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Chapter 8

 


The next two years of college were
perfect, as perfect as life can get. Gwen and I stayed together as
a couple. Lots of our classmates joked about us out as the sort of
couple that meet freshman year and get married the day after
graduation.

That wasn’t true.

We got married two years after
graduation. 

We had our ups and downs, but when you
meet the right person, you just know.

I never told Gwen about my last fuck
with Lissa. It would have crushed her. 

Right before graduation we were hanging
out with friends, already reminiscing about our years at college
when the inevitable question came up.

“When did you save the
bear?”

Someone joked that Shane and Gwen saved
the bear the first weekend of freshman year.

I had to point out it was in
October.

Gwen, a little drunk, had to chime in,
“But I was already not a virgin when I was a freshie.”

“Neither was I,” I said.

Everyone quickly went around the group
claiming either being non-virgins when starting at college or
announcing when they had saved the little bronze statue on Main
Street.

The other couple in our extended group,
Becky and Tim, both claimed to be virgins until senior year when
they did a mutual.

“That was a close one for the college.
You know, the statue is a national historical landmark and if it
comes to life and runs away, the FBI has to investigate which
student graduated as a virgin.”

Laughter and jeers followed that
pronouncement.

“Have you sealed the deal yet?” Becky
asked Gwen and me. The other six people sitting in the largest
booth in the bar looked at us. Becky’s finger was already sporting
an engagement ring.

“Not yet,” Gwen said
quickly.

“But have you fully sealed the deal?” I
countered her and Tim.

“What?”

“If you want to stay together forever,
you have to toss a pair of coins together into the fountain and
then go kiss on the gazebo at sunset.”

Every college has a variation of the
same myth. If a virgin graduates, some statue on campus comes to
life. Kiss at a certain time and/or location, and your relationship
will last forever. Our campus had three big ones like
that. 

One, if a virgin graduates, the bear
statue comes to life.

Two, if a couple throws money into the
fountain on Main Street, they’ll have a happy marriage.

Three, if a couple kisses at sunset in
the gazebo, they’ll be together forever. 

Actually, the gazebo gave a great view
of the valley and the sunsets were always spectacular, so that one
just made sense.

The complex version of the last two was
to kiss on the gazebo just as sunset was starting, run up to Main
Street, toss a couple of coins in the bear fountain, and then run
back to the gazebo and kiss again before the sun is below the
horizon. 

It’s a challenge because it takes about
three minutes for the sun to fully set. The path from the gazebo to
fountain is straight, but the joke goes that it’s straight uphill.
Which is mostly true. 

It’s a casual five minute walk from
bear to gazebo. To make the round trip would take ten minutes. That
could be cut back to five if it’s run. But that’s still two minutes
too many. 

It’s been said that the campus bike
club was the most romantic club to join.

Traffic laws and safety guidelines
might have been ignored.

 


Gwen was so desperate to get out of her
small town after graduation that she was more than happy to move in
with me and my parents.

I wasn’t eager to move back in with
them, but reality had to be faced.

The six months we spent in my old
bedroom, living as a sort-of couple with my parents was…odd to say
the least. Our sex life suffered. We knew we had to get out, but we
had the problem of getting jobs and finding a place to
live.

With her biology degree Gwen was able
to land a great job working as a lab tech. It took me a little more
time, but eventually I got a job with the state working in the
office of economic development putting that economics degree to
good use as an office assistant.

We moved out of my parents’ house. Our
sex life improved.

I tried not to think about
Lissa.

I hadn't seen her since the summer
after sophomore year.

Life was…okay.

And then I came home to our little
apartment after work, sat down on the crappy couch, and stared at
the wall until Gwen came home.

“What's the matter?” She picked up on
little cues like me staring at nothing for an hour.

“I’m having an existential
crisis.”

“I can assure you that you are here and
living and breathing.”

“You never took any philosophy classes,
did you?”

“Nope. Why are you having an
existential crisis?”

“Bill—the old guy at my job—they had a
retirement party for him. He’s been in my department for
thirty-five years and is getting full benefits when he leaves. Says
he’s going to stay home and garden.”

“Sounds nice.”

“I don’t want to stay home and garden.
I don’t want to work in the same office for thirty-five
years.”

“Isn’t economics considered the most
miserable academic subject?”

“Yes.”

“You should have chosen a different
major.”

“Thanks for the advice.”

“So what do you want to do with your
life then?”

I turned my head and truly looked at
her for the first time. “I want to fuck you in the ass.”

Gwen gave me serious side eye.
“That’s…an odd response.”

“I went to college thinking I’d bang
ten different women every year, instead…”

Gwen grinned at me, daring me to
continue. “Instead you got stuck with me?”

I tried a different tack. “I hate to
travel and don’t do drugs. Life’s supposed to be an adventure.
Let’s have adventures in the bedroom.”

“And you want to start that adventure
by fucking me in the ass?”

I shrugged. “Or we could have kids. My
parents are eager for grandchildren for some reason.”

“Do we have any Vaseline?”

We didn’t. But we went to the store and
got some KY instead. 

As we were getting ready, Gwen asked
the question that should never have been asked. 

“What else do you want to do? For sex,
I mean.”

“Everything.”

“Everything?”

“Everything. But let’s start with
this.”

I remembered back to the time I was
first going to have sex with Lissa and sort of but not quite almost
fucking her in the ass. I opted not to tell Gwen about
that.

We got naked and we got serious. We
knew enough that just lubing up and shoving my cock up her ass
wasn’t a great idea. Instead, we had fairly routine sex to get her,
metaphorically and literally, loosened up. 

I was still proud of my ability to make
Gwen cum whenever I wanted. Or maybe she should have been proud to
have easy orgasms. I felt for the women who had trouble
cumming. 

“Are you ready?” I asked
her.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

We lubed up my cock. We lubed up her
asshole. She didn’t mind my finger penetrating her where nothing
should go just to get the lube inside. We shoved a pillow under her
hips because she didn’t want to be on her hands and knees because
she loved being fucked in that position. 

It was weird doing missionary for anal,
but I wasn’t going to argue the point.

At the moment of truth I realized I was
harder than I had been in as long as I could remember.

Gwen gave me this lascivious look and
said, “Go ahead and fuck my ass.”

It wasn’t exactly Olympic-level dirty
talk, but it was what I needed to hear.

I pushed inside her.

It felt…different.

“Hold on, hold on. Give me a
minute.”

I couldn’t read the expression on
Gwen’s face. Confusion, sure. Not exactly ecstasy, but something
close to it. Worry was there. As was her lusty look. Maybe a bit of
pain. 

“Am I hurting you?” I asked
her.

“No…but this is…different.”

“Should I pull out?”

“No!” Her reply was more eager than I
expected. “Okay,” she said after a moment. “Go slow.”

I did, slowly pushing in and out of her
ass, not going very deep.

I loved the moans she made.

This was a calculated request on my
part. We had fucked plenty of times where she would get really wet
to the point of soaking the bed and it was easy to penetrate her
little asshole with my finger while I pumped her. I could feel the
pressure from my finger as I thrusted into her pussy.

But this was different.

“Is it okay?” I asked, not wanting to
hurt her.

“It’s…amazing.”

To my amazement she put a hand down to
her pussy, curled two fingers into herself and started jilling off
while I fucked her ass.

It was everything I
wanted. 

And I still wanted more.

Following the best advice I had ever
gotten, I made sure the lady came first. Again.

Her hand was busy in her pussy and I
wasn’t sure if it was my cock in her ass or her fingers that made
her cum, but that didn’t matter. 

When she looked up at me her eyes were
filled with delight.

“Are you going to cum?”

“I can…do you want me to do it in your
ass?”

She shook her head. 

I pumped her ass a few more times, then
pulled out and shot my load on her pussy and stomach.

Gwen gasped happily. “Okay, we’ll have
to do that again.”

We did, but not right away.

 



Chapter 9

 


We had some life goals. Get money to
buy a house. Get better jobs. Get married. Have kids.

The last two were partly for our
families, but we realized that we sort of did want kids. Just not
right away.

Our families knew about the first four
goals.

They didn’t know about our
list.

Gwen insisted we get a list together of
everything we wanted to do before and after marriage, before and
after kids.

“Like, go on a month-long camping trip
in the Adirondacks?”

She gave me her exasperated expression.
“No. Like having a threesome.”

“What? Do you want—”

Gwen waved an envelope in front of me.
“Here’s my list. You need to write one. Ten items, I think would be
good. Whatever matches on both, we do.”

In no particular order, together we
had:



	
Threesome



	
Attend an orgy



	
Swap with another couple



	
Bondage, serious and light



	
Spanking



	
Public sex and
exhibitionism



	
Boudoir photography





 


I was surprised that she had included
others in our sex life, especially the swapping.

“Have you met my parents?” she
asked.

“Yes.”

“Do they seem like they’re
happy?”

“Not exactly.”

“It’s not just because they live in the
ass end of the state. It’s because they’re both having affairs
behind each other’s backs. And everyone knows but they refuse to
acknowledge it.”

“I didn’t know this.”

“You’re always the last to know about
everything,” she pointed out.

“And you think that us having sex
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