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1. Checkmate
The door to the kitchen opened and a distraught but well-dressed man stormed in, shortly followed by an equally well-dressed woman. They ushered in a tense and anxious atmosphere into the spacious room.

"Marge, we have to do something," Brock said. He pulled a box of cigarettes out of the top drawer and lit up.

"Put that out," Margery snapped at him and snatched the stick out of his mouth before he had a chance to puff.

"Come on, I need it."

Margery snubbed the cigarette out in the sink and cracked the window. "Not in the house. And we have a guest, don't forget that."

"Don't fucking remind me, he's the reason I need a cigarette," he said. He leaned against the countertop and pouted with his arms crossed in front of his chest.

"That's no reason to kill yourself over," she admonished him.

"Whose side are you on?" he snapped.

"Yours, my dear. Always yours," she said firmly and gave him a peck on the lips, which he accepted gratefully. "I agree, he's not really suitable for her."

"Thank you."

After twenty years of marriage, she knew perfectly well how to mollify her husband when he was in one of his tempers. Not that it was without good reason — but getting angry wouldn't help with his hypertension. She didn't want to be a widow at thirty-nine. She liked her life and she wanted that life for her daughter as well.

Which led back to the predicament they were in. Their daughter, the nineteen-year-old Elaine, had brought over her boyfriend of three months for dinner so they could officially meet him. That meant it was getting serious between the two of them.

"What kind of a name is Markus anyway?" Brock asked absentmindedly.

 The young man their daughter schlepped home was the exact opposite of everything they wanted for her. He was twenty-nine, far too old for her, but he had no life experience and no degree of any sort. Together with his brother, he was the co-owner of a small photo studio in North Springfield, Picturisqué. Neither of them had heard of it before but the name implied it wasn't very savory.

But that wasn't even the most unusual part. On top of his lackluster profession, he was African-American. Not that there was anything wrong with that, Margery thought, it just wasn't what they had always pictured for their daughter. Elaine was studying pre-law at Ferguson, the best school in the state. There were far more appropriate boyfriends for here there.

"I think I know what to do," Brock said, sounding like he came up with a plan.

"Oh?"

"Yes. He won't be a problem after tonight and then Elaine can find someone more suitable to date. Someone who is worthy of marrying into the Schlosser family. A nice doctor or something."

"What are you gonna do?"

"I'm gonna need your help," Brock continued, fired up by his own machinations. "I'll need to talk to this... Markus fellow alone for a couple minutes, could you find some way of distracting Elaine?"

"I suppose I could."

"Wonderful," Brock said and dug another cigarette out of the packet. "I'm gonna make him an offer he can't refuse."

"Not in the house," she admonished him and yoinked it out of his grip before he could light up.

"Right," he sighed with regret. "Let's go back in. They're probably starting to wonder what's taking so long. The parfait, Marge, the parfait!"

"Almost forgot," Marge giggled and headed for the fridge. 

Carrying a tray holding four strawberry parfaits with coffee liqueur, Maggie followed her husband back into the dining room. Had the strange boyfriend somehow gotten darker since she left? He wasn't just brown like normal African-Americans, he really was black. One of the darkest skins she had ever seen.

"Oooh, those look absolutely delish," Elaine exclaimed, licking her lips.

"Have you ever tried a parfait?" Brock asked Markus pointedly.

"No, sir," Markus replied.

Brock huffed with satisfaction. He stood with his fists on his hips, just begging Markus to dare to ask what a parfait was. 

"You're gonna love it," Elaine encouraged her boyfriend, forestalling any awkwardness.

Having the satisfaction of humiliating Markus stolen from him, Brock shot a pleading look at his wife. She signaled him to be patient and set down the tray. Reluctantly, Brock sat down, sighing.

"Oh wow, Mom, this is superb," Elaine gushed, ladling a giant spoonful of the delicious dessert into her mouth.

"Thank you, dear."

"You don't like it?" Brock barked at Markus, misreading the man's raised eyebrows.

Margery put a hand on her husband's thigh. His temper was getting the better of him. Being hostile to their daughter's boyfriend was counterproductive. He batted her hand away but seemed to relax.

"Who doesn't like whipped cream with strawberries?" Markus replied diplomatically.

"It's custard," Brock said and sat back as if he'd just delivered a fatal blow.

The top layer of the parfait really was whipped cream, but Marge thought it best not to correct her husband. The longer she waited, the worse it would get and she wracked her brain trying to come up with a good pretense of getting her daughter out of the room so he could enact whatever plan he had.

"Did you make these, Mom?"

"Yes, I did. Took me all afternoon."

"Totally worth it. Did you know Markus can cook?"

"He can?"

"It's not hard," Brock cut in. "You just follow the instructions, a monkey could do it."

"She's being too kind," Markus said modestly. "My mother taught me how to keep myself alive, that's it."

"Nonsense, he's just being modest," Elaine said and clung to his arm. Brock almost had a coughing fit as he choked on his parfait. "You should try one of his pancakes first thing in the morning, it's simply divine."

Pancakes for breakfast? The implication was so clear that even a deaf person couldn't overhear it — Elaine was having sex with him. Not that it was a surprise given how long they had been dating but to actually have it confirmed was startling. A vein in Brock's forehead twitched and Margery knew she had to act.

"Elaine, could I ask you something?" Margery asked, standing up.

"What? But—oh, okay," Elaine said, wilting under her mother's stare. She got up and placed a quick peck on Markus' cheek.

Back in the kitchen, Margery realized her hands were trembling. She picked up the discarded pack of cigarettes and pulled one out, fumbling the lighter three times before managing to produce a flame. She took a deep drag and immediately felt relieved.

"Mom, I thought you were quitting," Elaine reproached her.

"I am," Margery said and sighed out a billowing cloud of smoke. She cracked the window and, after a very nasty stare from her daughter, extinguished the cigarette in the kitchen sink. "Happy?"

Despite how annoyed she felt at the moment, she really was proud of her daughter. She was beautiful and smart—inheriting both her and Brock's best attributes. 

"What did you want to ask?" Elaine asked. "Is this about Dad being relentlessly hostile for no reason at all?"

"Yes, we love you and we care about you. How serious is this thing between the two of you?" Margery asked and leaned against the countertop.

"Pretty serious, I'd say. Did you really have to pull me away in the middle of dessert to ask me that?"

"I wanted to get an honest answer."

"You think I wouldn't tell the truth in front of Markus? Puh-lease, Mom. I knew Dad would be racist but I didn't expect it from you."

"What? I'm not—"

"Save it," Elaine countered, rolling her eyes. "I really hoped that he had changed by now. It's fucking twenty-eighteen for christ's sake."

"That's not it at all," Margery defended herself. "We just want you to be happy."

"Then tell Dad to stop being such a fuckass, alright?"

Margery sighed. She just couldn't muster up the effort required to defend her husband when she knew that he was being unfair. Not in front of her own daughter. 

That was enough for Elaine. She huffed and turned on her heel, striding back through the door, walking like she was about to step into the ring. She very likely would as she was about to interrupt whatever Machiavellian plan Brock had concocted.

It wasn't something Margery particularly wanted to witness. She turned around and picked the discarded cigarette out of the sink. She cut off the wet tip with a knife and relit it, taking a long drag in front of the open window.

From the dining room came a very loud, high-pitched squeal. Margery jumped and hastily extinguished the cigarette again. It wasn't what she had expected.

As soon as she entered the dining room, a tangle of hair and arms launched at her, enveloping her in a tight hug.

"I'm sorry, Mom, you were right. Forget everything I said, thank you, thank you, thank you!" Elaine squealed.

What the hell happened? she wondered. Brock paced back and forth in a small spot, looking like someone shat in his cognac glass, and Markus sat at the table, grinning. There was a small slip of paper in his fingers and her stomach sank. It was a check. 

"Dad said that you guys really liked him and he wanted to make sure Markus' career succeeds so he invested!" Elaine babbled.

Invested in Markus? That was completely absurd. Over Elaine's shoulder, Marge looked at her husband. "How much?"

"Ten-thousand," Markus said, smiling. There was a glimmer in his eye. He knew it was all bullshit. He was mocking her.

What the hell did Brock tell him? Maybe the sudden rush of nicotine was making her hallucinate. She regretted sneaking in a cigarette in a moment of weakness.

"Isn't it wonderful?" Elaine said in a sing-song, let go of her, and went back to hugging her father. 

Pale as a sheet, Brock patted her back, looking like he wished he were dead. She shot him a silent question. He didn't want to talk about it. She pressed. He refused. At least until Markus was gone.

Thoroughly bewildered, Margery sat down for lack of anything better to do. She scooped up a bit of the whipped cream, which had really crumbled while sitting around, but she didn't feel like eating.

"It's very generous of you both, Mr. and Mrs. Schlosser," Markus said. "I can finally build that studio I've always dreamed about and really take Picturisqué to the next level. I can't wait to tell my brother."

After another glance at her husband, which offered her nothing, she simply said, "You're welcome."

The rest of dinner was a slog. Brock sat there with his fingers clenching his thigh so hard his knuckles turned white while Margery felt like she had whiplash from what happened. To make matters worse, Elaine looked like she was ready to straddle her boyfriend right there. She couldn't seem to keep her hands off or mouth off of him, bouncing around with dizzying excitedness.

The only person who acted like nothing much had changed was Markus. Margery had a lot of time to study him. He looked more mature than she originally thought. She had to admit that she didn't have the best skill of reading black people's faces but she knew now her original assessment was wrong.

There was something about him that was intriguing. All evening, he had endured Brock's jibes with masterful patience, his face a closed book. His smile even seemed genuine, as far as she could tell. It made him look completely innocent even though she knew with certainty he had somehow managed to pull a fast one over Brock.

Under different circumstances, they would have brought out a bottle of wine and hosted Markus until well after midnight, getting to know the man much more in-depth. But circumstances were definitely different. Brock was still stewing in his anger and Elaine was getting friskier by the second. Margery herself was dying with curiosity to find out what had transpired.

It didn't take a lot of prodding for the young couple to excuse themselves and leave. Margery shook hands with the young man but Brock conveniently excused himself to the kitchen. Elaine was still exuberant, handing out hugs and kisses like Santa Claus.

Then the door closed and the house fell silent. Margery joined her husband in the kitchen where Brock had the window open all the way, eagerly breathing in an entire cigarette. She got there too late and it was already burned down to the filter. 

"That motherfucking piece of shit. God damn fucking piece of fucking asshole God damn, God fucking damn it," Brock yelled, pounding with his fist on the kitchen counter.

It had been a while since Margery had seen him so worked up. She sidled up to him and put a hand on the small of his back. "What happened, honey?"

"I fucking hate his fucking black guts, that's what."

"Brock..."

Brock turned around his face was red with apoplexy. "I told that loser very politely that he wasn't good enough for my daughter and I'd make him a one time offer. Take the ten grand and the fuck out of her life. That dog-loving prick just smiled as I signed the check and planted his ass back in the chair. 'Thanks for the money, Mr. Schlosser, but I'm not breaking up with Elaine.'"

"He said that?" Margery asked, flabbergasted.

"Yeah. And then Elaine came back in and he made up that cock and bull garbage about how I wanted to invest in him since I approve of their relationship."

"Why didn't you clarify?"

"No, damn it. I just told you Elaine was there. I obviously wasn't gonna tell her that I tried to buy off her boyfriend, she'd hate us forever."

"You're gonna cancel that check, right?"

"He'd like that, wouldn't he? Then he can tell Elaine that we're liars and terrible parents. Hmph."

It wasn't really the money Margery was concerned about, it was the principle. No wonder Brock had been so upset. It was a miracle he hadn't been shouting.

"Outside," Margery said firmly as he picked up another cigarette.

Brock shrugged and headed out to the patio. Margery returned to the dining room and looked at all the plates and leftovers. She didn't know if she had the energy after all that to clear the table but found herself picking up items anyway. Someone had to do it.

And someone also had to break up Elaine and Markus, for the good of the Schlosser family. After tonight, it seemed that task also fell into her lap.



2. Picturisqué
The sun was bearing down on Margery's body as she laid poolside, soaking in the first rays of Summer. She had spent that Saturday morning exercising with Kelly, her fitness trainer. 

Five minutes HIIT on the stepmill, stomach crunches, more HIIT on the spin-cycle, rowing machine. Now all she wanted to do was do nothing and wait for her body to stop hurting. Cold coke for now, a pina colada later. It was too early in the day to get drunk. 

Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrring. The phone rang. She tried to lift her arm but it didn't want to.

Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrring. She sighed.

Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrring. The display read "Elaine." 

"Hello?" Margery answered.

"Mom! You gotta help us," Elaine practically yelled. 

"Calm down, Ellie. Help who with what?"

"Us!"

"Who is 'us'?"

"Markus and me. His stupid car broke down and we're supposed to be at a shoot in half an hour. None of my friends are answering. Please, you have to drive us, please, please, please!"

"Where's your car?"

For Elaine's sixteenth birthday, they had decided to give their daughter a 2014 Mazda3, on the condition that she take good care of it. It was the perfect car, not too expensive but still stylish — in a sky blue, Elaine's favorite color. The car held up nicely, apart from a number of scratches and a few dents, but their daughter was still driving it.

"It's... parked outside the Raindance in Clarksville. We had to take a cab home."

Damn it, Margery silently cursed. She wasn't about to rebuke her daughter for doing the right thing and not driving drunk. It was an unfortunate circumstance with less than stellar options.

"You need me to drive you to Clarksville?" she inquired.

"No, there's no time for that, Mom!" Elaine said, growing more urgent. "You gotta come to the studio, please, please, please—"

"Alright, Ellie, calm down. I'm on my way," Margery said, sighing.

"Thank you, thank you, thank you!"

When she swung her legs out of the comfortable deck chair, her body creaked and complained. Fortunately, Brock was entertaining a delegation from China and wouldn't be home until very late. If he found out that she agreed to help the enemy, as he started to call Markus, he'd be pissed. 

Despite her misgivings about the man, she wouldn't just leave her daughter out to dry. It would also be a good scouting opportunity. Probe the two of them about their relationship without Brock breathing down their necks. She was also curious about what a photographer did.

Three minutes later, she had thrown on some jeans and a blouse over her bikini and climbed into her '16 Lexus RX. The Picturisqué was located in North Springfield, on Nathan Boulevard, where rent would be cheaper than downtown.

Traffic was unusually light for a Saturday afternoon and she managed to arrive after only twenty minutes. Elaine stood at the curb, frantically waving her arms, signaling her mother to park right there.

"Don't even bother getting out, Mom," Elaine said in lieu of a greeting and dashed inside the studio.

Margery cut the engine and got out of the car. The shop window was decorated with a large cardboard sign hanging from the ceiling, proclaiming the studio's name in fancy cursive letter. A white cloth loosely hung over various pedestals, each holding a picture frame with photos. Portraits, costumes, the usual.

Picturisqué
Photo Studio
Markus & Caleb Watkins

Passports, Family Portraits & more
Digital & Film
Weddings & Birthdays
Pets Welcome

Appointment Only
Mo-Sa 10 AM - 6 PM
Phone: 555-2910

Everything looked a lot more impressive — and professional — than Margery had assumed. It was in a nice location, between a gelateria and a juice bar. The door opened and Markus came out in sandals, tank top, and shorts. 

So much for the professional part, she thought. In broad daylight, the guy looked like a typical asshole. The confidence she had assumed over their dinner was nothing more than cocky bravado after all.

The man had a lot more muscles than she had thought, however. He carried a four feet long box on his shoulder and a hardcase in his other hand. His biceps were bulging and his chest was well-defined. 

"This the ride?" he grunted, nodding at the RX. 

"Yup," she said and pressed her fob to open the trunk.

Just like that, not even a greeting. Of course, they hadn't exactly gotten along at dinner so it wasn't too much of a surprise, but the whole thing struck her as a little uncivilized. She was the mother of his girlfriend, after all. He just walked past her without really acknowledging her at all, shoving his hairy armpit practically in her face.

Something about the man just pissed her off. Way more than he had at dinner. She watched him load the two items into the trunk, frowning. Maybe he felt bad about the way things had gone at dinner and now he was embarrassed and couldn't meet her gaze?

Markus disappeared into the building again and Elaine came out. She was lugging another hardcase, a black cube, with both hands. She hauled it into the trunk as well.

"Oof, I think that's it," Elaine said. "He'll be right out and then we can go."

"So I'm supposed to just play chauffeur for you? How long is this gonna take?"

"Shouldn't be more than an hour, I think, and no, you don't have to. You can come watch us snap pictures."

"Us? If I remember correctly, you're still a pre-med student at Ferguson."

"Right. Think about it like a Summer job. It's actually quite fun."

"Are you getting paid?"

"No, Mom," Elaine said, rolling her eyes. "I'm just helping out my boyfriend."

"What about your studies? Just because you don't have classes at the moment doesn't mean you can't study."

Their discussion was interrupted by the reappearance of Markus before it got out of hand. He had changed his clothes in world record time, now wearing slacks with a baby blue dress shirt and belt. Dressed like that, he seemed like a completely different man. 

Along with his clothes, his demeanor had changed, too. He smiled at her, the way he had in their house, and carried himself in that same confident manner. 

"Sorry, that took a little bit longer than I expected," he said, rolling up the sleeves on his dress shirt. "Thank you for helping us out in a quick spot."

"Elaine can be very convincing," Margery said diplomatically, shaking his hand. A cloud of cologne wafted over her.

"That she can. Shall we get started?"

"Where to?"

"To Nemo. Courtland Road."

Margery whistled. While they lived in a very nice, upscale neighborhood, it was more like a slum compared to Nemo. Officially the North-East Modules, it was where the rank and name of Springfield settled. Located at the edge of city limits, each estate was large enough to hold an entire city block or more.

"We're already late, so step on it, Mom," Elaine said, squeezing into the back.

"Fine, fine," Margery muttered and turned the ignition. "Markus, my daughter tells me that she doesn't get paid for working at—"

"Mom!"

"I offered. She refused." Markus said calmly.

"I'm not working for him, I'm just hanging out and having fun. What do you want me to do, sit around at the apartment all day waiting for him to finish work?"

"If you did that, maybe you'd have the time to collect your car."

"I asked you to drive us, not lecture us," Elaine whined.

"It's alright," Markus chuckled. "This is the first time it's happened and I will do my best to make sure it won't happen again. My car's getting close to hundred-fifty-thousand miles, it was bound to break sooner rather than later."

"Damn it, Mom. It's yellow, not red! That means go, go, go."

"I am not about to get into an accident," Margery snapped, coming to a stop at the red light.

"But we're already late!"

"Why is it so important?"

"Tell her, Markus."

"We've been engaged by Mrs. Hinton."

"I don't know who that is," Margery said.

"Do you know who our mayor is?" Elaine asked smugly.

"Of course I do. I voted for his opponent. It's Roger Hin—oh, you're not saying that—"

"It's his wife, yes," Elaine said, bouncing in the back seat.

"Is she serious?" Margery asked of Markus.

"Yes."

"So step on it, Mom!"

Margery rolled her eyes. She wasn't going to break any laws and endanger her daughter or herself just to please someone rich. Though she did have to admit, she was getting curious. If she had known she might be meeting the mayor's wife, she would have dressed in finer clothing.



3. Pearls
Twenty minutes and several attempts by Elaine to crack the proverbial whip, they arrived safe and sound at Nemo. The walls were many and the gates were few. At 3 Courtland Road, Markus told her to drive up to a wrought-iron gate. A speaker crackled and Markus called out that they were from Picturisqué. 

The gate silently swung open and Margery's jaw dropped. It felt more like a palace. She nearly drove off the gravel driveway while craning her neck to stare at the two-story mansion. A beautifully maintained lawn with colors of every shape and color. A fountain with a statue of a dolphin.

"So this is where my taxes go," Margery said.

"I would please ask that you not bring up politics," Markus cautioned.

They had barely come to a halt in the courtyard when the carved front door opened and what could only be the mayor's wife strode out. She was in her forties, short, but very curvy. Margery definitely regretted arriving in pants. Mrs. Hinton wore a tight, red dress with stockings and high heels. All that paled compared to the gaudy pearl necklace strapped around her neck, with pearls the size of grapes.

"Markus! So good to see you," the woman yelled excitedly, trotted up to him, and hugged him.

"I'm really sorry about the delay, Heather. My car broke down," he replied.

"No worries, no worries, I had plenty of pinot to keep me company," Heather replied shrilly and giggled. "And it is so lovely to see you again, dear," she went on, hugging Elaine.

"That's my mom," Elaine explained after their greeting. "We had to recruit her to drive us on account of the whole no-car thing."

Margery did not get a full-on hug, which suited her fine. A brief air-kiss was enough to let her know the woman was definitely drunk already, reeking of wine. Nevertheless, she put on a big smile and graciously accepted the compliments about what a wonderful daughter she had. 

"Come on, come in," Heather urged them, stalking back inside.

As much as Margery wanted to dislike the woman, she couldn't. Everything told her she was supposed to, from the woman's shrill nature to her being drunk, but there was an air of exciting energy about her. Someone that could move mountains and drain oceans. 

Markus opened the trunk of the car. He lugged out the large cube in one hand and the normal case in the other. Elaine picked up the long case. Margery slammed the trunk shut again and followed them.

After reaching the door, Elaine looked over her shoulder and got all flustered. She moved to block the path. "You can wait in the car, Mom."

"I'm not going to wait in the hot car for an hour while you are pampered by the mayor."

"You can walk around the grounds, they're really nice. I'm sure she won't mind."

"Ellie..." she rebuked her daughter in her best Mom-voice. "You said earlier that I could come watch."

"Will you two come in already?" Heather yelled from inside.

The combination worked. Elaine faltered and her shoulders dropped. She stepped aside and they headed inside. The building was wonderfully cool, just the right amount of air conditioning.

On the inside, the building was as impressive as on the outside. The hallway alone was bigger than some apartments she'd been in. Marble floor and clean, white walls. Pop art hanging left and right.

"Okay, but promise me you won't get weirded out or anything?"

"Why? What's going to happen?"

"Please don't tell Dad, okay?"

"Tell Brock what?"

"Do you want anything before we head to the bedroom? Drinks? Snacks?" Heather called out.

"The bedroom?" Margery asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Sure, some cokes would be nice while we get set up," Markus answered.

"Wonderful," Heather beamed as if playing the hostess was her life's dream. Maybe it was. "You know the way."

Elaine skipped ahead on the lavish marble staircase to avoid any more probing questions. The bedroom was more like a bed-hall, with floor-to-ceiling windows letting in a lot of sunlight. The king-size bed with lavender sheets barely took up a quarter of the room. The light gray carpet was spotless and apart from a large TV hanging on the wall and two nightstands, the room was empty.

"Why are we in her bedroom?" Margery asked, though she already knew the answer.

"It's gonna be kind of a racy shoot," Markus said, setting down his equipment while Elaine giggled. 

"That's the kind of stuff you invite my daughter along?" Margery said tersely and crossed her arms in front of her chest.

"Mom, I'm an adult!" Elaine whined.

"It's quite safe behind the camera, I assure you. No harm will come to Elaine."

How the hell does he have so much confidence? Margery wondered. Nothing seemed to rattle him and he had an answer for everything. It started to annoy her. 

The big cube contained a lamp and an umbrella. The long case held two tripods. The third box held two cameras and a bunch of lenses and cables and other things she did not recognize. Markus walked to the tall windows and arranged the curtains so that a beam of light fell directly on the bed but without letting in too much light.

"How's it going in here?" Heather's chipper voice signaled her arrival. She carried in a silver platter laden with various cans of soft drinks, water, juice, an open bottle of wine, bowls with peanuts, chips, and pretzels.

"Shouldn't take more than a few minutes," Markus replied, not even acknowledging the food. Elaine placed one of the tripods in front of the bed and adjusted the height.

"They're a cute couple, aren't they? If you'll allow me, you have a gorgeous daughter. She really takes after you," Heather said, nudging Margery in the side. She set the platter down on top of the empty cube.

"I suppose. I take it this isn't the first time you've met?"

"Oh no, I'm a regular," she said and giggled. "My husband is out of town a lot on business trips and whatnot. Markus helps the two of us connect over such a long distance."

"Connect how?"

"By making some naughty pics, of course," she said and giggled again. "Don't tell me you've never sent your husband anything special?"

"Sure but I don't invite photographers, I have a phone."

"How's he supposed to properly get off on that? My dear Eric paid a lot of money for these"—she grabbed her own tits—"people deserve to see them in the best quality possible."

Margery shook her head. She didn't get it. Surely there had to be more to it than that. Maybe Heather was just bored and this was her kink. She wanted to ask but wasn't sure if they were on good enough terms.

Markus plugged in the lamp and a bright light bounced off the umbrella, scattering over the bed. The satin sheets glimmered. He made a few final adjustments to the umbrella, and announced, "There. We're ready for the star."

"Ooh, that's me," Heather twittered.

The woman dashed forward and jumped on the bed like an excited kid. Maybe she had a little more than just wine. She propped herself up with one arm, posing with her legs folded. Her large pearl necklace practically sparkled.

"What do you think, Margery?" Markus asked.

"Me? About what?" Margery asked, surprised to suddenly be included in the proceedings.

"Well, if you don't mind me saying, you're a good-looking woman who knows how to present herself, do you have any suggestions for Heather here to make sure her husband is delighted?"

Is he just being friendly or is he... flirting? It was probably the former but the way he said it and the way he smiled at her made her doubt herself. Everyone was looking at her.

"Uh," she said, trying to buy time. "Her hair could do with a bit of care," she muttered.

"Ellie, would you please get a comb?" Markus asked.

"Yes, boss," Eliane said and snapped a fake a salute before hurrying out of the room.

"Anything else?" Markus asked.

"I don't know. You're the photographer," she shot back.

"Don't sell yourself short."

"Got it," Elaine announced, returning with two brushes and a comb.

Two minutes later, Heather managed to whip her hair into shape. She fussed a bit with her clothes. Markus fiddled with the camera. Elaine hopped from foot to foot. Margery leaned against the wall, munching on some pretzels.

"Alright, lean back a little. Like that, yeah. Shoulder back," Martin instructed.

Shutters clicked as both Elaine and Martin took pictures. Heather was having fun contorting herself into various poses.

The situation devolved fairly quickly from lounging like a French girl to being on all fours and smacking her own butt. Margery had to admit it was a nice butt. Big and round, rippling with each slap.

Even though she should have expected it, Margery was startled when Heather reached to her back and unzipped her tight dress. It wilted away immediately and Martin had her hold it back up so he could get a slower reveal. At least Elaine had the grace to look abashed.

It didn't end there. Before long, Heather was down to her skimpies, though her underwear was probably more expensive than Margery's car. A black lace garter belt with matching bra and panties. The woman's arousal was plainly obvious through the sheer fabric.

The entire thing was somehow fascinating. Margery couldn't imagine ever doing those sorts of poses in front of strangers, yet when Markus asked Heather to show off her wetness, she did so eagerly. 

Exactly how far was this whole thing going? Heather flopped on her back and shimmied out of her panties, revealing a triangle of fine, blond fuzz. Margery watched the whole thing slack-jawed. It wasn't often that she looked at other women's vaginas, yet Heather practically begged her to. 

"You want to do the honors?" Markus suddenly asked Margery.

"What?" she replied, feeling slightly lightheaded.

Markus stepped aside and gestured at the camera mounted on the tripod. She hesitantly walked forward and looked at the LCD screen. Suddenly he had his hand at the small of her back and nudged her forward.

"What do I do?"

"Just press the button right here," he said, pointing at a button at the top of the camera.

Margery pressed it and heard the shutter click. Markus put his hand over hers. He stood real close with his other hand still on the small of her back. Goosebumps rose all over her body and she involuntarily shivered.

"It's okay," he said in a soothing voice. "You want to angle the camera down," he said, nudging it down together with her.

Quickly, Margery pressed the shutter again but he didn't let go. The whole thing was surreal. If she didn't know better, she'd think he was hitting on her but that was just way too absurd. What kind of asshole would hit on his girlfriend's mother right in front of her?

The same kind that stole ten grand without blinking. She gulped.

"Heather, would you please spread your legs a little more?"

Markus pressed another button and the camera whirred and zoomed in right on Heather's vagina. The woman had big, dark lips that glistened with wetness. 

"You want to make sure to get it all on the screen. See the way her labia form a perfect frame?" he asked and finally, at last, removed his hand from hers. "Doesn't she have a beautiful vagina?" He used his index fingers to stroke along the outer edge of Heather's pussy on the screen and for just a moment, Margery could practically feel a finger sliding between her own legs.

Frantically, she pressed the shutter button three times. 

"See? That wasn't so bad," Markus said, stepping away.

"You're doing good, Mom," Elaine said proudly.

"Um, could you please point me to the bathroom?" Margery asked.

"End of the hall, left," Heather said.

Half running, half stumbling, Margery fled the bedroom. What the fuck just happened? She lunged for the bathroom window and yanked it open, sucking in deep breaths of fresh air.

Did her daughter's boyfriend just hit on her in the most vulgar way? Why couldn't she say? It seemed so obvious but... why would he? Was he some sort of sick sadist out to torture her family? Absolutely nothing in his demeanor suggested it.

Even now, he just seemed like a great guy. A little bit too confident but not in a way that made him seem cocky. Just confident. Am I the one who's wrong? she wondered, looking at herself in the mirror.

It was the same face she knew and, maybe not loved, but at least respected. Slightly flushed. She turned the gold-plated faucet handle and splashed some water on it. Another deep breath.

The one saving grace was that Brock had no idea any of this happened. If he found out his daughter involved in taking naked pictures, he'd go berserk. It had definitely been a mistake to come here but now that she had, she was stuck for the time being.

The only thing she could do now was go back in there to make sure that her daughter was safe. The thought of going back into that room made her lightheaded again and she could feel the blood rushing to her face but she forced that down and set one foot in front of the other.

In the meantime, Heather had taken off all of her clothes, save for the gaudy necklace. She was on the bed, fingering herself with one hand and kneading her tits with the other. Her nipples were large and dark. The largest areolas that Margery had ever seen.

Elaine still stood behind her tripod but Markus had taken his camera out of its setting and knelt in front of the bed. Heather's fingers were moving at a rapid pace, splashing drops on her thighs.

"Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah," Heather moaned.

Margery was speechless. It was beyond any sort of boudoir photography. It was downright pornographic. The woman's moaning got more intense until her entire body shuddered and grew still.

"Oh my, I'm sorry, I got a little carried away," Heather said with feigned modesty and sat up.

"You were fantastic," Markus encouraged her. "Eric is going to love this."

"Okay, then let's move on to the special show," Heather said and unclasped the pearl necklace. "These are real, you know. They were a gift from my husband, an old family heirloom. His mother passed away last year and he gave them to me."

"It's very lovely," Elaine said.

"Still rolling?"

"Yup," Markus confirmed.

Heather flipped around and got on her knees, pointing her ass at the camera. Her labia were engorged and red. Her thighs splattered with juices. 

The reason why she had taken off the necklace became apparent very quickly. Margery's eyes went wide as Heather started pushing the necklace into her vagina, one pearl at a time. 

"You like that, Eric?" she called out. "You like seeing your bitch mother's necklace up my cunt?"

One by one the pearls disappeared inside of the wet hole until the only thing left was a small gold chain dangling out, flickering across her clit. She grabbed the end and slowly drew them out.

The pearls popped out one by one. Heather pulled it between her legs and forward, right over her clit. Each bead bumped up against the sensitive spot, causing her to draw in a sharp breath.

"I hope she's watching this down there from hell," Heather yelled as the rest of the chain plopped out.

She dropped forward held the necklace between her hands, one arm over her butt, the other between her legs. She slid the pearls between her labia and started dragging them back and forth.

The two strands settled in on either side of the woman's hooded clit, almost pinching it. And Heather just kept dragging it back and forth, letting the pearls do the work. 

  Margery couldn't even imagine what that must have felt like it but the pleasure was obvious by the deep groans the woman let out. She had to brace herself against the wall because all of a sudden her knees felt weak.

Fortunately, it was over fairly quick. Heather brought herself to an orgasm in record time, dropping forward still trembling.

"Elaine, could I have a word?" Margery asked and her daughter jumped.

"What is it, Mom?" Elaine asked in the hallway. At least she had the decency to look ashamed.

"Your father and I did not raise you to become a... a pornographer."

"Mom! That's not what we're doing."

"That's certainly what it looked like."

"So what, I'm supposed to just refuse a job because you're old-fashioned?"

"I thought you weren't working there, just volunteering," Margery countered and put her hands on her hips. That meant things were getting serious.

"What's the big deal?" Elaine asked flippantly.

"The big deal is that this kind of business is unsavory. You should know better."

"It's not any different than looking at porn. Everyone does it."

"Not everyone is making it."

"I'm not making porn! She just sends them to her husband!"

Margery groaned. Why was her daughter fighting her on this topic? Surely she had to realize it just wasn't normal to go around watching people masturbate. "Go wait out in the car," she ordered.

"Mom, you can't—"

"Unless you want to walk home."

"You're the worst!" Elaine snapped and stormed down the stairs, stomping her feet as loud as she dared.

When Margery returned to the bedroom, Heather wasn't there anymore. The pearl necklace still laid on the satin sheets on top of a large wet spot. The tray with food sat on the ground. Markus looked up briefly but kept disassembling the equipment.

"This really isn't what a job typically looks like," he spoke over his shoulder. "Ninety-nine percent of the time, all she does is take pictures of puppies and children in the shop. She's really good with animals."

While that may have been true, Margery was in no mood to have a discussion. She stood there quietly, watching the man like a hawk. Was he a pervert or was it really just a job? He folded the tripods and stuffed the lamp back into the cube.

"I thought a woman like yourself would understand," he said after a brief silence.

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Well, if you'll allow me to be frank, you strike me as a very sensuous person." He stood up and moved toward her, standing a foot away. He was taller than her. "But you're trapped in a relationship with someone like Brock and you really can't express your inner goddess the way you crave."

"What's that supposed to mean?" she asked, frowning.

"It means sometimes all that heat that builds up," he said and tapped her sternum with his index finger. It raised goosebumps. "And it bubbles over and you do all kinds of crazy things just to ease the pressure, even if it doesn't make sense. Like hiring us to put on a little show."

He was right about one thing. There was a pressure bubbling up inside of her but it wasn't the kind he was talking about. "How dare you," she snapped and headed for the door. "Goodbye."

At the bottom of the stairs, she found Elaine talking to Heather, who was wearing a white, fuzzy bathrobe and had a glass of wine in one hand. Only the bathrobe wasn't even tied, hanging wide open. Everything was still on full display and her daughter was just chatting amicably, laughing.

"We're leaving," she told Elaine.

"Already?" Heather asked with regret in her voice. "I was just talking to your daughter about Ferguson."

"Mom! Did you know that Heather knows the dean's wife?" Elaine asked with excitement in her eyes.

"Oh, yes, Claire and I are very tight," Heather said, smirking.

"Really?"

Suddenly Heather seemed to look at Margery in a completely different way. Her gaze slowly trailed up and down Margery's body, like a lioness stalking her prey. "Oh, yes," she purred. "It's a great college. I actually graduated from there myself. I'd love to chat with both of you about it if you'd let an old lady like me reminisce. You know, we just installed a jacuzzi on the deck and I haven't really had the time to try it out yet."

The woman was definitely hitting on her, Margery realized. There was no ambiguousness about it like with Markus. Heather was brazenly asking her—both of them—to sleep with her in exchange for connections to Ferguson.

To make matters worse, Markus came down the stairs carrying all three boxes himself. At once, Elaine rushed up the stairs to aid him. She had hoped to leave without him.

"No thank you, I have an appointment," Margery said firmly.

"That's a shame," Heather said and raised the glass to her lips. Her eyes got suspiciously misty and she averted her gaze.

Margery almost felt bad. Almost. She burst out of the front door feeling like she escaped from a den of sin. She took a deep breath and wished she had stayed at home.

"I'm dropping you off in Clarksville, and that will be the end of that," Margery said, glowering at her daughter and her boyfriend as they loaded the cases in the back of the car.



4. Obscenity
Margery's face was burning as she parked the RX in the driveway. She looked left and right after leaving the car just to make sure. There wasn't anybody in sight. Quickly, she snatched the plain, charcoal gray bag out of the car and dashed inside the house.

Up the stairs. Into her bedroom. Closing the curtains.

Heart hammering, she emptied the contents of the bag on the bed. Two identical cardboard boxes dropped on the green sheets. The Lady-on-Fire Lustbeads 2000. Two purple sex toys, six inches long, with a dozen half-inch beads a piece.

She felt depraved just looking at them but that was one of the benefits of being an adult. There was nobody around to judge her. What she did in the comfort of her own home was her business alone.

With trembling fingers, she unpacked the silicone toys. They weren't at all like the pearl necklace Heather had worn but it didn't matter. Just drawing her fingers along the rippling surface sent a shiver up her spine.

After dropping off Elaine and Markus, she couldn't get the scene out of her head. Despite the woman brazenly trying to pick her up and Markus' incredible overstep, all she could remember was the way she felt watching the pearls slither along Heather's clit. She undressed in record time, already wet from the half hour of mental foreplay.

She shoved the empty boxes on the ground and laid on her back. The toys were more rigid than a necklace and she was able to just slide it in. It was definitely a weirder sensation than her vibrator, as her walls closed around every bead, hungrily devouring it. But the real kicker was slowly pulling it out again. 

She grabbed the other one and inserted that several times until both of them were coated with enough juices. Then it was time for the thing she'd been thinking about constantly.

She wedged both of them between her labia, one to each side, so the beads were pincering her clitoris. She moved one down and the other up.

The sensation was overwhelming. Each bead bumped against her clit sending a jolt of pleasure through her entire body. It was even better than it looked like. Her legs were tingling.

In less than two minutes, she managed to bring herself to a rousing climax. A strong, powerful orgasm that rocked her entire body 

It was officially the fastest she'd ever been able to make herself cum. It only made her hungrier and she went for a second one, but her clitoris was too sensitive. 

She laid back down on the bed, panting and frustrated. 

What the hell am I doing? she wondered. Stopping by the sex-shop had been a complete whim on the drive home, not something she decided consciously. She just knew that she had to try it.

And now that she had, she realized it was a mistake. It felt too good. Her body was demanding more and sufficient time had passed. She closed her eyes and went back to work.

"You really can't express your inner goddess the way you crave," a phantom Markus spoke as he looked down her. His words danced over her naked body. "I took ten grand off your pathetic husband and I'm gonna pimp out your daughter to Heather. You're next, you slut."

Margery came even harder than the first time. Her entire body exploded in a series of never-ending fireworks that left her gasping for breath.

Where the hell did that come from? Whatever it was, it had felt good. Depraved, but good. And hopefully, it's out of my system.

Apparently, it was not out just yet. She fetched her phone and sat cross-legged on the bed, trying to take a picture of her vagina. It was surprisingly difficult to get a good angle and she figured out why someone might hire a photographer to do it.

It took her eight failed attempts before she got one she was happy with. Her vagina was ninety-five percent in the frame and it was visible just how wet she was. She sent the picture to Brock and wondered what he was going to think when he saw it.

She liked to imagine that he'd take one look and have to excuse himself to the bathroom so he could jerk off, overcome with lust for his hot wife.

She stared at the screen waiting for a reply but nothing came. 

— xxx —

It was already past midnight when the garage door opened, heralding Brock's return. Margery turned off the TV and jumped up, straightening her clothes. She was dying to know what he thought of the picture.

"Welcome home," she said but her grin faltered as she saw his sour face. Not only that, but he reeked of alcohol and ash.

"What the hell was that?" he barked at her.

"What was what?"

"That obscene picture you sent."

"Obscene? It's my pussy!"

"I was at work, Marge. At work! With a group of investors from China. I opened it at the dinner table and Mr. Zhao just happened to see it."

"What'd he think of it?" she teased.

"He didn't. I told him it was some crazy lady we had to fire and now she's trying to get me into trouble."

"Why? You could have just told him your beautiful, sexy, gorgeous wife sent you a—"

"What the hell's the matter with you today, Marge? You're acting like a love-starved teenager, not an adult," he grumbled.

"You better shower because you smell like a damn sewer," she fired back and stomped off, back to the living room.

After a day where practically everyone and everything had given her compliments and hit on her, his reaction was like a punch in the gut. She had hoped he would tell her what a beautiful cunt she had and dropped down to her knees to eat her out.

But that wasn't the kind of man Brock was. He was all about normality. He wanted a nice house in the burbs, a great career, a good car, a doting wife, and wonderful kids. He got all that and in return, she lived a very comfortable life. Boring, but comfortable.

Heather wouldn't have called my pussy "obscene," she was sure. And Markus.... her body bristled just thinking about the way he...

No, stop thinking about it. Margery forced the image down. Why couldn't Brock see that all she wanted was a compliment?

— xxx —

When she entered the bedroom, Brock was on his phone, most likely checking some work emails. He looked up, frowned, and put away the phone.

"I'm sorry about snapping at you earlier," he apologized. "I was just really stressed."

"Thank you," she said and he did seem sincere. It was something, at least.

"Come over here and let me say a proper greeting to my wife," he said with a smirk.

She knew he wanted a kiss but she was in the mood for much more. She grabbed the edge of the sheets and pulled them off of him. He was perplexed at that and his eyes went wide when she crawled up on the bed.

But when she pulled down his pajamas, he seemed to finally get it and assisted her. She lunged for his cock, scooping it up with her tongue. It smelled of strawberry and he was hard almost right away. 

"Mmm, that's nice," Brock murmured.

She swallowed his entire penis, all four-and-a-half-inches of it, and flicked with her tongue across his balls. He needs another trim, she thought. Squeezing her lips, she dragged all the way back up.

If she wanted him to pop, all she had to do was do that two more times, but since it was already one in the morning, he wouldn't be up a second time. She let go of him and pushed down her own pajamas. 

Margery climbed into his lap and straddled him, guiding his cock inside of her. It just slipped right in, the way it always did when she was really wet. She reached between her legs and started rubbing along with grinding her hips.

"I had to help out Elaine today," she said, unsure why that thought popped into her mind. 

"You did?" Brock asked.

"Yeah. She's helping out at Markus' photo studio and his car broke down, she wanted me to drive them."

Margery actually felt Brock go soft inside of her. At the mention of Markus' name, Brock's erection popped like a balloon.

"Why the fuck would you help that bastard out?"

"I helped our daughter out." She tried to stimulate his penis with her hand but it wouldn't' budge. He pushed her hand away and she hopped off of his lap.

"If she wants to stay with that piece of crap, she can deal with his problems. We don't have to help her tie the rope around her own neck."

"You can't be serious. She's our daughter."

"I didn't think my daughter would ever date a... that sort. If that's the life she wants to lead, I don't see why we have to support her. We're not paying her to spread her legs."

Margery furrowed her brows. She didn't think things had been that serious. Yeah, they both agreed he wasn't a good fit for her, but he was talking of disowning their daughter. That was something completely different.

In a very clear message that the mood was ruined, Brock pulled up his pajamas and flicked off the light on his nightstand. 

Elaine's relationship with Markus was threatening to destroy their family. It was a good thing she didn't mention anything about what they actually did. Brock might have done something stupid.



5. Delivery
On Monday afternoon, the doorbell rang. Margery threw the towel on the wet dishes and wiped her hands on the apron. As soon as her eyes fell on the tall, black man, her already not-so-great mood plunged into the cellar. Then it jumped back up as her blood pressure rose.

"Hello, Mrs. Schlosser," Markus said, unusually formal. Or was it insolence? He held out a large manila envelope.

"What's this?"

"A Mrs. Hinton insisted you have this."

At the mention of the name, Margery blushed. "Why?" she asked, accepting the envelope.

"I don't know, but she was very convincing."

"Where's Elaine?"

"I don't know," Markus said and shrugged as if he was wondering why she even asked him.

Something about his attitude just pissed her right off. She wanted to sock him in the face. Right on that stupid, broad nose. She even clenched her fist without realizing it.

"Okay," she said through gritted teeth.

"Have a nice afternoon," Markus said and turned to leave.

Margery watched him drive off in a brown Camry and only after he disappeared did she snap out of it. She slammed the front door shut even though nobody would hear it, but it felt good. Not as good as sneaking a cigarette would but without the guilt. She tore open the envelope and pulled out an eight-by-eleven inch glossy photo print.

It was Heather in all of her glory. On her knees, ass up, pearls in pussy. She looked seductively at the camera. She had scrawled on it in gold sharpie:

Marge,
if you still want to talk
anytime, please call
555-9182
xoxo Heather

Disgusted, Margery shoved the picture back in the envelope and threw it in the trash. Was this really the kind of life that her daughter wanted to live? Making pornography of horny housewives? She dug out her phone and dialed Elaine.

"Hi, Mom," Elaine's chipper voice said after the second ring.

"Hey. Whatcha doing?"

"I'm at the mall with Markus, shopping."

"With Markus?" Margery asked, baffled.

"Yeah. Why?"

So now her daughter was lying to her on top of everything else. She wanted to confront Elaine with the facts but she was as stubborn as Margery herself. It wouldn't get her anywhere.

"Whatcha shopping for?"

"I'm trying to buy a cute outfit. Markus wants to do a photoshoot of me."

"He does?" Margery asked and her stomach plummeted.

"Yeah, he has all these connections to model agencies and he said I'm pretty enough to model."

"You are, dear, but which model agency?"

"Dunno, he didn't say. I think he just wants to have a portfolio ready just in case."

It was porn. Margery was sure of that. Markus was going to recruit her little girl into the porn industry. That's why he brought her along to photograph Heather. Ease her into it. Just a photoshoot for now and in six months it'd be an anal creampie gangbang.

She had to put a stop to it.

"So what did you want to ask, Mom?"

"I just wanted to check in to see how you're doing."

"I'm great. This is honestly the best summer break I've ever had. Ooh," she squealed. "Can I call you back later? I just found this really cute bra and I wanna try it on."

"Sure, we'll talk soon. Love you."

"Love you, too, Mom."

What am I supposed to do? Involving Brock was not an option. Margery knew that it was something she had to deal with on her own. But what?

Asking him nicely probably wouldn't work. Paying him off was a huge mistake. The cops? No, she wasn't that cruel. She wanted him gone, not dead.

There was, of course, the nuclear option. She got butterflies in her stomach just thinking about it. All those hints he dropped, those times he flirted with her...

She could give him something better than Elaine. An experienced, mature woman who knew the ins and outs of making love. Horny, available, rich.

Not that she was actually going to sleep with him, of course. She didn't have to go that far. All she had to do was pique his interest. Make him want her more than he wanted Elaine. Guys were simple like that, always chasing the forbidden fruit — and which fruit was more forbidden than the mother of his girlfriend?

Once she managed to wrap him around her finger enough, he'd leave Elaine so he could have her, and then she'd dump him like a hot potato. Elaine wouldn't take him back after that, either.

Margery looked at the clock. How long had it been since Markus left? Enough time for him to get back to the photo studio? Oh God, what am I doing? What am I gonna say? She formed a rough outline of what she wanted to say, mentally rehearsing it over and over.

After waiting as long as she could hold out, she picked up the phone again and looked up the number for Picturisqué. It rang once. Twice. Thrice.

"Hello, this is Picturisqué," Markus answered. 

"Hi, I heard from a friend that you guys do private picture sessions?" she asked in a low, husky tone.

"We do private and public events, if that's what you're asking," he said.

"My husband hasn't touched me in six months and I've been feeling miserable, but today I just felt so damn good about myself for the first time in a long time. I want to get dressed up, styled, and I want some really good pictures taken of myself so that I can say, yup, you're still damn good looking, you can definitely find someone to make you happy."

"Good to hear you're getting back on your feet. We can definitely help you with that. Unfortunately, we're booked solid until... how about Wednesday at four?"

"Do you have any openings on Thursday? Afternoon?" That would be when Elaine went to the gym.

"Yes, we do. Is five alright?"

"Sure, that works." It would be cutting it a little close but she doubted she'd stay there for an entire hour.

"Your name?"

"Lea Darby," she said and felt a thrill of excitement.

"Housecall or at the studio?"

"Studio. My husband is at home and he can't find out."

"Certainly. Do you have anything specific in mind for the shoot? A setting you enjoy?"

"I don't care. You're the photographers, you pick something nice. Money's of no concern, just do whatever it takes."

"Yes, ma'am," he said at once and she practically heard the cha-ching through the phone.

"I'll see you on Thursday," she said and after saying their goodbyes, hung up.

She took a deep breath and tried to calm her nerves. Crap. What have I done? She rifled through the kitchen drawers looking for that damn pack of cigarettes that she knew Brock was hiding somewhere but came up empty.



6. Red Carpet
What Margery said on the phone might have been a lie, but she really did feel incredibly sexy for the first time in a while. She couldn't remember the last time she spent that long getting ready for anything. Not since her dating days. Six hours of shaving, tweezing, plucking, styling, and painting. 

The results were formidable. She looked her reflection in the RX's rearview mirror. Her eyebrows were on point and her mouth was succulently red. She'd put on enough makeup to hide those damn wrinkles that were starting to crop up everywhere and easily looked like she was thirty again.

The dress was no less spectacular. It went up to her neck but it had an oval cutout that was so big she wasn't able to wear a bra with it. Sleeveless, burgundy, with slits on both sides, showing off her long legs. It had been a bridesmaid dress from Alexandra's wedding and her rigorous gym sessions with Kelly were the only reason it still fit after all these years.

To top it all off, she wore the pearl earrings Brock had given her for their tenth anniversary. She doubted she could ever look at pearls the same way again but today that wasn't a problem at all. It was a reminder.

She reached into her clutch and applied one last spritz of L'Amour by Hershfield and opened the door. Someone actually whistled. Two guys in their twenties were walking past the parking lot and stared at her appreciatively. It felt damn good. 

Careful not to break her heels on the gravel, she made her way to the entrance of Picturisqué with five minutes to go. She took another deep breath and opened the door.

The inside of the studio was different than she expected. The floor was a light bamboo and the walls were white. Opposite the entrance was a counter with a computer. To the right was an "EMPLOYEES ONLY" door and to the left was the photo area. 

Markus stood behind the counter and she got the urge to snarl at him. "Wow, you must be—" he paused as recognition flashed in his eyes. He tilted his head. "I didn't expect you?" he said, making it sound like a question.

"I'm Mrs. Darby and I'm here for my appointment, Mr. Watkins," she said in her best snooty rich-person's voice.

"Ah, right. Mrs. Darby."

Everything about him screamed insolence. She wanted to slap the smirk off his face. That wouldn't help her cause at all. "Is there a problem?"

"No. No, certainly not, Mrs. Darby," he said, using her name again as if he was trying his best to remember it.

"Good."

"Is the setting to your liking?" he asked, gesturing to the photo area.

There was a red carpet leading up to a chaise longue — dark brown tufted leather. The backdrop was a midnight gray sheet of paper pulled down from the ceiling. Several diffused spotlights scattered light all over it.

"It looks... noble," she said.

"If I had known you were coming in dressed like this, I would have built the whole palace," he said.

It was definitely flirting. She'd been right. A mix of excitement and anger broiled up inside of her. This fucking asshole is dating my daughter. Not if I can help it. "It will do."

"Excellent. Have you thought about how you'd like these pictures developed?"

"What are my choices?"

"Anything from something to put in your wallet and up."

"Any size?"

"As large as you can handle," he replied with a smirk.

The man was confident, she had to give him that. It took a certain strength of character to be able to flirt with the mother of his girlfriend. Or maybe it wasn't strength that allowed him to do it but a weakness of character.

"Could you handle a lifesize one?" she flirted right back.

"Well, it would take a special order but if you really want it, we can definitely do it."

"Hm, do I have to decide now?"

"No, it's all digital. Just say the word and it's yours."

Flirting with the man was easy. Almost too easy. She had to keep reminding herself that this was the prick dating her daughter. A man with zero morals and a very gregarious smile. A predator and conman.

"Where do we start?" she asked.

"Well, let's see..." he said and started walking around her, inspecting her with a critical eye.

Even though she was wearing clothes, she never felt so naked before. The man was practically eye-fucking every part of her body. Without asking, he grabbed the collar of her dress and moved it a bit. He tugged at the hem and tucked a strand of hair back into place.

"You have an exceptionally lovely body, Mrs. Darby."

"It runs in the family."

"How fortunate for the husbands. Or the lovers." His hand grazed the small of her back right where he'd touched at Heather's and goosebumps rose on her forearms.

"Not everyone thinks so."

"No?"

"One time my husband called my vagina 'obscene,'" she blabbed. It was a bit more forward than she planned but she was just going with the flow.

"Your husband is a stupid man."

"He is sometimes."

"I assure you, nothing that lies between a woman's legs is obscene. I know these things."

"You do? Seen plenty of 'em?"

"Oh yes. You wouldn't believe half the things my camera has seen," he replied nonchalantly and brushed a speck of dirt from her shoulder.

Margery didn't know whether to kiss him or punch him. Maybe both. No wonder that Elaine fell for him. He had golden lips. But apparently his brain was the size of a peanut and he was falling right into her trap.

"Perfect," he announced. "Would you do me the honor of strolling along the red carpet?"

"Certainly," she said and set out in long, confident strides. The red carpet was only eight small steps long. She reached the lounger and turned around.

"Come on, Mrs. Darby. You can do better than that," he called out, standing behind the tripod.

That she could. She walked toward him, only this time she swayed her hips and moved her shoulders with every step. She looked him straight in his devilish brown eyes, daring him to ravage her. The shutter clicked several times.

"Wow, you're an absolute natural."

It was rare for her to be so openly sexual. It felt great to let loose like that for once. Was that how Heather felt? No, I don't feel any inclination to shove pearls up my pussy. She turned on her heel and sashayed back to the leather seat. The shutter snapped several times.

"That dress looks stunning on you," Markus called out.

Margery let herself drop on the chaise longue and turned to look at him. She propped herself up with her hands behind her back, really pushing out her breasts. That was a move she had practiced in front of the mirror.

"I can feel the heat from over here," Markus encouraged.

Click. Click. Click.

She put one leg over the other. The slit in the side of the dress opened up, revealing a long section of tanned thigh.

"Have you done this before?" Markus asked.

"No, why?"

"I swear, you're doing everything I'm thinking of, only a second before I tell you."

"Oh yeah? Were you thinking of this?" she asked and stuck out her tongue.

Markus burst out laughing but his skill as a photographer must have been deeply ingrained in him because he kept taking pictures even as he rolled his head back. When he was finished, he had a twinkle in his eye and she couldn't help but grin with satisfaction.

Everything was going swimmingly.

"Would you please lie down and put your feet up?"

Margery settled herself onto the backrest of the chaise longue, lounging comfortably. Except there wasn't anywhere to put her feet up. "Put them up where?"

Instead of answering, he stepped away from the camera and approached her. She suddenly felt vulnerable, lying in front of the tall man in a skimpy outfit. He looked down at her and she saw the hunger burning in his eyes.

Without asking, he grabbed her left thigh. His fingertips slipped under the fabric of the dress and dug into the soft flesh of her inner thigh. She gasped at the sudden intrusion but he just leered down at her. He grabbed her shin with the other hand and bent her leg so her heel went into one of the tufts. He picked up her right leg and guided it over the left one.

"Like this," he said as if it were the most normal thing in the world. He turned around and went back to the tripod.

Click. Click. Click.

Things were going way too fast. Margery laid there, stunned. Her heart was thumping in her chest. What did it say about him that he would just grab her like that? What did it say about her that she let him?

It had to end before it escalated. She needed to find some way to promise him more but also letting him know he had to end things with Elaine before he got any. She unfolded her legs and swung them out, sitting up.

"You're a man, right?" she asked.

Markus chuckled. "Yes, I suppose so."

"Then perhaps you know of a pose that screams 'I'm available', to all the single men out there," she said in a soft voice, putting a lot of emphasis on the word single.

Once again, he approached her but this time he went down on one knee in front of her. Even so, his face was almost level with hers. She looked him in his brown eyes, daring him to dump Elaine.

"Aah!" she yelped as Markus hooked his hands under both her knees and yanked her forward.

Her ass was right at the edge of the chaise longue. He pushed at her knees so her legs opened up. A shudder raced up her spine. Her hands trembled. It was absolutely outrageous to sit like that with him so close. 

He dragged his hands up her thigh, pushing the slit of the dress further in. The front flap of the dress sagged downward, leaving her legs exposed.

Margery could smell the man in front of her. A mix of sweat and something vanilla. His thumb grazed the inside of her thigh, inches away from her pussy. There was a bonfire roaring inside of her.

This was the man who humiliated her husband. This was the man who was going to turn her daughter into a pornstar. This was the man who so brazenly touched her as if she were nothing more than a wanton harlot.

Margery leaned forward and pressed her lips to his. It felt good. It felt damn amazing. It felt like a dam broke and suddenly this overwhelming, powerful rush swept her away. His lips were warm and supple and big.

"I wanna fuck you," Markus rasped, his hot breath tickling her cheeks. He started to kiss her chin, her cheek, her throat.

"Oh, God, yes," she moaned.

As soon as the words left her mouth, he pushed her back down on the leather, landing on top of her. The weight of his body pressed her down. His hand groped her tit. She slipped her fingers under his shirt and raked his back.

The sound of a belt buckle opening. A sudden, sharp pain as he grabbed her lace panties and just tore them off her body, elastic bands snapping. She looked down and just for a moment she thought she was hallucinating, seeing a cock bigger than anything she had ever seen between his legs.

Then that cock pushed inside of her and she knew it wasn't a hallucination. An impossibly big presence spreading her open. He struggled to fit it inside of her more than an inch. Margery realized it was her that was trying to hold it back. Some last part of her sanity resisting him. 

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuuuuuuck," she sighed as she let go and felt his entire length sliding inside of her.

"Wow," he muttered.

"Ohhhhh... ohhhhh," she groaned as he thrust into her. 

They were powerful, animastic thrusts. His entire body rammed into her, plunging his cock deep inside of her. He pressed his mouth to hers and shoved his tongue inside of her, taking complete control of her. 

Never in her entire life had she been fucked with such raw emotions. Such passion and pure, unadulterated need. Like it was the only thing he had ever wanted and now he was doing it. It was intoxicating. She bucked her hips, begging him to penetrate her even deeper.

Her entire world was narrowed down to just a small area between her legs. Nothing else mattered than to feel his massive rod make her pussy come alive.

Margery turned her head and screamed because it was the only thing she could do to stop her brain from melting. But it wasn't nearly enough and the fire inside of her roared, consuming her soul.

It felt like an eternity that she rode that tidal wave of her orgasm. Every time it seemed to ebb, Markus stoked it to new peaks, catapulting her higher and higher and higher.

It was better than anything Brock had ever accomplished, an orgasm as powerful as the best she had ever felt with toys. 

Her senses returned to her and Markus was still on top of her. Thrusting. Wet squelching accompanied his ragged breathing. She was enveloped by his musk. 

"You smell so good," she whispered.

Then another wave came by and swept her up. Tossed her body like a ragdoll through the maelstrom of bliss. 

When he pulled it out was visceral. Suddenly a part that should have been there was gone. Replaced by a hungry void. 

Something warm splashed on her thigh. The crease between her thigh and abdomen. Her labia. Her thigh. More on her thigh. And more.

She opened her eyes and saw Markus staring down at her.

Terror infiltrated her weakened mind. Oh God, what have I done? Panic followed terror and her eyes went wide. I fucked him. Oh no, I fucked him!

She glanced down and between her breasts, she saw his massive cock sticking out between his legs. It had to be at least seven or eight inches. Dark as midnight, glistening with juices. White goo clung to the dark tip. 

Her right thigh was coated in his semen. It dripped down on the dress. She tried to get up but her body wasn't responding. Her limbs were like jelly. 

Markus let out a long sigh and rolled off of her. He fell backward and stretched out on the red carpet, shirt up to his chest and jeans around the knees... For a moment, his cock seemed to balance in the air before deciding it, too, had enough and smacked against his abdomen. His balls were shaved, nestled between his thighs.

Somehow, the asshole had managed to trick her, too. Brock wasn't enough. Elaine wasn't enough. Now she, too, succumbed to his guile. The anger she summoned gave her enough strength to sit up.

He just laid there grinning like a kid on Christmas morning. She wanted to wipe that smile off his face.

Margery slipped off the chaise longue, landing with her knees beside him. She wanted to scream at him and tell him how much she hated him. How much she wished she'd never met him.

But when she opened her mouth, nothing came out. When she lunged to slap him, all she accomplished was straddling him. She stuffed the flap of her dress up into her stomach and slid forward. That massive girth wedged itself between her labia.

Lubricated with his cum and her juices, she started rocking back and forth, sliding her wet pussy along the entire shaft. 

"Oof," he grunted.

"Shut up," she growled, clamping both her hands over his mouth. 

Margery closed her eyes and just ground her hips on his meat. It was magical. She felt it grow underneath her, like a slumbering beast awakening. It was long enough that she could slide as much as she wanted.

She dragged her clitoris over his wet shaft, going faster and faster until she exploded in yet another orgasm. Not as powerful as the other ones but still wonderful. She rode it out all the way, decelerating gracefully. It was a lot better than having him suddenly pull out.

When she was almost ready to stop, the cock bucked under her. It grew rigid and throbbed and tried to shove her off. She opened her eyes and watched him blow his load over his own t-shirt. A small spurt hit the knuckles of her right hand. She let go of his mouth and wiped her hands off on his t-shirt. 

Exhausted, she dropped on the red carpet next to him, panting.



7. Seeing Double
"That was amazing," Markus said and laughed with pure joie de vivre.

"You have to stop seeing my daughter," she said.

"What?"

"You need to break up with Elaine," she said.

"What are you talking about?"

Damn it. Am I not speaking English? "Break. Up. With. Elaine," she spelled it out.

"But—"

The most terrifying sound she had ever heard interrupted their conversation — the front door opening. Margery bolted upright and whirled around.

Elaine walked in and did a double take. Her eyes went wide. Margery frantically tried to pull out the front flap of her dress but it was all tangled up.

"It's not what it looks like," Margery called out, feeling like the world's biggest idiot. Of course, it was exactly what it looked like.

And then Markus walked in behind her. Dizziness overcame Margery. Something was wrong. Very wrong. She looked down at the half-naked man on the red carpet. It was Markus. She looked up the tall man next to her daughter. It was also Markus. Back down. He was still there, pulling up his boxers.

"Who the fuck are you?" she blurted out, completely bewildered.

"I'm Caleb," the Markus next to her said, looking at her like he thought she was crazy.

Caleb. Caleb. Caleb. It was like someone struck her head with a hammer and his name reverberated inside of her skull like a church bell. The sign on the door. Picturisqué, owned by Markus and Caleb Watkins. Markus and Caleb. Caleb and Markus.

"What the fuck is going on?" Elaine shouted.

"Nothing," Margery replied.

"Didn't look like nothing."

Always the cool head, Markus walked to the camera and looked over the pictures. "These are pretty good," he said.

Margery's strength left her and she plummeted down on the chaise longue. There was a puddle of cum next to her and the torn panties on the floor. She dropped her head in her hands and tears welled up in her eyes.

There wasn't anything she could do except cry. Loud, shuddering sobs. Everything had gone so wrong. What the fuck was I thinking about anyway? How the fuck did I ever think this idiotic plan could work? What the hell is wrong with me? You're pathetic, Marge. A stupid, fucking whore. You fucked the wrong guy AND got caught.

Comforting hands appeared on her shoulder and she felt more than saw Elaine's presence next to her. On the side that didn't have cum. It only made things worse. She betrayed the bond she had with her daughter.

"I'm sorry," she wailed, turning to Elaine and crying into her shoulder. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

"Shhhh, it's okay, Mom."

"No, it's not o-o-okay. I did s-s-something awful," she stammered.

"It's just sex. I'm not gonna tell Dad anything, he can go fuck himself."

"No, no, I tried t-to b-break you up."

At that, Elaine stiffened. "You what?" she asked in a much less soothing tone of voice.

"I'm sorry, it's the dumbest thing I've ever done."

"Why?" Elaine asked and she started crying, too. "Do you hate me?"

"No! I don't hate you!"

"Do you hate him?"

"No, I don't!"

"Why?"

"I had to do something before Brock did something worse!"

"You mean worse than trying to pay off my boyfriend?"

"You know about that?"

"Markus filled me in."

"Oh God, I'm so sorry. We're the worst parents."

"You could be more tolerant."

"He was talking about disowning you."

"What?!"

"He hates Markus that much."

"I can't believe that asshole."

"I didn't like Markus either," Margery confessed.

"Oh, Mom... sometimes you are an idiot."

During all her years on this planet, Margery had never felt so awful. It was emotional whiplash, from an intense high to the lowest of the lows. She had failed as a woman, as a mother, as a wife, and as a human being.

She vowed to herself that from now on, she would support her daughter no matter what. Even if it meant standing up to Brock. Elaine was the most important thing in the world, not her husband. The person she was proudest of. 

Misery stabbed her in the stomach like hot, sharp daggers. She felt dirty and used and rotten.

"You know Markus would never cheat on me, right?" Elaine said.

"He wouldn't?" Margery blubbered and she snuffled.

"He's one of the most amazing men I've ever met. He's really sweet and gentle and really, really honest. Sometimes a little too much."

"I thought he was flirting with me."

"When?"

"At the photoshoot with Heather."

"He really wasn't."

"But he said things about how I was trapped with Brock and had to ease some pressure."

"That sounds like something I told him about you and Brock."

"You talked about us?"

"Of course, I did. I had to warn him how racist Brock is."

"Am I racist, too?"

"No, Mom. You're just misguided sometimes."

"Oh, God, I really fucked up, didn't I?"

"Well... it's not like you slept with Markus," Elaine said.

"I didn't mean to sleep with either of them. I just wanted to get him interested enough to break up with you."

"Then why'd you do it?"

"I don't know. I really don't. It was just so... overwhelming. We were just taking pictures and then he was all in my face and I lost control."

"They are cute, aren't they?" Elaine asked and giggled.

"You're not mad?" Margery wondered, looking apprehensively at her daughter.

"I'm a little mad but honestly, this is the best thing that could have ever happened to you."

"That's not true, Brock is a wonderful man."

"Sometimes you're hopeless," Elaine said and sighed. "And you look like a mess."

"I am a mess."

"Come on, there's a bathroom in the back."

Elaine rose to her feet and grabbed her mother's arm, tugging her up. Reluctantly, Margery stood up. She surveyed the scene. Cum everywhere. Stains on her dress. Tear patches on her daughter's shoulder.

They trudged through the "EMPLOYEES ONLY" door into a small back-room with a kitchenette and a couch. The twins were there, Markus by the coffee machine and Caleb on the couch — unless they swapped clothes, in which case she had no idea which was which. The two of them looked up as the door opened. Seeing both of them at once made her dizzy again.

"Not now," Elaine said, pushing her mother toward the bathroom door.

It was a small room. Blue tile, sink, toilet, mirror on a medicine cabinet. For the first time, Margery saw herself in the mirror and nearly started crying again. Hair matted, makeup running in rivers down her cheek, eyes red. She looked exactly how she felt.

"There's makeup stuff in the cabinet. I'll leave you to it, okay?"

"Okay," Margery mumbled listlessly.

The door closed and she was alone. She braced herself on the counter, feeling despair. Who the fuck are you? she asked the woman in the mirror. 

After attempting to stare down the reflection, she opened the cabinet door and found makeup wipes next to a set of theater makeup. Little by little, her normal face re-appeared, unearthed like an ancient fossil.

It made her feel better. As if she were wiping away all the things that had happened. 

But when the door opened and a tall, black man slipped inside, all of that progress was instantly erased and she was right back where she had been half an hour earlier. Just looking at Caleb made her blood bubble with raw emotion.

"How are you doing?" he asked and the door clicked shut.

Part of her wanted to bolt and run. Part of her wanted to feel the touch of his lips. She froze, indecisive, and just looked at his reflection. How had she never seen how beautiful he was? His smile warmed her heart and his eyes were soulful.

He placed his hands on her shoulder. Her pulse quickened. She felt the strong presence of his body pressing up against her.

"Elaine and Markus filled me in on everything," he said and his breath tickled her neck. "And here I thought you were actually interested in me."

"I'm sorry but I'm not."

Caleb's hand slid down from her shoulders to her upper arms. Goosebumps rose on her skin. Her nipples got hard and in the mirror, she saw that it was extremely obvious they were trying their best to poke through the fabric. Not now, damn it!

"I'm not blind or stupid, Mrs. Darby," he chuckled. "I saw how much you wanted me back there. You were horny out of your mind."

"I was not."

"And yet Elaine just told me that you only wanted to tease, not fuck."

"She's—hmng—lying," she murmured, letting out a sigh as Caleb's hands trailed down her waist.

Caleb leaned in and placed a kiss on the base of her neck. Then he licked up to her earlobe. He left a cool trail of saliva that made her shiver when he breathed. "I think you enjoyed getting pounded by my big"—he kissed her neck—"black"—kiss—"cock."

"No," she whispered but she felt her body melt into his embrace.

His left hand trailed upward and squeezed her right nipple. His other hand slipped into the slit on her dress and his fingers traipsed closer to her sex. Her heart was thumping hard.

"I have to admit I'm enjoying watching you squirm. I've never met anyone like you. At first, I thought you really were just a frustrated housewife, but you wanted to seduce my brother to make him break up with your own daughter. Tsk. Tsk. Tsk." His fingers reached her pussy and he slipped one digit inside. "Now that's just depraved on an entirely new level."

"I'm not... depraved..." she said even as she was fantasizing about his cock.

"Yes, you are, my little slut," he cooed. 

The sound of him unzipping his pants caused her to shiver. Any moment now, he was going to fuck her again and she wanted to feel that beast inside of her one more time. Is he right about me?

"I'll fuck you right here, right now," he continued, "but only if you tell me how much you want it."

"What?" she asked, confused.

"Tell me what a slut you are."

"I'm not."

Suddenly he withdrew his fingers from her pussy and took a step back. "That's too bad, guess I'll leave you to—"

"No wait," she said, panicking. He can't leave now! She wheeled around to face him. "I'm a slut. A big slut."

A big grin broke out on his face. He looked like he knew exactly what she was going to do and say. Like she was nothing more than a puppet in his hands.

"You and I are going to have a lot of fun, I think," he said.

He turned her around and pushed her up against the console. She grabbed her dress and yanked it up, bunching it around her midriff. 

It seemed to take forever until she felt the tip of his cock push at her labia, but when it finally did, she was thrilled. It filled her, replacing all of the worry and anxiety. She closed her eyes and relished that sensation.

Caleb grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head up. His thighs crashed into her butt, ramming his erection deep inside of her.

"Look at yourself in the mirror, Marge," he commanded and her eyes fluttered open again.

She almost didn't recognize her own expression in the mirror. Mouth open, tongue practically hanging out. Eyes unfocused and relaxed. The first thought that came into her mind was junkie. Like she was high on dick.

Her entire body jumped whenever he slammed into her and a shockwave of pleasure rang through her. Brock had never fucked her like that. Ever. He was always very gentle. 

"I hope you know how fucking sexy you are," he said.

"I am?"

"Yeah, you are."

He let go of her hair and grabbed her hips so he could thrust in earnest. He was absolutely merciless. Sweat rolled down his forehead. Everything between Margery's navel and knee felt like it was on fire.

"Oh. My. Goooo—"

Margery clamped a hand over her own mouth to stop herself from yelling. Caleb chuckled.

"You think your daughter doesn't know we're fucking in here?"

He was right, of course. He was right about everything. About her wanting his cock inside her. About her being a slut. But it wasn't a bad thing. 

It was a damn good thing. 

It was even better still when she came for the third time in less than an hour. She felt the entire length of his cock as she squeezed his shaft. It heightened the closeness of it even more. The vulnerability of being impaled, wedged up against the sink.

"I'm gonna come inside you this time," he whispered and licked her earlobe.

"Yes," she panted between ragged breaths. "Yes... please..."

Spurned on by her words, he pushed in deep, pressing her hard against the ceramic rim. The tip bumped into her cervix, eliciting a short stab of pain that quickly mellowed into an enjoyable, warm buzz.

His shaft flared up as he pumped his seed inside of her. He pulled out an inch only to ram it back in. And again. And again. Then he pulled out.

The wet squelching was accompanied by a splatter of juices on the tile floor.

"Don't pull it out," she sighed with exasperation. "I want it in me."

Caleb chuckled. "I know you do. That's why you're going to come crawling back to me."

She turned around because she wanted to see it. That thing that gave her so much pleasure. She went down on her knees and scooped up the wet tip with her tongue, surprised at being able to actually fit in her mouth. 

When it was inside of her, it just felt so monumentally big. The taste of salty cum and her own sweet tang filled her mouth. She definitely couldn't take his entire length inside but she managed about half of it.

She lightly sucked on it, trying to drain the last few drops out of him. She dragged her lips across the onyx skin, relishing every little bump, every little vein scraping along her mouth. She licked across his glans, mesmerized by the shape of it.

It was bigger and better in every single way compared to Brock's. Even his balls were shaved, looking more like a prize bull's testicles than the hairy, wrinkly sack of her husband.

Caleb brushed hair away from her face and grazed her cheek. She looked up at him with his cock still in her mouth. He was smiling, clearly enjoying it. She let go of his cock so she could smile back.

He pulled her to her feet and they kissed. A hot, passionate, wonderful kiss that was more like wrestling with their lips than a dance. She felt cum seep out of her pussy and tickle as it slid down her thigh. 

"Give me your phone," he said.

She didn't ask why. She just opened her clutch and pulled out her phone. Anything he wanted, she would give him.

"Get back down and wrap those slut lips around my dick," he ordered and she did.

Click. The shutter snapped. A little shiver raced up her spine.

"Okay, you can let go. I added my number to your phone. I will call you, okay?"

"Please do," she mumbled.

"I'd fuck you all night if I didn't have to work."

"I wish you would."



8. Connections
Margery entered her home with a feeling of trepidation. Everything looked the same way it always had. Coats hanging by the door, untouched in the summer. A vase with a nice bouquet of flowers — daisies this month. The wall with the family pictures. The carpet that always seemed to need vacuuming.

But it didn't feel like home. It felt alien. It wasn't the house that changed. It was she who did.

No longer was she the faithful, obedient wife. She was an unfaithful adulteress. She was a cheating slut. And life had never seemed so exciting. The colors seemed richer, the air smelled better.

In the living room, Brock was watching sitting in his favorite ez chair TV. He looked up as she entered and did a double take at her wearing a super sexy red dress. If only he knew I wasn't wearing anything underneath. The sight of him made her stomach wobble. Did she love him?

Margery tried remembering the last time when she felt like she had been head over heels in love with her husband. It was a startling realization to find that she hadn't felt that way about him since before Elaine was born. Even as she looked at him now, the only thing she felt was the memory of Caleb's cock.

"What the hell is this?" Brock barked and pulled a manila envelope out from the side of the chair. 

It was Margery's turn to do a double take. He tossed the envelope onto the coffee table. She didn't need to open it to know what was inside but she picked it up anyway and pulled out the glossy print of Heather.

They were more alike than she initially thought, Margery realized. She had thought the woman was crazy at first but now she felt kinship. Not any sort of romantic attraction, however. Seeing the pearls inside of Heather's pussy only made her fondly remember her own exploits with her new toys.

"Well?" Brock insisted.

"It's nothing," Margery said and slipped the picture back in the envelope. She tossed it on the coffee table.

"Nothing?" he asked and his eyebrows shot up all the way. "That's all you have to say?"

"I distinctly remember throwing it in the trash. It's nothing."

"But... but... why... are you cheating on me?" he spluttered.

Margery actually laughed out loud. It was too funny. On the day she got creamed by a big black cock, her husband thought she was cheating on him with a woman.

"What's so funny?" he asked indignantly.

"I'd never cheat on you with a woman," she replied diplomatically.

"But the message is... very personal. Who is this woman? Do you know her?"

"It's Heather Hinton."

"I have no idea who that is. The only Hintons I know are the Mayor and..." Brock jumped and snatched the envelope back. He pulled out the picture and goggled. "Holy shit."

"Yup, it's her."

"Why do you have this?" he asked, unable to tear his eyes away.

"You remember when I told you I helped out Elaine and Markus? They were doing a photoshoot with Heather."

"Why is she naked?"

"Because they were boudoir shots for her husband," she said carefully, preparing for the worst. It never came. He didn't even seem to have heard her.

"Do you know what this means?"

Yes, I do. It means our daughter is on the path to become an amateur pornographer, she thought, remembering what her initial instinct had been. "What?" she asked.

"We've been trying to secure an approval from the city council for three months now so we can expand the office over into the next building, only those lazy wastrels are dragging their heels. But if you have a connection to the mayor's wife..."

"I do not have a connection with her. At all," she said firmly.

"You have no idea how much it could help us out," he said, definitely not hearing a word she said.

The phone rang. She nearly dropped it when she saw the display. It was the picture of her sucking Caleb's cock. Her pulse quickened.

"I gotta take this."

"Yeah," Brock mumbled and nodded, eyes still glued to the picture of Heather.

She went out into the hallway. "Hi?"

"Hey, Marge," Caleb said.

"I didn't expect you to call already. It's been what? Half an hour?"

"I just cleaned up the studio and remembered I took some pictures of you. They came out really nice. You are incredibly beautiful."

"Thank you," she said, blushing.

"I'd like to photograph you naked."

"Why?"

"I think it'd be fun. You have nice, plump breasts and—"

"Okay. I'll do it," she said quickly. "I'll be your Heather."

"This won't be anything at all like Heather."

"No?"

"Nope. I don't fuck Heather."

Margery giggled. "Speaking of, my husband found that picture that Markus brought over. Do you know which one?"

"Uh... that was me, not Markus," Caleb said.

"Fudge. It was?"

"Yeah."

"We really need to have a talk sometime so I can sort my brain out."

"How about tomorrow at noon? I'll take an extended lunch and come over."

"That sounds fantastic."

"Alright. I'll see you then."

They said their goodbyes and Marge hung up. Her head was buzzing with excitement and she leaned against the wall to steady herself. She had a date with a hot stud in less than sixteen hours.
 
In excellent spirits, she walked back to the living room. As she turned the corner, she stopped dead in her tracks. 

Brock was still looking at that picture only now he had his little dick out. He held the picture in one hand and jerked off with the other. She backed up around the corner, peering around it. He hadn't noticed her.

Her husband was jerking off to a picture of the mayor's wife. She didn't know whether to laugh or feel upset. After thinking about it for half a second, she concluded that it was downright hilarious. She had absolutely no reason, given her position, to feel upset, and she did not.

If he wanted to jerk off to Heather Hinton, he was more than welcome to do just that. 

She kept watching until Brock leaned back in the chair and grunted. Cum spurted out the tip of his dick and a rope splashed all over the glossy print. When he opened his eyes, he panicked and wiped the spunk off using his hand, and after that didn't work too well, his shirt.

Margery backed away and went to the kitchen to make a mug of tea. When she returned to the living room, Brock was watching TV again. He had one hand awkwardly laid on his stomach where the cum stain would be but other than that, there was no sign anything had happened.

The manila envelope with the picture was nowhere to be seen and she predicted that she would never see it again.



9. B-B-C
The doorbell rang. Margery sprang out of the sofa and raced toward the front door. Even though she spent all morning, she couldn't decide what to wear. In the end, she decided to just wear lingerie. The way Heather had.

Black silk stockings, going halfway up her thighs. A garter belt to hold them up. Lace bra that was half a cup too small and therefore remained unused at the bottom of the closet, but had the wonderful effect of pushing her boobs together, making her cleavage look bigger than it actually was. Lace, see-through panties that left very little up to the imagination and definitely showed off the fact that she had shaved off her bush.

Just before opening the door, she took a second to comb through her hair and pull up her panties, just to make sure they were hugging her labia nice and tight. She wanted Caleb to take one look at her and get hard. 

She flung open the door and immediately regretted having ever been born. It wasn't Jacob. It was the mail.

The guy's eyes nearly popped out of his head. He was old, in his sixties at least, with a bushy, white mustache and barely any hair left. 

"I, oh, humm... package," he stammered.

Hiding halfway behind the door, Margery accepted the mail. She signed on the little machine, blushing furiously the entire time. He just left the box sitting on the doorstep, fleeing back to his brown van.

In the kitchen, she looked at the time. It wasn't even half past eleven yet. Her date wasn't until noon. She groaned with frustration. She couldn't remember the last time she had been so damn horny.

The package turned out to be a damn book for Brock. "101 Ways to Impress Your Boss" by Elbert Riccozio. She rolled her eyes. That was Brock in a nutshell. Doing everything by the book.

When she finally heard a car pull up, she peered out the kitchen window just to make sure it was really Caleb. It was. He got out of the car and her heart already beat faster. Tall, black, and handsome. He wore slacks and a dress shirt.

She opened the door while he was still grabbing his equipment out of the trunk. He shut the hatch and his eyes fell on her, standing in the doorway like a runway model. His lips split into a wide grin and he jogged toward her.

Caleb scooped her up and embraced her in a kiss so wonderful she forgot about the rest of the world. Somehow, they ended up in the living room together, stumbling onto the couch.

"Oh God, I need this," she rasped and fumbled at his zipper.

"No," he said, pushing her hand away. "I want to take the pictures first."

"You can't be serious!" she groaned loudly. "I flashed the mailman earlier looking like this and I was so damn horny I almost fucked him."

"Why didn't you?"

She grabbed his cock through his pants, feeling the massive bulge. "Because I want your big, black cock."

"And I want some pictures of my fucktoy before she gets all sweaty."

"I don't mind being sweaty," she grinned and pulled down the zipper of his pants while looking at him challengingly.

"Marge, if you want my dick, you're gonna do as I say."

"Oh, please," she scoffed. "You're not seriously threatening to withhold sex from me, are you?"

"What if I am?"

"Then I'm gonna do it, too. You can take a picture but that's all you'll get."

"Well, I guess that's that, then. Nothing left for us to do," he said and started to get up.

"NO!" she blurted out and pounced on him. "Don't go. I was only kidding, I wasn't seriously gonna do it. Please, I'll do anything you say. I am your loyal cock slave. Any hole you want, it's yours. Even my butt."

"You're serious, aren't you?" he asked, looking at her oddly.

"Can I at least suck your cock? I can fix my lipstick."

Caleb chuckled. "Damn it, woman, you're too amazing. Of course you can."

That was all Margery needed. She unbuttoned his pants and, with his aid, slid it down. She grabbed the floppy dong and started nursing it to health with her tongue. There was nothing she wanted more in the world than to squeeze her pussy on that fabulous manhood and having to just use her tongue was borderline painful.

But she knew she'd do almost anything to keep her black lover. She couldn't believe she had actually called herself a "cock slave." That had come out of nowhere.

Being a slave did not mean that she wasn't going to punish him a little. As soon as he was hard, she started going to town. She concentrated her lips and tongue on his head, particularly that sensitive spot at the bottom of his glans. She used both of her hands to pump his shaft in a corkscrew motion.

"Whoa-oah-oah," Caleb called out, cautioning her.

She didn't ease up.  She pumped his dick as fast as she could manage. Brock would have already popped a few seconds in but Caleb lasted several annoying minutes. Her cheeks were aching from all the sucking and her upper arms were burning but she did it.

"Ohhhhhh," Caleb groaned with supreme satisfaction as his spunk splashed against the roof of her mouth.

Margery let the sauce pool in her mouth until he was drained. She swallowed it all, relishing the way it slid down her throat, and smacked her lips. She grinned up at him.

"So why are you in your underwear, anyway?" he asked, slumping back in the couch.

"I didn't know what to wear."

"Let's go fix that. Show me your wardrobe."

The air in the master bedroom was a little stuffy and it smelled of Brock. Margery led Caleb inside, clutching his hand, and felt the weight of what she was doing. It felt like a real transgression. More than having sex with Caleb.

This was the room she shared with her husband. The one room that no stranger ever came in. They'd slept in that bed practically every night together since they moved in fifteen years ago. But that would end today.

Caleb didn't seem to be aware of any of that, how could he?. She opened the door to her walk-in closet and bid him inside. He ignored the pile of clothes on the ground, the leftovers of her own endeavor, and rummaged around in the rack.

"These are all pretty boring, I expected something better," he said after a minute.

"I'm a pretty boring woman."

"No, you're not. You're just wasted on that husband of yours. Is he really as bad as Markus says?"

"Don't know. Maybe? What did Markus say?"

"Elaine says he hates black guys."

"He does. A lot. He wanted to disown our daughter for dating Markus."

Caleb chuckled. "What an idiot. Do you love him?"

"I don't know. I don't think so. Not the way I used to. It's been a long time since I felt that way about him."

"Why did—hey, what's this?" he asked and stooped low to pick something green and red out of the bottom drawer.

"Oh no, no, no, not that," Margery said and tried to wrest the garment out of his hands.

"You were a cheerleader?" Caleb guffawed.

"Only for two years in high school!"

"Put it on, I want to see."

"Please don't make me, pick anything else. I'll wear a shoe on my head or something."

"Now, now, my little cock slave. You do what I tell you or no cock for you."

"You can't do that twice!" she objected loudly.

"Who's gonna stop me?"

"Fine!" she snarled and yanked the outfit out of his grip. "Go set up your stupid photo crap while I get changed."

Laughing, Caleb left the walk-in closet. As soon as the door closed, she couldn't help grinning. Everything she did with the man just made her feel so alive and the mild bursts of annoyance were just as intoxicating as the passionate sex.

To her great surprise, she managed to still squeeze herself into the outfit. Her breasts were a lot bigger now and the green top reduced her cup size by at least two letters. The skirt was way shorter than she remembered, barely reaching past her groin. 

No wonder cheerleaders were always so popular with all the boys. She grabbed two hair ties and quickly bundled her hair into pigtails. She looked at herself in the mirror and almost laughed. The entire ensemble was ridiculous. No cheerleader would ever wear stockings like hers.

When she stepped out, however, Caleb took one look at her and whistled. "God damn, that is sexy."

The curtains were wide open, letting in the full afternoon light. He had set up a tripod but the camera was in his hands. 

"So, you wanna fuck me?" she teased him. She turned around and smacked her butt.

Click. A little too late.

"That was good but I wasn't ready yet. Can you do it again?"

"Only if you fuck me."

Caleb snorted. "That's really all you can think about?"

"I feel like I haven't gotten laid in the last twenty years. I need to make up for lost time."

"Okay. Ten minutes of pictures. Then I'll fuck you."

It was the longest ten minutes of her life. Caleb had her do all kinds of poses, on the bed and out of it. It turned out she wasn't flexible enough for splits anymore but on the upside, she still remembered her old dance routine. Only now instead of the Tigers, she spelled out B-B-C.

After Caleb photographed every inch of her body from every conceivable angle, he finally let her take off the top. Not the skirt, though. 

She laid face down on Brock's side of the large bed and buried her face in the pillow. She took a deep whiff, inhaling her husband's scent as Caleb spread her cheeks and sank his eight-inch cock between her folds.

"Ohhhhhhh," she groaned into the pillow.

"You don't mind if I keep recording, do you?"

"As long... as you... don't... stop..."

He was going way too slow for her. She dug her hands into the mattress and pushed herself onto him. She thrust back and forth until her entire arms felt like they were on fire while the camera clicked away.

"Damn it, this is way too shaky," Caleb said and set the camera down next to them.

He leaned forward and grabbed her wrists, pulling them out from underneath her. Her face slammed into the soft pillow. Her legs were pinned underneath his thighs.

Suddenly she was completely pinned down, unable to move. The entire weight of his body descended on her, pushing her into the mattress. His rock hard penis went deep inside of her. He drew it out again. Very slowly. Then pushed it back in, even slower.

"I'll fuck you however slow I want to, Marge," he whispered into her ear.

She won in the end, however, as her first orgasm released her from all of her desperate need. And the second one that followed shortly afterward washed away all of the tension. And after the third, going that slow was pretty much the perfect intensity. 

And when he finally stopped and drained his balls inside of her, it was great, too. It was only when he pulled out of her that he pulled her back to reality.

"I wish you wouldn't," she mumbled.

"Wouldn't what?"

"Pull out."

Caleb laughed. "I want to take a picture of your pussy."

"Sure."

He grabbed her knees and spread her legs a little bit more. Click. Click. Click.

She rolled over and smiled up at him. He smiled down at her.

They laid down together. Cuddled. Kissed. Touched each other. 

It made her feel young again.



10. Not Him
That afternoon, Margery had more sex than in the rest of the year put together.

She showed him around the house, both of them naked, and they were in the kitchen when Caleb just grabbed her by the back of the neck and bent her over the counter. She pushed him into Brock's favorite chair and told him about how she caught him masturbating to the picture of Heather while riding him. 

They took a dip in the swimming pool and he chased her while she tried her best to get away. When he finally caught her — she let him — he pushed her up in the rim and ate her out until she screamed so loud she was sure the entire neighborhood heard. Fortunately, nobody was able to see them.

He insisted on being the one to apply suntan lotion to her entire body, massaging every inch of her body. She used the opportunity to massage his cock with her mouth. Once that was done, and she drank another mouthful of his seed, they settled in on the deck chairs to catch the fading sun.

"That was the most wonderful day I've ever had," she said.

"I agree, it was incredible."

"Thank you for letting me seduce you."

"Believe me, I didn't have much of a choice."

"You were touching me very inappropriately."

"I was, wasn't I?" he said and they both burst into laughter.

"So at the dinner with Elaine and Brock, that was Markus, right?"

"Duh. Yeah."

"And the photoshoot with Heather?"

"Also Markus."

"And the picture delivery was you?"

"Yup."

"I think that was the first time I saw you, then."

"Nope."

"No?"

"You remember before the photoshoot with heather, I loaded some boxes into your car."

"Ohhhhhhhhh," Margery exclaimed. "I thought it was weird how quickly he changed clothes."

Caleb laughed. "You really can't tell us apart?"

"I think I just figured it out."

"Oh?"

"Yeah. Anytime I look at you and I feel my blood start to boil and my heart beat faster, it's you."

"That happens?"

"Yeah. Even before I knew you existed. Sometimes I would just feel so damn mad at Markus—you, I mean—and other times not. It's not anger, it's—"

"Lust."

"Uh-huh. It's probably just your penis."

"Can't be. Markus' is just as big."

"Oh yeah? How do you know?"

"We are twins, these things do come up. Although mine is bigger, since I'm the older one," he said and grabbed the base of his cock. He swung his dick around like an inflatable tube man.

"Stop that, or I'm gonna get horny again."

"Jesus, really?" he asked, waving it left and right. It started to harden on its own.

Marge got up and even though all of her muscles were sore, carried herself over to his deck chair. "Yeah, like a moth to a flame."

"Jesus, woman. You're gonna be the death of me."

"An honorable death," she murmured, straddling him.

She slipped the not-quite-yet-hard dick inside of her and sat down, plunging herself down on it. She planted both of her hands firmly on his chest and started slowly grinding. Very slowly.

"You're bigger than my dildo," she observed.

"You should buy a bigger one."

"No, I have you now."

"I won't always be around. You have a husband."

"I don't care about my husband."

The sun bore down on her back, warming her from the outside. Caleb's body warmed her from underneath and his cock from the inside. Every time she raised herself, it made a lot of wet squelching noises. Cum oozed down his shaft, even though he definitely hadn't cum yet. There must be gallons of that stuff inside me.

She leaned forward and kissed him, toying with his tongue. He kept trying to stick it in her mouth but she caught it with her lips, squeezing it back out. It made her giggle for some reason. At least until he decided he had enough and licked her across the cheek and throat.

During all that time, she never heard the garage door open and the car pull up. Never heard the boots stepping on the bamboo floor of the living room. She did, however, hear the words spoken by her husband from the sliding door.

"Honey, could you please, please talk to Heather? I told the guys at the office that—"

At once, Margery sat up straight as an arrow. Her eyes went wide at the sight of Brock standing there less than ten feet away in his stupid suit and tie. Straight from the office. Terror coursed through her. The backrest of the deck chair at least hid Caleb from view.

"What are you doing here?"

"What do you mean? It's already seven. Why are you naked and sitting"—he furrowed his brows—"like"—his eyes fell on the ten black fingers clutching Margery's waist—"that?"

"It's not what it looks like," she blurted out and felt like a complete idiot as soon as the words left her mouth. A stupid cliche was all she could think of. Again. 

Brock stepped three feet to his right and his eyes fell on the chiseled mahogany body of Caleb. She saw in his eyes the terror and loathing. The gut-wrenching agony at seeing her vulva squeezed the dark shaft. He took another couple of steps and came in sight of Caleb.

"Him?" he croaked in a high-pitched, hoarse tone. "You're fucking him?"

"It's not him!" she replied, knowing what he must think. He had no idea that Caleb and Markus were twins.

He turned on his heels and fled back into the building. Margery awkwardly scrambled off of Caleb and told him to stay. It was better he didn't get involved.

Tears welled up in her eyes. She hadn't meant for Brock to ever find out. It was just a thing between her and Caleb. Some way to fulfill her overwhelming sexual urges. She found him in the living room, slumped over on the carpet. Something smelled awful. He had puked. She didn't blame him.

"Are you okay?" she asked, kneeling down next to him and attempting to pat his back.

He slapped her hand away. "Don't touch me, you slut."

A big, wet drop ran down her cheek. When Caleb called her a slut, it felt good. But when Brock did, she felt ugly. Why, oh why did I ever think this was a good idea?

"I thought it would help," she said.

"HELP?" he barked. "YOU THOUGHT IT WOULD HELP?"

"Because—And Elaine—The Money—" she stammered. Her brain wasn't working right. She knew that if she just found the right words to say, she could make it all better, but neither her head nor her tongue was under her command.

Brock sat up and glared at her. He wiped vomit off his chin with the back of his hand. "You disgust me, you ugly whore."

"No, please!" she wailed. "I didn't mean to—"

"Didn't mean to what? Fuck a nigger?" he hissed.

The word shocked her. That he would actually use it in her home. It drove away some of the pain, replacing it with anger.

"And him of all people? I always knew that Elaine was a lost cause but I had no idea she inherited that from you." Each word stabbed her in the stomach. "I want you and your aids riddled daughter out of my house. Forever."

"No!" she roared.

"What do you mean no?"

"It's my house, too. You get the fuck out, you racist piece of shit!" she bellowed.

"I paid for it!"

"I don't give a damn, this is my home. You don't talk about me or Elaine that way. Ever. Get. The fuck. Out," she snarled.

Brock's eyes went wide. He clearly hadn't expected her to fight back. "You don't mean that, dear, you—"

At that moment, Caleb appeared in the doorway, casting a shadow on the pair. He stood there like an Adonis. Lean but muscular body, with abs and calves and biceps. And, of course, a massive dick swinging between his legs. That was what Brock looked at. The enormous, meaty phallus still slick with her juices.

"OUT! You small-dicked piece of shit," she spat at him.

"This is not the end of it, you hear?" he said, getting up. "I'll talk to Avery and I'm gonna sue your ass and take the house and your car and everything you own."

As the front door slammed, the anger seemed to drain out of her, leaving only gut-wrenching misery. She was alone. It came so unexpectedly, she wasn't ready for it. 

What am I going to do now?

Caleb knelt behind her. He wrapped his strong arms around her, drawing her close. He was warm and supportive, and she let her emotions flow into him. They sat wordlessly for several minutes until the smell from the sick was too much of a distraction.

Someone had to clean it up eventually and nobody else was going to do it. Margery sighed and stood up on very weak knees. She got the carpet cloth and a bucket out of the broom closet, and water and vinegar from the kitchen.

"You want any help?" Caleb offered.

"No thanks, I got it," she replied wearily. "Actually, would you mind getting some clothes?"

The fact that he just nodded and headed for the stairs made her heart ache. Why wasn't she married to a man like that? Why had life sent her Brock, the man who cared more about his boss than his own daughter?

The carpet would need a thorough cleaning later but for now, it was clean enough. Perhaps even a steam cleaning. She probably still had the number from the one she used years ago. They were expensive but good.

Expensive. Money. That was why she married Brock. That was what she wouldn't have anymore. Where would I even get a job? I haven't done anything in decades. Except housework. She pictured herself as a cleaning maid, scrubbing the pots.

Caleb, dressed, returned to find her bawling. Her body shook with sobs. He had brought a fuzzy bathrobe with him. He wrapped the warm robe around her and gently picked her up, carrying her to the couch.

"I just fucked up my life," she sobbed into his shoulder.

"If you need a place to stay, my place is right over the studio," he offered.

She snuffled loudly. "That's kind but we barely know each other and I think I'm just gonna stay here."

"You sure that's a good idea?"

"It's my house," she said firmly, putting her chin forward stubbornly.

"Is it?"

"Both of our names are on the title. He can't just kick me out."

"Who's Avery?"

"Lawyer."

"Your husband doesn't own any guns, does he?"

Margery snorted and blew a snot bubble. She wiped her nose on the back of her hand. "No, that's not Brock. He has a temper but he's a coward."

"I'm sorry about causing all this."

"No, it's my fault. I should have been looking at the time."

"Is there anything I can do?"

"I'm scared and miserable. Can you just hold me?"

"I can do that," he said and drew her closer. She snuggled her head up against his shoulder and let go of her tears.



11. Show and Tell
It was eleven o'clock when a car pulled into the driveway. Margery looked up from her blowjob and listened. The garage door opened.

They were both naked again, fooling around on the couch. It was only possible to mope for a little before her unnatural libido returned. And the sex definitely helped coping with the stress. Slow, sad fucking was better than slow, sad non-fucking.

She looked around but for some reason, her bathrobe had disappeared. Caleb's clothes laid on a neat pile on the coffee table but no sight of fuzzy, white robes anywhere. As a last resort, she grabbed the olive green throw blanket and threw it over herself and Caleb, clutching it to her chest.

Brock walked into the living room, looking disheveled, and patently ignored them. He walked over to his favorite chair, sat down, and turned on the television. It was a rerun of Magical Nights, which he absolutely hated, but he just sat there and watched it. She shared a look of confusion with Caleb, who just shrugged. 

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"It's my house, too. I will not let myself be cuckolded out of my home. Oh, and I called Elaine and let her know in very certain terms that you are fucking her boyfriend," he added triumphantly.

"This isn't Markus," Margery said.

That got him to stop forcing himself to look at the TV. His head snapped around to look at them. "I'm not stupid."

"I'm Caleb. Markus' twin brother," Caleb said. "Nice to meet you, Mr. Schlosser."

The only reason Margery didn't burst out laughing at his dumb expression was the fact that she was ashamed about making the same mistake. Brock went white as a sheet.

"Elaine didn't tell you?" she asked.

"I only got her voicemail," Brock said and gulped.

"And anyway, she already knows."

"She does?"

"Yeah. It was a... mishap the other day."

"And she didn't tell me?" Brock asked, outrage in his voice.

"Why would she? She knows you hate Markus."

"That's why you're both degenerate whores," he snapped.

"You wanted to disown her for dating a black guy like some fucking fifties Klansman."

"Should have kicked you both out of the house the second I found out about her boyfriend."

"What the hell is your problem anyway? Is it that you're jealous of his big dick?"

"What? That's absurd, of course I'm not—"

He stopped mid-sentence as she pulled away the throw, revealing the sausage draped over Caleb's thigh. Her husband's eyes went wide.

"You have no idea how good sex feels with a real cock," she taunted him, knowing it would piss him off.

"Size doesn't matter," he replied, gulping.

"Believe me, it does," she snapped.

Margery grabbed the base of his shaft and pointed it upright. She leaned down and wrapped her lips around the head. An enormous thrill ran through her body. Her husband was going to watch her fuck another man.

"Please don't," he begged but she ignored him.

At first, she was just playing it up, slurpy extra loud and adding a little moan for his sake. Then she got so turned on by her own depravity, the noises were the real thing. Once Caleb was as hard as possible, she let go and smiled at her husband. He was still watching.

"It's nice, isn't it?"

She kissed her way from the tip to the base and started sucking on his balls, burying her head between his legs. She licked her way back up, swirling her tongue around the tip.

"It's disgusting," he said.

"Then you're really gonna hate this," she laughed and straddled Caleb's lap.

Somehow, plunging down on his fat cock felt a thousand times better knowing that Brock was watching. She didn't feel bad at all, not after what he said. 

"Ohhhhhhh yeah, it's soooo big," she groaned over the top.

Caleb chuckled. "This is wild."

"Shut up and make love to me the way you did in our bed upstairs," she rasped.

Caleb laughed and put his hands on her hips so he could control the pace. She grabbed his hands and moved them further down. "Spread me open all the way, baby."

"I have to since your pussy's so tight."

"I'm not tight at all, you're just too big!"

Margery glanced over at her husband and was so surprised she almost stopped what she was doing. Brock was leaning halfway over the armrest with his pants unbuckled, jerking off. He's actually jerking off to me getting railed by Caleb!

"You one of those guys that gets off on seeing their wives get blacked?" Caleb asked.

"Fuck you," Brock snarled but his hand remained on his penis.

"Nah, I've got your wife to fuck," Caleb laughed in response.

Caleb grabbed her by the back of the neck and pulled her head in for a kiss. His plump lips were like a hurricane. His cock was like thunder. Wedged between two forces of nature, she forgot all about Brock and just fucked.

Her orgasm was magnificent. Fireworks upon fireworks exploding inside of her. Even better, Caleb joined her ecstasy. His cock twitched and pulsated while she was riding her high. She screamed and moaned to her heart's content, celebrating life.

He let her down gently by nibbling at her earlobes and kissing her neck and gently squeezing her nipples, sending waves of warm, gooey energy through her.

When she opened her eyes and looked at her husband, she laughed out loud. He had come all over himself, blowing what had to be several loads all over his dress shirt. He looked like a wet poodle.

"I see you enjoyed that," she teased him.

"I did not!" he protested and jumped to his feet. "I hate you! I hate both of you!"

Holding up his pants with both of his hands, he stormed out of the living room and up the stairs. 

"I did not expect that," Caleb said.

"Neither did I. But I liked it."

"Definitely the weirdest sex I've ever had."

"Did you hate it?"

"No, I kinda dig it. He's like a cheerleader."

"No, I'm the cheerleader!" she protested and pouted.

"That you are," Caleb laughed. "My sexy cheerleader."

She laughed and leaned in for a kiss.



12. Epilogue
It was Saturday afternoon in Springfield. All around the city, people tried their best to escape the heat. The waterpark was crowded and the cafes downtown were running low on ice cream.

The women of the Schlosser family and the Watkins twins were lying beside the pool in the backyard of their home. Flimsy bikinis and bathing shorts were almost too much to wear. Their skins glistened with lotion and sweat. Their faces were happy.

The sliding door opened and Brock stepped out of the house, wearing bathing shorts and carrying a silver tray laden with drinks. "Here you go," he said, setting the lemonades and cokes down.

"Thank you, dear," Margery said. "You didn't miss much while you were gone. Did you know that Elaine and Markus have had anal sex?"

Brock jerked upright and almost dropped his own drink. "I didn't need to know that," he grumbled but when he settled into his deck chair, there was a definite bulge in his trunks.

"I really want to try it but—"

"But Mom thinks his cock is too big," Elaine finished, giggling.

"It is too big!"

"You can't just go to pound town right away," Markus said. "You have to prepare first, it's important so you don't tear anything. We started out with a finger and worked our way up over a couple of weeks."

"It's not like I haven't had anal before," Margery said. "But only with Brock."

"That barely counts as a finger," Caleb said.

"Ew, gross. I don't need to keep hearing about Dad's babydick," Elaine groaned.

"Wish I could forget," Margery sighed.

The only one who didn't laugh was Brock, who reached into his pocket and pulled a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. He stuck one in his mouth and lit it.

"Do you really have to do that?" Margery rebuked him. Ever since she'd been with Caleb, she hadn't so much as felt the urge to smoke. Having sex was far more of a rush than nicotine.

"We're outside," Brock replied sullenly.

"Do you really want your daughter to breathe second-hand smoke?"

"Yeah, Dad. Smoke is bad for the baby."

Brock's eyes went wide and he choked on a lungful of smoke. "You—you—you're not—" he wheezed between coughing. Tears were in his eyes. He nearly fell out of his chair and the lit cigarette fell, rolling over the terrace into the pool, where it extinguished with a hiss.

"Told you that would work," Elaine giggled and leaned over to kiss Markus.

"No, dear, she's not," Margery assured her husband.

"Fine... I won't... smoke," Brock panted with his hand in his lap. No one but Margery seemed to notice that he was using his thumb to stroke his dick through the shorts. She grinned at him and he gave her a weak smile back.

"I think we should start practicing anal, Caleb. I want you to be able to use whatever hole you want by the end of the month."

"I think we can do that," Caleb said.

"It's funny, but you two really are the same," Markus noted.

"How so?" Margery asked.

"Around other people, Elaine always pretends like she's a prude but she says the absolute filthiest things I've ever heard in private."

"And I do them, too," Elaine giggled.

"She is your daughter in every way, Marge," Markus said.

"Thank you. I feel like we've bonded closer than ever. Meeting the two of you has been the best thing to ever happen to the Schlosser family."

"It's the worst thing to ever happen to me. My entire body is sore and my dick is chafed," Caleb said and burst into laughter.

"Oh, thank God, it's not just me, then," Markus blurted out.

"Are you saying you're not up for more?" Elaine pouted. "All this talk about anal got me really horny and I need you to cream—ahem—pleasure my tushy."

"Hell yeah," Markus said at once and jumped out of his deck chair.

"We'll be up in my room," Elaine said, swinging her legs out.

"Have fun, you two," Margery called after them.

"Guess it's just us now," Caleb said.

"I'm horny, too," Margery purred. "And I want at least one finger in my butt."

"Gladly," Caleb said, smiling.

The heat that rose inside of Margery wasn't due to the blazing sun. Heart hammered with excitement. The two of them stood up and headed toward the sliding door. 

With one foot inside, she turned around to see Brock still laying there, looking miserable. He pulled out a cigarette and lit it.

"Aren't you gonna come with us?" she asked, looking at him with puppy eyes.

"Can't I have just one cigarette in peace?" he countered.

"There's a soft, freshly-laundered sock that is desperately waiting to swallow your load."

Sighing, Brock snubbed out the cigarette in the ashtray and dislodged himself from the deck chair. He trudged into the house, following his wife and her lover with a dour expression on his face.

But the moment that Margery turned her back to him, his face broke out into a wide grin. 
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