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-1- Thom

Why were there so many people in the store? It was a Thursday morning and apparently, the entire city of Springfield decided they needed to buy groceries. The supermarket aisles were packed with women, children, and shopping carts. Was that good or bad? Thomas Fisher looked over his shoulder again, trying to see if he could spot anything out of the ordinary. Nothing.
He approached the rack slowly, heart pounding. After checking one last time, he made his move. The absurdly tiny bottle of "fragranza costosa," some Italian perfume, slipped into his pocket. His fingers were shaking.
The hardest part was not immediately running out of the building. Thom stayed there for another minute as if he were trying to decide on what to buy. He sprayed a peach-scented aftershave onto a test paper and wrinkled his nose with expert showmanship. Nope. Nothing there for me, unfortunately! he thought.
As a cover, he grabbed a ready-to-eat salad and a chocolate bar from the convenience section and headed to the self-checkout station. For some reason, the store had one employee standing at every station to assist people. He thought for sure that the woman knew something was up and stumbled his way through the process so badly that she offered her assistance multiple times.
Only when Thom was back in the parking lot did he breathe again. His arms were shaking and he had to lean against the car to steady himself. Fred joined him not long after.
"Did you get it?" Thom asked him urgently.
"Of course, bro," Fred chuckled, pulling out his phone.
Thom watched the video and felt like an idiot. The world's most obvious thief. He looked around so much that it was a small wonder nobody apprehended him. Next time, I'll have to be a lot more careful, he thought. Next time? Would he have to do it again?
"What'd you take, anyway? I couldn't see it," Fred asked.
"Get in," Thom said, unlocking the car.
Once they were both inside, Thom pulled the small bottle out of his pocket. The price tag was still attached — $89.99.
"Jesus Christ, is this liquid gold or something? Ninety fucking bucks for a few drops?" Fred marveled.
"The only thing I care about is that it's over seventy-five. Can you send me the video?"
"Already did. Congrats, bro."
The phone buzzed with an incoming message from Fred. Thom saved the video to his phone and then opened up the app. Anything Goes.
Everything started a couple of months ago. The two friends were just hanging out at a bar when an incredibly hot chick in her early twenties came up to them and asked if she could give one of them a blowjob. Thom was happily married to Maryann, so of course, he declined, but Fred was a bachelor. They went out to the parking lot and he came back five minutes later with a huge grin on his face.
Something like that didn't just happen to two average white guys in their late thirties. Turned out they were just in the right place at the right time and got lucky. The chick, they never found out her name, showed them the app on her phone. Anything Goes, available only on the darknet.
The app had a challenge mode area. Every user had a level, starting at level zero, and the more challenges you did, the higher your level got. The first couple of levels were easy and you could pick and choose the ones you wanted to do. The higher your level was, the more daring and difficult the challenges would become. The chick was level forty-eight.
They brushed it off at first as something only dumb kids were doing... until two weeks later. They were back at the bar when they overheard a raucous table next to them bragging about their levels. They weren't young guys, some of them were older than them and in suits. One of them allegedly hit level forty that night and they were celebrating.
Just out of curiosity, Thom figured out how to sideload the app on his phone the next day. He wasn't much of a thrillseeker and rarely took risks but he couldn't deny that just seeing that icon on the home screen was a little exciting.
Level zero turned out to be more of a formality. The "challenges" were to tell the app his age, gender, marital status, employment status, degree, sexual orientation, and the city he lived in. He ended up being honest about age, gender, that he had an office job, was straight, had a master's in comp sci, and the fact that he was married; he skipped the city question. Easy enough.
At level one, there were almost two hundred challenges to choose from and Thom only needed to do five. Some of them were funny, some were gross. Some of them required you to upload a picture or a video as proof, others did not. He left it at that with his curiosity sated.
Two days later, Fred bragged that he was already level three.
Thom wasn't a thrill-seeker but he was competitive and just couldn't let that stand. So he ate a big bag of candy in one sitting, farted loudly in front of his wife, wore mismatched socks to the office, closed the elevator doors with someone approaching, and picked his nose. Voila, he reached level two.
As soon as the video of Thom's shoplifting was verified, he'd reach level ten. Fred was already at level eleven. He stared at the screen, waiting for the number to go up but it would probably take a couple of hours.
"Congrats!" Fred said, slapping him on the shoulder. "Back to the office, I guess."




-2- Thom

The lights in the dining room were on and two cars Thom didn't recognize sat in the driveway. He pulled up at the curb and turned off the car. Seeing the house never failed to fill him with joy. They bought it just before the onset of the housing crisis, a complete steal by today's standards. Four bedrooms, two baths, with an actual basement, in a fantastic neighborhood. They even had a backyard with a deck and a hot tub.
Laughter emanated from the dining room as he entered the building. He set down his briefcase, stepped out of his shoes, and checked out to see what was going on.
"There he is!" Maryann called out with a smile.
Thom still had no idea how he managed to marry such a beautiful woman. Maryann had long, straight, blonde hair, a round face with thick eyebrows, lips to die for, and a body that was the envy of most women. They met in college; she was an English major and had problems with her laptop; he was a comp sci major and provided tech support. After many hours of troubleshooting that turned into talking, he asked her out for coffee and she accepted.
"Hey, Dad!" Thom's daughter Haylie shouted.
Haylie was Thom's pride and joy. Smart as a whip and beautiful — she just finished her first year of pre-med and was almost the spitting image of her mother. She had inherited Thom's high cheekbones; the feature that he hated about himself somehow made his daughter look older than the twenty years she was.
"Nice to meet you, Mr. Fisher," an unknown woman around Haylie's age said.
The woman was an unexpected sight in the run-of-the-mill Fisher household. The sleeve tattoo on her right arm went all the way from her wrist to her shoulder, completely visible thanks to the too-small t-shirt. A beautiful floral design but a tattoo nonetheless. The rest of her matched — black, snakebite piercings and a heavy stroke of mascara. Curly, brown hair, brown eyes, and the look of a woman who knew exactly how good she looked.
"Dad, that's my friend from college, Cassie," Haylie introduced the newcomer.
"She was dropping our daughter off and I invited her for dinner," Maryann explained.
"Ah, I see," Thom said, trying his best not to stare at the tattoo for too long. "Welcome to our home."
Under normal circumstances, Thom would take a quick shower after work and get out of his office clothes but he ran late at work. It would have been rude to disappear again, so he pulled out a chair and sat down. The table was set with one of their regular dinner meals — baked ziti, garden salad, and a fruit salad.
"It is a very lovely home," Cassie said.
"Are you also studying medicine?" Thom asked, serving himself some ziti.
"Yup. Finished with pre-med and now I'm studying for the MCAT."
"I can't wait to be done with pre-med, it's so boring," Haylie groaned.
"Since when have you two been friends?" Thom inquired.
"About a month now?" Haylie asked, looking at Cassie for confirmation. "She's leading one of the study groups I joined and we hit it off."
"You've got a very smart daughter," Cassie nodded.
"Thank you, dear," Maryann said, shooting Thom a proud smile.
"The ziti is delicious, by the way," Thom reciprocated.
"Good. I tried out a new brand of jar sauce. Do you like it?"
"Really? I didn't notice a difference."
For twenty wonderful years, their marriage had been solid as a rock. They tied the knot after Maryann was pregnant with Haylie but it hadn't been a forced choice, they wanted to do it anyway. Ever since, everything in life seemed to have fallen into place. Thom got a great paying job at WebSys after graduation and Maryann found a part-time job at a high-end tailor once Haylie was old enough to go to kindergarten.
They weren't in debt, the mortgage was paid off, and they still had sex regularly. It wasn't the kind of fiery hot marriage that other guys always bragged about. The arguments were few and always got resolved without any lasting hostility. They went on family vacations when they could afford it and had a date night at least once a month. Thom couldn't think of a single thing that was lacking.
"How was work?" Maryann asked.
"Tough day. Marketing decided to release the new interface for the web app on Friday afternoon, so bug reports have been pouring in all weekend with nobody working. Now we're trying to catch up and—"
The phone in Thom's pocket played a fanfare sound and his stomach lurched. The most recent submission to Anything Goes must have been verified. The fanfare announced that he was now level fifteen. Under normal circumstances, the phone would be upstairs on his bedside table, charging.
"Sorry about that," Thom said. "Where was I?"
The rest of dinner was a pleasant, interruption-free affair. Despite her outward appearance, Cassie seemed to be a perfectly charming person — pleasant and courteous. She got accepted into Springfield University on a merit scholarship that required her to stay in the top ten percent of her class, which bode well for her friendship with Haylie. Thom talked a little more about his work and Maryann complained about one of her regular customers, a fabulously wealthy, old lady that was always a nightmare to deal with.
Once almost all the food was gone and everyone was sated, Cassie offered to help clear the table. After Thom carried his own dish and cutlery into the kitchen, he remained there to load the other items into the dishwasher — everything except for the fancy glasses. Haylie really wanted to show Maryann something she found online about her line of work, so it fell on Thom to hand wash the glasses.
"So what level are you?" Cassie asked.
Thom jumped in surprise. He had assumed that Cassie would be joining her friend and he hadn't heard her walk in.
"What?" he stammered.
"Your level on Anything Goes. I recognized the sound earlier," she said, pulling her phone out of her back pocket.
Thom didn't know what to say. He hadn't really expected anyone else to know about Anything Goes, let alone his daughter's friend. A distant memory popped back into his head of the stranger at the bar offering to suck their dicks but he quickly squashed it. He did not want to think that way about Haylie's friend, no matter what vibe she gave off.
"Uh, I don't know," he said lamely and put down the glass he was still holding.
Cassie tapped a few times on the screen and then held up the display for him to see. Anything Goes was open on the landing screen. She was level fifty-two. Fifty-two! How many dicks did she have to suck for that? he wondered, hating himself for even thinking it. Hardly any of the challenges that he had gotten so far had been sex related. A few, sure, but it was very easy to skip them.
"So, what level are you?" she asked again.
Suddenly, Thom realized that they were alone in the room and she stood far too close for comfort.
"Fifteen," he said.
"That's pretty good. It really starts getting more interesting at level twenty. How long have you been playing?"
"Uh, a couple of weeks."
"I think it took me a couple of months to get up to forty. I haven't actually played in over a year. It was fun early on but some of the challenges are... questionable and a lot of my friends chickened out. I didn't feel like playing by myself."
"Yeah, I'm just skipping most of the weird ones."
"That's what I did in the beginning but it gets harder. You'll see. Maybe when you get to level forty, I'll start playing again," she laughed.
"I'm not sure I'll get that far."
"We'll see," Cassie said and winked at him.
The young woman waved at him and left the kitchen. Thom wasn't sure what to make of it. Did she just flirt with him? Nothing she had said had been illicit in any way, other than they were talking about Anything Goes. Still, he felt like he had just done something inappropriate.
He quickly washed the last glass and then headed upstairs to finally take that shower. A cold one.




-3- Thom

One time, for Thom's thirtieth birthday, Maryann had surprised him by getting a Brazilian wax done. He never had an issue with her grooming or requested her to shave, so suddenly seeing his wife's bare-shaven pussy had been quite a sight. It felt kinkier than usual to go down on her and lick the smooth labia.
Ever since then, Maryann went through cycles of shaving or letting it grow out again, depending on her mood. Occasionally when he came home, she'd be waiting for him at the door, take his hand, and guide it into her pants or up her skirt. Whenever he felt that smooth skin, he knew that he was in for a wonderful evening.
The birthday gift, however, was a moment he would never forget. It felt a little bit cheap to use it now to jerk off. Thom's eyes were closed and he pumped his erection quickly, focusing on the memory. He stifled the grunt he was about to let out as he came. Splish splosh. Cum splashed into the water.
Post-nut clarity set in far too quickly. Thom opened his eyes and looked at the mess. A big rope of cum had hit the rim of the toilet, though fortunately most of it landed in the water. He had just jerked off in a WebSys toilet stall and felt like a complete idiot. At least let this idiocy be good for something. He pulled his phone out of his pocket, unlocked it, and took a picture of the big rope and the semen floating on the water.
Another challenge done. Thom uploaded the picture to Anything Goes. One step closer to level twenty. Ever since Cassie mentioned level twenty, his curiosity had grown and he had breezed through the levels all the way to eighteen. Cleaning up the mess with a wad of toilet paper by the harsh fluorescent light made him wonder if it was even worth it.
"You were in there for a long time," Fred chuckled with a nasty grin after Thom returned to his desk.
"Shut up," Thom groaned.
The phone in his pocket played a quick chime. The picture had been verified surprisingly fast. Fred chuckled and pulled out his own phone. He held up the screen with an expression of pride. Level twenty-one.
"Damn, already?" Thom asked.
"Yeah. I've been a busy little bee instead of wasting my time jerking off on the clock."
"Yeah, right. I know you too well, dude. There's no way you skipped that one," Thom groaned.
"That's why we're best friends," Fred laughed. "Guilty as charged. Why shouldn't I use something I do all the time anyway for my own benefit?"
"Gross."
"Says the guy who just—" Fred cut off as Patty walked past our desk.
They both waited for her to pass. Thom opened a bug report and marked it as a duplicate after a few seconds.
"So what's level twenty like?" Thom asked.
"Can't tell you. You gotta see it for yourself. I doubt you'll beat it, honestly."
"Come on! I heard that's when it starts getting good."
"From who?"
"Someone who's level fifty-two."
"No way you know someone who's level fifty-two. Who?"
"Can't tell you. Gotta find her yourself."
"Her!?"
"It's not what you think."
"It can't be. The only women in your life are Maryann and Haylie and I know neither of them would even get to level five. I think you're just making her up."
"Suit yourself," Thom said and turned his attention back to the computer.
Three hours later, Thom stood up and stretched his arms and back. He said goodbye to Fred on the way down to the parking lot and got into his car.
Only three challenges left to reach level nineteen. Thom scrolled through the list to find something easy to do. Donate twenty bucks to an OnlyFans account. Get a chick's number at a bar. Do twenty push-ups. Record a video of yourself dancing for sixty seconds with no music. Shout the word "dick" as loud as you can in a crowded store. Draw a penis on the back of your hand with a sharpie. Break an egg on your head. Those were the ones he considered the most.
Not all of them were new, some were ones he skipped the previous level. Some were also awful. Write an anonymous love letter to a coworker and leave it on their desk. Order a bouquet of roses for a friend's wife. Take a picture of your asshole. Slap your wife on the ass so hard it leaves a print. Lick the door handle of the break room.
Hopefully, things would change once he hit level twenty because he definitely wasn't going to slap Maryann on the ass. Maybe I should sign up for a gym to build some muscles and be able to do more than two pushups. After a long sigh, Thom opened the app store and searched for OnlyFans. He looked at the logo for at least a minute before putting the phone back in his pocket.
Five minutes later, Thom pulled into the parking lot of a Burger King. The location had a drive-thru, so fortunately the actual store wasn't too busy. He entered and looked around at the customers, most of which were women for some reason. He waited until a family with four children got their order and left. He took a deep breath.
"DICKS!" Thom shouted.
Everyone in the store flinched and whirled to look at him. He fled and raced back to his car. The tires screeched as he pulled out of the parking lot. His heart pounded.
I'm a fucking idiot.




-4- Thom

The fanfare made Thom perk up instantly.
"I'll be right back," he said and kissed Maryann on the cheek.
"Mmhm," she muttered, not taking her eyes off the TV.
The show wasn't particularly interesting. Thom never liked the period romance stuff but Maryann was very into them and he liked chilling out on the couch with her. Not now, though, as he raced to the bathroom. He shut the door and locked it. It seemed appropriate.
The Anything Goes app greeted him with the message he had been hoping for the entire week — Congratulations on reaching Level 20! He eagerly opened the list of new challenges only to be surprised by another survey, like the one he had answered when signing up. This time, he wasn't able to skip any of them.
The first question already threw him for a loop. The app wanted to know his penis size — with picture proof. He stared at the screen for two minutes, contemplating his options. He closed the app and texted his best friend.
THOMAS: What level are you now? 22 right?
FRED: 23 as of yesterday
THOMAS: Did you get a questionnaire at 20?
FRED: LOL
FRED: I knew you wouldn't be able to get to 21
FRED: Afraid of a little dick pic, aren't ya?
THOMAS: You did it?
FRED: I got nothing to be ashamed of
FRED: Do you?
That was a sore point for Thom even though he knew it was silly to feel inadequate about his penis size. At four and a half inches, he considered himself to be of average length, maybe a little less than average, but he also knew that a lot of other people were like that. When looking at the normal curve of penis size distribution, he was part of the vast majority of average-sized guys.
Not that his endowment even mattered. Thom was happily married and Maryann had never complained or asked for more. His penis had fathered an exceptionally amazing kid and given his wife many orgasms throughout the years. He hated how many people cared about penis size as if that was all that was important when it came to sex. It wasn't.
Did it really matter what some dweeb sitting behind a screen thought of his length? No. Thom angrily left the bathroom, went into the office room with the computers, and grabbed a ruler. He unzipped and pumped himself hard. Four and three-fifths inches. He snapped a picture of it and uploaded it to Anything Goes.
The other questions felt like a breeze after that. Age you lost your virginity? Nineteen. Number of sexual partners? One. Have you ever tried anal (giving)? Yes. Have you ever tried anal (receiving)? No. Have you ever had a sexual experience with a member of the same sex? No. Do you have children? Yes, one daughter. Do you ever think about cheating on your spouse? No. Have you ever rimmed your spouse? No.
Congratulations on reaching level 21! You have unlocked referrals.
Thom clicked on the new section that just appeared. Referrals allowed him to recruit another person to Anything Goes and earn skip points. Ten skip points could be used to mark a specific challenge as completed without having to do it, which would undoubtedly come in handy at higher levels. At the moment, he had exactly zero.
Referring a friend, co-worker, or acquaintance earned you only a single point. A cousin, male or female, was worth two points. An aunt or uncle was worth five points. A grandparent was worth seven. Your boss or supervisor was worth ten. Your father was worth fifteen points and your mother twenty. Your son was worth twenty-five. Your spouse was worth thirty points. Your daughter was worth fifty.
The thought of signing up Haylie for Anything Goes made Thom sick. The idea of anyone in his family using Anything Goes was ludicrous. He would just have to do without skip points. Feeling a little bit miffed, he checked out the list of new challenges.
The first challenge made Thom groan — Download two hours of pornography and listen to it on headphones while at work. He distinctly remembered Fred sitting at work with his earbuds not even two weeks ago. The bastard. At least it was easily doable, even if he would catch shit from Fred.
Scrolling through the list, one, in particular, caught Thom's eye. It was marked as a "Plus Challenge", which was a new feature. Lose five pounds of weight — for every additional two pounds lost, earn one Skip Point. The idea captivated him. Over the last decade, he had put on more pounds than he wanted and while he was definitely far from overweight, he did have a visible belly.
Thom booted up his computer and spent fifteen minutes googling gyms in the area. He probably wouldn't be able to earn any skip points but two pounds were definitely doable. Building some muscle would also help with other challenges in the future. He still wasn't able to do anywhere close to twenty push-ups.
A knock on the door made Thom look up. Maryann stood in the doorway, pouting at him.
"Was the show that bad?" she asked.
"No, no, I just got distracted," Thom said, quickly shutting all the browser tabs.
"By that thing on your phone?"
"What thing!?" Thom blurted out, feeling like he was just caught doing something inappropriate.
"That thing on your phone that keeps making noise and then you excuse yourself to be alone and you never mention it."
Busted. Thom didn't know what to say, he just sat there and stared at his wife with a guilty expression. She came into the room and sat down on the edge of the table, looking at her husband with sad eyes.
"I'm not stupid, Thomas. I don't expect you to tell me every little secret but it feels like you're trying to hide something from me. I just want to know it's not what I'm thinking of."
Great, she thinks I'm cheating on her. It couldn't be further from the truth and Thom couldn't let her go on thinking it.
"It's not!" Thom said frantically, picking up his phone. "It's just this stupid thing I'm doing with Fred."
"Oh?" Maryann said, both relieved and curious.
Thom opened the app on his phone. Fortunately, he hadn't done any of the items on the current list. He didn't want to let Maryann know about any of it but it was a better choice than the alternative.
"It's called Anything Goes and you just do these lame challenges to level up, that's it. Fred and I started a couple of months ago and now we're trying to beat each other. It's kind of immature and embarrassing."
"What kind of challenges?"
"Dumb stuff like farting at the office and shouting swear words. Actually, there's kind of a cool one that I'm going to do. Look," he said, showing her the plus challenge he just discovered.
"You're gonna lose two pounds?" Maryann asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Yeah, I was just looking up gyms to join."
"Can I play?"
"Uhhh," Thom stammered.
"Oh, I see. One of those 'guys only' things, huh?"
Maryann was teasing but Thom could tell she was also a little hurt. He hated seeing that look on her face.
"No, you can play but... look, some of the stuff in there is really embarrassing. You don't have to do all of them, you can skip a whole bunch of them. I just do the easy ones and skip all the embarrassing ones."
"Is it on the app store?" Maryann asked, pulling her phone out of her back pocket.
"No, hold on," Thom said and opened the referral menu. If he was going to embarrass himself, could at least get some skip points out of it. "Here, scan this QR code."
"I could stand to lose a couple of pounds, too, if you want to do the challenge together," Maryann offered, pointing her camera at Thom's screen.
"You're starting at level zero. That one's a level twenty-one challenge."
"I'll catch up in no time," Maryann smiled.
Thom felt like he just made a huge mistake.




-5- Maryann

The door to the little shop on Worth Street finally closed and the last client left. Maryann sighed in relief and rolled her neck, trying to massage out the kink. The counter was just an inch too low when she was wearing heels, which was an issue when she had to deal with as many clients as that morning. She waited for another minute but the door stayed shut.
The bell would alert her if anyone entered. Maryann headed for the backroom to get something to drink. Eva, Maryann's best friend and co-worker, was in the break room, fixing her hair in the mirror. She just returned from her lunch break.
"Hey, Annie," Eva said with a smirk. "Must be cold in the showroom."
"What do you mean? I'm actually sweating a little. You know the Andersons who booked an appointment for two and Clark who had a pickup at one? Turns out they all decided to show up a little early. Really coulda used your help."
"Ouch. At least you had the twins for help."
"What are you talking about?"
Eva rolled her eyes and gestured at Maryann's breasts. With a sense of foreboding, Maryann looked down. She wore one of her typical work outfits, a black pencil skirt with opaque pantyhose, a white dress blouse, and a black suit jacket. The only difference was that she wasn't wearing a bra today. Sure enough, both of her nipples were poking through the fortunately thick fabric of the dress shirt.
"Real mature, Eva," Maryann played it off coolly.
"What are you doing showing off the goods? We don't even get tips for better service," Eva giggled.
"It's this stupid app," Maryann groaned.
"There's an app that turns my little goody-two-shoes bestie into an exhibitionist?"
"I'm not wearing a bra one single time, it's not like I'm sucking my husband's dick in the back of the Uber," Maryann countered.
"You're still holding that against me!?" Eva said indignantly. "That was weeks ago!"
"I had to sit next to you for twenty minutes."
"You didn't have to look, though. Anyway, what app are you talking about?"
"Anything Goes. Thom and Fred have been doing it for a couple of months now, I just started last week. You do all kinds of challenges and level up. One of them was to go to work without a bra."
"Uh-huh. And what do you get for doing a challenge?"
"Nothing, really. Well, you get levels but I don't know if there's anything else."
"What level are you?"
"Seven."
"Out of how many?"
"No idea. Thom's twenty-five."
"Pfft. I'm going to kick your ass," Eva said confidently.
Sometimes, Maryann wished she had as much confidence as her friend. Eva was everything that Maryann was not — tall, thin, and hot. Most of the time, Maryann was content with her position in life. She was very comfortable and didn't have to worry about anything, unlike Eva and her constant drama.
It felt like Anything Goes had awakened something in her, a sense of daring and excitement, that felt kind of nice. No wonder Thom is playing it. Ever since she started doing the challenges, she had woken up earlier and with more energy. She had no idea if she was doing the levels fast or not but her goal was to catch up to Thom and surprise him with the news.
"Uh, I'm not sure how to install it, actually. Thom had me sideload it with a QR code but I can't find it in this stupid thing," Maryann said, looking through the app.
"Nice excuse," Eva said, rolling her eyes.
A bell rang in the showroom — someone just entered the store. Maryann sighed and put the phone away but Eva put a hand on her shoulder.
"I'll handle it, Annie. You look like you need a break. Maybe release some tension and take care of those nipples."
"Thanks and fuck off."
Laughing, Eva disappeared through the thick curtains into the showroom. Maryann headed to the kitchenette. The coffee was gone. She sighed and set up the machine to brew a fresh pot. That would take a couple of minutes. She pulled her phone out again.
MARYANN: Hey how can I invite someone to Anything Goes?
MARYANN: Eva wants to play
Thom was at work, which meant he would have plenty of time to read and answer text messages unless he was in a meeting. Sure enough, the typing indicator popped up only a few seconds later.
THOMAS: You have to be 21 to refer someone
THOMAS: You could sideload it directly
THOMAS: Uh hold on
A picture appeared in the chat of a QR code like the one she had scanned.
THOMAS: You can use that one, it's my referral
THOMAS: You won't get any skip points for it
MARYANN: TY <3
The coffee hadn't even started percolating yet. Maryann looked down at her breasts. The nipples weren't as hard anymore but still poked through. She pressed against the left one with her index finger, trying to get it to go down without much success. She pressed on it a second and third time. It felt good.
Damn it, what am I doing?
Nipple play had always been one of her weaknesses. The first drop of water splashed on the coffee grounds in the filter. She walked into the employee bathroom and locked the door. Her cheeks were a little rosy and in her reflection, the nipples were much, much more visible than she thought.
Maryann undid the zipper of her skirt and pushed it down. She already knew what she would find but she checked with two fingers anyway. Yup, I'm fucking wet. How embarrassing. It was all Eva's fault. Somehow, the woman found a way to make everything sexual. Maryann knew that she couldn't go through the rest of the workday with a wet pussy, that was completely inappropriate. Measuring a man's inseam with her mouth inches away from his junk and her juices flowing was gross misconduct.
The only thing Maryann could do was to take care of herself. She slipped the two fingers back between her folds, closed her eyes, and concentrated on Lady Greenhill, one of the main characters in the Austere Manor show. After nearly six episodes of hemming and hawing about her attraction to Greg, the stablehand, she finally admitted to him that she liked him.
The episode didn't end after that, however. Maryann expected a cliffhanger but was treated to a completely unexpected and explicit sex scene in the stables. Greg had taken her in an empty corral, pressed up against the wall, thrusting into Lady Greenhill with powerful strokes. Maryann already fucked herself multiple times to that scene and it still provided ample fuel.
By the time Maryann emerged from the bathroom, cheeks still a little rosy, legs a little wobbly, the coffee was done.




-6- Maryann

Yawning, Maryann trudged into the main bathroom. The sun wasn't even fully up, the days were getting far too short. To her surprise, Fred stood on the scale, buck-naked. She approached him and looked at the LED display. A hundred-sixty-eight pounds.
"How's it looking, sugarbutt?" Maryann asked.
"Really good. Two and a half pounds."
"Very nice."
Grinning, Maryann raised her arm, contemplated her action for just a moment, and then slapped her husband on the ass with her palm. He yelped in a high-pitched squeak and jumped almost a foot in the air.
"Ow! Why did you—oh, God, please tell me you didn't," he groaned, rubbing his cheek.
"Sorry, honey," Maryann said, putting on her most innocent smile. "But I am going to catch up."
"I can't believe you did that."
"It's okay, I'll make it up to you."
Maryann went down on her knees in front of her husband. Fortunately, the runner was soft. She took his penis between her lips and suckled on it until it grew hard. It didn't take long and it wouldn't take much longer. Over twenty years of marriage, she knew exactly which buttons to press to make her husband climax. She pressed them, pushing her lips all the way down his shaft and sucking on the entire length of his dick at the same time.
"Ohhhh," Thom groaned in record time.
Salty cum filled her mouth but she didn't swallow it. She breathed through her nose, sucking out every remaining drop. Once nothing was left, she stood up and planted a quick peck on his cheek. He stared after her as she left the bathroom, his face a mix of pleasure and bewilderment. The handprint on his asscheek was a clear, five-finger outline.
Walking quickly, Maryann dashed back to the bedroom. She unlocked her phone, activated the selfie cam, and opened her mouth. Warm cum dribbled out of the corner of her mouth, running down her chin. She took three selfies with her mouth opened to various widths. One of them had to be good enough. She swallowed and licked her lips clean.
Next, she opened Anything Goes. Slap your husband so hard on his ass it leaves a print — done. Suck off a guy and let him cum in your mouth — she uploaded the selfie as proof. That would push her to level eighteen.
Thom stood in the doorway, wearing only his pajama bottoms. The days spent at the gym definitely had an effect on him, though nothing that showed physically yet. He was more energized and confident, which she liked.
"You know I didn't do any of those kinds of challenges, right?" Thom said cautiously.
"I know. I would have remembered you slapping my butt."
"All I'm saying is that you don't have to worry about me doing any of that sort of stuff without you."
"Honey, we've been married for twenty years," she smiled at him. "I trust you."
"Good," Thom said and scratched the back of his head the way he did when he was working up the courage. "Because, uh, I have this challenge that would help me a lot that I can only do with you."
"Oh?"
"I'm supposed to cum in your ass."
"How naughty," Maryann giggled. "Unfortunately, I don't have that one yet. Once I get it, we can definitely check it off for the both of us."
"Alright, that sounds fair."
"So what level are you now?"
"Twenty-five still. I could be twenty-six but I'm keeping the weight loss one until I drop a few more pounds. You?"
"Eighteen as soon as these verify."
"Shit, already? How'd you get to eighteen so fast?"
"It's not exactly hard," she scoffed.
"Maybe yours are different from mine."
"Definitely. Some of them involve my pussy," she laughed.
"You haven't done those, right?"
"Why wouldn't I?" she countered.
"Uh, I don't know?"
"Like you didn't masturbate in the office. That was one of the easiest."
By the flush on Thom's face, Maryann knew she hit a bullseye. It hadn't been as easy for her as she pretended, some of them had involved a significant amount of moral quandary. Eva practically jumped at the chance of shoplifting something but Maryann didn't want to break the law for just a game. She did, however, record a video of her best friend shoving an expensive bottle of single malt whiskey up her pussy and walking out of the store like she was suffering from muscle spasms.
The naughty ones seemed to be the easiest for her to do. Ever since she started playing Anything Goes, her sex drive seemed to have been amped up from the excitement. She couldn't remember a single day she spent without at least masturbating once and she even started carrying around a vibrator in her purse again.
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The day wasn't going as well as Thom had hoped. He stepped on the scale in the bathroom like he did every morning only to see that he somehow gained half a pound since the day before, though he had no idea how that was possible. That brought his overall progress back down to just under two pounds. He had been hoping to push to level thirty with that one. Maryann had to go into work before dawn because she had an important conference call with a designer from Australia.
It was just him and a list of very annoying tasks. Wear a buttplug to work for at least four hours. Smash the window of a car. Flash your dick to a stranger. Shave your head. Get a Brazilian wax. None of them looked even remotely appealing and the worst part was that Maryann almost caught up. She was level twenty-six already, she had the unfair advantage of being able to do all the naughty ones that he had skipped. At least they both got levels out of them now, even though neither had enjoyed the anal sex very much.
After getting dressed, Thom went into the kitchen and reluctantly opened the fridge. He took out a fresh egg and cracked it into a glass. I really hope I'm not going to get salmonella for a fucking app. Thirty seconds of contemplation later, he raised the glass to his lips and swallowed the raw egg, trying his best not to gag in the process. It was disgusting and he washed it down with water, trying to get the slimy sensation out of his mouth.
If he was going to do one stupid thing, he might as well do another. He went back upstairs to the bathroom and stood in front of Maryann's sink. She had a lot of different perfumes and he had no idea which was which. He grabbed one at random and spritzed himself three times. It was a very floral, very girly perfume. Perfect.
Two more challenges done. He submitted them both to Anything Goes.
As Thom pulled into the WebSys parking lot, he heard the fanfare. He quickly parked and pulled his phone out. Congratulations on reaching Level 30!
You have unlocked Daily Challenges! Daily challenges were special challenges that were available every single day and earned you skip points. He hadn't used any of his thirty-one skip points yet but he knew they would come in handy later.
There were two dailies available, highlighted in orange. Watch a video for one skip point. Rate pictures for one skip point. Thom clicked on the video challenge. It was porn, judging by the intro music. It was also twenty minutes long, too long to watch in the parking lot. He backed out and clicked on the other one.
The image of an erect, black penis filled his screen. Thom nearly dropped the phone in surprise. It was one of those absurdly big, fake-looking cocks he always saw in porn, though this one seemed to be taken in a hotel room. A ruler next to it proclaimed it to be just a hair over eight inches. Annoyed, he rated it as one star.
The next picture was of another cock, seven inches, white this time, and uncut. It was taken in front of a mirror and the guy's abs were visible. That received another one-star photo. What is the point of this? he wondered, looking at the third cock. It was brown with a pink tip and had thick veins running along the shaft. One star.
A message popped up on the screen. Warning! You have voted outside of the norm. The sample penis pictures are the top three highest-rated penises on Anything Goes. While individual tastes may differ, inauthentic behavior may lead to further warnings, sanctions, or the loss of your account. Please try to judge all pictures objectively. That rankled Thom. He was a straight man, why would he rate any penis five stars?
Of course, he knew what was expected of him. He was supposed to rate all big dicks highly and small dicks poorly. Typical. It wasn't worth a fight, however. The next picture was of a white cock, six inches, uncut, bent to the left. He rated it three stars, hoping to satisfy the app. Then he was looking at something much more pleasant — a woman in her fifties, wearing a wide-brim hat and a loose beach dress, sitting on a beach chair at the ocean. Her knees were spread and she was flashing her pussy to the photographer, though it was mostly covered by a dense patch of pubic hair. He rated it a four.
The next picture made his cock twitch. A college-aged chick in a skimpy cheerleader outfit, standing next to a woman dressed as a witch. Probably a Halloween picture. The cheerleader with blonde hair arched her back with her ass toward the camera, lifting the way-too-short skirt of her uniform. The witch had one hand on the cheerleader's ass and both of them were grinning at the camera. Thom rated it a five. Another dick in a bed — two. Another pussy but without a face — three.
After rating ten pictures, he was done. For an additional 20 Skip Points, allow other users to rate your penis. Thom stared at the picture of his own erection that he had submitted at level twenty. The other pictures must have been of other Anything Goes players. Did it really make a difference if people he'd never meet saw it? There wasn't anything identifying in his picture, just his penis, a ruler, and the beige carpet of his office. Fuck it, he thought as he pressed the "Allow" button.
"Guess who's level thirty?" Thom asked as he sat down at his desk and booted up his workstation.
"Oh, shit, congrats," Fred said, offering a high five.
"What level are you at now?" Thom asked, high-fiving him.
"Thirty-one still. I think I'm gonna stop playing."
"What!? Are the new challenges that hard?"
"Nah, it's not that. You know that chick I went out on a date with last week?"
"Veronica, right?"
"Yeah. She actually called me back and we've been talking a lot and now we're kinda going on a second date."
"No shit? A second date? You?"
"I know," Fred chuckled. "That's why I'm probably gonna stop playing. Looking at porn all day and trying to hook up with strangers doesn't help."
"Maryann and I are doing fine."
"Yeah but you've been married for twenty years. I don't even know Veronica's last name, I'm not gonna ask if I can cum in her ass and upload a picture of it for internet cred."
"You could just skip those," Thom suggested.
"Nah. I actually feel a little bit left out. You and Maryann seem to be doing better than ever because of Anything Goes. It must be nice having a partner that you can trust."
"Damn. Rip to a true bachelor," Thom chuckled.
"Don't worry. If things go south again, I'm gonna kick your ass in no time."
During his lunch break, Thom went down to the parking lot with a pocket full of oat bars from the vending machine, entered his car, and put in his earbuds. It was time to get the second daily challenge out of the way. He started the video.
It was a clean, bright video of an attractive, white, blonde woman in her thirties standing in front of a massage table. She reminded Thom a little of his own wife, though Maryann had wider hips and fuller breasts. A man walked into view, wearing the same white bathrobe as the woman, though his skin was ebony. He took off his robe and climbed onto the table.
Sensual music played as the woman retrieved a wooden bowl from off-screen and approached the table. Thom had seen videos like it before — erotic oil massages. The woman began her sensual massage, eventually focusing on the larger-than-life penis of the man. She disrobed and started licking the cock, switching over to a lengthy oral session. The slurping noises were highly exaggerated.
Halfway through the video, the woman climbed up on the massage table and started riding the man. She moaned and kept repeating just how big he was. A few close-ups showed the black shaft stretching her pussy, slick with juices. They went through a few positions, ending with her on the table and him blowing his massive load on her face.
The video ended and Thom was left with a feeling of envy and an erection harder than steel. He couldn't deny that videos like that were extremely erotic. There was something satisfying about the contrast between their skin and the slow but powerful movements. Sometimes, he wished that his cock was as big as that and wondered if Maryann would moan like the woman in the video.




-8- Maryann

"What about this one?" Eva asked, holding the screen up.
The penis was incredible. Perfectly straight as if supported by magic, circumcised, and seven inches long. The guy had shaved everything off and his testicles hung low, like a prize bull.
"Pretty nice. Five stars again?" Maryann said.
"Yeah, right," Eva snorted and tapped on the screen. "That's four at most."
"Why only four?"
"The length is nice but it's a little thin and look at the way his glans slopes to a point. You want a nice, big ridge to scrape you raw on the inside."
"Gross," Maryann scoffed.
"Right, I forgot you're married to Mr. Pencildick," Eva said, rolling her eyes.
"Shut up. Thom's penis is perfectly adequate."
"Yeah, you said it. Adequate. You don't know what it's like to have a big, fat cock tear you up so hard you forget—"
The door opened and the bell rang. Maryann straightened up and Eva whisked the phone beneath the counter. The client was Mrs. Gray, a regular customer. Incredibly rich, in her fifties, with a taste in clothes that matched her wealth. After a recent bout with breast cancer, Mrs. Gray had a double mastectomy and received implants. Now she needed to have her wardrobe altered to fit her new measurements — bigger than before.
The work was a good distraction from all the dicks and pussies floating around Maryann's head. They chit-chatted while she measured every part of the woman's body. Other than the chest area, everything else had stayed the same, which was impressive. She mentioned that she had signed up for a gym recently and started working out, wondering how Mrs. Gray managed to stay in shape. Mrs. Gray just laughed and said she had a team of cooks and nutritionists who tortured her by only feeding her the exact amount of calories she needed.
"Damn it," Eva said after the woman left, glaring at her phone.
"What?"
"Another day and I still haven't come across your picture. You did agree to be rated, right?"
"Of course. It's sitting at four-point-five stars right now. Why do you want to see it? You've seen me naked before."
"I want to know the kind of picture that Perfect Angel Annie took of her cunt."
"You're such a weirdo sometimes. I'm not an angel just because I don't cheat on my husband."
"I'm not cheating on Harry. It's an open relationship."
"Yes, one that he definitely agreed to willingly," Maryann snorted with laughter.
"Well, he hasn't divorced me after ten years, so..." Eva shrugged.
The marriage of her best friend had always baffled Maryann. The two of them met on a vacation in Mexico and got married a week after coming back to America. Harry was a workaholic and Eva had been in her party girl phase, so they practically never spent any time together and the only reason Maryann knew anything about the man was because Eva dragged him to double dates occasionally. It seemed like Harry only cared about having a hot wife that he got to bang when he wanted and not much else. The complete opposite of her own marriage.
"So what's your daily video?" Eva asked.
"I don't know, I haven't watched it yet."
"Boring. What about your challenges? Got anything fun in there?"
"Why are you so damn horny today? You've been talking about Anything Goes nonstop."
Grinning, Eva tapped on her phone and showed Maryann the screen with a list of challenges. One of them was highlighted. Keep a dildo inside of you for eight hours.
"Oh, for fuck's sake," Maryann groaned. "I did not need to know that."
"It's starting to chafe a little but god damn, I feel like I've drank ten coffees."
"You fitted customers with that thing in you!"
"I know. You're gonna have that challenge soon and I'm gonna make you do it."
"If I'm gonna do it, I'm gonna do it on the weekend or after work."
"Speaking of challenges you're going to do at work, when are you flashing those puppies of yours?"
Flash your breasts to a stranger.
"I'm not. I'm skipping it as soon as I have enough points."
"Why? That one is really easy and you'll finally hit thirty-two."
"Because I'm not showing my tits to a stranger."
"And yet you claim you allowed others to rate your sweet pussy."
"That's different. Nobody can see my face and it's all anonymous."
"You can just make it look like an accident. Here."
Eva stepped closer and undid the top three buttons of Maryann's dress shirt. It didn't really accomplish much other than showing a hefty amount of cleavage since the plain, white bra held everything firmly in place. Eva frowned at it for a moment before abruptly snaking her hand inside Maryann's jacket, reaching around to the back, and somehow undoing the bra clasp over the dress shirt with nimble fingers. The bra popped loose, only held by the shoulders.
"Hey!" Maryann complained, reaching behind her back to try and fasten the clip again.
"If you take that thing off, all you gotta do is just a little bit forward and bam, challenge complete."
"No way! Damn it, why'd you do that? I need to—"
The door opened and the bell rang. Mr. Khan walked in for his eleven o'clock appointment. Shit. Maryann withdrew her hands.
"I gotta go," Eva said quickly and quickly headed for the backroom. "Good morning, Mr. Khan. Maryann will attend to you."
"Come back!" Maryann hissed but her plea fell on deaf ears.
The bra still covered her breasts and was held in place by the dress shirt but it was a much looser arrangement than she hoped. She tried her best to fix the straps in place with her arms and not look like she was acting weird in any way. She smiled at the man and his comically large mustache.
"Good morning, Mr. Khan," Maryann said, putting on her professional smile. "Your suit is ready and waiting."
"Wonderful, Mrs. Fisher. How did it turn out?"
"You be the judge but I am confident it will surpass your expectations. Would you like some tea or coffee?"
"Earl Gray, if you have it."
"Of course. Please make yourself comfortable in the changing room while I fetch the suit."
Mr. Khan was a man with an unusually broad chest and shoulders. A former wrestler turned bodybuilder turned fitness coach turned actor. He wanted a flashy suit to wear on the red carpet for his upcoming movie and they designed one for him, a pinstripe suit where the stripes were stitched with his name.
The suit was already at hand by the counter but Maryann needed to dip into the bathroom to fix her bra. Just as she reached the entrance, the curtains parted and Eva emerged, carrying a steaming cup of Earl Gray on a saucer. Mr. Khan hadn't even disappeared into the changing room yet.
"Here you go," Eva said loudly, blocking the doorway. "I already put the suit out so we don't keep Mr. Khan waiting."
"Move you fucking bitch," Maryann hissed.
"Not a chance, Angel Annie," Eva whispered back, pushing the tea at her.
Maryann knew she wasn't a match for Eva's pettiness, at least not without causing a scene. Trying her hardest not to throw the hot tea into Eva's face, Maryann turned around and presented a professional face to Mr. Khan. She walked behind the counter and grabbed the suit hangers.
The changing room was large enough to be considered a small apartment. It had a dressing room with one wall being a mirror, a waiting room with more than enough hooks and clothes hangers for an entire football team, and its own bathroom. The light in the waiting area was dim to create a more intimate atmosphere. Maryann set the tea down on the antique accent table, feeling the bra shift uncomfortably.
"The suit is made of a virgin wool and silk blend that both looks and feels luxurious," Maryann said.
After separating the individual items to make sure everything was there, Maryann carried the four hangers into the dressing room. She caught sight of herself in the mirror and cursed Eva. Her cleavage was a hot mess and if she buttoned up now, Mr. Khan would definitely notice the difference.
Upon her return to the waiting area, she noticed something shiny and red lying on the floor. Fuck. The designer had sent along a complementary matching tie with the suit. She quickly bent down to pick it up and realized her mistake too late. Her breasts, free of their support, swung forward. Unrestricted by the buttons of the dress shirt, her left breast popped out. It was still partially covered by her bra but the damage was done.
Scrambling frantically, Maryann shoved the boob back into the shirt. Heat exploded in her face and she blushed hard enough to rival a tomato.
"The, uh, the tie is, um, complimentary..." she stammered, holding out the tie.
Mr. Khan's expression was a look of surprise and amusement. He was, of course, a gentleman and pretended as if nothing happened. He accepted the tie and headed into the changing room, drawing the curtain shut.
As soon as he was out of sight, Maryann yanked the shirt out of the waistline of her skirt. She pulled the bra back into place and latched it, triple checking to make sure it held. She stuffed the dress shirt back into the skirt and tried her best to smooth it out.
Mortified to her core, Maryann waited. The man had definitely seen her breast, though she wasn't sure how much. Any amount was too much, though. He was a client. She could get fired. A man had seen her exposed. The first guy that had knowingly seen her breast outside of a doctor's office ever since she stopped breastfeeding Haylie. Her heart hammered in her chest with no end in sight.
When Mr. Khan emerged, Maryann was in a dream-like state. She nodded and responded to his questions without being aware of what she actually said. He seemed content with the suit, said something that she couldn't remember afterward, and left. She fled to the backroom.
"Did you do it?" Eva asked with a grin.
"Fuck you!" Maryann growled, shoving her best friend out of the way to the bathroom. "I could get fired!"
Locking the door, Maryann inspected her face. Somehow, her hair was out of place and her cheeks were still flush. The dress shirt showed clear signs of being hastily rearranged. God, how she must have embarrassed herself; what must Mr. Khan have thought of her? Would he think it was a wardrobe malfunction or just a dumb idiot slut with the worst come-on in history?
"You alright in there?" Eva asked, knocking on the door.
No, Maryann wasn't alright. Her body was buzzing with a whole soup of emotions. She unzipped the skirt and shoved her hand between her legs. The panties were absolutely soaked. She didn't bother with anything else and just started dragging her fingers across her clit.
Bracing herself on the sink with one hand, Maryann's orgasm still nearly knocked her off her legs. It was fiery hot, one of those rare explosions that made her entire body tremble. It seemed to last for minutes before finally ebbing off.
What the fuck was that? she asked herself, looking at her flushed face in the mirror. Why the fuck was I that wet?
Feeling more than a little confused, Maryann returned to the break room. Fortunately, Eva was on the phone in the showroom. She grabbed her phone, opened the Anything Goes app, and marked that stupid challenge as completed. Even if she hadn't intended for it to happen, she wasn't going to let that go to waste.
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Friday. One more day until the weekend. Maryann yawned and stretched rigorously, not wanting to leave the warm bed. Thom was already awake, watching something on his phone with the headphones in.
"What are you watching?" Maryann asked.
Thom jumped a little in surprise but then he turned the phone so she could see the screen. It was a daily porn video from Anything Goes. Two cheerleaders were on their knees, getting railed by two black guys from behind. Both of the women's faces were distorted with pleasure; one of them was drooling.
"It's almost over," Thom said.
Smirking, Maryann cuddled closer to him and reached for his groin. There was a solid tent in his pajamas. She slipped her hand underneath the elastic waistband and dragged her fingers over his balls. With her thumb, index, and middle finger, she started massaging his uncut tip.
"Mmm," Thom moaned.
The arms of the cheerleader on the left collapsed and she fell forward on her face with her ass still up in the air. Part of the stud's cock came into view and the sight of it enthralled Maryann. It was so large, even half buried inside her pussy. He couldn't even push it in all the way.
"How does that thing even fit?" she asked.
"Everything in porn is staged," Thom said.
Staged or not, it was impressive. Maryann felt herself getting turned on. Suddenly, the penis between her fingers started twitching and warm semen emanated from the tip. Thom let out a groan. She cupped her palm over his tip so it wouldn't splash too much on the sheets.
"Someone was horny," Maryann giggled, yanking the duvet off him with her other hand. "Go clean up."
"Video's almost done," Thom said, not taking his eyes off the screen.
That was a little odd. Thom had never been big into porn and often criticized the videos they watched, especially ones like the one he was watching, but apparently earning skip points in Anything Goes was more important. He already had a lot more than her because of the referrals. She got up and headed for the bathroom to wash her hands and do her morning business.
"What video did you get today?" Thom asked after Maryann stepped out of the shower.
"No idea, let me check," Maryann answered, wrapping a towel around herself.
The level taunted her as she opened the app. Thirty-eight, one level behind Thom, with one challenge needed to level up. Unfortunately, most of the challenges were particularly awful ones or ones she couldn't do yet. Poop in your pants. Trigger a fire alarm. Text your ex — Maryann didn't have any. Get drunk at ten in the morning. Join the mile-high club. Learn how to parkour. Bench press 200 lb — that would take a very long time. Run a half-marathon — she was working toward that one, technically. Eat a live squid.
"Ooh, I've actually heard of these before," Maryann said after clicking the daily video. "EarFuck is a porn company that creates narrated stories aimed at women. I've been meaning to check them out eventually."
"It's just someone talking?"
"More or less, yeah. It has some sexy pictures to help the imagination but it's just a story."
"Wanna listen to it together?"
"Maybe after work."
There were two challenges she could knock out at the same time. Don't wear any underwear to work and Keep a dildo inside of you for 8 hours. She spent a lot of time debating internally on whether or not to do it but it was by far the easiest option to advance to the next level. While Thom was in the shower, she went through her drawer of toys and grabbed the one that would be the most comfortable, a pink, five-inch, bendable dildo that her husband always said looked like a worm. She dabbed a little lube on it and slid it inside.
Thirty minutes later, Maryann pulled into the employee parking lot behind the tailor shop. Just walking to the employee entrance felt completely different with a dildo in. She unlocked the door and flicked on the lights. Eva wasn't working that day, it would be just her and Emily. First stop was the bathroom, where she quickly pulled down her thick pantyhose and checked that the dildo hadn't shifted out. The lube proved to be unnecessary as her own body produced more than enough to keep it slippery. She took a picture of her pantieless pussy and submitted it to Anything Goes.
With over an hour to go until the shop opened, Maryann had plenty of time to do the dailies. She plugged in her earbuds and started the EarFuck video.
The story was about Cathryn on the day of her thirty-fifth birthday. To celebrate, her husband had taken her along on one of his work trips to a tropical paradise. Unfortunately, he had to work all evening on the big day — same as always. Rather than wallowing in her neglected misery, Cathryn decided to explore the island.
While listening, Maryann prepped for the day. She set up a fresh pot of coffee and emptied the dishwasher. The showroom and changing rooms were cleaned at the end of the day but she had to make sure that nothing had happened overnight or been forgotten.
Cathryn came across a party on the beach at night time where she met Stasha, her boyfriend Andros, and her friend Yiannis. They hit it off and once the three found out that it was her birthday, they made it their mission to make Cathryn's night unforgettable. They drank enough to be tipsy and then went back to the resort the three of them stayed at where they had a private hot tub.
It wasn't hard to guess what happened next but Maryann was drawn in by the story anyway. Some of that had to do with the dildo in her. Every time she shifted her body to rearrange clothing or grab something from the top drawer, she felt move a little.
Unprepared for a dip in the hot tub, Cathryn hadn't brought a bathing suit. The others said that was fine since they were planning on skinny dipping anyway. Cathryn almost backed out but seeing the naked Greek men awoke the lust inside of her. If her husband didn't want to make the time to take care of her needs, she had to take care of them herself. The thrill of cheating on him was almost as big as being naked with three strangers.
After a little flirting and a little bit more alcohol, Yiannis began to finger her while the other two watched. When everything devolved into group sex, Maryann stopped what she was doing, leaned against the kitchenette counter, and closed her eyes. She flexed her Kegels while hearing detailed descriptions of the two hairy Greeks and their cocks, fucking and sucking Cathryn with unearthly expertise.
The finale was Yiannis fucking Cathryn in the ass, Andros pumping her pussy and sucking her nipples, and Stasha making out with her. Maryann surprised herself by climaxing in sync with Cathryn — a surprisingly good one that left her legs trembling for minutes afterward. She had to go to the bathroom to wipe herself dry.
Working after that was a challenge. The orgasm only heightened her sensitivity, making the dildo much more of a distraction. By the time Emily showed up, her inner engine had fortunately shifted down a few gears.
At lunchtime, Maryann felt incredibly guilty. Work was supposed to be work but all day long she found little excuses to dip into the break room or the bathroom and play with herself, just to take some of the edge off. The combination of not wearing underwear along with the dildo was particularly bad since she had to keep wiping herself down to stop the juices from running down her legs.
With only two more hours left in the day, the door opened and the last scheduled client of the day walked in while Emily was out, picking up an order. According to the computer, the appointment for a fitting had been made on very short notice and his name was Glitter — no last name given. Maryann wondered if it was a stage name because the man did not look like one of their usual customers. He was young, in his late twenties, and dressed in bright, modern clothes. His hair was woven into cornrows, he had a strong jaw, and his skin was dark cocoa.
"Good afternoon, Glitter," she greeted him. "My name is Maryann and I hope to be of assistance today."
"'sup," he said, nodding.
"Uh, you're here for a fitting?" Maryann asked. "What kind of a suit are you looking for?"
"Not sure, don't really have any suits. Got a wedding to go to."
"Are you the groom or a groomsman?"
"Just a guest. You're Eva's friend, right?"
"Uh, yeah. How do you know her?" Maryann asked, suddenly wary.
"We've been friends for a while. She was the one that made my appointment."
"Why not make an appointment when she's working?" Maryann probed, suspecting shenanigans.
"She said you were better and prettier. At least one of those is right," he smiled.
Fucking great. Why did she pick today of all days? Maryann was doing two challenges already specifically because Eva wasn't working.
"Look, I don't know what she's told you but today isn't a good day for it. We're trying to run a serious business—"
"I really do need a suit," he said quickly, putting up his hands in a calming gesture. "My big sis is getting married in two months."
"And that's the only reason you're here? I'm married, you know."
"We hardly know each other, Maryann. I think it's a little too early for you to start flirting with me," Glitter grinned.
"I'm not—I wasn't—" Maryann stammered and took a deep breath. She remembered where and who she was. "Let's get you fitted for a suit. Would you like anything to drink?"
"Nah, I'm good."
"Right this way," Maryann said, gesturing toward the changing room.
She knew that she should take out the dildo but she was already so close to the goal, she didn't want all those hours of suffering to go to waste. A fitting wouldn't take long and then she could send the man on his way again.
"Since you're Eva's friend, can I ask you something personal?" Maryann asked.
"You want to know if Glitter is my real name, right?"
"Uh, yeah," she said, feeling herself blush a little.
"Yeah, it's real. My big sister's Starlight and my little sister's Dazzle. My parents smoked a lot of weed."
Maryann didn't know what to say to that. Her brain wasn't in the best condition for processing information like that. She drew the curtains shut.
"You'll need to take off the jacket, please," she said, retrieving the measuring tape and a notepad from the drawer.
When she turned around again, Glitter's jacket was on the chair and he was already in the process of pulling off his tank top. She hadn't been able to see his physique through the loose jacket and hadn't realized just how well-built he was. The man had an honest to god six-pack. She had never seen one of those in real life, not even at the gym. His chest was completely hairless and his dark skin had a nice luster to it.
"You take measurements with your eyes?" he asked, smirking.
Shit. What the fuck am I doing? Maryann yanked her brain back under control and approached him. He smelled good, vanilla and something else.
"You could have left your tank top on."
"I want to make sure the suit fits."
"The measuring tape might be a little cold at first," she warned him, looping it around his torso while trying to maintain her distance to his bare skin.
Waist, chest, shoulders, arms, neck. She carefully noted down each measurement in the notepad, trying to delay the inevitable.
"How's it looking?" he asked.
"Uh, pretty good. What do you do for a living?" she asked, trying to distract herself.
"Software developer."
"Really!?" Maryann blurted out.
"Is that the wrong answer?"
"No, no, it's just... my husband is a software developer, too, and he barely has the time to go to the gym."
"Where does he work?"
"WebSys."
"Haven't heard of them. Big company?"
"Medium, I'd say. I think about three hundred employees, though not all in Springfield."
"Ah. I work for a tiny startup and we're big on the whole work-life balance thing. Got a gym at the office and everything."
"So you're getting paid to work out?"
"Sometimes, yeah."
"Must be nice," she chuckled. "I started going regularly recently and if someone paid me, it would make going a lot easier."
"Well, whatever it is you're doing, you look great."
"I'm going to the gym with my husband."
"You really hate compliments, huh?" he laughed.
"No offense but I don't trust Eva."
"I thought she was your best friend."
"Yes, unfortunately," Maryann sighed. "Could you please take off your pants? They're a little too baggy to get an accurate measurement."
Glitter stepped out of his shoes. Maryann turned around to give him some privacy and to take a deep breath. So far she had been mostly standing still, which was fine but she'd have to squat down to measure his legs and she was afraid of what that might do to the dildo.
When she turned around again, her heart skipped two beats. Glitter was naked, save for his charcoal socks. His cock was big. Even flaccid, it was bigger than Thom's. The shaft was even darker than the rest of him. The tip was hidden inside the uncircumcised skin. His testicles were shaved and drawn close to his body.
Maryann's heart was racing. The realization hit her that she was in a secluded cabin with a tall, strong, naked guy.
"Y-y-you didn't... un-underwear..." she stammered, unable to take her eyes off of his junk.
"Sorry, wasn't wearing any. It's not a problem, is it?" he asked nonchalantly as if he stripped naked in front of strangers every day.
Fucking Eva.
"N-no."
It's just a few measurements. I have done them a thousand times before. She wasn't going to let Eva win.
Maryann approached him and very carefully squatted down, squeezing the dildo to try and stop it from shifting around too much. When her face was at the same level as the penis, it seemed so much bigger than before. Could dicks really get that big? Of course, she had seen plenty of porn with well-endowed guys but it was different seeing one up close. It was definitely too big to fit into any of her holes.
Suddenly, distracted by the view in front of her, she shifted slightly and the dildo moved. She tried to rebalance, which only made it move again. Her pussy started to tingle. Her leg started to tremble. Oh no.
In a panic, Maryann reached for the only thing she could to try and maintain her balance — Glitter's firm thigh.
"Are you—" he started.
"Ohhh, God, ohh," Maryann moaned.
The orgasm rocked her off her legs and she fell forward, her face pressing into something warm. It took her far too long to realize exactly what it was she fell into and what her lips were touching. She struggled to open her eyes and confirm her suspicion — it was Glitter's cock, no longer completely flaccid. Her lips touched his shaft and his balls pressed against her cheek. In a brief resurgence of consciousness, Maryann recoiled and fell on her back before the euphoria took over.
Breathless and panting, Maryann opened her eyes and looked up at the naked man, standing over her with a look of concern on his face. His cock was somewhere between hard and flaccid, pointing at her menacingly.
"Are you okay?" Glitter asked.
"Please go," Maryann pleaded in her complete humiliation.
"Do you need an ambulance or something?"
"Go away and tell Eva to go fuck herself," she growled.
At last, he got the hint and grabbed his clothes. Maryann waited until she heard the bell ring and the door close before moving. More than anything, she wanted to take the dildo out, put on some underwear, and pretend like the day hadn't happened. It was by far the most embarrassing and humiliating experience of her life, yet for some reason, her body felt like it was buzzing with electricity.
On wobbly legs, she made it to the bathroom. The pantyhose was a mess, drenched halfway down to her thighs. She did the best she could to dry it with paper towels. Fortunately, there wasn't much time left in the day.




-10- Maryann

The Springfield Mall was always busy Saturdays. Maryann slowly worked her way through the crowd and to the food court. The air was thick with the smell of fried food and empty calories. Children shouting, chairs dragging across the tiled floor, cutlery clinking... it had been a while since she hung out at the food court. Not since Haylie got her driver's license and her own car.
When she spotted what she was looking for, she froze. Eva wasn't alone at the table. The last person in the world she wanted to see sat next to her — Glitter. She contemplated just turning around and leaving but, unfortunately, Eva spotted her and waved. Groaning internally, she headed for the table.
"What's he doing here?" Maryann asked in lieu of a greeting.
The memory of his big dick popped into Maryann's head for the dozenth time since the day before. Her lips tingled. Glitter rose to his feet but didn't make a motion to leave.
"I wanted to apologize for yesterday," he said in his smooth voice. "Eva assured me that it was all part of a game you two are playing."
"It wasn't," Maryann said tersely.
"I know that now. I'm sorry. I didn't mean any harm."
"He's serious," Eva said with a big grin. "You should have seen how concerned he was when he thought you had a seizure. It was quite touching."
"I can forgive him but I'm not ready to forgive you," Maryann snapped.
"Forgive me!? For what?" Eva said with mock surprise. "Bestie, if you cum from just looking at a decently sized dick, you should be thanking me. Sit down and tell me about your day."
"What the hell were you thinking?" Maryann asked, remaining on her feet. "I haven't been able to look Thom in the eyes since."
"Could I get you anything to eat or drink?" Glitter offered.
"Spicy chicken burger from Wong's and a sprite, please," Eva said. "And I'm paying."
The steam that Maryann built up all morning was already out of pressure and she had a lot of nostalgia for Wong's — which Eva knew, of course. She planned on grabbing lunch at the mall regardless of what happened.
"I'll have a veggie rice bowl, then. Cherry coke," Maryann said, sitting down opposite Eva.
"Right away, ma'am," Glitter said, bowing and tipping an invisible hat.
"Isn't he cute?" Eva said as soon as he was out of earshot.
"He actually seems like a decent guy. Why did you trick him like that?"
"I asked around in my circle of friends and he seems to be genuinely into you."
"And you thought I'd what? See how big his dick is and immediately want to fuck him?"
"Of course not. You don't have an Anything Goes challenge for that yet. You do, however, have one to deepthroat a big dick."
"Or a dildo, which is already in the mail," Maryann countered.
"I didn't expect you to cum while rubbing your face on his dick, though," Eva said, leaning forward with a big grin.
"Is that what he said happened!? That's not what happened!"
"Then what did happen?"
"I was doing a stupid challenge, okay?" Maryann groaned.
"Ooh, dildo in your pussy?" Eva squealed.
"Yeah. Squatting down was a mistake. Falling against him was one hundred percent an accident."
"Uh-huh. Did you get a good taste of his big, black cock?"
"Don't be gross," Maryann scoffed, trying to ignore the faint tingling in her lips.
If Maryann hadn't known Eva since kindergarten, she probably never would have talked to her again, but the two of them had been through so much worse already. She could never stay mad at Eva for too long, even if she thought that the prank with Glitter was taking it too far.
"Mom? Aunt Eva?"
Maryann looked up, surprised to find her daughter and her friend Cassie standing there. They were dressed in typical modern fashion and both had shopping bags from Thompson's Boutique on their arms. She still wasn't entirely sure what to make of Cassie and her tattoos and piercings but she already braced herself for Haylie to one day show up with a tattoo of her own.
"Good afternoon, daughter and friend," Maryann said. "Eva, that's Cassie, the one I told you about."
"Oh? I have a reputation?" Cassie asked with a proud smirk.
"The tattoo looks better than she described," Eva said. "Aren't you two a little old to still hang out at the mall?"
"Look who's talking, grandma," Haylie laughed. "At least we came here for food but you two aren't even eating anything."
On cue, Glitter returned, carrying a tray laden with food and drinks. How was it possible for him to show off his biceps while carrying a relatively light tray? Was it just Maryann's imagination or did he smirk when he saw she was watching him? He sat down next to her as if to prove a point and she felt a little warmth rise to her head. He smelled the same as he did the day before, though the aroma wasn't as intense as when her nose was pressed against his junk.
"Well, hello there," Cassie said in a suddenly deeper and sulkier tone.
"Girls, this is my suspiciously single friend, Glitter. That lovely young woman is Haylie, Annie's daughter," Eva said, gesturing at Haylie, "and that hellraiser is Cassie."
"You don't mind if we join you for lunch, do you?" Cassie asked shamelessly.
"Not at all," Eva offered before Maryann had a chance to even think about it.
"Sure," Maryann said, determined to get back at Eva at least a little. "Eva is paying, right?"
"Right. Just Venmo me the bill."
"You wanna buy since you have her info already?" Cassie asked Haylie.
"Sure. I'll be right back," Haylie said.
There was an open chair next to Eva but Cassie made her intention clear when she dragged a chair from an unused table and sat at the end, next to Glitter.
"Can I ask you something?" Cassie asked.
"Yes, the name is real," Glitter chuckled.
"Cute."
"So what are you two doing here today?" Maryann asked and took a sip of her drink.
"Just some sexy new underwear. Now that I'm actually doing med school, there are a lot of parties I need to attend so I can network with all the doctors and find a good hospital to work at later," Cassie said.
It was a little bit annoying to watch Cassie shamelessly flirt with Glitter like that.
"It's very noble of you to want to be a nurse," Maryann teased.
"Doctor," Cassie said sharply. "Nurses do not need to go to med school."
"Maybe you should have mentioned that," Eva piled on.
"What do you do?" Cassie asked Glitter.
"Software dev," Glitter answered.
"Really?"
"Why does no one believe me?" Glitter demanded from the table.
"That's because you're way too cute to be a nerd."
Maryann felt like the third wheel on a date. She was particularly annoyed because Glitter was only there because of her, not to hook up with Cassie. She couldn't even talk about Anything Goes in front of her daughter or her friend.
Fortunately, Haylie returned with burgers and fries and Maryann could distract herself by starting on her veggie rice bowl. Back in the day, when she was in high school, Eva and she used to eat at Wong's multiple times a week and spent the entire day at the mall, talking about their future. Life had seemed so different back then. They dreamed about becoming famous models or tv stars and traveling the world, visiting tropical paradises, and partying all day.
Then Maryann met Thom in college and fell in love with his steadying, calming presence. He was a counterweight to Eva's wildness and provided a foundation that she could build a life on. It wasn't the life she had imagined living as a teenager but those were just childish fantasies. Still, sometimes she wondered what life would be if she were more like Eva or Cassie — women that could shamelessly flirt with guys.
"So what are you guys doing at the mall anyway?" Haylie asked during a rare lull in the conversation.
"Your mom came here to crucify me for helping her," Eva said.
"I still might," Maryann added.
"Is that why you need a bodyguard?" Haylie laughed, nodding at Glitter.
"Oh, no, Glitter is a terrible bodyguard. He's gentle as a kitten... unless you beg him to be rough, of course," Eva said, shooting Maryann a challenging look. "I can handle your mom on my own."
"We'll see about that," Maryann grumbled.
"If you need help, just ask," Glitter chuckled.
Something inside of Maryann roared. Glitter offered to help her and he wasn't looking at Cassie. The feeling of triumph was immediately followed by guilt. What the fuck am I doing? I'm married!
"You know, I could use a little help. Med school is throwing so many websites and programs at us, I can't even remember all their names. There are so many platforms for managing patients, prescriptions, operating schedules. I bet there are a ton of opportunities for smart IT guys to make a lot of money," Cassie said.
The instinct to scratch Cassie's stupid eyes out nearly overwhelmed Maryann. She clenched her fist and took a deep breath. Why was she jealous? Glitter was there because of her but it wasn't like either of them made a commitment. In fact, there was the opposite of commitment.
"Med field is tough to get into. There's a ton of laws and regulations you have to follow," Glitter said. "Tech startups are a lot easier."
"So you like easy, huh?" Cassie grinned. "I can do that."
That was too much for Maryann. She felt like puking.
"Excuse me for a moment," she said and stood up.
The bathroom of the food court was packed with women and children and there was a line. She just needed to use the sink and pushed past them to splash a bit of cold water on her face. What is happening to me? If the two of them wanted to fuck, that was well within their rights. They could have all the sweaty, steamy sex they wanted, just like in that video Thom showed her. Glitter's thick, hard cock plunging into...
Stop that!
It was overdue to get out of there. She needed to get her mind off of sex and back on Thom. Both of them were very close to hitting level forty and they were going out to dinner to celebrate as soon as they did. Their sex life was more exciting than ever. She took a deep breath and left the bathroom.
Barely five steps later, occupied by trying to come up with a good excuse to leave, Maryann bumped into someone tall. She muttered an apology and tried to sidestep him but he moved with her. Annoyed, she looked up and suddenly stared into Glitter's face.
"You okay?" he asked. "You looked a little unwell back there."
Oh, God, what is he doing here? Did he follow her? Did he really notice what had been going through her head or had she been too obvious? Why did he even care? Why couldn't she stop staring into his kind, brown eyes? Why was her body screaming at her to touch him?
"I like the way you look at me," he said, smirking. "It's very... honest."
Unable to help herself, Maryann grabbed the back of his neck and pulled his head down. She pressed her lips against his warm and surprisingly soft lips. She had absolutely no plan for what to do after that but Glitter did. A firm hand on the small of her back pressed her closer to him. His tongue flicked across her lips and she melted.
As good as it was, it wasn't enough. Maryann broke the kiss, let go of his neck, and grabbed the waistline of his pants instead. She looked around for opportunities; the women's bathroom still had a queue; the men's room looked very uninviting. There were two unisex baby changing stalls, one of which was unoccupied. She dragged him toward the door.
The room was small but clean. Glitter locked the door behind him while Maryann already fumbled at his jeans button. She yanked down his pants, annoyed to discover that he was wearing underwear — gray boxer briefs. Seeing the thick bulge underneath made her heart skip a beat. She yanked down the underwear, too.
Maryann crouched down, without any accidents this time, and came face to face with the massive cock. Her heart hammered in her chest and she felt a little dizzy but it was too late to change her mind. If she was going to back out now, her body would explode. She grabbed his thighs and leaned in.
The cock was warmer than Maryann expected. It was also massive but she had expected that. She had to open her mouth wide just to fit in the tip. It felt so alive inside of her mouth, rushing with blood and still growing.
Sucking Glitter's cock was a completely new, wonderful experience. Her nose didn't bump into his abdomen no matter how deep she went. It filled her mouth completely to the point she didn't think it could be any bigger and still fit. It made her stomach lurch when it went to the back, thinking she was going to choke on it any second. She could let go of it and run her lips across the incredibly long, hard shaft like she had seen so many times in porn. It even smelled better.
"Mmmm," Glitter moaned.
It took a while but eventually, she felt it build up, rumbling like a volcano about to explode. She continued nuzzling the tip, the one thing that she hoped would be the same regardless of size. What wasn't the same was that she could use a whole fist to also pump his shaft at the same time.
"I'm gonna cum if you keep this up," Glitter warned.
That was the goal. Maryann pumped faster and kept his tip inside her mouth until the eruption. Glitter grunted with primal satisfaction. Warm cum gushed out of his tip, filling her mouth. She swallowed it and kept sucking until nothing was left. Thom's cum changed depending on his recent diet but it never tasted like that, so rich and sweet.
"Damn, girl," Glitter groaned.
Breathless, pulse racing, Maryann opened her eyes and looked at the cock she still held in her hand. It was so big she'd need three hands just to cover it all. The shaft wasn't even coated halfway with her saliva. Was that all she managed? She was a little disappointed.
Then the guilt set in. What the fuck? Why did I do that? What craziness overcame me? Maryann shot to her feet and looked at Glitter, horrified.
"I gotta go," she said quickly and pushed him out of the way of the door.
"Maryann, wait—"
It was too late. She unlocked the door and darted outside, knowing he wouldn't be able to follow with his pants around his knees. She nearly ran back to the table where Eva grinned at her as if she knew exactly what happened. Haylie looked at her with a raised eyebrow and Cassie glowered.
"I gotta go, just got a call," Maryann said and grabbed her purse.
Before anyone had a chance to even say something, she was out of the food court.




-11- Haylie

Hurry the fuck up!
Why did there have to be so many damn cars in the parking lot? The answer was obvious, of course. It was a mall parking lot on the busiest shopping day of the week. Haylie stood on her tiptoes and peered over the stupidly tall SUVs. Was that the blonde back of the head of her mother or did she lose her?
At last, there was a gap in traffic and Haylie ran across the street and toward the parked car she thought she saw her mother disappear behind. She couldn't see her anymore but she spotted the emerald green Toyota in a sea of black, white, and red. The engine wasn't even on yet, so she slowed down to catch her breath a little.
Maryann sat behind the wheel with her eyes closed and leaning her head back at the headrest. Haylie wondered what must be going through her head at that moment. Was it anything like what was going through her own? She still wasn't quite sure of what she had seen. Maybe it was all just a weird misunderstanding.
Taking a deep breath and steeling herself, Haylie knocked on the window. Her mother jumped in surprise and she hoped she didn't accidentally cause her to have a heart attack. She opened the passenger side door and got in.
"Uh, hi," Haylie said.
"I have to go," Maryann said, not looking at her daughter.
"You had like two minutes to start the car already but you didn't."
"I was just about to," Maryann said, reaching for the keys in the center console.
"I'm sure you were, just like you got a call even though your phone was in your purse the entire time."
Maryann flinched again.
"College is making you too smart."
"Did he... hurt you?" Haylie asked tentatively.
"What!?" Maryann gasped and whirled around, wide-eyed. "No, no, no. Nothing happened."
"Mom... if he did something, you have to report it," Haylie said softly.
Maryann took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.
"Nothing happened. I just went to the bathroom. That is all," she said in a much firmer tone.
"We saw you kissing him," Haylie said.
At least that's what Haylie thought she saw. A little after Maryann excused herself and got up, Glitter did the same. She didn't really think anything of it until a couple of minutes later when Cassie urgently tapped her on the arm and made her look. That's when she saw her mother with her hand behind Glitter's neck pressed up against him. She couldn't see that well from the distance but it certainly looked like they were kissing.
And then the two of them disappeared for nearly five minutes.
"Oh," Maryann said, shoulders sagging, deflating. "He didn't hurt me."
"Are you cheating on dad?"
"No!" Maryann blurted out.
"Are you swingers?" Haylie probed.
"You know what that is?" Maryann asked.
"Mom, I'm twenty, not twelve."
"Right. Sorry," Maryann said, taking another long, deep breath. "It's complicated."
"So you did... kiss... him?"
Growing up, Haylie always thought their parents had the perfect marriage. Both of them seemed happy and in love. They cuddled on the couch while watching TV and kissed each other so much, it was unbearable for her teenage self. Whenever she thought of a good relationship, that was the image that came into her mind first.
To find out that it wasn't what it seemed to be felt like a part of her life was crumbling.
"It's not what you think," her mother said quietly. "It's... this app."
"An app? Like on a phone?"
"Yeah. You basically do challenges to try and level up. Thom and I started playing it a couple of months ago."
"What kind of challenges?"
"Stupid stuff. It's embarrassing."
"Like kissing other people?"
"Do we really have to talk about this?" Maryann pleaded.
Haylie didn't really want to know about all the details of her parents' sex life.
"I... guess not. What's the app called? Then I can just check it out for myself."
"Anything Goes, but you can't install it."
"Why not?"
"It's not on the app store. You have to use a special link."
"Where do I find this special link?"
Clearly reluctant, Maryann took yet another deep breath. In the end, however, she pulled her phone out of her purse and opened an app. Apparently, she was level thirty-nine, though Haylie had no idea what that meant.
"Here, scan this," Maryann said, holding up a QR code.
Haylie scanned it and started downloading the app.
"Please promise me that you'll be careful. Only do things that you're comfortable doing, okay?" Maryann said.
"Sure," Haylie said, not sure what to expect.
"And I'm really sorry about just now. I didn't think anyone would notice."
"Really?" Haylie chuckled. "Mom, I don't think I've ever seen anyone that jealous. You were basically sharpening your knife, ready to stab Cassie."
"I was?" Maryann groaned.
"Yeah. You might be the only one who didn't notice."
"Great," Maryann said and put the key in the ignition. "If you don't mind, I'd like to die of embarrassment now."
It was a clear invitation to leave. Haylie already learned more than she wanted to know and she needed time to process it anyway. She opened the door.
"I'll text you later, okay?" Haylie said, one foot out of the car.
"Yeah," Maryann said, turning the key.
Standing in the parking lot, Haylie watched her mother pull out and drive away. She walked back to the mall slowly, deep in thought. What was supposed to be just a fun, relaxing Saturday suddenly turned into a potentially life-altering drama. She pulled out her phone to text Cassie.
HAYLIE: Hey not feeling well
HAYLIE: Walking back to my place
CASSIE: U OK??
HAYLIE: Yeah just a lot on my mind
The mall wasn't that far from the Springfield College dormitory, a roughly twenty-minute walk through downtown. She walked slowly, still confused by the whole situation. The thought of her parents being swingers was so absurd, it didn't feel real. There had to be something else to it. Eva had been pretty tight-lipped, just saying they should mind their own business. She clearly knew what was up.
A familiar figure waited for her in the parking lot. Cassie, leaning against her silver BMW. Shopping bags stood on the ground at her feet.
"Got your stuff," Cassie called out.
"Oh, thanks. I totally forgot."
"Did you catch her?" Cassie asked, looking up.
"Yeah," Haylie sighed, picking up her bag from the outlet.
"Uh oh, that doesn't sound good. You want to come hang out in my room? It's empty."
"Sure."
Cassie's dorm room was two floors above Haylie's and the same size and comfort. The biggest difference was that Cassie's roommate was gone on the weekends, whereas Haylie's roommate Allison spent every minute she wasn't in class gaming — some kind of MMO that she was addicted to.
As soon as Haylie was in the room, she set down the bags and threw herself on Cassie's bed. Cassie laid down next to her and they stared up at the ceiling together. It was nice having Cassie as a friend, the woman was intelligent, friendly, and never judged her for anything.
"Your mom is kinda hot, you know," Cassie said.
"What the fuck!?" Haylie blurted out and propped herself up on her arm to look at Cassie.
"The way she cockblocked me and then did him right there in the mall. I'm actually a little turned on. More than a little."
"Oh my God, ew! She's my mother!"
"I know. I wonder if she moans like you," Cassie grinned.
"Fuck you," Haylie said, slapped Cassie's shoulder, and sat up. "I'm leaving."
"Wait, don't go. I'll behave," Cassie pleaded.
Reluctantly, Haylie laid back down. She met Cassie on a dating app and they dated for about a week before coming to the decision they liked each other as friends more — friends with occasional benefits. Cassie's sex drive and tastes were too much for Haylie to handle and comments like that one cemented her decision, even if the sex was fantastic.
"I feel like I need to re-evaluate all of my past relationships now," Haylie sighed. "I've always wanted something sweet and stable like my parents but apparently all of that is a lie. Now I'm wondering if I was looking for something that never existed. No wonder I'm single."
"Did she say if they have an open relationship?"
"No, she was being real cagey. She said something about an app."
To Haylie's surprise, Cassie started to giggle. One of those throaty giggles that meant she was doing or thinking about something naughty, a very common occurrence for her.
"It wasn't Anything Goes, was it?"
"I forgot. Hold on," Haylie said, climbing out of bed to grab her purse.
The notification that the app was installed was still on the screen. She clicked it and Anything Goes opened. Welcome to Anything Goes. Start playing now!
"Yeah, it's called Anything Goes," Haylie confirmed.
"Damn, I didn't think he'd actually do it," Cassie laughed.
"Who?"
"Your dad."
"What did he do?"
"He got your mom to play Anything Goes."
"How do you know that?"
"Just guessing. I caught your dad using it when I met your parents."
"What the hell is this app?"
Haylie pressed the button and a questionnaire popped up. It wanted to know a few things about her, such as age, gender, marital status, and more. She looked at Cassie, who was grinning from ear to ear.
"It's like a game. You do challenges and if you complete them, you level up."
"What kind of challenges?"
"There's different tracks but at the beginning, it's all mixed together. Some are naughty, some are illegal, some are humiliating, some are silly. If you play enough, you'll eventually get to pick a track you like. Your mom must be pretty high level if she's already fucking other guys."
"She was level thirty-nine."
"How very naughty of her."
"Are you saying she did that because it was a challenge?"
"Maybe. I haven't played in a while but back when I played, the really dirty ones were after level forty. Maybe she just did it because it's fun."
"You play?"
"I used to. I'm like level fifty-two or something. I stopped playing because I got back into dating but if your mom is playing, I... won't finish that sentence."
Groaning, Haylie dropped back down on the bed.
"Should I play, too?" she asked.
"Oh my God, yes, absolutely!"




-12- Maryann

It was beyond time to actually get out of the car and go into the house. Maryann had been sitting in the driveway for at least fifteen minutes, dreading the confrontation. She had sucked another man's cock and it had been amazing.
I'm a cheater.
The worst part was, she couldn't even blame Eva for it — at least not entirely. Every time she tried to swallow the lump in her throat, she tasted his semen again. Every time she closed her eyes, she remembered that throbbing cock between her lips. Was it all worth it? Twenty years of marriage for one incredible blowjob.
Sighing, Maryann opened the door and got out. She walked up the driveway feeling like she was heading to her own execution. She got out her keys and unlocked the door.
"Annie!" Thom called out and came rushing from the living room, holding a brown cardboard box.
There was so much joy in those eyes. She couldn't tell him, at least not yet. She didn't want to ruin his happiness.
"What's that?" Maryann asked, taking off her jacket and stepping out of her shoes.
"A package for you. I think I know what's inside," he said, grinning.
It took Maryann a few moments to work out what she had ordered. Dildos in three different sizes to do a challenge on Anything Goes — Deepthroat a cock or dildo at least six inches big. Guilt welled up in her. Glitter's cock was definitely bigger than six inches, although she hadn't been able to deepthroat it.
"Come on, open it," Thom urged.
Why was he excited to see her suck on a dildo? It was odd but at the moment, she did not have the moral standing to question his excitement. If there was something she could do to make him happy, she owed it to him. She accepted the package and headed for the kitchen to get a knife — Thom followed her
Inside the brown cardboard were three more cardboard boxes, each from "Celia's Toys" and with a flesh-tone dildo printed on it. They had browsed the store together and picked out one that was realistically shaped with veins and a glans, then ordered it in three sizes — five inches, seven inches, and nine inches. She pulled out the middle one and opened it.
The dildo was too firm to feel like the real thing but to her surprise, it was roughly the same girth as Glitter's cock, though his was a little longer.
"Is that the one you're gonna start with? Hold on," Thom said, pulling his phone out of his jeans pocket. "I'll record it so you can post it, okay?"
"Maybe later?"
"Oh," Thom said, crestfallen. "I was looking forward to this all week."
The guilt gnawed at her. She wasn't in a position to refuse it.
"Okay. Let me go wash them first," she said, unboxing the others.
The five-inch one was still significantly bigger than Thom's, both in length and girth. She only ordered it because she didn't want to hurt Thom's feelings by only ordering enormous ones — ironic, considering what she just did. The nine-inch one was... daunting. Just holding it in her, stroking it under the warm, soapy water felt like holding something alien. Not even Glitter was a match for that.
Thom practically dragged her to the living room. He tugged at her shirt and unbuttoned her pants. She ended up completely naked on the couch with the curtains drawn shut.
"I want to see how sexy you are sucking that big cock," Thom said, kneeling on a pillow in front of the couch.
Maryann thought he was acting a little odd but it could have just been here. One of his hands slid up her thigh and he held up the seven-inch dildo. She didn't have the time to clean up down below, so she was still matted with juices. His fingers on her thigh only invigorated the flow.
"Ready?" she asked after waiting for him to configure his phone.
Thom nodded. She placed the silicone tip at her lips and was transported back to the changing room, though the silicone tone wasn't anywhere near as warm, soft, and alive as the real thing. She took a deep breath and pushed it in until she felt uncomfortable. She pulled it out again. The toy was coated a little more than halfway with saliva.
"How was that?" Maryann asked.
"Super hot," Thom said.
"I meant how many inches."
"Oh! Well, it's seven inches, right? So that's maybe four or four and a half. You have to get all but an inch. Try again."
Just as she got the tip in, she felt a hand push between her legs and a finger slip into her pussy. She was definitely wet and he had no problems fingering her. She pushed the dildo in, raising her head in the hopes that it would help. Thom fingered her faster as if he was trying to cheer her on. She reached a point where she wanted to gag and pushed it just a little bit further in.
Maryann yanked it back out and started coughing. Thom pulled out his finger.
"You okay?" Thom asked.
Barely three-quarters of the dildo were wet, perhaps a little less.
"Yeah, just went too deep. I guess I don't actually know how to deepthroat. It looks a lot easier in porn."
"Oh," Thom said, disappointed.
"I'll ask Eva for tips on how to do it."
"Yeah. Damn, I was hoping we could both hit forty today."
"Maybe I can try to practice with the small one."
"Yeah, that's a great idea. While you do that, could I do something as well?"
"What?"
Thom picked up the nine-inch dildo. There was no way she was good enough to fit that in her mouth but that didn't seem to be his intention.
"I want to use this on you and make a video."
"...sure," Maryann said, slightly puzzled.
The excitement in his eyes was palpable. She slid forward on the couch until her cheeks were at the edge and raised her knees, giving her husband perfect access to her soaking wet pussy. He licked his lips but didn't eat her out like he would have usually.
It was fascinating to watch his glee as he placed the tip of the dildo at her vagina and pointed the camera right at it, close up. Holding the dildo at the back, he pushed and met a little resistance but not as much resistance as Maryann expected. The dildo, to her surprise, slid right in, even though it was thick enough to visibly stretch her hole.
"Wow," Thom said in a reverent tone.
Instead of pushing it in deeper, he fully pulled it out again. He pushed it in again but only two inches before withdrawing. It was odd but still effective. Her chest started to get warm and her face flushed. She let out more than a few moans while playing with her breasts.
"God, that's so big," Thom said. "Can you feel how big it is?"
"Uh-huh," Maryann groaned. "Faster."
Even after begging two more times, Thom didn't go faster or deeper. Frustrated, Maryann sat up and took over. She grabbed the dildo with both hands and shoved it halfway inside of her. She let out a loud moan.
Oh, fuck, that's so good.
The dildo filled her in a way that Thom's dick and her other toys never had. She felt it all the way inside of her. She kept plunging the big dick inside of her, faster and faster, until she exploded in a powerful, shuddering orgasm.
Maryann was still quivering when she felt something else poke at her entrance. She opened her eyes and Thom was on his knees, fucking her. His penis was so much smaller than the dildo and she longed for the thick girth penetrating her.
"Oh, fuck, oh fuck," Thom grunted and shuddered.
How long had he been at it? It couldn't have been long. He pulled out and she felt semen run down her taint. He scrambled up on the couch next to her and kissed her on her surprised mouth.
"You look so hot with that big dildo in you," Thom said.
"Everything okay? You're acting a little odd," Maryann said.
"Everything is perfect, Annie," he sighed. "You should call Eva and have her teach you how to deepthroat."
"Right now?"
"Uh-huh. The sooner we hit level forty, the better."
Maryann got up and grabbed her phone. She went into the downstairs bathroom to clean up and text Eva.
MARYANN: Hey are you there?
EVA: TELL ME WHAT HAPPENED
EVA: HE WON'T TELL ME
MARYANN: I need your help with something
EVA: What is it
MARYANN: Can you teach me how to deepthroat?
EVA: LOL
The phone exploded with a flurry of incoming messages but Maryann ignored them for now. It would take a while for Eva to calm down again




-13- Maryann

The elevator was surprisingly quiet. Maryann had never been in one of the tall buildings in the heart of Springfield. Thirty floors of metal and glass, cold and modern. She didn't know what to expect when getting off the elevator on the twentieth floor. Marble floors and harsh lighting — they did not want to squander valuable window space on hallways.
The door to apartment 20F opened and a familiar face appeared to greet Maryann. Her stomach lurched at the sight of him. The rest of her body had a much different reaction. She knew what she was doing was wrong but she couldn't help herself.
"Hey, come on in," Glitter said.
Despite it being a Sunday morning, he was dressed and groomed. Did he do that just for her? She wasn't that dressed up — skinny jeans and a black turtleneck sweater — but she had spent an hour in the bathroom, making sure everything was clean and hairless. Shaving her pussy might have been a mistake because even the silk panties wreaked havoc on her sensitive skin.
"How rich are you?" Maryann asked, peering into the apartment.
"Not very. It's a surprisingly tiny place," Glitter said, gesturing at her to come inside.
The apartment was narrow. The living room was more like a long hallway with a tall window on the other side, a kitchenette, and just enough room for a couch and a TV. The furnishing was modern and bare, not a lot of warmth. Someone had recently cleaned up and vacuumed, judging by the marks on the throw rug.
"I see you live alone," Maryann said.
"That obvious?" Glitter chuckled.
"How come you don't have a girlfriend?"
Glitter stepped in and put a hand on her waist. She shivered at his touch, remembering why she came here in the first place.
"I work a lot, it doesn't leave a lot of time for dating."
"So you just amuse yourself by seducing married women?"
"Seducing?" Glitter laughed, clapping her on the butt. "The way I see it, you've been shamelessly throwing yourself at me repeatedly."
"That's not true!" Maryann snapped and pushed him away.
"Then why are you here, again?"
That was a question Maryann did not have a good answer to. Thom wanted to use the nine-inch dildo on her again the day before and seemed to be really into it but every time she felt it sliding in her, all she could think about was that it wasn't a real cock. It was too hard, rigid, and not warm enough. It wasn't alive. She wanted to feel a real one and Thom's wasn't enough. She couldn't stop thinking about it until she asked Eva for his number.
And now I'm here.
It was such a stupid cliche. She didn't want to be the wife that slept with other men because her husband's dick wasn't big enough. Except she had already kissed another man and sucked his dick. Does fucking him really make a difference now? She took off her shoes and jacket, depositing them by the door.
"Do you want anything to drink? Coffee? Tea? Something stronger?"
"No."
"Straight to the point, then? How do you think I will seduce you today?" he asked smugly.
"Some tea, then."
"What kind?"
"Earl Gray."
What the hell am I doing? I don't drink tea. Drinking Earl Gray was what some of the rich people at the tailor shop did. Was she trying to impress him? Glitter walked to the kitchenette and filled the electric kettle at the tap. After that started heating, he opened a cupboard.
"Wait," Maryann said. "I don't want tea."
"Then what do you want?" he asked, looking at her with a challenge.
"I want to fuck you."
"That's it? You don't want to hang out, say hello, chill a little bit, maybe some foreplay?"
"No," Maryann said. "I don't like you. I just want to have sex."
The water in the kettle started to boil. Glitter turned to it and flicked it off.
"Strip," he said.
"What?"
"Strip. Take off your clothes."
At once, Maryann started unbuttoning her shirt. In only a few seconds, she was in the sexy underwear that she picked out. She shouldn't have bothered. A quick flick of the latch, pushing the panties until they fell on their own; Maryann stood naked in Glitter's apartment with her heart hammering in her chest.
"Get down on all fours," Glitter said.
Was he going to fuck her right there by the kitchenette? She lowered herself to her hands and knees. The tiled floor was surprisingly warm — the apartment must have floor heating.
"Bark like a dog."
"What!?" Maryann blurted out.
"Do it if you want me to fuck you."
Was that his weird kink? She didn't really know anything about him other than a few superficial things. She mulled it over quickly.
"Woof, woof," she said, doing her best to imitate a low, booming bark. She did not want to be a little yappy lapdog.
To her surprise, Glitter started laughing. Annoyed, she scrambled to her feet.
"Asshole," she muttered.
"Just wanted to see how badly you want this," he chuckled.
"Can we just have sex, please?"
"Of course," he said, approaching her. He raised his hand and scratched her behind the ear. "Good girl."
A shiver ran up Maryann's spine. Her nipples were so hard they ached and she felt the wetness on her inner thighs. She weakly brushed away his hand.
The bedroom was similar — long and narrow. The shades were drawn but there was enough daylight coming in to light everything. A comfy king-size bed filled on one, a desk with a fancy computer took up most of the rest of the space. It was an impressive setup, judging by her limited knowledge of computers. It had three monitors.
"Wow, that's a fancy computer. Better than my husband's," she commented.
"Comes in useful. Work from home and gaming."
"Your cock is better than my husband's, too," she said.
"Is that right?" Glitter asked, unbuckling his belt.
"Crap, I forgot something," Maryann said.
Maryann practically ran for the front door. She yanked open her purse and grabbed the boxes inside. She sprinted back to the bedroom. When she returned, Glitter was naked.
"I didn't know which size so I got one of all," she said, holding up the pile of condom boxes. "Normal, large, extra large. I didn't get small."
"You didn't have to. I have my own."
"Oh."
"Large is fine."
Maryann tore open the box of large condoms with such force she dropped the others. Three ribbons of them scattered on the floor but she caught one. She tore off one condom and opened it, pulling out the rolled-up rubber. She held it out to him.
"You're lucky that your eagerness is an incredible turn-on," Glitter, at half-mast, laughed.
Instead of grabbing the condom, Glitter grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her backward onto the bed. Her stomach lurched as she fell on the mattress. He surprised her again by spreading her knees and diving for her pussy. His tongue licked her wet cunt and she let out an involuntary gasp.
"No! Fuck me," she groaned.
He didn't listen. His tongue swished across her clit and sent lightning up her spine. She didn't want him to make love to her, she just wanted him to fuck her. She kicked him in the back and side with her heel — lightly but firmly — while trying to push his head away.
"Fuck me," she begged. "Please just do it! Please, please, please!"
At last, he listened. Grinning, he grabbed the fallen condom and unrolled it on his cock. Kneeling on the bed, he grabbed Maryann by the waist and hoisted her backward, scrambling up on the mattress after her. She spread her legs for him.
Feeling his tip at her entrance was wild. Her entire body crackled with electricity. She wanted to see him fuck her but the moment he pushed in, her eyes closed and she rolled back her head.
"Oh, God," she rasped.
It was so much more intense than a dildo. Warm, flexible but still powerful, and big. The weight of the man behind the cock pressed her abdomen down with every thrust.
"You're fucking incredible," he grunted.
They settled into a rhythm, deep and slow strokes. She played with her own nipples until he leaned in to kiss her. She wrapped her arms around his torso and dug her fingers into his smooth skin. A fire raged inside of her, burning as hot as a volcano.
The orgasm felt like a nuclear explosion going off inside her head. She screamed and writhed as the fires of ecstasy consumed her completely.
Maryann's body was covered in a sheen of sweat, not all of it her own. She laid there, panting, and watched Glitter collapse on the bed next to her.
"I could... get used... to that," Glitter panted.
She didn't know whether to laugh or cry, so she did both. It was, without a doubt, the most incredible sex of her life but along with that came the realization that she would never be able to forget it. Any time Thom touched her from now on, all she could think about was Glitter's massive cock filling her so perfectly.
"What's wrong?" Glitter asked. "Did it hurt?"
"It was too good," Maryann whispered.
"My sincere apologies," he laughed.
"Fuck you," Maryann said and sat up.
Even though her body definitely did not want to move, she forced herself to get up. She walked to the door, supporting her wobbly legs by gripping the wall.
"Really? You're just gonna go?" Glitter called out.
"I got what I want."
"Damn, lady, you're cold."
Cold was the opposite of what Maryann felt like. A terrible person, a cheater, a slut, guilty, conflicted? Sure... but definitely not cold. A fire had been ignited inside of her and she knew that she would be begging for his cock again. Looking back on the bed, seeing his thick dick draped over his thigh, condom filled with cum, she knew it would be sooner rather than later.
"I'll text you," she said and went to get dressed.




-14- Haylie

Exhausted, Haylie trudged to her dorm room. She was greeted by the clickety-clack of Allison's keyboard as the woman slayed dragons, fucked elves, or whatever the hell her game was about. She dropped her backpack on her side of the room, kicked off her shoes, and fell on the bed.
"Fuuuuuuuck! That was so close," Allison shouted.
It would be so nice to just come back to her dorm room one single time and actually have peace and quiet. Haylie didn't even know if her roommate attended all her classes or not.
"Yeah, there's tons of pots in the guild bank if you need any. Help yourself," Allison spoke. "I really want to beat this fuckstick, even if it takes all night."
Great. It was going to be one of those evenings. Haylie didn't feel like watching loud music or movies with her noise-canceling headphones, so she promptly got up again and grabbed a few things. On the way up, she texted Cassie, hoping she'd be there.
"Roommate troubles?" Cassie asked, opening the door.
"Yeah. Raiding all night again," Haylie groaned
"Mac's studying for a test at the library, so I've got the place all to myself," Cassie bragged.
Haylie made herself comfortable on Cassie's bed.
"Thank fucking God."
"What's wrong?"
"I can't believe my parents actually did all that shit."
"What level did you get to?"
"Five. It's all so... immature, you know? Fart on people? Steal toilet paper from college? Flick your nipples? I'm not in high school anymore but apparently, my parents are."
"I keep forgetting how terrible the start is. You can skip most of it."
"I can?"
"Well, you need to find someone that's higher level to sponsor you. Fortunately for you, you happen to know just the right person."
"You?" Haylie laughed.
"That's right. There's a catch, though. I'm only going to sponsor you if you pick the whore track."
"And do I want to be a whore?" Haylie humored her friend.
"You definitely do, unless you want to wear diapers or spend some time in jail."
"Fine. What do I have to do?"
"First step, get naked," Cassie said, perking up with a grin.
Of course. Much of what Cassie enjoyed doing involved someone being naked. Rolling her eyes, Haylie got up and pulled off her t-shirt. Cassie let out a whistle of appreciation, which earned her the middle finger. Haylie didn't really mind. She liked her body, especially her round, plump tits and she had sex with Cassie often enough there wasn't any shame in showing herself off.
"Now what?" Haylie asked, standing naked in front of the bed.
Cassie scrambled off the bed and grabbed her phone off the nightstand. She approached Haylie and unlocked the phone, pointing it at her.
"Get on your knees. No, you're all stiff. You gotta look more relaxed. Spread your knees a little. A little more. I want to be able to see what sweet, hairy cunt. Alright, lean backward and put your hands on the carpet. A little bit further. Oooh, that's good. Now all you need to do is look at the camera suggestively."
Haylie felt a little like a contortionist. Cassie stood only a foot away, pointing the camera down at her naked body on full display. It was somewhat of a turn-on to be in such a vulnerable position, which helped her smile.
"Okay, now repeat after me. I, Haylie Fisher, am a dirty whore."
"I, Haylie Fisher, am a dirty whore."
"I promise to obey my mentor, Cassie Hawthorn, and fulfill every one of her slutty desires."
"I promise to obey my mentor, Cassie Hawthorn, and fulfill every one of her slutty desires," Haylie repeated, only barely managing not to roll her eyes.
"Please, masters of Anything Goes, make me a whore so that my mentor can finally corrupt me like I have always deserved."
"Please, masters of Anything Goes, make me a whore so that my mentor can finally corrupt me like I have always deserved," Haylie concluded.
"Wonderful," Cassie said, lowering the phone. "Now we need to dress you appropriately."
They were similar enough in height and size that most of their clothes fit, though Cassie's underwear was usually a little too small for Haylie — something Cassie insisted made her tits look fabulous. The outfit that Cassie picked out for her looked pretty expensive. Black lace stockings with a matching lace garter belt — no panties. The bra was an underbust lace bra in matching black. She looked like a whore alright. There was nothing left up for imagination.
"Very cute," Cassie said. "Unlock your phone, please."
Haylie did as she asked. Cassie went straight to the Anything Goes app. She tapped ten times on the level and a menu popped up: Fast Track — Dynamic, Humiliation, Thrillseeker, Whore, Criminal Mastermind, Pet.
"Pet?" Haylie asked.
"Not for you, you're too stubborn, although I think you'd make a very cute one," Cassie said, pressing the whore button. "Alright, now we need a good submission photo. Go pose on the bed."
"Yes, my whore mistress," Haylie laughed and climbed on the bed.
The pose was a bit of a challenge — Cassie wanted to get Haylie's pussy, tits, and face all in the shot while at the same time looking seductive. Haylie ended up lying on her side with her knees bent and her spine twisted but thirty attempts later, Cassie declared she had a good one.
"Alright, I just submitted it," she said, handing Haylie's phone back.
"Now I'm a whore?"
"Not yet. Now we wait. Your picture is going to get rated by other people and—"
"What!? How many people?"
"No idea. Definitely more than fifty thousand."
Haylie's pulse quickened. She shouldn't have been surprised, considering she was applying to be a whore, but the realization that other people were going to see her naughty picture was a new one. She wasn't sure what to make of it just yet.
"Okay, so people can rate your picture," Cassie continued. "If you get at least four stars, you'll be eligible to take the whore test. There's going to be ten challenges to prove that you're a whore and if you do those, you'll be promoted."
"And the video?" Haylie asked.
"That one was just for my personal spank bank," Cassie laughed triumphantly.
"You fucking bitch!"
Still laughing, Cassie jumped on the bed and pounced on Haylie, knocking her over. She pressed her lips on Haylie's and kissed her in that wonderfully ferocious manner that nobody else kissed like.
"You look fucking hot in that outfit," Cassie whispered.
"I'm not in the mood for sex," Haylie said.
"Oh," Cassie said, clearly disappointed.
"Did my parents skip ahead, too?"
"Doubt it, if your mom is thirty-nine. You don't unlock the tracks until forty and if you get fast-tracked, you'll start at forty," Cassie said, kissing Haylie's shoulder.
"So my mom is not a whore?"
"Not yet," Cassie chuckled.
"Then why would she kiss that guy at the mall?"
"All the challenges before level forty are a mix of the different categories. You start out with a big sample of all and the higher you are, the more it narrows down to your preferences. At level forty, you pick your preferred track."
"So what kind of stuff would they have done before then?"
"Flashing their genitals, masturbating, stealing stuff, doing pranks. At level thirty, you can submit a picture of yourself naked to be rated. I've been doing my daily challenge every day, trying to see if I can find them."
"Ew! Why would you want that?" Haylie squealed.
"You asked me not to talk about it anymore," Cassie pouted.
It wasn't the first time that Cassie claimed Maryann is sexy and it probably wouldn't be the last. She knew how much it grossed Haylie out.
"That joke is not funny anymore," Haylie groaned.
"Yes... it's just a joke," Cassie purred.
"We're definitely not having sex today anymore," Haylie said firmly. "Maybe not ever again."
"Sounds like you're forcing me to find a warm bed somewhere else. Mmmm, Maryann, here I come."
"Fuck off!" Haylie groaned and pretended to gag.




-15- Maryann

"Tell me," Eva pleaded.
"I already did," Maryann said curtly, setting up the coffee maker in the tailor shop break room.
"You texted me once. Once! And all you said was that you did it and you're safe. What the fuck kind of text is that!? I need details, woman!"
"I'm sure you know what sex is like, you don't need me to describe it for you."
"Oh, please! Sex can be very different, you must be very well aware of that now. Especially with a cutie like Glitter. He's so gentle yet powerful."
"You've had—oh, never mind. Why am I even asking? Of course you've had sex with him," Maryann groaned.
"Do you really think I'd hook up my bestie with someone I didn't know was a fantastic lay? So, on a scale of one to ten, how good was it?"
It was a definite ten but Maryann didn't want to admit that it had been the best sex of her life. Lying in the same bed as Thom while thinking about how good Glitter's cock was felt so wrong but she couldn't stop herself. She knew that the secret would come out eventually; she'd slip up or he'd show up at the house or any of the other millions of little things that cheating partners end up doing. Thom would find out and still, she couldn't stop fantasizing about the next time.
Eva constantly pestering her for details didn't help. Even if she wanted to, she didn't have the words to describe what she had felt. How could she possibly put that raw, animalistic satisfaction of being fucked into mere words?
Work was tougher than normal. Anytime a guy walked in the store for a fitting or to try on some clothes, Maryann caught herself wondering what kind of dick he had. She definitely checked out more than a few bulges. By noon, she was drenched.
Maryann already dreaded the next appointment — a fitting for Mr. Truesdale. She really needed to fuck herself during the lunch break.
The door opened and the bell rang. Glitter walked in. Maryann's pulse quickened at the sight of him.
"What are you doing here?" she asked.
"I'm here for my fitting. You never did end up measuring my legs last time and I still need that suit," Glitter said.
"Your last name is Truesdale?"
"You're welcome, bestie," Eva said, putting her arm around Maryann.
"We're at work!" Maryann squeaked.
"Don't worry, I'll handle all the front while you handle his dick," Eva said and then raised her voice. "Go ahead and enter the changing room, Mr. Truesdale."
There weren't any other appointments booked but it was still a bad idea. Maryann knew it but she didn't need Eva's gentle nudge to start moving. What the hell am I doing?
Glitter was already in the process of removing his sweatpants when she entered, closing the curtains behind her. She was disappointed to see that he was wearing underwear — gray boxer briefs again. She waited for him to continue stripping down but he did not.
"Why aren't you naked?" Maryann asked.
"Because I need that suit."
"Right."
Maryann retrieved the measuring tape, notebook, and pencil from the drawer. Without a dildo inside her, it was a simple task. The faster she did it, the faster she could get to more important matters. She crouched down and measured his right hip to ankle length. Her face was right next to the sizable bulge in the boxer briefs. Leaning in to measure the inseam, she opened her mouth and pressed her lips on the outline of his shaft.
"Are you done measuring already?" Glitter asked.
"No," Maryann admitted sullenly and removed her mouth from his dick.
What was usually a very quick task suddenly felt like an eternity. The bulge in his underwear grew bigger by the second. Why did he have to have two legs? It would be so much easier with just one. They were almost identical anyway. As soon as she jotted down the last measurement, she dropped the items on the floor and yanked his boxer briefs down.
Maryann wanted to show off her new skills. She had spent hours in the bathroom, trying to trigger her gag reflex with a toothbrush until desensitizing herself. She had managed to deepthroat more than six inches of dildo. She sucked on his glans until he was hard and then went deeper. Slow at first, she took a little more of him inside her mouth.
"Ohhh, so good," Glitter groaned.
When her nose touched the soft skin of Glitter's abdomen, she wanted to roar with triumph. Her lips weren't at the base of his dick just yet but she would get there with enough practice.
"Someone's been practicing."
"Mmmhm," Maryann mumbled with a mouth full of cock.
"Where do you want it?"
The thought of him accidentally blowing his load in her mouth before he could fuck her hadn't even entered her mind. She withdrew as fast as she could without accidentally damaging his most prized possession.
"Pussy, please," she said, unzipping the back of her skirt. "Oh, crap, please tell me you have a condom."
"Tsk, tsk, tsk. If you're gonna be a slut, you need to start carrying condoms with you all the time," Glitter rebuked her.
"You don't have one?" Maryann gasped.
"I didn't say that," Glitter laughed and picked up the discarded sweatpants.
Thank God. She hoisted her skirt up to her waist and pushed her pantyhose and panties down to her knees. She put her hands on the wall, arched her back, and stuck out her butt.
"Please fuck me," she begged.
It wasn't the slow and sensual sex they had the day before. Glitter firmly squeezed her asscheeks, sliding his cock into her more-than-ready pussy. After three initial thrusts, he started to slam into her, putting the full weight of his body behind the motion. Maryann's elbows buckled and her face pressed against the wall.
"Oh, God, oh, God," Maryann moaned.
She did not ask for any respite and Glitter gave her none. Her body was on fire from the rapid, heavy thrusts, sending her careening toward the edge in no time at all. He grunted with the effort.
"Ohhhhhh Goooooooood," she screamed as she exploded into a hot, fiery climax.
"You are so fucking sexy," Glitter groaned into her ear.
The comment was almost better than the orgasm. She had never felt so sexy, so desired by anyone in a long time. She loved having sex with Glitter and he loved fucking her.
Coming down from her orgasm, Maryann grew aware of Glitter's mouth on her neck, nuzzling her. She let out a moan, followed by a groan as he pulled his cock out of her. He clapped her lightly on the butt.
"I mentioned you to a friend of mine and he really wants to meet. He'll be in town later this week. I'll text you when you should come over."
"What do you mean meet?" she asked with her brows furrowed.
"You're smart enough to figure it out," Glitter said, stripping off the condom without spilling anything.
The bell rang loudly and Maryann flinched. Someone just entered the store — or at least she hoped someone did because if someone had just left the store, they would have heard far more than they bargained for. Quick and quiet, she pulled up her panties and pantyhose, then attempted to fix the skirt in front of the mirror.
Glitter waited for her by the exit, holding the condom with the end tied into a knot. She grabbed it and palmed it, then entered the showroom. Mrs. Alexson, another one of their long-time customers, was talking to Eva. She turned to look at Glitter and showed his appearance more than a little disdain.
"Thank you for coming in, Mr. Truesdale. We will contact you when your suit is ready," Maryann said loudly. "Greetings, Mrs. Alexson. If you'll excuse me."
Walking quickly and without looking at Eva, Maryann headed to the break room. She went into the toilet and discarded the condom in the trash, then took out the liner of the trash can and headed for the dumpster. When she got back to the break room, her phone played a loud fanfare.
Immediately, Maryann rushed to her phone. Congratulations, you have reached Level 40!
You have unlocked Tracks. She read the short explainer that tracks were specializations that narrowed down the challenges to just one specific type. There were six in total and it showed a compatibility rating for each one.
Whore - 93% - For those who love sex and aren't ashamed to admit their true nature.
Pet - 85% - For obedient good girls and boys who want to make their owners happy.
Thrillseeker - 31% - For those who love to feel the rush of adrenaline.
Humiliation - 23% - For pathetic losers who want everyone to know they have failed in life.
Criminal Mastermind - 10% - For anyone not afraid of the law and its consequences.
Dynamic - Keep going the way you're used to and let the app pick challenges based on your history and partners.
Really? A pet compatibility score of eighty-five percent? Maryann had no idea how that was possible. The app recommended that she take the Whore Track. That made sense. I am a whore. That was probably the easiest track for her to do since she was going to keep fucking Glitter anyway. Even Thom seemed to encourage her to be extra slutty lately. She pressed the button.
New Daily Challenges unlocked! Check out how well you did on the ratings. Maryann pressed the new button that appeared on the app. The naked selfie she had submitted so many weeks ago popped up on her screen. Over eighty-five-thousand ratings with an average rating of 4.64 stars. Maryann stared at the number. She couldn't believe that many people had seen her naked and, even stranger, thought she was worth five stars.
That knowledge sent a little shiver up her spine. Did anyone she know rate her? Eva was still trying to find her picture but had been unsuccessful so far. How many people used the app? Eager to find out more, she checked out the new daily challenges. Whore Affirmation - Repeat the whore affirmation naked in front of a mirror. Cum Three Times - Your choice of method. Suck a Dick - Video proof required.
Maryann grinned. Being a whore was going to be fun.




-16- Thom

On the drive home, Thom pulled into the parking lot of a furniture rental store that had closed down over two years ago. It was well out of sight of the street and adjacent highway. His was the only car in the entire lot. He cut the engine and pulled out his phone. He'd been stuck in a Zoom meeting for three hours and hadn't had time to excuse himself to the bathroom and take care of his needs.
Now, at last, it was time. He pulled his laptop out of his bag and logged into his personal account. He was already hard before he even clicked on the video. It had taken him the entire weekend to figure out how to use Premiere but the result was incredible. The screen was split into three sections. On the left-hand side was a video of a blonde bombshell who looked very much like Maryann, kissing a tall, athletic black guy. On the right-hand side was a video of a different pornstar, who looked a little less like Maryann but had the same shoulder-length hair, on her knees. In the middle was a video of Maryann in their living room, smiling while sitting naked on the couch, holding the seven-inch-dildo.
"Check it out, I think I can finally do it," Maryann said.
Thom quickly unzipped and pulled out his erection. His tip was already slick with precum. He started rubbing it with his thumb and forefinger. Just as Maryann placed the tip of the dildo in her mouth, the woman on the left sank to her knees and began sucking a mammoth cock, and the woman on the right had her head pulled back and a big, black dick shoved in. His wife struggled to take the whole depth while the pornstars had absolutely no problem eagerly deepthroating cocks even bigger.
Leaning back in the car seat, Thom had to stop masturbating to prevent blowing his load early. He wanted to last until the second part. Over the course of a minute, Maryann slowly managed to work in almost the entire dildo. There was a part afterward where Thom measured it with a tape to prove it was enough but he had cut that out.
Overcome with desire, he fast-forwarded to the second part. It jumped right into the action. Maryann was on the couch, an up-close shot of her beautiful pussy being fucked by the nine-incher. Beside her were shots of the other pornstars getting pounded by similarly sized cocks. Even though Thom had watched the videos of his wife's pussy getting stretched by the humongous dildo dozens of times, he was still incredibly turned on.
"Oh my God, it's so big!"
"Fuck me with your huge cock!"
"I love your cock in my pussy!"
"Fuck yeah, black cock is the best!"
A little shiver ran up Thom's spine. He had cut in audio from different parts of the videos of the pornstars begging for cock. Unfortunately, neither of them sounded anything like his wife. Unfocusing his eyes, he imagined that all three videos were of his wife, screaming and moaning with pleasure. He imagined that it was his enormous, massive erection that was giving her pleasure. He wanted to see the look of pleasure on her face as she finally got fucked by the cock she deserved, he wanted to see her labia grip that thick shaft, he wanted to see every one of her wholes used and abused.
The orgasm was quick but intense. Cum spurted out of his tip, some of it splashing against his palm, the rest running down the shaft. He grabbed the roll of paper towels from the back and quickly cleaned up. He took a deep breath and shut down the video.
That was the third time that day he had masturbated to the video. The fifteenth time in the last four days. He couldn't even remember masturbating that much during puberty. Something about the sight of Maryann taking that huge dildo was such a turn-on, it gave him seemingly infinite stamina. As he sat there, basking in his post-orgasmic euphoria, his phone played a fanfare.
Congratulations, you have reached Level 40! You have unlocked Tracks!
Thom read the explainer and looked at the list of categories with confusion. A humiliation compatibility of seventy-two percent? A pet compatibility of sixty-nine percent? That didn't make sense. None of the tracks suited him at all. The only one that made any sense was "dynamic". He pressed the button.
New Daily Challenges unlocked! Check out how well you did on the ratings.
More out of curiosity than actual interest, Thom checked out his rating. He already expected that it wouldn't be great and seeing a picture of his dick only reminded him that he wasn't anything like the dicks in the video. The rating was 2.50 out of 5 stars with over ninety-thousand reviews. That surprised him at first but after it sank in, it made sense — a perfectly average rating for a perfectly average penis.
The new daily challenges were much more interesting. He hoped for something simple like watching more porn or rating pictures, those were fun to do. Don't Masturbate. Thom stared at it in bewilderment. They wanted him to look at porn and then not jerk off all day? That was cruel. At least it was only a skip point. Perform oral sex on your partner. That one was easy as long as Maryann was in the mood.
Twenty minutes later, Thom arrived home. He entered the house and was greeted by the wonderful smell of vanilla and apple. Maryann was in the kitchen, standing in front of the stove, cooking what looked like chicken cordon-bleu, one of Thom's favorites. An apple pie was baking in the oven, looking more than ready. A pot of spinach sat on the side. Potatoes were steaming in a plastic bowl by the sink. It was a veritable feast.
"Wow, what's the occasion?" Thom asked.
"No reason, just wanted to make something nice."
"Perfect timing. I hit level forty!" he announced.
"Oh, yeah, so did I!"
"Did you pick a track yet? I picked dynamic because it made the most sense and everything we've been doing so far has been pretty great, right?"
"Yeah, good call."
Thom approached his wife from behind and wrapped his arms around her. He stopped himself from cupping her breasts; he didn't know what kind of mood she was in yet. She had changed out of her work clothes already and just wore comfy sweatpants and a jumper. It wouldn't be hard to pull down the sweatpants and eat her out right there in the kitchen for an easy daily challenge complete.
"Guess who has a perfectly average penis," Thom said, kissing her on the neck.
"You?"
"Yup. Two-point-five exactly. Perfectly in the middle."
"Uh, that's not the middle, honey."
"What do you mean?" Thom asked, confused.
"There's no zero star rating, only one to five. The middle is three stars."
Thom did the math in his head. One plus five divided by two was three. She was right. His dick was rated below average. Some of his good mood evaporated but he pulled himself together.
"Huh, you're right," he said as if it didn't bother him. "What did you get?"
"Four-point-six-four?" she said apprehensively.
"No surprise there," Thom said, squeezing her affectionately. "You are amazingly beautiful and I love you."
"I love you, too."




-17- Haylie

Humming to herself, Haylie stood in front of the mirror and considered the two outfits. A cute dress that made her look innocent or jeans with a turtleneck sweater that made her look smart and successful. Neither of the outfits would make Cassie happy. She could already hear the rebuke — "Haylie, you're trying to be a slut, not find a husband." Sighing, she threw the outfits on the ground and opened her dresser again.
The outfit was downright scandalous. A black skirt so short that if she did anything but stand, her panties were definitely visible, and a spaghetti string crop top. They weren't planning on going outside or wearing clothes for long, so it was probably going to be fine. She glanced over to Allison, whose eyes were glued to the monitor, before undressing and slipping into the new outfit.
A knock on the door heralded Cassie's arrival. Adjusting her skirt into place, Haylie opened the door. There was a distinct look of approval in Cassie's eyes as she ran her gaze up and down Haylie's body. In comparison, Cassie's skinny jeans and bare-stomach t-shirt with "Heartbreaker" on it were downright modest.
"You're learning," Cassie said, nodding.
"Please tell me you found someone better for tonight," Haylie said, stepping aside to let her in.
"Well, I tried asking around for guys that are premature ejaculators but nobody seemed to answer."
"There's a middle ground between premature ejaculation and guys who jackhammer you for ten minutes and then go limp without even cumming."
"Well, let's take a look at the candidates, then," Cassie said, hopping onto Haylie's bed.
Haylie laid down next to her and they both looked at Cassie's phone. An image of a guy taking a nude selfie in front of the mirror popped up. He was white, okay-ish looking, and fit; his cock was average and cut.
"This one's a repeat. Walter the math major," Cassie said. "If you want a guy that's gonna cum the moment he sees a naked chick, it's him."
"No thanks. Still a hard pass," Haylie said.
Cassie swiped to the next one. Another white guy, very muscular, lying on a weight-lifting bench in thoroughly sweaty gym clothes with his cock gripped in his hands. Great cock but suspiciously small testicles.
"Ivan, exchange student from Ukraine. Can apparently bench over three-fifty. English major."
"Hmm, maybe," Haylie considered.
The next image was a black guy with an undercut and a goatee. He was lean with narrow hips but had a well-defined stomach and shoulders. His cock wasn't even hard; he laid on the bed with it just lying flat on his stomach.
"Hakeem. On the swim team. He's on a sports scholarship and—"
"Him," Haylie interrupted.
"Going back to black, huh?"
"No, it has nothing to do with his skin color. He just has that figure that I like."
"Yes, it's just a coincidence. Three days ago you fucked Tyler, African-American, and you said you came twice. Two days ago you fucked Steve, white as a snowflake, and you said he was average at best. Yesterday you fucked Kyle, super-caucasian, and you're still whining my ear off. Totally not a coincidence."
"Five days ago I did Ricardo. He was great and he's not black."
"He's not white, either," Cassie laughed.
"We have sex all the time and you're white."
"Hmmm... true, although I don't have a dick."
"Hakeem is just cute!" Haylie protested.
"Fine, fine! The whore gets to pick her lover," Cassie laughed. "I'll go let him know."
Switching to WhatsApp, Cassie started tapping out messages to a contact. Haylie leaned back in the bed and sighed. The whore test was proving to be more difficult than expected. Among other things, she was supposed to have sex with five different guys in five days. Hakeem was the fifth and final one — at least for that challenge.
"Are you guys talking about... guys?"
Both Cassie and Haylie jumped a little in surprise. Allison had her headphones off and swiveled around her gaming chair, looking at them. It was rare for Haylie to see more of her roommate than the back of her red head.
"Uh, yeah. Why?" Haylie asked.
"Is it hard to find guys here?"
"You looking to get laid?" Cassie asked.
"No! No!" Allison protested, blushing. "Uh, maybe."
Allison wasn't a bad-looking woman. She was a little bit plump because she did nothing but game and eat snacks all day but the curves suited her. She also had a disgustingly innocent face and red hair that went down past her shoulders. A lot of guys would give their right nut to fuck her.
"What have you tried?" Haylie asked.
"Uh... I don't really know where to start," Allison stammered. "I've tried to talk to guys online but most of them don't even live in America and I suck at it anyway."
"You want to get laid tonight?" Cassie asked, grinning. "Haylie and I are gonna hook up, you can tag along."
"No!" Allison squeaked and went red again. "I just want to know how to do it in principle. You know, uh, find guys."
"How did you meet your last boyfriend?"
"Um, uh, that was a loooong time ago," Allison said, shifting uncomfortably.
It wasn't hard to make the assumption and judging by Cassie's sudden excitement, she figured it out, too. Allison was a virgin. Haylie wasn't exactly surprised to learn that but it was unexpected to have that conversation. It was the most they've talked since the first week of moving in.
"Well... Haylie needs to go on a date tonight but if you want, I can hang out with you and give you some tips and stuff," Cassie said innocently. "I have some experience in the matter and people tell me I'm a good teacher."
"Really?" Allison said, perking up.
"Be nice. I have to live with her," Haylie hissed quietly.
Cassie jumped out of bed and grabbed Haylie's arm, pulling her up. She shoved Haylie toward the door with a surprising amount of strength. Haylie just barely managed to grab her clutch from atop the dresser.
"Go enjoy your date with Hakeem. Room three-hundred-ten-B."
Poor Allison. Haylie had her own adventure to worry about. She headed up to the third floor, garnering more than a handful of stares from guys. The door to room 310B opened after she knocked.
In-person, Hakeem was even taller than she assumed in the picture, well over six feet. He wore a tight shirt and a jacket of the Springfield College Porpoises, the swim team. He must have showered and shaved recently, the scent of men's body wash mixed with aftershave — a little bit overwhelming but it was better than body odor.
"Wow, I thought she was joking," Hakeem said, staring at her with wide eyes.
"She might have been. What did she say?"
"Uh, it was... very forward."
As cute as it was to see a guy stammer, it didn't align with her goals of the night. She wasn't looking to date him, just fuck him. Stepping up on her tiptoes, she put a hand on his shoulder and leaned in closer.
"Was it more forward than me telling you that I really want to ride that cock of yours?" she asked in a husky voice, batting her eyes.
"Nope," he said, surprised but recovering well. "Actually, it was about the same. Although you were wearing much less in the picture she sent."
"Was it the one with the garter belt?"
"Yeah."
"That's a good one. Can I come in?"
"Of course," Hakeem said, stepping aside.
The dorm room was exactly as big as her own and laid in the same way, though it looked like it had been recently cleaned. The left side seemed to be his, judging from the trophies on the dresser.
"How do you know Cassie?" she asked, setting the clutch down in front of a tenth-grade gold medal for hundred-meter freestyle.
"She dated my twin sister for a while."
"Wow, are you one of the few people on campus who hasn't banged her?" Haylie laughed.
"Guess so," he chuckled.
"So... you wanna fuck?"
"Uh-huh," he grinned.
"And she told you about the condition?" Haylie asked, pulling the phone and a condom packet out of her clutch.
"You want to record it."
"Yeah, at least a little bit. Thirty seconds. Face is optional but you're pretty cute, so I wouldn't mind seeing it again."
"Fine with me."
With the formalities out of the way, Haylie went for it. She tossed the phone on the bed and embraced him in a kiss. His body was divine and he was strong but gentle. After making out for a hot minute, they tumbled toward the bed.
The outfit proved to be very convenient as she just had to strip off her panties. Hakeem stripped down to just his t-shirt and laid down on the bed. She pumped his cock until he was hard, unrolled the condom, then climbed on top of him. She guided his big cock inside of her welcoming pussy.
"Mmmm," she sighed.
"Ohhh," he groaned.
While riding him cowgirl, she pulled her crop top over her head. He immediately went for her bare breasts, kneading them with satisfaction. It was a great experience already but she couldn't lose herself just yet. She picked up her phone and pressed the button to record a video. To get the definitive proof, she lifted the hem of her skirt and made sure to get at least thirty seconds' worth of his big cock inside of her.
Then it was time to enjoy herself. She rode him hard until he was so distracted that his hands dropped away from her breasts. She pushed up his shirt and leaned down to nuzzle his nipples, enjoying his surprised groans of pleasure. His cock was a good size to hit her in just the right spots and she managed to cum before he did, though he wasn't far behind.
Once he pumped his load in the condom, she hopped off and grabbed her clothes.
"I feel like I just got used," he said.
"You were," Haylie said, smirking. "But like I said, you are kind of cute. Got any objections to me texting you at some point in the future for a real date or something?"
"That'd be nice, although I wouldn't say no to being used again," he chuckled.
Under normal circumstances, Haylie would have stayed longer and cuddled, eventually leading to a blowjob until he was hard again for round two. Today, she was more eager to return to her dorm room to check if Allison was alright. The caution turned out to be warranted. The moaning was audible in the hallway. She opened the door, preparing for the worst.
Allison was on her back, both hands dug into her duvet, with her back arched and her body sweaty. She was fully naked and her breasts were significantly bigger than they appeared under the hoodies she usually wore. Cassie was also naked, kneeling at the edge of the bed with her head between Allison's thighs, both hands occupied with stopping her from writhing too much.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God," Allison moaned over and over.
Walking quietly, Hayley approached her friend. She raised her arm and then quickly descended it, slapping Cassie hard on her bare ass.
"Ahhhhhhhh!" Cassie yelped, rearing her head.
"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop," Allison begged until Cassie resumed eating her out.
Laughing, Haylie made herself comfortable on her own bed and watched the show while reviewing the video and uploading it to Anything Goes.




-18- Maryann

There wasn't enough time to drive home and still make the appointment. Maryann went into the employee bathroom and hiked up her skirt. She reached around and gripped the base of the buttplug, tugging at it gingerly. It took half a minute to slowly work it out of her tight sphincter.
Train your asshole. After ordering a whole set of stainless steel anal plugs from one inch all the way up to six inches, Maryann practiced. She managed to work up to one that was four-and-a-half inches at the widest point, though only two inches when it was all the way in. Every hour, she removed and reinserted it five times, applying more lube. With that done, she freshened up a little, making sure her makeup was still in order.
"I'm gonna head out," Maryann called out to Eva in the break room.
"Enjoooy!" Eva replied in a smug sing-song.
In the car, Maryann double-checked to make sure she had everything. Two dozen condoms, normal and large, lube, mouthwash, and breath mints. Good. She wouldn't have to make another stop.
Five short minutes later, she pulled into the parking lot of Glitter's apartment block. The text message she had gotten two hours ago just said "my place at five". She was three minutes late. Before getting out, she washed her mouth with mouthwash and then sucked on a breath mint on the way up.
The door opened and Glitter's roguish face greeted her with a smile. He waved her inside with a flourish. As expected, he was not alone. A bulky guy with the darkest skin she had ever seen stood in front of the couch. He wore sweatpants and a tank top as if he lived at the gym. His head was shaved clean but he had incredibly bushy, thick eyebrows.
"Good evening. You ordered a whore?" Maryann asked.
"That's my gym buddy, Terrence," Glitter said. "Terrence, this is Maryann."
"Nice to meet you," Terrence said, approaching her with his hand held out.
Maryann sidestepped the offer and went in for a kiss — on the mouth. The man was surprised but responsive. He grabbed her ass and squeezed it just as she shoved her tongue into his mouth. She slipped her hand into the front of his sweatpants and grabbed his cock. From what it felt like, it was a good size.
"Whoa, whoa," Terrence said, backing away.
"I thought that's what I'm here for," Maryann pouted, looking at Glitter.
"It is but he didn't expect you to be that eager," Glitter laughed.
"Is that so?" Maryann asked, turning back to Terrence, batting her eyes. "Do you think I'm too eager for your cock?"
"She for real?"
To her just how real she was, Maryann went down on her knees in front of him. She grabbed his sweatpants and boxers in one, pulling them down to his knees. At first glance, she was a little disappointed by his size but on second glance, it was just an illusion caused by his thick, muscular thighs and wide hips — his cock was perfectly fine. He had dense, dark curls of pubic hair around the base.
Maryann grabbed the base of the flaccid dick and wrapped her lips around the cut tip. It grew quickly under her stimulation. By now, she had enough practice under her belt to feel confident about her abilities and she didn't hesitate using them. She was proud to be able to deepthroat him to the point where her lips were tickled by his pubic hair.
"Oof, I'm gonna—" Terrence grunted.
Feeling him start to twitch, Maryann pulled back and stood up. He was past the point of no return and stood there with his eyes closed, blowing his load into thin air. When he was done, he let out a groan of disappointment at the unfulfilled orgasm.
"That's your punishment for not believing me," Maryann said coyly.
"That's cruel," Glitter chuckled.
"Eva taught me that one," Maryann grinned.
"I don't know her but I hate her," Terrence complained.
"While we wait for him to recover and clean up his mess, why don't we take things to the bedroom?" Maryann asked, grabbing Glitter's wrist.
"Hey, that's not fair!"
"Don't worry, I know of a way you can take out your frustration later," Maryann grinned, leading Glitter to the bedroom.
"Sorry, bro," Glitter laughed.
The bedroom hadn't changed since the last time she entered but the blinds weren't drawn. The view was incredible. She let go of Glitter's wrist to stand in front of the window and just look down at Springfield, bathed in the late evening sun.
"Wow," she marveled.
Coming up behind her, Glitter unzipped her skirt and reached around to undo the buttons of her shirt. He kissed her neck. She let him undress her completely, soaking in the view.
"Nice plug," Glitter remarked, pushing on the butt plug with his fingers.
"A whore needs all her holes to be useful."
"You're taking this whore thing pretty seriously, huh?"
"Yeah," Maryann said in a more serious tone. "The whole experience has been... incredible. I've never felt so alive or so sexy before. I feel like I have to make up for lost time."
Glitter's fingers grabbed the base of the plug and he pulled at it.
"Has anyone used that fine hole yet?"
"Well... my husband has, so no, not really."
Maryann let out a little sigh as the plug popped out. She didn't say it out loud but she was nervous. Glitter's cock was pretty big and she hadn't had the nerve to try an actual dildo in her ass yet. They were going to need a lot of lube. She grabbed her purse from the floor and retrieved the bottle, a strip of condoms, and her phone.
"Please use more than you think you need," she said, handing him the condoms and the lube.
Looking for a good spot to position the camera, Maryann decided that the best location was on the floor. She started recording a video and then set the phone down, spreading her legs just above it. Glancing down, she saw that she had a great view of her pussy and ass on the screen. She pressed her hands on the window.
Glitter slapped her butt, leaving a wet handprint of lube behind. Maryann's heart skipped a beat as she felt the tip of his cock at her back entrance. She closed her eyes and tried her best to relax her body as he pushed.
Nothing happened. The pressure applied and eased off, a little more every time. Then, suddenly, his tip pushed in all the way. The rest followed quickly.
"Oh!" Maryann gasped.
"Everything cool?"
"Yeah, just... intense."
Glitter thrust slowly into her, grabbing her by the waist for support. Maryann wasn't sure if she liked it or not. It was definitely an interesting experience but it didn't get her off like vaginal sex did.
"It's pretty tight," Glitter said.
"Maybe it's too soon. Fuck my pussy."
"Well, well, well, looks like I arrived at just the right time," Terrence announced, walking into the room.
"Are you hard yet?" Maryann asked, eyeing the lack of a bulge in his pants.
"Give me a moment," Terrence chuckled, pulling off his tank top.
Pubic hair wasn't the only hair on his body. He had more of the same curly hair on his chest, stomach, and thighs. His upper arms were so big he had stretch marks like she had on her stomach. While pumping his cock, he knelt down to pick up a condom.
Glitter grabbed Maryann's wrists and turned her away from the window, toward Terrence. He thrust deep into her ass until she had to stand on the tips of her toes. It dawned on her too late what he was doing. Terrence was already in front of her, grabbing her knees and spreading her legs.
Maryann's stomach lurched as she was hoisted into the air, supported by two strong guys. All of a sudden, she was helpless and completely out of control. They could do anything they wanted with her. Maybe it had been a bad idea to tease Terrence.
Fortunately, Terrence only had one thing in mind. He stepped between her legs and tried to push his condom-wrapped cock inside her. It took him three tries to line it up without the use of his hands but he managed it.
"Ohhhh," Maryann groaned.
Having two cocks inside of her was a feeling like no other. She felt stuffed like a turkey, wondering how it was possible that much dick fit into her body. Terrance bent his legs and readjusted her until he was able to start thrusting, grinning at her wickedly. Her leg started to tremble and waves of heat washed over her.
"Wait, wait," Maryann gasped.
"Too much?" Glitter asked.
"Phone! Video!"
Those were the last words she managed to squeeze out before she let go and let herself be drowned in newfound bliss. Glitter let go of her wrists and she fell forward, wrapping her arms around Terrence to squeeze him tightly. Tightly wedged between their bodies, they worked both her holes like an engine. Glitter pushed in, Terrence pulled out; Terrence pushed in, Glitter pulled out.
Normally there were ups and downs, small moments of reprieve before the next high, but with both of them working together, there was only the constant sensation of something pushing inside her. Sweat poured down her body like a waterfall. She moaned and groaned and screamed and begged. She kissed Terrence and lightly bit his shoulders.
Neither of them slowed down as she climaxed. Unable to writhe or squirm, Maryann couldn't do anything to lessen the force of the orgasm that exploded in her. She was pretty sure that during either the first or the second orgasm, she transcended the plane of existence into another dimension.
When she became aware of her surroundings again, she was lying on the bed. Both of her holes still felt like they were stuffed, pulsating with after-trembles. Glitter laid next to her with his hands folded behind his head, looking up at the ceiling.
"Do you shave your armpits?" Maryann mumbled.
"Yeah," he answered, turning to smile at her.
Maryann leaned in and kissed his armpit. It tasted salty and smelled like body odor.
"Ew," she said, wrinkling her nose. "I'm not doing that again."
"Why do it in the first place?" Glitter chuckled.
"I don't know. My brain has melted."
"How do you feel?"
"Exhausted."
"You hungry?"
"Starving."
"Terrence is making something to eat. Some family recipe his mother taught him. She's from Nigeria. Rice, vegetables, egg. It's good. I can also order pizza or Chinese if you want."
"I want more sex," Maryann answered, rolling on her side and draping an arm over Glitter's chest.
"Really?" Glitter groaned.
"Yes. As soon as I can move my body again."
Glitter snorted with laughter and she joined in. She didn't really want to have more sex, she needed to recover first. She used her remaining strength to lift her head and settle into a more comfortable position when she caught sight of the window. It was getting dark.
"Shit. Where's my phone?" she asked.
"Uh, hold on," Glitter said, feeling around the nightstand for it. "Here."
It was a little past five o'clock. She sent a text message to Thom.
MARYANN: Sorry, running late
MARYANN: Eva needed something
MARYANN: Eating out don't wait for me
The nagging sense of guilt grew smaller every time she lied to and cheated on her husband. Compared to the incredibly amazing feeling of being fucked by two guys at the same time, it was barely more than a momentary hiccup. She opened Anything Goes and looked at her current challenges. Have a threesome. Have anal sex. She managed to complete both of those in one go — that would send her to level forty-four.




-19- Haylie

The experience of entering her dorm room and only encountering silence was new and a little disconcerting. The computer was turned on, it was always turned on, but the monitor was off. No sight of Allison. She was a little jealous. Cassie had been spending a lot of time with Allison. With nothing better planned for the evening, Haylie pulled out her phone and texted Hakeem.
HAYLIE: Hey wanna grab a coffee or something?
No immediate response. She opened Anything Goes and looked at the list. She had a threesome, which was easy since Cassie counted, and got fucked in the ass — by Cassie with a strapon. She blew three guys and swallowed their loads. There was only one task left before she was approved to be a whore. Have sex in public. Her plan at the moment was to go to a movie theater with Cassie.
The door opened and Cassie waltzed in, followed by a ridiculously dressed-up Allison. High heels, fishnet stockings, a leather mini skirt, and a shirt with a neckline so low it was almost a vest. Her red hair was tied back into a long ponytail, leaving her usually hidden ears visible — she wore hoop earrings. That wasn't even the most concerning part of her outfit.
"Check out what I got for my pet," Cassie said with a proud grin, waving her hand at Allison's throat.
A black leather collar. A metal clip was attached at the front, ready for a leash to be attached.
"Very subtle," Haylie said, rolling her eyes.
"You think it's too much?" Allison asked.
"Yes, it's too much."
"Nonsense," Cassie disagreed. "The guy liked it, didn't he? He said you looked hot."
"I had sex!" Allison said, grinning from ear to ear.
"Yes, you did, my darling. And you can thank your very nice roommate for that," Cassie said, patting Allison on the head. "I took her to see Tyler, based on your multi-orgasm recommendation. He was very gentle when he took her straight-sex virginity."
"Thank you, Haylie," Allison said, nodding vigorously.
"Go take a shower," Cassie said, clapping her on the butt.
Allison squirreled away into the bathroom. Cassie joined Haylie on the bed, grinning wickedly.
"That outfit really is too much. It doesn't suit her," Haylie said.
"Yeah, I know. I'm gonna tone it down. I kinda dig her natural, dorky, innocent look. She was super fucking anxious before the date though and the outfit helped her feel more confident."
"Are you really going to stick with this pet thing?"
"Yeah," Cassie giggled. "You have no idea how submissive she is. She's not even gay but she's just so eager to please me that she offers to eat me out. I declined, in case you wanted to know. She's terrible at it. But damn, the girl loves dick."
"Tyler?"
"I know he's a good lay and I know he's clean since I had him tested before your hookup. My pet is on a diet of big, black, and bareback."
"You didn't use a condom?" Haylie gasped.
"And ruin the magic of her very first creampie? Hell no."
"Is she—"
"Don't worry. She's been on the pill since she was seventeen to help her with horrible cramps."
The phone in Haylie's hand buzzed.
HAKEEM: Sure how about tomorrow?
Haylie sighed as her plans for the evening evaporated. Just as she was about to type a reply, a new message came in
HAKEEM: Actually how about today?
HAYLIE: Yes!
"Ooooooooh. Someone's got a daaaaate," Cassie teased.
HAYLIE: Now?
HAKEEM: Give me half an hour
HAYLIE: Okay. I'll meet you in the lobby
"You like him?" Cassie asked.
"I don't know yet. He's good in bed but I left early because I was worried about Allison."
"You had nothing to worry about!"
"You're turning my roommate into a sex toy."
"Better than a gamer."
"That's probably true," Haylie laughed.
The door to the bathroom opened and Allison emerged, buck naked save for the collar. She had hickeys on her breasts and ass — Cassie's work, undoubtedly. Haylie was a little envious of the full tits and voluptuous body. Her mother was like that, too, but she didn't seem to have inherited that. She wasn't skinny by any means but she definitely didn't have an ass like that. She wasn't envious of the razor burn on Allison's crotch, however.
"You want to double-check?" Allison asked, looking at Cassie.
"Told you," Cassie whispered.
"I'm gonna go take a quick shower and get ready for my date," Haylie said, jumping out of bed.
Twenty minutes later, Haylie walked into the lobby of the dormitory, dressed in skinny jeans, turtleneck sweater, and a light jacket. She wanted to look cute and Cassie's remark that she looked "boring" meant she did.
After five minutes, Hakeem came down the stairs, wearing his Porpoise jacket again. His eyes lit up as he spotted her.
"You look nice," he said.
"So do you," she returned the compliment with a smile.
"Got any destinations in mind? If not, let's go to Coco's."
"Works for me."
Coco's was a student-run cafe close to campus and a popular destination. Hopefully, it wouldn't be too full on a Wednesday evening. They walked out of the dorm and into the cool autumn air.
"So... how's it going?" Hakeem asked.
"Everything is completely insane right now," Haylie chuckled. "You?"
"A little rough. Swim season just started and I'm paying the price for slacking during the summer. I think today is the first day in two months I'm not sore. All I do is eat, train, and sleep."
"No time for dating?"
"To be honest? Not really. I was supposed to hang out with the team today but I blew it off."
"Uh, just so we're clear, I'm not gonna have sex with you tonight."
"That's totally fine. I didn't expect it," Hakeem said quickly.
"I just want a quiet evening. I need a break from all the craziness."
"Yeah, I've heard stories from Yvonne about how... tumultuous dating Cassie can be," he chuckled.
"Yvonne is your sister?"
"Yeah."
"And I'm not dating Cassie. We did date but that was a while ago. Now we're just friends."
"Still sounds tumultuous."
"So, what's being a famous athlete like? I saw the trophies in your room," Haylie asked to change the topic.
"Apparently, I peaked in high school."
The parking lot of Coco's was almost empty. Despite the proximity to the campus, a lot of students still drove instead of walking for a few minutes, so an empty parking lot meant it wasn't too crowded. Sure enough, the cafe was only half occupied and they got a table for two right away. Haylie ordered a caramel coffee with whipped cream, Hakeem an americano.
Unlike Haylie, Hakeem wasn't a Springfield native. He grew up in a smaller city, a couple hours north, called Woodbury. He loved to swim and spent most of his free time as a teen in the water. If he hadn't been lucky enough to get a scholarship to attend Springfield College, he'd most likely be working at his parents' pool supply business.
Their drinks arrived.
"Wow, that smells amazing," Hakeem said, looking at the caramel coffee with envy.
"You want a sip?"
"I wish. I'm on a strict diet mandated by the team nutritionist. Hence this," he said, raising his americano.
"Are you only allowed to eat broccoli and kale smoothies?"
"Nah. A lot of protein shakes, rice, and eggs. It's gonna be even worse once the meets start. There are days where I have to eat up to five thousand calories just to maintain my weight."
"What!? Aren't you supposed to eat only two thousand?"
"It really depends on what you're doing. An hour of intense training can burn over a thousand calories."
"It sounds like you should be drinking sweet drinks, then."
"Too much sugar. I need proteins, fats, and the good kind of carbs."
"You want fat?"
"You need it or your body stops working right."
"Then why am I eating all these low-fat products?"
"You really want to know? I could talk for hours about this."
"Yes, please," Haylie said.
It was nice to just listen to Hakeem talk and stare into his beautiful, brown eyes. A nice change of pace from all the sex. After a while, Coco's started filling up with more and more people. The atmosphere grew louder and they decided to take a stroll outside instead.
Springfield College's campus wasn't particularly big or impressive but it had a nice park that was always densely packed during the summer. Fall was a different matter, however, as most of the grassy areas were covered in fallen leaves. Haylie hooked her arm underneath Hakeem's as they sauntered on the path toward the big fountain.
"Starting today, I'm never going to go on another fad diet," Haylie concluded.
"You definitely don't need to. Whatever it is you're doing right now is working great."
Cassie's words penetrated Haylie's mind — a diet of big, black, and bareback. She groaned internally. Now is not the time to think about sex. Even if he is very cute.
"I'd return the compliment but after hearing how much you have to train and eat, I'm not sure if I want to encourage it," she teased and then quickly added, "you are very pretty, though."
"Whoa, watch—"
The warning was too late. Haylie's shin collided with something hard, sending a massive stab of pain up her leg. She flinched, trying to maintain her balance. Unfortunately, the ground underneath her was very slippery and she lost that struggle. Hakeem grabbed her right arm but that only tilted her to her side.
A blinding pain shot up her left arm as it collided with the rim of the fountain.




-20- Maryann

The screen faded to black and the credits played. Maryann had a hard time remembering what even happened in the movie. It was a generic, sappy romcom with entirely forgettable characters and writing — good guy is an asshole, good guy harasses the girl, girl falls in love with him, they kiss.
"What a stupid bitch," Cassie said.
"Sorry," Haylie mumbled sleepily.
"Not you," Cassie snorted.
It was an unusual evening. Maryann had gotten a call from the hospital — Haylie had a bruised bone. Fortunately, she avoided breaking it but she was in a lot of pain and had to wear a brace on her left arm to keep her wrist from moving, potentially for months. Maryann had picked her and Cassie up from the hospital and they cuddled up on the couch, eating ice cream.
"Oh," Haylie said and yawned.
The painkillers made her drowsy and she had been fading in and out of consciousness for a while.
"You want to watch the sequel?" Maryann asked. "Its rating is even worse."
"Sure," Cassie laughed.
"You want more ice cream or popcorn?"
"Nah," Haylie yawned.
Maryann skipped the credits and hit the play button on the sequel. It started with a montage of the romantic highlights of the first movie to the tune of sappy music. The real movie hadn't even started yet when Haylie yawned loudly again. Maryann kissed her daughter on the head.
"Come on, I'll take you to bed, honey," she said.
"I got it, Mrs. F," Cassie volunteered, jumping to her feet.
It took a bit of maneuvering from both of them but Haylie woke up enough that she was able to walk just fine. Maryann watched them exit the living room and then sat back down on the couch, cuddling up under the blanket. The protagonist of the first movie just got served with divorce papers but he was determined to win the love of his wife back. She wondered if the writers realized how awful the guy had been in the first movie and decided to keep watching.
To her surprise, Cassie returned five minutes later.
"She's already asleep," Cassie said, sitting down in the spot vacated by Haylie.
"That's good. You want me to drive you home?"
"Can we keep watching the movie?"
"Uh, sure."
It was a little odd. The movie definitely wasn't good and Maryann had never spent any time alone with her daughter's strange friend. The snakebite piercings still looked a little odd every time she saw them. Cassie lifted the blanket and cuddled up next to Maryann. That was also a little weird.
"What'd I miss so far?" Cassie asked.
"Frank got served divorce papers. Now he wants to win her back."
"What are the odds he somehow succeeds?" Cassie laughed.
"A hundred percent, I think."
After the protagonist and his buddy come up with a list of ten ideas that would definitely get him a restraining order in real life, the movie switched focus to his wife. She was at a fancy spa with her best friend, both wearing only white towels.
"Those two are about to get fuuuucked," Cassie laughed.
"What? No way," Maryann protested.
Sure enough, the masseurs entered, two beefy Hollywood hunks with wavy hair and exaggerated muscles. They looked nothing like Glitter and Terrence. The two women exchanged coy smiles — they definitely wanted to have sex. It was a little awkward to watch the scene with Cassie next to her but the movie was rated PG-13, so she assumed it wouldn't get too bad.
The man had them lie down on the massage tables and began working their shoulders. It went on for a solid minute, at the end of which the protagonist's wife undid her towel and her bare back was in frame. Maryann shifted uncomfortably in her seat and looked at Cassie, trying to gauge her level of embarrassment.
Cassie was not embarrassed at all, quite the opposite. She was biting her bottom lip, sucking on one of the piercings. The blanket rustled and there was a slight, repetitive movement. Maryann froze in shock. Is she masturbating!?
"Mmm," Cassie moaned in answer and turned to look at Maryann.
The two of them locked eyes. Cassie opened her mouth halfway and let out a sigh, closing her lids halfway but not breaking contact. Maryann was flabbergasted. Did I fall asleep and this is a dream? What could possibly go on in Cassie's head that she thought it was okay to flick her bean in front of her friend's mother? The wet schlicking noise was audible over the music in the movie. The blanket bounced rapidly in the corner of Maryann's vision.
Suddenly, a hand touched Maryann's thigh. She flinched in surprise and her stomach lurched at the sudden and unexpected invasion of privacy. Cassie's eyes twinkled with glee and she bit her bottom lip again.
"Ohhh, ohhh," Cassie moaned in a higher pitch, breathing faster.
The hand on Maryann's thigh moved upward, closer to her pussy. A shiver ran up her spine. She had no idea what was happening but she couldn't seem to look away.
"Ohhhh, yeah, ohhhh," Cassie moaned, even louder.
The fingers dug into Maryann's jeans. Cassie's eyes closed and her mouth fell open. Her breathing was ragged and her entire body was moving underneath the blanket. She let out a few, short, high-pitched squeaks as she climaxed.
Someone was talking and for a moment, Maryann was confused about where it was coming from until she remembered the movie was still playing. Cassie opened her eyes, took a deep breath, and smiled dreamily at Maryann. The hand on Maryann's thigh moved even more inward, close enough that Cassie's pinkie bumped against the seam at the crotch of her jeans.
"Your turn," Cassie purred.
Maryann shivered as Cassie began rubbing her pussy through the fabric of the pants, sliding two fingers along the seam. She knew that whatever was happening wasn't normal but she felt helpless to do anything about it. Maryann had never done anything with a woman before but Cassie radiated an aura of confidence that somehow put her in charge of the situation, even though she was twenty-five years younger.
"Hngh," Maryann groaned and rolled her head back and Cassie managed to find the clit underneath two layers of fabric.
"God, that's hot," Cassie rasped.
Footsteps approached. Maryann assumed it was part of the movie until she heard her husband's voice. Panic seized her and she grabbed Cassie's wrist to get her to stop.
"How's the kid doing?" Thom asked, making a show of looking around as if she were hiding somewhere.
"Fell asleep because of the meds," Maryann answered, trying her best not to sound shaky.
Quick as a weasel, Cassie dislodged her arm from Maryann's grip and slipped her hand inside of Maryann's pants. Index and middle finger slipped inside of the dripping wet pussy. Maryann's entire body tingled and heat shot to her face. Please don't let me blush, please don't let me blush! she begged.
"What are you watching?" Thom asked.
"An awful movie," Maryann said quickly.
"You wanna join us?" Cassie asked, dragging her middle finger across Maryann's clit.
For a moment, Maryann's vision went black as she tried to keep her eyes open and not moan. Thom looked at the screen. It was a very cringey scene of the protagonist and his best friend attempting to teach each other how to waltz. Without context, it looked very homoerotic — not the kind of movie that Thom liked to watch.
"Nah. I'm gonna check in on Haylie and go back to work," he said, tapping the doorframe.
"Alright, have fun," Maryann squeaked.
As soon as Thom was out of sight, Maryann rolled back her head and exhaled noiselessly, wishing she could scream her lungs out. Cassie used the opportunity to throw off the blanket, swing her leg over, and straddle Maryann. She used her free hand to squeeze Maryann's breasts through the sweater and press her lips on Maryann's mouth.
The snakebite piercings were unfamiliar and Maryann wasn't sure what to do with them. She didn't want to accidentally hurt her and let Cassie take the reins. That turned out to be a good choice. Woman or not, Cassie was an incredible kisser, spoiling both sets of Maryann's lips at the same time.
There was little point in delaying the inevitable. Maryann embraced the orgasm, moaning into Cassie's mouth. Her body shuddered and her mind was wiped blank, replaced by bliss. Cassie managed to draw it out, following every peak with even more intensity to make the next peak more powerful.
Eventually, it ended. Maryann was breathless, panting for breath. Cassie nibbled on her earlobe and nuzzled her neck.
"I've wanted to fuck you since that move you pulled at the mall," Cassie rasped. "You are so fucking hot."
"I'm not... into women..." Maryann panted.
Cassie laughed wholeheartedly.
"You're a little whore. You are into everyone who wants to fuck you."
"I'm not!" Maryann protested weakly.
"Your level on Anything Goes begs to differ."
Maryann gasped and sat up. A substantial amount of the brain fog evaporated at the mention of the app. Did she hear right?
"You know about Anything Goes?"
"Yes, I do," Cassie grinned.
"Oh," Maryann squeaked. "Did Haylie tell you?"
"No, I've already had it for years. I'm a big whore," she said proudly. "But I do think it was very, very naughty of you to sign up your own daughter."
"She doesn't play, does she? I didn't think she'd want to do those stupid you start out with."
"Yeah, she didn't like doing those. That's why I helped her fast track to be a whore."
"You what!?" Maryann gasped.
"Honestly, you don't have to worry about her. She's not like us. She's too thick-headed to keep playing for much longer."
It was too much information and too many feelings to process. Maryann grabbed the remote and turned off the TV. Cassie slid off her lap and grabbed the blanket, throwing it over both of them again. She cuddled up to Maryann, planted a peck on her cheek, and rested her head on her shoulder.
"So does your husband know?" Cassie asked.
"No! He doesn't know anything!"
"Really? I know he plays Anything Goes, too."
"How do you know that?"
"Caught him using it when I visited the first time. What level are you at?"
"I'm forty-four and he's forty-two."
"Is that because you're cheating on him?" Cassie giggled.
"Yes," Maryann sighed. "Please don't tell him."
"Don't worry. Your secret is safe with me. In fact, all of your secrets are safe with me. We definitely need to compare notes about Anything Goes. I want to hear all the dirty, nasty stuff you've done and I'll tell you mine."
"I don't think that's a good idea. You're Haylie's friend."
"Of course it's a bad idea. If we were capable of making good decisions, we wouldn't be in this position."
The woman had a point. Maryann leaned back and just tried to take stock of everything that happened. Her pussy still throbbed with aftershocks, her panties and jeans were drenched, and she just had sex with a woman — or rather, a woman had sex with her. The only thing that made sense at that moment was to grab her phone and load the app.
Have sex with another woman.
"Damn it. They want a picture as proof," Maryann said.
"Don't worry. There'll be plenty of opportunities in your future."




-21- Thom

Bending over at the waist, Thom positioned the rounded tip at his sphincter. It was cold and slimy with lube. He took a deep breath and pushed, eased off, pushed, eased off, and did a final push to power through the resistance. The plug slipped inside and his ass eagerly gobbled it up until his sphincter closed around the base again.
Having a butt plug inside of her was an odd and disconcerting feeling. The only reason Thom did it was because he knew that Maryann had completed that challenge. Train your asshole. He used the same plugs that Maryann had bought but he only just managed to work his way up to the size that she started with. He wiped the excess lube with toilet paper and washed his hands.
Just when he was about to put his pants back on, he noticed that his penis was oozing precum. A long strand clung to his foreskin, waving sideways. He wished he could just jerk off, the urge to cum was getting stronger. Between Maryann working late so often and Haylie's accident, Thom hadn't had sex in several days.
Back in the home office, Thom sat down at the computer. Fortunately, the butt plug wasn't that big and he didn't have a problem finding a comfortable position where he couldn't feel it. He took out his phone. As nice as it was to have Haylie in the house, it made his Anything Goes adventure more challenging.
Keeping one eye on the closed door, Thom opened the app. He had already watched the video, a very interesting one where a lady realtor ended up fucking eight different guys at a showing, and rated the nude selfies. The daily challenge to not masturbate mocked him but he would mark it as complete in the evening.
Feeling very proud of himself, he marked Run a mile in under ten minutes as complete. He opened up an incognito tab on the computer and went to his favorite porn site. He typed in "long-distance runner" on a whim and clicked on the first thumbnail of a MILF with blonde hair wearing a gym outfit. He put on his headphones but left one ear free so he could listen for Haylie shouting if needed.
The pornstar ran on a treadmill in an indoor gym but he kept watching anyway. After a few seconds, she stumbled and fell. Fortunately, she was caught by a pair of handsome, white, buff dudes. Of course, she wanted to "thank" them by giving them blowjobs.
Just as she was getting spit-roasted, the doorbell rang. Thom flinched and immediately closed the whole browser window. It was probably just a delivery, though Maryann hadn't said she was expecting anything. As he stood up, the buttplug made itself noticeable again. No time to take it out. His pants were thick enough that nobody would notice his erection — one of the few benefits of an average-sized dick.
Thom hurried downstairs and opened the door to suddenly stand face to face with a tall, young, black guy with an oddly narrow physique, an undercut, and a goatee. He couldn't see a uniform, only a jacket from a sports team. He was holding a box but it was from a bakery chain and the car in the driveway was a blue Mazda, not a company car.
"Hey, uh, is Haylie home?" the man asked, sounding a little unsure.
"Who are you and what do you want with my daughter?"
"Oh, I'm Hakeem. I'm a... friend of hers from college. It's my fault she got hurt and I wanted to bring something as an apology," he said, holding up the box of baked goods.
Haylie told them that she tripped while walking around the park and slipped on some wet leaves. She hadn't mentioned that she had been out with a guy. Was it a date? Thom gave the guy another lookover and his stomach lurched at the idea of his daughter dating him.
"Hakeem?" Haylie called out, descending the stairs.
"You know him?" Thom asked, still feeling blindsided by the new information.
"Of course, I know him, dad," Haylie groaned, rolling her eyes. "Come in."
Thom stepped aside so that Hakeem could enter. He opened the box to reveal four tasty-looking cupcakes with caramel-colored frosting. Each cupcake had the word "Sorry!" written on top with black icing.
"I'm really sorry about yesterday," Hakeem said. "They're caramel carrot cake muffins. I got special permission from the coach to eat one."
"Ooh, thank you," Haylie said cheerfully and went on her tiptoes to kiss Hakeem on the cheek.
There it was. A wave of nausea rolled over Thom. The two of them were involved to some degree. His daughter and... Hakeem. He tried his best to squash the images of all the porn involving black guys that he had watched. Haylie realized that Thom was standing right there and blushed.
"Uh, dad, this is Hakeem. He's on the college swim team, the Porpoises. It really wasn't his fault I hurt my arm!"
"I see," Thom muttered.
"Let's go to my room," Haylie said, grabbing Hakeem's hand and dragging him upstairs.
Thom was left staring up the stairs, feeling shaken. A guy like that was dating his daughter and there he was with a buttplug in his ass. He shuffled to the kitchen, opened the fridge, and closed it again. Why did he come downstairs in the first place? Right, the doorbell rang. I was watching porn.
The door to Haylie's room was closed. Thom walked past it slowly but was unable to hear anything. Should he knock and make sure everything was fine or would that only embarrass Haylie? He decided not to do anything, mostly because he didn't want to accidentally walk in on anything inappropriate.
Two hours later, Maryann finally arrived home. Hakeem only stayed for an hour but Thom was still shaken from the encounter. He waited for his wife in the kitchen because he didn't want to jump her right away.
"Did you know that Haylie has a boyfriend?" he asked.
"You mean Hakeem?" Maryann asked.
"You knew!?"
"She mentioned it at the hospital, though she didn't say he was her boyfriend. I think it was their first date or something. She didn't really say much more than that."
"He showed up at the house. With apology cupcakes."
"Ooh, that's very sweet of him."
"Do you know what he looks like?"
"No, why?"
"He's... a man," Thom said, not wanting to sound like a racist.
"Like he's old?" Maryann asked, looking puzzled.
"No, he's in his early twenties."
"Okay, so what's wrong?"
"It's our daughter and this... guy!" he pleaded.
"Thom," Maryann sighed. "Haylie's twenty years old. I was younger than her when I met you."
"Yeah, sure, but—"
"Please don't tell me you're going to be so... traditional about this."
"I'm not traditional. I think we should have a threesome," Thom blurted out.
The idea had been stewing around in his head for a while. It was one of the challenges on Anything Goes that he hadn't been able to do for obvious reasons but after seeing how hard Maryann climaxed on the dildos, just like the women did in porn, he couldn't stop thinking about all the possibilities.
"What?" Maryann asked, flabbergasted.
"You have that challenge, too, right? To have a threesome."
"Uh, yeah, I have that," Maryann said cautiously, looking at him with an odd expression.
"I think maybe we should do it just to try it, you know?"
"Really?"
"Yeah, why not?"
"I don't know. I don't really know who I'd ask, though. Eva would never go for it. She's not into women at all and I don't think she's into you, no offense."
"Oh, that's okay. I'm thinking more like us two and another man."
"You are?" Maryann asked with her mouth hanging open as if he just told her he was an alien from outer space.
"Yes. It's the only thing that makes sense, really," Thom said, trying to remember his prepared pitch. "I love you and I don't want to have sex with another woman. You're all I need but I do like seeing you happy and I figured that maybe it would be fun for you."
"You aren't thinking of Fred, are you?" she asked suspiciously.
"No, no, not at all. Someone outside our circle of friends in case we don't like it."
"Are you sure?" Maryann asked.
"Yeah," Thom nodded.
"Okay."
In his head, it hadn't been that easy. He imagined raising the subject once only to get shot down, then bringing it up again a few days later until eventually convincing her to try it. He didn't think she'd just agree to it like that. His heart beat about a thousand times a minute.
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The hand on the steering wheel was trembling and not because of the vibration of the engine. Thom had gotten the text message right at the end of the work day.
MARYANN: Everything's ready
MARYANN: Just waiting for you
The day had arrived much sooner than Thom expected. Somehow, Maryann said that she found a suitable guy for their threesome only a day after he proposed it. He was so surprised, he didn't even ask where she found him or who it was. And now the man was already at his home. He pressed the gas pedal harder.
An unfamiliar car parked in the driveway. It was a nice car, a recent year Mercedes, but not one of the expensive models. Midnight blue. Thom parked at the curb and took a deep breath before opening the car door.
As soon as he opened the door, he smelled an unfamiliar scent in the house. How long had the guy been here already to have spread his scent that much? Or maybe he just had strong body odor.
"There you are," Maryann said brightly, stepping into the hallway from the kitchen.
Maryann wore only a bikini — the small, red one that she bought for a vacation to Italy and then was too embarrassed to wear in public. Thom's stomach lurched. Her body really was perfect, even more so after both of them have been exercising. She lost six pounds but none of her curves.
"I'm gonna take a really quick shower," Thom said.
"Okay. We'll be in the hot tub."
Thom thundered up the stairs and stripped out of his work outfit on the way to the main bathroom. While waiting for the water to warm up, he bent over and worked the buttplug out of his ass. He jumped in the shower and quickly rubbed down his body with ocean spray body wash, doing his best to avoid touching his erection.
The swim trunks were already moved to the back of the closet for the winter. Thom grabbed the comfortable navy blue ones. He double-checked in the mirror that his now painfully hard erection wasn't visible. The thought that he was about to watch his wife's pussy get filled by an actual cock, not just a dildo, was incredibly exciting.
Laughter emanated from the backyard. Thom's heart pounded as he crossed the living room to the sliding door. The deck and hot tub had been part of the house when they bought it but all the neighbors had a very good view of it. They had a contractor install a tall, wooden privacy fence around the tub that blocked the view of the other houses completely, leaving only one side open. Over the years, the novelty of having sex in the hot tub had worn off but it was a perfectly cozy location for their threesome, even if the sun was still up.
"Oh, I think I hear him coming," Maryann said.
Thom stopped dead as he walked into view of the hot tub. The guy that Maryann invited was a black guy — younger than him, maybe in his early thirties, with cornrows and dark skin. He was incredibly muscular, just like one of those guys in the porn videos. Thom's heart skipped several beats and his stomach lurched.
"Thom, this is Glitter and yes, that's his real name."
"'sup, dude," Glitter said and gestured a greeting with two fingers.
That was the man who was about to fuck his wife. Cool, calm, and relaxed.
"Uh, hi," Thom stammered.
"Come on in. Grab a snack if you want."
A stack of towels sat on the ground, next to a silver tray with triangle-cut sandwiches, two packs of condoms — one labeled S, one L — a bottle of lube, and half a dozen convenience-size water bottles. Maryann's phone was on a small tripod, pointing at the hot tub. Oh, God, we're really doing this, Thom realized. His knees turned weak and he stepped into the warm water, sitting on the rim. Glitter looked at him with curiosity.
"How are you feeling, honey?" Maryann asked.
"Fine," Thom said, swallowed the lump in his throat, and sank into the warm water.
Thom sat down next to Maryann, opposite Glitter. She touched his arm and gave him a comforting squeeze.
"And you still want to do this?" she asked more quietly.
Unable to speak, Thom nodded. Was it just his imagination or was Glitter smirking? How much time did the man spend at the gym to get a body like that? How did Maryann even find him? How big was his cock? The last question was the one that enthralled Thom the most. His own penis was throbbing.
Looking at Thom, Maryann reached behind herself and undid the bow on the back of her bikini top. The fabric slackened and her breasts dropped. She removed the garment, tossing it aside. The breasts were a few inches beneath the surface but the water was clear and it wasn't hard to make out her hard nipples.
"My turn," Glitter chuckled.
Raising his dark legs, he grabbed his swim shorts and pulled them off, setting them down on the deck. His groin was too far down and the angle wasn't right to make out much of anything, other than that he was naked.
Thom's pulse quickened as both of them looked at him expectantly. He lifted his butt and slid down his swim trunks. Maryann leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. She followed suit and raised her red bikini bottoms out of the water with a grin. All three of them were naked.
Maryann leaned into Thom again and kissed him on the lips. A deep, wonderful kiss with tongue. She ended the kiss with a smile and then floated across the water to Glitter. The man grabbed Maryann by the waist and pulled her in. They kissed.
A wave of nausea rolled over Thom. A complete stranger had his hands on his wife's waist and was kissing her. Whenever he was thinking about the threesome, he just imagined the fucking. He didn't think they'd actually kiss. The kiss looked intense and Maryann actually let out a soft moan. Her body pressed against his — her breasts had to be touching him.
The kiss went on for an eternity. It only got more heated as time went on and Thom saw Glitter's hands move from her waist to her ass underneath the water. He broke the kiss to kiss her cheek, her neck, and her shoulder while Maryann let out a louder moan. He looked at Thom with a grin and abruptly stood up, grabbing Maryann by the waist.
Glitter lifted her just high enough that he could sit on the rim of the hot tub. Water poured down both of their bodies and when enough of it had sluiced off, his cock came into view. Waves of hot and cold washed over Thom. The man's cock was enormous — a python, a monster! The uncut tip hovered just inches underneath Maryann's shaved pussy.
To Thom's surprise, it was Maryann who took initiative. She reached down and guided his cock so his tip pressed at her hole and relaxed her body, letting herself drop down.
"Oh!" Maryann gasped as the tip slid into her.
It was even better than any of the porn Thom watched. He slid down on the seat so he could get a better view of Glitter's hard cock sliding into his wife. Her lips really gripped his thick shaft but she didn't seem to have any problems grinding on him at all. Her hands were laid over his shoulders and she was making out with him. His hands kneaded her asscheeks as she thrust herself onto his rock-hard dick.
Thom started jerking off and surprised himself by cumming almost as soon as he started. Maryann surprised him, too, by climaxing before he did. She broke the kiss and rolled her head back.
"Oh my God, oh... my..." she groaned and her whole body started to shudder.
A fiery hot orgasm washed over Thom as he watched Maryann orgasm for what felt like minutes. She kept grinding on his cock and her screams got louder and louder. Eventually, the screams turned to whimpers and groans. Glitter leaned forward, supporting her back, and gently laid her into the water.
As Maryann let out a happy sigh, floating on the surface, Glitter towered over her. His massive cock jutted out like a mighty spear. The entire shaft was coated in her juices. A perfect, amazing penis. Thom reached out and touched Maryann's vulva, slipping a finger inside her pussy. He couldn't believe that she had just gotten fucked by that incredible cock. Her vagina was hot and pulsated with her fast heartbeat.
"Sorry," Maryann said, turning around in the water. "I got lost in the moment. Get up on the rim."
"It's okay, you don't—"
"Come on, honey," she pleaded.
Thom tried to fend off her advances but he couldn't resist her and let himself be pushed up to sit on the rim. Fortunately, his small, limp dick was out of sight of Glitter with Maryann's head blocking the view. She looked at his flaccid penis with disappointment, a look that sent a shiver up Thom's spine. She'd never be able to look at his penis the same way again, not even a fifth of the size of Glitter's.
"I can fix that," Maryann purred and wrapped her lips around Thom's penis.
The intense stimulation so soon after orgasm made Thom clench his teeth and suck in his breath. Maryann raised her ass out of the water, shaking it. Glitter lost no time as he stepped up to her. Thom felt it when he pushed inside and thrust deep into his wife. That, more than Maryann's mouth, made Thom hard instantaneously.
The water splashed with the ferocity of Glitter's pounding. After only a few dozen seconds, Maryann was already moaning again. A sharp slap rang through the evening air as Glitter smacked Maryann's butt.
"Ooh!" Maryann yelped, pulling her mouth off Thom's cock.
Instead of resuming the blowjob, Maryann rested her face in Thom's crotch. Her lips touched the base of his cock and she just nuzzled it while moaning and groaning. Thom came and blew his load on Maryann's cheek.
Suddenly, Glitter stopped and said, "Hold on, I'm gonna—"
"No!" Maryann interrupted him, gripping Thom's knees to raise herself and push back.
The movement was abrupt and Glitter lost his balance, stumbling backward. Maryann fell with him and ended up sitting on him in reverse cowgirl as he landed on the deck. She braced herself on the deck and slammed herself down on his cock until Glitter let out a loud groan. The black shaft stretching her vagina pulsated and throbbed with the force of his orgasm.
Thom watched in fascination as he pumped his seed inside Maryann. When it was done, Maryann sighed and rolled off him. The penis pulled out of her with a wet splurch. She was on her hands and knees and Thom had a perfect view of her pussy, glazed with cum. More semen ran down her wet thigh. She attempted to lean down to kiss Glitter but he pushed her back.
"I wasn't wearing a condom," Glitter said.
"What!?" Maryann blurted out and slipped two fingers inside of her pussy, then looked at the copious amount of cum on them. "I totally forgot. I just needed your cock so badly. Shit."
"Me, too."
"I'll go get a Plan B right away," she said, scrambling to her feet.
"No, wait," Thom blurted out. "You can do that later. Let's not end this so quickly."




-23- Maryann

It was simultaneously one of the weirdest and one of the most intensely erotic experiences of her life. She laid in her comfortable marriage bed on her high thread-count sheets and soft pillow while Glitter was on top of her, slowly thrusting into her. Her legs were wrapped around his butt, encouraging his slow but powerful lovemaking.
Thom sat next to them on the bed, holding his phone, recording every second. He had gotten shots of every possible angle and seemed especially interested in up-close shots. There was physical evidence of how much he enjoyed himself.
Sweat dripped on her forehead. She leaned up to kiss Glitter deeply. He was so handsome and strong and his cock was so, so wonderful. His body was firm, warm, and powerful.
"I'm almost there, get ready," Glitter said.
At once, Thom crawled out of sight to the base of the bed. He laid down and pointed the camera right at the action. A few moments later, Glitter pushed in deep and grunted with satisfaction. His cock twitched and pulsated while they kissed.
Glitter pulled out of her and rolled off. Cool air brushed against her pussy and she shivered. She planted her feet on the mattress and spread her knees, giving Thom the shot he wanted.
"I don't think I have another one in me," Glitter groaned.
"What time is it anyway?" Maryann asked.
"Almost eight," Thom answered.
"Oh, God," Maryann groaned. "I have to work tomorrow."
"Yeah, so do I," Glitter said.
"You have a job?" Thom asked, sounding surprised.
"Yeah, developer."
"Really!?" Thom blurted out. "Me, too. Where do you work?"
"Just a tiny startup, not a big company like WebSys."
"What do you do?"
"Integrating a bunch of payment APIs right now and getting the backend working to automate subscriptions at the moment."
"That sounds fun. I'm working on code revision and optimization based on QA reports."
Maryann had only a vague idea of what any of that meant. She had listened to Thom complain often enough to know that he dismissively called his job "dealing with bug reports" occasionally and seemed to be trying to hype it up.
"I'll be right back," Maryann said and scrambled off the bed.
She went to the bathroom and took a quick shower to clean herself. Wrapped in her favorite bathrobe, she listened in briefly but they were still talking about software development, so she went down to the kitchen. After guzzling down two glasses of water and a chocolate-caramel candy bar, she felt a little less exhausted.
The events of the evening had been quite a surprise. She hadn't expected Thom to react the way he did. He seemed almost obsessed with the idea of her fucking big cocks and she didn't know what to make of it yet. She started brewing a pot of caffeine-free coffee just to have something to do.
Eventually, the two men came down the stairs. Glitter was dressed and Thom was in his pajamas.
"I'm gonna head out," Glitter said. "I'll talk to you later, okay?"
"Okay," Maryann nodded.
"It was really nice to meet you," Thom said enthusiastically. "I'll send you the link to our public repo. You should definitely check it out if the license is compatible."
"Will do, thanks, man."
"No, thank you. For everything," Thom said and his eyes flickered toward Maryann.
Glitter waved to Maryann and left. She didn't wave back. She hated the idea of Thom and Glitter being friends. Glitter was hers — her dirty secret, her sexual awakening, her personal fucktoy.
"That was incredible," Thom said, walking into the kitchen.
"I'm cheating on you," Maryann said.
"What? No, you're not. We agreed to this, remember."
"I've already had sex with him weeks ago. Dozens of times. I've already had a threesome with him and his friend."
"Oh," Thom gasped and stopped dead.
"He also fucked me in the ass."
"Did you get a video of it?" Thom asked, sounding hopeful.
"What is wrong with you!?" she blurted out. "I just told you I've been cheating on you and all you care about is wanting to see it?"
"Don't you get it, Annie?" he fired back. "I love you. I love seeing you happy. Watching the pleasure on your face when you were having sex with Glitter was wonderful. We should do it again."
"I am going to have sex with Glitter again but alone. I don't want you talking to him."
"Why not?"
"I just don't."
"Okay," Thom said slowly and looked at her, hurt. "What does this mean, then?"
"I'm gonna keep having sex with him. And others. I can't stop now."
"Because of Anything Goes?"
"No. Even if I uninstall it now, I'm still going to do it."
"Okay," Thom nodded.
That was it? He was just going to say okay for her to fuck other people? Annoyed, she stomped out of the kitchen. Thom followed her up the stairs and into the bedroom. She opened the closet door and grabbed clothes at random, dressing herself.
"What are you doing?" Thom asked.
"I'm going to do something stupid," she snapped.
Maryann grabbed her purse and left the house. She jumped in her car and pulled out her phone, sending a quick text. The response came almost immediately. She started the car and pulled out of the driveway.
The drive to Springfield College was only twenty-five minutes but it had been a while since she visited. Haylie always valued her independence and as a mother, Maryann wanted to encourage that. All the people walking in and out of the dormitory building looked so young; she felt very much out of place. She took a deep breath and entered. Up the stairs and to the fourth floor. She knocked on the door.
"Come in!"
Maryann opened the door into a surprisingly small room. Cassie sat cross-legged on a bed, wearing just black panties and a black t-shirt with a red heart on it. Her sleeve tattoo looked great in the lighting.
"What an unexpected surprise," Cassie grinned.
"I want to do something stupid."
"Stupid how?"
"I don't know."
"Naughty? Daring? Illegal? I have alcohol, I can get weed. Anything else might be a bit iffy."
"Nothing illegal. Maybe weed if it helps not be this pissed off."
"Pissed off about what?"
"I don't know. My husband. Me. Glitter."
"Alright," Cassie said, jumping out of bed. "Make yourself comfortable. I'll be back in like ten minutes."
The young woman left after quickly pulling on some sweatpants. There weren't a lot of opportunities to sit, since the chair at the table was covered in clothes. Maryann took off her shoes and dropped down on the bed, putting her purse on the nightstand. The sheets hadn't been laundered in a while and smelled strongly of body odor, sex, and perfume. An interesting combination.
A few minutes later, the door opened and a vaguely familiar woman entered, though Maryann couldn't place her. She was around Haylie's age with long, red hair and a full figure. Her clothes looked like she was about to head to bed, except she wore a black, leather collar with a clasp at the front.
"I'm waiting for Cassie," Maryann said, sitting up.
"Mistress will be here soon," the woman nodded. "In the meantime, can I do anything to make you happy?"
"Mistress?" Maryann asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Cassie. I'm her faithful pet, Allison."
"Wait, I remember. Aren't you Haylie's roommate?"
"Yes," Allison nodded. "How can I make you happy?"
"I... don't know."
"I'm good at many things. I can give you a massage or eat you out. Mistress taught me how to be an excellent cuntlicker. You can also fuck me any way you want. Mistress has a lot of fun toys."
"Are you serious?"
"Yes, ma'am. I am to make you happy," Allison nodded.
"Do you actually think you're a pet? You're not like... hypnotized or something."
"Of course not, it's just a game. A really fun game," Allison said in a much less husky, more serious tone. "I thought you were in on it."
"Nope. Cassie didn't say anything."
"Well," Allison said, approaching the bed. "I'm supposed to wait here for her, so scoot over."
Maryann made room for Allison, who laid down next to her.
"You're Haylie's mom, right?"
"Yeah. You're her roommate," Maryann repeated.
"Yup."
"Are you also her... pet?"
"Nah, Haylie's not into that kind of stuff, which is a little weird considering what she and Cassie are doing."
Maryann took a deep breath. She knew that Cassie helped her fast track to be a whore on Anything Goes but it just dawned on her that Cassie and Haylie's friendship might be a little different than her and Eva's. The door opened and Cassie returned, followed by a lanky white guy in a turtleneck sweater.
"Be a good girl and pay the man," Cassie said, looking at Allison.
At once, Allison got out of bed again and hurried over to the newcomer. She went down on her knees and unzipped the jeans before the door even closed. Cassie opened the bottom drawer on her dresser and rummaged around. She came up, holding a plastic gadget with a glass tube that reminded Maryann of a breathalyzer.
Taking up Allison's vacated spot, Cassie opened the back of the instrument and inserted a round, metal object in the slot. She flicked a button and a red light turned on. Allison had pulled the guy's cock out and was slowly sucking on it. She looked like she was enjoying herself because she wasn't in any hurry to get him off.
"Here," Cassie said, handing Maryann the device. "Put the tube in your mouth and then when you're ready, press the button on the side and inhale. Hold it in for a little bit and then breathe out."
"And that's weed?" Maryann asked, eyeing the device dubiously. "I thought you had to smoke it in a joint or something."
"Welcome to twenty-twenty-two, grandma," Cassie laughed.
Rolling her eyes, Maryann pushed the tube between her lips. She exhaled, pressed the button, and inhaled. The taste of an earthy, musky odor mixed with lemon filled her mouth. She let it go and an enormous cloud of white smoke filled the air.
"Did I do it right?"
"Yeah."
"I didn't have to cough."
"Benefit of vaping," Cassie said. "Gimme."
Cassie took a hit as well, blowing out a huge, billowing cloud of smoke. Maryann didn't feel any different. Cassie handed her the device again and she repeated the process.
"Alright, let's see what that does," Cassie declared. "Just lie back and relax."
Maryann tried her best to settle in but the dorm beds weren't nearly as comfortable as her own bed back home. She managed to wrestle the pillow into a good position. Allison was still having fun blowing the guy, very leisurely toying with his cock. The guy looked like he was in a state of agony mixed with pleasure. Maryann made a mental note to try that at some point with Glitter.
"I taught her everything she knows," Cassie said proudly. "Can you believe she was a virgin a couple of weeks ago?"
"Really!?"
"Yup. I took her virginity."
"No way."
"Pet?" Cassie called out.
"It's true. She was the first to lick my cunt and fuck me silly," Allison said, resuming her slowblow.
Maryann didn't know what to say to that, so she didn't and just watched. The guy started to get a little more vocal and he grabbed the back of Allison's head to get her to go faster. It worked and soon enough, Allison was bobbing her head back and forth on his cock, leaving a slimy trail of saliva. It was kind of funny. Maryann had never really watched someone else give a blowjob, other than in porn. It didn't really turn her on but it made her feel a little tingly and warm on the inside.
It felt like at least an hour had passed when the guy finally climaxed. He blasted six fat ropes onto Allison's pretty face, braying like a donkey while he did it. Maryann giggled. Guys always made such weird noises when they came.
"You good?" Cassie shouted.
"Yup," the guy roared back, pushing his dick back into his pants.
"Alright. Cya."
The guy departed and Allison disappeared into the bathroom. The room felt a lot colder all of a sudden. She scooted close to the wall and lifted the duvet, sliding underneath. She tried to cocoon herself until she realized just how soft the duvet was on her skin. She rubbed her cheeks against the soft fabric.
"Okay, you're definitely high," Cassie giggled.
"I am?"
"How do you feel?"
"A little cold. And tingly."
"Here, I know what helps."
Cassie rolled off the duvet and slipped under it as well. She wiggled closer to Maryann and nudged her onto the side. She slid one arm under Maryann's neck and wrapped the other around her waist, pressing her body against Maryann's back. She was warm like a furnace.
"Mm, that's nice," Maryann sighed.
The bathroom door opened and Allison returned.
"Do you want me to help, mistress?" Allison asked.
"Do you want to?" Cassie asked.
"Of course, I want to please."
"Speak freely."
"Oh, I actually need to study for a test and grind some mats for the raid," Allison said in her normal voice.
"Alright. Off you go."
"Thank you, mistress," Allison purred and departed.
"What's with the pet thing?" Maryann asked after they were alone.
"She is really, really, really submissive," Cassie giggled. "I fast-tracked her to being a pet on Anything Goes in only two days."
"I had an eighty-five percent compatibility for the pet track," Maryann laughed.
"That explains a lot. I had ten percent. I get really, really, really, really, really turned on by submissive chicks," Cassie purred and kissed Maryann on the neck.
"Wait," Maryann said, turning around and pushing Cassie away. "Are you having sex with my daughter?"
The ear-to-ear grin was answer enough.
"We did hook up a lot but not recently," Cassie said.
"Oh, God," Maryann groaned. "I'm the worst mother in the world."
"It's okay, she already knows," Cassie said dismissively.
"She does!?"
"Well, I've told her many times how hot I thought you were and that I wanted to fuck you."
"And she's okay with it?" Maryann asked, highly doubtful.
"No, she told me I wasn't allowed," Cassie pouted.
"How does that make this situation any better?"
"Huh... I guess it doesn't," Cassie said, perplexed.
"Why!?" Maryann demanded emphatically.
"Well, Haylie is like a sweet, delicious apple. You, on the other hand, are a forbidden apple and you taste just a little sweeter."
Maryann snorted with laughter. That was the cheesiest line she had ever heard. One snort turned into a full bout of belly-shaking laughter. Cassie joined in and the two of them laughed like complete maniacs until they were breathless, gasping for air.
"I had a threesome with Glitter and my husband today," Maryann said into the quietness.
"Did it go badly?"
"I don't know," Maryann sighed. "He was oddly into it. Like, really into seeing me fuck another guy."
"Sounds like a win."
"You'd think so but it's kind of... pathetic. I always thought he was charming and sexy but I don't know if I can think of him the same way anymore."
"He's a little cuckold."
"I don't know what he is. I told him I've already been cheating on him multiple times and he just asked if I made videos. Maybe he's addicted to Anything Goes."
"What track is he on?"
"Dynamic."
"Maybe he should switch to humiliation. That's where a lot of the cuckolds end up. Or the pet track."
"Do you think he'd look cute with a collar?" Maryann guffawed.
"No, he'd still be ugly."
"Oh, God, what am I gonna do? Do I divorce him?"
"You don't have to. Since he knows, you can just go out and have as much fun as you want. You don't have to keep fucking him."
"That feels... unfair."
"Why? He likes it and if he doesn't like it, he can break up with you."
"He's not just a boyfriend I can break up with. He's my husband. We have a child together, a house, bank accounts, a mortgage. And I don't want to leave him. He's fun to talk to. I trust him. We spent over twenty years together. I just don't know if I'm still attracted to him."
"Then don't have sex with him. Send him all those hot videos if that's what gets him off. He's happy. You're happy. You can still do everything else together but I get to be the one that fucks you," Cassie purred, reached out, and traced Maryann's jawbone with her middle finger.
The simple touch felt so much more intense than Maryann expected. Her entire body buzzed and tingled as if her entire jawbone was as sensitive as her clit. She let out a soft moan and started laughing halfway through. The idea of her entire body being a clit was hilarious.
"I'm really high," Maryann giggled.
Cassie leaned in and kissed her.




-24- Haylie

Beep! Beep! Beep!
Groaning, Haylie opened her eyes and sat up. Ever since the stupid accident, she couldn't hit snooze with her left hand anymore. It worked wonders for waking her up on time but it didn't feel good. She gave the alarm clock an extra hard slap on the off button in petty retribution, yawned, and stretched every part of her body except for the part she really wanted to stretch.
The pain was a dull throb, not too bad. It would get worse during the day but she wanted to wait until it really hurt before taking more painkillers. She was supposed to stop taking them in two more days and switch to Ibuprofen if she still had problems but she read the side effects in the leaflet and was determined to wean herself off early.
The other bed was empty, Allison was already in class. Damn, that's going to make things harder. She went to the bathroom and did everything that she could do herself but dressing was still a challenge. All of her cute and good-looking tops were too tight to comfortably put on with one arm, especially bras. She grabbed her phone and texted Cassie.
HAYLIE: Hey you busy?
HAYLIE: Could use some help getting dressed
No response after a minute, which was unusual. Cassie had an early morning class on Fridays and she should have been up. Did she oversleep her alarm again? Haylie put on a tank top and an oversized Springfield College hoodie she "borrowed" from an ex. It had sleeves big enough to fit over the brace.
Knocking on Cassie's door yielded a sleepy, indistinct mumble — someone definitely overslept the alarm. She opened the door and a wave of skunk hit her in the nose. Overslept and high. I must have missed some party last night. The roommate wasn't home but two people laid in Cassie's bed. Cassie and the back of a blonde head.
"Wake up, sleepyheads," Haylie called out and opened the window.
Cool autumn air rushed into the room.
"Fuck that's cold," a far-too-familiar voice groaned.
Haylie whirled around and looked at the other woman. She was much older than any student and her voice wasn't the only familiar thing about her.
"MOM!?" Haylie shouted.
"HAYLIE!?" Maryann gasped.
Maryann sat up straight and the duvet fell aside to remove any and all doubt about what the two of them had been doing. They stared at each other for a few shocked seconds until Cassie sat up, trying to look apologetic but unable to suppress a proud grin.
"WHAT THE FUCK, CASSIE?" Haylie roared, turned around, and stomped out of the room.
"Wait, don't—" Maryann shouted after her but the door slamming shut interrupted her.
The phone in Haylie's pocket began to buzz almost right away but she ignored it, racing down the steps and out of the dorm. The mental image of Cassie fucking her mom was one she desperately wanted to get rid of. All the times that Cassie joked about how hot she thought Maryann was should have prepared Haylie but she always hoped that it was just a joke.
After calming down a little, Haylie looked around and realized she was on her way to the gymnasium. Hakeem had swim practice all morning. She had never actually been to the Springfield College pool but it wasn't hard to follow the signs and the smell of chlorine. For some reason, she expected someone to stop her from barging in on their practice but no one prevented her access.
The hall wasn't particularly big and it only had one long pool with eight lanes, separated by orange and red bobbers. Eight guys in speedos and funny goggles were in the water, splashing up a storm. It wasn't hard to spot Hakeem, he was the only black guy on the team. The coach, in shorts and baseball cap, walked along the side of the water with a tablet and a stopwatch, holding a whistle in his mouth.
A small set of bleachers were set up on the side underneath a tall Springfield College Porpoises banner. Haylie wasn't the only one who came to watch practice. A group of three white chicks in cheerleader uniforms were huddled together on one end, not even looking at the swimmers.
Haylie sat on the opposite end and, at last, pulled out her phone. There were over a dozen unread messages from both Cassie and her mother. Maryann's messages were sincerely apologetic, saying how she didn't mean for Haylie to find out that way and asking for forgiveness. Cassie's messages were insincerely apologetic, saying almost the same things but in a tone that made it obvious she was not very sorry at all. Neither of them provided an explanation for why in the everloving fuck they thought it was a good idea or mentioned the weed.
A loud whistle made Haylie look up just in time to see all the toned, almost-naked guys climb out of the water, dripping wet. Hakeem was by far the best-looking one of the bunch and she wished she had woken up in his bed today instead of her own. Then she wouldn't have needed Cassie's help. She waved to draw his attention. He smiled and gave a little wave back, followed by a silent gesture that he needed to focus on practice.
An hour and a half later, Haylie waited by the exit until Hakeem finally showed up, smelling freshly showered, wearing sweatpants and his usual jacket. She hugged him, kissed him, and didn't let go.
"Sorry you had to witness that performance," Hakeem chuckled. "Not one of my best days."
"Really? I don't know enough about swimming to tell. You looked great."
"I was so focused on trying not to get an erection, I was all out of rhythm."
Haylie laughed and squeezed him tighter with her good arm.
"You okay?" he asked.
"I just had the worst morning," she groaned.
"The arm?"
"Nope."
"Well, I've got a few minutes to spare until my next class. You want to go to Coco's or something?"
"And cross the park again? No thanks," Haylie chuckled.
They went back inside the building where it was warmer and found a bench next to a vending machine to sit down at. Haylie didn't bring her purse or wallet but she stared so intently at the vending machine that Hakeem offered to buy her some snacks.
"Thanks," Haylie said, tearing open a peanut bar. "I forgot to eat breakfast."
"So what did Cassie do this time?" Hakeem asked.
"Not everything is her fault!" Haylie protested, unsure why.
"Okay, fine, you're right. What did happen?"
"I walked in on her in bed with my mom."
Hakeem opened his mouth, closed it, opened it, and closed it again, looking at her with big eyes.
"When you say in bed, do you mean...?" he asked finally.
"Yup. To be fair, she's wanted to do it for a while now."
"Fair to whom!?"
"I don't know," Haylie shrugged.
Haylie bit off half the peanut bar in one big bite and chewed furiously. The food definitely helped. She took another, smaller, bite.
"Why would she do that?" Hakeem asked, after waiting for her to finish eating the bar.
"Things have been a bit crazy lately."
"Are your mom and dad still together? I mean, the house looked like they were when I visited, but I guess I don't know."
"They're still together. Sort of. Have you ever heard of an app called Anything Goes?" she asked after swallowing.
"Yeah. A bunch of guys on the team tried that last semester but Coach banned us from using it after three people farted in his office and it stunk so badly he couldn't use it for the rest of the day."
"My mom is playing and I guess maybe my dad is, too. They have some sort of arrangement but I'm not sure what."
"I see."
"Cassie is playing, too. Technically so am I."
"Really?" Hakeem asked, sounding surprised.
"Yeah. Full disclaimer, that's the reason we hooked up in the first place."
"Oh," Hakeem said, a little disappointed.
"I'm not dating you because of it, though," Haylie said quickly. "I actually haven't done anything on the app since our first official date. I like you."
"I like you, too."
"I'm really sorry for dumping all of this crap on you."
"I can see how you'd want to talk to someone after that. I'm sorry that I don't have any good advice. I was never that good at all that relationship stuff."
"You never stood a chance against Cassie anyway," Haylie laughed.
The phone in Haylie's pocket rang. Cassie's ringtone. Sighing, she pulled it out and answered the call.
"Sorry, sorry, sorry!" Cassie said in lieu of a greeting.
"Fuck you, bitch," Haylie said, rolling her eyes.
"I'll make it up to you!"
"How?"
"Uh... I don't know yet. It just happened, I couldn't help myself!"
"You're such a liar. She just happened to randomly show up in your dorm room somehow and you poor, defenseless thing were just so overwhelmed."
"Well... you got me there. I did it because I wanted to."
"Why?"
"You want to talk it over in person? We're at Coco's right now."
"We?"
"Yup."
"Ugh, fine," Haylie groaned. "I'll be there in five minutes. You better use the time to think of a good apology and explanation."
Haylie hung up and inhaled deeply.
"You're going to talk to her?" Hakeem asked.
"Yeah. You want to come and meet my mom? You already met my dad."
"I don't know..."
"I could really use the company."
"Fine. I only have about twenty minutes before I have to get to class."
Haylie kissed him on the lips.




-25- Maryann

The little cafe was almost entirely deserted, save for the two of them. They managed to get there right after breakfast and just before lunch, both of which were peak times for coffee and pastry consumption. Three oversized muffins sat on the four-person table — apple-cinnamon for Cassie, chocolate chip for Maryann, and an untouched lemon-poppyseed for Haylie.
"Are you gonna do it?" Cassie asked with excitement.
The video was hot, Maryann had to admit it. The angle was just right, looking up right between her legs while Glitter thrust into her. It was impossible not to get wet while watching it, so she stopped the video before it got to the good part — the most incredible threesome of her life. She opened WhatsApp, tapped on Thom, and attached the video.
"Just did it," Maryann said, watching the progress bar very slowly tick up.
"You know, I could wear two strapons and totally do you better than that," Cassie bragged.
"I highly doubt you can lift me in the air."
"I'm gonna hit the weights later and eat protein powder like it's pussy."
Maryann laughed, which made Cassie grin with pride. The woman was insane but in a good way. A chaotic whirlwind. She sipped from her latte and waited.
The upload was at thirty percent when Haylie entered Coco's in tow with a cute black guy — probably Hakeem. She still wore the same ragtag outfit as she did when she stumbled upon Maryann. That moment was the most embarrassing thing to happen in Maryann's life.
Maryann rose to her feet and offered to shake Hakeem's hand.
"You must be Hakeem if I'm not mistaken," she said.
"Yes. I assume that makes you Haylie's mother."
"Maryann. Or Annie. If you let me know what kind you like, I'll get you a muffin or anything else from the menu."
"I'm not allowed to eat any of that right now but thank you."
The three of them sat back down, Maryann opposite her daughter, Hakeem opposite Cassie. Haylie immediately slid the lemon-poppyseed muffin closer and tore off a huge chunk. A notification popped up on Maryann's phone to let her know the video was done uploading.
"So, how long have you two known each other?" Maryann asked in a pleasant tone.
"He knows about this morning. I told him," Haylie said with a full mouth.
"Well, in that case, I'm really sorry I banged your mom," Cassie said.
Hakeem coughed abruptly.
"That would sound a lot more sincere without the grin," Haylie rolled her eyes. "You can apologize all you want but just F-Y-I, you and I are never having sex again. Ever."
"Worth it," Cassie said in a high-pitched voice and took a sip of her iced coffee.
"I'm really sorry you found out that way," Maryann said. "It is not my proudest moment."
"Since when do you smoke weed?"
"That was my first time."
"Technically, we vaped, not smoked," Cassie said.
"Shush," Haylie countered. "Anything else I should know about?"
"I don't think so. I mean, you don't want to know every detail, right?"
"Please no. I think I've seen enough at the mall," Haylie gagged. "What about dad?"
"He knows. Well, not about Cassie and me yet but he's definitely aware of the big picture."
"Are you going to get a divorce?"
"I don't know yet what's going to happen in the long term but neither of us is planning on it."
The expression on Haylie's face was a lot of confusion. She remained silent, chewing on the information and the muffin. Hakeem just looked uncomfortable.
"So, how did you two meet?" Maryann asked him.
"Nope!" Haylie said frantically, sending crumbs flying.
Cassie giggled. Based on their combined reaction, Maryann had a pretty good idea of how they met.
"I see," Maryann sighed. "Our lives sure have gotten a lot more complicated lately."
"And whose fault is that?" Haylie snapped. "You're the one that signed me up."
"Technically Thom started playing first and he invited me. If I could turn back time, I never would have invited you."
"No way!" Cassie said. "Look at all the good that has come out of it! You're dating this hunk" — she thumbed at Hakeem — "and I ended up with this MILF" — she gestured at Maryann — "and your dad is also pretty happy. Trust me on that one. And let's not forget Allison's awakening."
Hakeem raised an eyebrow at the mention of the last name but Maryann really didn't feel like explaining it to him. She was sure that Haylie was more than capable of doing that.
"I'm not sure you're doing Allison a favor," Haylie said.
"But I'm right on the others, aren't I?"
"Technically, yes," Haylie sighed. "Wait, hang on, no! You're having sex with my mom!"
"Are you still hung up on that?" Cassie groaned. "Come on, that was hours ago!"
"Are you saying it was a one-time thing?" Haylie challenged.
"No promises," Cassie grinned. "And that was our second time."
"When was the first!?"
"After you went to bed after the hospital."
Haylie groaned loudly and Maryann blushed.
"Uh, I have to head to class," Hakeem said, putting his hands on the table.
"Alright. I'll talk to you later if you haven't blocked me, which I'd totally understand."
Hakeem leaned in and planted a quick kiss on Haylie's cheek and stood up.
"It was... interesting meeting you."
"Likewise," Maryann said.
"Tell Yvonne I said hi!" Cassie said.
"I definitely won't," Hakeem replied and left.
"He's really cute," Maryann said, leaning forward.
"If either of you so much as touches him, I will never talk to you again. Do I make myself clear?" Haylie said in a threatening tone.
"Crystal clear. I have my hands more than full already anyway."
"I already tried and he shot me down," Cassie laughed.
"Don't you have class, too?" Haylie asked.
"Yeah, but I went with your mom to the pharmacy to buy Plan B and then I was already late for the lecture and decided I might as well skip."
"Why do you two need Plan B exactly? Wait, never mind, I don't want to know."
"Are we still friends?" Cassie asked.
Haylie inhaled deeply and exhaled loudly. Then she shook her head as if she were annoyed with herself.
"Yeah, sure, probably," Haylie sighed. "But I meant what I said before. We're never having sex again. I'm also going to uninstall Anything Goes."
"You know, I think I might as well," Maryann said. "I think I need to figure out how things go with me and Thom first."
"So it's not all rosy?"
"He's okay with it but I'm not sure I am."
"Aren't you the one banging half the city? Why are you doing that if you're not okay with it?"
"She thinks Thom is way too into being a cuckold," Cassie giggled.
"Okay, that's it," Haylie said, shooting to her feet. "I've heard more than I ever wanted to and I'm leaving."
"Alright. Thanks for not hating me," Maryann said. "I will always love you, no matter what."
"I will always love you, too," Cassie grinned.
"I love you, too, Mom," Haylie said and started walking away while flipping Cassie the bird.
Before Haylie even left the cafe, the phone on the table started vibrating as messages poured in. A storm of texts from Thom.
THOM: Holy shit
THOM: That was so hot
THOM: Just finished watching it
THOM: Thank you Annie
THOM: Who is the other guy?
THOM: Fuck their cocks are so big
THOM: I'm gonna watch it again
Maryann couldn't help but smile. Sometimes, Thom's childlike enthusiasm was infectious. He had been that way when he built his first good computer after saving up for months the first year he started working. He had been that way when they were buying their home and planning out all the colors and renovations with her. He had been that way about decorating the nursery while Maryann laid uselessly on the couch with a fat stomach.
Twenty-two years of dates, deaths, birthdays, anniversaries, movies, books, music, foot rubs, office parties, dishwashing, cooking, fevers, broken bones, hospital trips, and so much more. He had been there by her side the entire time and never once wavered. Not even when she told him she cheated on him. What kind of person would it make her if she left him just because he enjoyed watching something that she enjoyed doing?
"I think I'm going to try and make it work with my husband," Maryann said.
"The cuckold thing?"
"Yeah, the cuckold thing. I don't like that word at all."
"Then call it a hotwife thing. Because you're definitely a hot wife."
"A what now?"
"The guy is called the c-word, the woman is the hotwife."
"That does sound a lot better."
MARYANN: Enjoy :)
After sending the message, Maryann went to the home screen and scrolled right until she saw the Anything Goes icon. She long-pressed on the icon and was just about to uninstall when Cassie stopped her.
"Wait," Cassie said. "If you want to do it properly, you have to go into the account settings and disable your account first. That will revoke permission for the pictures and videos and whatnot."
"How do I do that?"
"It's a bit complicated," Cassie said in a roguish way. "If you come back to my room, I can walk you through it."
Maryann laughed and put the last of the chocolate-chip muffin in her mouth. Eva was covering for her at work but her friend would have to wait a little longer.




-Epilog-

Every part of Maryann's body ached and burned but she loved every second of it. The warm, fat cock thrusting in and out of her pussy. The rigid strapon, stoking her asshole. The hands, kneading her tits. The breasts, massaging her back. Two sets of lips, nuzzling her shoulders, neck, earlobe, cheeks, nose, and mouth. Her entire existence was for pleasure, hers and her lovers'.
"Oh, yeah, take it, you fucking slut," Cassie rasped and smacked the side of Maryann's buttcheek. "Take it! Oh, oh, take it!"
The woman kneeling behind her suddenly started thrusting much harder and much faster but only for a little while. The pace slowed down to almost a standstill as Cassie started to tremble, squeezing both of Maryann's tits. Her hot breath tickled Maryann's neck. Sweat poured on her like a waterfall.
"Can I finally cum?" Glitter groaned.
Maryann laughed and nodded. The weight of Cassie in her post-orgasmic slump pressed down on Maryann. She gently lowered herself until she rested on top of Glitter, kissing him as he came inside of her. Maryann laid there, sandwiched between Cassie and Glitter, both of her holes filled, and felt happy.
"Watch out, I'm gonna pull out," Cassie said.
The weight lifted off of Maryann and the silicone cock in her ass slowly receded. They had spent a lot of money on the toy, one that strapped around the thighs and waist with half of it inside of the wearer's pussy. Maryann had worn it a few times and the feeling was glorious, though it didn't match up to a real cock for the recipient.
It was Maryann's turn next. She slid forward and the somewhat-softened cock pulled out of her. She swung her legs over his torso and collapsed on the duvet. No sooner was she on her back than Cassie pounced on her legs. She lost track of the orgasms she had already but Cassie's nimble tongue stoked the fire one last time, quickly and efficiently.
After a fast, shuddering orgasm, Cassie knelt on all fours over Maryann and they kissed with a mouth full of Glitter's cum. A wonderful taste, different from other guys. It had something to do with his weightlifting diet.
"That was great," Cassie said, unstrapping herself.
"Great but exhausting," Glitter groaned.
"Anyone want to cuddle?" Maryann asked.
"Sorry, I need to catch up with work. I have a deadline to meet and I'll probably work late into the night," Glitter said.
"My shift starts soon," Cassie said.
Cassie got a summer job bartending. She was extremely good at it and flirted her way into a lot of tips from both men and women.
"Guess I'll just take a bath or something," Maryann sighed.
"Oh, before I forget, Terrence is gonna be in town again next weekend. Malik and Raz both said they'd be available, too."
"Oooh, are we finally going to get everyone together?" Maryann squealed.
"Me and my pet will definitely be there," Cassie said.
"Awesome. Can't wait."
After recovering her strength, Maryann got up and walked around the bedroom, turning off the studio lights and stopping the recordings. There were two cameras on tripods as well as a ceiling-mounted one, all three expensive DSLRs. She checked the laptop to see if all the recordings made it, which they did.
Maryann ran the hot water in the tub while Cassie and Glitter took a quick shower. They kissed goodbye and she climbed into the steaming tub. The hot water and the powerful smell of lavender did wonders for her aching body. She closed her eyes, replayed the wonderful last hour, and savored the taste of cum still on her lips.
A long time later, the sound of a car pulling into the driveway made her open her eyes. She got out of the water, rubbed herself dry, and put on her fuzzy, white bathrobe. Thom was already in the kitchen, eating a chocolate-chip cookie when she came downstairs. She hugged him and kissed him.
"Did you have fun today?" he asked.
"I most certainly did," she purred. "Everything's recorded, ready for your magic."
Maryann's prediction had come true. After a few weeks during which Thom obsessively focused on her fucking other men, he calmed down but didn't change his mind. He still enjoyed watching her getting fucked by others and she recorded videos for him to enjoy. He started to edit them into compilations.
Cassie was the one who pitched the idea of an OnlyFans for Maryann's hotwife adventures and they both liked the idea. Thom got quite skilled at setting up lighting, angles, and video editing over the past few months. The OnlyFans turned out to be quite popular and they were faking a few thousand a month in gross revenue. Not enough for any of them to quit their jobs, since they split the money four ways, but their audience was still expanding.
"I also have something else for you to watch," Cassie said.
Maryann grabbed his hand and led him to the living room. As a reward for successfully finishing her last pre-med semester, Maryann and Thom gifted their daughter and her boyfriend a vacation on the Adriatic Sea. She connected her phone to the TV.
Every day, Haylie sent some pictures and videos, which arrived nice and early in the afternoon, thanks to the time difference. There were a lot of pictures of her and Hakeem lounging on a packed beach underneath the bright Italian sun. Plenty of ice cream, pizza, and pasta. It looked like they were having a wonderful time.
"Reminds me of our honeymoon," Thom said, hugging her close.
"Honeymoon!? They haven't even been dating for a year yet. No need to pressure them. Take things slowly."
"We got married after eleven months."
"Oh, right," Maryann chuckled.
"Hey, is Eva still playing Anything Goes?"
"Yeah. I think she made it to level eighty. It's a small wonder she hasn't been fired yet considering she turned the tailor shop into a little brothel. Why?"
"Fred told me he started playing again today."
"I take it that means he and Veronica split up?"
"Yup. I think that might have been his longest relationship yet."
"What'd you tell him?"
"I told him that we stopped playing because we didn't need the app as a crutch to spice up our life anymore. Didn't mention anything else. He hit level forty."
"What track did he pick?"
"Take a guess?"
"Hmm, that's a tough one. I think in his own mind, he'd love to be a whore. I don't think he'd be very good at it, though. I hope it's the pet track."
"Wrong on both. Thrillseeker."
"Really? Huh."
"He's going skydiving on the weekend."
"Good for him."
"Do you ever want to go skydiving?"
"Absolutely not! Watching Haylie surfboard was already enough excitement for me."
"Yes, it's best that you stay on the ground. On all fours like a good whore," Thom chuckled.
Maryann laughed and kissed him.
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Running For My Wife: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
Jacob just wants to relax on the secluded private beach belonging to the expensive hotel, but the group of African-American men playing a raucous game with nebulous rules distracts him from his serenity. Fed up with the constant shouting, he confronts them.

Confident in his abilities as a former college track runner, he challenges them to a high stakes hundred meter sprint. If he wins, they pack it up and leave. If he loses, they get his wife Maggie.

A story about a husband who witnesses everything he loves being taken away from him by a group of black men with big cocks right in front of his very eyes.
Remote Cuckold: Watching Her Betrayal
 
After finding out that his hot, new neighbor Tess is an online camgirl, Andrew grows obsessed with her. He watches her stream religiously, fantasizing about sleeping with her, despite being happily married to Sienna. Through an unfortunate accident, his work-nemesis Quentin discovers his secret obsession and makes it his mission to torture Andrew. Things start to unravel when his wife of nearly ten years busts him during an online session.
Unable to juggle his crumbling marriage and his libido at the same time, Andrew finds himself on the wrong side of the screen when the worst happens. He can only watch the remnants of his marriage vows being destroyed right in front of his eyes — and those of hundreds of strangers online.
A cuckold novel filled with deceit, cheating, and plenty of sex.
Second Honeymoon: The Cuckold Gameshow
 
Fred and his wife Constance are thrilled when they get accepted to star in the reality television show "Second Honeymoon." A one-week stay at the luxurious Oak Meadow estate and all they have to do in order to win half a million dollars is one thing: stay faithful to each other. That doesn't seem like a challenge at all for the couple of ten years.
In order to entice them into straying from their vows, the producers introduce four challengers who will be living with them. Lemar, a black basketball player. Charles, a black body-builder. Juno, a white, young aspiring actress. Kyoko, a Japanese-American stripper.
Fred thinks the entire idea is laughable. He has absolutely no interest in either of the women and he knows without a doubt that his wife is not interested in African-American guys. Yet the two of them find themselves having a harder and harder time managing their objective.

Find out what happens to the two lovebirds in this 65,000 word steamy novel.
Break My Husband: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
After twenty-five years of marriage and raising three children, Carolina never expected that things would be the same, yet when their youngest finally moved out, she had hoped it would rekindle her husband's desire for her. Unfortunately, that is not the case. Pete seems to go out of his way to make her feel ugly and unwanted. After weeks of futile attempts, she decides to have an affair.

That's how she ends up meeting Montel, a sexy, twenty-eight-year-old, African American bouncer who stops her from making one of the worst mistakes of her life and seems to very attracted to her. She doesn't go through with her plans until she catches her husband jerking off to an old flame from his college days.

All the bets are off. Not only does she continue fucking her black lover but she also entangles Molly, Pete's ex, in her web of decadence. Together, the three of them hatch a scheme to completely break Pete's spirit by taking away everything he cares about.

Non-stop hardcore action and cuckolding.
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