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Part One

Then

 


 


“What are you up to in here?” my husband Mike
asked. He had come into our home office to find me sitting at the
computer, staring at an open email. Before I could hide or minimize
it, he peered over my shoulder at the computer, the glowing screen
doubly reflected in the lenses of his glasses.

He saw that it was an email and started to
look away with a guilty grimace, respecting my privacy, trusting
me, for he had never had any reason not to. But then a phrase in
the body of the email stopped him, and his face lit up with a
surprised smile.

“Oh!” he said. “Your class reunion! That’s
right! It’s ten years for you this year, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I said as pleasantly as I could. In
truth, my belly was in knots. Even with Mike here, I kept staring
at the email as if it were a snake that might strike me at any
moment.

“That’ll be great!” Mike said, clapping a
hand on my shoulder and making the office chair I sat in swivel
around a little with a soft, quick squeak. “I remember mine, two
years ago now. I had a lot of fun, even though you weren’t with me.
It was a shame you couldn’t come.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Why, gosh, when some of my old female
classmates found out how successful I’d become, well…” He gave one
of his trademark nerdy guffaws, an entire upper-body spasm that
made his shoulders rise nearly to his ears. I usually found it
endearing and funny, but I barely noticed it now. “Let’s just say I
think I could’ve had my pick of babes. But I already had the only
babe I could ever want.” As he said this, he leaned down and
planted a kiss on my neck. “My spunky little cheerleader.”

My heart leaped at the phrase. Talk about a
double meaning. Jesus.

But I played along. I smiled and rubbed my
cheek against his prematurely balding scalp.

“When is it?” he asked, peering at the
computer screen over my shoulder. When he saw the date, his smile
died and his shoulders drooped. “Oh, geez. That’s the weekend of
the local trade show. I need to be here for that. There’s no way I
can back out of that now.” His countenance brightened again, and he
clapped a hand on my back. “Well, I guess it’s only fair. You
couldn’t come to mine, so it’s only fitting I miss yours. It’s like
karma or something.”

“Oh, I don’t really want to go to the reunion
anyway,” I said, striving to sound blithe and dismissive of this
thing I had just spent the last half hour dwelling on. “I’d much
rather be here with you. Besides, you’ll need help with the kids.
You can’t watch them and give speeches to tech geeks at the same
time, after all.”

“I can get my parents or a sitter to watch
them when I’m not here. That’s not a big deal. But…” He shook his
head, looking baffled. “Why don’t you want to go to your reunion?
It’ll be fun. It was for me.”

I shrugged. “I never really kept in touch
with anyone from high school. I never wanted to. High school was
just…a place I had to be for awhile. A springboard to better
things.”

I smiled up at him and stroked his hand for
emphasis, hoping that the flattery would quiet him down and maybe
even get him in the mood. In the weird, keyed-up state I was in I
wouldn’t have minded a little hot-and-steamy pelvic thrusting just
then.

But the flattery was lost on him. He was
honestly baffled that I wasn’t enthusiastic about my class
reunion.

“It’s a chance to reconnect with your past,”
he said. “The past helped you become the person you are. Heck, in a
very real way your past is who you are. Like it or not, it’s
always with you. Inside you.”

Again my heart jumped. That wasn’t what I
needed to hear. Especially not with that unfortunate phrasing.

“Besides,” Mike went on obliviously, “you
should go just for the gloat factor. I mean, you look even better
now than you did in high school. I’ll bet most of the other girls
can’t say that. I’ll bet most of them can’t fit into their old
cheerleader uniforms anymore.”

This time his words elicited a quick spasm
not just from my heart, but from a body part considerably lower
down. The uniform. Yes. The uniform that still fit me like a glove.
The uniform that still had decade-old cum stains on its pleated
blue-and-white skirt that wouldn’t come out no matter how many
washings I gave it but that thankfully Mike had never noticed. Oh,
God. Why did he have to mention that now, with that email on the
screen, glowing like a slapped face?

“You should go,” Mike said. “I think you’ll
enjoy it more than you think.”

“I…” I looked at the email again. My heart
was pounding. Warmth pulsed in the crook of my legs. I shook my
head, as much in response to my body as to Mike. “I don’t think
so.”

 


* * *

 


Here’s the story:

Back in the misty dawn of time, before I was
Chieko Norberg, happy wife of modestly successful software
developer Mike Norberg and happy mom of Miki (3) and Sebastian (2),
I was Chieko Matsuya, daughter of hardworking and intensely
conservative Japanese immigrants Jun and Ryuuko Matsuya, and a
hugely proud member of the Larchmont High Cheerleading Squad. I was
hugely proud not only because I was the first Asian-American girl
to become a member of the squad but because I was the first
non-Caucasian girl of any kind to do so. To be honest, much of my
pride was rooted in the pride my parents felt about it. Having been
brought up in a more multiculturally minded environment, I didn’t
really see it as such a big deal. But it mattered to my parents,
and I was proud that I had made them proud. My family was all about
tradition and honor and all that vaguely Godfather-sounding
stuff, and though I often chafed at my prescribed duties as a
successful and respectable daughter, I nevertheless strove my
mightiest to fulfill them.

In my parents’ scheme of things, and
therefore to a large degree in my own, high school was just a step
on the ladder of success, a place to get straight A’s and cultivate
a list of extracurriculars that would create a smashing college
application and ensure my place in a top-notch college.

Done, done, and done. In addition to being a
spunky member of the cheerleading squad (not to mention the tiniest
member, being a stereotypically petite Asian girl at only 4’11” and
95 pounds if I happened to have just gotten drenched), I was a
member of the Debate Team, the Chess Club, the Academic Challenge
Team, and the girls’ soccer team. By my senior year I was almost at
the top of my class (I got edged out at being Valedictorian by Glad
Haverhill; and yes, her name really was “Glad” and she was just as
blonde and gratingly perfect as the name suggests), and I was
pretty much guaranteed a place in virtually any college I chose. My
parents were aglow with pride, and thus I was too.

Alas, I was so busy bringing honor to my
family and myself that I had little time for dating, though somehow
I managed to fit in a couple of brief boyfriends who gave me a
rather fumbling but not unpleasant introduction to sex and whom my
parents tolerated but clearly didn’t find worthy enough for their
illustrious daughter, who was, they felt (though they never
explicitly said so in so many words), destined to marry someone
wealthy and successful and most likely either Asian or Jewish.

But like all teens I was seething with
hormones, and the relative emptiness of my sex life often left me
feeling, well, empty, literally as well as figuratively. Sometimes
my horniness grew so bad I felt I could have fucked anyone,
anything—a bum, another girl, an animal. I suppressed these urges,
of course, my future and my honor being of far more importance than
scratching that itch between my legs. I couldn’t risk dishonoring
myself and my family. The shame would have devastated me.

And then came the night of the Homecoming
Game. Toward the end of the game, during a routine flip, one I had
done a thousand times before, my body betrayed me, and I landed
wrong, sending searing pain shooting through my right calf and
ankle. Not wanting to let down the other cheerleaders and the
Tornadoes (the football team), I somehow managed to keep my perky
smile in place and cheer the team on through the game’s final
minutes, though by the time it was over the pain had grown so bad I
had tears in my eyes.

A fellow cheerleader named Amy had driven me
to the game, and we had plans to attend the post-game party
afterward. But knowing I’d be in the nurse’s office a while after
the game and probably wouldn’t be in the mood for any parties, I
told her to go on without me and that I’d call my parents to pick
me up. While everyone was out celebrating the Tornadoes’ victory
over the Sperling Spartans, I’d be at home nursing my injured
leg.

Or so I thought.

Nurse Loring spent twenty minutes poking my
calf and wiggling my foot and questioning me and then finally
prescribing some mild painkillers and plenty of rest with my foot
elevated. By the time I was done in the nurse’s office and had
hobbled back to the locker rooms, the other girls had showered and
changed and were long gone. I was all alone in the locker room.

I sat down on the bench in front of my locker
and called my dad. No answer. I tried my mom. No answer. Then I
remembered that they had gone out to visit some old friends for the
evening, which I think was their way of getting out of town while
the Homecoming festivities were in full swing. Proud as they were
of their only child’s role in the proceedings, Homecoming’s raucous
clamor, toilet-papered trees, and drunk, speeding teens was like a
vision of Hell to my stolid, reserved parents. I tried calling Amy
but got booted straight to voice mail.

“Great,” I muttered. I was stuck without a
ride, at least until my folks finished their
dinner/chit-chat/whatever and turned their phones back on. By now I
was probably the last person left in the building. Except for the
janitor, of course, but damned if I was going to ask creepy old Mr.
Gorbaki for a ride. Was I going to have to hobble the two miles to
my house?

I was sitting there silently bemoaning my
sorry lot (I was far too prim and proper to bemoan openly) when a
naked man strolled into view at the end of the row of lockers.

It was Andy, a member of the football team.
Tall, olive-skinned, black-haired. And uncircumcised, too, I saw
now. His muscular body was dripping with water.

I gawped at him. He froze in his tracks and
likewise gawped back. Then faster than startled cats, his big hands
swooped around to cover his dangling manhood.

“Uh,” he said. “Sorry.”

“What’re you doing?” said a second male
voice. It sounded like Nathan, the star quarterback, who had scored
more touchdowns than I could count in tonight’s game. He strode
into view and pushed Andy hard in the middle of his back,
propelling him forward a few steps, his damp feet smacking on the
concrete floor. Somehow Andy managed to keep his hands cupped
firmly over his crotch the whole time. Nathan was as buck naked as
Andy, only in his case there was a lot more to see. Not only was
Nathan a head taller and packed with more muscle, but his penis was
considerably bigger in both length and girth. I’d heard it said
that a flaccid penis’s length gives no indication of its size when
erect, but it was hard not to be impressed by the red-headed snake
swinging between Nathan’s beefy thighs. My surprise at its size was
enough to briefly override my consternation at being intruded upon
in the girl’s locker room by a pair of naked footballers.

Puzzled, Nathan looked where Andy was
looking, saw me sitting there, blinked a couple of times, then
burst out laughing. The deep, hearty sound echoed through the
locker room.

“What the hell are you guys doing?” I said,
turning my head away from the two nude intruders. But my eyes
wouldn’t turn with my head and continued ogling those broad
shoulders, those meaty chests, those firm abs, and most of all on
that still-uncovered cock and the pair of plump balls behind it. My
face was swiftly turning the same shade as that dick’s vermillion
head. The heat in my cheeks was matched by that between my thighs.
Despite the pain in my leg, I was growing aroused. I suppose I
should mention that I was ovulating, and at such times, my body was
so desperate to be inseminated that the tiniest turn-on could make
me as horny as a bitch in heat. And the turn-ons on display right
now were anything but tiny.

“We didn’t think anybody was still in here,”
Nathan calmly explained. He leaned forward, one elbow on the end of
the row of lockers, making no move to cover himself, which only
made my face redder. “Why are you here?”
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