
        
            
                
            
        

    
Mrs. Mayor’s Ballot Box


The sound of footsteps crunched across the gravel driveway, not quite syncing with the hair metal that was playing (at a reasonable volume) in Declan’s garage. Assuming the feet belonged to a kid here to visit one of his own, he remained under the hood of his unfinished—but would it ever be?—bright red ’92 Firebird. The crunching grew louder, and a feminine voice called out, “Excuse me, sir? Do you have a moment?”

“Sorta,” he muttered, turning to straighten up and face the intruder. 

The woman who stepped across the threshold shocked him into the rookie mistake of banging his head on the hood. “Bragh!” he said with a wince.

“Oh, no!” She lowered the clipboard that she held in her left hand and reached out to his scalp with her right. It was a maternal instinct that Declan had learned to recognize over the past dozen years.

He saw a flowy dress with a floral pattern that hugged generous and enviable curves. The fabric stretched across her ample bust before cinching at the waist, highlighting the gentle flare of her hips. Her legs looked long and shapely, ending in a pair of sensible pumps that somehow still managed to add a touch of glamour.

He waved her concern away, “It’s alright. Happens more than you’d think.” Declan tried not to gawk, but his eyes were roaming over her form, taking in every detail. He couldn’t quite place where he’d seen her before, but he was certain he had. Something on TV, maybe?

“Are you sure? That was so loud.” The woman’s expression was genuinely empathetic. He realized that it was her face that was familiar. She had warm, brown skin with a subtle glow, and her deep-set eyes, flecked with gold, seemed to sparkle even in the dim light of the garage. Her glossy black hair was pulled back in a neat bun, but a few stray wisps framed her face, adding a touch of softness to her otherwise sharp features.

“Yeah, they, uh, they design ‘em to sound extra loud. How can I help?” Declan asked, almost rubbing his head with a dirty rag, but thinking better of it at the last second. He was a bit disappointed when she resumed her initial pose, blocking her cleavage with a clipboard.

“Okay. If you’re sure. Have you heard about the current recall election?” Her scripted tone belied the concern still wrinkling her forehead.

Declan looked up and to the right, searching his memory. “Hmmm… oh, right, the mayor recall thing. Yeah.”

“Yes, sir, and, oh, I forgot to ask the first part.” She held out the clipboard and scanned down the page. “Are you Mr. Declan Murphy?”

For the first time today, Declan felt a smile on his face. It seemed like people had stopped calling him “sir” and “mister,” and he liked the way they sounded. “You caught me. Just a sec.” He finished drying his hands and called out to a home assistant robot to pause the music. He sat/leaned against his precious—but perpetually broken—car to give this beauty his full attention. “So, are you for or against the recall of the mayor?”

After a brief chuckle, she answered, “I have to admit I’m opposed to it. Not only do I like my job, but I believe we’re doing good things for the town.”

The light dawning on Declan’s face contrasted with the golden hour outside the garage. That’s where he’d seen her from! It was the TV, but instead of something entertaining, it was an endless series of attack ads. “Oh! You’re the mayor!”

“I would say ‘guilty as charged’, but that would give the wrong impression. Mayor Rose Lin, at your service.” She smiled and reached out a hand.

Declan raised an eyebrow, then raised his own right hand to show pale skin with splotches of dried grease.

“I don’t mind getting a little dirty,” she assured him, and he acquiesced to her warm handshake.

“You look different in real life,” he blurted out. “Better, I mean. I mean, um, more… real.”

She nodded with practiced poise that nevertheless showed a hint of sadness. “We work so hard to look presentable, and then those—our opponents, that is, they grab the worst freeze-frame they can, and give it an ugly green cast and increase the shadows… I’m sorry, I’m just venting. That isn’t why I came here. I’m here to ask for your input on your current concerns about our community.”

Declan considered his options, such as saying “What community? I’ve never been more lonely,” or “My only concern is that my wife seems to hate me.” He decided instead to employ some tact, saying, “Why me? You probably have me in a database somewhere as registered to vote for the other guys.”

“That is exactly why we’re reaching out to you, Mr. Murphy. To be honest, a lot of politicians think that it’s a waste of time to try to sway voters,” she emphasized ‘sway’ with a slow shifting in her hips, which didn’t go unnoticed. “But I am ever optimistic that I can change hearts and minds.” 

This time she punctuated the word ‘hearts’ with a hand on her chest. He saw that she had a wedding ring, as well, then had a rather more lascivious thought about putting one of those impressive breasts in his mouth as far as it would go.

Her voice interrupted his daydream. “What would you say is the thrust of your primary concern for the town?” She was looking at him expectantly, and with a sweet smile, the likes of which hadn’t been pointed in his direction in years. He felt… oh, man, he felt like someone cared about him. Cared for him, even.

He shook his head instinctively. “Get it together, man,” he thought to himself. “This is what they do, manipulate people.” Declan cleared his throat and tried to focus, saying, “Well, uh, one of the biggest worries I have is the quality of education my kids are getting. I want them to have a solid foundation—good teachers, modern equipment, all that jazz.”

Rose nodded earnestly, wisps of dark hair brushing against her cheeks as she moved. “Education is so important,” she agreed, her voice warm and resonant. “We’re always looking for ways to create a good, well-rounded,” she used her clipboard to describe a slow circle around her chest, “and attentive student.”

“Y-yeah, you’re absolutely right,” he stammered. “I’m a firm believer in, uh, educating the whole person.”

“I appreciate firm positions, Mr. Murphy,” she said with a few taps of her fingernails on the back of her clipboard. “My ministrations—I mean, administration—is in the middle of a new initiative to attract… desirable teachers, people who really know how to push for success, but if the recall wins, we’ll be back to square one.”

Declan took a step back, feeling the Firebird’s fender through his jeans. He nodded mutely, his mind racing with hyper-awareness of every inch of her curvaceous form. He was starting to feel a sense of unease that had nothing to do with his concerns about local politics. He cleared his throat, trying to get back on track. “So, how do you plan to attract those, uh, ‘desirable teachers’ without raising taxes?”

Rose raised a knowing eyebrow and stepped closer, tilting her head slightly. “Well Mr. Murphy, it’s not always about money. Sometimes it’s about creating a welcoming environment, one that allows for… creative compensation packages.” She spread her hands apart to illustrate something getting longer. “We can give them opportunities for growth. The best teachers aren’t just looking for a big stimulus,” Rose continued, her voice taking on a breathy quality that sent a shiver down Declan’s spine. “They want to feel appreciated, valued… something a bit more physical.”

He took a deep breath, trying to collect his thoughts. “So, you’re saying if the recall passes, your plans for attracting these… talented teachers… will be ruined?”

“You got it. You’re picking up what I’m kneeling down—um, putting down. What other hard questions do you have, Mr. Murphy?”

Declan was busy imagining her kneeling for him. He shifted nervously.

“Spit it out,” she teased. And now he was thinking of her kneeling and drooling, offering her tongue, which he imagined was as wet as it was quick.

With great effort, he opened his eyes wide to stare at the ceiling, searching for a reasonable thing to say. Eventually, he came up with, “The uh, the pool tables at the rec center. My kids say they’re busted.”

“I’m so glad you raised that,” the mayor said, taking a seat on a ladder, which gave her thighs more opportunity to show off. “As you may know, most of my job is making connections with people. Long-lasting connections. Working out kinks in relationships and finding common passions, just like you have with that gorgeous sleek car.” She placed her clipboard on a nearby shelf. “As I’ve been canvassing today, I’ve met a number of handsy—sorry, handy gentlemen, just like yourself, who offered to fix up those tables for us.”

“No kidding,” Declan breathed, more hoarse than he planned.

“Truly,” she replied with a smile, “they tell me they’ve got all the rods and balls that a gal in my positions needs to have a good time.” She gave her lower lip a tiny bite.

“Cues,” the flustered constituent retorted.

“I beg your pardon?” she asked.

“Pool cues, not rods,” he explained.

“Ah,” she said demurely, “well, pool cues, fishing rods, I leave all that guy stuff to my husband. He’d certainly rather focus on those than me.” She rolled her eyes.

Declan, who couldn’t not focus on her, took a deep purposeful breath. “Spouses, uh… sometimes they’re dumb.”

“Sometimes,” she agreed. “Do you mind if I remove my shoes and get off my feet for a bit? It has been a long, hard day of walking, and your space is oddly comforting.”

Declan was flattered. It was just a garage, but he had to admit it was cozier than any of the stark workshops his friends toiled in. As he imagined a gentleman would, he rolled over a task chair for her to rest her feet on. “Here you are, milady.” He winced at his corny language.

She laughed good-naturedly, slowly removed her shoes and began to rub. “Why, thank you, sire.”

Declan Murphy didn’t think of himself as a “foot guy,” but he couldn’t help appreciating the gentle curves on hers, and the smooth skin, and the impeccable nail polish. It’s impossible to say how long he watched her silently.

“Oh!” he shook his head again, but his gaze remained on the way she touched herself, “the feel—the, uh, the felt.”

She looked up, crossing her legs to rub the other foot. “Felt? What?”

“On the pool tables,” he stammered. “The felt’s all tore up.”

“Ahhh,” she replied in both understanding and the relief of a brief massage. “I am sorry to hear that hasn’t been fixed yet. It’s hard to imagine that it would take a long time to feel something up… is that what you would call putting felt on a pool table, mister expert?” It was so awkward, but this particular voter just wasn’t getting the hint.

“Can, uh… can I do that for you?” Declan asked, gesturing to the foot in her hand.

“Maybe,” the mayor replied coyly, “but first, unplug your little robot speaker over there. I don’t like to be spied on, not when I’m making new friends.”

Declan rushed to comply, hitting the red switch on an entire power strip, instead of taking the time to remove a single plug. The hanging work lights took a nap as well, and now the pair was lit only by the falling sun and its subsequent shadows.

“Even more comfortable,” Rose said with a sigh, “thank you.” She bent her knees to offer him the chair.

Declan sat down tentatively, feeling the lingering warmth of her presence. As she extended her legs gracefully once more, her feet came to rest in his lap, their softness a stark contrast to the rough denim of his jeans. “What are you doing?” asked a little voice in the back of his mind. “She’s a neighbor who needs my help,” a louder voice answered back.

“So,” he began out loud, his voice wavering slightly, “about those pool tables. I could stop by the rec center tomorrow, take a look at what needs to be done.”

Rose let out a soft sigh as Declan’s calloused hands made contact with her arches. “Mmm, that would be wonderful,” she purred, her toes curling under his touch. “You have such strong, capable hands. The Firebird over there is a lucky gal.”

He could feel the heat of her skin through her stockings, and a thrill ran up his spine for two simultaneous reasons. She recognized his favorite model car! Declan’s fingers flexed, tracing the delicate lines of her feet. He cleared his throat, trying to maintain his composure. “Yeah, I’ve always been handy with tools,” he said, his voice rougher than he intended.

Rose’s eyes fluttered closed, a smile playing at the corners of her lips. “I can see that,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “It must be nice, to have such… intimate knowledge of mechanics.”

“It’s a useful skill,” he said, trying to sound casual, as his hands worked almost of their own accord, kneading and caressing her arches with growing confidence.

Rose let out a breathy moan, her head lolling back against the chair. “Your hands… they feel so good,” she complimented him. “I bet it’s not just old engines. I bet you could make anything… purr.”

Declan’s fingers stilled as he forgot to exhale. He knew he should stop, should pull away and focus on, well, not being a cheating louse, but the smooth curves of her skin were too alluring, the sound of her voice so easy to swim in.

“You’d be surprised,” he murmured, his voice little more than a growl. His hands slid up her calves, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh, eliciting another moan from the mayor.

Rose’s eyes fluttered open, meeting his gaze with a hunger—however hesitant—that matched his own. “I think,” she breathed, “that I’d like you to show me.”

Declan’s hands moved with growing confidence as he massaged Rose’s calves, his fingers kneading the supple flesh with intensity. He could feel the muscles relax under his touch, and the way her toes curled in response sent a symbiotic shiver of pleasure through his own body.

“That feels amazing,” Rose murmured, her voice low. “I’ve heard rumors about the hands of a mechanic, but I’ve never had the pleasure before.”

“Well, they say the human body is a remarkable machine. I can’t remember a time I didn’t want to learn all about them.”

“Declan!” the quiet voice in his head appeared once more, and he mentally smacked it down.

Rose let out a soft laugh. “I have no doubt,” she purred, her eyes glinting with mischief. “A man like you can’t help but be hands on… and dig in, ohhhh, deep.”

Like Whack-a-mole, the voice kept popping up, telling him to quit this, but with a soft mental mallet, he smacked it down, over and over. He knew he should pull away, should put some distance between them, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. Instead, he continued his massage, his touch growing bolder, more exploratory. He was led by the part of him that was sick of being ignored by his wife, sick of feeling invisible. “I do love to know what makes things tick,” he said after a long pause.

Rose’s eyes widened at his bold statement, a blush rising to her cheeks.

Declan knew he was playing a dangerous game, but the temptation was too great to resist. It was time to prove to himself that he was still desirable, still worthy of a beautiful woman’s attention. He let his hands drift higher, his fingers tracing the delicate curves of her knee, the soft swell of her thigh, holding the strength and power that lurked beneath his rugged exterior at bay for the moment.

“I think,” Rose breathed, her voice heavy with desire, “that you’re exactly what this town needs, Mr. Murphy.”

“Please call me Declan, uh, madam mayor.”

She giggled. “Oh, I’m no Madam. But, well, I can do a pretty good impression of a Madam’s employee, if that works for you. You can call me Rose.” Very gradually, Rose lifted her leg and placed her left foot on the ground, allowing her thighs to spread in an unmistakable offer.

Declan watched his hand almost-automatically graze the hem of her dress to expose the tops of her stockings, where golden garters appeared. His thoughts were a blur. Women like this didn’t exist any more, did they? Yet here one was, a virtual wet dream, in his garage, moaning from his touch and showing off her thighs, inviting him inside.

“Rose, I…” he tried.

“I know,” she shushed him, “but she’s not here, is she? She’s off somewhere being…dumb. And we both want this.” Declan merely gulped, and Rose continued with a sly smile. “I like when my voters have a clear choice, Declan. And I hope I can count you among my voters. So tell me, would you like to close the garage door, or would you like to show me the back seat of your car?”

Declan thought she looked flexible enough, but he knew wasn’t a kid anymore. Hell, he was supposed to be a husband and a father, but, well… He stood up from the chair, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew that if he didn’t act now, he might lose his nerve. With a shaky breath, he made his way towards the garage door. As he reached for the handle, he couldn’t help but glance back at Rose, who was still sitting in the chair, her legs splayed invitingly, winking at him. The sight of her, so confident and alluring, made him feel the same way.

With a determined grunt, Declan wrenched the garage door shut, locking it securely behind him. The sound of the latch clicking into place felt like a point of no return. He couldn’t believe he was about to do this. He, the faithful husband, the devoted father, was one step away from betraying their trust. He didn’t get to think about it for long, as he felt her hands wrap around him from behind.

Declan’s pulse quickened, his breath coming faster as Rose’s delicate hands slowly explored his chest, then his back. He thought she was intending a quickie; he never imagined the soft, gradual touch she gave him. Her fingers traced down his neck, each feathery step of her fingertips making him flinch before relaxing into the contact. 

The garage was illuminated only by the lights on the silent stereo now, and a tiny window, too small to escape through. Declan found himself hyper-aware of every small sensation behind him: the whisper of her skirt shifting over her thighs as she pulled closer, the subtle scent of her perfume, still fragrant even over the lingering aroma of motor oil. His eyes closed halfway to immerse himself in this moment of fantasy.

He closed his eyes and leaned back into her embrace, surrendering to the sensation. Her touch was gentle yet confident, sending shivers down his spine. He felt her fingers skim over the tattoo just below his neck, the one that had always been hidden beneath his shirt, a reminder of wilder days.

“You’re tense,” she murmured. “Let me help you relax.”

He nodded, not trusting himself to speak. Her hands glided over his shoulders, squeezing gently, working out the knots of tension that had built up over countless late nights and early mornings. He felt her fingers probe the muscles of his back, tracing the contours of his spine, sending sparks of pleasure through his body.

As her fingers gently squeezed his flesh, he realized that he had grown accustomed to existing solely for others. His wife. His kids. His colleagues. But not for himself. And being a man, he’d never go to therapy, so he didn’t realize how much he needed self-care. This time with her was just for him, and he intended to enjoy every second.

Her touch was soft and sensual, her fingers skimming over his skin with feather-light caresses. She took her time, exploring every inch of his upper body, as if committing it to memory. He felt her fingers trace the lines of his tattoos, the curve of his shoulders, the contours of his chest. Her touch was gentle but purposeful, as if she were examining an old treasure map.

“You’re gorgeous,” she whispered, her voice full of wonder.

He turned around to return the sentiment, “You’re the gorgeous one.”

She smiled, her eyes sparkling. “May I continue?” she asked, her fingers hovering over the buttons of his flannel shirt.

He nodded. 

She slowly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing more of his pale skin, the muscles of his chest and abdomen. He felt her eyes on him as she took in the sight, humming appreciatively. With a gentle touch, she pushed the shirt off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. He stood before her, bare-chested, his skin prickling with anticipation. Her fingers traced his sensitive skin, getting to know her constituent.

He shivered as her fingers skimmed over his hips, her touch sending waves of pleasure through his body. He felt her fingers hook into the waist of his jeans, tugging gently, but he needed to see her skin, too.

“Not just yet,” he declared, leading their dance for the first time today. He pressed his lips against hers, the kiss deep and passionate, fueled by months of pent-up desire. Her lips were soft and full, and he lost himself among them, his tongue exploring her own.

His hands slid up her back, pulling her closer. He could feel her warm skin through the thin fabric of her dress, which caused quite a twitch in his groin. He let his hands drift lower, skimming over the slight swell of her backside, giving it a gentle squeeze.

Rose let out a soft moan into his mouth, her own hands coming up to tangle in his hair. She squeezed herself against him, her breasts pushing against his chest, and he felt a familiar urge to grope them, but he wanted to appear romantic. His hands moved to her chest, gently cupping the soft mounds through the fabric of her dress. He could feel the outline of her nipples, hard and sensitive, and he teased them through the thin material, eliciting another moan from her lips.

He couldn’t get enough of her, his hands roaming over every curve, every dip and valley of her body. He let his fingers slip beneath the hem of her dress, skimming over the smooth skin of her thighs, inching higher. He wanted to feel every inch of her.

Rose’s own hands were not idle, her fingers tracing the lines of his back, his shoulders, his chest. She explored his muscles, the hard planes of his body, and he felt a sense of pride at her appreciation. He was a man, not just a husband or a father, and he reveled in the attention. He felt virile again.

He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her jaw, her neck, to the soft skin of her collarbone. He felt her shiver beneath him, and he knew he was doing something right. He let his hands drift to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh.

Declan’s hands trembled slightly as he reached for the zipper of Rose’s dress, his fingers brushing against the delicate material as he slowly drew it down. The sound of the zipper pulling open seemed to echo in the silence of the garage, punctuated only by their heavy breathing.

The dress fell excruciatingly slowly, revealing centimeter by tantalizing centimeter the expanse of Rose’s skin, smooth and inviting. Declan’s eyes widened as he took in the sight of her, his gaze trailing over the “old Hollywood” curves of her body. He’d never seen a woman like her in the flesh before, so confident and alluring, so eager to please.

He let his fingers skim over the thin straps of her bra, tracing the delicate lace that barely contained her breasts. He could see the outline of her nipples through the sheer material, hard and sensitive, and he ached to taste them.

Declan reached down, his fingers brushing against the delicate lace of her panties. He could feel the heat radiating from her skin, and he knew that she was just as eager as he was. She was a vision, a goddess, and he was utterly intoxicated. “Jesus, you’re hot,” he blurted out, and her sweet smile returned.

“Positively burning up,” she agreed.

He found it hard to breathe as Rose sank gracefully to her knees to the partially-carpeted garage floor, where she began deftly untying his boots. The soft leather yielded to her touch, the laces loosening with practiced ease. She slipped the boots off his feet and tossed them aside. With a coy glance up at him through her lashes, she reached for his belt, her fingers curling around the worn leather. She tugged it free from the loops, the buckle clinking softly against the piece of carpet. Declan’s heart raced, his pulse pounding in his ears as she worked the button of his jeans, then sliding down the zipper with agonizing slowness.

He shivered as she tugged the jeans down over his hips, the rough denim brushing against his sensitive skin. Rose’s eyes were fixed on the bulge in his boxers, her lips parting slightly as she drank in the sight. Her fingers hovered over the fabric, teasing and stroking with a light feathery touch. Declan groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily, seeking more friction.

She chuckled softly, her hand cupping him through the thin cotton. “Someone’s eager,” she murmured. “Don’t worry, I take great care of our community.”

Her fingers brushed against his length, tracing the outline of his cock, feeling it twitch and harden beneath her touch. She wrapped her hand around him, her fingers stretching to encircle his girth. She squeezed gently, feeling him throb and grow.

Declan’s head fell back, his eyes fluttering closed as she began to stroke him, slowly squeezing, learning what he liked. Her touch was glorious, making him ache with need.

“Oh, damn,” he gasped, his hips rocking into her touch. “What a tease.”

She smiled, her hand never ceasing its movements. “I won’t break this promise.” She could feel him growing harder with each stroke, his cock straining against the confines of his boxers. She wanted to see him, to taste him, but she savored the anticipation, the building tension.

Declan’s mind was clouded with lust, his thoughts scattered, his nerve endings on fire. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt like this, so consumed with need, so impatient to feel a woman from the inside. He knew he should stop, should put an end to this madness, but he couldn’t find the will to do so. Not when Rose’s touch felt so loving.

“You should petition the mayor, sir,” she said with a wink. “Make your needs known. Make your demands clear.”

Declan let out a half-laugh, reached for her hands, then used them to lower his underwear. His cock was finally free, saluting the mayor, anticipation clear from the dark red color on the head. Rose’s eyes widened and her mouth watered as she took in the sight of him.

“Oh, my,” she exhaled. “What a wonderful member of our community. It would be a real shame to neglect its upkeep.” She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his skin, her lips mere inches from his demanding dick.

He felt his heart pounding in his chest, his blood roaring in his ears as she drew nearer. He knew he was married, that she was married, but she looked at him like he was the only man in the world.

She licked her lips, her tongue darting out to moisten her soft, pink flesh. It was such an innocuous gesture, but it sent a bolt of electricity straight to his cock, making it twitch and throb with need.

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his length ever so lightly. “May I… practice my oral presentation? I need… tips.” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, her fingers dancing along his shaft, teasing him.

All he could do was nod his head, his voice failing him.

She accepted his invitation, leaning in even closer, her fingers circling the base of his cock. She stroked him slowly, her grip firm but not tight, her thumb swiping over the sensitive frenulum. She opened her mouth wide and began to ply him with long licks. 

A low groan escaped Declan’s lips as she began to move. Her pace was slow and deliberate, each stroke of her tongue serving to ensure he remained an upstanding member. She swirled her tongue around the head of his cock several times, then resumed reverently kissing and licking. 

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hands instinctively reaching for her, his fingers tangling in her glossy hair. “You’re so goddamn good at that.”

Rose hummed in response, the vibrations making his knees weak. She took him inside then, her lips sliding down his shaft, her hand following in tandem, twisting and stroking in a rhythm that threatened to make him forget that his wife even existed.

She pulled back, releasing him with a wet pop, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Yes. I’ve been practicing,” she purred, her voice almost entirely undertones. “I wanted to be prepared for any… big issues that might pop up.”

Her hand and mouth worked in perfect harmony, her head bobbing up and down, her lips gliding over his skin, her tongue flicking and teasing. She varied her pace, sometimes slow and languid, other times fast and frenzied, building him to the edge.

“Christ, Rose,” he panted, his hips bucking involuntarily, thrusting deeper into her mouth. “You’re going to make me…”

She pulled back, releasing him with her signature wink. “Not yet, Mr. Murphy. I haven’t finished my presentation.”

Declan groaned. “You’re killing me,” he rasped.

Rose just grinned, her eyes sparkling with wicked delight. “I believe in thorough research,” she said, her voice full of faux innocence. “And I want to make sure I cover every angle.”

She took him into her mouth once more. She sucked him deeply, her cheeks hollowing out with the effort, her hand pumping in time with her movements.

Declan’s body was a live wire, every nerve ending sparking with pleasure. He could feel the pressure building inside him, a coil of tension winding tighter and tighter with each passing second.

Rose’s hand slipped lower, cupping his balls, rolling them gently in her palm. She squeezed lightly, making him gasp and tremble. Her other hand worked to draw down the cups of her bra, giving him the visual stimulus that men enjoy.

“Wow,” he exhaled. “Damn. Wow.”

Humming with validation, Rose continued serving her constituent with the passion she always brought to her work. Before long, the screaming need between her thighs couldn’t be ignored, and she reached down to stroke herself while she simultaneously fondled Mr. Murphy.

Declan watched her as she worked herself up, and got jealous. “May I give you a hand?” he offered.

She released him from her mouth to say, “With those magic hands of yours? Absolutely.”

He helped her stand up from the garage floor and pulled her close again, tasting his own skin on her tongue and lips. They both moaned at the shared delight. 

Declan’s hands roamed over Rose’s body with the same reverence she’d showed him, his fingers tracing the contours of her curves, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. He could feel her warmth radiating, the subtle tremors that shook her body at his touch. He kissed his way down her neck, her collarbone, his lips and tongue teasing and tasting her sweet skin.

He reached behind her, his fingers deftly unhooking her bra. The garment fell away, revealing the full, ripe globes of her breasts, the nipples hard and straining, begging for his attention. He cupped them in his hands, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, eliciting a soft sigh.

Leaning down, he captured one hardened nipple in his mouth, swirling his tongue around it, sucking and nipping gently. Rose gasped, her back arching, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. He switched his attention to her other breast, lavishing it with the same treatment, his hand kneading and caressing the soft flesh.

His other hand slipped lower, his fingers skimming over the smooth skin of her stomach, tracing the lacy edge of her panties. He could feel the warmth emanating from her core, the dampness that seeped through the thin fabric. His fingers dipped beneath the lace, finding her slick, wet heat, which he took to be a high compliment.

Rose sighed more as Declan’s fingers explored her most intimate places, his touch sure and confident. His fingers moved in a rhythm that matched the strokes of his tongue on her breasts, a sweet song of sensation that caused the gentle tingle from earlier to grow into a full-blown craving.

Declan dropped to his knees before her, his hands gripping her hips, his mouth level with the apex of her thighs. He nuzzled her through the damp fabric of her panties. Rose’s fingers clutched at the empty air, her body quivering with anticipation.

With agonizing slowness, Declan hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs, his eyes locked onto hers. He tossed the garment aside, his gaze raking over her heavenly form, his expression one of pure, unadulterated lust.

“You’re exquisite,” he breathed, his hands sliding up her thighs, spreading them apart. He leaned in, his tongue darting out to taste her with long, slow licks that turned her craving into a need. He explored her with his mouth, his tongue delving into her, finding her clit and circling it, teasing it, driving her wild with desire.

She pushed his head away with some regret, then reached for his hand, leading him to the trunk of his Firebird, where she hopped up, placing his new toy on top of his prized possession. “I want a lot more of your input,” she explained, “so I’m making accommodations. Get that chair over here and get comfy.”

Declan obliged, rolling the chair over and positioning it between Rose’s thighs. He placed his hands on her knees, slowly pushing her legs apart, exposing her to his gaze. He drank in the sight of her, spread wantonly before him, her lips glistening with arousal.

“Look at you, all wet and ready for me,” he said, his voice low and rough. He leaned forward, his mouth mere inches from her core, inhaling her scent, his facial hair tickling her sensitive skin. “You smell delicious,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “So fucking sweet.”

Rose bit her lip, a shiver running through her body as he hovered so close, his breath ghosting over her. She raised her knees up for better leverage. “Please,” she whispered, her world-class chest heaving as she arched her back, offering herself to him. “I need it.”

Declan smiled. “As you wish, Mayor Lin.” He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her, a slow, deliberate stroke that had her bucking her hips. He swirled his tongue around her clit, teasing and tormenting her, building the pleasure slowly.

“Oh, God, yes,” she moaned. “Right there.”

He happily obeyed, his mouth moving faster, his tongue dancing over her, his lips sucking gently. He delved into her pussy, tasting her, relishing the aroma of her arousal. He groaned, sending vibrating tingles of pleasure through her.

Rose’s head fell back, her breath coming in short gasps as he devoured her. His tongue teased and tormented, his lips kissed and sucked, driving her to the brink of release.

“I’m going to make you come, Rose,” he growled against her sensitive flesh. “I’m going to make you scream.”

His fingers slipped inside her, stroking her in time with his tongue, his index finger finding her bundle of nerves, rubbing it in small circles.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried out, her hips bucking harder against his mouth. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

He growled his response, his mouth never leaving her, his fingers moving faster over her g-spot. He could feel her body trembling, her muscles clenching around his fingers as he pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it, let go,” he encouraged, his voice muffled by her thighs. “Come for me, Rose. I want to drink you.”

Her orgasm swept her away in a flood of pleasure. She cried out, her body shaking as wave after wave washed over her. Declan didn’t stop, his mouth relentless, his fingers still stroking, drawing out her release, making it last.

“You taste so fucking good,” he murmured, his breath hot against her sensitive flesh. “I could eat you forever.” Declan was relentless, his tongue and fingers working in tandem, drawing out Rose’s pleasure until she was a quivering mess atop his cherished Firebird. Her taste was as intoxicating as her clever wit. She was a heady mix of sweetness and sin, and he couldn’t get enough. He was insatiable, his mouth and hands worshiping her, reveling in the sounds of her cries and the feel of her body clenching around his fingers.

“You come so quick,” he murmured through a self-satisfied smile. “Has your husband ever made you feel like this?”

Rose gasped, her body still trembling from her recent release. “No,” she admitted breathlessly. “Never like this.”

“Ever cheated on him before?” he asked, his fingers still moving inside her, then his tongue resumed teasing her sensitive clit.

She hesitated for a moment before the words tumbled out of her, driven by the intensity of the moment. “Yes,” she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. “While canvassing for votes… I’ve been with others.”

A surge of excitement coursed through Declan at her admission. The thought of Rose being such a slut, indulging in dirty deeds while maintaining her public persona, was incredibly arousing. “Fuck, you’re a naughty girl, aren’t you?” he growled, his fingers pumping thickly, his tongue lapping at her between sentences. “How many? How many have you fucked while campaigning?”

“I… I don’t know,” she panted, her hips rocking against his hand. “A lot. I don’t care. I love it too much.”

“And here I thought you were a dedicated public servant,” he teased, his eyes gleaming with mischief as he looked up at her. “Are you that desperate to win?”

Rose shook her head, her eyes flashing with defiance even as her body arched into his touch. “Not desperate at all,” she said, her voice firm despite the pleasure coursing through her. “I’m creatively motivated. I take what I want, and I give them something to remember me by.”

“Is that so?” Declan chuckled darkly, his fingers curling inside her, finding that sweet spot that made her eyes roll back in ecstasy. “Well, I’ll certainly remember this.”

He buried his face between her thighs once more, his mouth working to bring her to the edge again. His tongue circled her clit, his fingers thrusting in a rhythm that had her moaning and writhing for his amusement.

“Oh, God, Declan, I’m going to…” she trailed off, her body tensing as another orgasm began to build within her.

“That’s it, come for me again,” he commanded, his voice vibrating against her sensitive flesh. “Show me how much of a slut you really are.”

His words were filthy, but they sent her over the edge, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, her body convulsing with pleasure. She screamed his name, just as he’d promised, her fingers gripping the hair on his scalp, holding him against her as she rode out the waves of her release.

Declan didn’t let up, his mouth and fingers continuing their assault on her senses, pushing her through the aftershocks and straight into another orgasm. Her cries echoed through the garage. The sound of her pleasure was a new incredibly high compliment for Declan to enjoy.

As she came down from her high, Declan finally released her, sitting back in his chair with a goofy grin on his face. His fingers glistened with her arousal, and he brought them to his lips, tasting her once more.

“You’re incredible,” he said, his voice full of admiration. “It’s a shame about your politics.”

Rose stared at the garage ceiling, breathing heavily. “You don’t need to like my politics, as long as you like me.” She sat herself up and looked at him critically. “Actually,” she continued, turning around, sliding down, and presenting her curvy ass to the man who made her come better than any other voter today, “why don’t you fuck me like you hate me?”

Declan’s body stepped closer to her beckoning pussy on auto-pilot, but his mind had a brief moment of clarity, “Are you sure? I can get kind of… mean.”

The mayor turned her neck to show him the resolve in her eyes. “Be mean, then. Show me how you really feel about my politics. Take out all your frustration.”

Declan’s pulse raced as he took in the sight of Rose, bent over the back of his Firebird, her wet cunt presented to him, begging to be ravished. Her dress, bra and panties lay discarded on the garage floor. He had discarded them. Eating her out and making her come had kept him as erect as ever. The scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air, a musky perfume that completed the logic puzzle. He needed to fuck her senseless.

He stepped closer, his hand reaching out to trace the curve of her spine, the soft swell of her hips. “You want this a lot, huh?” he muttered. “You want me to fuck you hard, to make you scream.”

Rose moaned in response, her body shuddering at his touch. “Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. “Fuck me hard. Make me forget everything but your cock inside my slutty cunt.”

Declan groaned at her words, his hand moving to grip his shaft, guiding the head of his cheating cock to her similarly married entrance. He teased her, rubbing the tip against her wet lips, the sensation making them both gasp with pleasure.

“Tell me, Rose,” he said, his voice low and demanding. “Tell me about all the neighbors you’ve fucked today. I want to hear about every dirty, filthy detail.”

Rose’s body tensed at his words. “Voting behavior needs to stay private,” she said, her voice coy despite the precarious position she was in. “A good mayor never reveals her constituents’ secrets.”

Declan chuckled. “But I’m not asking about their votes, Rose,” he said, his hand moving his cock head up and down her engorged, making her gasp and arch her back. “I’m asking about their cocks. How many have you had today? How many have you made come with this tight, wet pussy?”

Rose moaned, her body squirming beneath his touch. “You’re so bad,” she said, her voice a breathy whisper. “Such a dirty, dirty man.”

Declan’s cock throbbed at her words; he found that he liked being a dirty, bad man. He positioned himself at her entrance once more, the head of his cock slipping inside her just enough to tease. “Is that a no?” he asked, his voice laced with amusement. “Or are you just trying to keep your slutty little secrets?”

Rose’s only response was a low, guttural moan as he pushed into her, her body yielding to his with some effort, the drenched nature of her pussy notwithstanding. Declan grunted at the sensation, the heat of her engulfing him, drawing him deeper.

He pulled back slowly, almost withdrawing completely, before thrusting into her again, deeply, and with purpose. Rose cried out, her fingers clutching at the metal of the Firebird, her body rocking forward with the force of his thrusts.

“You like that, don’t you?” Declan growled, his hands gripping her waist for leverage as he began to move more easily, driving into her over and over. “You like being fucked by a man who disagrees with everything you stand for.”

“Yes,” Rose whimpered quietly against the sound of their bodies colliding. “God, yes.”

Declan’s thrusts grew more determined, the sound of their flesh joining filling the garage. Rose’s moans and gasps grew louder, her welcoming body trembling with each powerful stroke.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Declan grunted.

Rose’s response was a series of incoherent moans, her body writhing, spreading sweaty palm prints on the car. Her pussy kept clenching around his cock, the pressure inside her building with each passing second.

Declan reached around, his fingers finding her clit once more, rubbing it in tight, demanding circles. Rose’s moans grew louder, her body tensing as she neared the edge, the promise of release just out of reach.

“Not yet,” Declan commanded. “Not until I say so.”

Rose whimpered. “Please,” she begged, her voice hoarse with the effort of holding back, of obeying him. “Please, Declan, I can’t…”

“You can,” Declan said, his voice firm despite the lust that coursed through his veins. “You will.”

He slowed his pace, his thrusts becoming long and deep, each one drawing a gasp from Rose’s lips. He could feel the tension coiling within her, a spring wound too tight, ready to snap at any moment.

“Please,” Rose moaned again, her body arching into his touch, her pussy delighting in the fullness he provided. “I need to come. I need it so badly.”

Declan’s hands gripped Rose’s hips with bruising intensity, his fingers digging into her soft skin as he thrust into her with a rhythm that was both punishing and possessive. He varied his pace, sometimes slowing down, drawing out each thrust until Rose was whimpering with need, her body arching into his, her formerly-manicured nails scraping against the metal of the Firebird. Then, without warning, he would snap his hips forward, driving into her with a force that made her cry out, her body shuddering with the intensity of the sensation.

“You love this,” Declan concluded, his voice rough with animal lust. “You like being fucked by a man who doesn’t give a damn about your politics.”

Rose moaned in response, her body undulating beneath him, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

Declan smirked, his fabulous friction continuing its relentless assault on her senses. “Tell me, Rose,” he ordered her. “Tell me how much you love the cock of a liberal man. Tell me how much better it is than your husband’s.”

Rose’s body tensed again, scared of how much she enjoyed this treatment. “I… I can’t,” she stammered, her voice a mixture of shame and arousal.

“Yes, you can,” Declan said, his voice firm as he slowed his pace, his cock sliding almost completely out of her before he thrust back in to fill her completely. “Admit it, Rose. Admit that you prefer fucking men who challenge you, who make you question everything you stand for.”

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Yes, okay? The men I’ve, ohhhhh, visited today… they fuck better than my… unf, my husband. You guys make me feel so fucking good.”

Declan’s cock throbbed at her admission, his balls tightening with the need to release. “That’s it, you dirty slut,” he grumbled. “You’re a fucking cock addict, aren’t you? You can’t get enough of it.”

Rose nearly sobbed with pleasure and embarrassment. “Yes,” she confessed. “Keep fucking me. God damn it! I’m a cock whore. I love it. I need it. God, I love it so much!”

Declan’s thrusts grew more frenzied. Rose’s moans and gasps grew louder, her body trembling with each powerful stroke.

“You’re such a filthy slut,” Declan growled, his hand moving to grip her hair, pulling her head back as he drove into her. “You’re a fucking disgrace to your position, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Rose gasped, her body shuddering with need. “Please, Declan, be mean. Please talk down to me. Fuck, yes…”

Declan’s cock throbbed more strongly. He pulled back, his hand releasing her hair, and then he slammed into her, hard and deep, making her cry out with pleasure and pain.

“You’re a cheating fucking cunt, Rose,” he said, his voice filled with contempt. “You can’t get enough of it.”

“Yes,” she admitted, thrusting back to show her approval of a veritable stranger using her like a bitch in heat. “I’m a mess. I’m a slut.”

“Beg for it,” Declan directed. “Beg for my cock, you fucking whore.”

Declan’s thrusts slowed again, his movements becoming deliberate and teasing as he pulled out before sliding back in, reminding her body of the size of his cock head. Rose whimpered, the drag of his cock against her sensitive walls driving her wild.

“Please,” she complied with a needy whine. “Don’t stop. Fuck me harder, Declan.”

Declan gave her what she begged for, what she debased herself for. Rose grunted and sighed, resuming her efforts to meet each thrust with her own.

“But you’re not just a piece of flesh, are you?” Declan continued his taunts. “You’re a mayor, a respected member of the community. And yet, here you are, bent over my car, begging for my cock like a whore.”

“Yesss,” she hissed. “I’m just a pair of – oh, God – tits and a… a fucking wet cunt. That’s all I’m good for. To be… yes, fuck, yes!… used by men like you, to be fucked until I can’t take any more.”

“You’re right,” he agreed. “You’re nothing but a set of holes that want to get filled with cum, a fuck toy for men to use and discard.”

The mayor thrust back as hard as she could. “Yes,” she panted. “That’s all I am. A fucking cock sleeve.”

Declan enjoyed feeling the heat of her, the slickness of her arousal coating his cock, as much as he enjoyed putting her in her place.

“You’ve had fun today, huh?” he said, mocking her. “Fucking your constituents for votes. Best day of your whole career, I bet.”

The sight of her nodding, panting beneath him, trying so hard to be a good, obedient cock sleeve, pushed Declan closer to the edge. He couldn’t hold back any longer. He slammed his hips against hers, driving his cock as deep as it would go.

“Come for me, you filthy little mayor,” he growled. “Show me what a nympho whore you are.”

With his permission finally granted, Rose tensed one last time, sucking in air sharply, then holding her breath, and then she exploded around him, her pussy clenching rhythmically, squeezing his cock as the best climax of the day rained over her. Declan couldn’t stop himself from groaning as her walls convulsed, her inner muscles rippling along the length of his shaft.

“Oh, fuck,” she cried out. “I’m coming, Declan. Oh, God, I’m coming so hard.”

Declan felt her coating their combined thighs, their mixed scents filling the garage. Her fingers clawed at the car, leaving scratch marks in the paint as she mindlessly sought to anchor herself during the onslaught of bliss.

Rose, still caught in the throes of her pleasure, began to work her internal pussy muscles with a practiced ease that spoke of a hidden past. She squeezed and released, squeezed and released, each contraction of her walls massaging his length, coaxing him closer to the brink.

The sensation of her pussy clenching around his cock, the ongoing pulsing as she rode the waves of her orgasm, was too much for him to bear. He could feel the pressure building at the base of his spine, the telltale sign that his own release was imminent.

“Fuck,” Declan grunted. “You want my vote, huh? You want me to fill your slutty cunt with it?”

“Yes, please,” she whimpered, once again able to form full sentences. “I want it. I want your vote. Fill me up. Make me yours.”

He groaned, pushing forward as he gave in to the demands of his body. He thrust into her with wild abandon, each stroke fueled by the need to claim her, to mark her as his own, if only for a moment.

Rose gasped in anticipation as she met each of his thrusts with a roll of her hips.“Give it to me. Give me your vote.”

With a guttural growl, he slammed into her one final time, his cock pressing against her cervix. His release tore through him, a white-hot surge of pleasure that limited his focus to a single point inside her writhing body. “Oh, fuck,” he groaned, his body convulsing as he poured everything he had inside her. “Take it. Take my fucking vote.”

“Yesss!” Rose cried out as she felt the warmth of his cum filling her, the sensation causing new aftershocks of pleasure to course through her body. She felt so accomplished, so sexy, and so hopeful for the future.

Their bodies, slick with sweat and sex, finally stilled, the only sounds in the garage their ragged breathing and the soft, satisfied sighs that escaped their lips. Declan slowly withdrew from Rose, his satisfied cock slipping free from her well-fucked body.

Rose collapsed onto the Firebird, only slightly more damaged than it had been. Her chest was heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. Declan stepped back, his gaze lingering on the sight of his cum leaking from her swollen pussy. The scent of it hung heavy in the air. Declan’s heart pounded in his chest, the adrenaline from their tryst still coursing through his veins. He watched as Rose pushed herself up onto her elbows, a sated smile playing on her lips.

“I’m glad to receive your vote, Mr. Murphy,” she said, her voice laced with amusement and a hint of triumph.

Declan chuckled, the sound low and throaty, watching her get dressed. “Okay, Mrs. Mayor,” he replied, his lingering on her curves as she covered them up. He was going to miss those. “But I’m not the only one you need to convince.”

Trying to smooth her hair, Rose pointed at her clipboard. “Oh, yes, I know. I’ll be busy up until election night. But it’s more than worth it.” Finally dressed, she gestured toward the closed garage door.

Declan was unwilling to get dressed just yet. Instead, he slid into the driver’s seat and pressed the button on the remote.

Mayor Rose Lin blew him a kiss and walked her fine ass back across the threshold of his garage.

He knew he got played today. “Well, a promise is a promise,” he thought. “And it’s just one more vote. She’ll probably still lose.” He watched her wave sweetly as she made her way down the block to visit his neighbors.
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