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      “Oh, god…” Mandy groaned as her dildo dipped into her pussy and back out. The 8-inch light pink silicone object was already glistening with her juices. “Oh, I’m so close, guys… the first one is about to happen…” her voice sung as her hips raised and lowered. One foot was to the left of her steering wheel, while the other was outstretched on the passenger seat.

      “Oh fuck! Are you ready? Are you guys fucking ready?” Mandy cried as she pumped the dildo in and out, faster and faster. She felt the pleasure building like a highlighter, circling her sex over and over. “Oh god!”

      Mandy pulled the dildo out of her pussy, watching the bright sunlight catching the droplets flung off of it as they rained on her steering wheel. Her sex pulsed, and she squirted a small rain of juices onto the towel she had laid on the driver side floor-mats.

      “Ugh!” she grunted as drips continued to leak from her. “God, I want you to fuck me right now so bad. I want you to treat me like the bad girl I’m being…”

      Mandy leaned forward and adjusted the angle of her phone. It videoed her from the docking station she had in the middle of her dash above her sound system. The red Honda Odyssey she sat in was spacious. Meant for a family of seven, the minivan suited her family of six just fine as well as handled her extracurricular activities.

      Hearts, starry-eyed faces, and lusting faces filled the screen as her live streamed video for her ultra-fans filled the screen. She had been teasing this video for some time. She meant to do it last week but her youngest was home sick from school and her husband couldn’t be bothered from his golf lessons, drinks with the boys, then a round of golf the next day that turned into more drinking—such was his way.

      “Mmmm… mmmm…. I feel another one, you want another one baby?” she moaned to her digital audience. She had nearly 50 people watching her live, which was a record. When she posted this video later that night, it would get hundreds if not thousands of views by the weekend.

      But 48 live views was pretty good for a 34-year-old mom of three.

      She did a quick glance around the parking lot and saw no one but empty cars. Mandy had parked in the back of the beach parking lot. It was a sunny Florida day, so it was busy. She had left her windows down so the sound of the AC blowing wouldn’t ruin the audio of her recording.

      The heat of the day clung to her skin and her loose white top (which you could clearly see her nipples through) stuck to her skin. She wore a pair of large aviator sunglasses that felt like a mask to her. She normally wore an elegant eye mask to hide some of her face when it was in frame. It gave her more confidence to perform her more secret fantasies. Hiding her sexual desires for so long only to put it on the internet for all to enjoy was terrifying and strangely erotic. It was amazing how a simple camera and internet post could activate an otherwise stalled and nonexistent sex life.

      Biting her thick lower lip, the corner of her mouth raised in a smirk as she teased the tip of her dildo on her pussy lips. The touch alone was enough to send butterflies pattering around her belly and sex.

      “Are you going to give me more?” Mandy asked breathlessly. “Mommy, wants more.”

      Almost the exact moment the bulbous head of her dildo penetrated her pussy a shadow appeared where the glare of sun once was to her left. Startled and panicked, she froze and tried to close her legs at the same time, but then the arm reached in her window.
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      “Oh—what are you do—Nah!” the words came out jumbled as a thousand thoughts occurred at once. Her body was paralyzed by her sudden foreseeable and yet unexpected predicament she found herself in as the strange man’s arm reached between her legs and his fingers found her clit with ease. “Wait, wait, wai—mmmm…”

      Mandy’s panicking words became a quick hum of a whine as the stranger’s strong fingers rubbed fast circles on her already wet clitoris. The feeling that overcame her was something between a giant wave crashing over her head and vertigo from standing atop of a huge mountain.

      “Oh… Oh… Oh…” Mandy moaned on repeat as her mind stalled.

      I’ve been caught! Someone saw me! Was her first thought, followed by the question of, am I being attacked?

      The man reached inside the driver's window with his left arm. His head lowered, not making eye contact. The man was young, perhaps 20? He had a square jaw, five o’clock shadow, and a short fade of blond hair. Just looking at the man felt like she had been dunked under the surf again. The surge of unexpected pleasure made her thick creamy thighs close on his hand and the man stopped immediately though left his hand near. Instantly, she shot her legs back open, afraid he would leave. Then she was confused by that logic. Her body was working faster than her mind could think.

      Okay, not being attacks, she decided as the brief pause went away and the man’s hand continued on her clit.

      “Oh god… fuck…” she whined as he quickly licked his fingers and went back to rubbing her clit in a messy circle.

      Mandy’s hips began to rise and fall with the pulsing of her pussy. The orgasm that was building was massive, and she felt it consume every corner of her being. The sudden introduction of this mysterious man only made her more sensitive. Her hands, which had hesitated on the outskirts of his touch, finally succumbed to him as they cupped her breasts through her shirt. Her hard nipples pierced the fabric, dragging on her palms.

      “Don’t—ooo—don’t stop. Oh, please don’t stop!” she cried between panted breaths. The public didn’t matter to her anymore. The camera phone or the stranger. Just the impending orgasm consumed her. Slipping her shirt up and grabbing her breasts, she saw the strange leer at her round breasts mashed under her grip. The dark sternness of his eyes sent her spiraling out of control towards her chaotic orgasm.

      “No—oh god!” she grunted, then screamed, “it’s happening! It’s happening! Oh fuuuck me. Fuck yes, ohh god!”

      Mandy’s hips convulsed as her pussy trembled before she squirted. “Ughohgodyes!” the words came out as if they were one. The splash of juices was excessive and soaked the stranger’s hand and lower the steering wheel. The man’s stern but rough touch worked circles over her sex, melting her back into her seat. Suddenly she wasn’t touched and the stranger’s fingers became a distant memory.

      She sat up and didn’t realize how much time had passed since he left her. Looking out the window and all around the car, she saw the mystery man was truly gone and had to wonder if she had made it all up. Was I crazy? Was it just a fantasy?

      A glint of light caught the face of her cell phone screen and she remembered she was recording live. Giving a shocked face to her audience, she quickly snatched the phone and saw she had acquired 100,000 new viewers in the last seconds and the number was still going up.

      “Oh, fuck!” she scrambled to the phone and shut it down just as the screen was being covered in a scroll of thousands of comments for more.

      Sitting by herself again, she looked around the car twice and adjusted her clothes to cover her sex. But, ooo god, my clit it still pulsing. God, that orgasm was powerful. Mandy’s hands trembled as her mind filled with worry and panic for multiple reasons. The first was obviously at figuring out what just happened. Some stranger just fingered me and I… I… I liked it? God, Mandy, what is wrong with you?

      And who was that man?
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      Mandy poured her coffee to the brim of the turquoise coffee mug. The mug had an illustration of bees buzzing from various brightly colored flowers with large looping cursive letters in the foreground that read, ‘Buzzzz off, till noon!’ She then poured a second travel mug full of the steamy coffee and poured lots of cream, sugar, and milk in that one before stirring and sealing it up.

      “Mommy! Mommy! Look!” Jake, her oldest, shouted, holding up a drawing of red and blue crayon scribbles in the shape of a house.

      “Oooooo, that’s beautiful, Jake! Here, let me put this on the fridge,” Mandy said, taking the drawing from her ten-year-old and placing it on the refrigerator.

      “I wanna draw!” Madeline, her nine-year-old middle child, announced.

      “Me me me!” was all Kyle whined as he opened and closed his outstretched hands across the table, reaching for the crayons far out of his seven-year-old’s reach. The dining room table was a graveyard of toys, broken crayons, crinkled papers, and half eaten breakfast.

      “Jake, remember we share in this house,” Mandy said in a warning tone. Jake stopped trying to scoop all the crayons into his lap and begrudgingly shoved some towards his brother and sister.

      Mandy pulled a black lunch bag out of the fridge that contained a turkey sandwich, a tangerine, a bag of baby carrots, and a protein bar, and placed it on the edge of the large kitchen counter beside the travel mug of coffee. The sizzle of bacon rose from behind her and Mandy grabbed a small plate from the kitchen cabinet and scooped two pieces of bacon and most of the scrambled eggs she had made from the pan onto the plate. Just as she pushed two slices of bread into the toaster, she heard the bedroom door brush against the carpet as it opened and Elliot walked into the kitchen.

      “Mmm smells good,” he said as he took a drink from his travel mug of coffee.

      “You say that every day,” Mandy replied.

      “Every day it smells good,” Elliot smiled and took time to give each child some individual attention before he had to rush to work and Mandy had to rush the kids to school before going to her work. “Hey kiddos!”

      Mandy knew it was absurd, but there was a bubbly panic in her belly that her husband had seen a video of her online last night. Of course, when she started this little side venture of camming at home and uploading videos and photos of herself, she knew how permanent the internet was. There was no undo key for that. But there was a difference between getting 150 views on a video and getting 100,000.

      Someone was bound to have recorded that video at the beach and re-uploaded it.

      Mandy thought she and Elliot had a healthy marriage and a good marriage, and part of that was allowing room for each other and each their own secrets. The secret she allowed Elliot was his occasional nights spent choosing to masturbate to internet porn rather than sleeping with her. Mandy took offense to it at first until she realized she did the same too. It wasn’t like they weren’t having sex. They slept together three or four times a week, but some nights, like last night, Elliot would stay up late with his laptop. Mandy laid in bed and fell asleep, panicked that he would stumble upon a video of her being fingered by some stranger yesterday afternoon.

      Elliot scooped two mouthfuls of eggs into his mouth and took a bite of the crunch of bacon, then went to work tying his tie. Elliot worked as a criminal defense lawyer for a large firm in downtown Miami. His commute was long so he had to leave before Mandy so she tried to do most of his morning routine for him. She didn’t mind. He was a good husband to her and did all he could to spend time with her at night despite his long hours needed for his job. He handled mostly corporate criminals and white-collar crime, which meant most of his time was spent researching and behind computers so he could bring his work home with him instead of staying in the office until 2am.

      “You look nice today,” Elliot said as he sipped his coffee and saddled beside her so they could have a private conversation. “Special occasion at work today? Office party? Strip club visit?”

      Mandy double checked her outfit to make sure that in her absent-minded morning routine, she didn’t accidentally put on the wrong clothes. She wore a form fitting black blouse with a gray under shirt that revealed her ample cleavage, and a tight long black skirt that reached nearly to her knees. The toast popped free, startling her. She snatched them up angrily, burning her fingers, which only made her madder, and placed them on Elliot’s plate. “Ha Ha… no, I’ll be in the office all day, but it’s Melissa’s birthday today, so we’re meeting for lunch. What about you? Will you be ‘working late with your secretary’ tonight?” Mandy asked with a smile in the corner of her lips.

      Elliot snickered as he went to work, piling his remaining eggs and bacon onto his piece of toast. A daily routine much like their constant joking about a fictional and cliched affair with his secretary. A joke made only funnier because his secretary was a 30-year-old stocky man named John.

      “Nope. No, late night rendezvous with John tonight. I’ve got a few meetings this morning and a hearing this afternoon, but I plan on being home after that. Maybe 3 or 4 o’clock. I will have a few hours of homework, though.” He warned.

      Mandy nodded and drank some of her black coffee. “I’ll probably come home after lunch and finish my work here, too.”

      “How lucky are we?” Elliot smiled as he grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. When he turned, he smacked Mandy’s butt, which made her jump and playfully slap at Elliot’s arm. They were quite lucky. Mandy started as a customer service representative for a large hospital in Miami when she was still in college. An entry-level job that had steady hours and helped pay her tuition. Thanks to her work ethic and personableness, she promoted quickly and by the time she and Elliot graduated Miami University together she was already a supervisor in billing making good money. That helped to pay off law school for her new husband as he was attending Harvard Law.

      For a while there, even after graduating law school and practicing law, Mandy was making more than her husband as the Assistant Director of Administration for Miami General Hospital. But thankfully for Elliot’s sanity that quickly changed once he was hired on as partner in his current law firm.

      “I gotta get going, guys!” Elliot said and gave each of the kids a hug and a kiss. When he got to Mandy he gave her thick butt a small pinch. “Goodluck kiss?”

      Mandy lifted one heel from the floor as she leaned over the counter. She pulled her husband close by the tongue of his tie and gave him a long-wet kiss before pushing him away. “There’s more where that’s from if you get home on time.” Mandy teased a seductive smile.

      Elliot gave her a playful, evil eye at her temptation just before he left for work. “You’re such a tease.” To which she replied with a simple shrug as she went back to her coffee mug. Elliot slid on his suit jacket and gathered his leather briefcase and other things. “You should get going too, good lookin’. Don’t want to be late.” He winked at her as he went out the door. “See you tonight.”

      “Right behind you,” Mandy said as she gathered her things.

      The door closed and Mandy waited to hear their garage open, his car to start and leave, and their garage to close again. Afterwards, she set her things down and listened for a few more minutes to make sure he didn’t come back because he forgot something. They were lucky people. Not just because of their successful careers and ability to work from home so much. Mandy knew they were lucky because after 18 years of marriage, they still loved each other and they did so deeply, passionately. Just like they had when they were in college. It’s rare to find a 40-year-old couple married as long as they were who still kissed and flirted and fucked like they were 20.

      It wasn’t easy. Marriages never are easy. The thing that made it work is both Mandy and Elliot worked on the marriage as if it was a career. They read books on improving marriages and devoted time to date nights and vacations. They came up with ‘relationship goals’ to achieve together.

      Mandy set down her coffee and purse on the counter and walked to her office. She and Elliot had mirror offices on opposite sides of the hallway. His was decorated much like his office. Dark wood desk and drawers. File cabinets, and a long couch he’d sometimes fall asleep on buried under case law files. Mandy’s office was much more minimal and sleeker. She had a glass desktop and black leather couches and light gray walls. Separate work areas and ‘me time’ were some of the many rules they had agreed upon. On the first day of their marriage, she and Elliot sat down and made a list of promises to each other. Most of the rules were harmless enough.

      #5. No wearing flannel pajamas

      #3. Always put the seat down after peeing

      #2. We each get ‘me time’ to work and play when needed.

      #8. The first Monday of every month is massage night.

      For the most part, Mandy and Elliot followed the rules they made on day one. Even the humorous ones. But a few were very serious and #1 was the most serious of them all.

      

      Rule #1. Do not lie to each other.

      

      Mandy opened her office door as she unbuttoned her blouse and unzipped her skirt. Rule #1 was the one rule she had broken when she quit her job 6 months ago.
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      Mandy sat laid back in her car seat almost exactly as she had been a week prior. The parking spot was the same, the time of day, the sunglasses she wore, and even the position of her spread-eagle legs matched what they were previously. The only thing different was her phone wasn’t recording. If anyone knew that she had been coming back to this very same location each day for a week straight she would be terribly embarrassed. It was like she was one of those superstitious idiots whose favorite basketball team won when they wore a certain shirt so now they always had to wear that shirt.

      Only this was sadder.

      It was a more desperate form of a personal ad. ‘Missed connection.’ She was returning to the scene of the crime for an hour each day in the hopes that the same young man would wander by and molest her again. Each failed visit to the beach left her feeling more hopeless the next day when she drove back. And yet, every night when she snuck away to masturbate in front of her webcam for her viewers (now over 260,000 followers!) the orgasms she was having were enormous. Each one was stronger than the last. The one from the night before left her seeing stars for ten minutes and her body was numb and tingling in places. It was like this strange man who had capitalized on her in this helpless position had unlocked a kink she didn’t realize she had.

      Time ticked by and still there was no sign of any nefarious strangers. Mandy drove home, mostly disappointed but a little bit relieved. The only thing that kept her conscience from consuming her this past week on cheating on her husband was the fact that it was not planned or invited on her part last time. This next time though, should there ever be a next time, she would have sought after it.

      Picking up the kids from school, she returned home and made dinner for the family.

      “How was work today? No drama?” Elliot asked over a mouthful of pork chops.

      “Nope, no, just a quiet day,” Mandy replied and had to cough out some water that went down the wrong tube.

      “You used to always have gossip. The new girl being a flirt, the old guy being lazy…” Elliot noted.

      “Yeah, well, it kinda just became routine there,” Mandy said with a shrug and felt a twist in her gut. “You know how office jobs are.”

      “Yeah,” Elliot rolled his eyes in reference to his own job. They both had quipped many times that no matter how lucky they were for the pay of their jobs; they hated the monotony of it. Elliot and Mandy were both travelers in their youth before having children. Together they explored Okinawa, Japan, Maldives, climbed Mount Kilimanjaro, and visited the amazon river in Brazil. In fact, it was a combination of that missed adventurous spirit and the monotony of the office life that brought her to surprise herself when she quit on a whim six months ago. By the time dinner came along and it was time to tell Elliot that she realized the mistake she had made.

      After dinner, the family separated to their different sides of the house. Elliot took the living room to watch football, while the kids went to the family room to play with their video games and their toys. Mandy poured my glass of wine and retreated to her office, and quietly locked the door.

      ‘How wet did you get?’

      ‘Where do you live? I’d love to visit you next?’

      ‘You should go back, maybe you can suck his cock next time…’

      Sipping her wine, she leaned back in her chair and scrolled through the many more comments her video had gained in the last twenty-four hours. She licked her lips at the thought of sucking that young man’s cock. The thought that a college guy like that would even want her to suck their cock turned her on and moistened the lips between her thighs.

      260,000 followers on social media… from one video

      Mandy shook her head in disbelief. In the week following her quitting, she had read several articles about women getting rich camming and taking videos. She had always been a sexual creature with a ravenous appetite. What’s the harm in taking some photos while I cum? She had thought. Now with entire cities’ worth of people watching her, she was having second thoughts…

      It was after her second glass of wine had passed her lips that she started replying to the comments and entering dangerously flirtatious banter with users.

      ‘I tried to go back. Every day. Same time. Nothing,’ she wrote with rosy cheeks. My sexy orgasm vigilante has disappeared! At this point, I’m giving up hope and just enjoying the experience as a once in a lifetime.’

      ‘Maybe you should record one more video there,’ another man commented on the thread. His handle was Miami-Heat1999. ‘Just for old time’s sake.’

      A coy smile formed on her lips as she typed, ‘okay, Miami-Heat1999. I’ll go back tomorrow one more time, just for you.’
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      Mandy pressed the live button as she sat back, reclined in her seat. She adjusted her aviator shades and made a silent ‘O’ face at the front camera of her phone, recording her as she adjusted.

      “This one’s just for you, Miami-Heat1999. If you’re watching,” she said.

      She wore a black lacy beach shirt that was little more than draped over her shoulders. Her thick, heavy breasts were kept together by a navy-blue bikini top, and her matching bikini bottom barely covered her shaved pussy lips.

      Nervously, she pulled at her ponytail of brunette hair that hung over her shoulder before she rubbed her palms together as she watched the viewer ticker go higher and higher the longer she was streaming live. As it crossed from four thousand into five thousand, she rubbed a bead of sweat from her forehead and stretched her arms out in front of herself.

      “I’m sorry guys, I’m just so nervous,” she giggled. “I know it’s silly, and it’s not even about the stranger coming back,” Mandy rolled her eyes behind the aviators. “I know he’s not coming back—this is literally, like, the sixth time I’ve been back here looking for him. It’s just a little overwhelming having so many of you guys watching me.”

      A sudden flood of comments populated her screen that made her smile and her heart warm.

      “You’re beautiful!”

      “You’re a goddess.”

      “I love your tits.”

      “Just be yourself, girl. We love you!”

      Mandy batted her eyes at the camera. “Aww, guys… thank you…”

      She checked out the windows in all directions before licking her lips and getting comfortable in her seat. Rubbing her hands over her breasts, she slowly circled her nipples, then switched to massaging her entire breasts. Repeating the process over and over until her nipples stood hard under her bikini making a point.

      “You know, guys…” Mandy whispered while wearing a devilish smile. “Not much gets me wetter than the thought of all you out there, stroking your cocks. Thinking about me. Wanting me…” she squeezed her breasts and bit her lower lip at the spike in pleasure she felt. “I get hot just thinking of your cocks shooting cum all over your screens as you lust after this body…”

      Mandy opened her legs and rubbed her fingers over her bikini bottom up and down several times before moving her hands back to her breasts. “Mmm… I can almost feel you in the car with—”

      “Looks like you could use a hand,” the voice spoke as the man’s arm reached into my window.

      Again! He snuck up on me!

      Every muscle in her body tensed as a short, dampened yelp escaped her lips. With her heart racing, she froze with my hands over her breasts and my thighs parted as the strange man took a much more wondrous approach this time. His fingers petted her pussy as his body covered most of her driver's side window.

      Mandy breathed in and out, trying to figure out if this was truly what she wanted or not. The leaps she felt in her chest were something between excitement and fear, but it wasn’t just in her chest. She felt the electricity everywhere—even between her legs.

      After several lingering rubs over her bikini bottom without protest, the stranger took her lack of response as consent and slid his fingers inside her bathing suit. Mandy bit her lip as she felt his middle finger slide down the middle of her lips, over the top of her clit, and hook inside her pussy before dragging back out. Her pussy was dripping wet, so he didn’t need to but, when she watched him retract his hand and taste her pussy, she bit her lip.

      So fucking hot…

      When his hand went back to her pussy, he immediately slid two fingers inside her which made her extend her legs and release a high-pitched moan.

      “Ahhh,” she cried as he started pumping them in and out of her repeatedly.

      Mandy stared at his thick forearm and the way his t-shirt pulled around his biceps as he fingered her hole. With each thrust, he seemed to go deeper and hit spots he missed before. It only took seconds before she was rocking with every thrust, moaning for more.

      “Oh yes… fuck me,” she groaned under her breath.

      Her hands were on her breasts, making circles and squeezing them through her top. Mandy hadn’t realized one of her hands had moved until she looked over and saw what it was doing. Her left hand pressed through the open window and caressed the young man’s abdomen and inched under his shirt, feeling his warm flesh. As if she had to test if he was real or some fantastical fantasy came to life.

      When her fingers brushed low and she felt the hard member tenting the man’s shorts, she knew this fantastical fantasy was all too real. Her thumb and forefinger wrapped around the shaft of his cock through his shorts and made three pumps on him before a tease wasn’t enough. With the strangers’ help, Mandy peeled his athletic shorts and boxers down. She might have been hidden in the back of the parking lot between cars and inside her car, but the man certainly wasn’t. men and women walked the parking lot too and from their cars and the beach in different directions. Sure, he was hidden between the two cars, but if someone was to look at the wrong time as they walked in front of Mandy’s car…

      The man adjusted, facing the sand dune hill she had backed my car to and she adjusted her grip as Mandy stroked his thick hard cock. As if rewarding her like a dog for her reciprocity, the man’s fingers, soaked from toying inside her pussy, slipped up to her clit and began to rub in fast repeated circles.

      “Ohh! Ahh, fuck!” She cried out and then clapped a hand over her mouth as she looked around for anyone looking. She saw nothing, but didn’t think even if she had, she could stop the man at this point.

      I’m soo close!

      Mandy bit her lip as she leered at the hard young cock flexing before her. Drips of pre-cum wetted its head as he throbbed in her grip. The drips rolled down her hand with every jerk of her hand, covering her wedding band and engagement ring.

      “Oh, yes, yes, yes, ahh!” Mandy cried out as his fingers vibrated on her clit just so that she felt the unstoppable pulses grow inside her. “Oh god, I’m cumming, I’m cumming ahh!”

      Her thick thighs clapped shut, then opened as she struggled to keep control of her body. Her tits bounced inside her bikini top, almost falling out as the orgasm shuttered through her body.

      “Oh fuck, ugh!” she moaned as she squirted inside her bikini bottom three times and heard the rush of water splash on her floorboards. “Oh god…”

      Mandy heard the heavy breathing of the stranger as he turned to face the car window. She was still stroking his throbbing cock, but by the time she realized what was happening it was too late. The young man’s cock flexed with a final pump of his shaft and shot a load of warm semen over her cheek and lips. Another string of cum splashed over the glass of her aviators, while a third string fell over her chin.

      There was a long moment where Mandy sat in shock at the moment. Her pussy still shuddering at the lingering feeling and the man’s flexing cock still dribbling semen down the base of his shaft.

      “Hopefully, we get more views this time around,” the man spoke softly in a deep voice as he stuffed his softening cock back inside his shorts before turning to leave.

      He knows about the recording!

      I looked after him to see his face, but could only catch a glimpse as he rounded the corner of a neighboring car. He was tall, lean, muscular, and wore athletic shorts and a basketball jersey. He carried something. A basketball, I think. Mandy read his black and red jersey before he left. ‘Miami Heat.’

      Miami-Heat1999! The commenter on my page!
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      Chapter One

      I changed lanes and my eyes alternated their focus between rear view mirrors and the road ahead in a continuous cycle. No tails. The boss had called him specifically to be on alert this week. To watch his wife with a close eye. He wasn’t specific, but if the boss was calling, it was something serious. The last time I had spoken to the boss was over a year ago, when I was first brought into the family. I wasn’t Italian, of course. Like most Americans nowadays, I’m a hodgepodge of a dozen different nationalities, but that worked in my favor when I joined the Italian mob. They like Americans, in general. If I had been Greek, Spanish, or Irish, forget about it. They wouldn’t have touched me. But American? They know Americans don’t take sides. There’s no blood oath that we carry. We’re individuals and that’s what the boss needed.  

      However, until now, the work I had done for them was a bit more sporadic. One offs. Asset protection and delivery, transportation… a year straight of having five thousand dollars deposited in my checking account a week from an LLC that employed me as a contractor. And all I had to do was wait for a phone call that came two, maybe three times a month. For an entry-level job for a dishonorably discharged soldier, the pay wasn’t bad, considering my assignments. Now I was questioning that.

      “Hey, new fucking guy? Is this as fast as you can go? I’m going to be late?” Marlene yelled from the back seat. The lingering touch of her distant Italian accent folded the end of each word. “Hello? Are you deaf?”

      “No, ma’am,” I said with as much composure as I could muster. “I’m going the speed limit. Your husband said not to draw any extra attention to—”

      “My husband lives in Italy,” Marlene said, waving her hand at the rear-view mirror. I tried to respond, but I could hear Marlene cursing to herself or whoever was on the phone with her. She ranted into Italian for several minutes and shot glares at the back of my head. All the while I could only wonder, how long will this assignment last?

      It had been five days, but the boss hadn’t said there was a particular end date. All my other assignments lasted three to four days, six days max. I was told they were adding to Marlene’s security because of some kind of deal happening. They wanted someone with my skills as a former special forces operator to watch her rather than the regular guy who was more gangster than professional. Surely this can’t last much longer?

      “Ohh, oh, I must go, love you, mwah!” Marlene signed off her call as she answered a second. It was her husband. The boss. They spoke in Italian as she held the phone up to her body and giggled as they must have been video chatting. I made several more turns and pulled to a stop at the red light. Marlene sighed and released a small moan.

      My eyes flicked up to the rear-view mirror and saw Marlene had hiked her long red skirt up to her taut belly with one hand as she spread her legs. All the while, she held out her phone with the other hand, filming it. Marlene wasn’t wearing any panties. Slipping a finger between her lips, the gorgeous woman began to masturbate in the car. There was a honking horn, and I realized the light was green and quickly lurched forward. Marlene’s eyes glanced at me, then quickly looked back to her phone as a smirk competed with the look of pleasure on her face.

      Listening to the wet sounds of her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy was hard enough, but the added moans and screams made it nearly impossible for me not to react. My cock twitched, then stretched out in my boxers as I made the last turn. There was an obvious code amongst the guards against flirting or even looking like you were lusting after the Boss’ women. Doing so was a swift way to end up with you feet stuck in a bucket of concrete and being dropped in the bottom of the ocean.

      “Ohh ohhh yahh oh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Marlene moaned with her feet spread to nearly touch both doors. Her hips raised and fell in the air as she smacked her wet pussy and convulsed as she came.

      I cleared my throat as I pulled into the event. It was some Miami Independent Film debut. A red carpet event for people who were local celebrities. Marlene said her goodbyes while adjusting her dress and lowering her skirt. When I pulled into a park, I exited the SUV and handed the key to the Escalade to the valet. The half dozen photographers waited to see who was inside, and I realized Marlene was waiting for me to get the door for her. Opening it, I took her hand and helped her out of the vehicle to a sea of white flashes and catcalls by the photographers. It wasn’t until she had moved on that I looked down and felt the wet pussy juices on my hand from hers.
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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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