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      “Amanda! Oh my god! Where have you been?”

      “Hi, Susan,” Mandy smiled and shrunk her head down a little as she stepped over and hugged her friend. She didn’t have to think of an answer right away because Susan launched into several long stories about her and her life as soon as they separated from the hug. Each story clung to the next in an endless barrage of bragging and announcing how amazing her life was.

      The barbecue at their friend's house had been on the calendar for some time. It was an annual affair that Mandy had enjoyed until recently—about the time she quit her job, told no one, and started camming online, and then became viral in certain circles of the internet. Social gatherings seemed much more dangerous now.

      Am I going to run into someone who knows I quit? Am I going to run into someone who knows I’m a slut?

      The questions made every conversation nerve-racking and a little bit exciting. Mandy and Elliot took turns squeezing each other’s hands as they held them behind their thighs. It was their secret eye roll shared between each other as they suffered through the woman’s soliloquy. Mandy ran out of ‘that’s crazy,’ and ‘wows’ to throw at Susan as she talked about the Caribbean cruise she and her husband Todd went on, the new pick-up truck he just bought, and how the family photos with their two ten-year-old sons went perfectly. It was just when Mandy’s eyes were beginning to wander to where the adult beverages were so she could make an exit that Susan got back around to someone other than herself.

      “So, what's new with you?” Susan’s shoulders bounced as she raised a wine glass to her lips and took an expectant sip.

      Mandy pressed her lips together and narrowed her eyes as she looked at Elliot as if there was a great struggle to find something noteworthy to discuss. They both almost laughed as Elliot wore the same look as she.

      “Nothing, really,” Mandy said.

      “Yeah, no. We’re kind of a boring old married couple,” Elliot added.

      “Yup,” Mandy concluded with a nervous laugh. They stood in a circle of friends, neighbors, and other parents not far from the two charcoal grills that were heating up at the same time. Susan’s house was on the upper side of the upper middle class. Her husband was a doctor who spent 80 hours a week at the hospital or away at conferences but he definitely made up for it with the money he brought in. Mandy and Elliot’s children were in a sand pit beside the jungle gym and playing with a dozen other kids.

      They had just arrived a few minutes ago and there were already twenty-five or thirty people gathered in the backyard. Susan’s barbecues were a neighborhood affair.

      “Oh, bologna!” Susan swiped playfully at Elliot’s arm as she laughed and leaned toward him. Mandy felt a tightness in her chest and a flare of anger as she wondered if the bitch was flirting with him. “What about last Saturday? Where were you then?”

      “Last Saturday?” Mandy repeated like she wasn’t sure if it existed or not.

      “Yes! You were supposed to join us for coffee at the mall…” Susan cocked her head to the side.

      “We went and saw that movie we’ve been talking about for weeks,” Ashley added. Ashley was the wild card to Mandy. The heavy-set woman had a few friends of friends who were associated with Mandy’s former co-workers. If anyone here would know that she had quit her job, it would be Ashley.

      “You said you had some emergency come up…” Susan prodded further.

      “Hmm,” Mandy bit the corner of her lower lip as she looked at her husband once more. “What were we doing?”
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        …Last Saturday…

      

      

      

      Butterflies floated in her belly and bounced from side to side of her insides as Mandy shrunk in the driver’s seat of her minivan. Her usual parking area in the beach parking lot was taken this Saturday afternoon so she was forced to park in the second to back row instead of the back row. This meant as she took off her shirt and revealed her red bikini top that struggled to keep hold of her plump breasts and already hardening nipples she felt exposed.

      Men and women walked between the cars on both sides of her vehicle going to and from the beach. Her windows were rolled up and heavily tinted so she knew they couldn’t see anything unless they put their face to the glass, especially on such a hot and sunny day as today was, but still, if they saw her through the windshield or paused too long beside her van…

      “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, guys…” she whispered into the camera on her cellphone that was on record. Comments filled the screen along with winky faces, hearts, and several other sexually suggestive emojis. Unlike the past couple of videos she made, this one was live-streamed to her rapidly growing audience. Which meant there was no undoing whatever she did. there was no second guessing herself. What she did now went out to the world and would be saved for eternity.

      It was her husband’s idea to livestream the event and Mandy agreed with his logic, but it felt a lot different once she hit record and saw the viewers begin to flock to her page. The last livestream she did was for a few dozen people. This one was already at 93,000.

      93,000 viewers Mandy! That’s how many are staring at your tits right now!

      Mandy covered the giggling smile she had and felt the heat from her flushed cheeks. The message she sent out on her accounts for today’s livestream promised something special and experimental which garnered a great amount of interest. Now she wondered if they would even show up.

      Reclining her chair slightly, she parted her thighs revealing the matching red bikini bottom covering her sex. Rubbing her palms over her thighs, she bit her lip as her hands neared her sex. Seconds turned to minutes as she bit her lip and felt her pussy lips moisten. She circled her clit over and over and felt her fast-beating heart take a roller coaster ride up and down with her toying hand.

      Mandy’s heart stopped when she heard the rear sliding passenger door open behind her. Then the other sliding door opened and the minivan shook a little as the two people got inside and closed the door. But Mandy still didn’t react. She didn’t turn around or speak. Instead, after a brief moment, her hands returned to her thighs, sliding up and down smooth skin. There was a tense moment of silence before Mandy felt hands go to her body. The first pair reached on both sides of the headrest and came down over her shoulder. The small delicate palms rubbed her hot skin on her chest above her breasts for several seconds, introducing themselves before finally pushing down to cup her massive breasts.

      She hadn’t fully exhaled the whisper of a moan when those same delicate hands cupped her cheek and turned her face to the side where she was greeted with a wet and tender kiss from a woman’s lips. Her heart pounded so hard in her chest that she swore it echoed in the minivan interior.

      My god, Amanda! Are you a lesbian now? Her pussy lips grew slick and made her bikini bottom cling to her so she thought the answer was a resounding, yes.

      The two women, Alison and Lexi, had reached out to one of Mandy’s many online accounts after they viewed a video starring Mandy but capturing the girlfriends’ backsides. It was a shocking realization for Mandy at just how many people were finding her videos. So far it had only been those she wanted to, but how long would it be until someone she didn’t want to know, found them?

      To Mandy’s surprise, Alison and Lexi messaged her not to berate the middle age mom for recording the pair fondling one another while they spied on Mandy’s unprivate moment. On the contrary, they were fans.

      Fans? I never considered women would be slipping their hands between their thighs while watching me.

      The thought excited Mandy a little bit. She had never kissed or been attracted to women before but this voyeur, public fetish she seemed to have unlocked within herself was confusing. Everything was turning her on. It was Elliot who edged her on in her direct messages online. They exchanged photos and stories. Two nights after Elliot recorded himself cumming on Mandy’s face, he surprised her in her office as she read a short anecdote Allison had sent about a public sexual encounter between her and her girlfriend. Elliot had made Mandy continue to read the story aloud as he fingered her to two orgasms while reading the lesbian tale. That was one of the hottest things they’ve done yet.

      
        
        Allison and Lexi

        ‘Do you want to make another video?’

      

      

      That one simple message last night was all it took for this meeting to happen. Elliot immediately typed, ‘Absolutely. Yes,’ in response but Mandy pushed away from her laptop with wide, nervous eyes before he could press send.

      “Oh my god! What are you doing? Are you nuts?” Mandy had said.

      “Are you nuts? A threeway between my wife and two hot lesbians?” Elliot dove for the laptop but Mandy slammed it shut and tried to run away with it. Elliot wrapped her in a bear hug and the pair fell to the couch in his office and rolled to the floor in a chorus of giggles and grunts. Mandy switched the laptop from hand to hand and extended it away from her out of Elliot’s reach as Elliot pawed at it and resorted to tickling her into submission.

      Mandy ultimately pressed ‘send’ after her husband told her she ‘won't know for sure until she tried it,’ and that she ‘could always leave’ if she didn’t like it. clicking ‘send’ was probably the most excitement she had felt in her life, that was until she heard the two sliding doors open on her minivan that Saturday afternoon.

      Allison’s tongue swirled marvelous circles around the inside of Mandy’s mouth as her hands each took one of Mandy’s breasts in her hands and groped circles into her chest. She assumed it was Allison based on her writing and the stories Mandy read. Allison was the more dominant of the two girlfriends. Her long black hair was held back in a tall ponytail that swished back and forth on her tan skin as she made out with Mandy. Allison had a long elaborate thorn rose vine tattoo that stretched from her right ankle to her right shoulder. The green vine withered and turned black around her right hip and spiraled into tribal circles along her back before turning back to a vine along her arm.

      The woman's kiss tasted so well and felt amazing, Mandy didn’t want it to end. When Allison pulled her lips away Mandy chased as far as she could before breaking her lips away. When she opened her eyes she saw the seductive smile Allison wore disappear as she went behind the driver’s seat and a new face appeared, Lexi’s. the girl looked younger, maybe early twenties, and wore softer features. Her milky skin was soft to the touch as Mandy reached instinctually and cupped her cheek, bringing this young woman’s lips to hers. From Mandy’s peripheral vision, she could see Lexi’s white and blue polka dot bikini bounce with her enormous breasts as the girl maneuvered herself from the back of the vehicle to the front.

      Mandy didn’t know what was happening or what she should do, so she just did what the two women surrounding her let her. Allison, who remained behind Mandy’s seat, wrapped her arms under Mandy’s arms and rubbed her belly, down to her tender inner thighs, and back up to Mandy’s chest where her palms lingered. They circled over the thin fabric that covered her increasingly aching nipples. Lexi showed off just how agile and petite she really was as she slipped herself into Mandy's lap, straddling her thighs.

      Everything that happened was so intense that Mandy didn’t think about the men and women that walked by the sides of her minivan or parked in the spot ahead of them, and she definitely forgot about the phone broadcasting their encounter to the entire world. And that one of the hundreds of thousands of views was her husband parked a few spaces away where he would be stroking his fat hard cock.

      “Mmmoh god,” Mandy gasped as Lexi’s lips pealed away and kissed down the middle age woman’s neck on the right side. As she did that, Allison kissed and licked at the left side of Mandy’s neck. The strings of pleasure chiming up and down her body forced her to take deep breaths and curl her toes. The anticipation of everything was nearly too much.

      The strange girl she had never spoken to before in her life, slipped her hand down Mandy’s center and rubbed to the dark space between her thighs.

      “Ooohh,” Mandy gasped as the girl’s fingers brushed her damp bikini bottom and swiped across her pussy lips. Mandy spread her thick thighs invitingly but her hand retreated. Instead, Lexi lowered the face of her white and blue polka dot bikini bottom to press against Mandy’s, then slowly dragged herself up in a humping motion. It felt good until the perfect edge of her pussy rubbed against the perfect edge of Mandy’s clit, then it felt orgasmic.

      “Ahh ahhmm,” Mandy sounded and Lexi giggled in response. Lexi shook out her blond hair that brushed her shoulders as she got comfortable to made the same slow, methodical humping motion again. This time she angled it in such a way that her clit would rub the mother of three she had straddled.

      Lexi bit the corner of her lip and furrowed her brow as the contact happened. Mandy could see the young lady begin to pant as she leered at Mandy’s jiggling breasts. The thought of this beautiful young woman lusting after her middle age body turned Mandy on. She liked the feeling of being ogled. She wanted to be desired. She fantasized about being used multiple times, and now this couple was having their way with her.

      Pushing her hips out, Mandy slipped her hands down Lexi’s sides as Mandy ground her sex against the other woman’s and made her moan. “Ahhhmmm…” Lexi squinted as the two found a slow but steady rhythm to grind on each other at. With how roughly Mandy’s breasts were being massaged through her bikini, she was close enough to cum as it was but she held off. she wanted more.

      The woman in her lap leaned backward on the steering wheel, arching her back and making her enormous breasts for a petite girl bounce in their polka dot bikini with every hump. Mandy leaned forward, wrapping her arms around Lexi’s back as she kissed the girl and swallowed the high-pitched moans that were escaping her mouth. Mandy could feel just how wet Lexi’s pussy was getting by the moist streaks the fabric left on Mandy’s naval with each increasingly wild hump. With a pull of a string on her back, Lexi’s bra fell away revealing the most magnificent pale breasts Mandy had ever seen.

      “Yes!” Lexi moaned as the fabric disappeared into the minivan. Her voice was high-pitched and innocent sounding. “Suck my nipples. Suck on them.”

      Needing no more offers, Mandy bent forward and took the woman’s right nipple in her mouth then switched to her left a moment later. All the while their pussies ground and jabbed at another as the rubbing became more desperate.

      “Oh fuck!” Lexi sang as her left hand hooked around the back of Mandy’s head while her right stretched to the ceiling and windshield for support as she humped. “Oh, fuck yeah, fuck me—fuck me! Ahhh!”

      Lexi screamed and pinned Mandy’s lips to her breast so hard she couldn’t breathe. Mandy bit down on her nipple to get her to release her grasp but that only made her squeeze tighter.

      “Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck!” Lexi repeated as her voice broke and she yelped. “Cumming!”

      Lexi stabbed her pussy into Mandy’s as her body trembled and all the muscles in her body convulsed. The orgasm struck her silent for a long moment as she bent and contorted in quiet pleasure.

      “Ohhh shit! Oh my god,” Lexi finally moaned as she released Mandy’s head.

      Mandy had enough time to get two deep breaths before Lexi’s lips seized on her’s. Lexi kissed the woman so hard it was almost an assault. It might have been uncomfortable had it not been so fucking hot. Mandy was pressed back into the driver’s seat and realized while she was leaning forward, Allison had undid Mandy’s bikini top.

      Lexi quickly pulled her blond hair back into a short ponytail with the hair tie around her wrist and mounted tall on the woman beneath her. Grabbing a fistful of Mandy’s Bikini bottom, the nubile girl pulled the fabric to the side stretching the material and exposing her sloppy wet pussy lips.

      “Jesus Christ…” Lexi whispered under her breath as she slipped a finger between our crotches and swiped it inside her lips before sucking the juices from it.

      After Lexi pulled her own polkadot bikini to the side, she began dragging her bare, sticky-wet pussy against Mandy’s in quick repetitive motion.

      “Ohhhh god,” Mandy’s voice trembled as she extended a hand to Lexi’s trim belly. “Ohh god, I can’t take it.”

      Lexi heard no protest as she rubbed their juicy pussy lips together faster and rougher. Her massive tits bouncing to her chest with every thrust of her hips. Over Lexi’s shoulder she caught sight of two men several yards ahead of her mini van pointing their way.

      Oh god! Do they see us!?

      “Wait, wait—ahh!” Mandy cried and tried to push Lexi off her to get her attention but Allison’s hands snatched Mandy’s wrists and pulled her arms behind the chair. Lexi pushed her mouth on Mandy’s mouth as she dragged her lips on Mandy’s lips.

      Mandy’s mind was flooded with a thousand thoughts at once the men watching from across the parking lot. The strangers she let in her car that now had her restrained as they fucked her. But most of all, she thought of the enormous orgasm that was building and how she couldn’t stop it.

      I can’t stop it. I can’t… I can’t… I’m going to cum… I’m going to cum soo. Fucking. Hard—ugh, god!

      “Ahhh! Oh god!!” Mandy screamed as the wet friction on her pussy was so hard she couldn’t think. She couldn’t focus. It was coming. “I’m coming!”

      Lexi’s boobs bounced wildly then mashed into Mandy’s as she leaned forward and humped this married woman’s cunt aggressively. Their thick chests flatten against another and bouncing as Lexi bit her lip and locked her body against hers.

      “Ohhhhh fuuuuuck!” Mandy cried as the explosion of juices sprayed Lexi’s pussy as she leaned back before puddling on the floor mats below her bottom.

      “Oh my god!” Allison purred in a pleased voice. Lexi smiled bright white teeth at Mandy as the woman winced and her pussy pulsed. Mandy’s entire body twitched and then she felt something move into the the palm of her hand. With both her wrists restrained behind the back of her chair, she couldn’t see but she knew immediately. The soft, warm flesh of Allison’s moist pussy hovered over her right palm, swaying from left to right.

      Running on instinct, her palm formed to the woman’s pussy lips and her middle finger strummed her wet slit just like Mandy would herself.

      “Mmmm, that’s it,” Allison moaned into Mandy’s ear in a husky yet feminine voice. She started to nibble on Mandy’s ear when Lexi shimmied her way down Mandy's thighs and maneuvering under the steering wheel as she knelt in the puddle of her juices on the floorboard.

      “No, wait, Oh god, I can’t,” Mandy protested, referring to the tremors that still riddled her body from the last orgasm. She needed more time to recover. It felt like she was losing her mind from how good it felt.

      I don’t know if my psyche could take another one.
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      “Wait, wait, wait, wa—ohhh!” Mandy’s protest was intermingled with giggles and became a high-pitched song of a moan as Lexi’s tongue slipped inside her dripping pussy. Without warning or preamble, the young woman sliced her tongue deep inside her vagina and lapped up to her clit like her tongue wrote in cursive. “Ahh Ahhh ahhhh oh god…”

      Her thick thighs bounced up and down, jiggling on both sides of Lexi’s cheeks as she devoured this milf’s pussy. The spikes of pleasure coursing through her body felt like vertigo and made her dizzy. It was as if she had hit a peak on an endless rollercoaster that continuously rose and dropped over and over again.

      Mandy pulled at her arms to defend her over-sensitive pussy, but this stranger, Allison, only tightened her grip on her arms. She had pulled Mandy’s hand in such a way that Mandy’s palms cupped Allison’s pussy behind her back. The surrealness of the moment was not lost on Mandy as these two strangers to her were using this wife and mom of three like a cheap whore. One held her legs apart to eat her out as she pleased while the other restrained her arms and forced her to pleasure her. Mandy loved it!

      Allison’s warm pussy was humping Mandy’s fingers now. Mandy shoved two fingers up into the woman’s hole, and Allison rocked her hips back and forth, sliding her pussy down on her fingers.

      “Mmmm just like,” Allison grunted in her guttural voice, “Good girl—ahhh… Just like that… be a good girl and fuck me just like ugh…”

      Allison’s groans purred in Mandy’s ear but she struggled to focus on them. Her dripping wet thighs trembled and tried to close on Lexi’s face but her deceptively strong arms kept Mandy’s milf thighs open and wide.

      “Oh please… oh please… oh god… oh please god…” Mandy’s pleas were on autopilot. Her thoughts were transported everywhere and nowhere at the same time. The pleasure coursing through her pussy was too strong to comprehend. She felt a wet gooeyness on her hands as Allison cried out and humped her fingers harder but Mandy couldn’t comprehend what it meant. Mandy’s toes curled so tightly that her calves cramped and her eyes rolled backward.

      “Oh, my fucking god!” Mandy cried out as she began to convulse. Lexi’s tongue vibrated on her clit as she reached up with her hand and groped Mandy’s left breast. Allison squeezed and pinched Mandy’s right breast and nipple as she roughly turned Mandy’s face to hers and kissed her hard and deep.

      “Ugh!” Mandy groaned into the dominant woman’s mouth as she came hard, soaking Lexi’s mouth with her powerful gush. The orgasm shook her entire body like she was having a seizure. The long laps of Lexi’s tongue on Mandy’s dripping pussy became too much for her to handle. It felt like lightning striking her clit. In a burst of strength, Mandy freed her arms and pushed Lexi’s face away from her sex. Some of the milky goo on Mandy’s fingers smeared across Lexi’s cheek as she giggled and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

      There was a brief innocent moment where Mandy looked down on Lexi’s seductive smile and the two giggled in exhausted pleasure at the moment. Suddenly, Mandy had a flash in her mind of all the things she wanted to do to the woman, but it was interrupted by shouting.

      “Oh, shit!” Allison yelled from the backseat.

      Mandy tried to look behind her but couldn’t turn all the way with Lexi still half laying on her lap, but after a moment she heard then saw what Allison did.

      “Bro, come here. Come here! Check it out!” the boy’s voice was muffled and distant with the vehicle’s doors and windows closed, but Mandy could easily spot the source of the voice as soon as she heard it.

      Three twenty-something men had paused on their walk back to their vehicle to gawk at the sight of three half naked women going at another in the car. Four more men were jogging up from down the lot to take in the view and even more were slowling their step to see what was drawing the crowd.

      “Oh, shit!” Mandy echoed as the scramble began.

      “Go go go!” Lexi ducked down but was in the way of Mandy who tried to start the car.

      “Drive!” Allison ordered from the back.

      Lexi finally scooted off of Mandy’s lap and allowed her to put the van in gear. They drove away slumped in their seats as their audience grew to dozens with half the men applauding as they fled.

      “Oh my god… oh my god…” Mandy repeated as she felt an adrenaline dump in her body that made her hands shake. She made several turns down the street and glanced down as the small pool of her juices she had squirted onto the floor mat. “Oh my god, I can’t believe we did that.”

      Mandy shared a look at Lexi’s face in the passenger seat that transformed from shock and fear to happiness and laughter. The juvenile giggle that escaped her lips was infectious and made Allison then Mandy join in before all three were engrossed in laughter that made Mandy pull over to the side of the road. She laughed so hard that tears formed in the corner of her eyes and then realized her phone was still live streaming. She reached out and ended the stream. The last number of viewers she saw before ending it was ‘1.4 million,’ but her mind couldn’t comprehend that number at that time.

      Mandy saw her husband’s vehicle pull up and wiped away the tears as their laughter died down.

      “Well, that was one way to end it,” her husband said with a grin when he approached her vehicle.

      “We got chased away by a mob,” Allison started laughing again. “I’ve never been chased by a mob before!”

      Lexi was curled into a ball in her seat still giggling. “That wasn’t how I imagined that ending,” she said, a little sad.

      “I know, it was just starting to get good,” Allison added, giving Mandy a side-eyed grin.

      “I don’t know what you are talking about but it was good from the start,” Mandy smirked.

      “Maybe we just have to do this again sometime,” Elliot said from behind his sunglasses while sun bathed his face.

      “Oo, I like the way this guy thinks,” Lexi said, giving him a smile over her shoulder. She looked back to Allison. “How are we going to get back to our car?”

      Elliot nodded back to his car parked behind them, “Come on. I’ll give you guys a ride.”

      “Until next time, sexy,” Allison said to Mandy and leaned forward to give her a lingering kiss. Mandy sat and received a kiss from both of them before they stepped out of the vehicle. After Lexi’s kiss, Mandy grabbed the girl as she turned away and licked the smeared juices from her cheek which elicited another giggle from Lexi and a wink.

      Elliot stared intently, enjoying the scene. “I’ll see you at home,” he said and then closed the door.
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        …A Week Later…

      

      

      “Last Saturday…” Mandy and Elliot exchanged a long inquisitive stare as they thought as quickly on their feet as they could. Truly, they were horrendous at this.

      “It was a dentist appointment,” Elliot finally said.

      “Emergency dentist appointment,” Mandy added.

      “Yes, for my crown. Had to have it redone,” Elliot nodded.

      “So I had to watch the kids,” Mandy and Elliot both nodded to the audience of all their friends and neighbors. They nodded accepting the lie but Mandy noted suspicious eyes that suspected their lie. But Mandy knew changing the subject with these women was easier than elaborating on a poorly formed lie. “So Susan, I heard you’re becoming quite the businesswoman. did I hear that right?”

      “Oh,” Susan scoffed and patted the air, “it’s nothing serious. Just this small business I’ve been puttering around with.”

      Despite her laxidasical attitude, Susan went off on a twenty-minute tangent about the laser etched bracelets she was selling on etsy and the $500 profit she had made in the last three months. Mandy kept quiet despite Elliot constantly squeezing her hand as they listened politely. They had no plans of mentioning the fact that Mandy had gained over 500 followers online in the last week since her lesbian threesome was the latest to go viral. The sudden influx of subscribers meant that she had earned a whopping $100,000 in a week. A number that made no sense to her, especially since had she only made $1 she would have still made that video.

      Being used and brought to orgasm by Allison and Lexi was one of the most mind-bendingly pleasurable experiences of her life. And the cherry on top was the new routine she had to look forward to of returning home to rewatch the video while her husband fucked her silly.

      The married couple slipped away from the boring conversation that was growing unbearable. It was strange, before Mandy used to look forward to the drama and intrigue of gossip. The whisper behind each other’s backs was what made her life interesting. Now, between having a ‘side business’ that was more profitable than both their jobs at their peaks, fucking strangers in public, and having sex with her husband like the world was ending, everything else seemed more dull.

      Mandy and Elliot found their kids and played with them for some time. They mentioned leaving but the kids, who were playing some made up game with the other children, demanded more time and the couple agreed on fifteen more minutes. Mandy wasn’t sure who’s idea it was, but she and Elliot found themselves quietly sneaking inside when no one watched and locking the door to the bathroom behind them.

      Their making out started before Mandy had her phone out. Elliot kissed her ravenously that instantly made her wet. He broke away to undo his belt and she used that time to set up her phone on the bathroom sink to record. Hiking up her skirt, Mandy yelped in surprise when her husband grasped her hips and turned her around roughly. She clasped a hand over her mouth to muffle her giggle. The window was open to the bathroom, but the shades were drawn.

      Elliot must’ve already been hard because when his cock pierced her moist lips, it felt like an iron rod filling her up.

      “Mmmm!” she looked over her shoulder with pleading eyes and her lips pursed shut. Elliot’s fingers dug into the meat of her hips as he jerked her backwards as he thrust forward, filling her up. “Mmahhmm!”

      Mandy used a hand to brace herself against the wall as he humped her from beside the bathtub. Her hair bouncing on both sides of her shoulders as her breasts swayed freely inside her dress. She pulled the shades aside to see the barbecue still going in full swing outside. The shouts of playing, the laughter of boring conversation, and the singing of coffeeshop music. All the sounds mandy heard now competed with the clapping of her husband’s body into her fat ass as he fucked her.

      “Mmmm ugh!” Mandy groaned and clapped a hand over her mouth as she felt his cock fuck her so hard. Elliot pulled her dress up and behind her back with one hand while the other reached around and groped her breasts through her dress.

      Just when she thought she could get fucked any harder, Elliot slammed inside her like a pornstar. She nearly fell off balance and had to reach out with both hands to catch herself on the walls from falling. Her right breast fell from her dress and bounced wildly beneath her bent over body.

      “Ohhh fuck. Oh gahhmmmmm!” Mandy moaned mindlessly until Elliot’s palm scooped over her mouth, silencing her with his strong hand.

      Oh god, oh god! Yes yes yes!

      Mandy shoved off the wall, forcing her ass back as Elliot rammed inside her bringing her to orgasm. She raised to her tippytoes and let out a scream that was muffled to a hum by her husbands hands. The spash of juices that squirted from her pussy soaked her thighs and the tile floor.

      Turning and sitting on the toilet seat lid, Mandy took her husband’s throbbing cock in her hand. Using a short stroke on the base of his shaft and her soaking wet mouth, she sucked on the head of his cock allowing her drool to drip down his shaft. When he came, she swallowed every droplet while staring up at him.

      The couple had just enough time to clean up the mess they had on the bathroom floor and redress themselves before they made their escape with Mandy’s cell phone. Gathering their kids, they said their goodbyes and left the party hand in hand. Mandy spent the whole drive home exchanging looks between her sleeping children in the backseat of their minivan and watching her husband drive while holding his hand. She wondered how she could be so lucky to have this life.
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      “Fucking hell, Mandy. Are you seeing this?” Elliot yelled in a whisper.

      They had just put their kids to bed and had begun their nightly routine of meeting in his office to go over ideas for new videos and what to do next. On the surface, it sounded cold and business-like but Mandy actually loved this newfound openess. It was basically like a set time to discuss their sex life, fantasies or just to fuck. Suddenly, nothing was off-limits in their relationship.

      Mandy went over to her where her husband sat at his desk and set her glass of red wine down off to the side. hanging over his shoulders, she put her cheek to his and looked at his laptop. He was looking at the monthly deposit for this month. It was $212,824.18.

      “Are you kidding me?” Elliot laughed and looked over his shoulder at her. They shared a celebratory kiss that made Mandy chuckle before they turned back to the numbers. The business side of Elliot was coming out as he broke down the exponential growth of subscribers, shares, content interaction, and profits. Mandy smiled, amused by his boyish joy, and took her glass of wine to the couch opposite the desk.

      “This is one month, it’s insane. We couldn’t make that with both of our jobs in one year,” Elliot said in amazement as he turned to face her. “I mean I knew your vagina was grade A and worth a lot but I didn’t think that much.”

      Mandy laughed and through small pillow at her husband, half complimented and half insulted.

      “Hey it’s not all my vagina anymore, big boy. Read the comments. You’re gaining quite the following too,” Mandy said taking a sip of her wine. “Quite a few ladies are impressed by your ‘stroke.’ Some men too, actually.”

      Elliot laughed in good fun and turned back to the screen. Mandy chewed her lip, wondering if this was a good time to bring it up. Nothing is off-limits.

      “Makes me think maybe it's time we make a video starring you,” Mandy said and felt the warmth of the wine warming her cheeks as she pretended to frame her husband up with her fingers.

      “Hm? What? No,” Elliot said raising his hands with half a laugh. “Seeing you living a lesbian fantasy with two women was a fantasy for both of us, but I’m sorry to say, I do not share your fantasy of seeing me with another man.”

      Mandy snorted a laugh and nearly fell out of her seat as she shook her head. “No, stupid. I don’t want to see you with another guy! Another woman!”

      After Elliot shared in the laughter he made a puzzled expression as if the notion never occurred to him. “Really? Who’d you have in mind?”

      Mandy made a show as if she was thinking for a moment so her choice didn’t seem too eager. “Hmm… oh, what about that girl.”

      “What girl?”

      “You know, that college girl you were messaging with, Tonya? Was that her name?” Mandy pretended to not remember.

      Elliot’s face looked surprised as he scooted his chair closer to his wife. “Oh, yeah, Tonya, but, no, I think she’s a little… obsessive might be the way I describe it.”

      Mandy rolled her eyes, “All women are obsessive when they find a guy they want. Come on. It could be fun. I’ll just watch and record.”

      Elliot rubbed the back of his neck as he pondered the scenario. “Are you sure?”

      “Of course! You’ve watched me get fingered and eaten out by men and women. It's my turn. I want to watch you fuck this girl into next week.”

      After a bit more haggling it was on. Elliot was on his laptop instant messaging Tonya who just happened to respond right away despite her showing not online. The enthusiasm of her responses to her husband was obvious through the text. Every message she sent was littered with emojis, exclamation marks, and flirty phrasing. They were still catching up in the first few messages when Tonya sent a flurry of nudes to Elliot. He blushed and shrugged, complimenting the photos.

      Mandy could tell the man was uncomfortable in the situation and she didn’t think words would calm him down, so she went right to action.

      “What are you doing?” Elliot asked in a half-laughing question.

      “Hey, if you get to have fun up there, I get to have fun down here,” Mandy replied innocently. She had rolled his chair back a few inches so she could slide to her knees between his legs and undo his belt.

      With his pants pulled down his ankles, Mandy took her time and stroked his cock to life. He typed away and stole glances down at his wife as she licked the pre-cum from the tip of his cock and tongued imaginary lines up and down his shaft. Mandy asked to see what she was sending him and he showed her the laptop screen of grainy self-made videos of Tonya finger fucking herself in what looked like a dorm room.

      “Mmmm look at that tight pussy,” Mandy remarked as her husband continued to type. Mandy spit on his cock and made a slow deepthroating motion on his shaft. When she came back up his cock glistened from her saliva. She loved watching the faces he made when she sucked him off. The winces of pleasure. The struggles to focus.

      Mandy’s mild obsession with Tonya began the moment she saw the messages between her husband and her. It was strange and she knew most people wouldn’t understand, but then again, most people didn’t have the relationship she and her husband did. There was no part of her that was mad at her husband or even jealous of Tonya. She didn’t see this college girl as a serious threat. Tonya was competition.

      It was the first time ever Mandy could recall feeling a sense of needing to dominate something. To show this gorgeous college girl that her husband was her property and no one else's. Call it old fashioned, call it animalistic, or just call her a fucking psycho, Mandy didn’t care. If these past months had taught her anything it was what she truly wanted.

      Pulling her suctioned lips off of the head of his cock made a popping sound and Mandy watched a wince appear in her husband’s face.

      “Well?” she asked as she continued to stroke her husband’s throbbing cock.

      Elliot shrugged, “Well, she’s kinda freaked out that I told you about her, a little scared, but she’s open to the idea.”

      Mandy smirked to herself. Pleased with this twenty-two-year-old’s fear of Mandy’s wrath.

      Elliot continued, “I think she’s mostly worried about being recorded.”

      “Tell her she could wear my mascarade mask, no one will know it's her,” Mandy said and went back to sucking his cock. She didn’t know specifically when it happened but several weeks back she and her husband had stopped trying to hide their faces. Mandy figured that between her body type and other markers in her environment that a small piece of plastic covering her eyes would keep her from being recognized. But if it made Tonya feel better, all the better.

      Mandy watched Elliot’s chest and abdomen flex as he came in her mouth. She hummed her approval as she drank down every spurt of cum. It was about this time that Tonya agreed to the meeting in a Hilton hotel next weekend. They would meet in the bar and then move to the hotel room for fun afterward.

      “You sure you’ll be okay just watching?” Elliot asked as he put his cock away.

      “Promise,” Mandy gave him a wink and stood. But this was one promise she didn’t know if she could keep.
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      “Thank you,” Mandy said to the waiter as he poured her second glass of wine before returning to the bar. She sat in the back corner of the bar at a small high-top table. Judging by how she dressed, onlookers would guess that she was here to meet a date. A black skirt with a high slit along the side that squeezed her round ass cheeks. It matched with the red top she wore that hugged her large breasts and had a low cut leaving little to the imagination when it came to her cleavage.

      The week went by faster than she had thought. Now that she no longer had to lie to her husband about quitting her former job, the stress around the house had gone to zero. The morning breakfasts and afternoon time with kids became a treat. The closeness in the marriage had seemed to bring their entire family together. Not worrying about money, at least in the short term helped too. Elliot and Mandy spent much of each night after dinner on the floor with their kids, playing games and making up new ones before they went off to bed.

      Outside the house, things were more difficult. Elliot was being chewed out at work. he did his best to hide it from her, but she could tell. He was expected to be working nights and weekends while the senior partners played golf, but Elliot chose his family over work and soon consequences would come of that. On top of that, no one else knew Mandy had quit her job. Not Susan and the rest of her friends, not her parents, not Elliot’s mother… god, I’ll never hear the end from her…

      They had decided to do it slowly. A series of white lies. Elliot was getting a raise and making so much more money, Mandy was getting sick of her job and focusing on the kids… and eventually, she’ll ‘quit.’ That would take care of one lie. As for Elliot’s and Mandy’s online ‘hobby,’ they both had agreed that no one would ever find out about that.

      Elliot sat at a table by himself. He wore a nice gray suit with a white shirt and no tie while sipping his scotch. There was something arousing about watching him from afar and pretending to be strangers. Part of her wanted to sit in the empty seat opposite to him right now and start jacking him off under the table. But someone sat in her seat.

      Tonya Sokolov wore a black dress that appeared far too elegant on the young woman, so much so that it almost looked like a costume. The burgundy dress clung to the edges of her shoulders like a robe about to fall off. The small string of fabric kept the dress in place and was connected at the front of her breasts, exposing the inside of her breasts but just shy of her nipples. The ruffle hem skirt extended below her knee on one side but barely covered her hips on the other. Mandy was sure she could see the girl’s pantiless crotch now that she sat across from her husband.

      Mandy had spotted the woman right away. the hidden stalker inside Mandy had found out through a series of internet searches that the black-haired vixen was a second-generation Russian immigrant who majored in nursing at the nearby university. While her profiles definitely received quite a bit of male attention it seemed she lacked many relationships with boys her own age.

      Apparently, she has a thing for married fathers…

      Tonya and Elliot began chit-chatting and it wasn’t long before they had left the awkward introductions and were laughing comfortably with one another. Tonya ordered her first glass of wine and was carded. Mandy had her third glass poured at the same time. By the time half of Tonya’s glass was empty, she was leaning forward with her chin on the heel of her palm, lost in a stare in Mandy’s husband’s eyes. There was a strange mix of pleasure and pride in Mandy as she watched her husband leer after. It felt like having the coolest pair of shoes in the neighborhood.

      Not long after the pair began tracing designs in each other’s forearms and whispering inches away from each other’s faces did Elliot ask for the check and the two excused themselves from the table.

      Mandy watched the pair disappear around the corner to the elevators and was surprised during all that time Elliot never noticed him spying on him. She thought it would be a fun surprise when she arrived upstairs. She spent a few more minutes finishing her glass of wine and settling the bill before taking the elevators to the top floor. The first splurge from their new stream of income was technically a reinvestment into the business. The Penthouse suite on the top floor was as luxurious as Mandy imagined. With wrap-around windows overlooking downtown and a California king-sized bed. Mandy and Elliot had checked in earlier and set up the cameras to record. Elliot thought Mandy would be waiting for them there but she wanted Tonya to get comfortable first.

      And comfortable, they were…

      Mandy was recording on her cellphone as she swiped the hotel key and entered the suite. The living room had soft sounds of hip-hop music playing that were barely audible, but the soft moans and rustling from the bedroom down the hall were unmistakable.

      Tonya’s fair unblemished skin was completely exposed in all its beauty when Mandy entered. Her dress was left in a messy pile on the floor. Tonya lay on her belly with her legs spread as Elliot tongued the young woman’s pussy from behind. His pants were still on but his shirt and jacket were gone, exposing his muscled back and shoulders. Mandy entered and moved around the backside of the two tripod-mounted cameras like a ghost. Flattening her skirt, she sat down quietly.

      Both Tonya and Elliot stuttered a look in Mandy’s direction. perhaps because of the camera recording, they said nothing and continued on. Elliot pushed squeezed the college girl’s inner thighs and jabbed his tongue inside her, and Mandy watched Tonya’s go wide then squint behind the black mascarade mask she wore. Mandy found herself staring at the woman with a slight smirk on her dark red shaded lips. Between her gasps and moans, Tonya stole more frequent looks in Mandy’s direction. The mother of three could see the girl becoming increasingly uncomfortable under Mandy’s penetrating gaze.

      Mandy uncrossed her legs, allowing the young woman to see her slick pussy lips as her hand without the phone in it carressed her breasts with her palm. Elliot turned the girl over on her backside and began licking her bald pussy. His tongue making long laps on her clit, just the way Mandy loved.

      “Mmmm mmmmmahh ahhhh…” Tonya whined, cupping her perky breasts. Her eyes switched between Elliot and Mandy who now tweaked her nipples until they stood tall through her dress. “Ahhhmmmm!”

      Tonya squealed when Elliot’s lips closed on her clit and whipped back and forth on it. Mandy felt a drip fall from her pussy and down her ass crack at the sight of the pleasuring torture her husband was putting this girl through.

      She’s going to cum, Mandy thought and her heart skipped a beat.

      Elliot continued to devour her clit as her milky white thighs clamped together around his cheeks. The orgasm struck hard as her hips bucked and rocked from side to side. Elliot rode it like a pro not rellenting until it was over. Mandy’s lips were parted as she panted through the sight. Elliot crawled up her body kissing her to her mouths. The alcohol must have been having an effect because when she spoke she could believe her words.

      “I think it's his turn now,” Mandy uttered. “Get on your knees.”

      They both paused for an extended moment and looked at her. Mandy’s legs spread with angled eyes focused on the coupling. Oddly, there was more of a hesitation in Elliot than Tonya who swiftly scooted off the bed and onto her knees. Elliot followed her.

      As Tonya unbuckled his pants, Mandy stood, stepping around the pair like a micromanaging boss. When Elliot was free of his clothes, Mandy looked down on Tonya as she stroked and his throbbing shaft that pointed at her. Her dainty mouth wrapped around the head of his cock and struggled as she began to slide her lips up and down on him. Mandy paced with the phone recording, in her drunken state she couldn’t decide if she felt more like a director or a pornstar.

      Walking up to her husband, Mandy filmed her giving a lingering kiss to him that grew deeper and more passionate the longer it went on. Elliot hummed a note of approval, either from the kiss, the twenty-two-year-old slobbering on the tip of his cock, or both. His hands wrapped around Mandy’s waist, feeling the fabric of her dress before he slid a hand up to grope her breasts as they kissed. It almost felt natural and expected when Mandy’s left hand found the back of Tonya’s head. Gently, she patted it and caressed her smooth hair like a dog, before she began to push on the back of her skull, daring her to go deeper on his cock. It must have worked because Mandy saw the creases form on Elliot’s brow and heard the wet gagging from the young homewrecker knelt between the couple.

      Mandy pulled from the kiss so they could both enjoy the sight. Tonya’s lips were stretched around the thick shaft as her mouth bobbed up and down, and she struggled to push deeper with every movement. Taking the young woman’s long black hair and pulling it back into a ponytail, Mandy looked down on Tonya as she pulled and pushed on the ponytail, face fucking the girl on her husband’s cock. Tonya gargled and gasped desperately. Her hands groped at his shaft and balls as her drooling lips slid up and down on him. The girl’s cherry red lipstick smeared on her lower lip. Beneath her mascarade mask, Mandy could see tears from the deepthroating run her mascara. Mandy focused her camera angle on her face and smiled behind her perfectly crisp magenta lipstick at the sight.

      Hooking her hand behind her husband’s neck, Mandy pulled his face down to hers and they kissed hard and passionately. She had never been more arroused in her life than in that moment. After several moments passed in this scene, the pair separated and allowed Tonya to remove her lips from Elliot’s cock. The woman gasped and coughed and drool slobbered down her lips and cheek. Mandy leaned over, careful not to let the homewrecker’s leaking saliva to touch her skirt.

      “Was that everything you hoped for?” Mandy asked, cupping Tonya’s cheek.

      “Yes,” was all she said between labored breaths as she looked up at the older woman.

      “Oh, I don’t think so, honey,” Mandy spoke gently but condescendingly like she was talking to a new puppy. “I read all those messages to my husband. You told him you wanted his long hard cock to ‘fuck you silly,’ didn’t you? “Fuck me like the whore I know I am,” you said.” Mandy’s lips arced in a wicked smile as she used her thumb to wipe away a smudge of saliva and cherry-red lipstick from her chin.

      “Yes, please,” Tonya said. Her words were somewhere between a gasp and a grunt.

      “Oh, don’t tell me, honey,” Mandy said as she stepped around the knelt girl. Her heels clacked with each step. Mandy’s hand slid down her shoulder, then back up to Tonya’s chin, jerking her face up to Elliot’s. “Say it to my husband if that’s what you want.”

      Tonya licked her lips, her breath still alluded her. “Please, fuck me like the whore that I am,” her words were desperate and ragged. Mandy’s smirk broke into a smile when she saw her husband’s eyes light up.

      Tonya moved like she was floating from the floor to the white plush comforter on the bed. Mandy guided her, laying the woman on her back and allowing her feet to dangle as Elliot kicked away his pants and the last scraps of clothes. The young woman’s eyes stared at Mandy the entire time. The longing behind them was intoxicating to the older woman. It happened without thought or inhibition. Mandy’s lips met Tonya’s and immediately the kiss turned passionate. Their tongues wrapped around one another as Mandy cupped her cheek. She tasted her youth, she tasted her smeared cherry lipstick, and the mix of her husband’s salty pre-cum on the woman’s lips. They might have been kissing for seconds or minutes, but Mandy was lost in the moment.

      It was like ever since she stood from her seat of observation she had taken on the role of someone else. Like the mother of three was possessed by some slutty character she created or the middle age homemaker had become the sexual icon she birthed into reality. The switch would have been lost on this twenty-two-year-old girl beneath her. To her, Mandy was this sexual queen guiding her through this experience, but to Elliot, Mandy could see his bewilderment and intrigue at Mandy’s confidence. Mandy felt as though for the first time she had found her voice, and it felt good.

      “Ngh! Ahhh!” Tonya moaned, breaking the kiss and never-ending trance the two women were in.

      Elliot had both of Tonya’s ankles in his hands as he shoved his iron rod inside her tight pussy. He pulled out and shoved back inside her back her muscles tensed and her body tremble as the older man fucked her.

      “Ah! Fuck! Yes! Ughhh…” Tonya squinted up at Elliot with a pained expression on her lips.

      Mandy purred in approval as she maneuvered behind the girl, tucking her legs under her as she moved to get a better shot as her husband fucked this nubile slut. His muscle flexed and popped as he crammed his cock inside her hole, thrusting in hard steady bucks. Tonya squirmed and her body seemed at odds with her mind as her hands reached down to stop the attacking thrusts but then they retreated as he lifted her ass to force even more of his cock inside her.

      “Ughh fuck god!” Tonya screamed as she was folded like a fuck doll between the married couple.

      Mandy set her cell phone aside, satisfied with the footage she had and the existing camera angles on the tripods, and turned her attention to the college girl squirming in her lap. Tonya’s hand gripped Mandy’s as soon as she reached for them. The screaming woman’s head rested in Mandy’s lap as Mandy squeezed Tonya’s wrists restraining them to her side. With her husband tightening his grip on Tonya’s ankles and spreading her legs wide, the married couple had the college girl helpless.

      Tonya looked up at Mandy with innocent eyes, her mouth agape as she panted. Mandy could barely see the girls face as her own massive breasts protruded over her view.

      “Oh, fuck! Oh fuck!” Tonya cried as the hard sound of meat smacking against meat became louder. “Oh fuck I’m gonna… I’m gonna c…” Tonya gasped breathlessly.

      Her perfect tits bouncing to her chin with every hard fuck from Mandy’s husband. Mandy felt her panties soaked and sticking to her sex as she leered down on the girl who tried to steal her husband on the verge of losing control.

      “That’s it. Fuck her. Fuck her like the whore she is!” Mandy ordered her husband who grunted like he was struggling not to cum.

      “Oohhhhh I’m cumming!” Tonya sang as she arched her back and her pink fingernails dug into Mandy’s forearms. Elliot thrusted roughly inside her and Tonya’s tender thighs clapped together despite him still holding onto her ankles. She cried out mindlessly with every buck inside her. “Ah ah ah ah ahgah fuck!”

      To both Mandy’s and Tonya’s amazement, Tonya’s orgasm didn’t stop, and neither did Elliot. Unable to keep her hands off of him, Mandy let go of Tonya’s arm and crawled over the girl like she was furniture to plant a wet kiss on her husband’s lips as he continued to fuck the whore beneath them. Mandy’s left hand cupped his face as she kissed him ravenously as her right hand reached down and found the moist crux above Tonya’s pussy being railed. Mandy circled her fingertips over the girl’s clit continuously and made her rock and cry out beneath them.

      “Oh fuck… oh fuck I’m… oh god, you’re going to make me cum again. Oh fuck me… oh fuck me… oh fuck… ah ahh ahhhoh god!” Tonya’s screams were muffled by Mandy’s skirt but they still filled the room.

      Mandy bit her husband’s lip as he grunted and rammed inside her pussy at the same time Mandy’s fingers vibrated on the girl’s clit.

      “Ugh! Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuuuccckkk!” Tonya cried and her body convulsed with enough power to make Mandy fall to the side on the mattress. Tonya’s pussy clamp on Elliot’s hard cock and pushed it out of her as she raised and lowered her hips in a spasm as a small squirt of fluid came out of the twenty-two-year-old’s pussy. Both her hands clamped over her crotch as she writhed and shook from the never-ending orgasm that tortured the poor girl.

      Finally, Tonya managed a short gasp of air and only groaned, “Oh my goddd…” as the convulsions still afflicted her body.

      Mandy and Elliot shared a small smile like an exchange of words.

      I think we broke her.

      “Oh, honey…” Mandy said as she flattened her skirt and laid beside her, spooning to Tonya’s side. Her body was rigged and there were visible pulses that went through her body as her teeth chattered. “Come here, you poor thing.”

      Mandy planted soft moist kisses along the girl’s cheek, down her chin, and to her neck. Elliot, who stood with his throbbing cock still bouncing between his legs, tried to touch her thigh, carress her into relaxing, but Tonya yelped.

      “No! No no no…” Tonya only managed to say as she put her palms down to Mandy’s husband. The tremors from her lingering orgasm still having an effect.

      “I’ve got this, darling. She needs a woman’s touch,” Mandy said with half a smile. And almost on cue, Tonya rolled into the fetal position, tucking her face into Mandy’s bossom.

      Rubbing her palm up and down the girl’s arms, Mandy felt the goosebumps appear. Her tense body folded against Mandy’s. Tonya’s smaller but unblemished breasts pressed under Mandy’s larger breasts that had grown with raising three kids. It felt like submission to Mandy. It felt right to her.

      “Ooop,” Mandy sounded surprised as she was pulled down a few inches and her skirt was suddenly flipped above her waist.

      “Maybe you can handle a man’s touch,” Elliot said, lining up still throbbing cock with his wife’s crotch. The man was sweaty and ravenous still from having not cum yet.

      “Ugh…” Mandy closed her eyes and cinched her grip tighter, pulling Tonya to her breasts. Elliot yanked her drenced panties to the side as he shoved his hard cock inside her. “Oh, god yes, baby, fuck me!”

      This wasn’t the plan. This wasn’t the video they were going to make but nothing mattered anymore. This was exactly what they all wanted. Her husband pulled her thick thighs to the side and laid her legs over Tonya’s as he leaned over and thrusted inside Mandy’s tight, dripping cunt. His cock felt like an edging tease that inched her closer to an orgasm that had been hiding beneath the surface for hours. She wanted it. She fucking needed it.

      Tonya groped the older woman’s breasts, reaching into her dress and scooping them out of the neck of it with out her even realizing it. “Oh, god, baby. You’re so fucking hard… yes… oh fuck…” Mandy squinted up at her husband looming over her as he fucked her like pornstar.

      Mandy’s breasts bounced like water pillows up to her chest with every thrust. Tonya cupped the nearest tit and brought it to her mouth, suckling on it. feeling the girl’s lips suck on her nipple and the bite of her teeth after was unexpected and heavenly.

      “Oh god yes, oh fuck! Just like that, just like ahhhh!” Mandy moaned as suddenly her husband grabbed her by the ankles, had her legs spread wide, and was fucking her like whore. “Jesus christ!”

      With her back flat against the bed and her husband yanking her hips down as he bucked his hips up into her, every inch of her tits fell from her dress and bounced wildly on her chest. Tonya, who raised to her knees to get a better angle on her breasts was suddenly jerked down by Elliot’s hand on the back of her head. he pushed her expecting lips and tongue to Mandy’s sex as he fucked her. A blur of pleasure came over Mandy as first hands and cock filled and touched her pussy, then she felt the warm juicy tongue of the college girl lapping at her clit like a good kitty.

      “Oh my god! Yes!” Mandy cried out. one of her hands shot to her face in shock at how good it fucking felt to be fucked and eaten out at the same time. Her other hand snapped to the back on Tonya’s head, not letting her retreated from the hard cock slamming into Mandy’s pussy inches away. “Yes yes yes yes oh my god!”

      Elliot’s cock rammed into her hole as Tonya’s tongue vibrated on her clit. They worked together like some kind of magical fucking machine that drove Mandy over the edge of a bottomless cliff.

      “Yes yes yes oh god I’m cumming! Cumming!” Mandy repeated in half moan half grunt as she grabbed her bouncing breasts and squeezed. Her eyes rolled back as she came hard on her husband’s cock. Elliot quickly pulled out and held Tonya’s face down on his wife’s pussy, not that she tried to pull away. The splash of an orgasm that squirted from Mandy’s pussy drenced Tonya’s mouth and chin.

      “Ugh gah!” Mandy groaned and panted as she felt the girl’s tongue continue to lap at her messy pussy.

      A moment passed and Mandy sat up because she heard the familiar moan escape her husbands lips. Stroking his big hard cock over the two of them, Mandy grabbed a lock of Tonya’s black hair and jerked her face up below his cock. Tonya yelped in shock of the movement but complied. Her mouth open, tongue out, and her head arched backward expectantly.

      “That’s right cum on her, cum on out whore,” Mandy said and the words fell out like they belonged there.

      Elliot grunted as strings of semen shot over Tonya’s tongue, lips, and mascarade mask. When the last droplets oozed from the tip, Mandy released her grip on the girl and watched Tonya lunge onto his dick. Cum still covered her face but she sucked and licked every drip of Elliot’s semen, Mandy’s juices, or her own juice from his shaft.
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      The next day was Sunday and it was quiet day. Picnic in the park with the kids, TV in the afternoon, and a pot roast for dinner. They needed the rest. Despite his imprissive physique, Elliot’s back was sore from the day before and Mandy had difficulty walking after the day long fuck fest the married couple was a part of. Once Tonya had finished cleaning Elliot up yesterday, Mandy had laid the girl down and took her turn cleaning Tonya up. A fun enough exercise. The three turned off the cameras and talked. Laying naked on the bed, the three did the small talk that was supposed to happen before you came on each other’s faces.

      It wasn’t much longer before Mandy’s playful touching of the young woman turned into kissing which ignited the fire in Elliot once again. With his cock hardening, he turned on the cameras as the three went at it for another two hours. When it finally ended, Tonya limped away in her crinkled dress. Her black hair was a mess and her face and body was covered in the remnants of sticky cum and dried sweat.

      Despite their exhaustion, Mandy and Elliot were too turned on as they took a shower not to fuck. With no cameras recording, Mandy braced herself against the glass wall of the shower as Elliot pounded her from behind. Like she said, Mandy needed a quiet day afterward.

      Once they got the kids to bed, Mandy joined Elliot on the couch in his office. He made a joke about how they were getting old when she hobbled over and fell into the seat. He lifted his laptop to allow Mandy to put her feet on his thighs then put the laptop on her legs as they opened their accounts.

      “Mandy!” Elliot said, leaning closer to his laptop screen. “We made like a hundred thousand dollars!”

      “When?”

      “Today! Like since we posted that threesome video this morning,” Elliot said with astonishment in his eyes.

      “Oh my god,” Mandy was lost in a fit of giggles and disbelief. She had spent her life only making money when she did something that made her miserable, how as a middle age woman was she making a fortune by just having fun?

      “We’ve gotten so many more subscribers today. Our videos have like a million shares… this is crazy,” Elliot went on about the stats and dollar figures for several minutes. Neither of them ever discussed a future when it came to the money. Mandy didn’t want to jinx it. But at the rate they were going, Elliot wouldn’t have to work, they could pay the kids college tuition, heck, they could retire if the money kept coming like it was.

      Mandy took a deep breath and felt a weight lifted off her chest that she couldn’t describe. It was like she was floating through life.

      She heard her phone chiming from the other room. Incoming texts, but she was too tired to get up to get it. Elliot was going through their account skimming through messages from viewers and fans. Most of them were from the past couple days.

      “Wait, what?” Elliot sounded serious all of a sudden and sat forward.

      “What is it?” Mandy asked, not liking her husband’s face.

      “This… this message, it has my name in it. it has my name in the subject line,” Elliot said and pointed at the screen. Mandy moved her feet and sat up. The subject line read ‘Elliot?’ clicking on the message, they read on, ‘Elliot and Amanda, is this you guys in these videos?’

      Mandy’s heart stopped then raised several inches into her throat. Beneath the message was a link to a local newschannel article and Mandy went wide eyed pointing at the link. “Oh my god, Click it! Click it!”

      He did. The headline read, “P.T.A. MOM & LAWYER DAD SECRET PORNSTARS?”

      “Oh my god!” Mandy screamed and cupped a hand over her mouth. She read enough to see her name in the second paragraph.

      “Shit!” Elliot yelled. “The article just came out two hours ago!”

      The chime on Mandy’s phone went off again and she ran to it. Part of her wanted to run past her phone to the door and run to another country. Another planet. To the bottom of the ocean. Anywhere but where she was. Reaching her phone she saw five missed phone calls from friends and a dozen unanswered texts. The one she opened happened to be from Susan from the barbeque. There was no text just a video. It was obvious Susan was taking a video with her cell phone of her laptop. She was watching the sex video Mandy posted of Elliot fucking her in Susan’s bathroom at the barbecue.

      “What have I done!” Mandy shouted at her phone.
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      “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god…” Mandy was stuck in a loop. Her mouth ran without a thought as her thoughts were elsewhere. She paced the living room scrolling through her cell phone. She held it awkwardly far from herself like it was a bomb that could detonate at a moment’s notice. But really, she knew the damage was already done. All that was left was to just sit back and watch the wake of damage form from the blast.

      “Mommy, what’s wrong?” Jake’s voice came from the top of the stairs so suddenly it made Mandy jump.

      “Oh, um, nothing honey. I uh, I just read something on the news. It’s nothing. Here, let me get you back to bed,” Mandy said, walking for the stairs. She passed her husband’s office and saw him still sitting on the couch with his fingers raking his scalp. He hadn’t spoken since Mandy had begun her descent.

      Mandy got Jake back in bed and picked up more than a few of the boys’ toys off the floor. It felt good to do something, anything to get her mind from the disaster looming on the internet.

      How could I be so stupid? How could I let this happen? I should have known. I should have known! Everyone looks at porn. How would I remain anonymous when everyone I know is secretly going online and searching for what’s new and what’s hot? God… I did this. I brought this on Elliot and his job. I brought this on my kids! What are they going to have to deal with at school tomorrow? What are they going to have to deal with growing up?

      Mandy kissed her son’s forehead and closed the door behind her. She brushed the tear from her cheek as she sprinted down the stairs on her tiptoes so as not to wake any of the other kids up. Entering her husband’s office she closed the door.

      “Delete it,” Mandy said with a reserved intensity in her voice that sounded like she should have been screaming it.

      “What?” Elliot blinked several times and looked away from his screen like he had just woken up and genuinely didn’t hear her.

      “Delete it. Delete all the accounts. Delete it all,” Mandy said as her hands trembled in front of her.

      Elliot sighed and ran a hand through his hair, “Mandy, let’s talk—we need to figure—”

      “No, no, no, just delete it. the longer it’s up the more people can find it. We can talk later but delete it now!” Mandy bit her tongue because she felt her voice turn hysterical. She was on the verge of crying or screaming. Murdering or dying. Fighting or fleeing.

      “Okay, okay, okay…” Elliot held up both of his palms and began clacking on the keyboard of his laptop.
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      Chapter One

      She peeled her pants off one leg at a time. Placing the pair of pants on his computer chair opposite the bed, she was careful not to make any sound. They were piled on top of a neat stack of wash that she had folded for him the night before. She told him to put it away in his dresser, but her son never listened. It was like just because Monica was his stepmother, he didn’t take her instructions seriously.

      Well, that was about to change. She smiled on the inside.

      The tail of Monica’s beige button-up shirt tickled her bare thighs as she turned back to her son’s bed. Her nipples poked at her shirt as she lifted the sheet and comforter just high enough so slide one leg in, then the other before covering herself. Matt slept on his side, facing away towards the wall. His wide, muscular back radiated heat on her like a furnace. After all these years, it was easy to forget that her son was a grown man, 18 years old and starting his last year of high school today.

      Where does the time go? She thought.

      Monica’s outside hand rubbed up, and down his shoulder as he hovered over him. Matt was always a deep sleeper. He hummed and moved but didn’t stir until his stepmother’s hand rubbed down his side and plucked at the waistband of his boxers.

      “Hm? What is…” he half turned but still had his eyes closed.

      “Wake up, sleepyhead,” Monica whispered with a soft smile. The top buttons of her shirt were undone, so her gold crucifix she always wore dangled below her chin and above his face. “You don’t want to be late for your first day of school.”

      She planted kisses like a mother would on his forehead and cheek. Short pecks that lightly jabbed his warm flesh. But then a third kiss was placed on his neck that lingered and she tasted his salty flesh. Matt’s body went rigid, and she felt his hard abdomen tense as he tried to understand in his fog of sleep.

      Matt thought he was sleeping still. This was a dream mixed with a fantasy. He’d jolt awake and hear the battleship siren he set for his alarm clock honking at him in no time, and the rest of life’s troubles would come after that. But it didn't, Matt blinked his eyes three times, and he still felt his mother’s wet kisses on his neck and biting at his ear. The kisses that no longer tickled but sent warm tingles down his spine and made him subconsciously open his neck to her. His mother’s hand circled his belly and was looping under his naval now. He knew this couldn’t have been his mother. She had never—would never—touch him like this. She was a prune who still forced him to go to church every Sunday and say prayers before dinner.

      Monica felt her son startle and pull away from her. Pressing his head into the pillow and smushing the stuffing to the sides, his eyes went wide as he looked up at her.

      “Mom, what are you—what’s happening?” he mumbled, barely moving his lips.

      “Shhh, it’s okay,” Monica whispered. Her other hand brushed his forehead, her fingers toiled and toyed with his messy jet black hair. “You’ve got time. You’re not supposed to be up for another twenty minutes.”

      “Wha… time for what?” Matt asked, looking around his room if there was an obvious explanation he was missing.

      Monica slipped her palm down the front of his boxers and felt something hard push back on her. Her son’s growing erection was held flat against his belly by his boxer and made her soft smile brighten. “Ooo, looks like someone down there knows what there’s time for.”

      There was a stunned silence to her son that made her giggle. Her palm washed circled around the base of his cock and let her fingers lazily form around the phallic shape made in his boxers but didn’t grab him.

      “I don’t know… um,” Matt swallowed, unable to focus. His mother went back to planting motherly kisses on each side of his cheeks, then his shoulders, neck, and chest. Each time she leaned over him, he received a clear view inside the wide neck of the shirt of his mother. He wasn’t seeing the long line of her cleavage that had teased him all his life. She didn’t wear a tight bra to hold them together. He saw her large breasts dangling freely in her shirt and maybe even the knub of one of her hard nipples brushing her shirt.

      Monica planted a last kiss on his hard chest just above his nipple, but as she lifted away, she saw his eyes linger not on her. She followed them to the opening on her shirt.

      “Oh, I see… that’s what you want, honey, isn’t it?” she said like he was a naughty boy. She saw the look of shock and apology in his eyes as she unbuttoned the remaining button and laid to her back. “Here, come here, son. No, no, come on then.”

      Matt’s eyes were lost in a daze as he turned to face her. Monica brushed both her hands down her chest and felt how hard her nipples were already. She maneuvered her right breast toward the front of her chest and not to the side, which her large breasts had a tendency to do without a bra. “Come here, baby. Don’t keep mommy waiting…”

      Holding her breast in a C clamp like she was breastfeeding, Monica used her other hand to cup the back of her son’s head as he inched his mouth closer to her nipple.

      “Oh yes, Matt—my baby…” she sighed as his warm tongue made a long lap on her nipple before taking it inside his mouth. “Oh, shhhh—god help me…”

      Monica hadn’t realized how sensitive her nipples were until he began to suck on them. With no panties on and her pants off, she rubbed her thick thighs together and felt them slicken from her already leaking pussy.

      This wasn’t supposed to happen, she thought as her hips raised and fell while bumping into her son’s side. I came here to make him cum not—

      “Ahhh, oh my!” Monica moaned. Whatever apprehension her son held on to before he started, it was gone. Putting her chin to her chest, she looked down and watched him suck on her right breast while his palm worked circles on her left. His large hands were almost enough to grab her entire breast.

      “Yess… that’s it baby…” she squealed breathlessly. Don’t stop, baby, keep going. Milk mommy’s tits—ah oh yes!”

       Monica’s hand palmed her son’s cock through his boxers. She was annoyed the fabric kept them separated, but didn’t have the focus to deal with it. All she thought of was her son’s tongue making repeated licks on her over sensitive nipple again and again and---

      “Oh, gah… Matthew,” she gasped, her hand stroking his throbbing cock through his boxers. She felt his girth. She felt his strength with every flex. “Matthew, I’m gonna cum… you’re gonna make mommy cum… Yes, don’t stop. Don’t stop I’m… I’m…”

      Folding her body into her son’s, Monica’s thighs clapped together as she came. Her lips pressed together as she grunted a high-pitched panic of a moan. The waves of orgasm crashed over her repeatedly and her son kept tonguing her nipple.

      “Ohhhh god… oh my god… Oh yess… no… no… Matthew—ah… Matthew stop, stop,” Monica begged and used every ounce of willpower to get her hands to pull her son off her breasts. “Oh, god, if you kept going I was going to cum again,” Monica half laughed as she sat up, feeling lightheaded. Matt had a look of eagerness, like what she suggested sounded good.

      Monica grabbed her son’s cell phone on the nightstand and saw it was only 9 minutes until his alarm went off. “We don’t have much time, son. Here. Lie back on your pillow, just like Mommy found you.”

      Monica slid her shirt off completely, leaving her naked in her son’s bed. “Here,” she smiled, biting the edge of her thick lips as she pulled his boxers down. “I didn’t come in here for me…” his throbbing shaft flexed before her. “…I came here for you…”
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