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1.

​ Just as Eric's
figure blends into the frenzied bustle of his college orientation,
my phone blares to life. "Chaz Lockhart." The name lingers on my
screen, an unspoken invitation to the world that exists parallel to
this one.

Chaz has been the quiet architect of my
secret life, my booking agent. He knows me in ways that Eric, my
casual college boy-toy, and Smithy, my increasingly tiresome
husband, could never comprehend.

The thought of Smithy waiting, no doubt
impatiently, at our supposedly 'romantic' downtown lunch spot makes
me sigh in reluctant obligation. The charm has worn off, replaced
with a familiar routine that I've grown bored of.

Eric, on the other hand, is a carefree
diversion, his innocence an amusing contrast to my seasoned
discretion. Yet he, like Smithy, remains blissfully ignorant of the
dual existence I lead.

Both men, the lover and the husband, are on
the outside of a world they know nothing about. It's my dark
secret, my tantalizing escape, and I'm resolved to keep it that
way.

“This is the gig you’ve been waiting for,
Sharon,” Chaz says excitedly into the phone. “The money is at least
triple of anything you’ve been offered before.”

“Oh yeah? Well what’s the catch, Chaz,” I
say, waving goodbye to Eric as he walks awkwardly across campus.
“The last time you put me in a music video those rappers wouldn’t
keep their hands off of me and I had to explain to Smithy why there
were red marks on my ass and bruises on my tits.”

Chaz chuckles at that one, the bastard.

“I wish I could tell you this gig didn’t
involve testosterone-crazed hip hop artists taking certain
liberties with your body, Sharon - but it does. But this time, it’s
worth it.”

“Who’s the artist?”

“Up and coming rapper by the name of Lil’
Bull,” Chaz goes on, “he’s young, a kid really, no more than
nine-teen years old – he’s local too. Grew up right in town.”

“Jesus, Chaz. I hope I don’t know this
kid.”

“I doubt it,” Chaz says, “apparently he only
ever showed up to school long enough to cause trouble. But he’s got
a massive budget for a new music video he’s shooting, and we got
the call that he wants a ‘big booty white woman old enough to be a
MILF, but young enough to still have fun.’ Whatever that
means.”

I catch my reflection in the rearview. I’m
38 but don’t look a day over 28, my wild blue eyes still piercing,
my smooth skin glowing enough to fool anyone about my age. My lips
are plump and full and youthful from the lip injections Smithy buys
me.

“How much money are we talking here,
Chaz?”

“Five grand for a day’s work and your
signature on a piece of paper that says you are down for
anything.”

I let a silence pass on the line. I want
Chaz to squirm a bit before I answer.

“How raunchy can a music video get?” I say
at last. “Or rather, how much raunchier can it be than the
last one? I’m in, Chaz. When do we shoot?”

“Tomorrow,” he says, “and wear something
slutty.”

“Will do.”

As I slide into the booth across from Smithy
at our lunch spot, we exchange small talk, dancing around the
monotony of our daily routines. I flash him my rehearsed, dazzling
smile, embodying the irresistible trophy wife with an ease that
comes from years of practice. It's a simple game really, with my
looks and a body honed to perfection at countless gym sessions.

When we slip away to our favorite midday
hideaway, it's clear that the last thing on Smithy's mind is the
existence of my other life. The sordid secret, tucked neatly away
under layers of meticulously crafted deceit.

He could never imagine the truth - the whole
truth. His world is so sheltered from it. A world I’ve carefully
created, not just for him, but for Eric too. The fragility of their
blissful ignorance is not lost on me. The knowledge of my double
life could shatter them, an earthquake that I won't let loose on
their lives.

In the initial chapters of our marital
narrative, Smithy was far from the affluent man he is today. His
bank balance was a thin, starving thing, and I grew weary of
holding my breath for promotions that seemed more like a mirage
with every passing day.

But then, in a surprising twist of fate, the
promotions did start to trickle in. Too late though. By that time,
I was already wading deep into my own vibrant underworld, an
unanticipated venture that had evolved from a mere pastime into a
fiery passion, an all-consuming obsession.

Some would term it dancing, a series of
seductive moves in sync with pulsating rhythms. Others might
crudely label it stripping. But labels were irrelevant to me. This
was my art, my secret sanctuary, my life away from the life that
the world perceived.

I auditioned for a strip club called The
Oasis back in 2015, and they hired me on the spot. I started
working lunch shifts, and picking up weekends when Smithy was away
for work. It carried on for years before Chaz found me and started
booking me for higher paying gigs.

By the time I met Eric, eighteen and
rosy-cheeked, I had been doing music videos and private events for
years. I even thought he might recognize me, if he listened to that
sort of music. But he didn’t. And I never felt the need to tell
him. Why would I open up to my boyfriend about something I couldn’t
even tell my husband? That would be disloyal.

On the matter of Smithy and Eric; they know
one another, have spent time with one another, and Eric has, on
occasion, fucked me in front of Smithy. It’s quite fun, and the
three of us, at least so far, have a good thing worked out.

Now, as Smithy rolls off of me and lays
panting on the bed top, I think about the implications of my new
gig tomorrow. Lil’ Bull. Sounds aggressive. But Chaz said he
was young, and I know how to handle a pup. Lil’ Puppy will be more
like it.

“Was that good for you?” Smithy pants, his
dick already deflated.

“It was amazing,” I lie, not even close to
an orgasm, “but I’ve got to get to the gym before the day gets any
later. See you at home tonight – and don’t forget to pick Eric up
from his orientation.”

“The cuckold and his wife’s boyfriend,”
Smithy muses.

Smithy kisses me and we part ways.

At the gym, I find a secluded corner in
front of a mirror and go through my practice routine. The same
routine I go through before every music video shoot – I
twerk until my thighs and glutes are burning something fierce,
until every pair of male eyes in the gym is locked on my body, and
then I move on to the weight machines. It isn’t easy work
keeping an ass like this so lifted as one approaches forty years of
age, but it’s worth it.

I think about my old college days as I start
my weighted squats. I was a mess back then, a total degenerate and
sex addict that threw my body at anyone and everyone who wanted a
taste. Parties till sunup and enough coke and molly to keep you
raging for days. Back then I had short brown hair, and the only
reason I ever grew it out and dyed it blonde (as it sits now on top
of my head in a messy bun) was so that I wouldn’t be recognized
from some of the videos I was filmed in that inevitably made their
way across the internet. As much as it pains me to say, those cheap
porn videos I did in my one and only year at college made me the
connections that would later get me employed not only as a
stripper, but also as a regular for music videos shot across the
greater Los Angeles area.

If you’re wondering why I didn’t quit and
leave it all behind after Smithy made us financially stable, the
answer is easy – because I like it. I know I have a banging
body and I’m all too aware of Father Time waiting around the corner
to take it from me, to stick gravity on me like some dark spell,
and rob me of my youthful glory.

I leave the gym covered in sweat, every man
in the building watching my ass sway side to side as I exit.
Tonight I’ll cook dinner for my boyfriend and my husband, and in
the morning I’ll be gone before either of them wake up.


2.

​ “Here’s your
class list and schedule,” the cute coed volunteer says, handing me
a stack of papers and documents, “along with required reading and
textbooks. Any questions for me?”

“Nuh-no,” I stutter out, “I mean yes – which
way is the Student Union building?”

The cute coed smiles and points me in the
right direction. Are all the girls at Uni going to be this
hot, I think to myself. A knot of exhilaration blossoms in my
nervous stomach. I’m finally HERE!

It’s hard to put into words how excited I am
for college. Maybe it’s the prospect of being on my own for the
first time, or meeting new people, or attending lectures from some
of the great minds in our society. But I think more than anything,
why I’m actually excited for college, is simply the fact that it’s
no longer high school.

And no more high school means no more Trey
DeJohnson.

Trey was, or should I say, is, one of
the most quintessential bully assholes you could ever imagine in
your wildest nightmares. My entire childhood from age 13 to
graduation consisted of me finding ways to duck or hide or avoid
Trey altogether. Back when puberty was starting to take hold, my
hope had been that perhaps a strong growth spurt would put me in a
position to combat some of Trey’s aggression. The opposite
happened. I gained a few inches while Trey shot up nearly a foot,
and by
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