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Sophia stepped out of the bathroom and looked at her husband, asleep on the bed, unperturbed by the wet spot left by their sex, or by the fact that his wife hadn’t gotten much of anything out of it. It was always this way. Harold would want sex, then he would get tired after a few minutes of thrusting into her with his two-inch penis and want her to get on top, then he would lose control and dribble into her. She had found herself tuning it all out, letting him do what he wanted, vaguely wishing that he would go away, that it would be over soon. Never once had she felt even a flicker of pleasure when they had sex.

It was a shame, really. Harold was nice, and considerate, and patient. Sophia had always been the one to cause trouble in their relationship, and he had always been the one to patch it up. He’d given her so much, it was just...she needed more. Maybe it was a sign, the fact that she hadn’t taken his last name. Even though they’d been married for ten years, there were  times when she felt that maybe, just maybe, she’d made a mistake.

And sex was always one of those times. Though she felt her biological clock ticking, she never allowed Harold to go in without protection; the idea of having his baby made her feel less than overjoyed. With each passing day, she felt more and more sure that something had to give...she just wasn’t quite sure what.

Tonight was supposed to have been special. It had been their anniversary, and Sophia had spent a long time in the bathroom, blowing out her long black hair, doing her makeup just so, picking out a nice dress and something sexy to wear underneath, something that would frame her full breasts and wide hips...only for Harold to give her the same performance he always did. It was disappointing, but also frustrating. She took revenge as usual, by carefully rinsing off any evidence of the act in the shower, but...that wasn’t going to be enough. Not right now.

She felt sexual energy pent up inside of her, waiting for release. She’d always had a ferocious sex drive, much greater than his. Usually, she would masturbate once or twice a day, picking something from her large collection of long, thick dildos, toys three or four times the size of Harold’s little penis. But tonight...she had always had something of an exhibitionist streak, a fetish that she’d never even begun to explore with Harold, and she felt like doing something risky. He was asleep. He would never even know she’d gone.

Creeping back into the bedroom, Sophia slipped into her sexy black heels, then pulled her overcoat out of the closet and put it on, unbuttoning it to nearly reveal her nipples. She grinned. Dressed like this, naughty and willing, she would head to the lookout at the park and jill off in the car as the lights of Los Angeles spread out before her. Now that would be something to remember, to erase the bad taste of - she looked back at Harold - whatever that had been. She grabbed her keys and phone and headed out of the bedroom.

She hurried through the darkened house. It was nearly midnight, and this plan of hers, to be out so late, dressed so sexily, was turning her on so much that she nearly forgot to be creeped out by the darkness, the silence of the main rooms of the home she shared with Harold.

All of a sudden, just as she was about to turn the handle of the garage door, she remembered that the car was at the shop. Shit! Harold was always finding little problems with it. If the speedometer seemed a little slow to get started, or if the seat reclining didn’t have quite the zip that it used to, he would be consumed by stress and worry and send it in to have it looked at. He was more attentive to that car’s needs than he was to hers.

Angry now, she turned away and then stopped. She had been heading unconsciously back to the bedroom, but that wasn’t something she could handle right now; the idea of Harold sleeping next to her was almost disgusting. And there was a way, after all, that she could get to the lookout, even if it was maybe a little less romantic, and maybe she wouldn’t be able to jill off when she got there. She took out her phone and dialed up the Zuber app.

Five minutes later, a driver named Eli arrived in a junky-looking sedan, pulling into the house’s driveway before bringing the car to a halt. Sophia stepped outside to meet him, and he got out of the car and waved. “Are you Sophia?”

“Yes,” she said. Seeing his dinged-up ride, she had thought that he would have an appearance to match, but that turned out not to be the case. In fact, though she knew it was wrong, she found herself checking him out. He was tall and handsome, about college age, with perfectly-styled hair, a strong, stubbled chin, and muscular arms that she found herself looking at again and again. His girlfriend must be lucky to have a man this attractive, one that worked out, that cared about his appearance. She wondered what that was like. She stole another glance at him, then headed over to the sedan.

To her surprise, the inside of the car was perfectly clean. That was what pushed her over the edge; instead of sitting in the back seat, opposite from the driver, she opened the passenger door and sat in the front. As he got in next to her, she felt his eyes brushing over her; not a long, creepy stare, but definitely a sign of interest, maybe even...no, she couldn’t think about that. She patted her temples, trying to refocus. She was married. Yes, Harold wasn’t the greatest lover, or husband, but the bigger thing to do was to deal with it, not to go around it, to ruin it.

But sitting next to this gorgeous man on their shortish drive surely wasn’t a big deal. As a married woman, she was still allowed to browse the merchandise, just not to make a purchase, right? And there was definitely a part of her that felt like teasing him. As she fastened her seatbelt, she reached up and tossed back her hair, giving him a full view of her cleavage, of the magnificent curves she’d developed only more recently, or at least those that were visible under the overcoat.

Sophia definitely had his attention. She felt Eli watching out of the corner of his eye, gaze moving up and down her body once again. Well, he could hardly be blamed for that. “Um,” he said, “can I confirm that your destination is, uh, 1323 Bell Drive? Looks like that’s the lookout at the park.”

She blushed. So part of the attention he’d been giving her was because she hadn’t answered him yet. Leave it to her to get carried away. “Yes, that’s right.”

“Okay,” Eli said, backing out of the driveway. “Going out on the town or something?”

She smiled. “Oh, you know I’m too old to be doing that. No, I just had a strange impulse to go see the view, I guess.”

“Too old?” he said, smiling. “You can’t be more than, I don’t know, twenty-five.”

“Oh, stop,” said Sophia, blushing once more. “You must be terrible at guessing ages. What kind of a Zuber driver did I end up with?”

“One with a big mouth,” said Eli, “and an urge to find out more about you. You know, I like people who say they do things for no reason. Because nobody ever does something for no reason. There is a reason you’re going to the lookout, and you just won’t tell me, or can’t even quite articulate it for yourself, or a little of both. Either way, you have depth. You’re interesting.”

“And you’re...forward,” said Sophia. “How’d a person like you end up as a Zuber driver?”

“Well, it wasn’t my choice of career,” he said, sighing as he pulled onto an arterial. “You’ve probably heard the old joke that every waiter in L.A. is trying to be an actor? Well, it’s true of Zuber drivers, too. Except I’m trying to make it as a screenplay writer.”

“What’s that like?” she asked, intrigued. Harold was an accountant at the same bank he’d worked at for twenty years; this was fresh, interesting.

“It has its ups and downs. It’s not always encouraging, with how much competition there is out there, but I’ve managed to find work on a couple of shorts, and I’m always hoping that I’ll land a job at one of the big studios,” he said. “Until then, it’s Zuber driving and instant noodles back at my apartment. What do you do all day?”

She grimaced. “I stay at home, mostly. My husband has a pretty well-paying job, and when I turned thirty, he said that I didn’t have to work anymore if I didn’t want to. Well, at that point, I was managing a clothing store in Santa Monica, so I wanted to get out of that. But sometimes I do wish I had more going on.”

They stopped at a red light, and Eli looked over at her. “You’re married, huh? What’s the husband like?”

“He’s…” Sophia stopped herself. Was it really right to be talking about her husband with this man she had just met, this man who she barely knew? And yet...there was something about him, some kindness, that made her want to spill her guts out to him. Eventually, she came to a decision. “Well, he and I...sort of...I mean, he’s really nice in a lot of ways. But, well…” She wanted to say but we’re not meant to be, but she cut herself off just in time. It wasn’t right to tell a stranger that, even a hot stranger.

Eli nodded. “Hey, I get it. I dated a girl for three years. For a young guy like me, that’s a long time. We never tied the knot, but by the end of it I couldn’t imagine living without her. But then she dumped me.” He sighed. “It wasn’t over something stupid. It was one of those huge, relationship-ending fights, where you find out that you think about things in completely different ways. She was going to be a lawyer, and she saw the world as a place to be conquered, and life as a race to the top. I think of the world as a place to be explored, and life as a journey. I’m not sure either view is actually correct, in the grand scheme of things, but...it tore us apart. That was three months back, and ever since I’ve wondered what would have happened if we had gotten married. It would have been...well, a little bit of a disaster. A lot of a disaster.”

Sophia hadn’t meant to let Eli on to the fact that there was trouble in her relationship, and part of her felt terrible. He had read her like a book. She had been making it too obvious, and now she was paying the price in guilt. But at the same time...there was another part of her that liked having everything out in the open. She hadn’t even gone to her friends with her worries about her relationship with Harold, but now here she was telling a random stranger about it instead. Why did she trust him so much? “That sounds really rough,” she said, twirling a lock of her hair around her finger, looking out the window, suddenly as nervous as a fifteen-year-old girl on a first date. “I think our relationship is a little like yours would have been, in that we have different priorities. I want romance. I want passion. I want…” she blushed, “I want sex. And Harold wants...I don’t know what he wants. He wants a sexy wife five years younger than him, and he wants a stable job, and he wants to just, you know, exist for the rest of his life. I’m sorry, I’m making this about me. You were telling your story.”

The light changed, and Eli accelerated. “No, no, it’s fine. I’m over that girl. I wish her the best, but, well, we weren’t made to be. But you and your husband, huh? What do you think you’re going to do?”

Sophia studied her fingernails. “I...I don’t know.” She laughed. “Isn’t it awful? Here I am, bad-mouthing my own husband to a complete stranger. He and I have been married for ten years! Ten years tonight. And I don’t...the thought of leaving makes me afraid, and it makes me feel like a terrible person. But the thought of staying, of spending my life with him? That makes me feel...empty.”

He frowned. “I’m kind of an open book, you know? I just spit out my feelings. I think you might be that kind of person too. Maybe we’ll never see each other again, right? In that case, it hardly matters what you say to me right now. I wouldn’t worry about it. But more importantly...ten years tonight? It’s your anniversary?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Some anniversary, huh? Well, we did go out to dinner, and, well, do other things you would expect on an anniversary. But now I’m leaving at midnight to go look at the stars, like I’m waiting for my prince. It’s almost like a bad movie or something.”

“You know,” said Eli, “I don’t know very much about relationships. But I’ve heard that, sometimes, people need to do these things, even when they’re married to someone they really do love. Maybe you’re just at home too much, thinking about him. If he’s a career-focused guy, he’s probably not thinking about you quite as often, right? So if you went out and did more stuff, that might fix up the, you know, romantic feng shui.”

Sophia laughed. “You really are a writer. Romantic feng shui? Really?” Then she looked down. “You do have a point. But...I can’t have that kind of relationship. I think that’s why things aren’t as close between us as they once were. I need to touch and hold and speak to the person I love, and he...well, I’m sure there’s a picture of me on his desk at work. But that’s where it ends. When he’s at home, I’m still the picture on the desk. It’s like I’m not there. He’s filing reports, or checking his email, anything to avoid talking to me. When we do talk, he’s sweet and kind, just like the man I married, so that’s why I feel bad…”

He nodded. “Sounds like you’re not really on the same wavelength, then. I mean, look at me, I’m a taxi driver with no girlfriend who lives in a shitty apartment, so I don’t feel great giving you life advice. But that does seem like a good angle to approach your guys’ relationship from. What you need, what he needs, and how you can make sure you’re both getting what you want from the relationship.”

“Yeah,” she said, “and I’m not getting that. Not at all. I think he is, because he’s never said anything, but then neither have I. But if he really is content in the relationship, then that...that just makes it worse.” She felt tears coming on, rising up towards her eyes. “I...when I think about...about…” she gulped, “leaving him, I feel like a monster. He never did anything to me! He’s been perfectly sweet. And here I go, ruining everything, like a crazy bitch!” Sobs racked her body as she tried desperately to hold them in, to stop this outburst, to keep her mascara from running, to maintain the facade she’d had up for the better part of a decade, but it wasn’t working anymore. This taxi driver boy had somehow broken all of that down in less than twenty minutes of conversation. What strange power did he have over her? How had they connected so shockingly fast?

Eli put a hand on her shoulder. “That whole question is one that I think you need to answer for yourself. Word of advice, though, from a guy who has a lot less experience in the world than you do, so you probably shouldn’t take it, but...I don’t think that you’re a crazy bitch for thinking about what you need in a relationship. Your husband is clearly thinking about what he needs. He doesn’t need a second person to do that for him, does he?”

For a few minutes, neither of them said anything. Slowly, the tears began to ebb, and Sophia brought herself more and more under control. But she knew, deep within herself, that the shell that she had constructed for herself wouldn’t be easy to return to. Eli...he knew everything now. Then, at last, they pulled up to the lookout.

The view was just as gorgeous as Sophia had hoped it would be. The scrub-covered hillside, hidden in the darkness, tumbled down into neighborhoods far below. Her eye was drawn to the skyline, the buildings that marched higher and higher until they finally reached their peak into the financial district. Beyond that, she thought she could see a glimmer of the ocean, but it was impossible to tell in the darkness. Though the orange glow of the city blocked out most of the night sky, a few of the brighter stars twinkled in the sky, reminding her, perhaps, of something larger than herself.

For a moment longer, they sat in silence, and then Eli looked over at her. “Well, I guess this is your stop.”

Sophia dried the last of her tears, then shook her head. “No, I can’t...I’m sorry, I can’t let you go yet. This is…”

He nodded. “I get it.” There was another silence. “Hey, do you want to maybe...get out and get a better view?”

“That...that sounds good,” she said. They got out of the car and headed over to the railing. There really was a better view from there. They could see the San Gabriel mountains looming in the distance, and the ocean was definitely visible now. A cool breeze was blowing, banishing the last of the heat of the June day, and Sophia filled her lungs with it, letting her sadness slip away as she breathed out. Even though this hadn’t worked out like she’d expected it to, going to the lookout had been a very good idea.

She was very keenly aware of how close Eli was standing to her. There was a part of her mind, the worried, guilty part, that wanted him to go away, to leave her with her thoughts, to let her stand here alone and then return to her husband. But a bigger part of her didn’t want that, not yet. Sophia barely understood what was happening. How could she...how could she be standing here with a man who wasn’t her husband? How could she be enjoying it so much?

“Do you see the stars?” asked Eli, softly, voice barely audible over the breeze. It was hard to break the silence in front of the majesty of the view, under the weight of the darkness.

“Yeah,” she said. “They’re - they’re what I came here for.”

“Sometimes,” said Eli, “I feel like moving here was a mistake. Not always. But...sometimes. When I start to feel like that, it’s always because I’ve been looking at the stars. There are so few of them here, and when I see that, I think about home.”

“Where’s home for you?” she asked.

“An hour out of San Francisco. Some nights there are so many stars that it’s hard to find a big dark patch of sky.” He fell silent.

“That sounds amazing,” she said. “But even the few you can see here...they’re beautiful. More beautiful than anything else in this entire city.”

“Yeah,” he said, gazing towards her. “I think so too.”

There was another silence, another minute or two of contemplation as they looked out over the city, and then Sophia felt Eli’s arm wrapping around her shoulders. At first, she froze, surprised and confused, but his arm was so strong, so warm, so comforting, that it was awfully easy to forget all about Harold and their dead little house and their dead little marriage and instead think about Eli, who was so very, wonderfully alive, so she relaxed again, feeling the weight of his arm on her, exulting in the sensation of closeness.

In that moment, Sophia came to a decision. She couldn’t live without that feeling, that wonderful feeling, any longer. She needed to do what she needed to do. If she needed Harold, she would keep him, but right now...right now she didn’t need him at all. Her heart was elsewhere. She tilted her head to the side and allowed it to rest on Eli’s firm shoulder, listening to his heartbeat, safe and warm and utterly at peace.

“Sophia…” murmured Eli. “I…”

“You don’t need to say anything,” said Sophia, looking up at him. “Nothing at all. Just let this moment go on forever and ever.”

“You’re right,” he said, leaning down and kissing her. As their lips met, passion, unexpected, almost violent, began to swirl in her heart. It was a feeling she had nearly forgotten, one she hadn’t experienced for nearly ten years, and now it was back, back stronger than it had ever been. She felt herself melting in his embrace, feeling his breath rise and fall, the swirl of emotion within him clearly just as strong as it was within her. This moment, she felt, was the thing her entire life had been leading up to...and, an hour ago, she would never have guessed that it was coming. It was like something from a romance novel, something she had never believed could happen to her.

Sophia came up gasping for air and then pressed her lips onto his once more, chasing the electric feeling of connection that came when they were locked in a kiss. She lost control after a moment and moaned, the sheer intensity of the sensation pushing her past her limits, tearing away all pretense of restraint.

And then Eli’s tongue pushed into her mouth, entwining with her own, deepening their physical connection and asking Sophia a wordless question: what do you want next? There was a part of her, the same scared, guilty part of her, that wanted to push him away, not for her but for Harold, but she wasn’t about to abandon her new resolution so quickly. Maybe Harold wouldn’t have approved, but he was also asleep at home, senseless to his wife’s midnight tryst. What mattered was what she thought. To find this out, she searched within herself, brought out her feelings one by one, studied them...and found only desire.

If there was fear inside her, or shame, or revulsion, they were only emotions that she felt on Harold’s behalf, and those were emotions, she now realized, that she felt towards Harold, towards the man who had kept her imprisoned for so long in a cage of sexlessness, all so that he himself could feel better about the life he led. Well, she thought, fuck that. Decision made, her tongue dove into Eli’s mouth, giving back what he had given to her, an enthusiastic consent to the illicit journey they were about to embark on.

He pulled away and looked her in the eye. “Do you really want this? To leave your comfortable little cage? To give it all up for a man you just met, a man two-thirds your age?”

She nodded. “I’ve never wanted anything more. Never in my life.”

Eli took her hand. “Then let’s head back to my place. But I’ll warn you now - I’m different in bed than I am on the streets. On the streets, I’m a friendly, approachable guy. In bed, when I want something,” he leaned down next to her ear, “I take it. This is your last chance to back out.”

Sophia’s pussy, already slightly wet, got much wetter at his sudden change of tone, this sign that he would truly be everything that Harold wasn’t, that he would be a man who enjoyed sex as much as she did. “I’m not going to back out,” she said, looking up at him, a look of determination crossing her face. “I’m ready.”

They got back into the car, and Eli backed out of the parking lot and headed off down the street. Neither of them said much; both were processing what had just happened, and what they had both promised to do. Sophia felt a little uncertain, a little bit afraid of the consequences that what she’d just done would have for her relationship with Harold. But that was a battle she would have had to fight at some point anyway, Eli or no Eli. And...Eli was gorgeous. He was young. He was strong. He had all the energy that had been missing from her life, and she wanted to feed off of that energy, to feel like she was truly alive.

Eventually, Eli took an exit off of the freeway and into a mixed area full of liquor stores and strip clubs, but also some low apartment buildings. He pulled into the parking lot of one of these, which looked like it had been converted from a motel. They got out and headed into the lobby, which was old and a little bit dingy, and then down a hall to Eli’s apartment. He unlocked the door and motioned her inside. “Ladies first.”

Sophia was pleasantly surprised. The place was very clean, with brightly-colored furniture and plenty of lighting that made up for the small windows and old fixtures. She had been expecting a bachelor pad with a single recliner and a video game console, but Eli clearly had some interior-decoration skills. “This is actually really nice.”

“Like it? It took some work. I made most of the furniture.” He folded his arms, standing proudly in the middle of the space.

“Really?” asked Sophia. The only thing that Harold had ever made in a DIY project was a call to 911 after breaking his thumb with a hammer. There was something incredibly attractive, almost sexy, about a man who knew what he wanted from a space and had the skills to make that a reality.

“Damn right. Even though I’m self-taught, I’m pretty good at hard, sweaty work. Especially the kind that requires...skills.”

“Oh?” she asked. Well, Eli was a horny bastard. As if she had the right to judge. “What kind of skills?”

“Well, you know,” he said. “Just a talent for...doing things. Here, why don’t you come on back? I’d be happy to show you.”

“I’d be delighted to see a demonstration,” said Sophia, grinning. She took his hand and they headed back to the bedroom, a small but cozy space with colorful curtains and some tasteful wall art.

Then, as they stood next to the bed, Eli turned to face her. “That’s the wrong attitude to be having, you know.”

“Wrong attitude?” she asked, confused.

“Yeah,” said Eli, his voice lowering. “Delight doesn’t factor into this. I won’t give you anything,” he was whispering in her ear now, “nothing except pure, unbridled pleasure.”

Sophia wrapped her arms around him, breathing heavily, hugely aroused. “I want it now.”

Eli delivered a sudden, stinging slap to her sizable ass. His voice changed from a sultry whisper to a low growl. “I don’t care what you want...bitch. By the end of the night, you’ll be a whimpering puddle of pleasure. But it won’t be your choice. It’ll happen whether you want it to or not. Tonight...I take you.”

Sophia moaned as her naked pussy began to drip. This was too much. Suddenly, his lips met hers once more, but where before his kisses had been romantic, sultry, soft, this one was now fierce, passionate, powerful. Again and again, he drove his tongue into her mouth, pushing hers aside in his quest to invade her, to dominate her more thoroughly than she’d ever been dominated before. When he did come up for air, she was left gasping, disoriented, totally out of her element, awash with sensation.

And then she felt his hands on her chest, undoing the buttons on her overcoat, pushing it slowly off of her shoulders. All of a sudden, it fell away, her body was on display for him, and the sight seemed to make him even fiercer, propelled even more by an animalistic drive to take what was his, to make her...to make her his bitch. The thought drove even more heat to her pussy, and she wondered how much longer he would make her wait for real pleasure. Probably it would be long enough to drive her completely insane.

“Nothing under the overcoat, bitch?” he whispered. “That’s something that a nasty slut would do. So you’re a nasty slut. And do you know what happens to nasty sluts around here?”

“Are...are they punished?” asked Sophia, letting a note of timidness slip into her voice, knowing that it would drive him crazy. There were two parts to be played here, after all.

“You’re a smart one. Yes, slut, bitches like you get punished. And that starts now.” He slapped her ass again, in the exact same place as last time, the pain magnified by the soreness that still lingered.

Sophia gasped. “Oh, fuck! Punish me, daddy!” She surprised herself with the words, but they came as naturally as breathing. She felt the awakening of something within her, something that had always desired to submit, to be held down and fucked, to be filled with the seed of a man who could overpower her easily, who could make her scream with pleasure. And that man, she now knew beyond a shadow of a doubt, was Eli. She was his bitch. She would always be hit bitch. And it was time for him to take her.

Another slap fell onto her ass, harder now, and his teeth moved to her ear, nibbling, the tickling sensation combining with the pain from the slap to deliver an incredible feeling of eroticism. And his clothes weren’t even off yet. He planted a trail of kisses down her ear, her neck, her chest, and she waited for the stimulation that would come when he locked his lips onto her nipple, but it didn’t arrive quite yet. Instead, he moved across the tops of her breasts, leaving her groaning with anticipation until, at last, his lips locked onto her left nipple just as he slapped the same spot on her ass yet again. She yelped, the pure sensation rocking her as his tongue began to dance around her nipple, coaxing more pleasure from the nerve endings there than she had ever thought possible. It was clear now that Eli was an artist, but his true canvas wasn’t the movie screenplay; it was her willing, eager body, object of his desire, toy for his pleasure.

His left hand came up and grabbed her other nipple, and then he began to play her like some kind of instrument, licking and twisting her nipples in time with the slaps he was delivering to her ass, which burned now, burned in the most pleasurable way imaginable. The worse it hurt, the better it felt, and Sophia could barely even gasp, she was so turned on. This man was...she had never imagined that sex could be this good.

But then he changed the pace once more, lips moving down off her nipple, tracing a line down her midriff, slowing down as he circled her navel and approached her hips. She wanted, needed him to get to her pussy. She had never been more desperate for anything in her life. Reaching out a hand, she tried to push his head down. Instantly, the kisses stopped, as did the working of his fingers on her nipple. “What did you just do, slut?”

“I - I’m sorry, I...wanted you to get down to my naughty pussy...daddy,” she added the word as a sort of peace offering, but she could tell that it hadn’t worked.

A hard slap landed on her ass, and she whimpered. “That’s not how this fucking works, you dumb slut,” he growled. “I make the rules. I do what I want with you. You’re allowed only to feel good. What you want doesn’t matter.”

“I’m s-sorry, Daddy,” moaned Sophia. After a moment, Eli got back to work, but now he was moving more slowly than before; it was a just punishment for her bad behavior, she reflected bitterly. His kisses worked their way down, slowly, steadily down her body, down her crotch. Suddenly, he placed a hand on her stomach and shoved her backwards onto the bed; her pussy was now wide open for whatever he wanted to do with it.

But even still he seemed reluctant to give her what she wanted. He traced a line around her labia with his tongue, leaving her quivering with anticipation, but he never made his move, never attacked her needy pussy. And waiting was getting harder and harder. He was kissing up and down the inside of her thighs, but that wasn’t what she needed at all; she wanted his tongue, and she wanted it now. Her need, her desire, was so strong that she wanted to scream.

Then, at last, his tongue formed a spear shape and jabbed into her pussy. She groaned at the sudden sensation, the sudden burst of intense pleasure, but before she could process what was happening, his hands began to roughly maul her tits, grabbing and kneading handfuls of boobflesh, pain and pleasure mixing into one overwhelming, nearly-orgasmic feeling.

Eli was just getting started. His tongue alternated between plunging deep into her pussy and zigzagging across the tender opening, the latter giving her a wonderful sensation that went with the spearings like peanut butter and chocolate. All the while, he pulled and abused her tits, the pain building as she felt them beginning to bruise, but that only made it better.

Just when Sophia was getting used to Eli’s ministrations, he changed it up, bringing a hand down to her pussy and inserting first one finger, then two, delving them deep inside her, finding places that she had no name for, that she had never imagined existed, but that felt so, so good when he reached them. At the same time, his tongue switched to her clit, circling it, just barely grazing it, letting the sensitive nub send waves of pleasure through her.

The triple attack, the sensations of being fingered, of being licked, of having her tits abused, mixed together like a cocktail at one of the expensive bars downtown, the stimulation playing into itself, magnifying itself like an echo in a cave. She drew breath in shallow gasps, so intense was the pleasure, and she wasn’t even cumming yet.

But that was very close at hand. The waves of ecstasy that swirled through her body were building, filling some secret place inside of her, growing in intensity. She felt herself burning up, the heat of the moment threatening to boil over. Eli’s fingers and tongue, especially, were drawing out a sensation that she couldn’t describe and had never experienced, a sensation that was nearly driving her insane. She could barely move, only tremble as he played with her body, exploring her hidden areas, plunging her depths -

And then his finger did something inside of her, something she couldn’t describe, but it was enough. The dam burst inside of her, a huge wave of pleasure rocking her. It was so incredibly intense that for a split second she was afraid she might die right there, thighs vibrating, muscles contracting. She realized that she was screaming, a sound of pure, overwhelming, terrifying ecstasy that escaped from her throat and filled the room. She wished that the moment could last forever.

At last, she collapsed, gasping, onto the bed, pleasure still emanating from her pussy, flowing through her body, but a little bit less now. What had...what had Eli done to her? Vaguely, she became aware that he was taking off his shirt. “You liked that, huh, bitch?”

“O-oh fuck,” she groaned. Speaking was still difficult.

“Seemed like you had a pretty good time. But now it’s my turn to party. After all, I think you owe me one.” He threw his shirt aside and unbuttoned his jeans. “I wanna fuck that pretty married mouth of yours real quick.”

“Yes, daddy,” said Sophia obediently, turning around on the bed so that her head faced his cock. The word married brought a new wetness to her pussy. It was true, wasn’t it? She was cheating. She was a cheater. If this were the Old Testament, she could be stoned for that. Oh, God, that was so hot.

Eli pulled his briefs down, slowly revealing his cock, a thick tool that made her mouth water. It wasn’t huge, not so large that she feared for her pussy, but she would be able to feel something when he fucked her. How messed up was that, that her sex life hadn’t risen to that low, low bar before? But now...now she didn’t have to worry about that anymore. Now she only had to think about Eli’s meat, and how much, how goddamn much she wanted it in her mouth right that instant. It had some kind of hypnotic effect on her; she’d only given a half-dozen blowjobs in her life, but for some reason, it just felt right to worship his cock, to serve it, to bow down to it and be dominated by it. And the blowjob...it was part of that.

Finally, his hard, throbbing cock sprang out of his boxers and pointed directly at her. The time was now. She reached forwards and began to rub it, gently teasing its length with her fingers, exulting in the feeling of it in her hand, the meatiness, the weight of his pole. She wasn’t as skilled as he was, but she was pretty sure she knew what to do, and, anyway, he was sure to tell her if it felt good or not.

She leaned forwards and licked the length of his cock, tracing her tongue all the way down to the base and back up the other side. At the same time, she began to massage his balls, gently, gently, but enough to amplify and accentuate the pleasure she was delivering with her mouth. His breathing got heavier, a sure sign that she was doing all right.

But it was time to up the tempo. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, beginning to suck him, gently, cautiously, trying not to go too fast. The tip of her tongue traced swirls around the end of his rod as she slowly took him deeper, making it to the halfway point until she decided to stop again, enjoying the taste of him in her mouth, the feeling of his heartbeat that she could feel, faintly, in his manhood.

Eli placed his hand on the back of her head, a casual gesture, but it was one that drove her absolutely wild; that sense of being dominated, controlled, was nearly too much for her to handle. To thank him, and to obey his implicit command, she went a little deeper, soon hitting just about her limit as she pleasured most of the length of his cock.

That was when he began, gently, to thrust. Even though it was an aggressive move, and he was aiming to pleasure himself, the thrusts weren’t too much to handle for Sophia, and he was clearly thinking about her as well. That was what was so sexy about Eli; even with all his tough talk, calling her names as he dominated her, he had her in mind the whole time. As a lover, he left little to be desired.

For a minute or two, they stayed like that, her head bobbing in time with the motions of his body. The feeling of his cock in her mouth was satisfying in a completely different way than getting licked had been, and while her pussy was crying out, eager to be filled, she was happy to let this go on for as long as Eli wanted. After all, it was only fair, after the miracles he’d worked for her.

Suddenly, he pushed her head off his cock, gasping. “Fuck, slut, you almost made me cum, and we hadn’t even gotten to the main course!”

Sophia smiled mischievously. “Did you like that, daddy?”

“That was fucking great,” said Eli, “but I think you were getting a little too comfortable. Give me a second here.” He pulled a condom out of a drawer and ripped the packaging open with his teeth. “You know, you can’t go back after this,” he said, grinning. “After I slip my cock into your pussy, you’re a cheater for sure. And every time you look at your husband, you’ll think of my cock pounding you.”

It was true. Sophia was about to let Eli take her, let him take the thing that she’d never given Harold; the chance to make her cum through fucking her pussy. This wasn’t the right thing to do, not at all, and even if she didn’t want to stay married to Harold, it was wrong to do this to him. She searched within herself for the answer; it would have to be her final answer.

Soon, she realized that she didn’t care. There wasn’t one single atom of her being that worried about what would happen if Harold found out, about how he would feel. Oh yes, he had been nice to her, but nice didn’t mean caring. If he had been caring, he would have asked her whether their relationship was working for her, whether their sex life was working for her; these were things he had never bothered to do. Loyalty was about love, after all, and Sophia was quickly realizing that she didn’t love Harold at all. So she looked up at Eli. “I don’t care. I want your cock, daddy. Fuck me raw.”

“Careful what you wish for, slut,” said Eli, slipping the condom on. He climbed up on the bed behind her and lifted her ass up, getting ready to go in doggystyle. Sophia had never done doggy, but seeing Eli braced on the bed behind her, hands on her hips, was a sight that drove her wild. She couldn’t wait for him to push into her, but she knew better than to beg. She just had to trust that he wanted it as much as she did.

And then, finally, she felt the tip of his cock sliding into her pussy. The feeling was incredible; after so much foreplay, she had never been more ready to go, and her pussy seemed to be hypersensitive, incredibly responsive to anything he chose to do. As he pushed further inside, there was no pain, just pleasure, pleasure radiating through her like she’d never felt from being penetrated. It wasn’t quite as good as Eli’s tongue yet, but the simple fact that she was feeling something was completely beyond her experience, a reality totally new to her.

His cock penetrated further into her, reaching deeper and deeper, stimulating places deep within her, and she gasped. This felt right. Eli’s meat was like a nub on a puzzle piece, sliding into a missing part of her, completing the picture. God, it felt so right. How had she ever lived without this?

Slowly, he began to thrust, starting gently but soon reaching a good rhythm. She had feared that he would jackhammer her poor pussy, and expected him to at least be pretty rough, but he was at the perfect speed, reaching a little deeper with each thrust. Now the pleasure began to truly build inside of her, beat by beat. Though she was still faintly buzzing with the residue of the last orgasm, she felt herself on the path to another, something she had never experienced before.

All of a sudden, his cock hit something deep inside of her, sending a burst of pleasure through her whole being. Whatever he was doing was something she had never known was possible. Whatever he was hitting was a part of herself that she had never known to exist. And it felt so, so good. Blasts of sensation went spiraling through her being with every thrust, Eli’s thick tool working some kind of magic on her, leaving her gasping, her breathing shallow. The orgasm that was coming...even now, when she was still a ways off, she knew it was going to be powerful, so powerful that she was a little afraid. Even though she’d had the best orgasm of her life just a few minutes before, this one promised to be better.

And then a slap came down on her ass. She hadn’t been expecting it and yelped as it struck the same raw, abused area of her flesh. “What’s the matter, bitch? Forgot who was boss here? Forgot that you were being punished?” The pain and Eli’s dirty talk just made the experience so much better. She couldn’t muster a response, only a moan, but successive slaps started to land on her vulnerable backside, timed with the thrusts to amplify her pleasure to the greatest possible degree.

It was getting to be too much to handle. She was climbing a mountain with Eli, and they would probably reach the summit together - but each thrust of his was bringing her further and further, closer and closer to the peak, and they were climbing faster and faster. Maybe it was because she had already orgasmed, but this next one was going to come more easily. Groaning, she braced herself, grabbing handfuls of the sheets, pushing herself back onto him.

Then the orgasm came. It was more powerful than before, a cascading torrent of pleasure, overwhelming any semblance of control she had over her body. She shook as blasts of ecstasy tore through her, a low, long groan instead of a scream escaping her lips. Dimly, she was aware that Eli’s cock was twitching inside her, and that his thrusting had slowed down; he was probably cumming too. That thought made her pleasure better, the sensations, which were now fading into a warm afterglow, more pleasant, almost romantic. Breathing heavily, she collapsed forwards onto the bed as Eli pulled his cock out of her. “Oh...fuck.”

“Did you have a good time?” asked Eli, his domineering manner replaced by his more usual sweet, caring one. “I feel really bad if I get off but my partner doesn’t.”

“Were you...were you here a few seconds ago?” asked Sophia, still panting. “That was...that was the best sex of my life. That was...if there was a god of sex, that would be the sex they’d have all day. That was unbelievable.”

“Good,” said Eli. “I definitely had a good time too. Wanna go...get cleaned up?”

Sophia definitely did, if it involved being in a shower stall with Eli, and that was exactly how it panned out. They washed each other off, spending longer than strictly necessary letting the hot water run over them. More than once, Eli pulled her in for a kiss, which felt just as nice as it had at the lookout.

But, eventually, it was time to get out and dry off. “Do you want me to bring you home?” asked Eli, motioning towards the door. “I mean...I want to see you again, if you’re okay with that. But you should probably...deal with your husband, right?”

She laughed. “Yeah, I have to figure that out. But isn’t this crazy? I mean, I would never have thought I was the kind of person who would do this...and yet, here I am, and I would do it again in a heartbeat. I can’t believe how good that was. But...imagine if I had gotten a different driver. None of this would have happened.”

Eli nodded. “I guess it was fate.”

“Yeah, fate,” said Sophia, slipping on her overcoat. This wasn’t going to be an easy few days; she knew that. But she wasn’t going to be a scumbag and hide the affair from her husband. She had to tell him and then cut things off. Through the whole difficult process, she’d at least have Eli to support her, to give her the assurance that the path she had chosen was, if nothing else, the least-worst one. Though she wasn’t sure where she wanted to go next, what she wanted to do, she felt the exhilaration of freedom flowing through her. It was a feeling she’d almost forgotten. She felt a buzz in her pocket; it was a notification from Zuber, asking her to “rate her ride.” Smiling, she opened the app and put in a five-star review.
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