from him, not wanting his come to stain the back of my skirt.

He was wearing jeans, so I didn’t think there was much worry of that. I’d had one boyfriend back when I was a teenager who blew a load while we were dry humping and I’d been terrified for two weeks that I was going to get pregnant from some super sperm making it through his denim.

It turns out that totally wasn’t a thing that was possible. Or at the very least it was so far at the ends of the probability curve that it wasn’t something I had to worry about.

Still. I didn’t want to get a stain on my damn skirt tonight. Even though the thought of going home to John later with another man’s come staining my skirt was really doing it for me!

I glanced over to my husband. I figured it was fitting that my first concern was still for my husband, and not for Connor. For all that Connor was right there.

John was back in the shadows, so it was difficult to see what he was thinking, but I knew he was staring at us. He’d seen every naughty thing I’d just done with this random guy I didn’t even know. I felt like such a slut, and it was an almost liberating experience!

“Excuse me.”

I turned. Connor was right there, and he looked pissed off. Oh fuck yes. I loved it when a plan came together!


Chapter twenty-eight

Confrontation
Ashlyn


Ilooked up at Connor, and for the first time since all this started I worried I might’ve gone too far. Because he looked livid as he stared down at us.

I wasn’t sure if he was livid because of what I’d done, or if he was pissed off at the guy for doing the old bump and grind with me.

Also? I didn’t give two shits what he thought. Connor didn’t have any claim to me. I was using him as a prop in my sex life with my husband tonight. He could act pissed off all he wanted, but it wasn’t going to do a damn thing to stop me from what I was doing out here on the dance floor.

Still. There was something deeply intense about the way he was looking at me. Something that went down to a primal place deep inside my body. Something that made me want to throw myself at him and rip his clothes off so the two of us could fuck right there on the dance floor.

If the way everyone was staring was anything to go on, there was a good chance everyone would love seeing the two of us ripping each other’s clothes off and fucking right there on the dance floor!

“You got a problem, buddy?” the guy behind me asked, suddenly stepping forward and trying to press against me again.

I pulled away from him. I really didn’t want his come staining my skirt. Even if the thought was kind of hot.

“Yeah, we have a problem,” Connor said, staring at me with a possessiveness that almost had me coming again right there. “You’re dancing with my girl.”

“I’m sorry, buddy, but it doesn’t look like she’s anyone’s girl tonight,” the rando behind me said.

I looked down at my ring finger. There was a pale spot where my ring usually was, but it was way too dark in here for someone to notice a spot where my ring should’ve been.

Something told me this guy wasn’t paying close attention. No. He seemed more concerned with getting off by grinding against me. Not that I could blame the guy.

“You really want to do this right now, man?” Connor asked, looking the guy up and down with a threatening stare.

I’d never been in a fight before in my life. Sure there’d been a couple of times when I was totally ready to throw down with somebody if it came to that, but obviously being willing to throw down was enough to keep me from having to throw down.

There was something about staring at somebody with the kind of crazy that said you were willing to fuck their shit up that made them take a step back and reconsider whether that was a path they wanted to take in life.

Or maybe I’d just been lucky. Who knew?

“You want to make something of it, man?” the dude said.

I turned to him. Looked him up and down. He was cute enough. Like if I’d met him a few years ago, back before I was married, then I might’ve been interested in what he was throwing down.

Now, though? No thanks.

“Listen. That was a fun dance and everything, but…”

“Out of my way, babe,” the rando said, putting an arm out and pushing me to the side. Which, coincidentally, also meant putting his arm on my tits. I was sure he pulled that one on purpose. My eyes narrowed.

“Get the fuck off of her, man,” Connor said, stepping forward and giving the guy a gentle push.

I say a gentle push, but the dude went stumbling back. The only reason he didn’t fall on his ass was because he ran into a crowd behind him who let out surprised cries.

Okay. This was really starting to get out of hand.

“Connor,” I hissed.

I looked all around. People were pulling out their phones. I instantly turned away. The last thing I needed was for this to end up all over the Internet, and for my face to be plastered all across whatever news Connor happened to make.

“What the fuck is your problem, man?” the rando asked, stepping forward and looking like he was ready for a fight.

Connor stood there like a pillar in the middle of the bar. Thankfully most people seemed to have their phones on him, so I stepped back and faded into the crowd. I glanced around, frantically wondering if somebody was taking a video of me, but it didn’t look like I was on any live streams.

That didn’t mean I hadn’t already been caught, though. Damn it. Why did this all have to get so complicated so damn quickly?

Meanwhile the guy who’d been grinding against me was staring up at Connor. Connor stared down at him. The guy blinked, and this time when he took a step back it wasn’t a stumble.

No, that was the look of a man who’d suddenly realized he was making some pretty piss poor life choices that brought him to this moment. Like maybe it wouldn’t be a good idea to take on a guy like Connor.

Meanwhile all the women were staring at him like they were ready to bear his children. I snorted and rolled my eyes. It was ridiculous.

Also? I totally wanted to jump across the room and claw some of their eyes out. He was mine tonight, damn it. He might not be mine every night, but he was mine tonight.

He wanted to have fun with me. That was the whole reason we were out here, and now he was getting distracted by this stupid fight.

“You want to back down, man,” Connor said, shaking his head.

“Why the fuck should I?” the guy said.

Connor glanced down, and then back up to the dude. His fists clenched and unclenched. It wasn’t even a subtle thing. No, it was clear Connor was trying to let this dude know it would be the end of him if he decided to keep on with this idiocy.

And in that moment I started to understand why Connor had so much trouble. Like I’d thought maybe trouble came looking for him because he was famous. Or about as famous as a college athlete could get.

But the more time I spent with him, the more I realized that no. It was that he was totally, completely, and in every way reckless.

And I decided in that moment that I wasn’t going to recommend him. He was a good player, but he wasn’t a team player. That shit was important. Especially when you were trying to win games and championships.

Still. I couldn’t help but feel a flush of excitement watching him. He was defending me, after all. And it was reaching down into some part of my lizard brain that said there was a strong man defending me and everything about that was oh so fucking hot.

I glanced over to John. He was still watching everything. Still off in the corner. Wreathed in shadows.

I wondered what he thought of all of this. Did he think it was odd that Connor was defending me? Did he think he was interrupting the fun?

I’d meant for him to see the two of us dancing up close and personal. I guess he’d seen me getting up close and personal with somebody, but not with Connor. Though I wondered if that even mattered.

“That’s what I thought,” Connor finally said, his low voice rumbling.

The other guy looked like he’d love nothing more than to launch himself at Connor, but…

I’d like to say the attack came quickly, unexpected, but that’s not really the case. No, the only time that guy came quickly tonight was when he was grinding up against my ass.

The attack he launched at Connor, though? It was ridiculous. He did a drunken stumble and tried to take a swing at Connor. Who stepped out of the way like it was nothing. That could’ve been the end of it.

But instead he stepped out of the way and then punched the guy in the gut. Hard. The dude doubled over, coughing and spluttering, and then suddenly there were people coming out from behind the bar yelling and screaming.

Meanwhile everyone was still taking video of everything. And I figured it was a good time for me to make myself scarce.

I felt kinda bad abandoning Connor, but not really. He was the one who just made that stupid choice. Not me. I didn’t want anything to do with that.

I quickly made my way over to John and slipped into the booth next to him. His eyes widened when he realized I was coming for him, but then those eyes turned to a smile.

“Well hello there, beautiful,” he said.

“Hello there yourself,” I said, arching an eyebrow. “So are you enjoying the show?”

“That depends,” he said, arching an eyebrow right back at me. “What was going on with you and that guy out there?”

“What ever are you talking about, darling?” I asked.

“Don’t bullshit me, Ashlyn,” he said. “I saw the way the two of you were grinding against each other. That’s not exactly Connor, but…”

He trailed off. Then his whole body seemed to shudder. He squeezed his eyes shut, and when he opened them he was grinning at me.

“Well I guess I just found out something interesting about myself tonight,” he finally said.

“Oh yeah?” I asked. “And what’s that?”

“I guess I like the idea of you being a naughty little minx no matter what guy you’re with. It doesn’t necessarily have to be a football star.”

“Isn’t that interesting?” I said, reaching down and putting my hand between his legs.

I needed to know if he was telling the truth. I needed to know in the worst possible way. My hand found his rock hard cock, and I started running my hand up and down the length, thinking of all the fun I could have with that thing tonight.

“You know we could just go back to our house tonight,” I said. “There’s nothing saying we have to stay out here, right?”

I stared at him, wondering how this would go. Was he so overcome by whatever this was that he was willing to keep throwing me at the wolves? Or was he ready to go home and have a little bit of fun as man and wife?

We’d pushed plenty of boundaries tonight, and while I’d be disappointed that I wasn’t going to get with Connor, I also wasn’t going to be completely heartbroken.

Though as I glanced across the room to see Connor trying to talk his way out of whatever was going on, I wondered if it was really a good idea to go home.

I might get in trouble with work. I might get in trouble with Connor. I might get in trouble with my husband for not going ahead with this fantasy, for that matter.

I shuddered, wondering what John would say. He might hold my job and the future of our marriage in his hands right about now.

I felt like an idiot for even suggesting we go home, but it was too late to take it back. I needed to see what he’d do next. To make sure he had this choice tonight.


Chapter twenty-nine

Hidden
John


Istared at Ashlyn and mulled over the offer she’d just made. Fuck off back to the house and have some fun. It looked like she’d already had a good time out there on the dance floor, after all.

Glancing out there now I could see that things were starting to get volatile. Like this Connor guy seemed like the kind of asshole who got pissed off at the drop of a dime.

I wondered if it was really a good idea for us to stay nearby when he was obviously getting pissed off and about to do something stupid. Well, more stupid than sucker punching some dude.

It didn’t help my thinking that Ashlyn had her hand on my cock, and she was idly running her fingers back and forth, up and down the length, giving me one hell of a good time.

That was saying something. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had this much fun from hand stuff, but it was definitely doing something for me now!

“Looks like your friend is having some trouble,” I said.

“Yeah, just a little,” Ashlyn said, staring at him with an unreadable expression.

I wondered what that unreadable expression meant. Was she thinking this wasn’t worth it?

Now that I’d seen what it was like going out with a football player, I could totally understand where she was coming from when she said she preferred yours truly. This kind of thing seemed exhausting.

He didn’t need to punch that guy. And he had the kind of strength that could really do some damage if he wanted to.

There was no pulling that punch. He’d done it on purpose, and he’d hit hard even though he was probably way stronger than the dude he was fighting. Talk about an asshole.

“No, I think we should stay for a little bit. See what happens,” I said.

I blinked. I was surprised at the words even as they came out of my mouth. I’d been given an out, but I guess I knew what my traitorous brain wanted now. I wanted to see my wife with this guy.

Or I wanted to see her with someone. I’d already seen her with one dude, after all. I wanted more. My rock hard cock was proof of that.

“Really? You’re sure?” she asked.

“Pretty damn sure,” I said, staring at her.

It didn’t help that she still had her hand on my cock. She was still doing that delightful little dance with her fingers moving just so. It was driving me wild, and making me say all sorts of things I might not say under normal circumstances.

“You say so, baby,” she finally said, sighing as she settled in next to me. “It felt so good being out there on the dance floor.”

“Really?” I said, surprised at the sudden change in subject.

“Oh yeah, really,” she said, her fingers dancing back and forth.

“But that guy was a total stranger,” I said. “That wasn’t even Connor.”

“Oh I know, baby,” she said, leaning against me as her hands continued to do their work. “But I didn’t care. I was out there dancing with another man, and that’s all that mattered. Getting close to him. Feeling his cock pressing against me.”

I licked my lips. My breathing was starting to come hot and heavy. I wasn’t sure if this was even my wife sitting here next to me. She was like a complete and total stranger. But I liked what this complete and total stranger was telling me.

“I guess I’m kind of the same as you, then,” she said, turning to smile at me. “It didn’t really matter who was grinding against me. As long as it was a hot guy. Something you can totally identify with, right?”

I stared at her. This felt like a really dangerous conversation. Like it had already been dangerous when it was just us gaming out her going with Connor. We’d both been so overcome with lust that we weren’t thinking straight.

And I was getting more of the same now. Still so overcome with lust I wasn’t thinking. And again there was that damn hand on my cock, running up and down its length and driving me wild.

“You seemed to enjoy your dance,” I said.

“Oh I did,” she said, a thin smile coming to her face. “It was so hot. Knowing the power I had over him. Knowing he was putty in my hands. I loved it!”

“You loved it,” I said, feeling a strange mixture of queasiness and arousal.

“Didn’t you love it, baby?” she asked, turning to look at me.

It was an interesting look. She had a glassy eyed stare. Her mouth had fallen open. She was staring at me with pure lust, and it was driving me wild knowing that lust wasn’t for me.

Hell. It wasn’t even for Connor. No. That was pure lust that came from putting herself out there for the first time since we’d started dating. Like she was getting the same old rush she did back then.

Hell. I was getting a bank shot rush from all the fun she was having.

“I think we’ve discovered something really interesting here tonight, baby,” she said.

“Maybe we have,” I said, trying to sound noncommittal. Because I wasn’t sure if it was a good idea for us to keep at this. Even as my cock was calling the shots and telling me we definitely needed to keep doing this.

“He came in his pants,” she said.

I groaned. And then I panicked. It was such a matter of fact statement. He came in his pants. He was so hot for my wife that she was too much for him. He blew a load grinding against her.

I wondered if there was wetness from his cock grinding against her ass. Had he stained the back of her miniskirt? Was another man’s come on my wife even as we sat here?

I didn’t know, and not knowing was driving me wild.

“I could feel it,” she said. “His cock twitching against my ass. God I loved it!”

“You loved it?” I asked.

“I had power over him. He was only there for me. And I was making Connor so jealous.”

“So jealous,” I said, under her hypnotic spell.

Then I blinked and I shook my head to break out of the crazy reverie that I’d fallen into.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, staring at me.

“No, nothing’s wrong,” I said, wondering if there really was something wrong with me that I was getting off to this.

Connor was one thing. Discovering I got off on the idea of just any guy grinding against her? That was dangerous. That meant this fantasy could keep happening well after Connor was gone.

I looked over to where the object of our desire tonight was standing. I mean he wasn’t really the object of my desire, but he was definitely the object of Ashlyn’s desire, and that made him sort of the bank shot object of my desire.

Sort of. Maybe.

It was all messed up in my head. I shook my head, wondering what was wrong with me. Why I wanted to see Ashlyn getting with someone else.

It was an overriding desire. I couldn’t explain it or understand it. But I did fucking love it. Even if it was self-destructive.

“Looks like your boyfriend is about to charm his way out of this,” I said, nodding over to the crowd.

“He’s not my…”

Ashlyn turned and followed my gaze. Her eyes narrowed.

Connor was chatting with the guy he’d socked in the gut. He was also chatting with the people who came in to break up the fight. They were all laughing and carrying on like they were the best of friends.

“Damn, that guy is good,” I said.

“We haven’t figured that out yet,” Ashlyn said.

My cock twitched at her words. We hadn’t figured that out yet. I’m sure she was talking about something else entirely, and I loved it.

“Are we going to figure that out tonight?” I asked, hitting her with a look.

“I think this is your last chance to pull out,” she said.

“Is he going to be pulling out tonight?” I asked.

Sure she was on birth control and everything. And he didn’t strike me as the kind of guy who’d put on a condom. That was something that would show concern for the person he was fucking, after all, and that didn’t strike me as the kind of person Connor was.

Still. There was always the risk. Even with birth control. Not to mention all the women he’d been sleeping with.

It was a funny thing to think about in that moment. Especially when I’d been fantasizing about my wife getting with him all this time.

“I guess we’ll have to figure that one out too, won’t we?” Ashlyn said, a thin smile crossing her face.

Again I stared. I could scarcely believe this was my wife. Yet there she was still sitting right next to me, looking as beautiful as ever. Definitely Ashlyn.

“Oh no. Looks like you’re out of time,” Ashlyn said, her eyes going wide in mock surprise.

I turned and followed her gaze. I saw Connor looking all around, and I had no doubt who he was searching for.

“Then again, I think you did that on purpose, didn’t you babe?”

She reached out and touched my cock again. It twitched, and I had to concentrate on unsexy things to keep from blowing my load in my pants.

It would’ve been the least contact I ever had blowing a load, but I wasn’t into that right now. No. I needed to hold off.

I wasn’t sure what I was holding off for, but as Connor’s eyes came to rest on us, narrowed, and he started walking in our direction I was pretty sure that whatever it was, it had to do with him.

“Shit, he looks upset,” I said.

“He does, doesn’t he?” Ashlyn said.

I turned to look at her. There was something odd about her voice. Like she was almost turned on that he was upset. I blinked as I stared at her. Huh. She really did seem to be turned on by this.

Well okay then. I’d never acted like the big brutish caveman before, but I was starting to wonder if that was something she needed from time to time.

And if it was something she needed from time to time, was it something she could get from me? Or did she need to go out to scratch that itch? Was it something I just couldn’t give her?

“This could get messy,” I said.

“I have every confidence you’ll be able to handle yourself, baby,” she said.

“You sure about that?”

“How about I sweeten the pot?” she asked.

I turned and stared at her. I wondered what the fuck she could be going on about. She hit me with a thin smile.

“Sweeten the pot how?”

“How about a threesome with me and Felicity?”

I licked my lips, staring at her. The funny thing was, I would’ve been willing to go through with this even if she wasn’t bribing me. The fantasy raging through me, the way my cock was twitching, was calling the shots. I wasn’t going to stop her from doing this.

But if she was going to give me something like that…

“You sure about that?” I asked.

“Why not?” she asked with a shrug. “You’re letting me fuck Connor, after all. And I know she’s had the hots for you for a while now.”

“Damn,” I said. I didn’t know that. “You’re on.”

I wanted to make sure to seal that deal before Connor got over here. Because he was almost on top of us. I shivered. That meant he was almost on top of my wife. Or he would be on top of my wife soon enough.

And then suddenly he was right there, standing with his arms crossed staring down at us. Glaring down at us is more like it. And he looked furious.

Shit.


Chapter thirty

Another Confrontation
John


Istared up at the big football star, wondering if this was going to be it.

I liked to think I was scrappy. I grew up with a big family, and if you didn’t know how to handle yourself in a fight then you were going to be shit out of luck pretty quickly.

That had translated to being pretty good in a scrap in school, too, because it was the kind of kill or be killed small town where anyone could go after one of your siblings at any time, and you were expected to step in and defend their honor.

I’d had to do that a few times. The point was, I was pretty good in a fight. But strength had a quality all its own. A variation on the idea that quantity held a quality all its own from some great military thinker who I couldn’t remember right now because there was a massive football player staring down at me with murder in his eyes.

It also struck me how ridiculous it was. Here I was sitting with my wife, and this asshole was staring at me like he wanted to kill me. Because he was acting possessive of my fucking wife even though I was the one who should be pissed off.

“I wondered where you disappeared to, Ashlyn,” he said, a tense set to his jaw. Like we’re talking his teeth were almost grinding as he stared down at the two of us.

“I decided to come over here when things were heating up,” she said, arching an eyebrow at him.

I was surprised at how cool and in control she was. She acted like she was in charge of this whole situation. And in a way I suppose she totally was in charge of this whole situation.

It was actually kind of hot to see how she was calling the shots. Connor blinked, staring between the two of us, and for the first time since he’d come over here he seemed unsure of himself.

“Do you want to introduce me to your new friend?” he asked, still not having a seat.

“That depends,” Ashlyn said. “Do you want to tell me what the fuck was going on over there?”

“What are you talking about?” he said.

“You sucker punched that guy in the gut,” Ashlyn said.

It was weird. She wasn’t raising her voice. Or at least she wasn’t raising her voice any more than she needed to considering how loud it was in the bar. Still. Her voice had a quality to it that said she was totally in control. She was a dangerous ice queen.

“He was grinding up against you,” Connor said, as though that forgave all sins.

“And I seem to recall you were getting with another woman,” she said. “Or did you think I’d forgotten about that?”

“You were dancing with a guy. What was I supposed to do?”

Oh yeah. He was starting to get really angry. I wondered if this was going to blow up in our faces.

At least it didn’t look like a bunch of people were taking pictures of him any longer. Sure we occasionally had somebody glancing over here, but for the most part they seemed to be leaving us alone.

I wondered what would happen if I ended up in a picture with Connor tonight that was associated with him getting in a fight. Or a picture of Connor when he was with my wife. The whole thing had the potential to blow up in our faces.

I made a resolution then and there. If we ever got into a situation like this again, I was definitely going to do it with someone who wasn’t a well known celebrity who’d get all kinds of the wrong sort of attention.

It’s not that I thought what we were doing was wrong. Not exactly. For all that it went against every instinct a man should have about what his wife was doing. It was more that I knew there were other people who wouldn’t understand, and I didn’t want my business being broadcast as a national news item because the guy my wife was getting with happened to be a minor celebrity.

Though it also had my cock twitching to think that she could get with a minor celebrity. Though on second thought he was anything but a minor celebrity.

“Do you really think I want a bunch of people taking my picture when I’m out with you, Connor?” Ashlyn hissed, and there was some genuine anger to her voice. I blinked. It wasn’t often that I saw her upset like that, and it was kind of scary seeing it right now.

Connor shrugged like it wasn’t a problem.

“I don’t see why it’s a big deal. Women get their pictures taken with me all the time.”

“Women who are single,” Ashlyn hissed. “I have a husband.”

His eyes darted to me. Like he could sense there was something different about me versus the guy she’d been grinding against. The guy who’d blown a load against her backside.

My cock twitched again thinking about a guy coming against my wife while he was dry humping her on the dance floor.

Again I wondered if there was going to be a stain on the back side of her dress. The idea was intriguing. Way more intriguing than it had any business being.

“Lots of women who’ve been with me have boyfriends,” Connor said.

“Yeah, well I bet not a lot of them had husbands,” Ashlyn hissed. “I do have a husband, and I don’t want the world to know what I’m doing out here tonight.”

“Then you made a mistake coming out with me,” Connor said, his voice suddenly bitter. “Because everybody wants to take a picture of me everywhere I go. Everyone wants a piece of me. Everyone wants to start something with me.”

That cold look was still on Ashlyn’s face. She looked more and more pissed off.

“It’s time for you to learn a lesson, Connor,” she said.

“Really? Are you going to teach me a lesson? Have I been a bad boy?” he said, grinning at her.

“No, the lesson is everybody might want a piece of you, everybody might want to take a picture, but if you get into a fight everywhere you go, you’re the common denominator there. That didn’t have to turn into anything.”

“That guy was harassing you,” he said.

“That guy was dancing up against me because I was using him to make you jealous,” Ashlyn bit off. “Big difference. And if you’re going to be out with me tonight then you need to make real fucking sure you don’t get into any kind of trouble that’s going to get me in trouble with my work, or that would piss off my husband.”

“And why the fuck should I give a fuck about your husband?” Connor asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, turning her attention to me. “Why don’t you go ahead and ask him?”

Connor finally turned his full attention to me. No irritated glances this time around. No, he was staring at me fully. Staring at me with new eyes, for that matter. Then he shook his head and started to laugh.

“So this is the husband, I presume?” he asked.

“None other than,” I said, reaching out to shake his hand.

He took my hand and gave it a squeeze, doing that thing some assholes do where they try to show dominance by acting like a prick shaking your hand. But that was fine. I could hang with him and his bullshit.

See that earlier stuff about growing up with a bunch of siblings who could be assholes on a level this guy could only dream of, and I had to live with them for years. Not to mention asshole good old boys from down on the farm who always wanted to try and lord it over “city folk,” for all that I’d grown up in a town of less than five thousand people so it’s not like there was a massive divide between rural and urban.

So I squeezed his hand right back. We held each other’s gaze, and Ashlyn made a disgusted noise saying something about stupid boys as we did it.

He was the one who relented first, trying to pull his hand away. Only I didn’t let him. No. I figured if he was going to be an asshole then I was going to hit right back at him. And so it stretched for another uncomfortable moment, the guy licking his lips as he stared at me. Finally he tried to yank his hand away.

He was strong, but it still wasn’t enough to stop me. I figured it was an object lesson for him.

“Let him go, John,” Ashlyn said, a hint of amusement and a smile on her face as she said it.

“You sure, babe?” I asked, glancing between her and him.

“Yeah, I’m sure,” she said.

I finally let go. He shook his hand, looking down at it and then up to me. Then he shook his head.

“You’re stronger than you look,” he said.

“How about that,” I said, not elaborating any further.

“So are the two of you done with your dick measuring contest?” Ashlyn asked, rolling her eyes.

“Oh I don’t know that we’ve gotten to the dick measuring contest yet,” Connor said.

“You sure about that?” I asked. “Because I think Ashlyn here wants to measure your dick with her hands and mouth.”

Connor blinked. I guess he hadn’t been expecting that from me. Whatever. I figured it was time to get down to business. I looked between the two of them.

“Look. Ashlyn can’t be caught out with you getting in a fight, and she definitely can’t get caught out with you doing the kind of bump and grind the two of you want,” I said.

“So what are you saying?” he asked.

“What I’m saying is Ashlyn really wants to fuck you, I want her to fuck you, and you want to fuck Ashlyn,” I said. “Seems like we should stop beating around the bush and get down to business.”

Connor frowned. “I’m not getting with you.”

“Language is one of my things,” I said. “I teach it to my students on a daily basis. Something tells me you could’ve done with a prof who could teach you about the value of being precise in your language.”

“Are you seriously giving me a fucking lecture right now?” Connor asked.

“It looks like I am,” I said. “And if you want to get with my wife then you’re going to listen.”

“I could just take her back to my room now,” he said, and he spoke with the confidence of someone who thought he could get away with that.

“No, you can’t,” I said.

“He’s right,” Ashlyn said. “I don’t go with you if he’s not on board. That’s what it’s like to be in a real relationship.”

“A real relationship where he wants you to fuck another guy?” Connor asked, rolling his eyes. “Spare me.”

“Anyway. Back to the precision of language,” I said. “You’ll note I said I want you to fuck my wife. At no point did I say I wanted to fuck an oversized manchild who’s spoiled and gets everything he wants because he’s good at throwing a ball around a field.”

Connor clenched and unclenched his fists a couple of times. I’d done that on purpose. He glared at me, but I didn’t turn away from that glare. Finally he turned away.

“So we go and I get to fuck Ashlyn right now?” he asked. “No gay shit?” She

“That’s right,” I said, smiling and cringing. After all, he was being an asshole even talking about homosexuality, but I suppose I shouldn’t have expected anything less. “You get to fuck my wife, I get to watch, and there’s no gay shit. Promise.”

He stared between the two of us like he wasn’t sure what to think of any of this. Finally his eyes settled on Ashlyn, and I could totally see the wheels turning in his head. His desire to get with her warring with his desire to be weirded out by whatever the fuck was going on here.

Finally he rolled his eyes.

“Fine. Let’s go ahead and do this. It’s not like it will be the weirdest thing I’ve ever done to get laid.”

I looked at Ashlyn, and she bit her lip and nodded. We were in. We were doing this.

Also? I figured there was an interesting story behind what he’d just said, but I also figured we didn’t have the time to get into it. I didn’t want to risk the tenuous peace we had going.


Chapter thirty-one

Back to the Hotel
Ashlyn


The walk back to the hotel was just a little awkward. I was tense as I watched the two men in my life, or at least the two men in my life for tonight, sizing each other up. Like they were both trying to figure out if they could take the other in a fight.

I honestly wasn’t sure who I’d favor in that fight. On the one hand there was Connor who was out on the football field every day. He was a walking slab of muscle. He was a big guy, and I figured he could do some damage.

But John was scrappy. He’d told me stories of growing up in a small town and having to know how to fight if you wanted anyone to treat you with respect. Which sounded exhausting.

The point was, I figured between John knowing what he was doing and fighting dirty, and Connor having a sheer strength advantage, it would be an interesting fight.

Also? I hated to admit it, but the idea of these two men fighting over me? Well, that was hot.

So imagine my surprise when we got out of the bar, and suddenly the two of them were talking like they were old friends. I stared between the two of them, flummoxed.

“So anyway,” Connor said, glancing over to me. “There were these two sorority sisters, and I was pretty sure they were as into each other as they were into me.”

“Really?” John asked, hanging on his every word.

“Yeah, really,” Connor said. “It was the craziest thing. Like they were hanging all over each other all night and making out with each other more than they were trying to get with me.”

“Are you sure they weren’t just doing that to try and get you all hot and bothered?” I asked, annoyed that they were talking about whatever the fuck they were going on about and not talking about me.

“I mean given what happened later that night in the bedroom, I’m pretty sure they were interested in me, sure,” Connor said. “But still. It was a hot night!”

“It’s a damn shame you didn’t give Felicity a call tonight,” John said, turning and winking at me.

I snorted. I don’t know what had come over me. Offering a threesome with my friend. It felt like I needed to throw something at him to make up for the bullshit he was about to deal with from Connor. I figured Connor would be the same asshole he’d been with that other guy, and that John would need a little incentive to put up with that.

I hadn’t expected the two of them to start carrying on like they were best friends. Though I also wasn’t sure how long that was going to last.

They continued chatting like that all the way back to the hotel. And then it was the three of us walking through the lobby.

We did get some looks this time around. There were a couple of people who even held their phones up, but thankfully there was a manager, or at least someone who looked like an adult and not one of the college kids working there, who stopped them from pulling that bullshit.

Though I did worry that somebody might sneak a picture of the three of us. Even though it was something I figured we could explain away, it was also one of those things where I knew that the kind of online gossip rags who wrote about Connor and his love life weren’t the kind of places to give the most charitable description to whatever he was doing.

Or whoever he was doing.

We stepped into the elevator, and the two of them were still chatting like everything was normal the whole fucking time. It was enough to drive me wild.

I was supposed to be the center of attention here tonight, damn it. I was supposed to be the one they were focusing on. And they were chatting about other women like I wasn’t even in the elevator with them.

It was the kind of thing that would’ve had me deciding then and there somebody wasn’t going to get a second date, but of course that was part of the problem, wasn’t it? I didn’t think there was much of a chance Connor was going to be getting a second date after tonight anyway considering who he was and what was going on here, and…

His hands were on me as soon as the elevator doors closed. I gasped in surprise, feeling his hands running up and down my body. Holy shit that was hot. Holy shit that was wrong.

John leaned back against the wall and was staring at us. There were mirrors all around, so he had a nice view of everything. He had a great view no matter what angle it came from of everything Connor was doing to his wife.

One of his hands moved into my halter top, grabbing my breast and squeezing. Twisting my nipple. His cock was grinding against me from behind the same as that other guy had been. I opened my mouth and moaned, and that was before his other hand moved down between my legs and pressed against my pussy.

Then I really moaned. Also? I looked up and around to make sure there wasn’t a camera in there capturing everything. I didn’t see anything, but that was a definite worry in a college town where you were in a hotel that catered to college and high school kids.

Then I forgot all about any potential cameras or my worries. His fingers pushed my panties to the side and then they were pressing inside me. I was trapped against his body. Not that I was complaining about being trapped.

His finger plunged in and out of me, and I was already so damn wet. God I’d needed someone inside me.

His lips moved to my earlobe and started to nibble. Then he sucked on it as his hot breath fell against my ear. His cock continued grinding against me, and I wondered if this was going to be the second time tonight somebody came against my backside solely from dry humping me.

I glanced over to John. I must’ve been a sight. But he was just standing there leaning against the mirror staring at me. He had a thin smile, but that was the only response he gave.

“Fuck yes, Ashlyn,” Connor breathed in my ear. “Tell me how much you want me.”

“I want you,” I said, figuring the time for games was over.

“No more of your games, right?” he asked, pinching my nipples and causing me to cry out as I hit that strange space between pleasure and pain.

Almost like he was punishing me for how I’d been acting earlier. Which was an asshole move, but I couldn’t bring myself to complain what with the way my body felt.

No, I was putty in his hands. I loved it.

“You were playing hard to get earlier weren’t you, Ashlyn?” he asked, again pinching my nipples hard. “Tell me you were a bad girl for doing that.”

“Such a bad girl,” I said.

“Now tell me what you want tonight, Ashlyn,” he said. “I need to hear it from you. Not just from your husband over there.”

“I need your dick, Connor,” I said.

Things were getting really hot. But then the elevator dinged, and the doors opened.

I was terrified the doors were about to open on a family or something. But then I looked up and saw that we were on ten.

A good fucking thing, too. Because Connor didn’t make any move to pull his hands out from under my skirt or top as the door opened.

I let out a disappointed whimper as his finger pulled out of me. But I also knew there was so much more coming my way. Literally.

“Come on, Ashlyn,” Connor said, picking me up and spinning me around like I was a ragdoll. Like I weighed nothing.

I let out another surprised gasp as he did that. And then I was facing him, my legs wrapped around him.

“Come on, Ashlyn,” he said, grinning at me.

And with that he carried me out, turned to the right, and over to his door.

I started sucking along his neck. Like we’re talking sucking hard. Like a couple of teenagers who’d just discovered heavy petting.

I knew it was stupid, but I wanted to leave a mark on him. Even if it was silly to think of leaving a mark.

“Oh fuck, Connor,” I said, feeling his cock pressing against me. “It feels so good!”

“I know it feels good, baby,” he said.

The door opened and we were moving inside. I had brief flashes of the fancy hotel suite, and then I was falling back and away from him.

I let out a yelp of surprise, worried that he was throwing me down to the ground or something. But then I fell against a cushion that had me bouncing once, and then I was lying there completely on display for him.

Again John appeared in the room, but he was standing back. Just watching everything and enjoying the show. He still had that faint smile.

“There we go,” Connor said, looking me up and down. “A perfect tight little package. Just like I always thought.”

I stared up at him, biting my lip. Then I looked over to John. He merely smiled. Obviously he was just as ready for this as I was.

Then Connor was on top of me. His lips pressed against mine, and our tongues came together. That delicious cock of his pressed against my pussy, and I squeezed my eyes shut and moaned into him.

Maybe I’d had some fun with that other dude over at the bar earlier, but this is what I really wanted. This is what I’d needed. And I guess I hadn’t realized that dancing with that other guy was a poor substitute for getting with Connor.

I mean sure I got off on the idea of that guy getting hot and bothered wanting to get with me, but that was nothing compared to what it felt like getting with Connor!

Also? This wasn’t exactly what I’d expected when all this started.

Like I’m not sure what I imagined, exactly. There was a hot tub in here. The digs were actually pretty nice. I imagined it was where they sent the VIPs like… well, like Connor. The point was, this was a hotel that was surprisingly nicer than anything I would’ve expected from our Podunk town.

I thought maybe we’d use that hot tub or something. But no. He was on top of me, not wasting any time with seduction, and I couldn’t get enough of it because it’s not like he needed to seduce me at this point.

I spared one last thought for John, but only that one last thought. Then after that all thoughts of my husband escaped my mind, and all I could think about was the sexy football star on top of me pressing his cock in between my legs and getting ready to take me like the married slut I never knew I was!


Chapter thirty-two

The Hotel
John


Okay. So this was a little awkward. I don’t know what I’d been expecting, but it wasn’t… Well, whatever the fuck this was.

I mean it was hot that Ashlyn was getting up close and personal with this guy. They were making out like there was no tomorrow. Making out like the two of us hadn’t made out in a good long while, for that matter.

I guess there was just something about being married where you wanted to get down to business because you had other things to do. There was none of that hot exploration because we got over all that a long time ago. The honeymoon phase was well and truly over.

Only it looked like Ashlyn was getting into that phase with Connor all over again. Her hands ran up and down his body, feeling his muscles and seemingly delighting in it if the way she was moaning was anything to go on.

He was grinding against her, exploring her body as they made out. One of his hands moved to cup her breast. Sure it was through her top and bra, but still. Another man had his hand on my wife’s tits, and it sent a delighted thrill running through me.

Ashlyn, for her part, was moaning and grinding up against him as well. Every time he pressed that cock against her she gasped. Trying to reach up to meet him.

I stared, transfixed.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I muttered. “Fuck her, Connor.”

He pulled away from kissing her. Turned to look at me. That was a predatory smile. The kind of look that said he was going to do exactly that, and he enjoyed that he was getting one over on me.

Also? It was the kind of look that probably should’ve pissed me off, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t stop myself. It was just so goddamn hot watching that I didn’t give a fuck that he seemed to think he was getting one over on me.

He smiled at me for a moment, a brief challenge, and then he was back to grinding against my wife. Her moans were incredible. They were so loud. They seemed to echo all through the room.

A room that was blessed with a floor to ceiling window so I had a nice view of campus. The place where we lived and worked. The place I’d thought I was so lucky to get a job at. Where I’d been so lucky because I met Ashlyn.

And now that very same campus had brought us to Connor. Had brought us to a man who very well might mean the end of my marriage.

Another shiver ran through me. That was some pretty deep shit.

They made out for a good long while. Like we’re talking I lost track of how long it was. All I could do was stare that this strange situation.

It sort of reminded me of watching porn on my computer back home. Only I wasn’t looking at any monitor. No. I was staring at my beautiful wife. She was the star of the porn.

Like I’d heard of people who could make the computer do stuff like that using artificial intelligence or something like that. Who knew that when the machines rose they’d be making porn for us and not trying to take over the world with nuclear weapons or anything crazy like that.

I never would’ve thought I’d see something like this with Ashlyn unless I’d done something like that with the artificial intelligence, and yet here it was. She was writhing under him. Moaning every time he pressed into her.

And slowly the scene started to change in front of me. He reached up and undid the tie on her top. Then he pulled it down, exposing her bra.

He made quick work of that, too, undoing the snap and pulling it off right along with her top.

Connor paused, staring down at my wife’s tits. I was well aware what an incredible pair of breasts my wife had. They were the envy of any woman. And there were plenty of guys who stared at them.

I always got jealous when I saw guys staring at her tits in the past, but now… Now, it was really doing something for me.

He moved down and attacked them. Sucked on them. He pulled one of her nipples up as he pulled away from her, causing her breasts to move up in a cone, and then she let out a moan that was somewhere between pleasure and pain.

Then he let go and her breast bounced back down, but her nipple was definitely a little darker now than it had been when he started sucking.

Then he moved to the other one. Kissing all around and then sucking.

She wrapped her arms and legs around him, moaning along with whatever he was doing. Okay. So I guess it wasn’t hurting her all that much. Maybe.

He moved back and forth like that, and then finally he stopped near the top of her cleavage and started sucking on one of her breasts. He sucked and sucked. Like a teenager who didn’t realize it was a terrible idea to send a girl back home to her parents house with an obvious hickey.

But he kept doing it. And when he pulled away I could already see the bruise starting to form. He had marked my wife.

Sure it would go away with time, but the fact that mark was there was more than enough. Again it sent a delighted shiver running through me.

She looked over at me, her mouth hanging open. Her eyes were lidded. She had clearly lost all sense of control.

I could only stare back at her, wondering what was going on here. How we got here. That my wife was doing this with another man.

Then she licked her lips and let out another delighted cry as he continued kissing down, pulling her top down with him. Finally he reached her stomach, her top bunched up all around her waist.

I stared, wondering what was going to come next. Which one of them was going to come next. And then it was made pretty obvious what was going on as he moved down and kissed between her legs.

Though he made sure to do it above her skirt. That didn’t stop her immediate reaction, though. She threw her head back, letting out a delighted cry. And my cock throbbed watching them.

I couldn’t tell exactly what he was doing down between her legs, but it was pretty fucking clear he was doing something she enjoyed. She wrapped her arms around his head, running her fingers through his hair and feeling him as he worked on her pussy.

Sure there was the thin barrier in the way there, but it didn’t seem like it was much. Hell. I enjoyed licking her down there through her panties just to tease her. Give her a preview of what was about to happen. And it looked like he was doing that and then some!

Also? It looked like he was a starving man and he was getting his first meal in weeks. Like he’d just been going through the desert and he found an oasis, and that oasis just happened to be right in between my wife’s legs.

I couldn’t help myself. I know we talked about how I was only going to watch. How I was only going to keep an eye on things.

I found myself climbing up onto the bed. It shifted under my weight, but it was a pretty damn big bed, so it’s not like there wasn’t any room for all of us.

It was a damn good thing it was a big bed, too. Because this Connor guy was a big dude. The kind of guy who would’ve dominated any smaller bed. Like I didn’t know how he managed to live in the dorms back at his old school.

Or maybe it was one of those things where he was a big powerful football player, and so he got perks that other students didn’t get. Like a bigger bed or something.

I moved up so I was next to Ashlyn. She opened her eyes and looked up at me, her mouth parting as she stared.

That was an intense look. The kind of look that said she was having the hottest sexual experience of her life. Or maybe that was just me projecting onto her, because this was starting to feel like the hottest sexual experience of my life.

At least up until I got that threesome with her and her friend, but this was happening right now. And honestly? There was something about what we were doing here that was way hotter than the thought of getting with her and her friend.

For all that I’d been fantasizing about that for a good long time.

Also? I was totally getting distracted. Because the idea of sharing Ashlyn with another man, even if it was a guy I wasn’t going to get with because I totally wasn’t into that, was really doing something for me. It made me wonder what the fuck was wrong with me that I was thinking like this about my wife. I wasn’t supposed to want to share her. Everything about this was wrong, and yet…

Well, I couldn’t deny the way it made me feel seen her writhing like that.

She stared up at me, her breath coming in gasping pants. Her chest rose and fell. I’d always been a huge fan of my wife’s tits. I think any man who got a good look at them would be a fan. And so far that was me and Connor tonight.

Sure there’d probably been other guys she’d dated who got a good look at her tits, but we were the only ones in recent memory. Though I was going to have to make a note to ask her all about some of the guys she’d been with before. Suddenly there was something about the idea of getting her body count that had me really turned on.

“It feels so good, baby,” she said, still writhing because of everything he was doing to her. “You have no idea how good this feels…”

She bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut as she stared up at me. Though I guess she was staring at the back of her eyelids for the moment. Whatever. The point was, she looked so incredibly amazing there.

It was a mental image I wanted seared into my memory for rest of my life. I almost thought about digging for my phone, but I didn’t.

No. She’d been pretty shy about cameras earlier in the bar, for all that I was pretty sure there would be a difference between some random people at a bar taking her picture with Connor and me taking her picture now for our private collection. Not to mention I didn’t want to do anything that might piss off Connor.

So I leaned down and kissed her instead. Her tongue swirled in my mouth. I knew in the back of my mind she’d just been making out with him, but I didn’t care.

I was up top, and he was down below.

I thought that was pretty damn hot, but it turns out that was nothing compared to the feel of her as she started to gasp and moan into my mouth. One of her hands moved to the back of my head and pulled me in closer, like she was trying to get as much of me as possible into her. Our tongues swirled and she moaned and moaned as he did whatever he was doing.

I almost kicked myself for starting to kiss her, for all that kissing my wife was exactly what the moment called for. Because I got the sense he was doing something way more intense than just licking her through her shirt and underwear, and I wanted to see.

But I couldn’t, because I was making out with my wife instead.

That would have to be the consolation prize, I guess. Though curiosity burned inside me right alongside the overwhelming desire that was threatening to drive me mad!


Chapter thirty-three

Two Heads
Ashlyn


Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh sweet merciful creator or whoever the fuck might be listening in.

I thought it was going to be too much when Connor was pressing up against me. Grinding against that other guy was nothing compared to getting with him.

Only I was starting to realize just how wrong I was. Connor was pretty damn fun, don’t get the wrong. I could totally understand why there were so many women out there who were throwing themselves at him.

But when John got involved…

Well, I guess I was starting to understand that the secret sauce to my sexual fulfillment was John. Always had been. I needed my husband in the mix to truly enjoy myself.

Like what Connor was doing down between my legs was pretty intense, don’t get me wrong. I wasn’t complaining.

Still. There was something about what he was doing to me that felt just a little off. Like John really knew what the fuck he was doing when he went down on me. With Connor I got the feeling that the simple fact that he was who he was had usually been enough for women to get off.

One of those things where he never really had to up his game because he’d never had to do much in the way of foreplay.

Or at least he thought he never had to do much in the way of foreplay because of who he was. And I was willing to bet the silly college girls he’d been with, not real women, and had been more than willing to let him get away with that shit because they were getting with a “celebrity.”

Still. It felt pretty good. He was doing that thing where he was licking me through my underwear and my skirt. Which wasn’t exactly my favorite thing in the world, but it was fine as a warm up.

And he was enthusiastic, I’d give him that. There was a real turn on at the idea that he was so hot and bothered at the idea of getting with me that he was going to go down on me even when I still had my clothes on.

At least I hoped it was that he was so hot and bothered he was going to go down on me even when I had my clothes on. I really hoped it wasn’t one of those situations where he didn’t like the idea of actually putting his tongue on a woman’s pussy, and so he pulled this bullshit.

I also decided it probably wouldn’t be a good idea to mention the potential stain on the back of my skirt as a result of what happened at the bar. Something told me Connor wasn’t the kind of guy who would take that sort of thing well.

Then John was there hovering over me. I stared up at him, at a complete loss for words. What could I do? It was so hot seeing him staring down at me. Feeling the desire rolling off of him in waves the same as I’d felt heat rolling off of Connor in waves.

I had two men who stared at me. Adored me. Worshiped me. Two men who desperately wanted to get with me tonight.

I could see the hunger in John’s eyes. I was surprised to see that there when he was looking at me getting eaten out by another man, but what the fuck ever. That desire was there, and it was turning me on.

Then Connor put his head under my skirt. I don’t know if he’d even looked up here to see what was going on. Surely he’d felt the bed shift as John got on.

Or maybe not. It was difficult to tell. I just knew that…

Then he pressed his lips and tongue against me, only he’d pulled my underwear to the side and he was pressing against my pussy.

Well okay then. I guess that answered that question. He certainly had no problem getting in there, and I had to bite my lip and gasp and hold onto the bed for dear life, because otherwise I was going to lose it.

Then suddenly I was hovering over myself. Like it was an out of body experience even though I was staring up at John who was moving down and kissing me. His tongue swirled with my own. His hands moved down to cup my breasts and play with my nipples that were still sore from all the abuse Connor had heaped upon them moments ago.

Honestly? Not a huge fan of that, but I also wasn’t complaining.

Then I was back to staring down at everything going on. I could see Connor diving between my legs even as I felt his tongue. It was like there was an electrical wire attached to the pleasure centers of my body and it was running through his tongue.

I also saw John playing with my tits. Making out with me. Swirling his tongue with mine. My breath was coming in gasps harder and harder. My chest rose and fell. I was losing it. I was…

And then it hit me. The feel of these two men worshiping me. Idolizing my body. It was all too much. The explosion ran from the tips of my toes through my legs up between my legs and then through to the rest of my body.

Only it wasn’t just Connor. No. John was making out with me, and I was getting just as much of a thrill from making out with him, from feeling him feeling me up, as I did from what Connor was doing down between my legs.

I figured that really said something. I kept my eyes squeezed shut. I screamed into John’s mouth. And he held onto me. He was my rock. He was the log I was holding onto as the white-water rapids of my orgasm washed over me.

Then I was coming down. It was a bummer that it was ending so quickly, but I suppose all good things must come to an end and all that good stuff.

Only apparently nobody bothered to tell Connor that all good things must come to an end. No, he kept right on going. I marveled at his stamina. That he was able to do that with his tongue.

Usually John started to complain about his jaw getting tired after about ten or fifteen minutes. That always meant it was time for him to move up and stick it in, because we were married and we had other things we had to do around the house.

Sure I could remember times when we’d go and go and go, but that had been so long ago. As with all things, we’d fallen into a married routine and here Connor was blasting that routine out of the water.

I kept my eyes squeezed shut. I kept my hand around John’s head holding him against me. Making out with him. Enjoying the feel of his kiss as Connor worked me down below.

The pleasure splashed back and forth in my body. Right up to the tip of my skull in an incredible tingle, a longing down below my stomach, and then it was back down to between my legs where he kept right on doing his thing.

Okay. I took back everything I ever said about him being inexperienced. No. This man knew what the fuck he was doing.

Sure a little voice in the back of my head whispered that part of the reason why he knew what he was doing was because he’d been with so many women, but honestly? I didn’t care.

No. All I cared about was the incredible feelings washing through me. Threatening to overwhelm me. Filling my body.

Again and again it kept going. I kept screaming into John’s mouth, but apparently even that got to be a little too much for him. Or maybe it was simply that he wanted to pull back and watch.

I knew he loved watching when I was getting off with one of my toys, after all. There were times when we didn’t even fuck. He just watched me getting off with my vibrator. And I always loved that he was secure enough that he didn’t care that I was getting off with my vibrator as long as he was there.

I wondered if this was a similar situation. If he didn’t care that I was getting off with another man as long as he was there watching me getting off with that man.

It kept hitting me. Crashing over me. Overwhelming me. It was almost too much.

“Connor, you have to stop,” I said, gasping for breath. “It’s too much. Its way to… Oh fuck!”

I looked up to John, begging him to do something with my eyes. Anything. I needed to get out of this. It was pleasure almost to the point of pain.

But he just stared down at me, a goofy smile plastered across his face. Like he was enjoying the show, and he sure as shit wasn’t going to do anything to put a stop to it.

I don’t know why I expected to get help from him. Also? Connor seemed to be enjoying the fuck out of torturing me.

His lips were on mine. His tongue swirled around my clit. It was overwhelming to the point of almost short-circuiting me. I took a deep breath and screamed over and over, and I was thankful we were on the top floor where we didn’t have to worry about anybody listening in.

For all that the idea that somebody might be listening in was kind of hot.

It almost was too much. I wanted to scream at him to stop, but all I could do was hold his hair and keep him down there. It was too much. It wasn’t enough. It was the most incredible thing I’d ever felt. It was overwhelming. It was…

I finally let out a scream that was so loud I figured they had to be able to hear it all the way down in the lobby. It would be enough for even those bastards who’d been looking at their phones to realize what was going on up here.

Maybe. Then again, maybe not.

But stars started to dance at the edge of my vision. Darkness started to close in. My body was still being racked with pleasure. Unlike anything I’d ever felt before. Connor kept going and going. I’d lost track of how long it went on.

And then the darkness started to close in totally and completely. I had a brief moment of panic where I worried that maybe this was it. This was the big one. I was finally losing it and the darkness would close in forever.

But I also figured it was one hell of a way to go!

The last thing I saw before that darkness closed in, totally and completely, was John still smiling down at me.

I took some comfort from that. I figured if this was really getting to the point of being dangerous then he would look more worried. Or maybe he was so horny he wasn’t thinking about what this was doing to me.

And then the lights went out, and I was just a detached consciousness floating on the pleasure that was still running through me.


Chapter thirty-four

Working Together
John


Ashlyn went limp in my arms. Like we’re talking she went totally, utterly, and completely limp. I stared at her, wondering if something was wrong.

Her eyes were closed. She was still breathing. That was something. Still. It wasn’t great that she wasn’t responding.

“Ashlyn?” I said.

I shook her just a bit. And then I looked down between her legs. She was still breathing heavily, probably recovering from everything that had happened, and I wondered if it had anything to do with the asshole who was down between her legs.

He didn’t seem to have any idea that she passed out.

“Hey, asshole,” I said.

He finally stopped. He looked up at me, and if his narrowed eyes and frowned were anything to go on, he didn’t like my tone.

Well that was tough shit. He could not like my tone all he wanted. I didn’t give a flying fuck. My only concern was for my wife, and whatever the fuck was going on with her.

“What?” he growled. “Can’t you see I’m in the middle of something here?”

“Yeah, and did you ever stop to think maybe you were so in the middle of something that you weren’t paying attention to important shit going on around you?” I asked.

Honestly. I couldn’t believe this dude was this oblivious. I wanted to smack him a couple of times and ask him what the fuck his problem was.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, staring up at Ashlyn.

Then he blinked. Okay. Finally he was starting to realize there was something going on here. He shook his head.

“So she passed out. Who cares?”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“She passed out because she was having such a good time,” he said, talking slowly. Like he was annoyed. “I don’t see what the big fucking deal is. That sort of shit happens all the time.”

“Maybe that sort of shit happens all the time with you, man,” I said. “But this is a first for me.”

“Oh, so admitting you’re not all that good, huh?” he asked, still grinning at me.

I saw red. Who the fuck did this asshole think he was? Not only did he not seem to give a fuck about Ashlyn passing out, but on top of that he was insinuating that I wasn’t any good in bed so that was the reason why she’d never passed out before?

Yeah, this guy could go fuck himself. Only I got the feeling he was going to be doing a lot of fucking. Namely of my wife. And my cock was still rock hard thinking about that, as much as I hated it.

“That’s what I thought,” he said.

“Now you listen here, you asshole,” I said, standing and stepping towards him.

He stood as well. I tried to ignore that he had my wife’s juices all over his face. He was slick with her arousal, and again my cock twitched.

“Oh yeah?” he said. “What are you going to do about it?”

I glared at him. Then I turned to look at Ashlyn. And then I looked back at him.

“You know what? You’re not going to go very far in life if you don’t have any empathy for people,” I said. “I know you’ve gone through life having everybody throwing everything at you because you’re good at sports, but at the end you’re going to be empty and alone. You’ll never have a woman like Ashlyn for more than a night because you’re never willing to do what needs to be done.”

He scoffed. “And why should I care about that?”

“Okay, how about this?” I said. “I grew up with a bunch of brothers. I know how to fight dirty. And I can make sure I do something that’s going to end your football career if you don’t start showing some concern for my wife, you prick.”

His eyes narrowed. Then he looked down. Maybe thinking about all the things I could do to end his football career. It’s not like it’d take all that much. Just a well placed kick to the knee. I could stomp on his foot and that might be enough depending on what I broke.

Finally he shook his head. “You and your wife are both nuts, man.”

“Oh yeah? Well I figure you want something, I want something, and Ashlyn wants something. It’s like we were saying earlier. We all want something from each other, so why don’t we make sure we all get what we want?”

He held my gaze for another long moment, and then finally he seemed to deflate.

“Yeah, maybe we should just play nice,” he finally muttered. “Sure beats having you trying to come at my knee and make it even worse.”

I blinked. And then I filed that little tidbit away. A bum knee? That was interesting. I wondered if that was the kind of thing Coach Harris would be interested in.

It was sure as shit the kind of thing I was interested in passing along considering what a prick this guy was being.

Still. That all seemed like something to worry about tomorrow. Right now I was more worried about what the two of us were going to do with Ashlyn.

“Fine. We all get what we want, and we part ways unlikely friends,” he said, hitting me with the sort of smile that said he didn’t think we were going to be any sort of friend when this was over.

Well that was just fucking fine. He could try to double cross us all he wanted. We had something he needed, and I had something I could use against the bastard. Maybe. I didn’t know enough about the whole sports thing to know if that was even something I could turn around on him, but whatever.

“John?”

I turned back to the bed. I felt bad that I’d been so preoccupied with arguing with the asshole that I hadn’t been paying attention to Ashlyn, but now that I’d turned my attention back to her I could see that she was finally coming around.

I was at her side in an instant. I stared down at her, worried that something really bad had happened.

“What happened?” she asked, blinking up at me. “And did I hear the two of you yelling at each other?”

I turned and hit Connor with a warning glance. He held his hands up like he realized now wouldn’t be a good time for him to be blabbing about the two of us getting into an argument.

“No, no argument or yelling or anything,” I said. “We were just worried about you, is all.”

“What the hell happened?” she asked, putting a hand to her head and looking around, clearly confused.

Which was something I could totally understand. I had no idea what the fuck was going on here either. I just knew that I enjoyed the fuck out of what we were doing, even if I could’ve done without stupid Connor being the one we were doing it with.

“Um. I think you…”

I swallowed. It was ridiculous and I couldn’t quite bring myself to say it. Like the whole idea that he’d eaten her out to the point she’d passed out was ridiculous, but here we were.

“You had a little too much fun, and it ended up being too much for you, babe,” Connor said, coming up beside her on the bed.

I bristled at the idea of him calling her babe. She wasn’t his babe. If anyone had earned the right to call her that, it was me, damn it. But I took a deep breath and managed to keep everything under control.

Barely. The jury was still out on whether I was going to end this guy’s career.

“Are you serious?” she asked, batting her eyelashes as she looked at the two of us.

I took in my wife. Really took her in. The way her top was bunched up around her waist. The way her skirt had been pulled up. Presumably she still had her panties on underneath since Connor hadn’t taken them off that I could tell, maybe he was a “move them to the side” sort of guy.

Still. She’d never looked more beautiful than in that moment. Even looking totally and completely out of sorts.

“Totally serious,” I said, glancing at Connor again.

He hit me with another one of those smiles. The kind of smile that said he was totally in control here. That women passing out while he was going down on them was the kind of thing that happened all the time.

For him that might be the kind of thing that happened all the time. I tried to push down on the brief flash of jealousy that coursed through me knowing he had that effect on women.

“Do you feel like you need to go to the hospital or anything?” I asked.

“Why would I need to go to the hospital?” she asked, frowning as she stared up at me.

“Yeah, why the fuck would she need to go to the hospital?” Connor asked, again hitting me with one of those smiles that made me want to smack it off his face.

“She just passed out,” I said, trying to hide my irritation.

I wasn’t doing a good job of it. I wanted to hide that irritation because it was clear the asshole was getting something out of me being this irritated, but whatever.

“She doesn’t need anything like that,” he said with a shrug and another one of those cocky grins. “This kind of thing happens all the time. A little bit of water and you’ll be fine and ready to go after a few minutes.”

She’d be fine after a few minutes. And ready to go. I couldn’t help but think that it was the “ready to go” part he was really concerned about. And it made me want to smack him again, damn it.

I was really going to have to get control of this. I wasn’t sure if I was pissed off because he was the one who was going to be fucking my wife soon enough, or if I was pissed off because he was so cocky about it.

“I think I’m going to be fine, John,” Ashlyn finally said, looking up at me and smiling.

“Are you sure about that?” I asked, moving down to sit next to her. “Because if you want to put a stop to this then all you have to do is give the word. Really. It’s not going to be any problem.”

“Maybe it’s not going to be any problem for you, but it’s going to be a problem for me,” Connor said.

“And I think I’ve already made it clear how few fucks I give about what you feel,” I said, turning to glare at him.

Again he did that thing where he held his hands up like he was trying to fend me off before I did something stupid like launching myself across the room at him. I was really going to have to figure this out if we were ever going to do something like this again.

Not that I was all that sure about us doing something like this again considering how I was reacting in the moment. Like I was looking for any excuse to be done with this.

“No, I’m really going to be fine,” Ashlyn said, grabbing my arm and pulling herself up. I also noted the way she licked her lips, and the way she stared at Connor like she was ready to pick up where they’d left off just moments ago.

And all I could do was stare and wonder what I’d gotten us into even as there was another part of me that was so ready for this.


Chapter thirty-five

Double Lovin'
Ashlyn


Istared between John and Connor. It didn’t take a lot to realize there was no love lost between the two of them. No. They were glaring at one another like they’d enjoy nothing more than to kill each other.

I hoped they could keep it under control long enough for us to finish having our fun tonight. I guess I hadn’t thought the two of them might get pissed off at each other to the point of starting a fight, but that’s what it looked like was going to happen.

I really wished I could figure out what the fuck had happened while I was out. I could understand John being upset, of course. He always got that way when he thought I was in trouble, and me passing out would have him freaking the fuck out.

But I didn’t need him freaking the fuck out right now.

“Look. I don’t know what’s going on between the two of you,” I said. “But what I need is the two of you with me tonight. Do you think you can do that?”

John turned to look at me, and I could tell he was on board with whatever I wanted him to do. My heart went out to him in that moment. He was always going to be there for me no matter what. That’s what our relationship was about.

Then I turned to Connor and wondered if he was going to do anything. Because he seemed like the kind of person who didn’t give a flying fuck what other people wanted. No. He was all about getting what he wanted, and I didn’t think that was going to change just because I was lying here half naked and he was so close to getting what he wanted.

But then to my surprise he smiled. It was an odd look for him. I’m not saying it looked bad on him, but it was weird seeing him smiling like that. It looked almost genuine, but there was a tightness around his eyes that said he didn’t mean it. Not really.

“Yeah, why not?” he asked, looking me up and down and licking his lips, which left no doubt in my mind what he was all about.

“Yeah, why not?” John said, parroting him and glancing between the two of us like he didn’t like that we were doing this with Connor, but he was going along with it.

I reached out and grabbed between his legs. His cock was rock hard, and I fucking loved the feel of it. I needed his cock in the worst possible way. And I was going to get it with two men.

Also? I needed to take command here. It was clear the two of them weren’t going to play nice without me in the middle to make that happen.

“Come here, Connor,” I said, gesturing for him to come closer.

He looked at John and seemed to hesitate, but only for a moment. Then he was falling forward on the bed and over me. I pulled him down and kissed him, not giving a fuck that he’d been going down on me just a few moments ago.

I figured if a guy was going to be nice enough to go down on me then I was going to show my appreciation by kissing him. Not to mention I always fucking hated it when guys refused to kiss me after I’d gone down on them.

Our tongues swirled, and I enjoyed the fuck out of the taste. It was him, but I was there as well.

When we were done I pulled away and smiled up at him. He smiled down at me, but then he glanced to the side and seemed unsure of himself.

Because John was right there, and he wasn’t doing us any favors with the way he stared at the two of us.

“Kiss me again, Connor,” I said.

He did it again, pressing his lips against mine. I had one hand on John’s cock the entire time, for all that he was still very much wearing his clothes. The point was I could totally feel how hot he was, and every time my lips pressed against Connor’s my husband’s cock twitched.

I moaned, and then I reached up and started working at his belt. Though I started to feel like a guy who was trying to undo a bra snap for the first time.

I’d done this plenty of times before, sure, but I’d always had both hands at my disposal when I was undoing a belt. This time around it was a little more difficult, and I could sympathize with all the guys who had obvious trouble trying to get my bra off.

Thankfully John was there and seemed more than willing to help me out. I wasn’t sure if that was because he was being my always loving husband, or if it had more to do with him wanting me to touch his cock so he was willing to do whatever it took to make that happen.

Whatever his motivations, it didn’t take long before I had my hand wrapped around his cock, and it sent a surge of desire pulsing through me. I fucking loved the way his cock felt. It made me almost upset that Connor was there making out with me so I couldn’t suck on my husband’s cock like I really wanted to right now.

I used my other hand to grab Connor’s hair and pull him back. I stared up at him, and I could see the desire in his eyes. I’d dreamed of seeing desire like that in his eyes since the first time I laid eyes on him.

I was panting myself. I had one man on top of me grinding his cock against me, and my husband was right there beside me and I had my hand wrapped around his cock.

“Fuck me, Connor,” I said.

I didn’t have to tell him twice. No, he hopped up and threw off all his clothes. His pants fell to the ground, and then he was pulling his shirt off, revealing inch after inch of his body that looked every bit as amazing as I’d always imagined.

I mean I didn’t have to imagine all that much. I’d seen his body plenty of times on the Internet. I’d done a lot of “research” when I found out I was going to be the one meeting him on behalf of the football program. A lot of it one handed.

But seeing the pictures and seeing him in person were two very different things. There was something about having him here ready to fuck me that had me ready to go.

Then he put his hands on his boxers and I held my breath, wondering if he was going to live up to the rumors. There’d been so many women who’d talked about how amazing he was in bed. About how big he was, for that matter.

I wasn’t sure if that was because he was actually that big. Though I doubted all the women he’d been with would collectively lie about how big he was.

He hit me with a cockeyed half grin. Like he knew what was running through my head, and he was enjoying that brief moment of anticipation before he finally showed me what I so desperately wanted to see.

“What are you thinking about, Ashlyn?” he asked.

John let out a low growl, but otherwise he kept his thoughts to himself. I’m sure he was frustrated that Connor was delaying, but if the way his cock twitched was anything to go by, he also wasn’t going to say a damn thing.

“I think I know what you’re thinking about, Ashlyn. I can see it in your eyes. I see it in the eyes of every woman I’ve ever been with.”

I licked my lips. I wasn’t sure where he was going with this, but I did like it. Sort of. Sure he was being a little cocky, but I’d come to expect that from the guy. That was part of the nature of his appeal.

“What do you see in the eyes of every woman you’ve been with?” I asked, my voice husky.

He really shouldn’t have been talking about all the women he’d been with. Not a good way to ingratiate yourself to a woman you were trying to get with for the long term.

But that was the sad thing about Connor that I was more than happy to take advantage of. He wasn’t trying to lock anything down in the long term, and so he didn’t have to worry about talking about the competition.

“Tell me what you want to see, Ashlyn,” he said.

Again John’s cock twitched in my hand. Talk about an interesting twist to this. I didn’t think he was interested in seeing Connor’s cock, but he definitely seemed interested in this back and forth.

“And if I don’t?” I asked.

He shrugged. Then he started buttoning his pants and redoing his belt. I let out a cry of frustration, and that only had that grin getting even wider.

Yeah. This bastard knew exactly what the fuck he was doing to me. Then again, I don’t know why that was surprising. Presumably he had plenty of practice.

“Don’t put it away,” I said. “I need to see it.”

“Need to see what, Ashlyn?”

His voice was quiet but firm. He wasn’t going to let up until I gave him what he wanted, damn it. I glanced to John, worried this was going to upset him.

Only I really shouldn’t have worried. No, if the way he was staring between the two of us was anything to go on then he didn’t care what was happening as long as I was getting with Connor.

“I need to see your cock, Connor,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

I needed to see his cock. Desperately. I needed it more than I’d needed anything in a good long time.

At the same time, though, my husband was right there. He was licking his lips and staring at us. He could hear everything I was saying, and it somehow felt wrong to talk about wanting another man’s cock with my husband standing right there.

Even if he was loving every minute of this.

Only Connor moved for his pants. My eyes went wide, and I looked up at him, indignant.

“What the fuck are you doing?” I growled.

I was surprised to hear that sound coming out of my mouth. I was surprised I was that upset about him getting dressed.

But I was. That was my cock tonight, damn it. Sure it was probably going to belong to a thousand other women when he went off to whatever school he was going to, but for tonight…

“I don’t think you were enthusiastic enough, Ashlyn,” he said, shaking his head and chuckling. “If you want this cock, well… You’re going to have to show me how much you really want it.”

“I’m here right in front of you begging for it,” I said, a whine coming to my voice.

“Are you, Ashlyn?” he asked, cocking his head to the side as he stared at me. “Because to me you sound like a whiny little brat throwing a tantrum because you aren’t getting what you want, and you know how we deal with whiny little brats who aren’t getting what they want.”

He put one foot in his pants. And I surprised myself. I couldn’t explain what came over me. Just that I needed this in the worst possible way. I reached out and grabbed his hand as he was trying to pull his pants up. His eyes went wide, and I yanked down.

Okay. So maybe I yanked down with a little more force than was strictly necessary, but I didn’t care. If he was going to play stupid games than he was going to win stupid fucking prizes.

His cock sprang free and he let out a cry of pain. But that was just too fucking bad. He was the one who decided to get in the way of me and what I wanted, and Connor was about to learn that there were consequences for anyone who tried to get between me and what I wanted, damn it.

I looked at his cock, and then stared up at him. I smiled.

“Oh poor baby,” I said, jutting my lip out in a pout. “Did I hurt you? Would it help if I kissed and made it better?”

And with that I leaned forward, puckering my lips and getting ready to taste this monster I’d been dreaming about ever since I first learned he was going to be coming to our school for a tour and I was going to be the one doing the touring.


Chapter thirty-six

Watching
John


Istared, scarcely believing this was happening. I mean sure I’d been fantasizing about something like this happening, but fantasizing about seeing my wife doing this and actually seeing her on some strange bed in a hotel I’d drove past thousands of times going back and forth to campus never thinking I’d witness something like this happening on the top floor was a head trip.

My breath caught as her lips wrapped around Connor’s cockhead. And then I totally lost my breath as she kept going.

I thought maybe she’d take things slow. Maybe she’d try to get the hang of his girth and length or something, but no.

One moment she was rubbing her lips around his cockhead. The next she was buried and her nose was pressing up against his pubic hair. Meanwhile Connor stared down at her, scarcely believing what he was witnessing. He took in a sharp breath himself, and then a grin split his face.

Finally he looked over at me and smiled.

“So is this everything you were dreaming of, man? Do you like seeing your wife’s pretty little face speared by my cock?”

I shuddered. It was the kind of thing that should’ve had me trying to beat the shit out of him, for all that I figured the worst I could do was make whatever injury he was complaining about worse, but I didn’t care. I was hypnotized by the sight of Ashlyn down there with his cock buried in her throat.

And that thing was huge. I was never the kind of guy who worried about his cock being too small. I’d always figured my body was what it was. Sure I could work out, but it’s not like I could do anything about how big my dick was.

Only now…

I wasn’t exactly feeling inadequate, but I was definitely feeling something.

“Fuck yeah, Ashlyn,” Connor said, and he reached down and grabbed her hair and held her in place.

I took a step forward, feeling like I should do something about this. She stared up at him and let out a moan, though, and so I figured I didn’t need to intervene on my wife’s behalf. Yet. But I was ready to go at a moment’s notice if it turned out this wasn’t going the way she wanted it to.

He held her there and her eyes started to water. I wondered how long she could stay there. Surely she’d need to take a breath at some point.

Did you have to hold your breath while you were deep voting? I just didn’t know. I’d deep throated someone’s cock, after all.

She held herself there for a long moment, and then finally she tapped his leg. Only he didn’t do anything.

No. He just kept staring down at her with that triumphant look. And then he looked over to me and winked before finally pulling her back.

If she was pissed off about what he’d just pulled, she didn’t show any sign. Her chest heaved as she took in a couple of deep breaths, but that was it.

“You want to watch about pulling that shit, Connor,” she said, that irritation finally showing once she caught her breath. “The next time you do it? I’m going to bite it off. And that’s a promise.”

Well okay then. Maybe she was pissed off. Not that I could blame her. Breath play was dangerous. And I can’t imagine he would be able to explain to the cops that he’d suffocated a woman by holding her on his cock for too long. Especially not when I was there as a witness.

I shook my head. This was all nuts.

“Message heard loud and clear,” he said, licking his lips and looking a touch nervous.

Okay then. Maybe he was starting to realize that he was playing with fire by fucking around with my wife.

“Still,” she said, smiling up at him. “You were so nice to me earlier. It seems only fair that I’m nice to you, right?”

“You’re damn straight, Ashlyn,” he said, grinning at her.

“I’m glad we understand each other,” Ashlyn said.

“Yeah, totally understand each other,” Connor said.

“Good,” she said, smiling up at him and suddenly looking as sweet as could be as she grabbed his cock again. “I’m glad we understand each other!”

His eyes rolled into the back of his head as she grabbed his cock and wrapped a hand around it. She started jerking it, and then she leaned forward and sucked on the tip. Again. She stayed like that for a long moment, and I shivered as my own cock throbbed in time with what she was doing to another man.

She’d teased me like that plenty of times before, and I loved it.

From the looks of things, Connor was enjoying it just as much as I did. He threw his head back and groaned, squeezing his eyes shut as she worked him. His balls twitched and I wondered if he was close to coming. And then…

Ashlyn’s eyes went wide. Connor let out a low groan. I was surprised she didn’t even have to deep throat the dude to push him over the edge. No. I saw his balls twitching again, his whole cock twitching, and Ashlyn held on for dear life.

Some of his come dribbled down her chin. It was a sight to behold. I don’t think I’d ever seen so much that it came dribbling out of her mouth like that, but God was it hot watching it happen now.

She held on, though. She didn’t pull away. She didn’t cough or gag or anything like that. No, she just kept right on his cock, and then her throat started to move as she swallowed.

That hit me somewhere primal. She wasn’t big on swallowing my come. It was something she’d done once or twice over the years, but it wasn’t a regular thing. No, it was a special occasion sort of thing. Just like blowing a load on her face was a special occasion sort of thing.

And we’re talking special anniversaries. Ten year. That sort of thing. Not my birthday.

Yet here she was sitting on the edge of the bed with another man’s cock in her mouth, and she was swallowing it as he seemed to come buckets down her throat.

I shivered. Damn. I didn’t think she’d go there.

Finally he seemed to finish. She pulled off and looked at his cockhead which was slick with her spit. She leaned in and kissed it again. Just a quick kiss, but it was pretty damn hot. Then she pulled away and stared up at him, grinning.

“Well that was fun,” she said. “Glad you had a good time, Connor, but I suppose we need to be going now.”

I blinked. Connor blinked. I think both of us were surprised she was talking like that. I hadn’t known Ashlyn to be the kind of person to quit. Then she looked at me and winked where Connor couldn’t see, and I realized what she was doing.

She was fucking with him. That was interesting. But considering the way he’d been acting, I was more than happy to watch her fucking with him.

“Now wait just one damn minute,” he said, and the panic was hilarious.

Ashlyn looked up at him. She blinked a couple of times and hit him with a big smile. Or maybe it was more like a shit eating grin.

“Is something wrong, Connor?” she asked, talking in a sweet voice.

“Yeah something’s wrong,” he said. “I didn’t say…”

He stopped. Maybe he saw something dangerous in the way my wife looked at him. Whatever it was, he suddenly decided it wouldn’t be a good idea to finish that sentence.

“What I meant to say is maybe we could have a little more fun?”

“Are you sure about that, Connor?” she asked.

Again she turned to look at me. Hit me with a wink. Then turned back to him.

Connor swallowed. He looked tense. I wondered if any woman had ever talked to him like this before. I wondered if anyone had ever gotten away with it, or if they were all so eager to get with him that they didn’t bother.

It was fun watching Ashlyn yanking his chain, is what I was getting at.

“So you want to keep having fun, Connor?”

He bit his lip and let out a groan.

“I’m sorry, Connor,” she said. “But if we’re going to have fun then I need to hear you say it.”

He muttered something. Maybe it was loud enough for Ashlyn to hear, but I couldn’t tell.

“I’m sorry, Connor,” she said. “I didn’t quite hear that.”

“I said I want to keep having fun,” he said, though it was with the tone of what I imagined a toddler sounded like when they weren’t getting their way.

I couldn’t tell you for sure. We didn’t have a toddler around.

“Was that so hard, Connor?” she asked, still grinning at him.

“Yes?” he said.

“Well that’s tough shit, Connor,” she said. “But you asked nicely, so I’m going to give you what I want. Mostly because it’s what I want, too, but I need you to remember that when you get with women in the future.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” he asked, sounding pissed off.

“What I’m talking about is you need to learn how to treat women, Connor,” she said. “Because you’re going to wind up washed up and all alone with nobody to take care of you if you keep on this path. I’ve seen it happen to other football players.”

I frowned. I wondered who she was talking about. She never told me all that much about the guys she’d dated in the past.

“Whatever,” he said. “Are we doing this, or what?”

“We are,” she said, turning and looking at me. “Get your clothes off.”

I blinked, wondering what she was talking about. Then she snapped her fingers to get my attention.

“Eyes up here,” she said. “If we’re going to do this then I’m doing it with my husband with me every step of the way. Got it?”

“I don’t care what you want as long as you don’t expect me to suck his dick or him to get anywhere near my dick,” Connor said.

“Really?” Ashlyn asked, arching an eyebrow as she stared up at him. “You’re telling me that if I said you sucking his dick was a condition of fucking me you wouldn’t do it?”

Connor started to sweat. Meanwhile for the first time that night my cock started to deflate. This was definitely outside of what we’d talked about.

Maybe Ashlyn was pulling a power move with him, but I didn’t want this to end with him down on his knees in front of me. I wasn’t into that. And I didn’t care if Ashlyn got all pissy about it. I’d tell her no.

“I mean…”

Ashlyn giggled and smacked his thigh. It made a meaty smack that echoed through the room.

“I’m fucking with you, but not in the way you want, Connor,” she said. “I’m the only person in the room who’s doing any cock sucking. Don’t you worry about it.”

Connor and I both let out a relieved sigh at the same time, and then we both looked at each other and grinned.

Then Ashlyn turned back to me.

“What are you waiting for? Get a move on. I need to get fucked!”

I hopped to it, tearing my clothes off. Because I desperately wanted to watch my wife get fucked!


Chapter thirty-seven

Participating
John


Istared at Ashlyn as she took control of the situation. Even though I had no idea what the fuck she was doing as she took control of the situation.

“What are you waiting for?” she growled, staring up at me and then patting aggressively on the bed. “Get your ass on that bed. Now!”

I decided to hop to it. I knew when she got like that there was no point in fighting her. Besides. I’d have to be a crazy man to try and fight her on that.

My beautiful wife was standing next to the bed pointing at it. Telling me to get down there so she could fulfill my fantasy. I’d have to be some kind of an idiot to not go along.

So I hopped on the bed, though I wasn’t sure what to do.

“You need to take your clothes off, you idiot,” Ashlyn said, rolling her eyes.

But she spoke in a good-natured tone. Like she wasn’t necessarily upset with me. Just annoyed that I was being an idiot.

I looked over to Connor still standing at the foot of the bed. He looked at me, and then he shrugged.

I quickly got out of my clothes and tossed them to the side. Ashlyn motioned for me to scoot up and sit next to the headboard. Thankfully it was comfortable.

If we were doing this back home it would’ve been really uncomfortable. We had a solid block of wood as a headboard. I made a mental note to discuss getting that replaced with something a little more comfortable if this ended up being the kind of thing we did more than once.

That sent a chill running through me. I wasn’t sure whether I should be turned on or horrified at the idea that this might be something we did more than once. Then I decided fuck it. I didn’t care. As long as we were having a good time, it was okay with me.

And if my rock hard cock was anything to go on, we were having a hell of a good time. Though I was also well aware of what a trap that could be.

There were a lot of things that’d seemed like a good idea in the moment over the years because my cock was hard, and then in the cold light of post nut clarity I’d reevaluated things and wondered what the hell I’d been thinking.

I wondered if this was going to be a similar situation. But my cock was still calling the shots, and so I didn’t care in the moment.

Ashlyn scooted up until she was sitting in my lap. Which meant her back was pressing up against my body and up against my cock.

This was a new thing. Sure we’d done this a few times before when I was giving her a back rub, but it wasn’t something we did all that often. And definitely never when there’d been another man getting ready to climb on top of her and mount her.

I looked at Connor at the foot of the bed. He still looked a little unsure of himself. I got the feeling that wasn’t a condition he found himself in all that often.

He stared at me, and then finally shrugged and smiled.

“Guess we’re going to do this,” he said. “I guess it isn’t any weirder than some of the other threesomes I’ve had.”

I figured there was a good story there, but I also wasn’t interested in hearing that good story from him. The guy had proven to be a first rate asshole.

Though oddly it was kind of hot that I was letting this first rate asshole fuck my wife.

He climbed up on the bed, staring at Ashlyn. He got on all fours, and then he seriously moved his head and let out a growl. Like he was a big jungle cat or something stalking my wife.

I had to suppress the urge to laugh. And if the way Ashlyn tensed was anything to go on, she was having some trouble not losing it as well.

But then I looked down at my wife’s body. I couldn’t see her face so I couldn’t see her expression, but she was tense. Her stomach was twitching. She did that when she was really turned on. She kept taking in deep gasping breaths and letting them out. Almost like she was panting.

God it was hot. Her breasts jiggled every time Connor got closer to her, his movement and his body big enough that he was shaking the entire bed.

And he was on top of her, and that massive cock of his was between her legs.

She reached out and grabbed my hand. Gave it a squeeze as he lined up his cock. Maybe he was being ridiculous, maybe this wasn’t an ideal situation for our first time, but it was happening and that’s all that really mattered.

She squeezed my hand tighter and tighter as his cock split her pussy lips. No condom protecting them.

Which seemed like a really bad idea. There was a part of me screaming in the back of my mind that I shouldn’t let him fuck my wife unprotected. Birth control could fuck up, after all, and he’d been with so many women. He was an infamous manwhore, and who knows what she might get from him.

Then his cock was sinking inside her, and I think the risk added something to the hotness. He sank inch by inch into my wife, and she let out a deep moan.

I almost wished I was sitting off to the side watching what was happening rather than sitting behind her.

Not that I was complaining about sitting behind her. No. There was something magical about getting to feel her body as he filled her. As he pressed inch after inch of his cock into her hot and waiting pussy.

Her breath came in deep gasps now. She let out quiet moans. She gasped over and over, and I could only stare, licking my lips and wondering at the strange turn of events that brought us to this moment.

Then he was buried in her. His body was pressed up against hers. She took in a few more deep breaths, staring up at him. Then she looked over her shoulder, and I leaned in and kissed her.

Talk about the hottest kiss of my marriage. It beat the time we kissed in front of everybody once we’d been married. It beat the first time I got to make out with her. It was an intense moment where we were sharing something deeply transgressive.

Her body started to move. I wasn’t even sure what was going on. All I cared about was making out with my wife. Her hand squeezed against mine, and I moved my other hand up and cupped her breast. I pinched her nipple.

I pulled away from the kiss and back to reality. Back to where there was another man pounding my wife. Apparently Connor decided he wasn’t going to waste any time fucking her.

Not that I could blame the guy.

Over and over he pounded into her. Over and over her tits bounced.

But then something different happened. I’d seen her tits bouncing before. Hell. I’d looked down between her legs and watched my cock plunging in and out of her. What can I say? It was one of my favorite things.

Only…

The moan she suddenly let out… It was unlike any moan I’d ever heard from my beautiful wife. She squeezed her eyes shut, and her mouth was wide open as she let out a banshee wail.

“That’s it, baby,” I said, whispering into her ear because that was the closest thing I could get too. “Come for me. Come for him. Tell me how good it feels.”

She didn’t tell me how good it felt. But it also seemed like she was so preoccupied with what he was doing that it’s not like she could articulate much of anything. No, she kept moaning as her tits bounced again and again.

“Come for him. Come for me. Just like that, baby. Come for both of us.”

The moans got louder and louder. He kept pounding her. She kept screaming. It seemed like it was going to go on forever.

Then she pushed a hand up against Connor’s chest. Stopped him from slamming his cock into her.

He looked down at her in confusion. Hell. I was confused too. Why was she trying to stop him? We were all having such a good time!

“Get off of me,” she hissed at him.

Connor blinked. Okay. He definitely seemed surprised now. But he also dutifully pulled off of her. I guess he’d learned a thing or two about permission from my wife.

He stood there staring down at both of us with a big dumb look. Like I’m not the kind of person to think all athletes are automatically dumb, but that was definitely a big dumb look he was hitting us with.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

Even that was curious. It was like he didn’t have any experience with a woman asking him to stop after they’d started. Come to think of it, I didn’t have any experience with that sort of thing, either.

Only here we were, and Ashlyn had definitely put on the brakes.

“I need to take care of both of you at the same time,” she said.

It was a simple statement. Matter of fact. She needed to take care of both of us at the same time. She was going to take care of both of us at the same time. She turned and hit me with an intense look, and then turned that look on Connor who let out a shiver.

Okay then. I guess he was really getting into this. Though again, it’s not like I could blame the guy. I had a lot of up close and personal experience with Ashlyn and how good she could be, after all.

“Well if that’s what you want,” he finally said, shrugging and grinning at both of us.

“It is what I want,” she said, staring up at him in defiance. Though I don’t know why that was necessary at this point. She clearly already had him eating out of her hand and willing to do anything she wanted.

“So how is this going to work?” I asked, wondering about the logistics of it all.

I’d never been in a threesome before. The closest I ever came was having some drinks with a couple of girls back in college, but I ended up having a little premature problem when they both started grinding against me at the same time in a game of truth or dare.

I hadn’t even been able to enjoy the fun watching them after as they decided to help each other out because I was in the middle of the refractory period and everything was done since the combination of alcohol and blowing a load meant my dick was taking its sweet time getting back up.

Not that I had to worry about that now as Ashlyn took control staring down at me with an intense gaze that I recognized all too well, and this one didn’t have anything to do with the good time she was having with both of us, for all that it had everything to do with the good time she was having with both of us.


Chapter thirty-eight

Spit Roast
Ashlyn


Istared down at my husband. Then I turned to look at Connor. I wondered if he’d ever been in a situation like this.

Something told me if he’d ever been involved in a threesome then it probably involved another woman. Definitely not the kind that involved another man. Even if the other guy was just kind of sitting there like a lump watching everything.

Only…

Maybe he was sitting there like a lump, but that didn’t tell the whole story. No. I felt his cock pressing up against me. I could feel how turned on he was. Feel his breath coming in ragged gasps from behind me. Feel the way he whispered into my ear.

John was getting really hot, and I wanted to make sure he could have fun too. I mean sure he was probably having fun watching, but I wanted to make sure he got to join in on the fun.

“There we go,” I said, flipping over and crawling towards him on all fours.

I stopped in front of him, staring down at his cock. I knew every inch, every contour, of his cock. It was familiar, and yet returning to it felt right. Like this was where I should be.

It was a relief to have those thoughts. I guess there’d been a part of me that worried I’d be so into the idea of fucking Connor that I wouldn’t be able to go back to my husband.

Only this felt sort of like coming home after a vacation. You appreciated all the fun you had while you were off on that vacation, but you appreciated being home even more.

So I leaned down and opened my mouth, rubbing my lips around his cock and running my tongue around the head. He let out a groan and his cock started to twitch.

I pulled off and quickly moved a hand down to the base of his cock, keeping him from being able to blow a load too early.

He’d told me all about his unfortunate threesome experience back in undergrad. I didn’t want a repeat of that now where he wasn’t going to be able to enjoy himself because he got off too quickly.

John smiled down at me, his head cocked to the side.

“Not fair,” he said.

“Can’t have you ruining all the fun, can we?” I said right back at him, hitting him with a smile of my own.

Then I turned around and looked at Connor. This time my look was less friendly.

“Well? What the fuck are you waiting for?”

He blinked, staring at me. Then he looked at John. Then he looked down to where I had my ass up in the air, waiting for him. I was hot and wet and ready to go, and I needed that cock inside me, damn it.

So he got back on the bed. It was a massive king size, and even then I felt the whole thing moving under us as he stepped up on it. Damn this guy was big.

“Are you ready, Ashlyn?” he asked, licking his lips as he stared down at me.

“I was ready since the first time I saw you, Connor,” I cooed at him.

“Damn right you were,” he said, forcing his cock inside me.

I was thrust forward. Almost to the point of being pushed against John’s stomach. I let out a quiet groan.

Him shoving his cock into me was almost enough to knock the wind out of me. Goddamn that was intense.

“Yeah, you like that, bitch?” he asked, slapping my ass.

Which was the kind of thing that should’ve gotten him a talking to, but I figured under the circumstances I’d roll with it.

Besides. It felt so damn good having his cock buried inside me. So I leaned forward and opened my mouth again, filling myself with two cocks at either end.

I moaned onto John’s cock. Everything felt so damn delicious. His cock was too damn delicious, for that matter. I loved feeling them plowing into me from behind and from the front.

Connor really started to get a rhythm going. I moaned every time he bottomed out. I moaned onto my husband’s cock, and he started twitching again.

So I had to pull off and squeeze my eyes shut as I felt Connor filling me from the other end. I wanted to suck John off, but I didn’t want him to blow a load too fast.

Again and again Connor pounded into me. Just like when I’d been lying on my back. Meanwhile John was still twitching. Even though I had my hand down at the base of his cock to keep him from coming.

I was starting to think there wasn’t going to be much that would stop him from coming, though. No, he was way too into this. He started to grunt, and his twitching got even worse.

Meanwhile the fun from behind was getting way more intense too. Connor was really pounding me now. My tits bounced. I opened my eyes wide and locked them with my husband. He stared into me. Stared into my soul.

It was one of those hot moments I was going to remember. And then Connor started to move erratically.

“I think it’s about to happen, baby,” I hissed at John. “I think another man is going to come inside me.”

John let out a quiet whimper. His cock was really twitching now, and it was too much. I needed to hold on for dear life. So I moved my hand down, and almost immediately he started spraying his come through the air.

It landed on my face. Then I felt some against my tits they were still bouncing. Another shot moved up and over me. I couldn’t be sure if it was in my hair or somewhere else.

My husband came again and again, and meanwhile Connor’s thrusting got really erratic behind me. Finally he buried his cock deep in me, letting out a loud groan. His muscles tensed as he held on for dear life, and then his cock was twitching down below.

I couldn’t feel his come spreading inside me. That was the kind of bullshit that men writing stupid stroke stories wrote, but it still felt pretty damn good. Over and over his cock twitched, and I knew he had to be splashing my insides with his come.

I was pretty sure it wasn’t going to result in a souvenir. Birth control was pretty damn effective, for all that I’d been stupid and let him raw dog me. But there were always edge cases. Things at the end of the bell curve. I could be well and truly fucked on top of getting well and truly fucked tonight, is what I was getting at.

But in the moment I didn’t care. I squeezed my eyes shut as my husband came all over me in the front and Connor came inside me in the back. And finally an incredible orgasmic wave washed over me. Going from my pussy up to the top of my scalp and then back down. An impossible heat roared through my body everywhere that feeling hit. I whimpered and moaned and thought about how fucking hot all of it was.

I lost track of how long that went on. Maybe it was forever. Maybe it was a moment. When I finally opened my eyes I saw John staring at me grinning.

“So did you have fun?” he asked.

“You know I did, babe,” I said, leaning forward to kiss him.

And it wasn’t a quick kiss, either. I opened my mouth to his and our tongues swirled together as we enjoyed making out with each other like we were a couple of teenagers.

I moaned. And that kiss was made all the more intense, all the more incredible, because I still had another man’s cock buried in me. It would seem Connor wasn’t in the mood to bring an end to our fun, even though the moment was well and truly over.

It was odd. I’d gotten close to having a threesome like this, but unlike my husband, it had never happened. For all that it never quite happened for him. Though he got to watch what might’ve been his threesome experience from the sidelines.

I think part of it was because the kind of asshole jock I’d dated back when I was in college was the kind of asshole who’d try to force this on me rather than making it something I chose for myself.

So I’d simply made sure it never came close to happening. The same as I’d made sure it happened now. And that was the big difference. The secret sauce that made everything okay.

John let me take the lead every step of the way. He let me be the one who decided I wanted this, and when I decided I wanted it he was the one who that me explore it.

I really did have a wonderful husband. And as I stared at him, I realized I’d been totally telling the truth when I said ‘til death do us part.

I just hoped he still felt the same after all this. So I looked at him, suddenly worried that he might decide he didn’t like it after all.

“So what do you think?” I asked.

He stared at me. That stare worried me. What if he decided he wasn’t interested in me after this? That seeing his wife acting like a total slut was a dealbreaker, and that was it for our marriage?

I don’t know if I’d be able to handle that. It’s not like I’d get with Connor. He was fun for a night, but only for a night.

“I think you’ve never looked more beautiful than you do right now,” he said, grinning at me.

I let out a relieved sigh. I guess I didn’t really think this was going to end in divorce, but the idea that it was even a possibility was enough to terrify me.

Behind me Connor finally pulled out. I turned to look over my shoulder at him and grinned.

“So what do you think, Connor? Are you ready to come to our school?”

I was lost in the moment. I forgot that I’d decided I didn’t want him at the school. And his next words really drove home how much I didn’t want him around here if it could be avoided.

“You bet your sexy ass I am! Especially if I get to have this sexy ass more often!”

He punctuated that by reaching out and slapping my ass. I let out a moan as a delighted shiver ran through me.

God he looked hot standing there. Though this wasn’t something I wanted to do with him again. Talk about making an already complicated situation even more complicated. Damn it.

I rolled over and stared up at the ceiling. I’d need to get cleaned up soon. The sooner I got all this stuff off me, the less likely I was going to have to take a nice long cold shower to get everything off.

But for this brief moment I’d just lie here and think about all the fun I’d just had with my husband and one of college football’s most eligible bachelor playboys.


Chapter thirty-nine

After
John


Istepped into the kitchen from the garage and paused to look around. Our house felt the same in a lot of ways, but it was also different in ways I found it hard to articulate.

I couldn’t believe everything we’d done tonight. I mean sure I thought we were going there. We’d had a pretty intense couple of days. I guess there was still a part of me that had trouble believing we’d actually gone all the way, though. That we’d actually done…

Well, what we’d just done.

I shook my head.

“Are you okay?” Ashlyn asked, coming up behind me and putting a hand on my arm.

It was a hesitant touch. Like she was afraid what the answer might be. She’d seemed strangely needy ever since Connor blew a load inside her.

Sure she seemed to get over it as soon as she got horny, but it was this weird cycle. She would get all revved up and ready to go, Connor would fuck her or I’d fuck her, and then afterwards she’d cling to me. Like she was trying to hold onto a rock in her life or something.

It was totally an impulse I could understand. Everything we’d just done was so crazy that I felt like I needed to hold onto a rock in my own life, but at the same time it was one of those weird situations where I was the one who was expected to be the strong one.

“Why wouldn’t I be okay?”

“You just hesitated when we walked in here,” she said. “It made me wonder if there was something wrong.”

I sighed. Then I walked over and sat down at the small table at one corner of our kitchen. I looked around the place. At the lack of a fancy island like I might see with some of our friends who’d decided to go into the private sector rather than going into academia.

“I don’t know.”

“Fuck,” she hissed, leaning against the wall.

And then Ashlyn did something that was odd. Something I totally wouldn’t have expected.

Her breathing started to pick up. Like she was totally hyperventilating. And I immediately felt like a piece of shit.

“You’re going to leave me,” she said, a note of panic coming to her voice. “I knew we shouldn’t have gone through with that. I mean it was fun getting with Connor, don’t get me wrong, but…”

“Ashlyn, what the hell are you talking about?” I asked, looking up at her in the darkness.

I blinked. In the darkness. We hadn’t even turned on the lights. That’s how distracted I’d been when we came in. And so now the two of us were sitting in the dark staring at each other, and she was on the verge of tears.

No. Scratch that. She was more than on the verge of tears. She was starting to cry.

“I knew we shouldn’t have done this,” she said, her voice coming in hitches. “I just thought…”

“I know,” I said, moving across the kitchen. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in close. “You’re forgetting that I was thinking and saying and doing the same damn things, baby,” I said.

“You were?”

“I was,” I said, staring down at her in the darkness.

Her face was beautiful, even in the darkness. The only light came from the street, filtering through the kitchen window. But she’d never looked more gorgeous.

No. Scratch that. There was a moment earlier after I’d blown a load all over her face while she still had Connor behind her with his cock buried in her pussy.

I think that was the most beautiful she’d ever looked. I didn’t understand why I thought that look was so hot, but I also couldn’t deny that it was doing something for me.

“You’re crazy,” she said, reaching up and wiping a tear away.

“I think both of us are crazy considering everything we did,” I said with a shrug.

“Yeah, maybe both of us are crazy,” she said.

This time she laughed. Sure it was a laugh that had just a hint of desperation, but I’d take it. I reached over and flipped the lights on, and both of us blinked at the sudden light. Then she was giggling all over again, biting her lip and looking oh so sexy.

“I still can’t believe we did that,” she said. “That’s not the kind of thing a married couple is supposed to do.”

I used one arm to guide her toward the living room. Over to the couch. We both sat down, and I leaned back and stared up at the ceiling.

It was dark in here, too, but I wasn’t going to turn on the lights. No. There was enough filtering in from the kitchen.

“It was pretty crazy, wasn’t it?” I said.

“More than pretty crazy,” she said. “What came over us?”

I licked my lips. Because this was a delicate situation. I’d had a lot of fun with her, and I was ready to have more.

“I think what came over us is we both just found something we really like,” I said.

I felt her turn to look at me, but I didn’t dare turn to look at her. No. I kept right on staring up at the ceiling. The ceiling was safe. The ceiling couldn’t judge me. It couldn’t divorce me if it decided what I was saying was too crazy, for that matter.

The only trouble being I knew I’d have to turn away from the ceiling eventually and face reality. Face my wife.

“I was thinking the same thing,” she finally said.

I turned and looked at her. Then smiled. I figured we’d be on the same page on this, but it was nice to have that reassurance.

“Are you sure about that?” I asked.

“Pretty damn sure,” she said, reaching out to take my hand. Then she sighed, and suddenly the conflicted Ashlyn was back. “I guess I just feel bad about this. I’m sure I had a good time tonight. I’m sure I want to do this again. I’m pretty sure you had a good time tonight…”

She trailed off. All that insecurity was back with a vengeance. But I knew I could reassure her with a clear conscience. I gave her hand a squeeze.

“There’s no need to question whether or not I had a good time tonight,” I said. “Because I think that was the single hottest thing we’ve ever done.”

“Really?” she asked, suddenly looking insulted. “Like hotter than the first time we got together?”

“I mean… First times are hot and everything, but we also were exploring and figuring things out and didn’t really know what we like…”

“I suppose you’re right,” she said, and then she got that look all over again. “Hotter than our wedding night?”

I snorted at that. “Come on, Ashlyn. We were both so fucking exhausted from the long day that it felt like we were doing it because we were supposed to.”

She huffed. Clearly she didn’t like a little dose of reality there. But then she smiled to let me know she wasn’t annoyed. Not exactly.

“Okay, so maybe you’re right there, too,” she said. “But still. There were all these other times we had really hot sex, and you’re trying to tell me that this was better than all of that?”

“Yup,” I said, thinking back to the purely orgasmic experience that was watching my wife getting railed by another man from behind. Watching her tits bouncing. Seeing her mouth bouncing up and down on my cock.

I’d been so overwhelmed that I’d even blown a big old load on her face. Talk about hot!

She sighed. “Okay, so maybe it was pretty fucking hot.”

“See? I knew you’d agree with me,” I said.

“So the question is, when are we going to do it again? I mean it looks like Connor is probably a sure thing, but I don’t want him to be a sure thing…”

I frowned. I didn’t want to say anything to her, but this felt like the perfect opportunity to say something.

I’d worried she’d think I was making shit up because I was jealous or something. Like I would’ve thought my enthusiasm for everything we’d just done was proof enough that I didn’t mind that he’d fucked her, but I also wasn’t sure how she would react. Would she think I was just being a jealous asshole trying to crater his career or something?

“What is it?” she asked.

I looked at her. She did that thing where her eyes were darting back and forth, like she was trying to look into my eyes, but she couldn’t pick one.

“I don’t know if I should say anything, honestly,” I said.

Sure she just said she didn’t want him staying here. I s conflicted. Part of me wanted him to stick around so we could have more fun like tonight even as part of me screamed that I should tell her what I knew.

“Why not?”

“Just because,” I said.

“John…”

There was a warning tone to her voice now. The kind of tone that said I’d better tell her if I knew what was good for me. Only I still couldn’t quite bring myself to do it.

Well shit. My wife knew how to read me. And now I was in a situation where she knew I was trying to hide something, and she was pissed off that I was trying to hide something.

“Come on, John,” she said, putting a hand on mine. “If we’re going to do this stuff then we need to be totally and completely honest with each other, right?”

I turned and looked at her. Now it was my turn to search her eyes. I let out a sigh.

“I know,” I said. “It’s just that… Well how much do you want a reason to kick him to the curb?”

I trailed off again. And then finally I figured I might as well say it. We did have to be honest with each other, after all. Even if the honesty she was looking for was about this new relationship thing we were trying out, and not about Connor and his current health.

“A lot,” she said. “I decided he was done when he punched that guy. Sure I maybe reconsidered when he was fucking me, but he’s to volatile to be around here. Both for the program and for our marriage.”

That was fair enough. There was nothing for it but to give her the Get Out of Jail Free card I’d learned about when she was passed out.

“It’s just that I heard him talking about his knee,” I said.

“His knee?” she asked, blinking in obvious surprise.

Okay. Clearly she didn’t expect me to talk about his knee of all things.

“Yeah, his knee,” I said, figuring in for a penny, in for a pound.

“He said something about being worried about his knee.”

“When did he say that? I was with both of you for most of the night.”

“It was right around the time he went down on you and you came so hard you passed out,” I said.

“Oh. That,” she said, blushing a deep crimson.

“Yeah. The two of us kinda sorta almost got into it for a minute there while you were passed out and I didn’t think he was treating your potential medical emergency with the gravity it deserved, and, well…”

“Well?”

“Well he kind of mentioned that he had a bad knee. Or there was something wrong with it. I remember it clearly because I figured going for his knee was going to be my only chance to get him to take me seriously in a fight.”

Ashlyn shook her head, letting out a giggle as she bit her lip.

“Do you have any clue how ridiculous that sounds?”

“Maybe?” I said, hitting her with a sheepish grin and a shrug of my own. “But the fact remains. That seems like the kind of thing y’all would want to look into before you decide to extend him a contract, or an offer, or whatever the fuck it is you do with college athletics where you’re playing that semantic bullshit that they’re not getting compensated for playing.”

She tapped a finger against her lips. She seemed to be thinking it through.

“And you’re sure you’re not just doing this because you’re jealous of him or trying to help me get rid of him?”

“Positive,” I said. “Believe me. I’d love to try this again. But maybe with somebody else.”

She leaned in and kissed me. But it was a quick kiss. Though her smile was radiant. The kind of smile that made my cock throb.

“I’m going to hold you to that,” she said, that smile never leaving her face. “But for the moment I’ve got some work to do. Especially if he’s trying to be sneaky. Maybe trying to get a championship isn’t the only reason why he’s suddenly shopping around.”

And with that she was up and disappearing into the guest bedroom we’d converted into an office. I knew there was no point in trying to do anything now. Not when she was in work mode.

But I’d seen that smile, and I’d heard her promise, and I figured there was probably some fun in the offing sooner rather than later.


Chapter forty

Meeting
Ashlyn


Isat at the desk in the conference room tapping my pen against the table. Then I looked over to Coach Harris and hit him with a smile. He smiled right back at me, and then shook his head.

“Damn, girl,” he said.

“What?” I said, trying very hard not to blush. I didn’t have a mirror, but I figured from the heat touching my cheeks I wasn’t doing a very good job of it.

“It sounds like you had a good time with Mr. Connor, is all,” he said, hitting me with an odd smile.

“Listen, Coach…”

He held up a hand to stop me. “Look, Ashlyn. Maybe what you did last night was crazy. Maybe not. I was young once, and I understand a little indiscretion here and there. But the less I know about it, the less I have to worry about somebody trying to get you in trouble. Understand?”

I licked my lips. The message was loud and clear.

“I understand.”

“Good. I’m glad we understand each other,” he said, again hitting me with that smile. “And besides. With the information you brought me …”

He left the rest unsaid. But it’s not like it took a rocket surgeon to figure out what he was getting at. What I’d brought back to him was nothing short of a bombshell.

I interrogated my thoughts on the matter, wondering if my motives were truly pure. Connor had been fun last night, sure, but he’d also been a jackass.

The fact that he didn’t want to call anyone when I’d literally passed out was enough to get my blood pumping, and not in the way my blood had been pumping last night. It was a reminder of exactly why I’d decided I wasn’t interested in dating asshole football players anymore. They all thought they were God’s gift to the world because everybody acted like they were amazing for throwing a ball around.

The door opened. I glanced to Coach Harris. Connor stepped through, looking cocky and confident. And when he saw me his face lit up, and that smile sent butterflies running through my stomach.

Also? It made me feel guilty all over again. Like maybe I was making the wrong call. For all that it was too late for me to take that call back.

“Connor,” Coach Harris said, rising and offering his hand.

“Coach,” he said, grinning and giving his hand a good shake. “Good to see you, man.”

Coach Harris’s lips turned down. It more familiarity than he liked from his players, if not his staff. Not to mention there was everything Connor was trying to hide from us that was no doubt weighing on his mind.

“Sit down, son,” Coach Harris said, because the familiarity only went one way from him. Respect from his players and paternalism from him. “I think we need to have a chat with you.”

“Of course,” Connor said, still grinning and totally not picking up on the tone in the room.

Why would he? He’d lived a charmed life. Everything had been thrown at him since the first time he picked up a football and some peewee league coach figured out there was a monster in that arm. But now here he was, and he was about to run straight into cold hard reality.

Oh well. That sucked for him, but what could you do?

“So after learning a few things from Ashlyn, I took the liberty of getting in touch with the coaching staff at your current university.”

That sucked the air out of the room pretty damn quick. Connor looked between me and Coach Harris. Then that smile was back.

Oh yes. Ever the charmer. Ever willing to rely on his smile to get him out of trouble.

“Why would you do that?” he asked, and there was a cool undertone to it.

That wasn’t the kind of thing that was usually done, of course. It was one of those open secret things. There were rumors he was looking around, but all the schools he was looking at would maintain his privacy up until the moment he decided to sign, and his own school would pretend they had no idea what was going on even though the coaching staff was probably shitting bricks at the idea of losing a player like Connor.

At least I would’ve thought they were shitting bricks as of yesterday. I wasn’t quite so sure now. Not with everything we’d learned.

“Under normal circumstances I wouldn’t take that step,” Coach Harris said, and he at least had the good grace to look embarrassed about what he’d done. I don’t think he regretted it, not after what he’d learned, but he did know he’d stepped over a line. “And considering what we’ve learned, I think it was totally worth it.”

“Oh yeah? And what did you learn?” Connor asked, his voice still cold as his eyes darted over to me.

I sat there staring at him. He wasn’t the only one who could be cool and collected. I’d show him.

Though it was also difficult. Because as I looked at him, well… I couldn’t help but think about everything we’d done last night. It really got me going.

“Listen, Connor,” Coach Harris said. “The simple fact of the matter is, you were trying to hide something from us. And I don’t appreciate you trying to hide something from us.”

“Damn it,” he said, rolling his eyes. “I wasn’t trying to hide anything.”

“So the knee injury didn’t happen?” Coach Harris asked, arching a single eyebrow.

I shivered. That man had a way of getting down to the very depths of your soul with a single look. I’d rarely been on the receiving end of one of those looks, but they definitely happened.

Connor was the first one to turn away.

“That’s what I thought, son,” Coach Harris said, shaking his head.

“Don’t you call me son,” Connor said, shaking his own head. “I’m not your son.”

“Whatever you like, Connor,” he said. “But that doesn’t change the fact that you held this back from us. Not to mention I’m not entirely sure you have the kind of character I want from somebody in my football program.”

“Oh yeah? Like the character of somebody who goes out and has a threesome with a prospect?” Connor asked, turning to me.

This time I did blush. It landed right in the middle of the table like a bomb going off. Coach Harris looked at me, and he looked just as embarrassed as I felt.

Then he turned back to Connor. He smiled. And it was an odd sort of smile. An almost predatory sort of smile. The kind of smile that didn’t mean anything good for the person who was being smiled at.

“Well maybe that’s true, and maybe it isn’t,” he said.

“And maybe I’ll go around telling everybody what kind of program you’re running here,” Connor said, twisting his words as he said it.

This time there was no denying the way Coach Harris was smiling at Connor. It wasn’t exactly predatory. More amused than anything.

“Well you go ahead and do that, Connor,” he said.

“I will,” he said, though he suddenly seemed unsure of himself. Like he wasn’t sure what to make of Coach Harris suddenly acting amused instead of threatened.

“Yeah, you go right ahead and tell the world you had a threesome. With someone on my staff. And her husband.”

Again it landed like a bomb in the middle of the table, and suddenly I understood exactly what Coach Harris was doing.

I never understood all the machismo bullshit these football players were always going on about, but I knew it was definitely a thing.

I didn’t agree with it, and I thought that attitude was fucking stupid. I could also see the method to the madness Coach Harris was employing. Because Connor immediately got a disgusted look. The kind of look I’d seen last night. At least until we made it clear he was only getting with me, and there weren’t going to be any swords crossing.

But that wasn’t what it would sound like if the rumors started to get out. I was mortified at the thought of a rumor like that getting out, and it made me want to be a whole hell of a lot more careful the next time we did something like that, but for the moment it looked like Coach Harris had pulled another Hail Mary.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” Coach Harris said, chuckling and shaking his head. “I’m sure the whole world is going to be very interested in hearing about your threesome with another man.”

“That’s not how it happened and you know it,” Connor said.

Coach Harris looked to me, and then back to him. And then he chuckled again.

“I actually don’t know anything about what happened with you last night, and I honestly don’t want to know.”

“Well isn’t that convenient for you?” Connor asked. “You send your whore out to dig for information, and…”

He cut off, his eyes going wide as Coach Harris’s hand slammed down on the table between us. My eyes went wide, too.

I hadn’t ever seen the man cross over to the point of actually being angry like that. Only he looked furious now as he stared at Connor.

He wasn’t staring at a potential football prospect anymore. Or even to a player he was going to give some friendly advice to. No. The man was pissed off.

“You don’t talk about my staff like that,” he said. “And that just proves you’re not the kind of person I want in my football program.”

“Well maybe I don’t want to be part of your football program either, old man,” Connor said.

Coach Harris was back under control in an instant. He smiled at Connor. Connor didn’t smile back. No, if anything he suddenly looked nervous.

As well he should.

“I’m sure there are a lot of programs who will be very interested to hear you’re hiding this injury from them,” Coach Harris said. “Of course you might find somebody who’s willing to take a chance, but…”

This time it was Connor’s hand that slammed down on the table.

“You can’t do this to me!”

“Can’t I?” Coach Harris asked, cocking an eyebrow at him.

Connor stared across the table at Coach Harris for a long moment. It was an intense look. I wondered if it was the kind of glare he reserved for people he was facing out on the field.

If so, then I could totally understand why he was seen as such an intimidating presence out on the field.

Finally he looked away, making a disgusted noise in the back of his throat. He stood and kicked his chair to the side. Like he literally kicked the thing to the side, and with enough strength that it slammed against the wall.

I jumped. Then I looked over to Coach Harris. The man hadn’t so much as flinched.

Damn. I wish I could have that kind of self-control.

Connor turned his glare on me. I worried maybe he was about to do something stupid. Something that would harm me. He seemed mad enough.

Then he grinned.

“It was fun, Ashlyn,” he said. “Guess I should’ve been more careful with a bitch like you.”

Coach Harris stood, but Connor was already making his way out the door. Then it was over. Leaving me sitting there in the conference room, a place where I’d had so many countless boring meetings, breathing heavily and wondering if all that had actually just fucking happened.

As soon as Connor was out Coach Harris dialed from a phone sitting on the conference room table. The front desk came up.

“Yes?”

“This is Coach Harris,” he said. “I want you to call campus police and make sure they escort Connor off our property and off campus. Got it?”

“Coach?”

“Did you hear me?” he said, a hard undercurrent to his voice.

“Loud and clear.”

“And make sure you make it conspicuous. Just in case there’s somebody who might be snapping a picture of him getting escorted off campus by the police.”

“Yes sir.

The line went dead. Coach Harris turned and smiled at me.

“Connor isn’t the only one who can play the publicity game. We’ll see how well he does with his search for a new school after all this.”

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, slumping down in my seat and wondering if all that had actually just happened.

“Oh, and one more thing, Ashlyn?”

“Yeah, Coach?” I asked, looking up at him and wondering where this was going.

“I understand you had an… unorthodox approach to getting this information out of Connor.”

“Yeah, Coach,” I said.

“I don’t want to know any more about it, but in the future keep your personal life personal and your professional life professional. I might not be able to ignore it or quiet things down quite as easily next time. It’s technically a fireable offense, not to mention the court of public opinion…”

He trailed off and shrugged.

“Message received, Coach,” I said. “Loud and clear.”

“Good,” he said. “And I mean that about whatever goes on in your personal life. I don’t give a fuck. Just make sure it stays personal. Not professional.”

“Yeah, loud and clear, Coach. Thanks for the understanding.”

“You’re one of my best, Ashlyn,” he said with a grin. “If you weren’t then you would’ve been shitcanned already.”

With that he stood and walked out the door, leaving me sitting there shaking just a little. Only I was surprised to realize I wasn’t shaking because I was afraid of getting fired.

No. It was something far more intense than that. I was shaking because I needed something. Seeing Connor like that had unlocked something deep inside me that had been lurking there since last night.

So I grabbed my phone and shot off a text message.


Chapter forty-one

The Library
John


Ipaced back and forth up and down the study room. Though it might be more accurate to say this was like a conference room. Definitely the kind of place where more than one person could sneak inside.

I paused and turned to look at the door. I’d already flipped the switch to turn everything nice and frosted. Nobody would be able to see what was going on in here.

Not that it was obvious what was going on in here. It was nice and quiet. Not the kind of noises one might expect from a room where people were doing a group assignment.

I looked at the door, and then I started pacing again.

I wasn’t sure why she’d been so specific. Why she insisted on this room. Sure it was the same one she’d been in with Connor. That made me wonder what was going on.

Clearly something happened at work. But she wouldn’t elaborate on it. I wondered if it’d been a total disaster. If this was going to be her final hurrah as part of the football program at this school.

That would make things awkward for both of us. I’d managed to do a pretty good job here, and I was on tenure track. That would be difficult to replicate at another university. And there was no guarantee I would be able to get on at a university where she managed to get into the football program.

I had no doubt she would be able to find a job, but it was a question of whether or not both of us would be able to go to the same place. Or even to schools that were close to each other.

I sighed, and started pacing up and down the room again, wondering what the hell was going on.

A knock on the door pulled my attention back to the world outside. While I was in here I could pretend everything was fine. Ashlyn and I both still had jobs here at the university, and nothing was going to come in between us.

But I knew how important her career was. Would it be more important than me?

At the same time I wasn’t too worried. Last night had been a pretty big test of our marriage. Of the very foundation of our relationship. And somehow we’d come through on the other side stronger than ever.

At least I thought we had. But that was just fucking another guy. Nothing like getting her career involved.

I walked over to the door and opened it. Ashlyn stood there looking like a snack. She wore a blouse, and I noted she’d unbuttoned the top few buttons. Which gave me a nice view of the white bra she’d put on earlier so people wouldn’t be able to see her bra through the blouse.

She had on a sensible skirt down below. One that went down to about her knees, but there was something about the way she wore skirts like that…

Well, on my wife it looked less sensible and more fucking hot.

“So how did things go?” I asked.

“Shut the fuck up,” she said, pushing me into the room and slamming the door shut behind her. There was a definitive click as she locked the door, and then she was on me.

I’d stumbled back against the table. Her hunger was a surprise. She was on top of me, pressing me back on the table, her lips pressing against mine.

And I found myself wondering what had happened. Had she just had a meeting with Coach Harris? Or was there something more going on here? Had she used those lips on Connor? Kissed him? Sucked his dick?

I didn’t taste anything that would make me think she’d sucked somebody’s dick. But you never knew. Maybe she took the time to rinse her mouth off on the way out.

Not that I gave much of a fuck about all of that. Not with the way she felt grinding against me.

She pulled away and stared at me, an obvious hunger in her eyes.

“So I take it the meeting went well?”

“Shut up and fuck me,” she said.

She didn’t have to tell me twice! I reached down and moved my hands up under her skirt. Cupped her ass, kneading and squeezing and pulling her pussy against my cock which was already so rock hard and ready to take her.

Ready to make her mine and reclaim her.

But then I had an idea. I rolled over, and she let out a surprised yelp as she almost rolled off the table.

I managed to catch her at the last moment and hit her with a sheepish grin.

“Sorry about that,” I said. “I didn’t mean to push you quite so hard.”

“Sure you didn’t,” she said, hitting me with a sexy smile.

She tried to climb up onto the table again, but I held her off. Which had her cocking her head to the side and looking at me like I was losing it.

“What are you doing, babe?” she asked. “I’m throwing myself at you and you’re trying to stop me?”

“Not trying to stop you,” I said. “Just trying to… Well, you’ll see.”

I stood up. Then I quickly took my pants off. It felt a little weird to be doing that in one of these conference rooms. Especially when I’d seen people studying in them so often.

But I didn’t care. My cock sprang free, and the head was glistening from the precum that was already leaking out of it.

She licked her lips as she stared at me, and then her eyes moved up and met mine.

“Somebody’s happy to see me,” she said.

“You have no idea,” I said, grinning at her.

Then I was on her. I grabbed her by the shoulders, flipped her around, and pressed her up against the door.

“There we go, Ashlyn,” I said.

She let out a quiet moan. I wondered if she was trying to keep things under control. It wouldn’t do for us to be so loud the librarians couldn’t ignore what was going on in here.

Not to mention I’d never hear the end of it if the librarians did catch us. I worked with a few of them professionally, after all.

“That’s it, Ashlyn,” I said, running my hand up under her skirt again. I moved my hand down in between her legs. I pressed a finger up inside her as I moved her thong to the side, and she let out another delighted and surprised gasp.

“What are you doing?” she said.

“I’m taking you, Ashlyn,” I said. “Pretty little slut like you? I know how much you love football players.”

“But you’re not…”

She cut off as I smacked her ass. Then she squeezed her eyes shut and let out another delighted moan.

“Did I asked you to talk, Ashlyn?” I said. “No. I said I was going to fuck you. And you’re going to like it.”

“Oh fuck,” she hissed. “What are you doing to me?”

“I’m doing what I’ve wanted to do to you since the first time I saw you, Ashlyn,” I growled at her.

Which was the truth. Sure I was playing a role here, but it was also totally the truth that this was what I’d wanted to do to her since the very first time I’d seen her.

“Oh God,” she squealed.

I moved my cock down under her skirt. In my mind I could only think about how hot it would’ve been if Connor had taken her from behind like this. Maybe even managed to get his cock in her tight ass.

Not something she let me do all that often, and definitely not something I was going to do right now. It’s not like spontaneous anal would end well.

She sighed as I sank into her. Like she was getting something she desperately needed. Which really made me wonder what the fuck had happened earlier at that meeting, but right now I was a man possessed. Right now I needed to give my wife the fucking she never got in this room. I was sure that’s what she was thinking when she told me to pick this particular room.

I’d had to pull some strings with one of my librarian friends who gave me an odd look. Like he knew exactly what I was doing, but wasn’t going to say anything.

I imagined it wasn’t the first or last time someone on the faculty decided to get up to some of the naughty fun the students got up to on the regular.

I pulled back and slammed into her. Then I really started pounding into her over and over. She let out grants, but it was clear she was trying so hard, so very hard, to keep from being loud.

It was also pretty damn obvious she wasn’t doing a very good job of it.

Again and again I slammed into her. Again and again she grunted, and then it turned to a moan as I bottomed out inside her like a jackhammer hitting her from behind.

It started out as a small squeak. Just a little thing. Just enough to let me know I’d gotten her attention. But then it started to get louder. And louder.

“That’s right, Ashlyn,” I hissed. “I’m fucking you like the slut you are.”

“Oh fuck,” she hissed, barely above a whisper, but with the hint of a moan.

I slapped her ass. Sure she still mostly had her skirt on, but still. If the way she squeaked was anything to go on, she totally got the message.

“Tell me what a slut you are, Ashlyn,” I said.

“But I’m not,” she said. “I’m a happily married woman!”

I smacked her ass again. “Tell me what a slut you are.”

“Oh God, I’m a slut,” she hissed.

I smacked her ass again. God that was fun. Especially the delighted little noises she made when I smacked her.

“You’re my slut, aren’t you, Ashlyn?”

“I am, baby,” she said, and her voice was so loud now. Almost normal volume.

“You’re going to fuck whoever I tell you to, aren’t you?” I said.

There was a pause at that. It made me wonder if I’d pushed things too far. But I realized I needed to push things this far. Because we’d unleashed a genie out of the bottle, and there was no putting it back.

I smacked her ass when she didn’t respond.

“Oh God, John. Don’t make me say this.”

“But I need to hear you say it, Ashlyn,” I said, leaning down and biting her shoulder as I slowed my thrusts.

That seemed to upset her. She wiggled her ass and moved it back like she was trying to get back to the fucking.

“You’re going to fuck whoever I want you to, aren’t you, Ashlyn?” I asked.

“Is that what you want?” she asked, turning around and looking over her shoulder at me.

“You know it is,” I said.

She squeezed her eyes shut and moaned. And this time around it was a deep and loud moan. Loud enough that I put my hand over her mouth to make sure she didn’t accidentally alert anybody as to exactly what the fuck was going on in here.

Her whole body started to shake, and so I started fucking her again. Pounding into her.

This time the moans were loud, but my hand covering her mouth was probably enough. Maybe. I hoped.

“Yes, I’m your slut, baby,” she hissed. “I’ll fuck whoever you want me to. Is that what you want, baby?”

I didn’t answer in words. No, I leaned in and kissed her, my tongue swirling around with hers as I pounded into her.

I bottomed out one final time, and with a moan of my own I emptied myself in my wife.

Her whole body shuddered and shook, and I knew she had to be coming just as hard as I was. And I was here for it.

We held ourselves there for way longer than what it took for the orgasm to wash over us. I lost track of time, but eventually we started to pull apart. I stared at her and grinned.

“What?” she asked.

“You,” I said, shaking my head. “I keep finding out more and more ways that you’re incredible. Things I never would’ve imagined.”

“Same to you, hot stuff,” she said, leaning in and kissing me again. “And thanks for that. I really needed it after the meeting I had this afternoon.”

“Oh yeah, you need to tell me all about this,” I said. Then I frowned, thinking about something that’d totally escaped my mind until now. “Shit. I don’t suppose you got that autograph?”

“Really?”

“What?”

“I didn’t have time to get an autograph, but I think after word gets out about Connor hiding an injury nobody’s going to want his autograph anyway.”

“Oh. Damn.”


Chapter forty-two

Afterglow
Ashlyn


“Ineed the details,” John said.

“Really?” I asked, staring at him.

“Really,” he said.

Well there was a surprise. He’d never been interested in what was going on at my work. Though I suppose if ever there was a time for him to be interested, it would be now considering everything that was going on.

Considering that he was at the very center of everything that was going on, for that matter.

“I mean… I don’t know if it’s all that interesting,” I said with a shrug. “Connor came in and Coach Harris read him the riot act, and that was that.”

I tried to take a step, and then I nearly fell. I had wobbly knees, and it was all I could do to put one foot in front of the other.

Thankfully John was right there, ready to catch me. He put his arms around me, and then twirled around and pushed me towards the conference room table.

I sat down in one of the chairs, and I concentrated on my breathing as my whole body started to shiver and shake.

“Are you going to be okay?” he asked, looking down at me.

I looked up at him, and then I giggled.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

I bit my lip as I stared up at him.

“I’m sorry. It’s just that you’re trying to comfort me and everything, but you look fucking ridiculous standing there with your cock flapping in the breeze.”

He looked down at his cock, and then up to me. Then he grinned and started pulling his pants up.

“Yeah, I totally forgot about that,” he said. “One of the librarians would’ve read me the riot act if they knew I’d put my bare ass on one of these chairs.”

“I doubt it’s the first or last time somebody has put their bare ass down on one of these chairs,” I said, biting my lip and giggling.

Not to mention I could feel some of his come starting to leak out of me. But I wasn’t going to stand up. I’d have to go back to the house to get a change of clothes before I went back to work. Though I wasn’t even sure I was going back to work.

Something told me Coach Harris would understand if I took the rest of the day off considering everything that’d happened.

“That doesn’t sound nearly as intense as I was imagining,” John said.

“I mean it was pretty intense,” I said. “Connor threw a chair across the room.”

John blinked. “He did?”

“He totally did,” I said. “Connor was threatening to go public about everything we did last night…”

“Shit,” John said, rubbing his face. “I’m so sorry about that, Ashlyn.”

“What is there to be sorry about?” I asked. “We both went in there with both eyes open. We both knew what we were getting into. We’re all adults, and that’s what saved my job.”

John let out a relieved sigh.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“I mean I know Coach Harris likes you and everything,” I said. “But I was convinced you were going to get fired for this one.”

“You and me both,” I said. “But thankfully he was happy about the information we got out of Connor. That could’ve been really bad for the program. Not to mention what an asshole he was.”

“Yeah, he was an asshole, wasn’t he?” John asked, finishing pulling his pants on and sitting down next to me.

“He was an asshole, but he was damn good in bed,” I said.

John snorted. “Sometimes those two go hand in hand.”

“Oh I don’t know about that,” I said, reaching out to touch his hand. “After all. I know a pretty swell guy who really knows how to rock my world, if you catch my drift.”

“I think I do,” he said.

“Coach Harris did make it clear he didn’t want to deal with anything like this in the future. Said I needed to keep my personal life and my professional life separate.”

“So no more fucking football players?” John asked, and I was surprised. He sounded almost disappointed. Which was odd considering how worked up he’d been over the idea of me fucking a football player.

Maybe everything that happened with Connor had finally changed his mind on that subject.

“No more fucking football players from the school,” I said, giving his hand a squeeze. “But you never know. I mean there is an NFL team nearby…”

John shivered.

I wondered if I’d even be able to pull a guy from an NFL team. They had women throwing themselves at them all the time. Then again, Connor was the kind of guy who had women throwing themselves at him all the time, too, and he’d been more than willing to get with me.

Maybe I wasn’t giving myself enough credit.

I just hoped they were all as good as him. It had been a surprise that he was as good as he was.

Usually guys like that were the equivalent of hot women who laid back and let There was no need to get good. Not when they could have a new woman in bed every night without doing a damn thing.

“I’m just glad we aren’t going to have to try to find a job at a new school,” John said.

“Oh no, I think we’re safe here for a while. Coach Harris made it clear he really appreciates what we did, even if he also made it clear he didn’t want to know any more about it than he absolutely had to.”

“Yeah, that sounds like something he’d say,” John said, laughing and shaking his head.

We settled into a silence after that. I looked at John. Really took him in.

The guy was a looker, that was for sure. Sure he wasn’t the giant meathead some of the football guys I’d been with were. He didn’t hold a candle to Connor when it came to muscle.

Still. He was the total package. And I loved him for it. Especially since he seemed more than willing to let me go out and fuck other men, which wasn’t something most men would let their wives do!

“So where do we go from here?” I asked.

John blinked and turned to look at me. Clearly he’d been a thousand miles away. But I could understand that. I’d been a thousand miles away for a minute there, too.

“Where do we go from here?” he asked.

“Well yeah,” I said. “We’ve clearly discovered something both of us are into. Something that’s dangerous. Something I don’t think either one of us is ever going to be able to stop doing.”

I hesitated after that. At least I hoped it was the kind of thing that neither one of us would ever be able to stop doing. I thought John had a pretty good time watching me with Connor, and I hoped we’d be able to continue doing this shit.

But I was also well aware that could be so much wishful thinking on my part. Maybe he hated everything we’d done, and this was going to be the end of it. Though again, I wasn’t sure if that was a genie we could put back in the bottle.

“Yeah, you’re right,” John said, shaking his head and looking down.

Okay then. It looked like we were still in business. Maybe he was still conflicted, but he was into the idea. That was something.

Because I’d realized I couldn’t live without this. I wanted to be able to do more. And if he was into the idea of watching me getting with other men…

Well, I was all about it.

“So where do we go from here?” I asked.

“I honestly don’t know,” he said with a shrug, but then he hit me with a grin. “Where do you want to go from here? Are we going to start going out to bars again? Make a profile on some website where people try to find other people to fuck?”

“I suppose we could do a little bit of all of the above,” I said with a shrug. “The only thing we definitely can’t do? Find other football players for me to fuck. At least not around here. As long as Coach Harris doesn’t know about it, he doesn’t give a fuck.”

“As long as Coach Harris doesn’t know about it, he doesn’t give a fuck,” John said, grinning.

“We’ll probably have to set some ground rules, of course,” I said.

“We just did,” John pointed out. “As long as Coach Harris doesn’t find out about it. Remember?”

“Smartass,” I said, smacking him on the shoulder. “I was thinking more like no friends. No colleagues.”

“I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head and suddenly looking serious, which made me wonder where the fuck he was going with this. “I’ve had a few friends who obviously wanted to fuck you for a long time. Is it really fair to deny them the pleasure of your body now that we’re getting into this?”

I stared at him, unblinking. I couldn’t believe he’d just said that. I also couldn’t deny the delighted shiver it sent running through me, for all that it was dangerous.

I also wondered which friends he was talking about.

“Are you fucking serious?” I finally asked.

“When I said it I meant it to be a joke,” he said, his voice trailing off and going quiet. “But now that I’ve said it…”

I sighed. And then I moved over to sit on his lap. I looked down at him with a smile.

“So I guess we’re going to have to figure this out,” I said, feeling the hardness in his legs pressing up against me. “But the important thing is we’re going to figure it out together, right?”

“Yeah, the important thing is we’re going to figure it out together, babe,” he said, grabbing my ass and giving it a squeeze as he pulled me against that rock hard cock that seemed to be begging me for more.

And that was just fine with me. I figured we’d explore this. Test the edges. Try to work things out.

The important thing was we were working it out together. We both had each other’s permission, as screwed up as all of this was. And as long as I was with my husband and he was with me every step of the way, I figured that made everything about this okay.

I leaned in and kissed him, grinding against his cock to let him know I totally wasn’t done.

He’d just fucked me like I wished Connor had fucked me, but…

“Fuck me like I’m your wife,” I whispered, biting my lip as he reached down to pull his cock out again.

I sighed as I sank onto him. Oh yeah, that was the stuff. My husband. My one and only. The man I was always going to go back to, no matter what.

I hoped.
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