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For the first time in nearly a year, the Randalls all sat around the same table, eating dinner. It was Clay's first year at college and he had spent his newfound freedoms exploring the world, spending New Year's Eve and spring break away from home. But now, over the summer break, he was home for a short while before leaving again on a trip to Europe.
Miriam Randall couldn't be more proud of her son. He had grown up a lot in the months he was gone or at least it felt like it. Gone was the slightly nerdy, fair-skinned boy she had sent off, replaced with a tanned young man, brimming with vigor. Before, she had always thought that he had inherited most of his appearance from his father but looking at him now, she saw a lot of herself in him as well.
Spending time outside had lightened his hair to bring it closer to her own golden curls, though now she looked pale as a vampire next to him. He still had his father's blue eyes, hers were gray, but he had her eyebrows. And he had her easygoing, quick smile.
"You just arrived and you're already leaving again?" Steven ribbed Clay.
"Maybe. It's not set in stone yet since we still need to find a host. I think Oliver's mom is out of town and we can use his house."
"How is Oliver?" Miriam cut in at the mention of the name.
"He's good."
"He hasn't been around here in ages," she continued. "For that matter, I haven't seen any of your friends a while. If you're looking for a place to host a LAN party, you can just use our basement. I bet they've grown up just as much as you have. It'll be nice to see them again. Isn't that right, Steven?"
There was a look that passed between Clay and Steven. Miriam saw it but didn't know what to make of it. She and her husband didn't really keep any secrets from each other or at least she thought so. The only word she came up with to describe the look was conspiratorial.
"No, that's okay mom," Clay said, somewhat flustered. He didn't meet her gaze.
"What's going on?" she demanded.
"Nothing, dear. I think Oliver's house is a lot more spacious than our basement," Steven tried to distract her.
She cocked her head. "What are you not telling me?" she asked.
"Um," Steven muttered and licked his lips.
Clay stood up abruptly. "I'm done eating. Gonna go up to my room."
If Steven hadn't touched her wrist with his hand, their signal for just let it go, she would have told him to sit back down and explain it to her in an instant. Instead, she sat there and watched her son leave the kitchen, feeling her mood sour with every step. As soon as she heard steps going up the stairs, she rounded on her husband.
"What?"
"It really is nothing, dear," he repeated.
"If it's nothing then you can tell me," she persisted.
"He's all grown up now, Miri. It's probably embarrassing for him to hang out with his parents."
"He's not embarrassed to live here and to eat here and yesterday we went to the mall together to buy him new running shoes, he wasn't embarrassed to do that with me."
"Honey, it's nothing," Steven repeated for the third time.
It was easy to tell when Steven was lying because he kept repeating himself and he kept looking away before quickly remembering that he should be looking at her if he was telling the truth. The end result was his eyes twitching all over the place.
It was easy to get him to tell the truth, too. He always buckled under pressure. All she had to do was cross her arms in front of her chest and glower at him, which she did.
"It's nothing, honestly," he started again after a few seconds but he stopped mid-sentence to let out a long sigh. "Okay, look, it's not him, it's his friends."
"They don't want to see me?" she asked, surprised.
"Ah, no, ah... the opposite. How can I put it..."
"You can tell me what's going on, for starters."
"Okay," he said and exhaled loudly. "Do you know what a MILF is?"
Miriam groaned. She hated it when Steven treated her like an idiot. The two of them, together, had watched hundreds of porn movies.
"Yes, honey, I know what a MILF is," she said in her best honeysuckle voice.
"Well, ah, some of the guys, Clay's friends, ahm... Clay said that the way you dress and act, some of his friends have, uh, noticed you."
Miriam's eyebrows shot up. That was not at all what she had expected. They had always hosted Clay's friends even before he was old enough to walk. Playdates, sleepovers, excursions to the zoo, the movies. She made sure to spoil them as best as she could, always keeping around snacks and letting them stay up longer on weekends. Not once in eighteen years did she think anything was amiss.
Interpreting her stunned silence as a demand for a better explanation, Steven continued, "They, uh—and I don't know if this is true or not but Clay said it—had a betting pool going."
"A what?"
"A betting pool. You know, everyone puts in like ten bucks or something and whoever wins the bet takes—"
"I know what a betting pool is," she hissed. "What was the bet?"
"To see who could, uhm, score with you first."
Miriam's jaw dropped.
The thought was absurd. Yeah, they had been teenagers, and yeah, she knew what hormones did to teenage boys, but not for her. She was like a mother to them.
"I don't buy it," she scoffed.
At thirty-nine, she knew that she was past her prime. It didn't bother her as long as she still felt sexy, which she did — or at least she tried very hard to. It hadn't always been that way, especially during those years when she had eaten more of the snacks than the kids did, but she managed to shed those pounds again. Two days a week at the gym, plenty of yard work, on top of managing the household meant that she was fit and had a healthy sexual appetite.
But she never thought she was one of those bombshells on TV that all the guys drooled over. The ones with the perfect makeup and unblemished skin, prancing around on the beach in a bikini with a stomach flatter than their surfboards. She was just a normal woman with fairly nice tits who found a husband that would never raise his hand.
Her being some stranger's object of desire was a weird feeling. She didn't know what to make of it.
"What did you expect considering the things you usually wear around the house?" Steven remarked.
"Excuse me?" Miriam countered indignantly.
"Come on," Steven groaned, gesturing at her.
Miriam looked down at herself. She was dressed in all white with a short skirt. She frowned. It did show a lot of cleavage and a lot of leg. But it was also comfortable and stretchable.
"I was playing squash with Ella. This is just normal sportswear."
"I know that," Steven said, on the defensive.
"So what, you think it's inappropriate for me to wear this?"
"I never said that! And it's not just this, some of your other outfits are rather... revealing."
"You want me to wear a burlap sack?"
"No! Of course not! I like the way you look. I'd never tell you not to wear something but..."
"But what?"
"Miri, other guys tend to, you know, look at you a lot. Because you're so pretty."
Steven finished up by leaning in and trying to kiss her. She backed away, holding back his face with the palm of her hand. She sniffed loudly, stood up, and left the kitchen.
Straight up the stairs to knock on Clay's door. After knocking twice, she finally heard a faint response and opened the door. Her son was sitting at his desk in front of his laptop, not looking at her.
"Clay?" she asked, using her stern voice.
"What?" Clay responded, turning around reluctantly.
"Do you also have a problem with the way I dress?"
Steven shrank in his seat. "I never said that!"
"But it's what you think, right?"
"I told Dad that in confidence!"
"I'll have you know that I've known your friends long enough to change their diapers. Believe me, I'm about the farthest thing from a conquest in their minds," she ranted while Clay looked like he wanted to shrink into the cushions of his chair. "Those boys are like family to me, Clay. God knows they spent enough time here when they were kids. I may not be their mother but it would still be nice to see them again. Our basement is just as good as any other place so unless you can tell me to my face that you think the clothes I choose to wear are inappropriate, you better tell your friends that they are all invited to have your little LAN party here in our house. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes," Clay said, quiet as a mouse.
Miriam harrumphed, turned on her heels, and closed the door behind her. She had no idea why she was so angry. She knew that Clay was an adult now and it was normal for him to want some distance from his parents but she hated the excuse he had come up with.
It was probably Steven's idea in the first place. He always had been a rather conservative person but she never minded putting up her hair for him, as he liked to call it. Compromises were just part of a healthy marriage — she had accepted that and it only very rarely was an issue.
But now it felt like he had gone around her back to shove those nonsensical notions on their son.
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"What do you think? Is this modest enough?" Miriam called out and stepped into the office.
At the sight of her, Steven paled.
It was definitely the most revealing outfit she owned on account of its age. The jeans cutoffs had been a leftover from her early twenties that had somehow survived multiple closet prunings. Her hips had changed a lot since those days and they didn't even fit her anymore.
The cutoff's button was undone and the narrow strip of fabric between her legs dug between her lips to the point where it disappeared inside. Her labia peeked out on either side in a positively vulgar display. Compared to that, her shirt was almost modest. It barely managed to cover her nipples, though they did nothing to hide them poking out. The bottom half of her breasts were swinging free. If she so much as shrugged, her twins would both pop out.
"Do you like it?" she asked and twirled around.
With her ass toward him, she made sure to lean over so her butt was nice and juicy. It had the added bonus of making the jeans ride further into her and give whoever was looking an utterly fantastic show. When she faced him again, she threw up her arms and posed.
Steven's mouth opened and closed several times in silence.
Downstairs, the doorbell rang.
"I'll get it," Miriam said and headed for the office door.
"NO!" Steven bellowed and flew out of his seat.
He slammed into the door shoulder first and pressed his body against it as if his life depended on it. Clay opened the front door and they heard faint words of greeting.
Miriam burst out in hearty, warm laughter. Whether it was the outfit or something else, she was bursting with sexual energy. She sidled up to her husband, grabbed his hand, and placed it between her legs. She ran his fingers along the frazzled edge, sliding them against her sensitive flesh. She ached to take off those damn shorts.
"Do you remember when I wore these pants in college?" she whispered, kissing his neck. "You couldn't keep your hands off my ass in Sanders Park. You fingered me on a park bench and I blew you behind the bushes. God, that was amazing. Let's fuck like that again."
"You're out of control," Steven grunted and pulled back her hand. "Get a grip on yourself."
"Oh, come on," she whined.
"This is exactly the reason our son is embarrassed by you, don't you get it? You think you're being subtle with your outfit but men can see right through a guise like that."
"Subtle?" she asked, taken aback. "Subtle? Half of my fucking pussy is hanging out of my pants and you think I'm being subtle?"
"Whatever the case may be, you know I'm right. I'm not moving an inch until you march back to the closet and wear something appropriate for your age."
Furious, Miriam turned on her heel and stomped off toward the bedroom. She pulled the shirt over her head and stepped out of her cutoffs on the way. She was bubbling with anger and had half a mind to just shove her husband out of the way and go downstairs stark naked. She'd love to see the look on his stupid face then.
Four... five... six deep breaths later, she reigned in her anger somewhat. It was not about Steven, it was about Clay. She was going to wear regular jeans, ones that fit and went all the way down to her ankles, and a regular blouse. Perfectly ordinary, boring clothes for a woman her age.
Getting dressed had never felt so much like punishment as it did then.
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The doorbell rang again. Miriam grabbed Steven's wallet from the console and headed for the door. She was greeted by four large boxes of steaming pizza. She gave the delivery girl a generous ten dollar tip, on account of not being an asshole like her husband.
"Pizza's here," she called out.
No one answered.
That wasn't too much of a surprise. As soon as she opened the door to the basement, the cacophony of laser guns, explosions, and death throes of aliens rang through the house. The air was humid and smelled like a lion cage. She took a deep breath before going down.
The four of them had pushed together two mismatched tables. Clay was using his laptop, plugged into a big monitor with keyboard and mouse. Jonah, Clay's best friend, had brought over a complete computer case that lit up like a rainbow. The other two, Oliver and Souley, were using regular laptops.
"Pizza's here," she repeated.
Out of the four of them, it was Souley that had surprised her the most. He had grown a lot since the last time she had seen him and he stood nearly six-foot-four, towering over the others. He had gotten into an elite university on a soccer scholarship and he looked the part. He was lean and muscular, easily looking ten years older than the nineteen he was.
She remembered him when he was younger, just a little pudgy eleven-year-old black kid who got winded getting up from the couch.
Oliver looked more or less like he always did, only with a mustache that made his already long face look even longer. He had been a pasty-faced teenager whose only form of exercise was moving around a mouse. She didn't think it was a problem, really, but she was glad that her son and Jonah had managed a more well-rounded style of living.
Jonah had always been a funny kid. The class clown that managed not to cross over into being obnoxious, though frequently skirting the line. His parents were first-generation immigrants from Poland and his real name was actually Jonasz but after a couple of years in the states, he had given up on trying to make people pronounce the last part of his name.
She set the cartons of pizza down on the table and was immediately set upon by four ravenous beasts.
"Thanks, Mrs. R," Oliver called out before shoving half a slice of pepperoni pizza into his gullet. That was the politest response she got.
Leaving them to devour their prey, she walked past a pile of moving boxes containing Christmas lights and a dusty exercise bike to the back, where a window was set into the wall. A small shaft led up to a grate in the backyard. She opened it to hopefully let in some fresh air.
"Is the pizza good?" she asked.
Souley showed her a thumbs up and Clay sent several chunks of pizza flying when he tried to call out his approval. She chuckled. Despite their age, they still had the appetite of growing boys.
On the way back to the stairs, a plastic cup — fortunately empty — was knocked off the table and clattered onto the cement floor. Without thinking twice, she stooped down to pick it up. It was only when she straightened again and turned around that she realized Jonah had been staring at her ass.
Of course, the moment she looked at him his head snapped away so hard she thought she heard his spine snap but it was his cup and he had a big grin on his face. Her butt had been less than three feet in front of him, too.
Disgruntled, she slammed the cup down on the table hard enough to make all the monitors wobble. Fortunately, none of the others at the table had noticed a thing.
For the first time, she wondered if Steven had been right. She knew that guys on the streets sometimes checked her out, there was no way to stop that, but not Jonah. Little funny Jonah with his bat ears and crooked smile. Had the cup falling been an accident at all?
Back in the kitchen, she leaned against the counter and grew pensive. Did they really have a betting pool going? A vision flashed in front of her eyes of Jonah, Oliver, and Souley standing in a group, looking at her. Suddenly she was naked and the three of them started to paw at her, debating loudly which one of them got to fuck her first.
"Miri?" Steven asked.
Miriam nearly jumped out of her skin.
"Sorry, didn't mean to startle you. Everything alright?"
"Everything's fine," she snapped.
"That blouse looks really good on you," he said.
"Blow me," she countered and brushed past him.
If there really was a bet going to see who actually wanted to fuck her, she knew without a doubt that her husband would lose.
"Honey, I—uhhhp!"
Miriam turned around to see Steven suddenly go green in the face. He pressed one hand in front of his mouth, took a stumbling step toward the bathroom, but never made it that far.
Vomit spewed out between his fingers. He left a trail of stinking bile behind him. Miriam groaned.
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It was pitch black outside. Miriam turned on the bedside lamp and found herself to be alone in the spacious double bed. It was a quarter past one.
Finding Steven out of bed wasn't a surprise. He'd spent most of the evening hunched over or sitting on one of the toilets. He blamed it on her dinner, loaded potatoes. She blamed it on him eating lunch at Sam's Sandwiches even after it was shut down for a month earlier that year due to health code violations. They agreed to disagree.
Whatever the cause, it had been a very frustrating evening. Sex was out of the question, of course. Even if Steven had been up to the task, she wasn't in the mood. She was horny out of her mind but she didn't want to have sex with him. That left only masturbation which had been constantly interrupted by her husband slamming another bathroom door or one of the boys screaming in victory in the basement.
Miriam threw aside the covers and got up. She needed to use the bathroom but the bright light seeping through the bottom of the door informed her that the one connected to the master bedroom was occupied. Fortunately, they lived in a big house and the other was not.
Feeling relieved, she washed her hands and splashed some water on her face. The incident that afternoon popped back into her mind. Jonah, leering at her. She turned to the side to look at her ass, covered by a silk lavender nightgown. It was definitely nice.
When she opened the door, she jumped in surprise.
Souley stood in front of her in nothing but carmine boxers. His rich and dark skin gleamed under the indirect light. His legs were rippled with muscles thick as cables. His stomach was taut with more than just hints of a six-pack. His chest was dotted with a smattering of curly hair.
It was like looking at a perfectly sculpted adonis.
That made her all the more aware that she was dressed in nothing but a flimsy nightgown. Two tiny straps held the thin sheet of silk covering her up.
"Oh sh—shoot, I'm sorry," Souley blurted out.
"Wow," she muttered under her breath.
A gust of cold air brushed over her body and raised goosebumps all over her arms. She rubbed her neck and found it hot to the touch. Her eyes were drawn to Souley's boxers by a twitch. It was more than a twitch. In a matter of mere moments, what before was just a larger-than-average fold grew into something much more defined.
"I gotta—" Souley said in a near panic and brushed past her.
The door slammed shut behind her. Miriam was left standing in the dark hallway with her heart thumping in her chest. She had no idea what the hell had just happened, all she knew was that she was buzzing with an inner fire.
Steven was still in the bathroom, which suited her just fine. She crawled back under the warm blanket and pulled up her nightgown. To her surprise, she was soaking wet.
She closed her eyes and imagined what would have happened if Souley had acted differently. He was strong enough to pin her to the wall with just one hand wrapped around her throat. He would hoist up her robe and shove a finger in there just to check how much she was enjoying it. Then he'd laugh and say, "This was the easiest fifty bucks I ever made."
The orgasm came so fast it almost surprised her. What had eluded her all day came rushing over her in a powerful explosion.
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Everything was set. A stack of pancakes with a choice of applesauce or syrup, freshly cut strawberries, toast with peanut butter, jam, and cheese. Miriam had even put out a stack of bowls, milk, and three flavors of cereal just in case.
"Should we wait for him?" she asked.
The boys were already digging in — that is Steven, Clay, Jonah, and Oliver. Everyone but Souley, who was still asleep, according to Clay.
"Nah, he can eat leftovers," Clay said, chewing with a full mouth.
"I'll go fetch him. It'd be a shame to miss out on hot pancakes," Miriam offered.
Jonah shrugged. "Good luck, I tried that earlier. He's a deep sleeper."
As Miriam left the kitchen, her heart rate accelerated. She wiped her hands on her jeans to get rid of the sweat. Her bare feet made only the faintest of sound as she crept up the staircase. She knocked on Clay's door.
No answer.
Knowing that it was a bad idea, she turned the handle and opened it anyway. There were three mattresses on the floor next to the bed, two of them empty. Souley appeared to still be asleep with only his head poking out of the decades-old Captain Milky Way blanket.
"You're not hungry?" she asked.
At her words, Souley startled. His eyes flew open and his eyes snapped to her. He looked scared shitless.
"Looks like you're awake after all."
"I, uh, just, um, woke up," he muttered.
Smirking, she took two long strides and stood at the side of his mattress. He was clearly embarrassed, trying to avoid her. It was cute. She lifted her leg and placed her foot on his chest, trapping him. Not that he wouldn't be able to get away if he really wanted to, he was certainly strong enough to easily overpower her, but it was a show of dominance. She was in charge and she liked it.
"That so?"
"Yeah," he said, terrified.
"You sure you're not trying to avoid me, mister?"
"No!"
Miriam wished she had the foresight to wear a skirt. Something short, without panties. In her position, he would have been able to see everything. Or was that too much? Was it better to let him imagine it?
"So I hear you guys have a bet going," she said.
"A... bet?" he asked and swallowed.
Scowling, she applied a little pressure with her foot. "Don't lie to me. You know what I'm talking about."
"I-I don't."
"You sure? You don't have a pool going to see who can score with me?"
The blood drained from Souley's face and he stopped breathing. She waited patiently, stalking her prey.
"Oh, that bet," he said after a minute of silence.
"Yes, that bet."
"It's not serious, I swear. Just a dumb joke. We didn't mean anything by it."
"How much money?"
"Huh?"
"How much money is my pussy worth?"
Souley gulped again. "Hundred."
"What? Only a hundred bucks?"
"Each," he added quickly. "We all put in a hundred, so the winner gets three hundred. I mean two-hundred, and their own hundred—"
"So that's how much your friendship with Clay is worth, is it? You'd rather have two-hundred bucks than him?"
"No! Seriously, we didn't mean anything by it, I swear. None of us think there's any chance whatsoever, I promise. It's just dumb bravado."
"What are the rules?"
"Please don't."
"Come on, tell me. I'm interested. What are the rules?"
"I don't know. Just sex."
"What constitutes as sex? Is it just penis in a vagina or do blowjobs count? Do you get bonus points for doing it without a condom? Does anal count? Do you have to blow your load?"
"W-w-w-e didn't r-r-eally—"
Miriam pressed her big toe into his sternum.
"—I don't know. Sex. Yeah, sex, I guess. We always said it was whoever f—had intercourse first."
"Hmmm," she mused. "And you? How much were you interested in tapping this?" she asked, smacking her butt.
"I'm not!"
"So last night was... what? A trick of my eyes?"
"An accident! I'm so sorry. Please don't kill me."
"Kill you?" she chuckled. "No, my dear Souley, I'm gonna do something far worse."
It wasn't until she said it that she decided what she was going to do. A spur of the moment decision or at least she told herself it was. She eased off of him, yet Souley didn't move a muscle.
Grabbing the Captain Milky Way blanket near his knees, she pulled it up and threw it over his head. He wore the same boxers he had last night, though they looked tomato-red in daylight. She dropped down on the mattress, placing each knee beside his arms, effectively straddling him. He wriggled side to side, trying to throw her off.
"Mmhmfmfm," Souley complained but his words were muffled under the blanket.
The prize laid just in front of her. She deftly undid the buttons on his fly. Souley stopped moving. She had never seen pubes like his before, tiny dark curls. She slid her fingers through them but it was just a distraction from her real goal.
When she fished his cock through the fly, she received one of the biggest surprises of her life. He was half-erect but even so, he was bigger than Steven. A lot bigger. She could barely wrap her fingers around his girth. It was darker than the rest of his skin, uncut, with a surprisingly pink tip poking out of the hood.
The blood rushed just underneath the skin as it grew and grew. When she was finally sure it was fully erect, it had to be at least seven inches. Even his balls seemed bigger. The tip glistened with moisture, adorned by a small bead of precum.
The only thing she was able to do was lean forward and wrap her lips around his glans. Driven by a need stronger than any she had ever encountered before, she pushed her lips down his shaft, relishing the bumps and ripples.
It was so big that she couldn't take all of it in. The presence of it inside of her mouth filled it so completely she was barely able to move her tongue. She massaged the underside of his tip  with her upper lip as she pulled back up.
A muffled groan under the blanket let her know that he was enjoying it. But she wasn't doing it to please him. She was doing it because she wanted to. Back down she went, faster that time. And up, and down.
Sucking cock had never been that much fun. Yeah, she enjoyed going down on Steven occasionally but that was like sucking a finger. Souley was bigger than anything else she ever had in her mouth before. It was a beast that she had to struggle against. A fight of equals. A dance.
It was a dance she was good at and in less than a minute, a dance that she knew she would win. Souley was writhing underneath her, his muscular black thighs flexing and moving. His toes curled, trying to fight off the inevitable.
Miriam gently squeezed his testicles and jerked off the lower half of his shaft while she worked the top with her mouth. It twitched and grew harder than ever. A splash of warm, salty cum splashed against the roof of her mouth, shortly followed by another squirt. And another. And another. The shaft pulsated and throbbed. A veritable river of semen flowed out of him.
It felt like taking a swig of water that was too large. She had to pull back to make room for it all, drawing out the last of it with her lips nuzzling his hole. Her cheeks were puffed up and while deciding what the hell she was gonna do with a load that big, cum squeezed out between her lips, dripping down her chin.
There wasn't anything nearby she could spit into and she definitely didn't want to clean up a mess on the carpet. In the end, she decided it had to go down. She tried to swallow but reflexively opened her mouth to get air and spluttered.
Half of it went down her throat—a thick mouthful of cum—the other half spilled out of her mouth, splattering on her chin and Souley's abdomen.
She straightened up, breathless, still tasting his unique flavor on her lips.
"Howwee wwhit," Souley said.
She scrambled around to face him and pulled the blanket off his head. His face was covered in a sheen of sweat but he looked happy as can be, looking at her like a kid looking at an enormous pile of presents underneath the Christmas tree.
"You wanna know what the best part about all this is?" she asked.
"What?"
Miriam leaned in close, brushing his lips with hers and leaving a trail of cum on his cheek. She whispered into his ear. "None of your friends are ever going to believe you this happened."
Giddy and excited, bursting with energy, Miriam got up and danced out of Clay's bedroom. She went straight to the master bathroom, wondering how the hell she had managed to splatter cum on her own forehead. At least none got in her hair.
Two minutes later, she walked back into the kitchen while humming a little tune to herself. She knew that looking at Steven should make her feel bad. She had just cheated on him. With Clay's friend. It was supposed to be all kinds of fucked up. She was a terrible person.
But she didn't feel terrible. She waltzed up behind her husband, plucked a pancake off of his plate, and wished she could tell him that she just blew the biggest cock in the world and it had been wonderful.
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The lust of that morning had officially extinguished. Miriam sat glumly on the couch, next to her husband. It had been six hours and twenty-odd minutes since she officially cheated on Steven. Whenever she burped, she tasted a hint of the illicit cum.
There was an awful buddy cop show on the TV. McGregor and Panky. Steven never missed an episode. She hated it but she was doing penance.
"How are we doing?" she asked during the first commercial break.
"Pretty good, I'd say. This episode is great so far," he said and chuckled.
"No, I mean us. Me and you. Husband and wife."
"I don't know," he said and shrugged. "Do you really want to have this conversation now?"
"When else?"
"I'm pretty happy, I guess."
"Really? You don't feel like we're... lacking something?"
"Like what?"
"I think I want more sex."
"You know I'm so busy with work, Miri. We do it every weekend."
"I need more than once a week."
"Don't you have, um, you know, that drawer of yours."
"Sex toys aren't the same thing as sex."
"Sure they are," he countered.
"What, so you're saying that if you had a toy that felt exactly like a pussy, you wouldn't need me?"
"Of course not, baby. You have breasts, too."
"I'm serious."
"So am I. God knows those toys were expensive enough—show's back on."
Steven unmuted the TV and McGregor walked into the precinct with two sex workers on his lap. He was "interrogating" them, which the scriptwriters interpreted as cheap come-ons which would inevitably lead to him hooking up with one or both of them.
"Can we please talk about this?"
"Shh," Steven shushed.
With her mood rapidly souring, Miriam snatched the remote out of his hand. She muted it.
"I'm serious, Steven."
"Give it back," he barked at her without taking his eyes off the screen.
"I'm afraid that if things keep going the way they are, I'm not going to be able to control my urges."
That got his attention. He looked at her with confusion.
"What are you saying?"
"I get so horny that I can't think straight and I don't want to make mistakes," she said, muttering "again" quietly to herself.
"You're being melodramatic," he said.
That stunned her. Steven lunged for the remote and she didn't react. He unmuted the TV to McGregor saying, "Now, ladies, I think I have enough information from both of you, but I would still like to talk to the quadruplets." He gestured at their tits.
Tears welled up in her eyes. Did he really care more about his stupid TV show than her? Was she supposed to suffer in silence because, after all, she had already made one mistake that day? Was it her karmic punishment?
No, it was not. Steven hadn't changed into this overnight. He was the same guy as he had been for a long time.
"I'm going to fuck someone," she said.
Steven snorted loudly. "Whatever, Miri. Fuck whoever you want as long as you let me continue watching my show in peace."
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The doorbell rang. Miriam pulled the vibrator out of her pussy, turned it off, and perked her ears. They weren't expecting anyone.
"I'll get it," Steven called out from below.
The front door opened. Miriam's heart skipped a beat when she heard his voice.
"Hi, Mr. Randall," Souley said. "I, uh, forgot my phone."
Moving as quick as lightning, Miriam jumped out of bed and grabbed the first piece of clothing in her reach to throw over herself. It was a loose-fitting summer dress, made of cotton and dyed in a nice shade of titanium that brought out her eyes. And highlighted her breasts.
"Sure, come on in," Steven invited him. "Up or downstairs?"
Her legs were still wobbly as she crept to the bedroom door and cracked it.
"I don't remember. Is it okay if I go look?"
"Sure thing. My wife is resting so please take off your shoes and don't make too much noise."
"Yes, sir."
"Good lad. I'll be watching TV if you need anything."
Soft footsteps ascended the stairs. Miriam quietly closed her door again. Her heart was racing, beating a million times a minute. She had been thinking about him all day. She licked her lips, recalling the way his cock had filled her mouth.
Was someone playing a cruel trick to send him back to her that soon?
There was a very soft knock on her door, barely more than a whisper. She jumped.
Miriam opened the door a crack again and Souley stood right in front of her. Tall, lean, and not in boxer shorts. He wore very clean, dark jeans and a jersey of his soccer team, the Springfield Kickers. He was number nine.
"You were right," he said.
"About what?"
"They didn't believe me."
She pulled the door in surprise. "You told them?"
"Not Clay, of course. But yeah."
"Jesus, are you insane?"
"You're the one that dared me," he said, cocking his head.
"I didn't think you'd actually tell them!"
"It was the best blowjob I've ever gotten. I had to tell someone."
Nervous laughter escaped Miriam. What the hell did this nineteen-year-old know of the consequences of his actions? It was all fun and games for him. Two-hundred bucks. He was ready to ruin her entire life over two-hundred bucks.
"Why did you come here?" she asked.
"I can't stop thinking about you."
"And you expect me to... what? Fall down on my knees and suck your dick again?"
Souley shrugged. "That's pretty much how it happened last time."
At first, she was going to tell him that it wasn't like that. There had been extraneous circumstances. He had teased her with his erection, too. But he wasn't wrong.
"And what makes you think that there's a chance for a repeat?" she asked defiantly.
Souley grinned and nodded at the bed behind her. On the sheets laid her three-inch, lilac travel vibrator, a five-inch slim vibe, a six-inch realistic dildo complete with balls, nipple clamps, and a bottle of lube — just in case.
"Your husband is downstairs on a Saturday evening and yet you're up here, all alone, with toys. Something tells me that you need more."
"That is incredibly presumptuous of you," she scowled.
"Are you naked under there?" he asked, looking down her body hungrily.
She followed his gaze to find her nipples poking through the fabric. That only made her scowl more.
"You think you can just waltz in here because of one little mistake and just have your way? Do you really think that what I did this morning had anything to do with you? Because let me tell you, it didn't. I regret what happened and it won't happen again. Did you even forget your phone?"
Grinning from ear to ear, Souley reached into his pocket and pulled out a slim, gray phone. He wiggled it in front of her.
The entire situation was too absurd. Miriam started giggling and couldn't seem to control herself. That is, until Souley reached out, grabbed her by the waist, and pulled her in close. Suddenly she was pressed against his firm body, feeling the heat radiate off of him.
"That wasn't an invitation," she said firmly.
"Well, in that case, tell me to stop," he replied, taking a step forward.
The young man was stronger than she had realized. He was able to hoist her up and step forward seemingly without exerting any effort. She opened her mouth to tell him to stop but something stilled her voice.
No, it wasn't something. She knew exactly what it was that made her not say anything.
Souley covered the ground in two long strides and then let her fall back onto the bed. She bounced twice, watching him tower over her.
It was different than it had been that morning. Then, she had been in complete control. He had been terrified and she had used him to get what she wanted. Not anymore. He was the one that had come to her house with the intent of getting what he wanted. He was the one who was standing over her. He was the one in charge. It was terrifying and exciting.
Souley grabbed the hem of her summer dress and threw it upward, exposing her lower half. His eyes lit up with glee and she sighed a little breath of relief. She hadn't shaved in three months and her pussy was a mess of matted, light brown pubes. An entirely natural bush.
To her surprise, he got down on his knees, grabbed her thighs, and yanked her closer to the edge. It wasn't what she had expected. He placed a gentle kiss on her right labia and licked the other one. He ran his tongue up her crack and a shiver ran down her spine.
Then he went for it. It was inexperienced and clumsy, shoving his tongue between her folds and wiggling it around. His upper lip dragged across her clit, eliciting a small shiver. What he lacked in finesse, he more than made up for in enthusiasm.
"Ohhh, that is so good," she encouraged him.
Grabbing his head with both of her hands, she pushed him deeper between her legs. She rocked her hips, grinding her pussy on his face. That, and the fact that she had already been masturbating for a while, made her climax hard. A rushing, exciting climax.
Miriam's body trembled with orgasmic energy. She clamped her legs down on Souley's head, sharing her energy with him. He tried to pull his head out but he was stuck for the ride.
"Ow!" he complained when she finally eased up.
She looked down at him and started to giggle. Everything from the tip of his nose down to his throat was soaked in her juices. Steven had never made her cum that hard from oral. But this young, inexperienced guy managed to rock her world.
"How's it going? Did you find it yet?" Steven yelled from the base of the stairs.
Both of them jumped. Miriam flew out of the bed and raced to the door. Souley wiped his face on the sheets. She opened the door a crack but Steven wasn't coming up. That was a small relief.
Miriam brushed her dress enough to not make it look she had just been eaten out by a ravenous teenager and stepped into the hallway. Leaning over the balustrade, she called down, "What's going on?"
"Shoot, didn't mean to wake you up," Steven said, wincing. "Souley's forgot his phone in Clay's room."
"Nah, it ain't here, Mr. Randall," Souley said, appearing behind Miriam.
"Oh!" Miriam squeaked.
As Souley passed her, he squeezed her ass and his middle finger went right between her buttcheeks.
"What's that?" Steven asked.
"Have you looked downstairs in the basement yet?" Miriam asked.
"No, is it ok if I look there?"
"Of course it is, sport," Steven said.
Faint gunshots erupted from the living room. Steven jumped and he scurried off.
"I'm gonna help him look, dear," Miriam called after Steven. "I bet with all three we'd find it very quickly!"
"Wouldn't want to get in your way," Steven called, already gone.
Souley grabbed a fistful of her dress and pulled it up, exposing her butt. He stepped behind her, slipped one hand around her waist to squeeze her breast.
"Not here," she hissed. "The basement is pretty soundproof."
"I don't know if I can wait that long," he chuckled.
"I'm serious. Mmmmm, that's goo—no, not here. He can... hear."
"You'll just have to be quiet."
Souley placed his right foot between her legs and pushed to the side. He stepped his left foot near her left foot and pushed it to the other side. She suddenly felt vulnerable. He was about to fuck her.
How the hell had that happened? If someone told her that morning that she was going to get fucked by her son's friend in the upstairs hallway, she would have called them insane. And now she stood with her legs spread, leaning against the wooden balustrade, about to take his dick, and she couldn't bring herself to tell him no.
He didn't even have a condom.
Souley pinched her nipple and pushed in. His thick head was bigger than any of her toys. She gripped the wooden handrail to steady herself. He slid in deeper and deeper and deeper. It almost felt like it would never end. An infinitely long cock entering her. Filling her.
It was unlike anything she had ever felt before. A massive, gargantuan presence inside of her slowly going in and out. Like a puppet master controlling his puppet. Her eyes glazed over and she rolled back her head.
"Oh G—" she abruptly cut off, remembering who and where she was.
"Fuck, this is good," Souley whispered.
"It's so big," she rasped.
"You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this. If I had known it was this easy, I would have tried a long time ago."
"I'm not easy!" she hissed.
Souley's thrusts weren't particularly fast but they were deep and powerful. When he pushed in all the way, his legs made contact with her thighs, lifting her to the tips of her toes. He let her down gently, pulling out until she was sure that he was about to slip out completely, but he never did. Then he pushed back in.
It was overwhelming. She couldn't move at all, pinned between him and the balustrade. He had complete control and she hated it. She also loved it. Steven had never treated her the way Souley did. Souley didn't love her, he just wanted to fuck her. And he really wanted it.
Miriam bent over the railing and let out a long, deep groan of satisfaction that turned into a moan that turned into a whimper. She came, hard, unable to stop herself from vocalizing her orgasm.
"Did you say something?" Steven called out.
A tinge of fear added to her excitement, bringing her to a new high. Souley still thrust into her, faster now.
"He's coming," she hissed, trying to force down her orgasm.
"So?" Souley replied, unperturbed.
Footsteps were audible in the kitchen.
"He's—he's gonna, oh, catch, ohhhh."
"I ain't done yet."
"Oh God, he's—"
The footsteps suddenly stopped. The door to the basement opened.
"Miri? You down there?" Steven called out.
Souley showed no sign of slowing down. She tried pushing him away but he was too strong, all she accomplished was slamming down on his cock harder. What the hell was he doing? Even he had to know that getting caught would end badly.
The door to the basement closed again. The footsteps did not return to the living room, however. Panic bubbled up inside of her. She made a fist and punched him in the thigh as hard as she could.
Souley's grip on her waist tightened. He pulled her back, impaling her all the way. All seven inches, deep inside of her. His cock pulsated and throbbed. She wished she could enjoy it more.
Tap, tap, tap.
Steven's head turned around the corner. At last, Souley pulled out of her with a wet schlicking noise. A warm stream of cum followed, leaking out of her and running down her thigh. He let go of her dress and it fell. Steven looked up.
"Did you... just say... my name?" she panted.
"Uh, yeah," Steven said, narrowing his eyes. "Everything alright? You're all sweaty."
"I was doing yoga!"
"I thought you were helping Souley find his phone."
"Uh, I was, but it wasn't down there," she fumbled. The trail of cum had made it down to her knee.
"Really? That didn't take long."
Then Souley made his move. He waltzed confidently from the direction of Clay's bedroom with his phone in hand. He looked at Steven and held it up.
"Found it. It was in Clay's room after all."
"Ah, good," Steven said.
"You know, you were right, Mrs. Randall."
"I was?" Miriam asked, confused.
"If you had my phone number, we could have just called the phone and found it way faster."
"That's a really good idea," Steven chimed in.
"I'll just go get my phone real quick," Miriam said, hoping for an excuse to clean up.
"It's plugged in in the kitchen," Steven said.
Miriam silently groaned. Her husband looked at her expectantly. She sighed.
"Coming," she said and pushed off the balustrade.
With every step, cum smeared between her thighs. She could smell the sex in the air, it was a wonder that Steven didn't notice anything. Souley walked behind her and if she turned around to check, she was sure that she would catch him staring down her cleavage.
"I'm surprised you don't have his phone number in there already. You talk to half of Springfield every day," Steven chuckled.
Suddenly the fact that she stood next to him with Souley's cum leaking out of her pussy didn't seem so bad. Miriam scowled at him.
"I hate talking on the phone," Souley said. "I've always admired people who master it so effortlessly."
"Whatever," Steven grunted.
Miriam walked to the kitchen as if she was on cloud nine. The young man was way too confident for his own good but she liked that in him. He was fearless. Standing next to the man whose wife he had just fucked with a smirk on his face.
She picked up her phone, unlocked it, and handed it to her new lover. He tapped away, much faster than she ever could have.
"There you go," Souley announced, handing it back. "Now you have it. For emergencies."
"Yes, like a... fire," she responded, biting her bottom lip.
"What the hell is he gonna do in a fire?" Steven said, snorting loudly. He clapped Souley on the shoulder and steered him toward the front door. "He'd probably lose the hose somewhere."
Souley waved and headed for the door. Steven shook his head and retreated to the living room.
Miriam braced herself against the kitchen counter, finally able to process what had happened. She had let him blow his load inside of her because she had panicked. That shouldn't have happened. That was dangerous. Next time, she'd have to stop him.
Next time? She caught herself thinking about the next time already. What if Souley had his fill and that was the end of that? Just a quick pump and dump of the friend's slutty mom.
That thought made her sad.
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It had been a week from hell. Miriam picked up her phone again but, just as it had been a minute earlier, there was nothing. She scowled. She was determined not to call Souley, no matter how tempting it might be.
Last week, she had lost the upper hand with Souley. If she was going to call him and beg for sex now, there was no way that she would ever be able to regain it but she knew that she had to. Not being the one in charge drove her mad.
Every single day, it felt like all she could think about was that magnificent cock inside of her. She couldn't look at anything remotely phallic without picturing it. She started to drool just imagining it. Even masturbating five times a day didn't help.
Sex with Steven was out of the question. She tried that, the day after she had been with Souley. It just didn't feel the same anymore. His little cock poking around between her legs was more of a nuisance than pleasure.
They had gotten in a fight when Steven saw the dildo she had bought for herself. He had been appalled at the size of it, insinuating that it would ruin her "down there." That's when she pulled out an even bigger one and masturbated with it right in front of him. The entire time, his eyes had been glued on her, terrified.
But even a bigger dildo wasn't as good as Souley's cock. A toy couldn't use her the way he did, couldn't push her against the balustrade and fuck her in front of her husband.
Miriam checked the phone again. There was nothing. She wanted to slam it against the wall.
Why hadn't he contacted her?
That's when it hit her. She had his number but he didn't have hers.
Heat rose to her head. If she wanted to do anything with him again, she would have to be the one to initiate it. It was a trap and she had no choice but to walk into it.
With trembling hands, she picked up her phone again and scrolled through the contacts. She dialed Souley.
It rang. Her heart hammered.
"Yo, who's this?" Souley asked.
"It's me," she said.
"Ohhhh snap, didn't think I'd hear from you again. Haven't gotten enough, huh?"
"Shut up," she snapped. "I'm only calling you because you don't have my number."
"Why would I want your number?" he chuckled.
"So that you can you-know-what."
"No, I don't know. Why do you mean?"
"You know," she persisted.
"Huh?"
"Don't play stupid, you know what I mean."
"I'm afraid not."
"Then I guess you'll never know."
"You were right, by the way."
"I was? About what?" she asked in surprise.
"My friends don't believe me."
"You... you told them? About..."
"Hell yeah, what did you expect?"
"That you don't ruin my damn life over two-hundred dollars," she said tersely.
"Yeah, well, they didn't believe me anyway."
"Good."
"You should tell them. They'd believe it then."
"What? Why in the world would I do that?"
"You don't have to, although..."
"Although what?"
"Well, I just think it's unfortunate we won't ever hook up again."
"Seriously? You're threatening me by withholding sex?"
"Is it working?" he chuckled.
"No. Goodbye," she snapped and ended the call.
Miriam was fuming with rage. What nerve did he have to expect that she would tell her son's friends that she had cheated on her husband with one of them?
It was unfathomably stupid.
On top of that, she had called him and gotten shot down. Possibly forever. Humiliated and unsatisfied. She grabbed a pillow and threw it as hard as she could against the wall.
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The drab, four-story apartment building was like many others in the city. Not particularly run-down but also not very extravagant. It was perfectly ordinary, could use a thorough cleaning, and seemed like an alright place to live.
Miriam stared at the building from inside her car. Her hands gripped the steering wheel so hard her knuckles turned white. Somewhere inside that building was Souley. Thinking about him made her feel good and bad at the same time.
As far as she was aware, Steven was completely oblivious. She had told him to his face that she was going out to cheat on him and the idiot just smiled at her, chuckled a bit, and told her to have fun. He didn't think she was capable of it.
That made up her mind. Not that she was doing it purely to spite him but it certainly steeled her decision. She opened the car door, grabbed her clutch, and stepped out.
Anyone looking at her would have taken her for a businesswoman at first glance. On second glance, however, they would notice that her skirt was a little bit too short to be appropriate for an office setting. They would also notice that there were too many buttons undone on her blouse.
And if someone had gotten a third, much more private look, they would have been able to tell that she wasn't wearing stockings at all but a garter belt. They would have been able to tell that she wasn't wearing a bra underneath her thin blouse. And no underwear.
Miriam looked left and right before crossing the parking lot, hoping that no one saw her in that ridiculous outfit. Souley had wanted her to wear it. It made her feel naked. She entered the building and was happy to see a working elevator. She did not want to attempt to climb the stairs to the third floor in heels.
Reaching door 3009, she paused another moment to catch her breath. She looked down and straightened out her skirt. She double-checked her makeup. She wished that she were anywhere else in the country.
She knocked.
The door swung open and Souley beamed at her. Unlike her, he was just wearing his normal clothes. Jeans and his soccer jersey. Her heart fluttered at the sight of him. She wanted nothing more than to get down on her knees and suck his cock.
Except he wasn't alone. Jonah and Oliver sat on the couch, gawping at her wide-eyed.
"Holy shit, she's here," Jonah blurted out.
"Oh my God," Oliver added in disbelief.
"Told you," Souley said, grinning, and turned back to her. "Come on in."
The door closed behind her and it felt like the bars on a prison cell shutting. The room looked like a typical bachelor pad. A single plant next to half a dozen empty pizza boxes. Much more empty soda cans on the table than three guys could drink. A TV that looked like it was the most expensive item in the room. It was almost embarrassing to be standing in the room.
"Told them what?" she asked, feigning innocence.
Oliver blushed a deep shade of red.
"Oh, uh, you know," Jonah mumbled.
"Know what? What is this about, Souley?"
Souley chuckled.
"Hah, I knew it!" Jonah suddenly cried out. "I knew it, I knew it. You are a filthy liar, Souley."
"That so?"
"Will someone tell me what's going on? Why did you call me here?" Miriam said, seizing the opportunity.
Perhaps Souley hadn't considered the end game. Perhaps it had been a bluff all along. That was a possibility she hadn't considered.
"It's nothing," Oliver said.
"Yeah, he just wanted to waste your time," Jonah said.
"Well, I guess I better leave then," Miriam said and turned around.
Except Souley stood right there, towering above her. He grinned down at her and she knew that she wasn't going to be let off that easily. He grabbed her by the shoulders and turned her around to face his two friends again.
"Mrs. Randall has something she wants to tell you," he said commandingly.
"Oh yeah?" Jonah jeered.
"Go on," Souley said quietly and nudged her in the back.
It was Miriam's turn to blush. She squeezed her lips shut and her nostrils flared in anger. But there was no way around it. Not if she wanted more of what she needed. She sighed.
"We... had a tryst," she muttered.
"A what?" Oliver asked, confused.
"A tryst," she repeated. "A... rendezvous of sorts."
"She's trying to say that I fucked her," Souley translated, looking over her shoulder.
The room went silent for a very long minute as both Oliver and Jonah were looking at her expectantly, waiting for her to blow up in a fit of rage.
"No way," Jonah said finally. "I don't buy it."
"See what I mean?" Souley told her.
"I guess it can't be helped, then," she said.
"Did you two really have sex?" Oliver blurted out.
"Yes," Miriam said, staring him down.
"How do we know you're not just saying that for the money?" Jonah asked, narrowing his eyes.
Miriam wanted to laugh out loud. It was obvious just how inexperienced Jonah was if he thought that she would tell people she cheated on her husband for a measly two-hundred dollars. To him, that might have been a small fortune.
She didn't get a chance to, however, as she felt Souley's hand on her waist.
"Do you think she'd let me do this, too?" he asked and his fingers hooked under the hem of her pencil skirt.
"Oh no," she said but it was too late.
Souley slid her skirt up and over her butt. Jonah's eyes looked like they were about to pop out of his skull any second and Oliver's weren't far behind. They acted like hers was the first pussy they had ever seen.
How the hell did she manage to get herself into that situation? She wanted to scream.
The humiliation wasn't over yet. Souley reached between her legs and slipped his middle and ring finger inside of her. They slipped right in, aided by a copious amount of her juices. She couldn't help but let a small groan. It wasn't his cock inside of her but his fingers felt good, too.
"Go on, tell them in words they'll understand," he whispered in her ear.
"We fucked," she said. "No, he fucked me. He fucked me with his hard, black cock and I loved every second of it."
Souley pulled his fingers out of her and seconds later pushed his fingers to her lips. She tasted her own juices and opened up to lick them clean.
"Pay up, gentlemen," Souley said.
Oliver was rooted to the couch like he had just seen a ghost but Jonah reached into his pocket and pulled out a wad of cash. He got up and approached them, never taking his eyes off of Miriam's pussy. She snatched the money out of his hand while gently biting down on Souley's fingers, warning him.
Technically, that would mean she was getting paid to have sex but she was the one who had earned it, after all. As long as Souley didn't think he could enrich himself with what he was doing, that was fine. She stuffed it in her clutch without counting.
"What happens now?" Jonah asked, staring at her tits.
"I don't know about you two but Mrs. Randall and I are going to go to my room and I will treat her with the utmost respect."
"Here?" Miriam asked, surprised.
"You're gonna have sex with her again?" Oliver gasped.
Souley walked toward a door on the left as if he didn't care at all whether or not she followed him. It was hard but she stopped herself from taking a step after him, instead she pushed her skirt back down. With one hand on the door handle, he turned around.
"Come on, you horny wench. You know you can't resist cock, don't even bother to try," he called out and disappeared inside the room.
Gritting her teeth, Miriam stood still, fuming. The two young men looked at her in a mix of fear and awe. She scowled.
Less than a minute later, Miriam stomped in the direction of the bedroom.
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"You're an asshole, you know that?" Miriam told Souley, closing the door behind her.
The room was small and just as uncomfortably furnished as the living room. There was a bed, on which Souley laid propped up on his elbow, a wooden chair with the back upholstery broken out, and an empty bookshelf. It was definitely not the kind of place she expected anyone to live in, let alone him.
"You like it?" Souley asked, waving around.
"I guess it's alright," she said apprehensively.
"It's Oliver's brother's apartment," he said. "I'm just crashing here for the break."
"Oh!" she said, relieved.
"And yes, I'm aware. This is the most fun I've had in a long time."
It was long overdue that she got what she came for. Miriam tossed her clutch on the chair and pounced on Souley. She managed to unzip his pants and fish out his cock in record time.
Wrapping her lips around his rapidly hardening dick made her feel like she was coming home at the end of a long day. She gave it a few licks before letting go of it and licking her way down his shaft. He was taking care of himself a lot more than she was. She licked his hairless balls and dragged her tongue all the way up the underside of his shaft.
Souley sat up and pulled his shirt over his head. His cock was hard as a rock and Miriam was forced to make a choice. To blow him or to fuck him.
The decision was taken out of her hand as Souley grabbed her under the shoulders and pulled her closer. She twisted, not to get away, but to not accidentally flatten his penis with her body. She couldn't risk anything happening to it. He undid the buttons on her blouse as she unfastened her skirt while kissing him. She was just about to undo her garter belt when Souley stopped her.
"Leave that on," he said, grinning.
"Ohh, you like it?" she teased, pulling away and posing for him.
"You know what, I do. I've always heard people talking about those like it was some sort of special something. I never understood why until seeing you wear them tonight."
"Aww, how sweet."
"Enough sweet, let's fuck."
"I thought you'd never ask!"
"Turn around."
"You got something special in mind?"
"I wanted to try reverse cowgirl. You know it?"
Miriam barked a quick laugh. Of course she knew what reverse cowgirl was. Not that she ever tried it with Steven. She liked the idea of trying it — not only was she cheating on her husband, she was also doing things she never did with him. How did Souley feel about anal? she wondered.
The time for questions was later. She faced the door and straddled his massive, seven-inch cock. It was a little weird to just see his smooth, brown legs lying in front of him. She placed her hands on his thighs, slowly sliding forward as she sank down on his rod.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she sighed very slowly.
"Even better than I remember," Souley said.
Miriam laughed and used her hips to work his cock. It wasn't so much going up and down as going back and forth, with his thick girth forcing her open. She liked the control she had when she was on top.
"Do all black guys have cocks as big as you?" she asked.
"Is that all you care about, size?"
Miriam straightened herself and leaned back slightly. It was incredible to feel the cock inside of her strain to hold her upright. She looked down and saw the onyx cock going inside of her pussy. Her labia clung to his shaft like they were hugging it. If she shaved off her bush, she'd be able to see even more.
That sent a shiver of titillation down her spine. Miriam had never shaved everything down there. She'd kept a neat bikini line with well-trimmed hair for years. Going bald was something chicks did for porn. It was something naughty and depraved. It sounded great.
"Well, is it?" Souley asked, pulling her thoughts back.
"A little bit, yeah," she replied. "I've never been with a black guy before. Or anyone so big."
Miriam reached up and squeezed her own breasts, which sent a shiver of excitement through her body. She added speed and vertical movement to her grinding, riding his cock in a big circle. There were so many different spots his cock hit inside of her, she'd need hours just to analyze them all.
"Have you always been this much of a slut?"
"God, what the hell happened to you? I remember when I confronted you in the bedroom, you were so terrified of me. You couldn't manage to bring out a single word. And now... ohhhhhhhh, mmmmmm..."
"I was terrified then. I figured you'd bust me and that would have been an epic shitstorm. But then you didn't and that made me wonder why. So I figured that if you weren't going to tell anyone about that, you weren't going to tell anybody anything else either. Turns out I'm right and I can do anything I want with you."
"No, you can't," she insisted. "We have to have some... mmmmmm—rules."
"There's only one rule," Souley said.
"Aaah!" Miriam called out.
Souley grabbed a fistful of her hair at the base of her head and pulled Miriam's head back. She let go of her breasts to flail her arms around frantically but just as he pulled her back, he also supported her. She was stuck.
"You are my slut now," he finished.
With a powerful thrust of his hip, Miriam's entire body was lifted up in the air and came crashing back down on his cock. There was a sharp ache inside of her when she made contact with his body again.
"Aaaaaoooohhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she groaned out loud.
That time she was ready for it, pushing herself up along with his thrust and plunging back down with full force. Another sharp ache, less painful and more pleasurable.
"Holy. Fucking. Wow!" she cried out.
The door opened. She heard it before she saw it, the distinct metallic squeak of the handle being turned too slow. The door swung open an inch. Just enough for two eyes to be visible — one near the handle's height, one a foot higher.
"No, no," she said and immediately clamped one hand over her pussy and the other arm around her breasts.
That's when Souley grabbed her left upper arm. He let go of her hair and grabbed her right upper arm. Using his strength, he pulled them back until she was exposed to the pair of peeping toms.
"Go away," she called out, trying her best to free herself from Souley's grip.
"Are they really watching?" Souley asked, laughing.
"This is not funny!"
The door opened further. There they were. Jonah and Oliver, gawping at her getting fucked and there was nothing she could do about it. Her son's best friend reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone.
Miriam squeezed her eyes shut so she didn't have to face the humiliation. Souley seemed to be enjoying it and he fucked her with renewed vigor. His cock plunged in and out of her, stoking her fire to new heights.
She knew perfectly well what happened to those kinds of videos. They'd upload them to some shady site on the internet where it would eventually go viral. News would spread like wildfire and soon the entire country would be able to see her ride black rock. Her husband would see it. Her parents would see it. Clay would see it.
The orgasm overran her like a freight train. Her entire body was on fire, an uncontrollable blaze. Pain flared up in her shoulders as her body was twisted by the powerful forces.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she groaned, wondering how that moan would sound being blared through millions of speakers around the world.
"Dude, I think she's coming," Jonah said.
"No shit, I can see that," Oliver replied.
"Hell yeah!" Souley screamed.
With his roar, Souley came, too. She was still trying to reorient herself when she felt his massive cock throb and pulsate.
When Miriam opened her eyes again, she was greeted to the sight of Jonah training his phone on her, absentmindedly rubbing his crotch. Oliver on the other hand was just staring at her like she was the second coming of Jesus.
Miriam laughed. She had no idea why but she laughed and it felt good. It was far too late to be able to change anything about her situation. She felt cum being squeezed out of her, riding a nineteen-year-old's cock while being caught on camera, and she couldn't care less.
She let herself fall back and Souley was there to slowly let her down. She kneaded her breasts, feeling the onset of another orgasm around the corner.
"Believe me now?" Souley called out.
Oliver and Jonah frantically nodded.
Miriam bucked her hips and dislodged his cock from her. She flipped around and planted her knees beside his waist, raising her butt in the air. She attacked his throat with a flurry of sloppy kisses and plunged her hand between her legs.
Warm semen coated her fingers immediately. She scooped it out, using it as lubrication. She rubbed her clit as fast as she could in her awkward position, letting out a loud moan.
It was a frenzy. She couldn't decide whether to moan like a pornstar to tease the voyeurs or kiss Souley to show her appreciation, so she alternated back and forth between the two of them. He squeezed her asscheeks, pulling them apart.
The second orgasm was just as amazing as the first. She pressed herself up against Souley's body, wanting to feel him. His heat joined herself. When it ebbed, she nestled herself up against him.
Souley gave her a clap on her butt.
"Alright, show's over," he said.
"What? Come on," Jonah complained.
"I said show's over."
"That was amazing, thank you," Oliver said and tugged on Jonah's arm. "Let's go. And I want a copy of that video."
"Oh for sure," Jonah laughed.
The door closed again.
"Don't worry, Mrs. Randall. I'll talk to them later and make sure they don't post the video anywhere."
"Thanks," she muttered. "And don't call me Mrs. Randall. That feels weird."
"No chance. I don't want to bang some random cougar. I want to bang Mrs. Randall."
Miriam didn't seem to have the strength to argue. She nuzzled his neck, tasting salty sweat on his skin, and just relaxed. She hadn't had sex that powerful in a long, long time and it had taken its toll on her.
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The doorbell rang.
"I'll get it," Miriam said.
Steven didn't argue. Miriam stood up and stretched her arms. She had no idea having sex could make her that sore but fucking Souley two nights in a row made her entire body ache. She shuffled toward the front door, leaving her husband to watch his show.
It was the last person in the world she had expected to show up. Jonah. Guilt washed over her, mixed with apprehension.
"Hi, Mrs. Randall," he said, grinning at her.
"Clay's not home," she said tersely.
"I know. I'm here for you," he countered and took a step forward.
Surprised, Miriam took a step back. Jonah pushed the door open and stood on the mat.
"Excuse me?"
"I have money," he said and reached into his pocket, pulling out two hundred-dollar bills.
It dawned on Miriam what he was implying. He wanted to fuck her like a cheap whore. She was flabbergasted. Little Jonah whose diapers she had changed thought she was willing to fuck guys for money. It was as pathetic as it was infuriating.
"No," she said firmly. "What the hell do you think you are doing, Jonah?"
"I can up it to three-hundred," he said, pulling another note out of his pocket. "But that's more than a fair. It's only gonna be a couple minutes, I just want to know what it feels like. Or we can do fifty for a blowjob."
"I don't fuck people for money," she snapped at him and turned around to stomp off.
"Come on, you horny wench. You know you can't resist cock, don't even bother to try!" Jonah called out, echoing Souley's words
Miriam stopped dead in her tracks, ready to unleash her full fury on him no matter what the consequences would be. She turned around to find him standing there defiantly with his pants around his knees and his dick out.
All the rage evaporated in an instant when she saw his three-inches-erect dick pointing at her. A laugh escaped her lips. He clutched his little dick between thumb and forefinger, pulling back the foreskin. His fingers were bigger than his penis.
Hearing her laugh, Jonah went bright red in his face. She snorted loudly, trying her best to get a grip on herself. He hastily pulled up his pants, backing out of the house. He tripped over the threshold and fell on his ass on the welcome mat.
"Get the hell out of here," Miriam said and shut the door.
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The Randalls sat around the dining table laden with delicious food. Loaded potatoes and meatloaf, a family staple. Despite that, the mood was mixed. Clay listlessly stirred around on his plate while Steven looked at his son with concern.
Miriam, however, was utterly proud of herself. She had spent more time than usual in the kitchen and even gotten dressed up for the occasion. She didn't know which occasion exactly but wearing a nice dress and doing her hair and makeup made her feel good. Her husband hadn't noticed or didn't care, either was a possibility.
But what made her happiest was that she managed to still be the perfect wife, despite everything. Souley had been over in the afternoon and he had fucked her bent over the kitchen counter. She had blown him and taken a big load all over her face and chest.
They had even tried anal sex but his cock turned out to be too big to fit into her untrained ass. That's why she was wearing a buttplug. It was just a simple thing, black silicone with a flared base, around two inches in diameter, but she felt it every time she squeezed her sphincter.
Despite that, she had cleaned the house — especially the cum-covered kitchen — made dinner, did laundry, and everything else she could think of. It felt like she had the energy she had in her twenties. And the libido.
And Steven had no idea. He didn't know that at that moment, she still had Souley's cum inside of her. He had no idea that she kissed him on the mouth with lips that had sucked black cock less than half an hour earlier. He had no idea that his wife was the star of an amateur porn video that she watched twice a day since Souley had given her a copy.
"Is everything alright, son?" Steven asked.
"Yeah, sure," Clay mumbled, slowly turning his potato into mash.
"Classes?" Steven inquired.
"Nah."
"Money?"
"If you're offering."
"Car alright?"
"Yeah, it's fine."
"Girl trouble?"
"As if."
"Friends?"
That one got no response from Clay except for an eye-roll.
"You don't have to tell us if you don't want to," Miriam offered.
"That's funny coming from you," he sniped back.
"What is that supposed to mean?" she asked, taken aback.
"Nothing," he muttered, shaking his head.
"Did I do something?" she asked Steven.
"Dear, maybe it's better if you stay out of this one."
"Why?"
"Because the last time you got involved, you did the one thing you weren't supposed to?" Clay snapped.
A shiver of terror raced down her spine. Did they know? How could they? Of course, Jonah would have blabbed.
"The LAN party?" Steven inquired.
"My friends have been acting weird ever since then. Oliver keeps asking when the next time we can have a party here is but every time he brings it up, Jonah gets all weird and says he will never set another foot in this house," Clay said.
"I see," Miriam responded and felt a breath of relief.
"That's odd," Steven said. "Did they say anything else?"
"No but I told you it would be a mistake. And then you guys talked me into it and now look at what happened."
"I'm sorry," Miriam said and she meant it.
"You are?" Steven asked in surprise.
"About what?" Clay asked at the same time.
"I think you might have been right with what you said the last time. Sometimes I think I forget what teenage boys are like."
"Did something happen?" Steven asked.
"When I went down there to deliver pizza, Jonah did something really gross," she admitted.
"He did?" Steven asked.
"Jonah?" Clay asked.
"Yeah. I was walking past him and he knocked down his cup. I bent over to retrieve it and, well, I think that's what he wanted. If you catch my drift."
"You were wearing really provocative clothes, Miri," Steven admonished her.
"What? I was wearing jeans, for God's sake. How is this my fault?" she fought back.
"I warned you," Clay said.
"Did you ever think about maybe warning your friends?" she snapped at him. "How is it my fault that your friends are perverts, Clay?"
"They're good boys, Miri," Steven attempted to pacify her.
"You're on their side? And I'm supposed to do what, wrap myself up in a burqa?"
"No, of course not!"
"Then what? Tell me. What?"
"You just need to..." Steven started but then stopped. He thought about it for a long moment. "You just need to be careful, okay?"
"No, I'm sick of this shit. Clay, go to your room. Your dad and I need to talk," she said in her best no-nonsense voice.
Clay looked very eager to get out of there. He dropped his fork and was gone before she could blink. Miriam turned to her husband.
"You need to calm down and apologize, Miri," he said sternly.
"Apologize? APOLOGIZE?"
"Isn't that why you sent Clay away? So it wouldn't be as humiliating?"
"Do you have any idea how it feels to be married to you? For years I thought that I was getting older and uglier and that's why our heat died down but that's not true. Clay's friends think I'm incredibly hot. They want me more than anything else. Do you know how great that feels?"
"You've gone mad!"
"No, I think I see clearly for the first time in decades. I'm sick of you and I'm sick of being shamed by you for who I am."
"So you admit you've been teasing all those guys on purpose?" he accused her triumphantly.
"No. Honestly, I had no idea. But you're right. I'm nothing but a sick, depraved slut. That's why I already fucked one of Clay's friends."
"Stop lying!" Steven shouted, reeling.
"I'm not. I've been fucking Souley for a month now. And God, it's so much better when the guy is well hung."
"Bullshit, you wouldn't dare!"
Miriam shot to her feet and snatched her phone off the kitchen counter, nearly tearing the phone charger out of the socket. She brought up the video Souley had sent her and shoved the device into Steven's face.
The video started focused on her bushy pussy with Souley's gargantuan cock thrusting in and out of her. At that point, he was already twisting her arms behind her back, rendering her helpless. Wet thuds and her moans could be heard through the speakers.
"That could be anyone," Steven said stubbornly.
Miriam didn't say anything. All she had to do was wait thirty seconds until Jonah zoomed out and got all of her on-screen. She watched the revelation through Steven's face. His eyes went wide and his mouth went slack. The color slowly drained from his face.
"No..." he muttered, half sigh, half whimper. "It's fake, right? Please tell me it's fake."
"It's one hundred percent real. You wouldn't believe how big his cock is unless you saw it in person. It's twice as long as yours and three times as thick. At least."
Tears welled up in Steven's eyes as he stared at the unfolding events. She turned off the video and he jerked backward, startled.
"Remember when you told me that I could fuck whoever I wanted as long as you got to watch your stupid show in peace? Guess what, you watched it in peace. I fucked someone else."
"That's not—no—I—" he stammered and his chin quivered.
It took a minute for Steven to digest everything. His upper lip began to tremble. That was a sign that he was getting angry. Miriam welcomed it. She didn't want to kick him while he was down, she wanted to get in the ring with him and beat him at full strength. Fury and madness raged within her.
"I want a divorce," Steven snapped.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you."
"Yes. I've worked my ass off trying to keep this marriage together, for Clay's sake, but I see that you're beyond help."
"Don't you dare bring our son into this after you've been poisoning him against me."
"He's the only thing stopping me right now from kicking your whore ass out on the curb."
"Is that so? Guess what, that's never gonna happen."
"What makes you think that? I know a good lawyer and you're gonna be penniless out on your ass in less than a week. I'd bet my life on it."
"But if you divorce me, Clay's gonna find out all about how his daddy couldn't satisfy his wife so she had to start fucking other guys. He's gonna find out that by the time he was a teenager, his dick was already bigger than yours. Oh, that's going to be so humiliating for you, won't it? Every time he looks at you, he's gonna know his Dad is just angry at me for having a small dick."
"You wouldn't dare!"
"You're the one that brought Clay into this."
"You can't. It would destroy him!"
"I think it would hurt you more than him, dear."
Steven swallowed. "What do you want?"
"From you? Nothing. I'm going to keep fucking whoever I want, whenever I want. You're not going to divorce me and if you tell anyone, Clay will find out everything."
"That's not fair."
"Neither is having to put up with your bullshit."
"Then leave."
"Where's the fun in that?" she laughed. "So, do you accept my terms?"
"Hell no."
"Well, I'm going to go talk to our son," Miriam said and turned around, taking a step toward the hallway.
"NO! Stop!" Steven cried out. "Don't tell him anything!"
"That's up to you, dear. I'm gonna talk to Clay—no, I won't tell him, yet. Once I come back down, I await your decision."
Leaving him sputtering, she headed up the stairs. The door to Clay's room was closed. She didn't know what to say to him yet.
First stop was the master bathroom. She was definitely not in her incredibly horny mood anymore and the buttplug that was still inside her started to annoy her. That had to go before she sat down with her son.
"Clay?" she called out, knocking on his door.
There was no answer. She went in. He laid face down on his bed, unmoving. She sat down at the edge of the mattress and patted his shoulder.
"I'm sorry about that," she said softly. "I hope we weren't too loud down there."
"You were."
"Sorry. Did you overhear us?" she probed carefully.
"No, not really."
"That's good," she said, sighing in relief. "I just want you to know that it has nothing to do with you, okay?"
"Didn't seem like it."
"It was something between your father and I. You know, marriage stuff."
"Ew, mom!" Clay called out and flipped around.
His eyes were red and seeing him in pain because of her stung. If he ever found out about her and Souley, it would be ten times worse.
"I love you and I'd never do anything to hurt you."
"I know, Mom," Clay said and scrunched up his face.
"And I'm really sorry about your friends having a problem with me."
"I know it's not your fault."
"You do?" she asked, surprised.
"I'm not stupid. I know that you're pretty and that's not your fault. Dad says it is but I thought about it and I mean, you were just born that way."
"Right," she nodded.
"I'm sorry I lashed out at you."
"Oh honey, I love you so much," she said and went in for a hug. "And don't worry about your father. I think he might be changing his mind."
Two minutes later, Miriam closed the door to Clay's room behind herself. She felt much, much better about herself and her situation. As long as Clay never found out what she was doing to Steven, it was alright. And she would never tell him, no matter what she said to her husband.
She was going to have to bluff her way through it all.
Steven waited at the bottom of the stairs for her. He had one hand on the balustrade and his entire body was so tense, the lightest touch would have made him explode. His lips quivered. He was terrified.
"D-did you tell him?" he asked, voice croaking like a bullfrog.
"Not yet. You got lucky. This time. He didn't overhear our argument. I did tell him something, though."
"What?"
"That you are going to be a different man from now on. I'm tired of you poisoning his mind, so starting right now, you will never insult me in front of him again."
"It's not an insult if it's true. You are a despicable whore of the worst kind," he spat.
"You know that. I know that. Clay's friends know that. But unless you want the whole world to know all of our, and especially your, secrets, you should pretend that I'm the purest angel on earth."
"I will do no such thing."
"Fine," she replied and shrugged, pushing past him. "The choice is yours."
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Miriam squeezed her breasts together. Souley's precum oozing tip poked out between her funbags. It popped up for a second and dipped back down between her flesh. It didn't really do much for her, it just kinda felt funny. There was enough lube on her chest to fill a swimming pool.
"Guys like this?" she asked.
"It's... not bad," Souley said, bucking his hips.
They were in Miriam's bedroom. The air was laden with sex and sweat. They had been for a while. She knelt on the floor next to the bed while Souley sat at the edge, leaning back.
It was an awful position. With both her hands squeezing together her boobs, she couldn't even masturbate. She was little more than a sex toy, only existing for his gratification.
"Why are you scowling?" Souley asked.
"Because tit-fucking is very boring. For me. I'm not doing anything. I can't even get myself off."
"Wanna stop?"
"No, I don't want to stop. I told you that I wanted to fulfill one of your sexual desires, no matter what it was. Does it feel good?"
"Kinda, yeah," he replied, grinning.
"Does that make you happy? Having me as your sex toy?"
"Of course it does. You're so much more than a sex toy, though."
"Well, that's good to know."
"Sex toys don't give suggestions on how to be even more perverted."
Miriam snorted. "It was pretty fun to fuck on the balcony, wasn't it?"
"I was so scared the entire time. Are you sure nobody saw us?"
"Doubt it. There's nobody home at noon on a Tuesday."
"You're home."
"I'm different."
"Someone might have overheard despite those tall hedges."
"That reminds me, I told my husband," she said.
At once, Souley froze. His eyes went wide. It reminded her of that first illicit meeting they had, the one she initiated. He had been frightened then, too. She could smell the opportunity to seize the reins. Since he had stopped, she took over, leaning forward to slide her breasts down his shaft.
"You told him what?" Souley asked.
"That I'm fucking you. Showed him the video, too."
"You did not."
"I did."
"Why?"
"We got into a fight and I wanted to shut him up."
"Did it work?"
"God, yes. He's practically emasculated."
"Wow. Just... is he upset?"
"Yes. Very much so. But don't worry, he won't do anything."
"He won't?" Souley asked skeptically.
"He won't because if he tells anyone, the whole world is gonna find out how small his dick is."
"Seriously?"
"Uh-huh. I wanted to ask a favor from you."
"Sure."
"I want you to meet him."
"I've met him plenty of times already."
"Never as my lover. I want you to come over and I want him to see you and me, hugging. Kissing. I want him to have to hear us fuck through the walls. I want him to suffer."
Miriam hadn't realized just how much she wanted those things until she began to list them. She put more effort into her tit-fuck, rubbing his pole with renewed vigor.
"You're mad," Souley laughed.
"I am. Think about it, please."
A warm spurt splashed against Miriam's throat, quickly followed by another. Semen oozed out of his tip, pooling in her cleavage. She grinned, slid down his pole, and popped his head into her mouth. She nuzzled the last drops of cum out of him.
"Okay," Souley said with a sigh.
"Wonderful!"
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It had been years since Miriam had visited Steven at work. It was still in the same office and, as far as she knew, he still had the same cubicle. Nothing had changed in four years. No promotion, no demotion, nothing. How did he stand the monotony?
The IT department was on the third floor of the five floor building. It was all glass and clean, white walls. Two dozen cubicles filled the vast majority of the space, with offices lining the West wall. The windows were nice and bright but the air conditioning was far too cold.
"Miri!" Steven asked, startled.
"Hi, honey," she cooed and plopped down next to his mousepad.
"What are you doing here?"
"I have an appointment with Mr. Fastings and I couldn't just come all the way up here and not stop by to say hi, could I?"
"You have a... meeting? With my boss?"
"That's right. I'd love to have a little chat with him about you."
"About me?" Steven asked, frightened. "Please, honey, you promised. I haven't told anyone that you are... you know."
"First of all, I never promised anything. And secondly, I know."
"You know?"
"Yes, you've been a very good boy so far."
"Then what is it?"
"When was the last time you got a raise?"
"Uh, I got the annual two-percent."
"Well, leave it to me," Miriam said and hopped off his desk.
"Wait, Miri! Miriam!" Steven said agitatedly.
Miriam straightened her short pencil skirt and flattened a few wrinkles in her blouse, all the while ignoring Steven. Once he stopped pleading, she set off in the direction of the IT department manager, Mr. Fastings.
Without knocking, she opened the door and went inside.
Ten minutes later, she opened the door again and stepped out. Steven's head popped up above the cubicle walls and she gave a little wave. He immediately ducked down again.
"What did you say to him?" Steven demanded.
Instead of answering, Miriam grinned at him. There was sticky, semi-transparent goo clinging to her upper lip. She leaned in and placed a peck on her husband's lips.
He recoiled with horror and began to furiously wipe his lips on the back of his hand.
"Oh, sorry!" Miriam said and politely chuckled before slowly and very obviously licking her lips.
"You... you... you..." Steven stammered.
"Your boss is very friendly," she said.
"No, oh God, Miriam, no..."
Miriam looked around the cubicle and spotted the two pictures sitting propped up against the wall. They were both four-by-five-inch portraits, one of Clay at his high school graduation, and one of the two of them on their honeymoon.
She picked up the latter and gazed at it. They had been so young then. So many years ago. Back then, she had been fiercely in love with him, thinking the feeling was mutual. Had it been or had she just seen what she wanted to see?
"This picture is way too old, I got you a new one."
Miriam twisted the fob on the back of the picture frame and pulled out the print. She reached into her purse and pulled out the replacement. Looking at it made her smile.
On it, her entire face was glazed with cum. Souley's big cock entered the frame from the bottom, resting his tip on her lips. She nuzzled it with her eyes shut. It was very, very dirty and she loved it.
She pushed the new print into the frame, closed the fob once more, and set it down on the table in front of Steven.
"What the fuck?" Steven blurted out, jumping in surprise. He slammed the frame face down on the table.
"I wanted you to have a picture of the new me."
"I can't have this shit at work," he hissed.
"Then throw it out, I don't care. You just can't pretend like you still have the old me. Enjoy your day!"
"Miri! I don't want this!" he called after her.
But she was already gone. She stepped back in the elevator, unable to stop herself from grinning, even if her mouth tasted foul.
The little tube of fake cum she had bought had been way, way too salty. It definitely missed the rich aroma of real cum, especially the texture. But it looked very convincing and she seriously doubted that Steven would be able to tell the difference. The poor girl working as Mr. Fasting's secretary had been so eager to be able to gossip with another chick, she had never even asked Miriam her name or what she wanted to do.
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The car pulled into the garage a little after six. Miriam listened to the sound of the automatic door opening and closing while dabbing some rouge on her cheeks. She was almost ready.
Since Souley had enjoyed it so much the last time, she wore stockings and garter belt again but this time in a very sinful red. With matching bra and panties, of course. The entire ensemble was hidden by a not-too-loose black midi dress. It was long enough to cover up the hem of her stockings but left plenty of leg to ogle at.
Downstairs, everything remained silent. She admired herself in the mirror one last time and then sighed. Steven was either unusually quiet or he was still in the garage. What was he doing? Had she overdone it and pushed him over the edge?
Worried, she headed downstairs. The lights were off. She definitely heard the car arrive. When she poked her head into the garage, she saw him. He sat in the car with both hands gripping the steering wheel, not moving.
Miriam didn't want to walk on the cold cement in her beautiful stockings and opted to flick on the garage light. Steven jumped and looked around as if he had forgotten where he was. He focused on her with teary-red eyes.
Steven opened the door and slunked out of the seat. He braced himself on the roof of the car as if he didn't have the strength to stand on his own. She almost felt bad for him.
"Is everything alright?" she asked with genuine concern.
Without saying anything, her husband trudged toward her. She stepped aside to let him pass and shuffle into the kitchen. Something was definitely up. She followed him to the fridge where he pulled out a can of beer, cracked it open, and then just stood there without raising it to his lips.
"I got a raise today," he said in a voice so faint she almost didn't catch it.
Miriam was stunned. A raise? Surely that would have made him happy.
Then she remembered her little stunt. As far as he knew, she had blown his boss. He thought that she was the reason for his raise.
"Congratulations," she said in a half congratulatory, half apologetic manner.
"The old fuck must have been really desperate because I never thought your shitty blowjobs were worth three thousand a year," he replied.
And there it was. Any sort of guilt she felt about the incident evaporated in an instant.
"Well, I told him that the first blowjob was free. If he wanted more, all he had to do is give you a raise. The more he gives you, the more he gets from me. What do you think, my dear husband? How much should I put out for three-K?"
Steven looked at me as if I were an alien with three heads and horns. "For three he can just have all of you. Go marry him and leave me alone."
"No, no, I could never marry him. He's way too old and, honestly, you are better looking."
"Gee, thank you so much for that."
"It's true, you know. I used to love you. A lot. I never wanted anything more. I was happy. But you changed. We stopped having sex. I practically begged for sex and you refused."
"Oh, so it's my fault you're spreading your legs for other men?"
"Well, a little bit, yeah."
"Don't bullshit me, Miri. I know all about what it's like for women."
"You do?" she inquired.
"Yeah, once a woman is past her prime, she knows that she's useless. That's when you start cheating so you can try and feel like you're young again."
Incredulously, Miriam tried to digest the words. Past her prime? She never felt younger or sexier or more powerful in her entire life. He was wrong about everything. She wasn't trying to recapture her lost glory. She was feeling better than she ever had. Steven felt awfully proud of what he had said, judging from the way he smirked at her.
"I think I'll let him finger me," she mused out loud.
"Who?"
"Craig. Oh, sorry, I mean Mr. Fastings."
That wiped the smile off of Steven's face.
"Do what you want," he grunted.
At last, he raised the can of beer to his lips to take a sip. It was closed. He looked at her as if it was her fault.
The doorbell rang.
"I'll get it," Miriam said quickly and headed for the front door.
Souley really was everything her husband was not. He wore a black tank top and simple jeans while exuding an aura of cocky confidence. Her heart beat a little quicker and she felt her nipples get hard and a tingle between her legs.
"Great timing," she beamed at him.
He stepped over the threshold, scooped her up with one arm, and pressed his wonderfully warm lips on hers. His hand darted for her ass cheek, giving it a firm squeeze. She melted against him, relishing his tongue darting between her lips.
"Let's go show you off," she said when the kiss finally ended.
"Are you sure about this?"
"One hundred percent."
"And he doesn't own a gun or anything?"
"Of course not. He's as meek as they come."
"Well, this is gonna be interesting."
Grinning, Miriam took Souley's hand and led him to the living room. Steven unmuted the TV as soon as he heard their footsteps getting closer. He had been listening.
When she nudged Souley into his view, Steven pretended like he wasn't able to see the handsome black man in front of him. His gaze was fixed on the TV, where an animated bald man proclaimed that his cleaning product worked miracles. Neither the commercial nor her husband's performance was very convincing.
"Don't you want to say hello to our guest?" she prompted.
"Not really," Steven grunted, doing his best to ignore her.
"That's very rude."
"I don't give a shit."
"Now, now, there's no need for such language. I just wanted to give you a chance to say hello to the man who is making my life so wonderful."
There was no response from Steven. That was unfortunate. She had hoped for some sort of petty comeback so she could follow up. Now she had to just go for it.
"Actually, I really wanted you to be able to see what's been making me so happy."
Eyebrows furrowed, Steven looked at her puzzled. She grinned from ear to ear.
Miriam leaned forward, grabbed Souley's belt buckle with her left hand and the top of the zipper with her right. The sound of the fly being pulled open was as loud as thunder. She pushed down his boxers and scooped up her favorite appendage in the world without taking eyes off her husband.
The look on Steven's face was worth a million dollars. His eyebrows shot up, his eyes went wide, his mouth fell open. Souley wasn't even hard. The black cock, semi-flaccid, was far bigger than Steven's. She ran her hand down his shaft, gripped the base, and gave it a little shake.
"Hello, Steven," she said in the deepest voice she could muster.
Steven gulped.
"It's not even hard, yet. Watch this."
Miriam pumped Souley's cock. From the base of his shaft, all the way to the tip. On the opposite stroke, she pulled down his foreskin and caressed the top of his glans with her thumb. It took noticeably more encouragement than usual but grow it did.
All the way to its impressive seven to seven-and-a-half inch prowess.
"It looks so much bigger in real life than it does on the screen, doesn't it?" she asked.
As if hypnotized, Steven didn't respond. He didn't even look at her. His eyes were glued on Souley's dick. During the many years they had been married, Miriam learned to read most of her husband's thoughts at a glance.
He was very terrified, yes, but even more than that, envious. He was face to face with his own inadequacies. His shortcomings as a man.
It was like being drunk. Miriam knew how much power she held in her hand. A seven-inch magic wand that could turn her husband's heart to ash. She stroked the cock harder when something distracted her. A wet something splashed on her right breast. She looked down and realized she had been drooling.
"I love this cock so much," she said and sank to her knees.
The moment she had her lips wrapped around Souley's knob and licked up the copious amounts of pre-cum, Steven jumped to his feet and stomped with heavy steps out of the living room. She didn't care, she had accomplished what she wanted.
Well, part of it anyway. With a loud sucking noise, she released her toy and stood up again. She grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head.
"Aw yeah, that's the good stuff," Souley said appreciatively.
It felt amazing to hear him say that. Even though he had seen her naked many times and fucked her every way he wanted, he still had that same look in his eyes. The one that said he couldn't believe how lucky he was to get to fuck his friend's mom.
Miriam pushed him on the couch, right on the spot her husband had just vacated. She couldn't bear the delay and just pushed aside her panties while straddling his cock. It sank right in.
Everything in the world felt right once more.
"Ohhhhhh yeah," she called out, much louder than usual.
"Jesus, you're cruel," Souley chuckled.
"It's so big it almost hurts!" she yelled.
"Is he gay or something?" Souley asked.
"What?" Miriam asked, so surprised by the question that she stopped grinding him.
"When he was looking at me like that, I didn't know whether he wanted to punch me or suck me off."
Miriam giggled. "You really think so?"
"Never had a man look at me like that."
"When was the last time a guy whose wife you're fucking saw your dick?"
"Never, I suppose."
Miriam wondered if Souley could have been right. She didn't think so but maybe there was another universe where her husband hadn't just stared at it. Maybe that other Steven had quietly slipped off the couch and crawled over to kneel beside her.
The thought of her husband carefully approaching Souley's cock like trying to tame a wild horse was like a rush. Her body kicked into high gear. She grabbed a fistful of Souley's tank top and started to ride him as hard as she could.
"Holy shit," Souley grunted.
"Ohhhh, mmmmm, ohhhhh," she moaned.
With her eyes closed, she let her imagination run free. Steven's tongue licking a wide swath across Souley's mahogany shaft.
"Oh yeah, oh yeah, ohhh yeah," she called out, remembering to be extra loud.
The image of Steven taking a load to his face sent a shiver down her spine. The shiver was incredibly powerful and kept getting stronger and stronger.
"Already?" Souley chuckled.
"Hell yeah, oh yeah, I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming on your giant black cock. Oh God, this is good. Oh God, it's... ohhhh God, ohhhh, ohhh, ohhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Miriam cried out.
Upstairs, the bedroom door slammed shut loudly. It didn't matter. The walls in the house weren't so thin that you could hear everything but she knew that if someone raised their voice above conversation level, it would be audible in the bedroom, which was right above the living room. And when she screamed as she had, there would be no escaping it.
"Hold on a second," she said and climbed off of him. "Take off your jeans," she told him while pushing down on her own panties.
"Ah, much better," Souley said.
"Yes. I didn't notice until now but these panties were pinching my labia."
"You were out of this world. Never seen you that... inspired."
Miriam returned to her throne, lowering herself into his lap much more slowly. She started rhythmically rocking her hips back and forth, leaning forward to kiss him. That was her favorite position. She was able to squeeze her vagina and feel the sheer length of him inside of her.
"I don't know what it is, I just love seeing him that humiliated," she admitted.
"I feel kinda bad for him," Souley said.
"Says the one fucking his wife," she reminded him.
Souley chuckled. "I don't feel bad enough to stop. He's just so..."
"Pathetic?" Miriam prompted.
"Yeah."
"Isn't it great?"
"It's definitely exciting."
"I want him to suffer."
"He's definitely doing that."
"No, I really want him to suffer. I want him to know what a useless waste of a man he really is. I want him to grovel on his hands and knees, apologizing for every damn insult he ever hurled at me and beg me to have sex with you."
"Yeah, right. That ain't gonna happen. No man is gonna do that, not even your husband."
"Leave that up to me, my dear. All you have to do is put your baby juice in me."
"Ew, don't call it that."
Miriam sucked in a lungful of air. "PUT YOUR BABY JUICE IN ME!" she yelled as loud as she could.
Souly bucked his hips in jest, trying to kick her off, but she reacted instantly, balancing herself on top of him. She grinned at him and he smiled back. It was time to do what they were best at.
It wasn't about Steven anymore, just about the two of them. His hard cock plunging deep inside of her vagina. She loved every second of it.
Ten minutes later, she rested in his arms, sweaty and hard of breath. His semen oozed out of her, dripping on his thigh and then on the couch. Steven's favorite spot in the house. She had no idea if he was still in the building or not.
It was time to investigate.
"I'm gonna check on my husband. Please make yourself at home. You know where everything is."
"I could use a drink."
Miriam scooped up the bra that had landed on the floor at some point during their coupling and put it back on. She left the panties lying on the floor. She wanted Steven to see the mess between her legs. Cum mixed with sweat and her own juices coating her inner thighs and pussy.
Naturally, he would get upset if he saw that. She headed up the stairs, mulling over what she was going to say to him. Nothing seemed quite perfect for the situation. She opened the door to their bedroom without knocking.
It was empty. She tried Steven's office. Also empty but the laptop's screen was still on. That left only the bathroom. It was locked.
"Honey?" she called out.
"Go away," Steven replied.
Miriam shrugged and headed for the laptop. She almost sat down on the comfortable office chair before remembering the mess. It was her chair, too, and the fabric was really nice. So she just leaned over and typed in the password.
There was nothing incriminating on the screen. What had she expected? Then she remembered the little trick that her son had shown her one time when she forgot to bookmark a page. She clicked all the menu items at the top of the browser until she found the one she was looking for: Browsing History.
"Jackpot," she whispered.
A lot of searches had been made in the last fifteen minutes:
Search Results: penis size
Search Results: average penis size
Search Results: average penis size white male
Search Results: average penis size black male
Search Results: is three inches small?
Search Results: black penis next to white penis
Search Results: black penis next to ruler
Search Results: small black penis
Search Results: biggest penis in the world
Wikipedia: Jonah Falcon
Search Results: do white guys have smaller penises than black guys
Search Results: does size matter?
Gabby's Blog: Tips For Satisfying Sex
Search Results: scientific study does penis size matter?
What Women Really Say About Penis Size | ScienceNow
Search Results: satisfying women
3 Ways to Satisfy a Woman - wikiHow
Search Results: satisfying women with a small penis
Ella's Health Tips
PornLive.xxx
PornLive.xxx - Search: big cocks
PornLive.xxx - Search: big white cocks
PornLive.xxx - Search: large white cocks
PornLive.xxx - Search: large white cocks -bbc
PornLive.xxx - Guy With Twelve Inch Dick Fucks Teacher
PornLive.xxx - Tiny Cheerleader Impaled on Massive Cock
Miriam read the list with growing excitement. Just as she had suspected, she had nailed Steven right in his most vulnerable spot. She clicked on the most recent link.
A video popped up on the screen with the progress bar set at 29:13 of its total length of 32 minutes. It was set in a far-too-clean locker room with a bench in the middle and lockers on either side. A young woman in her early twenties laid on her back on the bench wearing nothing but a red-and-blue cheerleader skirt pulled up over her thin waist.
The cock of the guy was, to his credit, pretty damn big. It could have just been the perspective but it definitely looked bigger than Souley's. He was going at her pretty damn hard and the close-up showed his meaty dick wedging between two puffed-up, glossy-wet, bare-shaved labia. That made Miriam want to shave, again.
"What are you doing?" Steven barked behind her.
"Just watching this video," she replied and leaned away from the screen.
Steven's face paled. "Get away from there!"
In two large strides, he rushed to the computer, roughly pushed her aside, and slammed his hand on the keyboard. The window immediately disappeared.
"Hey! Don't push me."
"You had no right to watch that!"
"I just wanted to make sure you're alright. You left rather quickly earlier."
"I left because you were... because you were..." he spluttered.
"About to have the best damn sex of my life?"
"If sex is all you care about, you don't need a pathetic loser like him," Steven said in agitation.
He unbuckled his belt and fumbled with his pants button.
"What are you doing?"
"Giving you what you've been asking for. I'm your husband, I'm the only person you need for satisfaction."
Surprised by the sudden change in direction, she just raised her eyebrow and watched him shove down his pants. He pushed down his briefs. For a brief second, she was hoping that she'd see something else but she didn't.
It was the same small dick she had married more than two decades ago. He even was hard already but it didn't seem to make much of a difference. It only barely protruded past the tangle of public hair. She definitely had to shave, she reminded herself.
"Can't take your eyes off of it, huh?" Steven grunted. "Well, you better be ready for what's about to come."
"Alright, let's see it," she said, more curious than anything else.
Steven grabbed her by the shoulder and pushed her down on the computer table, pinning her in place with a hand on the small of her back. It was very much unlike him and she had to admit, she didn't mind it so far.
Then he entered her. It was such a familiar feeling that it surprised her. Like coming home after a vacation. Everything was the same but different. She was different.
While it was true that her sensitive area didn't really go that far deep inside her pussy, it wasn't just about his length. Souley's cock was just so much thicker, too. The sensation of her vagina distending, of her walls being pushed apart, was entirely missing.
Steven's thighs slammed into her, which was the only appreciable sensation that reminded her of real sex.
"You like that, huh? You like that, you bitch?" he grunted. "Seeing that big white cock got you all wet, huh?"
Miriam rolled her eyes.
"No, most of what you're feeling down there is actually Souley's cum."
It was the oddest sensation. She felt Steven go soft inside of her. It happened almost instantaneously after she finished her sentence. Steven froze for five long seconds, then stepped away. She raised herself up and turned to look at him.
Steven's groin was smeared with juices. His pubic hair was matted with a creamy white froth. His penis, almost retreating into his body, was slick with cum. He looked down at himself, horrified, and stumbled toward the bathroom.
After only one step, the pants around his knees caused him to trip and fall backward. He braced himself with his hands and let out a loud groan. It didn't stop him and he fell on his ass. Quick as a spider, he crawled out of his pants and scurried through the door.
Steven slammed it shut loudly behind him.
That had gone much better than she anticipated. The thought that Steven might try and have sex with her never even crossed her mind but the utter despair she saw when she told him that Souley's cum was all over his dick had been wonderful.
"I think letting him have sex with me is even more fun than denying him sex," she told Souley as she walked into the kitchen.
"You had sex?" Souley asked, sandwich in one hand, can of coke in the other.
"Well, not really. He tried to redeem his manhood," she said in a mocking tone. "But he went soft when I told him that I wasn't wet, it was your baby juice."
"Poor guy."
"How fond are you of Jonah?"
"He's alright, I guess. We used to be really close but we've grown apart since the whole college thing started. Why?"
"Did I tell you that he came to the house and tried to proposition me?"
"He did?"
"Yeah. It was after we hooked up the first time. He pretended like he lost his phone and then tried to offer me money to have sex with him."
"Oh jeez, that idiot," Souley sighed.
"I refused naturally and then he said that thing you said to me, come on, you horny wench. You know you can't resist cock, don't even bother to try."
"He didn't."
"He did."
"Oh God, I'm really sorry. I'll go have a chat with him."
"It gets better. Just when I turned him down again, he pulled down his pants and showed me his dick. Like that would somehow turn me into a slobbering slut."
"That idiot. Don't worry, he won't do that again."
"I have a better idea."
"Oh?"
"I think I want to tease him like I just teased Steven."
"By... letting him have sex with you?"
"No, no, no, that would be way too much. I'm just going to dangle it right in front of him. He's going to blow his load just from the sheer anticipation of scoring but he'll always be out of reach."
"Poor Jonah."
"Do you mind? I won't do anything if you don't like it."
"Nah, it's okay. Little horndog deserves it," Souley chuckled.
"You really are the best," she said. "Let me show you how much I appreciate everything you do."
Miriam knelt down in front of him, grabbed his cock, and guided the tip into her mouth. Souley took a big bite out of his sandwich, closed his eyes, and smiled.
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The Breakfast Nook seemed like a lovely little restaurant. It was on the second floor, right above a supermarket, and if Miriam hadn't known exactly where to go, she probably never would have found it. She ended the call, shoved the phone back in her purse, and ascended the stairs. Her two-inch heels clicked on the steps.
Wearing sexy clothing was second nature to Miriam already. There was a time when she thought that nothing would ever beat a comfortable pair of jeans and a sweatshirt but that time had passed. She enjoyed the looks she received wearing skin-tight dresses that hugged her figure. It was the thought of someone wanting to be with her but knowing they'd never be able to that really excited her.
Despite the restaurant's name, it was open well into the afternoon. The place was packed but still managed to exude an atmosphere of romance. That was in large part to the design of sectioning off tables with heavy curtains and dim lighting. She scanned around the room until she spotted whom she was looking for.
At one of the tables, three-quarters of the way to the back, sat chubby Jonah and a pretty, young woman. He looked quite comical in his crisp shirt and dark pants — it definitely wasn't his style. She looked a lot more comfortable in just a casual t-shirt, though she clearly put a lot more effort into her makeup. Blonde, blue-eyed, with a ponytail. A real catch.
Just in time, a much more well-dressed waiter approached the table. He had a few hushed words with Jonah. After the brief exchange, Jonah hesitantly stood up and followed the man toward the back. It was time.
Miriam walked with quick steps and slipped into the seat that Jonah had just vacated. "Hello, Stephanie. How are you?"
Two minutes later, Jonah — sans Waiter — returned. He stopped dead in his tracks at the sight of Miriam. He looked at her, at his date, back at her, growing more frightened by the second.
"Everything she said is a lie!" Jonah blurted out.
Both women turned to look at him. Miriam with a smirk on her face and Stephanie with a puzzled expression. Jonah paled.
"What do you mean?" Stephanie asked.
"I, uh, what did you tell her?" Jonah stammered, looking at Miriam.
"I just told her how nice she looked. You think that's a lie?"
"No, no, no, of course not."
"Told you he's skittish," Miriam giggled.
"What do you want?" Jonah asked gruffly and Stephanie perked her ears.
"I need your help with something."
"What?"
"It's a surprise."
"Hah! Yeah, right. As you can see, I'm busy right now. I'm on a date. Now, please leave."
"You're coming with me and you're going to pay me five-hundred dollars for it."
Stephanie's eyebrows shot up. Jonah looked as if she had just yanked down his pants.
"Why would I do that?" Jonah asked defiantly.
Miriam stood up, put one hand on Jonah's shoulder, and leaned in close to whisper, "It's going to be just the two of us, alone in a hotel room."
At once, blood rushed to Jonah's face, turning his cheeks a bright red. Without waiting to see if he would follow, Miriam headed for the restaurant's door. Three seconds later, she heard Jonah's rapid steps trying to catch up.
"Hey!" Stephanie yelled. "Hey, where are you going?"
The air in the parking lot somehow felt fresher than before. She drew in a big breath, relishing the excitement coursing through her. Up until the point where Jonah came through the doors, looking at her both terrified and eager, she hadn't been sure if her plan was going to work.
"Where are we going?" Jonah asked.
"To an ATM. Come on," she said and led him to the car.
During the short ride to the nearest Springfield Bank, Jonah fidgeted around in the passenger's side seat. His eyes kept flickering to Miriam, drinking in her sexy body. Several times he looked as if he was about to speak but then thought better of it.
"Alright," Miriam said, pulling into the parking lot of the small bank building. "Get me five-hundred bucks, please."
"That's a lot of money," Jonah stalled.
"You don't think I'm worth it?"
"That's not what I meant!"
"I just want to know what it's for, that's all."
"Ah, you want a little taste, is that it?" Miriam asked coyly.
That was as exciting for her as it was going to be for him. She looked around but fortunately, there was nobody in the parking lot. She wasn't entirely sure if that would have stopped her or not. She shrugged out of her shoulder strap and pulled the right half of her top down.
Miriam wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipple was hard as a diamond. She squeezed her breast eagerly. Brushing over her nipple with her index finger sent ripples of electricity down her spine. Jonah licked his lips.
"So..." she prompted.
That snapped Jonah out of his reverie with a start. He nodded quickly and opened the car door, scurrying toward the ATM. Miriam pulled her top back up and watched the young man fiddle around with the machine.
A minute later, Jonah waved five crisp hundred-dollar bills at her. He slid into the passenger seat but did not offer her the cash. "So we're going to have sex?" he asked hopefully.
"No," she said firmly.
A frown appeared on Jonah's face. "But you said—"
"That we were going to a hotel room. Just the two of us. Yes."
"But not to have sex?"
"No. I'm not going to have sex with you. But," she paused for dramatic effect, "I am going to be naked. Do you like looking at me while I'm naked?"
"Yes."
"You'll get to see every inch of my naked body, up close and personal."
"Okay," Jonah said quickly.
"Then please hand me the money."
Without objecting, Jonah offered her the five bills. She grabbed them between index and middle finger and stuffed them into the purse lying on the back seat.
The Empire International was one of Springfield's most extravagant hotels. Twenty-five stories of steel and glass, it touted five-star service with a rooftop pool and its own silver screen. Miriam had never stayed there but she had attended events that took place there.
Jonah stayed quiet as a mouse, gawping at the luxurious marble entrance hall. Miriam headed straight for the elevators, pressing the button for the twenty-fifth floor. The room wasn't the penthouse suite but it was one of the more expensive rooms — a cool hundred-twenty dollars a night. She pulled the key card out of her purse and swiped it in front of the sensor.
The inside of the room was definitely worth the money. A king-size bed and seventy-five-inch TV. Everything decorated in tasteful white with red highlights. Modern but in a cozy, comfortable way. The bathroom had a jacuzzi and the minibar had an espresso machine.
Under different circumstances, Miriam would have loved to stay there for a week and just let herself be spoiled. But she was there for a purpose.
"Wow," Jonah said, trying to look at everything at the same time.
"I'll be right back," Miriam announced, heading for the bathroom.
The jacuzzi was big enough to fit three. She set her purse on the marble countertop and pulled the lever to start letting in hot water. Unlike the one at her home, the Empire's immediately began to steam. She closed the drain and turned to look at herself in the mirror.
Sexy but in a subdued way. She opened drawers until she found the complimentary make-up pads and began to wipe down her face. After only a handful of seconds, she spotted Jonah peeking through the crack in the door.
"Come in," she said.
That was an offer he didn't question. He slipped inside the rapidly warming room and looked at her with curiosity.
"Undress me," she instructed.
"How?" he asked.
Miriam giggled. "Start with the zipper in the back. Pull it down all the way, then pull down the dress."
Jonah's fingers were trembling between her shoulder blades but he managed the zipper without any problems. Carefully avoiding touching her bare skin, he grabbed the flaps of the dress and pulled them aside. She shrugged out of the straps, letting him pull the dress down to her stomach.
Just as he was hesitating what to do next, Miriam widened her stance. The fabric of the dress was stretchy to a point but it had limits. She reached that limit, preventing it from sliding. Jonah bent his knees trying to pull the dress down over her butt but it wouldn't budge.
"You're going to have to get in there," she said, watching his befuddled expression in the mirror.
"Get in there?" he asked.
"Yeah. Place your palms on my back and slide them in."
"That's your butt."
"Yes, you're going to touch my butt. Is that a problem?"
"N-no, not at all!" he replied quickly and stood upright.
The hands on her skin were very warm. He had small, soft hands that tickled her skin as he slid them down her lower back. She relaxed her stance, letting him slip between the fabric and her cheeks.
To her surprise, he didn't dare to squeeze her ass cheeks. His fingers didn't stray so much as an inch inward. The young man was pathetically obedient. She felt his breath on her cheeks, warm and humid. Then, barely more than a brush, she felt his lips on her ass cheeks.
The dress fell down all the way. Jonah straightened up and stared at her. She continued watching him in the mirror as he drank in every inch of her body.
"Do you shave?" she asked.
Jonah started as if he had forgotten there was a head attached to the rest of her. "Uh, sometimes. Not really. A little."
"Razor or electric?"
"Uh, razor. My dad taught me how to do it."
"That's excellent. You're here because you're going to shave me."
"But you don't have a beard," he replied.
Miriam laughed. Full-throated, belly-aching laughter.
"Down there?" Jonah asked, red-faced from embarrassment.
"Yes, down there."
Miriam hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down to her knees, letting them fall the rest of the way. She turned to Jonah and ran her fingers through her bush.
"See? There's so much hair. I want it to be completely bald and you're going to do it."
"Wow," Jonah said.
Miriam walked over the jacuzzi and leaned over and in a very unnatural but highly exposing manner, making sure Jonah got to see as much as he could. The water was blazing hot — a little too much. She adjusted the levers to let in more lukewarm water. With that done, she finally stepped out of her heels. They had served their purpose.
Standing completely naked in front of Jonah, Miriam was filled with wicked delight. The young man was absolutely enamored with her naked body. It was intoxicating in a way. She was beyond horny and the only thing stopping her from taking him for a spin was the memory of his gross behavior.
No, she wouldn't give in and let him fuck her. He was going to get what he deserved.
"The hotel should have everything necessary to shave. Would you be a dear and collect it all?"
"Uh, sure," Jonah said and looked like a student that just realized he forgot his homework.
"Shaving cream. In the drawer," she said.
While Jonah frantically scrambled around the wrong drawer, Miriam turned off the water and very slowly and carefully stepped into the tub. It was just on the border of being too hot to bear. She grabbed a small Imperial bottle of purple bath soap and squirted in a healthy dose.
Quickly, the water turned a warm shade of violet and the scent of lavender filled the air. It wasn't her favorite scent but the only other option was a bubble bath and that was no good. She wanted the water to be clear.
Lowering herself into the hot water, Miriam let out a long sigh of satisfaction. Jonah turned his head, can of pressurized shaving cream in one hand and a packet of disposable razors in the other.
"Is this what we need?" he asked, licking his lips.
"Yes, those are good. Now get a flat comb and scissors."
It was entertaining to watch him struggle to find them. He went through all four drawers multiple times, emanating an aura of anxiety.
"They're on the counter," she said, sinking deeper into the water.
"Oh. Yeah. Got them."
"Put them down next to the moisturizer. Good. Now come over here."
Jonah approached the edge of the jacuzzi and looked down at her naked body. He was unable to hide his naked desire.
"Am I the first naked woman you've seen?"
"No, of course not!" Jonah blurted out. "I've seen loads."
"Porn doesn't count."
"I've seen tons—"
"It's okay, Jonah. Please tell me the truth."
"Okay, fine. I've never seen a naked woman I-R-L. But I see almost naked women all the time at the beach."
"Virgin?"
Jonah hesitated a long time as if saying it hurt him. "Yes," he muttered.
"That's okay, dear."
Miriam raised her right leg and folded her left leg in, letting Jonah get a good view of her pussy. She ran her fingers down her labia and started playing with herself.
"You remember that bet that Souley won?" she asked.
"Yeah," Jonah said and gulped.
"Did you have a plan for how you were going to win?"
"I, uh, no, don't think so."
"Come on, please tell me. I want to know how you planned on fucking me."
"It's stupid."
"I think it's adorable," she teased him and let out a moan of emphasis.
"I'm good with computers," he blurted out.
"Yeah?"
"I thought that like, maybe you had a problem with your computer or something."
"It happens. So let's say I did, what would you have done?"
"I don't know, I never really thought it through that well. I thought that maybe if I fixed your computer then you would say something like, 'What can I do to repay you?' and then I would say something clever and flirty."
Miriam rubbed herself harder, focusing more on her clit. The surface of the water shimmered with little waves.
"And then, mmmmm, what?" she asked, closing her eyes.
If he answered her, she didn't hear it. In her mind's eye, Souley was right there in front of her. His massive cock pushed between her lips and down her throat. She wished she could deep throat him that far in reality. She imagined his thick cock sliding down her esophagus, nearly choking her.
Souley's cock pushed inside her vagina, filling her the way no other man ever had. He pumped very slowly and sensuously. Deep, powerful strokes. The third imaginary Souley tip started probing at her asshole.
"Ohhh, ohh yeah," she rasped.
The water felt cold compared to the heat inside of her. She submerged her head partially and opened her mouth. Hot liquid flowed into her mouth. She moaned bubbles.
"Rrrrrrfffrffrfrfrf... rrrrrrfrfrfrfrfffrff."
The orgasm swept through her like a force of nature. She relaxed and let the water bear her weight. She felt as if she was suspended in the air. Wonderful, gooey air.
"Wow," Jonah whispered.
Miriam opened her eyes and was disappointed that Souley wasn't there. Just Jonah, rubbing his crotch through his pants. She emerged from the water and with careful aim, directed a jet of water from her mouth to his crotch. He yanked his hand away.
"Stop that," she said.
"Sorry," he muttered.
"If you climax now, you won't be able to fulfill your duty later."
"My duty?" he asked, eyes lighting up.
"Yes, shaving me," she said.
"But—"
"Tell me more about Stephanie," she interrupted him.
"What about her?"
"Did you ask her on a date or did she?"
"I asked her. We went to high school together and I had a huge crush on her."
"You never asked her out before?"
"I did twice but she said no."
"What changed?"
"I don't know. She had a boyfriend in high school. Jerry or something. But she changed her status a couple weeks ago to single, so I figured why not try again."
"Ooh, are you stalking her?" she giggled.
"No!"
"So why'd you leave to come with me?"
"It wasn't really going that well, to be honest."
"Oh? Why not?"
"I don't know. I'm not that good with women."
"You got me naked," she said and winked.
Jonah didn't have a follow up to that. He just stood there, staring at her with a dumbfounded expression.
Miriam dove her head under the water. she ran her fingers through her hair and brushed her face. If it were up to her, she'd love nothing more than to spend an entire afternoon soaking in the hot water. Maybe get a massage at the hotel's spa. Unfortunately, it wasn't.
Emerging from beneath the surface of the water, she clamored to her feet, rising out of the tub like a goddess. She was still dripping wet but since she wouldn't have to clean up the mess herself, she stepped out of the tub onto the runner. She made a mental note to leave a tip for the cleaning staff.
"Fill one of those cups with hot water and then bring the shaving stuff," she instructed.
Miriam grabbed a clean, white Imperial Towel and walked back in the main room. The air was noticeably cooler and drier than in the bathroom. Goosebumps rose all over her body. She promptly turned around and headed back into the bathroom.
"Nevermind. We're doing it in here. You'll just have to get into the tub with me."
"Into the tub?" Jonah asked. He turned off the faucet and took a hesitant step toward the tub.
"Take off your clothes first, silly," she admonished him.
"Oh. Right," Jonah said but once again hesitated. He just stood there, holding the mug.
"It's alright. It's not like I haven't seen it before," she reminded him.
"Right," Jonah said reluctantly and sighed.
At last, he set down the mug. Miriam stepped back into the hot water and settled herself in for the show — or lack thereof. He quickly stepped out of his sneakers while unbuckling his belt. He wore maroon briefs and his legs were oddly hairless. When he unbuttoned his shirt, his chest turned out to be mostly hairless too.
It was a reminder of just how young he was. Nineteen years old and just as many hairs on his chest. He was a bit pudgy but not fat and his skin was entirely unblemished, creamy white.
"Panties, too," she said.
Jonah just nodded. He turned around and shortly thereafter revealed his boyish butt to her. There were the telltale red spots of someone who sat way too much on chairs.
"Hand me my purse and bring over the shaving stuff."
With a defeated shrug of the shoulders, Jonah grabbed the requested items and turned around. His little penis was exceptionally hard. It stuck out at a straight ninety degrees, pointing right at her. Somehow, it was even smaller than she remembered.
Compared to the penis, his balls looked massive. A giant bag that was, to his credit, covered in fuzz. Very uneven fuzz as if he had attempted to trim it himself without the necessary equipment. She smiled at him.
Miriam accepted the purse, pulled out her phone, and set it down on the ground. She snapped a quick selfie — just enough to show that she was naked in a tub but not enough to see anything below the shoulders. She sent it to Souley.
"Put that stuff down and don't get your hands wet," she said. "Okay, good. Now step into the tub."
Jonah carefully dipped his toe into the water and immediately pulled it back out. "It's hot."
"Yes, just like me."
Thirty seconds later, Jonah stood between her legs, looking down at her. His penis remained hard the entire time. She held out the phone.
"Take a couple of good pictures of me, okay?"
The bathroom was filled with the sound of the shutter going off. Miriam posed with her legs crossed, arms over her chest, all the way to both of her ankles hooked on the rim of the tub, spreading her pussy wide.
"Okay, that's enough. Put it down and sit."
Jonah knelt down and set the phone on the ground. He looked to be very glad to have his ground submerged under the water. Without being prompted, he grabbed the can of shaving cream and razor.
"Comb and scissors first," she said.
Blushing, Jonah grabbed the utensils.
"Come closer," she asked.
He shifted toward her an inch. His knees touched her ankles.
"Closer."
His knees touched her calves. She spread her legs to give him room.
"Closer."
Jonah stopped breathing. His knees touched her inner thighs. She knew what was going through his mind. A foot closer and he could fuck her. He could lose his virginity. It was everything he ever dreamed of.
"Closer," she cooed.
Using her feet on the rim of the tub, she pulled her butt up. His knees slid under her cheeks. If it were Souley in his position, his cock would have already penetrated her.
Pushing down with her feet, she lifted her torso out of the water. Her pussy hovered tantalizingly close in front of Jonah's face. She spread her legs even wider until she was able to get the rim under her knees. It wasn't comfortable but it also wasn't uncomfortable. She relaxed her upper body against the back of the tub.
"You know how they trim your hair at the salon? Comb upward and then snip off the hair."
Jonah nodded, not moving. He was still looking at her juicy, wet pussy. He had leaned forward subconsciously, his face less than a foot away from her vagina. He licked his lips.
"You know, I'm actually a little bit honored that mine is the first pussy you've ever seen in real life," she interrupted him. "But please focus on the task at hand, okay?"
"What?" he asked, snapping his head up. "Oh, yeah."
With trembling hands, Jonah held the comb in his left hand and the scissors in his right. He moved his hands closer, looking at her for any kind of reaction. As if she were about to snap at him any second. She didn't.
Jonah set the comb smack dab in the middle of her big patch of pubic hair and pushed it upward. A wild tangle of wet hair made it difficult. He went in with the scissors. Snip snap. He held both of his arms unnaturally high.
"It's okay to touch me," she said in a gentle voice. "You're gonna have to do that to shave me anyway. You're allowed to touch anything except for my labia, okay? As long as it's not sexual, of course."
Jonah eagerly nodded and set his elbows down on her thighs. He brushed up another clump of hair.
Snip snap. Snip snap.
He collected the trimmings with the comb and dumped them into the tub.
Snip snap. Snip snap. Snip snap.
When he made it to her side, he realized that he could use the brush to tug to the side and open up her vagina. There was less snip snap and more careful positioning of the comb from that point on.
It was amusing to see how fascinated he was. It was also a turn on. She wondered if his parents had any idea what their offspring was up to. She wondered if she should tell them.
"That looks good," she said after he ran out of long hair to trim.
"It looks amazing," he said with a grin.
"Now for the fun part. You get to lather me up."
"With my hands?"
"Yes, with your hands."
Jonah's eyes lit up with excitement. He practically threw the scissors away and nearly fumbled the can of shaving cream. While he rapidly shook the bottle, Miriam dipped her pussy back into the warm water and brushed off any excess hair. He squeezed a giant glob of shaving cream into his palm.
"Remember, no funny business. You're gonna have to touch my labia a little bit, that's okay. But definitely do not, under any circumstances, finger me. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes," Jonah said, only half paying attention.
Then he went at it. He dropped the large glob of shaving cream right above her pussy and started to smush it around. There was so much cream that at first, his fingers didn't even touch her skin. Only once he went further down did his fingertips make contact with her flesh.
His index finger slid down the outer rim of her labia. It wasn't enough to be touching it but it was definitely at the border. He knew what he was doing.
"You just can't help yourself, can you, you little pervert?" she reprimanded him.
His finger immediately disappeared.
"Sorry," he said, not sounding sorry at all.
After that, his fingers were very careful to avoid anything sensitive. He very much enjoyed running them through her trimmed hair, however, and her inner thighs also ended up with multiple streaks of white.
Jonah tore open the bag of disposable razors and took the plastic cap off one. He dipped it in the warm water. Apparently, he had been telling the truth when he claimed his dad showed him how to shave.
Placing his hand on her abdomen to stretch the skin, he dragged the blade across her skin in quick but precise movements, shaving a path to her thigh. He dipped the razor into the water, shook it, and started on the next row.
Cool air brushed against her freshly shorn skin. The blade tickled as it lopped off hair. She had shaved before, of course, but it had always been her own hand. Having someone else do it was a completely different experience.
When he got closer to her pussy, he was very, very careful. He placed his thumb and index finger beside her labia and pulled the skin taut, then shaved inward. Miriam did her best not to squirm.
All the foreplay, on top of the now extra sensitive skin, made even the slightest touch feel a hundred times more powerful. She did not want to accidentally start convulsing in orgasm with the razor touching her goodies. Keeping perfectly still took as much effort as Jonah exuded in not touching her.
"I think that's it," Jonah announced.
Miriam scooped some of the warm bath water over her privates and it nearly overwhelmed her. She brushed away the leftover shaving cream and gasped. Touching herself was exquisite and her skin was incredibly smooth.
"Wow," she sighed.
"Is it good?" he asked.
"It's wonderful. But you're not done yet."
"I'm not?"
Miriam unhooked her leg and let it drop into the water, splashing water into Jonah's face. She unhooked her other leg and, careful not to accidentally mount him, pulled back. He wiped his face as she clamored around the tub, turning around.
When he was able to open his eyes again, he was greeted by her exposed asshole hovering an inch over the surface of the water. She wiggled her butt.
"Go on, lather it up."
It was less exciting when she couldn't watch him do it. Since there was a lot less hair between her cheeks, and it didn't have to be trimmed, he managed to accomplish it fairly quickly.
"I've been wearing butt plugs a lot lately," she said offhandedly.
"You have?" Jonah asked, his hands freezing.
"Yeah. Souley's cock is too big to fit in there, so I have to stretch it first. Get accustomed to bigger and bigger things. It's quite fun."
Jonah didn't respond. If anything, he hurried up as if he was eager to be done. She was sure that in his mind, the next thing would be being able to have sex with her.
"All done," he announced.
Miriam dipped her butt below the surface and cleaned off the excess shaving cream. It was smooth but the difference was as noticeable as before. She turned to face him and activated the tub's drain.
The water level went down slowly. She leaned over the side and grabbed her phone. This time, she didn't hand it to Jonah. Instead, she turned on the camera and started to record.
"What are you doing?" Jonah asked, eyeing the phone that was pointed right at him.
"Say cheese," she said.
"Please don't."
Miriam placed her right leg between his legs and moved closer. Jonah scrambled backward but as big as the tub was, it wasn't that big. And she had long legs. The sole of her foot landed on his inner thigh. He was trapped.
The water level was below Jonah's chest already. She slid her foot down his thigh. Very slowly. When her toes bumped against Jonah's testicles, the water was already down to his bellybutton.
When she saw his penis emerge from the water, she placed her big toe right at the base of his shaft and began drawing circles.
"How much would you pay to fuck me right now?"
"I don't know," Jonah answered in an oddly high pitched voice.
"A thousand?"
"Yes," he replied immediately.
"Two-thousand?"
"Maybe. Yes."
"Five-thousand?"
"I don't know..."
"Ten-thousand?"
"I don't have that much."
"That's a shame. Because for ten-thousand, I actually would let you fuck me."
"Really?" Jonah asked, perking up. "I can probably get it. Not right now but like I can definitely get you the money."
"That's a shame. I'm horny right now."
"I can call my parents and tell them it's an emergency," Jonah pleaded.
Miriam started to push harder with her toe. With the balls of her feet pressing into his balls, her big toe already reached the tip of his tiny penis. She pressed his member flat against his abdomen and started to move up and down.
The water was drained completely now. Jonah's breathing was ragged and his eyes were unfocused.
"You know, your penis is almost the same size as my husband's."
"It is?" Jonah squeaked.
"Yeah. His is a little bigger. Not by much."
"Oh."
"I barely feel it when we have sex."
Jonah didn't reply. He was pressing against the side of the tub with his clenched fists. She focused on the sensitive spot just below his glans, drawing circles. His eyes closed and his head started rocking back and forth.
All of a sudden, she felt his cock tremble. He let out a suppressed grumble. A jet of white semen shot out of his tip, reaching from his penis to his bellybutton.
Miriam eased off at once, giggling. His eyes fluttered open and he immediately looked down at the mess, then up at the phone. He looked like he sobered up significantly.
"Sorry," he apologized.
Miriam didn't acknowledge it. She dropped the phone into her purse and walked over to the walk-in shower. Just a quick rinse to get rid of any remaining soap and bits of hair. Also to scrub her toes clean.
When she left the cabin, Jonah still sat in the tub looking like a wet poodle.
"Clean yourself up and get dressed," she told him.
That seemed to rattle him. He blinked, looked around, and scrambled to his feet. She grabbed an Imperial bathrobe, stooped to pick up her purse, and went into the main room.
It was almost a quarter to three. Souley was due to arrive at three. She set the purse down on the bedside table and made herself comfortable.
After five minutes, Jonah emerged from the bathroom. He was completely dressed and didn't look any worse for wear. He saw her lounging on the bed and took a hesitant step in her direction.
"Sorry, kid," she told him. "Souley is going to be here in about ten minutes."
"Oh," Jonah said, shoulders sagging.
"I want to know what it's like to have sex with my freshly shaved pussy and I need a real cock for that. You understand that, don't you?"
"Yes," Jonah muttered.
"Before you go, check this out," she said.
She sat up and rummaged around in her purse, pulling out a red velvet pouch. Inside the pouch was a black silicone buttplug, roughly five inches long with a flared three-inch base. No ornaments of any kind.
"This little fella is exactly five inches long. That's a little less than the average male penis size. Did you know that?"
"No," Jonah said, though it did not sound convincing.
"Come over here," she told him.
Jonah approached her warily, not taking his eyes off of the butt plug. When he was close, she held it out.
"Wrap your fingers around it. See how you can grip it with your entire hand?"
"It's big," Jonah said.
Miriam reached into her purse and pulled out a squeeze bottle of lube. She flipped open the cap and squeezed a dollop into her palm. She reached for the butt plug and Jonah seemed to be very eager to let it go.
She coated the toy in lubricant and then threw open her bathrobe. She rolled onto her back and pulled her legs to her chest, simultaneously keeping her knees close together and relaxing her sphincter.
She placed the toy's tip at her back entrance and pushed. It usually took a few moments. She tried to relax even more and open up. She pushed again. It went in all the way with little resistance. Her sphincter closed around the widened base, pulling it in even further.
"I can't wait until he pops my anal cherry," she told Jonah, returning to a seated position.
Jonah looked at her with such an intense longing that she almost felt bad. Almost. The feeling passed quickly.
"Alright, off you go, little man," she said, shooing him away.
Jonah had his hand on the door's handle when he turned around and looked at her.
"Can I stay and watch?" he asked.
Miriam burst out laughing.
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Miriam listened to the sound of approaching footsteps with her ear pressed to the door. It definitely sounded like Souley's confident stride. This time, she wanted to be sure, however.
Three minutes ago, she had flashed two complete strangers. Throwing open the door when she heard someone walk past, she had pulled her bathrobe apart and yelled, "Surprise!" The two guys had definitely been surprised. She was completely mortified.
The footsteps slowed down and moments later the door's lock beeped and flashed green. She grabbed the handle and pulled the door open. It was Souley.
She grabbed the front of his dress shirt and pulled him in for a deep kiss, throwing her arm around his neck. With her free hand, she reached for his zipper. Oh, how good it felt to finally kiss him after being insatiably horny all day.
Pulling him into the room and kicking the door shut behind her, she went down on her knees. He was still soft but that changed in a matter of moments. Wrapping her lips around his incredibly nice cock, she let out a happy gurgle.
Under different circumstances, she would have sucked him off until he blew a big, fat load all over her face, but she had something she wanted to show him. When his cock was hard as a rock, glistening with her saliva, she let go of it and stood up.
Miriam untied her belt and threw open her robe. "Surprise!"
"Holy shit, wow," Souley said, his eyes immediately zeroing in on her bare-shaved pussy.
"You like it?"
"That's sexy as hell."
"I want to be your dirty slut and dirty sluts have shaved cunts," she cooed.
"Mrs. Randall, you're a dirty slut even with a bush."
"Yes, but now everyone who sees it will know it right away."
"How many people do you expect to show it to?" he laughed.
"Well, three so far today. Not counting you," she giggled.
"Three?"
"I wanted to surprise you earlier and accidentally flashed two strangers in the hallway."
Souley snorted with laughter. "And the third?"
"He's sitting on the bed," Miriam said and pushed on Souley's jaw with her index finger, turning him to look at the bed.
"Hi," Jonah squeaked and gave a little wave.
"What's he doing here?" Souley asked.
"He's the one that shaved me. We've been here for hours, doing all this just for you."
"Nothing happened!" Jonah blurted out. "I promise."
"Yes, he was a good little boy," Miriam agreed. "Not that he didn't try, of course. The little pervert had a good time running his fingers through my pubic hair."
"You are too cruel," Souley said, shaking his head.
"Guess what else," she said, grinning.
"What?"
"He asked if he could stay and watch us have sex."
That took Souley by surprise. He looked at Jonah questioningly.
"Please?" Jonah begged.
"Yes, pleeease?" Miriam echoed.
Souley rolled his eyes and shrugged his shoulders. "Ah, sure. If it makes my little slut happy."
Miriam squealed with delight. She hooked her hand into Souley's belt and dragged him over to the bed. Just in time to not get hit by the body of a two-hundred-pound, muscular black man flung right at him, Jonah dashed out of the way. She pounced on Souley, who landed on his back, and tore into his belt.
"See?" Miriam asked, looking at Jonah while gripping the base of Souley's thick shaft. "This is what a cock is supposed to look like."
"Yes," Jonah said, nodding.
Miriam pulled Souley's jeans down to his thighs and pushed up his shirt a little. Then it was time to claim her throne. She shrugged out of her bathrobe and straddled Souley.
"Ohhhhhhh, God," she sighed as she slid down the length of his shaft. "It's so sensitive."
"It tickles less," Souley laughed, unbuttoning his shirt.
"Mmm, I should have done this a long time ago."
She reached the bottom and sensitive labia came to a rest against Souley's trimmed pubes. It was like sensory overload. It was far too scratchy but she couldn't get enough of it. Instead of riding him, she just rolled her hips back and forth, rubbing her lips against Souley's body.
"Oh my, Jesus fuck," she groaned.
"Are you okay?" Souley asked.
Miriam grabbed her breasts and pinched her nipples. Hard. She wanted more. She needed more. She leaned forward, falling on Souley's bare upper chest. She hugged him close, rubbing her nipples against his body.
Now she was able to slide back and forth, having Souley's cock thrust in and out of her and at the same time drag her pussy over his abdomen.
For a little while, anyway. An entire day's worth of foreplay rushed up to overwhelm her. She came so hard that she nearly blacked out. A full-body, limb shaking climax that lasted several eternities.
"Jeez, leave some for the rest of us," Souley chuckled.
"Don't worry... you're gonna... get yours..." she panted.
"Just let me know when you're ready for round two."
Miriam was on fire. Despite being out of breath, she managed to scoot forward enough to let go of his dick and roll off of him. She flopped on her belly.
"I think I'm ready... for my ass," she said and spread her cheeks with her hands, revealing the buttplug.
"Oh snap," Souley exclaimed in joyous surprise.
Between thumb and forefinger, he grabbed the base of the buttplug and wiggled it around. Miriam giggled. He tugged at it gently and it popped loose without much resistance.
"Please take my ass," Miriam begged.
"Gladly."
"Jonah, please hand me my purse."
Once the young man placed the handbag next to her, she pulled out the bottle of lube and her phone. She set the lube down next to her waist and unlocked her phone, handing it Jonah.
"You know what to do."
"Yes, ma'am," Jonah said, accepting the phone.
Jonah positioned himself between the king-size bed and the wall, facing Miriam. He trained the camera on Miriam's face and hit record.
"I want to remember this moment forever," she said, looking at the camera. "I never even let my husband fuck me in the ass. Souley will be the first person to ever do that. My asshole is a special hole, reserved only for—ooh!" —she squealed as Souley squirted a healthy amount of lube on her bud — "big and beautiful black cocks."
Souley clapped her on the cheek — not hard but definitely not lightly either. She sucked in a breath of air. He knelt between her legs, opening her up with his knees. She felt goosebumps rise on her back in anticipation.
One of Souley's fingers probed at her ass. She was ready for it and it slipped in easily and effortlessly. He pulled it out and came back with two fingers. They, too, slipped in, aided by the copious amounts of lube. He came back with three fingers the next time and sank them in up to his knuckles.
"You've been very naughty—the good kind of naughty," he declared.
"Yes, I'm the naughtiest mom in Springfield," she purred.
Souley leaned forward and planted his right hand on the bed beside her chest. He guided the tip of his hard cock to press up against her sphincter. Miriam's pulse quickened. She realized that she had tensed up and made herself relax again.
"You ready?" Souley asked.
"Yes," she whispered.
The pressure against her asshole increased and with it her pulse. She felt lightheaded. More pressure. Her stomach fluttered. She knew what was going to happen. The pressure would build up and build up, then, all of a sudden, everything would happen at once.
And then it did.
Miriam gasped loudly as Souley slid four inches deep into her ass. She let out a faint squeak as another inch entered her. She groaned at the next one.
"Ohhhhhhhhhggggggggggggggggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she grumbled.
Both of her hands were fists, tightly clutching the Imperial sheets. She bit down on the sheets and moaned into the mattress. It hurt a lot more than she expected but she couldn't get enough of it. She shimmied her ass backward, accepting the last of Souley's cock.
"Are you okay?" Souley asked.
"Yes!" she called out. "Fuck me!"
Souley slowly dragged his cock out. Miriam felt like her entire insides were being emptied. He didn't pull out all the way, leaving his tip inside her. He squirted another healthy dose of lube on his shaft and went back in.
Miriam closed her eyes and enjoyed the ride. It was familiar but completely different. It didn't feel as good as in her pussy, not even close, but it was deliciously naughty. It was a hole that nobody had ever fucked except for him. It was something her husband would never get to do.
"God, this is tight," Souley groaned and squeezed more lube on his shaft. "I don't know how long I can last."
"Then don't," Miriam giggled. She followed up with another, louder laugh, one filled with pure joy. "Cum in me!"
That was all the encouragement Souley needed. He threw the bottle of lube away and went to town. Deep inside her and only half-way back out. Over and over.
He lasted less than a minute before he slowed down and she felt his shaft throb and twitch. She felt his penis soften after he was completely drained. She felt his heavy body descend on hers, tired and exhausted. She felt his lips on her shoulders. Her neck. Nibbling on her earlobe.
"Get off me so I can kiss you," she requested.
Souley groaned and pulled his cock out. It made a loud slurching noise and left her feeling empty. He rolled on his back. She laid on top of him, resting on his chest — rising and falling with deep breaths. She found his mouth, his lips, and showed him without words how appreciative she was.
"Wow, you two are so... perfect," Jonah said.
The comment irritated Miriam. She was in the middle of a post-coital, tender, romantic moment and had completely forgotten about the pervert in the room.
"Put down the phone," she ordered.
At once, Jonah stopped recording and set the phone down on the nightstand.
"Please leave," she said.
Jonah didn't. "But—"
"Now," she said, raising her voice.
That did it. His shoulders sagged in his all-too-familiar disappointment. He nodded and headed for the door. Opened it. Left.
Miriam laid her head down on Souley's chest and listened to his beating heart. She felt tired all of a sudden.
"Did you like fucking my ass?" she murmured.
"Hell yeah," he replied enthusiastically. "It's so tight, though."
Miriam kissed his chest, slowly nuzzling her way up his neck. It was very sweaty but she didn't mind. She was too intoxicated with lust. She kissed his lips and he responded, making out very slowly and luxuriously.
"Do you think he's right?" she asked in her most serious tone.
"Who?"
"Jonah. About us two being perfect together."
Souley shrugged. "You are like a dream come true for me, I've told you that."
"Yes, the ultimate sexual fantasy, I remember," she giggled. "And I just love your cock. It's the best thing to ever happen to me."
"Then I guess we are perfect."
"What about things other than sex?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know, dating. Hanging out. Things normal couples do."
"The relationship talk, huh?"
"Yeah, I suppose."
Souley let out a long sigh, expressing his reluctance. Miriam opened her mouth but realized that she didn't really know what to say. It had been quite literally decades since the last time she had been dating anyone.
"Why don't we have a nice meal in the fancy restaurant here, courtesy of Jonah? It could be like a date and we can talk then?" she proposed.
"Sounds good."
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In the afternoon lull, the restaurant on the top floor of the Empire International was mostly empty. Miriam and Souley sat at a table near the window, overlooking the heart of Springfield. Their closest neighbors were three tables away, holding hands and staring into each other's eyes.
Miriam poked listlessly at her steak. It wasn't that it was bad, quite the opposite. The Imperial Kitchen was fantastic — the steak was juicy, pink on the inside, with a gorgeous crust on the outside. She'd eaten half of it but with her immediate hunger satisfied, her mind returned to other matters. She looked at her partner chewing on a too-large bite of steak, completely untroubled.
"So... us?" she broached the subject.
Souley looked at her, nodded, and finished chewing. "Us," he repeated, setting down his fork.
"Are we dating?" she probed.
"I don't know if we can call it that. We've never even been on a date, apart from right now."
"So we're lovers?"
"Definitely that," he said with a grin.
"Do you want something more?"
"I really like what we have going right now. Powerful sex that makes us both happy. Besides, you have Steven. Can you even date someone while you're still married?"
"I don't see why not. Would you be interested in dating? We can get dressed up, go to a fancy restaurant, and afterward take a stroll through Sanders Park. Hold hands."
It was obvious from the expression on Souley's face what he thought of the idea. "What would we talk about?" he asked diplomatically.
"What kind of music do you like? I like indie rock, like Middle Kids."
"Uh, never heard of that. I mostly listen to trip-hop."
"What-hop?"
"It's hard to describe. What kinda shows do you like? I just got done watching the Wire."
"I never watch shows, really. My husband hogs the TV."
"Oh," Souley said.
"I gotta admit, I'd feel a little weird walking around the city hand-in-hand with you. You're so damn young."
"I've never really been the hand-holding type anyway."
"I guess that's settled, then. We're not cut out for dating. Just animalistic, stringless sex."
"I can live with that."
"I can't live without that," Miriam chuckled.
Souley laughed.
"I want to experiment, though," Miriam said.
"Like what?"
"How do you feel about threesomes?"
"With Jonah?" Souley asked and pulled a face.
Miriam snorted with laughter. "No, not with Jonah. You, me, and another woman."
At once, Souley's eyes lit up. "I wouldn't say no to that. Do you already have someone in mind?"
"Yes, yes, I do," Miriam said, smirking. "You remember that chick that Jonah went on a date with? Stephanie?"
"Yeah. We went to high school together."
Rummaging briefly in her purse, Miriam pulled out her phone.
"Do you happen to know her number?"
"I suppose so," Souley said, hesitantly.
All it took to ease his worries was for Miriam to take off her shoe and trail her foot up his leg. She found the bulge of his cock through his pants and started to massage it gently with her toes. She dialed the numbers.
The phone rang twice before someone picked up.
"Hello, Steph," Miriam said in a pleasant tone. "How would you like to make five-thousand dollars?"
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It was strange to be back at the Empire International so soon. The room was the same luxury suite as before, only three doors further down the hall. The view of Springfield from up high was extraordinary.
Tens of thousands of people zoomed around the city like little ants. She couldn't see her home — that was on the other side — but she could see Steven's office. Many years of memories laid in front of her.
Steven's proposal at Sanders Park. The church where they'd held their ceremony. The hospital where Clay was born. The car dealership where they'd bought three cars already. The corner where she'd slipped during winter and broke her ankle.
Slowly shedding every item of clothing, Miriam wondered what the rest of her life had in store for her. It felt like she finally woke up for the first time at the age of thirty-nine. Was that too late to start anew?
Standing naked in front of the tall window, she drank in the hustle and bustle of the city. She spread her arms and leaned against the pane, soaking in the warm sunlight.
Half an hour later, a knock on the door interrupted Miriam. She was sitting on the bed, wearing a white Imperial bathrobe and reading the news on her phone. She tossed it aside and opened the door.
It was Stephanie. An inch taller and twenty years younger. She wore jeans cutoffs and an off-shoulder, loose blouse. Sassy and provocative while still exuding an aura of being in charge. Miriam had to admit, the woman was damn sexy.
"Hello, Stephanie," Miriam said, waving her guest inside.
"Hello," Stephanie said, eyeing past Miriam cautiously.
After deciding that there wasn't an obvious danger lurking somewhere, Stephanie entered and set her purse down on the bed. She continued on, walking around the room with obvious fascination. The view from the window fascinated her as much as it had Miriam. Her eyes lit up when she opened the door to the bathroom.
"Everything to your liking?" Miriam inquired.
"Yeah, I suppose so. It's nicer than I expected."
"What did you expect?"
"Well, considering why we're here, something... seedier."
"Five grand a pop isn't exactly rent-by-the-hour type stuff."
"I'm not doing this for the money," Stephanie said quickly.
"Why are you here, then?"
"Curiosity, mostly."
"About what?"
"Mostly whether or not this is a prank."
"It's definitely not a prank, I assure you," Miriam said.
"And Jonah is really willing to pay five grand to have sex with us?"
"Five grand each. Yes."
"I don't really want to have sex with him."
"Neither do I," Miriam said.
"Then why are you doing it?"
"I want to punish him."
"For what?"
"For being a little pervy shit."
Stephanie snorted. "Yeah, that sounds like Jonah. What'd he do?"
"Dropped his pants and tried to get me to blow him."
"Yeesh. But, uh, how exactly having sex with him going to punish him?"
"I have a plan, my dear. Are you in?"
"He's not going to do any weird stuff to me, is he?"
"No, not at all. He's going to wear a condom and it'll take less than a minute, tops. He is going to see you naked, though."
"I can live with that. For five grand."
"Thought you weren't doing it for the money?" Miriam asked, grinning.
"I'm not gonna turn it down."
"We have about half an hour before Jonah arrives. Why don't you ready yourself and I'll fill you in on the details."
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Beads of sweat formed on Jonah's forehead. His eyes kept darting between Miriam and Stephanie, both wearing white Imperial bathrobes, both sitting on the edge of the bed with their legs crossed, both looking at him expectantly. He licked his lips.
"Like what you see?" Miriam asked, bouncing her leg and puffing out her chest.
"Y-yeah," Jonah said, nodding eagerly.
"And you have the money?"
"About that..."
"You know the deal. No money, no deal. We won't fuck him for free, will we?" Miriam asked, turning to Stephanie.
"No, we certainly won't."
"I have the money," Jonah said quickly. "It's just that last time I paid and nothing happened."
"Nothing happened?" Miriam asked indignantly. "You got to shave me and you got a footjob."
"You know what I mean. No sex."
"Did I tell you that we were gonna have sex?"
"Well, no, not exactly, but—"
"Are you saying I'm lying now?"
"No," he blurted out. "I'm just—look, it's a lot of money, okay? I told my parents I was investing it."
"And you are investing it, my dear. In your own future. Losing your virginity is invaluable."
"I'm not a virgin," he protested, looking at Stephanie.
Stephanie giggled.
"Don't lie," Miriam said.
"Okay, fine. I'm still a virgin but honestly, it's not a big deal. I hardly ever think about it."
"Did you forget that one of your best friends is my son? I am well aware of how much teenage boys are obsessed with getting laid."
"Fine. I think about it a lot," Jonah said and sighed out loud.
"Think about how much it bothers you. How much energy you invest into hiding it. Even just now you denied the obvious. Every time you talk to a girl, you're going to be thinking oh my God, does she know I'm virgin? What do I do when she finds out? Am I gonna mess it all up?"
Judging by Jonah's growingly anxious expression, Miriam had nailed his thoughts.
"Ten grand might seem like a lot but you gain a lot of confidence. You can talk to girls and know you don't have to be scared anymore. You don't have to awkwardly pretend like you know what you're talking about when your friends make dirty jokes. You'll be a man after this, no longer a boy."
"I guess that makes a lot of sense," Jonah said, warming up to the idea.
"Plus, you'll lose your virginity in a threesome. How many of your friends will be able to say that?"
"Nobody I know has ever had a threesome," Stephanie added. "It's going to be my first, too."
"See?" Miriam prodded Jonah.
"Okay, yeah, you're right."
Miriam stood up and approached him. She made sure her belt was loose enough for the robe to split just a fraction of an inch. Enough for Jonah to realize that she was naked underneath. Jonah reached into his pocket and pulled out a bundle of cash.
It was roughly half an inch thick, wrapped in a creme-colored paper band that read $10,000. All bills had to be hundreds. Miriam held out her hand and Jonah placed it on her palm. She rifled through it just to make sure every bill really was a Benjamin.
"It's all there," Jonah said.
"I trust you," Miriam cooed, tossing the stack on the console where it landed between their purses. "Why don't you undress for us?"
"Okay," Jonah said, immediately pulling his shirt over his head.
The nineteen-year-old pudgy body of Jonah wasn't any more impressive than it had been the last time around. Miriam wondered how two people could be so entirely different. Souley looked like a God and Jonah like a pear.
When he reached his briefs, he seemed to get embarrassed and hesitated. Miriam promptly took over, pushing down his white underwear to reveal his already hard penis. He had shaved his pubes, though not well.
"Did you do that yourself?" Miriam asked.
"Yeah," Jonah said. "It was hard getting the right angle and I cut myself once but doesn't it look bigger?"
"Not compared to Souley's cock," Miriam replied.
"Right," Jonah said, hanging his head in shame.
"Cheer up. Souley's not here. You are."
"Right," he said but in a much more cheerful way.
Moving behind him, Miriam tugged at her robe's belt and let it open up. She grabbed his shoulders and pressed her breasts up against his back. He jumped when she made contact and goosebumps rose all over his skin.
"You went to school with Steph, right?" she asked.
"Yeah," Jonah said, looking at the woman in question with two hungry eyes.
"Do you think she's hot?"
"Very!"
"I bet you've jerked off to the thought of fucking her before, haven't you?"
"Yeah," Jonah admitted.
"Have you ever wondered what she looks like naked?"
"Of course."
"You want to find out?"
Jonah just nodded eagerly.
"Steph?" Miriam prompted.
Grinning, Stephanie set her foot down and undid the belt on her bathrobe. Miriam reached around the young man and grabbed his penis between thumb and forefinger. It was positively vibrating.
In a tantalizingly slow manner, Stephanie shrugged her shoulders out of the robe. She lowered it, inch by inch, while undulating. During the time they had prepped, Miriam had seen a few flashes of her naked body before but she had to admit to herself that she, too, was curious.
Stephanie's breasts were spectacular C-cups. Perfectly perky teardrops, adorned by small, hard buds that were so pink they were almost invisible. Jonah's dick hardened. She began to slowly stroke the base.
"Isn't she hot? Tell her how hot she is?" Miriam murmured.
"You're really hot," Jonah said.
"I know," Stephanie replied, disinterested.
Standing up and presenting her back to them, Stephanie pulled the robe tight around her midriff. Her ass was no less phenomenal, its outline clearly visible in the fabric. She let the robe fall to the ground and shook her buns while running her hand through her blonde hair.
"Her alone is worth all the money in the world, wouldn't you say?" Miriam asked.
"Yeah," Jonah said, mouth agape.
Turning around, Stephanie posed with her hands in the air and one foot up on her toes. She was well-trimmed with a two-inch-wide blonde strip of pubes pointing the way to paradise. Her labia was bare, as creamy-white as the rest of her body.
"Damn. You're going to get to fuck that," Miriam whispered and jerking faster.
"Really?" Jonah asked, not taking his eyes off of Stephanie's pussy.
"Yes, silly. Think about how amazing it's going to feel to run your hands across her body. That moment when you sink your cock between her folds and become a man."
The penis between her fingers started to twitch and throb. Three spurts of cum followed, each shooting a rope of cum into the air, splattering across the carpet. His entire body vibrated.
"Oh no," Jonah blurted out.
"It's okay," Miriam giggled.
"That wasn't it," he said quickly, wriggling out of her embrace and turning toward her. "That doesn't count. It wasn't sex."
"I know it wasn't."
"Please, if you'll give me another chance I—"
"Jonah!" Miriam said sternly, interrupting his panic attack.
It worked. Jonah stopped talking mid-word, blinked twice, and then took a deep breath.
"You'll still get to have sex with us, don't worry."
"Okay," Jonah said, exhaling loudly with relief.
"But I think we need a little aid to help you last longer," she continued.
"Yes," Jonah nodded.
Miriam walked to the console and pulled a little tube out of her purse, along with a box of condoms. She held them up for Jonah to see.
"What's that?" Jonah asked.
"This," Miriam said holding up the tube, "is something that's going to help you last. And these are condoms."
"Do we need those?" Jonah asked, pulling a face.
"Young man, didn't they teach you anything in sex ed?"
"Yeah, but this is different."
"How?"
"It's—uh, you, and, um..."
"Jonah, did you really think you were going to bareback us?"
"I don't know. Maybe?"
"What if Stephanie becomes pregnant? Are you ready to make a lifelong commitment to raise a child?"
"I guess not."
"And what about me? How would you like to break the news to Clay that he's getting a little baby brother and you're the dad?"
"I don't want that," Jonah said sullenly.
"Everyone is practicing safe sex," Miriam lectured. "Isn't that right, Steph?"
"Uh-huh. When I lost my virginity, the guy wore a condom."
"Okay, fine," Jonah snapped.
Miriam handed him the box of "snugger fits" condoms. Reluctantly, Jonah accepted it and pulled a face when he read the label.
"While you get out a condom, I'll apply this," she said, twisting open the cap.
Squeezing a toothpaste sized glob of the clear cream on the tip of her index finger, she reached for Jonah's penis and smeared it on his shaft before he had a chance to complain. He got hard again at her touch and she worked the stuff into his skin, taking care to only use her fingertips. She pulled back his foreskin, making sure to get a healthy sized chunk on his glans.
"What is that?" Jonah asked.
"It's going to help you last much longer. You want that, right?"
"Yes," Jonah said, eyeing is penis suspiciously.
"Now put on a condom," she ordered.
After wiping her fingers on the bathrobe, she shrugged out of the garment. The tips of her index finger and thumb were already numb. She could still feel everything but as if it were through a thick piece of cloth.
Meanwhile, Jonah tore open the condom wrapper. He pulled out a banana-yellow latex rubber. Miriam promptly snatched it out of his hand and placed it on his tip. She unrolled it, surprised at how well it fit his small penis.
"It tingles," Jonah said.
"You'll get used to it."
"Is it supposed to do that?"
"Are you going to keep asking questions or are you going to lose your virginity?"
Jonah gulped.
Grabbing him by the upper arm, Miriam guided him toward the bed. Stephanie was already in place, lying on the mattress with her butt right at the edge. As they approached, she spread her legs and pulled them up. Even her pussy was perfect, Miriam thought grimly. Unlike hers, there was no hanging labia. Just a perfectly neat, pornstar-like vagina. Pink on the inside, smooth on the outside.
"Wow," Jonah said, standing less than a foot away.
Miriam double checked to make sure the condom fit tightly, which it did, and then pushed Jonah closer. She stood behind him and brushed her fingers across the back of his shoulder.
"It's time to become a man," she whispered.
To let him in close, Stephanie raised her knees and spread her legs. Jonah stepped forward, breathing heavily. The bed was a little too low and he had to bend his knees to crouch down. He pushed the tip of his penis down with two fingers, angling it toward the entrance.
"Go for it," Miriam said.
And he did. One moment he was a virgin, the next his banana-yellow wrapped penis slid between Stephanie's folds. Jonah paused as if he were waiting for something.
"What's wrong?" Miriam asked.
"I don't know, I thought it would... feel different."
"You gotta start thrusting."
"Right," Jonah muttered.
The movement of his hips was clearly unpracticed but it got the job done. His wiener slipped in and out of Stephanie. The young woman just laid there, looking exceptionally bored with the whole thing. Miriam, on the other hand, was fascinated.
"What's it like to lose your virginity?" Miriam asked.
"I dunno," Jonah replied. "I thought it'd be... different, I guess."
"Different how?"
"I think there was something in that cream you put on. I can barely feel my penis."
"How do you think she feels?"
"What do you mean?"
"You're so concerned with your own pleasure that you never even asked yourself if it's enjoyable for her. I mean, look at her, she's practically falling asleep."
"Oh," Jonah whimpered. "What am I doing wrong?"
"Well, it's not really something you can do about, I suppose. It's not your fault you have such a small penis."
That did it. Jonah froze after pulling out and Miriam watched his penis go from hard to semi-hard to limp in less than fifteen seconds. The numbing cream was doing its job and he hadn't managed to climax.
"Don't worry, I know exactly how to handle guys like you."
Grabbing him by the shoulders, Miriam steered Jonah sideways and on the bed, turning him on his back. The mattress creaked as she climbed after him. With her knees planted firmly beside his waist, she started playing with her clit. She was more than wet.
"Tell me how much you want to fuck me," she said.
"A lot."
"Get hard for me, stud."
Jonah tugged his dick a couple of times with little success. She grabbed his middle finger by the joint and pulled his hand up between her legs. He got the hint and pushed his digit inside of her pussy. It was about as thick as his penis — but longer.
"Wow," Jonah said, wiggling his middle finger around inside of her vagina.
That was more than enough to get him hard. She pushed his hand away again. He immediately snapped it to his face and began to suck his finger.
Straddling him, Miriam felt him enter her. It felt so much like Steven's dick that she wanted to laugh. She didn't. Instead, she started gyrating her hips back and forth. That was stimulating, though mostly because she dragged her sensitive skin over his abdomen. If she leaned forward enough, she could bring herself to a quick orgasm by sliding her clit over his stubble. She did not want to, though.
Instead, she grabbed two rolls of Jonah's plump stomach, holding them like a handle. Then she started to fuck him in earnest, riding him like a pro.
"Wow," Jonah exhaled and his eyes went wide.
"You like that?" Miriam asked, digging her fingers into his skin.
"Yeah," Jonah said, nodding.
Despite the cream and the condom, Jonah came fairly quickly. She only realized it because his penis began to twitch from side to side. She stopped grinding and raised herself off of him, watching the last throb.
The reservoir of the condom had a significant amount of semen in it, much more than she had expected. His balls and thighs were coated in her juices. Jonah looked at his own penis with surprise.
"I came?" he asked.
"Yeah, you did," Miriam said excitedly. "And what a load. Don't you think so, Steph?"
"Yeah, totally," Steph said, failing to put a great amount of enthusiasm in her voice.
"There you go," Miriam said. "You're a man now."
"I guess I am," Jonah said, still staring at his member as if it had betrayed him.
"You better get yourself in the shower, you look like a mess," Miriam said, offering him a hand.
"Right," Jonah said and pulled himself to a seated position.
Carefully, he pried the condom off his penis. His penis was a bright red, coated in his own semen and the clear gel. A drop of semen oozed out of the tip and dripped on the carpet.
"Get in the shower before you make a mess on the floor," Miriam reminded him again.
"Right," Jonah acknowledged the second time.
He did get up, however, and trudged into the bathroom, still holding the condom in one hand. The door clicked shut behind him.
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"Oh God," Stephanie whined, "I feel a little bad for him."
"You can still fuck him if you want," Miriam said.
"Ew, God no," Stephanie said quickly.
Miriam giggled. She collapsed on the mattress and laughed until she was out of breath. When she looked around again, she saw Stephanie gazing at her naked body. The sound of the shower was audible in the bathroom.
"You are gorgeous, you know that," Miriam said.
"Thank you. You're quite pretty, too."
"Do you know just how perfect your pussy is?"
"I... uh, no one's put it in quite those terms."
"It really is. Like out of a textbook."
"Not the ones I had in school," Stephanie laughed.
Without thinking about what she was doing, Miriam reached out and grabbed Stephanie's thigh. She pulled herself around until she was close enough to kiss the soft skin. She looked up at the young woman, who gave her a faint nod while biting her bottom lip. She raised her other leg, exposing the topic of their conversation.
It was the closest that Miriam could remember being to another woman's bare vagina. The last time had been in college while skinny dipping in the neighbor's hot tub with her roommate. That had been very different.
Deciding to just go for it, Miriam pulled herself closer and dove in. It was warmer than expected with her cheeks touching Stephanie's inner thighs. She licked the labia and both her tongue and nose were enveloped by an intense aroma.
After a couple seconds of licking up and down Stephanie's pussy, Miriam looked up at the woman.
"Is this doing anything for you?" she asked.
"Not really."
"Yeah, me neither," Miriam said and rolled on her back. "Guess I'm not bisexual."
"I'm not either."
"Thanks for letting me try, though."
"Sure. You looked like you really wanted to."
"I did. I've been really horny all day and you're gorgeous. I wish I had a dick so I could fuck you."
Stephanie laughed. "You have a strapon?"
"No, and I guess I really don't want to have a penis. I just keep remembering how great it is to have a nice, hard cock in me and I want to give you that feeling, too."
"That'd be nice."
"I can arrange for it if you want. I know someone who would do an excellent job."
"It's not another Jonah, is it?"
"No, not at all. He's cute and funny and he has a real dick. You know him, actually, he was in school with you and Jonah. Souley?"
"Oh!" Stephanie squeaked and started blushing. "Yeah, I know him."
"What do you say? Want to get pounded so hard you'll forget all about Jonah?"
Stephanie nodded eagerly.
"Alright, let me go call him."
Miriam got up and grabbed her phone out of the purse. Souley picked up after three rings.
"Hey there."
"Hi. How'd it go with Jonah?"
"There's a big problem."
"What's what?" Souley asked, sounding concerned.
"Now there are two, naked, unsatisfied women all alone in a hotel room and it turns out neither of them is in any way bisexual."
"That sounds terrible," Souley laughed. "Let me guess, you need me to take care of that?"
"Yes, we do," Miriam purred.
"Alright, I can be there in fifteen."
"Great. Room 8-0-5."
Miriam hung up.
"That was easy," Stephanie said. "By the way, hasn't he been in there a long time?"
Pricking her ears, Miriam listened and realized the shower was off. She couldn't remember hearing it in a while. The door to the bathroom was closed. She walked over to it and knocked.
No response.
The door wasn't locked and Miriam pushed it open. Jonah stood in front of the mirror, wearing a white Imperial towel like a cape. The front was parted and he was looking at the reflection of his small, limp penis. His eyes were red and it looked like he had been crying.
"What's wrong?" Miriam asked, closing the door behind her. The air was warm and humid.
"I-I always t-thought my first t-time would be a-amazing," Jonah sobbed.
"Oh sweetie," Miriam said, rushing in to give him a hug from the back. "It's not your fault."
"I know b-but what am I g-gonna do?"
"You know my husband, right? Clay's dad?"
"Yeah," Jonah said, wiping a tear from his eyes and clearing his nose.
"We're still married and he knows I sleep with other men."
"He does?" Jonah asked, surprised by the revelation.
"Yes. He was actually the one that encouraged me to do it."
"Really?"
"Absolutely," she lied. "You see, the secret to a happy marriage isn't having a big dick, it's knowing how to please your wife."
"You mean oral?"
"No, I mean letting her fuck big dicks on her own."
"But that's not a marriage," he protested.
"Says who?"
"I don't know. The law?"
"Let me ask you something. Do you enjoy watching me have sex with Souley?"
"Yeah," Jonah nodded.
"Even though it wasn't you?"
"I imagined it was me fucking you."
"See? That's perfect."
"It is?"
"Yeah. You're big into computers, right?"
"I am."
"You're bound to make a lot of money and meet plenty of hot women. You'll find the right one eventually, I know my husband did. You'll get married and everything will be great for a while. But there's gonna come a point when you notice that she's less and less interested in you physically. That's when you have to do it."
"Do what?"
"Let her know that you care about fulfilling her needs and it's okay if she fulfills her needs with other men."
"What if I don't want her to sleep with other men?"
"Then you'll have to make a choice. Do you want her to cheat on you behind your back and end up divorced, or do you want to give her the greatest gift a man can give to his wife and take a part in her pleasure?"
"I don't know. The latter?"
"Good choice," Miriam said and kissed him on the cheek. "I can tell you're going to make someone very happy one day."
"And you're sure this is the only way?" Jonah asked, pleading.
"Maybe if you were an inch longer... but, I'm sorry, Jonah. I know it's tough to hear but I want to be honest with you. Some men are just born that way."
Jonah sniffled again but he nodded.
"There's no need to be sad, though. You just lost your virginity in a threesome with two chicks. You should go out and celebrate."
"Yeah," Jonah said.
"And you should also get dressed. We have a guest coming over."
"A guest?"
"Souley. Both of us are super horny and we're going to make love to him."
"Oh," Jonah said.
Miriam gently nudged him in the direction of the door. Jonah pushed it open and trudged out of the bathroom. He carelessly dropped the damp towel on the ground and started gathering his clothes.
To Miriam's surprise, Stephanie started to dress, too. She pulled on her panties and bra but left it at that, opting for the bathrobe instead of her regular clothes for the rest.
"Changed your mind?" Miriam asked.
"No," Stephanie said. "Just, uh..."
"Shy?" Miriam laughed.
"A little."
"There's no need to be afraid of Souley. We've been fucking for weeks now and he's really a big sweetheart."
"I'm not afraid," Stephanie insisted.
Knock. Knock.
Grinning, Miriam yanked open the door. Souley was there, dressed like he just came from the gym; tall, dark, and handsome. He grabbed her by the waist, pulled her against his hard body, and kissed her while they stumbled inside the room.
"Glad you could make it," Miriam cooed. "No need for introductions, right? You've met Stephanie."
"Yeah," Souley said, shooting an eyebrow greeting at the woman sitting on the edge of the bed while squeezing Miriam's ass.
Stephanie waved.
"Guess what?" Miriam asked.
"What?"
"Jonah here," she said, gesturing at Jonah who was tying his shoes, "just fucked us both."
"Oh yeah?" Souley said enthusiastically and took two large steps toward Jonah. "My man," he called out and clapped Jonah so hard on the back that Jonah lost his balance, tripped on his own laces, and fell forward.
Scrambling back to his feet, Jonah nevertheless had a big grin on his face. "Yes, I did," he said proudly.
"Thank you so much, Jonah, that was something special," Miriam purred. "Maybe we'll see each other again."
Stephanie waved at Jonah.
"Right," Jonah said, one hand on the door handle. "Bye."
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"Poor guy," Souley muttered after the door closed behind him. "You weren't too cruel to him, were you?"
"See? What'd I tell you?" Miriam asked Stephanie while patting Souley on the chest. "Total sweetheart."
Stephanie nodded.
Ever since Miriam had mentioned Souley, Stephanie had acted differently. She'd been fairly chatty before and when Jonah was there, she hadn't been very shy about her body. That was different. She kept tugging at her bathrobe, trying to readjust it and smooth out imaginary wrinkles. She couldn't quite seem to meet Souley's eyes and looked away every time he looked at her.
It dawned on Miriam that Stephanie had a crush on Souley.
"I don't know if you remember but we actually went to school together," Souley said, taking a seat next to Stephanie.
"I remember," Stephanie replied. "Two years of homeroom."
"And you were in my math class."
"Oh yeah," Stephanie laughed. "Mr. Evans was so funny."
"Hands down the best teacher Springfield High had."
Rather than join them and interrupt the conversation, Miriam went to the console. She picked up the pile of cash, tore the wrapper, and rifled through it. Ten grand — both a lot of money and in the grand scheme, not very much at all. For her, at least.
Counting out fifty crisp one-hundred-dollar bills required enough concentration for her to tune out the high school reminiscence gossip. She placed the stack on top of Stephanie's purse and then counted the rest. Everything was there, as promised.
"Do you remember that time someone started a food fight during lunch that was so bad, the principal banned lunch and we all had to eat in a classroom under supervision?"
"Oh Jesus, don't remind me," Souley groaned.
"Why? Did you have something to do with that?"
"Not directly. Jonah was pissed that one of the jocks pushed him in the hallway in front of a girl he liked, so he egged on Oliver to help him get revenge."
"By throwing food?"
"Yeah. Oliver really went for it. Grabbed his slice of pizza and hurled it halfway across the lunch hall. Managed to hit the guy right in the back of the head."
"I never knew that."
"We were such idiots back then. It's embarrassing to think about how much food we wasted."
"I know. A lot of things have changed since then."
Leaving them to catch up, Miriam headed for the bathroom. She took a long, hot shower, replaying the events from before. Jonah had looked so defeated. She used the showerhead to bring herself to two back-to-back rousing orgasms, imagining a thirty-year-old Jonah, begging his wife to fuck the biggest cock she could find.
There was so much potential with the boy. But that would have to wait for another day.
The two of them still sat there, chatting about high school. Stephanie wasn't avoiding Souley's gaze anymore. She was gazing at him as if he were the only person in the room. Souley looked at her the same way, though his eyes briefly flickered to the naked thirty-nine-year-old in the room.
While retrieving her clothes, Miriam was reminded of the cum stains Jonah had left on the carpet. She got dressed and then pulled five-hundred in cash out of her purse. She tore off a piece of the Empire International stationery and wrote a quick note:
For housekeeping — sorry about the mess
Then she slipped unnoticed out the door.
In the hallway, Miriam took a deep breath. She felt alright but it also stung somewhat. There had never been a real future for a relationship between her and Souley, that much had been obvious, but she wished that someone in her life looked at her the way Souley did at Stephanie.
The problem was that she wasn't nineteen-years-old anymore. She had hitched her wagon to Steven's and been dragged out into the sticks.
Treating herself to a nice meal at the restaurant on the top floor of the Empire International, Miriam sat by herself, plotting more ways she could get revenge on her husband.
The sun set on Springfield and her temper cooled along with it. She watched the sunset while sipping a glass of wine. There was an aching hole inside her just about the same size and shape as Souley's cock.
Two hours had been plenty of time for them to work out their teenage passion, she decided. Standing in the hallway of the fifth floor, she pressed her ear against the door to room 805 and listened. There was nothing on the other side. She swiped her keycard.
The room was dark and quiet. For a second she wondered if they had left but Stephanie's things were still on the console. She looked at the bed and in the dim light coming in from the hallway, she saw two figures.
They laid next to each other with Stephanie's head resting on Souley's upper arm. Fully dressed. Just the way she had left them. Both of them looked at her.
"I just wanted to say bye," she said and closed the door again before either of them could reply.




— 23 —

The sun kissed Miriam on the nose, informing her it was time to get up. Miriam opened her eyes, sat up, and stretched her arms. The bed next to her — Steven's side — was empty as usual. He had taken up sleeping on the couch in his office.
According to him, he didn't want to share his bed with a 'promiscuous whore'. That suited her just fine. She didn't want to share the bed with him either. She wanted Souley to lie there and kiss her and fuck her awake.
It was only nine o'clock but Miriam's mind was already on sex. She blamed it on not getting any the previous night. She picked up the phone and already had Souley's name selected when her brain kicked in and she remembered.
It was time to move on. She scrolled down two entries to call Stephanie instead.
"Hello," Stephanie answered after three rings.
"How'd things go?"
"It was, uh, interesting," Stephanie said diplomatically. "We just ate breakfast."
"Still at the hotel, then?"
"Yeah. We ended up falling asleep. Hope that's alright."
"It is. When you go, just leave your key on the console, okay? I'll swing around at one to check out."
"Okay, sounds good. And Mrs. Randall—"
"Please call me Miriam. Or Miri."
"Right. Uh, I just wanted to say that nothing happened between me and your, uh, Souley."
"That's actually the reason I called you."
"It is?"
"Yeah. I wanted to say it's okay if you want to go after him. Me and him were just fuckbuddies, no strings attached. We talked about dating but neither of us wanted it."
"Oh," Stephanie exclaimed in surprise.
"What I'm saying is, he's all yours. If you want him. And if he does."
"Thank you," Stephanie sighed. "I was so worried that I somehow pissed you off last night."
"You didn't. Please take good care of him, okay?"
"I will," she said, and quickly added, "if he wants it, of course."
"I don't think you have anything to worry about there," Miriam laughed.
They said their goodbyes and hung up. Five seconds afterward, her phone rang. It was Souley.
"Hello there," she greeted him.
"Hey," he said in a dour tone. "There's something we need to talk about."
"Don't worry," Miriam laughed. "You can fuck her to your heart's content."
"That's not—we didn't—" he said, flustered.
"What? You spent all night alone in a hotel room with her and you didn't even have sex?"
"No, we just talked."
"She's so hot even I tried to have sex with her."
"You did not."
"I did. Didn't like it. She's all yours."
"And us?"
"If we were dating or anything it'd be one thing but we both agreed it's just sex, right?"
"Yeah."
"I want to see you happy, Souley. You liberated me from the shackles of my marriage and that means a lot. Don't laugh, I'm serious. I may not be in love with you like Steph is but I still care about your well-being a great deal."
"She's not in love with me. Is she?"
"That's the only thing you heard, huh?" Miriam chuckled.
"Sorry, no. You mean a lot to me, too. Thank you for making one of my childhood fantasies a reality."
"I am gonna miss your cock, though."
"Only one in the world."
"Anyway, take care Souley. If you ever need any help, my door's open."
"Thank you, Mrs. Randall."
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"Damn it, Miri, will you stop that? I'm trying to eat."
Rather than answering, Miriam let out a fake moan, shortly followed by a real moan. Her feet were up on the dinner table and both her hands were firmly wrapped around the base of a seven inch dildo.
Ever since she stopped seeing Souley, she had been horny out of her mind. Toys helped but they only went so far. She hammered the silicone phallus into her sopping wet pussy, pulling it out again with enough force to spray droplets of her juices onto the surface of the kitchen table.
"What if Clay were to walk in on this?" Steven attempted.
It didn't have an impact. Miriam knew as well as him that Clay was safe in Europe, thousands of miles away. She felt the orgasm stirring deep inside her.
"Ohhh yeah," she groaned. "I love a good, big dick."
Grimacing, Steven stabbed his peas and managed to transfer three of them to his mouth. Another four fell into his lap. His face was contorted with anger and he couldn't take his eyes off of Miriam's feet propped up on the table.
"I hope you catch a nasty disease whoring yourself out on the street corner," he spat.
Ignoring him, Miriam focused on a mental image of Souley. She imagined it was his cock fucking her at record pace. The climax grew bigger and bigger until she let it wash over her body. It wasn't as good as with a real guy but it was good enough.
The table rattled when her body began to tremble. She continued stoking the fire until it reached its peak and then yanked out the dildo. Immediately following, Miriam squirted out a jet of fluid. Her eyes were still closed but she imagined the way it would arc high, fly across the table, and land squarely in that stupid fuck's face.
"GOD DAMN IT, MIRIAM," Steven bellowed and the chair scraped on the floor.
Opening one eye, Miriam wondered if she really had hit him in the face. It appeared she landed just shy. A trail of wet puddles dotted the surface of the table, reaching from between her legs all the way to Steven's plate.
"I'm going to have to throw this shit out now," Steven barked, lifting the plate.
"You used to enjoy eating me out, do you remember?"
"I remember," Steven said and grimaced. "Had to force myself to do it every single time. You have such an ugly vagina, Miriam."
A few weeks ago, that comment would have devastated her. He was just lashing out, though. It was the only thing he still had left. While Steven made a big show of shoving the remaining pasta off his plate and into the garbage can, Miriam just smiled at him and gently rubbed her clit, enjoying the post-orgasmic trembles.
After he was gone and the sound of the TV emanated from the living room, Miriam put the dildo aside. She used three paper towels to wipe down the table. Once it was clean-ish, she headed upstairs and retrieved her phone.
On the first day of her search for a replacement for Souley, she had tried the only thing she knew: going to a bar. The experience had been extremely unpleasant, with all the young kids looking at her like she didn't belong. A couple guys hit on her but most of them had been drunken louts.
Deciding that the Springfield bar scene wasn't for her, she called up Jonah and asked him what people these days used to hook up. That's how she came to fill out an online dating profile for an app called Boinkr.
Ever since, her phone had occasionally buzzed, letting her know someone had "liked" her profile. A few guys had done more than that, too. She was the proud recipient of three genuine dick pics — solicited ones.
Before checking her messages, Miriam once again read through her own profile:
Hello, Stranger!
A few weeks ago I found out my husband is a massive piece of shit and ever since, I've been on a journey of self-education in the arts of making love. I'm a 39 year old woman who only just found out how amazing sex can be.
I'm looking for a good looking man anywhere between 18 and 49 years old of any ethnicity who is confident and not afraid to play a little rough, particularly when it comes to dealing with my dear husband.
Please send me a picture of your nice, juicy penis and we can get to know each other.
The other profiles that Miriam had seen hadn't been very explicit. Despite the name and its reputation for being a hookup app, most profiles were rather tame. They listed their hobbies and ideas for romantic dates, along with professional headshots or candid pictures like the one she used on other social media.
Not all of the responses had been pleasant. Mixed in with genuine requests from guys asking if she was serious were guys who sent her nasty messages. Several of them told her to kill herself or that she was going to hell.
There was one new message. She clicked on it and the screen of her phone filled up with a big, white cock. Roughly six or seven inches, uncircumcised, with a deep red tip poking out and a cock ring gripping the base. It curved slightly to the left.
While licking her lips, Miriam tapped out a response. She flopped down on the bed, spread her knees, and aimed the phone between her legs. She sent that along for good measure.
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The Park Café was packed full on the warm Saturday afternoon. Located in an alleyway just outside the main road, it was impossible to see the actual park from where she sat but that didn't bother her. She had her eyes set on something else.
According to his profile, Craig was six-foot-zero, hundred-eighty pounds of muscle, thirty-three, caucasian of Irish heritage, with short-cropped brown hair. The profile picture was a few years old but the man sitting across from her at the table, stirring his cappuccino, was hot. The date, unfortunately, was everything but.
"So what do you do for a living?" he asked.
"I was a full-time mother," she answered. "Now, I'm not really doing anything."
"Oh, God, I'm so sorry for your loss," Craig said, growing pale. "I didn't mean to pry."
It took her a moment to figure out what he was talking about.
"No, no, he's not dead or anything. He just moved out and went to college."
"Oh," Craig said, exhaling with relief. "That's... a lot better."
Unsure what to answer to that, Miriam stayed quiet. She took a sip of her iced coffee more out of boredom than because she wanted to drink it. It was far too sweet.
"I'm sorry this isn't going well," she blurted out after she caught him eyeing his watch. "This is kind of my first date in, well, twenty years or so."
"I see."
"I don't really know what you're supposed to do on dates."
"To be honest, I expected something different from going by your profile."
"The picture is very recent, I took it last week."
"Not that. I mean this," he said, waving around the cafe. "From my experience so far, women will put up a friendly, charming profile but then want to throw down five seconds after meeting. Your profile on the other hand sounds like you just want to hook up and yet here we are in this nice cafe, trying to make small talk."
"You mean we can just skip this part?" Miriam asked, sitting up.
"There aren't really any rules."
Miriam grabbed her purse and pulled out twenty bucks. She tucked the money under her iced coffee, stood up, and grabbed Craig by the wrist. She pulled him deeper into the alley.
The parking lot was the real reason she had picked the cafe. It was a tiny, cramped space surrounded by tall walls on three sides. One of the four of the parking spots was a handicapped spot notorious for being towed; another was occupied by a dumpster. Apart from hers, only one other car was parked there and it was likely an employee vehicle.
With Craig in tow, she went around to the passenger side of her car, putting it between them and the alleyway. She pushed Craig to rest against the front door with his back.
"Say something if you're not comfortable," Miriam said.
Miriam waited for a brief moment but he didn't say anything, just nodded. That was all her libido needed. She went straight for his zipper, yanking it open and fishing around inside for the thing she'd been dreaming about all day.
Despite still being flaccid, she could tell it was a big cock. She wrapped her hand around it and pumped it, enjoying the sensation of blood rushing just underneath the skin. When she was done, she was looking at a six inch long, uncircumcised cock that curved slightly to the right.
"Everything you were hoping for?" Craig asked.
"It curved the other way in the picture."
"Must have been my evil twin," he chuckled.
Wrapping her fingers around the base of it, she pulled down the foreskin and revealed the rest of the glans. A tiny droplet of precum oozed out of the hole and twinkled in the sunlight. She wished she had the guts to just go for it. Wrap her lips around it right then and there and suck him dry.
Reaching into her purse, Miriam pulled out a condom. She quickly tore open the wrapper and placed it on his head. The ultra-thin, transparent film rolled down over his shaft effortlessly. She wasn't even halfway down his cock when she couldn't wait anymore and took him into her mouth.
It wasn't as nice as bare contact but it was fantastic to have a large dick in her mouth again. The warm, throbbing cock filling her. Craig let out a moan and he was leaning against the car for support.
Fearing that he was going to explode before she had her fill, Miriam stopped and stood up. She hiked up her skirt and pushed her panties to her ankles. Even if she had wanted to, she would have been unable to stop herself. The urge inside her was too powerful.
Turning around, she leaned up against him and slid down, guiding the cock with her right hand. The glans parted her lips and a tingle coursed through her body. She let herself descend, relishing the sensation of his thick shaft spreading her open.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she sighed.
Craig grabbed her by the shoulder, pushed her forward, and started thrusting into her. Suddenly, everything was right in the world again. The ache inside of her that had built up in pressure over the previous week just melted away. The hunger inside of her that threatened to devour her was sated at last.
Aiding his efforts, Miriam reached between her legs and began rubbing herself. The orgasm arrived almost too fast but she let it happen regardless. She needed it. Craig didn't slow down at all while her body was trembling.
Shortly afterward, Craig came. She felt his cock stiffen and flex as he blew his load but without the familiar wet sensation of his semen. It took her a second to remember he was even wearing a condom.
Taking a step forward, Miriam turned around and looked at his still mostly-erect penis. The condom had slipped forward an inch and the reservoir contained a sizable load. She grabbed his shaft and slowly milked it, watching another drop of cum ooze out of his tip.
"Is that more like what you expected?" she asked, grinning at him.
"Better," he chuckled.
The penis deflated more and the condom threatened the slip off. Craig grabbed the base and slid it off his shaft, careful not to spill the load. He tied a knot, sealing it in.
"Shoot, I forgot to bring some wipes or something for cleanup," Miriam said, pulling her own panties up into her own mess.
"I got some tissues," Craig said, looking around the parking lot.
The dumpster was the obvious choice. Craig pushed open the lid and tossed the condom inside. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a pack of opened tissues.
"Thanks," Miriam said.
Miriam unlocked the car, opened the passenger side door, and put her foot up on the seat. Craig leaned against the side of the car, watching her wipe the explosion of juices off her thighs and abdomen.
"You always get that wet?" Craig asked.
"Only when I haven't gotten any in a while."
"How long has it been?"
"A week almost," she replied.
Craig chuckled. "That's what you call a dry spell?"
"I'm trying to make up for lost time. Twenty years worth."
"The husband, huh?"
"Yeah."
"That sucks. I got married right out of high school but we both realize it wasn't working a year later. The separation was pretty amicable. Guessing yours wasn't."
"I'm still married," Miriam said coyly.
"I see. So this is revenge for his missteps before dropping the big D?"
"I'm not going to divorce him and he never cheated on me."
"He beat you?" Craig asked, frowning.
"No."
"Just doing it for the thrill?"
"Not really."
"Why are you doing it, then?"
"To punish him."
"For...?"
"For not respecting women enough."
Craig snorted with laughter. "You know that this isn't likely to change his mind, right?"
"I know. I don't want to rehabilitate him. I just want to punish him."
"Ice cold."
"That a problem?"
"Well... I suppose it's none of my business."
"Do you want it to be?" Miriam asked, grinning wickedly at him.
"What do you mean?"
"How do you feel about a little exhibitionism?"
Two minutes later, the two of them got in the car and Miriam pulled out of the parking lot. She took the freeway east toward home. It was right around dinner time — the half-hour gap between Tandem and McGregor and Panky — and Steven would be microwaving himself something unhealthy.
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The look on Steven's face was priceless. He had already finished eating when she walked in; an empty plastic tray of microwave chicken sat in front of him. A mug of hot chocolate was half finished. He glowered at her.
Then Craig moved up behind her, peering into the kitchen over her shoulder. Steven went pale. His hand started to shake and he dropped the mug on the table. A few drops of brown milk splashed on the surface.
Catching himself quickly, he wiped away the spill with the end of his sleeves. He clenched and unclenched his jaw. His nostrils flared.
"Hey, honey," Miriam chirped. "I hope you don't mind that I brought my date home. We're just gonna go head upstairs."
"No. That's my bed, too," Steven barked.
"Wow, that's presumptuous of you. Isn't he presumptuous?" she asked, turning to Craig.
"You're a whore and that's what whores do," Steven continued.
"I see what you have to deal with now," Craig said, ignoring Steven.
"I'm not even a whore," Miriam huffed. "Whores get paid."
"That's a good point," Craig said.
"We can change that, though," Miriam said, grinning at Steven.
Approaching the kitchen table, Miriam grabbed the hem of her dress and shimmied it up her body. She had already taken off her panties in the garage. His eyes went wide and he licked his lips. Despite everything, Steven wanted to fuck her.
"You like it?" Miriam teased him, twirling around once for him.
"You're disgusting," Steven grumbled.
"How much would you pay to fuck me?" she asked, unzipping the dress.
"Hah!" Steven barked. "You'd have to pay me."
"I'm in for a buck," Craig said.
"Ooh, a whole dollar," Miriam giggled. "Are you gonna raise him, my darling?"
"Fuck no."
"You're just gonna let this stranger fuck your wife for a dollar?"
"He's overpaying."
"Guess he's letting you off cheap," she said, turning to Craig. "I hope you got a buck on you."
Reaching into his pocket, Craig pulled out his wallet. He retrieved a one dollar bill and waved it in the air, holding it between index and middle finger. Miriam pulled her dress over her head. With both of her arms in the air and the fabric blinding her, she wasn't prepared.
"Ow!" she yelped as suddenly a hand slapped her on the right asscheek.
When she regained her sight, she saw Steven sitting at the table. He was incredibly tense and his hands were balled into fists. Behind her, Craig unzipped his jeans. He casually tossed the dollar on the table with his free hand.
"It's not too late to outbid him," Miriam told Steven.
"Yes, it is," Craig said.
With a hand on her upper back, Craig pushed Miriam forward and down on the kitchen table. He nudged her foot with his and she spread her legs for him. Steven wasn't looking at her at all. He was looking over her, at Craig. She wished she could see what her husband saw. That wonderful cock protruding from the jeans.
An open condom satchel dropped on the table next to her face. She held her breath in anticipation. The wait was taking forever.
At last, Craig was ready. He slapped her on the ass again — the other cheek — and pressed his tip against her hole. He pushed in without hesitation.
"Ohhhhhhhhh," Miriam gasped and rolled back her head, partially to tease Steven, partially because it felt so damn good.
It was different than against the car and inside the car and on the backseat. No longer restricted by awkward positions, Craig was able to fuck her hard. He started off slow but forcefully, ramping up his speed.
With each thrust of his powerful hips slamming into hers, she was rocked forward. The coffee cup started dancing and the fork rattled on the tabletop.
"Oh God, oh wow, oh yes," she moaned in sync with every thrust. "This is so good."
"Uff, you're tight," Craig groaned.
"Did you... see how... big his.. cock was?" Miriam said between breaths.
Steven didn't respond. He just sat there, fists on the edge of the table, grimacing. He didn't miss any part of the show. No matter how much she gasped and moaned, Steven didn't react. Not even when her laboring became real.
After she came, she stopped caring about her husband. She closed her eyes and let the orgasmic waves wash over her. She focused on nothing but Craig's wonderful cock, hitting almost all of the right spots. His hands on her hip, fingers digging into her flesh.
When he was about to climax, she opened her eyes again and grinned at her husband. Craig pulled out, yanked off the condom, and wedged his fat shaft between her buttcheeks.
The first splash of hot semen landed on her right shoulder, followed quickly by another on her lower back. She flexed her cheeks, gripping his shaft while he pressed down with his fingers and milked himself.
"God, that felt great," Craig sighed with satisfaction.
"Fuck you," Steven said, looking at his wife. He shot to his feet to look at Craig. "And fuck you, too."
Angrily stomping out the kitchen, Steven headed upstairs. Miriam listened to the footsteps ascend and head to what sounded like their bedroom. The door slammed shut.
"You know, for someone that's supposedly upset, he sure likes to watch."
"Yeah," Miriam laughed. "I told you he's completely harmless."
"This isn't some game, is it?"
"What do you mean?" she asked, standing up. She grabbed a roll of paper towels from the kitchen and started to wipe up the semen on her back.
"The way he was watching, it looked almost like he wanted all of this. You know, how you see in porn sometimes. The husband wants the wife to fuck other guys."
"No, no," Miriam laughed. "I assure you, he didn't want any of this."
"Hey, no judgement. Whatever floats your boat," he said and tore off a sheet, helping her reach the spots she couldn't.
"I'm incredibly turned on but he hates it. That's what makes it great."
"I wouldn't be able to watch someone else fuck my girl."
"And what about you fucking someone else's girl?"
"Guess I'm okay with that," he chuckled.
"Do you want to do it again sometime?" she asked, grinning.
"I'd love to."
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The waitstaff at the Park Café started to recognize her after a couple of days and asked her if she wanted "the usual." That kind of local fame came at a price, of course. When they thought she wasn't watching, they gave her funny looks, and she was sure they were gossipping.
The lady who had a different date every day. The response from the female waiters was mixed; some sneered at her, some looked at her with reverence. Guys, on the other hand, were a different matter. They were all charm, particularly after she got into the habit of flirting with them and leaving a big tip.
Not as big of a tip as she was getting from her dates, however. The little parking lot around the corner proved to be exceptionally useful. Not everyone was as straightforward as Craig and she was able to quickly weed out the ones not suitable to bring home.
The first guy after Craig was Marcus, a thirty-two-year-old bodybuilder who recently got dumped and told her upfront he only wanted rebound sex. He was good looking and had an amazing body — and an even more amazing cock. It was so thick she couldn't fit her fingers around it and the condoms she had didn't fit. Fortunately, he brought his own.
The first time she fucked him, his large cock was fairly painful but after she figured out how to relax, he was able to go at something faster than a snail's pace. She brought him home just as the microwave beeped, signaling dinner time.
Holding his stupid tray, Steven paled when he saw the onyx cock in Marcus' pants. It was definitely bigger than anything he thought was even possible. He stood transfixed in the middle of the kitchen, watching his wife get plowed, bent over the kitchen island.
By the time Marcus left, Steven's dinner was cold and he had to nuke it again.
Angelo was an Italian exchange student who had been in America for two years working on his master's degree in particle physics. He was kind of gun shy and admitted that he had a hard time dating. He hadn't gotten laid since he left Italy.
The guy wasn't particularly bad looking. A little scrawny perhaps but in an interesting way. He certainly wasn't lacking in the downstairs department with his five-and-a-half inch cock. It wasn't the size that made it interesting but rather the shape. A picture-perfect cock with a thick vein and a pronounced ridge.
Deciding against her usual routine, she took him home straight away and snuck him up to the bedroom. He came while she was trying to put the condom on him, blowing a rather sizable load into her palm. Bright red, he tried to stammer his way out of the bedroom but she wouldn't let him. Instead, she fucked his brains out.
An hour into their frenzied lovemaking, she heard footsteps outside the door. The handle turned and without making a sound, the door cracked an inch. Angelo never noticed but she flew into a hedonistic mania, riding her lover so hard that he came twice in a single minute.
When she was done, she left five condoms sitting on Steven's pillow.
Harry was white, forty-one, and kind of a douche. He dressed like someone twenty years younger and kept calling her "chica". She did not like him at all and under different circumstances would have sent him packing. However, when she mentioned the idea of fucking in front of her husband, Harry was really into it.
It turned out to be one of the most entertaining encounters she had up to that point. Steven was watching McGregor and Panky when she came home. Immediately, Harry started badgering him, asking if he loved being a pathetic cuckold. Steven turned up the volume on the TV.
Fucking her while standing, Harry kept shouting how he loved to fuck other guys' wives and how women deserved to fuck big cocks. Then they fucked missionary style, right underneath the TV screen. Harry was looking at Steven more than at her, mocking him the entire time. She had to stop herself from laughing out several times.
To finish off the night, he insisted that he unload right on her face. He coated her face with a thick load to the backdrop of McGregor flirting with a suspect. Steven turned off the TV in disgust and fled the room after that.
Dave had the longest cock out of all the people she fucked. Eight and a half inches of cocoa brown love. She made sure to measure it in full view of Steven, who pretended not to look while shoveling down a microwave dinner.
Since he had just about the right girth for it, she invited Dave to fuck her asshole. Lying flat on the kitchen table, Miriam propped her feet up on the surface. It was a wonderful position to be in — she only had to turn her head to look up at her husband or raise it slightly to look at her lover. She could even squeeze her tits.
"Why didn't we ever try anal?" Miriam asked while Dave was six inches deep inside her asshole.
"Because you're disgusting," Steven grunted.
"Hell naw, she's fine as hell," Dave replied.
"His cock is way too small for it, anyway," Miriam added.
"It's not," Steven barked and shot to his feet.
As soon as Steven stomped out of the room, Miriam signaled to Dave to stop. He was about to open his mouth but she shushed him. Quietly extricating herself, she snuck up the stairs.
The bathroom door wasn't locked. Miriam pushed it open an inch and her pulse quickened. Steven stood in front of the mirror with his pants down to his waist. She couldn't see the action but it was quite obvious he was jerking off.
"Is that what you're doing when you pretend to be angry?" she asked.
Jumping nearly a foot in the air, Steven's head snapped around. He went bright red and his little penis was fully erect.
"No! I'm not!" he protested and began pulling up his pants.
"Hey Dave, would you come up here?" Miriam shouted.
Advancing on her husband, Miriam grinned broadly. Steven retreated until he walked backward into the closed walk-in closet door.
"What's up?" Dave asked, glancing from her to her husband.
"Please fuck me," she begged, placing her feet three feet apart and sticking out her butt.
Within grasping distance of Miriam's husband, Dave continued where they left off. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back.
"Get down on your knees so you can take a good look," Miriam said.
Gulping, Steven did as she instructed. He sank to his knees and gazed between her legs, where a cock three times the size of his own slid in and out of her asshole. Her pussy was wet, gaping open with the desire to be filled.
"Go on," she said.
The pants were still unbuttoned and all Steven had to do was sit up slightly and slide them down again. He still had a painful looking erection and lost no time getting to it.
Almost as soon as he started, however, he finished. Frantically trying to stop his eruption, Steven wrapped his hand around his penis and squeezed tightly. A few seconds later, white goo seeped out the crack between thumb and index finger.
"I'm close, where do you want it," Craig grunted.
"Tits," she said.
Craig eased his grip on her and pulled out, leaving her with a sudden sensation of emptiness. He was long enough that she wouldn't even have to kneel down. Miriam rolled up the base of the condom an inch, then gripped his shaft and slid her hand upward until his magnificent penis was free.
"Do you see how long it is?" she asked, looking at Steven.
He nodded, looking at the cock with an intense longing and still clutching his own as if he were afraid he'd lose it. She stroked Craig, focusing on the tip.
The load wasn't as great as she had hoped. He shot one good one that splashed on her sternum, then it more or less trickled out of him. She leaned in and drew circles with his glans around her stiff nipples.
Tears welled up in Steven's eyes.
Tyler wasn't actually on her list of dates. He was an employee at the Park Café, twenty-two years old, and a Springfield local. Working as a waiter to make ends meet while studying at college — political sciences.
When her scheduled date canceled at the last minute, Tyler asked "no date tonight?" after delivering her coffee. She asked if he was asking or offering. He grinned.
Five minutes later, they were in the backroom of the Park Café. She was pressed up against the wall of the manager's office, he was behind her, railing her pussy as hard as he could. He was average-sized in the cock department but to her surprise, it didn't seem to make that much of a difference. There was less pain and less of a feeling of having her insides stretched but he was also able to go a lot faster.
Afterward, he told her how she was the focus of most of the recent gossip among employees. Then someone had stumbled across her Boinkr profile and ever since, all the guys had been vying to serve her. Apparently, everyone knew she was fucking guys in the little parking lot out back.
Not one to be embarrassed, she asked Tyler if he had a friend that wanted to join for something special. That was how she brought two guys home, to Steven's great surprise. Kimba was a friend of Tyler's — taller, more muscular, a little more endowed, but not as pretty.
They went straight to the bedroom, though she ensured that she made enough noise to alert Steven to their presence. She thought that she already knew how it would feel, considering that Souley had frequently fucked her while she had a dildo in her ass, but the second partner being a living being made quite a difference.
For the first time in what felt quite a while, she was worn out from sex. Two fantastic hours later, she said goodbye to the men and just wanted to sit down. She was sweaty and exhausted. Her vagina still tingled with aftershocks of her orgasms.
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The cashier at SuperStop looked up at Miriam in surprise when she plopped down two boxes of Spartan Big 100-Pack condoms. He looked like he barely graduated from high school; his eyes traveled longingly up and down her body. She wore a tight dress and no bra. Her nipples got hard, knowing how much she was turning him on.
The entire week had been neverending series of sexual delights. She had no idea just how many single men there were in all of Springfield. Some days, she went on two dates. One in the afternoon, one in the evening. The more sex she had, the hornier she seemed to get.
Insatiable. That was what Steven had said. He was right. Even though she was on the way to the Park Café to fuck a guy who coincidentally was also named Steven, she was thinking about ways she could drag the cashier out of the store fuck him in her car.
As soon as she grabbed her receipt and started walking, Miriam flexed her Kegels, trying to see if she could finally achieve an orgasm without having to touch herself. She was certainly wet and horny enough to explode with even the lightest touch.
Suddenly, she slammed into a rather soft and warm wall. She looked up just in time to see a dark blur before she hit the much harder ground. Pain jolted her body. Something wet splashed on the tile floor next to her.
"Ow!"
"Oh my God, I'm so sorry. Are you alright?" a gentle voice asked.
Kneeling next to her was a funny looking guy with a shaved head and squat nose. She giggled. There was something comical about him but she couldn't pin it down. He was about her age, maybe a little younger, wearing jeans and a creme colored t-shirt that contrasted nicely with his dark skin. A large, dark stain discolored his shirt by his abdomen.
"Laughter is a good sign," he said, grinning.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to laugh," she said, feeling like she just embarrassed herself in front of a teacher. "I think... let me check... yeah, I'm alright."
Offering her a firm hand, the man stood up and pulled her to her feet. She was still trying to figure out what about him was so strange. He had two eyes, two eyebrows, one nose with the appropriate amount of holes, a mouth, and two ears. Individually, each of those features was perfectly fine. When put together, however, it didn't make sense.
"You dropped these, I think," he said, swooping down and coming back up holding two boxes of Spartan Big 100-Pack condoms.
The heat rose to Miriam's face. Blushing bright red, she quickly snatched the boxes and stuffed them in her purse. It was his turn to chuckle.
"It's not what you think," she blurted out.
"What am I thinking?" he asked, unperturbed.
"I don't know but you better stop."
"Alright, alright," he said, putting his hands up defensively. "No more thinking for me."
"Good. I'm sorry about the—" she looked down and saw the cup on the ground. Brown liquid formed a small puddle, though it appeared to have been mostly empty "—coffee."
"Close. Chocolate milk."
"What kind of a grown man drinks chocolate milk?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.
"What kind of a woman buys two packs of—"
"Nevermind. You're right. It's none of my business what you drink. How much was it? I'm pretty sure this whole thing was my fault so I'd like to pay for it."
"Nah, it's all good. I was almost finished."
"At least let me pay for cleaning the shirt," she offered.
"Nah, lady," he said and tucked on his collar. "This thing cost less than the milk."
Dumbfounded, Miriam pulled her wallet out of her purse and retrieved a ten dollar note. She folded it in half and held it out to the man.
Rather than accept it and thank her, he looked at her with indignation. He shook his head and just walked off. Even with his back turned toward her, she felt his judging gaze. She did not like it.
Angry, she stormed after him. Catching up with him in the foyer, she firmly planted herself in front of him.
"You can keep your money, princess," he said and tried to sidestep her.
"I'm just trying to do the right thing," she fired back, countering his sidestep. She proffered the money again.
"No, you're not. You're just trying to make yourself feel better," he said and tried to sidestep.
Miriam wouldn't let him. "I'm not. I'm trying to pay for my mistake."
"And I told you I didn't want it. I don't need your pity money," he said and sidestepped.
Moving quickly in front of him again, Miriam raised her voice. "It's not—"
The man grabbed her by the shoulders and simply lifted her up, planting her down a foot to her right. She was so bewildered, she didn't know what to say or do. In her entire life, no one had ever manhandled her like that, as if she were an insignificant, little thing.
Miriam watched him walk past her but instead of heading for the exit, he headed for an unlabeled door. He knocked on it loudly and then opened it.
"Hey, Ron, mind if I borrow the cart? Just spilled something," he asked, peering his head inside.
"I can handle it," came the reply.
"Nah, man. You sit tight."
"Sure, whatever."
Opening the door the rest of the way, he reached in and wheeled out a janitor cart, complete with bucket and mop. He rolled the cart back toward the checkout area, completely ignoring her standing there like an idiot.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
"I'm doing the right thing," he said.
Following him back to the checkout area, Miriam felt even more like an idiot than before. It wasn't fair. She didn't know the janitor's office was right there and she couldn't just borrow a cart with a mop at a moment's notice. Did he really expect her to do that? How could she?
Moving like he knew what he was doing, the man bent over and picked up the cup to throw it in an attached trash bin, while at the same time plunging the mop into the yellow bucket. He squeezed out the water, then dragged it across the milk stain on the floor. Two passes later, he took a yellow "Caution: Wet Floor" sign and placed it on top of the wet spot.
"That's doing the right thing," he said to her.
"I could have done that," she protested.
"And yet you didn't," he fired back, rolling the cart back to the foyer.
"That's not fair. I don't work here."
"I don't work here either," he said.
"But you know the guy that works here as a janitor."
"Ron? Yeah, I know him."
"Exactly. You had an advantage I don't."
"Oh? Is there something stopping you from being friends with Ron?"
"I've never met the man, how am I supposed to be friends with him?"
"With that kind of attitude, you never will," he replied.
They arrived back at the door and the man opened it. He pushed the cart inside.
"Hey Ron, would you come out here for a sec?"
"Sure. What's up?"
Ron turned out to be a black man in his fifties or sixties. He wore a seaweed green jumpsuit and had short-cropped, white hair. He looked at Miriam with some confusion.
"This lady here wants to be your friend."
"She does?" Ron asked.
"No," Miriam blurted out and started blushing.
"Guess not," the man chuckled. "Sorry, Ron. You're just going to have to miss out on the pleasure of her company."
"Crazy fuck," Ron muttered and headed back inside.
"You really missed your chance."
"That's not fair. I wasn't prepared!"
"Well, now you know where he works. You can come back once you're ready."
"I don't want to be friends with him," she snapped.
"Your loss, he's a great guy," the man said and started walking toward the exit.
"What the hell is your problem?" she demanded, stalking after him.
"I don't know but I'm sure you're gonna tell me."
"I shouldn't have to feel bad for offering to pay for your spilled drink."
"Then don't."
"Then stop making me!"
They walked through the automatic door outside. Warm air rushed over her.
"How am I doing that?" he asked, looking at her with his head cocked.
Suddenly at a loss for words, she just stood there, racking her brain for what to say. Her brain felt like it was made of jelly.
"Well, if that's all, I'll be going on my way," he announced and turned.
"No!" she blurted out and dashed in front of him. "I am going to repay you. Please, tell me what you want. Anything. I'll do it."
"No offense, ma'am, but I'm not interested in your services."
By the time the word clicked in her head, he was already on the other side of the path. He had called her a prostitute. That she had insinuated she wanted to fuck him as repayment. Over spilled chocolate milk.
A car beeped and flashed its lights. The man opened the door and got in. Miriam's blood was boiling. She wanted to give this presumptuous asshole a piece of her mind. She wanted to wipe that stupid grin off his face.
The engine roared and with it and startled Miriam out of her temporary freeze. She headed for her own car, regretting parking so far away. She jumped in and pulled out of the parking spot before buckling up.
The man drove a white Kia, which would be pretty easy to lose in the traffic. Fortunately, she spotted it turning left onto Grove Street. The traffic light turned red but Miriam slammed the gas pedal anyway, pulling onto Grove Street accompanied by half a dozen honking cars.
Miriam clenched the steering wheel hard enough her knuckles turned white. She didn't know why the man and his stupid weird face pissed her off so much. It was just a random encounter. One person in a city of nearly a million. An insignificant man she had never met before and was unlikely to ever meet again.
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Passing up more than one chance to turn onto the highway and drive to the Park Café, where she would have a much more enjoyable time, she followed the white car. After ten minutes, they ended up in an area of the city she rarely went to — it was mostly apartment blocks. Tall buildings lined the street. It had to be where he lived.
Sure enough, the white car turned off the main road. It slowed down and pulled into a residential parking lot. A sign pointed out it was reserved parking for residents only. If there hadn't been an attendant posted at the entrance, she would have gone in anyway. She pulled onto the curb opposite the parking lot and got out.
The man was heading for an entrance located inside the parking lot.
"I'M NOT A HOOKER," she yelled.
The man stopped and turned around. As did several other people, including the parking lot attendant. She dashed across the street and past the confused looking attendant.
"I'm not a hooker," she repeated, much quieter.
"I heard you the first time," he chuckled.
"That's not funny. I wasn't implying we should have sex for money."
"I know," he said.
"You do?"
"Yeah. A sex worker would be smart enough to bring backup."
"You're an asshole, you know that?" she spat at him.
"Please tell me all about it," he said, leaning against the side of the building and crossing his arms.
"I bet you're enjoying this."
"Can't think of anything I'd rather do."
"What? And you think I'm here just for fun or something?"
"Why are you here?" he asked.
"To tell you what a jerk you are."
"I hope your life is satisfying."
"You know what? It is," she shouted.
"You want to tell me about it upstairs?"
"What? No, you pervert."
"Well," he said and pushed off the wall, "I'm going to go home so if you really want to keep shouting at me, you'll have to do it upstairs."
Was she really going to follow a stranger into his apartment? Other than being insufferable, she didn't get any bad vibes off of him. She weighed her options as he pulled a key out of his pocket and stuck it in the front door. He clearly hadn't understood yet why she was so upset. The door opened.
Why couldn't she just tell him in clear words why she was so upset? Hurl it at his stupid, weird face and be done with it. He just stood there, holding open the door as if he expected her to go in.
Frowning, she traipsed through the door. For the moment, she was quiet, trying to formulate her next angle of attack. She was upset because he didn't let her apologize. No, because he looked at her like he thought that she thought she was better than him. It sounded stupid when she thought about it.
The elevator dinged. They got in and for the second time, she wondered if she was making a mistake. The man was taller than her. Much taller. And stronger. She scowled at him and he just looked at her like an alien who didn't know what a scowl was. That only made her scowl harder.
They stopped on the fourth of six floors. The hallway was boring — a shiny linoleum floor and white walls, lined by doors. The man's apartment was number 412, opposite the stairway. He inserted his key and opened the door.
The inside of the apartment was much nicer, though that wasn't a tall bar. The first impression she got was that it looked like someone had taken an IKEA catalog, ripped it up, and pieced together a living room from the scraps. Nothing seemed to match color-wise, which gave it an overall theme of chaotic energy. It was the opposite of her own home, where even the rolls of toilet paper matched the bathroom tiles.
Holding the door open, the man invited her inside with a wave. At that point, she was too curious to not go in. She stepped out of her shoes, following his example. The kitchen was small but seemed to be well-stocked. It was separated from the living room with a half-height wall that had been fashioned into a bar. No dirty dishes in sight. In fact, considering the mix-and-match approach to decoration, the apartment seemed to be very clean. A few family photos hung on the wall and a blanket was bunched up on the couch.
"Do you drink tea?" he asked. "I'd offer you coffee but I'm afraid any caffeine and you might rip my head off."
Miriam was tired. The rage that had fueled her until then was burnt out. She dragged one of the barstools out and barely managed to pull herself up. She crossed her arms on the countertop and buried her head.
Right then, she was supposed to have been at the Park Café. A hookup with a different man named Steven, a bank manager who had a seven inch, uncut dick that made her drool when she saw the picture. Her husband would be waiting at home, thinking up the best way to insult her while jerking off.
Instead, she was acting like a child, following a complete stranger into his apartment because he and his stupid face pissed her off. She listened to him run the faucet, pour water into an electric kettle, and wait for it to boil. He opened a cupboard and poured in the hot water, setting the mug down next to her elbow.
The scent of chamomile penetrated her sulky fortress. She raised her head and glanced at the mug. It had two words in bold letters printed on it: LOVE YOURSELF. The tea bag floating on the surface was round and didn't have a string attached to it.
"You have a stupid face," she muttered.
"I do, huh?" he asked and chuckled.
"No, you don't," she sighed. "I'm sorry. About everything. I don't know what I was doing."
"Is everything alright?" he asked and looked at her with genuine concern in his eyes.
"Why are you being so nice to me?" she asked.
"You look like you have enough to deal with on your plate, you didn't need one more problem."
"No, everything is wonderful," she insisted.
"So yelling at strangers is just something you do for fun?"
"No, that's the first time."
"I'm honored."
Miriam dragged the mug closer and took a tentative sip. It was a mistake.
"Ow, it's hot," she hissed.
"Yes, it is," he confirmed, looking highly amused.
"I promise I'm not usually like this," she said.
"What are you usually like?"
"I..." she started and her voice faltered. She took a deep breath and exhaled. "It's complicated right now."
"You wanna play some video games?" he asked, changing the topic.
It was a better idea than pouring her heart out. She turned around to look at the TV. Underneath sat three different consoles. A PS4, Switch, and a GameCube. She perked up.
"Do you have Double Dash?" she asked.
"Of course. Let's play."
"My kid was a terrible sleeper when he was young and kept crying three times a night because he was hungry. Barely got any sleep, so I spent a lot of nights nursing him in front of the TV playing games. I bought a GameCube for his second birthday and he was always really quiet watching me play Double Dash. I think he liked the music."
"That sounds nice. How old is he now?"
"Nineteen. First year of college."
The dress she wore wasn't really made to lounge on a couch. She took a moment to smooth it out and tuck it in the right places before she took place, folding her legs. The man pressed the power button on the GameCube with his big toe, then pulled out a drawer and retrieved a controller. He unwound the cable, plugged it in, and set it down on the coffee table.
"I'll be right back," he said and left through a door to what looked like his bedroom.
Double Dash must have already been inside the console, she realized as the familiar game booted up. A wave of nostalgia washed over her. It had been years since she touched a controller. Why had she stopped?
The man returned, wearing a purple, stain-free t-shirt. He grabbed the other controller and dropped into the couch next to her.
"I'm gonna kick your ass," she said.
"Bring it."
"What's your name, anyway?"
"Lamonte."
"Miriam."
It took her a few moments to recall her muscle memory of the game. She couldn't remember which of the characters she used to play, so she picked the one she still recognized, though whose name she couldn't remember. The mushroom guy. Lamonte picked the princess.
"Why didn't you want me to pay for your drink?" she asked as the countdown started.
"I didn't think it was a big deal. Just a little milk. It'll wash right out. I think you got hurt more than I did when you fell."
"So it's not because it was an insult?" she said, holding down the gas.
"Not at first."
The race started. She vaguely remembered the beach track but she had to rely more on her muscle memory than her active memory to navigate the track. Lamonte was right in front of her.
"I guess I should have just stopped. But I was just so angry."
"I noticed."
"You were judging me," she said, shooting a red shell and zooming past him into second place.
"I was?" he asked, shooting a green shell.
"The condoms aren't what you think," she said, dodging it narrowly.
"Oh, I forgot about that," he chuckled.
"Did you really?" she asked, taking her eyes off the game for just a second to gauge his reaction. During that time, she crashed into a wall. "Damn it."
"Eat my dust."
"Why did you call me a hooker?"
"I thought you might have been coming onto me."
"I wasn't," she said, scowling as he rolled into first place.
"Don't worry, I assumed you were a high-class escort, given how you're dressed."
"Gee, thanks."
They entered the last lap and she was still in third place. It wasn't going well. Her thumb started to cramp up from trying to boost in every corner.
"I didn't mean to insult you."
"It's okay, she said, shooting a red shell at number two. "I think I deserved it."
"No you didn't but the look on your face was priceless," he chuckled.
A blue shell came zooming past Mr. Mushroom, heading straight for Lamar. She started grinning. The explosion was wonderful and the princesses were launched into the sky. Lamonte groaned as she rolled past him into the finish line.
"Hah!" she shouted triumphantly. "Suck it."
"Lucky," he huffed amicably.
The word triggered something in her brain. She had been much, much younger, then. It was Clay's fourth birthday and all his friends from Pre-K were there. Including little Jonah, who had been chubby even back then. They sat around the TV, playing Double Dash when Jonah lost the cup. He had thrown his controller in anger and she tried to calm him down, telling him that Mike had just been lucky.
And fifteen years later, she let that kid fuck her. For money.
"You were right," she said, hanging her head in shame.
"About what?"
"I am a whore. A prostitute. Literally."
"No way," he said.
"It's true."
"For real?" he asked, looking at her with surprise.
Miriam pressed the button to start the next track.
"Everything started with a bet..."
It was the first time that Miriam told her story to anyone. They continued playing the game, one cup after the other, wrapping back to the beginning when they were done. The sun started to set. Lamonte hardly said anything. He nodded and grunted, not even looking at her.
She told him about her husband and his views on women — her in particular. About how she cheated on him with Souley and discovered the best sex of her life. About the time she fucked in front of Jonah and Oliver and how Jonah then tried to hit on her.
She told him everything, trying her best not to leave anything out. Tricking Jonah into paying to shave her and later to take his virginity in the most cruel way she could think of. The failed threesome and breaking up with Soley. Blackmailing her husband into silence and then flagrantly taunting him. Spending over a week fucking as many guys as she was physically able to.
When she was done, she started to cry. She pulled her feet up and buried her face between her knees, shaking with sobs. Lamonte scooted closer and put his arm around her, rubbing her shoulder with this thumb.
"I told you, I'm a whore," she whispered after her tears dried up.
"You're not," he said.
"Didn't you hear what I said?"
"I heard everything. It's not that bad."
"How can you say that after everything I told you?"
"Do you want me to tell you that you're a whore?"
"Yes!" she said emphatically, swallowed a growing lump in her throat, and then said much quieter, "no."
"Do you want to be one?"
"I don't know. To be honest, I thought I was doing great. I love having sex and my husband is suffering. Why am I not happy?"
"Is he suffering?" Lamonte asked.
"What do you mean?"
"You told me that you bring guys home and have sex in front of him while he jerks off."
"Yeah but he hates me. He insults me the entire time."
"And yet somehow he just happens to remain there, watching the entire thing, while pleasuring himself?"
"...yes."
"It sounds to me like he's enjoying himself."
"Really? No, he hates me."
"Do you love him?"
"No, not anymore. Sometimes I just wish he would disappear."
"So why do you keep involving him in your sex life?"
"I wanted to hurt him."
"Sounds to me like it's not working as much as you'd hoped."
"You're not exactly making me feel better."
"I'm not trying to."
"See, this is why you're a jerk," she said and pulled a face at him.
Lamonte laughed.
"I can see why you were so stressed out at the store. You broke up with your boyfriend and went on a bender."
"My boyfriend?"
"That Souley kid."
"We weren't boyfriend-girlfriend. We talked about it but it wasn't for us."
"But what you had with him was more than just sex, right?"
"I guess so. He was... exciting. He made me do things I didn't know I was capable of."
"Yeah, he was more than just sex. You lost that and tried to replace it with more sex."
"Maybe you're right. What do you think I should do?"
"That's something you have to figure out for yourself."
"That's not very helpful."
"Not trying to be."
Miriam grew pensive. Some of what he said made sense but he was dead wrong about her husband. He just didn't know Steven well and she probably hadn't described the situation in enough detail. Steven definitely hated her. The only reason he let her continue to torment him was that she blackmailed him into silence.
"What's your deal, anyway?" she asked.
"Ah, I see we are finally circling around to my penchant for chocolate milk," he chuckled.
Unable to help herself, Miriam laughed. She had almost forgotten that even happened.
"No, I mean why are you so nice to me?"
"I try to be nice to everyone."
"And do you usually invite crazy women into your apartment?"
"I was afraid you'd be standing outside my door all night disturbing the neighbors if I didn't let you in."
"Ouch. That's fair, I suppose. I'm sorry."
"No worries. This was actually a pretty entertaining evening."
"So are you a janitor?"
"No. Ron was my neighbor when I grew up. He's like an uncle."
"So what do you do?"
"Warehouse manager at SuperStop."
"Oh."
"Disappointed?"
"Kinda. I was expecting something like a therapist. You're very calming."
"Thank you."
"No, thank you. For listening. And not hating me despite me giving you plenty of reasons."
"You're too hard on yourself."
"And your face looks funny."
"Does it?" he asked, scratching his chin.
"Yes," she insisted.
"Well, not much I can do about that, I suppose."
"Suppose not," she said, smiling.
Miriam felt a lot better, somehow, even though nothing had changed. She was still herself, her husband hated her, and she realized that she was in the middle of a downward spiral. And yet, she felt at peace now more than she ever had in the previous weeks. The anger that had been festering inside of her ever since the night of the week of the LAN party seemed to be fading away.
"So who was winning, anyway?" she asked, looking at the TV.
"I can't remember."
"That sounds like I was winning."
"I was just being modest. I'm kicking your ass five-to-three."
"Uh-huh. Pick up your controller, milk boy. We're finishing this."
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Everything was dark and quiet in their neighborhood at half-past midnight. Miriam pulled into the driveway but didn't open the garage, in case Steven was already asleep. She cut the engine and was greeted by the rush of cool night air as she got out of the car. Closing the door with barely a noise, she took a deep breath.
Spending the evening playing games with Lamonte had been the most fun she had in a very long time. Like a completely different life. She was determined to look through the attic in the morning and dig out their old consoles.
"Where have you been all night?" Steven demanded.
Miriam jumped when she heard him. He sat on the stairs like a hawk on a perch. Glaring at her. Immediately, the anger she thought had faded bounced back. Bile rose in her throat.
"None of your business," she snapped.
"Hah!" Steven roared triumphantly. "I knew it. Your ugly ass finally got stood up. I bet you've been thinking you're God's gift to men but you're not. You're an old, dried up whore who can't even land a date."
"I was hanging out with someone," she snapped back and headed for the kitchen.
"Who?"
"None of your fucking business."
"Don't bullshit me, Miri. You didn't hook up with anyone."
"I didn't say I hooked up. We hung out. And played video games," she said, pouring herself a glass of water.
"Yeah, right. Video games," he mocked, doing air quotes. "How big was his dick?"
"I don't know."
"Did he fuck you in the ass?" Steven asked, squeezing her buttcheek.
Miriam whirled around and slapped his hand away.
"Don't touch me!"
"Then tell me how you two fucked. Was he black? Did it hurt when he shoved his fat cock in your cunt?"
"Shut up. Now."
"What's the matter? Did he slap you around like the whore you are?" he asked, rubbing his crotch.
"What the fuck is wrong with you, Steven?"
"I'm your husband! I have a right to know who you're fucking."
A wave of revulsion washed over her, followed by a flash of realization. Lamonte was right. Steven was obsessed with her and she had been feeding right into his delusion. Bringing guys home and involving him in her sex life. Taunting him but always keeping him close.
Tears welled up in her eyes. She was so tired of it. Of him.
"Okay, fine," she said. "I wasn't with a guy."
"Hah! I knew it."
"I was with six guys."
Steven's jaw dropped. "Six?"
"Yup. Six of them. A gangbang."
"Holy shit," he said and he unzipped his pants. He was already hard. "What happened?"
"What do you think? They fucked me for hours and hours. Three guys at once while the others recovered."
"God, I bet that must have felt amazing," he marveled, jerking himself.
"It was... until we ran out of condoms."
Steven gasped.
"I told them to stop but they just kept going and going and going, all night long."
Something wet and warm splashed against her thigh. Steven groaned and his eyes unfocused. He leaned forward and sniffed her.
"I can still smell their cum on you," he whispered.
"There. Are you happy now?"
"Yes," he said, grinning and milking the last few drops of cum out of his miserable cock. "But next time, you should bring them over here. I've actually been thinking about this a lot and I think we should install cameras in the bedroom."
"Cameras?"
"Yes. It's not even that expensive. I'm thinking at least three of them. One over the bed, one from the side, and one on the dresser. That way we won't miss any of the action."
"Are you insane?" she barked.
"It's really not that expensive. A good Full-HD camera with night mode costs maybe three hundred bucks. The entire setup is less than a—"
"I just told you that six guys basically raped me and you're talking about next time?"
"Please, you probably enjoyed it," he said. "So what do you think about my camera idea? I kinda already ordered them."
Feeling incredibly dirty, Miriam brushed past her husband and headed for the stairs. He followed her like a lap dog, only missing a wagging tail. Five feet from the bathroom, she dashed forward and slammed the door shut before Steven had a chance to react. He knocked on the door and tried to open it but it was locked.
Miriam leaned against the other side of the door and didn't hold back the flood of tears. Somehow, she had managed to make the entire situation worse. By trying to punish Steven, she had achieved the opposite. She was only punishing herself.
When she had the strength, she rallied herself and headed for the shower. She wanted to wash off Steven's cum and the stink that the conversation had left. Turning the water as hot as she could bear, she welcomed the pain.
Something had to change and she knew what she had to do.
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According to her most recent estimate, the stairway of the apartment building had either six-hundred-ninety-five, seven-hundred, or seven-hundred-thirty-eight-and-a-half tiles. Miriam wasn't particularly confident in any of the counts and every time she tried, she came up with a different number again.
But what else did she have to do? She had been sitting on the top stair of the fourth floor for three hours and she was bored out of her mind. Her phone's battery was at thirty percent already and if she played more games on it, it would be dead before the day was over.
All that and she didn't even know if Lamonte would even show up. He wasn't in the apartment; she had tried the doorbell and knocked enough times that she lost count of that, too. If she had his phone number, she could have called him but she hadn't thought to ask that the previous evening.
It was a quarter past three in the afternoon. She sighed. Steven was at home, relaxing in front of the TV on the very comfortable couch while she sat in a chic but uncomfortable summer dress on cold tiles. Yet the thought of having to return there and spend another second in the company of his presence was enough to give her the strength she needed to persevere.
At half-past five, she heard the ding of the elevator for the hundredth time. She contemplated not getting up at all. The last time she had checked, it had been a group of young women. When she returned to the stairs, she couldn't find her warm spot anymore and had to sit on cold tiles.
"Comfortable?" a calm but steady voice asked.
Miriam jumped in surprise, nearly spilling the contents of her purse down the stairs. She whirled around to see Lamonte standing there, smirking with his quirky mouth.
"Hi!"
"Waiting for someone?"
"No, I'm just sitting here for fun."
"How's that going?"
"Can you invite me in already? I really need to pee."
Lamonte chuckled and waved her to follow. Miriam brushed past him before he was even inside and headed straight for the bathroom.
When she returned, he was in the kitchen, pouring himself a glass of milk. He ladled two spoonfuls of chocolate powder mix in it and began to stir. The spoon clinked loudly on the glass. Miriam's stomach growled loudly.
"There's some leftover pizza from last night if you're hungry."
"Thanks," she said and yanked open the box still sitting on the coffee table.
"To what do I owe this unannounced visit?"
"I thought—" she said while chewing "—that we could—play some more—video games."
"Wish I could but I already have prior engagements."
"Oh," Miriam muttered, shoulders sagging. What had she expected, really?
"Were you waiting long?" he asked.
"No," she said quickly. It was already embarrassing enough.
"You are not a good liar," he chuckled.
The thought of going home twisted her stomach into a knot.
"Can I come with you?"
"You don't even know where I'm going."
"I don't care."
"If I say no, are you just going to keep following me?"
"Yes," she said and put on her best puppy face. "Please?"
Lamonte looked at her for a long time, then shook his head and chuckled. "Fine but you're gonna regret it."
After that, he wouldn't say any more on the topic, no matter how many times she tried to weasel it out of him. He changed into a more formal ensemble than jeans — white pants with a mustard button-up shirt. It would have been a great outfit on someone without such a funny face, she thought.
Half an hour later, Lamonte's white Kia pulled into a small neighborhood on the outskirts of the city. The houses were smaller than where Miriam lived, the garages narrower, and the streets had noticeably more potholes.
The house that Lamonte parked in front of was nondescript, apart from six other cars being parked on the driveway or the curb. The wonderful smell of barbecue hit her nostrils the moment she opened the door.
"Hmm, smells wonderful," Miriam commented.
"Nothing like it."
"Is that where we're going?" she asked, sounding hopeful. The one slice of pizza hadn't been enough.
"We'll find out soon."
"Jerk."
Instead of heading for the door, Lamonte went straight for a gate in the wooden fence that separated the backyard. He reached over it, unlocked it from the other side, and pushed it open. Miriam followed him, craning her neck to see what was going on. The smell of food intensified. The chatter of people was audible.
"My baaaaby!"
As soon as Lamonte rounded the corner, an older woman with a strong family resemblance came rushing toward him. She wrapped both her arms around the man, hugging him fiercely. Miriam guessed it had to be his mother or an aunt.
Looking at the sea of faces staring at her, she realized that she had invited herself to a family gathering. She was the only white person in the garden. Three middle-aged men stood around the grill, holding beers. The women sat around a table with glasses of wine and empty plates.
"Good to see you, ma," Lamonte said, patting his mother on the back.
"It's nice to meet you," Miriam said, offering her hand.
"What in the hell is this?" his mother asked, checking her out critically.
"Ma, this is my friend, Miriam. Miriam, this is my mother, Latasha."
"That's Mrs.
Williams to you," Mrs. Williams clarified sternly. She turned to the others. "Everyone! Lamonte's here. And he brought a guest."
What followed were quite possibly the most uncomfortable ten minutes of Miriam's life. She felt like a relic in a museum only nobody thought of putting a rope and a sign that read "do not touch" around her.
Everyone, apart from her, was related in some way or in a relationship. The three men by the grill were Lamonte's uncle, Mr. Williams, and two of his cousins — Shawn and Ray, also Williams. Lamonte's aunt Sherri, Mr. Williams' wife, was the only person who shook her hand and did not insist on being called Mrs. The other three women were all Lamonte's sisters, one older and two younger. Shanice, the older, Kayla, and Anyssa, the younger. Inside the house was Salim White, Shanice's husband, and Aaron, Kayla's boyfriend.
The flood of information washed over Miriam and she forgot more than she remembered. If it hadn't been for Lamonte chaperoning her, she was sure that the women would have torn her apart. Only Anyssa seemed to not look at her like a hawk at a mouse.
"Lamonte Tyrell Williams," Mrs. Williams said sternly after introductions were done, "we need to talk."
"Uh-oh, busted," Kayla laughed.
Suddenly Miriam was alone. She swallowed a lump in her throat. The other women took a seat at the table but no one offered her to sit down. She hesitantly pulled out a chair and waited for someone to object. No one did. No one offered her any wine either, though.
"So what's your deal?" Sherri asked.
"I don't know?" Miriam replied.
"Are you dating my brother?" Kayla asked.
"No," Miriam answered.
"You fucking him?" Shanice asked.
"N-no," Miriam stammered.
"Why not?" Sherri asked, one eyebrow raised. "He ain't good enough for you?"
"No!" Miriam blurted out.
"So what are you doing here?" Kayla asked.
"I'm—I—"
"I invited her," Lamonte said, coming to her rescue. He pulled out the chair next to her and sat down. "She's my friend."
All four women simultaneously said "mmmmmhm" as if none of them believed it. Mrs. Williams returned and set a glass down in front of Miriam, though she did not take the free seat next to hers. She walked all the way around the table to the other side.
"You're welcome to stay for dinner, Miss Randall," Mrs. Williams said as if it was the hardest thing she ever had to do.
"Thank you," Miriam said quickly.
Lamonte grabbed the bottle of wine and poured her a cup. She reached for it before he was done, eager for anything that might ease her misery. It was a mistake as five pairs of eyes focused on her ring finger.
"Lamonte!" Mrs. Williams rebuked him loudly.
"We're not dating!" Miriam insisted. "We're just dating—fuck, I mean just friends. Just friends."
Lamonte winced and facepalmed. Four incredibly angry women glared at her. The fifth rolled her eyes.
"Y'all are being bitches," Anyssa shouted. "Give the girl a break."
Miriam mouthed a "thank you" to Anyssa. In the ensuing silence, she grabbed the cup and drank a big gulp.
"Ma, Auntie, I'm starving. Any salad?"
"We might as well," Mrs. Williams said and the two older women got up, leaving for the house.
"I can—" Miriam started to say but Lamonte put his hand on her arm.
"No, you won't be doing that," he said to the grand delight of his three sisters.
"I'm so sorry," Miriam whispered to him.
"Relax. You're doing fine."
"Yeah, she ain't even crying," Shanice said.
"Yet," Kayla added and started giggling.
"So how did you two start, uh, being friends?" Anyssa asked.
"We bumped into each other at the store," Miriam said truthfully. "I accidentally spilled his drink and I offered to make up for it and then we started chatting—" she shot a pointed glare at Lamonte, daring him to contradict "—and it turns out we both like playing video games. So we did that."
"You don't look like the type to play video games," Shanice said, eyeing her critically.
"I started because my son—"
"She doesn't have to justify her interests," Lamonte said over her.
"How old is your son?" Anyssa asked.
"Nineteen. Twenty in October."
"I know that age," Shanissa said, suddenly friendly. "My boys left for college two years ago."
"My daughters are fifteen and thirteen and they both hate me," Kayla said. "Which is why they're at sleepovers instead of here."
"They don't hate you, girl," Shanissa said. "They just want to rebel."
"My son didn't talk to me for an entire month when he was sixteen," Miriam said. "But we're on great terms now that he's no longer living at home."
Shanissa chuckled. "Sounds about right."
"So you're happily married, then?" Kayla asked, nodding at the ring on her finger.
"We've had our ups and downs but we're still married and still living together," Miriam said diplomatically.
The amicable atmosphere coldened the moment Mrs. Williams and Sherri returned, each carrying a large bowl of salad, though not as much as before. The men informed them that the food was almost ready. Miriam's stomach grumbled.
Once everyone sat at the table, Miriam finally got some respite. She repeated a few of the things she had told the women to Lamonte's uncle but overall, they were mostly interested in each other.
The reason for the get-together was Mr. Williams' landing a big contract with the city for his landscaping business. Shanice's husband Salim worked there as well and the two of them elaborated in detail about the parks they were going to take care of.
It was all very fascinating. Miriam hadn't grown up in a very hospitable family and Steven had been an only-child, too. His parents were less than pleasant. The Williams' extended family seemed to be very open with each other.
During a lull in the conversation, she asked to be shown the bathroom. Once she was by herself behind a locked door, she took a deep breath and looked at herself in the mirror. She tried imagining her and Steven and Clay, sitting in their backyard, eating barbecue. It would have been a very different experience — very formal with Steven constantly fussing over the food, rushing between table and grill, making sure nothing burned.
The Williams family was like a glimpse into a completely different world. A world that she hadn't even known existed. And now that she knew, she realized how empty and hollow her own life was.
In a much more somber mood, she left the bathroom only to find herself standing in front of Shanice, looking up at her. Her arms were crossed and her wide stance blocked the hallway.
"I don't know what your business with my little brother is but he's a good man and I would be extremely disappointed to find out he's fucking married women."
"We're not dating! Or anything else," Miriam insisted.
"Mmmhm," Shanice humphed. "I really hope it stays that way."
Shoving past her, Shanice went into the bathroom. The worst part wasn't being chewed out, it was being chewed out for something that was true. She was about as far away from being a good woman as it was possible to be. Shanice had nothing to worry about, Lamar knew far too much about her to ever be tempted.
"I think the two of you look cute together," Anyssa said, peering around the corner.
"We're not dating," Miriam repeated.
Anyssa laughed. "I think you're the first chick he's ever willingly brought home to meet Mom."
"He didn't."
"No?"
"I kinda invited myself."
"Okay, yeah, that sounds more like my brother."
"Is he always so nice to people?"
"Yeah, I don't know where he got it from. Must have been a genetic fluke. That or growing up with three sharp-tongued sisters," she said and giggled.
"Thank you for being so nice to me," Miriam said.
"Of course, I know all too well what it's like being grilled by my older sisters," she said and briefly hugged Miriam. "But make no mistake. If you break my brother's heart I will hunt you down."
"We're not—"
"Dating," Anyssa finished, grinning. "You need to stop saying that. It sounds less convincing every time."
Much later, well after the sun had already sunk below the horizon, Lamonte tapped her on the shoulder and asked if she wanted to leave. Miriam nodded and the two of them made their excuses.
"I'm so sorry for inviting myself. I hope I didn't intrude on anything," Miriam said once they were in the car.
Lamonte chuckled. "I think my sister and my mother have already extracted enough penance from you."
"So we're okay?"
"Yeah, we cool."
"Everyone thought we were dating."
"Yeah, I got quite the earful from Ma."
"I'm sorry."
"Not your fault. If anything, it might be a shortcoming on my behalf. I don't think I ever had a female friend before and now I'm asking myself why."
"You know you can be less than perfect for once in your life."
"I thought I was a jerk. Is that no longer true?"
"Damn it."
Lamonte laughed. She liked hearing him laugh — it was very genuine. Not one of those fake laughs that some people had. And definitely not the mean, condescending laugh of Steven.
"I like your family," she said after a minute of silence. "They're very protective of you."
"That they are."
"I really like Anyssa."
"Everyone does."
They arrived back at the apartment block. Lamonte parked the car.
"What do you want to do now? More video games?"
"After all that I think I need a break. What about watching a movie?"
On the elevator ride up, they discussed their likes and dislikes. Lamonte liked watching shows more than movies and he had several streaming subscriptions. He was not a big fan of rom-coms, unlike her. Both of them were very much not into horror.
As soon as they were in the apartment, Miriam headed for the couch. She dropped on it like a sack of flour and yawned. Lamonte turned on the TV and started browsing.
"How about an action-comedy? Two agents of opposite intelligence agencies find out they have one thing in common. Their twin daughters."
"Sure," Miriam said.
"Snacks?"
"I couldn't eat another bite."
"Drinks?"
"Maybe later."
Lamonte hit the button and a burst of fanfare announced the start of the episode. Miriam barely paid attention to it. Something else was occupying her mind.
It was enjoyable to be with Lamonte. He was calm and gentle but he was always his own person with a tremendous strength of spirit. He called her out on her bullshit. And best of all, he seemed to accept her for who she was. She had told him things about herself that would send most guys sprinting the other direction but he didn't seem to care.
Miriam scooted closer to him and leaned her head against his shoulder. It was warm and firm. She looked up at him and realized something else. He wasn't funny looking at all. He was captivating.
"Not interesting enough?" Lamonte asked, turning to look at her.
That's when she moved without meaning to do it. She sat up and went in for a kiss. Her lips touched his big, warm lips.
The contact lasted for only a fraction of a second before Lamonte pulled away, looking at her sternly.
"What are you doing?"
"I... I think I like you," she stammered.
Lamonte closed his eyes and sighed. "You're married."
"Barely. You know it doesn't matter."
"It matters to me," he said. "I don't want to be a part of your game."
Tears welled up in her eyes. Her throat seized. Her legs shook. She felt nauseous. Dizzy.
Humiliated.
Miriam was on her feet and putting on shoes.
"Miriam!" Lamonte called after her.
The night air was cold. She shivered. Her vision was blurry. A parking ticket was stuck under her windshield wiper.
Miriam broke down in tears. She climbed into the car but didn't have the strength to put in the key. She buried her face in her palms and started sobbing.
Lamonte knocked on the window. She didn't react. She wanted to be alone in her misery. Kindness was the last thing she wanted. He opened the door and the light turned on.
"Miriam," he said gently.
"Please don't be... kind and... understanding," she sobbed. "Not now... I'm a whore..."
"You're not a—"
"Please!" she barked at him. Snot flew all over the cabin.
"Okay, okay," he said, backing off. "Don't drive like this."
The door slammed shut. Miriam cried even harder. She had ruined everything. Lamonte was such a good man but she wasn't good enough for him.
A long time later, once her tears dried out, she put the key in the ignition. She still felt like shit but she knew what she had to do.
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The restaurant was full but not overly loud. Far enough away from the nearby college and priced just high enough to be out of range of the average college student, the guests were mostly older. A few families enjoying a Sunday night meal and couples on date nights.
For nearly two hours, they had talked about Clay's trip to Europe. He had a host of interesting stories and enough pictures to fill a museum from every country west of the Czechia except for Denmark and Liechtenstein.
Throughout dinner, Miriam barely ate anything. Seeing her son so happy only made her feel worse and the knot in her stomach kept tightening. She resisted the urge to take another of wine. It was her third glass already.
"Mom?" Clay asked after a moment of silence.
"Yes?"
"You didn't fly all the way out here to talk about my trip, did you?"
Miriam took a deep breath and steeled herself for the conversation about to take place. "You're too smart for your own good."
"Did you really think I wouldn't notice that Dad isn't here?"
Miriam sighed.
"Things haven't improved between the two of you?" Clay probed.
"No, they have not," Miriam confirmed. "Actually, it's worse than ever."
"Are you two going to split up?"
Staring at the tablecloth in front of her, Miriam nodded. "I think so."
It was the first time she said it out loud. She was going to divorce her husband. The monumental weight on her shoulder didn't magically evaporate. The worst was still to come. Clay was silent for a long time. She couldn't bring herself to look him in the eyes.
"I'm sorry, Clay," she said, breaking the silence.
"I've been kinda expecting it," Clay said to her surprise.
"Really? Did your father talk to you?"
"No, but things weren't exactly peachy when I left."
"I want you to know this has nothing to do with you. I love you with all my heart."
"I know. I'm not a little kid anymore."
"Indeed, you're not. You kids grew up so fast."
"Twenty years isn't that fast."
"Hey, you're still nineteen until October. A teenager."
Souley and Jonah were teenagers, too. Nineteen years old. Not even old enough to drink. Tears welled up in her eyes.
"What's wrong?" Clay asked.
"There's something else I have to tell you and I think this is worse than a divorce."
"Is it about you and Souley?" Clay asked.
The wind was knocked out of Miriam's lungs. Her throat seized up and she tried to swallow the lump.
"Y-you know?" she croaked out.
"Jonah has a big, fat mouth. I didn't believe him at first but..."
"I'm s-s-so s-sorry," she stammered. Tears rolled down her cheeks.
Using one of the restaurant's cloth napkins, Miriam tried her best to stem the flow of tears. How could she have been such a fool to think that Clay wouldn't find out? Was she really that stupid?
"Are you okay, Mom?" Clay asked.
"I should be asking you that."
"I was really pissed when I found out. It helps that you can drink at eighteen in Europe."
"You got drunk?" Miriam asked in her Mom-voice, narrowing her eyes.
"You don't really have a leg to stand on here," Clay fired back. "But... When I went to college we weren't really on that great of terms. Things are just so different now and I really noticed that for the first time when I came back over the summer. Like I grew up and they just stayed back, playing the same stupid games they used to."
"That doesn't excuse what I did. I'm sorry."
"I'm not saying I'm happy about it. I'm just saying that it could have been worse."
"I promise you it will never happen again."
"Did Dad find out?" Clay asked. "Is he kicking you out?"
"It's more complicated than that. And no, I'm leaving him."
"Does he know?" Clay asked again.
Miriam bit her lips hard enough for them to turn white.
"Mom?"
"It's complicated," Miriam said.
"Yeah, I get that. But he is definitely going to talk to me at some point. I don't want to lie to him."
"You don't have to," Miriam assured him. "But I doubt he will ever bring it up."
"So he knows?" Clay asked.
"Are you really going to make me answer that?" Miriam pleaded.
"Yes."
"Fine. He knows. Everything."
"How'd he take it?"
"I'm not going to answer that. Even if you keep asking."
"I'm just wondering if he was surprised or not. If he saw it coming."
"What do you mean?"
"I've done a lot of thinking and reflecting on you, Dad, and everything. I never realized it until now but he's been treating you like crap for years. It was inevitable he drove you away and those dumbasses I used to call friends gave you what he didn't."
"How'd you get so smart?" she asked, surprised.
"I... kinda met someone," Clay said.
"Oh?"
"Her name's Emily. She... has her own family troubles, so we've spent a lot of time talking about our childhoods and reflecting. Compared to her mother, you're really not so bad. You were always there for me when I needed it. You always had my back, even when I didn't want it. That's the real reason I'm not really angry at you. Mom, everyone makes mistakes. If that's the worst one you made, I can live with it."
Tears welled up in Miriam's eyes again but this time the good kind. She flew out of her chair and threw her arms around her son, telling him how much she loved him. Clay seemed overwhelmed by the response and gently patted her back.
Once even she had enough of a hug, she let go.
"So tell me more about this Emily..."
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The rain was beating down hard. Sitting at the kitchen table, Miriam listened to the cacophony of water smashing against metal window sills with sorrow in her heart. It was such fitting weather for what she was about to do.
Lightning flashed and fifteen seconds later, thunder rattled the windows. Was it God trying to tell her not to go through with it? The idea was ridiculous, of course. Everything she did over the previous months and not a single peep from the big guy but somehow divorce was the problem?
And yet, Miriam felt terrible. Not because she did not want to do it — it felt like the right thing — but because it meant her marriage was officially a failure. Twenty years of marriage and it was all about to end. Twenty years of her life that she had spent on Steven. The supposed best years of her life wasted on a man who didn't love her.
The discolored spot around her ring finger itched. She picked up the gold band lying on the kitchen table and looked at it. It was the smallest prison she had ever seen.
The sound of the electric garage was barely audible over the rain. The light in the hallway flicked on. Steven took off his shoes.
When he saw her sitting at the kitchen table, he scowled. Then his eyes fell on the ring sitting in front of her on the surface. He paled.
"No," he cried out.
"It's time," Miriam said.
"But we're so good together!"
"Are we?"
"Yes!" he said, rushing over and dropping to his knees in front of her. He grabbed her hand with both of his. "We're better than ever."
"What are you talking about?" she asked, pulling her hand back.
"We finally found what's been missing in our sex life. Miri, you look so damn hot when you're impaled on one of those giant beasts. Like a wild animal who can't control herself. I'm sorry I didn't see it before."
"I'm not an animal."
"I know, I know—bad choice of words. But you know what I mean. You see a big cock and you can't think straight."
"That is not true."
"It's okay, you don't have to be ashamed," he said in a soothing tone. "Not everyone has to be a rocket scientist. Some people are just born for sex and you, honey, your pussy is made to be bred by big cocks."
"That's how you think about me?"
"It's not a bad thing. We can still be husband and wife. Nothing has to change about that. We can have date nights, romantic getaways, or just stay at home and talk. And when you get one of your urges, you don't have to hide it anymore. We can find a guy or guys to fuck you until you're satisfied. I want to be there with you every step of the way, holding your hand while he pumps you full of cum. Telling you how gorgeous you look with a big cock in your mouth."
"I don't want that," she said firmly.
"What do you want?"
"A divorce."
"No," he said emphatically and every trace of kindness was wiped off his face. "Is this about the mystery guy again?"
"This is about me not wanting to be with you anymore. We're not a good fit."
"But I love you!" he spat.
"I don't love you."
Steven shot to his feet and glowered at her. His upper lip twitched. His hands were clenched in a fist.
"You can't break up with me. I'm gonna tell everyone what a whore you are."
"We've been over this," Miriam said, feeling incredibly weary. "If you talk, I talk. Mutually assured destruction."
"We have a child together! We need to stay together. For Clay."
"Clay is an adult."
"He's gonna be devastated. Do you really want to do that to him? Do you really want to be the one to tell him you're ruining our family?"
"I already talked to him about it. He knows."
"Bullshit."
"Feel free to ask him yourself."
"I'm not involving my son in your pathetic mind games."
"Suit yourself. I have already talked to a lawyer. This divorce is happening whether you want it or not."
"You're not getting a single fucking cent," he spat.
"I stayed home and raised Clay when you asked me to. I sacrificed any chance of a career for this family."
"That's your problem, not mine. You cheated on me. You're not getting anything."
"We can either agree to split everything fairly or we can tell the lawyers everything and let them figure out. And I mean everything. How you jerked off while watching me. How you begged me on your knees to hold my hand while I do it. How you ordered cameras to put up in our bedroom."
"I want the house," Steven snarled.
"That's fine with me."
Silence followed. Steven just looked at her, expecting something. She wasn't sure what. Did he want tears? She doubted she had any left.
After a minute, Steven snatched the ring off the table and stomped off, muttering something about whores.
Miriam closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. For the first time, it felt like the weight was lifting off her shoulders.
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After five long weeks, Miriam found herself once again sitting on the stairs of the fourth floor of Lamonte's apartment building. All the tiles were still in place and everything was the same — everything except for her.
That time, Miriam only had to wait for fifteen minutes, she wore jeans to keep her butt warm, and best of all, she wasn't bored for a single second. She overflowed with excitement.
Lamonte's eyebrows rose when he saw her step out of the door, intercepting him in the hallway. She broke out in a grin so wide it hurt her muscles. He looked damn good.
"Didn't think I'd see you again," he said, opening the door.
"I had some businesses I needed to take care of."
Entering his apartment, Lamonte left the door open for her. She stood at the threshold and watched him take off his shoes. He turned around and cocked his head.
"Not coming in?"
"Not unless you invite me in."
"Did that business you mentioned just happen to involve a trip to Transylvania?"
"I'm not a vampire," she said and opened her mouth to show him her incisors.
"How do I know you're not hiding your fangs? I better get some garlic to check."
"Last time, I kept inviting myself to your place and your things. I don't want to do that anymore. I don't want you to have to just tolerate my presence. I want you to invite me because you want to."
"Please, Countess, I give you permission to enter my premises," he said, bowing and flourishing his arms elaborately.
"I'm serious," she said.
"I am, too. I like your company. Please come in."
Beaming, Miriam crossed the threshold into the apartment — still chaotically colorful. Nothing had changed since the last time she was there. When she had humiliated herself and Lamonte. She swallowed that lump.
"How have you been?" Lamonte asked, opening the fridge and pouring himself a glass of milk.
"I have something I wanted to show you," she said, opening her purse.
Miriam pulled out two folded sheets of paper and put them down on the kitchen bar. She pulled out a barstool and sat down. Lamonte didn't seem to be in a particular hurry. He heaped in two spoonfuls of chocolate mix into the milk and started stirring.
"Here, catch," Lamonte said suddenly, turning around.
Something small and white was flying at her. Miriam panicked and threw up her hands. The object hit her palm and bounced off. She scrambled for it and caught it mid-air. Lamonte burst out in laughter. Once she saw what it was, she started laughing, too.
It was a head of garlic.
"Okay, okay," he said, wheezing. "What is it you wanted to show me?"
Miriam tapped the two papers with her finger. Lamonte set down his glass next to them and unfolded the top letter. She studied his face for any expression. His eyebrow rose and his eye flickered across the lines.
"It's signed and official. I'm divorced," she said.
"I see that," he said and picked up the second piece of paper.
"I went in for the tests three weeks ago and I haven't had sex with anyone for five weeks. I'm entirely STD free."
"That's good," he said, putting down the second paper. "You didn't have to bring these. I would have believed you."
"I know but I needed to prove this to you after what happened last time. I wanted to show you just how serious I am. I am done with my husband and I am done with that life. I've had enough. I want something different for my future."
"And what is it you want?" he asked.
"I want to know if, if it's okay with you — if I haven't ruined everything when — uh, fuck."
Lamonte grinned. "You want to ask me out?"
"Yes, that," she said.
Looking at her intensely, Lamonte took a deep breath. His broad chest inflated. He exhaled. Miriam felt like her entire body was tense enough that any more pressure would spontaneously turn her into a diamond.
"Okay," Lamonte said.
All the tension released at once, turning into bubbly, excited energy. Tears welled up in her eyes and she wanted to jump with joy. Her jaw ached. She did get off the barstool and start bouncing in place.
"Okay," she repeated.
"Boy is my family going to be pissed," he chuckled. "My sisters have been badgering me on a daily basis, asking what happened to you. I told them every time that we never dated. And now I'm going to have to tell them that we are."
"I'm so sorry."
"I'll live," he said, grinning. "Do you want something to drink?"
"No," she declined. "I think we should start things out right. I want to go on a real date. At a restaurant."
"Sure, if that's what you want."
"Ron says you're free tomorrow evening."
"You talked to Ron?"
"Yes, I did," she said proudly. "He's kinda grouchy if you ask me."
"That's Ron," he said, laughing. "Sure. Tomorrow evening is fine."
"How about at seven at Estelle's?"
"Is that the one on Park Avenue?"
"Yup."
"Okay. I'll be there."
"Okay," she said, sighing with relief. "I'm gonna go home now. Until tomorrow."
"Until tomorrow," Lamonte said. "It's good seeing you happy."
"It's good seeing you, period," she replied and opened the front door.
The world seemed brighter somehow. Even the rattle of the elevator felt like a joyful dance. The air was clean and the sun was bright.
Going back to her tiny apartment downtown didn't feel like a chore anymore. She was even looking forward to waking up bright and early the next day to work her shift as a waitress. It was a tough job and it was very different from being a housewife but she didn't want to rely on just the alimony. She wanted to do her part.
While rummaging in her purse for her car keys, her phone buzzed. She looked at the display. It was a text message. From Lamonte.
LAMONTE: i'm kinda bored. you wanna hang out and play games?
Miriam's heart started pounding. One second she was in the parking lot, the next she was upstairs, knocking on his door. It opened and Lamonte stood there, smiling down at her. She threw her arms around him and pulled his head down for a kiss.
Inside her body, fireworks started exploding.




— Epilogue —

Six months later
The weather was fantastic; it had been all week. Mother nature seemed determined to drive away the last remnants of an icy winter. With temperatures in the mid-seventies, everyone was wearing their best on that May afternoon.
Well in excess of a hundred people gathered at the Stoneridge Inn for the wedding ceremony. By the time Miriam and Lamonte arrived, the parking lot was almost full. She wore a pleated crossover dress in Maya blue — not too formal and not too revealing. Lamonte wore a matching three-piece suit with a white dress shirt.
Most of the people in attendance were young. She clung to Lamonte's arm and waded through the crowd, occasionally greeting people she recognized. Souley, Jonah, and Oliver's parents. As far as she was aware, none of them knew anything about what she had done. That was good. It was hard enough to look them in the eye as it stood.
Standing next to an exceptionally beautiful woman, who was about five years older and five inches taller, was Jonah. They were holding hands and appeared to be there together. He wore an ill-fitted suit and she wore a gown with an extremely low-cut neck. On a chain, hanging between her ample breasts, was a little gold key.
"Is that Jonah?" Lamonte asked, catching her gaze.
"Yeah."
"Poor guy."
"He seems to have landed on his feet," she mused.
"I don't want to be too judgmental but—"
"She is way too hot for him? I agree," Miriam giggled.
"I was going to say dressed-up."
"Mmmhm. Are you okay hanging out by yourself for a few minutes? I want to go say hello to the bride before the big event."
"Of course," he said.
Miriam stood up on the tips of her toes and kissed him on the lips. Even almost eight months later, she still got tingles in her stomach when she kissed him. It felt so comforting and warm and just right.
"I love you," she said.
"Love you, too," he replied.
The bride's suite was on the first floor with a doorway leading out onto the terrace. Miriam knocked on the door and was let in moments later by one of the bridesmaids. Stephanie was already in her wedding gown, a gorgeous opalescent white with a royal purple streak in the center.
"Miri!" Stephanie shouted upon seeing her.
Miriam went in for a very careful hug so as not to accidentally ruin the gown.
"How are you?" Miriam asked.
"Nervous as all hell," Stephanie said, beaming.
"Your dress is breathtaking," Miriam said.
It was the first time she had seen it. At the rehearsal, Stephanie had worn a bridesmaid dress — a sheath dress in the same color as her streak.
"I know, isn't it?" Stephanie said, whirling around once and laughing with joy.
"Souley is a lucky guy."
"And I'm a lucky woman," Stephanie said.
"You look like one. You're practically glowing."
As soon as Miriam said the words, Stephanie started tippy tapping in excitement. She pressed her lips together and her eyes lit up.
"Nooo," Miriam gasped.
"Yes!" Stephanie shouted and threw her arms around Miriam again. "I found out this morning. Three weeks!"
"Wow," Miriam said. "Does Souley know?"
"Yup!"
"I'm so happy for you," Miriam said, hugging the young woman for at least a minute.
"Thank you so much for bringing us together," Stephanie whispered. "I love him so, so much."
"I'm glad my misdeeds did some good," Miriam chuckled, tears welling up in her eyes.
One of the bridesmaids, Callie, cleared her throat.
"Speaking of your misdeeds, can you please stop telling people who ask how you know the bride that she is your 'first and last lesbian experience'?" Callie said sternly.
Miriam and Stephanie burst into laughter.
The next destination was a room on the first floor. The best man, Frances, didn't want to let "a woman" into the room until Souley shouted from the back that it was fine. The groom was dressed in a very elegant suit with a purple dress shirt. He was in the process of putting on a fly.
"Damn, looking good," Miriam commented, hugging him.
"Here to check out one last time what you missed?" he chuckled.
"Sorry, Souley. I will never forget what you did for me but I wouldn't trade one second with Lamonte for an entire year with you."
"I only talked to him for a couple of minutes yesterday but seems like a really great guy."
"He is. I hear—" she lowered her voice "—congratulations are in order."
Suddenly a broad smile erupted on Souley's face. He looked like Christmas arrived early and Santa had left a mountain of toys.
"I know, can you believe?" he burst out. "Me? A father?"
"You're gonna be amazing," she said. "Steph really loves you."
"We owe it all to you."
"My role was rather small but nevertheless, I take full credit," she smirked.
Souley laughed and she joined in.
"I'll leave you to it."
Going back downstairs in the highest of spirits, Miriam used the opportunity for a quick trip to the bathroom before the ceremony started. As beautiful as the dress was, it was not very convenient.
When she finished her business and washed her hands, the door to the bathroom opened and Jonah's beautiful companion entered. The golden key reflected the light, glittering with every step.
"You're Miriam, right?" the woman asked.
"Yeah. You're with Jonah?" Miriam inquired, wondering if she was about to get into a fight.
"In a way," the woman replied, smiling without a trace of hostility. She held out her hand. "I'm Veronica and I wanted to thank you."
"What for?" Miriam asked, shaking her hand.
"For what you did to my little pet."
"You mean Jonah?"
"Yes. He was quite thoroughly broken when he found me."
"I never really meant to hurt him, he was more or less collateral in my path of self-destruction. How is he doing? "
"Hold on, I'll show you," she said. Veronica opened the door and poked her head out. "Get in here."
"But—" Jonah's pleading came from outside.
"Now," Veronica said tersely.
"Yes, Mistress," Jonah said and slipped into the bathroom. He looked around apprehensively.
"Tell Miriam how you are doing."
"I am doing very well. I love my mistress, she makes me very happy," Jonah said quickly.
Veronica giggled. "Isn't he cute?"
"Are you two... uh, dating?" Miriam asked, not sure what to make of it.
"I wouldn't call it dating," Veronica said, playing with the key around her neck.
"What's the key for?" Miriam asked out of curiosity.
At once, Jonah paled. Veronica laughed.
"Show her," Veronica ordered.
"Please!" Jonah begged.
"I said show her," Veronica repeated sternly.
Hanging his head in shame, Jonah unbuttoned his pants and slid them down. Hanging between his legs was a pink plastic object in the shape of a very small penis. His testicles seemed to be locked in and it wasn't hard to guess what was inside the plastic. The entire thing was locked in place by a small, golden padlock.
"I see," Miriam said.
"I barely had to convince him that it was better locked away. Seriously, if you're ever looking for a job, I think you'd make a good trainer," Veronica said and pulled a business card out of her clutch.
The card read "Mistress V", a domme specializing in cuckolding and findomming. She turned the card over. Other than a website address, it was empty. While he thought nobody was looking, Jonah pulled up his pants.
"I'm honored but those days are behind me. But if you're looking for clients, my ex might be a good fit," she quipped.
"Really? I'll take his number," Veronica said.
"I was only kidding."
"I wasn't. From what my pet has told me, he might be a perfect fit."
Five minutes later, Miriam returned outside. Lamonte was talking to Pastor Stevens. She slipped in beside Lamonte and pulled his arm around her, leaning into him. He pulled her closer and smiled at her.
"What a lovely couple," Pastor Stevens said.
Miriam just smiled and listened, enjoying the strength his body provided. When Souley's mother urgently needed to speak to the pastor, the two of them decided to take a stroll around the garden.
"Everything okay?" Lamonte asked.
"Yeah, just a lot to take in. I just found out that Steph's pregnant."
"Good news, I hope?"
"Yes, very. They're both extremely happy."
"That sounds nice."
"I also got a job offer."
"As a matchmaker?" he chuckled.
"No, as a dominatrix."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah. Jonah's mistress said I'd make a good trainer."
"And are you interested?" Lamonte asked with a smirk.
"I turned her down. That version of me already feels like ancient history."
"Really? Because what we did last night was very—"
"That's different!" Miriam protested. "I only use my powers for good, now."
"And damn good it is."
"I'm not too old to have another child, you know," she said.
Lamonte went quiet for a few moments but his arm never wavered and he kept stroking her shoulder with his thumb. Sometimes, he liked to think about things before he spoke, particularly when it was such a serious subject.
"I'm not against the idea," he finally said.
"Not right now, of course."
"Because you don't want to right now or because you don't think I want to?"
"Because I don't think you want to," she said.
Before the two of them had met, Lamonte had been married before. To a woman named Natasha. Three years, right after college. They split up after she had a miscarriage.
"Well, there are a lot of people around who might see."
Miriam started laughing and Lamonte joined in. They stopped to look out over the meadows and hills that gave the Stoneridge Inn its name.
"I think I'm ready to try again," Lamonte said.
"Maybe we should also get married," Miriam suggested.
"I've been thinking about that a lot lately, given everything that's going on."
"And?"
"And I love you, Miri. With my entire heart and soul."
"I love you, too," she replied and they embraced in a kiss.
Miriam was the happiest she had ever been.
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Upstaged: A Cuckold Story
 
When Kelly's passion for theater is rekindled, her husband Daniel is very supportive. He knows that he's an average man destined for an average life but with Kelly, he struck gold. She has what it takes to be a famous star one day and he dreams of walking across the red carpet next to her. That's why he suggests she slut it up a notch for the tryout so that everyone can see his wife is the hottest piece of ass in the city.

Kelly lands the gig but for a totally different role — one that has a kiss scene with the hunky Logan. Daniel tries everything in his power to stop her from betraying her vows but he is forced to make a tough choice between his marriage and her new career.

Watching helplessly, Daniel decides to put her ahead of him. As much as it pains him to watch his wife defiled by so many people, he knows it's the only choice to save their relationship.

A 15k word novella full of steamy, humiliating sex with a big surprise at the end.
Hucow Game Show: How Soon Can You Tell?
 
Just when Zack is down on his luck, broke and without a job, he stumbles across a too-good-to-true opportunity: Win $50,000 by participating in a dating game show called "How Soon Can You Tell". Even if he doesn't win the big prize, the pay for just one episode is enough to keep him afloat. There's only one catch: he is supposed to disguise himself as a woman. Along with three other men, it is their job to successfully convince the suitor they aren't men.

If it weren't for the money, Zack would never do it, but he bites into the bitter apple, transforming into his alter ego: Zoe. Thanks to his personal stylist, Lola, Zoe pulls off a convincing performance and Zack decides that he would at least try to stick with it until the end. When the show starts heating up and he's confronted with increasingly compromising situations, he struggles to remain in control of his manhood, even as it slowly slips away.

The only question that remains is: How soon can Zack tell? Or will he fall victim like so many others have and be turned into a mindless hucow?

A 30k word novella of Zack's slow, teasing descent into depravity.
Permission to Cheat: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
It's late and Daniel is about to make the moves on his wife Tanya when the doorbell rings. His sister, Amber, shows up crying because of boyfriend problems. Always the good brother, he puts his own evening on hold to help her out. As soon as the topic gets raunchy, he makes himself sparse but not without overhearing that the argument was about anal sex. So when Tanya tells him later that Amber asked for her help, he's happy to let her, as long as he doesn't hear any of the details.

Except Tanya's behavior doesn't seem to match up with the facts. She is acting oddly but his suspicions aren't confirmed until several days later, when it's already far too late change anything, that he unknowingly gave her permission for something he definitely did not want her to do. He finds out in the worst possible way. Does he have it in him to save his marriage?

A raunchy, 7.5k words short story.
Remote Cuckold: Watching Her Betrayal
 
After finding out that his hot, new neighbor Tess is an online camgirl, Andrew grows obsessed with her. He watches her stream religiously, fantasizing about sleeping with her, despite being happily married to Sienna. Through an unfortunate accident, his work-nemesis Quentin discovers his secret obsession and makes it his mission to torture Andrew. Things start to unravel when his wife of nearly ten years busts him during an online session.
Unable to juggle his crumbling marriage and his libido at the same time, Andrew finds himself on the wrong side of the screen when the worst happens. He can only watch the remnants of his marriage vows being destroyed right in front of his eyes — and those of hundreds of strangers online.
A cuckold novel filled with deceit, cheating, and plenty of sex.
Watching My Daughter Go Black: A Different Kind of Interracial Cuckold Story
 
Zach Sharpe knows very well that his obsession with his daughter Ashley's new friend from college, Michelle, is wrong but ever since he met the sassy, unrepentant tease, he has been obsessed with her. As a single dad, he would never do anything to jeopardize the amazing relationship he has with Ashley or with her best friend, Helena. As a man, however, a chance encounter in the middle of the night with Michelle leaves his blood boil with desire and he is unable to resist a taste of the forbidden fruit.
Just as he's about to get everything he has dreamed of, Zach finds himself trapped in a hotel closet, completely naked, while his daughter and her two friends are on the other side, turning his world upside down. Helplessly, he watches the woman he's obsessed with lead his daughter down a path of no return with three black studs at the end.
A steamy story of a lesbian trio and the pact they made together. Plenty of teasing, humiliation, and powerful sex.



cover.jpeg





