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      “Oh god…” the words escaped Mandy’s lips without thought or intention.

      Her ragged panting had become so fast-paced and eager that she didn’t recognize half the sounds that she uttered over the past hour. “Oh god!” she yelled this time. The feeling was too intense. She just wanted to go to the edge. She didn’t mean to cum, but it was too late. It was happening again. There was no turning back.

      “Fffuck! Oh, fuck!” Mandy yelled into the back cushion of the sofa in her living room. Her forehead rested on her left arm, which pushed on the top backing of the couch as her knees pressed into the center butt cushion of the couch. “Yes! Yes, yes, yes oh god, I’m cumming!”

      Mandy’s right hand rubbed the small rabbit vibrator in tight circles over her clit between her thighs. Her pussy and anus gaped and contracted as the middle-aged woman’s breath caught in her chest as the orgasm struck her like a heart attack. Her eyes flirted with the ceiling as her entire body heaved forward and back like she was a man fucking the couch with her sex. The power of this orgasm was unparalleled by the previous five she had tortured herself with over the past hour.

      Her back arched and her thighs clapped together and apart in a desperate attempt to remove the vibrator from her overstimulated clit, but what her body demanded was not what her mind wished.

      God, it feels… it feels too fucking good! Oh, my…

      “OH, GOD!” Mandy screamed as a spurt of juices gushed from her pussy and splattered on the front of the couch and partially covered in towels on the hardwood floor.

      Feeling like she had just gotten off one of those spinny-roller coasters she used to love when she was younger, Mandy felt a dizzying spin in her head and rolled from her knees onto her back, nearly falling off the couch as she gasped and her body seized and jittered as the residual pulses of her pleasure coursed through her body.

      The past week since she realized her mysterious encounter with a stranger was actually an orchestrated experience had tested her physically, mentally, and emotionally. Physically, Mandy didn’t know if she would survive to see thirty-five years old with the sheer amount of orgasms she had given herself every day since her second encounter with her fan. Suddenly, her body had become insatiable. Each day, Mandy drained the batteries on all of her vibrators and fucked herself silly with all her dildos until she could barely lift her arms and it still wasn’t enough, it seemed.

      This, of course, was probably due to the new power of the orgasm she felt. Mandy had thought the deviousness of filming herself cumming intensified her orgasms quite a bit, but those paled in comparison to what she felt now. Granted, she was recording all of these orgasms as well, just in case one day she wished to release them, but in truth, Mandy forgot about the recording phone on the tripod instantly. These powerful orgasms were because of him…

      No. Them. All of them.

      Mentally, Mandy was in a surreal disbelief at the sudden speed her social media and camming profiles had gone viral. And not just her free accounts (that now were closing in on one million subscribers!) but also her paid. She had earned a few dollars from her most loyal fans for the first few weeks. Enough to cover maybe a meal out for her family each month, which she was happy with, but a large part of her wondered if the risk of being found out was worth such meager gains.

      Mandy was on the PTA, she and her husband were members of the condo board association where they lived. She had friends, family… She would feel such shame if the world she had so carefully crafted around her came tumbling down if her extracurricular activities became public.

      And all for a meal out once a month?

      But the money she was collecting now was not just a meal out. Thousands of dollars she had earned in the space of a week. More money in a shorter amount of time than both she and Elliot had ever seen. The scope and speed of her popularity and growth begged and demanded answers to two questions.

      How long could I keep this intoxicating lifestyle up before I’m caught?

      But the other devious question that tapped at the back of her mind like a coy woodpecker was:

      Just how big could this become? How fast can it grow? How many men and women could I reach???

      They were the reason she came so hard.

      They and him… her mind teased.

      With such a large audience came so many men and women who flooded this simple middle-aged, middle-class mother of three’s inbox with the most erotic photos, videos, and messages that had turned into something of a drug for Mandy. That was usually how her masturbation marathons began, with a scroll through one of her platform’s inboxes. The second encounter with her fan at the beach had even more views than the first, and the other fans were more than jealous. They were ravenous for a third video… and of course, they wanted their turns.

      At night, while Elliot ‘worked late’ on his laptop, Mandy giggled and bit her lip and fought the temptations as she read through the thousands of messages that described what her fans would do to her if they met her at that beach. The really good ones she would reply to while her vibrators’ batteries recharged. The really, really good ones. She’d giggle, and she replied with a photo of her cleavage, nipple, or legs. Her internet was going almost as wild as her masturbation sessions, but every fantasy always came back to him.

      The mysterious faceless young man who fingered her so well, twice, and whose cock she jacked off the last time. The fantasies that swirled in her mind of the things she should have done to him, would’ve wanted him to do to her, and still might do in the future were like miracle grow for her libido. Mandy tried not to think about them unless it was times like this, with her kids in school and her husband at work when she had the house to herself. Because the only cure for her to stop thinking about these fantasies was to cum and cum hard.

      Emotionally, she was a guilty wreck. There was no other way to phrase what she had done other than cheat. She cheated on a great man, who's a great father, and a great husband. Mandy wished Elliot wasn’t so. That maybe she could justify her actions if he was mean or abusive, but it wasn’t true. He was even good in bed! Mandy thought she could alleviate some of her guilt (and horniness, but that wasn’t as important) by fucking her husband every night for the past week and that was what she did. For days, Mandy rode her husband like they were twenty years old again, she submitted to him and let the man pound out his frustrations into her—this morning she had to throw out one of their pillow cases because she bit down on it so hard to keep from waking the kids that she tore a hole in it—but despite all of that; she was still a guilty pool of emotions (and despite multiple orgasms each night, her body demanded more during the day).

      How long can I keep this from him before it devours me? The question was the first random thought to pop into Mandy’s brain as she lay on her back, sprawled across the couch.

      Her legs were wide, with one knee upright and resting against the back of the couch and her other heel resting on the floor. It was on a twisted pile of damp towels. Her naked body was sweaty after the marathon she had put herself through. Brushing her brunette hair over one shoulder so she could rest her head on the arm of the couch, Mandy’s breasts rose and fell with her chest with every panted breath.

      She knew she was going to tell Elliot, eventually; she just didn’t know when or how many times I’d meet with my fan before I do.
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      Mandy blinked a few more times as the last of the previous orgasm wore off and she became aware of her surroundings. The tripod holding her recording cell phone stared directly at her, recording, and suddenly Mandy felt a rush of adrenaline at the thought of her fan watching this video and stroking his young big cock. The cell phone wasn’t live on the internet. It just recorded a video that she could release later, but what if I did? Miami-Heat1999 would watch it. He’d stroke himself to it… He’d cum…

      Mandy licked her lips as remembered the explosion of cum the young man had on her face when she pumped his cock. How the streaks of semen strung down the lenses of her large aviator sunglasses. Her hands slid up her sides to her breasts and her razor-sharp nipples. Using the middle pads of her middle fingers, Mandy rubbed soft circles around them over and over. After the young man was gone and she had recovered to realize she was still recording live, Mandy scooped his cum up on her fingers and swallowed it all for her fans before ending the video. A cherry on top for most of her followers, according to the video’s comments.

      Mandy was completely nude except for the black masquerade mask she wore that covered the top half of her face. She didn’t realize what she was doing until it was too late. Her hands switched from rubbing both her nipples to gently to roughly groping her round breasts and squeezing them as she mashed them into her chest and worked circles that converged in the center. Licking her lips, Mandy arched her back as the pleasure spiked in her and suddenly her slowing breaths began to speed up again.

      “Oh, god…” Mandy almost cried with a pouty face. “Not… Mmm… not again…” It felt like she was possessed and not even in control of her actions at this point.

      Her body was tired and sore, her pussy ached, and her nipples were sensitive and raw, but still, she knew she couldn’t stop. Not now. She would have to pick up her kids from school soon. This was her only chance.

      “Ohhh…” she cooed, squinting her eyes as she arched her back. Her legs spread open and her sex raised and pressed up slightly, as if making room for an imaginary cock to shove inside her.

      Sliding her hand down her center, she rubbed her fingers over her pussy lips which were raw and still wet from her last orgasm. When she touched her clit, there was a spike of pleasure and ache that made her pull away. Mandy’s sensitivity was off the charts. Pressing her lips together, she closed her eyes and imagine the young man’s finger entering her as she pressed two fingers inside her warm, creamy pussy.

      “Ahh… Oh god…” she growled as she began to rock. Her heavy breasts, unsupported and free from a bra, fell to either side of her chest. She scooped one up and rolled the nipple between her thumb and forefinger, which made her whine and fuck herself faster.

      “Yes… yes… just like that…”

      In her fantasy, the young man didn’t stop after he pulled out his cock. Suddenly, my driver’s side door was opening to my car, and I was being pulled onto the warm concrete between cars in the beach parking lot.

      “Yes! Fuck me!” Mandy growled and bit her lips as she imagined the man plunging his cock inside her. “Ugh!”

      Mandy’s fingers pounded in and out of her pussy with great speed. The wet sound of her fingers ramming inside her tight pussy and her palm clapping against her dripping lips filled the living room.

      “Oh fuck yes! Give it to me!” she demanded to her fantasy.

      Taking her breast in hand, she maneuvered the nipple up and to her mouth and sucked on her own nipple, tonguing it just as she imagined the young man doing so.

      “Mmmmmm!” she cried into herself as she bit down and began to buck her hips with every thrust inside her pussy. Her legs were nearly in complete splits, with one resting on top of the back of the couch and the other touching the floor.

      “Oh, god—I can’t take it… I can’t take it… I can’t—ahhh!” Mandy moaned as she released her breasts and let the bounce around wildly with her body and slid her other hand to her clit. Swiping circles around her clit felt like someone stood over her and dumped warm buckets of pleasure over her entire body as she neared the edge over and over again.

      “Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!” she repeated and thought she might lose her mind if she didn’t cum. “Fuck me! Fuck me—me oh—oh! Yes!”

      Mandy gasped, sucking down air, and went silent. Arching her back, she continued to finger fuck herself with one hand and rub her clit with the other as the seconds ticked by in a wet silence. The tremor started in her legs and worked their way up her body quickly. She felt her breasts bounce off another and into her chin as the orgasm sent a seizure through her.

      “I’m cumming! Oh god!” Mandy cried out. The orgasm felt so good in almost hurt. “FUUUCK!”

      A short squirt of juices pinched from her pussy and rained over her couch before her body collapsed back down on the cushions. Mandy’s thighs clapped together, and her hands covered her sex defensively as she rolled in sofa as the pleasure wouldn’t release her.

      “Oh… g—god…” The pulses of the orgasm echoed through her body for minutes as she continued to contort her legs and press her forehead into the crevice of the couch. When it finally relented, she took several long deep breaths and lay exhausted on her back.

      God, Mandy… What the hell is wrong with you?

      It took another five minutes before her legs were sturdy enough for her to stand and turn off her cell phone and take down her tripod and recording equipment. The next forty-five minutes were spent cleaning and scrubbing the couch and floor where she squirted haphazardly. Washing her face and combing her hair wasn’t enough to get the flushness out of her cheek or the sex out of her hair, but it would have to do because she was almost late as it was. Closing her laptop and placing it on the kitchen counter, she quickly grabbed the tripod and recording equipment and brought it to her office. When she looked in the mirror, she thought she looked like a slut but she didn’t have any more time.

      Time to pick up the kids.
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      It was a busy Friday afternoon. Picking up the kids, Mandy took them to grab a snack and then to the park to play for an hour. This gave the couch time to dry and allowed the kids time to burn some energy before I dropped them off at my mother-in-law's house. Once a month, each of our parents took a turn with the kids. It gave them some quality time with the grandkids and afforded Elliot and me a date night.

      “What are you and Daddy going to do tonight?” Jake asked from the back seat. She pulled to a red light and made a boring face in her rearview mirror.

      “Oh, you know, boring adult stuff. Talking and TV…” Mandy said and continued driving. “What are you guys going to do a Granny Jan’s house?”

      “Granny Jan! Granny Jan! Granny Jan!” Kyle giggled and bounced in his seat.

      “Granny has a new model for us to put together!” Jake exclaimed.

      “No!” Madeline announced. “Granny Jan said we would do a puzzle!”

      “Nuh huh!” Jake replied.

      “Well… Maybe you’ll have time for both!” Mandy offered. She pulled into Janet’s driveway and reminded her kids of their manners as she unbuckled them. She had a good enough relationship with her mother-in-law, Janet. Elliot’s father had passed away years ago, and it was just Janet. With Elliot as her only son, the woman had taken to micromanaging his life. She lived vicariously through his life and, most importantly to her, his successes in his career. Of course, Mandy loved that Elliot’s mother took such interest in her son—her parents were much more distant so she was glad he had that—but sometimes she could be… a little much.

      “Granny Jan!” the kids yelled, almost in unison.

      “Ohh, hi!” Janet hugged the kids to her thighs and patted them all on their backs. “I’m so happy to see you! Why don’t you go to the kitchen? I might’ve just baked some cookies.”

      “No, I just gave them…” Mandy’s words disappeared as quickly as the kids did into the kitchen. “They just had a snack.”

      “Now, why did you feed them? You know I have plenty of food in this house,” Janet warned.

      “I was trying to be helpful,” Mandy sighed, sensing the fight already.

      “Oh, you should know by now that I don’t need any help, Amanda,” Janet said her name as if it was an insult.

      Biting her tongue, Mandy forced a large fake smile. “Okay, well, thanks for taking the kids for a night. I’ll be by tomorrow around two to pick them up.” Clenching her teeth, Mandy almost made it out the door, but Janet wouldn’t let her go that easily.

      “Well, how’s Elliot been? I haven’t seen him in weeks! How’s his job?”

      “He’s good. Busy. He just got another big case, so pretty soon I won’t be seeing him that often either. You know how it is the first couple weeks when he gets a new one…” Mandy said, teetering in the doorway like a cat burglar planning her escape.

      “Well, you need to be understanding. Elliot put a lot of work into that degree. He’s the first lawyer in the family and I spent a lot of years keeping on him in school to get those grades. You should be thankful he has such a high-paying and respected job,” Janet balled her fists on both ends of her hips and all of a sudden Mandy felt like she was being scolded by her mother. “How about your office job? Put in for a promotion, yet?”

      “Nope, not yet, but I’m sorry I’ve got to run. I’ll tell Elliot you’re missing him. See you tomorrow,” Mandy blurted out in an almost run-on sentence as she slipped out the door with a wave. It took several deep breaths to calm her emotions on her walk back to her car. These lies were stacking up, and the only thing worse than dealing with her condescending mother-in-law was giving her mother-in-law a reason to be pompous and condescending.

      God, should I tell Elliot about it all? She chewed her thumbnail repetitively the entire drive back to her house, with that question rattling around her thoughts.

      Nerves plagued my stomach the entire afternoon as I got ready for our dinner date night. I showered, did my hair, and make-up, all the while I wondered if tonight would be the night my life broke into shambles.

      Is now the time that I face my comeuppance?

      Date night tonight was dinner and a movie. Elliot returned home late, which was partially expected given his new case at work. He set his laptop down on the kitchen counter and rushed to the bathroom to shower and change. They both rushed out the door laughing at themselves, but were still making their reservations. It was a lovely dinner and Elliot had her forgetting my worries before long as was his talent—he was such a funny guy when the stresses of the workplace didn’t weigh him down. And even though stress was starting to ramp up again, as it did every few weeks, it seemed, the pair kept the mood light. After dinner, they went to a romantic comedy that Mandy had chosen, which was enjoyable enough. Mandy hugged his nearest arm to her body as she rested her cheek against his shoulder while the movie washed over them. It wasn’t until the drive back as she felt his hand rub around her knee and thigh that the pang of guilt returned.

      “Meet you in the living room in five?” Mandy said as they shared a lingering kiss in the entryway of their house.

      “living room?” Elliot said between kisses, “I was thinking the bedroom.”

      She hesitated, almost saying ‘we need to talk,’ but stopping herself as that sounded like the beginning of a divorce conversation. Thankfully Elliot finished his own question.

      “Oh I see,” he said, “I’ll get the wine and meet you there in five.”

      Mandy only smiled and went to her office. There was a brief panic when she realized her laptop was missing. Then remember she had been in such a hurry earlier that she had left it on the kitchen counter. Grabbing it, she returned to her office and closed the door as she heard Elliot turn on a Spotify pop music station we both liked.

      The more she did and moved closer to telling him, the more resolved she became. It was the right thing to do, and they always agreed not to keep secrets.

      The number of secrets I had were beginning to stack up.

      The plan was for her to break the news about her quitting her job and starting to cam first, then show a few of her masturbation videos. Then, after he had time to process that, she would carefully explain the two encounters with the strange young man, and, if they made it that far, she would show those videos and take it from there. Honestly, she didn’t see it getting that far.

      Opening her laptop, she clicked the shrunk internet tab realizing something was off immediately but not putting her finger on what until the site was opened and the pornographic video was playing. It was an extra raunchy video that Mandy would sometimes dabble in but hadn’t anytime soon. It was an amateur video of a brunette-haired woman being fucked from behind by one man while being skull fucked by another man on the other side.

      This isn’t my laptop! This is Elliots! He must have put it on the counter when he came home in a rush and forgot about it too!

      She moved away from the laptop and froze. Half of her wanted to run to get her laptop before he saw what was on it. Half of her wanted to return this laptop before he caught her snooping, but all of her wanted to keep looking at what her husband had been doing all those nights in his office.

      Clicking on the history tab, Mandy pulled a dozen more videos that Elliot had opened just before coming home. Videos of threesomes with two guys and others with two girls. Videos of women fucking themselves in changing rooms and under the table at restaurants. Videos of men jacking off in front of strangers and letting strange women finish them off. Quickly clicking through them, all took her back and made her wet all at the same time.

      Who was this man I’m married to? Why has he never told me about these desires? Why is he jerking off at work when he could just come home to me?

      Mandy was about to close the laptop when she saw an icon on the bottom corner of the screen with an alert saying there was a notification. Chewing on the corner of her lip, she glanced at the door of her office, knowing her five minutes were running out. She clicked the notification, which was to a messenger application. In it, he found chats with two dozen women that reached back years.

      Years?? This can’t be…

      Each one consisted of detailed and graphic role-playing sex and an exchange of pictures. Mandy read several lines of the latest one. It was with a twenty-two-year-old college girl who was absolutely stunning and left Mandy feeling a little self-conscious. The chat reached back months and Mandy found several times where the college girl wanted to meet, but each time Elliot refused.

      He refused her…

      “Oh, Mandy…” Elliot called from the living room in a playful hithering voice.

      Her mind and face were locked in position as she closed the laptop and left her office. Walking to the living room, she didn’t know what to say or do. She didn’t know what she wanted or what was best for their relationship… or our children…

      Two glasses of wine sat on their coffee table beside the open bottle. She could hear her husband washing up in the hallway bathroom and, without thought, swapped laptops on the kitchen counter and brought her correct laptop back to her office. Returning to the living room, she entered just as her husband left the bathroom.

      “Hey… funny meeting you here,” he said, sitting down. “Hey what happen to the couch—its like, damp here. One of the kids have an accident or something?”

      Mandy looked at her husband’s laptop one more time as it sat on the kitchen counter before shaking herself from the trancelike state she walked around in.

      “Mandy?”

      “No,” she whispered and walked over to her husband. “I had an accident,” Mandy smirked down on him with her crimson-colored lipstick as she crawled onto Elliot’s lap. The skirt of her black dress stretched and pulled at the seams as she straddled her husband’s legs. Elliot accepted her quickly. His palm slid up her thighs, scooting her skirt higher and higher until it was bunched around her hips and my bare creamy white thighs could spread around his lap.

      Mandy’s lips were beyond moistened ever since beginning to view the pornographic videos and chat on her husband’s computer and now it only worsened. The rawness and ache from the past days and weeks of abuse flared, but she quickly ignored it. The desperate need for that orgasm had been activated inside her and nothing was going to stand in her way.

      Elliot’s jacket was already off when she began tonguing his mouth. Their kisses were deep and wet as she moaned into him. Her hands were unbuttoning his shirt and his hands had slid her skirt over the top of her fat ass and were now cupping and massaging her thick breasts.

      “Mmmmm!” she groaned into the man as the feel of her dress’ fabric rubbing on her already hard nipples was already torturous. Her hips dragged up and down on her husband’s restrained cock, desperate from some kind of relief.

      Her fingers continued down to his belt buckle and zipper after undoing his shirt. By the time she had it unzipped and his cock removed from the boxers that bound it, Elliot pulled on the tail of her skirt and pulled the dress over her head, stripping her nude all at once. Squeezing her ass cheeks in his palms, Elliot pulled her wet pussy up and down on his shaft, grinding her tortured pussy along his veiny, throbbing cock. His long, hard shaft pulsed as he teased her like he knew she hated.

      “Oh, god…” Mandy cooed above his forehead with her palms squeezing both of his shoulders. “Put it in me… oh fuck, put it in me!”

      Her pleading became more desperate the harder he dragged his cock up and down her slit. Finally, she felt his fingers dig into her thick ass cheeks and raise her up, causing her to arch her back as she moved with her husband’s strength. Suddenly, the throbbing wide head of his long cock spread her pussy lips wide, and she lowered down on his cock. Filling her up in an instant, Mandy cried out.

      “Oh, fuuuck!” Mandy bit her lip because she thought she would get too loud. She went down on her husband’s shaft only to raise up and slam down again in hard thumping thrusts. “Ah ah ah! Yes! Yes! Oh, goddammit!”

      Mandy’s large breasts bounced and rocked over Elliot’s face as she rode the man quicker. The humping motion became easier as the sound of her wet pussy sloshing on his stiff, long cock became louder. The fantasies she had of the stranger who fingered her clashed with her husband’s secret fantasies as she rode him in a mess of pleasure.

      “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck—ugh!” Mandy groaned as her husband’s cock pounded in and out of her. Her mind jumped from memories of a strange man reaching into her car to finger her, then to the litany of dirty things she read about her husband wanting to do to other women. She imagined her husband jerking off while chatting about fucking these other women. She imagined him in his office stroking his big fucking cock while he watched the threesome video with two men spit-roasting a gorgeous woman.

      “Ahohgah!” Mandy yelped and closed her forearms around her husband’s neck as she pulled his face between her large curvy breasts. “Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck ahhhh!”

      The orgasm grew and struck harder than she thought was possible. Her pussy clenched around his cock, then forced it out of her as she came hard and squirted. Drenching his lap and the floor between his legs, Mandy’s ass hovered and twitched in the air above his stiff cock as the orgasm coursed through her body.

      In a blur of the hazy orgasm, she stood and turned around with her husband’s guidance. At first, Mandy thought she was falling forward and reached out to catch herself, but then she felt her husband’s strong hands firmly hold her hips and pull her backward to him. She reached back and braced herself on his shoulder as he lowered her still quivering pussy down on his firm cock.

      “Oh my god!” she sang as he pierced her pussy again and every sensor of pleasure activated.

      Whipping her long, brunette hair over her shoulder and to one side, she looked back at her husband as she rode him. In the reverse cowgirl position, she could thump her pussy down as hard as she wanted to on his cock and she heard him grunt between the wet slaps her body made on his.

      Her tits bounced up and down and her ass jiggled as she rode his cock fast. She felt her husband grab a fistful of her hair in a ponytail and pull her head back with every thrust. “Oh, my, god,” she gasped and gritted her teeth before repeating in a guttural voice. “Oh my god!”

      Mandy felt her husband’s warm palm slide up the side of her body and to the front of her chest. Scooping up her right breast, he squeezed her nipple tightly and twisted it.

      “God, yes! Yes! Cum inside me, baby! Please… oooohhh fuck, cum inside me!” she cried, as the orgasm was closer than ever.

      Elliot’s thrusts raised from the couch to meet her ass as the speed and pressure became too much for both of them. Mandy’s moans became louder and overtook her husband’s grunts as the orgasm washed over both of them.

      “Oh, yes ahh!” Mandy cried as she laid back against Elliot’s chest and felt his arms envelop her chest. His cock, buried in her pussy, flexed and pumped loads of semen inside her as her pussy lips quivered and she came hard around his cock. The pulses of her pussy trembled, reverberating down her spine as she squirted again, soaking his lap.

      Mandy collapsed to her side on the couch, and Elliot leaned with her. His cock was still inside her as he continued to flex inside her. Spurting his warm semen, he filled his wife with cum.

      “It looks like… you had another accident,” Elliot whispered over her shoulder between panted breaths.

      “Looks like I did,” Mandy smiled back at him. The two shared a lingering kiss as Mandy reached behind her and held her husband’s hips to hers.
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      The next day, Mandy felt like she was walking in a dream state. She was someone else. Her life was another’s. Last month, she was a normal married couple with three kids. Now? She was an internet-famous amateur porn star and her husband was an internet philanderer?

      Life’s all of a sudden so exciting.

      Mandy smirked as she finished making breakfast for her husband and herself. The world didn’t change. She didn’t change. But all of a sudden, she felt lighter. The guilt that had plagued her for weeks disappeared. Poof. Just like that. Part of her knew she should be angry or changed or upset about what he did, but how could she be when with all that she had been doing.

      They picked up the kids that afternoon and went to the park and out for supper. By the time night time came, they had settled in in front of the TV to watch a cartoon movie the kids liked. When she left after putting the kids to bed, Elliot gave her a kiss and said she’d see her later. Mandy had told him she was going for drinks with one of her coworkers and that she’d be back later. Easy enough. What she didn’t say was that she had messaged miamiheat1999 this morning before breakfast.

      The beach parking lot was empty, seeing as though it was 10:00pm. A handful of street lamps lit up the lot in warm light. Without traffic and cars and people, she could hear the waves crashing onto the sand in the darkness. Mandy licked her lips and stretched her arms out with a smirk. She set her phone up and pressed the record. Sliding down her pants, she readied herself. She removed her shirt and rolled down her window. Laying back, she closed her eyes. Minutes passed. She didn’t know how many. But she heard crunching feet on the gravel. It got closer to her.

      He was getting closer. He was coming.

      The young man’s hand reached inside the car and went to her breasts this time. Like he had been thinking about them. Stroking his big fat cock, imagining what they felt like. Wanting more from them. He groped and massaged her right breast, then moved to her left. She pinched and twisted her nipple, then moved to the other. Over and over again, teasing her like he had this planned. Opening her eyes, she saw the man’s half-mast cock dangling just outside her window.

      Well, two can play at this game.

      Stroking his cock slowly, Mandy enjoyed feeling it soft and easing its way to rock hard. With each and every stroke, this stranger’s young hard cock flexed and grew harder until it was an iron rod in her small hand. Pumping it up and down, she brought it towards her so it stuck inside her vehicle through the window.

      “Come here, baby. Bring it to me,” she whimpered and smiled at how well the young man listened.

      Someone was raised right by his mother…

      Pointing the tip of his cock to the ceiling of her car, she took her time and took each of his balls into her mouth one at a time. Tonguing, sucking them, she moved her tongue to the base of his shaft. She licked all the way to the tip and stopped before going back down and slurping at her saliva as she stroked his shaft again. Up and down, her fists worked his cock with a tighter grip that made him grunt and groan and made her pussy wetter. All the while his hands handled and squeezed and mashed her breasts into her chest.

      Mandy teased him for longer than he had ever been teased before, she was sure until she felt his cock begin to twitch and bounce in her grip. Then, without warning, she pulled the tip of his shaft down and slid her wet juicy lips down the bulbous head of his cock and slid her mouth up and down on his cock like she wasn’t some middle-aged mom of three. His salty pre-cum touched the back of her tongue and her drool slipped out of the corner of her mouth as he pushed his cock deeper.

      Oh, this is making me so fucking wet! God, I’m such a slut!

      “Mmmm! MMmmm!” Mandy groaned around his cock as she worked her lips up and down on it like a whore. She felt the mixture of his pre-cum and her saliva fall to her chin and drip down onto her car door as her mouth and his cock lingered where the window would be.

      “Fuck,” the young man cursed, and suddenly Mandy felt his veiny cock twitch between her lips. The man’s fingers pulled at her nipples and made her yelp around his cock in her mouth. She felt his fingers slide down her body and rub over her moist clitoris. Humming a note of approval around his shaft, the spread of pleasure took hold of every inch of her body.

      Mandy’s palm tightened around the base of his cock and pumped his shaft up to the tip in fast and rapid strokes while her thick lips squeezed the head of his cock and her tongue lapped fast licks on his urethra. She listened to his groans intensify as the orgasm came, as she knew it would this time. The spurts of semen coated her tongue and drained down the back of her throat and still Mandy kept sucking the horny boy.

      Bobbing her head back and forth, she slurped down his entire shaft, letting the tip of his cock touch the back of her throat. His fingers worked circles faster on her clit as the orgasm seemed to loom on the edges of her reach, but she was unable to grasp it.

      Sloppy spit and watery semen oozed out the corner of her mouth and still, Mandy bobbed and slobbered down the length of this young man’s cock. His fingers quickened, and the circles grew tighter around her throbbing nub. The orgasm built until she couldn’t take it anymore. Letting the young man’s soft cock finally fall from her lips, she screamed.

      “Oh shiit! Ahhh fuck!” Mandy’s hips bucked and rocked as they raised up to meet the orgasm his hand brought her.

      The spray of juices was doused by his palm as he continued to rub her clit. The juices gushed over the floorboards and soaked her inner thighs.

      “Ugh! Oh god!” she collapsed and all the strength left her limbs.

      Her eyes were still closed when she felt a quick, sharp love tap on her pussy that made her jump in pain and excitement. She reached for his arm but found nothing. Opening her eyes, she saw the man had disappeared into the night. A few seconds later, she heard a car start in the adjacent parking lot and watched the headlights turn out and onto the main road.

      Mandy smiled and clicked the ‘record’ button on her phone, shutting down the video.
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      That night, Mandy went home with a smile on her face. She didn’t feel guilty like she had every other time. On the contrary, she felt excited.

      What would I have this man do to me next time? Eat me out? Cum on my tits? Finger my asshole?

      As long as he didn’t fuck her, Mandy figured she was even. Her husband could emotionally and mentally cheat with other women online, and Mandy could physically cheat with a hand that protruded through her window.

      It was late. Her family was probably asleep. Carrying her cell phone, she went to her office to edit and upload the video. She almost entered her office when she saw something strange. Her husband’s office door was cracked open.

      Elliot always closes his door…

      Nibbling on the edge of her lip, she double checked the hallway before inching the door open wider. The door swung open, revealing her husband watching a video on his laptop. A viral video she made last week. A viral video of his wife being fingered by another man.

      “Mandy?” Elliot said in astonishment when he realized she was standing there. That was when she was able to pry her eyes away from the laptop screen of her orgasming to see that her husband had his hard cock in his hand.
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      Bzzt! Bzzt!

      Cynthia took my glass from me to freshen it up. When she bent over in front of me to take my drink, her fake pearl necklaces dangled in front of her cleavage. I eyed the long black line that divided her large breasts that swayed beneath her form fitting black top. Her eyes watched mine, of course, and she beamed an amused smirk at the lust flared inside me. Taking my wine glass, she straightened.

      “Be right back, baby,” Cynthia said with a playfulness in her voice.

      Bzzt! Bzzt!

      “Oh, okay,” I said, hoping she didn’t hear the incessant buzzing coming from my pants.

      She turned and left the living room of her house and took the corner into her kitchen. I sat on the couch behind an old wooden coffee table. The house was small, but it reminded me of life growing up in Helena, Ohio. The small-town vibe was everywhere in this standard front porch house. The walls had framed posters of deer exiting the woods, windmills from some European countryside, and pink heart designs. The living room had a gray couch and loveseat and appeared to have been hastily cleaned up before my arrival. Looking at the two closets that were cracked open, I wouldn’t be surprised if both were stuffed full of ‘genuine’ Native American blankets that were obviously mass produced, 50 state quarter collections, and other QVC junk that usually cluttered the house.

      I could hear Cynthia drop fresh ice cubes into my glass before pouring another few shots of Jack Daniels into it. My phone continued to vibrate in my pocket despite me continually silencing it. I pulled the phone from my pocket and rejected the unknown number calling. When I did, the screen read 28 missed calls and 84 new text messages.

      I didn’t even think I knew that many people…

      Most of the numbers were unknown to me, but some were ex-girlfriends, friends from high school, friends from college… mostly people I knew for a semester or two or maybe just for a night. People whose number I put in my phone and forgot about until years-sometimes decades later-now when they called. I knew why they were calling, of course. It was the same reason Cynthia invited me to her home this evening. I should be more cautious, I suppose. I needed to move more carefully and make more measured decisions than simply falling into the life trap being set for me. But there was something freeing in the moment. Something that made me want to just be, and do, and let what happens happen. One of the missed calls was from a familiar and welcome name, I noticed.

      Helen…

      I heard footsteps approaching and quickly shoved my cell phone into my front jeans pocket. Cynthia took the corner with the two drinks in her hands as she shuffled delicately back to me on the couch. She bent over excessively to ensure I received an ample view of her jiggling breasts as she handed me my glass of wine.

      “Thanks,” I said with a nod.

      “No problem, baby.” Cynthia clinked my glass with hers before she closed her eyes and tipped the contents of her wineglass in one pull and I kept pace with her, doing the same. I juggled the fruity wine and filled my mouth with flavor before warming my belly. Cynthia shook her head from side to side and fanned herself with a hand as the other rubbed her chest between her shirt and skin. “Whooo… somethin’ about wine always puts a fire to my skin.”

      “Me too,” I said with a grunt as the last of the wine slid down my throat. I swiped my wet lips with the back of my hand.

      “Oh, really?” Cynthia said coyly, cocking her head to the side. “What else gets you hot and bothered?”

      Cynthia threw a leg to the side and slowly slipped her thighs and ass onto my lap as if I was Santa claus and she was some naughty school girl telling me she’d do anything to get on the nice list. Wiggling her ample ass from side to side on my stirring cock, Cynthia threw her arms around my neck as her eyes flicked between my eyes and lips. “How about this fat ass, baby? Does this make you hot?”

      My hands slid around her hips and my fingers dug into her ass as she leaned forward and kissed me hard. Her hands took my cheeks as she kissed me wildly like I never have been kissed before. She was like an animal and her moans began the moment my cock poked between her meaty thighs.

      One hand cupped the small of her back while the other slid up her front, cupping her warm cheek as I kissed her. Her large, braless breasts swallowed my forearm on either side as I laid back against the old plush couch. We half laid there as her lips pushed against mine relentlessly. Her tongue tasted of grapes and strawberries, probably from the lip gloss she wore. Without thinking, my right hand slid down her chest and nuzzled beneath her black top and exposed her left breast from the neck of her shirt. I cupped it and felt her gasp as she kissed me. I could feel her nipple harden as I squeezed her breast. I heard the high-pitched hums as I tweaked her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, rubbing it back and forth.

      Cynthia palmed my hand while kissing me and, with strength in her arm, pushed my hand between her thighs. My hand easily slipped underneath her skirt and found a warm, moist, panty-less pussy waiting for me. My middle finger traced the length of her pussy lips, spreading the already formed juices up and down as I felt her body press harder into my chest.

      When two of my fingers pierced her pussy, Cynthia had to break free from the kiss to cry out.

      “Ohhh, fuck yes, baby!”

      My arm, shoulder, and pecs flexed as I began to finger fuck this woman sitting on my lap as her eyes rolled backwards and her head tilted high as the moans continued to pour from her lips.

      “Yess, god-just like that, baby. Don’t you fucking sto- ahhh!” Cynthia roared.

      My lips kissed down her throat and found her exposed breast. Wrapping my lips around her nipple, I felt Cynthia’s hand clasp around the back of my head, holding me tight to her chest.

      “Oh, Fffffuck, that’s it baby, drinking mommy’s milk, oh god,” Cynthia cried out in a ragged breath. “If you keep ahhhmm… if you keep this up, baby, you’re going to make me cum right here and now. Oh, fuck- fuck!”

      My fingers sloshed inside her pussy, buried in the darkness beneath her skirt and between her thighs. My two fingers hooked inside her pussy with every thrust and caressed her G-spot every time.

      “Ahhh oh fuck yes! Oh baby fuck! Don’t stop!”

      I felt her creamy juices drip down the palm of my hand. I heard the squishing sound of her pussy walls squeezing down on my fingers despite my hands strength to continue fucking her. I could feel her red fingernails claw at the back of my neck as my teeth bit down on her hard nipple, pulling and twisting on it just so.

      “Ahhh ahhh ahhh oh god… oh fucking- ahhh I’m gonna… I’m gonna ohh, baby!” Cynthia gasped as her body stiffened in my lap and her legs and torso curled into me. A violent shudder went through her body as I saw the whites of her eyes and my two fingers, trapped inside her by her strong, thick thighs, pulsed on her G-spot over and over again.

      “Ohh godddd, I’m cumming!” Cynthia cried out.

      I could feel her juices drenching my palm and her skirt as every muscle in her body flexed and clung on to me. It was as if her body had laid claim to me. Her hot breath panted into the top of my head, breathing hot air into my hair.

      “Fuuuckk….” Cynthia finally gasped as her body relaxed in an instant and she panted for air.
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      Chapter One

      

      “Brian, help your sister with the dishes.” My mother called out from the kitchen.

      “No, I can’t!” I boomed louder than I should’ve. “I’m walking Ashley to her car,” I shouted and closed the front door before she or my step-father could say anything.

      I jogged a few steps to catch up to Ashley as she stepped along the landscaped path of stones across the front lawn to get to the driveway. The fall evening air was cool on my skin after being stuck in the stuffy dining room with my atrocious parents all night.

      “Ashley, Ashley wait- wait,” I called out as I ran beside her. “Listen, I’m sorry. I told you my parents were jerks.”

      “Yeah, no shit!” Ashley snapped. Her brown hair flinging over her shoulder as she turned. She was a skinny girl but tall. Her usual talkative self was more reserved as she stomped towards her five year old Toyota Corolla with mismatching rims. “You said they were assholes, you didn’t say I was going to have to give a fucking financial review of how poor my family is compared your snobby fucking-”

      “You’re right, you’re right…” I tried to calm her down by placing my palm on her shoulder only to have her shake it off as she fished for her car keys from her purse. Despite my pleas with my parents to be someone other than themselves for dinner tonight, they still managed to nearly bring Ashley to tears halfway through dinner. Ashley, who was one of the sweetest girls I have ever met in high school and who happened to be my first girlfriend. 

      After my stepfather giving me so much shit for the past two years of not having a girlfriend, at 18 years old I finally have one and he and my mother decide to luer her into a trap to talk about her menial public school education, how her father is a custodian, and mother is an art teacher. Facts that never seemed to bother Ashley until they were rubbed into her face by two snobby rich pricks.

      “Just let me- you don’t have to see them again,” I said. “I didn’t know they were-”

      “Save it- just save it!” Tears rolled down Ashley’s cheek. She shook her head, “I know it wasn’t you saying those things… and I know you tried to stick up for me in there but- I can’t do this. I’m sorry.”

      Bewilderment overcame my face as I watched Ashley turn and unlock her car with the key. “Wait, what? You’re breaking up with me?”

      “Go- go find some rich girl to marry, your family will be so much happier!” Ashley shouted as she slammed the door shut. I stood at a loss of what to do as I watched her rev her car engine to life and drive down our long driveway surrounded by hedges.

      Seconds turned to minutes as all that remained outside was a cool breeze and the sound of chirping insects in the night. All I could do was stare at the black driveway now where the closest person I’ve had in my life had just left.

      “Hey Brian,” a gentle voice called from behind. I turned and saw my stepsister was standing on the front porch. Hands tucked inside her oversized gray hoodie she seemed to always be wearing since her return home. Her arm was wrapped around the white pillar as she looked down on me from the front porch. “I’m um- I’m sorry.”

      I nodded and looked away. The silence hung for another moment before she thought of something to say.

      “Why don’t you come inside and help me load the dishwasher?”

      “I’m not fucking going near Mom or-”

      “They’re gone,” she interrupted. “They’re outback by the pool for their nightcap. You know their routine. Come on. I could use a hand.”

      I looked up and saw the smallest of smiles on her lips before she turned to go back inside. Annabelle was only a year older than me but there mine as well been a 20 years difference when it came to how little we spoke. We lived our lives separately and treated our parent’s mansion we shared as if we were neighbors living by another but not with each other. 

      At the times we saw each other in passing, we would smile and nod to each other and occasionally exchange small talk before going about our business. This was the life we had lived since  my mother married my stepfather and the two moved into this mansion in upstate New York. Both of our parents were born of money, neither one earned it, which perhaps is what made them such a perfect fit. 

      Anna’s grandfather made his millions in the oil business while my grandfather made his billions as a hedge fund manager. I always joked to myself if there was ever a thing to break them up it would be my mother’s extra set of zeros.

      I took a deep breath of fresh air and decided I wasn’t quite ready to be alone at this point. Going inside, I shared a familiar smile and nod with Anna before I took over rinsing the glasses and setting them above the dishwasher for Anna to put them in. 

      After a moment, Anna looked out the sliding glass door around the corner to make sure our parents were still there. “My dad’s a cocksucker for what he said,” Anna murmured.

      Her vulgarity took me by surprise, but her obvious siding with me made me smile. “Not as much as a cunt that my mom is.”

      “All they do is obsess about their money, then they’re floored when we’re raised not to give a shit about it,” Anna continued. She wore a simple dark gray hoodie that concealed her natural curves and figure. Anna always had men flocking over her. Even when she was 17 when I first moved in with her. There was a constant revolving door of boyfriends that never lasted that long or seemed too serious. Her father didn’t care. He wanted her married and for there to be a prenup, besides that, he had little interest in his daughter’s life. 

      Marriage was the number one reason he demanded she go to college, when she refused. I still remember Anna screaming at the top of her lungs from the other side of the house that she wasn’t going to school, “just to get my fucking MRS degree!”

      It was this fight that incited her to take a year off after high school and travel the country. Anna didn’t talk much about her travels. She said she lived on the west coast for a few months before moving to Florida to help assist in underprivileged schools. She was good like that, I wouldn’t be surprised if she went to school to become a nurse or a teacher. She seemed like someone who could always give to others regardless for herself. 

      “At least we’ve only got a few more days with this,” I said, rinsing off a dinner and setting it in front of Anna. “In a week you’ll be in Colorado, and a week later I’ll be in Florida.”

      Anna’s eyes twitched at my mention of the state but she quickly relaxed and went back to filling the dishwasher. “Yeah, its funny that our parents haven’t questioned at all why we chose not to go to school here in New York, but in states that are literally as far away from home as we could go.”

      I snickered, setting the last dinner plate in front of Anna as I grabbed the towel in front of the sink and wiped down the excess water drip. Looking out the back slider into our parent’s perfectly landscaped backyard, I saw the beautiful hue of blue from the pool coat light on the hedges and elaborat patio furniture. The string of lights decorated the awning that hung over my mother and her husband’s head. They sat with their backs to the house. My mother with her glass of wine. Anna’s father with his glass of whiskey. Gods of their own kingdom.

      “Are you… okay?” Anna asked which knocked me out of my trance of a stare. 

      “Hm? Oh, yeah, I…”

      “Look, its none of my business, and maybe you and Ashley can make up tomorrow or something, but if not- I mean, you’re going to a big college town in freaking Florida. I know I’m not that older than you, but trust me. High school is a joke, there’s plenty of bitches in the sea.”

      I turned around and saw Anna leaning against the counter with a smile. Her arms crossed and the tail of her hoodie extended down over her shorts making it appear as though she wasn’t wearing any.

      “Thanks, sis,” I smiled.

      Anna laughed, “I think that’s the first time you called me that.”

      “Well, we’re both about to go off in different directions soon. I doubt either of us will be visiting home much, if we can help it. So, mine as well use it while we can. Might not see much of each other for a while.”   

      Anna pouted her full lips in an exaggerated frown, “aww, don’t say that you’re going to make me cry.” Then Anna did something that surprised me. Scooting her feet across the hardwood floor to me she held out her arms and took me in a hug. My body was rigid at first, I was so caught off guard. Not only had Anna never hugged me before, but aside from the few times Ashley and I had made out, I couldn’t recall the last time anyone had ever hugged me. My mother was not the most affectionate person. She found physical contact nauseating and early on in my adolescence decided hugs were not essential and pats on the back and a wave from a distance was sufficient.

      But now, with Anna’s arms looped under my arms around my back, I felt my posture soften as I sunk my arms around my sister’s back. Burying my nose and lips in the top of her hair, I smelled with fruity, mixed berry conditioner of her hair, felt the warmth of her breath hitting my chest, and her ample breasts that were hidden under her clothes pressed into my center. 

      Anna had been strangely different from her usual self since returning from her trip of self discovery. She had been away from home for the better part of the year only to return last week as a softer, kinder seeming person. The hug was a  strange and pleasant feeling which I could only compare to being with my girlfriend. Or ex-girlfriend, now, I suppose.

      It was this comparison that I used to explain away the rising erection I felt growing in my pants. I turned my hips away from Anna slightly, so that she would not notice which gave her a sign to exit the hug. Anna sniffed and cleared her throat, backing away from me. 

      “Sorry,” Anna said half laughing to herself. “I know we’re not like, like hugging kind of brother and sister or whatever, but I don’t know. You don’t realize how important some things are until you leave home for a while, you know?”

      I nodded and agreed, even though I did not understand. My mind was focused on stopping the seemingly uncontrollable erection that continued to grow beneath my jeans. A touch of color filled my cheeks as I was forced to pull out a kitchen stool that was tucked under the large marble island and sit down to conceal my growing problem.

      “So um… So have you declared a major yet?” Anna asked, obviously desperate to lighten the mood after their emotional hug. 

      “Not yet,” I said. “I was thinking about something in science. Chemistry… biology… they always seemed to come easier to me than other things. What about you?”

      “No, I don’t know either. Maybe something in teaching. I like the idea of teaching, but I don’t know if I want to be around kids my entire life,” Anna laughed. 

      “Definitely understand that,” I smiled. “Did any of the teachers you worked with in the last year give you any advice?”

      “Hm? Um- oh, no, not really. No,” Anna said as her eyes jetted around.

      “Was it Miami you said you spent most of your time teaching? Was it like Teach for America or something like that?”

      “Oh, no, it was- yeah, it was in Miami but it wasn’t Teach for America. It was just this small local organization I hooked up with they- uh… just needed some extra help teaching.”

      “Oh…” It was clear to me that Anna was uncomfortable talking about her teaching in Miami and it seemed strange that she was being so elusive over something so trivial. I was silent for a minute as I considered asking another question or dropping it when Anna, who must’ve saw my deliberation, smacked the counter top randomly and started to leave.

      “I’m going to go to bed,” Anna announced with a half giggle. “Goodnight, little bro.”

      I smirked and nodded, “night.”

      Anna left the kitchen and walked for the stairs. As she took the first step, she pulled her hoody over and off her body, bunching up the sweatshirt in her hands. She wore a black, spaghetti strapped tank top and it rode up above her pierced naval revealing her taut belly. My eyes raised to her bouncing thick breasts as she went up the stairs quickly. Before she disappeared from sight, I realized she was still watching me, too.

       

       

      Chapter Two

       

      I clicked away on my laptop in the darkness of my bedroom, only the bright glare of the internet browser open on my screen shined on me. I had been at it for a few hours. I truly was close to becoming that nerdy-geeky kid in high school. Close but not quite. I was skinny but had toned muscles from running track all four years in high school. Though, those muscles did little in the way of helping me get laid. At 18, I was one of the few boys I knew who were still a virgin. A burden I tried to ignore as much as possible. Apparently, being a straight A student didn’t do much for the ladies, go figure. In the hours I spent on the computer that night, I had heard my parents come inside and go to their bedroom. What started as a curious search or two had become a full fledged obsession of mine now as midnight quickly ticked further behind me.

      I started with searches on Anna’s social media accounts for posts where she had lived and taught in the last year she had been gone. I thought seeing a picture or two with her students or at her school would satisfy my curiosity and also give me a sense of what Florida life would be like for me in two weeks when I move there. Oddly enough, there weren’t any pictures on any of her accounts. Not even selfies in her apartment or driving. Upon closer investigation, I realized not only were there no pictures posted but there weren’t any posts at all. No status updates, quotes, political share, funny cat videos, or memes- nothing. Anna’s last post on any of her social media was two weeks after she left and since then there was nothing. 

      Anna had returned home about weeks ago to begin packing her things for college and even in those weeks she hadn’t posted to her social media. I had to know more. Our relationship before her returning to New York was little more than acquaintances which meant I hadn’t ever visited or followed her posts since adding her after our parents were married. But now as I looked more into it, I saw that she was extremely active on social media before. Friends and she would constantly share pictures and memes. Profile pictures would change once a week. Status updates every couple of days. This is weird. Maybe she took a break from social media? To like help find herself or something?

      The anomaly spurred the searching over the next hours as I used what little information I did have on the cities she had lived, mixed with the personal information I knew of hers to try and figure out where she was and where she taught. 

      “Pffff… what does it matter…” I sighed as I stretched back in my desk chair with my hands resting atop of my head. The draws of sleep weighed on my eyes and my lack of progress of any sort had weakened my resolve. Whatever, I can ask her about it tomorrow and she can just tell me.

      Touching the mouse pad I went to scroll up to the top of the search page I was on to close it when three letters caught my eye as they would any man. 

      ‘XXX’

      My eyes lingered and read more of the link and its description.

      ‘Slut gets fucked hard and loves…’

      My eyes raised to what I searched and saw it was Anna’s full name, her high school, and ‘Miami.’ It was on the 17th page of results.

      With a furrowed brow, I clicked the link and went to a familiar pornsite that I was known to frequent when I was in the mood. I pressed play on the video as I scrolled through the page. The video was as typical as they come. Some generic, bad acting father who’s upset with his baby sitter and coerces her into giving him oral sex.

      I scrolled to the credits of the video and saw the production company was called, ‘Miami Sizzle,’ and figured the search engine must have hit off the Miami part of it. The video was pretty hot but it wasn’t my cup of tea. It showed way too much of the male porn star who spent far too much of the video talking.

      It was just before clicking the ‘close’ icon that the top liked comment caught my eye. It was surreal enough that I had to shake my head and read it a second time and a third before scrolling up to the video.

      It read, ‘I know this girl!!! Her name’s Anna Rochester! She went to Hillcrest High with me in New York! So hot!”

      The name and school both belonged to my stepsister. I could not believe it. It wasn’t until I scrolled up to the video and fast forward to an angle that showed the actress’ face did I realize it was true. The woman in the video with her legs spread, pierced naval, and her breasts bouncing wildly as she was fucked hard was my sister.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Enjoyed The Taste?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Read The Book,

        My Lovely Stepsister

      

        

      
        On Amazon!
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