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Using All His Rivals In front of Him (Bonus Story) - At the Game




We enter at halftime, but already half the city is here. I love the feeling, the way a stadium crowd swallows you whole—no one’s really watching, but everyone’s always looking. The only thing more delicious than being on display for seventy thousand strangers is knowing I’ve already decided who’s allowed to touch. Clint’s hand on the small of my back is soft, careful, still trying to make up for the last time. Marcus’s touch is nothing like that; he palms my hip and pulls me close enough to feel his thigh tense against mine as we step through security.

I wore the skirt for Marcus, not Clint. It’s not even a question. The fabric is so thin, every gust of breeze sends it up to my waist. The top is cut so low I have to keep yanking it up, or my nipples will poke free from the edge. I made sure my bra was barely a rumor—lace that might as well be netting. When I dressed this morning, Clint watched me from the bed and didn’t say a word, but I saw his cock twitch in the mirror as I smoothed the skirt over my ass.

Our seats are only eight rows from the field, one of Clint’s perks for being the saddest cuckold in the city. I’m in the middle, with Marcus on my right, Clint on my left. The space is tight. I cross my legs, and my thigh presses hard into Marcus’s jeans, hot and bare. Clint tries to copy the move, but his khakis are no match for Marcus’s skin, and I make sure my skirt rides higher on that side, so there’s nothing between me and Marcus but the heat.

The team jogs onto the field. People around us are rowdy, beer already spilling on the concrete. I make a show of stretching, arching my back so the top strains and Marcus’s eyes fix on the swell of my tits. Clint sees it too. His jaw tightens. I pretend not to notice, then lean over his lap to reach for the souvenir cup wedged in his drink holder.

"Careful," Marcus murmurs. "You’ll give the entire row a show."

"That’s the idea," I whisper back, letting my lips brush the shell of his ear. Clint doesn’t hear, but he sees. I catch him looking, eyes bright with humiliation and something more desperate.

The kickoff is loud enough to rattle my ribs. I let it, sinking into the seat and into the crowd. I love being anonymous, but I love making Marcus forget the rest of the world even more. He drapes his arm over the back of my seat. It’s nothing, really, but it makes Clint look even smaller next to him. I turn and put my hand on Clint’s knee, giving it a little squeeze.

"You okay?" I ask, voice syrupy sweet.

He nods, but his voice cracks. "Yeah, just… it’s loud, that’s all."

"You’ll get used to it," Marcus says. He doesn’t look at Clint when he speaks. He never does. All his attention is for me.

The first time our thighs touch, it’s an accident. The second time, it’s not. I slide my hand up Clint’s leg, slow and teasing. His breath hitches. Marcus notices; his mouth twisting into a smirk.

"She’s always like this at games," he says, loud enough for the entire row to hear if they cared. "Gets riled up."

"I like the energy," I say, stroking higher. I stop just short of Clint’s cock, fingers pressing into the meat of his inner thigh. He’s already half-hard, pathetically eager. I lean over and whisper, "You like the energy too, don’t you?"

He nods, cheeks flushing.

I leave his hand there and switch to Marcus, placing his palm on my bare thigh and holding it, guiding his fingers higher than I let Clint’s go. His touch is rougher, confident. He doesn’t hesitate. His thumb circles, and I almost gasp at the difference.

Clint’s hand is still where I left it, fingers limp. I reach down, grab his wrist, and press it higher, until his fingers skim the edge of my panties. "Don’t be shy," I say, but I’m already pulling away, putting my full focus on Marcus.

"You’re being mean," Marcus says, voice low.

"Only to people who like it," I shoot back, loud enough for Clint to hear.

I uncross my legs, and the skirt opens up, giving Marcus a clear shot. He strokes the inside of my thigh, slow and deliberate. The stadium noise is deafening, but I hear every rasp of his skin against mine.

"Let’s make a bet," I say, turning to both of them. "First touchdown, whoever’s team scores gets a prize. Loser buys drinks at halftime."

Marcus grins, "And the prize?"

"You’ll see," I promise. Clint doesn’t look convinced, but he nods along, trying to play the game.

I feel like the world is watching, even though I know it isn’t. But the couple in front of us glance back twice. I smile at them friendly, as if nothing is happening. Marcus’s hand is under my skirt now, fingers drifting dangerously close to the lace. I make no move to stop him. I want Clint to see it, to feel what he’s missing.

The first touchdown comes fast. Marcus’s team. He stands and cheers, arms raised. The crowd erupts around us. I jump up too, letting the skirt ride up my ass, giving everyone behind us a perfect view. When I sit back down, I feel Clint’s hand slide off my thigh—defeated, helpless.

"Looks like I get my prize," Marcus says, voice a growl.

"What do you want?" I ask, letting him see the possibilities in my eyes.

He leans in, lips brushing my ear. "You. Under the bleachers. Now."

I glance at Clint, pretending to consider. "What do you think, babe? Should I?"

Clint swallows. His voice is so soft I almost miss it. "If you want to."

I do. I want to. But not yet. Not until I’ve made him squirm a little more.

I press my legs together, trapping Marcus’s hand between my thighs, and squeeze. He laughs, low and dirty. "Save it for halftime," I say, letting him know I’m in control.

Clint tries to smile, but his lips barely move. I reach over and touch his cheek, sweet as sugar, before turning back to Marcus.

I want to break Clint; I want to make him watch, make him beg for it. I lean into Marcus, letting him touch me as much as he wants. My nipples ache under the thin fabric. Marcus notices. He pinches one, careful and quick, hidden by my long hair. It’s like a live wire, the shock shooting straight to my cunt.

"Fuck," I whisper, louder than I mean to.

Clint stares wide-eyed, his hand gripping the seat like it’ll float away. He looks miserable. He looks so fucking hard.

"You like that?" Marcus says, hand bold now, fingers teasing the edge of my panties.

"Yes," I breathe. I want Clint to hear it. I want the entire row to know how good Marcus is. "You’re so much better than—"

I stop, but Marcus grins. He finishes for me: "Than your husband?"

I nod, not caring if Clint hears. Not caring if the people behind us see.

Marcus’s fingers slip under the lace, find my clit in one perfect stroke. I bite my lip to keep from moaning. Clint sees it, and I watch the pain bloom on his face. I love it.

"You’re wet already," Marcus whispers, voice smug.

"I know. It’s your fault."

Clint’s breathing is ragged, and I know he’s on the edge, desperate for something he’ll never get. I move Marcus’s hand, slide it out and then bring his wet fingers to my lips. I suck them clean, never breaking eye contact with Clint.

He looks as though he might cry.

"Don’t pout," I say, licking Marcus’s finger. "You’ll get your turn."

But we both know he won’t.

When the second quarter starts, I lean back, letting the men on either side close in on me. The air smells like beer and sweat and sex. I spread my legs wide, making sure both of them see what they’re missing. Marcus’s hand rests on my thigh, proud and possessive. Clint’s is still useless.

"You can touch if you want," I tell Clint. He shakes his head. He doesn’t deserve it. He knows it.

I spend the rest of the half torturing him—moaning when Marcus’s hand drifts higher, rubbing my tits through the fabric when he bites my neck, telling Clint exactly what Marcus is doing under the skirt while the crowd is screaming for touchdowns.

"He’s fingering me," I say once, just to see Clint’s reaction. "He’s so good at it."

Marcus’s fingers press harder, and I arch, letting the skirt bunch around my hips. I catch the couple in front of us staring, but I don’t care. I want the entire world to see.

When halftime hits, the noise is a wave. I stand, skirt still high, and turn to Clint.

"Go get us drinks," I say. "Me and Marcus will be right here."

He goes, head down, a dog sent to fetch. Marcus and I lock eyes. We don’t need to say anything.

But I do anyway: "He’ll never leave me," I say, loud enough for the couple in front to hear. "He needs this."

Marcus smirks, hand still on my thigh. "And you?"

"I need it even more."

And that’s the fucking truth.

#

Halftime is a riot. The crowd floods the aisles for shitty beer, hotdogs, and piss breaks, every other person sloshing a cup and yelling over the marching band. Nobody sees anything except in the blur of their own drunken joy. That’s why I love places like this: it’s all noise and anonymity, and anything you do, you can do louder.

Marcus tugs me into his lap before I even have the chance to finish my drink. He’s not subtle. He has his hands on my ass, and he’s hiked my skirt up to my hips. I straddle him, feeling the hardness in his jeans, the bulge that pulses every time the crowd screams. I grind into him, careful not to make it too obvious, but who am I kidding? That’s the point.

"Jesus," Marcus groans into my ear, low enough for just me, rough enough for everyone. "You’re really doing this."

"You started it," I tease, rocking my hips just so.

Clint’s still at the bar. I picture him shouldering through the crowd, clutching a tray of plastic beers like it’s the only thing keeping him afloat. I want him to come back and see me like this, perched on another man, my cunt already wet and hungry, my hands resting on Marcus’s chest like I’m trying him on for size.

"You’re so fucking wet," Marcus whispers, hand sneaking between us. He brushes the inside of my thigh, and his fingers come away shining. There are no panties—he finds that out fast, the surprise written all over his face. He grins and kisses my neck, daring me to stop him. I don’t.

"Don’t," I warn, but my voice is pure invitation. "Not here."

He laughs. "Here is the best place." And I have to admit he’s right. The chaos is cover. Nobody’s looking at us, not really.

I roll my hips, letting his fingers slip inside. The sensation makes me shiver, makes my nipples push even harder against the thin top. I can’t help but moan. The stadium roar hides the sound, but Marcus hears it. He always hears.

"Fuck," I hiss, "harder."

He obliges, working my pussy with thick, expert fingers, his thumb circling my clit in a way Clint never figured out. I clutch his shoulders, ride the rhythm, and tilt my head back. The air is chilly, but my body is all fire.

I open my eyes and see Clint in the aisle, balancing a tray and looking for us. I wave. He doesn’t notice at first, but then he does. He freezes, beer sloshing, eyes glued to the sight of me in Marcus’s lap, skirt rucked up around my hips, both of us flushed and unashamed.

Marcus keeps going, fingers steady, gaze locked on my face. He wants to see me lose control, wants Clint to see it too.

I stare straight at Clint as I come. It’s not subtle. My body tightens, my lips part, and I let out a ragged gasp that probably carries three rows over. My muscles clamp down on Marcus’s hand, and he just grins, enjoying the show. Clint stands rooted, drinks trembling in his grasp.

I lick my lips and beckon him over, daring him to do something, anything. He finally moves, awkwardly sliding into his seat, cheeks flushed and mouth working like he wants to say something but can’t.

"Everything okay?" I purr, settling back onto Marcus’s lap. His hand rests on my thigh, fingers still damp.

"Yeah," Clint mumbles, eyes darting from my face to my legs to Marcus’s smirk.

Marcus leans in, voice a deep rumble. "You want her, you gotta take her."

I let my hand drop to Marcus’s fly, unzipping him with practiced ease. His cock is already hard, straining against the boxers. I pull him free, stroking him slow and deliberate. He’s big, so much bigger than Clint, and I glance at Clint’s lap just to drive the point home. His cock is soft, and he knows it.

"See?" I whisper, guiding Marcus’s cock along my soaked pussy, letting him slide against me but not in. "He’s so much bigger than you. Feels so much better."

Clint’s face goes red, then white. He can’t look away. I pump Marcus with one hand, grind against him with my hips, and keep my eyes locked on Clint’s. The marching band is blaring, but I don’t hear a thing except the blood pounding in my veins.

Marcus lifts me, the tip of his cock brushing right against my entrance. I hover there, slick and needy, so fucking close. Clint looks like he might die from it, the tension, the jealousy, the hunger.

I lean across the gap and kiss Clint, tongue invading his mouth while Marcus’s cock teases my cunt. It’s so filthy I almost laugh, but I bite Clint’s lip, hard enough to make him gasp.

"He’s inside me," I murmur, just loud enough for Clint to hear. "Right now."

He shudders, and I know he believes it, even though I haven’t let Marcus in. Not yet.

I bounce on Marcus’s lap, slow and steady, my juices coating his cock, and Marcus’s hands grip my hips tight, holding me exactly where he wants. The people behind us are too busy with their phones to notice, but the risk makes it better, sharper.

I lock eyes with Clint and whisper, "This is what you want, isn’t it? To watch."

He nods, silently, ashamed.

"Then keep watching."

The halftime show ends. The crowd filters back, none the wiser. I pull down my skirt, slick and sticky and proud. Clint sits beside me, ruined, knowing I’m never really his. I stay on Marcus’s lap, even as the game starts again.

I don’t say a word for the rest of the quarter. I let the silence speak for itself.

#

The third quarter barely registers. I’m wet and throbbing, and the only thing that matters happens after. Clint sits beside me, eyes glazed, too mortified to speak. I rest my head on Marcus’s shoulder, fingers interlaced with his. His other hand never leaves my thigh. He toys with the edge of my skirt, brushing his knuckles over the spot where I’m still sticky from before. Every move is calculated, a message to Clint: this is what you are, this is what you’re for.

When the crowd roars for another touchdown, I lean in and whisper to Marcus, “Ready for the box?” I know he is; his cock’s been hard since halftime. I catch Clint’s eye and mouth, “Come with us.” He follows, silent, sheepish.

Glass encloses the suite high above the field, shielding it from the chaos below. The second the door closes, I shove Marcus onto the leather couch. He sprawls, arms open, cock already tenting his jeans. I waste no time—straddle his lap, pin him with my knees, and grind down until we’re both groaning. Though the glass is frosted at the bottom, someone looking up can see everything from the waist up. I hope they do.

Clint lingers by the door, lost. I snap my fingers; the sound is sharp. “Sit,” I command, pointing to the chair facing us. His hands are in his lap as he sits, his eyes darting between my face and Marcus’s hands on my ass. He’s not going anywhere. He’s not allowed to.

“Take it out,” I order, my voice harsh and hungry.

Marcus grins, unzips, and his cock springs free. Thick, flushed, a promise made flesh. I spit in my hand and stroke him once, twice, then guide him straight to my cunt. He slides in with almost no resistance. I gasp, louder than I meant, and Marcus laughs, eyes never leaving mine.

Clint watches, lips trembling, and I love him more in this moment than I ever have. I ride Marcus, slow and deep, every movement designed to show Clint what he’ll never be, what he’ll never have. With my hands on Marcus’s chest, I leaned back, arching so my breasts thrust forward, making my thin, sweat-drenched top almost transparent. Marcus’s fingers dig into my ass, pulling me down harder, making sure I take every inch.

“God, you’re tight,” Marcus groans, loud and shameless.

“He stretches me out so much,” I say, eyes locked on Clint. He winces, then shudders, and I know he’s already leaking into his pants.

I bounce on Marcus’s cock, my body all nerves and sensation. Each thrust hits the spot Clint never found, never even looked for. I moan, not holding back, letting the sound fill the box, the field, the whole fucking world. Marcus pounds up into me, relentless, his hands bruising my hips.

“You see this, Clint?” I yell, voice cracking as pleasure builds. “This is what I need. This is what you’ll never give me.”

He nods, desperate, broken.

“Say it,” I demand, not breaking rhythm.

He tries, voice a croak: “You need him.”

I slow, grinding deep, feeling Marcus’s cock pulse inside me. “Louder.”

“You need him,” Clint repeats, louder this time, the shame thick as blood.

“Yes,” I gasp, bouncing again, “and you love watching.”

He nods, his hand creeping to his lap, helpless. He’s on his own. I want him to touch himself. I want him to ruin his pants while I ruin his ego.

Marcus is close. I can feel it, the tension in his body, the way his breath shortens, the way his eyes go black with want.

“Don’t come yet,” I order, and he grins, holding back, just barely.

I slow, grinding my clit against the base of his cock. I look straight at Clint and reach for his hand, pulling him closer. He’s trembling, almost sobbing.

“Kiss me,” I tell him.

He does, and I bite his lip, hard enough to draw blood.

Marcus grabs my ass and lifts me, slamming up into me so hard I cry out. The field explodes in a touchdown cheer just as I come, clenching around Marcus’s cock, the pleasure ripping through me like a train. I scream, and it echoes through the glass, a perfect harmony to the crowd’s roar.

Marcus loses it then, hips jerking, cock spasming inside me. I feel the warmth as he fills me, and I laugh, riding the aftershocks while Clint kneels, forehead pressed to my thigh.

When it’s over, I don’t move. I stay straddled on Marcus, cock still buried inside, cum leaking down my legs. Clint is at my feet, still clothed, cock wet but untouched. He looks up at me, wrecked, and I stroke his hair, pet him like the obedient thing he is.

“This is your life,” I whisper, voice tender for the first time tonight. “Watching. Cleaning up after.”

Marcus pulls out, cock gleaming with my cum and his. Clint licks it clean, tongue slow and reverent. Marcus laughs and smacks Clint’s cheek with the softening cock, and Clint closes his eyes, taking it.

When we finally get dressed, I pull my panties out of my purse and hand them to Clint. “Souvenir,” I say, and he tucks them away, like they mean something.

I don’t look back as we leave the suite, Marcus’s arm around my waist, Clint trailing behind with his head down. I know he’ll follow. He always does.

As we hit the stairs, I turn to Marcus. “Next time, let’s invite more.”

Marcus grins, squeezing my ass. “Hell yes.”

Clint hears, and I watch his cock twitch in his pants.

He fucking loves it.

#

The drive home is silent except for the wet sounds of Marcus’s hand on my thigh. I climb into the back seat without asking, slam the door, and sprawl across the leather, my legs draped over Marcus’s lap. Clint adjusts the rearview so he can see us, probably hoping I’ll change my mind and climb up front. I won’t. Not tonight.

Marcus slides his fingers up my leg, finds the mess leaking down, and rubs it in slow, lazy circles. I gasp, arching my back, watching Clint’s knuckles go white around the steering wheel.

“You see this?” I say, tilting my leg so the streetlights catch the slick trail running down my skin. “Look what he did to me.”

Clint’s eyes flash in the mirror, then drop. He swallows hard. I love the way he can’t look away, the way every second makes him weaker.

I lean into Marcus, licking the cum from his fingers, slow and obscene. He kisses my neck, bites my shoulder, laughs when I moan loud enough to fill the whole car. I tell Marcus every filthy detail of what just happened, every second of his cock inside me, every gasp, every scream.

“Felt nothing like it,” I say, voice carrying to the front seat. “You ruined me, Marcus. I don’t think I’ll ever go back.”

Marcus grins, tongue dragging over my ear. “Don’t want you to.”

Clint is silent, but I see him shifting, his cock growing in his jeans, the shame and the want fighting inside him.

I drag my hand down my chest, inside the top, tweak my nipple until I’m breathless. Marcus leans over and sucks it through the thin fabric, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh. I moan louder than I mean to, and the car swerves as Clint tries not to lose control.

“Careful, baby,” I taunt, locking eyes with him in the mirror. “Don’t want to crash.”

He nods, lips pressed tight.

I keep going. I tell Marcus how big he is, how good he feels, how it’s better than anything I ever got from Clint. I say it loud, clear, making sure the words are a knife and a balm all at once.

Marcus fingers me again, the wet sounds filling the car. He makes me come before we’re even out of the parking lot, my cry sharp and raw and hungry. Clint hears it, feels it, and I know he’s dying inside. I want him to.

When we drop Marcus at his apartment, I kiss him, long and messy, lips swollen and wet, tongue all the way down his throat. Clint watches, jaw clenched, breathing hard.

“See you next time,” Marcus says, voice thick.

“You will,” I promise, smoothing my skirt down and climbing up front, legs still shaking.

Clint doesn’t say a word as he drives. I watch him from the passenger seat, every muscle tense, every thought written on his face.

“I love you,” I say, hand on his thigh. “But this is our life now. Get used to it.”

He nods, eyes shining with something I can’t name.

When we get home, I leave my panties on the dashboard. A trophy for the man who’ll never really have me.

And I’m already thinking about next time.


About Author



















Visit Ivy’s Amazon site for more great cuckold stories.

Amazon

OPS/cover.jpg
Cheating Trophy Wives To Cuckoldresses

USING ALL HIS
RIVALS

AL the (rance
[VY MOANS





