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Prologue

INTERVIEW

3:21 PM, Downtown Springfield

 

The small room on the fifth floor of the Omegavision building was cramped, humid, and hot. The air conditioning struggled valiantly, but in the face of such overwhelming odds, it had no chance. There was a table, five chairs, two cameras, and enough spotlights to light up a football field, not to the mention the dozen people and miles of cable.

 

Behind the table sat three imposing figures. On the left was Mrs. Carpenter, a woman in her thirties with red hair done up in a top knot and a sleek power-skirt. She absentmindedly tapped her pen on the wooden veneer. In the middle was Mr. Wright, a portly man with white hair, wearing a disheveled suit and undone tie. His eyes were half closed and unfocused. On the other end was a younger man, Mr. Green, wearing a turtleneck and jeans. For the umpteenth time, he combed his fingers through his goatee.

 

The door opened and two people walked in, a man and a woman. The woman wore a floral print summer dress, her blond hair in a contoured bob with side-bang. Eyebrows tweezed, nails polished, lips glossed. Not a hair out of place. The man was equally styled up, wearing slacks and a crisp dress shirt. His short, brown, slicked-back hair pronounced his widow's peak. 

 

Mrs. Carpenter gestured for the two of them to sit down. The woman smoothed her dress and took place while the man simply plopped down. Wide-eyed, they took in the room. The three figures behind the table. The cameraman, gaffers, and others standing behind all the equipment.

 

"You are... Mr. and Mrs. Harding?" Mrs. Carpenter asked, looking down at a sheet of paper in front of her.

 

"Yes," the woman confirmed with a nod. "I'm Constance but everyone calls me Connie. That's my husband, Fred."

 

"Pleasure to meet you," Mr. Green said with a charming smile.

 

"It's wonderful to be here," Fred said and chuckled as if he couldn't believe where they were.

 

"Shall we get started?" Mrs. Carpenter asked and the couple nodded. "Alright, you guys rolling?"

 

"Yes, ma'am," one of the camera operators yelled.

 

"Good." She turned back to the couple. "How long have the two of you been married?"

 

"Ten years and three months. We just celebrated our anniversary in February," Fred said with pride.

 

Both Mrs. Carpenter's and Mr. Green's eyebrows rose in surprise. Mr. Wright was the only one who seemed unimpressed, though he also appeared to be sleeping.

 

"Ten years? If you don't mind me asking, but you seem a little bit too young to have been married that long," Mr. Green said.

 

"We got married right out of high school," Constance launched into an explanation. "Gosh, we were both so young, weren't we? Everyone told us it was a bad idea but we knew better."

 

"Yes, we did," Fred agreed.

 

"We would have gotten married sooner but we both had to take on jobs just so we could afford for him to go to college. Neither of our parents wanted to pay for it."

 

"So it's just the two of you against the world?" Mr. Green asked.

 

"Oh no, not at all. After a while, nobody could very well deny how good we fit together. We've patched things up with everyone and it's just peachy in our family."

 

"Family? You have children?"

 

Almost imperceptibly, Constance glanced at her husband, who averted his gaze. "Not yet," she said out loud. 

 

"Well, there aren't many people who can say they've already been married a decade when they're thirty, I'm sure the rest will come, too," Mr. Green said.

 

"Thank you," Constance replied.

 

"Out of curiosity, which one of you proposed?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

"I did," Fred said, grinning. "We went to Burger World to celebrate our graduation ceremony and, I don't know, everything was just so perfect. We were finally done with school after so many years and the entire world was at our knees. We could do whatever we wanted with nobody telling us we couldn't. So I got down on my knee between two little orange plastic tables and asked her to join me in that adventure."

 

"And I said yes, naturally," Constance added with a smile.

 

"That's very cute, our watchers are gonna love that," Mr. Green remarked.

 

"Does that mean we're in?" Fred asked excitedly.

 

"No, no, not yet, calm down. You're one of twelve couples we called in for further evaluation. All you need to do today is answer all of our questions to our satisfaction. How familiar are you with our pitch?"

 

"We just read what's posted in the ad. You want couples who are dedicated and committed to each other to compete in a series of challenges that test our commitment to each other. We get to stay at an all-inclusive resort and if we last all the way to the end, we get five-hundred-thousand dollars," Fred recited from the online posting.

 

"We actually had a few questions about that," Constance added. "They wouldn't tell us anything while we waited. Like what kind of challenges they're gonna be. We're not very sporty people, so I don't think we'll be able to climb any walls or anything."

 

"That's part of the mystery, isn't it?" Mrs. Carpenter said and chuckled. "Wouldn't be any fun if we told you everything that's going to come."

 

"But don't worry, we already determined you have everything necessary from your application, otherwise we never would have called you in," Mr. Green said.

 

"At this point, I must remind you that you signed an NDA earlier. Anything we tell you in this room must stay between us under threat of legal repercussions, yadda, yadda, yadda," Mrs. Carpenter said, taking on a more formal tone.

 

"Yes, we understand," Fred said quickly, eager to find out more.

 

"Alright. The show is called 'Second Honeymoon' and you will actually be competing against four contestants who—"

 

"Not contestants, Maggie. Competitors. Competitors." 

 

"Right, competitors. You will be living in a house with four competitors. Two men, two women. Their job will be to try and get you to break your marital vows."

 

Fred and Constance looked at each other, surprised. Eyebrows furrowed.

 

"Our... marital vows, ma'am?" Constance asked hesitantly.

 

"Yes. That's the gist of the challenge," Mrs. Carpenter replied nonchalantly. "Your objective is to remain faithful to each other. If you do that, you win."

 

That only seemed to confused Fred and Constance more. 

 

"Is there a reason why we wouldn't be faithful?" Fred asked cautiously. "I thought it was just going to be a series of challenges like Survivor or Wipeout."

 

"Oh, no, not at all," Mr. Green said suspiciously quickly. "You've seen some of those house-type reality shows, right? They stick a bunch of people together in an apartment and record what happens. This is going to be just like that, except, well, you'll be in a fantastic estate just outside the city, and your so-called roommates will be working for us. That's it. Mostly."

 

"I'm sensing there's a catch here."

 

"Yes. For the entire duration you'll be staying there, you won't be allowed to have sex with each other or masturbate," Mrs. Carpenter said in such a businesslike manner, it took a few moments for them to register what she said. "But you will be allowed to sleep with other people. Granted, that means you lose the challenge."

 

"Is that legal?" Constance blurted out.

 

"Of course it's legal, my dear," Mr. Green assuaged. "We're not asking you to do anything at all. If you choose to remain celibate for the entire stay, you will win the prize, if you remember. We always enjoy winners."

 

"Has anyone lost before?" Fred asked.

 

"Ooh, now there's a great question," Mrs. Carpenter replied, looking gleeful. "Unfortunately, we're not allowed to divulge that information. I can tell you that we've filmed a pilot season and that's been received incredibly well with the network. They greenlit five more seasons. We already wrapped up the one in Orlando and Seattle and filming the ones in New York and San Fran next week. And last, but not least, the one right here in Springfield, naturally."

 

"How did they go? The ones that finished, I mean."

 

"Can't tell you that. We want our contestants—you—to go in blind. That's why we haven't aired the pilot season, yet. We want to get the principals all wrapped up first."

 

"I hope we didn't scare you off," Mr. Green said with a smile. "You can still change your mind at any time, of course. You don't have to decide now. Heck, you might not even get picked at all. Plenty of time to mull things over between the two of you."

 

"I have absolutely no problem staying faithful to Connie," Fred declared. "Isn't that right, honey?"

 

"Of course not, Teddybear," Constance added, nodding.

 

"Teddybear?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

"Oh, that's just my pet name for him. His middle name is Theodore."

 

"It's silly, but I like it. Because I like her," Fred added, only slightly embarrassed.

 

"Wonderful! That's exactly the spirit we want from our contestants. You know a lot more about the show now, but it feels like we still don't know much about you at all. Why don't you go ahead and tell us a little bit about yourself? Let's start with you, Fred."

 

"Oh, hm, I don't know what to say, really. I'm thirty years old, married—obviously. I work as a software engineer for WorldPost. I sit around all day at the office so when I come home, I like to jog around the neighborhood. I think that's a really important counterbalance in my life. Other than that, we like seeing movies and always dreamed about retiring to a nice little cottage somewhere in France, away from the big city."

 

"I'm also thirty and married—obviously. Since my amazing husband is making enough for the both of us, I've been trying to turn my hobby into a career. I make candles and also do encaustic painting."

 

"She's really good at it," Fred interrupted.

 

"What's encaustic painting?" asked Mr. Green.

 

"It's painting with hot wax instead of oil. Since I make my own candles, I had plenty of bees wax on hand so I thought I'd give it a try."

 

"Got any paintings we might share on the program?"

 

"Sure, I guess. So far I've only shown a few of them at a friend's gallery, I don't think anybody even saw them."

 

"She's just being modest. Her paintings are incredible."

 

"That's wonderful," Mrs. Carpenter exclaimed, clapping her hands together.

 

A loud grunt and snort made the two producers jump. The sleeping Mr. Wright's eyes fluttered opened and he stared around as if he was surprised to be there. "Huh? What's going on?" he grunted, focusing his gaze on the couple in front of him.

 

"Mr. Wright, take a look at this adorable husband and wife. I just think me might have the perfect pair for Second Honeymoon, Springfield."

 

"What? These two? I mean, yes, of course. They certainly do seem qualified."

THE CALL

6:59 PM, Green Acres, Springfield - Fred

 

The brakes screeched unpleasantly as Fred pulled into the driveway of their little two bedroom house. It was a rusty, beaten up Ford. He puzzled for several minutes, trying to figure out how to lock it before realizing he had to use his key in the lock in the door. There wasn't a remote.

 

Annoyed, he loosened his tie and opened the front door. The fresh smell of cooked chicken hit him in the face. Constance stood in the kitchen, wearing nothing more than a pair of panties and one of his old shirts. It had splotches of paint all over it. The long, smooth legs, however, were immaculate.

 

"Welcome home, honey," Constance called out, stirring the sauce.

 

Fred set down his briefcase and approached her from behind. He hugged her and kissed her neck. "Mmm, that smells delicious, and the food's looking good, too."

 

Constance let out a small laugh that made his heart flutter. "Did I just see you driving a different car?"

 

Fred let out a long, drawn-out sigh that raised goosebumps on her neck. "I had the worst day today. The car decided to breathe its last breath today. Transmission is out again and now they think it might be something else. Seeing as how we just replaced it two years ago, I think it might be cheaper to buy a new car instead of shelling out a few grand."

 

"Oh no!"

 

"We might have to scrap the vacation this year."

 

"Nooo!"

 

"Unless you know of anyone who's willing to give us one for free, I don't think we can afford it."

 

With a shrill retro ringtone, the phone rang. Fred sighed and only reluctantly let go of Constance. He trudged over to the phone while it bleated loud enough to give him a headache.

 

"Hello?"

 

"Hi, this is Maggie Carpenter from Omegavision, am I speaking to Mr. Harding?"

 

"Yes. Hi."

 

"Hello. Good news, Fred! We reviewed all the applicants and decided that the two of you would be the best fit for Second Honeymoon, Springfield. Are you still interested?"

 

"Hold on one second," Fred replied and placed his hand over the microphone. "Connie, it's Maggie from Second Honeymoon. They want us."

 

"Really?" Constance replied, whirling around in surprise. 

 

"I know we talked about it and—"

 

"And we can win half a million. We get our vacation, a car, and a show. Yes! Yes!" she said excitedly.

 

Fred removed his hand. "Yes, we're interested."

 

"Wonderful! Since we're on a tight schedule, we'd like to start next Monday and we'll be all done by Sunday. Does that work for you?"

 

"Yes, I think so. I have enough vacation days saved up."

 

"Excellent, excellent, simply excellent. You'll be getting more detailed instructions in the mail. List of things you're allowed to bring, some documents for you to sign, instructions when and where to show up, that sort of stuff."

 

"Okay."

 

"C'mon, Fred, you don't sound excited at all. Tell me how excited you are!"

 

"It's a little overwhelming but of course I'm excited."

 

"Great! I will see you on Monday."

 

They said their goodbyes and when the line finally went dead, Fred realized he really was excited. He was going to be the star of a TV show, along with the love of his life. The money seemed almost irrelevant compared to being able to show the entire world just how great of a couple they really were.

 

"So we're in?" Constance asked.

 

"Yup. We're in!"

 

"That was some great timing."

 

"It really was. Couldn't have come at a better time. But, listen, I know that when we talked about it, you still had some concerns about what they were going to try to—"

 

"Nonsense, Freddy," Constance interrupted him. She floated over to where he stood and planted a kiss on his lips. "We can absolutely do this. We love each other. We are strong together. Nothing can get between us. We are the Hardings!"

 

"We are the Hardings," repeated Fred and kissed her for real. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close.

Monday, Day One

CAR DRIVE

2:50 PM, Limousine - Fred

 

"What do you think they're gonna be like?" Constance wondered out loud. 

 

"Probably a lot like us," Fred replied. He attempted to reach into his pocket to check the time only to find it empty. Even though he knew perfectly well that he had surrendered his phone earlier that day, it felt like a piece of him was missing.

 

The Chrysler 300 limousine rolled along the road so quiet it was hard to tell if the engine was even running. The two of them had spent most of the Monday morning at the Omegavision building downtown, going over forms and signing papers. It was exciting. All their friends had been buzzing with questions the entire week, but the studio had impressed upon them the seriousness of the NDA, and on top of that they were going into radio silence.

 

When they were finally done, the studio provided them with a transport. It felt like they were starting out on an adventure, except they were dressed to go to a royal wedding. Fred wore his finest Sunday clothes, not quite as formal as a suit, not as generic as his office clothing. Dark pants and a white and green Gingham plaid dress shirt, which usually netted him compliments. Constance had once again opted for a dress, a light, strapless, layered dress in the same shade of green as the dark overlap in Fred's shirt.

 

"How do you figure?"

 

"You remember, in the interview, when Mrs. Carpenter slipped up and called the others contestants, too?"

 

"Vaguely. Competitors, Maggie, competitors!" she replied, mocking Mr. Green's sing-song voice.

 

"Yeah. I think they're trying to play us. That's the whole show. They pit us against them. Their goal is to try and, I don't know, seduce us, and our job is to resist."

 

"Ooh, that's nefarious, I like it."

 

"Makes sense, though, right?"

 

"It does. Better than my theory, anyway."

 

"What was yours?"

 

"I thought that maybe there'd be four shrinks and they were gonna psychoanalyze us and our marriage the entire time until put so many thoughts into our brains we wouldn't want to be together anymore."

 

"That's pretty terrifying. I really hope it's not that."

 

"I doubt it. Your idea is way better and makes a lot more sense."

 

"So what are we going to do about it? I mean, we want to win, right?"

 

"Of course but it doesn't really change our plan, does it? Literally all we have to do is not sleep with other people. It sounds really easy."

 

"That's the problem. It sounds too easy. They're definitely going to have a trick up their sleeve."

 

"I do feel bad for you. Can you last all the way to Sunday without jerking off?"

 

"Of course I can. You think I'm some sort of animal?" Fred asked, rolling his eyes.

 

"I do, my little Teddybear," she said and giggled.

 

"Okay, I'm not saying it's gonna be the easiest thing in the world, but I think I'll be able to contain myself for a week. I even jerked off three times last night to get ready."

 

Constance looked at the driver, but they were separated by a dark screen of glass. Apart from them, there was nobody there. She looked left and right just in case, then focused on her husband with a grin. "You know, we haven't officially started, yet. Maybe it's better if we relieve you a little bit right now?"

 

"You want me to jerk off in a limo?"

 

"No, better."

 

Constance pulled a scrunchy out of her purse and tied her hair back before slipping off the seat. She quickly undid the fly on Fred's charcoal gray slacks.

 

It was one of the few times that Fred was happy about the size of his penis. There was nothing in the world like feeling Constance's lips massaging the entire length of his dick. Most of his friends always talked about getting deep-throated by chicks but he was one of the few who had actually done it. It didn't make a difference that it was about the size of his pinkie when the sensation was exactly the same. Better, even, considering it was highly concentrated.

 

Not that it made a difference to Constance, anyway. She eagerly bobbed up and down, licking his balls, poking her nose into his abdomen. He closed his eyes and tried not to think about the fact that he wouldn't be able to have sex with her until Sunday evening. 

 

When he was ready to pop, he put a hand on her shoulder. "Mmhm," she acknowledged it but didn't ease up at all.

THE TOUR

3:01 PM, Oak Meadow - Fred

 

The limousine pulled into the driveway of the Oak Meadow estate. Fifty acres of lush, green grass, four buildings, a natural river, an apple orchard, and a copse lining the highway. The gravel parking lot was already packed with two vans and a number of expensive looking luxury cars. They rolled past the lot, pulling up right in front of the main building, a two-story mansion made out of natural stone, where an anxious crowd already awaited them.

 

The door opened and Fred stepped out, craning his neck to draw in all the sights. It was overwhelming. Spotlights, boom mics, cameras. Dozens of people.

 

"Mr. Harding, great to see you managed the trip in one piece," shouted Mrs. Carpenter, dressed in an all creme blazer and skirt that looked good on her light complexion. Following her was the entire entourage of cameras and crew. "Mrs. Harding?"

 

Still sitting on one of the leather seats, Constance was applying some lipstick touch-ups, checking her appearance in a silver hand-held travel mirror. Satisfied, she stuffed her tools back in her purse and scooted towards the door. "Sorry, just had to make—"

 

"No worries, no worries," Mrs. Carpenter said on the verge of singing. She raised both arms above her head and clapped twice. "Makeup!"

 

At once, a horde of men and women descended upon the couple. They fussed with their clothing, dabbed sponges and brushes laden with makeup on their faces, pinched, pulled, and tugged everywhere. 

 

What emerged in their wake looked roughly the same as before, but at the same time, completely different. Fred's jaw looked squarer and his hair fuller. Constance's face was rounder and glowed with vitality. They looked like they were ready to walk down the red carpet.

 

"You two look marvelous," Mrs. Carpenter declared emphatically, hands on her hips. "Don't they look marvelous, Henry?" she asked the guy standing next to her, a tall, lanky fellow in jeans and t-shirt, wearing a headset.

 

"They certainly do, ma'am."

 

"Fred, Constance, allow me to introduce you to Henry Galloway. You're probably going to see his pretty mug around here a lot. He's the one who wired up the entire place, so if anything goes wrong, he'll be the one to fix it. Now, the two of you need to get back in the car. We need a shot of you arriving."

 

They didn't even have the chance to shake Henry's hand before they were ushered back into the limousine by Mrs. Carpenter, who promptly followed them into the cabin. Henry handed her a walkie-talkie and closed the door behind them.

 

"Sorry if it's a little hectic at the moment, you'll get your chance to look around the place soon enough. We're racing daylight so every second counts. Fortunately, most of the week will be all impromptu, unscripted stuff but we want to get your entrance to Oak Meadow perfect. Shouldn't take more than two or three tries at most." She held up the walkie-talkie and pressed the button. "Drive around the courtyard once and just roll up again like you did already, that was good. Action!"

 

The car started rolling forward at once.

 

"Feels a little... fake?" Fred mused.

 

"Fake? Fake? Of course it's fake!" Mrs. Carpenter said emphatically. "It's television, my dear Mr. Harding. Everything is fake. Okay, Fred, when the car stops, you get out first and then help your wife out of the car. Try to look as interested in the mansion as you did before, that was good."

 

The car slowed down in front of the crowd of people once again. Fred opened the door, got out, and offered his hand to Constance. Both of them felt the intense glare of the cameras pointed at them, realizing that they were officially being recorded for television. Every muscle they moved would be sent out to potentially millions of viewers.

 

"Cut, cut, cut! That's no good, you two are way too stiff. Get in and let's do it again."

 

It took them three tries in total before Mrs. Carpenter was satisfied, though Fred couldn't tell the difference between any of them. He got out, offered his hand to Constance, who exited the vehicle with a broad smile on her face. Except that time, there was no one yelling "cut."

 

Mrs. Carpenter joined them and embraced first Constance, then Fred, in a courteous hug. "Welcome to Oak Meadow Estate, home of your Second Honeymoon." She turned to the camerawoman. "Cut, that was good. Really good."

 

"Yup, think so, too," Henry agreed.

 

All at once, the crowd seemed to disperse. Crew members headed for the vans, packing away lights and equipment. The tall, stationary cameras were dismounted and carried away.

 

"Great. Now we can finally take a moment to breathe," Mrs. Carpenter announced, though she sounded like she didn't even know the definition of the word 'relax'. "Have you had a chance to look around the place? No, never mind, of course you haven't. What am I saying? Okay." She took a deep breath. "Alright. In front of you, built in 1934 by a German immigrant named Otto Schmidt, Oak Meadow consists of over fifty acres. It was renovated in the sixties by Springfield's very own Duke Carter. The main complex, right here, consists of three buildings. The one to our left is called the winter cottage—don't ask me why—and that's where Omegavision will be quartering. Henry will be there, should you ever need him. To the right is the servant quarter where the servants are staying."

 

Fred and Constance looked around at the buildings, which were built in the same natural rock style as the large mansion, though less lavish. They lacked the ornate bay windows carefully arranged flowers. The service building in particular almost disappeared under a thick growth of vines. Together, they felt very rustic, almost medieval.

 

"Servants?" Constance inquired.

 

"Oh, just a name, dear. The staff. Help. Whatever you want to call it. Maids, cooks, groundskeepers, that sort of pack. You don't need to worry about them, they'll do their jobs quietly and without interfering. If you ever need someone to clean up a spill you can just page them. I'll get to that later, once we're inside."

 

"Did you say cooks?" inquired Fred with interest.

 

"Yes, you won't have to cook, unless you want to, of course. The main building has a fully functional kitchen lacking absolutely nothing. If you want to order something special, simply use the app."

 

"The app?"

 

"We'll get to that shortly. Now, for the main building, officially called the Oak Palace, though everyone just calls it Big Oak. It's all yours. Every room is open to you. Six bedrooms, eight bathrooms, kitchen, two dining rooms, living room, smoking room, lounge, library, you get the drift. There's a pool in the back, too. And a hot tub. And, I think, a sauna."

 

"Do we need a map?" Constance asked, half serious.

 

"No, I shouldn't think so. In fact, we urge you to explore the house as much as you want. But, as we told you this morning, there are cameras installed in every room. That way we don't need those pesky cameras following you everywhere."

 

Fred sighed. That was one part he wasn't looking forward to. Before signing their contract that morning, he had inquired if the bathrooms were wired, too. Smiling, Mr. Green told them that they were, though that footage wouldn't make it into the final show. They had signed away all aspects of their privacy, but for that amount of money, who wouldn't?

 

"When are we meeting the others?" inquired Constance.

 

"They're arriving around five. That should give us plenty of time for a tour. Ready?"

 

"Sure," Constance replied, sounding anything but.

 

"Alright, we're ready for the tour," Mrs. Carpenter called out to the remaining two people, carrying a camera and boom mic. They jumped into action, training the equipment on the three. "Let's go," she said and beckoned the others, already pacing towards the front door.

 

Filled with excitement, the Hardings followed. The heavy oak door swung open and they stared at the interior in surprise. Judging from the facade on the outside, Fred expected gloomy corridors made of stone, burning torches on the wall, and maybe a suit of armor. 

 

Instead, the inside of the Big Oak was spacious and relatively modern. The owner clearly valued large, open spaces and creme carpets. The front door opened into a very short hallway, followed by a massive, round sunken living room. In the middle of the pit was a natural stone fireplace with circular smokestack, surrounded by a ring of blue couches. 

 

The tall walls were painted eggshell, lined with numerous pieces of pop art. In the back stood a dark table on bamboo hardwood, long enough to seat twelve. An armoire held plates and glasses. The hall spanned the entire depth of the building.

 

"Wow," Constance exclaimed, blown away by the first impression. Everywhere her eyes darted, she seemed to discover new things. Like the eighty-inch TV recessed into the wall, the winding spiral staircase with mahogany steps, the bar next to the dining table, and the floor-to-ceiling windows that led out onto a deck. "I feel like I'm in a movie."

 

"You are on a set, my dear," Mrs. Carpenter noted and both Fred and Constance burst into laughter. "Alright, first things first," she went on as if nothing happened, "we need to get you your companion devices."

 

Mrs. Carpenter turned to the console standing against the wall by the entrance. Apart from an empty bowl that looked like it should hold keys, there were two sleek smartphones. She picked one of them up and handed it to Fred.

 

"Since we confiscated your phones, you'll need replacements. We can't expect you to do everything the old-fashioned way. They're locked down, so you won't be able to access the internet or call anyone apart from a few select sites and people in Second Honeymoon. Go on, boot it up."

 

Fred pressed the power button and the screen flicked to life. It displayed the Omegavision logo, an eye with a globe inside, and the words "Second Honeymoon" underneath. It prompted him to enter a name.

 

"Just type in your name for the system. Frederic, or Fred, or anything you want, really."

 

He typed in F-R-E-D. The splash screen went away to show a list of apps. Contacts, browser, phone, camera. A few games. Nothing unusual. He tapped on Contacts. The list of names was fairly short: Carpenter, Galloway, Green, Housekeeping, Kitchen, Pizza, Room Service, Taxi, Wright.

 

"I don't see Connie in here," he noted.

 

"She hasn't put in her name yet."

 

"I'm on it!" Constance piped up, picking up the other phone.

 

Moments later, the list on Fred's screen updated to show "Connie" between Carpenter and Galloway. He tapped her name and sent a message.

 

FRED> I love you

 

"Aww, I love you, too, Teddybear," Constance replied.

 

"You can find the kitchen menu if you open the browser and all scheduled events are already programmed into the calendar. All pictures and video are saved to a memory card, which you'll get to take home with you, regardless of what happens during the show. So, feel free to take as many selfies or what-have-you as you want. Any questions so far?"

 

"I'm not sure," Constance mumbled, frowning at the screen.

 

"No matter. Just throw 'em right me the moment you got 'em. Anyway, shall we proceed with the tour?"

 

After seeing the enormous living room, it seemed like there couldn't be that much left, but Fred and Constance quickly found out how wrong they were. The south wing of Big Oak was the utility wing. It housed the kitchen, where a team of four was in the middle of preparing dinner. A quick glance at the phone indicated that they were in for a pizza night. Something easy and tasty while they get settled in, according to Mrs. Carpenter.

 

They only stayed long enough to admire the rows upon rows of stainless steel kitchen equipment and well-stocked fridge. There even was a cupboard full of junk food. After being ushered out by the chef for getting in the way of everything, they briefly looked in on the laundry room, which wasn't particularly exciting.

 

The north wing housed Big Oak's private library, which held over five-thousand books, though none of them seemed to be interesting at all. Apart from the classics, there were plenty of encyclopedias and other dry scholarly literature. Nothing that Fred was interested in. 

 

The smoking room and lounge were almost identical, furnished with a fuzzy carpet and mahogany furniture. The only difference was the lounge had a fireplace, whereas the smoking room had a television and also a stuffy, unpleasant odor. The dining room was empty and Mrs. Carpenter explained that the dining area in the living room would be more than enough.

 

Everywhere they went, the owner of the house had hung pop art. Colorful, clean prints of various objects. Cartoonish portraits. The parade of art was dizzying.

 

Downstairs, accessible by a staircase in the north wing, they found the sauna and gym. State of the art equipment and, if they wanted, Omegavision would hire a personal trainer for their stay. Constance was very interested in that offer, though Fred remained hesitant. Mrs. Carpenter explained to them how to operate the sauna before heading back upstairs.

 

Up the winding staircase, they reached the living quarters. Oak Meadow was available to be rented for conferences and other events, and the bedrooms were very reminiscent of hotel rooms, though they did not have their own bathrooms. They were expected to share the ones on the floor, which was unusual, though not too much of a burden.

 

Fred's room was the one at the end of the south wing, Constance's the one at the end of the north wing.

 

"Why do we have separate bedrooms?" Fred asked in surprise.

 

"So you have privacy, of course," Mrs. Carpenter said and laughed. "If one of you decides to get frisky with a lovely competitor, you'll be very thankful for—"

 

"That will not be happening," Fred snapped.

 

"Do we have to sleep in separate beds?" Constance asked.

 

"Well, you don't have to," Mrs. Carpenter answered, ignoring Fred's outburst. "That's what this week is all about. You're free to make your own choices, whatever they may be. Although, we do encourage you to use your own rooms. Believe me, abstinence is harder than it sounds and the physical closeness between two partners only serves to stoke that fire. Out of sight, out of mind, so to speak."

 

"Makes sense, I suppose," Constance acquiesced. 

 

Saving the best for last, Mrs. Carpenter led them through the living room out the tall sliding door onto the deck. The view of the Oak Meadow estate was incredible and Constance immediately tested out her phone's camera function. The Oak Palace was built at the top of an incline and the deck was built on top of stilts.

 

Directly below them was the twenty-three-yard pool decorated with cerulean mosaic. A thick, well-trimmed hedge separated the stone terrace from the rest of the grounds. There was a tennis court. Far in the distance, at the bottom of the lush green lawn, was the apple orchard, though they only saw a few branches of a tree. The rest was hidden from view by the hedges.

 

"I think I'm really going to love it here," Constance said, grinning from ear to ear.

 

"It really is nice," Fred agreed. He took a deep breath, enjoying the scent of freshly mown grass mixed with a slight sting of ozone. It smelled like summer should. It smelled like vacation.

 

They finished the tour at the arrangement of blue-and-white deck chairs and, of course, the hot tub, which was recessed into the deck itself and big enough for six. More, if you didn't mind an arm around your partner. 

 

"Would you join me in a little toast?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

No sooner had she spoken than a waiter appeared on the deck, carrying a tray holding three mimosas.

 

"What do we toast to?" Fred asked, grabbing one of the flutes.

 

"To the success of your second honeymoon. To love, life, and happiness. To Oak Meadows," Mrs. Carpenter said, raising her glass.

 

"To our marriage," Fred added.

 

"To happiness," Constance said.

 

They clinked glasses and sipped the fruity mixture. Fred grabbed his wife's hand and they intertwined their fingers. 

 

"Let's win this thing. I love you," he told her.

 

"Let's do it. I love you, too," she replied, nodding in earnest.

 

"Wonderful! Simply wonderful! Couldn't have scripted it better myself," a cheerful Mrs. Carpenter applauded.

THE MEET

4:45 PM, Living Room - Fred

 

The pleasant chime of Mrs. Carpenter's phone interrupted the conversation she and Constance were having while enjoying the warm breeze on the gorgeous view. Constance wanted to know if it was possible to set up a small space for her to continue working on a piece of art she had been unable to finish. 

 

"They just arrived. I think it's time for you to meet the competitors," Mrs. Carpenter said, glancing at her phone.

 

Fred got out of the deck chair, feeling nervous. He had no idea what to expect. What kind of people were going to live with them for the week? How could he possibly interact with them, knowing that their goal was to try to get him to cheat on his wife? 

 

The more he thought about it, the more he wished he sat back home on his favorite couch with Constance on his lap. Watching TV instead of being on TV. Every room in the house was supposed to be bugged with cameras, yet even though he tried his best to look for them, he had been unsuccessful at spotting any.

 

It was oddly comforting. The few times they pointed a camera at him, he felt the lens staring a hole into him but after only a few minutes in Big Oak, he already forgot they were under constant surveillance.

 

The three of them re-entered the building through the sliding door just as the front door on the other side opened and two women walked in.

 

They couldn't have been more different, both in height and appearance. The shorter of the two was an Asian woman around Fred's own age. She wore short cutoff jeans and a loose, dark tank top with the words "HELLRAISER" emblazoned in sparkling letters. She had a mischievous face and wore sinfully red lipstick. Her medium length, black hair was kept in place by the large sunglasses on her forehead. 

 

At once, Fred pegged her for a brat, then chastised himself for judging a book by its cover. 

 

Compared to the loosely dressed woman next to her, the taller one looked like a nun in comparison. She was taller than Constance, though still an inch shorter than Fred himself, with long, smooth, red hair, woven into a thick French braid. She was younger than her companion, however. Fred didn't think she could have been older than twenty at best.

 

That made the dress she wore all the more lurid. A sky-blue, form-fitting piece that hugged her wide hips and had a cutout emphasizing her ample chest. Fred's paternal instincts kicked in right away. He wanted to tell her that she shouldn't wear something like that in public, she was way too young. The implication that Omegavision assumed that he'd want to fuck someone like her was repulsive.

 

Fred glanced at his wife, who seemed equally critical of the new arrivals. It wasn't what either of them had expected, that was certain. What had they gotten themselves into?

 

Mrs. Carpenter and the redhead kissed cheeks while the Asian woman sized up Fred without a hint of modesty, only a smirk on her face.

 

"Mr. and Mrs. Harding, let me introduce you to your competitors. This lovely lady is Juno Summers."

 

The young woman extended her hand to Fred. Her skin was soft and her grip was so soft, it felt like shaking hands with a cloud. She beamed at him with a dazzling smile and her earrings, inlaid in blue gemstones the same shade as her dress, jingled as she nodded. "My pleasure, Mr. Harding," she said in a pleasant tone.

 

"Please, call me Fred. Nice to meet you, too," he replied. At once, Constance was at his side like a guardian, preventing the handshake from lingering any longer than was appropriate.

 

"Wonderful to meet you, too, Mrs. Harding," the young woman said with the same enthusiasm and kindness.

 

"Mmhm," Constance muttered.

 

"And this is Kyoko Nakamura," Mrs. Carpenter introduced the other woman.

 

"What's up, Freddy?" she said, one hand on her hip, looking at him like she couldn't decide whether to laugh at him or pity him.

 

"Uh, hi," he replied, thinking that his first impression had proven right. It helped that someone had labeled her shirt appropriately.

 

"I'm Connie," Constance said, offering her hand to Kyoko. Reluctantly, the short woman accepted the shake, though judging from the whiteness of her knuckles, she was trying to break Constance's hand while doing so.

 

Fred and his wife shared a knowing look. Kyoko was definitely the one they had to watch out for. If anyone was going to attempt to stop them from winning Second Honeymoon, it would be her.

 

"Wonderful, wonderful. So glad that you're already fast becoming friends," Mrs. Carpenter exclaimed, oblivious to Kyoko's hostility. "Oh! Looks like the guys are on time, too."

 

After overcoming the surprise of seeing the two women, Fred thought that he was ready for anything they threw at them. He was wrong.

 

The two men who entered Big Oak were both African-American. Both taller than him. One of them had dark skin, broad shoulders, and looked like walking muscles packed into a tight t-shirt. Even his bald head seemed like it rippled with muscles. The other one was taller, well over six feet, and lanky, with a short buzz cut. He sported a basketball jersey and sneakers.

 

The taller one tipped his sunglasses down and peered over the rim at Constance. He clicked with his mouth and winked at her.

 

"Allow me to introduce you to Charles Goodman and Lemar Williams," Mrs. Carpenter.

 

Charles Goodman was the bald meat package. Lemar Williams the buzz cut. As he shook their hands, Fred couldn't help but feel inadequate. It's not that he wasn't fit by any means. He exercised and jogged to keep in good shape, but he wasn't physically impressive like those two. Even Lemar, who looked like a beanpole next to his compatriot, had clearly defined biceps tucked underneath his chocolate brown skin.

 

Instinctively, he moved partially in front of Constance as if he had to shield her from them. He felt like an idiot doing it, especially because they just shook hands and gave pleasant nods. 

 

"Wonderful, wonderful, so good to see all of you together for the first time. Would you please follow me?"

 

Henry waited for them just outside the front entrance. He and a small crew set up a photo area, complete with lights and umbrellas. 

 

For the first group picture, Mrs. Carpenter had Fred and Constance stand in the middle. The black guys stood on Constance's left, the chicks on Fred's right. Fred let Juno clutch his arm as if she were holding on to dear life. Her breasts pressed into his elbow and he chastised himself for thinking that it was anything but a friendly, comfortable gesture.

 

"Cheese!" Henry called out and the shutter clicked several times.

 

The next one made Fred even more uncomfortable. Mrs. Carpenter wanted him between Kyoko and Juno, Constance between Charles and Lemar. He looked to his left and could barely make out his wife between the two hulking behemoths. They put their large paws on her shoulder and he wanted to lash out at them.

 

"Fred, look at the camera and smile, please," Henry asked. "Okay, that's good. Cheese!"

 

That time, Henry wasn't satisfied with the pose. He instructed Charles and Lemar to take their hands off of Constance since it didn't look natural. As he talked, a chic Mercedes approached. It parked next to the limo and Mr. Green got out. 

 

"A colorful group in this edition, I like it," he said in lieu of a greeting.

 

"Quite," Mrs. Carpenter said. "I think this one might just be the most exciting yet."

 

"Cheese!" 

 

Shutter.

 

"Is Wright coming?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

"No, he's napping," Mr. Green replied, combing his goatee.

 

"Ah well, guess we'll have to do without him. Again."

 

"Portraits are done, Maggie," Henry announced.

 

"Splendid!" Mrs. Carpenter said and beamed. She and Mr. Green approached the group, huddling them in. "I'm so glad that everything worked out. I think it goes without saying that each of you knows your role and tasks?" Everyone murmured that they did. "Excellent. Does anyone want to say or do something before I declare Second Honeymoon, Springfield edition, officially open?"

 

After seeing his opposition, Fred knew that he needed to do something. He also wanted to do something. To show to everyone that Constance was his wife and they were in love. It was best to send out that signal like a flare.

 

He grabbed Constance's hand and pulled her in for a kiss. A very passionate kiss that ended with her bent over backward, supported by his arm. If it were up to him, he would have kept kissing her until Sunday but he didn't want to overdo it, either.

 

"Ooh, so fierce," Mrs. Carpenter exclaimed and started clapping. "Very well done, young man. Very well done."

 

"Okay, I think I'm ready now," Fred said, slightly out of breath.

 

"Very well. I declare the Springfield edition of Second Honeymoon officially open! From now until midnight on Sunday, you will be subjected to the rules of our agreement. Good luck!"

 

"Good luck and have fun," Mr. Green added.

 

Nothing had changed at all, but suddenly Fred felt as if a heavy weight had descended on his shoulders. For almost twelve years they had been together. He talked to her every day. Hugged her as often as he could. They made love thousands of times.

 

Of course, they had spent time apart before. A week around Thanksgiving, a few days traveling here or there, but never like that. Never with Constance right there in sight of him, yet unattainable by his own choice.

 

But he had five-hundred-thousand good reasons to see it through to the end.

 

"I think our couple has had enough excitement for now, they look like they could use a break. Allow me to show you to your rooms and give you the small tour," Mrs. Carpenter said to the four newcomers. "Mr. Green, would you please get the phones for these four from the winter cottage and join me upstairs? Fred and Connie, you two are free to do as you please, but we're going to reconvene at precisely six in the living room to eat pizza, so make sure you'll be there."

 

Mr. Green and Henry headed toward the winter cottage, the competitors followed Mrs. Carpenter back inside the building.

 

Suddenly, Fred and Constance were alone.

 

"Feels weird, doesn't it?" Constance remarked.

 

"Yeah. I was just about to say the same. Now that I'm not allowed to, I want to do nothing more than pull you into that little cleaning closet we saw and eat you out."

 

Constance giggled. "Don't make this any harder on yourself than it's going to be. You can't think about stuff like that."

 

"Yeah, though I think the fact that there are cameras everywhere really dampens the mood anyway."

 

"Allegedly. I haven't seen a single one. Have you?"

 

"Nope. I've been trying to spot them."

 

They meandered back inside the building, towards the deck.

 

"What do you make of our uh..."

 

"Opponents? Enemies?"

 

"Opponents works, I suppose. What do you make of them?"

 

"I don't like them. Any of them. Except maybe Juno."

 

"She seems awfully young, doesn't she?"

 

"I know, right? You don't think they'd hire someone underage, do you?"

 

"Of course not. I don't think they can, our contract says that everyone is of age. Besides, Juno is not that young. She's twenty, I think."

 

"Does that mean she can't even drink?"

 

"Ah, I see the master adulterer is already thinking about getting his first victim drunk."

 

"Hey, that's not fair! I do not want to—"

 

Constance burst laughing and Fred realized she'd gotten the better of him. He just shook his head. They passed through the sliding doors and made themselves comfortable in the deck chairs. Side by side, the way a married couple should.

 

"A car's not that expensive and neither is the vacation. If we buy everything on the list, we'll still probably have four-hundred left over. Any ideas yet how we're gonna spend that?" Fred asked.

 

"Hmm, now that's a better exercise. Focusing on the goal instead of the pitfalls. I don't know. I haven't really thought about it, yet. I'm definitely going to do a little retail therapy."

 

"Well, guess that's pretty much for the rest of the money, then. It's going to get turned into shoes and purses."

 

"Sounds good to me," Constance said and giggled.

 

"So what do you think of our opponents?"

 

"I don't know. It's certainly not what I expected."

 

"I know, right? I mean, black guys? Really? I mean, hello, you're married to a white guy. Although I guess I shouldn't complain. It's just going to make this whole ordeal easier."

 

"Right."

 

Subconsciously, Fred reached for Constance's hand. When the backs of their hands touched, he pulled away as if in shock. "Damn, this is gonna be harder than I thought."

 

"We're still allowed to hold hands, doofus."

 

"What if that disqualifies us?"

 

"It doesn't. I read the rules three times. We're even allowed to snuggle as long as it's not sexual. The rules are pretty clear on that. Touching is okay as long as it doesn't have any sexual connotations."

 

Fred grabbed her hand and intertwined his fingers with hers. 

 

The evening sky started to turn from blue to red as the sun sank down the horizon. The air was clean. Birds chirped. Everything was serene and perfect.

 

Yet to Fred, it felt like the calm before the storm.

PIZZA

6:00 PM, Living Room - Fred

 

The smell of delicious baked cheese wafting through the open doors drew Fred and Constance back inside. The dining table had been set with three enormous pies. A plain Margherita, pineapple and ham, and pepperoni. They looked mouth-watering with perfectly browned, melted cheese and crispy condiments.

 

A waiter in black slacks and vest laid out six plates and cutlery.

 

"I didn't realize how hungry I am," Fred remarked, licking his lips.

 

"Me too. Should we wait for them?"

 

"I say hell no. Why should we wait for our enemies?"

 

"Because we'll be living under the same roof as them and it's gonna be really awkward."

 

"Newsflash, Connie, we're trying to beat them, not befriend them."

 

The decision was taken out of their hand as the people in question came walking down the spiral staircase.

 

"Damn, that smells good," Lemar called out, leading the pack.

 

The waiter finished carefully arranging the last knife and gave a quick once-over to the table to make sure everything was in order. He nodded to himself and turned to the others. "Enjoy your meal, madams, and gentlemen," he said, bowed, and left.

 

"Are Mrs. Carpenter or any of the others coming?" asked Fred.

 

"Naw," Charles replied. 

 

"We don't need no babysitters," Lemar added, laughing.

 

The offhanded comment made Fred look like an idiot. A child who was begging for his mommy. He ground his teeth and his mood soured but he didn't want to seem like sour grapes on the first day, so he choked it down. He picked up a slice of the pepperoni. No way he would embarrass himself even further by using knife and fork.

 

"Are you two from Springfield?" Kyoko asked.

 

"Not originally. We grew up in a little town called Woodville upstate. We moved to Springfield because of Fred's job."

 

"Ah, so you have known each other for a long time?"

 

"Oh yes, since kindergarten at least. We weren't really friends back then, that didn't start until high school. Junior year, right, honey?"

 

"Well, I had a crush on her since I freshman year, just didn't have the courage to talk to her."

 

"I'm glad you did."

 

They leaned toward each other to kiss and only at the last second before their lips touched, they both froze. Fred felt the invisible chain around his neck. Disgruntled, he sat back in his chair and looked around the room, trying to spot the location of those annoying hidden cameras.

 

"What was that?" Juno asked.

 

"We're not allowed to kiss until this show is over," Constance explained as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

 

"That must be annoying. You know, I think you're kinda ugly, Fred, but if you need to kiss someone, I wouldn't mind," Kyoko said nonchalantly.

 

"No thanks," Fred and Constance said at the same time and shared a look of incredulity.

 

That was just about the most hamfisted attempt at seduction they had ever seen. Laughably bad. It was so bad that Fred couldn't help but think she was trying to do something else entirely because nobody could have botched it that hard. Kyoko just shrugged.

 

"What about you all? Locals?" Constance inquired.

 

As they slowly chewed their way through the too-large pizzas, they got the ball rolling and had a friendly, slightly awkward, conversation with the four people who were supposed to get them to break their vows.

 

Charles Goodman, to nobody's surprise, operated a fitness club downtown as part of an international franchise. He seemed to know everything there was about nutrition related to bulking up and staying healthy. In his early thirties and happy with his position in life, he only joined Second Honeymoon because he broke up with his fiancee last year and the show was better than a terrible rebound. He was a local Springfield man.

 

Lemar Williams was the assistant coach of the Springfield U's basketball team, the Grasshoppers. He himself played basketball in high school and went to Brown on a basketball scholarship. Unfortunately, due to an ankle injury, he didn't make it into the NBA. Instead, he returned back to Springfield where he started coaching the game instead.

 

He stood up and very proudly showed everyone the back of his orange-and-blue jersey. It read "Ass. Coach" with the number sixty-nine. Kyoko and Constance burst out in laughter and Charles just said, "Nice." The only one who didn't seem to get it was Juno. After Kyoko leaned over and whispered in her ear, she blushed as red as her hair.

 

Kyoko Nakamura was the daughter of first-generation Japanese immigrant parents, born in California. She declined to mention her age, apart from saying she was in her late twenties, and no matter how much Constance pried, revealed almost no details about her personal life. Despite that, she was very open about other things, like that she worked as a stripper in Springfield's Kitty Club where she did live nude shows five nights a week. 

 

Juno Summers was an aspiring actress who thought that Second Honeymoon was her big break into the TV scene. Before the show, she had appeared in three commercials for organic yogurt and a short-lived role as a zombie on The Creeping Dead. At the moment, she was saving up the money from her waitressing job so she could take acting lessons.

 

Only because everyone kept asking did she say that she was nineteen years old. One year out of high school. Over ten years younger than Fred. He felt ill when he thought about it. The producers thought that he'd be interested in such a young thing?

 

Overall, however, Fred was relieved. When the four walked in earlier, they had seemed like dangerous animals. Overt threats to Constance and him. Yet, after getting to know them a little better, he realized they weren't. They were just ordinary people. 

INTERLUDE

6:34 PM, Control Room - Mrs. Carpenter

 

The door to the control room in the winter cottage opened and Mrs. Carpenter entered. She never liked going in there. The air was stuffy and spending too much time looking at all the monitors gave her a headache. She preferred relaxing on the couch with a glass of wine, looking at the feeds on her tablet.

 

"Gentlemen," she announced, closing the door behind her.

 

The array of sixteen monitors usually lit up the room like a football stadium but at the moment, most of the monitors were dark, save for four. They displayed the living room, where the six participants sat around the dinner table, gorging themselves on pizza. 

 

"Ah, great of you to join us, Maggie," Mr. Green said, turning around in his chair, combing his goatee.

 

"Ma'am," nodded Bryce Poole, one of the executive assistants. 

 

"I don't know why you hang out in here, Alex."

 

"It's great. Bryce set it up so that whenever the motion sensor activates, the feed gets pulled up on a monitor. You don't miss a single second."

 

"What happens if more than sixteen cameras are on? Don't we have like over two hundred?"

 

"Three-hundred-twenty-five," Bryce said. "Helluva wiring job, let me tell you. We've been working on it for months."

 

"Seems to be working really well. Can't wait until they start doing it. I've been wired all day just thinking about it."

 

"Uh-huh. So you really think it's gonna work? They've been married for ten years, Maggie. Not the usual lot."

 

"Please. It's human nature."

 

"Which one of them do you think is going to break first? Fifty bucks says it's Fred," Mr. Green proposed.

 

"Hah, as if!" Mrs. Carpenter snorted. "Alright, you're on."

 

"You really think Constance is gonna cheat on him? She looks like she never even thought about another man's cock before. Nah, Fred is definitely breaking first. I mean, just look at Juno. She's a god damn peach. Makes me wish I was in the show just so I could tap that nineteen-year-old ass."

 

"You must not have seen the way he looks at her. He's really in love with her. She looks like she's bored out of her mind. No, no, I think at the first chance of some real excitement in her life, she's gonna jump in with both feet running."

 

"What if neither of them breaks?" Bryce asked.

 

Mrs. Carpenter and Mr. Green burst out laughing until they had to wipe tears out of their eyes.

FIRST ENCOUNTER

9:27 PM, Upstairs Hallway - Fred

 

"That was a lot more stressful than I anticipated," Constance said to her husband.

 

The two of them stood in the center of the upstairs hallway, a foot apart from each other. 

 

"I know. Glad it's finally over."

 

"Just six more days to go."

 

"Don't remind me. Please."

 

"We'll manage."

 

"And if we can't, we can just run away. Call the whole thing off, screw the money."

 

"Uh, no we can't."

 

"Why not?"

 

"We'd be breaking our contract and liable to pay damages to the studio in excess of a million."

 

"Shit, really?"

 

"Yeah. You didn't read the contract?"

 

"Of course I... glanced over it."

 

Constance snorted. "You're hopeless, sometimes. It's a good thing you have me."

 

"I know. You're the best thing to ever happen to me."

 

"I want to kiss you right now."

 

"Do you think there are cameras watching?"

 

"Almost certainly."

 

"Damn."

 

Constance let out a big yawn, opening her mouth wide enough to stuff an entire cantaloupe inside. "What are we gonna do tonight?"

 

"Sleep?"

 

"I mean room-wise. I was thinking that maybe for one night, we could actually follow their stupid rules. I really need to take a cold shower or I'm gonna explode."

 

"Are we really letting them split us up like that?"

 

"Of course not, but you heard what that woman said. Cuddling in bed is just going to make it harder."

 

"I suppose so."

 

"We can still talk on the phone."

 

"That sounds nice. Are you going to read me a bedtime story?"

 

"Yeah, the contract we signed."

 

"Very. Funny."

 

Constance yawned again. "I'm tired."

 

"Yeah, me too. Today was exhausting," Fred said and was unable to stifle a yawn of his own.

 

"Okay. I'll call you once I'm out of the shower."

 

Without a long goodbye, Constance turned around and trudged down the hallway. Fred leaned against the wall, watching her until she disappeared. Only then did he reluctantly head toward his own room.

 

His luggage had been brought up by someone while they ate dinner. He unzipped the suitcase and pulled out his bag of toiletries, looked around, and sighed.

 

The room had many things. A bed, TV, desk, wardrobe, balcony. Apart from the balcony, which was done in dark mahogany to suit the exterior, everything was in the same modern look as the rest of the house. An enormous print of a pair of kissing lips hung on the wall. Not his favorite art in the world. 

 

The one thing it didn't have was a bathroom. It would be just like his days in college, having to share a bathroom with a bunch of guys. He sighed and went back outside.

 

Someone had clearly overcompensated with the design of the bathroom. It was bigger than his room. It had a clawfoot bathtub and separate shower. The cabin consisted of dark gray tiles and a glass door. The shower head was square, with hundreds of tiny holes. Two square sinks, toilet, and bidet. A square, orange rug on white tiles to tie the whole thing together.

 

He set his bag down on the rim of the sink and attempted to close the door behind himself. There wasn't a way to lock it. Not even a keyhole, just a handle.

 

Confused, he pulled his phone out of his pocket. He was probably just missing some obvious thing. He tried to call Constance but after six rings, he deduced that she was probably in the shower like she said. Instead, he called Mrs. Carpenter.

 

"What's up, Fred?" she said after only one ring.

 

"I feel silly but do you know how you're supposed to lock the bathroom?"

 

There was a brief silence, followed by a giggle. "Very funny, Fred."

 

"I'm not joking. There's no lock on the door."

 

"Yes, that's intended. I thought you knew."

 

"It is? What if one of the guys walks in on me while I'm... you know, doing business."

 

"Why would they? They have their own bathroom."

 

"Wait, so this one is all mine?"

 

"Of course not, you're sharing it with Juno and Kyoko."

 

"I'm what?"

 

"You thought the rooms next to yours were for the guys? Fred, please, you're too droll. I'm gonna hang up now. Enjoy your night."

 

"But—"

 

The line went dead before he could get two words out. Of course. He had been naive not to expect something like that. 

 

He'd have to talk to the women the next time he saw them so they could work out a system. He started brushing his teeth, thinking about a good system to handle it that didn't involve shoving a wedge under there.

 

He was in the middle of thinking about the old cliche of putting a sock on the handle when the door flew open and Kyoko bustled inside.

 

Fred spat the toothpaste out. "Sorry! There are no locks. On the door, I mean," he stammered. She stood there, looking at him with her eyebrow raised. "I called and complained but we need a system. Like a sock on the door, or—"

 

Kyoko just snorted and pulled her tee over her head. That took Fred by surprise. She unclasped her bra and let it drop to the ground. The boobs weren't some magical ones that somehow grew in size without a shirt one, just, as expected, perky A-cups. Her nipples were like tiny, dark pins. She pushed her thumbs into the waistband of her cut-off jeans and pushed down.

 

Fred whirled around fast enough to snap his neck. He quickly scooped up a handful of water in his palm and slammed it up to his mouth, missing half of it and drenching his shirt. He barely rinsed before spitting it out.

 

"You can stay and watch me shower. I don't mind," Kyoko offered, giggling.

 

Without daring to turn his head in her direction, Fred fled the bathroom. He didn't even bother turning off the tap.

 

The first attack on his marriage had come a lot sooner than he expected. He hadn't been ready for it. His pulse was racing.

 

It was going to be a long six days.

 

 

TOGETHER

1:29 AM, Fred's Room

 

Everything was dark. The door to Fred's room opened quietly and a small figure wearing a nightgown slipped inside. Light snoring emanated from the bed.

 

The bed was so big that Fred could have lain horizontally without his feet hanging over the edge. The figure lifted the hem of the massive blanket and slipped inside.

 

"Hmm?" Fred grunted.

 

"Just me, honey," Constance whispered. "Just for tonight."

 

"Love you," Fred mumbled quietly.

 

"Love you, too," Constance whispered.

Tuesday, Day Two

MORNING WOOD

8:06 AM, Fred's Room - Fred

 

Early morning rays of sunshine hit Fred square in the face. He groaned, rising from his slumber like a great beast awakening from winter.

 

"Good morning, sleepy," Constance said.

 

Fred rolled over to kiss his wife but his mouth only found the palm of her hand. He licked it.

 

"Ew! You know we can't."

 

"Can't what?"

 

"Kiss. The show. Remember?"

 

"Ugh," he groaned again. "Are we still doing that?"

 

"Yes, my dear. Now go shower, you smell. Breakfast is served in half an hour," she said and tossed away the blanket. She was wearing her good nightgown. Made of silk.

 

"Where are you going?"

 

"I have to shower, too, dummy. And my clothes are on the other side of the hall. Bye. See you in a bit," she said and left.

 

The usual morning routine was interrupted by the fact that everything in the room looked different to his bedroom. He couldn't just sit at the edge of the bed and slowly work his eyes open because the windows in his room now faced East and the rising sun was a harsh mistress. Despite the full blast of sunlight, it was cool in the room due to air conditioning.

 

To put it simply, it was anything but his comfortable routine.

 

Still half asleep, he stumbled to his suitcase and retrieved a fresh set of clothes and dug around for five minutes looking for his bag of toiletries before remembering he'd left it in the bathroom. 

 

When he got to the bathroom door, he heard the sound of water splashing on tile. Someone was using it. He restrained himself from groaning. Barely. He was tempted to just open the door and waltz right on in, a sort of payback for the night before, only Kyoko probably wouldn't mind that. If it even was Kyoko in the shower.

 

If he walked in on Juno naked, he'd never forgive himself for that. That poor girl had no place on a show like Second Honeymoon. Someone must have filled her head with nonsense about fame and fortune to get her to do it. It was disgusting. After he won the half-million, he'd have to talk to someone about that. But only after. Raising a big stink during the show was not in his best interest.

 

The water turned off and he decided to wait in the hallway in his pajamas, clutching his clothes, staring at a print of a spoon. Just a spoon, nothing else. It barely took up ten percent of the canvas.

 

The door opened and the floor dropped out underneath Fred's feet. It wasn't Juno, it wasn't even Kyoko.

 

It was Charles, the walking bag of muscles. He was buck naked, using a towel to rub his shiny, bald dome. At the sight of the monstrous cock between the man's legs, Fred's knees went weak. 

 

It just hung there like a fat slug, jostling back and forth with every step. Six or seven inches and it wasn't even hard. A shining onyx penis.

 

"'Sup, Fred," he said and nodded.

 

"What..." Fred tried to say but his voice croaked.

 

"Lemar was using the other one, figured this one was empty. That's not a problem, is it?"

 

Fred gulped and shook his head. Charles approached and clapped him on the shoulder, cock almost grazing his thigh, before heading down the hallway. 

 

Once again, Fred fled, only this time it was into the bathroom, not out of it. He slammed the door shut and sucked in big lungfuls of air until he was dizzy. 

 

"Calm down, you loser," he told himself in the mirror. 

 

There was no response from the scrawny man in the reflection. Just scared eyes and fuzzy stubbles on his cheeks. He could do something about the latter but not about the former.

 

Since no locks had magically appeared overnight, he grabbed a towel from the stack and slipped part of it into the door crack, folding it over twice so it was thick enough. He gave it a test and lo and behold, the door immediately jammed.

 

Only then did he feel comfortable enough to undress. He didn't even want to look down at himself. Seeing his own small penis would only further humiliate him.

BREAKFAST

8:30 AM, Living Room - Constance

 

Constance sidled down the spiraling staircase to find that everyone save for Kyoko were already sitting at the breakfast table. Juno sat on one side of the table, flanked by Charles and Lemar, who towered above her. The poor girl was, for some reason unknown to her, wearing a sea-green bikini. It looked good on her, no doubt, but she was clearly uncomfortable with the attention it garnered her.

 

She was proud of her husband. Any other man would have ogled the young bimbo like the two African-American men were, but not him. He sat there, munching on a piece of toast with butter, looking down on his plate as if the others didn't even exist. On second glance, though, there was something off about him. He looked paler than usual and his eyes did keep flickering over to the trio—not to Juno, but to the giant, Charles. 

 

He hadn't even noticed her. Actually, nobody at the table seemed to notice her. That suited her just fine. Her hair was still wet even though she blow-dried it for nearly ten minutes. She should have brought her own from home. 

 

"My brother plays basketball, you know," Juno said to Lemar.

 

"Yeah? In Springfield? Who with? I probably know him."

 

"Oh, nobody. He's on the JV team. My younger brother."

 

"I used to play JV, too. Everybody did when they were younger. When he's a little older, you should give me a call. I can send some scouts to see his games. Still got a lot of friends in the Bears."

 

"Really? That'd be so cool," Juno squeaked.

 

Constance had to resist the urge to roll her eyes at such an obvious pick-up line. She slipped into the seat next to Fred, who jumped a little at her sudden appearance. Something was definitely off about him. "Good to see you made it out of bed okay. And you smell better. How are things going down here?"

 

"Yeah. Dunno. It's been weird," he said.

 

Whatever was bothering him could wait. She turned to the matter of breakfast. There was a large bowl of fruit, a couple of boxes of cereal, toast, butter, cheeses, honey, and other condiments. She grabbed a slice of toast, honey, and a banana. 

 

"Good morning, Constance," Charles called out and Fred visibly flinched again.

 

"Morning, all," she replied cheerfully.

 

"Sleep well?" Lemar inquired.

 

"Yup. These mattresses are amazing."

 

"Anyone want to take them for a spin to see if they squeak?" Kyoko called out from the winding staircase. She wore another flimsy outfit. Strawberry pink crop top that had purple handprints over both her tiny tits. Cut-off jeans that were so short they might have been g-strings. The straps of her actual panties were visible, however. She had a belly-button piercing, Constance realized. A flickering gold thing.

 

Lemar and Charles burst out laughing. Neither of them, however, accepted her offer. Constance thought it was better not to comment. She always envied people who could be that open about sex. The guys were hot and the chick was a stripper. They were the sort of people who'd just casually joke about sex.

 

It wasn't like that with Fred. It was always very intimate when they made love. He always went down on her and cuddled afterward. But it was always guarded. A safe space. Fred needed that before he could perform. 

 

Constance shook her head and chided herself for thinking about sex again. Instead, she started squeezing her Kegel muscles. She used to be really good at it and could bring herself to the edge of an orgasm just doing the exercise. It had really helped the two of them in the bedroom, back during the stressful years when Fred was in college. But then she stopped doing them.

 

If she could just find that rhythm again she could have an orgasm right there at the breakfast table and nobody would be any the wiser.

 

"Why's the kid sitting here in a bikini?" Kyoko asked, taking a seat opposite the guys, two chairs down from Constance.

 

Constance almost laughed. The queen bitch probably felt like the bimbo was intruding on her territory. She couldn't believe how transparent everything was. Like someone sat down and scripted the entire dialog. Then again, she was in a cheesy reality show.

 

"I wanted to take a dip in the pool after breakfast," Juno answered, blushing. "You wanna come?"

 

"I think I just might," Charles answered, chuckling.

 

"I meant Kyoko," Juno said hastily, turning an even darker shade of red.

 

"I'll think about it," Kyoko said lazily. She dipped a spoon in the honey jar and started licking it. She turned to Constance and Fred. "What are you guys doing until the afternoon?"

 

"We were thinking about having a nice stroll around Oak Meadow. I want to see the apple orchard up close and Fred could use a little sun."

 

"Want me to show you around?"

 

"No thanks," Fred said vehemently.

 

Kyoko shrugged and went back to licking her spoon. Constance glanced at him. She was dying to have a chance to talk to him so she could figure out what was going on.

 

 

APPLE ORCHARD

1:44 PM, Oak Meadow - Fred

 

The apple orchard of Oak Meadow wasn't as big as Constance had thought it was. In her mind, she pictured rows upon rows of neat little apple trees, farmhands eagerly plucking ripe fruit, collecting them in woven baskets, preferably while singing. 

 

Instead, there were only four big trees. Not very tall, about fifteen feet, but they were wide. Instead of apples, there were only beautiful white-petaled flowers. It looked fantastic but she couldn't stop thinking about biting into a juicy, fresh apple.

 

On the way there, they came across one of the groundskeepers, a vibrant young man called Cortez. Three of the trees were Honeycrisp apples and the fourth Pink Lady, needed for pollination. In the thirties and forties, Oak Meadow had been a real apple farm, but after the sale and renovation, the new owner wanted usable grassland instead.

 

The four trees standing now were planted in 2003 and had only started producing a few years earlier. Each tree produced around eighteen bushels of apples, which was over three thousand pounds of apples. If they came back in September when it was time to harvest, they could take home as many apples as they could carry.

 

"Are you going to tell me what's bothering you?" Constance asked, gently squeezing his hand as they sauntered under the branches of the Pink Lady tree.

 

"It's nothing," Fred said but she knew him far too well to believe that.

 

"Honey, please. The easiest way we'll make it through the show is by staying strong, together."

 

"Does your bathroom have a lock on it?"

 

"No, but it's pretty obvious when someone's using it. Why?"

 

"Last night I was brushing my teeth and..."

 

"And what?"

 

"Kyoko walked in on me."

 

"Were you naked at the time?" she asked. She knew how much Fred hated people seeing him naked. A bathing suit was fine, even though he was never too comfortable on the beach, but they had been dating for half a year before he stopped insisting on doing it only under the covers.

 

"No, no, no, of course not, but she just waltzed right in and started undressing and went into the shower."

 

Constance groaned. She wasn't surprised the queen bitch tried something as blunt as that, she was only surprised she tried it so soon. Clearly, the woman completely failed to read her husband. "What'd you do?"

 

"You're not mad?"

 

"Why would I be mad?"

 

"Because I saw her naked. Well, only very briefly and only her top. I pretty much ran out of there."

 

"See? I'm not mad because I know you'd never try anything. I have nothing to worry about. Besides, I already figured she'd try something like that."

 

"You did?"

 

"Yeah. That woman doesn't seem to have any brakes."

 

They reached the end of the Oak Meadow estate. A ten-foot-tall masonry wall blocked any unwanted access. Constance looked up at the Big Oak building in the distance. It stood atop the hill like a shining beacon. It really felt like they were in another world than the drab concrete jungle of Springfield.

 

Constance couldn't remember the last time her life had been that exciting. They were on a grand adventure in a beautiful paradise full of mysteries and also danger. 

 

"And this morning, that big bald guy used the bathroom on my side and he came out totally naked."

 

"Oh, Teddybear," she cooed and wrapped her arm around his waist, hugging him close. He didn't have to say anything more for her to know exactly what was bothering him. She knew that part of his insecurities only too well. 

 

"You haven't had any problems?"

 

"Nope. Everything's going peachy for me."

 

"I have to cram a towel into the door just to make sure nobody can walk in on me in the shower."

 

"Aww, I'm sorry. I can try talking to—"

 

"Nah, forget it. Let's talk about something else. Please."

 

"Okay. What do you think of the schedule they posted?"

 

"They posted a schedule?"

 

"Yeah. Check your phone."

 

Monday — Introduction

Tuesday — Gym w/ Charles

Wednesday — Kitty Club w/ Kyoko

Thursday — Grasshoppers w/ Lemar

Friday — Work w/ Juno

Saturday — Interview w/ Maggie

Sunday — Review & End

 

Fred pulled out his Omegavision phone and glanced at the calendar. "We're... hanging out with Charles?"

 

"Yeah, looks like it. See what they did? One day with each of them."

 

They stopped moving as Fred stared at the screen in utmost concentration. "And what are we supposed to do at the gym?"

 

"Work out, of course."

 

"Great."

 

"It'll be fun."

 

"Doubt it."

 

"C'mon. You have to at least try."

FIRST OUTING

3:05 PM, Platinum Gym - Fred

 

The Platinum Gym was located in a strip mall on the corner of Washington and Lincoln, just outside the heart of Springfield. The lot previously housed a frozen yogurt place that went belly up in 2013 after a particularly cold and rainy summer. Charles Goodman snatched up the property and joined Platinum Gym as a franchisee. 

 

Ever since, the business has been going fairly well. To the left was a donut shop and to the right a Chinese buffet. Guilty patrons who just stuffed their stomachs with calories were guilted into signing up for a membership. Hungry exercisers had an easy and convenient location to still their hunger. It was a profitable symbiosis and Charles was on good terms with his neighbors. 

 

On normal Tuesday afternoons, the place wasn't particularly busy but now it was packed with people. The presence of a camera team attracted a decent crowd of interested bystanders.

 

"And this," Charles said, tapping a young black man on the shoulder, "is Rashon. He's my right-hand man, running this joint while I'm lazying around Oak Meadows."

 

"Still can't believe y'all are gonna be on TV," the man said and chuckled. He wore a charcoal tracksuit with glimmering platinum-silver decoration on the arms and the Platinum Gym logo on the back. "Shit, man, I—uh, am I allowed to swear?" he asked, turning towards Henry, who operated one of the two cameras.

 

"Just be yourself," Henry replied, chuckling.

 

"Anyway, why don't you bring out some more towels and water," Charles said, clapping his assistant on the shoulder again.

 

"Sure thing, boss."

 

"And you guys, feel free to look around, try any of the equipment you see—unless someone's using it, of course. Rules are on that sign on the wall." He pointed at a metal plaque. "Even though you're all big-shot celebrities now, this is my house and I expect you to adhere to gym etiquette like everyone else. If you have any questions, ask me or anyone else. Everyone here helps out each other. That's rule number three. Let's go get changed and get our sweat on!"

 

Reluctantly, Fred followed the large man to the back into the locker room, where he swapped into his jogging shorts and shirt. Eager to get away from the two black men who were undressing, he was the first person to make it back to the gym area. That was a mistake. Both the cameras focused on him and he felt their intense stare.

 

The last time he'd been in a gym, it was his college's gym where he used a treadmill to run when it stormed outside. Platinum Gym was very different from the one he remembered. For one, it wasn't in the dank basement. It also had a lot more modern equipment. Two women were having a conversation while riding stationary bikes. There was a treadmill, rowing machine, and stepmill. Some equipment whose names he didn't know, like the weight lifting area, which seemed to be the busiest.

 

He meandered towards the metal plaque.

 

1. No Towel, No Workout! Be sure to wipe down the equipment after use.

2. Wear Proper Equipment! No sandals or flip-flops. No dangling jewelry.

3. Get Help! If you don't know how to use something, ask before you hurt yourself.

4. Don't lie! If you don't know something, don't try to teach others. 

5. Grunting is ok! Singing is not.

6. No food or glass bottles in the gym! Drink water.

7. Be considerate! Don't hog equipment if others are waiting.

8. Clean up! Return equipment after you're done.

9. Stay healthy! If you need help, ask.

 

"Not sweating yet?" Constance asked, giggling. She had changed into her all-white tennis outfit, complete with miniskirt and sweatband. 

 

"I really don't know what I'm supposed to be doing here."

 

"Grab a towel and go on one of the treadmills. You're good at jogging, you can just do that."

 

"I'd rather jog outside."

 

"Then go ask if you can do that."

 

Fred sighed and headed towards the treadmill. It wasn't that he hated jogging, it was the environment. It was Charles' Dominion. Big Cock Palace. He felt ill just thinking about the man's junk again. The entire gym smelled like dick and testosterone.

 

"No way, I don't believe it," the man himself spoke loudly.

 

"Why not? You don't think these babies can handle it?" Lemar asked, flexed both his arms and planted a kiss on each bicep.

 

"We're about to see, brotha, we're. About. To. See."

 

The two of them wore loose sleeveless shirts and gym shorts. They grabbed a towel each and headed for the bench.

 

"Boys, boys, boys, you're about to see what a professional can bench," Kyoko announced loudly, grabbed a towel, and joined them. Her workout clothing was positively modest compared to her regular clothes. Tight fitting sports bra and spandex shorts. Still a lot more skin than was decent but at least it was appropriate. It was also apparent that she was very fit. Not just graceful and tiny but also a six-pack.

 

"Yeah, right," Lemar laughed. "What do you think, Charles? Think she can lift the bar?"

 

"Don't look at me, I'm still not convinced you can do two-hundred."

 

For once, nobody was paying any attention to Fred. Even the camera operators weren't interested in him. He turned the treadmill to a slow walk so he could warm up. Constance sat down in the rowing machine, which looked like it was a ton of work. Her skimpy tennis outfit kept riding up her thighs and he had a perfectly good view of her white panties every time she slid back to the front. He had to resist the urge to caution her.

 

His wife was very particular about that. He had tried to tell her not to wear something so risque for a dinner date because it was a company event and she changed into something that was practically transparent. She apologized after the dinner, saying how it had been a mistake and she realized several people kept staring at her nipples, but that still didn't give Fred the right to dress her. So he refrained from criticizing.

 

Juno came out in yoga pants and t-shirt. She joined the two women on the last remaining stationary bike.

 

The trio at the bench started loading weights onto the bar. Fred had no idea how much each of the disks weighed but it was nonetheless the most interesting thing going on. He felt like he was finally watching the show instead of being in it, a feeling much preferable to the alternative.

 

"Alright, that's one-twenty, to warm up," Lemar announced positioned himself on the bench while Charles spotted.

 

Lemar gripped the bar with both hands, repositioned them until he had a comfortable grip, and took several deep breaths. He pushed the bar out of its slot, lowered it to his chest, then pushed it up. It looked fairly effortless. He lowered and raised it about ten more times before setting it back on the hook.

 

"Alright, more," Lemar said and the two put on another set of weights.

 

There was more breathing from Lemar but he didn't look strained. The two women who were using the stationary bikes headed towards the lockers. Constance had already worked up a sweat on the rowing machine. She wasn't paying attention to anything.

 

Lemar did another few reps before they loaded on more. "One-fifty." And more. "One-eighty."

 

"Let's see if you break the big two-oh-oh," Charles said, chuckling.

 

With ease, Lemar did five reps of two-hundred pounds. It wasn't until two-hundred-forty that he started to sweat and it took him a visible amount of effort. His hands gripped the bar tightly and his arms wobbled. 

 

They loaded on more. It looked like Lemar was really struggling with that amount of weight and Charles carefully stood by his head, ready to help out in case he slipped. Lemar lowered the bar all the way to his chest.

 

With a loud grunt and exhale, he pushed the entire contraption back up. "OH YEAH!" he screamed. Charles gripped the bar and pulled it back in place.

 

"Damn. Two-sixty. Didn't think you'd have it in you. Respect."

 

"Now let's see if your arms are as big as your mouth," Kyoko jibed.

 

Fred got bored of the treadmill. Running on those things never felt natural. He switched to the stepmill and regretted his choice almost right away. It exercised a completely different set of muscles compared to walking and within a few seconds, he felt the burn in his legs and sweat on his brow.

 

The trio readjusted the bench press frame, raising the bar and sliding the bench itself back until Charles was satisfied with it. He wanted to start warming up at two-hundred, to which Kyoko just rolled her eyes, calling him a show-off.

 

Fred was surprised the guy didn't try to do it one-handed. The massive upper arms of Charles bulged as he effortlessly did fifteen reps. He looked almost bored.

 

Fifteen at two-hundred. Ten at two-forty. Six at two-sixty. There was a lot of good-natured teasing flying around. Four at two-eighty. 

 

At three hundred, Charles started to slow down, taking his time. Yet even there, he seemed to be able to push the bar like it was nothing. Fred weight a hundred-fifty. The black goliath was pushing twice his weight, barely breaking a sweat.

 

At three-fifty, Charles' bald dome was covered in a sheen of sweat. More weights. With a loud grunt, Charles managed one rep at three-ninety.

 

"Damn, I'm impressed," Lemar admitted.

 

Fred wondered if the guy's arms hurt as much as his lower legs. He wiped the sweat from his forehead.

 

"Hell yeah!" Charles roared, wiping himself and the bench down. "I think that might be a new PB."

 

"How long you been at it?"

 

"I wasn't serious about benching until about three years ago. I'm hoping to break four-hundred this year for sure. If I just focused on my arms I could probably do five-hundred or more but I'm trying to stay well-rounded."

 

For Kyoko, they had to lower the bar significantly. They took off most of the weights, too. She couldn't have weighed more than a hundred pounds at best. Fred almost laughed, thinking about how Charles' chest was way, way bigger than Kyoko's.

 

Juno moved off the bike and picked up a jump-rope. Fred very definitely did not want to watch that for even a second. Her ample bosom bouncing up and down was the polar opposite of what he needed. Sweat poured down Constance's face like a river. Taking a short break, she dumped half a bottle of water into her mouth.

 

Going from a warm-up weight of seventy, Kyoko slowly worked her way up to hundred. To hundred-fifteen. She capped out at hundred-thirty.

 

"God damn, I'm impressed," Charles nodded and Lemar spoke his agreement. Fred had no idea if that was good or not, but guessed it had to be.

 

Kyoko sat up and wiped the sweat off her forehead. "You'd be surprised how strong you have to be to glide down a pole. Trust me. Never get into a fight with a stripper. We pack some serious power. I could do more but I don't actually want to build too much muscle. Guys don't dig chicks with big muscles. Makes them feel intimidated."

 

"I think it's sexy as hell, woman," Lemar said, laughing.

 

"No kidding, I'm willing to give you a membership for free if you—"

 

"AAAAAAHHHHHHHH!"

 

Fred's head snapped around just in time to watch Juno stumble forward, jump-rope tangled between her feet, flailing one arm around wildly. Another step and the rope got tangled up even more. Next step, she misplaced her foot and crashed face first towards the floor. At the last second, she managed to brace herself to stop her nose from hitting the padded hardwood.

 

At once, Charles and Lemar rushed to her side. Charles grabbed her by the shoulders and quite literally lifted the young woman up while Lemar untangled the rope. Rashon showed up with a first-aid kit. Constance stopped rowing and Kyoko quickly wiped down the bench press before joining the rest.

 

The only one who didn't stop was Fred. He felt like a jackass for a split second but it passed right away when he realized the camera operators weren't doing anything either, apart from recording the whole thing.

 

"I'm okay, I'm—ow! It hurts," Juno cried out, trying to put weight on her foot. She clutched Charles' big arm.

 

"Where does it hurt?" Charles asked.

 

"My ankle."

 

Rashon knelt beside her and set the first-aid kit down. He started working her foot in various directions. Left-right, up-down. "Does this hurt?"

 

"Yes. Yes. No. Ow!"

 

"Alright, it's just sprained, not broken. Put her down on that bench and I'll go get the ice pack."

 

Less than a minute later, Juno was hunkered down on the bench, her leg up on a stool, with an ice pack on her ankle. She looked like she was embarrassed more than in pain. 

 

Constance wiped down the rowing machine and switched to the stationary bike. The trio continued to challenge each other at various exercises like pull-ups (which Kyoko won easily) and push-ups (which Kyoko also won), but any time it involved weights, Charles easily outpaced the others. 

 

In the end, Fred joined his wife on the stationary bikes, riding out the afternoon in leisure.

 

By the time six o'clock rolled around, Fred and Constance were exhausted. The trio was in good spirits, bonding over whatever meat-heads like them bond over. Juno was pretty happy, too. She'd eaten two bars of ice-cream.

 

Fred was completely taken by surprise when his wife announced that she thought it was a good idea if Juno recuperated a little and suggested they should all go to a spa to get a massage.

 

Charles declined, saying he wanted to stay and help Rashon clean up after all the mess the Omegavision crew made.

 

Lemar and Kyoko declined, saying that they'd rather lie on the couch or in bed.

 

Juno was over the moon at the suggestion and agreed right away.

 

Fred himself was torn. On the one hand, he didn't particularly enjoy his wife being away but since she was only hanging out with Juno and not one of the guys, it wasn't a threat. On the other hand, he hated getting a massage. The last time Constance dragged him to a spa, some jock had nearly broken every bone his body and besides, he just plain didn't like people touching his naked body. Other than Constance, of course.

 

"It's okay, you don't have to come," Constance whispered to him. "I kinda want to scope out Juno, anyway. See what her deal is."

 

That decided it for Fred. The others all headed to the locker room to take a shower and change it was a communal shower and there was a zero percent chance he was going to get naked in front of the two black guys. Fifteen minutes later, he got in the Omegavision SUV along with Lemar and Kyoko.

MASSAGE

6:10 PM, Living Room - Fred

 

Freshly showered, smelling like mango and goji berry, Fred waltzed down the spiral staircase to the living room feeling great. His stomach rumbled and the great table was already laden with far too many goodies.

 

The cooks had prepared a feast for six people but only three, counting Fred, showed up. Lemar and Kyoko were already stuffing their faces, laughing about something. They nodded greetings as Fred joined them.

 

Zucchini boat turkey tacos, sweet potato with kale, chicken-broccoli casserole. After seeing the disgruntled look on Fred's face, Lemar explained how it was all protein-rich food, great for building muscle. Whoever put it on the menu clearly wanted something to fit the occasion.

 

Reluctantly, Fred tried a little bit of everything. He didn't want to look like a picky eater in front of them. The zucchini boats and sweet potato turned out to taste rather nice. The casserole not so much. 

 

"You're a leg-man, huh?" Lemar asked.

 

"What?" Fred asked, looking up.

 

"Notice you were running, stepping, and cycling. Leg day?"

 

"I like to jog when I come from my office job."

 

"Ah. Programmer, right?"

 

"Software engineer," Fred clarified.

 

"What's the diff?" Kyoko asked.

 

"To put it simply, a programmer just writes code as he's told. A software engineer handles a lot of other things. Everything from designing a multi-platform project from the ground up to running client user interface experiments to determine optimal usability."

 

"I didn't understand a word of that," Lemar said and turned to Kyoko. "You?"

 

"Nope."

 

"A programmer just, uh, programs. And a software engineer says what the program does, how it looks like, and where it plugs in."

 

"Okay, think I got it that time. So you're pretty smart, huh?"

 

"I don't know if I'd say that," Fred said though he was feeling pretty good about himself. Apparently, meat-heads were all they were. Big muscles, no brain. That was why he and Constance were going to win the Second Honeymoon. They had something the rest of them didn't. Love and intelligence.

 

"Don't be shy," Kyoko said, fluttering her eyelashes at him. "We all have your strengths and weaknesses, you should be proud of yours. I certainly think intelligent men are sexy."

 

Before Fred was forced to respond to that, Lemar jumped in. "So that's why you said that you wanted me."

 

"What I want," Kyoko replied, pausing for emphasis, "is a nice massage after that workout. I bet software boy is really good with his fingers."

 

"Not unless you have keys in your spine," Fred replied. Kyoko burst out into laughter, which was weird because he didn't think it was particularly funny.

 

"As a coach at a university, I'm actually a certified masseur," Lemar bragged.

 

"Ooh, let's go, then," Kyoko squealed.

 

Just like that, the two stood up and headed over to the pit. Fred contemplated leaving right away but his plate was still full of sweet potato and he was definitely hungry. He checked his phone for any more messages from his wife but the most recent one was the one where she said that Juno and her were eating in a restaurant next to the spa and to not wait for them.

 

"Mm, that's the spot," Kyoko purred.

 

The two sat on the couch, Lemar behind her with his hands on her neck. He moved to just one shoulder, roughly kneading it, which elicited more purrs from the woman. Fred remembered all the times he had given Constance a nice neck rub or massage. Those had always been fun and she practically melted into his lap.

 

As soon as the show was over, he would give her a very sensual massage, he decided. One that would make her much happier than Kyoko seemed to be. He realized he had completely forgotten to keep eating, watching the two of them like an idiot.

 

Kyoko looked directly at him and smiled. She grabbed the hem of her tee and yanked it over her head. Fortunately, she was wearing a bra. Fred gulped and looked away, which only made her giggle. 

 

This time, he wasn't going to let her scare him away. That's what Constance had told him. Kyoko was just tormenting him, flaunting what little she had to make him uncomfortable. It was all a big game and he was on the losing end.

 

He picked up the last zucchini boat and took a big bite out of it, ignoring the idiots on the couch. It was time to make his stand.

 

Unfortunately, Kyoko wasn't stupid. In order to entice him, she started letting out little moans here and there. Sighs of release.

 

"Oh yeah, right there. A little lower. No, higher. Yeah, that's good. Mmm, yeah."

 

It was perverse. Fred chewed less and swallowed more. Why had he loaded so much food on his plate? Once he was done eating, he had a perfectly valid reason to get up and leave. Anything before that and he'd be a sore loser.

 

"Oh, shit, that's good," Lemar, for some reason, groaned. Probably trying to help her.

 

Bite. Chew. Swallow. Ignore.

 

"Oh, oh, oh," Kyoko rasped. Fred had to roll his eyes. She was way overselling a freaking massage.

 

Wet slurping noises emanated from the couch. That gave Fred a pause. 

 

"Mmm, mmm, mmm, mmm."

 

Despite the promise to himself, Fred risked a glance just to see what the hell was going on. The zucchini boat tumbled out of his grip and hit the tablecloth.

 

He couldn't see Lemar at all but he saw far more of Kyoko than he wanted to. She was naked from the waist up, bouncing up and down with her eyes closed. Both her hands squeezed and kneaded and tiny breasts.

 

They were fucking!

 

Fred stood up so fast the chair tumbled over backward and crashed to the ground. Ten long strides carried him to the base of the circular staircase. His legs still burned from the exercise but he valiantly ignored it.

 

Just before leaving view at the top of the stairs, he risked a second glance at the animals copulating on the couch. They were still going at it, the petite Asian chick impaled on Lemar's cock, moaning and groaning and writhing and sighing.

 

Fred stumbled into his room and threw himself down on the bed. His penis was stiff as a rock but he wasn't allowed to relief himself at all. He just had to lie there, suffering.

 

Was all that money really worth it?

 

 

INTERLUDE

6:42 PM, Control Room - Mrs. Carpenter

 

The door to the control room in the winter cottage flew open and Mrs. Carpenter barged in, waving her tablet excitedly.

 

"Are you guys seeing this?" she exclaimed.

 

"Yes, Maggie, we are," Mr. Green replied calmly, gesturing at the array of monitors.

 

There it was in its full, multi-angle glory. Kyoko bouncing up and down on that seriously impressive cock. The sound blasted through the speakers.

 

"Ohh, ohh, ohh, shit, ohh, ohh," Kyoko moaned.

 

"Yeah, you like that?" Lemar asked.

 

"Yes, oh, yes, it's so big, ohh."

 

"Shit, that looks incredible. What I wouldn't give to be in his place," Bryce Poole said.

 

"Ah, to be young again," Mr. Greene agreed.

 

"Settle down, horn-dogs," Mrs. Carpenter said. "Forget about the pussy for a moment. Did you see Fred sprinting up the stairs? He looked so fucking scared."

 

"I'm not surprised," Bryce said. "You all saw him in the shower, right? Now I have to say I'm not the most well-endowed man alive but yeesh, that guy has a small dick. Did y'all know that when you recruited him?"

 

"Nope," Mr. Green answered. "We had no idea. That was pretty lucky. Remember this morning when Charles came out naked?" He laughed. "I really thought he was going to puke or something."

 

"I know. We really hit the jackpot this time."

 

"Might as well give me that fifty bucks now, Maggie. Fred's gonna break any minute now."

 

"Hah! I still have faith. Anyway, enjoy whacking off, you two," she said.

 

Mrs. Carpenter headed for the door. She wanted to get back to her room and comfortable bed before the little show on the couch was over. Her glass of wine and favorite vibrator were waiting for her.

 

TALK

8:20 PM, Fred's Room - Constance

 

Constance rapped on the door and entered without waiting. Her dear husband laid on the bed, arms stretched out, only barely glancing up as she entered.

 

"I'm sorry I missed dinner, Teddybear. The leftovers look delicious," she said and curled up on the bed next to him.

 

"Wasn't that good," he mumbled.

 

"You didn't eat?"

 

"I ate."

 

"What's wrong?" she asked and tried her best not to sound grumpy. It seemed like he was constantly in a bad mood, moping around ever since the show started. It was hard enough to deal with everything on her own, she really didn't want to have to take care of him, too.

 

"Nothing."

 

"You want to know about my thing?"

 

"Sure."

 

"We went to the place on Midland. Betty's Beauty Boutique. Juno's never been to a spa before, can you believe that?"

 

"Really?" Fred asked and some of the life returned to him.

 

"Yeah. She was all wide-eyed and blushed furiously when they asked if she wanted a guy or a girl to massage her. I picked a woman for her or I think she would have had a heart attack or something. She's really sweet but also really naive."

 

"Yeah, seems like it."

 

"I feel really bad for her."

 

"Why?"

 

"We started talking about our families and she's the oldest of five kids. Her dad is a janitor and her mom works as a cashier. It sounds like they sacrificed a lot for her to be able to afford to try to become an actress and now she's landed on this damn show where she's supposed to be a home-wrecker."

 

"Yeah, well, that's her choice, isn't it?"

 

"You don't really think that, do you?"

 

"Maybe. I don't know. No, not really, but come on. They're attacking us from every angle, you can't... fraternize with them."

 

"What!? You make it sound like we're at war."

 

"We are. Second Honeymoon. Trying to ruin our marriage. You don't remember?"

 

"Of course I remember. But I think you're going about it the wrong way."

 

"Yeah?" Fred asked. His tone took on a combative edge.

 

"Yes. They're gonna keep coming at us no matter what we do, right?"

 

"Right."

 

"So don't let them see that it affects you. If they want to flash their tits at you, let them. Hell, act like you think it's funny and start making jokes. We need to go on the offensive, Teddybear. That's the way to win this."

 

"You're saying that the next time Kyoko and Lemar start fucking in the living room, I should sit next to them and read a book?"

 

"They what?"

 

"Yeah. We were eating dinner and she complained about being sore so he wanted to give her a massage. Next thing I know, they're both naked and going at it."

 

"Is that why you're in such a foul mood?"

 

"I guess."

 

"Why does it bother you that much?"

 

"I don't know," he said, lamely.

 

Constance thought she knew the answer. It was his constant feeling of inferiority. She'd never seen it outside of the bedroom, however. When they had been dating for a while and started exploring their sexuality, she had tried to watch porn with him on several occasions. Every time a clip featured a musclebound guy with a nice cock, Fred started complaining and wanted a different video. They usually ended up watching lesbian porn. It wasn't really a turn on for her but it was completely dick free.

 

And now they were living under the same roof with two guys, one of which at least had a big cock, according to what Fred had seen. Part of her didn't believe him and wanted to actually take a look for herself. Just to satisfy her curiosity, of course, and to know what exactly her husband was dealing with. 

 

She grabbed Fred's arm and used it like a pillow, snuggling up beside him.

 

It was going to be a long week.

Wednesday, Day Three

AMATEUR SPY

7:18 AM, Fred's Room - Constance

 

The sun had already risen when Constance woke up. Reluctantly, she opened her eyes. It was way too early and her entire body resisted every movement. The rowing machine had taken its toll on her. The spa trip definitely helped to offset the worst of it but it wasn't a magical fix.

 

Fred was still fast asleep next to her. She kissed the back of his hand and wiped some drool from the corner of his mouth with the pillow. She got up and headed back to her room in her shimmering silk pajamas.

 

The top floor of Big Oak was all quiet but as she passed by the short passage leading to the stairs, she heard the clatter and chatter of the staff, setting up breakfast downstairs. Her stomach grumbled but she had other plans. She slipped into her room and grabbed a fresh set of clothes.

 

Constance felt like an idiot, listening at her slightly cracked door. Someone downstairs shouted loudly but otherwise, nothing happened for minutes. She looked at the day's schedule on her phone again. They were going to the Kitty Club later on. She had absolutely no idea what to expect from that. It would be her first time in a strip club.

 

After ten minutes, the door to the room next to her opened. It was Charles' room. Heavy footsteps headed for the bathroom. Another door opened and closed.

 

Constance slipped out of her room, clutching her change of clothes and toiletry bag. She was going to find out what exactly bothered Fred so she could finally help him. He was probably just overreacting and once she saw 'it' then she could tell him that. The shower turned on.

 

"Morning!" a chipper voice yelled across the hallway. It was Juno.

 

"Good morning," she replied.

 

The young girl wore a very inappropriate nightgown. Calling it a gown was an overstatement. It was more like a top that just barely, by the grace of God, also reached down to her thighs, tied at the waist with a belt. At least it was a nice, solid blue cotton that didn't show anything but her cleavage. Her red hair was a tangly mess, ruining pretty much anything the clothes did for her.

 

Yesterday, over the dinner they ate at an Italian restaurant, Juno told her that she didn't actually bring any of her own clothing. Omegavision had provided her with an entire wardrobe of—to their credit—gorgeous dresses and other garments. Unfortunately, they also tended to border on the inappropriate. She hoped that Juno's parents never saw the show.

 

"Thank you so much for yesterday," Juno gushed, looking like she thought about hugging her.

 

"Sure, it was great for me, too. Fred doesn't like spas so I don't get to go as often as I'd like. How's your ankle?"

 

"Much better already. You sore? I'm not at all but then again I didn't really exercise, did I?"

 

"Not too bad. I think we're gonna see the real difference at breakfast."

 

At that word, both of their stomachs rumbled and they had to smile.

 

"Kyoko's using the other bathroom," Juno complained.

 

"Yeah, someone's using this one."

 

"Why did they only give us two bathrooms for six people?"

 

"I don't know," Constance answered, though she did know perfectly well.

 

Did Juno asking that question mean she really didn't know what the producers were trying to do? Could she really have signed onto a show where her goal was to fuck other people without knowing about it? Was she really that naive?

 

It was mind-boggling but, for some reason, Constance liked the young woman. There was something innocent about her. A good reminder that not everything was sick and twisted like Kyoko.

 

The water finally cut off. Constance tried not to let her eagerness show through.

 

"Have you ever been to a strip club before? We're going to one today, right?"

 

"I have not."

 

"Really? You seem like you know everything."

 

Constance had to laugh. "I really don't, Juno."

 

The door opened and Charles walked out. Tall, dark, magnificent. Beads of water still clung to his pecs and shoulders. He looked like someone ordered him in a catalog. 

 

He was wearing boxer shorts, though. Yeah, there was a bulge there, and yeah, it was big, but it was an undefinable big clump. There was no shape there. Nothing for her to estimate.

 

"Morning, ladies," Charles said casually and nodded.

 

"Morning," Juno squeaked in a high-pitch voice.

 

"Mmhm," Constance mumbled, not happy. She felt like an idiot for trying to get a look at his cock in the first place and now that she had committed that mental treason to her husband, it hadn't even netted in anything.

 

"All yours, milady," Charles said, bowed and flourished his arms.

 

Before he was even out of earshot, Juno gushed, "Oh. My. God. He's so handsome, isn't he?"

 

"He's alright," Constance grudgingly admitted. "I'm gonna go shower now."

 

"Yeah, yeah," Juno said absentmindedly, fanning air to her face.

BREAKFAST

8:43 AM, Living Room - Fred

 

Every step down the spiral staircase sent more jolts of pain through Fred's entire body. Every bone in his body was sore. How that happened, he had no idea. It must have been the damn stepmill. 

 

Everyone else was already seated around the breakfast table. The trio of Charles, Lemar, and Kyoko was laughing and joking at one end, Juno sat in the seat next to Constance, who sat at the end. He had half a mind to yank Juno's chair away from the table so he could sit next to his wife but he pushed down that angry thought and instead sat down opposite her.

 

"Morning," he greeted everyone.

 

"Sore?" Constance asked.

 

"Uh-huh," Fred groaned, loading his plate with toast.

 

"Guess the spa really did help," Juno bragged.

 

"You wouldn't need a spa if you worked out regularly. Seriously, you guys should join my gym," Charles offered.

 

"Nobody asked," Fred snapped.

 

"Fred!" Constance hissed.

 

"Sorry," Fred grumbled.

 

"He just needs to get some breakfast in him and he'll be alright," Constance assured Juno.

 

Why did she have to apologize for him like that? Was she embarrassed by him? Why couldn't she just accept that he was grumpy that morning, especially given the situation he was in?

 

Dark thoughts buzzed around his head. If someone had told him being on TV was going to be that awful, he would never have signed that damn contract.

 

"Have you ever been to a strip club?" Juno asked him.

 

"I don't know. Maybe. Yes, once," he answered, scouring his brain for the memory.

 

"Really?" Constance asked, surprised.

 

"It was Matt's twenty-first birthday party if you remember. He wanted to go to a strip club."

 

"Oh yeah, I remember that. That's the one where you came home early, right?"

 

"Yeah."

 

"How come? What was the club like? We're going to one today, you know. Kyoko's. The Kitty Club."

 

"Yes, I'm aware," he grumbled. "It was awful. Everyone smoked or drank and the air was really bad. I kept having to cough and I think the stripper had cold sores on her ass."

 

"Ew!" Juno squealed. Constance laughed.

 

"The Kitty Club is nothing like that at all," Kyoko cut in. "It's a really nice place. No smoking allowed. You'll see."

 

"Do you guys do lap dances?" Juno asked eagerly.

 

"Yes, we do lap dances."

 

"I hope it's okay if I decline mine, I think it's gonna be really weird to have some woman grind up on me. I'm not sure if I'd like it," Juno said.

 

Kyoko laughed. "You don't have to worry about that, my dear."

 

"Why not? Come on, tell us what we're gonna be doing already," Juno demanded.

 

"Nope," Kyoko said, smiling. She was enjoying the attention.

 

"Pleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeease?"

 

"Sounds like someone is pretty eager to get up on that stage and strip for us," Lemar said and chuckled.

 

"What? No!" Juno blurted out.

 

"That's right," Charles added. "You know, you don't have to wait until tonight. You can just pull up your shirt right here and show us your fabulous goods."

 

Juno sniffed loudly and turned away from the guys. "Jerks," she muttered, blushing hard. While everyone at the table apart from Fred and Juno herself laughed.

 

 

KYOKO'S REALM

8:58 PM, Kitty Club - Fred

 

As Kyoko had promised that morning, the Kitty Club was unlike anything that Fred had imagined. In his mind, he always pictured strip clubs as seedy, run-down buildings next to dive bars, reeking of cigarettes and vomit. Strippers with track marks longer than the catwalk. Guys in trench coats and fedoras.

 

The Kitty Club was located on the 24th floor of the Watson Commercial building, not far from Omegavision itself. A sleek, modern skyscraper that dominated the meager Springfield skyline. They arrived just as the sun started to set and all the glass panels were lit up in a deep orange glow that made it look like the entire building was on fire.

 

A short elevator ride later, they entered the establishment—through the door with a curvy kitten painted on it—to be, once again, surprised. The place looked more like a classy bar than a strip club. The floor was a dark brown hardwood, the furniture out of mahogany with creme leather seats. The bar was off to one side, a glowing walnut highlight. Opposite the bar were tall, darkened windows that oversaw the entire city.

 

The only difference to a bar was the catwalk reaching well into the room. An upbeat dance track accompanied the blond, who was whirling around the pole, topless. She wore a red, white, and blue top hat and stars-and-stripes panties. 

 

Given that the Kitty Club was in an office building, the clientele was mostly small groups of well-dressed people. Foreign delegations being entertained in America, executives having raunchy business meetings, workaholics looking for a fast way to unwind.

 

"Wow," Charles marveled.

 

"Told you it's nice," Kyoko said, grinning.

 

"No shit," Lemar added.

 

Behind them, Henry and the rest of the camera crew bustled in. A few people looked at the commotion but most of the attention was focused on the dancer at the stage. She was illuminated by several spotlights, showing off nearly everything she had. Fred's pulse quickened at the sight of such vulgarity. 

 

Someone tossed a bill on the stage. The dancer traipsed along the outer edge of the catwalk until she reached the spot, then knelt down, practically shoving her ass in the guy's face.

 

"You three," Henry said, pointing at Charles, Lemar, and Fred, "are coming with me."

 

"And you two are coming with me," Kyoko told Constance and Juno.

 

Fred watched his wife depart in the direction of a red velvet curtain beside the bar. He had that sinking feeling in his stomach that told him he should have fought for her to stay. If only there were a way to do that without embarrassing himself.

 

There were three empty chairs right at the center front of the catwalk. Comfortable leather couch chairs. Each had a sign sitting on it that read "RESERVED." 

 

"Take a seat, gentlemen," Henry said, snatching up the signs.

 

"Hell yeah," Charles said eagerly and climbed into the middle chair. He barely fit.

 

Sighing, Fred sat down on the left. He prepared himself for a terrible evening. Where was Constance? Was she checking out the backstage? Was there another club behind the curtain where they had guys dancing?

 

"Would you care for a drink?" a waiter asked, appearing out of thin air.

 

"Jack and coke," Lemar said.

 

"Moscow Mule," Charles said.

 

Fred had no idea what a Moscow Mule was. He definitely wasn't in the mood for drinking while some harlot shook her ass at him. But how would it look when the show was aired and there he was, declining a drink in a strip club. Like a prude, no-fun asshole. "Bloody Mary?" he said, making it sound like a question, which he didn't intend.

 

"Of course, sir," the waiter replied as if he were offended at the mere notion that they didn't know how to prepare a drink any child could make.

 

And just like that, he managed to embarrass himself again.

 

What was wrong with him? The stripper got down on all fours, prowling along the catwalk, collecting several notes with her mouth. 

 

Henry reappeared and dropped a bundle of cash into Fred's lap. "Here you go, big spenders," he said, tossing more money to the other two guys. Fred rifled through the stack. They were all fives. Forty of them. Two hundred bucks. "Drinks are on the house, go show these ladies some appreciation."

 

At once, Lemar hooted and waved four notes at the woman on stage. She crawled towards them, breasts dangling from her chest with every step. She was about to grab them when Lemar pulled his hand away again. She sat up on her haunches and pouted at him, pretending to rub her eyes. Lemar added ten more bucks and held them in the palm of his hand.

 

The woman leaned forward and scooped them out of his hand using her tongue, leaving a glistening wet trail behind her. She sat up triumphantly with her prize between her lips.

 

Fred was disgusted. He could never disrespect a woman like that.

 

The waiter returned with their drinks, setting them down on the small table. Fred took a sip of his Bloody Mary and pulled a face. He'd forgotten how much he disliked the drink but if he was going to suffer through a night of strippers, he was going to need it.

 

The music suddenly stopped and an announcer's voice rang through the speakers. 

 

"Everyone, please give a round of applause for Anna America." He paused to let the crowd applaud—which, to Fred's surprise, they did. "As we promised, tonight we have something special. A once in a lifetime show." As he talked, Anna America hastily collected a few more scattered bills that had been thrown on the stage for applause and then tore open a small satchel containing a wipe, which she used to wipe down the pole.

 

"Hotter than the fires of hell and limber like you wouldn't believe, but beware — this Kitty has claws. She's as deadly as she is beautiful, ruthlessly pursuing her enemies as she does men." Anna America ducked behind the curtain at the back of the stage. "Beware, one false step and you might turn from lover to prey. Ladies and gentlemen, I have the great pleasure to announce Ryo, the Dragon of the East!"

 

The spotlight focused on the dark curtain. Upbeat, cheerful Japanese lute music played over the loudspeakers. 

 

The curtain parted and a woman appeared, dressed in an intricate red and gold kimono. She held a paper fan in one hand and wore a grizzly dragon mask over her face. Fred knew right away the woman was Kyoko. Who else could it be?

 

Ryo traipsed along the catwalk in tiny steps to the beat of the music, stiff as a board, fanning her face. She reached the front, standing over the three of them and stared down. A loud, bestial roar blasted through the room and Ryo held out her hands like claws, waving her head like she was spitting fire.

 

The music returned and Ryo, moving a lot more fluid, grabbed the pole and swung around it. Two. Three. Four times. She came to a rest on her knees, grabbed her mask, and lifted it away. It was indeed Kyoko, though she wore a lot more makeup, making her eyes look big and alien.

 

"God damn that girl is hot," Charles said.

 

"Hell yeah. You know I tapped that ass yesterday, right?"

 

Fred groaned internally and wished they'd turn up the music so he wouldn't have to hear them. 

 

Meanwhile, Kyoko loosened the gold sash tied around her waist and teased the crowd with a bared shoulder. Some people started waving notes but she spurned them.

 

"Sheeit, no way."

 

"Yup. Fred, you saw it, right?"

 

Fred ignored them.

 

"Looks like he just can't his eyes off of her," Charles laughed.

 

"I don't blame him. Shit, man, her pussy is so fucking tight and wet, it's out of this world. And she can ride like a jockey."

 

Kyoko had enough of teasing. She turned to face the curtain and dropped her kimono. She wore nothing but slim panties. When she turned around, the crowd sighed appreciatively. Both her breasts were painted with red circles.

 

"Yo, Dragon!" Lemar shouted loudly, waving a wad of cash.

 

It didn't seem like Kyoko heard him, at first. She twirled on the spot with her hands in the air and swung around the pole again. When she let go, she came over to them, dropping to her knees at the edge and bracing herself on the rim. What little breasts she had were right in their face.

 

"Tell this fool"—Lemar jabbed his index finger at Charles several times—"we hooked up." He waved the forty bucks like a flag.

 

"Why, of course I did," Kyoko said without even a trace of shame. She pushed herself off and rolled on her back, coming to a stop in front of Charles. "Don't be sad, Charles. I'm gonna fuck you, too."

 

The two guys bumped fists and Lemar tossed the money in her direction. Kyoko rolled over one more time, kneeling in front of Fred with her knees apart. He shrank back in his seat and repeated Constance's words over and over in his head. "Don't let them see you're afraid."

 

"And you, my dear, can have me, too."

 

Kyoko reached between her legs and pushed aside her black briefs. She had a neat, two-inch wide landing stripe. Her labia was surprisingly dark compared to the rest of her skin. That only made the pink interior stand out even more. As soon as she flashed him, she tucked the briefs back over her crotch.

 

The urge to get up and run away nearly overpowered him. He sat there, frozen, like a complete idiot. Kyoko leaned forward and snatched a few bills out of his numb hand and giggled.

 

She stood back up, dropped the money on the ground, and placed her hands as high as she could reach. In one smooth motion, she swung herself up, raising her legs above her head. 

 

Upside-down, with her legs spread, she slowly glided down the pole.

 

"God damn," Charlie whooped. 

 

"No wonder that girl is so fit. Holy. Shit."

 

Kyoko reached the bottom, jumped back to her feet, and the crowd actually applauded.

CONSTANCE'S SHOW

9:21 PM, Backstage, Kitty Club - Constance

 

Peering through a crack in the curtain, Constance watched in fascination as Kyoko gripped the pole with both hands and hung four feet above the ground, rhythmically grinding her crotch against the metal, both legs spread apart. A small shiver raced up Constance's spine at the thought of such an intimate touch in front of so many people.

 

"Oh my God, we don't have to do that, do we?" Juno asked with a trembling voice.

 

"I couldn't even if I wanted to. And I don't. We just stick to our routine."

 

"I feel so naked."

 

Compared to Kyoko, they were practically nuns. Both of them had been given the same outfit. Charcoal gray hot-pants, sports bra in the same color, and a mauve blazer with black trim. The Kitty Club's logo, a sexy kitten, was embroidered on the back in black thread. Their hair had been done up in a ponytail, sticking straight out of the back of their heads.

 

Meanwhile, Kyoko was on her back with her legs pulled up, knees almost touching her forehead. She rolled her panties up her legs, exposing herself to everyone. Constance had no idea how someone could do something so brazen.

 

That wasn't the end, however. Kyoko twirled the panties on her index finger and sent them flying in the crowd to the side. She got on all fours and crawled along the edge of the catwalk. Everywhere she went, shaking her butt, eager patrons of the establishment leaned forward, trying to get a good look at her pussy.

 

Everyone except her husband, who sat there like a corpse, terrified.

 

Someone on the side waved a big wad of cash at her and she sat herself down in front of him, spreading her legs wide open. She grabbed the guy's head and pushed his face close to her. Not quite close enough to touch, although it was impossible to tell. 

 

Constance's pulse raced. She was about to do the absolute wildest, craziest, insane thing of her entire life.

 

"Are you guys ready?" asked a mousy girl with a headset.

 

"I don't know," Juno mumbled.

 

"Now or never," Constance replied.

 

"Okay. You're on soon."

 

Kyoko went back to the pole, cradling it like a long lost lover. 

 

The music faded and the announcer's voice rang out. "Wow. Wow. Wow. Ryo, the Dragon from the East never disappoints. But don't think that was it, ladies and gentlemen. No, this was only the warm-up show. Yeah, you heard me right. Is your blood pumping? Is your heart beating? What you're about to see is something we've never done before here at the Kitty Club."

 

There was a quiet, tense sense of excitement and it certainly wasn't caused by Kyoko, who was wiping down the pole. 

 

"Tonight is amateur night. We are showcasing two women who have never in their lives been up on a stage before but they have a secret, burning desire to show everyone just how sexy they are. So please, don't judge them too harshly on their performance. Even though it may be rough, they have a heart of gold and a soul as black as sin."

 

"No, we don't," Juno said and giggled.

 

"Laaaaaaaaadies and gentlemen, I have the great honor to announce Juno Jiggletits and Constance Climax!" the announcer roared.

 

That was their cue. Constance's heart was pounding in her chest.

 

She took a deep breath, pushed the gap in the curtain open, and walked through.

 

The spotlight hit her immediately and it was hard to see the entire room but there were a lot more people than she had seen through the crack. A lot more. She felt lightheaded but her feet carried her on their own towards the naked Kyoko. A flutter of panic bubbled up inside of her.

 

She was standing on a stage in front of strangers next to a completely naked, tiny Japanese woman. 

 

Fred violently sat up in his chair. Back straight, fingers digging into the seat's armrest. He clearly did not approve. 

 

How many times in her life had she been reluctant to try something because Fred wouldn't have liked it? Too many to count. She felt guilty about hurting him like that, but he would forgive her later, and it was probably the only chance in her entire life she'd be able to do something that wild.

 

"You stand here," Kyoko said, grabbing Juno by the shoulder and pushing the blushing woman to the front and left of the pole. "You stand here," she told Constance, who moved to the front and right of the pole. In front of Fred.

 

The music started to play. No sooner than the chords started playing, a cheer arose from the crowd. Everyone recognized the unforgettable Latin rumba pop song, Macarena.

 

Kyoko moved between them, in front of the pole, and started swaying her hips back and forth to the rhythm of the song. Constance joined in, shaking her hips. Dozens of pairs of eyes were looking at them. Mostly at Kyoko and her painted tits, probably, but still. Kyoko looked back over her shoulder and grinned. Constance and Juno nodded in reply. 

 

	When I dance, they call me Macarena

	And the boys they say que soy buena

 

Everything was happening so fast but her muscle memory from her youth took over. She raised her right arm, then her left. Turned her palms.

 

People in the crowd laughed but she could sense the energy from the room. They weren't laughing at her, they were laughing with her. Laughing with the beat and the frivolity. 

 

It was incredible. She'd never felt so alive. Remembering to shake her hips, she crossed her arms. Touched her hips. Wiggled her butt three times.

 

She jumped and turned to her left.

 

Even from the back, Constance could tell that Juno was blushing. The red tinge went down to her neck. The young woman was holding up surprisingly well, however.

 

	Dale a tu cuerpo alegria Macarena

	Que tu cuerpo es pa darle alegria why cosa buena

 

Constance jumped and turned. With her back to the crowd, she made sure to wiggle her butt for Fred.

 

They went through another sequence and it already felt natural to her. She added more hip shaking and even bent her knees seductively before jumping.

 

In front of her were the tall windows of the Kitty Club, overlooking all of Springfield. The sky was dark and she didn't see anything except for the hundreds of thousands of lights. They were like stars. Yellow and red and blue stars, flickering and moving.

 

She wondered what all those people down there might think of her if they looked up. Maybe they could see her dancing. Her stomach made a lurch. 

 

It was definitely the most exciting thing she had ever done. Why hadn't she tried sooner?

 

She jumped and faced Fred again. A stark reminder of exactly the reason why she had never taken any risks in life. All her friends had wild stories from their days at college or when they were out clubbing, except for her. 

 

Everyone always told her how lucky she was to have such a great and dedicated husband. Everyone told her how fortunate she was that he wasn't cheating on her and she had stability. But sometimes she wished that she also had kinky, dirty stories she could share with her girlfriends.

 

"Now!" Kyoko yelled over the music.

 

Constance shrugged out of her mauve blazer and let it drop on the stage behind her. There she was, on a stage, wearing nothing but underwear. She had bikinis that were more risque than her outfit but she didn't have an entire room full of guys staring at her in her bikini.

 

The crowd started to clap and sing along.

 

	But don't you worry about my boyfriend

	He's a boy who's name is Victorino

	I don't want him

	Couldn't stand him

 

She was having more fun that she'd had in years.

 

They went through three more sequences until she jumped and faced Fred again. The music faded and they stopped dancing.

 

Laughing maniacally, Juno collapsed on the ground, clutching the pole. "I... did... it... oh... my... GOD..." she panted, out of breath. Constance couldn't help grinning so hard her cheeks hurt.

 

Kyoko stood there, hands on her hips, looking at them like a stern schoolteacher, despite her being a head shorter than Constance. She raised her voice and spoke loudly, "Well, that was a nice start. Who wants to see more?"

 

Everyone in the crowd cheered raucously.

 

"What's that?" Kyoko called into the room, cupping her hand to her ear. "I don't hear anything."

 

"More!" the room yelled back, louder.

 

"I'm sorry, all I hear are voices, but in the Kitty Club, money speaks!" 

 

At once, someone tossed a wadded up twenty at Juno's feet. Another note followed. The guys couldn't seem to stop themselves from throwing or pushing money onto the catwalk. Even Charlie and Lemar handed out their bills like candy. Only Fred sat still, clutching his hoard of cash like a dragon.

 

Kyoko turned to the two of them. Juno managed to stand upright again, though she was still clutching the pole. "Do you hear them calling? Begging?"

 

"But we only know how to do the Macarena!" Juno complained.

 

"Honey, it's not a different song they want. This is a strip club. They want to see more of you."

 

Constance gulped. She and Juno looked at each other. The young woman's eyes were torn wide open. They didn't seriously expect her to get naked, did they? Of course they did.

 

"Come one, what do you say? One more Macarena with your tits out?"

 

Constance looked at her husband. Fred's lips were tightly pressed together and he slowly shook his head. 

 

She looked at Juno. "I'll do it if you do it," the redhead said, unable to contain her bubbly excitement.

 

In for a penny, in for a pound. Maybe Juno's spirit infected her or maybe she was just crazy. "Okay," she said.

 

Kyoko looked at the bartender and made a circle in the air with her index finger. The infectious beat of the Macarena started up again. At once, Kyoko started swaying her hips. "Come on. Tits out."

 

It was definitely insanity. Without looking at Fred, Constance grabbed the bottom of her sports bra and pulled it over her head. Her breasts plopped free. Fred always said they weren't too big or too small. They were the perfect size to squeeze. 

 

Next to her, Juno's large tits were bouncing around as the girl moved to the beat. She had very rosy, almost invisible areolas and her nipples were very hard. 

 

Constance didn't have to look down to know that hers were hard as diamonds as well.

 

She raised her right arm. Raised her left arm. Turned over her hands. Touched her shoulder. Crossed her arms. Back of her head. Her hips. Wiggled her butt three times.

 

She did the Macarena topless in front of a crowd of strangers and it was amazing.

LAP DANCE

9:35 PM, Kitty Club - Fred

 

Ice cold sweat covered the entire back of the chair. Fred's hands were clammy. His gut was twisted into a dozen knots. He couldn't believe what he'd just witnessed.

 

Constance, his shy and wholesome wife, had just whored herself out for money like it was nothing. She'd taken off her top in a strip club because strangers had tossed money at her.

 

The entire world had turned upside down. 

 

"Your wife's got some fucking nice tits, man," Charles said, slapping him lightly on the shoulder.

 

"And Juno's!" Lemar said and kissed his fingertips. "Work of art. A true work of art!"

 

"Shit, that one looked like she was ready to show us her cunt, too. Wonder if she's got a nice flaming bush," Charles said and chuckled.

 

That was a small blessing, at least. Practically everyone in the room had cheered and applauded, demanding another round. They tossed more money on the catwalk than Fred earned in a month. But Kyoko just ushered the two of them backstage and the announcer took over.

 

They had to send an assistant, a young woman wearing a headset, out on the catwalk to collect all the cash. 

 

Was that what guys did for entertainment? Throw money at a pair of tits in a club? He never felt less connected to the other members of his sex than he did at that moment. 

 

The next dancer came out, a woman dubbed "Starlight" by the announcer. She was tall with brown hair and a striking face, wearing a dress that seemed to be made entirely out of glitter.

 

He wasn't at all interested, however.

 

"Oh my God, did you guys see me up there?" Juno exclaimed in a high-pitched, excited shriek. She ran over to them and bounced on her feet. She was still wearing her stripper outfit, though with bra and blazer now

 

"Hell yeah, that was absolutely incredible," Charles complimented right away.

 

Kyoko, still naked, though sans eye-makeup and breast-paint, and Constance, who also wore the outfit, joined them. At once, Constance rushed over to Fred.

 

She sat down on his lap sideways and flung her arms around his neck. "I'm so sorry, Teddybear," she said at once.

 

If she really was sorry, why'd she do it? He didn't ask that. He didn't know what to say. He opened his mouth and nothing came out. He closed it again.

 

"You're not mad at me, are you?" she asked, brows furrowed. "I got lost in the heat of the moment. We were just dancing, having fun and there was just a flow, you know?"

 

Fred looked at her but she was still the same woman. He had expected her to look different now. Sullied. She wasn't. She was still the same beautiful, kind woman he loved. "I... You had fun?" he asked.

 

"Oh, yes, very much. I liked dancing for you," she replied hastily.

 

"For me?"

 

"Of course for you, dummy."

 

"Okay," he said. 

 

Constance hopped off his lap and stood in front of him. Kyoko stood in front of Charles and Juno stood in front of Lemar.

 

"I think you boys have deserved a nice lap dance," Kyoko said and started dancing to the beat of the music.

 

Juno and Constance also started dancing, though neither of them looked as natural as Kyoko. They did, however, have more props to play with, using their blazers strategically to cover for their lack of moves.

 

Something had gotten into his wife, Fred thought. Had they done something to her? Forced her to do it at gunpoint in the back? She didn't look scared at all, quite the opposite, so it probably wasn't that. What then? Did they give her drugs? Some sort of ecstasy or amphetamine?

 

That could be it. It was the only explanation for her swaying gracefully in front of him, seductively posing with so many people watching. 

 

Constance turned around and sat down in his lap. That was a problem. After over forty-eight hours of celibacy, it only took the barest amount of stimulation for him to get hard.

 

"Remember, boys, no touching!" Kyoko admonished from his right. Both her and Juno were also sitting in the laps.

 

"Honey, this isn't a—"

 

"Shhh," Constance shushed him. She leaned back into him and laid her head on his right shoulder.

 

"It's not a good idea," he whispered.

 

"Please just stop. I'm having fun, let me have this, please," she whispered back. There was the faintest trace of her lips on his cheek.

 

That wasn't what he meant at all. He meant it was a bad idea because her butt cheek was massaging his penis through the jeans. Once again, he felt like that she just wanted him out of the way.

 

Fred focused his entire mind on something else. Baseball. Work. Boring UML. XML databases. Anything other than the soft flesh of his beautiful wife grinding in his lap. Anything other than her erotic touch on his forearm. 

 

The sound of a belt buckle being undone threw a wrench in that plan. He couldn't see at all what was going on to his right because Constance's head was in the way. He only heard Kyoko giggling.

 

"You're one hell of a woman," Charles said in his smooth, baritone voice.

 

"I know," Kyoko replied.

 

There was a long, drawn-out sigh from Charles.

 

Fred was dying to know what was going on. Surely—surely!—they wouldn't do anything that perverse in a public club. Would they?

 

He had to stop thinking about it before it drove him mad. Instead, he focused on Constance. How good it felt to feel her. He closed his eyes and pretended he was anywhere but at the Kitty Club.

 

It worked until the song changed and Constance stopped writhing and got off him.

 

Fred opened his eyes and looked to his right.

 

In a grotesque display of depravity, Kyoko had both her feet planted on the chair's arms. She was squatting over Charles, plunging down on Charles' thick, dark rod. Right there in the club. Her wet pussy was gobbling up the dick like a vacuum cleaner.

 

Further right, Juno was staring wide-eyed and slack-jawed at Kyoko. She was just sitting in Lemar's lap, not moving.

 

Two fingers gripped Fred's chin and Constance turned his head back to the front. She knelt over him, her knees on the outside of his thighs.

 

"Honey, she's not your wife. I am. Look at me," Constance said in a low, threatening murmur.

 

Constance put her arms around his neck and stared him in the eyes. She rocked her hips back and forth, sliding her crotch over his lap. Did she know she was rubbing his dick? Was she too high to care?

 

Any time his eyes so much as flickered to his right, she was there to pull them right back. And there were a lot of times that Fred wished he could have seen what was going on.

 

Fred felt like he was in some sort of cheap brothel. A decadent den of sin. Kyoko was moaning openly. He still saw the image in his head. Her dark, tight lips squeezing the massive, even darker, shaft. And, for some reason, her toenails, painted an emerald green.

 

He felt the orgasm stir up deep inside of him. A warm rush, bubbling up. It was too late to do anything about, no matter how much he tried to squeeze it back down.

 

Warm semen erupted out of the tip of his penis. Two days' worth of un-spilled cum.

 

It was over as soon as it started. A few weak twitches pumped the last of it out of it. It hadn't even felt good. The release he'd been aching for and yet barely felt.

 

"Did you just...?" Constance asked, freezing.

 

"Yeah," he admitted, deflating.

 

"Oh," she squeaked.

 

After that, she stopped grinding on him as much. But, of course, it was too late. The damage was done.

 

"Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh shit, fuck yeah," Charles grunted.

 

"Don't look, honey."

 

"I'm not."

 

The music slowed and faded. From his right, he heard a commotion that sounded like clothes scrambling.

 

"Give a round of applause to the wonderfully ethereal Starlight and"—the announcer cleared his throat—"the distraction." There was a loud round of applause from all over the room.

 

Finally, at last, Constance seemed to be embarrassed by her disgraceful actions, Fred thought. She hopped off of him and stood up, straightening her clothes. Everyone in the room was looking at them, even Starlight, though she had a sour expression on her face. Kyoko seemed to have stolen the entire show.

 

At least Charles put his dick back into his pants. He looked over at Fred and his eyes were drawn down.

 

"Would you look at that?" Charles said loudly,  gesturing at Fred's crotch. There was a dark blue splotch where his cum had stained the jeans. "Looks like I wasn't the only one who got lucky."

 

Kyoko burst into laughter. Everyone else did, too. Charles, Lemar, Juno, Henry, the crowd. Even Constance had a goofy grin on her face.

 

Fred tried to get out of his chair but stumbled, dropping to his knees. He scrambled up and practically sprinted out of the Kitty Club.

HOT TUB

10:52 PM, Deck, Oak Meadow - Constance

 

Constance knew that she should feel bad about upsetting Fred. She definitely had embarrassed him in front of the others, particularly at the end. The ride back to Oak Meadows had been so awkward. 

 

But every time her mind was drawn back to the Kitty Club, she felt that overpowering sense of excitement. The rush of standing on that stage with people cheering at her. At her! Little old Constance Evelyn Harding!

 

Filled with energy, she danced down the spiral staircase. Nobody was in the living room at the moment. Dinner was already over. The cooks had allowed themselves a bad joke, serving them chicken breast with various side dishes. 

 

Fred was still locked inside his bedroom upstairs. She tried bringing him a plate of food but he'd somehow wedged the door shut. They talked briefly through the thick wood but it amounted to very little other than him saying he didn't want to be disturbed and her saying she was leaving the plate of food on the ground.

 

Half an hour later, when she went upstairs to change into her orange with white polka dots bikini, she noticed the plate of food was gone. That was a good sign. He just needed a little space.

 

And what she needed was a nice, relaxing soak in the hot tub.

 

The night was warm and pleasant. She stepped out onto the deck and looked up at the night sky. There were almost no stars, unfortunately. A reminder that despite the sweeping lawn and gorgeous trees, they were still in Springfield. 

 

The tub was already full of steaming water. It glowed in the night, the water lit up from the inside to a crystal clear blue. Slowly, she worked her way into the hot water.

 

A panel of buttons on the side controlled the nozzles. She played around with them for a bit until she found the ones that activated at the backrests. She made herself comfortable on the bench, positioning the nozzle to massage her lower back.

 

It was the perfect ending to a fantastic day. Almost perfect. The only thing that would have made it better was making love to her husband. At least he finally got some release tonight, even if it was an accident.

 

It was the opposite for her. She felt like a supercharge sexual battery. Nobody at the Kitty Club had noticed just how excited she had been, thanks to the dark nylon hot-pants. She started squeezing and relaxing her Kegel muscles once more. 

 

It felt nice. Unfortunately, it stayed at just nice. She closed her eyes, spread her arms on the rim of the tub, and leaned her head back.

 

"Mind if I join you?" Charles asked. 

 

Constance jumped. The big African-American man stood next to the tub wearing swim shorts and nothing else. She gulped.

 

"Sorry, I didn't mean to intrude," he apologized and turned to leave.

 

"No, it's okay," she said. "Go ahead. The tub's big enough for two."

 

Charles got in on the side opposite hers. As his massive torso submerged, the water level rose two inches.

 

"Mmm, this is nice," he sighed.

 

"Yeah, it is," she murmured.

 

She wondered what Fred would be like if he had that kind of body. She couldn't imagine it. As long as she had known him, he'd always been skinny as a pole. All skin and bone. He could eat anything he wanted to and never seemed to gain any weight at all, unlike herself. He was lucky that way.

 

But Charles was in an entirely different league. An entirely different universe.

 

"You looked good up there, today," Charles said.

 

"Thank you," she said. It would have been nice to hear that from her husband.

 

"Was it your first time? You looked so natural."

 

"Yeah. I mean, I've danced before, at weddings and parties, but never on stage."

 

"Really? Ever thought about doing it professionally? I think you've got a talent for it."

 

"Oh no, no, no, no, that's not me at all. We're not that kind of couple."

 

Charles just shrugged and fell silent again.

 

Why did she get the feeling that he was judging her? Him, of all people. The guy who had sex in front of other people in a club. What right did he have to judge her? None at all!

 

Even after Fred told her how Lemar and Kyoko had gone from a massage to sex, she could hardly believe what happened at the club. The massage was completely different at all. That had been in the comfort of the private living room. If you overlooked the cameras, anyway. It was understandable if some frisky touching led to more. God knew she desperately needed some release.

 

But to do it right there in the club? And the way the two of them did it, with Kyoko just squatting over him, sliding down...

 

Constance shivered a little and tried to pull herself together. She had to stop thinking about it or else her body would explode.

 

At least she got the confirmation that she didn't get in the morning. Charles was the proud owner of a mammoth dick. If anything, Fred had understated the size of it.

 

And it was only a few feet away from her.

 

"See something you like?" Charles asked.

 

Constance jumped again and realized she'd been biting her lower lip and staring at him. Fortunately, the air was hot enough that all that blood rushing to her face didn't result in a blush.

 

"No," she replied lamely.

 

"I get it. You have a jealous husband."

 

"It has nothing to do with Fred other than the fact I love him. I'm not that kind of woman."

 

"Speaking of your husband, how's he doing?"

 

"Still up in his room," she said, eager to switch the topic.

 

"I don't see what the big deal is. Any guy would have problems trying not to pop. He just got so offended."

 

"It's just because of all the stress from the show. We're both very frustrated."

 

"How come?"

 

"What do you mean?"

 

"How come you're frustrated? Looked like you were having fun tonight."

 

"I think that only made it worse. Now I've got all the excitement under my belt with no way to release it."

 

"If Fred's not up for it, why not take care of it yourself?"

 

Constance looked at him, puzzled. "You don't know, do you?"

 

"Know what?"

 

"Fred and I aren't allowed to touch each other in any sexual manner and we also aren't allowed to masturbate."

 

"Shit, seriously?" Charles asked, chuckling.

 

"Yeah."

 

"What about other people? Are they allowed to help out?"

 

"I guess but then we wouldn't be able to win anymore. There are cameras everywhere if you haven't noticed."

 

"That shouldn't be a problem."

 

The big man slid off his bench and cut through the water like a shark. A big wave formed in front of him, pushing water up to Constance's neck. He turned and landed smoothly on the seat next to her.

 

She retreated several inches.

 

"Can I let you in on a little secret?" he asked in quiet, near-whisper.

 

"What?" She scooted a little bit closer to him again. 

 

"Check this out."

 

Charles leaned forward and reached for the hot tub's control panel. A few button presses later and the nozzles were going full blast. The water was alive with currents and the previously crystal clear surface of the water turned into a roiling, bubbling mess.

 

"I know how the hot tub works," Constance said.

 

Charles laughed. "I know that. But what you don't know is that there aren't any cameras down there under the water." He sat up a little. His broad chest rose out of the water until his nipples almost showed. His arm came up out of the water, holding his swim shorts. "Nobody will ever know what went on down there."

 

Constance's heart skipped a beat as he tossed the wet garment behind him. He was completely naked, sitting less than a foot away from her. She looked down and it was true. She couldn't see a damn thing. She imagined his cock waving around in the currents like a piece of seaweed, flopping around.

 

"I can't," she said and her throat felt constricted.

 

"That's alright, Connie. You don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with."

 

Was he insane?

 

And yet, the only thought that swirled around in Constance's head was the vision of that cock, plunging in and out of Kyoko. She'd never seen anything like it, not even in porn. 

 

Fred was the man she'd lost her virginity to. The only person she'd ever slept with. Thousands of times, over the years. She had toys that were bigger, but toys were toys. Was she missing out all this time on some big secret of making love? Did size matter?

 

Was she insane?

 

Tentatively, Constance reached out and her knuckles bumped against Charles' thigh. She pulled her hand back at once as if she'd been burned.

 

Charles smiled at her with his broad mouth and twinkling eyes. The moonlight reflected off of his bald dome. He was good-looking, in his own way.

 

"No cameras?" she asked.

 

"Nope," Charles said.

 

Constance reached out again. This time, she did not stop when she reached his thigh. She dragged her fingers over his skin until she found it. Her heart was thumping loudly in her chest. Her entire body felt like it was buzzing with electricity.

 

It was incredibly big. She explored it with her fingertips. There was a patch of curly hair at the base. A vein that rang along the top. Smooth testicles. She tried to encircle the shaft with her fingers and she couldn't get them around all the way.

 

He wasn't hard but even in its semi-flaccid state, it was long. She touched her way to the front, where she found a big knob. He was cut. She felt the ridge of his glans. 

 

Wrapping her fingers around his tip was like gripping the stick in her car. It was so big and so alive. She felt the blood rushing underneath the surface. The raw masculine power.

 

It was intoxicating.

 

"May I?" Charles asked.

 

Constance yanked her hand away again as if she'd been caught stealing from the donation bin at church.

 

"Do what?"

 

"Quid pro quo."

 

It was hard to think. Her mind was like jelly. A thick soup. The only thing in it was the need to finally be free.

 

"Okay," she said and nodded.

 

Charles' hand grazed her thigh and it sent a jolt through her body. He hooked a finger into the bikini bottom and tugged at it. She raised her butt and he pulled it down her legs. 

 

His hand glided up the inner thigh of her right leg. It was crazy. Her stomach did somersaults. She tried to spread her legs to accommodate him and the panties stopped it. She raised her left leg and pushed the panties down all the way with her foot.

 

Charles' finger bumped up against her vulva. The rest of his fingers flowed over her sensitive area. He didn't give her a chance to catch her breath, however.

 

His middle finger slipped between her folds. She gasped.

 

"Get me hard, Connie," Charles said.

 

With every nerve ending in her body firing neurons at full capacity, Constance blindly fumbled to her right until she found his cock. She just started pumping her hand along the shaft, feeling it grow under her touch. There was so much of it!

 

The worst part was that Charles' finger was as big as Fred's cock. Only a little bit longer and far more bendable. Like a penis that trained its entire life as an acrobat. The Clark Kent of penises.

 

It felt so alive, wriggling around inside of her. Charles' palm dragged over her clit and his penis-finger made a hook, tracing circles on her inside.

 

The cock in her hand was rock hard now. She definitely couldn't fit her hand around it anymore. If she really wanted to jerk him off, she'd need two hands to do it in the water. She didn't need to, however.

 

She went back to his head and wrapped her hand around the glans. She started to massage it, relishing the texture of his ridge scraping along her palm.

 

Charles' hand seemed to vibrate between her legs. She'd never been able to climax from so little stimulation before but she had two days of mental foreplay, compounded by her trying to get herself off with Kegels. 

 

"Oh, oh, oh," she rasped into the night sky. 

 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of torture at Oak Meadows, Constance let go. She surrendered to the course of nature, letting this black hulk of a man finger her to an orgasm.

 

Warm, rushing energy enveloped her and she rode that high for as long as she could.

 

When it finally faded, she opened her eyes. The colors of the world seemed to be more vibrant. Everything seemed to be more alive.

 

Her orange panties with white polka dots floated on the surface of the water, carried around in a circle by the current.

 

"How are you feeling?" Charles asked.

 

How did she feel? Better, a little. Her body still pulsed with waves of orgasmic energy. But it was like someone had ignited a spark plug to her libido. Everything was more sensitive. Hungrier.

 

She still needed to be satisfied.

 

With her free hand, she grabbed the hand that was on her thigh and pulled it back between her legs.

 

"One more time, please," she crooned.

 

When Charles' middle finger slipped back inside her, she let out a sigh and leaned back, closing her eyes.

INTERLUDE

11:01 PM, Control Room - Mrs. Carpenter

 

The door to the control room in the winter cottage flew open and Mrs. Carpenter barged in, waving her tablet excitedly.

 

"Holy shit did you guys—"

 

"See that?" Mr. Green finished the question for her. "Yes, Maggie, we did."

 

The feed was still up on the monitor. One of the underwater camera's point of view stretched out over four adjacent monitors. 

 

Constance's pussy, up close and personal. She had quite a bit of blond fuzz that was trimmed but not well maintained. Her labia were pretty big, with the inners slightly protruding.

 

At the moment, a black finger was pushing hard against the clit at the top of the entrance, tracing circles right on top of the button. The vagina kept contracting, over and over.

 

"Ohhhhhhhhhhh... ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh... ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh..." came Constance's moans out of the speaker. They were deep and low guttural moans of satisfaction.

 

Mrs. Carpenter knew those moans all too well. She knew exactly the kind of pleasure the young woman was experiencing at the hand of a skilled lover. The state of being in a near-permanent euphoria, unable to think about anything else in the world except for pure bliss. If she had been wearing panties, they would have been drenched.

 

"You owe me fifty bucks," she said smugly.

 

"Fine, fine, fair is fair," Mr. Green sighed. He reached into his pocket, pulled out his wallet, and slapped two twenties and a ten on the table. She snatched them up and tucked them under the tablet. "How'd you know?"

 

"Well, if it was me married to such a schmuck, I would have broken on day one. I figured that she's dying to try that cock and Fred knows he'd never be able to fuck any woman except the one who's never known anything else."

 

"Shit, that's callous," Bryce chimed in.

 

"That's the world we live in, my friend."

 

"What happens now? Do they lose?"

 

"And abandon the show halfway through? Hell no. We're recording no matter what happens. Besides, if handjobs and fingering count as cheating, I'd have a lot of confessing to do."

 

Mr. Green snorted. "You always were a special woman, Maggie."

 

"Wanna bet on which one of them fucks first?" she asks.

 

"Hell no. I'm not wasting any more money on that small-dicked loser," Mr. Green scoffed, combing his goatee.

 

Maggie pursed her lips and furrowed her brows. "Okay. Then we'll bet on whether she fucks Charles or Lemar. But we'll up the ante. Hundred bucks."

 

"Okay. I'm betting she's gonna fuck Charles. Hell, she looks like she's ready to fuck him right now."

 

"Hah!" Maggie exclaimed triumphantly. "You always were a little short-sighted, Alex. Okay, you're on. A hundred bucks she fucks Lemar."

 

"Can I join that wager?" Bryce asked.

 

The two of them looked at him. "Kinda running out of options here," she said.

 

"Hundred bucks she gets fucked by Kyoko."

 

"Ooooh," jeered Maggie. "Alright, you're on."

 

"Hold up, what exactly constitutes 'getting fucked' when it comes to lesbians?" Mr. Green asked.

 

"I'd say cunnilingus, dildos, strap-ons, or scissoring."

 

"Okay. That works for me. Bet is on."

 

"Look, something's happening," Mrs. Carpenter said.

 

Bryce scaled the feed of Constance's vagina back down to one monitor and pulled up the outside view. The sliding door opened and Lemar and Kyoko, both wearing swimwear, came out.

 

"Is there still room left?" Lemar called out.

 

Constance's head yanked forward and she let out a high pitched yelp that almost blew the speakers. She frantically smashed her arms into the water, trying to grab her panties. 

 

After a short sprint to the edge of the tub, Lemar jumped and cannonballed right into the middle of the tub. A fountain of water engulfed both Charles and Constance.

 

In the commotion, Constance pulled on her bikini bottoms. She hastily scrambled out of the tub and fled inside Oak Lodge like a tornado, spraying water everywhere.

 

Two of the three people left on the deck stared after her in utter confusion.

Thursday, Day Four

PAYDAY

9:30 AM, Living Room - Fred

 

No sooner had Fred stepped off the spiral staircase than a giddy Constance ran up to him and hugged him.

 

"Good morning, Teddybear. You look beautiful today."

 

Beautiful? Him? "Thank you."

 

Everyone else already sat around the breakfast table. Most were finished eating. He had waited until everyone left before he got up to take a shower. Maybe that wasn't necessary.

 

Nobody seemed to be looking at him funny, except for Constance. Nobody was laughing at him, except Constance had a goofy grin on her face. Nobody paid any attention to him, except for Constance.

 

What was up with Constance?

 

"Are you okay?" he asked her.

 

"Of course!" she said emphatically. Too emphatically. "I'm just really sorry about yesterday."

 

"Oh. Right. Yeah. It's okay. I got over it."

 

Fred did a lot of soul-searching during his temporary retreat. He came to the conclusion that he had overreacted. About a lot of things. Him accidentally jizzing his pants did not matter in the least. The only reason they made fun of him was because he'd acted like a complete idiot.

 

On the other hand, he thought that him getting upset over his wife taking her top off was justified. He planned on having a very stern discussion with her after breakfast, where he explained to her how it made him feel. 

 

But she had just looked at him with those beautiful blue eyes, smiled, and told him she was sorry for yesterday. His heart melted on the spot.

 

That meant she was sorry, right? That she knew she'd screwed up?

 

It was good enough for him.

 

"That's wonderful!" she said and threw her arms around him in a fierce hug.

 

It felt great. They were finally back together. He put his arm around her and rubbed her back. Now there was no chance anything would come between them.

 

"Morning, everyone," he confidently said and sat down at the table together with his wife—his beautiful wife! After everyone replied more or less enthusiastically, he loaded his plate with toast and eggs.

 

"You any good at basketball, Fred?" Juno asked him.

 

"We had a hoop in our backyard when I was a kid so I know how to free-throw and stuff, but I never really played the game."

 

"Are you excited for later today?"

 

"Not particularly."

 

"I'm so nervous. I have no idea how to play I've never even touched a ball. I'm so worried about messing it up," she babbled excitedly.

 

"You'll do fine," Lemar said the way you talked to an overstimulated puppy.

 

"I know how to handle balls," Kyoko quipped.

 

Everyone at the table laughed except for Juno. Even Fred cracked a smile. He was in a good mood and he'd seen and heard so much from Kyoko that he might have even considered her a friend. Not a good one or a close one, but seeing someone's pussy numerous times made them more than an acquaintance.

 

"Is it hard?" Juno asked innocently.

 

"Well... not the balls," Constance replied.

 

A dirty joke from his wife? Fred frowned. She wasn't the type for crude humor normally. Then again, she also wasn't the type to dance on a stage. He chalked it up to nerves or the environment of the Second Honeymoon muddling her mind. There was also still the potential for someone to be drugging her.

 

"You mean the stuff about how you can't take more than three steps while holding the ball?" Juno asked. "I read up on that and I don't think I'll be able to count my—Ohhhhhhhhh!" she exclaimed suddenly and went red.

 

"There you go," Charles guffawed and slapped her gently on the shoulder.

 

The front door opened and a woman walked in. She looked familiar somehow, but Fred couldn't remember where from. She was short and had a mousy look. She held something in her hands. A thick brown envelope. Despite her short strides, she crossed the distance in record time.

 

"Hey, what's up, Mandy?" Kyoko greeted her. It hit Fred. He'd seen her at the Kitty Club, one of the assistants.

 

"'Sup y'all," Mandy replied. "Got your earnings from last night, minus cut, et cetera. You know the drill. Enjoy." The woman tossed the package on the breakfast table where it landed with a thud.

 

"Thanks, babe," Kyoko replied and Mandy left again.

 

"Earnings?" Constance inquired.

 

"You thought the club was just going to keep all that sweet, sweet moolah?" Kyoko asked, baffled by the question.

 

"I wasn't really there for the money."

 

"In that case, can I keep your cut?"

 

"Nope," Constance said and giggled.

 

Kyoko reached into the brown envelope and pulled out a bundle of cash. As if she were practicing for the basketball game already, she held it high above her head and threw it in an elegant, tall arc at Constance, who caught it out of the air.

 

"Ow!" Juno exclaimed as she failed to grab the second bundle of cash and it landed smack dab on her bosom, bounced, and fell to the ground. She dove after it.

 

There was a lot of money in Constance's hand, that was clear to Fred, but he couldn't see if all the bills were the same. She rifled through the stack with her lips pressed together, counting in her head. 

 

"HOLY. SHIT," Juno yelled, head popping out from under the table. She scrambled back into her chair, staring wide-eyed at the money. "That is a lot of money."

 

"Two-thousand each," Kyoko said, waving her own stack.

 

"TWO-THOUSAND?" Juno yelled. "FOR ONE NIGHT?"

 

"Wow," Constance. "It's actually two-thousand one-hundred-fifty."

 

"Yeah but two-thousand sounded better and who cares about a hundred-fifty bucks."

 

"ARE YOU FRICKING INSANE?" Juno yelled.

 

"Juno, calm down," Charles said.

 

That was a mistake, Fred knew. Never tell a woman to stop when she's yelling. The guy clearly spent too much time at the gym to know anything about women. He almost burst out laughing that the Omegavision people though such an uncultured oaf would be able to seduce his wife.

 

Sure enough, Juno turned her wrath upon the fool. "DO YOU KNOW HOW MUCH I EARN AS A WAITRESS? I DON'T EVEN MAKE THAT MUCH IN ONE MONTH!"

 

Instead of slinking away until the thunder was over like he should have, Charles put a hand on Juno's shoulder. "Juno. Take a deep breath."

 

To Fred's great surprise, Juno actually did. Her chest swelled up and Charles definitely stared at it. She exhaled. "Sorry. It's a lot of money."

 

"Yeah, there's a lot of money at the Kitty Club," Kyoko said. "Though Tuesdays usually aren't that profitable. The club ran a special promotion for us so we had a lot of big spender regulars who came in just to see you guys. Best time to dance is on the weekends. Sometimes the club is so packed people have to wait in the hall outside. It's all business people, too. Mostly foreigners, not a lot of creeps. You can easily pull four-five grand on a weekend."

 

"WHAT!" Juno exclaimed loudly. Charles cleared his throat. "Sorry. I mean what?"

 

"You really make that much?" Constance asked. 

 

Fred knew that she was thinking about her own little business of selling candles and paintings. Last holiday season, she'd gotten really excited because she made five-hundred dollars after taxes in one month. Of course, he was earning hundred-fifty grand a year so they didn't really need the money.

 

"Can I become a stripper?" Juno asked and everyone burst out laughing except for Fred. "No, I'm serious. Kyoko?"

 

"Of course. You're gonna need to take a few classes before you're ready to dance at the Kitty Club but I'd be more than happy to teach you the basics myself. My boss actually asked me about you. A few of the regulars asked for lap dances and they were really disappointed when he had to tell them you didn't actually work there. You've got that whole innocent virgin look going that really drives guys nuts."

 

"Oh-my-God-oh-my-God," squealed Juno. "I'm gonna become a stripper!"

 

"You think that's a good idea?" Fred asked. It was too much. Juno was a nice girl with a good future ahead of herself. It hurt him to see these people drag her down into that milieu.

 

"What's wrong with being a dancer?" Kyoko asked.

 

"I've never had more fun in my life," Juno said. "Being a waitress sucks. Everyone is rude and half the people don't tip. And to think, all I have to do is show people my boobs and they toss money at me."

 

"What are your parents gonna think?" Fred persisted.

 

Juno visibly deflated. She shrunk in her seat, shoulders tucked close, and pulled a face. "They're gonna hate it for sure."

 

"It's your life, not your parents' life," Lemar said and Fred wanted to smack him in the face. Why did he have to get involved, too?

 

"I don't know. I mean, I guess I don't have to tell them."

 

"I can't believe what I'm hearing," Fred said. "Are you guys really gonna tell her she should become a stripper? She wants to become an actress and she has a job and you're trying to get her to show her tits and whore herself out for money?"

 

Juno's lips quivered and tears welled up in her eyes. She shot to her feet and stormed up the spiral staircase.

 

"What the hell is your problem?" Constance snapped at Fred and punched him in the arm. Hard.

 

She got up and ran after Juno.

CONSOLATION

9:59 AM, Upstairs Hallway - Constance

 

The door to Juno's room slammed shut with a loud bang.

 

Constance sighed. She shouldn't have punched Fred in the arm. She knew that. Especially with how guilty she felt about the previous night. It seemed like everything was unraveling and it was all her fault.

 

She knocked on Juno's door. No answer. She went in anyway.

 

The young woman laid on her bed, face down, shaking with sobs. It was the first time Constance had actually seen the room since Juno moved in. There were clothes everywhere. The table was laden with tinctures, perfumes, and other makeup related accessories. Omegavision must have really decked her out. 

 

She sat down at the edge of the bed and started to rub Juno's back. The back of her hand still stung from where she'd hit Fred.

 

It didn't work at first. Juno kept crying with loud, erratic sobs. 

 

Outside, a door not too far away slammed shut. That was Fred's door. She sighed. Another problem. 

 

Eventually, however, Juno stopped sobbing. She grew quieter, snuffling occasionally.

 

"I'm sorry about my husband," Constance spoke softly.

 

Juno froze at the words and turned around to look up at her. "I thought you were Kyoko."

 

"Nope. I'm wearing clothes," she quipped.

 

Juno pulled a weird face, halfway between laughter, half still miserable. Snot flew out of her nose. She clamped her hands in front of her mouth. Constance got up and retrieved a box of tissues from the table.

 

"Thanks," Juno said after blowing her nose.

 

"Fred shouldn't have said those things."

 

"He's such an asshole."

 

"He's not an asshole," she defended her husband. "He's just under a lot of stress from the show and he's never been that comfortable with some things."

 

"Do you think I shouldn't become a stripper?"

 

Constance took a deep breath. "I can't answer that for you, Juno. I really can't. That's part of what sucks about being an adult. There's nobody there to tell you what's right and what's wrong. Sometimes we make decisions we end up regretting later. Sometimes they haunt us for the rest of our life. But..."

 

"But what?"

 

"But, I mean, I was up there with you and it really was exciting. I don't know if I could do that every night but look at Kyoko. She's as old as I am and she seems to be doing really well, right?"

 

"Yeah, she's really cool."

 

"All I'm saying is that you probably should think about it before rushing headlong into it but you also shouldn't just dismiss it because it might turn out to be bad. Sometimes you end up really regretting not doing something until it's too late. That also sucks."

 

"I really want to dance again," Juno insisted with a smile on her face.

 

"Then you should talk to Kyoko. Ask her about what it's really like. How much money she makes a year minus taxes and expenses. How long you can do it. If she has a retirement plan. That sort of stuff."

 

"I don't want to become a stripper forever. I'm still gonna be an actress. I just don't want to slog through an entire shift at the restaurant just to scrape together enough to pay for rent and maybe, if I'm lucky, groceries."

 

"Oh, well that's different."

 

"I just hope I stay pretty long enough until my career takes off."

 

"Oh, honey," Constance cooed and grabbed Juno's cheeks, turning her face towards herself. "You are absolutely gorgeous. You're gonna stay pretty for a long, long time."

 

Juno threw her arms around Constance and embraced her in a tight hug. "Thank you. You're really nice, you know that?"

 

"Thanks," she said, rubbing Juno's back.

 

"I don't know how you married a jerk like that."

 

"He's not a jerk when you get to know him."

 

"The more I get to know him the less I like him. He always looks at me like he thinks I'm stupid."

 

"He's just trying to look out for you in his own way."

 

"It's a stupid way," Juno said firmly and released her hug.

 

Constance sighed. What did Juno know of love and life and marriage? "I've been trying to get him to lighten up as long as we're staying here but he can be pretty stubborn."

 

"Do you love him?" Juno asked.

 

The question surprised Constance. "Of course I do. Why?"

 

"Because I saw you and Charles in the tub last night."

 

Constance jolted upright at once. A wave of nausea rolled over her but it passed. "You saw... what?"

 

"I was looking out the window and I saw you sitting next to him and you were making weird sounds and I'm pretty sure he was masturbating you. And when Lemar jumped in you looked so guilty, it was funny. I laughed so hard I peed a little."

 

For once it wasn't Juno who went red in the face. Constance turned away to look at the pile of dresses on the ground so she wouldn't have to meet the voyeur's eyes. "It wasn't like that," she mumbled.

 

"I'm young, not dumb."

 

"Sorry. Yeah, he was... touching me. But that doesn't mean I don't love my husband."

 

"Charles is cute, isn't he? Lemar is, too, but I think Charles is cuter."

 

"He's alright looking," Constance said tersely. She didn't know why she was even having that conversation.

 

Juno swung her legs off the bed and sidled next to Constance. If she was still upset about breakfast, she seemed to have recovered miraculously. "What was it like?"

 

"What was what like?"

 

"Having Charles touch you."

 

"It was... nice," she admitted. Why was she still talking about it?

 

"Connie?"

 

"Yes?"

 

"Can I ask you for a favor."

 

"Sure."

 

"I want to ask Charles on... a date. And since you two are really close, I thought, maybe, you could talk to him about me?"

 

"You want me to ask him out for you?"

 

"Oh no, no, no, I just want you to put in a good word for me. Tell him how pretty I look. See if he's interested."

 

"I think he knows how pretty you are. He has eyes."

 

Juno giggled and accidentally snuffled. She grabbed a tissue and cleaned her nose again. "Sorry. I'm a mess."

 

"It's okay."

 

"So will you do it?"

 

"I suppose so. Sure."

 

"Oh, thank you!" Juno exclaimed emphatically and threw herself around Constance again.

 

Two minutes later, Constance closed the door behind herself, feeling like she just stepped off a roller-coaster. Part of her was infected by the energy of the young woman. Another part of her was jealous.

 

Constance had been about four years younger than Juno when she met Fred for the first time. She never had to make choices like that for her own life, it was always clear. She was in a committed relationship with her husband and that was her life.

 

If it hadn't been for Fred, would she have become a stripper like Kyoko? Would she have chased her dreams of becoming an artist? Would she have married someone else?

 

In the end, it all came back to Fred. The man who had claimed her as his own so many years ago. No, that wasn't fair to Fred. She had made her own decisions. 

 

She knocked on Fred's door.

 

"Who is it?" a muffled call from the inside.

 

"Your wife."

 

"Oh, come in."

 

Constance opened the door to find Fred lounging at the table, playing Solitaire on his phone. 

 

"I'm sorry about hitting you," she started. "I don't know what got into me. Everything's been so confusing."

 

"It's okay. I'm a man, I can take it. I probably could have handled Juno a little better."

 

She walked up behind him and put her arms on his shoulders. She nuzzled up against his neck and planted a soft kiss. "I can't wait for the show to be over," she sighed.

 

"Me too," he agreed.

LITTLE FINGER

2:48 PM, Springfield University - Fred

 

It was strange to be back in a school's gymnasium, even if it was the prestigious Springfield U gym. Of course, back when Fred was at college, he'd never spent any time at his. He had tried to spend as much time as he could back at home with Constance and when he wasn't doing that, he was in the dark computer pool.

 

Fred bounced the ball twice at the free-throw line and took aim at the hoop. He bent his legs, raised his arms, and... the ball hit the front of the rim, careening off to the side.

 

"That wasn't bad but you need a much higher arc," Lemar instructed.

 

They all had changed into loaner jerseys. The orange-and-blue of the Springfield U Grasshoppers. The jersey was too big for Fred and hung loosely on his frame. One of the many small annoyances of the day.

 

The one big annoyance was Lemar, who was in his element. He took charge of the gym effortlessly and kept ordering them around like a smugly confident boss.

 

Behind Fred, a ball swooshed through the net.

 

"Wow, that was great, Connie. Really nice throw," Lemar said.

 

"Thank you!"

 

Fred fumed. Out of the six throws, he managed to get in four. Constance, on the other hand, whiffed all but two. Yet Lemar heaped praises on her like she was the next LeBron. 

 

He caught himself thinking dark thoughts and pulled himself back together. Getting angry at his own wife was just playing into Omegavision's hand. He had to remember that. Constance was the best thing to ever happen to him and they were trying to ruin it. They were trying to dismantle their marriage.

 

"Great job, honey," he called to her.

 

"Thanks!" she yelled back, grinning widely. That made him feel better immediately. He sunk the next one without a problem.

 

"Alright, people," Lemar shouted and clapped his hands slowly for attention. "Now that we're all warmed up, let's play a little game. Three on three. Charles, you're the captain of the other team."

 

"Sure thing, brother," Charles replied.

 

"Okay. You four, go stand in the middle. We're gonna pick teams. Charles? You have first dibs."

 

It occurred to Fred that they were treating him like he was one of the women. A second-rate man. He pushed his anger back down. There was no use in making a tantrum. Cool, calm, and collected. That was the goal.

 

"Juno," Charles said without thinking.

 

The redhead broke into a massive grin and skipped over to Charles, beaming up at him. Was something wrong with her? She seemed way too happy to be picked like he'd just gone down on his knee and asked her hand in marriage.

 

"Okay. Connie," Lemar called out.

 

Lemar probably did that just to piss Fred off, he realized. He was the tallest of the group so he should clearly have been the best pick. He watched his wife trot over to the lanky black guy.

 

"Kyoko," Charles said.

 

"Guess that means you're coming with me," Lemar told Fred. Didn't even have the decency to call out his name. At least he was on the same team with Constance. "Try to follow all the rules I showed you earlier but keep in mind it's just a friendly game."

 

Fred seriously doubted that. 

 

Sure enough, less than a minute after the coin-toss and when Constance passed him the ball, Lemar called him out for traveling, even though he'd been counting his steps and wasn't. It only got worse from there.

 

Fred suffered in silent anguish. He harbored no illusion that he was any good at basketball, yet every time he made even the slightest of mishaps, someone called him out on it. When Juno took five steps and then banked the ball into the net, Fred and Charles were too busy staring at her bouncing tits to notice she'd done something wrong.

 

At least it didn't last long. After about fifteen minutes, during which the only highlight was Lemar facing off against Kyoko—who turned out to be really good at the game—in a heated duel that ended with Kyoko passing the ball to Charles between Lemar's legs, the wide double doors of the gym opened and fifteen exceptionally tall and athletic people came in.

 

The actual Springfield U Grasshoppers.

 

There was a lot of excitement from the group, both at meeting the three women—Juno in particular—and the presence of the Omegavision camera team. They made introductions but after the second guy named Mark, Fred lost complete track of them and decided it would be a waste of his time to remember the names of people he didn't give a shit about and would never see again.

 

It was the Second Honeymooners vs the Grasshoppers. Five on five, with Lemar assuming the role of referee.

 

What followed was perhaps the worst forty-five minutes of Fred's life. He played defense along with Juno, which meant that his task was to try to outplay the tall guys from the other team. They just walked right past him and never gave him an opening.

 

The only saving graces were Kyoko and Charles playing an impeccable offense. Even the Grasshoppers were having a hard time dealing with the quick and limber Dragon of the East. Charles was more of a steamroller using the only advantage he had over these guys since he didn't have the height advantage for once.

 

Sweating and exhausted, Fred trudged back into the locker room after the game. Lemar had said that it was just a friendly game and the score didn't matter, but they'd lost 48-29. It could have been 48-32 if he hadn't whiffed his free throws. 

 

A few of the Grasshoppers were already in the locker room, changing clothes or showering. Fred didn't want to experience another forty-five-minute drive in the SUV with everyone around him sniffing the air, so he tried to find an empty shower stall. Except none of the stalls had doors on them. Just small, tiled cubbyholes where everyone walking past could see him.

 

Carrying his bag with the change of clothes, he opened a small door at the end of the shower area. There was another shower area behind it. The lights were on and it was empty. Completely empty.

 

Why were all those guys waiting to use the shower stalls in the other room when there was a perfectly good second one? He tried one of the knobs and the water seemed to work. Warm and clear, no sign of rust.

 

He set his bag down where it wouldn't get wet and quickly undressed. The warm water felt great on his skin. He lathered up and let the hot shower massage his body. A day at the gym and a day playing basketball. He flexed his arms to see if it already had an effect on his muscles but they looked the same as usual.

 

"What are you doing here?" someone called out. He whirled around.

 

It was Kyoko, wearing a towel wrapped around herself. She looked at him and then looked down. Her gaze fell on his penis. Her mouth twisted into strange shapes and her eyebrows rose. She burst out in laughter.

 

Panic flooded his mind. He grabbed his bag and clutched it with both hands in front of his crotch.

 

"Oh my god," Kyoko laughed, trying to stifle her own laughter with a hand in front of her mouth. It didn't work.

 

Juno joined them, also wearing a towel. "What's so fu—oh!" She squeaked as she saw him.

 

Hot water still poured down on his head, soaking everything in the bag.

 

"Oh. My. God. His. Penis. Is. Tiny," Kyoko laughed, nearly doubling over, getting one word out between bouts of laughter.

 

"It is?" Juno asked.

 

Kyoko just held up her left hand, made a fist except for her little finger, and wiggled that one back and forth, still laughing like a hyena.

 

Fred snatched up everything in his reach and burst through the door back into the other locker room. Everyone turned their heads to stare at the weird guy clutching a soaked duffel bag in front of his crotch. As quick as he dared to on wet tile, he scurried back to the lockers and found a corner where nobody could see him.

 

All of his clothes were soggy. He tried to wring as much water out of them as possible before pulling them on. At least when he wiped away his tears with his t-shirt, nobody would be able to tell.

 

That was a small blessing. A very small blessing.

 

Like his cock, he thought grimly.

 

Only three and a half more days, he told himself over and over. It didn't matter what they said or how much they laughed. In the end, he'd walk away with a half million. Then he would never have to see a single of those assholes again. Ever.

ASKING OUT

5:13 PM, Living Room - Fred

 

"Honey?" Constance called out a second time, knocking on the door.

 

"Go away," came Fred's muffled reply.

 

"Can I come in?"

 

"No. I'm gonna take a nap."

 

"Please?"

 

"Just leave me alone."

 

Constance sighed. She had no idea how it happened but somehow, Kyoko had seen Fred's penis. It happened some time after the game in the shower room, though she wasn't sure on the specifics. The only thing she knew was that Fred wore wet, smelly clothes when he got in the SUV and refused to say anything, while Kyoko told everyone that he had a penis smaller than her little finger.

 

When she tried to defend him by telling them that it got bigger when aroused, she only seemed to make it worse for Fred. He whispered to her to just be quiet and stop talking to them, so she did. As soon as they got home to Big Oak, he'd barricaded himself in his room. She brought him some wings and hot dogs but he didn't want to talk about what happened.

 

"Okay. I hope you'll feel better after the nap. I love you."

 

"Love you, too," Fred replied.

 

There was nothing else for her to do except leave with a heavy heart. She was worried about him. Maybe it would be better to break the whole thing off and deal with the consequences, considering she seemed to be slipping down a slippery slope herself. She could control herself, however. Fred was having a harder time. 

 

As she walked past Juno's room, the door cracked open and a mischievous, excited face popped out. "Connie!"

 

"What's up?"

 

"Can you come in for a second?"

 

The room smelled heavily of perfume. There were clothes lying about everywhere. Expensive, beautiful clothes. One of them was on Juno. A shoulder-less crimson evening dress that hugged her slim body. It reached all the way down to the floor, with a slit on the side to show off Juno's immaculate, creamy-white legs.

 

Clothes weren't the only thing different. Her hair was tied back in a low bun with only two locks of glossy red hair framing her face. She'd put on a lot of makeup. A very sexy smoldering red lipstick, rouge, mascara, the works. She easily looked ten years older, ready to walk down the red carpet at the Academy Awards.

 

"Wow," Constance said.

 

"You like it?" Juno asked and twirled around once.

 

"It's very nice. Are you going out today?"

 

"No, I want to go... in."

 

"I don't follow."

 

"You remember when I asked you for a favor this morning?"

 

"The one about Charles?"

 

"Yeah. I want to ask him out. Do you think he'll like this outfit?"

 

"I don't think there's a guy in the world that won't like it."

 

"Oh! You really think so?"

 

"Yeah. He went up to his room earlier. Just go over there and ask."

 

Juno smoothed out imaginary folds in her dress, looking downcast. "I'm too scared. Will you please, please come with me?"

 

"Won't that be weird?"

 

"No, not at all," Juno said and grabbed Constance's hand. "Please?"

 

"Okay," Constance sighed.

 

Walking down the hallway next to Juno, Constance felt like Cinderella before she met the fairy godmother next to the Cinderella after. A dirty urchin in yoga pants and t-shirt. She combed her fingers through her hair to try and at least make sure it was a little straight.

 

"Do I look okay?" Juno asked when they arrived at Charles' door. There was music coming from inside. Some electronic song with a fast-paced beat.

 

Constance gave her a once-over and spotted a few hairs in the eyebrows that somehow went the wrong way. She licked her finger and brushed them in place. "Okay, perfect now."

 

"Thank you."

 

Juno turned to the door and... did nothing. She just stood there, muscles coiled up and tense.

 

"Are you gonna knock?" Constance asked.

 

"I'm too scared."

 

Constance rolled her eyes and rapped on the door twice with her knuckles. 

 

No answer. 

 

"Maybe we can try another—"

 

She pounded on door with her fist.

 

"Come in!" Charles yelled loudly.

 

As the music suggested, Charles was working out. He was on the ground in gym shorts and tank top, doing stomach crunches. Travel speakers were hooked up to the Omegavision phone on the table. Sweat covered his forehead.

 

The moment his eyes fell on Juno, he froze. "Damn, girl," he exclaimed, looking up and down her body.

 

Judging by how the walk up to the door had gone, Constance didn't even give Juno a chance to stare and make it awkward. "Juno has something she wants to ask you."

 

Juno shot her a nasty glower and the foundation managed to hide her blush surprisingly well. She smoothed her dress again. "Hi! I, um, was wondering if, um, you'd like to, um, go-on-a-date-sometime," she blurted out.

 

"Oh, um," Charles stammered, taken aback. He grabbed a towel laying beside him and stood up, wiping sweat from his face. He pressed a button on his phone and the music cut off. "Wow. I did not expect that."

 

Constance and Juno presented a united, and quiet, front. 

 

Charles cleared his throat. "I think you're an incredible, beautiful young woman and I enjoy hanging out with you but to be perfectly honest"—he looked at Constance as if it was somehow her fault that he had to speak the truth—"I wouldn't feel right dating someone so young. Hell, I don't even know what kind of stuff you're interested in. Twelve years is a lot. You haven't even finished school yet."

 

That took a lot of guts, Constance had to admit. Her respect for the man rose. A lot of guys would have just lied to Juno's face so they could pump and dump her. She was glad that she had accompanied the young girl after all. Who knew what might have happened if she hadn't?

 

Poor Juno would probably be devastated, however. They definitely had some sort of alcohol and ice-cream in the kitchens. They could spend the evening getting blasted and complaining about how terrible guys are. She had done that plenty of times for her girlfriends.

 

Yet Juno didn't seem upset at all. She was still looking at Charles, her lips pursed, brows slightly tilted. "I wasn't really looking for a serious relationship," she spoke in a wavering, excited tone. "I actually just want to fuck you."

 

Immediately, Charles' whole demeanor changed. He eased up and a big smile appeared. "Well, now, that I can do."

 

What the hell did just happen, Constance wondered. Juno was practically bouncing.

 

"Can we do it now?" Juno asked.

 

"Sure. I'm all pumped up from working out so I could use a nice fuck. Let me shower first, though."

 

"I don't mind if you're sweaty," Juno said eagerly.

 

"I mind," Charles said and headed for the door. "I'll be right back."

 

"What just happened?" Constance asked after he left.

 

"Ohh, thank you so much," Juno squealed and hugged her.

 

"I thought you wanted to date-date him."

 

"I wouldn't say no to that but I pretty much just want to jump his bones. I thought you had to date to do that first."

 

Constance snorted. The woman was exceptionally strange but also, somehow, endearing. Like a bat-shit crazy sister you just couldn't help but love. "Well, I hope you enjoy it."

 

She turned to leave but Juno caught her by the arm. "Please, stay."

 

"What?"

 

"Don't go. Stay."

 

"I'm not gonna watch you two get it on."

 

"Okay, I'm trying to stay as calm as I can but on the inside I'm freaking out, I've never done it with a guy like him before. I don't know if it's gonna hurt or if I'm doing something wrong and oh God I'm freaking out," she said very quickly.

 

"You're a virgin?" Constance blurted out.

 

"Pfft, no!" Juno said as if the mere notion was offensive. "I've just never done it with someone his size before. I don't mean him being tall but—"

 

"Yes, I got it. His penis size. Neither have I."

 

"Really?"

 

"I've only ever been with Fred."

 

"Really?"

 

"Yes, really."

 

"Is what Kyoko said about his—"

 

"This is not the time or place to talk about Fred's penis."

 

"Please stay!" she repeated, more emphatically.

 

"You don't think that's gonna be weird and awkward?"

 

"Not at all. We're breast-sisters after all."

 

"Breast-sisters?"

 

"At the Kitty Club. We danced topless. That bonds us together, doesn't it?"

 

The door opened and Charles walked back in. He was naked save for the white Oak Meadows towel wrapped around his waist. The man really did look like a textbook caricature of muscles. How the hell did he make it back so quick? He looked at Constance with his eyebrow raised. She shared the look of confusion. She had no idea why she was there, either.

 

Juno ran up to him and jumped up at him. She had intended to wrap her legs around his torso but her dress prevented that. He caught her, with his enormous black hands firmly cupping her butt cheeks. She threw her tiny arms around his neck and kissed him.

 

The towel dropped away and Charles dropped Juno back to the ground. His cock made a glorious entrance. It was the first time she'd seen it fully. She had seen Kyoko riding it and she had touched it for several minutes, but she hadn't actually seen it in its full glory. 

 

The tip was Bordeaux colored, the skin just below it slightly brighter than the rest. It was semi-flaccid, only barely protruding outward.

 

"Wow," Juno echoed Constance's thoughts. She put both her hands on Charles' six-pack and pushed him toward the bed. There was no way the tiny redhead could have actually pushed him but he made it look like she was in complete control of his movement. He dropped back down on the mattress, making it squeak.

 

At once, Juno dropped to her knees. She licked all the way from the tip of his shaft to the base. She grabbed it with both hands and started pumping. Under her tutelage, it rose, growing longer and thicker.

 

Juno attacked it again, burrowing her face between his legs, sucking on his testicles. Her low bun became undone, spilling her red hair over the dark thigh. She licked her way to the top again and started working on the large glans, wrapping her lips around it and licking it like an ice cream cone.

 

It was hotter than any of the porn Constance had ever seen. Definitely far hotter than the lesbian stuff Fred liked.

 

"She's good, isn't she," Charles sighed, looking straight at Constance. His eyes flickered down to her crotch. She followed his gaze and realized she'd been rubbing herself through her yoga pants without noticing.

 

At the interruption, Juno turned around and saw it, too. She grinned from ear to ear. "Come on, breast-sister. Plenty of cock for both of us."

 

As if she were in a trance, Constance walked forward and sank to her knees next to Juno. Charles spread his legs wide and scooted closer to the edge. His balls hung over the side, drooping down. His erect cock rose like a pole up toward the ceiling.

 

Constance leaned in and tentatively kissed the side of his shaft. It was warm and smelled musky. Something vanilla-y and cocoa-y. It smelled like a summer dream. Shoulder-to-shoulder with Juno, she licked her way up the shaft the same way she'd seen Juno do it.

 

When she reached the top, she wrapped her lips around the glans. It was so big, filling her entire mouth. All she could do was drag her lips across his sensitive skin, relishing the small jitters and twitches she felt. She tried to take in more of it but could barely manage more than an inch. 

 

"You're so freaking hot," Juno whispered in her ear and kissed her on the neck. "Keep sucking."

 

 A shiver ran through Constance. Juno's presence next to her disappeared. A moment later, someone pulled down her yoga pants. A wet, slimy something nibbed at her sensitive labia.

 

She jumped and whirled her head around. Juno's red hair was just visible over her own butt. The rest was wedged up against her. The tongue wormed its way inside of her.

 

Charles' large hand enveloped the back of her head as if her melon was a basketball. He gently guided her back to his cock. Her lips grazed his glans again.

 

She'd never felt anything like it. Juno's quick, darting tongue was a force of nature. The young woman attacked her with a ferocity she'd never experienced before. She munched and nipped and bit and teased and flicked and delved every sensitive spot she had.

 

Then Charles pushed her head down on his shaft. She thought she was going to choke as his cock filled her mouth to its limits. He pushed her head down and down and down until she thought she was going to puke. She convulsed and he pulled her head up again. Three inches of his shaft were coated with her saliva.

 

Before he could push her down again, she grabbed his shaft with both her hands and started pumping. She dashed forward and started kissing his glans. She preferred doing it on her own. He let her.

 

Every move by Juno was paid in kind on Charles' head. Especially that really sensitive spot at the bottom, just under the glans.

 

But then Juno switched it up. She worked at first one, then two, then three fingers inside of Constance, sliding them in and out. Vibrating them with her wrist.

 

Suddenly the wet, nimble tongue made a reappearance at her butthole. Completely surprised, she straightened but dropped back down again.

 

Her legs were tingling and didn't seem to support her anymore. It was scary and exciting at the same time to have a warm, rough tongue trace circles around her sphincter. The circles grew smaller and smaller and Juno tried to push her tongue inside.

 

"Oh my God, oh my God," Constance panted breathlessly. 

 

If anything, the fingers slamming into her pussy picked up their pace. The tongue seemed to actually slip inside of her asshole. Panic welled up in her at the transgression of a hole that never had anything go inside of it. 

 

Ecstasy bubbled up, mixed with the panic, and overwhelmed it. Constance succumbed to a power, rushing orgasm that hit her like a freight truck. It slammed into her, over and over and over.

 

She came to again briefly, realized she was on her back, lying on the ground. The red-haired demon's head was buried between her legs and she nuzzled her clit vigorously. This time, it was her fingers doing the probing.

 

Constance only remembered screaming. Screaming and pleasure and the sensation and pleasure and pleasure and more and more pleasure.

 

Hours passed.

 

Constance opened her eyes to stare at the white ceiling. It took her a few moments to realize where she was. Who she was. She was Constance Evelyn Harding. Wife of Fred Harding.

 

Her pants were around her ankles. Juno knelt at her feet, grinning. Her lipstick was smeared and both her cheeks were coated with juices. Charles laid on his side on the bed, watching with interest.

 

"Oh my God," Constance said again, still breathless.

 

"That was fun," Juno said, beaming with pride.

 

"You... licked my... thing."

 

"Duh. It's twenty-eighteen. You never had anyone eat your ass before?"

 

"No," Constance said, shaking her head.

 

The two of them shared a look of incredulity as if she admitted she didn't know how to use a fork. Constance didn't care. Her entire lower body was still trembling. 

 

"Damn, I'm so horny it hurts," Juno said, biting her lower lip.

 

At the unspoken request, Charles stood up and offer her his hand. She grabbed it and he pulled her to her feet. He seized both sides of the fabric at the gap in her dress.

 

Scrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrratch.

 

As if it were a sheet of paper, Charles tore the crimson dress' fabric, ripping it all the way to under her chest. He tossed the loose garment away and exposed her supple butt.

 

Juno drew in a sharp breath as Charles tore away her black, lacy panties. He guided the tip of his cock between her legs and sank it inside of her.

 

It disappeared like a knot knife slicing through butter. Juno let out a very loud, long sigh of release. That sound resonated deep within Constance. She could practically feel that large presence sliding into her breast-sister.

 

Charles tore away the rest of the dress and tossed it aside. She wasn't wearing a bra. He reached around and cupped her breast with his right hand, which was big enough to encompass the entire tit. He kneaded it while sliding in and out of her.

 

"Oooh, oooh, oooh, oooh," Juno moaned. Shallow, fast moans of pain and excitement.

 

The thrusts weren't fast at all but they were steady and, most of all, deep. On her own, Juno wasn't particularly delicate but caught in Charles' grip, she looked like a tiny doll being savaged. Impaled on his massive cock.

 

"Ohhhh, yeah, ohhhhh, yeah," Juno moaned. Less pain more fun. Her mouth was open and drool dripped freely down on the carpet. 

 

Juno's back arched and Charles pulled her closer, nestling her body against his chest. She started writhing and convulsing. He pinched her nipple, rolling it between thumb and forefinger.

 

"Ohhhhh-my-God-my-God-my-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-FUUUUUUUCK," Juno screamed.

 

Charles' thrusts took on a fevered rhythm, bucking his hip, causing her to stand on the tips of her toes. Like a dragon devouring his prey. He thrust deep inside of her and held her there for several seconds.

 

As if all the strength left them at the same time, they stumbled backward on the bed. His cock plopped out of her with a squelch, sending an arch of wet drops flying into the air. He remained lying on the bed but Juno kept turning over until she rolled off the bed again.

 

She came to a rest next to Constance and sidled up against her. 

 

It was unfamiliar for Constance to have a naked woman press her body up against her. Especially one who had just licked her asshole.

 

Guilt washed over her. She'd done it again, only far worse than the last time. She'd given another man a blowjob. She cheated on Fred. Officially.

 

Tears welled up in her eyes.

 

"Why are you sad?" Juno asked.

 

"I shouldn't have done that," Constance said quietly.

 

"Did you not like it?"

 

"That's not it at all. I'm married!"

 

"It's like you said. Sometimes we end up making decisions that haunt us but sometimes missing out on doing it is worse."

 

It was odd to hear her own words used against her like that. She sat up and pulled up her pants. Without saying a word, she got up and left the room.

 

She had a lot of soul-searching to do.

 

INTERLUDE

6:01 PM, Control Room - Mrs. Carpenter

 

The door to the control room flew open and Mrs. Carpenter burst in, nearly tripping over her own feet in excitement. Three buttons on her blouse were undone and her skirt rode halfway up her butt. 

 

"Did you guys just—"

 

"Uh, Maggie, your..." Mr. Green said, gesturing at her bottom half.

 

She glanced down and was surprised to see her own hairy pussy peeking out. She hastily pushed the skirt back down.

 

"Sorry, I just couldn't help myself watching that."

 

"Jeez, I know the feeling."

 

"Yeah, pretty sure we're both hard," Bryce added.

 

"So what do we do now?"

 

"Beats me. I sure as hell didn't see that coming," Mr. Green said.

 

"Who knew that sweet young thing had that in her? Where the hell did you guys find her?"

 

"I know her parents from church," Mrs. Carpenter said.

 

"You can enter a church? It doesn't burst into flames or anything?" Bryce said and laughed.

 

"Very funny. What about the bet?"

 

"Do blowjobs count as—"

 

"Blowjobs don't count," Mrs. Carpenter and Mr. Green said simultaneously.

 

"But we agreed that lesbian cunnilingus does count."

 

"Yup."

 

"Does that mean we all lose?"

 

"Technically, no. None of us guessed Juno would be the first," Mrs. Carpenter said. "That means our bet is still on. She's gotta fuck one of them eventually."

 

"What if it never happens? What if she just keeps doing it with Juno or nobody at all?" Bryce asked.

 

"Hell no. She's already cracked and broken. You saw the way she keeps going for Charles' cock," Mr. Green laughed. "She can't help herself."

 

"Do you blame her?" Mrs. Carpenter asked. "You all saw Kyoko after they came out of the shower. Damn, I wish we had cameras installed in that locker room. Connie can't ever unsee or unfeel everything she already did. I doubt she'll ever go back to Fred."

 

"You wanna bet on that?" Mr. Green asked.

 

"You're incorrigible, Alex."

 

"C'mon. High-stakes. If she doesn't go back to Fred at the end of the show, like you think, then you can have my beach house."

 

"The one in the Bahamas?"

 

"Yup."

 

"Okay, and if you're right and she does go back, what do you want?"

 

"I want to fuck you."

 

Mrs. Carpenter snorted with laughter. Bryce whistled, impressed. She pursed her lips and considered the offer. "Okay, what the hell. Deal."

 

"No condom, any position I want, one night."

 

"Hah! You're never gonna win, so sure."

 

"Can't wait to pound that sweet tushy, my dear."

 

"You wish," Mrs. Carpenter said and laughed. "Looks like Charles is up for a second round with Juno. I'm going back to masturbate in peace."

 

She turned to leave and was halfway to the door when she turned around. Mr. Green's gaze was glued to her ass. She lifted the back of her skirt, flashing him her bare behind. She smacked it loudly with one hand and laughed before leaving the room.

Friday, Day Five

FINDING CONNIE

10:08 AM, Fred's Room - Fred

 

It had to be enough time. Surely none of them would still be sitting at the table. Even Juno, who couldn't seem to shut up sometimes, got bored eventually. It was after ten.

 

Quietly, Fred crept to the door of his room and listened. Nothing. He cracked it and listened again. Still nothing. That was good. Kyoko's shrill voice carried far. If she was still jabbering away, he'd have heard something.

 

For some reason, he still couldn't open it all the way. His hand felt clammy, his knees weak. He took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves.

 

Stepping out into the hallway was like stepping into a war zone. Everywhere he looked, he saw movement out of the corner of his eyes but there was nobody there. Every noise he heard was Kyoko, laughing at him.

 

For the third time, he checked his appearance. A crisp polo shirt and thick jeans. Respectable. He readjusted the pair of socks in his crotch until it sat comfortably. It was the first time since high school since he'd stuffed his pants.

 

On feather-steps, he made his way to the spiral staircase. The breakfast table was emptied. Nobody was talking. Nobody was there. He relaxed a little.

 

The kitchen was as busy as ever. They knew him by now and just greeted him politely as he headed for the fridge and pantry, retrieving leftovers from breakfast. He wolfed down the bread, cheese, and apple in the hallway, walking back to the living room. It wasn't a healthy way to eat, he knew that, but everything was better than sitting around a table, yakking it up with those assholes.

 

There was one person he'd like to talk to, however. His wife.

 

Carefully, he peered out onto the deck. It was empty but there was a thwack-thwack-thwack coming from somewhere. He slid open the door and stepped out.

 

Down below, Kyoko and Lemar were playing tennis, both of them wearing bathing suits. The sight of Kyoko made his blood run cold. The pool looked like it had been used recently but apart from the two, there was nobody there.

 

He went back up the stairs and walked to the end of the other hallway. After three knocks with no response, he opened the door to confirm that the room was indeed empty.

 

In the middle of the room stood an easel with an unfinished painting on it. The table had a veritable mountain of art supplies. He was familiar with the sight. Back home, they converted their spare bedroom into an artist's studio. She never liked him looking at paintings she was working on but she wasn't in the room.

 

He took a closer look at the encaustic painting. It was a painting of Oak Meadow and the cast. In the center, holding hands, stood he and Constance. To Constance's left were Charles and Lemar. To Fred's right, Kyoko and Juno. Several reference photos laid on the table. The group portrait they'd taken at the start of the show, one of their wedding pictures, and a couple of snaps of the others. 

 

It looked good. Recently, she had really progressed with her painting to the next level. He wanted to tell her how good she'd gotten but where could Constance be? Where were the others?

 

As he walked back to the stairs, he heard muffled noises emanating from the room next to Constance's. Charles' room. He paused and listened.

 

"Yes, ohh yes, ohh yes, ohh yes."

 

Someone was moaning in there. Having sex. He couldn't imagine even someone like that brute Charles taking advantage of a nineteen-year-old chick but the only other option was... Constance.

 

Cold sweat ran down his back. His stomach was twisted into a knot. Surely Constance couldn't be cheating on him. Not her. They loved each other. They were both determined to win.

 

"Mmmmm, Charles," the voice moaned.

 

"Oh yeah, Connie," Charles replied.

 

It was like someone poured a bucket of ice-cold water over Fred's head. Charles definitely said his wife's name, right? Was it a mistake?

 

Panic, anger, terror competed for control of his body.

 

Anger won out. He grabbed the handle of the door and slammed it open, ready to tear that fucking prick limb from limb.

 

The two figures were on the bed but it wasn't Constance. 

 

Juno was on her back, naked, head hanging over the edge of the bed. Her red hair draped down all the way to the floor. Her fists were tightly clenching the bedspread. Her normally large breasts were nearly flat against her chest, rippling with their motions.

 

Charles was on top of her, like a black bear savaging his victim. His naked body glistened with sweat. Arms planted at Juno's side, chest raised, hips grinding into the young woman. His cock was like a third leg attached to red and raw labia.

 

They stopped when the door slammed against the wall. Juno's eyes fluttered opened and she looked at him, upside down. "Hi, Fred," she said as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

 

"'Sup," Charles said before dismissing him again, resuming making love to the young girl.

 

Fred turned on his heel and bolted, not even bothering to close the door again. His heart was pumping and sweat formed on his forehead. Nonetheless, a certain sense of relief washed over him.

 

He had misheard them. It wasn't wasn't Constance. Of course it wasn't Constance, he chided himself over and over. She was a good person. She'd never do anything with that filthy animal.

 

The vision of the two of them was disgusting. He could just about imagine how the strong man tricked her into his room. How he pressed his large lips on her mouth and overpowered her. Taking her virginity in the dingy bedroom on a game-show. Not much better than a street corner.

 

If Juno were his daughter, he'd be livid. But, fortunately, she was not. She was a stranger. The enemy. Maybe it was good they were fucking each other. That kept them busy.

 

On the way down the stairs, he bumped into Constance. Almost ran over her.

 

"Fred!" she said, surprised.

 

"I've been looking all over for you."

 

"I was out jogging. The weather is really nice, warm and dry. I was just gonna take a shower but if you want, I'm up for another round around Oak Meadow."

 

Fred didn't care his wife was sweaty and wearing her dirty workout clothes. He was just happy to see her far away from Charles. He threw his arm around her and hugged her tight. "I'm so glad you're alright," he said. "I'm so glad you're safe."

 

She seemed almost confused by she returned the hug. He blamed it on himself. He hadn't been the best of husbands lately, cooped up in his room, hiding from his problems. That was a mistake. She needed him as much as he needed her. He wasn't going to leave her alone again.

BLUE BLOOD

1:12 PM, Car - Fred

 

"So where exactly is this restaurant? I've never heard of the 'Crimson Eagle' before," Lemar asked.

 

The six of them were being chauffeured by an Omegavision driver to their location for the day. The only thing they knew was that they were going to work as waiters and waitresses at a restaurant called Crimson Eagle. They were heading to Springfield's outer city limits, away from great food scene that thrived in the heart of the city.

 

The only ones with knowledge of where they were going were the driver and Juno. The latter bounced in her seat between Charles and Lemar with a big smile on her face. Fred was glad he sat in the front seat. Any time he looked back and saw the redhead next to the big guy, he saw her wedged underneath him, moaning.

 

"I've never heard of it, either," Kyoko said from the middle row, sitting next to Constance.

 

"That's because it doesn't exist," Juno said, giggling.

 

"I thought you said you were working as a waitress there," Lemar said.

 

"Nope. I'm working as a waitress downtown at Michelle's."

 

"Then what's the Crimson Eagle?" Fred asked.

 

"A famous restaurant run by a ruthless Russian businessman named Grigor Naryshkin who's taking over the metropolitan crime syndicate piece by piece," Juno said cryptically.

 

"A Russian gangster who runs Springfield's criminal underground? Why would we want to go there?" Constance asked hesitantly.

 

"That sounds more like a line from a movie," Lemar said.

 

"Oooh! That's pretty close," Juno said excitedly. "Okay, okay, I'll spill the beans. If you remember, I only work part-time as a waitress but I really want to become an actress, right? So I thought why not combine the two of them, clever as I am—"

 

"Clever and cute," Charles interrupted.

 

"Thank you, lover," she replied, grinning, and started making out with him.

 

Fred cleared his throat. "You were saying?"

 

"Oh, yeah. Have any of you watched the TV show Blue Blood?"

 

"That cop show?" Kyoko asked.

 

"Yup. Guess who's producing it."

 

"Let me guess. Omegavision," Fred answered. 

 

"Uh-huh. We're going to play supporting rules on an episode of Blue Blood."

 

"Holy shit," Kyoko exclaimed. "My mom loves that show!"

 

Even Fred was a little impressed. Everyone in Springfield knew about Blue Blood, of course. For the final episodes of their first season, they got a license to shut down the incredibly busy Park Avenue next to city hall for an afternoon so they could film a car chase scene. Half the city had been star-struck and the other half outraged over the inconvenience but everyone talked about it.

 

Directed by Malcolm Knight, the show starred Eva Smith as Shawnette 'Shanny' Mooney, an African-American detective for the fictitious city of Georgetown and Lexington Freeman in the role of her partner, Maddix 'Mad' Holloway, a white FBI agent who was kicked out of the agency and joined the Georgetown PD.

 

In the inaugural season, set in the late eighties, they tackled a corrupt casino boss who was using his business as a front for money laundering, drug dealing, and sex trafficking. It had everything from car chases to shootouts to sex scenes. A modern masterpiece with a Nielsen rating of 4.5 and several Emmys.

 

The commercials for the third season of Blue Blood were already on the air. 

 

The revelation they'd be not only on the set of the show but actually in the show hit the van like a bombshell. Everyone started talking excitedly about everything they knew about Blue Blood.

STUDIO

1:30 PM, Westville - Fred

 

The Omegavision Westville Studio consisted of three enormous rectangular buildings, studios A, B, and C. Everyone in the group craned their necks, looking at all the sights and sounds. There seemed to be hundreds of people on the premises, driving golf carts, pushing equipment, or otherwise looking like they were hard at work.

 

They were met at the entrance by Mrs. Carpenter, who wore her usual business skirt, white blouse, and blazer. She gave them a brief history of the Westville Studio, though it wasn't that interesting to Fred. Built in the seventies by Omegavision's founder Carlos Mendez. Several Oscar-winning movies filmed there. Plenty of TV shows. She listed a whole bunch of names of actors and actresses that worked there.

 

"And this is Studio B, where they're filming Blue Blood," she announced just as yet another golf cart whizzed past them, driving straight into the wide-open double doors of the building itself.

 

The inside of Studio B was even more chaotic. They were greeted by a congregation of clowns, laughing and trying to hit each other over the head with plastic bats. Through the center of the building ran a sort of road where dozens of people ran from door to door, carrying everything from clipboards to giant mannequins. Golf carts zoomed through, honking, creating traffic jams for pedestrians.

 

"They're in the middle of building a set. The filming of Love on Mars went past schedule and the Circus Wars show has been desperately trying to get started. Don't worry, we'll be in a less frenzied area."

 

Sure enough, a hundred yards further into the building, the flow of people changed into a more well-ordered chaos. There were still a lot of people flitting about but there seemed to be an overarching purpose to the entire hubbub.

 

"Let me show you to the set where we'll be filming today. Malcolm should already be there."

 

Stepping through the door labeled "B15" was like stepping into another world. Someone had cut open a building and transported one half of a restaurant into the cavernous room. Four cameras, dozens of spotlights, instruments, cranes, chairs, and, most of all, people. 

 

The restaurant looked extravagant, with a wine-colored carpet, tufted leather furniture, and an expensive, old-fashioned bar. It looked more like a private club than a restaurant. A stage was set up at the other end with a microphone and drum kit, flanked by a burgundy curtain. The walls were a dark brick.

 

There were a few oddities that really stuck out, like the ring-dial phone standing on the bar's and the old-fashioned till. The ashtrays at all the tables. The complete lack of electronic gadgets and screens that seemed ubiquitous in the modern age.

 

"Malcolm!" Mrs. Carpenter called out and waved to a group of people.

 

One of them, a man with salt and pepper hair, circular spectacles, and wild-west mustache looked up. He smiled and handed his clipboard to one of the assistants. 

 

"Maggie!" he boomed cheerfully, approaching her with energetic strides and open arms. "How are you, you sexy devil?"

 

"Wonderful, the show's really taking off," she replied, embracing him.

 

"Ah, so this is the cast I've heard so much about," Malcolm said, giving the six a once-over. His gaze seemed to catch a snag on Constance. "My word," he exclaimed extravagantly. "You are even more beautiful in real life, Mrs. Harding."

 

"You know who I am?" Constance asked, taken aback.

 

"Maggie was kind enough to send over information so we could cast you in the roles that suit you best," he said and they air-kissed. "We have a special role for you, my dear."

 

"You do?" Constance asked, eyebrows raised.

 

"Yes, absolutely. You'll be the star of the night! The nightingale of the Crimson Eagle. You see that stage?" He pointed at the stage in the back of the fake restaurant. "How would you like being a lounge singer for the day?"

 

"Very much!" Constance said at once without even looking at Fred. "Except, well, I'm not that great at singing."

 

"Not to worry, you'll only be lip-syncing. Any objections? No? Wonderful! It's settled."

 

Malcolm moved to the next person. Charles. He had to tilt his head upward to look the beefy man in the eyes. 

 

"You must be Charles," Malcolm said, offering his hand.

 

"Right on, boss."

 

"Tough guy. Big guy," he said, clapping Charles' biceps. "You wanna be a mob bouncer?"

 

"Gladly!"

 

Next in line was Lemar. "Handsome, smooth talker. We got you a spot as the band's cello player."

 

"Works for me."

 

With Kyoko, he went back to air-kisses. "Fierce, proud, and hot. Maggie tells me you're something of a natural in front of crowds. I'm afraid with your charm, you would steal the show. I can only offer you a spot as a waitress for that reason but I would be very interested in having your talents on another project we're shooting at the moment. But more on that later. Will you humble yourself?"

 

"Certainly. I'm willing to sink to any depths," she said with a wink.

 

Fred was next. Malcolm's handshake was firm and steady. "Ah, the husband. Dutiful and loving. You're joining Kyoko as a waiter."

 

"Okay," Fred replied. Truthfully, he didn't mind. All he was trying to do was get through the rest of the week without any more surprises. If they decided to give him a boring role, that only played into his hand. If they really wanted to humiliate him, they'd make him attempt to do cartwheels like one of those clowns in the hallway.

 

"And you, my dear," Malcolm said to Juno and air-kissed her. "The reason we are all here today. Absolutely radiant. I can see why Maggie speaks so highly of you."

 

"She does?" Juno asked, wide-eyed.

 

"Of course, all the time. She tells me that you're going to be somewhat of a breakout star of Second Honeymoon."

 

"She said that?" Juno asked, flickering between Mrs. Carpenter, who nodded, and Malcolm.

 

"How would you like being the charming mistress of Grigor Naryshkin?"

 

"For real?"

 

"It's not as glamorous as it sounds, I'm afraid. It's a very short-lived role and you die in a bloody shootout."

 

"Awesome!" Juno yelled.

 

"That's all settled then. I'd love to introduce you to Mad and Shanny but Lex and Eva won't arrive until later. That's good because your next stop is wardrobe and makeup. You'll have scripts waiting in the dressing room. It won't be anything difficult, don't worry. Most of you don't even have lines. Maggie?"

 

"Yes. Everyone, please follow me," Mrs. Carpenter said loudly and off they went.

SURPRISE

2:19 PM, Dressing Room - Constance

 

"Honey, aren't you gonna get dressed?" Fred asked for the umpteenth time. He was already dressed in his waiter's livery. Black pants, black dress shirt, white tie, and black apron. He looked surprisingly good in the unusual outfit. 

 

The two were in one of Studio B's many dressing rooms. Small and barely furnished apart from a leather couch, two chairs, and vanities.

 

"In a minute," Constance replied. She was lounging on the couch, in her underwear, leafing through her script. Why was he in such a hurry?

 

Everything was so fascinating. She was a big fan of the show and never missed an episode, though she usually watched it while Fred was at work. Shanny, in particular, was someone she greatly admired. The woman always seemed to be in charge of every room she was in and was so straightforward about getting what she wanted.

 

"I already read the whole thing and you just stand there, pretending to sing. You don't even have any lines."

 

"Yeah, in the first scene."

 

"What do you mean first scene? There's another scene? My script only has one scene," he said, waving his stack of paper around.

 

Constance paused and looked up. "No, I've got another scene. Didn't you read it? The two of them are trying to find out information about Naryshkin and then Mad spots Daisy—me. He tells Shanny that he's gonna try to talk to her—me—after my shift."

 

"No, I just read my parts. They highlighted it for me," he said, pointing out a few lines of highlighted text on the third page.

 

Even though she knew it was a bad idea, she rolled her eyes. She just couldn't help it. Sometimes she wondered what was going on inside of her husband's head. Was he not curious about what was going to happen in the show at all? He acted like a little kid who was tired at the end of a long day and dragged his feet because he didn't want to walk anymore.

 

"Well, I've got a second scene. You're not in it, that's probably why you don't have it."

 

"Let me see it," he said and started tugging on the script in her hand. "While I read it, you can get dressed."

 

Constance sighed and let go. He was acting particularly annoying. She got up and inspected the dress hanging on the movable rack. It really was gorgeous. A black sheath dress covered in metallic sequins that glittered even in the dressing room's sparse lighting. Elbow length, satin gloves. Two-inch pumps. And to top it all off, an ornate necklace of gold-inlaid rubies with matching earrings.

 

She carefully slipped into the dress, taking great care not to rip any of the sequins off. It fit surprisingly well. Had they tailored it just for her? How did they even get her measurements? Of course, at the Oak Meadow, there were plenty of opportunities. 

 

Unfortunately, the straps of the dress were very thin, while the straps of her lacy bra were fairly big. No way to hide them. While Fred wasn't looking, she unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. 

 

"What the hell is this?" Fred yelled and she jumped. He wasn't looking at her bra but still at the manuscript. "You have a sex scene?"

 

"Yeah. I get seduced by Mad for information."

 

"You're not having sex with that creep."

 

"Yeah, I'm not. It's TV, Fred."

 

Fred stood there, nostrils flaring, gripping the paper tightly. "I don't like it," he said through clenched teeth.

 

The only thing that kept her from launching into an angry tirade about his lack of trust in her was the memory of what she'd done with Charles and Juno. Guilt washed over her. She knew that she should stop. That Fred was right and they were doing everything they could to split them apart.

 

But, for the first time in her life, everything was exciting. She felt like she was Shanny, making her own decisions for herself. 

 

"It's an incredible opportunity and you know how much I like Blue Blood. And it is just TV, Teddybear. Look at the script, there's no sex on the screen. It just cuts to me lying under the covers. And there's loads of people there, anyway."

 

There was a battle being fought on Fred's face. Emotions vying for dominance. "Okay," he sighed. Anger lost. "You're right. I just wish they'd tell me these things, too. So that I'm not constantly run over by surprises."

 

"Yeah, they really should have given you a full script," Constance agreed. She grabbed the fake necklace and tied it around herself.

 

"Wow," Fred exclaimed. "You look... incredible."

 

"You look pretty handsome yourself in that outfit."

 

There was a knock on the door. It opened and one of the assistants poked her head in. "Are you ready for makeup?"

 

"Yes," Constance said.

 

"Then follow me, please. Just her," she clarified. "Someone else is gonna come by shortly for you, mister."

 

"Honey, my script?" Constance asked and Fred only reluctantly gave it back.

ACTION

2:44 PM, B15, Studio B - Constance

 

Everyone was in position. The Crimson Eagle was filled with people. Plates of food were set, though nobody was eating. A band stood on the stage. A young guitarist and an older trombone player. Lemar had been turned from a jock into a well-dressed cello musician, sitting behind the tall instrument. At the helm stood Constance, glittering in the spotlight. Her face was abnormally pale but her red lips shined all the brighter for it.

 

They had done a stellar job on her makeup, Fred thought. She was almost unrecognizable. Gripping the microphone stand with her satin gloves, she stood still, smiling to herself.

 

In front of the stage, at the center table, sat two people. Shawnette and Maddix, the two stars of the show. Fred only met them briefly. A shake of the hand and a nod. Constance had been much more interested in them, practically fangirling over Eva Smith. Mad wore a heavy trench-coat and his trademark hat laid on the table next to his steak. Shawnette wore a stylish leather jacket and a blue headband just under her meticulously styled afro.

 

The director, Malcolm, was fine-tuning some of the spotlights, particularly a bright one that hung above the false ceiling of the restaurant. He adjusted the cameras and talked to the operators. They moved one of the big crane cameras right into the middle of the restaurant, over the table where the two stars looked almost bored.

 

Most of the crew huddled behind two monitors, which displayed a direct feed from the cameras. Malcolm picked up a bullhorn.

 

"Alright, everyone get ready," he announced. The mood in the entire room changed at once. People sat straighter, stood taller, and an air of excitement took over.

 

An assistant with a clapperboard walked toward the stage and stood in front of the camera. Fred had seen it earlier, apart from the name of the show and the director, it held the episode number, scene number, and other details he didn't understand. The assistant raised the clapper and slammed it down, producing a sharp clack.

 

"Start the music," Malcolm said. The woman next to him hit a key on the keyboard and fairly quiet music played. He raised the bullhorn to his mouth. "Action!"

 

On the stage, the musicians mimicked playing the instruments. Constance's foot tapped to the slow beat of the music. A sultry song that fit the noir mood of Blue Blood. Her eyes were downcast. Dress and jewelry glittered.

 

She raised her head and looked off into the distance. In tune with the vocals of the song, she started singing, cradling the microphone like Kyoko worked the pole.

 

It didn't feel like TV to Fred. For one thing, it was way too bright. He'd seen the show and everything was dark and grimy. There were also people talking. Malcolm nodded to himself, conversing with the others at the table. By contrast, the restaurant was exceptionally quiet. None of the people at the other tables said anything, even though their mouths were moving.

 

The crane pulled back, slowly. Fred wished he could move around to look at the monitors but he was supposed to stand still on the green X marked with tape on the ground. 

 

Both the stars of the show were looking at Constance. The crane lowered, coming to a halt in front of their table. 

 

"What's someone like her doing in a den of thieves like this?" Maddox asked in his gravelly voice.

 

"Same thing it always is, Mad. Sex, drugs, or money. With a guy like Naryshkin, probably all three," Shawnette said.

 

"Quiet, woman. You want the whole damn joint to hear?"

 

"Coming here was your idea. You got cold feet all of a sudden?"

 

That was Fred's cue. An assistant nudged him into the rib anyway. He pulled the pad out of his apron and started walking into the restaurant. Not too fast, not too slow.

 

"No, but we came here to gather information, not get shot."

 

"Let 'em try, I say," Shawnette said with bravado, patting a bulge in her leather jacket.

 

Fred arrived at a table set with fish, chicken, and wine. A couple was having a romantic dinner. He made eye contact with them and silently mouthed a question. His hands were trembling.

 

"Shanny, you know what the captain said. One more incident and—"

 

"That's horse-shit, Mad, we both know it. And what, take a good look at me. You think any of these folks think I belong here?"

 

"CUT!" Malcolm's voice rang out suddenly, causing Fred to jump.

 

Everyone sighed a breath of relief. Constance stopped pretending to sing. Fred lowered the pad. The director put down the bullhorn and jogged to the table.

 

"That wasn't bad," Malcolm said. "Eva, I'd like a little more intensity from you. Get really pumped it. I want to feel that anger. You just found out that Naryshkin killed your parents, you want some revenge!"

 

"Yes, sir," Shawnette replied, saluting Malcolm.

 

Malcolm turned to the stage. "You guys were great. Good job on keeping the beat but next time can you move your leg less and hips more?"

 

"I'll try," Constance replied.

 

"Alright, get back into your positions," Malcolm shouted, making a circular motion with his hand.

 

Fred walked out of the restaurant again. Constance returned to a downcast look. The assistant with the clapperboard returned. Everything was the same except for the take.

 

After the camera boom made the long trek back to Constance, the assistant clapped.

 

"ACTION!" yelled Malcolm.

 

The music played. Constance swayed seductively to the music. The camera pulled back.

 

"What's someone like her doing in a den of thieves like this?" Maddox asked in his gravelly voice.

 

Fred was overcome by a strong sense of deja vu, except reality really was repeating itself. 

 

It took three more takes before Malcolm was satisfied with everything. Every time, Fred dutifully moved to the green X on the ground and stood there until the director yelled "CUT!"

MORE ACTION

3:24 PM, B15, Studio B - Constance

 

It didn't matter how many takes Malcolm wanted, Constance was prepared to act out the same scene for the rest of the day. It was just so exciting to have that boom camera trained right on her. It made her entire body tingle.

 

Unfortunately, Malcolm decided the move on to the next scene, which did not involve her at all. It didn't involve anyone except for Shanny. They moved the camera real close, looking down at her pocket.

 

In four very quick takes, Shanny pulled out her custom-made Colt Python with a six-inch barrel. They didn't bother using a clapperboard, opting for rapid-fire takes.

 

Then everyone else was involved again. The next scene involved Shanny jumping on the dining table, firing two quick shots into the ceiling, and yelling, "Anyone seen Naryshkin?"

 

The shots were surprisingly loud. Blanks, of course. The first time she heard it, she flinched for real and Malcolm came over to rebuke her. After that, she did as she was supposed to, cowering and looking scared. Her husband pulled off a good performance, diving under the table with the other customers.

 

After that, it was the grand performance of Charles and Juno.

 

The doors next to the bar flew open and the villain waltzed in. He had a thick beard and glasses. Grigor Naryshkin, played by Michail Petrov. Juno clung to the guy's arm, playing the scared bimbo. Behind them was Charles, tall and imposing. A trio in pinstripe suits and evening gown, looking like a gang. Constance almost ruined the take by clapping with excitement.

 

"Wat is goink on here?" Naryshkin boomed with a thick, Russian accent.

 

Shanny hopped off the table and stood in front of him, pointing her colt right into his smug face. Just as Charles was about to burst forward to intercept her, Naryshkin raised his hand and he froze.

 

"Grigor Naryshkin," Shanny said, cocking the hammer. "Give me one good reason why I shouldn't end your life right here."

 

Juno shrank back and Grigor nodded at Charles. The muscle-packed bodyguard promptly picked Juno up and carried her backstage.

 

"And never find out wat happen to your parents? I don't zink so."

 

"Shanny, cool it," Mad told pushing down her arm.

 

"Yes, listen to your lap-dock partner or DIE sckreeming like your—"

 

Shanny lunged at him as if she forgot she had a gun in her hand. Tears welled up in her eyes. Mad only barely managed to grab her by the wrist and hold her back.

 

Naryshkin started to laugh loudly. More of a cackle, really. "Vill some one please show zeese vermin out of here?"

 

That was when Kyoko made her entrance. She projected the utmost confidence, staring down the angry Shanny, and ushering them out of the restaurant.

 

That was the end of the scene.

 

The entire thing took dozens of takes and multiple camera adjustments, trying to capture the action from every angle. By the end, Constance was pretty sure she could have recited the whole thing herself.

 

After he was satisfied, Malcolm congratulated everyone and all the extras were dismissed. Crew members started dismantling cameras. Others started cleaning up the tables. The magic was over.

 

Constance wanted to talk to Juno and thank for her arranging the day. She looked around but didn't see the redhead anywhere. The last time she remembered seeing her was the last take when Charles pulled her backstage.

 

She headed through the door that Naryshkin had emerged from so many times and stopped dead in her tracks. Charles leaned against the brick wall of the building with his cock out. Juno was bent over, fellating him vigorously. 

 

"Oh," Constance squeaked.

 

"Connie!" Juno beamed, straightening her back. She had saliva on both sides of her mouth.

 

It was hard not to look at Charles' cock. She could still taste it on her lips. "I just wanted to thank you for arranging all this, it means a lot to me," she said, not taking her eyes off of him.

 

"I know, isn't it amazing? I'm so horny I've been sucking Charles off between every take."

 

"She has," Charles said, chuckling.

 

As if drawn to it by magic, Constance approached the pair. She reached out and touched his wet tip with three of her fingers. "Wasn't Lexington with you?"

 

"Yeah, but he didn't want a blowjob," Juno said, shrugging. "You can give it a lick if you want, I don't mind sharing."

 

Constance pulled herself together. "N-no," she said, her voice wavering. "Fred's right outside."

 

Without waiting for an answer, she turned around and headed back into the chaos of the set. She found Fred and hugged him. Her fingertips still buzzed with electricity where she'd touched Charles.

 

"You okay?" Fred asked, looking at her funny.

 

"Yeah, it's just been so exciting, you know? It's like diving into a completely different world."

 

"It was okay," he said without a lot of enthusiasm.

 

"There you are," Mrs. Carpenter chipper voice sounded behind her. "What a wonderful job you've all done. Simply wonderful. Malcolm is very happy. Ah, there he is himself to tell you that."

 

"It's true," Malcolm said. "I was a bit worried about shooting with amateurs, but you've handled yourself well. Honestly, I've worked with talent that screwed up more often. You should hear Lex' praise, though. The man actually called Juno 'a very unique young lady.' Can you believe it? He was actually impressed. Lex, of all people! Where is Juno? I want to tell her that we might be expanding her role on the show."

 

Constance blushed. "She's, uh, through the restaurant office door. Just go right in and tell her I said hi." She didn't feel bad about sending the director in on her while she was blowing Charles. A little turnabout was fair play.

 

Malcolm headed into the Crimson Eagle, where he would be about to receive a little surprise. Well, a big one.

 

A guy wearing an Omegavision t-shirt and headset burst into B15, looking terrified. He saw Mrs. Carpenter and headed straight for her.

 

"Maggie, where's Malcolm?" he panted.

 

"Calm down, Terry, what's the matter?"

 

"The fucking... network... just went... down."

 

"Again? We just had an outage last week! Are the recordings fine?"

 

"Yeah, yeah. But the lights don't work anymore. He can't—"

 

"I can't what?" Malcolm asked, reappearing. Behind him walked Charles and an incredibly red-faced Juno.

 

"Network just went down," Terry reported.

 

"Again? We just had one last week!" Malcolm complained.

 

"That's what I said."

 

"How long?"

 

"Two hours minimum."

 

"God damn it," Malcolm cursed. "What do we do now?" he asked, putting his fists to his waist.

 

"Fred, you're an IT guy, right?" Mrs. Carpenter asked, turning to Fred.

 

"Well, I'm a software engineer, I'm not really IT per se," he started to say.

 

"He's really good with computers, though. Always fixes mine," Constance chimed in.

 

"For real?" Malcolm asked, looking at Fred like he'd never even seen him before. "You wanna take a look at our system?"

 

"I really don't know if I can do anything—"

 

"Listen, as long as the network is down, we can't really do much. Most of our cameras don't work and all the light systems are hooked up to it. From the sound of it, we have about two hours to kill anyway. If you can get it up and running before that, we'd be in your debt."

 

"It's really not my field of—"

 

"Come on," Constance said, nudging him in the ribs. "Please save the day, Teddybear. I want to get back to filming."

 

"Oh, alright," Fred sighed.

 

"Splendid," Mrs. Carpenter chirped. "Terry, would you please show him the way?"

 

"What's going on?" Lex asked.

 

Constance's heart skipped a beat. She still hadn't gotten over the fact that she was on the set of Blue Blood, standing next to Lexington Freeman. She watched Fred depart B15, practically pulled by the assistant. Seeing him leave was like a weight being lifted off her shoulders. She realized what she was thinking and immediately felt bad.

 

Over the past few days, it felt more and more like Fred was keeping her back from something. From enjoying life the way she wanted. 

 

"Network's down, Lex," Mrs. Carpenter said.

 

"Ah, crap, again? We just had that last week. I was hoping we could finish on time today. My kid's got a recital today. I promised her I'd be there."

 

"Not much we can do, I'm sorry."

 

"What if we could do something?" Malcolm asked.

 

"What do you mean?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

"I know you guys are on a tight schedule and Lex here wants to be done on time, and clearly I, being the amazing director that I am—"

 

"Cut the shit, Malcolm."

 

"What I'm saying is, we don't need all this fancy garbage. Our steady-cams still have an internal hard-drive. Good for about thirty-forty minutes of footage. All we need to film is one scene with you and Mrs. Harding. I wanted to have it split between the parking lot and the bedroom but both those are out right now. What if we just combine the two, move it to another room, and voila."

 

"You got anything in mind?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

"Yeah, I do," Malcolm said and was already in motion when he said over his shoulder, "I'll get Karen to change the script."

 

 

LOVE SCENE

4:03 PM, Dressing Room Studio B - Constance

 

The dressing room was significantly bigger than the one Constance had been in earlier that day. It had wooden paneling, a wardrobe, its own makeup kit, and looked exactly like what she had always imagined a movie star's dressing room should look like. Indeed, Malcolm had said that it was their A-list room, where they pampered talent from Hollywood.

 

Despite its size, there were so many people in it that it felt cramped again. Constance herself, Mrs. Carpenter, Malcolm, Lex, a beefy man holding a camera, and a lanky woman holding a boom mic. There weren't any bright spotlights, but with the vanity and the ceiling light turned on, it was anything but cozy.

 

The door flew open and yet another person flew in. A middle-aged woman with a kind face and bald head. "Got it, Malcolm," she announced, waving several booklets.

 

"Excellent, Karen. How'd it go?" Malcolm asked.

 

Karen handed one of the booklets to Lex, one to Malcolm, and one to Constance. "Alright, the gist of it is that instead of accosting her in the parking long, Maddix sneaks back into the Crimson Eagle—we can film that another day when we've got some time to kill—and walks in on the Nightingale in her dressing room. He does his thing, she tells him where the warehouse is, they have sex, yadda yadda."

 

"Perfect," Malcolm said, skimming through the script.

 

"Oh and that enterprising young woman, Juno, said that you really wanted to do a topless scene, Mrs. Harding?"

 

"What?" Constance asked, surprised.

 

"Since you're a guest star, we wrote out the original sex scene in favor of a more modest one. But Juno said you really wanted to do a topless scene, is that right?"

 

So that was Juno's way of getting back at her so quickly. "I—" Constance started to protest but then she looked around. Fred wasn't there. A naughty sort of excitement bubbled up. When she took her top off at the Kitty Club, she'd really enjoyed it. She made a snap decision. "Yeah, I do."

 

"Okay, good, then go study your script. Dialog's mostly the same."

 

Constance couldn't explain it to herself why she agreed to do a topless scene. A night as a stranger in the Kitty Club was one thing but Blue Blood would be on national television. Of course, once Second Honeymoon aired, everyone would get to see a lot of her, anyway. Would they use the footage of her blowing Charles? The thought never even occurred to her.

 

The thought of everyone, her parents, her friends, seeing her cheat on Fred like that was overwhelming. She felt her stomach lurch. She also felt herself get wet. That was a surprise.

 

"Is everything alright?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

"What? Oh, yeah," she replied.

 

She pushed those feelings down and instead focused on her script. Large blocks of printed text had been crossed out, replaced by hastily written words. A few of them just said "Improvise!" Her heart was thumping in her chest. 

 

Malcolm buzzed around the room, moving objects in and out of place, rearranging everything he could. He talked to the husky cameraman, going over the angles and focuses he wanted to do.

 

"You guys ready?" he asked after he was satisfied.

 

"Yes," Constance said and turned to Mrs. Carpenter. "Can you help me with this dress?"

 

She turned around and Mrs. Carpenter unzipped her. She shrugged out of it, careful not to let it fall to the ground and ruin the sequins. 

 

There should have been at least a little reaction, to her mind. The only one who even seemed to be aware she was just wearing panties was the lanky microphone operator, she definitely did a double take at her breasts. It was expected that Mrs. Carpenter wasn't shocked, given what went on at Oak Meadow, but Malcolm just nodded and Lex was occupied with his own script.

 

What would Fred think if he knew what she was doing? How fortunate was it that they managed to distract him for such an opportunity. Was it a coincidence?

 

Constance sat down in the chair before the vanity. She looked at herself in the mirror, surprised by how pale her makeup was. She'd almost forgotten about it. Her plump C-cups were, in her own estimate, pretty damn nice. They were a tad conical, which she'd always thought made them look perkier than they were. She took a deep breath and watched them rise.

 

"Need more time, Lex?" Malcolm asked, throwing the sequin dress over the room divider.

 

"Nah, just making sure. I'm ready."

 

"Alright, then let's see if we can't get this going. Karen and Maggie, would you please excuse us? This room is cramped enough as it is."

 

The two women left, although they complained about missing out. Lex stood up and smoothed out his trench-coat, positioning himself by the open door. Constance grabbed a big foundation brush and held it to her face.

 

"Okay, we're going to try to do this in one shot. That works better with the setup we have. Starting at the door, you close it, then—"

 

"I read the script, Malcolm," Lex complained.

 

"Sorry. Everyone ready?" he asked and received a chorus of agreements. "Okay. Action." As soon as he said the word, he pressed himself against the wall, trying to give the cameraman as much room as possible.

 

Mad closed the door quietly, his gaze intently on Constance. He looked around, took off his fedora, and started to tip-toe towards her.

 

The moment she spotted him in the mirror, she jumped and gave a startled cry. She whirled around, ignoring the camera and covered her breasts with an arm. "What are you doing in my room?" she demanded forcefully.

 

"Don't mean you no harm, ma'am," Mad assuaged in a calming tone.

 

"You're that cop," she said. Ice cold. Snarling. The word cop was an insult.

 

"Detective Holloway. Maddix Holloway."

 

"Why are you in my room?" she demanded again.

 

"I need information."

 

"And why would I help a cop?" she spat. "Don't come any closer or I'll scream."

 

"Easy, now, Nightingale. I've just come to talk."

 

"Your partner's got a funny way of talking."

 

"She's not here. I am. And my methods are much more hospitable. You don't have anything to worry about."

 

"Why should I believe you? You don't care about me. You don't care about anyone but Naryshkin."

 

"Why do you work for a thug like that?"

 

Constance broke her eye contact with Lex and turned back around, ashamed. She dropped her arm and noticed her nipples were hard. "You wouldn't understand," she said in a near whisper. Still loud enough for the microphone to pick her up.

 

Gingerly, Mad put a hand on her shoulder. It felt like raw electricity touching her. "Whatever he's got, I can help. I am a cop, after all. Someone as talented as you shouldn't be in his clutches." He brushed away her hair and gently grazed her neck.

 

Goosebumps rose all over her body. "You're sweet but there's nothing you can do for me."

 

"Let me try."

 

Even though her knees felt like jelly, Constance rose gracefully out of the chair. She stood in front of Mad and put her hand on his chest. He was so warm and tall. "Friday at midnight, pier twenty-seven," she said.

 

She leaned in closer. Mad put his hand on the back of her head and guided her. Their lips were only a fraction of an inch apart. She pressed herself up against his body. A furnace was churning in her body.

 

But before she actually kissed him, he held her head in place. Less than an inch between them. She felt his breath on her skin. They pretended to kiss. The camera was directly behind them. She thought about accidentally kissing him for real. Except, he was happily married. So was she. His hand raked across her bare back.

 

"Cut," Malcolm said and the tension between her and Lex broke. "That was good. Really good. Have you ever thought about becoming an actress? You're a natural."

 

"No, but somehow I found myself starring in two shows."

 

The room burst into laughter until Malcolm decided to get back to business. The cameraman rewound the footage and the two of them huddled around the small screen.

 

"That was pretty good, definitely usable," Malcolm said. "You look a bit stiff when you get out of the chair and Lex, you could do looking a bit more interested in her. Are you up for another take?"

 

"Yes!" Constance said at once.

 

 

LEMAR

5:01 PM, Dressing Room, Studio B - Constance

 

The ornate dressing room was empty and quiet, save for Constance herself. She sat on the chair in front of the mirror, fanning fresh air to her face. She admired herself in the mirror. There was a TV star looking back at her.

 

How could her life have changed so drastically in such a short amount of time? Her friends would never believe that she almost made out with Lexington Freeman until they'd see it on TV. Would that episode air before or after Second Honeymoon? She hoped it was before. 

 

Just last week, she had been happy with her lot in life. It wasn't extraordinary by any means but she had plenty of leisure time for her hobbies, she had a house, a husband, friends, and somewhat of a social life. That seemed to be good enough for her.

 

Something had awoken inside of her since her arrival at Oak Meadow. A part of her that wanted excitement and adrenaline. A lioness that wanted to explore the world and stake out her territory. And life really did feel like it was full of opportunities. 

 

And where did Fred fit into all of that? Having him in her life always seemed like a force of stability. A rock that she could depend on. Always there for her when she needed him. 

 

She never felt bad when she turned down an offer to take an encaustic workshop for a month in New York or going to a music festival with her friends for a weekend. It was a relationship, after all. Both of them had to make sacrifices for the sake of each other.

 

Yet now it felt more like Fred was an anchor, keeping her in place, rather than a rock, supporting her.

 

Why did she never explore her options before? Why did she need the TV show as a wakeup call?

 

The door opened and Lemar, still wearing his cello player costume, walked in. He carried a stack of clothes. She didn't bother covering herself up in any way. 

 

"Hey, Connie. Malcolm sent me to fetch your clothes from the other dressing room," Lemar announced, laying the neatly folded pants and t-shirt on the empty vanity next to hers.

 

"Thanks, Lemar," she said, looking up at him. 

 

The man was very different to Charles. He didn't have that superhuman physique that overwhelmed you with masculinity. Yet, in his own way, he was just as attractive. He had an easy smile and twinkling eyes — they were brown. And he was tall.

 

"How'd the filming go?" Lemar asked.

 

"It was... intense," Constance answered. She still felt the after effects. The way her whole body tingled.

 

Altogether, they'd done three takes and each was more titillating than the previous one. Fortunately, the camera never showed her panties or they would have seen the damp spot.

 

"Looked like it," he said. He sat down in the chair next to hers, lounging the way he usually did. 

 

"What do you mean? Did you see it?" she asked in surprise and started looking around the room. Was there one of those hidden cameras installed in the room?

 

"No, but I was watching Mrs. Carpenter. She'd seen the script and she was all antsy, pacing back and forth just outside the room. I've never seen her that excited, or nervous, or I don't know. When Malcolm came out, she practically tackled him, demanding to see the footage."

 

There weren't any cameras in the room, otherwise she could have watched everything on that tablet she always carried with her. All of a sudden, she was free. Temporarily. What would she do with her opportunity?

 

"It really was hot," she said, her eyes falling on Lemar. "It was just me and Mad with him trying to seduce me for information."

 

"Did he succeed?"

 

"Oh, yes. Easily. The nightingale never had a chance."

 

Lemar chuckled. "If he saw you sitting half-naked like that, I'm sure Mad didn't have a chance either."

 

"He did. I was topless the entire time."

 

"For real?" Lemar's eyebrow rose in surprise.

 

"Uh-huh."

 

"Damn, I can't wait to watch that episode. It's gonna be lit."

 

"You don't have to wait. I can show you."

 

"Oh?"

 

"Yeah. Go to the door, that's where Mad started."

 

It felt like a trance when Lemar got out of the chair and walked to the door. In her mind, Constance had already done everything she was going to do. She decided she was going to take what she wanted. No cameras. No husband. No guilt.

 

"Alright. From there he walked into the middle of the room, so he could look at me in the mirror," she directed him.

 

The black man's slim face appeared in the mirror and she smiled at him. He just smirked.

 

"He just lingered there for a moment, staring at my breasts," she said and pinched her left nipple. It felt amazing.

 

"I can see why, Connie. They're gorgeous."

 

"That's not what he said, though. He wanted to know why I was working for Naryshkin."

 

"Why are you with Fred?"

 

"Because he is... he was safe. I knew exactly what I got. But I didn't know what I'd be missing out on," she said and gulped. "Then he moved closer and put his hand right there," she said, patting her shoulder.

 

Even though she saw him do it, she still jumped a little when his hand touched her shoulder. 

 

"You have such lovely skin," Lemar said, brushing her collarbone and neck. 

 

"He told me how he could help me with my problem."

 

"And? Did he have the right... tool for the job?"

 

"Oh, yes, he did," Constance said and rose to her feet. "And then he pulled her into a loving embrace."

 

Lemar put his hand on her hip and drew her in close to his body. Not quite the same way Mad had but close enough. Her breasts dug into his abdomen. She could smell the cologne on his body. She could feel the heat.

 

"And then what?"

 

"Then they kissed," she said, voice quivering.

 

Constance stood on the tips of her toes and Lemar leaned down. She closed her eyes and tilted her head. Their lips touched. His mouth was large and warm and wet. His stubble scratched her chin. His tongue flicked against her lips.

 

It was breathtaking. The last time she'd kissed anyone except Fred was in middle school and she couldn't even remember it. This was new. Exciting. Not the familiar, thin lips of Fred.

 

"Oh my God," she sighed, coming up for air. He squeezed her buttcheek.

 

"It was that easy for Mad to seduce the Nightingale?" Lemar asked.

 

"Yes but what he didn't know was that the Nightingale had been waiting her entire life for it. Waiting for someone like him to come along and set her free."

 

"Is that what you want? To be free?"

 

It was taking too long. Grinning at him, she bent her knees and undid the zipper on his pants. She pulled down the elastic band of his boxers and fished out his cock.

 

It wasn't as thick as Charles' but it was similar in length. Like the other man, he was cut but his entire cock was still the same warm brown as the rest of his body. Even his tip was chocolate. 

 

The fact that it wasn't as thick only meant she could fit it into her mouth better, which she did. She pumped his shaft and bobbed her head, licking the underside of his glans with her tongue. A roaring bonfire burned within her body.

 

"Wow, you're good at this," Lemar groaned.

 

She kept it up, feeling his cock grow under her touch until it grew no longer. She released his head with a loud pop.

 

As she pushed down her panties, she looked at herself and felt a little bit sad that she was going to cheat on Fred with an unkempt bush between her legs. Lemar tore open his vest so fast three buttons snapped off. He pulled his dress shirt over his head. There was nothing unkempt there. Just a sea of smooth, brown abs and two flat hills with nipples. The perfect landscape.

 

She just stood there, watching his gorgeous body be undressed in front of her. His legs were far more muscular than the rest of him, rivaling even Charles. The legs of a basketball player.

 

And the cock of a God.

 

Lemar pulled her in again, pressing her naked body against his. They kissed and she flung her arm around his neck. He grabbed her right upper thigh and pulled her leg up against his waist, opening her up.

 

With his free hand, Lemar guided his cock to her entrance. He ran the thick head through her slit once and then pushed it in.

 

Constance relaxed her leg and let gravity do the work. She plunged down on his monumental pole. It split her open, far wider than even her biggest toy. And it was alive and warm. She felt every ripple and every bump, scraping against her sensitive labia.

 

"Please fuck me," she rasped, lost in a world of completely new sensations.

 

It felt like her entire body was stuffed. Like someone scooped out her insides and replaced them with cock. 

 

It never felt like that with Fred. Not even close. She didn't even know it could feel like that. With every one of Lemar's thrusts, he pushed her up on her toes, almost lifting her off the ground. 

 

The orgasm came so fast it took her by complete surprise. Her walls contracted, squeezing the length of his dick even as he continued to pump into her. It made her hyper-aware of it and that only made her climax harder. When Fred was inside her, that usually forced his penis out. But Lemar was too deep inside of her. Deeper than any man had ever been.

 

Constance felt more than heard herself letting out a low, quavering moan. 

 

How long had it been? Minutes? An hour? She couldn't tell.

 

"Damn it, you're so tight," Fred groaned. "I can't hold on much longer."

 

"Then... don't..." she panted, hugging him closer. She didn't dare let go.

 

It was wild to actually feel his cock pumping. Twitching and contracting. Blasting his load deep inside of her.

 

Lemar's strength flagged. He released her thigh from his grip. That squeezed his cock inside of her, sending a shockwave through her body. He tumbled backward toward the couch and plummeted down on it. She landed next to him, his cock yanked out of her. She gasped at the sudden emptiness.

 

"Sorry, but—" he started.

 

Constance just burst out laughing. Not because it was funny but because she had so much energy. Fireworks were going off left and right. Angels were singing. 

 

Why the hell hadn't she done it sooner?

 

How many years of her life had she wasted? How many times had she listened to her friends gush about how amazing their dates had been and thought that's what she had, too? Her life felt like a cruel joke all of a sudden. 

 

The punchline was over.

 

It was her turn to live. She felt a glob of semen ooze out of her.

 

The new Constance did not hold back. She climbed up on Lemar's lap and grabbed his cock.

 

"Christ, again?" he groaned, breathless. "Give me a minute."

 

That was too long. She hoisted herself on top of his semi-hard dick, lying flat on his stomach. Her labia molded themselves around his thick shaft. More cum leaked out of her. Lubricated by their combined juices, she rocked her hips back and forth, sliding along the entire length of him.

 

She dug her fingers into his chest, leaned in, and kissed him. It was a pleasure to lose herself in this masterful embrace. She had no idea kissing could be such an art.

 

Constance came a second time—a wonderful, warm rustle—before Lemar was even hard. But when he was, she rocked all the way to the front, feeling his tip slide along her clit, slipped it inside, and pushed back, hungrily eating up the length of it.

 

Now that she had this newfound power, she liked being on top. She liked the way Lemar squeezed his eyes shut and groaned. She even liked the post-climax sting of her extra sensitive vagina.

 

If it were up to her, she would have stayed in her private paradise for the rest of her life, but the world ticked by a different clock. There were a lot of footsteps and shouts coming from the hallway just outside the door.

 

"NETWORK'S BACK!" someone yelled.

 

"Crap," Constance muttered. That meant life would be resumed. It meant Fred was coming back.

 

"Guess we gotta wrap it."

 

"Yeah. My husband could be coming back any second," she replied and started to get up.

 

"Hold on, I'm not done yet," Lemar said and grabbed waist.

 

"Are you crazy?"

 

"Uh-huh," he replied, thrusting into her.

 

It wasn't the slow riding that she had liked so much, it was just raw fury. A jackhammer, drilling into her. She looked at the door. At any moment, it could open and Fred could walk in. Panic mixed in with the pleasure.

 

"Hurry up be-oh, oh, oh," she urged.

 

Lemar pumping his cum into her was like a wave of relief. Before he was done pumping, she climbed off of him. His penis slapped against his stomach, squirting out more white goo. That was her mistake. She should have pulled him out sooner or later but now he'd come into the shallow end.

 

Warm semen ran down her thigh. She looked around for a towel or anything but all she found were makeup pads. An expensive solution to her problem. 

 

There was a knock on the door just as she scooped up another trail of cum. "Don't come in!" she yelled loudly and whirled to Lemar, hissing, "Get dressed!"

 

After dressing herself faster than Superman in a telephone booth, she cautiously opened the door. 

 

Almost the entire group had congregated. Mrs. Carpenter, Kyoko, Juno, Charles, and her husband. The sight of him sent waves of nauseous guilt over her. She slipped out the door and closed it behind her, hoping no one noticed Lemar through the gap. 

 

"Ah, there you are," Mrs. Carpenter said.

 

Constance ignored her and walked up to Fred. She threw her arms around him and hugged him close. Adrenaline was coursing through her veins and cum was dripping in her panties. The most important part was pretending nothing happened. "Did you fix it?" she asked.

 

"No," Fred replied, who seemed surprised by her affection. "The technician finally came."

 

"It's been two hours?" Constance asked.

 

"Yes, Mrs. Harding, it has been two hours," said an amused Mrs. Carpenter.

 

Did she know? How could she? She looked like she knew. 

 

Why couldn't she stop screwing up?

 

"Are we going to film the rest now?" Fred asked.

 

"No, we improvised the scene," Constance said.

 

"You did?" Fred asked, disentangling himself from the hug.

 

"Yes. Malcolm had Karen rewrite it—"

 

"Who's Karen?"

 

"Karen Holmes, the writer of Blue Blood," Mrs. Carpenter explained.

 

"We're actually just waiting on Lemar so we can leave," Kyoko said, smirking. "Do you know where he is?"

 

"He said he was gonna wait outside and get some fresh air," Constance said, thinking as fast as she could. She nudged Fred in the side and pushed him down the hallway. "Come on, I'll tell you on the way to the car."

AWKWARD

6:22 PM, Car - Fred

 

Everything was weird but Fred couldn't pinpoint the reason why. Maybe because it was too nice. They were rumbling quietly along the highway and Constance rested her head on his shoulder like it was cuddle time, not in a van with strangers.

 

He also wasn't exactly satisfied with their explanation of what happened. As soon as he had left, they somehow decided to shoot the scene anyway, despite everyone saying it wasn't possible. They'd rewritten it and Constance mentioned several times how the bed scene had been completely cut and it was just a kiss, although she didn't actually kiss, she just pretended to. There was no lip touching at all. She mentioned that at least ten times.

 

It felt like they'd been just trying to get him away from her but the evidence didn't quite line up. For starters, everyone in Studio B had been freaking out. Not just their production but on the way to the IT room, they collided with a group of angry clowns who shouted questions at Terry about why nothing was working.

 

They wouldn't just shut down everything to split them up, it was far too elaborate. He just wished he hadn't wasted so much time with the computer system.

 

To call it a system was giving it too much credit. It was just one computer, running Windows 10. The cause for the shutdown was a Windows update spontaneously updating, restarting the computer. The fix was just a matter of restarting the custom "Movietech" software.

 

The problem was, he had no idea what the parameters were. Terry, the crew hand that showed him the system, brought out a big manual that was given to them and looked like it had been collecting dust for years. Under other circumstances, it would have been a fascinating problem to try and solve but he spent the entire time trying to figure out exactly which parameters mapped to which network drives and serial ports. 

 

It barely felt like half an hour when the technician showed up and typed the instruction, hunt-and-pecking for two minutes, copying it from a small index card. It was one of the biggest wastes of time he'd seen in a while but after years of working in IT, he wasn't at all surprised.

 

When he got back to the others, the shooting was already wrapped up and nobody bothered to get him or even let him know. They only told him to go change back into his clothes because they were leaving.

 

That suited him just fine. He was going to have to wait for the season to air before he saw the new scene.

INTERLUDE

6:59 PM, Control Room - Mrs. Carpenter

 

The door to the control room burst open and Mrs. Carpenter barged in, waving a small memory stick in her hand. "Wake up, you lazy fuck," she yelled.

 

Bryce jumped up in his chair and stared around wildly. "Jesus, Maggie, you scared me."

 

"Where's Alex?"

 

"Right here," Mr. Green said, stumbling through the door. "Welcome back, how was the shoot?"

 

"You're about to find out. How were things here?"

 

"Boring as balls," Bryce said, yawning. "Most exciting thing was the chef screwing the maid in the laundry room."

 

"That's about to change," she said, tossing the memory stick at Bryce. It thumped off his chest and landed in his lap.

 

Bryce picked it up, looked at it, shrugged, and plugged it into the computer.

 

"What is it?" Mr. Green asked.

 

"You may want to sit down for this," she said smugly and crossed her arms in front of her chest.

 

Four adjacent monitors went blank, delegating the feed of the six men and women walking into the living room to the monitors on the outside. It remained black. Not the pitch black of a lost signal but the fuzzy darkness of a camera.

 

"Wow, I'm so impre—"

 

Mr. Green cut off as an image appeared on the screen. It was very shaky at first and the angle was unusual, as if it were an insect, crawling across the carpet. It steadied and focused on the dressing room, looking up at Lemar sitting on a seat next to a half-naked Constance.

 

"How'd you get this footage? I thought we didn't have any cameras in the dressing rooms."

 

"We don't," Mrs. Carpenter said and reached into her blazer's pocket. She pulled out a rolled up length of cable. "With this. USB endoscope. Managed to just fit under the door."

 

"You ingenious witch," Bryce nodded, impressed.

 

"What do you mean? Did you see it?" Constance's voice asked.

 

"No, but I was watching Mrs. Carpenter. She'd seen the script and she was all antsy, pacing back and forth just outside the room. I've never seen her that excited, or nervous, or I don't know. When Malcolm came out, she practically tackled him, demanding to see the footage," Lemar replied.

 

"Hah! If only he could have seen you kneeling down at the door, peeping on them like a perv," Mr. Green laughed.

 

Mrs. Carpenter didn't bother to snipe back. She let the video do that for her.

 

Neither of the men asked a question once the two lovebirds started re-enacting the scene from the show. They watched with wide eyes and slack jaws as Constance very aggressively pursued the lean black man.

 

"Wow," Bryce said when Constance got on her knees and started sucking.

 

Low and from the ground, the camera had the perfect angle to capture Constance getting fucked while standing. In high definition, Lemar's cock penetrated her hole, juices running down the shaft. It even captured the audio of the wet schlicking. Mrs. Carpenter couldn't have asked for a more perfect recording.

 

The video ended with a knock on the door. That's when Fred had interrupted her. She toyed with the idea of opening the door and letting him see his wife speared on that massive schlong but Studio B wasn't the best scenario for that. She didn't want to miss a single second of that action and Oak Meadow was much better equipped to record it.

 

So she sent him back to his own dressing room to get changed, which was a good idea. From what it sounded like through the door, the two took a few minutes to clean up.

 

"Time to pay up, boys," she said to the two thoroughly stunned men.

 

"How the fuck did you know that was gonna happen?" Mr. Green grumbled, reaching for his wallet.

 

"Gee, I wonder who exactly sent Lemar in there with her," Bryce said, scowling. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a crumpled hundred dollar bill. Mr. Green added five twenties.

 

"Thank you," Mrs. Carpenter said smugly and snatched the money up.

 

"How'd you know? I'm serious."

 

"You gotta use your brain, Alex," she replied, tapping her temple. "She's not gonna fuck her husband. She's not gonna fuck Kyoko. Charles and Juno are positively smitten with each other and that one time with the both of them was way too overwhelming for her. That only leaves our brown skinned friend."

 

"Damn it. I should have seen that," Mr. Green cursed.

 

"What now?" Bryce asked.

 

"Now I'm busy thinking about how to spend this two hundred bucks. Maybe a nice bikini to wear on my vacation to the Bahamas."

 

"Oh, fuck," Mr. Green spat. "I did make that fucking bet, did I?"

 

"Yes, my dear, you did."

 

Mr. Green groaned.

SHARING

8:30 PM, Upstairs Bathroom - Constance

 

The mirror was starting to fog up again. Constance grabbed the towel and rubbed it clean. It wasn't the ideal setup. She'd dragged the standing mirror into the bathtub. She sat on the rim with the hot water rushing around her feet. Back home, she could have done it much easier. Back home, however, she wouldn't have gotten the idea.

 

The door to the bathroom opened and Juno's excited face poked in. Spotting a naked Constance, she smiled and went inside.

 

"Hey, Juno," Constance said over her shoulder.

 

"Whatcha doin'?" Juno cooed. "Oooh, are you shaving your naughty bits?"

 

"Uh-huh."

 

Juno pushed down her jeans and sat on the toilet. "Something tells me you're not just doing it for fun."

 

"You'd be right."

 

"You planning something dirty?"

 

"Well..." Constance said and hesitated. Was she really going to tell Juno what she did?

 

"Oooooh! You've already done it."

 

"Maybe."

 

Juno wiped and hopped back to her feet, flushing the toilet. She walked over to the bathtub, pulling up her jeans. "This looks very complicated."

 

"Couldn't find a better mirror."

 

"Why didn't you ask? What are breast-sisters for?"

 

"I don't know, what are they for?

 

Juno pulled her shirt over her head and pushed her jeans back down. She climbed into the tub, picked up the mirror, and set it outside. 

 

"Wow, you got a nice vagina," Juno commented as she sat down cross-legged in the hot stream of water.

 

"I do? I'm not sure what to say."

 

"Yeah. Gimme that," she said, grabbing the razor from Constance. She picked up the can of shaving cream and shook it. "I see you're chickening out and not shaving everything."

 

"Fred likes a bush."

 

"But you're not doing it for him, are you?" she asked and slapped a healthy amount of shaving cream on the remaining patch of hair. Her dainty fingers massaged it in.

 

"No, I'm not."

 

"Charles?"

 

"No. I thought about it but... you two look like you're starting to become a real item and I don't want to get between that."

 

"Really?" Juno asked, wide-eyed, looking up at her like she'd just seen a three-headed monkey. "You're so nice."

 

"You make it sound like I would just take him away."

 

"Oh, no, no, I don't think you would do that at all... but... I probably shouldn't tell you this, but Maggie came to see me because me and Charles have been doing it so much and she said that I shouldn't get attached to him and I knew the rules."

 

"Which rules?"

 

"That you two get to sleep with whoever you want and we're not allowed to interfere."

 

"Really? That seems unnecessary. Did she say you have to have sex?"

 

"No, well, at least not outright," she said and started shaving the outside. 

 

"But you're supposed to try and—"

 

"Connie, please. I'm not allowed to talk about this."

 

"Sorry."

 

"Let's talk instead about how you sent Malcolm to barge in on us."

 

Constance giggled. "Did he catch you in the act?"

 

"Uh-huh. Came around the corner right as Charles blew his load. It was so fricking embarrassing. He didn't even mention it, just grabbed me by the shoulders and told me what an incredible actress I was and he wanted me to work on another project and the entire time I had two big ropes of cum on my face."

 

Constance snorted. "No way."

 

"Uh huh. So I told him you wanted to do a topless scene."

 

"I know. I did it."

 

"Oooh, so is that who you're banging? Maddix? You two had a real steamy scene together and he just couldn't help himself?"

 

"No, he's happily married. We didn't even kiss although I did rub my boobs against him."

 

"Maggie was really excited about it, said the scene was really good."

 

"It was."

 

"Stop teasing me!"

 

There definitely were cameras in the bathroom, Constance knew that. She still hadn't been able in finding them, however. She leaned down and very quietly whispered in Juno's ear. "I did it with Lemar."

 

"Ooooooooooooooooh!" Juno squealed and clapped her hands excitedly, sending shaving foam flying everywhere.

 

"But don't tell anyone."

 

"I won't, breast-sister."

 

"You're pretty weird for calling me that, by the way."

 

"I know. I'm cool with it."

 

They both erupted in laughter.

 

"You want me to shave you, too?" Constance offered.

 

"No, I have to let it grow out."

 

"Why?"

 

"I talked to Kyoko and she said I should have a bush, so the guys know I'm a real redhead when I'm on stage. And she also said that the less of me they see, the more they're willing to pay to see it all."

 

"So you're really gonna become a stripper?"

 

"Yup. You're not thinking about it?"

 

"My life has been so tumultuous lately, I haven't had a chance. I'm just doing things, not thinking about them."

 

"How's that working out for you?"

 

"Very eye-opening."

 

 

Saturday, Day Six

INTERVIEW - FRED

12:15 PM, Living Room - Fred

 

Oak Meadow had been chaotic the entire morning. Right after breakfast, at ten, a crew from Omegavision arrived to transform the library into an interview room. Kyoko, Juno, and Charles had already been in there, together with Mrs. Carpenter. None of them said anything about what went on in there.

 

"What do you think they're doing in there?" Constance asked, sitting at the dining room table, where they had been told to wait.

 

"Don't know," Fred answered. "It feels like military deprogramming. They go in as humans beings and come back like robots, turn to the left, and march on."

 

That made Constance laugh. He sensed something was different about her but in so many ways she was still the same. The warm afternoon light made her hair glow like a halo.

 

The door opened and Lemar walked out. He didn't look at them at all. Like a robot, he turned left and headed down the hallway, away from them. 

 

"Mr. Harding?" Henry called out from the hallway.

 

"Well, that's me," Fred said and exhaled a long breath.

 

"Good luck, honey," Constance called after him.

 

"Thanks," he called back.

 

The library room remained mostly untouched, save for the addition of a camera, light and diffuser, and a white screen. The comfortable leather chairs had been arranged to face each other, with the white screen just behind it. Mrs. Carpenter sat in one chair, legs folded, looking as regal as ever. Not a hair out of place.

 

"Please sit down, Fred," she said, gesturing at the empty seat.

 

The chair was comfortable. The glare of the light and the stare of the camera was not. He took a deep breath, forcing himself to relax.

 

"Do you want anything? Coke? Tea? Coffee?" she offered.

 

"No thanks," he declined. His stomach couldn't take any more stress.

 

"Okay. No need to be so afraid, just a simple Q and A."

 

"Nothing is simple here."

 

Mrs. Carpenter smiled. "It's been five days here at Oak Meadow, how do you feel?"

 

"Is this a PR thing or do you want me to answer honestly?"

 

"Whichever you prefer."

 

"Which do you prefer?"

 

"Honesty."

 

"Then I hate it."

 

"What do you hate about it?"

 

"The way you keep trying to split me and Connie up."

 

"That's the goal of the show, no?"

 

"You weren't exactly upfront about it."

 

"I suppose that's true. How about just the grounds itself. The facilities. The kitchen. Big Oak."

 

"I can't complain. It would be fantastic under different circumstances."

 

"Do you love your wife?"

 

"Of course I do."

 

"Does she love you?"

 

"What kind of question is that? We've been married for ten years. Of course she does."

 

"Fred, there's no need to get angry. We're just trying to check in. See how you and Constance are doing."

 

"I'm not angry."

 

"What are you, then?"

 

"Stressed."

 

"About what?"

 

"About everything. Every time I look away, you guys seem to whisk Constance away, having her do God knows what kind of stupid shit. Whose idea was it to get her to dance topless at a strip club?"

 

"That was her own idea, actually."

 

"Bullshit."

 

"Have you asked your wife?"

 

"Shouldn't you know that already? You've got cameras everywhere."

 

"I'd like to hear it from you."

 

"Yes, I asked her. She said it was a spur of the moment thing."

 

"You don't believe her?"

 

"I think you guys might have drugged her."

 

"I can promise you that we did not. Everything that happens in this week is done purely of your own volition. Yours and hers. Involving drugs would only tarnish that."

 

Fred didn't believe it. That woman was good at lying. "Okay, sure."

 

"Let's get back to the questions. You've been spending a lot of time together with your four housemates now. Which one of them do you like the best?"

 

"Juno," he answered without hesitation.

 

"What do you like about her?"

 

"She's the only one that doesn't seem to be in on this crap. I feel sick every time I think about you guys trying to... to prostitute this nineteen year old for your ratings."

 

"You don't think she would make those decisions on her own?"

 

"Absolutely not. She's a good, kind-hearted kid."

 

"Which of your housemates do you like the least?"

 

"Kyoko."

 

"Interesting. Why?"

 

"She's awful." Her laughter in the shower room rung in his ears.

 

"Care to elaborate?"

 

"Nope. She's the fucking devil."

 

"Okay. Charles or Lemar. What's your opinion of them?"

 

"I don't like them. Lemar is okay, I guess. Charles... "

 

The memory came back to him. That massive beast, forcing his thick cock inside that poor girl. The way she looked at him. Had there been tears in her eyes? Pleading for mercy? For him to help her? All the while the animal on top of her grunted in a hedonistic rage.

 

"Fred?" Mrs. Carpenter said, breaking his momentary spell.

 

"Sorry. Charles has been... taking advantage of Juno. Lemar at least sticks to fucking only that whore."

 

"Which whore?"

 

"Kyoko. He probably can't even get any other woman. Only the rotten ones who'd do anything to get off."

 

"Have you been faithful to your wife?"

 

"Of course!" he protested, almost getting out of his seat. "Who do you take me for?"

 

"The question wasn't meant to offend, Mr. Harding. Remember, we have the eyes and ears everywhere. We know you've been faithful."

 

"Then why ask?" he snapped.

 

"To get your reaction."

 

Fred seethed but he choked back his words. Of course. They were just trying to get his reaction. Him angrily shouting at the camera was probably their wet dream. "Sorry," he said through clenched teeth.

 

"No worries, we've seen it all. Do you think your wife has been faithful to you?"

 

"Yes," he said tersely, gripping the armrest so hard his knuckles turned white. They weren't going to get another outburst out of him.

 

"If we were to tell you that we have a video of her sleeping with someone other than you, what would you say?"

 

"I'd say it's bullshit. Some psycho-Jedi-mindfuck to try and get me again. Do you have a video?"

 

"Not at the moment," she admitted and he felt pride at calling her bluff. "Which of the four outings did you enjoy the most?"

 

"I hated all of them."

 

"Humor me. Pick one you hated the least."

 

Fred thought about it for a few moments. "The gym."

 

"How come?"

 

"I don't know. It was just... boring. Nothing happened. Everyone was too busy showing off or working out."

 

"Which of the four did you enjoy the—"

 

"Strip club," he answered before she finished her question.

 

"You don't like seeing your wife naked?"

 

"I don't like other people seeing her naked."

 

"Fair enough. Basketball versus TV?"

 

"Basketball. You guys pulled some real shit at the studio."

 

"Oh?"

 

"That conveniently timed network outage? Who's to say you guys didn't cause that in the first place?"

 

"I didn't actually expect you to be gone for the entire two hours. Was Terry keeping you there or something?"

 

"No, not exactly." He frowned. The reason he'd stayed so long was because he got lost in the manual and actually had fun solving a problem that was within his area of expertise. That was another mark against a set-up. "I wanted to fix it so I tried to work it out. You guys really should hire better IT people. The technician they sent over was a fucking hack. He just copied something he brought with him on a note card. You could have had someone dictate that to you over the phone and it wouldn't have taken more than five minutes."

 

"Really?" Mrs. Carpenter asked and for the first time, she seemed surprised by something he said. She picked up the tablet lying next to her and tapped for a few seconds. "Thank you. That's actually good to know. We have a pretty expensive maintenance contract with them and—nevermind. Shall we get back to the questions?"

 

"Sure," he said, calmer. He had just puzzled out a major clue that had been bothering him and the relief was immense.

 

"What's the first thing you want to do when the show is over?"

 

"Kiss Connie."

 

"After that?"

 

"Catch up on a week's worth of celibacy."

 

"Alright. After all the love-dovey lovemaking and kissing and cuddling."

 

"Probably go online and check to see if you guys transferred the money yet. My car broke down last week and we want to buy a new one."

 

"Looking at anything in particular?"

 

"Not really. Something dependable. Quiet. Good mileage. Maybe a hybrid or an electric."

 

"One all this is over, do you think you will keep in touch with any of your housemates?"

 

"Absolutely not. I'm going to drink as many beers as I have to until I forget every one of their names."

 

"That brings me to the last question. What do you think of the show? The concept in general."

 

"It's awful. I don't know how you people sleep at night, honestly. The only reason Connie and I are even still here is because of your borderline criminal contract."

 

"I'm sorry to hear you feel that way. The week isn't over yet, though. There are still one and a half more days for you to change your mind, which I hope you do."

 

"Unlikely."

 

"Alright. Thank you very much for talking with us," she said and extended her hand.

 

He shook it more out of politeness than anything else, got up, and left.

 

"Mrs. Harding," Henry called out as the door opened. 

 

Nobody told him to go left, so he didn't. He briefly hugged Constance and patted her back, telling her it was just a dumb interview, nothing to worry about.

 

 

INTERVIEW - CONSTANCE

12:50 PM, Library - Constance

 

"Please, take a seat," Mrs. Carpenter said, gesturing at the leather chair.

 

It wasn't at all what Constance expected. It looked more like a 60 Minutes interview room than the former library. The camera was pointing right at the chair. She sat down and felt like she was in the limelight, even though they had been constantly recording her for days. Actually seeing the camera was different.

 

"Do you want anything? Coke? Tea? Coffee?" the producer of the show asked. 

 

Constance wondered how the woman managed to pull off always looking so perfect. She couldn't ever remember seeing the woman agitated, showing no emotions except for friendly smiles. Probably years of working in such an important position. "No thank you—though a water would be nice."

 

"Sure, I'll have one brought over," she said and tapped a button on the tablet lying on the armrest of her chair. 

 

"Fancy. Anything that little gizmo can't do?"

 

"Make love to me," she answered, chuckling.

 

That seemed to set a different tone for the interview than Constance had initially assumed. Less formal. She relaxed and leaned back in her tall chair. "I'm sure technology will get there eventually."

 

"Did you know they make WiFi enabled sex toys?"

 

"What? No. Who would want that?"

 

"Ah, that's a story for another time. We recently filmed a documentary about it and trying to get it on the air. You wouldn't believe how hard it is to convince those stuffy old men in suits to approve something like that."

 

"I can imagine."

 

The door opened and one of the cooks-slash-waiters entered. She'd seen him before and recognized his face but had never interacted with him past that. He set a glass and a plastic bottle of spring water down on the table.

 

"Thank you," she told him and received a curt nod.

 

"Shall we get started?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

Constance smoothed her t-shirt and jeans. "Sure."

 

"It's been five days here at Oak Meadow, how do you feel?"

 

"Amazing. Just incredible. This entire stay has been such a change of pace from anything I was used to. I think I've done more in the past four days than the last four years. I imagine that's what kids feel like when they go to Disney World."

 

"Never been to Disney World?"

 

"Nope. My parents couldn't afford it."

 

"Well, I'm glad to hear you're enjoying the show. What about Oak Meadow itself? The meadow, Big Oak, everything."

 

"Amazing. I never even knew this place existed right here in Springfield. If this were Europe, I'd say it was an old palace or something. The food is incredible and I really like the little themes you guys come up with."

 

"I'll be sure to let the kitchen know. Credit goes entirely to them."

 

"I'm pretty sure I gained at least two pounds since staying here and then lost it again because there's just so much do."

 

"Do you love your husband?"

 

That question came at her out of left field, even though it really shouldn't have. The fact that it gave her a pause was telling enough. "Yes," she said after a moment, hoping she didn't look too guilty on the camera.

 

"Do you think he loves you?"

 

"Oh yes," she said without hesitation. "Any reason in particular for the question?"

 

"Just checking in how you two are doing. Is everything good between you two?"

 

"Yes—well, I mean, it is very stressful."

 

"In what way?"

 

"We're normally very cuddly and loving. You took that away and it's hard to adjust. I don't think Fred is handling it well. Hugging and holding hands only goes so far."

 

"But you've found other ways of managing to deal with it?" Mrs. Carpenter asked.

 

The heat rose to Constance's face and she averted her gaze. That was a weird way to phrase the question. Did the woman know everything she had done? If so, why was she asking? Maybe they didn't monitor all the cameras at once because it was too much work. Maybe they didn't have cameras in Charles' room. Maybe they were waiting until the show was over before they watched it all. Or maybe Mrs. Carpenter just wasn't the one watching.

 

Whatever the reason, the possibility that they had no idea what she did was comforting. She sat up straighter in her chair. "Yes. I've been keeping myself busy with painting and exercising."

 

"That's good," she replied without challenging it. "I'd like to see the paintings when they're done."

 

"Sure. I might not be able to finish them here."

 

"That's fine. Plenty of time before the show airs. Anyway, you've been spending a lot of time with your housemates now. Which one of them do you like the best?"

 

At once, she wanted to say Lemar but stopped herself. She really enjoyed fucking him but apart from that, they didn't do much else. "Juno," she answered.

 

"What do you like about her?"

 

"She's just so... naive and curious at the same time. I wonder if it's just because she's so young and we were all like that when once upon a time, or if it's just her. She puts her heart into everything she does and it's refreshing to see someone that lives life with such... ferocity. In many ways, she's the complete opposite of what I was at her age. That's kinda why I envy her."

 

"And which one of them do you like the least?"

 

Constance pulled a face. "Oof, that's tough. Do I have to pick one? I like them all."

 

"Unfortunately, yes."

 

Constance pursed her lips and concentrated. "Kyoko," she said after thinking for half a minute. "If you're listening, Kyoko, I'm sorry. I really like you and you're a very interesting person but out of the four of you, I think I talk to you the least. It's nothing personal, really."

 

The smile on Mrs. Carpenter's face definitely turned into a smirk. "They're not listening and won't see any part of this interview until it airs. Please, feel free to speak your mind."

 

"I did," Constance said firmly.

 

"Very well. Charles or Lemar?"

 

"Lemar. For sure. Charles is great and all but he and Juno are somewhat of an item."

 

"Have you been faithful to Fred?"

 

There was no way to make her answer look good. If she denied everything, she would definitely be lying and look like a complete bitch. If she told the truth, she'd look like a whore. And there was still a chance that nobody knew. "I... mostly have been," she answered.

 

"Mostly?"

 

"Yes," she said, shifting uncomfortably in her seat.

 

"What would be an example of something that would give you reason to think you weren't entirely faithful?"

 

"Uh, um," she stammered. "The Kitty Club? He really didn't like that one."

 

"Did you like it?"

 

"Yeah, actually. Not because I'm planning on being a stripper or anything but it was just a rush, you know? I never went on spring break or anything like that. I never knew why someone would be dumb enough to take off their top like that until I was on that stage and the adrenaline kicked in."

 

"So, you don't regret it?"

 

"Not at all."

 

"Do you think Fred has been faithful to you?"

 

"Absolutely."

 

"You sound very certain of that."

 

"I am."

 

"If we were to tell you that we have a video of him sleeping with someone other than you, what would you say?"

 

Constance snorted. "That's not Fred."

 

"Not even a little doubt?"

 

"Nope."

 

"Okay. Which of the four outings did you enjoy the most?"

 

"Blue Blood," she said and felt a wave of giddy excitement at the memory of it. 

 

"Figured you might say that. Heard you were a fan of the show."

 

"Yes, I've seen every episode. I actually still wanted to thank you again for that incredible opportunity. Never in a million years would I have imagined I'd be on the show. And topless! I'm not sure what possessed me to do that but I'm still trying to process it all."

 

"It certainly was one of the most eventful outings."

 

"You can say that again."

 

"Which one did you like the least?"

 

"Hmm, I didn't really hate any of them, but I'd say basketball. I'm really not good at the sport and I think I managed to embarrass myself thoroughly. Also that thing with Kyoko. It really sucked for Fred."

 

"Alright. What about the other two?"

 

"I loved the Kitty Club. Almost as much as Blue Blood. It was so refreshing and a real eye-opener."

 

"About anything in particular?"

 

"Just small things, like my attitude to life. I've never really been much of a risk taker, always going for the safe route. What I did that night was the opposite, something I've never really done. It was risky and stupid and I knew I shouldn't have done it, but doing it felt so good."

 

"Yes, it's nice to let your proverbial hair down every once in a while. Just for the record, you didn't like the gym?"

 

"It was okay. I don't hate exercise or anything but I do that on my own already. It wasn't anything new."

 

"What's the first thing you want to do when the show is over?"

 

"I don't know. I haven't thought about it at all. I wish it would never end."

 

"You have some time now. Think on it," Mrs. Carpenter said and fell silent.

 

What did she want to do? Would she just ride back with Fred and pretend nothing happened, nothing changed? It seemed unlikely. But where else would she go? She still loved Fred. She didn't want to leave him. She just wanted things to be... different. 

 

"Constance?" Mrs. Carpenter asked, pulling her out of deep thoughts.

 

"Sorry. Um, I'm not sure what I want to do. I think I might shop for a new mattress. The ones here are amazing."

 

"A mattress?" Mrs. Carpenter asked in surprise and her eyebrow rose.

 

"Yes. It's the little things that make a difference."

 

"One last question before we move on to the next segment. What do you think of the concept of the show?"

 

"It's... interesting, to say the least. At first, we were both laughing about how ludicrous the concept was, but... I didn't think it would be so effective."

 

"That's a great segue to our next segment."

 

"That sounds ominous."

 

"It doesn't have to be."

 

Constance ignored the woman's smile and unscrewed the bottle. She wasn't really thirsty but she needed a quick break. A segue based off of the effectiveness of Second Honeymoon couldn't possibly be good. 

 

When she set the bottle back down on, Mrs. Carpenter had her tablet on her lap. The screen was dark.

 

"Earlier, you said you've been mostly faithful, right?"

 

"Right," Constance said glumly. 

 

With a tap, the screen came to life. Mrs. Carpenter handed the gadget to Constance.

 

It took her a few seconds to make out what she was seeing. It was taken late at night. The bright blue disk turned out to be the hot tub. It was her with Charles next to her. Her left arm was spread out to the side, clinging to the rim. Her right arm was under the water. His finger was definitely already inside of her, even if the white froth obscured it completely from the image.

 

"That was a... very relaxing time in the hot tub."

 

That smirk was back on Mrs. Carpenter's face, deeper than ever. "Tap it, Constance."

 

Constance braced herself for the worst and tapped the screen. At once, the image came alive.

 

"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh," the screen-Constance moaned rapidly. Her chest rose and fell. It was without a doubt very orgasmic.

 

Blood rushed to Constance's face and she felt that twinge between her legs. "That's a really misleading angle," she said quietly.

 

"Connie, I admire your determination," Mrs. Carpenter said. She pulled the tablet out of Constance's weak grip and tapped a few times. 

 

When she handed it back, the video on the screen changed. It was a bright blue picture. An underwater video. Constance's legs were spread wide open, one of her legs hooked over Charles' muscular thigh. His hand was between her legs, his fingers spidering out. Dark, long shapes contrasting with her white skin. All except for the middle finger, which was inside of her pussy.

 

Just at the edge of the screen, her own hand was wrapped around Charles' knob, working it like a screwdriver. The video was distorted slightly by the currents of the water, with bubbles of air occasionally obscuring the vision but it wasn't enough.

 

"Oh," Constance squeaked and gulped. "You have that."

 

"Yes. What's your reaction?"

 

"I shouldn't have done it," she said and handed the tablet back. She pulled her feet up on the chair, hugging her knees.

 

"You regret doing it?"

 

"Yes and no."

 

"What do you regret about it?"

 

"Cheating on Fred, of course."

 

"I take it you haven't told him?"

 

"Of course not! We wouldn't still be here if I had."

 

"What did you enjoy about it?"

 

"Well, the obvious. It was the night after the Kitty Club and I was so insanely horny I thought I was going to explode. I didn't think about the consequences when I did it, it was like my body deciding things for me. Like a safety valve."

 

"Despite what it meant for your position here on the show?"

 

"I really didn't think about it at the time. If I had, I wouldn't have done it."

 

"Okay," she said calmly and tapped on her tablet again. Constance's heart sunk, knowing what was about to come next. "What about this one?" she asked, holding the tablet up.

 

It was a video of Juno, Charles, and her in Charles' room. Her yoga pants were down to her ankles and the little redhead was attacking her asshole like a lioness pouncing on her prey. 

 

Constance squeezed her eyes shut but the moans and yelps still came through. She remembered the way Juno's slippery, wet tongue felt when she flicked it across her sphincter and a little shiver raced up her spine. "Turn that off," she said.

 

The video fell silent. "Why? Bad memories?"

 

What was the point in still lying? "No. The opposite. It... turns me on." She opened her eyes and the tablet was back on the armrest, next to the smiling woman.

 

"I can see why you like the young woman so much," she commented.

 

Constance went red. 

 

"Was that your first time with a woman?"

 

"Yes."

 

"First time giving a blowjob to someone other than Fred?"

 

"Yes."

 

"Really?"

 

"What, are you gonna call me a prude? I've been with Fred—and only Fred—since middle school."

 

"No, I really don't judge."

 

"Why'd you say it like that, then?"

 

"Oh, it's just that you look so comfortable doing it."

 

"What, so I'm a slut?" Constance asked testily.

 

"No. I really shouldn't have said anything. I just think you're a very capable woman."

 

Constance sighed and deflated again after working herself up. It wasn't Mrs. Carpenter's fault, after all. It was her own damn fault.

 

"Sorry. I was hoping that maybe you would have somehow overlooked those events."

 

"You only did it because you thought we couldn't see?"

 

"The first time, yeah. I let Charles talk me into it."

 

"And the second time?"

 

"I was really hoping but... I kinda knew, in the back of my head."

 

"And the third time?"

 

"The third?" Constance squeaked.

 

Mrs. Carpenter tapped on her tablet again and held it up. "In the dressing room," she said, as her words were illustrated on the screen. It was a video of herself. Naked. Getting railed by Lemar's big brown cock. Mrs. Carpenter used her thumb and forefinger to zoom in until it was just her sopping wet pussy, stretching from border to border.

 

It was like jumping out of a plane without a parachute. Constance melted into the chair like a wet puddle. Her feet slunk down and hit the ground. She slid down the backrest until she was almost lying flat.

 

"Fuck," she said. A cry of defeat. "Guess you have the last one, too?"

 

"Of course," Mrs. Carpenter said. She pulled up the video from two in the morning.

 

The cameras had night-vision mode. She'd stalked very quietly in the pitch black hallway over to Lemar's room and woke him up without making a lot of noise. They kept the lights off, hoping it would be too dark for the cameras to pick up anything.

 

Yet there she was, clear as day, in a green tint. Riding on top of Lemar, vigorously kneading her own breasts. She watched the video until she remembered climaxing. Unearthly, guttural moans blared through the speakers. "You can turn it off," she requested.

 

After riding him, she hadn't let him cum inside of her. Instead, she slipped off and blew him, licking her own juices off of his cock until she drank his seed. She could still taste the salty, sticky mess on her lips.

 

"Has Fred seen these?" she asked numbly.

 

"No."

 

"Are you going to show them to him?"

 

"No."

 

"Why not?"

 

"That's not how the show works."

 

"But doesn't it mean we lost? Why keep up the pretense?"

 

"It's a show about the choices you make, not the choices we make for you."

 

"So why show it to me now?"

 

"There's really not much time left in the show. Twenty-four and a few odd hours. Besides, it's not like you haven't already done pretty much everything there is."

 

"I have no idea how he's gonna react when he finds out we didn't win," she said glumly and tears welled up in her eyes. It was all her fault.

 

"You haven't lost yet, dear," Mrs. Carpenter said.

 

Constance's head snapped up. "What? But..."

 

"Maybe you should read the rules again."

RULES ARE RULES

1:27 PM, Constance's Room - Constance

 

Stunned, Constance lowered the piece of paper. The moment Mrs. Carpenter released her from the interview, she'd sprinted up to her room to study the contract. It said it right there, black on white.

 

4.3 

In the event that both participants choose to remain true to their vows after the review described in Section 3.2, they shall be entitled to the proceeds described in Section 1.5.2. Should either party announce their intent to separate or should either party initiate separation within 30 days of the conclusion of SECOND HONEYMOON, they forfeit any and all claims to the proceeds.

 

It had taken her a while to parse all the legalese as best as she understood it but she finally found the relevant passage. It didn't say anything about her cheating on Fred. At all. The only requirement was staying "true to their vows." What that meant had been explained in a different section at the start of the document.

 

The gist was that they had to remain married to win, with neither of them wanting to divorce. The problem was Section 3.2. The so-called "Review" that would take place at six o'clock on Sunday. The six of them would be in a room together where they went over the week's events, including video highlights of all the important occasions, which included all forms of romantic encounters between the participants—her and Fred—and the contractors—the other four.

 

That meant she couldn't just lie to Fred. He'd find out one way or another. Mrs. Carpenter had said that she hadn't lost yet but that was only a technicality. A ticking countdown that would end in a supernova.

 

The faintest sliver of a slim possibility was her confessing her sins to her husband and getting him to forgive her. It was beyond insanity. But she had to at least try.

 

Constance got up and headed for the door. Her feet were unsteady and she braced herself on the wall. Could she really tell Fred about everything? About sleeping with Lemar?

 

The consequences of her own actions were harder to swallow than Charles' massive cock.

 

She found her husband in the living room, talking to Mrs. Carpenter. They looked up as she came down the spiral staircase.

 

"What's going on?" she asked warily.

 

"Go on, tell her the good news."

 

"I don't know if it's good news."

 

"Okay. Since he seemed really stressed out during the interview, I thought it would be best to arrange a spa day."

 

"But he hates spas," Constance said.

 

"That's what I said," Fred grumbled.

 

"It's not any kind of spa. It's an earth healing center where you get a mud-bath. I'm aware that Fred doesn't like being touched by strangers, and no one is going to touch him here. He'll just be sitting in a bathtub filled with mud they import from Hawaii. The volcanic ash has great exfoliation properties and the warmth boosts your circulation."

 

"Sounds really nice," Constance said.

 

"As far as spas go, it's not the worst," Fred reluctantly said.

 

"Come on, the car is already waiting," Mrs. Carpenter said, prodding him towards the front door. She turned around to Constance. "It's west of Springfield and the drive takes about forty-five minutes. We won't be back until at least six o'clock," she said and winked.

 

As soon as the front door closed behind them, Constance took a deep breath. She didn't know how to feel. On the one hand, it felt like she had just received a stay of execution. On the other hand, what was she going to do for three hours with that hanging over her head?

 

The wink that Mrs. Carpenter had given her suggested one thing she could do. A last supper, so to speak. That's why she had mentioned the specific time. Until six o'clock, she could fuck her heart out.

 

The damage was already done. It didn't make much of a difference if she slept with Lemar twice or three times, did it?

 

Constance started to look for them. Charles would probably be downstairs in the gym and Lemar outside, playing tennis with Kyoko. She opened the sliding door and went out on the deck. 

 

Judging from the lack of sound, nobody was playing tennis. There was, however, someone lying next to the pool. Completely naked except for sunglasses. Red hair, large breasts, and rosy nipples. Her normally milky white skin had already taken on a slight tan, shimmering under the afternoon sun.

 

"Connie!" Juno yelled, waving up at her.

 

Constance walked the steps down to the pool. "Hey, Juno. How's it going?"

 

"Great. The weather is fricking awesome."

 

"Do you know where Lemar is?"

 

"Dunno. I think he's out."

 

"He is?"

 

"Yeah. You think I'd be lying here if Charles was around?"

 

"Oh."

 

"Why? You wanted to fuck him?"

 

"Yeah, kinda."

 

"Maybe they'll be back soon. Come hang out with me, it's really nice."

 

The guys not being there was a big disappointment. Maybe they were going to the spa, too. Mrs. Carpenter hadn't actually clarified who would be going. That meant it really was just her, having to stay with her conscience for three hours. She might as well lounge in the sun.

 

She was about to turn around to go get her bikini when she realized she didn't have to. Everything was over anyway. She pulled her t-shirt over her head. 

 

"I'll get the lotion," Juno said eagerly and jumped out of her chair.

 

Before Constance could say no, Juno already squirted a large dollop of lotion on her palm. 

 

"You have such a sexy body, Connie," Juno said, starting to work lotion her back.

 

"I think you're very pretty looking, too."

 

Any sort of notion that Juno wasn't going to turn it into something sexual was dispelled immediately. The frisky woman rubbed lotion on Constance's butt and started squeezing it and running one of her nimble fingers through the crack, making Constance squirm.

 

"Do you even have an off button?" Constance asked, giggling.

 

"Yeah, but you have to press it for a really long time before it works," Juno laughed.

 

"What?"

 

Juno clapped her on the butt and came around to the front, squatting in front of her. "You have one, too," she said and dove between Constance's legs.

 

A flick across Constance's clit sent a shiver up her spine. Then that sweet tongue with a life of its own swished across her labia. Around. Across. Inside. She closed her eyes, pretending it was Lemar. She wondered if he even would. How good he was at it.

 

Then she stopped wondering about anything but that growing fire roaring between her legs. There was something indescribable about the energy of the young woman. The way she seemed to zero in on just the right spots. Where did she learn to do that?

 

The fire radiated outward from her crotch. It traveled through her stomach and into her chest. Down her thighs. To her fingertips. To her toenails. To the ends of her hair.

 

Then suddenly she was falling. "AHHHH!" she yelled in surprised, waving her arms, trying to hold onto anything.

 

SPLASH!

 

Constance plummeted back first into the pool. The water felt ice cold, extinguishing the fire within a split second. She came back up for air and saw Juno, kneeling on the tiled terrace, bent over with laughter. She splashed a font of water at the redhead and received a very delightful squeal.

 

Bracing herself on the rim of the pool, she hoisted herself out of the water. 

 

"You look like a wet rat," Juno said, grinning from ear to ear.

 

"Bitch," Constance muttered.

 

"Hey, it wasn't my fault. You just sort of... lost balance when you were cumming."

 

"Uh-huh. Sure you didn't push me in?" Constance snorted.

 

"How dare you accuse me!" Juno said and stuck out her tongue.

 

Constance grabbed a towel from the stack and dried her face off. Juno insisted that she need to finish oiling her up and so Constance laid down on one of the deck chairs and Juno, still grinning, worked in the lotion. She spent an inordinate amount of time on her breasts.

 

"Are you a lesbian?" Constance asked.

 

"Pretty sure you mean bisexual."

 

"I guess."

 

"And do you really need to ask?"

 

"Well, it's just... I've never met one before."

 

"What!? You've never met a lesbian?"

 

"I mean, I probably have, but not like consciously, you know? All my friends are married to guys."

 

"But it's twenty-eighteen!" Juno insisted as if that somehow meant anything.

 

"How'd you find out that you like women?"

 

"I don't know. It was always pretty obvious. You've never experimented in college?"

 

"I went to community college and I was already married by then. I just went there for class then drove back home."

 

"Sounds like you've never lived a day in your life."

 

Constance sighed. That insight hit the nail right on the head. The more time she spent at Oak Meadow, the more she realized she missed out on a crucial time of her life. The one where she was supposed to define who she was. Where she was supposed to go out and make mistakes so she could learn from them.

 

"You wanna check to see if you like eating vag?" Juno asked.

 

When would she ever get the opportunity to try something like that? "Why not?" Constance asked.

 

"Sweet," Juno said and laid down on the other deck chair. 

 

Constance knelt down in front of it and Juno scooted forward, spreading her legs.

 

The vagina inches from her face looked pretty much like what a vagina should look like. Maybe a little too neat. She wasn't overcome with an insatiable urge to dive in, though. Not the way she felt when she saw Lemar's or Charles' dick. "I see your bush is coming along nicely," she commented, looking at the faint, almost blond fuzz.

 

"It's alright. Itches too much. You gonna eat or what?"

 

Constance stuck out her tongue and leaned forward cautiously. Her tongue made contact with the labia. She licked an inch along the skin and then between the folds. It was warm and wet and weird.

 

"I don't like it," Constance declared, raising her head.

 

"You didn't even try!"

 

"I don't want to try. It's just... weird," she said, returning to her deck chair.

 

"Guess you got your answer," Juno sighed.

 

"Sorry."

 

"No, no, it's okay. It's not your fault, is it?"

 

"When I see a naked guy, it's different. I just have to look at that bulge in Lemar's pants and my mouth starts to water."

 

"Yeah. It's like that for guys and for girls for me."

 

"Oh. Not me."

 

"That's a shame. Oh, hey, speaking of guys, I felt really bad about what I said the other day."

 

"What was that?"

 

"That I wanted Charles all to myself."

 

"You really don't have to feel bad about that."

 

"No, I do. I like you a lot and we're breast-sisters. I thought about it for a long time and I really liked seeing you blow him that one time. I like sharing him with you. So I'm going to officially extend an open invitation to join as many threesomes with me and Charles as you want."

 

Constance snorted and looked over at Juno. She seemed dead serious. "You're a strange woman, Juno. Okay. Got it. I won't touch Charles unless you're there."

 

"Awesome!" Juno said emphatically.

 

"What's awesome?" Kyoko asked, coming down the stairs of the deck. She looked at the two naked women tanning and promptly stripped down in solidarity.

 

"We're gonna fuck Charles together," Juno answered.

 

Kyoko chuckled and grabbed the tanning lotion off the table. She squeezed a dollop on her well-defined upper arm.

 

"Kyo, we checked to see if Connie likes to eat pussy."

 

"And?" 

 

"Nothing. She just pulled a face and couldn't do it."

 

Kyoko rolled her eyes. "It's twenty-eighteen."

 

"That's what I said."

 

"I watch lesbian porn, does that count?" Constance defended her honor. They were ganging up on her, she felt like she had to defend herself.

 

"Why do you watch that if you're not turned on by women?" Juno asked.

 

"Because Fred likes it."

 

"Really? Is he a lesbian?" Kyoko sniped.

 

"No. He just doesn't like porn with... uh, never mind," she cut off. 

 

"Never mind what?" Juno asked.

 

"Fred doesn't like porn with guys in it because he's got a little tiny wiener and it emasculates him," Kyoko finished the sentence for her.

 

"Hey! That's not fair," Constance said.

 

"Is it not fair or not true?" Kyoko countered and when Constance didn't reply. "That's what I thought."

 

"It's not his fault he's not well endowed."

 

"Hey, Juno, can you get my back?" Kyoko asked, sitting down on the side of Juno's deck chair. 

 

"Sure. Can you eat me out?" Juno asked in return, sitting up.

 

"Of course, my little kitten," Kyoko purred.

 

Constance was glad they changed the topic. She relaxed and enjoyed watching Juno rub Kyoko's back, including the several completely unnecessary reach-arounds to massage the breasts. After she was done, Kyoko flipped around and started munching.

 

She wished her own life was that easy. Do whatever she wanted, whoever she wanted, whenever she wanted. Her dreams were underlined by the moans and sloppy, wet noises of the pair.

DRINKS

3:31 PM, Pool - Constance

 

"Does anyone want to order a drink?" Juno asked, sounding hopeful.

 

"You still have half your daiquiri left!" Kyoko admonished her.

 

"That's why I'm asking if anyone else wants to order one?"

 

"You just want to embarrass the waiter again, don't you?" Constance teased.

 

"Maybe," Juno admitted sheepishly.

 

Constance rolled her eyes. After the other two had exhausted each other, Kyoko used her phone to order them all drinks. A strawberry daiquiri for Juno, a mojito for Kyoko, and pina colada for Constance.

 

Two minutes later the Oak Meadow waiter came out with the three drinks on a silver platter. It was a young guy, not much older than Juno, with a boyish face and brown curls. He stumbled and nearly dropped the platter when he saw the three naked women tanning. He had stammered and him attempting to not openly stare at their tits nearly burst a vessel in his neck.

 

Of course, Juno used the opportunity to tease him. She had yawned, pushing her perfect breasts outward and sat up on the side of the chair, making sure to spread her legs like a complete hussy. It was the first time that Constance had seen anyone blush harder than Juno herself usually did.

 

"I'm gonna order some water," Juno announced, grabbing her phone off the table.

 

"Brat," Koyko said and laughed.

 

"Hey, staying hydrated is very important on a hot day like this."

 

It really was a hot day. Flawless weather. A blue sky with practically no clouds. Temperatures in the high eighties. A warm breeze that rippled over the naked skin like a lover. The smell of freshly mown grass from the vast lawn of Oak Meadow. A cool drink in hand, in the company of friends.

 

It would have been a perfect day if only Constance could enjoy it. The wait was killing her. She had steeled herself to tell her husband everything and then he was just whisked away, leaving her to stew. Time was passing at a snail's pace. She took a deep breath and slowly let it all out, trying to calm her mind. She prayed that something happened to take her mind off of things.

 

"Did someone order a water?" Lemar called out.

 

"Charles!" Juno squealed in delight.

 

Constance opened her eyes to see the two tall black men walk down the stairs of the deck, holding three bottles of water. Charles barely stepped onto the terrace when the buck naked redhead jumped at him. He caught her with his large hand easily cupping her ass. She clamped her legs around his torso and started kissing him like she hadn't seen him in years.

 

"What, don't I get a welcome?" Lemar asked, holding out his arms, a bottle in each hand.

 

"Bite me," Kyoko called out.

 

It was the distraction she had prayed for. Constance rose and met Lemar halfway, stood on the tips of her toes, and kissed him. At once, the tension in her body eased. Those big, warm lips pulled the worries right out of her.

 

"Are we doing it in public now?" Lemar asked.

 

"Doesn't matter anymore. They have it all on tape. All of it. No point in hiding it anymore. We can fuck right here in front of everyone. In fact, we should. Right now."

 

"Now that's a greeting," Lemar chuckled. He handed the bottles to Constance and started to strip.

 

"Hold on," Charles said, carrying Juno over to the deck chairs. "There's two of us and three of you."

 

"He's right," Juno said. "That means you guys are going to have your work cut out for you, fucking all three of us at the same time."

 

"How's that going to work?" Constance asked.

 

"Easy."

 

Juno signaled Charles to let her down and she dragged her and Constance's deck chair closer to Kyoko's. She scrambled up on it on all fours, sticking her ass up. Kyoko and Constance followed suit. Three asses lined up next to each other. Constance's plump one. Juno's crisp one. Kyoko's toned one.

 

"Mmm, what a sight," Charles grunted appreciatively.

 

"The belles of Oak Meadow," Lemar said. He retrieved his phone from the fallen pants and started snapping pictures.

 

"Jeez, I know that it's a work of art but we're dying for dick," Juno yelled over her shoulder.

 

Constance closed her eyes and patiently waited. It didn't take long before she felt a finger run through her wet pussy, followed by Lemar's cock. She couldn't actually see him, but she knew it was him. It just felt so familiar as it slid into her. It filled her as if God made it just for her.

 

Could she really give that up to stay with Fred or was his cock worth half a million? At that moment, she would have said it was.

 

Lemar pulled out again after only a few pumps. Replacing him was an unfamiliar presence. Charles.

 

The cock that pushed into her was definitely bigger but also softer. He struggled to fit it in until all of a sudden it seemed to break the threshold and slide in five inches at once.

 

"Oh my!" she gasped.

 

"Fucking awesome, right?" Juno said and laughed.

 

It didn't seem possible for something that big to be inside of her. Right on the border between pain and pleasure. She liked Lemar's more. 

RETURN

3:46 PM, Highway Curb - Fred

 

"Finally!" Fred yelled at the sight of the limousine rolling down the street. He jumped up and stretched his feet.

 

"I told you they were sending someone over," Henry remarked, leaning against the Omegavision SUV.

 

"Yeah, a fucking hour ago."

 

They were already thirty minutes on the road when Henry started swerving and pulled over, white smoke rising from underneath the car's hood.

 

A complete engine failure, according to the man who was supposed to know everything. He certainly had a lot more knowledge of cars than Fred. They called it in immediately and Mrs. Carpenter promised to send a car to pick them up right away but either she gave the new driver wrong directions or just didn't bother to do it right away.

 

If the outing was supposed to have calmed his nerves, it failed miserably. It was yet another chicanery in a long series of ways that Omegavision managed to piss him off. He didn't even want to go to the dumb spa but it would have been better than sitting inside the leather-clad oven or frying under the blazing sun.

 

At least the limousine they sent was air-conditioned. His t-shirt was soaked with sweat and the leather seats were sticky. He wondered what Constance was doing at that moment. Probably painting or jogging. Given the weather, he guessed the latter.

 

A short drive later, they pulled back into Oak Meadow. The too-familiar ornate brick building seemed to loom over him. Hopefully, he wasn't suffering from heat-stroke. That would be the cherry on top of a crap cake.

 

The living room of Big Oak was empty but the sliding door in the back was wide open. He decided to look for Constance later. First order of business was taking a shower so he wouldn't feel as sticky anymore.

 

"Oh, oh, I'm winning, oh," someone yelled from outside.

 

Fred already had one foot on the stairs when he paused. Something was going on by the pool. Who was that, yelling? Kyoko or Juno? He wasn't sure.

 

"No! Faster, Lemar, faster!" someone else yelled. He thought it sounded a bit like Constance.

 

Out of curiosity, he headed for the sliding doors instead.

 

Three steps out onto the deck and the pool came into view. A wave of nausea hit him. Fred stumbled, crashing into the wooden balustrade. His chest constricted and he felt light-headed. 

 

Constance was naked, bouncing up and down on Lemar's cock. Next to her, on the other deck chair, Juno was bouncing on Charles' cock. Kyoko stood by the edge of the pool, pointing her phone at the whole thing.

 

"Damn it, Charles, she's winning!" yelled Juno, slapping Charles' thigh like a jockey.

 

Fred saw the five of them. He could identify each person and describe the actions they were doing but none of it seemed to make any sense at all. His knees gave out and his legs collapsed.

 

The sharp pain of his upper body slamming into the balustrade's rail jolted him out of his trance. He regretted it immediately.

 

A thought crystallized inside of his brain. Just one realization repeated over and over. Constance was fucking Lemar. Constance was fucking Lemar. Constance was fucking Lemar. Constance was fucking Lemar. He couldn't breathe.

 

Alerted by the sound of Fred thumping against the deck, Kyoko looked up. "Hey, Fred!" she yelled and waved.

 

Constance's head snapped towards him. Her eyes went wide. She jumped up and that massive, impossibly big brown cock slid out of her. Fred watched the entire thing in slow motion. Another man's penis inside of her. It just kept going and going and going, coated in her wetness.

 

She started running toward him.

 

He turned around and fled.

 

After ten steps, his strength flagged. He stumbled toward the dinner table and collapsed in the closest chair. Constance caught up with him, her bare feet slapping loudly on the hardwood. His hope that maybe his eyes had tricked him and he'd seen something else were dashed at the sight of her naked body. 

 

"Fred! I didn't mean for you to find out this way," she urged, rushing toward him.

 

"Why?" he cried out. 

 

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to!"

 

"What, you just slipped and fell on his cock?" he snapped back. 

 

Anger was frothing up inside of him. She just stood there, three feet away, looking scared. Why was she just standing there like an idiot? The only item on her body was her gold wedding band. 

 

"It's complicated!" she insisted.

 

"How fucking complicated can it be? I'm your husband and he's not!"

 

The others arrived, peeking around the corner with curiosity. A cadre of naked men and women. Even Juno, that innocent young woman, had been defiled by those monsters. That enraged him even more.

 

He stood up abruptly, knocking over the chair.

 

"WHAT?" he yelled. "Coming to make fun of me, is that it? You coming to brag how you managed to pervert my wife?"

 

"Fred!" Constance reprimanded him.

 

"What? I'm not allowed to be angry?"

 

"They had nothing to do this."

 

"Bullshit. They've been trying since day one to split us up. You don't remember that? They've been telling you all week how pathetic I am and you should fuck that—"

 

"No! They haven't been!"

 

"You really expect me to believe that it wasn't Kyoko who forced you to do this?"

 

"Nobody forced me! I wanted to do it."

 

"You don't know what you're talking about. They drugged you, Connie."

 

"You don't think it's possible I might want to fuck something larger than a baby carrot?" she lashed out viciously.

 

Fred reeled back from the blow, bracing himself on the table. "No, this isn't you. You'd never do something like this."

 

"Oh, really? Lemar! Come over here!" she yelled.

 

The tall black man stepped forward hesitantly. Fred's hand gripped the edge of the table so hard his knuckles turned white. The bastard's cock was just dangling between his legs, semi-erect, still slick with wetness. Constance grabbed his tool and started pumping.

 

"NO!" Fred bellowed. "STOP THAT! I FORBID YOU."

 

"Uh-oh, bad move," Juno muttered.

 

"You forbid me!? You FORBID me?" Constance yelled.

 

Angry and red-faced, she dropped to her knees and wrapped her lips around Lemar's cock. She might as well have punched him in the gut. Fury overwhelmed him.

 

"So we're fucking other people now, is that? Let's see how you like it." With thudding steps, he walked over the Kyoko. "You said I could fuck you any time I wanted, right? Well, I'm gonna fuck you now."

 

Fred reached out to cup her breast but his hand never reached her. Fast as a snake, Kyoko grabbed ahold of his wrist. Pain flared up in his shoulder as she twisted his arm behind his back. She shoved him against the wall. Hard.

 

"Don't touch me, you small-dicked weasel," she hissed.

 

"Let go of me, you bitch!" he spat, trying to twist free. It only made his shoulder hurt more.

 

"Not until you calm down," she said in a firm tone of voice.

 

"But he's missing the show!" Juno said next to him.

 

The show? What show? With some amount of effort, Fred turned his head to the other side.

 

Lemar sat in the righted-up chair with Constance in his lap. She was nuzzling his neck, grinding her hips. Riding him. All the fury and rage that built up inside of Fred just evaporated. He gave up trying to fight.

 

"Much better," Kyoko said. She eased up on her grip but didn't let go of him. She took a step back and turned Fred toward the action.

 

What he saw didn't seem possible. It was just not real. 

 

"Isn't it so fricking hot?" Juno asked. 

 

Fred looked at the naked woman to his left. That poor girl. What had they done to her? How much had they paid to make her say these things? 

 

"Mmm," Constance moaned softly, drawing his attention back to his wife.

 

"Please stop," Fred pleaded.

 

The thought of his wife sitting on that enormous cock made him feel nauseous. That massive rod, giving his wife pleasure beyond anything he could give her. No wonder she wasn't even looking at him, she was probably climaxing left and right. He knew perfectly well how much his wife loved to climax. She tried to describe it to him once, the pulsating waves of pleasure that she experienced.

 

More than anything, he wanted to reach out and touch her. To kiss her in her sexual frenzy, feeding off of her energy. To be a small part of what she must be feeling at that moment.

 

His fevered thoughts were interrupted by someone grabbing his crotch. Juno.

 

"Hey, I think he's hard," she said.

 

"No!" Fred blurted out and tried to move away but a spike of pain flared up at once.

 

"Hold him still, Kyoko," Juno said.

 

"No, let go of—AHH!" he cried out as Kyoko pushed his arm upward.

 

Juno unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants. He didn't have to look down to know he was hard.

 

"Holy shit, he is," Charles chuckled.

 

"You get off on your wife fucking other guys?" Juno teased.

 

"Shut the fuck up."

 

"Yo, Connie!" Juno called out.

 

Constance looked at them and gave a startled jump as if she had completely forgotten they were even there. She looked at Fred and then down at his crotch. One of her eyebrows shot up. 

 

Juno grabbed his penis and started stroking it between thumb and forefinger. 

 

Other than the mishap at the Kitty Club, which had been anything but satisfying, he hadn't climaxed since they arrived. His body seemed to overcompensate for the minute amount of stimulation. She pumped faster and he felt that energy growing in his balls.

 

It didn't even take half a minute before the orgasm hit him like a bolt of lightning. It felt so good. So incredibly amazing. For just a split second, nothing in the world mattered, other than his pulsating penis, pumping seed out of it.

 

"Eww!" Juno squealed, recoiling.

 

Fred opened his eyes. Everyone was staring at him. Lemar. Constance. Juno. Charlie.

 

In the post-orgasm clarity, the full reality of everything hit him like a truck. He lunged forward and finally broke free of Kyoko's grip. He stumbled, scrambling to pull up his pants, and fled toward the spiral staircase.

CRY

4:24 PM, Living Room - Constance

 

"FRED!" Constance yelled again but her husband couldn't or didn't want to hear her.

 

She vaulted up the spiral staircase, two steps at a time. Her bare feet slipped on the hardwood and she stumbled twice, slamming her shin into the hard edges, bruising her palm on the side walls.

 

She kept going, barely feeling it. 

 

"FRED! WAIT!"

 

In the long hallway, she just caught the sight of Fred as he darted into his bedroom. The door crashing shut sounded like a cannon being fired. She flinched but kept going. Her insides ached. Everything between the neck and waist seemed to be made of pain. 

 

Not just physical pain. What the fuck had gotten into her? She had never been so angry before. She had never done anything so stupid.

 

She slammed into the door, pressed the handle, and stumbled into the room.

 

Fred laid on the bed, face down, head buried in the pillow. The momentum carried her just short of him. Her knees hit the carpet and she only barely clung to the mattress for dear life.

 

"Fred, please, I'm sorry! I don't know what got into me! I was going to tell you!" she pleaded. 

 

Tears welled up in her own eyes. How had everything gone so wrong? 

 

"Fred, Teddybear, please talk to me," she begged. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. 

 

Her husband was shaking with sobs. She reached out to stroke his back but the moment her fingers touched his shoulder, he flinched.

 

"Please talk to me, honey," she wailed.

ACCEPT

5:20 PM, Fred's Room - Fred

 

Very dimly, Fred was aware of someone touching his upper arm. He raised his head and looked to his left. 

 

It was Constance. Her eyes were closed, her hair was matted, her makeup smeared. Lemar's cock inside of her. Fred blinked. He swallowed a huge lump in his throat.

 

"..." he tried to say but nothing came out except for a pathetic croak.

 

Constance's eyes fluttered open. "Fred! I'm so, so, so sorry. Please, you have to believe me. I was going to tell you."

 

"Tell me what?"

 

She hesitated for a moment. "That I've been... with others."

 

"I saw." Bile rose in his thought.

 

She nodded. "I was going to tell you today."

 

"Why?" he asked. Why would she do that to him?

 

"Because it's all part of the rules, you see," she said eagerly, glad they were having a conversation. "We don't actually lose Second Honeymoon if I sleep with other people, just if we break up!"

 

"I meant, why did you... fuck him?" he clarified. What was she talking about?

 

"Oh," Constance said and winced. "Because... because... I don't know. You were shouting and I was shouting and I was just so angry and then you forbade me and I just snapped."

 

"You were already fucking him when I got home."

 

"Oh. Yeah. I was just so stressed out from the show and I was still amped up from the club and Charles offered to just... relieve me."

 

"Charles?" he asked, bewildered.

 

"Yeah, I've been... with both of them."

 

Fred groaned and felt another wave of nausea ebb over him. There she was, his wife of ten years, telling him that she was fucking both of the black guys. Why didn't he hate her? Why didn't the sight of her revolt him? Why was she still so God damn beautiful?

 

"When?"

 

"Like I said, we were at the Kitty Club and that night I was so... stressed and Charles and me went into the hot tub because there aren't any cameras there and he just used his finger to make me happy, that was it."

 

"Cameras?"

 

"Yeah, that's what Charles said anyhow but either he lied or he didn't know because there are cameras underwater, too. I found that out this morning," Constance said. She was talking really fast the way she did when she was really embarrassed. He always liked that about her. The way she carried her emotions out in the open.

 

"Morning?"

 

"During the interview with Mrs. Carpenter. At first, it was just a bunch of questions but then she showed the recordings of all the times I've... been stressed. They even had that one at the studio! Honestly, I was so surprised when she showed me that one because I was sure there weren't any cameras there and I was right, there weren't any cameras there, now that I think about it. She must have—" 

 

"Studio?"

 

"That's where I... for the first time."

 

"What?"

 

"Where I slept with Lemar," she said and took a deep breath. She looked at him strangely. What was going on inside her head? What was going on inside of his own?

 

Throughout his entire life, he'd been terrified of losing Constance. Whenever she talked to another guy, the jealousy bubbled up inside of him but he always knew that she'd never do anything of the sort. That was the only thought that kept him sane.

 

Occasionally, if they went out to a bar, guys would hit on her. He had visions of running up at those assholes and sucker punching them square in the jaw. He never did it, though. He just wanted to. If anyone so much as touched his wife inappropriately, he always knew that he'd go berserk.

 

Yet when it actually happened, he didn't. He just bleated at her like a goat. Insulted her. Of course she'd cheat on him, he was pathetic. It wasn't her fault. 

 

"Say something, Fred," she pleaded.

 

"What?"

 

"I don't know. Anything. Are you mad? You have every right. I've been awful. I've been such a terrible—"

 

"I love you," he blurted out.

 

"What?" she asked.

 

Constance tilted her head and looked at him like she didn't even know who he was anymore. Like a drunken transient, peeing on the side of a building. A glimpse into a life that was utterly and completely unlike her own.

 

"I love you," he repeated.

 

What was wrong with him? Any other guy would have already been on the phone with a divorce lawyer. Not him. All he could think about was how stupidly beautiful she was and how much he loved her no matter what.

 

"I thought you'd be angry," Constance said warily.

 

"I'm not. I love you, Constance Evelyn Harding, more than anything in the world."

 

Tears welled up in her eyes again. "Okay. I love you, too. I'm sorry. We will fix this. Together. I won't make another mistake as long as I live."

 

She reached for his hand and clutched it like a lifesaver. Her fingers were warm and comforting. She kissed the back of his hand, raising goosebumps all over his arm. Tears dropped onto his wrist. He watched the salty drop roll over his wrist and splash on the cotton.

 

What she offered him was tempting. He knew that she would keep her word. She was that kind of person. They would grow old together and she'd never slip up again.

 

But what kind of life would that be? Knowing every day that his wife was miserable? That she'd rather be with others?

 

"Did you"—he gulped—"enjoy his large... thing?"

 

Constance averted her eyes. "Yes," she said, so faint he almost didn't hear it.

 

Of course, she would. He'd always known that a penis like his own would never truly satisfy a woman. Not the way a real man did. He had to put in all the extra effort. The hours of foreplay and plenty of oral just to accomplish what Lemar did without thinking.

 

"You deserve to be happy," he told her.

 

"What are you saying?"

 

"If fucking Lemar makes you happy, I don't want to take that away from you."

 

"And you?" she asked, wide-eyed.

 

"I'm happy as long as you are happy," he answered.

 

"Are you saying you want to split up?"

 

"No! Unless... unless it's what you want."

 

"I'm confused."

 

Fred took a deep breath. "I just want you to be happy, no matter what. If you want to get a divorce, I will sign the paper. If you regret it all and want to stay with only me, I will forget it ever happened and love you until the day I die. If you want to stay with me and fuck every guy you see, I will be happy to know you are being satisfied the way you deserve."

 

A long silence followed his confession but it wasn't an uncomfortable one. Her soulful cerulean eyes studied him.  At first, she definitely didn't buy it, but the longer she looked, the more she read how serious he was. How determined he was. When she saw the smile that appeared on his lips, she couldn't help but grin, too.

 

"Okay," she said. "Okay, let's stay together."

 

A warmth as he had never known before filled him. He leaned over, happy and exuberant, to kiss his wife.

 

At the last moment, she shied back.

 

"We can't," she said, placing her index finger on his puckered lips.

 

"Oh, of course not," he said, disappointed. "You probably only want to kiss other men from now on. I understand."

 

"No, it's not that. It's the show. We can still win."

 

"We can?"

 

"Yes, that's what I tried to tell you. All we have to do is stay married. That's how we keep our vows. That's all we have to do."

 

"Really?"

 

"Yes, I read it over again today. Mrs. Carpenter actually gave me the tip in our interview."

 

"So you can have as much sex as you want as long it's not me?"

 

"Yeah."

 

"I want to see it."

 

"You want to see what? Me have sex?"

 

"Yes. I want to see how happy you are. How beautiful you are."

TOGETHER

5:59 PM, Living Room - Fred

 

The two of them walked down the spiral staircase together, hand in hand. Husband and wife. Fred's heart was thumping in his chest. They both had showered and cleaned themselves up after their very intimate chat. If he hadn't been there himself, he wouldn't have believed that twenty minutes earlier, they both had been red-eyes, tear-stained, crying like idiots.

 

The others were all together, lounging on the circular couch in the living room pit. The TV was on, playing an episode of Blue Blood. Fred recognized it as the first season, one of the episodes he had already seen. Charles and Juno were cuddling, her lying on top of him. According to his wife, the two were somewhat of an item these days. 

 

The sight of Lemar, lying on the couch, propped up on his elbow, made his heart skip a beat. It was the man who could satisfy his wife. He somehow didn't look that threatening anymore. Just a regular guy in t-shirt and shorts, watching TV on a Saturday evening.

 

They all looked up and Kyoko muted the TV. They all tensed up as if they were just waiting for something bad to happen.

 

"Hi," Juno called out to them.

 

"Hey, everyone," Constance said and waved. She didn't let go of Fred's hand.

 

"Are you guys... okay?" Juno asked. "We didn't hear anymore fighting."

 

Constance wrapped her arm around Fred's waist, side-hugging him. She gave him a comforting squeeze. "There won't be any fighting," she said.

 

Nobody said anything.

 

"Lemar, we actually wanted to... discuss something with you. Upstairs," Constance continued.

 

That elicited a lot of confusion. They looked at each other and Fred almost laughed. They had absolutely no idea what was going on. They all mistook him for some sad, angry loser but he wasn't. No, he was a sad and pathetic loser, which was an altogether different thing.

 

"Sure," Lemar said and swung his legs off the couch.

 

"You're not gonna kill him, are you?" Juno asked.

 

Constance snorted loudly. "No, Juno, we're not."

 

"Okay, good."

 

Followed by a curious and silent Lemar, they headed back up the stairs and turned right, towards Fred's room. The man was taller and more muscular him by a lot but for the first time in his life, it didn't bother him. For the first time in his life, he wasn't worried about his own inadequacies. He was in full control of them.

 

"In here," Constance said, inviting Lemar inside.

 

"I... we... wanted to, um, ask you if..."

 

Constance gave his hand a comforting squeeze. "It's okay, honey. Take a deep breath."

 

Fred did and felt better immediately. "I wanted to ask if you would make love to my wife. Right now. I want to see it all."

 

Lemar raised his eyebrow and shot a questioning look at Constance, who nodded. "You sure?"

 

"It's not a problem, is it?" Fred asked, crestfallen.

 

"Hell no, just didn't expect you to be the type, is all."

 

"So you'll do it?" Constance asked, excited.

 

"Sure thing."

 

At once, Constance let go of his hand, as Fred knew she would. He let her go, knowing she had to soar on the open skies without a leash tying her down. She flew into his arms, graceful as a gazelle. His strong arms enveloped her. She stood up on the tips of her toes and kissed him.

 

Fred thought he had been ready for it. After catching her in the act, he thought that was the worst of it. It wasn't. His stomach was doing somersaults, seeing his beautiful wife tongue wrestling with the black man. Even his mouth seemed impossibly big, enveloping her lips like a hungry lion.

 

Suddenly weakened, he stumbled backward, scrambling for the chair by the desk.

 

"Are you okay?" Constance asked, breaking the kiss.

 

"Yes... yes..." he panted. "Keep going, please."

 

Constance turned back to Lemar. She put a hand on his chest and gently pushed him toward the bed. His legs hit the sideboard and he sat down. She pounced after him, jumping up on his lap, with her legs beside his. 

 

It felt like a dream, almost. Fred watched Lemar undo the buttons on Constance's blouse. She shrugged out of it and it fell into a neat pile on the carpet. They went back to kissing. His large hand glided across her back. The chocolate brown fingers contrasted like a shadow.

 

Constance pulled his t-shirt over his head and pushed him down on the bed. She pushed down his shorts enough to pull out his dick.

 

Then it was right there. That massive, brown cock. Fred sucked in his breath. It looked bigger than in his memory. As big as Constance's forearm. Bigger?

 

At the sound, Constance turned her head. "Are you still okay with this?"

 

"Yes," he said.

 

Constance moved in and scooped up his sausage with her tongue, popping the head into her mouth. Another wave of lightheadedness washed over Fred. The cock wasn't hard and she just toyed with it, working on three, four inches. It just kept growing, and growing, and growing.

 

"Oh, I need this. I never came, earlier," Constance said.

 

"I did," Lemar chuckled. "Inside Kyoko."

 

It should have been insulting. The man that was fucking his wife just talked so casually about busting a nut inside yet another woman. A man who had everything he could ever want was taking away the only thing that Fred had. It wasn't fair.

 

Like a ravenous animal, Constance pulled down Lemar's shorts. She pushed down her own.

 

"You shaved?" Fred asked in surprise, seeing his wife's smooth skin. After so many years of always seeing that trimmed bush, it looked perverse. Like she had undressed even more.

 

"You didn't see it earlier?"

 

"I was too angry to notice."

 

Constance hopped off the bed and stood in front of him. She stood with her legs spread apart, showing off those perfectly formed labia. He'd seen a lot of porn but none of them had a prettier vagina than his wife. Instinctively, he reached out to touch it. He wanted to run his fingers over the smooth skin.

 

She slapped his hand away. "Sorry, Teddybear, you know the rules. Black guys only, I'm afraid," she taunted him.

 

The words were like a dagger shoved straight into his beating heart. Not just any guy would fuck her but a black guy. It was the first time she actually said it. The pain mellowed, turning into warm energy. Into power that pulsed through him. It made him feel good, feel alive.

 

"Yes," he whispered.

 

Constance sashayed back to the bed, swaying her butt with every step. She straddled Lemar, guiding his shaft with her hand. 

 

"Ohhhhh," she sighed, as she slid down on his cock.

 

It was happening. Fred watched his wife's vagina swallow the cock whole. It was so big but she managed to fit it all inside of there. How many years had she suffered from his small penis? 

 

"Oh my God, it's so big," Constance moaned.

 

Lemar grabbed and squeezed Constance's butt. She planted her hands on his firm chest and they started to fuck for real. 

 

There was a borderline painful presence between Fred's legs. He was as hard as it was possible for him to be, his small penis straining against the jeans fabric. Compared to the cock in front of him, it was just a sad joke. 

 

"Oooh, oooh," she moaned, punctuated by her butt slapping on his thighs.

 

The two of them looked like two Greek statues, intertwined in carnal bliss. The erotic, flawless Aphrodite on top of the muscle-bound Adonis. Such a sight belonged in the Louvre, Fred thought. It should be displayed somewhere.

 

Once the show aired, it would be, he realized. Thousands, if not hundreds of thousands, of people would watch him sit there, while a stranger fucked his wife. They would see him lean forward with his hands on his knees, staring in rapt fascination. They would hear Constance's moans and the wet plunge of Lemar's cock.

 

"Ohhh, yeees!" Constance rolled back her head and her body bristled.

 

It happened so fast. Mere minutes, not the quarter-hour it took him. She collapsed forward, lying flat against Lemar's toned upper body. 

 

He didn't stop, though. No, he started thrusting for real. Everything before that been her doing. Her pace.

 

"Oh, oh, fuck, oh, ohhhhhh, mmm, oh," she rasped.

 

Fred couldn't believe how fast Lemar managed to thrust into her. His hips were like a force of nature. It was an incredible display of raw masculinity. Not even the guys in porn managed to do that. He had always been fascinated by the way those guys lasted forever, watching clips in secret when Constance was out. He'd tried to replicate it, mimicking the moves they made, to make his wife scream like those women did, but it never worked. He just wasn't equipped for it.

 

But now, at last, he got to see Constance experiencing that kind of pleasure he knew she deserved.

 

When Lemar came, Fred almost missed it. He thought the man was just taking a short break but he was inside of her all the way, pressing her ass hard down on his cock. His smooth-shaven balls twitched a little.

 

It was only when he pulled out again that Fred saw it. The cock slipped out of his wife and for just a moment, her vagina remained open. A gaping hole that was a testament to Lemar's thickness. It closed, followed by white semen trickling out of her pink, sliding down her clit, and dripping onto the wet cock.

 

"What did you think?" Constance asked, grinning at him. Her forehead was covered in sweat.

 

"Did you enjoy yourself?" he asked.

 

"Yes, very much."

 

"Then I'm happy, too," he said.

INTERLUDE

6:23 PM, Control Room - Mrs. Constance

 

The door to the control room was already wide open. Mrs. Carpenter had already barged in a while ago. She stood behind Bryce and Mr. Green, hands on her hips, awestruck.

 

"Well, fuck me, I didn't see that coming," she muttered.

 

Mr. Green reached out and squeezed her right butt-cheek over the skirt. She yelped and slapped him away.

 

"Hey, a bet's a bet, right, Bryce?" Mr. Green complained.

 

"That's right," Bryce said.

 

"The show's not over yet," Mrs. Carpenter said.

 

"Look at them, Maggie. I think she could shoot his dick off and he would get down on his knees to kiss her feet."

 

"I know. I didn't think that she would go back to him."

 

"Guess you're not as smart as you thought you are, my dear," Mr. Green said smugly.

 

"That's the first one you've gotten wrong," Bryce said. "Why did you think she wouldn't go back to him?"

 

"Have you ever gotten fucked by a seven-inch black dick?" she asked.

 

"Nope," Bryce said.

 

"Well, I have. It's an incredible feeling. I've also had really bad dates with guys that have a prick like Fred's. I wouldn't go back to something like that in a million years. I figured she wouldn't, either."

 

"Well, I'll have you know that no girl has ever complained about the size of my rod. I think you're going to find the experience quite enjoyable. I know I'm gonna enjoy pounding that sweet tushy," Mr. Green said, grabbing his crotch.

 

Mrs. Carpenter snorted. "Let me be the judge of that, Alex."

 

"Sure, let's go."

 

"Not so fast. Something could still happen."

 

The three turned back to the monitor, where Lemar and Constance were cuddling, while Fred leaned back in the chair. That pathetic guy had such an expression of bliss on his face that Mrs. Carpenter wouldn't have been surprised to find out he jizzed his pants watching his wife bang someone else.

 

"Shit, this is gonna top what happened in New York," Bryce said.

Sunday, Last Day

BREAKFAST

8:04 AM, Fred's Room - Fred

 

The early morning rays hitting him in the face awoke Fred from his slumber. He opened his eyes and sniffed. There was an unfamiliar scent. Something vanilla-y and cocoa-y. He pressed his face deeper into the pillow and took a big whiff.

 

It smelled like a real man.

 

He opened his eyes and looked around for his wife, the way he had waking up every morning. She wasn't there. She was in the room at the other end of the hallway, sleeping with Lemar. 

 

The morning wood was unbearable. He got up and performed his morning routine with his dick throbbing. It was the last day. Just another twelve hours until it was eight o'clock. Then he'd be free to take care of himself. 

 

The breakfast table was already set, the Oak Meadow staff were always on point. He was the first one downstairs for the first time. Fred couldn't remember ever being in such a great mood, even before he had his morning coffee. The waffles tasted amazing and the bacon was just the right amount of crispy.

 

"Is it true?" Juno asked, bounding down the spiral staircase in her pajamas.

 

"Is what true?" he asked.

 

"That Connie fucked Lemar in front of you."

 

"Yup," he said. There was no shame in what he was doing. 

 

"Wow, Connie is so lucky!" she squealed, grabbing a waffle.

 

"She deserves to be happy," Fred said.

 

"You're different," she said.

 

"I feel different."

 

"Did you get laid, too?"

 

"Nope."

 

"Is it true?" Kyoko asked, yawning, trudging down the spiral staircase.

 

"Yup, it's true!" Juno chattered excitedly. "I just asked him."

 

Kyoko laughed derisively. "Doesn't surprise me," she added, wiggling her pinkie finger while picking up an orange.

 

"Not today, Kyoko," Fred replied calmly. He was bulletproof.

 

"You know what this means, right?" she asked.

 

"What do you mean?"

 

"She's never really going to love you. I'm sure you think she does, but she doesn't," she needled him.

 

"Come on, it's at least a little romantic, right?" Juno rushed to defend him.

 

"Romantic? Pah! It's pathetic," Kyoko insisted. "He knows that Connie could have anyone she wants but he can't. If he loses her, it's all over for him."

 

It was a first taste of what awaited Fred outside of Oak Meadow, he knew that. Under the care of Omegavision, he was inside of a bubble. One where everyone played the same game. But on the outside, things would be different.

 

Suddenly the waffles in his mouth didn't taste that good anymore. His parents knew he was doing the show. They'd watch it and call him. There was no way they were going to understand his complicated love for Constance. Nobody at work would, either.

 

"Is it true?" Charles, wearing a shirt that was so tight it threatened to burst at any moment.

 

"Yup!" Juno called out cheerfully.

 

Juno got up and met Charles halfway. The strong man picked her effortlessly and embraced her in a long, sensuous kiss."

 

"Your wife fucked him, too, you know," Kyoko said.

 

"I know," Fred sighed.

 

"And his cock is way bigger than Lemar's."

 

"Ooh," Juno called out. "Show him your penis, Charles."

 

Juno hopped off of him and pulled his shorts down for him. It was a dark, massive cock. Thicker than Lemar's by quite a bit. Leading him by the cock, Juno brought him over. Her small hand didn't even come close to being able to fit around his girth.

 

"You like it?" she asked.

 

"It's... big," Fred mumbled.

 

Juno laughed and got down on her knees. She started to lick his balls, coaxing him to full potential. It was disconcerting to see her debase herself like that. Fred always thought of her as someone like his own daughter. The food on his plate was all but forgotten as he stared in rapt attention as the nimble girl worked that dick like there was a gold medal at the end.

 

"What's going on here?" Constance asked, coming down the spiral staircase, hand-in-hand with Lemar.

 

At once, Fred's heart beat a little faster. Her hair was still wet and straight and she wore a beautiful white summer dress. Like an elven princess and her knight in shining armor. He got up and embraced her in a hug.

 

"Just Juno in one of her frenzies," Koyko said between stuffing orange slices into her mouth.

 

"I love you," Fred whispered into Constance's ear.

 

"Love you, too," she replied and everything was right in the world.

 

Suddenly Juno was there, inserting her arms between Fred and his wife, prying them apart. She slipped inside the gap and pressed her butt up against Fred's cock. He was instantly hard. He wasn't her goal, however. She grabbed the back of Constance's head and pulled her down.

 

They kissed. Fred didn't think it was possible to still be surprised but he was. It seemed obvious that his wife would kiss Lemar, even Charles, but Juno? Everything he knew about the young woman had been so completely wrong.

 

"There you go, breakfast is served," Juno said, giggling.

 

"What?" Fred asked.

 

Constance opened her mouth and there was a white mess swirling around her teeth and tongue. Cum.

 

"Fresh spunk, delivered straight from the source," Juno said proudly. "See? I know how to take care of my breast-sister."

 

"What's a breast-sister?" Fred asked.

 

With a loud gulp, Constance swallowed. "Apparently people who go topless at a strip club together."

 

Juno turned around between the two of them. She leaned in and placed a quick peck on Fred's mouth, licking him across the lips. He tasted the salty residue instantly and stepped back with surprise. Charles' cum.

 

"Have you fucked her yet, today?" Juno asked Lemar, who was sitting at the table, eating a waffle.

 

"Nope," he replied.

 

Juno tsked. "That just won't do." She pushed and prodded Constance to the breakfast table. Once there, she grabbed her by the neck and bent her over the edge. She lifted the summer dress, revealing a pantie-less pussy. "Lemar, stop eating and start fucking."

 

The man in question stood up and pushed down his shorts. Impatient, Juno started pumping his cock for him until he was hard enough to stand behind Constance and push inside.

 

Juno rounded on Fred. "And you, not making sure that your wife gets dicked first thing in the morning? You have a lot to learn about your new duties as a cuckold," she said, hands on hips. "Your wife is a healthy woman with a high sex drive. You need to make sure that she is always happy. Can you do that, Fred?"

 

"Yes," Fred said meekly.

 

"That doesn't sound very convincing."

 

"Ohh, that's good," Constance sighed.

 

"I will do my best," Fred insisted.

 

First, he lost his wife and now it appeared that even Juno was a better husband than he was. He watched Lemar slam into her from behind and felt like he had to do something. He needed to prove to them all that he was still worthy of her, despite his pathetic existence.

 

In three tall strides, he reached the table and grabbed a waffle. He tore off a bite-sized piece and brushed back Constance's hair. He held the piece of waffle out for her.

 

"You want to eat something while he is making love to you?"

 

"Oh yes, please," Constance said and opened her mouth to accept the morsel.

 

"I think he's starting to get it," Juno said, clapping him on the shoulder.

 

Pride filled Fred. He tore off another chunk.

DREAM

12:12 PM, Living Room - Constance

 

Constance couldn't decide if she was dreaming or if it was real. Charles' massive cock rammed deep into her vagina, filling her so completely it drove away everything else. He pulled out again and she squeezed his girth, trying to keep him inside. As he pulled out, Lemar pushed inside of her back hole. He wasn't as big, fortunately. She wasn't used to someone using her back entrance.

 

They worked her like an engine. Charles. Lemar. Charles. Lemar. She was pinned between the two of them as they stoked her fire with merciless determination. She couldn't think. She couldn't breathe. She couldn't move.

 

There was only one thing she could do. She could surrender herself to the powerful maelstrom of orgasmic energy.

 

It was power unlike anything she ever felt. Every cell in her body sung with joy.

 

"Connie! Connie!" someone said. A woman. Her voice was pleasant. 

 

Constance opened her eyes and Juno was there, one hand on her shoulder, waiting impatiently.

 

"Hi," she murmured, breathing heavily.

 

"Connie, please, it's my turn!" Juno begged, hopping from one foot to the other.

 

"Okay," she sighed.

 

Except she couldn't seem to move. She was still impaled on both of them. Her legs didn't work right. She just plummeted to the side onto the couch.

 

Fred was there to catch her. He pulled her back and put her head up on his lap. Lovingly, he wiped the sweat off of her forehead. He looked down at her and smiled.

 

"Yay!" Juno cheered. "Please swap places, okay? I want Charles in my ass."

 

"Sure thing, you little devil," Charles chuckled.

 

"And lube him up, cuckold boy," she said.

 

"Excuse me for a moment," Fred said.

 

Constance watched the nimble girl climb between the two large men. She wondered if that was what she looked like. A speck of white skin sandwiched between the two of them. It was delightfully perverse. Her husband grabbed the bottle of lube off the couch and squeezed a dollop on his palm. He grabbed Lemar's cock and spread it along the shaft.

 

"You were more beautiful," Fred said when he returned to her. He wiped his hand on a paper towel.

 

"Did you get it?"

 

"Yes," he answered, picking up and waving the phone.

 

"Good," she sighed. "I don't know if I can do that again. It's so intense."

 

"It's fucking AWESOME!" Juno yelled.

 

"Is it?" Fred asked.

 

"Yes, my dear, it is. I can't even describe how wonderful it feels."

 

"I'm glad you finally get to experience it."

 

Something had definitely changed about him. She'd never seen him so calm and confident before. Sometimes just being in the same room as a guy he thought was good looking would make him uncomfortable. But now he was lubing up her lover with a smile on his face.

 

"Is all this really a turn on for you?" she asked once again.

 

"Yes. The more I see how much you love his... black cock"—he still seemed to stumble over the words—"the more I know how much I've let you down over the years."

 

"You're not letting me down, honey," she said and grazed his cheek.

 

"Not anymore," he said and stroked her forehead with his thumb.

 

They watched Juno together, listening to her unearthly moans. She could still feel the phantom cocks inside of her, stoking with the same intensity. In and out and in and out.

 

She was glad that it was real and not a dream.

BETTER DIFFERENT

5:12 PM, Apple Orchard - Constance

 

"I'm gonna miss it here," Constance said, staring up at the enormous apple trees.

 

"Yeah, me too," Fred said.

 

Both of them were already wearing the finest clothes they brought. Fred looked dashing in his navy blue three-piece suit and Constance glowed in her red necktie bodycon. She had taken off her heels to wander around the Oak Meadow grounds one last time.

 

"Almost feels like home."

 

"Better. We don't have to clean."

 

Constance laughed and bumped into him. "You don't clean anyway."

 

"Yes, I do. I clean out the fridge."

 

"That's true," she giggled.

 

"Things are gonna be different when we get back home."

 

"I know."

 

"Better different, not worse different."

 

"Oh yes."

 

"Why didn't you ever cheat on me before?"

 

"I don't know. It never really occurred to me."

 

"I don't deserve you."

 

"That's where you're wrong. I still love you, Teddybear. I've always loved you. You're funny and kind and even brave in your own way."

 

"Brave?"

 

"Yeah. You remember that time we were camping at the lake and there was a weird noise and you got up to check what it was? I was too scared to leave the sleeping bag."

 

"Didn't turn out to be anything."

 

"But it could have been something."

 

"I just wanted to make sure you were safe."

 

"See? You're brave. And we still have all of that, nothing has changed."

 

"Something changed. You're going to fuck other guys."

 

"Well, yeah. But think of it as my big black sex toys."

 

"Are they all going to be black?"

 

"I don't know, we'll see. You certainly seem to like seeing my suck dark meat."

 

"God, help me, I do," he sighed.

 

"What do you think our parents are gonna say once they watch the show?"

 

"I don't even want to think about it."

 

The phone in Fred's pocket buzzed. He looked at it.

 

"They want us back at Big Oak for the review."

 

"Ooh, we'll get to watch porn!" Constance said excitedly.

REVIEW

5:43 PM, Living Room - Fred

 

"Ah, there you are!" Mrs. Carpenter called out from the deck as Fred and Constance approached. For the first time, she wasn't wearing business attire, sporting a very elegant black cocktail dress.

 

"Sorry, we were saying goodbye to the apple orchard," Constance explained, putting her heels back on when she reached the pool area.

 

"No worries, no worries," Mrs. Carpenter smiled and handed them two mimosas.

 

Everyone was gathered in the spacious living room of Big Oak. The four others, of course, but also Mr. Green and the white-haired Mr. Wright, whom they hadn't seen since their initial interview. Henry was there, too, and a man named Bryce Poole, who had been in charge of the cameras. Their drivers and the Oak Meadow staff. 

 

"They're all gonna be here for the review?" Constance asked, blushing.

 

"Not getting shy now, are we?" Mr. Green asked.

 

"A little."

 

"It'll be just like at the Kitty Club," he said, clapping her on the shoulder for encouragement.

 

More people arrived, including Mr. Carpenter, a very friendly man in his forties. Henry and Bryce were setting up cameras in their formal clothing. There had to be at least at least a dozen people there, not counting the stars of the show. The staff brought out hors d'oeuvres; little cheese cubes, zucchini slices with sour cream, vegan sushi, and tiny donuts, among other things.

 

Once the cameras were all set up, Mrs. Carpenter demanded everyone's attention.

 

"People, people, ladies, and gentlemen," she called out. "On behalf of Omegavision, let me thank you all for coming here today. None of this would have been possible without you." Polite applause. "It's been one busy week here at Oak Meadow. A week full of surprises and twists, which we will get to experience today."

 

"Already experienced it!" Juno chattered, making Constance and her husband smile, though no one outside the group heard it.

 

"In a mere two hours worth of time, the Springfield edition of Second Honeymoon will come to an end and we will find out who the winners and losers are—believe me, you won't see this one coming."

 

"Already seen her coming," Juno quipped. Fred squeezed Constance's. They looked at each other and smiled.

 

"Fred? Connie? Will you come here for a moment?" The two approached Mrs. Carpenter, standing in the center of attention. "Aren't they precious? These are the stars of tonight's show, in case anyone hasn't met them yet. Fred, any last words before we watch the review and find out all the secrets of the past week?"

 

"Only that I love my wife, Constance Evelyn Harding, with all my heart."

 

There were a lot of "aahs" from the crowd and some applause.

 

"You think your wife has kept anything from you?"

 

"Nope," Fred said with confidence.

 

"We'll have to be the judge of that," Mrs. Carpenter said for the benefit of the crowd. "What about you, Connie? Do you think anyone you see tonight will cause you to rethink your relationship with your husband?"

 

"Nope."

 

"Any last words before we start?"

 

Constance was tempted to shout out "I love big black cocks," but Mrs. Carpenter had insisted they wouldn't spoil anything for the guests. Most of them had no idea what had transpired. "I'm very fortunate to have married such a kind and understanding man," she said to a chorus of "awws."

 

"Aren't they wonderful?" Mrs. Carpenter spoke. "I've had great pleasure watching these two lovebirds during their stay here at Oak Meadow. Please take a seat so we can get started with the last challenge that lies before this couple."

 

There was an ordered scramble for everyone to find a good spot on the circular couch. In addition to the large screen on the wall, Henry had brought in several smaller, portable ones. No matter where one sat in the living room pit, at least one screen was visible.

 

Fred and Constance were given the best seats in the house, with a clear vision of the large screen. Juno and Kyoko sat on Fred's right, Charles and Lemar on Constance's left. They were flanked by Mrs. Carpenter and Mr. Green.

 

"Go ahead and start it," Mrs. Carpenter said.

 

The screens all flickered to life simultaneously, starting with a shot of a limousine arriving down the driveway. The car came to a screeching halt on the gravel and the door opened. Fred got out, stiff and nervous. He extended his hand to an equally nervous Constance.

 

"Wow, we looked so scared," Constance laughed.

 

"Feels like it was ages ago," Fred said.

 

"Ooh, that's me!" Juno squealed as she and Kyoko made their entrance. "Damn, I look hot."

 

"Yeah, you do," Charles called out from the other side.

 

"This is weird, watching it all back," Constance said.

 

"You get used to it after"—Charles and Lemar appeared on the screen and Juno switched mid-sentence—"Oooh, sex-ay!"

 

They showed a graphic, briefly introducing the four contestants over shots of the pizza dinner. END OF DAY ONE, the screens read in white-on-black lettering.

 

The atmosphere in the room became excited during day two, when Fred was sitting at the dining table by himself and behind him, Lemar was giving Kyoko a massage. The massage quickly turned into steamy action.

 

"What was going through your mind at the time?" Mrs. Carpenter asked as they all watched Fred flee up the stairs.

 

"I was really uncomfortable and weirded out," Fred answered. "At that time I had no idea that they'd actually be having sex with each other. Totally out of the blue."

 

Everyone watched a portion of Kyoko's performance at the Kitty Club with rapt attention, turning their heads to look at the woman sitting so calmly on the couch. 

 

As soon as Constance and Juno walked out on the stage, the real Juno jumped to her feet and pulled Constance up beside her. They demonstrated that they still knew the moves to the Macarena, mirroring the actions on the screen to raucous applause. When they pulled their bras off on stage, the applause stopped, watching the women to see if they'd mirror that, too. To everyone's disappointment, they did not.

 

Watching the ensuing lap dance, Fred wished that he had known back then everything he knew now. The way his wife moved on stage was beyond sexy.

 

The real Juno jumped on Charles' lap and Constance gracefully lowered herself on top of Lemar. Fred stopped watching the screen, preferring to watch the lap dance happening right next to him.

 

The review switched to the hot tub. Constance's moans rang through the living room. All the guests watched Fred with fevered attention to see what his reaction was to discovering that his wife had been fingered by another man. They were disappointed that he just sat there, smiling, while an up-close, high-definition shot of Charles' finger inside of Constance's pussy was visible on the screens.

 

Their disappointment only deepened as they entered day four with shots of a very uneventful basketball game. Although the fact that Constance continued to sit on Lemar's lap was a positive signal to many. Mrs. Carpenter admitted to them that they didn't have any footage of the interaction in the locker room, which was a small comfort to Fred.

 

It was when Juno asked for Constance's help in asking out Charles that the dam seemed to break. Even Fred hadn't seen that yet. He knew perfectly well that Juno's angelic appearance was a deception but even he was surprised with the voracity that she attacked Constance's pussy. Next to him, Lemar slipped a hand up Constance's dress. Juno was making out with Charles.

 

All around them, people couldn't decide if they wanted to watch the screen or the action.

 

The Blue Blood set was only barely shown—due to copyright reasons, according to Mrs. Carpenter—just enough to let everyone know where they had been. And then they already reached the encounter in the dressing room between Lemar and Constance.

 

Constance couldn't wait any longer. Watching herself slowly spiral into immorality was such a turn on. She promptly unzipped Lemar's pants and hiked up her dress—she hadn't bothered putting on underwear, knowing what was to happen. When the on-screen couple was making love, she stood in front of Lemar, coaxing him to erection with her mouth, bent over at the waist, exposing her backside to the eager onlookers.

 

The rest of the review devolved into non-stop raunchy action, as Juno and Constance fucked the real-life versions with giddy enthusiasm. The heated argument between Fred and Constance was punctuated by Juno's orgasmic moans.

 

Fred enjoyed a brief moment in the limelight when Kyoko had him in her iron arm-hold and Juno jerked off his tiny erection. His face grew flush at the thought of everyone in the room knowing exactly how small his penis was.

 

While Fred was confessing how truly pathetic of a man he was, Constance rode herself to an orgasm next to him. He reached out and intertwined his fingers with hers.

 

The review ended with a last shot of Constance getting double-teamed on the very couch they were sitting on now. Just in time, Lemar finished, too, pumping his seed inside of her, as he had done so many times that week.

 

The guests erupted into wild applause as Constance hopped off of Lemar's lap and stood in front of them all, bowing. Cum ran down her inner thigh. She made it look like high fashion.

 

Mrs. Carpenter stood up, too, clapping. "And there you have it, ladies and gentlemen. Second Honeymoon, Springfield. We were all thrilled at the unexpected development and you saw for yourself why I think this might have potential to beat even New York." She glanced at her filigree gold wristwatch. "It's a minute past eight. Everyone, I have the great pleasure to announce to you the winners of Second Honeymoon, Springfield, the inseparable Fred and Constance Harding."

 

Constance lunged at Fred and the two kissed passionately as the crowd clapped and cheered all around them.

 

After going a week without a sensual touch from his wife, the kiss felt incredible. Like coming home after a long, hard day. 

 

"I love you," Constance said.

 

"I love you, too," Fred replied.

 

Epilogue, Four Months Later

TOGETHER AGAIN

5:50 PM, Office - Fred

 

Fred closed the lid of his laptop and shoved it inside the carry-case. He stood up and stretched in the confined space of his cubicle. He was excited to finally get home. It was a special day.

 

"How's your wife?" Bryan asked as Fred stepped outside of his cubicle.

 

"She's great," he replied with a broad smile.

 

"You do know she fucked a—"

 

"Yo, there he is," Logan interrupted. "Your wife sure can take a fucking dick, man."

 

"Yes, she can. The biggest," Fred gloated.

 

"Can I have her number?" Anthony asked.

 

"Sorry, Anthony, but she only fucks black dick now."

 

That got them all riled up, as he knew it would. He pushed through the cajoling guys, carry-case in hand.

 

"When are you gonna bring her to the office?" Kenneth called after him.

 

"If you want to see my wife naked, you can see her on most weekends at the Kitty Club. She's doing a live sex show with Juno this Sunday," he replied.

 

Things had been crazy at the office since the show started airing. He used to be just a faceless employee at the company. A nobody. But once Second Honeymoon started airing, everyone seemed to be talking about him. Suddenly he was the coolest guy in the building.

 

There had been a lot of teasing, especially once they all saw his wife get fingered in the hot tub, but this day had been extreme. The evening before, Omegavision aired their Blue Blood episode as a special promotional event for the actual Blue Blood episode, which would debut in two hours.

 

He rode the elevator down to the parking garage and drove home in his beautiful blue, electric i3, the first thing they bought with the prize money.

 

The driveway of his modest single-story home was packed with cars. He pulled up to the curb, filled with excitement.

 

"Welcome, Fred!" Juno squealed, nearly knocking him over in an excited hug.

 

"Welcome home," Constance said, embracing him with a kiss.

 

The entire cast of Second Honeymoon had gathered to watch that night's Blue Blood. Charles and Lemar were hanging out in the kitchen. After greeting them, Kyoko introduced her fuckbuddy, Amber, to Fred. She was there at the insistence of Kyoko, who didn't want to feel like a fifth wheel.

 

The only one who wouldn't have any sex that night was Fred.

 

It was the first time that all of them had reunited since the show ended. Lemar stopped by frequently to fuck Constance, though he was by no means her only lover. Juno seemed to practically live with them. Her and Constance bonded very deeply, given that they were fucking each other on stage every weekend. She really did seem like the daughter they never had.

 

They settled in on the couch in time for the show to start.

 

Fred felt amazing. Surrounded by friends, admired by his co-workers, married to a satisfied wife.

 

Life couldn't get any better.

THE END
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