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CHAPTER ONE




“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 sang 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 she 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 allowed everyone 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 mascaraed 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 them 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 the 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.


CHAPTER TWO




“Oh—what are you do—Nah!” the words came out jumbled as a thousand thoughts occurred at once. Her body was paralyzed by the 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, a 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 attacked, 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 toward 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 is 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?


CHAPTER THREE




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 into 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 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 toward 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 of 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 lay 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 2 am.

“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 undershirt 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 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 was promoted quickly and by the time she and Elliot graduated from 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 from 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 a 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. “Good luck 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. Afterward, 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.


CHAPTER FOUR




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 about 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. 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.’


CHAPTER FIVE




Mandy pressed the live button as she sat back, and 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, and 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!


CHAPTER SIX




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No. Them. All of them.

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

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

And all for a meal out once a month?

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

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

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

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

They were the reason she came so hard.

They and him… her mind teased.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She knew she was going to tell Elliot, eventually; she just didn’t know when or how many times I’d meet with my fan before I do.


CHAPTER SEVEN




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes… yes… just like that…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Time to pick up the kids.


CHAPTER EIGHT




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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nuh huh!” Jake replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Is now the time that I face my comeuppance?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Years?? This can’t be…

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

He refused her…

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

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

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

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

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

“Mandy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Looks like I did,” Mandy smiled back at him. The two shared a lingering kiss as Mandy reached behind her and held her husband’s hips to hers.


CHAPTER NINE




The next day, Mandy felt like she was walking in a dream state. She was someone else. Her life was another’s. Last month, she was a normal married couple with three kids. Now? She was an internet-famous amateur porn star and her husband was an internet philanderer?

Life’s all of a sudden so exciting.

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

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

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

He was getting closer. He was coming.

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

Well, two can play at this game.

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

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

Someone was raised right by his mother…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mandy smiled and clicked the ‘record’ button on her phone, shutting down the video.


CHAPTER TEN




That night, Mandy went home with a smile on her face. She didn’t feel guilty like she had every other time. On the contrary, she felt excited.

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

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

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

Elliot always closes his door…

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

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


CHAPTER ELEVEN




“What are you doing?” the words spilled out of Mandy’s mouth quicker than she could stop them. The shock of the moment overwhelmed her and that just happened to be the thought at the front of her lips when she tried to speak. Seeing her husband naked in the dark and stroking himself was not what she expected at this moment. And to see him stroking himself to one of the viral videos of her… she was stalling now.

“How… how long have you known?” Mandy asked and stepped into the room.

“Tonight. I found it tonight,” Elliot said sounding resolved. “I wanted to be angry. To be upset with you but… truthfully, I just became so turned on.”

“So I see,” Mandy took another step closer as she eyed his stiff cock.

“Were you with him again tonight?” Elliot asked. Curiosity was evident in his voice.

“I was.”

“What did you do?” Elliot asked as his cock twitched. She could hear the arousal in his voice.

“Let me show you,” she said and went to her knees in front of his naked legs. He didn’t argue as she scooted backward under the desk. “Press play.”

It took a moment for him to scoot forward but he did. reaching out, she gently stroked his cock for several minutes, allowing him to ease into the moment. There were a thousand questions they both had and even more answers Mandy had to give, but if she could start this conversation out on the right foot, it could mean everything for their future.

Mandy slipped her tongue around her husband’s shaft. The thick part of her tongue flattened and then formed his throbbing shaft as she slid it down and back up slowly, all the while she stared up at him. His eyes flicked between where she knelt, a dark little nook beneath his desk and between his legs, and the laptop monitor before him. It took several seconds of the surreal moment to wash over him before she heard him move his mouse and clicked the video to play.

Like listening to a ghostly memory of what she felt, Mandy suddenly heard whispers of her voice that moaned and growled in response to a stranger’s fingers. Excited by the moment, she suddenly slipped his cock between her lips. The bulbous head flinched and grew inside her mouth until she felt it on the back of her tongue.

After a moment passed, Elliot grew more comfortable in his seat. Leaning backward in his chair, he turned the volume up as the video me began to moan louder. Feeling his hands palm at her her hair and his fingertips massage and claw through her hair only turned her on more. Humming a note of approval, Mandy’s head bobbed faster. Her mouth salivating around his shaft as she felt his hard thickness grow and flex. Within seconds, she felt his hands gripping a lock of her hair and pulling on the back of her neck.

“Mmm! Mmmm!” she hummed a gargle of a groan as her husband's skull fucked her for the first time in their relationship. The tip of his hard cock stabbed the top and back of her throat with every thrust as he squinted and stared at his laptop screen. The thought that he was skull fucking her in tune with the video of her sucking off another guy made her lips drip and her panties stick to her sex.

Without warning, the thrusts into her mouth came to a halt, and all of a sudden she was deepthroating her husband. Feeling the pressure on the back of her head and neck, the tip of his shaft tickled her gag reflex and Mandy’s eyes began to water and drain down her cheeks. She gasped for air through her nose as she tasted and swallowed her husband’s thick warm load. His entire hips bounced with every flex and his balls raised as he pumped load after load into her mouth. Mandy swallowed every bit of it.


CHAPTER TWELVE




“So you haven’t been to work in six months?” Elliot asked. The astoundment in his voice was dangerously neutral. Mandy and he had moved into the living room after their little romp in his office. Elliot had pulled on his boxers and jeans but left his shirt off. Mandy always appreciated his body. He didn’t have six-pack abs, but then neither did she. No, they both had maintained their bodies despite the business of life with three kids. Elliot went to the gym three or four times a week and lifted weights which kept his body hard in all the right places and gave him defined pectoral muscles. Mandy went jogging almost every day when the kids were at school and then finished off her workouts with squats, planks, and crunches. Everything necessary to keep her thick thighs taut, her ass round, and her tummy trim (Well, trim for a middle-aged woman with three children).

“Not really,” Mandy said with a wince in her face. She kept waiting for the bomb to go off. The more truths she spoke to the closer she imagined the fuse burning down.

“Hm,” was all Elliot managed. He looked down at the floor and pursed his lips. No doubt going over the past months in his head.

“I… well, I’m sorry,” Mandy said. They kept their voices low so as not to wake the kids. She had already told him how the interactions with miamiheat1999 came about. “I should have told you, I know, and I kept planning on telling you then one day turned into two then a week and the lies kept stacking up…”

“What happened? Did you get fired or⁠—”

“No,” Mandy said defensively. “It was just… I hate it there. I hate waking up and going to work every day and being bored and annoyed and… and… this wasn’t the life I had planned. When we were in college this wasn’t the life we talked about…”

Mandy looked up and under the cool white light of the night lights populating their living room, she saw her husband staring at her intently. The shadows obscured the expression on his face as he listened.

“Not the marriage or the kids,” Mandy clarified holding up her hands as she scooted closer to her husband. “I love every bit of you and I love our children and the life we have for us but… life’s not just that. I don’t want to spend a third of my life at work miserable for the next thirty years.”

The silence killed Mandy. She loved Elliot with all her heart, but he was such an internal person, like most men, she supposed. Instead of saying what was on his mind, he first had to digest and think through the different avenues of thought and possible outcomes. His responses were measured which was good but it left Mandy in silence to stew and stir over what might be coming.

Divorce? Yelling? Is he going to take the kids to his mother's?

Finally, he spoke. “I hate my job, too.”

Mandy’s eyes went wide with surprise and then she heard a small laugh escape Elliot’s lips. Mandy laughed too, allowing her relief to shine through which only made Elliot laugh more. Mandy clasped a hand to her chest as the two laughed for a long moment at the mutual feelings.

“I hate it so much,” Elliot’s laugh wound down as he fingered a tear from the corner of his eye. “But between the money I make, our family’s needs, and all the time and money we put into me getting my law degree. How could I quit? This is, this just my life. Unless we win the lotto. Not to mention my mother…”

They both laughed again at the thought of his mother finding out about any of this.

Mandy had found a kindred spirit in her husband years ago and she found him again. The man she married and fell in love with felt the same as she did. Trapped by the mortgage and student loans around them and the people they cared about. They had a good life and one that didn’t warrant complaint but they still were unhappy. At what point do you risk everything in or to be happy?

“Our kids deserve to have a happy home,” Mandy said. “They deserve to have a happy dad.”

Elliot nodded and changed the subject, “And the websites, social media posts, the videos uploaded online? Has that been going on the whole six months?”

If the lights had been on, Elliot would have seen the pink hue that touched both of his wife’s cheeks. It kind of amazed her that despite all she has done and the amount of people she has shown her naked body to, she was still embarrassed by being one of those girls. Like it was a lower class or somehow beneath her to enjoy her body and let others enjoy it. perhaps the real embarrassment was the betrayal of her marriage.

“It started as, you know, I just uploaded a few pictures,” Mandy shrugged and felt like she was confessing to murder. “You see those articles of women making thousands of dollars online by just showing pictures and simple videos… I just thought I’d give it a shot. I’m sorry, again. I know I should have told you. It was nothing much. I made a few hundred dollars and that was it until…”

“Mandy, stop,” Elliot sighed and buried his face in his hands as he shook his head.

This is it. The fight. The divorce… it’s happening.

“Stop, just stop apologizing,” Elliot sounded distraught. “I should be apologizing to you. I’ve been talking to women online for a while. Years. I never met up with any of them in person, but I’ve just sent pictures, traded videos of myself, chatted… I’ve felt guilty the whole time. I’m so sor⁠—”

“I know,” Mandy blurted out.

“You do? How long?” Elliot gasped.

“Just like yesterday,” Mandy smirked with a shrug. “I grabbed your laptop by accident. I guess we both had the same idea, kinda. Sending our bodies on the internet to strangers.”

Elliot half laughed, still stunned. “So are you… okay?”

“Yeah, I think so. Are you?” Mandy asked.

Elliot worked over the question for a minute and his facial expression changed repeatedly until he admitted, “Yeah… I guess I am.”

They both laughed again at the surprise in his voice.

“Mommy?” Jake’s tiny voice came from the top of the stairs. Their son had his face pressed between the two railings on the stairs peering down at them. “What’s happening?”

“Nothing, buddy,” Elliot answered as he stood. “Did you have another nightmare?”

Jake nodded silently with a pouting face.

“Come on, let’s get you back to bed,” Elliot started upstairs.

“Goodnight, honey,” Mandy waved to her son.

“Goodnight, Mommy,” Jake mumbled as Elliot led him back to his bedroom.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




Waking up Sunday morning felt like leaving one dream for another. Mandy awoke earlier than she normally did. It probably had something to do with the rod stabbing into her ass cheeks. Elliot spooned her from behind. His arm wrapped around her body and pulled her back against his hard body. Mandy and her husband fell asleep in their bed not long after he put their oldest to bed.

They had made out for a little bit after and held each other in silence before going to sleep. It was a sort of therapy after they both released the burdens they had been carrying with them for the past weeks, months, and years. After the unexpected confession last night, Mandy awoke feeling as though she had dropped a backpack off her back that weighed fifty pounds. The bright morning sun that had just risen pierced into their bedroom through the cracks along the sides of their window blinds. Normally the blinding light would have bothered her but Mandy didn’t mind today. She didn’t want to get up, she didn’t want to move, she just wanted to lay where she was and enjoy the feeling of being stressless. For the first time in months, she didn’t feel alone. She had her husband by her side to deal with their problems.

Mandy slipped her hand behind her and felt the soft fabric of her husband’s boxers. Running a gentle hand up and down his thigh, she felt his hand do the same to her warm skin along her ribs still nestled beneath the thick covers.

“Good morning,” Elliot whispered into the back of her neck and she felt his hot breath. His palm went up to her breasts and she felt him gently cup them, and massage them slowly.

“Hmm… good morning,” she replied, playfully. “Hm, do we ever have to get up? Can we just stay in this bed forever?”

“You won’t hear any complaints from me,” Elliot said.

Turning around in bed to face him, the two kissed slowly and gently. Their lips explored one another as if it was the first time.

“You know, I have to admit,” Elliot said, his hands rubbing her breasts and ass. “Watching you get fingered by that random guy in public was one of the hottest things I’ve seen. I don’t know why it turned me on so much.”

“Yeah?” Mandy said, pulling his boxers down below his massive erection. “Well watching you stroke your big fucking cock to that video made me instantly wet…”

Her fingers wrapped around his warm throbbing shaft and she formed a loose fist. Slowly, she pumped his shaft between the two of their bodies as they intermingled conversation with wet, messy kisses.

“You know,” Mandy continued, a crooked coy smile on the corner of her lips. “Maybe we can arrange another video with that stranger.” She panted and her hot breath mixed with her husband’s as she stroked his cock faster. The wet sound of his pre-cum being spread down his shaft as she pumped him. “Maybe you could be parked beside us, recording as he brings me to orgasm. Ahmm! The thought of you watching. Of you being just feet away as he inches me closer to the edge, mmmm… god, it gets me so wet.”

Elliot groaned and Mandy could feel his cock flexing nonstop in her fist as she pumped his shaft over and over. She knew he loved that idea before he said.

“Mmm… that sounds so fucking hot,” he grunted as her hand jacked his cock faster and bumped between their closely kept bodies with every stroke. His groans intensified and he knew he was about to cum.

Draping her leg over his hips, she arched her hips up and dragged the tip of his cock up and down her dripping-wet slit.

“Oh, yes, baby,” Mandy cooed. “Cum for me, baby. Cum for me. Cum deep inside me!”

Mandy moaned as the tip of his cock pierced her pussy just as he came. The spurts of warm cum filled her up as she continued to stroke him until every last drop had emptied from his balls.

The pair rolled around on top of one another making out wildly while his limp cock remained inside her. Mandy had half a mind to suck his cock until it was hard again to fuck her, but she heard stirring down the hall. The kids were awake.

The morning went by in a breeze. The kids had a lot of energy so most of the time was spent trying to get them to eat and not run in circles in the living room. Once they were all dressed and fed, they left for the zoo. It was a family trip they had planned for a few weeks now and the kids always enjoyed it. Today’s visit was no different. The kids rushed and bounced from animal to animal excited to see them all. Mandy couldn’t help but notice how ‘handsy’ Elliot was. He never had an issue showing his affection before but now he was all over her.

There was even a moment in while they were in the sparsely full reptile building that was kept almost completely dark that Mandy felt Elliot's hand slide down from the small of her back to her butt. The playful touch was fun as he rubbed and squeezed her ass, but then he traced his fingers lower and Mandy felt the pressure rub across her pussy lips. She bit her lips and gasped as he rubbed faster. But she had to turn away and give him and smiling glare as she knocked his hand away. He knew as well as she did, once he got her started she would be a mess until she finished.

By midday, it was clear that they weren’t going to be able to make it another week to next weekend before they needed to enact their fantasy. Hell, the way Elliot was touching her, Mandy doubted she could make it a day. Twice Mandy considered going to one of the public restrooms to masturbate but thought better of it.

Near the end of lunch at the kids’ favorite pizza place, Mandy and Elliot communicated via text and they each had their assignments. While Elliot text his mother to see if she could take care of the kids for a few hours this afternoon, Mandy got on her account and messaged Miamiheat1999. As she suspected, the young man was monitoring his messages closely after their last encounter. He responded almost immediately. Within minutes, Mandy and Elliot exchanged smiles and winks indicating they had both succeeded.

“Hey!” Elliot said in an excited voice to their kids. “Who wants to visit Granny Jan?”

“Me!”

“I do!” the three kids were cheering and rushing out of their lunch spot quicker than ever.

The kids didn’t look a gift horse in the mouth. They were having the best weekend of their lives in their mind. Elliot’s mother was a bit more suspicious.

“What’s with the unexpected drop-off?” Janet questioned, giving them both the stink eye.

“There was an emergency at work. I… I have to go in,” Elliot lied badly.

“And why doesn’t your wife do her duty as the children’s mother?” Janet crossed her arms.

“Mom…” Elliot narrowed his eyes at her tone.

Mandy realized at that moment that it would have been better if she had not come at all. Then Elliot could have said she was somewhere—anywhere with a flat tire or something.

“I too have an emergency at work,” Mandy made up the lie as she spoke. “I’m in for a promotion and they need me to take the lead on a new project.”

“Hm…” Janet said but still didn’t sound convinced. “Is that why you brought two cars?”

Mandy and Elliot both looked back at their cars simultaneously. Mandy with her minivan and Elliot with his black SUV. Looking back at Janet, they said almost in unison, “Yup, that’s why.”

Janet huffed a dramatic sigh and looked over to the living room where the kids already sat, watching TV and giggling. “All right, I suppose. But just a few hours.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Elliot said, stepping away with a wave.

“We’ll be back by dark at the latest,” Mandy said, then realized she was smiling way too much for someone going to work on a Sunday afternoon.

Walking side by side back to their cars, Mandy muttered to her husband, “We need to get better at this.”

“Way better,” he replied with a defeated sigh. Then raised an eyebrow, “Promotion at your job?”

Mandy shrugged, “A lies a lie. In for a penny…”

Elliot snickered and the two exchanged a devious grin before going to their separate vehicles.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




The beach was packed this afternoon. Kids screaming and running on the sand. The parking lot was full of couples and groups of men and women walking to and from the water’s edge. The Mandy from six months ago would have chickened out right about now. no way they could do this and not be caught! There are just too many people. Secretly, Mandy thought the idea of getting caught was even hotter.

Mandy found a parking spot near where she had parked before and backed into it carefully. Elliot couldn’t get a spot right next to her but found one three spots over. He too backed up and went farther into the space than needed so his vehicle had a vantage point of her trunk.

It felt like there was a fireworks show going off in her belly. Nothing had even happened but just knowing that her husband was just a few cars away, hidden behind tinted windows, watching her, was enough to give her the excited jitters.

When they had gone home to get Elliot’s SUV, Mandy rushed inside and grabbed a silver one-piece dress. It had spaghetti straps on the shoulders, barely draped over her large breasts and the skirt dangled barely below her ass cheeks. If she were to venture too far out into the parking lot in this dress she would look terribly overdressed, but she loved this one because of how easy access everything was. Just one pull-up on the bottom and everything was there. Mandy changed into the dress and tossed her jeans and shirt in the back seat.

Then she saw his approach this time. Appearing in her driver’s side rearview mirror, Miamiheat1999’s familiar broad shoulders and athletic wear became visible. He was almost at the door when she opened the door.

Stepping out of her car, Mandy could see the shock and confusion on the young man’s face for the first time. He wasn’t in control and didn’t know what was happening. Mandy smirked from behind her aviator sunglasses which covered the top half of her face. She liked surprising him so.

“Come here,” she ordered the young man. He followed her to the popped hatchback trunk and watched her lay the folded blanket down on the gravel before her trunk with amusement. The thin dress she wore with no panties or bra made her feel so naked as it was the middle of a hot day in a public beach parking lot. She heard couples laugh and families play in the distance. Nearby there were conversations from a few cars over and car doors opening and closing. The thrill of it all “On your knees,” she instructed.

Miamiheat1999 looked around with a coy smile as if he needed to check to make sure none of his boys were around to hear him ordered about like a sex slave. After a brief hesitation, the young man did what he was told and knelt on the comfortable fabric. the silver skimpy summer dress she wore barely reached her upper thighs and after she stepped in front of the man, she smiled down on him with a devious grin as she exposed herself.

The young man looked in front of himself from where he knelt and saw Mandy’s bare bald pussy glistening inches from his lips. Licking his lips, his eyes glanced up to her for permission but she knew the teased man would take no matter what she said. With a nod of her head, the man’s hands seized the sides of her hips like a lion gripping its meal. His warm tongue extended and lapped at her already juicy pussy lips before stopping on her clit.

“Ohhhh…” the moan escaped her lips like a prison break and she had to quickly clap a hand over her mouth to keep herself silent.

The young man’s thick tongue bobbed and pressed on her clitoris making her cheek flush and her heart feel as though it was on a roller coaster as it went up and down and up again. She grabbed at the side of her trunk to steady herself as she righted herself and leaned forward to get her clit tongued by this strange internet man.

“Fffffuck…” she growled and did her best to keep her volume low. Looking up above her head, she saw her cell phone taped to the top of the hatchback trunk recording this stranger eating her out.

Suddenly there was movement to her left and the young man saw it too. A woman and her boyfriend returned to the car beside them. Mandy moved on instincts, turning her butt to the couple and pretending to be looking at something in the trunk with the man on his knees. He stopped tonguing her for a brief moment as he went with the rouse. But as Mandy listened to the boring conversation of loading the vehicle and the doors closing, he rubbed the pad of his finger in circles on her clit and stole glances at her trancelike face.

She wobbled where she stood like a snake being charmed by a snake charmer. Her being locked on the repetitive rubbing on her clit. Mandy opened her mouth to scream but no sound came out, which was lucky too because as soon as that car left a newcomer replaced it. The married woman squinted and made a pained face as her upper body jerked forward. Mandy locked eyes with the shadowed figure in the backseat of the car two spaces over. the approaching orgasm became inevitable when she thought about her husband sitting in the car with his cell phone recording her fucking another man. His hard luscious cock was out as he stroked himself to her public and torturous orgasm.

“Of fuck,” Mandy yelled in the quietest whisper she could muster. Her breasts bounced and her abdominal muscles flexed as her knees inverted. The newly arrived couple had slammed their doors shut ten seconds ago, but Mandy didn’t know how far they had walked if they had walked at all.

“Ah ah ah ah ah oh my god!” Mandy cried and bit the back of her palm as her thighs jittered open and shut and she searched for a hold on her trunk with her other hand to keep from falling over.

There was a short, concentrated spurt of juices that shot from her pussy and onto the man’s hand. The juices dripped down his wrist and forearm as he continued to gently massage her lips in wide messy circles. Suddenly aware of my surroundings, she glanced over my shoulder and quickly blinked as she took in her surroundings. No one was nearby. No stared at her. She didn’t think anyone could see or hear her. Except for her husband. Who sat in his car and recorded everything.

The man’s hands grabbed ahold of her hips like a football readied to be roughly handled. He jerked her to the side, forcing her to sidestep to avoid falling then he sat her down in the trunk of her own car. Mandy giggled as she leaned back on her hands allowing her dress to go over her bellybutton and the stranger to lift her legs and spread them wide. The long laps of his tongue devoured all the juices that leaked from her pussy and sent chills down her spine. Mandy’s body scrambled to keep up and process the restimulation of her pussy so soon after her orgasm.

“Ohhmmm ohmmm fuck…” Mandy whined as her pussy flared achingly with every lap of his tongue. Her creamy thighs rested on his shoulders as his hands slid up inside her dress to tease and molest her breasts. Mandy’s hand cupped his hands to her breasts, locking them in place, demanding his attention as she squirmed from feeling his tongue slide in and out of her pussy.

The man rolled her hard nipples between his thumb and forefinger and Mandy dug her teeth into her lower lip so hard she thought it might draw blood. Then she felt his fingers clamp down on her nipples so hard, the pain swirled with pleasure making her want to smack his hand away and demand more at the same time.

“Ahhh ohhh god! Ah ahhh…” she cooed as she squirmed under the stranger’s attention.

The man’s tongue slipped over her swollen clit and her thick creamy thighs jittered shut, almost smacking on both sides of his face. Slapping her palms down to her thighs, she ensured this didn’t happen. The stranger’s hands gripped her tits so roughly, god! I love it! Her whole body rocked back and forth and, she would learn later, was rocking the entire vehicle back and forth. The man’s lips singled out her clit and wet and warm lips sucked and flicked his tongue over it back and forth.

“Ahhhmmmm!” Mandy screamed then clapped both hands over her mouth as her body went stiff as a board and her legs pressed down on the man’s shoulders.

Miamiheat1999 was not deterred. Pressing his lips down on her sensitive clit, his tongue vibrated on her making her body tremble and a high-pitched squeal escapes her lips as she cried. And all the while she imagine her husband stroking his big fat fucking cock while watching her get eaten out by this stranger. She could see and almost taste the drips of precum dripping from the tip of his cock as he pumped himself.

“Ah ah ahhhhhoh goddd I’m cumming!” Mandy’s ragged voice yelled. She ground her hips back and forth. “Ah ah oh yeah, fuck!” her volume control was gone as she screamed.

Slapping her hands down on top of his head, she first tried to pull his lips tighter to her clit, but the peak of orgasm was too powerful. It felt so good it hurt. She couldn’t take it. clapping her soft inner thighs together on the outside of his face, she tried to push this strange man’s face out from between her thighs but failed.

“Ah oh my god—ugh!” Mandy grunted as his lips shook back and forth on her overstimulated clit.

Mandy’s eyes rolled backward as she arched her back and felt her braless tits bounce wildly as the orgasm overtook her and sent a vibration through her body. The gush of juices that squirted from her pussy was what finally made the strange man recoil as his chin and part of his shirt were sprayed.

The middle-aged mother of two and wife cupped her pussy and turned to the side as she continued to tremble and writhe from the never-ending orgasm. A minute passed before the tremors did. and when it did, she turned back onto her backside to find the man, the stranger, Miamiheat1999… gone.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




“God, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Elliot said and eagerly went beside Mandy as he swiped through his phone to find his photo album. “I’ve never came that hard before from jacking off, it was incredible. Here, watch this.”

“Really?” Mandy said, lifting her cheeks in a squint. She never heard this side of her husband before. It was sexy.

The pair had driven back to their house after the rendevous at the beach parking lot. Mandy’s pussy quivered the entire way home and aftershocks from her orgasm pulsed through her body. She couldn’t believe no one heard her.

Oh my god! I was fucking loud! Mandy covered her face with her palm in shame as she laughed. They only had an hour or so before they had to pick up the kids, but Mandy and Elliot both wanted to watch the video before they did that. There were two different angles. Mandy had her cell phone taped to the inside of the hatchback recording from above and Elliot recorded on his phone from his vehicle.

The married couple sat down on the couch like horny teenagers and pressed around the small cell phone as the video played. Mandy held Elliot’s phone as she leaned back on the couch and watched the video click to life as Miamiheat1999 approached. He was much more attractive of a young man than she realized. Muscular body, chiseled chin, tall, and broad-shouldered.

Her husband's hands rubbed and teased over her clothes as she watched. Mandy bit her lip and suppressed a giggle when her husband's palms cupped both her breasts and rubbed them in just the way he knew she loved. Her hard nipples pierced through the dress she wore. In the video, the mystery man tongued her while she stood for all to see in the plain light of day. So many people could have seen me! She could tell from how the camera moved that her husband pulled his cock out with his other hand and was stroking his shaft while watching her get tongued by this stranger.

God, that’s so fucking hot!

“Mmmmm, were you stroking your big hard cock here?” she asked, tilting the screen his way.

“You have no idea how hard I got from watching this. Mm, especially this part coming up,” Elliot said as his hands continued to molest her body.

Mandy’s hand slid from the phone and rubbed up and down the crotch of his pants as she pressed her body tighter against his side. It was only a few seconds before she felt the rise in his cock. He swept her hair back behind her shoulder as he began kissing her neck and sliding a hand between her thighs.

“Ohmmmm ah!” Mandy gasped as she felt the fingers touch her clit. Rolling to her belly so she lay on the couch, Mandy scooted her knees beneath her as she leaned her elbows on the armrest of the couch. Her fat ass waved invitingly in the air as she heard her husband’s belt undo.

In the video she watched, her first orgasm exploded and her yell could be heard clearly by the camera even though Elliot was in an enclosed vehicle. She felt Elliot’s hands grab and pull her dress up to her back revealing her bare ass and pussy lips still wet from her last orgasm from another man’s tongue.

The camera angle suddenly shifted and moved to the front of the vehicle. Two women who happened to be walking by just Mandy moaned paused and lingered at the front of her vehicle. They both wore two-piece bathing suits that revealed fair creamy white skin on one woman and tan tattooed bodies on the other. Mandy’s heart leaped in her chest when she saw them lean between the vehicles to investigate the source of the sound then jump backwards and laugh silently between each other when they saw the man eating her out.

“Elliot!” Mandy exclaimed. “They saw me! How long were they—ahh!”

Mandy was attempting to turn around to face her husband when she unexpectedly felt his hard stiff member pierce her pussy lips.

“Oh, fuck!” Mandy groaned as she hung her head forward and felt her hair drape over her face as she rocked back and forth. Immediately, Elliot began thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy making her cry out. “Ah ah ah ohh god!”

Mandy flicked her hair back, up and over her head, and pushed her ass back as Elliot slammed inside her. “Yes, yes, fuck me, baby,” her voice broke as she begged.

Her eyes managed to find their way back to the cell phone she held in her hand. The wide-angle shot included the man on his knees with her legs on his shoulder as he ate her out, but it also included the two women peaking around the rear of the vehicle, watching the stranger eat her out. their playful laughter turned to something more as the tan woman with black hair and half her body covered in tattoos moved behind her bombshell bond friend and hugged her from behind. They swayed back and forth rubbing on one another and whispering into each other’s ear as they watched her get her pussy eaten out.

“Mmah! Oh god, yes, baby!” Mandy grunted as her husband fucked her harder. The clapping sound of his body smacking against hers overtook the large living room. “Ffffuck!”

Watching the two sexy women groping one another as they watched and listened to her approaching orgasm turned her on. It turned her on in a way that she never felt toward a woman before. Then the camera panned down and revealed Elliot’s hard-on in the vehicle as he came hard into a white towel. Mandy licked her lips between panting breaths as she watched the spurts of white cum pump out of its tip before the camera returned to the women watching Mandy cum.

“Ahhh ahhh oh, god, fuck! I’m gonna… god, I’m gonna cum so fucking…” Mandy felt lightheaded as the thrusts in her pussy came harder and harder and the orgasm built to an impossible height. “OH, GOD!”

Mandy’s fat ass stuck high in the air and her cheeks jiggled uncontrollably as the orgasm sent a tremor through her entire body. Her pussy squirted and drowned Elliot’s cock as he stabbed it in her.

“Yes! Yes! Oh my god…” she groaned and struggled to keep her balance. She dropped her husband’s phone as she grabbed the arm of the couch, desperate to keep from falling over the side of the bed.

Before she had a chance to fully right herself from falling, Elliot pulled out of her and yanked her back by her shoulder with surprising aggression. Falling back into a seated position on the couch, she was suddenly sat before Elliot who stood above her stroking his throbbing cock above her face. It was just when the spurts of cum began shooting over her face that Mandy saw he held her cell phone angled down on her.

Her husband was recording himself cumming on her face with her cell phone.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nothing, really,” Mandy said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




…Last Saturday…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Allison and Lexi

‘Do you want to make another video?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh god! Do they see us!?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I don’t know if my psyche could take another one.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




“Wait, wait, wait, wa—ohhh!” Mandy’s protest was intermingled with giggles and became a high-pitched song of a moan as Lexi’s tongue slipped inside her dripping pussy. Without warning or preamble, the young woman sliced her tongue deep inside her vagina and lapped up to her clit like her tongue wrote in cursive. “Ahh Ahhh ahhhh oh god…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Drive!” Allison ordered from the back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER NINETEEN




…A Week Later…

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

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

“Emergency dentist appointment,” Mandy added.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh god, oh god! Yes yes yes!

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWENTY




“Fucking hell, Mandy. Are you seeing this?” Elliot yelled in a whisper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What girl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Promise,” Mandy gave him a wink and stood. But this was one promise she didn’t know if she could keep.


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE




“Thank you,” Mandy said to the waiter as he poured her second glass of wine before returning to the bar. She sat in the back corner of the bar at a small high-top table. Judging by how she dressed, onlookers would guess that she was here to meet a date. A black skirt with a high slit along the side that squeezed her round ass cheeks. It matched with the red top she wore that hugged her large breasts and had a low cut leaving little to the imagination when it came to her cleavage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Apparently, she has a thing for married fathers…

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

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

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

And comfortable, they were…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I think we broke her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Elliot grunted as strings of semen shot over Tonya’s tongue, lips, and mascarade mask. When the last droplets oozed from the tip, Mandy released her grip on the girl and watched Tonya lunge onto his dick. Cum still covered her face but she sucked and licked every drip of Elliot’s semen, Mandy’s juices, or her own juice from his shaft.


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO




The next day was Sunday and it was quiet day. Picnic in the park with the kids, TV in the afternoon, and a pot roast for dinner. They needed the rest. Despite his imprissive physique, Elliot’s back was sore from the day before and Mandy had difficulty walking after the day long fuck fest the married couple was a part of. Once Tonya had finished cleaning Elliot up yesterday, Mandy had laid the girl down and took her turn cleaning Tonya up. A fun enough exercise. The three turned off the cameras and talked. Laying naked on the bed, the three did the small talk that was supposed to happen before you came on each other’s faces.

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

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

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

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

“When?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What have I done!” Mandy shouted at her phone.


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay, okay, okay…” Elliot held up both of his palms and began clicking on the keyboard of his laptop. It took Elliot twenty or so minutes to shut down the dozen or so different revenue streams they created and by the time he finished, he had to find his wife across the hall in her own office. Mandy sat on the floor with her face buried in a pillow and another pillow clutched to her chest.

Elliot walked over to her in the dark and lay beside her. Mandy cried hard that night. They didn’t speak or sleep. They just lay there for hours, hiding from the world that loomed over them.

The next morning was a solemn breakfast. Mandy tried to put on a brave face for the kids but she could tell they knew something was off. Eventually, Mandy and Elliot went to their bedroom and slept for a couple of hours before the sun rose. They agreed that Mandy was going to keep the kids out of school today and teach them from home. They wanted to see what the scope of this article was going to be and how it affected their lives beyond personal humiliation.

Elliot sludged down the stairs looking like a different man than Mandy had married. Physically, he looked the same, but it was the energy about him that was different. The suit he wore seemed too big, his head was hung, and his shoulders were slouched. His face brightened when he saw his kids.

“Hey boys and girls!” he faked a laugh and took time to ruffle each of their heads and talk before making his way over to Mandy to receive the coffee she had poured for him. They both nodded to each other but didn’t speak. There was nothing to say.

By far, Elliot faced the worst of the shame of the two of them. Mandy had the embarrassment as a mother, friend, and family member, but Elliot also had his career to think about. As of right now, this is the family's only means of income now that they shut down all the online sites. And for a family of five, the money they have made from their online business would not last them even close to forever. One of the many cringe thoughts Mandy had was her going to apply for different jobs and knowing each of them would do a Google search on her name and pull up articles of her… then they would pull up videos… She thought about going back to her old job and almost puked imagining her old boss and all her coworkers huddled around a monitor watching her get cummed on.

Elliot said his goodbyes to the kids and went to leave. It felt wrong not to say something to her husband so Mandy stuttered, “Have—have a good day.”

Elliot paused and gave a sad smile and head nod back to her before leaving for the day.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR




The kids might’ve loved a day from school but it was worse for Mandy than she thought possible. Emailing the teachers was easy enough to get some curriculum to teach the kids at home, they sent a week’s lesson plan, but one of the teachers, an old bag of a woman added a personal message that ‘you and your husband aren’t welcome to this school anymore, and I suggest you start looking at another school that accept children from your kind of immoral stock  -- Mrs. Wilbervoss.’

Mandy thought she saw smoke coming from her keyboard as she typed her reply. Her fingers pounded each key like a sledgehammer. She was switching tabs to look up different curse words to call the teacher, but, of course, before she pressed send she took a breath and deleted it all. The burst of rage felt good for the few minutes it lasted but she descended back into a wallow of tears afterwards.

Lessons in the morning and early afternoon went well. Mandy was actually happy for the few hours they took her away from her phone. She had never considered teaching as a profession, but at least for her kids, Mandy enjoyed it. cutting up an old refrigerator box they had in the garage, Mandy created separate cubicles for the kids to work in. They memorized multiplications, geometry, and learned how to use a checkbook (Checkbook? Why are kids still learning this in school?).

But of course, eventually, the distraction ended. While the kids were eating their snacks she would go to her phone and see links to other articles and shares on social media—she was going viral, again. One of her old co-workers accidentally added her to a group chat full of her old co-workers trash-talking her and making fun of her. Mandy had to slip into the bathroom to take phone calls from her mom calling her a ‘slut’ which ended in Mandy calling her mother a cunt and hanging up (she never liked her parents, probably why she moved across the country from them).

Wiping away the tears, she came out of the bathroom and had the thought to take the kids to the park for a while. A way to get in public without being in public. It took thirty minutes to get the kids together and ready to leave when there was a knock at the front door. Mandy left the kids in the living room as she answered it, bracing for the worst of it. When the blow came, she still felt unprepared.

Mandy’s Mother-in-law, Janet, stood in the doorway. Her extra-large sunglasses covered most of her shrill, make-up-covered face. She wore a beige conservative pantsuit with black piping that showed her age and her mindset. No fake pleasantries were exchanged as the two eyed another as Mandy knew the only reason she would be here was because she read the articles.

“Janet,” Mandy said, crossing her arms.

“Is Elliot here?” Janet asked coldly, refusing to remove her sunglasses.

“No, he’s at work.”

“Oh… work…” Janet said with amusement in her voice as she folded her arms and popped her hip out to the side. “And what’s this for you? Break time? Did I interrupt a filming?”

Mandy felt as though she was swallowing an apple whole as she cleared her throat and tried not to cry or yell. “No, that’s over. We deleted it all. It’s done.”

“Is it now?” Janey shook her head in disbelief. “A little late, dear. Like putting the ball away after breaking the vase. Do you have any idea how much damage you’ve done? If you wanted to be a loose harlot you could have used your own name. Your own last name. Now, you threaten to bring down my son and everything he worked so hard to achieve. Oh, I knew I should have stopped him from marrying you when I had the chance…”

Mandy didn’t realize she was biting her cheek until she tasted blood and stopped. Clearing her throat she said, “Why are you here, Janet? What do you need?”

Janet furrowed her brow as if it was obvious. “To get the children, of course. There’s no way they can stay with you now.”

Mandy’s eyes lit up now as she stepped forward, filling the doorway, and uncrossed her arms. “Are you insane? No, you’re not coming near my kids.”

“You think they’re better in this disgusting house?” Janet recoiled, appalled.

“They are fine. My children are in a loving house, getting everything they need. They are happy and cared for—what is this that all of a sudden because two parents have great sex they are shitty parents?” Mandy moved forward feeling a flare of rage boil over in her. “Was Elliot adopted? His father never came in your wrinkly cunt? Or do you have to hate sex and only do it in missionary to be a good mom?”

Janet took off her sunglasses and gave Mandy a crooked smirk. “You know it’s talk like that that’s going to make you end up single and without your kids. Then you can finally go be the whore you act like.”

“Yeah, go fuck yourself, Janet,” Mandy said and slammed the door shut in her mother-in-law’s face.

Mandy had enough self-control to keep it together while she checked on her kids watching TV before she went to the bathroom and collapsed on the floor in tears. Burying her face in a towel, she cried like she had never cried before.

They never made it to the park. Instead, Mandy took the kids to the backyard where they played and had a good time. Mandy couldn’t face going outside. She didn’t know if she could ever face that again.

When Elliot came home, Mandy had ordered pizza and had it delivered. She didn’t have the energy to make anything. Elliot and Mandy both wore their brave faces through dinner and TV time with their kids. After putting them to bed, Mandy found her husband in his office with a glass of scotch in one hand and a bottle in the other. Elliot shook the bottle of golden liquor, offering it to her. She nodded and while Elliot looked over his shoulder for a second glass, Mandy took the bottle and poured a large swallow in her mouth. She winced from the sharp taste and set the bottle down, already feeling the warm tingles of the alcohol permeating her body.

“So…” Mandy said, leaning her butt on Elliot’s desk. “How was your day?”

There was a quiet moment where Elliot and she stared at one another. Both reflected on the beating they had received over the last hours. They both smiled then snickered at the shared misery. Elliot let out a long exhale, “It was pretty bad,” he said. “Between all the close friends talking shit to me and my douchebag friends wanting to compliment me, I was inundated with calls and texts from every uncle, brother, and sister I have to tell me how embarrassing I am. My mother didn’t message me, I’m sure she’s waiting to do her scolding in person.”

Mandy remained silent, letting him finish his venting before telling him that his mother had already visited her.

“What about work?” Mandy asked.

Elliot scoffed a laugh and followed it with a drink of scotch.

“My co-workers had their rounds with it. oddly enough, another guy got fired when he forwarded a shared video of us fucking in the bathroom to the entire company. But me, they suspended me without pay until further notice. Most likely they want to just get their ducks in a row, legally speaking before firing me. Making sure I don’t have a lawsuit once they do fire me.”

Mandy sat beside her husband on the couch and hung on his shoulder for a long moment. He finished his scotch and she poured him another.

“You know,” he half laughed. “The funny thing is I’m not even upset. I don’t even know what that means. Anyways, how was your day?”

Mandy took a deep breath, like she was bracing for a punch, then told him. She left out all the things Janet had said to her because she knew how he would react. Even still, Mandy had to physically pull the phone out of Elliot’s hand to keep him from calling his mother and saying something horrible to her. Mandy thought there was enough hate going on in the world right now. After a couple more drinks and sulking in silence, Mandy turned to her husband and asked, “What are we gonna do?”

Elliot finished his last scotch for the night and let out a long sigh. “Well, we’re going to clean the house.”

“Clean the house?” Mandy snickered.

“Yup, clean the house. Then we’re going to teach the kids some of their lessons. Then we’re going to go out to eat.”

“Really?” Mandy asked, wondering if that was a good idea.

“Yup,” Elliot said. Then looked at her with intoxicated but confident eyes. “We’re going to move forward.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE




Mandy didn’t know what it was about cleaning but by the time she finished changing the sheets on her bed and vacuuming the floor to the upstairs, she had to admit she did feel marginally better. They decided to keep the kids out of school for the rest of the week and took shifts handling the kids. Mandy had gotten them breakfast, and then Elliot took over starting their lessons while Mandy cleaned the upstairs. Mandy taught for the next hour while Elliot cleaned the kids’ room. Mandy cleaned the downstairs while Elliot took the kids to the park for ‘recess.’ It was actually kind of a fun morning, Mandy thought. 

When Elliot returned, Mandy was ready to take over and continue the kids’ lessons for the afternoon but Elliot pointed out to the minivan parked in the driveway.

“Keys are in it, minivan is running,” Elliot said with a coy smile.

“What? Why?” Mandy furrowed her brow.

“Go on, get out of here for a few hours. I’ve got this.”

“You sure?” Mandy asked.

“Yeah, go do something. Get a massage or a manicure or something. Trust me. You need a break,” Elliot said.

Mandy eyed him suspiciously but he was right about the cleaning thing so she thought why not. Mandy thought this side of her husband was strange but she went along with it. She had booked a massage with a place on the other side of the town and under the name ‘Jane Smith’ just to be safe that she wasn’t recognized. She also gave the front desk a fake phone number.

God, is this going to be the rest of my life? Living in infamy?

“Jane?” the man called her name from the waiting room and Mandy was doubly surprised as she had to remember that she was Jane and surprised again because the masseuse was actually a masseur. 

“Yes, h—hi,” Mandy said and set down the magazine she was mindlessly flipping through.

“Come on back,” the masseur said with an inviting smile. The man was a lean athletic man and a bit younger than she expected. Twenty years old. Maybe twenty-one?

He kept his hair pulled back in a man bun, gray sweatpants, and a loose white shirt.

“So what brings you in today?” Zack asked after introducing himself and showing Mandy into the massage room. It was dimly lit, with bamboo along with a wall and light incense burning in the corner.

“Just a massage, well obviously,” Mandy laughed, feeling nervous and giddy, but not quite sure why. “Just the full body massage. Been really stressed lately and am just trying to you know, unstress.”

“Right, right, sure,” Zack smiled warmly, revealing dimples that were hiding. “Well, I’ll step out, you can change, and just flip this switch when you’re ready, and I’ll be back in, okay?”

“Yeah, thanks,” Mandy said. She enjoyed stripping out of her clothes and lying down on the massage table. The excitement as she placed the towel over her bulbous rear end and flipped the switch made her forget the outside world. Just being around a strange attractive young man and having the thrill of him touching her was enough for her to forget the troubles of the outside world.

The massage began as every other massage she had. Zack was actually quite good. Mandy preferred to get massages from men. She liked it a little rougher and their strong hands had the right touch. He massaged her feet and then her calves. When he touched her lower thighs, a few naughty thoughts struck her. Like how this would make such a good video to post if she recorded the massage and then her fucking Zack. But that line of thought quickly made her recall deleting her accounts and the humiliation just building with every passing moment outside the walls. Zack moved to her shoulders and middle back and Mandy took a deep breath, clearing her mind of the outside world, the internet, and everything.

In order to stay out of her head and keep from ruining the experience, Mandy started imagining other things Zack’s hands could be doing. As his fingers worked over her lower back, she fantasized that they kept going and removed the towel from her. She rubbed her thighs together imagining his fingers sliding down her ass crack and penetrating her pussy. She licked her lips as she imagined cumming on his fingers then jerking down his sweatpants to suck his cock. 

Minutes went by and she was lost in the fantasy. Her cheeks were flush as she pictured him bending her over the table and fucking her hard. He’d pull her hair and smack her ass cheek, making her moan. She’d push back into him as he rammed her hard.

God…

It was then, after allowing this fantasy to go for twenty minutes that she realized she had been moaning to herself out loud. That she felt the slickness drip down her thighs and wondered if Zack saw it. Her face was so hot and her mind so ravenously horny that she could think of little else. The room felt awkward for a moment when she heard Zack clear his throat and noticed he was turned at an odd angle while rubbing her back. 

Cocking her head to the side she thought she saw something which led to her raising her head to get a better look. the words rolled out of her mouth without thought.

“Do you have an erection?” Mandy asked as the bulge was clear as day through his gray sweatpants.

The look on Zack’s face became mortified as the color from his face drained to white then turned immediately red. He backed away with his hands raised as if Mandy had just cried rape and started apologizing.

“I’m so so so sorry. This has never happened before. I just heard those noises you made and—oh god, please don’t call the police or⁠—”

Mandy snickered a laugh but stifled it because she felt bad for the young man. She raised to wave the boy down from his panic attack but then realized her breasts were showing. He closed his eyes and covered them with a hand like he was a five-year-old at a rated R movie and Mandy snickered some more at the absurdity of it all.

God, this next generation is so sheltered…

Mandy sat up on the table and pulled the towel on her back to hang in front of her like a dividing curtain.

“Open your eyes, Zack. It’s okay,” Mandy reassured. “They’re just tits.”

Zack peaked, then lowered his hands. It took him a minute to remember his still raging erection that pointed through his sweatpants toward Mandy. He quickly dropped his hands to cover it as he looked as though he might try to run away.

“I’m so sorry—” he started again but Mandy waved him off.

“It’s fine, they’re just tits, see?” Mandy half laughed and pulled down her towel to show them off. Zack looked at them, looked away, then looked at them again. “It’s okay, do you like them?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Here, come here, touch them,” Mandy said with a curved and welcoming smile.

Zack approached like he was walking towards a bomb. His eyes looked at her face for confirmation as he reached out and palmed her breasts. The entire time she could see on his face that he thought this was going to be a trick of some kind. That she was going to have him arrested now.

“See? No big deal, right? You like them, I like this, fair exchange…” Mandy continued with her smile deepening as she reached down with a palm and stroked his hard cock gently through his sweatpants. His body might have frozen in place at the shocking turn of events, but his hands were definitely still taking full advantage of feeling her chest. “Mmmm… that feels nice. Here. Roll my nipple like that between your fingers ahh yes… good mmmm… Do you like that?”

“Yeah,” he said.

“I can tell. You’re throbbing hard beneath your pants. Shame they’re in the way…”

Needing no further prompting, Zack had his sweatpants and boxers off in a few seconds. Within seconds after that Mandy had dropped the towel and knelt on his as she took his throbbing hard cock in her mouth and slid her salivating lips up and down on his shaft. She had the college boy pinned against the wall as she jerked the base of his shaft with one hand while tonguing and sucking the tip and playing with his balls in the other hand. 

Mandy was having the time of her life, slobbering over this young stud’s hard-on, but based on how much he was throbbing and grunting she knew she had to stop or she’d lose access to his fun stick from an early release.

Popping his bulbous head out of her mouth, she gasped for air and told the young man to get on the ground. He complied like a good boy and laid on his back as Mandy straddled him. She took his hands and brought them to her breasts then stroked his sopping wet shaft as she guided it to her dripping pussy. 

Feeding the head inside her, she let out a moan, “Ohhhh fuckk…” then clapped a hand over her mouth as she realized they were in a massage room surrounded by others just like it.

Rocking back and forth on the young hard cock, she let her hair fall over her shoulders as she felt Zack’s hands lower to her hips as her tits began to sway and bounce quickly.

“Fuck me,” Mandy moaned from behind her palm, muffling it some but not much. “Oh god yes, fuck me. Fuck me good.”

Zack groaned, but he was pressing off with his feet now and bucking up inside her pussy. His cock made a thick wet sound as his hard shaft shoved inside her pussy.

“Shitt…” Mandy cried out as she moved a hand down between her thighs to rub circles on her moist clit. “Oh god! I’m going to fucking cum…” she tried to whisper but it didn’t come out that way.

Riding the poor boy like he was a stallion, Mandy braced a hand against the wall as they fucked each other. The steep edge of the powerful orgasm she found struck fast and hard. Her legs nearly straightened as she came hard in a squat and squirted down on his cock. Using every bit of focus she had, Mandy realized from the boy’s groans that he was about to cum too. She quickly lowered her mouth to his crotch and forced her lips down his shaft which was still dripping with the juices from her pussy. Slamming her mouth up and down on his throbbing cock, Mandy face fucked herself until she felt his cock flex and spurts of young cum cover her tongue. Swallowing it all, she didn’t allow her lips off of him until she felt him begin to soften.

Zack panted as he rubbed his hands over his face as if he were checking to see if this was real life or not. Mandy whipped her sweaty sex hair back over her head as she breathed heavily. Using her middle finger, she rubbed the corner of her mouth and then quickly got her clothes back on. Zack was still struggling to get back to his feet by the time Mandy was dressed. 

“Hey—J-Jane? Can I like, call you some time?” Zack asked in a hurry when Mandy had her hand on the doorknob.

Mandy smiled and gave him a wink, “Sure, hun. The front desk has my number.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


Elliot


Elliot noticed there was something different about Mandy when she came home from her massage. He felt terrible for her. He knew she was blaming herself for everything that was happening to them when the blame was on both of them. He hated how she somehow always forced all the bad onto her plate. Elliot thought maybe some alone time would do some good.

Maybe the massage really helped?

“Hey, guys!” Mandy called out as the three kids surrounded her as soon as she returned home. Falling to the floor, Mandy tickled Jake while fending off the other two diving for their turn. “Oh, you like that huh?” Mandy laughed as she tickled all three of them at once.

When she had finished riling up the kids, Mandy stood and gave a wide smile to Elliot who returned it.

“Hey there,” she said.

“Hey, good massage?”

“Yeah,” Mandy said and nodded out to the street. “Key are in the car.”

“What?” Elliot said furrowing his brow.

“I had my massage, now it’s your turn. Take the night off.”

Elliot snickered and waved her away, “No that’s okay. I’m fine, hun.”

“It wasn’t an offer, it was an order,” Mandy said as she walked by her husband and smacked his ass. “Go on, go to the bar, go to a movie… take the night. I got this.”

Elliot made a face as Mandy took over in the kitchen where he was making sandwiches for the kids. “You sure?”

“My minivan’s running, better get to it before someone steals it,” Mandy smiled.

“Alright thanks, hun.”

Elliot went out to his wife’s minivan and had no idea what to do or where to go. Free time wasn’t a thing when you were a father and husband and a new associate at a law firm.

Well, that last part might not be so anymore. Elliot thought as he drove but shook the thought away. there would be enough time to think about all the different ways his future was fucked. Enjoy the peace and quiet, he told himself.

Ending up at a sports bar because he didn’t know where else to go, Elliot nursed a beer at the bar and watched ESPN for a few minutes before he was scrolling through his phone. Looking at his contacts, he realized there was no one he wanted to talk to or see. He had blocked most of the ones he used to talk to, including his mother. 

What was life going to be like here when all my family and friends I never wanted to see and talk to?

Then to his surprise, there was a text that made it through his blocking software that made it through.

Tonya

‘Hey, hope this isn’t too soon. I’m not stalking you, yet (hehe)’

Elliot smiled and replied.

Elliot

‘Not at all.’

Tonya

‘Want to get online? You can bring your wife. I want to show you two how constantly wet my pussy has been for the last 72 hours. ugh!’

Elliot smirked and drained the rest of his beer as he considered his response.

Elliot

‘I can do you one better. Want to meet?’

The flood of googling eye faces and hearts that drowned his cell phone screen was her reply. An hour later the pair met in the back of a Walmart parking lot in a halfway point between the two. Tonya exited her car and ran like she was naked the few feet to the passenger side of his wife’s minivan. When she climbed inside the car and closed the door, Elliot could see why. Carrying her book bag with her, she wore a red and black plaid schoolgirl skirt that barely covered her crotch. Her white low v-cut top revealed her black bra around her perfect breasts as her long black hair draped over her shoulders.

“Hi again,” Elliot said, eyeing the girl.

“Hi,” Tonya replied meekly. Then looked in the back seat. “Where’s Amanda?”

Amanda. She’s seen the news. Of course, she’s seen the news.

“At home with the kids,” Elliot said.

Tonya bit her lip to hide her small smile. She leaned forward slightly, “When I saw the video you posted online of us I…” Tonya licked her lips breathlessly. “I haven’t been able to keep from fucking my worthless cunt. It was so hot.”

“Then you saw the news…” Elliot said.

“Yes, is that why you took down the sites? You should put them back up! You guys are, like, viral. You’re everywhere. There's even a petition online to bring your videos back online. It was started as a joke but it's gotten like sixty thousand signatures,” Tonya blurted out breathlessly.

“Hm. Really?” Elliot chuckled, amused by the internet he had been avoiding. His eyes flicked down to her cleavage on instinct and she caught him spying on her.

Leaning back against the passenger door and exposing her belly button from her short shirt, Tonya smirked. “But you didn’t want to meet to hear this from me…” she teased as her hands rubbed her bare thighs up and down beneath her skirt. “I want you to fuck me again…” Tonya said so softly it sounded like a whisper. She reached into her backpack and removed the small black masquerade mask that Mandy had given her after their last threesome. “I want you to film you fucking me.”

Just what we need right now. More video evidence out there in the world.

Elliot hung his head as he thought this and shook from side to side. Tonya leaned forward and rubbed her hand over his inner thigh, stretching toward his crotch. There was an innocent look on her face, “Please… sir… You can do whatever you want to me now…” Tonya pleaded as her other hand palmed her breasts seductively and pulled down on her shirt, revealing her black lacy bra beneath. “And your wife can watch the video after… then she can do whatever she wants to me later…” Tonya licked her lips, flicking her black hair over one shoulder as she leaned forward, rubbing the bulge in his jeans with one hand as she maneuvered her lips to his neck. She pecked several kisses along his neck inching up to his ear. “I can be your guys’ personal whore. Your slut to fuck whenever you want. You bitch to do whatever you want with…” her hot breath bathed his neck with every wet kiss she planted before she sucked on his earlobe and hummed a moan of approval at his massive cock pressing against the front of his jeans. “Please, sir… please fuck me…”

When Elliot snatched the twenty-two-year-old girl and pulled him onto his lap she emitted a guttural moan somewhere between fright and pleasure. Elliot cupped the back of the girl’s neck and pulled her lips to his as he kissed her hard while at the same time snatching her bare ass beneath her skirt and jerked her body onto his lap. She moved gladly. Straddling his hips in the driver’s seat, the skinny girl easily fit between him and the steering wheel. 

Elliot’s hands explored her breasts and began pulling and stretching her low-cut shirt as he ripped it off of her. He buried his lips in her cleavage as he jerked down her bra and lapped at her nipples. All the while Tonya’s hands were busy undoing his belt and jeans. When she finally unzipped his pants his hard cock shoved its way out, demanding attention.

“Oh god…” Tonya groaned, one hand clawing at the back of the married man’s head as he sucked her nipples and the other hand tearing his boxers aside to stroke his massive cock. “I need you inside me, baby. Please fuck me, daddy…”

Elliot’s hands slid down her body and under her loose skirt. She didn’t wear panties and a swipe of her pussy made his fingers wet from how soaked she was. When his cock pierced her pussy it was like a metal knife stabbing into warm butter. The girl straightened and threw her head back, crying out as he filled her up. Elliot squeezed her bubble ass cheeks in his palms as he forced her down on him. 

“Ahh ahhh ohh god! Fuck!” Tonya cried out as he split her open. She closed her eyes to focus on the moment as she eased herself all the way down. He could feel her body squeezed against his as her fingernails dug into him. “Ooooooo….” 

When Tonya was finally used to his length and girth she began to rise and lower on the man. Biting her lip, she reached over to the other seat and pulled on her black mask, covering her innocent eyes. Then reached down and removed Elliot’s phone from his jeans pocket. starting a video, she propped the phone up on the passenger seat to record as she began to ride him.

Staring down into the man’s eyes, Tonya raised and lowered her fat ass on his iron rod as his hands traversed her entire body. He groped her bouncing breasts as she leaned forward to kiss the older man deeply. Their tongues intertwined as the young woman worked her agile hips on his cock like a belly dancer. 

The kiss broke apart when Elliot squeezed the meat of her hips and forced her hips down on him. Tonya arched her back and threw her head back as she cried out a moan.

“Oh fffuck! Oh god!” Tonya moaned as Elliot started to thrust up into the girl, stuffing his cock all the way inside her drenched hole. “Ah ah ah ah ahh gah! Don’t stop! Oh please!”

There was a hard-packing sound of his body pounding into hers as he pumped up inside her. She pressed a hand against the ceiling of the minivan to keep from bouncing into the roof and to push her pussy back down on his shaft.

“Jesus Christ—oh fuck! Yes! Yes! You’re gonna make me cum, daddy!” she squealed. 

Elliot slid his hands up to her bony shoulders like a rough seat belt and pulled her body down on his cock as he fucked her hard.

“Ah ahhhh fuck! I’m cumming!” Tonya spasmed as her thighs clamped around Elliot’s hips and her shoulders shook. “Oh my god!”

In an instant, it was like Tonya turned into an animal that had seized hold of Elliot like a parasite. Her arms and legs wrapped tight around his shoulders so he couldn’t remove her sweaty body even if he used his strength. Her hot breath bathed his neck as her voice trembled and tried to breathe as the orgasm was taking a toll. 

Slowly, he peeled her extremities away from him one at a time. With a pouty face, Tonya whined as he dragged her off his body. Like a bratty woman who was ready to wake up, but Elliot wasn’t done with her yet. He moved her into the back seat and took the recording cell phone with him. 

Tonya was knelt on her hands and knees in the small aisle between the two chairs in the second row. Her creamy white ass faced the front of the vehicle as Elliot kicked off his jeans and moved behind her. He could see the white headlights of passing cars through the parking lot in the windows surrounding him and the line of red taillights of traffic stopped at a red light in the street beyond. He hadn’t considered the ramifications of being caught while fucking this nubile girl like a street whore.

We’ll find out…

Tonya was still in a daze, crawling on all fours back to the back seat bench when Elliot grabbed her hips and dragged her back to him. She let out a small yelp and steadied herself on the back of one of the middle chairs.

Flipping up the girl’s skirt to her lower back, Elliot smacked Tonya’s right ass cheek hard.

“Ugh! Oh, daddy…” the girl purred and looked over her shoulder. Her draping black hair covered most of her face.

Elliot spit on her ass crack and rubbed his finger between her ass cheeks. His middle finger pressed pressure on her tight anus and pushed circles into it making her arch her back and moan.

“Oooo daddy, yes…” she groaned. When his fingertip pushed inside her asshole her breath caught and he saw her small hand clench the chair beside her tightly. “Oh, daddy yes!”

Elliot filmed her rocking body as she begged for more inside her. Without needing prompting, Tonya reached between her legs and groped at his hard-hanging cock, and began to stroke it. feeding it into her pussy lips, Tonya leaned back on his cock and slid its length inside her cunt.

“Ohhh god daddy… I… I can’t!” Tonya cried as she stopped halfway back on his cock. Her hand was on her forehead as her black hair fell over her face. Her fat ass arched up at him as she continued to tease her ass with his fingertip. Pushing another inch of his finger into her asshole he watched her ass cheek clap and felt her anus flex tight around his finger, again and again. “Ahhh! Fuck fuck fuck! Oh, fuck me! Fuck me, daddy!”

Thrusting his cock forward into the girl, he pounded all of his cock inside her with long hard thrusts. 

“Ah of fuck! Oh my gah!” she cried.

The wet sound of his cock slicing into her pussy filled the minivan Tonya bit the back of her hand as she plastured her face against the floorboard of Elliot’s wife’s minivan and he fuck her pussy hard. Slamming inside her, he fucked her down into the floor as her screams became primal and desperate. 

“Oh gah yes yes fuck me fuck me like the slut I am Daddy! Make me your whore! Take me! Take me!” she begged.

Elliot grabbed a lock of her hair and pulled her head back, making her head loll as he thumped inside her.

“Ohhhahhhh!” she cried. “Oh god, baby… oh god… I can’t I I I can’t oh my god…” Tonya’s moans went silent as her breaths became gasping and then went silent altogether. 

The only sound was Elliot’s gritted teeth grunts as he neared the edge and the hard claps of his body smashing into the young woman’s. her fingers dug into the chairs on either side of her as he forced his cock into her.

“Oh fuckk!” she screamed through a ragged breath. Her desperate lungs sucked in air as her body seized and her whole body seized. Tonya collapse to the floorboard of the vehicle as Elliot smacked her ass red and continued to fuck her raw. “Oh god oh god oh god!!” 

Sweat dripped down Elliot’s brow as his hand clamped down on her hips and he fucked her pussy through her powerful orgasm. He rammed his cock down into her like she was a fuck doll until he felt the edge of no return. 

“Ugh gah! Yes! Cum in me Daddy! Cum inside me baby yes!” Tonya demanded.

Elliot clenched his teeth and groaned as his cock flexed buried deep inside her pussy lips. Spurts of cum filled her pussy with every thrust and flex of his shaft. With a final thrust, Elliot held his cock deep inside the young woman’s cunt.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN




Mandy’s finger circled the rim of her wine glass as she was lost in a stare at the simple structure. The red wine in the glass shimmered as her finger did laps around it. It was a strange and peaceful moment. The kids had gone to bed over an hour ago and the house was quiet. She sat at the dinner table, enjoying the silence. Elliot wasn’t home yet, which didn’t bother Mandy. She gave him the night off to enjoy. She just hoped that meant he was enjoying it.

It had been a confusing time since she returned home from her “massage.” Mandy walked around the house in something of a daze. Like she was in a dream that was too real. It was better than the crying mess she was earlier that day. She wasn’t sad or happy. Mandy was… lost. The world she lived in, the same world that made sense yesterday didn’t make sense anymore. It was like she saw that her entire life had been an illusion and was expected to continue living lost in this illusion. Forever. Like nothing had changed. When everything had changed.

Or had it? Am I just going crazy?

The door opened and she heard the familiar sounds of her husband taking off his shoes and getting situated. When Elliot appeared around the corner he wore a wide smile and pointed to the wine glass with a nod. He made a pit stop in his office to get his bottle of scotch and a fresh glass.

“How did it go tonight while I was gone?” Elliot asked, approaching the table with his glass of scotch.

“I fucked the massage therapist,” Mandy blurted out halfway through Elliot sitting down. Mandy left her half smile on her lips and shrugged. “I didn’t plan on it. It just… happened, I guess.” Mandy didn’t mean to laugh but the moment overtook her.

Elliot settled in his seat and had no expression as he nodded and took a long drink from his scotch. There was a worry bubbling in Mandy that she didn’t expect. A whisper of a ghost in the back of her mind wondered if she just found a way to fuck her life up more than she already had. A flash of the future her mother-in-law had promised her.

Setting down the glass, Elliot reached into his pocket and removed his cell phone. Pressing play on something, he slid it in front of Mandy. She could hear the breathy moans before she saw it and recognized them. Her husband was being ridden by Tonya in the minivan. Mandy held the phone and couldn't help but smile. Smile at the irony that they both used their break from their torturous social punishment for having sex… by having sex. Then Mandy smiled again at the adorable sight of Tonya in a sexy red plaid schoolgirl skirt. She didn’t realize how much she missed the girl until she saw her riding her husband.

Mandy picked up her glass of wine without removing her eyes from the cell phone screen and sipped the wine as she watched her husband make the woman cum. Glancing at her husband, she saw him sit back in his seat with a ghost of a smile on his lips as he watched her watch.

Mandy hadn’t even realized how wet she had gotten until she started rubbing the crotch of her yoga pants and felt a wet spot. Elliot had their little slut on her hands and knees in the back of their minivan now. Mandy circled her clit through her pants and felt the peaks of pleasure pulse in her sex. 

Oh, god. He’s fingering her asshole! I’ve always wanted my ass fucked!

Mandy chewed on her lower lip as she watched Elliot fuck this girl’s pussy ragged. Smacking her ass, pulling her hair back—oh god, baby… Mandy’s heart was thumping against her chest as the excitement of Elliot watching her now was nearly too much. Her cheeks flushed as she parted her lips and gasped. 

She could hear her husband cumming with his cock buried in this slut’s pussy. She could see them both cum. Oh, god… Mandy cupped her left breast through her top and felt her hard nipple.

Mandy was about to set the phone down, thinking that the video was over when the camera suddenly shook and Tonya had taken the phone. The girl still panted heavily as she turned the camera lens on a close-up of her sweaty face. Strands of her shiny black hair stuck to her cheek and forehead and others were blown out of the way by her heavy breaths.

“Amanda…” Tonya said into the camera, and Mandy felt her heart leap in her chest at the visceral reality of this video talking to her. Tonya’s voice was ragged and begging. “I miss you, I need you… Your husband just came in my pussy but I want him to cum in your pussy. I want to eat it out of you. I want you to have your way with me. I want to be the slut that you two share… Amanda… I’m yours…”


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT




When the video ended, Mandy’s eyes found her husband’s and they held each other’s gaze for a long moment. When they moved, the two launched toward one another like they read each other’s minds. Standing, Elliot cupped the back of his wife’s neck and kissed her hard, feeling her wet lips on his. Immediately, Mandy reached for his crotch and rubbed the half-hard cock beneath his pants. He felt amazing, but before she could do anything more than just pet his mass a few times, Mandy was lifted into the air as Elliot’s hands scooped her up beneath her butt cheeks. 

Mandy instantly wrapped her thick thighs around his hips as they continued to kiss. Carrying her over to the sofa, he put her down and immediately got to work undoing his belt. Tearing his pants and boxers down, Mandy’s lips seized upon his cock. She could taste the salty use that had dried on it and imagined she could taste Tonya’s pussy still on his big cock. Rubbing her cool delicate hands over his bare thighs and ass, Mandy worked her lips up and down on his cock as it grew and firmed in her lips until she felt as though she sucked on an iron rod. 

Elliot pulled her lips off his cock in a hurry, he knew what he wanted. Hooking his hands under her knees, he jerked her forward and lifted her hips higher while taking her pants off as her head slid to the bottom cushion of the couch. Mandy let out a small yelp of surprise and put her fingers over her mouth as almost an apology as they both knew they had to be quiet.

This was going to be difficult, Mandy knew, when she felt her long and thick husband stab his cock deep into her pussy. Pursing her lips and furrowing her brow in focus, she looked down and watched his iron rod pierce her drenched pussy lips. The cock filled her up and made her ache at the same time. Elliot lifted her legs and spread them so her pussy was the highest part of her body as he pounded down into her. It took both of Mandy’s hands cupping over her mouth to keep the moaning from escaping. 

Her body was scrunched into a ‘U’ as she was pinned in the corner of the couch. Mandy’s feet bounced on either side of Elliot lifelessly with every solid thrust from her husband. In a panic, Mandy held up a hand to shake back and forth as she felt a building pressure and she didn’t know if she could stay quiet. Elliot didn’t care. He grabbed her protesting arm and pinned it above her head by the wrist as he thrusted in her. 

“Mmmmm! Mmmmm! Mmmmm oh godmmm!” Mandy groaned as her vision went blurry and her toes curled.

Under pressure from her orgasm, Elliot pulled his cock out of her pussy and a short squirt of juices fell from her and splashed the carpet.

“Oh god…” Mandy cried into the back of her hand as another, shorter, squirt came out of her. “Ohhh… oh… fuck.”

Elliot moved to stick his dick back in her but Mandy stood and stumbled toward the kitchen. She caught herself on the dining room table as Elliot came to grab her from behind. It was a strange thought to have but she didn’t want to squirt again on the carpet after they had just cleaned it earlier today. She was going to Elliot’s office where she could at least be a bit louder, but they didn’t make it that far.

Falling into the granite kitchen island countertop, Mandy felt her husband grip the sides of her hips and jerk her ass back as she leaned forward on the counter. Her hand clapped over her mouth as his cock was shoved back in her pussy. With a rough jerk of her hips, he pulled her backward as he rammed forward.

“Mmmm! Mm! Mm! Mm!” Mandy grunted with every hard thrust inside her.

The fabric of her shirt was not strong enough to contain her swaying heavy breasts, and she peeled her remaining clothes away exposing her heavy breasts. 

“Ahmmmm!” Mandy grunted as his cock slammed in again and again.

The sound of their clapping bodies became louder than Mandy’s pursed-lipped grunts. 

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Elliot fucked her like a porn star and Mandy bit her lower lip as she struggled to keep from crying out. her clammy palms pressed against the countertop, shoving her ass backward as he pumped into her. 

Mandy clenched her teeth together when she felt his hand grab a thick lock of her blonde hair bouncing everywhere and jerk her head back just like he did that college slut in the back of their minivan.

“Oh god…” Mandy cried through gritted teeth. “Fuck me… fuck me, oh god yes….”

With rough violent thrusts, Mandy stood on her tippy toes as the fast-approaching orgasm struck her like a car accident. Mandy rose up and her knees inverted as her pussy clenched down on his cock harder than ever. 

“Ugh! Oh fucmmmmmm!” Mandy had lost control as she screamed, but Elliot’s warm palm clamped over her mouth just in time. 

Her pussy forced out his cock then spat out a gush of juices as she came. The splash they made on the hardwood floor was loud. Mandy’s ass cheeks flexed together at the same time her muscles tensed in her back and shoulders. It was like her entire body was seizing. Still bent over the counter, Mandy had her cheek pressed to the top as the strength left her body. For a moment she thought she could pass out standing bent over the kitchen counter, but it was Elliot’s hands this time that guided her away. Her bare feet shuffled through the puddle she left as he brought her to his office and closed the door behind them. 

By the time he was positioning her for their next fuck, Mandy had found the strength in her legs. She knew what she wanted and she was going to get it. Turning to her husband, she shoved him onto the couch where he sat with his throbbing cock still standing tall. In the far corner was a bottle of vanilla moisturizer that she brought over to the couch with a coy smile on her face.

“What are you doing?” Elliot asked curiously.

Pumping a handful of white creamy moisturizer into her palm, she made long slow strokes on his cock while staring into his eyes. He stared her down as she lathered his entire shaft in the slippery mess. Climbing on his lap, she let his cock tease her pussy for several seconds as her lips hovered just in front of his lips.

“I want you… to fuck me in the ass…” Mandy said and saw the surprise in her husband’s eyes. Reaching between their legs, she stroked his shaft again, watching the tip ooze pre-cum before she rose up and pushed his cock down to her ass crack. “I want to feel your, thick, hard, long fucking cock fill up my asshole…”

Mandy narrowed her eyes on his when she fed the tip between her ass cheeks and felt the pressure growing on her anus. Her lips parted and her breathing increased as the head of his cock started to spread. 

“Oh… uhhmmm,” Mandy bit her lip as she felt the thick head of his cock push inside her asshole and hold. “Oh fuck… just like that baby… just like that…”

Elliot lowered himself and pushed his hips up suddenly and Mandy felt more of him fill her ass. Her eyes went wide and her lips parted beggingly.

“Ah oh, fuck… oh fuck…” she cried. “Yes… yes, baby… I can feel you flexing in my fucking ass. Ugh, god.”

Elliot held inside her for a long minute as her anus got used to him. Then he started to thrust inside her. His milky cream-covered cock slowly pumped in and out of her tight hole. Each thrust went deeper. With every pump, her eyes went wider and threatened to roll back. Within several minutes, he was fucking her with steady pumps as she began to ride her.

“Oh my god!” Mandy cupped a hand over her mouth as she struggled to balance on her husband’s lap. Her tits bounced wildly as she dropped her ass on his cock. Her blonde hair bouncing on her shoulders as she fucked him. “Rub my pussy, rub my puss—oh, fuck just like that!”

Elliot circled his thumb over her wet clit in fast repetitive motions making her lock eyes with him in shock. Her fat tits clapped down on her chest with every rise and fall. Her pussy tensed and quivered as her asshole clenched on his cock making him groan.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh….” Mandy threw her head back and moaned “I’m cumming, ugh fuck…”

Her body trembled as she exploded in his lap. Her seizing pussy squirted into his lap as he continued to finger her clit and fuck her ass. The wet sloshing noise of his fat cock forcing into her ass filled the room. 

“Oh my god, please… please baby, cum in my ass,” Mandy begged. “Oh my god, I need it. I want it. Fuck me. Fuck me in my fucking ass.”

Mandy could feel it when he came inside her asshole. His thick girth flexed and filled her up in ways she didn’t know how. She clenched onto his body and pulled him tight to her as her breasts mashed into his chest. The pair collapsed to the side on his couch. His cock remained in her ass for several minutes before it finally fell out and she let out a small groan.

“I’m sick of the world telling me who I can be,” Mandy blurted out, still panting. Her eyes found her husband’s as she pawed his chest. “I just want to be me. Fuck the world.”

Elliot licked his lips. Reaching up, he ran a finger across Mandy’s forehead and tucked a lock of her hair that dangled in front of her face behind her ear. 

“Then let’s be us,” he said. “Fuck the world.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE




Mandy felt the familiar queasy excitement in her belly. It was the same feeling she felt the first time she uploaded a video of herself naked. The same feeling she felt when she live-streamed, when she was fingered by a stranger, and now, as she and her husband hovered behind his laptop with the same uncertainty.

We could still turn back. We don’t have to do this…

She leaned into her husband as he clicked open their main account and she chewed her lip nervously. Elliot scrolled down and hovered the cursor over the ‘Publish’ button. He took a deep breath and looked at his wife as he let it out. The same excitement and worried nervousness in his expression.

“Ready?” he asked.

Mandy licked her lips and couldn’t help but break into a goofy grin. There was something absurdly hilarious about their self-destruction.

“Ready?” she repeated. “As in, am I ready to irrevocably destroy my life, your life, and everything we spent decades achieving?”

Elliot made a face as he considered her words, then gave a half-shrug with a cute curve of a smile in the corner of his lips.

“Well, yeah, I suppose,” he said.

Mandy took a deep breath and let it out. Nodding to her husband, she whispered, “Okay.”

“Together?”

“Together,” Mandy agreed and leaned her head on his shoulder and put her hand on his as he moved the cursor on the screen. “On three?”

“One?” he said, smiling wider.

“Two,” Mandy said.

“Three,” they both said together as they clicked on the laptop.


CHAPTER THIRTY




…Seven Days Earlier…

The hotel was just the way Mandy remembered it. Checking into the suite reminded her of that night that felt like forever ago. Sharing her husband’s slut between them was the apex of Mandy’s sexual highs in life. As they set up the tripods and cameras around the room, she thought she would beat that experience today.

The rollercoaster feeling that washed over her insides any time she thought of what they were doing. It would be a lie to say she didn’t have doubts. It was difficult to commit to any decision when it affected her entire life, the life of her husband, and most of all, her kids.

This is right. It is alright… it will be alright…

Unlike before, Mandy and Elliot didn’t meet their co-stars in the hotel restaurant. This time they weren’t meeting a nubile college girl. For Mandy, it felt like they were meeting two women with the upper hand. Lexi and Allison had peppered their social media accounts with messages ever since their last video was cut short. Having been spotted during their lesbian threesome in Mandy’s minivan, the pair of sexy ladies wanted to have a proper ending to their encounter.

After setting up in the luxurious hotel room for filming, the couple watched TV for several nerve-racking minutes. When the knock at the door came, Mandy and Elliot shot a look at one another that said a thousand words. Something between ‘Are you ready?’ and ‘Are we really doing this?’ with a slight nod from Mandy and a smirk forming on her husband’s lips, the answer to both questions was the same.

“Hi there!” Lexi and Allison said in unison. Their excitement exploded off of them as they greeted the married couple with smiles and enthused hugs. Lexi, the short blond popsicle of a woman, launched into a conversation about the drive to the hotel, which transitioned to how beautiful the room was, which seamlessly rolled into how sad she was when she saw Mandy had taken down her profile. Mandy found herself wrapped up in Lexi’s charisma and enjoying the tour of her thoughts. Lexi wore a white crop top shirt that revealed her belly button piercing and a matching white short skirt that hugged her hips. Mandy thought she looked like a piece of candy.

Allison found the high-ceilinged living room area with a wall of windows that looked out over downtown. The cameras were set up in a half circle around the couches. Absent-mindedly, Allison ran her fingers through her long black hair and inspected the area where all the action was going down. Mandy’s eyes flicked to the black booty shorts that squeezed around her ass and wedged in her crack. Her red shirt had a long V-neck that exposed her luscious line of cleavage. Her large breasts bounced with every step, her high heels clicking each time. If Lexi looked like candy, Allison was dessert.

They sat and spoke for some time. More than they had before, which was none. Mandy learned that Allison was an audio engineer and Lexi was a digital marketer. Mandy was surprised to learn that Mandy’s social media channel had inspired the long-term couple to start their own online account where they share their bodies with the world. It gave Mandy a sense of pride as much as she felt embarrassed. She never started doing this to inspire. Mandy was horny and turned on by the idea…

Now look where I am.

When the talking and giggles died out, Elliot knew what he had to do. Without moving from his seat, he pressed a button on his phone and all three cameras started to record. Between the wet kisses, Mandy cracked her closed eyes and saw Elliot aiming his cell phone at the trio as they went at each other. A small smile on the corner of his lips as he stared at the cell phone screen.

Mandy felt hands pawing at her body. Pulling her arm this way, opening her thighs, turning her face here. The amount of attention she received was intoxicating. She struggled to keep her breathing under control as the two women peeled the shirt over her head and seemed to giggle with excitement that she wasn’t wearing a bra.

Mmm… How they loved my breasts, Mandy moaned as she felt hands massaging her thick tits and squeezing her hard nipples.

It was heaven to be molested on all sides like this. She had intended and tried to get on top of Allison but the strength and intention of the woman was greater than what Mandy was capable of. Allison’s dominance was like a raging river and Mandy was just the canoe being jostled about to where the river took her.

Before Mandy realized it, she was on her back with her head laid in Lexi’s lap as Allison pulled her skirt free from her legs and tossed it to the side. and just like that, Mandy was completely naked. Moving like a starved animal, Allison repositioned herself between Mandy’s legs and let Mandy’s thighs rest on her shoulders.

“Ahh! Mmmm…” Mandy winced and hummed and the dichotomy of pain and pleasure as Lexi cupped both her breasts, mashing them together, and clamped down hard on her nipples with her thumbs just as Allison sliced her long wet tongue between Mandy’s pussy lips. Allison’s eyes were locked up at Mandy’s as she moved her face to and from the married woman’s pussy, allowing her tongue to fuck her hole over and over again.

“Oh god… oooo…” For every wave of pleasure that washed over Mandy, a spike of pain brought her back to reality. Lexi still had her nipples clamped down but now was stretching them out above her breasts and swinging them back and forth. She was torn between crying out for her to stop and begging her to pull a little harder. “Ahhh Jesus Christ!”

Allison made a long, wet lap on her clit that felt like her spine just had a warm bath. Tingles went everywhere and her body trembled. Allison continued up and leaned over Mandy to kiss her girlfriend long and deep.

“You want her to stop? Huh?” Allison asked Mandy after the kiss.

“No, ugh…” Mandy grunted as Allison snatched one of Mandy’s breasts and put it in her mouth. “Oh ugh ow!”

Allison bit into her nipple then tongued and sucked it hard, keeping Mandy right on the edge of frustration. In a heartbeat, Allison had her pants and underwear off. Mandy bit her lip, wishing she had taken her top off. God, how she wanted to see her plump breasts and athletic body. Working up a gob saliva in her mouth, Allison bent over and spat it right on Mandy’s sensitive pussy lips.

“Oh fuuuuck…” Mandy cooed. She was worked up so much, she needed a release. She needed to cum.

“Hold her down,” Allison ordered Lexi who responded by taking Mandy’s arms and holding them down above her head. “I don’t want her to budge an inch.”

Mandy’s lips were parted as she felt Allison straddle one of her legs and slowly lower her pussy lips onto Mandy’s pussy. God, it was such a wet mess between the two of them. Mandy felt the squish of juices as Allison pressed into her and heard the slick sound. Allison bit her lip as she looked down at her. Rocking her hips back and forth, Mandy felt her sex become electrified as their pussies and clits brushed on one another.

“Mmmm fuck yes, baby,” Allison growled as her hips worked her over. “I’m going to ride your wet fucking pussy like the slut that you are…”

To Mandy’s surprise, she groaned, “Oh god yes! I’m your slut!”

The slippery motion was constant and never-ending as Allison slowly circled her hips over Mandy’s like she was a belly dancer. It was driving her insane as the orgasm built and built but never came. She watched Allison’s nipples grow hard and push through her white top as she began to rub their pussies faster.

“Oh god!” Mandy cried out and tried to reach down to hold Allison’s hips still because the stimulation was becoming too much, but she couldn’t. That was when Mandy opened her eyes and realized Lexi’s tiny naked frame loomed over her head and Lexi’s shins pinned Mandy’s arms down on the sofa. Lexi giggled at Mandy’s struggle to escape and bent over to take Mandy's large breast in her tiny mouth. She hummed as she bit and sucked on her nipple.

“Goddammit! Your pussy feels goo—ugh!” Allison growled but her voice was muffled with Lexi’s body and hair draped over me. “Fuck, fuck… god, fuck yes!”

“Ahhhh!” Mandy moaned as Allison got rougher with her. The cushions on the couch creaked and rocked back and forth as Allison humped her hard, grinding right on her clit. “Oh! Jesus gahh… I can’t! It’s too much! It’s too much! Oh fuck!”

Allison’s tits bounced in unison inside her white t-shirt with every hump. Her massive tits clapping to her chest with every hump. The wet sounds, the friction on her clit, Lexi switching between nipples with her mouth, Allison's luscious tits clapping… it was all too much.

“Oh my fucking god!” Mandy cried out. “I’m gonna cum! Oh god, I’m cumming! Ahhh!”

Mandy’s thick thighs tried to clamp shut but Allison’s powerful grip was too strong. Her wet pussy pressed down so hard, Mandy’s clit felt like a lightning rod being sloshed between Allison’s lips. All of Mandy’s muscles flexed, making her breasts jiggle and her ass clap shut as the orgasm struck her hard and true.

Her vision darkened despite her eyes remaining open. Mandy’s toes curled until her calves cramped and a violent tremor went through her thighs. The orgasm peaked and didn’t relent.

“Ugghhhh god!” Mandy groaned as Allison continued to ride her like a bucking bull. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!”

Mandy cried out as the elation was too much to comprehend her heart crashed inside her chest and she felt like her skin was on pins and needles as the orgasm struck again and again and again.

“Oh yes, that’s right you fucking slut,” Allison grunted through clenched teeth as her breath became panted from the intense work her hips were putting into Mandy. “Take that pussy. Fucking take it! You like that? You fucking like that?”

Allison’s taut belly went concave with every deep breath. Sweat made her white t-shirt cling to her body and her bangs stuck to her forehead as she rode Mandy harder. The dominant woman’s lower lip trembled as her breaths became stuttered and her words lost.

“Oh my fucking god you… you fucking…” Allison gasped as the hard expression on her face softened and her eyebrows went tell. “Oh my god,” she squeaked. “Oh my god… I’m gonna… I’m gonna c—cum—ahhh!”

Allison clamped Mandy’s leg to her body like it was a stripper pole and used it to viciously rub her dripping pussy onto Mandy’s drenched pool of a cunt. Lean back, Allison pressed her cunt down into Mandy’s and shoved her tits high as they bounced around her chest like they broke into another dimension.

“Ahhh ahhh ahh!” Mandy cried out.

“Ugh fuck yes!” Allison growled as her ass clenched and she squirted down on Mandy. “Oh my god, yes, that’s it you fucking whore!”

“Ssssshhit,” Mandy stuttered.

Mandy’s legs bounced about lifelessly as she felt like a sex doll being used. Her arms were still restrained overhead. The orgasm that had lasted minutes now threatened to break her psyche in two as the overstimulation would have been intolerable if she could move to stop it. It was another thirty seconds after cumming that Allison relented and collapsed backward on the couch. Her body was as sweaty as Mandy was.

“Ugh ugh oh god…” Mandy groaned as she hugged herself.


CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE




Lexi giggled as she looked down on the shuttering housewife. “Awe, I think we broke her.”

Allison snickered and looked over for the first time since beginning. Mandy saw it too out of the corner of her eyes. Elliot sat quietly with one hand holding his cellphone recording, and his other hand stroking his massive erection.

“Mmmmm…”Lexi purred as she leaned over Mandy like she was a part of the couch. Lexi’s breasts dangled in Mandy’s face. “I think he should play with us Allison, what do you think? Can he play with us?”

Allison looked Elliot over with a hooked grin in the corner of her mouth.

“Sure,” Allison said with a smile in her voice. “Come here, big boy. Your wife needs you.”

Elliot propped the camera up on the chair and walked over to where Allison directed him. The woman stood to make room for him on the couch. As Elliot climbed between Mandy’s still twitching legs, Allison and Allision stripped naked.

“Hey, hey… look at me,” Elliot whispered to his wife who breathed like she was a bomb that could blow at any moment.

“Oh my god…” Mandy growled in half a laugh and half a moan.

Elliot cupped her clammy cheek and pulled her lips to his. She reached up and palmed his warm body to steady herself. Humming a note of approval into the kiss, Mandy finally felt the tenseness in her body relax and calmness washed over her like a warm bath. Pressing into the kiss with her husband, Mandy let out a sigh of relief as his touch centered her instantly. Elliot kissed down to Mandy’s chest, though, at that moment she would have been content just kissing the man.

Allison moved her girlfriend around like a dog was moved out of the way in a house. When she was placed in her final position, Lexi knelt on the couch cushion with her knees placed on both sides of Mandy’s face. It was Mandy’s turn to eat pussy.

Nervous and still coming down from her high, Mandy licked her lips before extending her tongue and making a long lap over the small-framed girl.

“Oooo…” Lexi hummed a note of approval. “You’re good at this.”

Enjoying the encouragement, Mandy reached up to grab her hips as she flicked her tongue faster on Lexi’s clit.

“Oooooo ohhh… oh my god,” Lexi moaned in an airy high pitched voice. “Mmmm come here you. I want to try you too.”

Lexi cupped Elliot’s cheeks who was mercifully kissing around Mandy’s breasts. Raising his face to hers, Lexi shared a long and lingering kiss with Mandy’s husband. Their tongues intertwined as Lexi’s hard nipples swayed and brushed over Mandy’s belly.

“Mmmmmm,” Lexi moaned through the kiss until she broke it. “Oh fuuuck…”

She cooed as she wiggled her hips on Mandy’s tongue.

“Mmm, you taste good, but I wanted to try all of you…” Lexi giggled as she shoved Elliot straight so she could bend down, completing the ‘69’ position but instead took Elliot’s cock into her mouth. Apparently, Lexi wasn’t completely lesbian.

Mandy heard her husband groan as his thick, long cock slid into Lexi’s petite mouth. She struggled and groaned for several minutes as she slobbered on his shaft. Drool spilled from the corners of Lexi’s mouth and dripped onto Mandy’s belly. The wet deepthroating continued until Allison had cleaned herself up and decided she wanted in on the action.

Stepping onto the couch behind Mandy’s head, Allison half leaned half sat on the back of the couch as she grabbed a lock of her girlfriend’s hair and jerked her head back and off of his throbbing cock. Contorting the petite Lexi back, Allison stood over her and squatted her pussy down on Lexi’s face. Immediately, Lexi was licking her girlfriend’s pussy wildly and groaning as she did. the odd foursome motivated Mandy to lick Lexi’s pussy faster and harder. Finding the clit and lapping it non-stop.

“Oh fuck!” Allison growled like it was a threat. “Right there! Right fucking there! yes!”

Needing no prompting, Elliot’s throbbing cock, still slick with Lexi’s drool, rammed inside Mandy’s pussy. She would have screamed out if her mouth wasn’t full of Lexi’s dripping pussy. The throaty gargle sound she made was desperate and dripping.

“Oh fuck!” Mandy managed.

“Yess yess!” Lexi moaned between licks.

“Don’t you fucking stop!” Allison ordered.

Allison whipped her black hair back over her shoulder as she groaned a guttural sound. The orgasm was building for them. Mandy thought she might pass out with how gasping her breaths were and how little oxygen there was buried beneath Lexi. Her husband’s thrusts inside her were too much. The orgasm was like being electrocuted with pleasure. When Mandy came she screamed and her hands clutched Lexi. Mandy’s lips locked around Lexi’s clit without thought and she began to suck and lick, raising the pitch of Lexi’s moans into a wail.

“AAhhh! Oh gahh! Oh, my fucking ggah!” Lexi begged, but Allison clutched a fistful of her hair and shoved her face deeper into Allison’s cunt. “Mmmmmm gahmmm!”

“Oh…” Allison shuddered as her hips trembled on Lexi’s face. The sheer pressure she held the poor girl’s lips to her pussy was impressive. Allison ground her wet lips into Lexi’s mouth like she was a sex toy. “Fuck! Oh fuck!”

Allison was near hyperventilating as she used one hand to keep her hair out of her face and another to drag Lexi’s face over her cunt by Lexi’s hair. “That’s… it… just… like… fucking… that… oh fuck! I’m gonna fucking… cu—um ahhhh!”

Allison’s fat tits bounced and clapped together as her body flexed and she shook through the orgasm. When the three women had finished and began to pull apart from one another, but it was the sight of Elliot’s wet throbbing cock that made Lexi beg Allison and Mandy to be able to swallow his seed. “Oh, it's been soo long since I’ve tasted it.”

With their permission, Lexi seized on his cock and the two women watched approvingly as Lexi bobbed her head up and down on his shaft. Her thin hands pumped the base of his shaft repeatedly. It didn’t take long for her enthusiasm for his orgasm to burst and his warm cum to soak the back of her throat.

Mandy thought watching her husband’s eyes roll back as he came in Lexi’s mouth might have been the sexiest thing she had ever seen in her life.

Could this really be my life now? Mandy thought with a smirk on her lips.


CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO




The next day Mandy and Elliot took turns with the kids while the other reactivated their accounts and edited the videos and different angles they had together into one video. Elliot was getting good at video editing and spent hours of his newly found free time watching free videos online that taught him new ways to splice audio and video and improved techniques. They knew if they were going to get any free media or traction online it would be with the first and only the first video they posted after reactivating their accounts. So Elliot made dozens of smaller clips to advertise the video that ranged from seconds to fifteen minutes. The entire video lasted over ninety minutes and was going to be posted exclusively to their accounts.

The good thing about reactivating their accounts so soon after deleting them was they kept all their ‘followers,’ but the bad thing was that they were all unsubscribed. Meaning they were making no money anymore. They were starting from scratch. Meaning this was all a huge gamble. If they were going to get their viewers back they were going to have to do more than just upload a video. The way Mandy figured it, they had a few days left to their fifteen minutes of fame (or infamy, depending on how you want to look at it). they needed something else.

“Kids are in bed,” Elliot said in a hushed voice as he stepped into his office. This place had become their unofficial headquarters for their sexual entrepreneurship. They had to be quiet for about fifteen minutes after their kids were in bed. If they didn’t wander out of bed in that time then they were safe. “How’s the edits coming?”

Mandy leaned back in her husband’s computer chair and stretched. Her back popped and she relaxed into the warm leather. “I’m done, I think. I didn’t do much to it. just sliced the different angles. Don’t want it looking too professional. People will start to think it's fake.”

“Hm, I don’t think anyone could look at you and think fake,” Elliot said and planted a kiss on her forehead. He leaned over the back of his chair and began massaging the knots in her shoulders and upper back. Mandy loved it. she would have done anything he told her to keep him from stopping.

“Mmm… everything on the internet is fake nowadays,” she mumbled with her eyes closed.

It was a bizarre thing to edit her own recordings of sexual acts. When she first started she couldn’t stand it. She skipped to the end of the video trying not to watch or hear herself. When she did she grew terribly self-conscious.

Am I really that loud? I didn’t say that! Ugh, that’s a bad angle. Is my ass that fat?

But after a dozen videos, she was growing immune to her own criticisms. She could push past the weirdness now. As fun and exciting as some of the business aspects were, she didn’t want this process to become too mechanical. She didn’t want to become some pay-per-minute pornstar who fakes her way to money. Mandy was just a horny mom with a camera. She wanted it to stay that way.

“Not us,” Elliot said and slid his hands down her shoulders to her breasts. Mandy giggled and shook a little.

“It hasn’t been fifteen minutes yet,” she whispered.

“Then you better be quiet…” Elliot whispered back in a teasing voice.

The warming sensation Elliot’s hands made around her breasts felt like stepping in a warm bath on a cold night. Releasing a long sigh that seemed to never end, Mandy leaned back in her chair and let the slow, circular motions lull her into her husband’s trap. Hook. Line. And sinker. Before she realized it, Mandy’s lips were parted and she began to pant. She had taken off her bra after saying goodnight to the kids but before sitting down to the computer already, so when her nipples hardened beneath her turquoise shirt she felt Elliot’s palms folding and massaging them this way and that.

Mandy pinched her thighs together and then spread them wider. The building feeling within her wanting to escape outward. When his fingers focused on her nipples and made smaller circles, a shudder went through her body that made her squeal.

“Ohh… Elliot…” she cooed.

“Ah ah ahhh… quiet…” he responded with a warm smile in his tone.

Mandy exhaled a frustrated sound, then took in another breath, trying to steel herself.

Elliot’s palms slipped inside her shirt and she felt him on her bare flesh. She loved the way his hand groped her breasts. Lifting and mashing them together before rubbing circles into them. at the same time, it drove her crazy. She wanted his hands elsewhere—everywhere. She wanted his fingers between her thighs to feel how wet her pussy was. When he pinched her nipples and began to pluck at them, she needed his cock. She reached behind her feeling for it but the chair was too bulky and the angle too extreme. Instead, her palm gripped the back of his thigh and rubbed up and down before she tried a new tactic.

Reaching above her head, she felt her husband’s strong arms, flexed chest, and shoulders. As the massage on her bare breasts pressed deeper so grew the ragged breaths she exhaled as she writhed in the computer chair.

“Oh, god…” Mandy sighed as it became increasingly difficult to keep her lips closed. She clawed at her husband’s arms begging for him to come around the chair but he wouldn’t. turning her lips to the inside of Elliot’s forearm she kissed it messily, then sucked and bit it. Her moves correlated with how gentle or rough he was being with her breasts. She rubbed her face into his arm like a puppy. She wanted to be glued to him. Her body begged for him to be inside her.

“Oh my god… oh my god…” Mandy whined and lowered a hand over her mouth as Elliot’s fingers raked and bumped over her nipples like speed bumps. The orgasm she felt in the shadows of her body raised and fell like an eclipsing sun. She felt the orgasm near and her toes curled and then it disappeared.

“Ughhh…” she moaned and growled in frustration as her husband flicked the pad of his fingers over her nipples again and again. “Elliot… oh, Elliot…”

The right combination of movements rubbing her skin, squeezing her breast, and flicking her nipple sent her from a valley of teasing to the peak of an orgasm in an instant.

“Ugh, god. I’m cumming…” Mandy groaned through gritted teeth as she turned her face into Elliot’s bicep. He bent over her, holding her in place as her hips bounced and pussy pulsed over and over. The splash of wetness that struck her panties soaked her crotch and immediately soaked through her pants. Her shoulders shuddered and her tits bounced beneath her husband’s grip. Her oversensitive nipples continued to send overpowering pleasure signals to her pussy with every touch. “Mmmm ohhhmmm…” Mandy moaned.

When her husband’s hands lifted from her breasts there was a relief that washed over her at the same time she felt a longing for more touches from him.

“Hey look,” Elliot looked at his watch with a half mocking grin. “It’s been fifteen minutes.”

“You bastard,” Mandy giggled as she spun in the computer chair. She tackled him into the sofa and peppered him with poking body shots.

“Hey! Hey! I give up!” Elliot covered up and showed his wife his palms.

“I just got these pants out of the wash, too!” Mandy stopped to point at the wide puddle of a dark spot around her crotch, inner thigh, and butt.

“Yeah, you sure made a mess,” Elliot observed. The pair’s struggles turned into holding one another for a long moment. Eventually, both of their eyes rested on the laptop monitor which had one of their social media accounts open. Despite their silence, Mandy felt as though they both were thinking the same thing.

“We have to figure things out with us,” Mandy whispered.

“I know,” he replied.

“With family and the kids…”

“I know,” he whispered again.

“We need to do it before we post any video.”

“Yeah,” Elliot kissed the top of her head. “I know.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE




Quitting his job was easier than Elliot thought it would be. It felt like a momentous occasion but it really only was for him and Mandy. It made things easier for the law firm so they welcomed the opportunity to get rid of him with open arms. Mandy did her best to keep from apologizing to him too often. She felt like it was all her fault and, in a lot of ways, it was. She was the drug dealer that led him down this path of sex and recordings.

‘He did nothing that he didn’t want to do,’ he would say, and ‘I would do it all over again.’ Mandy could only think of the tens of thousands of dollars paid for him to go to law school and the effort he put into it. She reminded himself that this was just one job and he could always get another job at another law firm or open his own.

He still has a law degree.

The responses to her friend’s numerous texts and several of her family’s phone calls that eventually came were a bit more difficult. She decided to create a blanket response for everyone. While continuing to homeschool her children, she spent all day crafting a message that was not too pushy but not too passive. What she ended up with was:

Hey there, sorry for the delayed reply. As you can imagine I’ve had a lot going on these past days. Yes, those videos online are me and my husband. Yes, this is kind of embarrassing, but no we’re not sorry we made them. We’re proud of our bodies and sexuality and happy to share it with other adults who are as like-minded and free as we are. I understand if you feel uncomfortable and don’t want to be a part of our lives because of this. I’d be saddened to lose our relationship but leaving this friendship is your decision to make. Right now, our focus is making sure our children have the best upbringing. Thanks.

While her husband made supper for the kids, Mandy drank a glass of wine and began copying and pasting the message into texts and emails to dozens of their friends and family members. Half were supportive and thought it was great. The other half were judgmental and just fishing for gossip. It became easy to find out who really cared about them.

“You finished?” Elliot asked as he slumped into the couch beside her. The kids were playing with their tablets during their two hours of supervised use. Their video games were interconnected so they could play with one another or Elliot when he got his tablet out.

“Yes, just about…” Mandy sighed and slumped her head on her husband’s shoulder.

“And?”

“And… we have fewer friends today than we had yesterday,” Mandy said.

“Fewer but better,” Elliot clarified and kissed the top of her head. “Who do you have left?”

“Your mother,” Mandy said like she was assigning blame.

“I’ll take care of her. I’ll talk to her in person.”

“She’s going want the kids. She’s going want the kids back in school and⁠—”

“I don’t want to go back to school,” Jake, their eldest son, blurted out and it took her off guard.

She shared a look with her husband and at first was concerned. “Why’s that, honey?” she asked. “Did something bad happen at school?”

“No, It’s more fun here is all,” Jake said.

“And you like homeschooling?”

“We love it!” Jake said and the other two children agreed.

Another look exchanged between Elliot and Mandy was a silent conversation. What if… should we… could we… why not?

“So if we always did homeschooling you’d be for it?” she asked.

“Yeah!” they yelled out in unison.

They let the topic slip away and a few hours later Mandy was putting the kids to bed. They would have a more in-depth conversation about homeschooling but would ultimately agree. This was best for their kids, the kids enjoyed it, Mandy and Elliot were more engaged with their kids’ lives, and also they could keep their online presence away from their kids until they were older and more mature to understand.

“Well, at least we got that settled,” Elliot sighed, leaning back into the couch cushion. “Now I just have to deal with my mother…”

Mandy had been sitting at the kitchen counter reading an email when she brought her laptop to her husband. Setting the computer down in his lap, she gave him a coy smile.

Mandy tapped the screen as she spoke, “Before you do that, I received an email you might be interested in. Something from our past wants to say hello…”


CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR




Pulling into the parking lot of the beach the next night left Mandy feeling kind of nostalgic. This was the place where it all started after all. It was nighttime again and the parking lot was empty. When Mandy and Elliot parked the minivan and got out she could hear the waves crashing on the beach. The darkness drowned out the world except for the parking lot lights overhead that acted like a spotlight. With the main road only a turn away, they could be discovered in seconds if the wrong person made a turn toward them.

But who would come to the beach at night? We are safe, right?

Going to the opposite side of their minivan from where the road was, Elliot slid open the sliding door to the minivan and began undoing his pants. They didn’t have a lot of time on this one. They paid for a babysitter for only two hours and that was after they had put the kids to bed. So basically they just paid someone to watch TV in their house and make sure it didn’t spontaneously catch fire.

Mandy pulled her hair back into a ponytail like she was a firefighter and she smelled smoke. Crawling on her hands and knees in the back of the minivan she found her husband’s half-hard cock with ease. Tonguing the head of the cock, she stroked the shaft to life quickly. Oh, how she loved to feel how hard her husband got. The firmness in his shaft flexed against her grip. When he began to leak pre-cum on her tongue it was like excitement bubbling inside her. Even if the other guy never showed up, the excitement and thrill she felt from giving head in public was intoxicating. The thought of being caught at any moment and what would happen then…

It had been about five minutes after she started sucking his cock that he arrived. The second sliding door to her rear opened and a shadow appeared over her shoulder. The short black skirt she wore covered nothing when she was on her knees. Miami-Heat1999 knew the instant he opened the door that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. He could see how wet her lips were.

With her mouth full, she looked up and saw her husband’s eyes meet the stranger’s and nod to him with a smirk. Miami-Heat1999 had been the one who started this entire escalation. A young muscular college boy who had spied on her public masturbation and offered a helping hand. Now, weeks later, though it felt like years, he was back. Like many others, Miami-Heat1999 had insisted on her restarting her account. The reply that Mandy and Elliot had crafted was short and to the point, as were the instructions they gave this young man. It seemed he was good at following directions.

For a moment after the second minivan door opened, Mandy could feel his eyes gazing at her round ass and dripping pussy. She swayed her ass back and forth gently in a tease. When his muscular palms gripped her cheeks, she squeezed her lips around her husband’s cock tightly in anticipation.

The stranger slid his stiff cock inside her pussy like it was an iron rod. There was no warning or preamble, just deep penetration.

“Ughhhh gahh,” Mandy moaned but her mouth was full.

And just like that, Mandy was in a public beach parking lot at midnight being spit-roasted between her husband and a young man who was a stranger to her. Fingers dug into her hips and jerked her back as the man pumped his cock in and out of her pussy repeatedly.

“Mmmmmmm oaggaha!” Mandy groaned as she held Elliot’s thick cock like a microphone and spat saliva over the head. With every thrust back onto the stranger’s cock she was pushed forward and felt Elliot’s dick shove farther down her throat. The drip of saliva poured down his shaft and her chin almost matched the amount of juices that dripped from her pussy as she was publicly fucked.

“Mmm! Mmm! Mmm!” Mandy growled and cried with every thrust. The throbbing hard cock in her mouth tasted too good to ignore any longer. It was time for the main event. Popping the head of her husband’s cock out of her mouth, she moved gasping for air as she pointed the stranger to the second-row seat in front of where her husband stood. “Sit here. I want to ride the fuck out of you!”

“Yes, ma’am,” the college kid said. He was cute with a defined jaw and blue eyes that she enjoyed.

He sat in the seat facing outward and Mandy straddled him immediately. Like her pussy was thirsty and his cock was a firehose. Mandy’s eyes squinted as she fed the tip of his cock between her pussy lips and she worked it deeper into her.

“Oh, god…” Mandy groaned and leaned forward. Her hair draped over her face as she hung her arms around the stranger’s neck, she let her hips work up and down as she felt him fill her up. “Yes… Oh, fuck I—oh…”

Elliot had finished spreading lube over his long and throbbing shaft and she felt the tip of his cock nuzzling between her thick ass cheeks and poking at her anus.

“Mmmmm…” Mandy hummed through tightly pressed lips as the pressure built at her anus and continued to grow and grow until her husband’s cock forced her anus open and began to enter her. “Oh god, oh god, oh god! Ugh!”

A shudder went through Mandy’s body as her eyes rolled backward on their own. The strange mix of pleasure and pain as his hard cock stretched her anus open left her feeling exposed. The deeper he went, the fuller she felt. her body trembled as she felt the stranger’s cock begin to pump faster into her pussy as he husband held his cock all the way in her ass.

“Oh, fuck… fuck…” her teeth chattered as the stranger’s thrusts made her bounce which made Elliot’s cock start to fuck her. “Oh god! Fuck! Fuck! Oh, fuck me!”

Mandy cried out because of the immense pressure she felt but the stranger took it as an order. before she could correct him, the hard rough thrusts into her pussy came faster. The bouncing meant Elliot’s cock fucked her ass faster too. As if a lightning rod in her body was struck, the orgasm she felt brewing beneath her throat grew bigger and wider. The two men fucked her and her ass loosened just enough for his cock to begin plowing her hole deeper and longer.

“Oh fuck yes! Jesus fucking Christ—ugh!” Mandy grunted. Her voice was swallowed by the abyss of the dark beach.

Elliot roughly grabbed a fistful of her messy hair and jerked her head backward. Arching her back so her tits could bounce wildly on their own in the stranger’s face with every thrust. Mandy felt like a used sex doll being contorted and twisted as she was split apart by two men’s cocks. She fucking loved it.

“Oh my god! Oh my god! Ahhhh! Ahhhh yes!” she cried out.

The gaping yet full feeling she felt in her ass was heavenly and filled her belly with butterflies. The orgasm didn’t strike so much as land on her body and refused to get off her. The fucking lasted ten minutes after she came and the pulsing pleasure of it all continued for the entire ten minutes. Mandy was cum drunk on the two cocks as they stuffed her like an animal. Drool slipped out of her mouth, her pussy leaked, pre-cum drizzled out of her anus and her tits bounced wildly. She knew she was a mess and didn't care. She wanted more she wanted it all. She wanted their cum.

Somewhere lost while her hair was being jerked back and her fat ass cheeks were clapping on her husband's cock with every thrust, she felt the stranger’s fingers dig into her hips. He released a grunt and seemed to have dug his cock into her pussy as he came. The spurts of warm jizz filled up her pussy as her lips milked it dry.

“Oh, god yes! Give it to me! Give me all of you!” Mandy cried between panted breaths. “Fill me up, baby! Pour that cum inside me!”

A thrust inside her ass was rougher than the others. The next hump was deeper. The next one came faster and she screamed.

“Oh fuuuck!” she sang and her voice broke. “Oh my fucking god!”

Her husband scooped in front of her and groped her breasts as he stuff his cock deep inside her. She could feel his girth grow and his iron shaft flex as his cum filled her tight ass hole.

“Oh yes, baby fill my fucking ass—ahhh! Gah!” Mandy screamed and her husband did, emptying his balls inside her. For a brief moment after her moan, it sounded like her scream echoed though there was nothing to echo off of. It was a split second later that they realized the sound they heard wasn’t her but a short wail of a cop car siren.

The three turned and saw the blue lights of the police SUV pulling into the parking lot and approaching the minivan slowly. Messily and chaotically extricating themselves from the folded position they were in, Mandy gasped as she suddenly felt the two half-hard cocks fall out of her. They shuffled to the rear of the car where they could hide a second longer behind the trunk as the cop car circled the front. The men were in a mad rush. By the time the police car circled to see them, Elliot had just zipped up his pants and was struggling to make it look like that wasn’t what he had just done.

“Metro Police,” a deep masculine voice called out as the police officer exited his vehicle. “What’s going on here?”

“Nothing, sir,” Elliot said in an all too suspicious way.

“Nothing huh?” the cop said as he eyed each one of them. He was a middle-aged man with a creased face and narrowed eyes. “What about the car parked along the road?”

“That’s mine,” the stranger said. “I thought the parking lot was gated off so…”

“So you knew the beach is closed?”

Mandy stuttered as she spoke. She could feel two different men’s semen draining out of her as she spoke. “We—um, we weren’t going to be long. We were just meeting up here and then leaving.”

“Meeting up, huh?” the cop said and Mandy wondered how sexed over her appearance actually looked. She could feel the semen dripping down her thighs and just hoped it wouldn’t fall beyond the length of her skirt. “Alright, just get out of here, alright?”

“Yes, sir,” they all said and quickly scrambled to their cars.

Elliot pulled out of the parking lot with Mandy and waved to the stranger as he got his car parked along the street. The drive home was one filled with nervous laughter. Elliot and Mandy couldn’t believe how close they came to being caught. Mandy climbed through the rear of the minivan and collected the several cameras that were currently recording.

Thank god the cop didn’t search our car!


CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE




“Police! Freeze!”

The sudden shout startled Mandy and she dropped the plastic cup she was drinking water from. The water splashed her legs, across the floor before she looked up, and saw her husband in the doorway of their house.

“Ugh! You ass!” Mandy yelled while fighting a sharp grin from the corner of her lips.

“Got you!” Elliot chuckled to himself.

“Mommy said a bad word!” their middle child yelled from the living room. It was just after lunchtime and the kids were enjoying ‘recess’ and apparently listening in too much.

Mandy pursed her lips and knew she had made a mistake.

“Does that mean you’re ready to start lessons then? Done with recess?” she asked.

“No! No, we’re not!” the kids yelled back and quickly became extra quiet.

Mandy’s eyes looked to her spilled cup of water then narrowed on her husband who was just setting down the dozen bags of groceries he muscled inside. “This is all your fault.”

“I’ll take the blame.” He shrugged with a smile. “But… good news. I did just get a text from⁠—”

“Hello?” an aged and obnoxious female voice called out into the open door her husband had just come through. Mandy felt a shudder go down the base of her spine at the recognition of the voice.

Janet walked into the house clutching her purse like she might be mugged at a moment’s notice. Her thin frame brought with it her overused perfume that wafted into the kitchen.

“You just leave doors open around here?” Janet asked and looked around the kitchen like there might be cockroaches somewhere. “Good thing I didn’t come with a child protective service investigator.”

“You shouldn’t be here at all,” Mandy spat reflexively.

“I just came home, Mom,” Elliot growled with a sigh. “And you weren’t invited into our home.”

“Invited? Excuse me?” Janet placed a palm on her flat chest as she acted like she was wounded. “Who do you think you’re talking to?”

“Outside, we’ll talk outside,” Elliot said, pointing his mother out the door she came. Then spoke softly to Mandy as he passed her. “I’ll handle this.”

He closed the door behind them and Mandy quickly moved to the door and put her ear to it to listen in. She didn’t catch all of the words but got enough. It started with Janet shouting at Elliot, insulting him, calling him a disgrace, and how Mandy poisoned him. She said she and the rest of her family would disown me for the rest of my life if he didn’t divorce Mandy immediately. Mandy couldn’t help but feel the sheet of tears forming over her eyes. It hurt so much to know she helped cause the pain that her husband now faced.

Mandy felt defeated until Elliot took over the shouting. His voice and volume were restrained but the intensity in his voice was clear. Mandy had never heard him this angry. In so many words he told his mother that she was already cut off from their family and that she would never see their kids again after the way she treated his wife.

“Leave my property now or I will call the police,” Elliot barked at his mother before coming inside. Mandy backed away from the door to try and hide the sadness boiling behind her eyes. She saw out the window as his mother drove away.

She looked to her husband with an apology in her eyes, “I’m sorry. I⁠—”

Elliot held up his hand with a mix of concern, frustration, and worry in his face, “No, no…”

Mandy whispered when she spoke. Their kids hadn’t heard any of the commotion and she didn’t want them to hear her upset. “I don’t want you to lose your relationship with your mom over me or any of this. It’s not worth it.”

Elliot gave a dismissive wave as he stepped closer to his wife. “She was the one that gave the ultimatum on me. I just called her out on it. You’re my wife, till death do us part.”

Mandy felt a burst of tears break loose as she tucked her face into her husband’s chest.

“I’m sorry… I’m sorry… I just, I don’t know, sometimes I feel like we just need a fresh start, you know?” Mandy said.

“I know, I know…” Elliot said, rubbing his hand over her back. “Would it make you feel any better if I told you I just got a text? There’s a young lady who wants to see you again.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX




“Ooohhhhh…. Good girl…” Mandy groaned as she hid a euphoric giggle.

Tonya’s black hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail as she laid on her belly between Mandy’s legs eating her pussy out. Mandy licked her lips as she watched the nursing student work her lips between the mother of three’s pussy lips. She watched this on the screen of her cellphone as she recorded the close-up video shot.

Tonya’s smooth skin and perfect body popped on camera. Mandy’s husband replied to Tonya’s text telling her to return to the same penthouse suite they met before and to dress goth for him—one of the many secret turn-ons Elliot possessed. Even Mandy was aroused at the girl’s appearance. Black mini skirt, white shirt that was a size too small so it hugged her breasts and exposed her hard nipples. Tonya wore dark mascara, black lipstick, and she even painted her fingernails black. The sexy college girl was committed.

Mandy could almost hear how wet Tonya’s pussy lips were as Elliot stood behind her pealing her black thong to the side as he fed the tip of his hard cock between her pussy lips. The look on Tonya’s face as Mandy’s husband entered her was priceless. It made Mandy gasp and, more than that, reach out and grab Tonya’s ponytail to force the girl’s tongue deeper into her pussy.

“Ugh—god yes! Eat my fucking pussy, you filthy bitch!” the words spilled out of Mandy. From where she didn’t know. But with the harsh language came Tonya’s enthused tongue lapping quickly on Mandy’s clit and making her squeal. “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck fuck fuck fuck ahhhhhh!”

The orgasm was sudden and rough. The way she roughly dragged her pussy on Tonya’s face reminded her of the way Allison had done this to Lexi a few days ago.

“Oh god oh god oh…” Mandy cried and arched her hips in time to squirt a splash of juices over Tonya’s lips and chin. To her credit, Tonya’s first instinct was to push her lips down against and drink all the juices from Mandy’s lips. “Mmmmm… good girl… good…”

“Ahh fuck!” Tonya screeched suddenly. Her back arched, her head thrown back, and her eyes on the ceiling. Without warning, Elliot pierced her pussy and shoved his cock all the way inside her from behind. The mix of pain and pleasure on her face was too much for Mandy not to enjoy.

“Ahh ahh ahh ahh ahhgahh!” Tonya moaned with every thrust into her from behind. Mandy could see her braless breast bounce and sway in her white shirt. Her hard nipples clawing to be free of her shirt. “Ahh ahh ahhmmm mmmm mmmmmmm!”

Mandy licked her own fingers then stuck the three middle fingers on her right hand into Tonya’s mouth and enjoyed that the good girl immediately took them and began sucking on them. She hummed and groaned as Mandy smiled, fingering her mouth before she scooted down some and reached her hand underneath the girl. Feeling the base of her husband’s shaft as he entered her was wonderful, but that wasn’t what she was after. Mandy found Tonya’s clit and rubbed circles in it.

“Oh gahhhd! Oh fuuck!” Tonya mouthed and her screams stifled her words. She arched her back as her body seized from the contact.

“Hmmm… do you like that you whore?” Mandy whispered into her ear.

“Oh yes, mistress,” Tonya cried immediately. Her loose breasts bounced around Mandy’s arm.

“Do you like being fucked like a slut?”

“Yes ahh gah yes, mistress!” Tonya screamed as the meat-smacking sound of Elliot fucking her pussy grew louder. “Ugh fuck! Yes! I’m a whore! I’m a slut!”

Each circle grew smaller and tighter as Mandy rubbed the girl’s pussy faster and faster. It made Tonya buckle and drool.

“Are you going to be a good girl and cum like a fucking cum slut?” Mandy yelled.

“Yes! Oh yes! Oh my god!” Tonya was hyperventilating at the permission she was waiting for. “Oh god, I’m gonna cum! Ahhhhhhh!”

The tremor that went through Tonya’s body was violent. Her pussy flexed, pushing Elliot’s cock out of her as a small squirt of juices rained down between her thighs.

“Good girl,” Elliot said and smacked her ass.

Without communicating, both Mandy and Elliot had the same idea as they brought Tonya up on the bed so that her near-lifeless legs straddled Mandy’s hips. They stripped her shirt off her body and when Mandy pulled Tonya back down to her to kiss, she felt the warm feeling of Tonya’s tits pressing into her own.

“Mmmm you taste like a good girl,” Mandy said licking her lips.

“Oh, thank you, mistress,” Tonya said with a fog in her eyes. Mandy slipped one hand down the small of her back and the other up, groping the girl’s breast as Mandy kissed her hard, their tongues exploring each other’s mouths.

Elliot moved forward on the bed and shoved his cock deep inside Mandy’s pussy. With every thrust from her husband, Mandy gripped the girl she made out with tighter and groaned into her mouth. Then, Elliot pulled out and rammed his cock into Tonya’s pussy.

“MMmmmmmahhhh oh gah….” Tonya groaned and broke the kiss. The threesome of people rocking with every hard thrust. Mandy grabbed the girl's face and forced her lips back on hers they kissed deep and long. Mandy tasted her flesh and tasted her saliva. She wanted more. “Mmm mmm mmm!”

Mandy screamed into the girl’s mouth when her husband forced his dick back inside her. The sheer surprise was nearly enough to make her cum. For twenty minutes he swapped back and forth bringing both women to the edge of orgasm while they sucked each other’s tongues. Then suddenly Mandy felt her husband fucking her pussy hard then his thrusts grew harder.

“Ohhhh god, Elliot!” Mandy screamed breaking the kiss. Tonya’s lips sucked to her neck like a vampire. Her breasts mashed into Mandy’s breasts as they squeezed together. “Oh fuck! Oh my god!”

Elliot grunted as he jammed his cock deep into his wife and groaned as he emptied his balls inside her. His strings of semen and warm cum filled her pussy.

“Oh my god, baby…” Mandy purred.

As if she was waiting for her moment, Tonya shimmied down on Mandy the moment Elliot moved away. With a ravenous Mandy had never seen or felt, Tonya shoved her tongue deep inside Mandy’s pussy and lapped at the cum Elliot had just put in her.

“Oooooohh…. Good girl… oh my god, you’re such a good girl baby…” Mandy purred as the swimming orgasm that had been so close for so long neared.

“MMMMM!” Tonya suddenly screamed into Mandy’s pussy. Elliot's hand was cupped under her ass as his fingers buried deep into Tonya’s cunt. His palm clapped against her with every rough thrust into her. So hard that the thrusts made the woman’s entire body bounce with every thrust, but she refused to move her lips from Mandy’s pussy. “Mmmm mmm mmm mmmmmm!”

“Oh, that’s it—right there! Eat me out, baby! Eat me out! Tongue fuck me! Stick it in deep—oh god!” Mandy cried out. The bottomless edge of orgasm nearing.

Mandy looked down over the cavernous mounds of her breasts and saw Tonya’s squinted eyes locked on hers. The orgasm was close for both of them, Mandy nodded at her as she pursed her lips. The tidal wave of pleasure bulldozed over her and made her scream.

“I’m cumm—oh my god! I’m fucking cumming!” Mandy cried out at the same time Tonya hummed a high-pitched sound.

Mandy squirted an explosive blast of juices over Tonya’s mouth and chest at the same time Tonya’s pale thighs shuddered and she squirted all over Elliot’s hands. The three of them collapsed on each other in a pile of wet limbs and panting. Mandy pawed at her husband and Tonya’s backs, wanting them both close to hold.

Mandy and her husband got the babysitter for all night tonight, and she knew Elliot and she had more plans for their new toy, Tonya.


CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN




Tonya was still asleep on the bed. Her hair was a mess and the covers were wrapped around her naked body. The thick comforter was pulled to her nose. All three of them slept well last night. They were an intertwined ball of limbs. For part of the night, Tonya slept with her face nuzzled in Mandy’s bosom. When Mandy woke, the young woman was spooned back against her husband’s front. She lay there for some time enjoying the view of him asleep wrapped around a beautiful girl. When her husband woke he smirked at the low but steady snore Tonya made. They were able to extricate themselves from the girl without waking her.

Mandy grabbed a blanket from the nearby chair and dragged it to the living room. Elliot followed his wife’s naked body, giving her bare butt a light tap once they were near the couch. The morning sun was bright and filled the Hilton penthouse suite. They sat beside each other and covered their naked bodies with the shared blanket.

She squinted through the bright sun as Elliot brushed his palm over his wife’s cheek and kissed her deeply. Mandy couldn’t believe how lucky she was to be married to this man. Noticing her husband’s laptop on the coffee table she nodded to it. he looked at it, then at her, and smiled as he grabbed it and brought it to their lap.

They had planned this moment all week. They would first upload their foursome video with Allison and Lexi—the couple would also upload it today as well to drive traffic and interest to both of their pages. Tomorrow they would upload the threesome they had with Miami-Heat1999. Then later this week, they will send out the amazing threesome they just had. The blitz of videos was meant to be an apology of sorts for closing their accounts in the first place.

Mandy felt the familiar queasy excitement in her belly. It was the same feeling she felt the first time she uploaded a video of herself naked. The same feeling she felt when she live-streamed, when she was fingered by a stranger, and now, as she and her husband hovered behind his laptop with the same uncertainty.

We could still turn back. We don’t have to do this…

She leaned into her husband as he clicked open their main account and she chewed her lip nervously. Elliot scrolled down and hovered the cursor over the ‘Publish’ button. He took a deep breath and looked at his wife as he let it out. The same excitement and worried nervousness in his expression.

“Ready?” he asked.

Mandy licked her lips and couldn’t help but break into a goofy grin. There was something absurdly hilarious about their self-destruction.

“Ready?” she repeated. “As in, am I ready to irrevocably destroy my life, your life, and everything we spent decades achieving?”

Elliot made a face as he considered her words, then gave a half-shrug with a cute curve of a smile in the corner of his lips.

“Well, yeah, I suppose,” he said.

Mandy took a deep breath and let it out. Nodding to her husband, she whispered, “Okay.”

“Together?”

“Together,” Mandy agreed and leaned her head on his shoulder and put her hand on his as he moved the cursor on the screen. “On three?”

“One?” he said, smiling wider.

“Two,” Mandy said.

“Three,” they both said together as they clicked on the laptop.

They closed the laptop and promised to not look at it for the rest of the day. An hour later, after Tonya woke, the trio laughed and talked over coffee and breakfast they had delivered to the room. Mandy was fond of the nursing student. She was funny and kind—Mandy actually thought Tonya would make a good babysitter and stored the thought away for a later idea.

Returning home felt right. They paid their babysitter for the night and gave her a hefty tip. They were home before the kids had even woke up. They spent the day with their kids not worrying about going to work the next day because they didn’t have a job. They discussed a teaching plan for their kids over the next weeks and months. Mandy was kind of excited. It was fun researching different activities to do with the kids.

“You know, I was running the numbers,” Elliot said when Mandy came into his office for their nightly routine. “And even if we don’t get any more subscribers, the few hundred thousand we made already should last us a couple of years if we’re smart. We could take our time… find jobs we actually enjoy… maybe start our own business…”

“The world is our oyster,” Mandy said in a mocking tone as she handed one of the beers in her hand. “Don’t be a negative Nancy. We haven’t even looked yet.”

“I wouldn’t expect to see any new subscribers today—it’s only been a few hours,” Elliot said. Mandy could hear his apprehension in his voice. His doubt crept into her. They were parents of three kids and they didn’t have a job between them.

Did we just make the biggest mistake of our lives?

“Come on, it’s the end of the day. We agreed. Let's look just to see,” Mandy pushed.

“Okay,” Elliot said. He opened up a web browser and went to their page. The number of red alerts at the top of the page read ‘99+’ and Mandy felt the butterflies in her belly again.

“Amanda…” Elliot whispered in astonishment as he clicked and began to scroll. There were hundreds of subscribers across multiple sites. Thousands. More…

Mandy’s hands slipped around her husband. They had received tens of thousands of messages and emails about how amazing their videos were and encouraging their choice. Mandy was teary-eyed and bouncing as she squeezed her husband.

They like us! They like us!

She checked the social media accounts she used to post and saw that their new videos were going viral. They had millions of viewers. The same sites that wrote articles trashing them and humiliating them, were posting articles announcing they were ‘back at it again.’

“Oh my god, Mandy…” Elliot whispered. He had clicked on the account balance page. The amount they had earned in one day—twelve hours—was over one million two hundred thousand dollars.

“What?” Mandy said in disbelief. Her hands trembled.

“Oh my god, Mandy! Oh my god!” Elliot laughed. His eyes were wide, his head shaking.

“We—we’re millionaires!”

“Oh my god!” Mandy laughed as Elliot scooped her into his arms.

“Where do you want to go?!” Elliot yelled in astonishment. “You said you wanted a fresh start? Pick a city. Pick a state. Pick a country! We can go!”

Mandy giggled. It felt like there was electricity in her veins. Shaking her head, she blurted out, “Hawaii!”

“Hawaii sounds great!” Elliot said. Mandy pulled her husband to her and the pair kissed like they never had kissed before.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT




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.


CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE


…72 Hours Earlier…


Grabbing the twenty-four pack of Samuel Adams beer, I found myself snickering in my head at what my dad would be saying to me if he saw my purchase.

Get that fancy beer away from me, you hear.

All beer that wasn’t Miller Lite was fancy beer in my father’s eyes. Every memory I had of him from my childhood seemed like there was a half-empty can of miller in his hand, whether he was watching football or working outside. My mother, of course, didn’t drink unless it was a special occasion. Toast of champagne at a wedding or New Year’s Eve. Then their customary glass of wine on their anniversary. Twenty-four years they were married to another, and they only had one kid.

I noticed the two women giggling in the party's corner store. They were older than my twenty-three years of age by a decade or maybe two, but still held onto their good looks it seemed. Their eyes bounced to me before looking at another and giggling in hushed whispers like school girls.

Ignoring them, I continued to the counter and browsed the liquor on the back wall as the cashier rang up my beer. “I’ll take a fifth of Jack Daniels, too,” I blurted out after an extended minute of the man behind the counter staring me down. Jack Daniels was another staple of my father. At least he’d be proud of that drink of choice.

“Anything else?” He asked.

I got the three Powerball tickets my father always bought and smiled to myself.

Continuing my parents’ tradition, I thought. It has been a month since their funeral and I still can’t stop thinking about them. What I wouldn’t give for a distraction.

Both my parents weren’t the healthiest of people, but they definitely weren’t at death’s door. When the sheriff’s department called me at 4:30 in the morning to tell me of the car accident, I wasn’t ready. I wasn’t prepared. But when I hung up the phone and sat there alone in my tiny apartment, I wondered, can you ever be ready to lose both your parents?

The accident happened when my father tried to avoid a deer and failed. Striking the deer, on the way home from a restaurant, the car rolled into a ditch, which was my parent’s final resting position as they passed. Being a lonely child and an introvert was interesting, especially when losing loved ones. I hadn’t told anyone about their death and I hadn’t talked to anyone about it either. I had no friends, really. No family. It was just me.

After college, I was one of the few from my school to leave town and try to be something. I graduated with a degree in teaching only to find out how little money I would make teaching. My year of teaching history in Cleveland public schools barely covered my apartment expenses and student loans. The financial cost of two funerals was now beginning to stack up as well. My parents’ life insurance was enough to cover the funerals, but barely. Their miscellaneous expenses in their old falling apart house were taking a toll on my checking account now. I had spent the last month packing up their things, selling the unsentimental things and storing the rest. Today was going to be the first day I would take off and relax a bit.

The cashiers in Cleveland would have ID’d me, but in this small podunk town that I was raised in, that’s not something that’s done. I Paid for my items and grabbed the bag they were in and went to leave when I saw my shoe was untied. Stopping at the door, I set my beer, liquor, and Powerball tickets down on the ground. Had I known the ripple effect of events that would have been caused by me simply tying my shoe, I’m not sure I would have stopped to do so.


CHAPTER FORTY


…72 Hours Later…


Cynthia moved about like molasses, bringing her hand up to her face to brush the strands of hair from her brow slowly. It was like she was trying to focus after her orgasm. Her thick thighs finally parted enough to allow my hand to fall from her pussy, which caused another gasp to escape her lips. She climbed off my lap on shaky legs that caused me to keep my hands near her thighs in case she would collapse.

“Oh, my god…” Cynthia giggled to herself as she turned and smiled down at me. “You made a mess out of me, young man.”

I smirked as she grabbed a hold of the back of the couch on both sides of my head and leaned down to give me a long lingering kiss. I cupped her flushed cheeks gently, holding her lips in place as we kissed for an extended moment. I could feel my erection pounding on the front of my boxers and jeans. Cynthia must have sensed it as well because, while we kissed, I felt her hands fall to my crotch.

At first, her gentle hands simply caressed and petted my hard on through my engorged jeans. When she unzipped my jeans, I thought my cock might’ve shot right out, it was so restrained.

“Mmmmm… somebody wants attention…” Cynthia growled through a wicked smile.

Her hands quickly undid my belt and unbuttoned my waistline, releasing my erection from my pants and boxers when she pulled them down.

“Goddd…” Cynthia gasped. “You’re bigger than I thought.”

Before I could say a word, Cynthia’s mouth lowered to my cock. She opened wide and her lips took the head of my shaft while her tongue made warm, wet laps back and forth on my urethra. A slight groan escaped my mouth as Cynthia’s lips pressed down my shaft and back up twice in quick succession.

Looking up at me, Cynthia licked her lips with excitement in her eyes. “Mmmm… I love the way you taste.”

Cynthia’s words were drowned out by the faint sound of a doorknob twisting and an unseen door opening. I froze and only began to move when I heard her voice.

“Mom, you here?” A woman’s voice called.

I scrambled to grab at my pants to cover my massive erection where I sat in the living room, but Cynthia simply smirked and slowly stood up. Presumably, Cynthia’s daughter walked around the corner from the kitchen and her eyes brightened at the awkward sight of me trying and failing to cover my erection.

“Mom, looks like you started without me,” the woman said, almost as if she was complaining.

“Well, honey, just look at him,” Cynthia said, swiping my hand away from covering my erection. “How could I wait any longer after seeing that?”

The girl didn’t respond as her eyes lingered on my erection.

“Sorry, didn’t I mention my stepdaughter was coming over?” Cynthia asked. “Anyways, this is Brittany. Brittany, this is Matt, Momma’s new friend.”

Frozen in place and unsure of what the proper, gentlemanly thing to do is, I just sat there and said, “hey…”

Brittany was in her twenties and probably older than I was. Her blond hair was put up in a messy bun, but when she pulled her pink hoodie up over her head, it revealed a thin, hourglass figure with perky breasts and wide, thick ass. Her gray yoga pants seemed too small and hugged her crotch in almost a revealing manner. Her gold hoop earrings bounced on the side of her face as she moved to the seat to my right on the couch and sat.

I noticed Cynthia disappear into the kitchen with her empty glass as I felt her stepdaughter move closer to my side.

“When I heard my mom said she knew you, I couldn’t believe it,” Brittany said. “I never met anyone famous before.”

My cheeks were already blushing from my predicament, so I just shrugged and nodded. “Well, I wouldn’t say ‘famous’ really…”

Brittany rolled her eyes, “you’ve been on the TV all day it seems the past couple days. That’s famous.”

I nodded, declining to argue the point.

“You don’t have to be weird or anything,” Brittany smiled, shouldering me as she peered down at the stiff erection beneath my hands. “I wanted to first meet you with your clothes on but this is good, too.”

Brittany reached over between my legs and with her small, gentle hands gripped the side of my shaft, stroking it gently.

“Can I?” she asked, a little late as well. “It’s okay,” she purred as she scooted closer.

I moved my hands to the side, letting my shaft bob as she touched me and saw Brittany’s eyes light up.

“Oh, my god…” Brittany blushed and smiled at me.

“I told you, didn’t I?” Brittany’s mother called from the kitchen.

Brittany’s hand slowly tightened around my shaft as she stroked me slowly at first, then faster and faster. Feeling more comfortable in the familiar spot, I hooked my hand around Brittany’s neck and pulled her to me as I kissed her. The girl giggled as she kissed me back and started to pant as she kept on pumping my shaft.

Pulling from the kiss, Brittany’s lips sucked on my earlobe before she whispered, “Oh you’re so fucking hard. Is that from my mom, hm? You get so fucking hard fucking my mom? What are you not turned on by me?”

Before I could say anything, Brittany half shrugged with a wicked smile as she pulled her hair back in a ponytail. “I guess I’m going to have to earn my keep.”

Brittany gripped the base of my cock and pressed her wet lips and small mouth down on the tip of my cock. The pressure I felt was immense as the head of my cock popped inside her mouth as I immediately felt her warm, wet tongue lapping and slithering down my shaft. Deeper, Brittany pushed her mouth down my cock and I bit my lips as the fluttering pleasure I felt on the tip of my cock was almost too much.

My eyes opened again when I felt and heard Cynthia’s presence step back into the living room. I, like every other normal man, had never been a part of a threesome–well, not since this week–and so having another woman standing in the entryway of the living room sipping wine with an amused look on her face while her stepdaughter was sucking my cock was still an awkward moment for me.

Cynthia must have sensed the uncomfortableness in me, because she giggled to herself as she finished yet another glass of wine before walking carefully towards me. Setting her glass down on the coffee table, she stepped around the back of the couch near the house’s front door and looked down at me from behind the couch. Leaning forward, I watched her pearl necklace dangle and rock before I saw her thick breasts follow suit. Her movements were slow and her cheeks red as the effects of the alcohol were evident. The soft hands of this mother massaged and rubbed along my chest and biceps. Her cheek brushed gently against mine before her lips found mine upside down and we kissed as her hair fell around my face like curtains.

Is this what heaven feels like?

All the while, Cynthia’s daughter aggressively plunged her mouth deeper down the shaft of my cock. She placed her hands on either side of my hips as they rose and fell like Brittany’s mouth was riding my erection.

Then, in a snap. It all stopped. Brittany was first. The young woman’s lips and hands disappeared from my body and when I looked to see why, so did her mother’s sensitive touch to my chest. Brittany wiped at her mouth with the side of a hand as the other held my cell phone and she read the screen.

“Who the fuck’s Helen?!” Brittany snapped. The teasing nubile woman she was seconds ago was gone. Suddenly, I questioned if my car would survive this argument without being keyed.

“What?” My head was still swimming as my throbbing erection bounced in front of Brittany.

“Helen,” Brittany snarled, reading from my phone. “She just texted you, ‘hey cowboy, want to go for another ride tonight? I’m sure we can rope Trisha into CUMMING too.’ What the fuck?!”

Brittany threw my phone and it bounced off my chest.

“Whoa,” I said.

“Hey hey hey,” Cynthia said, holding up a hand between Brittany and me. “Now let’s not jump to conclusions, Brittany. Just cause the man get’s this text doesn’t mean he’s going to respond, now does it?”

Brittany pushed her lower lip outward like a child pouting on her knees and shook her head.

“Now, Matt,” Cynthia continued from looking down on me from behind the couch. Her hand cupped my cheek as the other slid, massaging circles on my chest around my phone. “As you can see, dear. My stepdaughter and I have a unique relationship and we don’t like to share it with just anyone. So those who we do share it with we like to have just to ourselves. Now my daughter and I really like you, don’t we Brittany?”

Brittany’s eyes brightened as she leaned her body against one of my bare thighs and stared down at my still flexing cock that bobbed before her. She had gone from a rage filled teenager to a woman eyeing her dessert and obsessing over it the longer she can’t have it. She nodded back to her mother excitedly.

“See… We’d like to finish what we started, but more than that, we’d like to see much more of you in the future,” Cynthia continued. “Now, if you want to leave…” Cynthia said as her hands rubbed all the way down my body to my cock and stroked me several times. She bent over my shoulder and I felt her full breasts mash into my taut belly as she dipped low enough to wrap her lips around my cock and suck for several seconds. Brittany giggled and extended her tongue. Lapping at the base of my cock all the way up to the tip as her mother’s lips popped off the head of my cock.

With her mother draped across my body, there was a brief moment where I was ignored and the mother and stepdaughter embraced in a long messy kiss over top of my throbbing and glistening cock. When the kiss broke, Cynthia giggled as she slowly dragged her face and lips up my chest and kissed my neck and cheek.

“…if you want to leave you can, but Brittany and I would be so sad. Or…” Cynthia’s arms wrapped around my upper body from behind as we watched Brittany slowly slide out of her yoga pants, revealing her fat taut ass and her tight, shaved, glistening pussy lips as she bent over. “We could tell that trailer trash Helen to leave you alone and you can finish what you started here, hm?”

The words tumbled out of my mouth like weights falling free. Without thought or consideration, I simply said, “I’ll stay.”

“Good answer, baby,” Cynthia purred. Her daughter squealed in excitement and, now naked, hopped on the couch beside me. Brittany cupped a hand to my cheek as she kissed me hard and wildly, like her mother had before. All the while, Cynthia had snatched my phone from my chest and was replying to me to Helen.

“I’ll just tell her you’re not interested…” Cynthia said to herself as her fingers tapped away on the screen.

Brittany’s hand made long dragging strokes on my shaft as she kissed me. By the time she broke from the kiss and returned her head to my lap to continue sucking my cock, Cynthia had turned off my phone and tossed it to the side. Crawling onto the couch on the opposite side of me, Cynthia raised to her knees as she looked down on me for a moment before kissing me.

Maneuvering was happening, and I didn’t know it. I just knew the sweet taste of Cynthia’s tongue. The music of her hum as she pushed her tongue against mine. The feel of her breasts mashing against my chest. Breaking the kiss, Cynthia bit my earlobe as she purred a moan.

“Mmmmm do you like the sight of my daughter about to ride your fucking cock, baby?”

My eyes opened, and I saw that Brittany was between my legs and faced away from me. She was lining up my thick shaft with her dripping slit. I felt the tight, warm pressure as she slowly pressed down. Her wet walls clamped on my cock. Her body and thighs trembled. Her body slid halfway down my shaft and Brittany arched her back and flung her head back as she moaned, “aahhh fuck!”

Bracing herself with her hands on my thighs, her body rose and fell, humping me over and over. “Ahh ahh ahh ahh!” Brittany cried out with every tight penetration my cock made into her.

Cynthia was in an excited frenzy over her daughter’s pleasure. Her lips kissed and sucked at every inch of my neck. Her hands pawed and pushed at my body. “Yeah, baby, that’s right fuck my daughter’s dirty fucking cunt,” Cynthia said. “Come on, she’s a big girl, she can take it. You want that dick, Brittany baby?”

In a high-pitched cry, Brittany replied, “yes! Ahh ahh ahh oh god yes- fuck me!”

I buck my hips in time with her lowering herself on me and hear her scream in pleasure as her pussy began to ride me easier. Her sloshing wet cunt drenched my cock as it slipped up and down on me. Cynthia removed her top, revealing her gorgeous breasts draped only with her white pearls before me. Feeding me one of her hard, luscious nipples, I eagerly took it in my mouth.

Cynthia’s hands pressed into my palms and pressed my hands back against the couch and above my head. The mother and daughter pair had me restrained, held down, and prostrated on the couch. My legs and arms spread wide as Cynthia used my mouth as her personal breast pump, and her daughter used my throbbing cock as her personal fuck toy to ride.

“Aahhh! Ohhh gahhd, mom. Mom! I can’t hold out much longer,” Brittany cried in a panic.

“Oh, baby you’re doing–ahhhh, oh fuck yes, bite mommy’s fucking nipples, that’s it! Ahhh… ride the fucking cock, baby. Ride it!” Cynthia moaned.

The clapping sound of Brittany’s body slamming down on mine filled the room as I grunted and groaned into her mother’s breast.

“Ohhh yess… yesss… just like that… oh god,” Cynthia moaned. “I need you to cum. Cum inside Brittany. Cum inside her!”

Brittany’s voice screamed a high-pitched moan as she rode me hard. “Ah ah ah ah! Ahhh god! I’m cumming I’m cumming I’m- ahhh!”

The moment overwhelmed me as I lost control and came hard with my flexing shaft buried inside Brittany’s tight pussy. Throbbing, I pulsed inside her, shooting strings of cum inside her.

Brittany shook as she squirmed in my lap. “Oh god, oh fuck!”

Cynthia pulled away as her daughter’s body leaned back and formed against my front. Her naked, sweaty body pressed back against mine. Her head and messy hair leaning beside mine against my cheek as she panted. Her mother leaned over top of her, sandwiching Brittany between my body and Cynthia’s as Cynthia bent down and kissed me gently.

After a moment, I tried to move, but Cynthia and her daughter pushed me down in place.

“Ah ah ahhh…” Cynthia hummed between kisses. Her hands clasped mine and held them down against the back of the couch behind my head. “You’re ours now.”

My cock still pulsed every few seconds inside Brittany’s pussy, which made her coo a moan. Cynthia’s breasts mashed into her daughters when she leaned into our kiss. Leaning back, Cynthia broke the kiss so Brittany could look over her shoulder and kiss me just as deep as her stepmother did.

Our three bodies mashed in a mess of sweaty ecstasy that felt wondrous. In my head I wondered what was next for the three of us, I thought about the TV interview I had to do later that night and felt a nervous drop in my stomach recalling it. But most of all, I thought of my phone, wherever Cynthia threw it and the text Helen sent, and I worry what Cynthia replied with.

I thought about Trisha and I want to know if she thought about me as much as I had been thinking of her.


CHAPTER FORTY-ONE


…72 Hours Earlier…


“Ah, shit!” The woman at the liquor store counter cursed. “Sorry, just hold on, hold on, I’ve got another credit card in here somewhere…”

I looked over my shoulder from my position near the front door, where I had stopped to tie my shoes. The two women I had seen giggling at my expense while shopping were at the counter. Both of the women were a good deal older than me but still possessed an attractiveness far beyond my usual comfort level. In some parallel universe, had I ever worked up the nerve to speak to either of them, I would surely mumble, stutter, and blush like I was back in high school.

The lady speaking at the counter had long dirty blond hair that spilled down onto her shoulders. She wore a form fitting red tank top with spaghetti straps that revealed the many tattoos, some more faded than others, populated over her shoulders, arms, and back. As she sifted through her large black leather purse, I couldn’t help but stare at her ample breasts and long line of cleavage she revealed.

I stared a bit too long because I realized after a moment that the second lady was watching me. Blushing, my eyes met hers before I turned back to my shoelaces. The second woman appeared to be just as embarrassed as the pair struggled to pay for the liquor and beer. She was just as sexy as the first woman, but in a different way. It was clear they had planned a night out on the town tonight. Not that in Helena, Ohio, there was much to go out on the town. My hometown had a total of two bars. Jack’s Bar & Grill was the bar everyone went to and Crows was the one you went to if you were looking for a rougher crowd. Biker types frequented that hole in the wall, as did those who were looking for intoxication other than alcohol.

Still, it was common for locals like these two women to do their hair, put their makeup, and jewelry on as if going clubbing in Toledo just to go to Jack’s and down shots of vodka while listening to the jukebox and play keeno.

“Goddammit, where is that fucking thing?” The woman at the counter cursed as she shoved her hand deep inside her purse, feeling around as if searching for an odd shaped artifact.

“It’s fine,” the second woman whispered. “We can just go- I think I still have something at home.”

“What? No, I must have just misplaced my credit card or something,” the first woman said as she gave up searching in her purse. “Hey, nick, can you just spot us on this one and we’ll get you back next week?”

The young faced store clerk, Nick, reached out with a hand and grabbed at the two fifths of vodka and 24 pack of beer and shook his head.

“Can’t do it,” Nick grunted. “Got to pay first.”

“Oh, come one Nick, you know I’m good for it. I’ll be back next week,” the woman persisted as she crossed her arms and leaned forward, giving Nick the perfect view at her overflowing cleavage. Nick stole several looks at the cleavage but the grimace on the man’s face was undeterred.

“No can do, Helen,” Nick said, starting to corral their alcohol.

“This is bullshit,” Helen cursed.

I couldn’t say what motivated me to do it beyond chivalry came naturally to me. It was something my father had instilled in me from a young age, and it seemed appropriate for me to intercede at this point. Standing up right, I left my purchase on the ground and turned back to the counter, feeling the uncomfortable twist in my gut before I reached the two beautiful women.

“Hey- sorry to eavesdrop, but I’d like to pay for your guys’ drinks if that’s okay?” I asked, looking between the women eyeing me from head to toe cautiously and the annoyed man behind the counter.

“Well, sure that will be okay!” Helen’s face lit up with a wide smile as her body language immediately changed as she faced me. Helen looked knowingly to the second woman as if telling her an inside joke. “Well, how about that?”

I smiled politely, feeling heat flare at my cheeks as I slid my credit card through the machine and signed the merchant copy of the receipt. I was too much in a nervous rush to look at the price, but I knew it would be stretching my expenses to their capacity. It wasn’t like I was going to max out my credit card, but every expense added would sit on my card for months accruing interest charges as I worked away at my 9 to 5 to pay it off.

“I’m Helen by the way,” the dirty blond haired woman said as she shifted her weight to the side causing her breasts to jiggle in front of me. “This is my friend Trisha…”

Trisha was half hidden behind her friend. She wore a long-sleeved black shirt with a V neck that revealed her above average sized breasts as well. Her auburn hair waved over her shoulders as her fingers fiddled with another in front of her lap.

“Thanks, that was really nice of you,” Trisha said sincerely.

I wave them both off, “my pleasure. I’m Matt.”

“At least someone still knows how to treat a lady,” Helen dug as she gathered her bagged liquor, glaring at Nick, who seemed to not care about anything.

“Na, um, I just couldn’t stand to watch you two go thirsty on a Saturday night,” I laughed, gathering my alcohol.

The two women whisper to another as they follow me outside. Fall was breaking and the leaves were beginning to turn. The weather during the day was still warm without the choking heat and at night the temperature would drop with a cool breeze.

I turn to walk towards my car when I feel a small hand gently paw at my bicep. I turned and saw Helen juggling the two fifths of cheap vodka in one arm as she smiled up at me.

“So are you off to a party or something?” Helen eyed my alcohol.

“Oh, no, just um, having a one man party I guess, back at home,” I smirked.

“Oh, well, we were just heading out to Jack’s if you want to come out with us,” Helen offered with a flirtatious smile. The red of her lipstick matching the red of her tank top stretched around her chest.

“Um, well,” I hesitated, trying to figure out if I really was in the mood for a bar setting.

“Oh come on!” Helen badgered playfully as she brushed her fingers across my chest. “It’s Trisha’s birthday today! What better way to party than to have a nice strapping young man take her out on the town?”

I looked back at Trisha, who blushed and shook her head as if to say, ‘ignore my friend.’

“Yeah, you know what? Sure. Sounds fun,” I relented with a smile.

“Great, you want to give a couple of desperate ladies a lift there?” Helen giggled at her joke as she petted my chest some more while saddling to my side.

I laughed, “of course! Hop on- err, in. Go ahead and hop in my car.”

“Whoa, now, sailor, slow down,” Helen eyed me seductively as she moved to get in the passenger door of my car with Trisha right behind her. “You need to buy us some drinks before you start giving us orders like that. Come on, Trish.”

“Thanks, I, um,” Trisha spoke softly. Her eyes caught mine overtop of the car as she hid an embarrassed smile while Helen sat and closed the door. “Don’t mind my friend, she’s kinda crazy.”

I smiled and nodded, “oh, happy birthday.”

Trisha blushed and looked down as she pawed at the air and shook her head. “Thanks,” she smiled before entering my car.


CHAPTER FORTY-TWO


The Hotel Room


“Well, I’m sitting, so you don’t get the full effect,” I tapped the low side of my waist where the small amount of skin and fat I did have on my body accumulated and hid my lower set of abs. “My 8 pack is more of a 4… 4.5?” I shrugged, looking down at my flexed chest.

While judging by Helen’s and Trisha’s almost completely naked bodies, I had been winning at strip poker in this hotel room I booked, the fact that I was sitting on the edge of this bed in my boxers was proof that I hadn’t won either.

“Oh, I have to feel–I’m sorry,” Trisha said, throwing her hands up and shaking them as if quieting a crowd of spectators. Trisha wore a white bra that made her large, natural breasts bounce up together on their own. The shirt and pants she once wore was now draped over her thick bare thighs and what little pudge gathered at the bottom of her belly. If we hadn’t consumed the absurd amount of alcohol at the bar already, I doubted that the quiet Trisha I met earlier tonight would even consider appearing like this.

She stood up from her chair on her side of the table and groped at my chest. Her fingers explored the grooves between my pecs and slid down to top of my shredded abs. My eyes lingered at her white panties that hugged her hips and crotch. I felt her delicate touch and saw the way her eyes lit up and how she chewed on her lower lip.

“It’s like feeling a gym poster come to life! And you’re a teacher?”

Helen laughed, smacking her own thigh as she took another long pull at the whiskey bottle. Helen’s confidence seemed unwavering, even half naked. Her mature body was covered in faded tattoos. Roses on her waist that disappeared under her black panties. A tribal symbol designed between her breasts that reached up from her cleavage. She leaned back owning her curving body without a care in the world. Teetering her jack Daniel’s bottle in her hand, Helen shook her dirty blonde hair to one side as she stared at me.

“I like to workout,” I said. My eyes, though distracted by Trisha’s wondrous eyes and flushed cheeks, could stay away from her round ass that was protruding beside his shoulder, nor could he ignore her exposed plump breasts that were inches from my face.

It was a combination of the liquor and how horny I was at that moment, but my left hand raised from the mattress and cupped her right ass cheek.

“Whoop, oh my!” Trisha jumped out of the trance she was in, feeling me when she felt my grope.

“Oh, sorry, I thought it was only fair that if you felt me I got to feel you,” I said, honestly not knowing where my sudden confidence came from.

“Oh, nope, no, you're fine… your fine. It’s just, um,” Trisha cleared her throat and placed her palm on her chest as if she was trying to slow her heart. My warm palm slid slow, wide circles over her ass cheeks as she tried to focus. My fingertips gently tracing beneath her white panties where her cheeks met her thighs. With each rub, my fingers pushed closer and closer to the fold of fabric where her panties bunched and disappeared between her thick thighs. “I-I, um, wow, is it hot in here?” Trisha laughed as she fanned herself, looking at Helen.

“No, but you are, girl,” Helen shouted, as she clapped her hands excitedly. “Sexy ass birthday girl! Granny panties and all!”

I didn’t think Trisha’s face could get any redder, but it was as she fought back a smile and gave her laughing best friend the middle finger. It was almost the same moment; I slipped my middle finger down from her ass crack between her thighs and felt the warm moist fabric resting atop of her sex as I reached my finger deep between her legs and slowly dragged it backwards over her slit through her dampening underwear.

“Oh, my… god…” Trisha’s hands shot to her mouth as she formed a tent around her lips as if she thought she might scream. “It’s, um, it’s just been a while since, wow-oh my god…” she stepped out with one foot, widening her stance for me and had to reach out and grab my shoulder to balance herself. With more room, my finger reached through the gap and could rub the fabric over her clit. “Oh my god, don-your, oh, we really shouldn’t be doing this,” Trisha giggled nervously as she looked down on me. She saddled closer to me, though, and leaned more on my shoulder.

My multiple fingers now rubbed her panties and began to press harder on her sex as I felt a damp circle forming in the center.

“Why not?” Helen protested. Her intoxication was evident in her volume. “We’re all adults. Besides, it’s your birthday!”

“It is your birthday,” I said.

Trisha looked down at me with pouty lips, as if making a decision. I smile and shrug as I bring my right hand to the front of her sex. Without warning I pulled her panties to the side with my left hand and slid my middle finger between her wet pussy lips, entering her slowly. She gasped and her eyes went wide as she was shocked in the moment. I held her gaze as I pushed my finger in and out of her slowly, over and over again as her mouth hung open in a silent scream.

The room went quiet as Helen just watched and groped her own breasts before sliding her palm between her thighs.


CHAPTER FORTY-THREE


The Bar


“Jesus, this place is packed,” I said as we drove by Jack’s Bar and Grill. The parking lot, which was small already and covered in potholes and faded yellow parking lines, was completely filled.

“I told you, hun,” Helen slapped her knee, “too many people are livin’ here now. They need to go.”

I laughed and heard Trisha in the back seat lean forward between our chairs. “You can park across the street at the hotel. That’s where we park when we drive.” She said, pointing at a run-down motel with a red vacancy sign in the front window. It was strange seeing all these places. I left this town 7 years ago for college and never really returned. I had visited my parents, of course, multiple times over the past years, but usually just stayed in the house for a weekend or the three of them who visit a nearby city on a mini-vacation. My mother used to love those brief trips. Shopping locally and helping small businesses. She was a good woman. Could never pass a homeless person on a street corner without giving them something.

Smiling as I got out of the vehicle, I shook my head at the nostalgic memories when I caught Trisha studying my expression. I didn’t want to think of my dead parents right now. I had spent the past month wallowing in self pity long enough. This was one of the few times I’ve been out of the house and had a chance to take my mind off things.

Jack’s looked, smelled, and felt just the way I remembered it. In high school, my friends and I would come here on the weekends and if we were lucky enough to have the right combination of bartender and patrons, we would stumble out at night drunk. The stain of cigarette smoke on our clothes from the outdoor patio and the souls of our shoes sticking to the floor with each step.

The small wooden bar in the corner was packed with people on stools. Old timers, regulars, and a few younger faces standing around them waiting for their drinks. The tables and booths were mostly full with couples and friend groups as they ate appetizers and downed beers. The jukebox roared mostly oldies from a few decades ago. Fan favorites.

Helen brought us to her usual table, which still had remnants of empty glasses and plates. “First rounds on me.” Helen winked as she took her purse off and hung it on the chair.

Trisha stacked the plates and glasses to the side of the table and I quickly joined her in grabbing a handful of napkins to wipe down the table. “Oh, I can do that.”

“No, please. It’s your birthday, right? Take a load off!” I smiled.

Trisha rolled her eyes and shook his head as she sat down. “Please, I’m old but I’m not that old.”

“You’re not old. You look great.”

Trisha blushed and seemed to try to make herself smaller in her seat. I felt bad, but found myself extremely attracted to her. She was in great shape, with an hourglass body, a round butt, and large natural breasts. She seemed uncomfortable with how revealing she was dressed. Like maybe Helen picked out her clothes for tonight’s occasion. Like maybe Helen said something like, ‘here, wear this tonight. This will surely get you laid.’

Trisha noticed me leering at her cleavage, and I quickly averted my eyes. A coy smile grew across her lips. “How old are you?”

“24,” I said.

Her eyes widened, slightly alarmed, before she covered her eyes with a hand. “Oh, my god…”

“What? How old are you?”

After a long sigh, Trisha said, “38… today. We’re a whole generation apart. Way too old for you.”

I smirked, “way too old to do what?”

Trisha stuttered and looked as though she couldn’t get any redder in her cheeks.

“Trisha, I didn’t think I’d see you here,” a high-pitched voice said over my shoulder.

When I turned to look, I nearly had a face full of breasts as the woman hovered so closely behind me.

A surprised look broke across Trisha’s face as she seemed to force a fake smile. “Hi Cynthia, how are you?”


CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR


The Hotel Room


Trisha looked down at me with pouty lips, as if making a decision. I smile and shrug as I bring my right hand to the front of her sex. Without warning, I pull her panties to the side with my left hand and slid my middle finger between her wet pussy lips, entering her slowly. She gasped and her eyes went wide as she was shocked in the moment. I held her gaze as I pushed my finger in and out of her slowly, over and over again as her mouth hung open in a silent scream.

The room went quiet as Helen just watched and groped her own breasts before sliding her palm between her thighs.

“Oh, god!” Trisha gasped and stepped towards me. Her hips turned to face me and suddenly her knees were touching mine and my lips were brushing just above her navel. Her hands grasped at the back of his head and neck, holding me to her soft skin as squeaks and gasps escaped her lips.

“Ah-ah ah, oh my god… oh my god…” she moaned as I slipped a second find inside her pussy. Her fat breasts bounced above my face as her hips shuddered and she looked at the ceiling.

“Hey, now,” Helen said, taking another long gulp from the whiskey bottle as she stood. “That’s not fair. I want some of that!” She whined.

Helen stumbled over to my right side, sliding the table away so she could go beside her best friend. I could see Helen’s tattoos populated all over her bare arms, thighs, and a few looping roses on her ribs. The roses went all the way down to her thigh on her left side. As my fingers pumped inside Trisha, Helen bent over in front of her and gripped my cheeks with her hands and slid her tongue into my mouth as she kissed me. Her jet black curls shrouded the sides of his face as her tongue lapped mine. I could taste the Jack Daniels on her tongue and feel her hot breath on my lips.

My cock swelled in my boxers and I felt it begin to stretch the fabric as I wished I had more hands as I would have loved to grab Helen’s massive breasts at that moment. My finger slowed inside of Trisha and I felt her begin to retreat and pull away. My fingers clung to her panties and Helen straightened with a humming moan.

“Mmm mmm mmmmm,” Helen said, breaking the kiss as her hands grabbed at her friend’s hips. “Where do you think you’re going?”

“No, it’s okay, I can, um, just sit-I’ll just go over here and you guys can-‘’ Trisha panted, looking around the room.

“No, no, no, birthday girl,” Helen said. “This is your birthday, now, so here. Have a seat.”

Pushing the table away, Helen made room and pushed Trisha despite her protests towards me. I quickly pulled my fingers from Trisha’s panties as she nearly fell on top of me. She caught herself at the last moment and was able to straddle me on the bed, putting a leg on either side as I laid back on the bed. Watching Trisha pull her hair to one side, my eyes fluttered from her lips to her eyes as her face hung inches above mine.

There was something different in the chemistry between me and her. Something more electric. My hands carefully slid up her body and cupped her face, and guided her lips down to mine. The tender kiss exchanged between us two was transformative. It felt as though we were not only alone in the room, but alone in the world. The last survivors of some cataclysmic event or another. Ignorant of their doom and lost in the moment of this eternal kiss. I felt her arms close around my shoulders and face as she arched her back and pressed her breasts into my chest.

The only thing that woke me from that moment was the startling feel of Helen’s hand finding my flexed shaft and stroking it through my boxers. After several rubs, she found the hole in the front of my boxers and fed the begging shaft through it. It was a strange and almost helpless feeling I felt. My arms and sight were completely engulfed by the beautiful Trisha before me as we kissed deeper and deeper in our obsession. With that, I was completely unaware of what Helen did with my cock at the bottom of the bed.

Helen’s small hand struggled to wrap around my flexed shaft and began pumping it bare. She squeezed my shaft and my shaft flexed back in her grip. Trisha’s kiss became deeper and more obsessive as the pumping of my cock grew faster. There was a tension in my shaft as it was strained and pulled to the side and quickly overwhelmed by the feeling of the wet warm lips of Helen’s mouth engulfing the tip of his cock.

I groaned into Trisha’s mouth, who licked the roof of my mouth as I sucked on her tongue, one of our hands intertwined fingers over my head, uniting each other, while my right hand cupped and squeezed at her left breast. Feeling her soft skin and full breast. I tried to hold my grunt as Helen pushed her lips down my throbbing shaft over and over. She cupped my balls and stroked the base of my cock–the part she couldn’t fit in her mouth.

There was a slurping sound, followed by Helen’s gasps as she stood upright over Trisha’s backside. There was a devious look on her face. Suddenly, Trisha broke the kiss with a shocking gasp. I worried I might’ve done something wrong, when Trisha looked at me then gasped and looked over her shoulder.

“Helen! Is that–oh god, what are ahh!” Trisha moaned, squinting her eyes.

“Mmmm… I thought I would have to slick your pussy up, honey, but damn, you're dripping, baby,” Helen bit her lip as she hovered over her best friend’s back. “What? Does my fingers sliding in your pussy feel good?”

Trisha stood tall on her hands and knees with a small dip in the small of her back as her body went stiff. Helen rocked her hand back and forth, fingering it hard, making her squirm and scream. The moment only lasted a few seconds until Helen pulled on and giggled to herself as she licked at her fingers. Helen worked my shaft, pumping it as she pulled on Trisha’s hips and lowered her pussy back and down on the head of my cock.

“Ohh gah!” Trisha’s eyebrows went tall.

“Oh my god, Trish- I… I don’t know if you can fit this boy- oh…” Helen commented, cupping a hand over her mouth.

“Jesus Chris- ahh!” Trisha cupped a hand over her mouth after swiping her hair out of her face. The head of my cock stretched her pussy lips as I slowly stuffed her deeper. Inching my cock higher and higher as I felt her warm and wet lips swallow my cock. Her pussy squeezed and flexed around his shaft.

“Ahhh! Oh god!” Trisha cried.

“Mmmm, you’re doing so good, baby, yes, fuck that pussy,” Helen encouraged as she stripped completely naked.

Trisha sat back completely and left, her pussy stretched to its limits with most of my cock stuffed inside. I could see her face was a mix of exhaustion, pleasure, shock, and confusion. Tisha was drunk on the feeling as she slowly circled her hips on my shaft. The moment of ecstasy built as I watched Helen crawl onto the bed beside me. Her extra large breasts swayed from side to side between her arms as saddled beside my face.

The moment was so surreal, even my drunken state to feel my cock flex and ooze pre-cum inside this gorgeous milf as another girl neared and smiled down on me.

“I have to get in here,” Helen panted. “Playing with that big cock made me so god damn wet, baby.”

Helen leaned over, kissing me wildly. I tasted the liquor on her tongue as she shoved it deep down into my mouth. Her perky, full breasts mashed into my chest as she bit my lip and grabbed at my hair. Slowly, I felt Trisha lowering and raising on my cock as her squealing began.

“Ahhmmm aaah.. ahh…” Trisha groaned.

Helen broke from the kiss and, without asking permission, maneuvered her leg over my face so her thick thighs surrounded my cheeks and I watched her wet, shaved pussy lips lower onto my face.

Reaching around her legs, I cupped her ass cheeks and used my fingertips to spread her lips as I made a long wet lick across her entire pussy. Quickly and repeatedly, I licked her pussy lips again and again and felt a quiver go through her inner thighs as I heard her cry out.

“Oh baby yes, get in there, lick my pussy baby,” Helen cried. Pushing my tongue deep inside her pussy, I tasted her pussy, drowning my tongue. Juices poured around my tongue. At the same time, Trisha had gotten used to the girth of his cock enough and began to ride me like I was her dildo. Her pussy bouncing up and down on my cock harder and harder. Her pussy lips choked my head, milking it with every raise on my shaft.

I felt hands on my chest and stomach rubbing and bracing themselves as they rode various parts of my body. My tongue made long laps on Helen’s clit over and over as I felt her thighs flex and tighten around my cheeks. I gasped for air as I spread her pussy lips wide and tongue fucked her pussy over and over again. Her juices drip to my cheeks as I push my tongue deeper.

“Ah ah ah ah! Oh my… oh my god!” Trisha moaned as she rode me harder. Her fat ass cheeks smacked against my thighs with every thrust down on me.

“Oh, my god, baby you're so fucking good with the fucking tongue!” Helen yelped. At her moan, I wrapped my lips around her swollen clit, sucking on it. Harder and harder, I sucked on her clit. Helen gasped, and she moved to try to lift off of my face, but I wouldn’t let her. Holding her down on my face, I dragged my tongue across her clitoris. “Fuuuck! Holy fucking shit! Yes! Yes!”

Helen sucked in a deep, ragged breath and went silent as her inner thighs trembled around my face. My tongue flicked repeatedly on her clit and a sudden jolt went through her body. Her muscles flexed and spasmed until she screamed.

“Oh, fuck! I’m cumming, I’m cumming I’m ahh!” She moaned, and I felt a stream of her juices fall down my chin and around my neck. I felt her hips tense like they were trying to pull away until finally she released a long sigh and relaxed her hips back down onto my face. She left her pussy to be cleaned and lapped at by my warm tongue, cleaning her up.

It wasn’t until Helen’s moan quieted that I could focus on the speed and force that Trisha was riding me. Her tight wet pussy slammed down on my hips with a roughness. I could see the corner of her massive tits bouncing wildly around Helen’s hips.

“Oh Jesus…” Trisha cried out as her ass clapped down faster.

Instinctually, my hands slid up blindly on Trisha’s body and Trisha’s hand grabbed ahold of my hands guiding them to her breasts. I squeezed them, mashing them into her chest and pinched her nipples.

“Oh god! I can’t- I… Oh god, I’m gonna cum!” Trisha sung as her hips ground on my cock. Helen leaned forward and sucked on her friend’s neck. My hands that cupped Trisha’s perfect breasts were now mashed between Helen and Trisha fat tits. “Jesus chrriiiisst ahhh!” Trisha came and convulsed on my shaft.

Helen raised off of me and I felt how wet my chin was. Helen giggled as she bent down, shrouding me in her hair as kissed me slowly, then licked and kissed at the juices on my chin. Trisha was panting as she slowly raised herself off of my shaft. My hard cock bounced erect as the two women sat on the bed on either side of me.

Helen broke away from the kiss and smiled down at my still erect member. “Mmmm… I love fucking you young guys,” she purred. Trisha ran a hand over her face and through her sweaty hair. Her eyes was a dazed as if she was still trying to find her senses. Helen giggled more, “come here, Trish.”

Helen gave her friend a lingering kiss that seemed to wake her up in confusion, but Helen quickly pulled on the back of her neck, lowering Trisha’s lips to my cock. Without prompting, Trisha’s lips swallowed the head of my cock, making me groan as Helen pulled her hair back into a ponytail with her fist.

Trisha’s head bobbed up and down eagerly. I could feel the warm pressure her mouth gave my cock. Helen’s hand and fingernails scraped my chest as she coaxed me.

“That’s it baby, cum for us,” Helen said. “Cum in this birthday girl’s mouth.”

Trisha's sloppy lips slid down my shaft and I felt it cumming.

“Yes, watch those slutty lips swallow you,” Helen purred. “Cum in your whore. Cum in her mouth.”

I groaned as my cock spasmed and Trisha’s eyes went wide as I pumped loads of cum into her mouth.

“Yessss! That’s it, baby! Cum hard for us, yesss!” Helen commanded.

Trisha’s lips remained wrapped around my shaft as my cock flexed over and over. Slithering her tongue up and down the head of my shaft, Trisha swallowed every drop of my cum.


CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE


The Bar


“And who’s this drink of sunshine?” Cynthia said, putting a hand on my shoulder and squeezing in a seductive way.

“Oh, this is um, my friend…” Trisha hesitated and he could see she was struggling to recall his name.

“Matt, nice to meet you,” I smiled over my shoulder at the sexy woman.

“Oh, you two must be real close,” Cynthia laughed sarcastically as she shook her head at Trisha. “Nice to meet you Matt, I’m Cynthia. Here. I’m a hugger.”

Cynthia laughed as she leaned down and pulled me in for an embrace. It was nearly impossible for me to avoid her long lines cleavage as she nuzzled her cheek next to mine. Cynthia looked to be about the same age as Trisha and Helen, but was clearly more obsessed with her appearance. She wore a bit more makeup than the others with dark red lipstick, mascara, and foundation, giving her a younger appearance. Her blonde hair flowed behind her and her enormous, well-sculpted breasts were clearly a prized possession as she showed so much of it from her top. All of which seemed to be used regularly to attract men between my age and hers, it would appear.

Cynthia pulled away from the hug just as another man bullied his way forward to introduce himself. “How’s it goin’, man. I’m Blake,” the man said.

I nodded and shook the man’s hand. Blake was maybe late 20s, early 30s and wore a leather jacket. While I could tell he wasn’t in as great of shape as I was, he definitely dressed and paid more attention to his hair that seemed to be filled with 20 different products. Granted, I wasn’t planning ongoing out tonight. Instead, I had planned on getting drunk in front of my parents’ TV surrounded by a sea of cardboard boxes filled with their possessions as I tried to bring myself to throw away some of their stupid knick knacks I struggled to even part with.

“So what you doing out? I thought you never left the house anymore?” Cynthia laughed like it was a joke, but she was clearly digging at Trisha.

“What? I still go out sometimes,” Trisha’s eyes bounced to mine, then back at Cynthia. “Maybe not every night like you… but no, it’s my birthday so we-”

“Oh my god! Happy birthday!” Cynthia danced excitedly.

“Thanks,” Trisha sighed a reserved sigh.

“Wow, you must really be getting up there now, huh?” Cynthia said with a devious smirk on her face. Her hand had remained on my shoulder and coaxed a soft, repetitive rub on my shoulder as she spoke.

“Uh, you’re like a year behind me, right?” Trisha’s eyes narrowed.

“Really? Seemed like more than-”

“Oh hiii, Cynthia…” Helen said as she brought over three shots and a pitcher of beer. I half stood to help her set it down and felt Cynthia’s exploratory fingers slide down my back. Blake was glaring at me as if ready to fight from the touch.

Cynthia quickly shortened her teasing playfulness at the sight of Helen. If it wasn’t for the tattoos that covered Helen’s arms and chest, and the disproportionately large breasts Cynthia had, the two women were nearly physical mirrors of another.

“Helen, you bring this lady out for her birthday?” Cynthia asked.

“That’s right, dear. We’re here to party!” Helen said, shimmying her hips in front of Cynthia’s so she was beside me and bumping her butt against my shoulder. Cynthia made a sound that mixed with shock and outrage at her being shoved away from the table by Helen’s move.

“Okay, okay…” Cynthia rolled her eyes as she wrapped her arm around Blake’s arm and moved for the door. “Well, we’ve got our own party to go to anyway.”

Blake waved and said, “Happy birthday,” to Trisha, as if planting the seed for future conquests. Trisha smiled, and nodded appreciatively, though, Cynthia shot a dirty look at her date.

“Oh, hey, Cyn?” Helen called over her shoulder, pausing the two. “You have my $5 I loaned you last month?”

“I didn’t know you wanted it back,” Cynthia laughed and looked at Blake as if she spoke another language. “Who demands $5 back?”

The couple shared a good laugh as they walked to the door until Helen shouted, “hey fuck you bitch! You owe me money!” And then chucked a full glass of beer at them. Fear stained the couple’s face as they ran the last remaining steps out the door, just dodging where the glass of beer shattered against the wall.

“God dammit, Helen!” The bartender cursed. “What have I told ya, huh?”

All the conversations paused to take in Helen’s theatrics. Trisha shot to her feet and, with her hands around her friend’s shoulders, pulled her back to her seat. “I’m so sorry,” Trisha mumbled with pink cheeks.

Helen’s cheeks were a shade of red as well, but I assumed by how hard she was breathing it wasn’t because she was embarrassed. I sat silently sipping my glass of beer, still waiting to see if we were about to be kicked out of here or not. Conversation returned to the other patrons, and the bartender muttered some curses to himself and seemed to let it slide.

“That fucking cunt!” Helen snapped, hammering her fist on the table hard enough to make the pitcher of yellow beer slosh about. “Sorry—can I have some of this?”

Helen snatched the half empty glass of beer from my hands and downed the rest in one pull.

“Well, yeah, no problem now that we seem to be missing a glass,” I smiled.

A smile cracked across Helen’s face before she broke out laughing. The chain reaction brought all three of us to laughter at the craziness that had just ensued.

“I’m sorry. Did I scare you away by revealing my crazy side too soon?” Helen giggled as she poured another beer for me from the pitcher.

“No, I could use a little excitement in my life,” I said.

Helen stood with a seductive smile. She pushed the beer over to me and her long line of cleavage lingered before me. “Oooo… could it be that we found one of the last good men left to drink with tonight?” Helen bumped her butt against Trisha’s shoulder before coming beside me. “If it’s excitement you’re after, you’re sitting at the right table, baby.” Helen leaned over my side and gave my cheek a long, lingering kiss. Helen’s breasts pressed against my shoulder as she straightened, rubbing her hand against my chest. “Right, Trish?”

Trisha seemed to be shrinking in her seat, trying to hide her blushing face.

“I’ll be back, gonna get another glass and apologize to Randy… oops!” Helen laughed as she walked off.

My eyes met Trisha, and we both laughed uncomfortably. Breaking the silence, I started, “She is, umm…”

“Very,” Trisha said, and the two of them laughed. “Always been like this too, trust me.”

The typical Saturday night regulars came in and joined the already busy crowd. The lights turned down, and the music turned up.

“Shot glasses!” A man shouted down at their table.

“What?” I yelled over the country song that played.

“You got all the damn shot glasses on your table! I need them back!” The bald man shouted angrily. Hours had passed and, taking a deep breath, I looked down and realized the table was full of empty shot glasses. Dozens of shots the three of us took or with other groups of people who were friendly with Helen. Somewhere in my drunken haze, I told Trisha about my returning here for my parents’ funeral and to pack up their things. She told Helen and upon hearing that, every drunk regular in the bar was buying us shots. Some knew of my parents and some just out of drunken respect, I suppose.

One of the shots they took was when a random guy was passing them around to all the regulars when the Powerball numbers were being announced on the TV over the bar. The man said he’d pay for the drinks from his winnings when he won. He didn’t win. The last shot they had taken was when me and Helen yelled out for everyone to quiet, then had the entire bar sing ‘happy birthday’ to Trisha as she laughed, pink faced.

I could barely feel my face as I struggled to gather the shot glasses for the man who, after focusing my vision, I realized she was Randy, the bartender. I knocked one empty over and trying to grab it knocked two moreover.

“Oh, shit…” I laughed and Helen and Trisha fell into another on the other side of the table, laughing.

“Fuckn a,” Randy cursed, and stormed off with most of the glasses. “I’m closing you out.”

“Hey, you forgots these ones!” I called after him, holding up two glasses and he ignored me.

Helen stood, bending over me to grab the glasses from my hands while brushing her breasts in my face. “Here, I’ll see if we get another round before he closes us out,” she said.

My drunken eyes followed her as she walked through the crowd. When I looked back, Trisha was shaking her head with a frustrated smile on her face.

“What?” I asked.

“I just hate her sometimes. Like, look at her? Er- look at you!” Trisha pointed at me as she leaned over the table.

“Me?” I asked dramatically, putting a hand over my chest.

“Yes, you. You. With your puppy dog smile, innocent shit. Helen just shakes her tits in your face and she has you wrapped around her finger. It just comes so easy to her.”

“You could do what she does, what’s stopping ya?” I asked.

“Oh, please,” Trisha crossed her arms. “You just want more breasts in your face.

“Well, yeah…” I said and Trisha giggled. Looking over my shoulder, I leaned forward. “Don’t tell her this, but I much prefer yours than hers.”

Trisha’s eyes looked to me and our eyes lingered on each other for a long moment that felt heated and charged. Like if we weren’t in public, we could rip each other’s clothes off right that minute.

“Okay,” Helen fell into the table and startled us both. “We probably should go. This creeper at the bar won’t leave me alone. And I closed out your card, aaaand the bills a bit more…”

“Ah who gives a shit!” I said, snatching the receipt and credit card from Helen. “Where is this creeper? I’ll beat his ass!” I said as I stood and immediately had to grab the table as the vertigo kicked in.

“Whoa, I don’t think so,” Trisha said as she jolted to her feet and steadied me. “I think not.”

Helen took me by the hand and led us to the door. I felt Trisha’s hands guiding me from behind on my hips.

Once outside, we laughed and all three of us took turns falling into each other as we crossed the street to the hotel parking lot where I parked.

“There’s no way you’re driving,” Trisha said immediately.

“Oh come on,” Helen protested. “It ain’t far to my place!”

“Are you kidding?” Trisha laughed. “No.”

A smile grew on my face as my vision focused on the red ‘VACANCY’ sign in the window of the hotel.

“How about we stay here for the night?” I asked, looking at Trisha. “Want to share a room?”

“Yes, the birthday girl does!” Helen yelled.


CHAPTER FORTY-SIX


The Hotel Room


I’m not sure when I awoke. I’m not sure what time it was or even where I was. I’m not sure how drunk I was at that moment. And I wasn’t sure how long she had been awake. It was a strange feeling to be completely in the moment and to make no effort to leave it. To lay there and have no curiosity about your life before or after that moment, but to be totally entranced by that place you occupied.

I laid on the bed of the slightly chilly hotel room on my side beneath a thin she beside Trisha who mirrored me and laid on her side under the dim light of the room. Helen’s soft snores were background noise from the couch she somehow passed out on.

Trisha’s soft doe eyes rested on mine without any discomfort. She rubbed slowly up and down my calves as her fingernails traced my inner forearm and biceps of my hand that was trapped beneath her pillow she laid on. On one of her passes up my biceps with her hand, I took her hand in my free hand and brought it to my lips, kissing the top of her hand. A cute, warm smile grew across the beautiful woman’s lips as my kiss went around her hand to her tender inner wrist.

Warmed by the moment, she reciprocated by flicking her hair out of the way as she kissed my forearm and slowly but passionately kissed up my bicep. Brushing her hair behind her ear, I cupped the back of her neck as I leaned forward and kissed Trisha deep and long on her lips. The kiss lingered, exploratively, as our two bodies faced another on our sides. I traced the tip of my fingers down her spine to the small of her back and felt her squirm and coo a giggle before my warm palm cupped her thick ass cheek. Squeezing it tightly as I slid my fingertips down the line of her ass crack, suddenly Trisha’s kiss grew deeper and tender and as she sighed into me.

Her leg coiled around mine like a constrictor snake, securing her prey from escape. I felt her bare breasts and hard nipples press against my chest as her delicate hands groped and rubbed at my shoulders and back as we kissed. Blood pumped to my member, engorging it to point at her. My middle finger slightly parted her pussy lips as I continued to pinch her ass. Trisha began to pant between kisses as her body subconsciously tried to hump me. Her hips ground on my erection that pressed against her. It was a slow movement that progressed on its own. Within minutes, I had turned Trisha onto her back as I crawled between her tender thighs. Her hands caressed my back and pulled at my hips, begging for me to enter her.

My cock throbbed, the engorged spear tracing her moist pussy lips. Our kiss never broke as my tongue danced with hers and my left hand slid down to palm thick, full breast. Without intent, almost as if our bodies made it happen on their own, the swollen head of my cock pierced Trisha’s wet, tight pussy lips. Pressing inside her, I felt her warmth engulf me and squeeze my shaft as I pressed deeper. Trisha broke from our kiss as she gasped and her eyes held another as I held inside her.

Slowly pulling out and pushing back inside this gorgeous woman, I watched her mouth open and her eyes roll back in her head and I bask in watching her pleasure. My next thrust was harder and forced a whimper out of her parted lips. Remembering her sleeping friend, Trisha clapped both her hands over her mouth as the next hard thrust came. Her muffled moans filled the sheets as they fucked under as I grabbed the meat of her hips.

Each rough thrust rocked her entire body and increased the volume of her moans. Pulling her down into my thrust, I fill her pussy with my throbbing cock as I felt her juices pour around my shaft. Her hands lifted to my neck in a panic to pull me down to kiss her before she screamed too loud. I fell forward into a deep kiss and in doing so hurried my cock deep inside her forcing her to moan into me. My hands found her hands as our fingers interlocked, and I pinned her hands to the bed above her head.

Trisha’s thighs wrapped around my hips as I bucked into her. I broke the kiss as my face dangled inches above hers. I watched her strained eyes full of pleasure stare back. I saw her massive tits bouncing to her chin with every thrust. I picked up my pace, looking down on this woman, thinking there was nothing I needed more in that moment than to cum looking in her beautiful eyes.

Trisha pinched her lips shut as my cock pounded her hole harder. My balls smacked into her body with every thrust. Through squinted eyes, Trisha held her breath and nodded with my thrusts until her eyes fluttered completely backwards.

“Oh god oh god oh…” she repeated in barely above a whisper as I roughly fucked her hard. For a moment her lips still moved, but no sound escaped until she took a deep gasping breath and moan a loud, “oh my god, You’re gunna—you’re Ahh Ahh oh god, I’m cumming!”

I felt her fingers clench on mine as her thighs cinched around my waist, trying to keep my cock from pumping in and out of her. My engorged shaft stuffed inside her harder and harder as her entire body spasmed and went rigid. When her body went limp, she almost immediately began to moan again as my cock filled her up. My fingers released hers as I cupped her face and stuffed deep inside her. Her ragged breaths were hectic as her tits bounced in circles on her chest. “Oh god… oh my… I can’t… I… I…” Trisha cried.

I felt the peak strike as my eyes locked with hers and groaned as My hard cock came inside her.

Trisha released a moan, “oh, god I’m cumming again! Yes, cum inside me, baby ahhh!” The strings of warm cum spurted deep inside her pussy as I cupped her cheek and pulled her lips to mine. My iron hard shaft flexed inside her as I rammed inside her.

“Mmmmmm oh gah- mmmm!” She moaned between our passionate, wild kisses. Her lips clung to mine and her arms wrapped tightly around me as if she couldn’t stand there being an inch of space between us. The kiss we shared was like nothing I had ever felt. There was an intensity as we held another. My throbbing cock stuffed inside her pulsating pussy. The moment was overwhelming as I felt her back arch and hips writhe with her orgasm.

The moment lingered for seconds, but I tried to hold on to the feeling to make it last forever. We turned in the bed on our sides, and in a tangle of limbs, stared upon another as we both panted. It was the most comfortable stare I had ever felt. Not awkward in the least. It was as if in the low light of the room we were seeing each other for the first time. Her fingernails tickled as they ran down my bare back and around to my chest, exploring my muscles. Strands of her bangs clung to her sweat dabbed forehead, and I brushed them to the side with my finger. Trisha turned into my palm kissing it lightly and I brought my thumb down, softly outlining her lower lip.

The beautiful older woman smiled and, after a few seconds, snaked her tongue around my thumb before wrapping her lips around it, seductively teasing it. Her eyes stared at mine, enjoying my arousal by her. She grew a wicked smile as she finally pulled her mouth away. It was about that time that both out panting breaths and movements had slowed enough that the faint sound of Helen snoring became audible again. Just then, almost on cue, Helen snorted a loud snore and turned over on the couch and both Trisha and I stifled a shared laugh.

It was shortly after the two of us allowed sleep to take us, but our hands and legs remained wrapped around each other.


CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN


The Hotel Room


The morning struck like a sledgehammer might have. Before the strike, I had a lingering feeling of pain in the moments before I opened my eyes. I recalled hearing panicked whispering and bottles clinking that seemed to echo in my head. It was the door shutting that made the final blow to wake me. I sat straight on the bed and the bright sun that cut through the corner of the curtain sliced right into my eyes. It felt as though it cut my brain in half.

I stood to get out of its path and nearly stumbled into the TV. I was naked and alone in the hotel room. I had so many questions but they could wait as I sprinted to the bathroom and immediately had to empty my stomach.

My mind struggled to remember what happened last night. There was flashes in my mind. Laughing, drinking, and very erotic scenes, but they were all jumbled up. Once I was dressed and I noticed several paper towels and shower towels covering a stained spot on the bed beside me. It looked like someone else had gotten sick.

Finally, when I saw the two notes hastily written on the table that was covered in empty beer cans, I remembered the two women’s names. Helen and… Trisha…

I smiled as I read the first note.

‘Thanks for the excitement. Call me sometime. Love Helen’

There was a heart drawn over the ‘love’ in the note and her phone number written beneath it. The second note was much shorter and was not signed. It only read.

‘I’m sorry!’

I tried to think of why she might be sorry and think it must be because she was the one who got sick in the bed. The thought passed quickly as I got to cleaning the room up while sipping water with shaky hands. I was pleased to find my wallet and phone still there, despite hooking up with two random girls I didn’t really know.

What was I thinking? I’ve never done anything like that before. I’ve always kinda looked down on people who sleep around but… last night was the most fun I’ve had in months… I think… can’t really say for sure if I don’t remember.

Checking out of the hotel, I begrudgingly told them about the stain on the bed and ate the $50 cleaning fee.

Oh well. Funerals, storage garage for some of my parents’ things, what’s another charge on my credit card.

My parents did have life insurance, but the insurance company had been giving me the runaround on when or if at this point they were going to pay out. I hated thinking about money after their death, but unfortunately, money was what made the world turn. Being an untenured, brand new teacher meant I had very little of it.

Once back in my parent’s house surrounded by a sea of boxes and half empty shelves of knickknacks and books, I plopped down on the couch, having a pile of documents fall into my lap that was on the cushion beside me. After righting the pile, I clicked on the tv and let the news wash over me. My stomach still gurgled unhappily. I checked one of my jeans pockets and found the crumpled receipt from the bar yesterday. $224.95

“Holy shit…” I groaned as I dropped my head back on the couch and closed my eyes. Doing the math between the liquor store, the bar, and the hotel I had to be close to maxing out my credit card. And I still have to get a moving truck… Maybe I can open another card and pray life insurance pays out before I have to start paying on them. Maybe start looking for a second job. I can double dip while I’m out on paid leave, perhaps.

“…That’s right, Tom,” the news anchor said on TV. “And in other news, we now know there was a winner for last night’s Powerball numbers. The winning ticket was sold, in of all places, Helena, Ohio.” The broadcaster said with a certain disdain in her voice as she spoke. My eyes opened at the mention of my hometown. “And we have confirmed that’s the only winning ticket sold. As crazy as it sounds, there’s one winner out there who is walking away with $859,000,000. Wouldn’t that be nice? No one has come forward yet to claim the prize…”

My hearing went in and out and I felt my palms become sweaty as doubt crept into my mind. No way, the stats on winning are impossible. I couldn’t have… how many times did I give my father shit for buying these things.

“…Just in case you missed it, last night’s winning numbers were: 02 27 92 04 15 and 51…”

Despite my doubtful thoughts, I quickly grabbed my phone, opened a note, and typed the numbers out before they went off screen. Digging through my pockets, I found nothing and started to become more and more panicked until I opened my wallet and found a half crumbled Powerball number. Unfolding it, I read the numbers slowly comparing it to my note. With each number I read, I felt my hands tremble more and more.

’02… 27… 92… 04… 15… 51…’

“No way… this can’t be right…” I said aloud to no one but myself. But the adrenaline of my win was already exploding inside me.


CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT




“What the fuck…” I repeated for the 20th time. It had become an unconscious chant at this point. I couldn’t stop myself from saying it as I scrolled through his phone and I couldn’t think of what else to say. I had never won anything in my life. Not a spelling bee, not a race to the car, nothing. Now all of a sudden I won a half a billion dollars on a chance buy of a lotto ticket?

“This can’t be real.” That was the other thing I couldn’t stop from repeating. After seeing my winning numbers on the replay of the news, my hands instantly began to tremble and I was placed in this state of shock. Of course, I assumed I miss read the news report and checked online. When the news website still had me winning, I checked every other website that had them and confirmed the confirmation.

Then I decided it was a prank played by… someone. Or it was a mistake. A typo. There had to be some reason why I didn’t actually win. Like ten years from now, I’ll be telling my friends the funny story where I thought I became rich that one time. That’s what it was. A mistake on someone’s part… But on the off chance it was real, I flipped the ticket over. On the rear was a bar code, a bunch of fine print, a line to sign the owners name, and a number to call if you won.

In almost a panic, I signed my name on the line so no one else could and called the number. There was a very nice lady who said if he believed he had a winning ticket to bring it to the official office on Monday morning.

Monday morning?

By this time it was Sunday afternoon. If this was a winning ticket, I couldn’t risk letting it out of my sight. What if I go out and lose it? What if I’m packing up my parents’ things and I damage it? This tiny crumpled paper is potentially a ticket to another life. I can’t risk letting it out of my sight.

I watched TV for a time but couldn’t sit still. With the ticket sitting alone on the coffee table, I tried to do a small workout. Just some sit-ups, pushups, burpees… but I couldn’t get past the sit-ups. I ended up spending the rest of the night slumped on the couch, half staring at the ticket and half watching tv.

The only time I had some semblance of relaxation was when I struggled to recall my memories from the night before. It was difficult. I never had blacked out like that before. I remembered having fun. I remembered laughing a lot with Helen… there was something else though, the other woman, Trisha, was it? I didn’t have context for the memory, but there was this still frame in my mind of us half naked in the dark staring at another that I couldn’t get out of my head. It was just her and I and… who knows…

Sometime around 3:30 am I slipped into sleep despite my best attempts. When I awoke at 700am to my alarm, I was relieved to see my lotto ticket hadn’t grown lotto ticket legs and ran off. It remained on the coffee table.

I drove to the official office, which was about 45 minutes away. With the ticket secured in a plastic baggy in my pocket, I waited outside for 15 minutes for the employees to start to arrive. It was overcast, so there was a light drizzle as I jogged up behind what turned out to be the secretary.

“Hey are you guys opening up?” I asked.

“Kinda,” the woman said without turning from the door she unlocked. “Bill is running late a few minutes, but if you have a meeting, you can wait inside.”

“Thanks,” I said, stepping inside and taking off my jacket as I draped it on a chair beside the one I sat in in the small waiting area.

The secretary turned on the lights and fiddled behind the front desk for a time turning on the computer. She was an attractive woman, a bit younger than me—perhaps 20 or 21 years old. She had long straight black hair, perfect makeup that she obviously spent a while on, and she wore a white and light blue sundress that highlighted her tan skin. Not to mention her ample breasts and round ass. She was the kind of attractive that I didn’t even bother even hinting towards flirting with because I know she was hunting for something specific.

Even though I wasn’t much older, I would be too old. Even though I was athletic, my muscles wouldn’t be big enough. Instead, I simply pulled out my phone and scrolled mindlessly through my news feeds.

“What times your appointment and which company are you with?” The lady asked after a few minutes when she was done scrolling through her phone, clearly annoyed I was there with her so she couldn’t completely screw off while her boss was gone.

“Oh, I’m not with a company. I, well, I had winning lotto numbers this weekend, I think, and they told me to come in… Today…” I said followed by an awkward smile.

The secretary made a face somewhere between confused and disbelief and said, “you won the lotto? Like the lotto lotto for like hundreds of millions?”

I winced and felt ridiculous saying it out loud. “…I think…”

It was as if a warm glass of flirtation had been poured over the woman as she leaned over her desk towards me. Her expression interested, her eyes locked on me, and her body posture playful now. “Can I see it?”

I shrugged, standing. “Sure.”

“My name’s Tabitha, by the way,” the lady said while gazing at him with a dreamy smile.


CHAPTER FORTY-NINE




Tabitha’s lips slurped and sucked as she bobbed her head up and down my throbbing cock. Her eyes watered as she forced the cock down her throat, causing her the black eyeliner and mascara she wore to blur some below her eyes. When she pulled off my shaft and gasped for air, she pumped my cock hard and fast above her breasts. They shook and jiggled about inside her sundress where she knelt.

“Mmm… do you like that, daddy? Huh?” Tabitha asked, smacking her lips as she caught her breath. “You like when I call you daddy, baby?”

“Mm. Yeah,” I groaned as she pumped my shaft. And I did. The relationships of my life, up until this week, had been vanilla to say the least. You could count the number of sexual partners I had on one hand, and each one treated sex more like a chore than a pleasurable activity worthy to be explored and experimented with. Experiences like this was like discovering a whole different world, and this lotto ticket was my key.

Tabitha smiled her red lipstick accenting her approval at his response before plunging her lips back down his shaft for several minutes. She slurped and massaged circles as she pumped my shaft, all while dragging her long fingernails along the base of my balls—things I had never experienced in my life.

The transition between sitting and exchanging flirtatious banter with the secretary to standing in front of her desk in the waiting area getting a blow job was so fast, I barely believed it. The dirty sexual banter began almost immediately after Tabitha said it would be another twenty-five minutes until her boss got in. The front of the business was several large panes of glass, which was inconvenient, but I smiled when Tabitha went to each window and closed the blinds. The kissing didn’t last seconds before the college girl was undoing my pants and adjusting her sundress skirt as she knelt.

The woman’s skill with her wild lips was unmatched and made my knees buckle as she tongued the tip of my cock. But I knew if I didn’t intervene I’d lose control any minute. Pulling her to her feet, she stumbled backwards from the unexpected movement and sat back on her desk with a seductive smile on her face.

“Oh, daddy, is it time for you to fuck me now?” Tabitha asked, turning her head to the side innocently now. Her knees pressed together as her hands slowly slid up her thighs, raising her dress inch by inch until it revealed her pink panties that already had a damp mark in the center of it. She parted her thighs, sliding her hands up and down her inner thighs and the look in her eyes darkened as she leaned back on her desk. “Come here, daddy. Fuck your baby girl, daddy. I’m waiting for that big hard dick,” she said as she pulled the panties to the side revealing her glistening tight slit.

I walked up to her and, as my hands cupped her thighs, Tabitha reached out and grabbed my throbbing shaft. Stroking her saliva still on my shaft, and fed the tip of the cock into her pussy. I felt her press her soft thighs wide for me and felt the pressure around the head of my cock as the tip tried to enter her. I bit my lip as I pushed inside her slowly.

Tabitha’s face changed to a mix of pleasure and pain as she looked down at my swollen cock entering her. “Ohhh, fuck! Ahh… ahhhh… oh, god!”

My palms cupped the side of her hips underneath her loose sundress as I pushed inside her. Pulling out, I pushed back in again and pushed deeper. Panic filled Tabitha’s eyes as her eyes bounced between my face and my cock pushing deeper inside her. “Y-y-yes, daddy. Fuck me baby! Fuck your baby girl. Fuck your- ahhh fuck your fucking slut- ah oh yes!”

I pump my cock into her, pushing most of my cock inside her and forcing her back on the desk. Staplers, keyboard, and papers crashed behind the desk as she leaned back on her elbows. Shoving inside her pussy, I feel her pussy walls gripping my shaft as I pull out and push inside. I watched her large, bouncing breasts jiggle inside her dress. The pair of tits bounced from her chest to her chin. I bit my lip as I flexed inside her. Slipping my hand to her chest, I squeezed her breasts.

Tabitha’s eyes rolled backwards multiple times as she slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders. “Ahhh god your so big, you’re so fucking big, daddy.”

Her dress inched down with each bounce of her breasts until her perfect big tits spilled out. Pinching her nipples, I heard her scream out and moan as her hand snaked around the back of my neck. She braced herself as I fucked her faster. She screamed as she looked up at me with pleading eyes.

Pushing her down all the way on the desk we knocked off everything but the monitor as I held her down on the flat of her back. Ramming my cock inside her I saw her legs were spread nearly in complete splits as I groped her tits.

“Oh god, you’re gonna make me cum, you’re gunna— oh don’t- oh stop oh fuck!” Tabitha screamed as she gripped the edge of desk and was fucked raw. I slammed into her and felt the edge coming faster and faster. Gritting my teeth I fucked Tabitha like a slut. Shoving harder and harder her tits clapped together wildly.

“Oh yes, yes yes, daddy! Cum inside me! Cum- oh god oh god oh yes!” Tabitha cried out.

The orgasm hit hard as I stuffed my shaft deep inside Tabitha. Her thick thighs quivered and closed around my waist. I felt her slippery pussy tighten around me as I filled her up. The seconds passed and finally I felt out from Tabitha’s pussy after her thighs released me. Backing away, I pulled my pants back on and remembered to double check my lotto ticket was still in my pocket.

Tabitha fixed her dress and disappeared into the bathroom to clean up and just as she came back out, the front door unlatched and opened. Tabitha quickly tried to press out the wrinkles in her clothes and to fluff out the wildness that sex had put in her hair. When a balding man entered the building, Tabitha spoke pleasantly in a high-pitched voice.

“Mr. Spalding, this is Matt. He has a winning lotto ticket,” Tabitha said.

“Really, my boy! Congratulations!” Mr. Spalding said. He adjusted his glasses that were fogged and held a closed umbrella that dripped from the rain. “Come on in then, my office is back this way. Tabitha, if you could get us some coffee.”

“Yes, sir,” Tabitha said. Her eyes met mine as they walked by. Beneath her polite and innocent front, he saw the smirk in the corner of her lips from the slut inside who earlier called me daddy.


CHAPTER FIFTY




The day probably would have been boring had not each step brought me closer to receiving a massive fortune. The ticket, the winning numbers—everything turned out to be real. It was a whirlwind of paperwork and waiting and sexual tension. Tabitha passed the doorway and she would visit the office from time to time.

Mr. Spalding viewed the ticket, the signature on the back, and scanned the barcode and asked to view my driver’s license. After doing all those things, he shook my hand with a wide squinting smile and said, “congratulations, son. You’re now a multi-millionaire.”

He called several people from the state office and they had to wait about an hour for three men and a woman to arrive. During that time, he went through a stack of paper requiring signatures and initials.

“We’re having a press conference later today,” Mr. Spalding said. “You don’t have to participate, but we’d love for you to be there.”

“Um, well, no,” I said, sheepishly. “I’d prefer to keep this all my dirty secret and stay out of the limelight.”

Mr. Spalding laughed, which confused me because I didn’t think I said anything funny, but then the others from the state office arrived. There were more celebrations and congratulations followed by even more documents to sign an initial. The hardest decision, I faced the entire day, and I knew it was coming.

“Now, Matt,” Mr. Spalding said in the conference room. His coworkers from the state’s office sat by his side. “Before you are two last documents. You just need to sign one of them. This one means you want the lump sum—which is all the money now—which would be $485,000,000.”

Jesus Christ…

“Or you could sign this one and get monthly payments over the next 30 years—which is about $1,800,000 every month, give or take. It’s your decision,” Mr. Spalding raised his hands and sat back, waiting for me to make a move.

I stared at the two sheets of paper and couldn’t believe either. They both seemed like ridiculous sums. But I wanted the one with the least amount of fuss. So I leaned forward and signed the one for the lump sum.

“Well, I think you can prepare yourself for a pretty hefty deposit into your bank account in the coming days,” Mr. Spalding smiled. “Last thing. Could I get a picture with you?”

“Oh, uh, sure,” I said, trying to hide my laughter. Mr. Spalding fixed his tie and walked around the table to stand beside me. We smiled as one of the others took the photo. After shaking hands, we parted ways, and I left hoping to see Tabitha one last time in the lobby, but she was in the bathroom.

Outside, the rain had stopped, and it was lunchtime by now. The sun was starting to come out.

“Matt! Hey Matt,” Tabitha called after him as he was about to get in the car.

“Hey, there you are,” I said as she sped walked to me.

“Leaving me without saying goodbye? Jerk.” Tabitha rolled her eyes and crossed her arms as she smirked. “So which did you do? Monthly payments? How much was the payout?”

“Oh… uh….” I didn’t really want to say but felt compelled since, you know, I did just have sex with this woman. I couldn’t say, that’s too personal. “Just, like, $485…million… or so.”

The words seemed to excite Tabitha and make her want to faint all the same as a giddy smile grew on her face. “Wow, that’s totally insane.” She said, “Well, um, hey if you want to go out and celebrate tonight. Give me a call. I was planning ongoing out with some of my friends. And well, yeah. We could hang out.”

Tabitha giggled as she handed me a folded note. I took the note and hugged her, “of course. Sounds like fun. I’ll see ya.”

As I finished the hug with this curvy college girl, just before Tabitha pulled away, she snaked her tongue around the back of my earlobe and gave it a seductive bite. Walking away, she gave me a seductive smile before whirling around, letting her dress hike up as she left.

I do feel like celebrating…


CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE




It wasn’t my first instinct to call the phone number Helen left behind in the hotel room before she left. In fact, my first instinct was the same as what I would have done to celebrate a three-day weekend a year ago. I was just going to go out to a restaurant, watch some sports, have a few drinks, and go home. I’m not the partying type and while I’ve definitely had my moments in college, most would consider me an introvert at this point in my life.

My mother used to poke fun at me when I visited that the only way she’d get to hold a baby again is if she got pregnant again because I wasn’t giving her grandkids. It was thoughts like these that would make me smile remembering, but that memory would fade as I realized I’ll never have new memories with them. In all the excitement and happiness I felt leaving the lotto offices, there was sadness too. I couldn’t tell my parents of my winnings. I couldn’t make them rich for their final years of life. It was a tough thing to process. Having such a positive thing happen and to have literally no one to share it with.

I knew what my parents would say, though. ‘Go out! Enjoy yourself while you’re young!’ And that was when I fished Helen’s phone number out of my pocket. She replied immediately when I sent her a text. We met for lunch at Brian’s Steakhouse, a decent restaurant downtown.

After the initial awkwardness, I quickly found comfort being around the older woman. It was strange having such familiarity with someone you barely remembered, and the memories you did have were all strangely erotic. But Helen’s personality was great. She was such a giggly flirt that I felt relaxed right away.

“So you don’t remember nothing from Saturday?” Helen asked, leaning forward as she sipped her Diet Coke through the straw.

“Well, I wouldn’t say nothing,” I smiled coyly and tried to suppress my cheeks turning red. “More like I’ve got like pictures of the night every 20 minutes or so.”

Helen giggled as she covered her mouth. She was dressed seductively today though I’m starting to wonder if that was just her personality. The way she fluffed her dirty blond hair and cocked her head to the side. The wicked smile she wore as her fingers traced her ample cleavage made by her engorged breasts. It was like everything she did was designed to flirt and arouse the man before her—and it was working.

“I guess we did hit the drinks pretty hard that night…” Helen leaned back in her booth while eyeing me. “But if there ever was a night I would’ve wanted to remember… oh well, just means we got to make more memories, right?”

“Right,” I laughed nervously. “How’s Trisha? I was worried she didn’t have fun with how you guys left.”

Helen rolled her eyes, shaking her head. “That girl… she’s such a nervous nelly. She had fun, but she was just too embarrassed by it all… well, simply put, I wouldn’t plan on seeing her again. I tried to even get her to come out today, but she shut that shit down right away.”

“Hm, that’s too bad,” I said. My mind lingered on this woman who I could barely remember. There was something about Trisha that made me yearn for the woman. Helen and I hung around the restaurant for another half hour or so after eating and continued to flirt. I hadn’t told her about my winnings, so I decided not to tell anyone. Not until I received my deposit later this week and even then I probably would keep it to myself. I didn’t see much good coming from letting others know.

Sure, there would be the D lister fame and notoriety that came with such a win, and I’d probably get a few more lady friends like Tabitha, but as sexy as that fantasy was, the drama that came with having my winnings out there would be too great. Beyond the security concerns, tabloid drama, and family and friends coming out of the woodwork, I just didn’t want to deal with people. Real-world problems led to me thinking about my life and my life alone… a life without parents… a life without family…

That was why I enjoyed Helen’s company. For all the talking we did we really didn’t talk about anything. She was a friendly woman who liked to talk about herself and the world around her, and I enjoyed that. Around her, I could just be.

“Hey, come here a sec,” Helen said as they left the restaurant.

“What?”

“Come on, I want to show you something,”Helen beckoned him to follow through the parking lot. In the back, she was parked. Helen drove an older minivan that had paint chipping and rust forming on the side. I didn’t know what she wanted me to say, so I just lied.

“Nice minivan,” I said.

“Oh, fuck you, would you just get in?” Helen said with half a smile while climbing into the driver’s seat.

I did as she asked and sat in the seat beside her. As soon as I closed the door I noticed her body language shift and became much more playful. She looked out all the windows before beaming an excited smile and lifting her shirt. With the fabric balled in her fist just below her chin she revealed a hot pink, lacy bra that appeared a size too small for her thick breasts that spilled out the top.

“What do you think? Just got the bra today,” Helen asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Helen,” I blushed, and looked about just as she had to see if anyone was watching. “I like it. I like it a lot, but-”

I reached out to pull her shirt down and she grabbed my hand and brought it to her bra instead. “Here, feel the fabric… mmmm… you know… the way you grab at my tits makes me think about the other night.”

I smiled sheepishly and pulled my hand back.

“Here, just- come here,” Helen said. Helen reached out, groping my crotch, and looked up at me in shock. “Jesus, you’re already hard?”

Unzipping my pants, Helen had my boxers and jeans around my ankles and cock out before I knew it. Stroking my long shaft that hung in the space between us, she scooted towards me on the passenger side.

I looked around and saw too many people walking through the parking lot. Couples, women, men, all going in and out the restaurant in the middle of the day like normal people.

“Helen, we can’t do this-” but my words were cut off by the older woman sliding her tongue into my mouth as she kissed me wildly. Her whole hand was wrapped around my shaft as she pumped my shaft between my belly and her’s. Her other hand slipped down my shaft as well and cupped my balls as she stroked me over and over. My eyes bounced to the people walking by and saw more than a few eyes that looked this way. They couldn’t see my cock being stroked, I didn’t think, but they could definitely see this tattooed milf all over me as she pinned me back against the door and kissed me.

“What? Cause of them?” Helen made a face, nodding to the people passing. “What are they going to do? You never let someone watch before?” Helen raised an eyebrow with a seductive smile as she flipped her dirty blond hair over her shoulder.

Her hand pumped my cock over and over until pre-cum seeped from the tip and down the backside. Helen was like a leech attached to me. Her breasts pressed against my chest as her lips kissed and sucked on my neck. The pressure and tingling sensation sent shivers down my spine as her lips slipped up my neck and wrapped around my ear lobe, biting it as she squeezed my shaft tighter. There was barely enough room for my throbbing cock between us as she dry humped me.

“Mmmm, god. I forgot how fucking big your cock was,” Helen groaned between kisses on my neck. “Fuck. I must’ve been drunker than I thought the other night.”

Helen reached between her legs and peeled her moist panties from her pussy and slide them down her thighs as her upper body stay plastered to mine. Her hand slipped between her thighs and circled her pussy. I could hear how wet she was. She was soaked. It sounded like she was dripping just from jacking me off. I felt her hot breath bathing my neck as she panted and groaned in my ear.

“Do you want to fuck this pussy?” Helen whispered. “Is that why you called me? You thought this cougar was just going to spread her fucking legs for you? Well, lucky for you I’m the kind of slut you’ve been looking for.”

Placing a final long wet kiss on my lips, she turned around awkwardly and hiked up her skirt. My eyes looked over my shoulder and out of all the windows. They were far away from people now, but cars were still coming and going. He was so preoccupied with the cars he didn’t even realize Helen squatted on his shaft. With her hand bracing on the front dash and another one on the back headrest, Helen leaned her upper back against my chest. Her dirty blond hair bathed my face as she looked over her shoulder and smiled down at me.

The wet lips of her pussy circled the tip of my cock around and around as she circled her hips on me, teasing my cock. Closing her eyes, Helen leaned her head back in the crook of my neck as she lowered slightly.

“Fuck…” she moaned. Eyeing me like a predator over her shoulder, she growled. “Do you like this pussy? Do you want to me to be your fuck slut? Just a finger dial away?”

I groaned, “Yes.” I raised my hips to meet my cock to her pussy, but she pulled away driving me wild.

“Ah ah ahhh...” Helen giggled. “Here, take your hands…” Helen cupped my hands and let me cup them over her breasts through her top. I felt her thick breasts. Her hard nipples. I mashed them together and felt her push harder back against me as she inched her pussy down and groaned. “Goddd… you want this fucking pussy? You want this all access booty pass? Then you can only fuck me, okay?”

Without warning, Helen forced her drenched pussy down on my cock and I filled her up deeply. She let out a yelp that sounded like pain and pleasure mixed. She held her pussy down on me as she circled her hips. “Ahhh fuck yes… fucking… every time you dial, every time you wanted to cum… thinking of jacking off… just call your slut Helen and I’ll come. I’ll cum for you… mmmm… but me only, okay? No other sluts. Okay?”

I groaned, “yes, only you, my slut-ah!”

Helen moaned at being called a slut and started to ride me. Bouncing her fat milf ass up and down on my lap, pussy sloshed as my shaft penetrated her. There was a loud thudding clapping sound as her fat ass smacked down on me.

“Ah ah ah ah ah!” Helen moaned as she pressed off the dash as she rode me. “Fuck your fucking slut! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

Her hair bounced with every thrust. Her thick thighs, covered in tattoos, jiggled just like her fat ass. A car drove by with an older couple staring at them. I tensed so hard I almost accidentally came. Helen must’ve felt me move, because she pressed her back against me as she twerked and circled her pussy around my cock.

“Don’t you move- Jesus Christ! Ahhhh! Fuck!” Helen cried out. “You’re too… too… ahhh fuck you’re so big. Grab my fucking milf tits- grab them!”

Helen quickly pulled her fat breasts from her pink bra and out the neck of her shirt as she began to ride me even harder than she had before. Bouncing from the neck of her shirt, her tits swayed and clapped as she fucked me. My hands scooped under them and she cried out.

“Oh god, oh god, oh fuck, fuck fuck fuck!” Helen screamed, and she rode me so hard the entire van rocked. A guttural growl escaped her lips as she threw her head back. “I’m fucking cumming!”

Ramming up inside her, I felt her body seize and her body stiffen as her pussy pulsates on me. I felt her pussy close and squeeze on me until finally her thick thighs slapped together and she twisted off my cock. She half stood and half crouched in the center of her vehicle with her tits hanging out and a hand covering her pussy as if protecting it.

Suddenly her eyes opened, and she giggled an embarrassed laugh as she shot a look out the front window and lowered to a crouch between the chairs.

“Jesus Christ baby… a teacher shouldn’t be able to fuck like that,” she giggled. Peering around the van, Helen looked surprised that they didn’t have a crowd watching. Though I was sure more than one or two people passing by knew something was up, none stuck around to gawk.

Helen slipped out of sight from the windows onto her knees and quickly went to work slurping and sucking at my cock. The wet pressure from her sexy lips around the head of my cock as her tongue probed my tip and her hand pumped my shaft was an intoxicating feeling. The powerful orgasm that followed seemed twice as powerful due to the public nature of their placement.

The spurts of warm cum coated her tongue before she swallowed every bit of it. We got dressed while sharing flirtatious giggles and comparing this time to their last. As I left Helen’s minivan, she leaned over and smiled at me before I closed the door.

“Don’t worry, baby,” she said. “I’ve got your number now. I’ll call you next time.”

With a final wink and a bite of her lip, she left.


CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO




Once back at my parent’s home, it was barely 1pm, and I was exhausted from the lack of sleep and, frankly, the amount of sex I had. It was absurd to me, but I wasn’t complaining. I felt like a kid who just unlocked another level in a video game. I knew none of this was possible.

I took a nap and fell asleep to dreams and fantasies. But they weren’t fantasies about the slutty, tattooed Helen who was a walking symbol for raunchy sex, and I didn’t dream about Tabitha, the 20-year-old college girl who was the sorority angel every man wished for from the heavens. Instead, it was erotic and strangely tender dreams were filled with the silhouette of a woman whose face I barely could recall. In my dreams I called her Trisha and they laughed together, whispering their secrets to another. When they finally did have sex, it wasn’t rough, or strange or lustful. It was instead, tender and… passionate.

It was one of those dreams I wished would last a lifetime. I never wanted to wake and when I finally did to the annoying buzzing of my cell phone, I silenced it and tried to reenter the dream where I was happy and not alone. But then, of course, the phone began to ring again and again. I looked at the phone number that called and didn’t recognize it, so I didn’t answer.

It was 5pm, and I decided to shower and begin figuring out what I was going to do with all my money. I knew it was odd that I hadn’t put much thought into it, but the only thing I really wanted to do was pay off my credit card and student loan debt and… yeah…

Would I keep my job? Should I move? Should I buy a mansion? I need a job still don’t I? I can’t just sit around the house my entire life, right?”

These were the thoughts I had while washing and drying off. All the while, I heard my phone vibrating on the table outside the bathroom.

Dammit, who keeps calling me?

By the time I got to my phone, I saw 24 missed calls, all from the same number.

“What the hell?” I said.

The doorbell to the house went off twice and now I was starting to get a little worried. For some reason, my first thought was that the police were after me, but that didn’t make any sense. I got dressed and went downstairs, only to find three women waiting for me at the door. Their faces lit up with smiles as if I had said the funniest thing, but really, I just opened the door.

“Hey Matt!” a familiar voice chimed. It was Tabitha. She had changed her outfit into a blue dress and redone her makeup as well. “I’ve been calling and calling! We got worried so thought it was best to just come over. Oh, sorry, these are my friends. Taylor and Stephanie.”

“Hii!” Taylor and Stephanie said simultaneously. Taylor had shorter blond hair that was styled and hung just below her ears. Stephanie was curvier of the three but still looked like she belonged on some sexy sorority sister poster for a college. She had brunette hair that hung down the middle of her back.

“Hey… How’d you get you my address… or phone number?” I asked.

“Are you kidding?” Tabitha asked in half a laugh. “You filled out paperwork for your winnings. I just took it off of that. So, the three of us were going to this party at a club in a nearby city. Do you want to come with us, you know, celebrate?”

I was definitely getting crazy vibes coming from Tabitha. Between showing up at my house just a few hours after meeting and calling me 24 times, I knew Tabitha was crazy. I knew it. With a deep sigh, I winced and backed out of the offer as politely as possible.

“You know, I-uh, I really tired. So I don’t think so…”

“Oh come on,” Taylor said with her hand on her hips.

“It’ll be fun,” Stephanie added with a playful wink.

I looked back at the inside of my parent’s house. The sun was falling outside, and the lights weren’t on, so what he saw was the silent and dark house. A house full of half empty cardboard boxes and black trash bags filled with crumpled paper towels and old knick knacks.

“Alright, why not,” I relented.

I got dressed quickly while the girls giggled in the living room, whispering to each other. We drove in Tabitha’s car 45 minutes to the nearest city that had more than three redneck bars. The party was at a nightclub with several other college girls and guys. I walked in and must have looked like a king. Tabitha, Stephanie, and Taylor were fawning over him the entire drive and into the club.

To their credit, they didn’t hide their knowledge or interest in my sudden and massive fortune that had come to me. Everything I said was absolutely hilarious, and I noted the numerous times the girls attempted to find ways to touch my arm, shoulder, or brush their leg against mine.

While I might have appeared like a king, I felt like a teacher in a club with students because… well, that’s what it was. I had fun, though. Despite everyone’s attempts to get me wasted, I stuck to my two or three beers for the night. By 10pm the place was packed wall to wall with people and the music was impossibly loud. I went to the bar at the far end where they had a TV playing to cash out my tab of a dozen drinks because, well, it would’ve been impolite not to buy the girls drinks.

As I handed off my credit card, I heard the news say words of “local man,” and “lottery,” and “hundreds of millions of dollars.” I choked on my own spit when I saw it. Looking up at the TV screen, I saw the terrible picture of me shaking hands with the man from earlier this morning, and along the bottom of the screen was a bold print of my name and “Lottery Winner!”

“What the fuck!” I exclaimed out loud by accident. Immediately, everyone in the bar area looked at me, looked at the TV screen, then back to me. I quickly scribbled my name on the bill and put away my wallet as the realizations struck everyone that I was the man on TV.

Tabitha ran over and leapt onto me, filled with drunken giggles as her two friends, like shadows, followed. Without warning, her lips were on mine. They were wet and drunk and tasted like seltzer and hints of tequila which she had been shooting. I broke the kiss as she separated, and she pulled me into a hug so she could whisper in my ear.

“Come… come with me into the bathroom,” Tabitha said with a devious fire in her eyes and a wicked smile on her lips. I pointed to the TV and Tabitha saw my picture up there before the screen changed. “Oh my god! Oh my god!” Tabitha screamed in excitement as if I was a famous person. Her friends seemed to cheer just as much, which sent the bar in a frenzy. Everyone wanted to be my friend, buy me a drink, have me buy them a drink, or do a shot with them.

It was after one particularly drunk patron made me and all the girls do a shot of whiskey with him that I pulled Tabitha to me to speak in her ear, but her fingers slid around my waist and her leg wrapped around my leg like a snake constricting around her victim.

“What the hell, your boss asked if I wanted to do a press conference and I said no. I wanted to be anonymous,” I said.

Tabitha furrowed her brow in confusion.

“Yeah, they did the press conference without you earlier today. They had to release your name, you signed the back of the ticket. Didn’t you read it?” She asked.

“Well, not really…”

“Signing it means you agree to be publicly identified. The whole world knows how rich you are now.”

Taylor pushed on my chest, “you’re famous now!”

The whole world… oh god…

“You know what?” I said, rubbing the bridge of my nose. “Let’s do another shot.”


CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE




Tabitha pulled me through a door that had a sign on it reading, ‘employees only.’ In the short hall that ran back to the kitchen, Tabitha found a door to an employee bathroom as if she knew it was already there, and the two stumbled inside. The bathroom was surprisingly clean compared to the shit show the club’s public bathroom appeared.

Locking the door, Tabitha turned around, letting her black hair whip around like a tail as her eyes found mine. My hands grabbed at her face and neck as my lips pressed against hers. Slipping my tongue into her mouth, my hand fell down over her warm chest and slipped inside her dress with ease. She purred as my fingers closed around her breast and pinched her nipple. The strap of her dress clung to her arm before falling completely off of her shoulder.

We stumbled and fell about the bathroom until Tabitha’s rear bumped into the sink. Her hands quickly went to her skirt and inched the tight fabric up her thick thighs until it was over her hips. My hands slipped under her thick, round ass cheeks and lifted her up onto the sink countertop. She spread her thighs for me and half moaned, half giggled as she now looked down on me. We continued to kiss wildly as her breasts jiggled outside her dress and her hands undid my belt and jeans.

My cock was already stiff as her palm caressed my shaft up and down, over and over. I kissed her neck and sloppily licked and sucked behind her ear while she lined up the head of my cock with her pussy lips. Pushing my hips forward, I felt the head of my shaft press between her pussy lips and the wet warmth she radiated engulfed me.

“Fuck me, daddy,” Tabitha whispered at first. “Fuck me hard. Fuck me hard!”

Tabitha leaned back, angling her vagina for me to easily push inside her as I did. Her familiar tight, wet pussy sucked around my shaft as I filled her up. My girth flexed and grew inside her as I felt her squeeze and contract on me.

“Oh yeah, daddy!” She cried.

“Ugh,” I groaned as I pulled out and shoved back inside her, feeling how tight she was.

With her lips on mine, we kissed as I began to thrust inside her faster. Soon she was breaking the kiss because all she could do was pant and scream as I fucked her. She leaned back and reached behind her with one hand as she braced herself against the mirror that was attached to the wall.

“Ah, ah, ah, ah-yes fuck me… fuck my pussy!” Tabitha moaned.

I fucked her with hard, steady thrusts that made her other dress strap shake loose from her other shoulder and allowed both her breasts began to bounce. My fingers dug into the soft skin of her ass cheeks as I pulled her hips to mine. Tabitha’s other hand clung to the neck of my shirt as if she was a safety to make sure I didn’t sneak away in the middle of having sex.

“That’s right daddy. Ah ah ahhhoooh fuck… fuck me daddy…. Cum ahh, yes…” she growled when I changed pace and began ramming inside her in slower but harder, forceful thrusts. My long, thick shaft stabbed deep inside her and I watched Tabitha flipped her long jet black hair over her shoulder. Each hard thrust forced a high-pitched, begging squeal to escape Tabitha’s lips.

“Oh god, you’re big fucking cock is gonna make me cum again,” Tabitha screamed. “Fuck that pussy, daddy. Fuck me! Fuck- oh god!”

I watched her tits clap together in circles as I thrusted inside her so hard I worried that the countertop might collapse. Tabitha’s thick thighs wrapped around my waist to limit my movement, but I felt the orgasm coming too. It was happening for both of us.

Tabitha’s breasts bounced wildly and clapped together just beneath her chin. She snapped a hand to her mouth and silenced a scream as it hit and grew louder. “I’m cumming! I’m- I’m fucking cumming!” She screamed the words one syllable at a time as I bucked inside her. On one of my pull outs I felt her tight pussy push me out of her as a squirt of an orgasm hit my leg and drowned the table she sat on. I quickly shoved my cock back inside her pussy and Tabitha went wild like a crazed animal. The whites of her eyes were exposed as they rolled backwards and I continued to thrust hard inside her.

It was like a ticking clock that was unstoppable. My orgasm came sooner with every wet, slick thrust inside her. With a final hard buck, I felt Tabitha’s arms and legs loosely bounce around my neck and waist as I groaned in her ear and released a string of warm cum inside this college girl. As I flexed inside her pulsing pussy, I felt Tabitha’s arms and legs tighten and hold my body to hers.

I panted in her ear just as she was in mine as the last of my semen was milked from my cock.


CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR




Memories were foggy after that. Hours passed as we danced and laughed and drank… good god did we drink. The amount of alcohol consumed was dizzying. I remember piling into a taxi and having what felt like a sea of girls swimming across my lap. Later, there would be flashes in my memories of Taylor and Tabitha both half sitting/laying on my lap while Stephanie laid her head on my knee. I’d remember the laughter and giggles and the familiar hands grabbed, massaged, and touched everyone on me as the taxi driver drove.

By the time we reached Tabitha’s apartment, I had Tabitha on one side kissing and licking my neck, Taylor on the other kissing my cheek, and I felt Stephanie’s hand rubbing up my inner thigh. I couldn’t tell by his yelling if the taxi driver was more angry or jealous when he was shouting at me to get out.

“Come on,” Stephanie said, pulling me towards the apartment building. All three of the women clung to me for stability, even though I myself could barely stand. When I would wake up the following day, I wouldn’t remember most of what happened at the club, but what happened in this apartment… I definitely would never forget that.

“Hurry!” Taylor stomped as her friend struggled with her keys to unlock her door. Taylor complained the entire drive of how badly she had to pee.

When Tabitha finally clicked the locked open, she looked back at me with drunken eyes and a horny smirk. “I’ve got a surprise for you,” she said as she opened the door.


CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE




The door opened and Taylor sprinted inside Tabitha’s bathroom to pee.

“Damn, girl, slow down,” Stephanie laughed, falling on me as we went inside. Tabitha guided us to the modest living room where, in my drunken stupor, I had to laugh.

“Ta da!” Tabitha put on display with her hands. In the center of her living room was a silver stripper pole that was screwed into the floor and the ceiling. “What do you think?”

Tabitha asked as I slumped onto the couch. I knew my age was starting to show because all I could think about was how impractical it was.

The pole was blocking the TV, and it was partially blocking the entryway. How often does she use this? What if she moves? She has to unscrew it and reinstall it in a new apartment.

Giggling to myself at my stupid drunken thoughts, I smiled. “I love it. You going to show me some moves?”

Tabitha smiled deviously, “oh I’m going to show you some moves.” She pressed play on her phone and a bluetooth speaker played some loud rap music with a deep bass. Hopping up on the pole, Tabitha did circles as she peeled away clothing piece by piece. Stephanie curled up on the couch beside him. At first, Stephanie wrapped her arms around my arm and laid her head on my shoulder. It was kind of nice, I thought in my drunken stupor.

I felt her warm cheek on my body. Her breasts hugged my bicep. Even just her hips and thighs pressed up against my side. Tabitha tossed her clothes at me and before I knew it, she was down to her underwear. Her thick thighs twisted around the pole as her long black hair whipped about. Looking down briefly at the top of Stephanie’s head as she nuzzled against me, it was like a fleeting realization that was slipping away. I understood what I was missing. What I yearned for.

A hand grabbed my face unexpectedly and turned my gaze to the other side of the couch, where Taylor slumped down on the couch. Pulling my lips to hers, we kissed, and I felt her tongue jet out into my mouth.

And just like that, I forgot it all.

“Mmmm… Taylor…” Stephanie whined as I felt her hands grope and rub at my body and lap.

Breaking the kiss, I then realized Taylor had her shirt off and her breasts dangling for everyone to see. “Wow, those are gorgeous,” I said.

“Thanks.”

“And how about mine?” Tabitha asked as she stood in front of me and leaned forward on my shoulders. Tilting her ass from side to side playfully, Tabitha’s young, perfect breasts dangled in front of me.

Words became more difficult as I felt almost attacked. Stephanie and Taylor’s hands descended upon my belt and pants as Tabitha’s hands caressed my cheeks and neck. I was starting to think this moment was a bit more organized. I mumbled something that sounded like ‘sexy,’ and there was a giggle that spread through the college girls that surrounded me.

Before I knew it, my pants were down and my boxers were pulled off swiftly afterwards. A naked Tabitha crawled on top, mounting me. Her soft lips kissed mine before her cheek brushed by and she whispered in my ear, “have you ever had a foursome, baby?”

I didn’t have a chance to respond immediately after she said that. Her lips pressed on mine and her tongue dove into my mouth. The sheer absurdity of having 3 college girls stripping their clothes and jockeying for a better position to fuck me wouldn’t strike me until the next day. At that moment, I was just trying to keep up.

With Tabitha on my lap, she fed my hard cock inside her pussy and let out a yelp as she began to ride me. Looking at each one of these three naked women was more arousing than porn, but I could focus on that as Taylor seized that moment to stand on the couch as she straddle my face. Going between my chest and Tabitha’s chest, Taylor braced herself on the wall as she lowered her pussy down on my mouth. My tongue pierced her pussy lips. I slid into her like a hot knife in butter.

My tongue lapped up and down her dripping pussy, then circled her clit. By the time Taylor’s juices were dripping down my chin and her fingers dug into the hair on the back of my head, I felt more movement on my lap. Hands rubbed my chest and belly as Tabitha stood and Stephanie squatted between my legs. With some giggling and assistance guiding my throbbing shaft into her friend’s pussy, Stephanie eased herself down on my cock in a reverse cowgirl position.

The orgasm that hit Taylor hard quickly subsided as she peeled her pussy from my mouth. I started to wipe her juices away, but Tabitha quickly interlaced her fingers in mine and, holding my hands above my head, kissed, licked, and cleaned my lips of her friend’s juices.

Soon we stumbled into Tabitha’s bedroom, and the women fell across the bed. Tabitha was on all four at the foot of the bed as I gripped her ass and pulled it back to my cock. My dick pierced her pussy, making her flick her long black hair back and for her to give me a fiendish look over her shoulder.

“Oh yeah, fuck me, baby!” Tabitha said over the moans of her friend. “Fuck that tight pussy!”

Tabitha lowered her tongue down to Stephanie’s pussy as she licked her spread eagle on the bed. Taylor knelt over Stephanie’s face, using her as their sex doll in this mess of sex and groans. Thudding my cock inside Tabitha, I rammed into her hard. Needing a little invitation, I grabbed the back of her hair in a fist and pulled back as I fucked into her.

“Ahhhhh! Ugh, fuck yes, fuck me, baby. Fuck your sluts!” Tabitha growled as her fingers continued to play on Stephanie’s pussy. “Oh god, don’t stop. Never fucking stop. Ah ah ah!”

The sounds and screams coming from Tabitha were wild as she arched her back and looked back at me. Her thick tits rocked beneath her as she winced, squinting her eyes, and pushed her thick ass back towards me.

“Ah ah ah ah ahhhh! Fuck! God, you’re gunna make me cum! I’m- I’m- ugh yes!” Tabitha cried.

The tightness of her walls became such that my cock was pushed from her pussy as she seized and a squirt of juices fell from her lips. Tabitha rolled to her side with her legs nearly in to the fetal position as she trembled. I drunkenly crawled past her on the bed, giving her a kiss and hearing her shiver as the orgasm ran its course.

Crawling between Stephanie’s thighs, I lined up my cock with her pussy without her even knowing as her tongue and eyes were focused on Taylor’s pussy. In one motion, I forced my throbbing thick cock inside her and her screams ignited. They were muffled by Taylor’s thighs, but it was Stephanie’s legs the closed around my hips, locking me to her. Grabbing and squeezing her perfect heavy breasts, I pounded her pussy with deep hard thrusts. Taylor looked behind her with a wild smile on her face as she shimmied down Stephanie’s body so that she was chest to chest with her friend and her pussy hovered over Stephanie’s as well.

Pulling my cock free of Stephanie, I shoved it forward hard inside Taylor’s slick pussy. I pounded her pussy for a few seconds, then switched, lowering my hips to Stephanie’s again. The two switched between moans and panting as this continued for a few minutes. My cock had become an almost numb extremity as I fucked these beautiful women. Either from the alcohol or just the sheer amount of sex being had. Tabitha had recovered and crawled beside the two. She giggled and purred as she played with her friends’ breasts.

“Ahhh ahhhh ahhhhhhh!” Stephanie’s high-pitched voice broke as she reached above her, grabbing at the comforter she laid on as I rammed into her. The orgasm cracked her voice as she screamed. “Fuuuuuck!”

Tabitha leaned down to give her a gentle kiss as she stirred in the beginning seconds after regaining her breath. Taylor was looking back at me over her shoulder. Her mouth was agape with an excited smile in the corner of her lips as her short blond hair dangled over the side of her face.

Shoving my cock into her pussy, I watched her eyes closed and heard the long groan of pleasure escape the woman’s lips as she rocked forward. I penetrated her over and over again as I struggled to grab hold of her sweaty body and pull it back into me. The sloshing of her pussy with each buck into her filled the room between our heavy breaths and her high pitched and strained moans.

“Oh god, oh my god! Ah ah ah ah!” she cried. “Oh Jesus, yes, yes, yes!”

Stephanie, who remained beneath her friend, dipped her head and groped and licked Taylor’s nipples. Sucking on them as she giggled and helped her friend to orgasm. Tabitha laid beside them both. Though Tabitha’s hand reached beneath Taylor and rubbed swift, wet circles on her clit, Tabitha’s eyes remained fixed on me as I slammed inside her friend.

Taylor’s ass shook, and her pussy clenched around my cock. The orgasm that hit her was powerful and long. “Oh god I can’t… I can’t…. Oh fuck!” She said with deep breaths between her words. Between Stephanie sucking and biting her nipples, Tabitha rubbing circles on her clit, and me pounding away at her pussy, the orgasm struck like a hammer and made her entire body quiver as she buried her face in the bed and came. “Oh godddd! Ohhhhhhh!”

When she finally finished shaking, the four of us laid on the bed in a sweaty heap of limbs and giggles until one by one the ladies moved to the floor beside the bed with Taylor going last and nearly collapsing as she did.

Tabitha was the first to spread my legs from where I sat on the edge of the bed and began sucking my cock. Her mascara was smudged and ran at the edges as she looked up at me, stuffing my cock down her throat. Stephanie joined in, sucking the head of my cock, when Tabitha passed it off to her. Taylor licked up and down my shaft, then all three of their wet, thick lips met at the tip of my cock.

It felt amazing.

With the three gorgeous women knelt before me with the thick breast jiggling and mouths agape, Tabitha jerked my cock off like a professional as Taylor and Stephanie massaged my balls and rubbed at my thighs.

“Cum on our fucking tits, baby,” Tabitha said as she panted. Her grip firm and pace quick as she jacked my cock. “Cum on your fucking whores. Give us your cum.”

“Give us your cum, honey,” Stephanie cooed.

“Cum on me baby, cum,” Taylor moaned.

The thick, warm load of semen shot out of my cock, covered their breasts in my seed as Tabitha continued to jerk me. When I had finished the three went to work licking and swallowing every bit of cum from the tip of my cock and on each other’s skin. There wasn’t much of a cleanup after that. Scooting back into bed, I began to doze off as I felt the comfort of three naked, warm bodies lay beside me.

It was in those final moments before sleep took me I realized I wasn’t thinking about Tabitha’s lips around my shaft, Taylor’s pussy rocking back on my shaft, or Stephanie’s wonderful moans. I thought about Trisha’s eyes in the hotel room as she stared back at me quietly for what felt like so many days before.


CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX




This may be an exaggeration, I don’t know, I’ve never been in a boxing match, but driving home the next morning, I felt like a prizefighter after a bout that went the distance. I was a teacher after all, and the past week I had lived like a pornstar. I was an athletic teacher, I’ll admit, but the muscles used in these sex workouts were different from the ones I’m used to.

Pulling into my parent’s house driveway, I put the car in park. It was a surreal experience, returning home to my parents’ home so often. A small part of my subconscious always expected to see my dad piddling about in the backyard or my mom reading in the kitchen. It did hurt. It felt like losing my parents all over again every single time I came to their house.

I wonder if that feeling will ever go away.

It was then I noticed a woman sitting on the front porch. She was middle-aged and familiar looking. In a white dress like a doorstep angel, she stood and brushed off the butt of her pants.

“Hi, um, can I help you?” I asked, locking my car and brushing my greasy bed hair flat as I approached her. To my surprise, the woman shook her head, appearing on the verge of tears, and rushed towards me. Burying her face in my chest, she wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug.

“Matt, I’m soo sorry for your loss,” she stifled a sniffle as she seemed to shrink in my arms when I hugged her back. “I didn’t even know you were their son.”

“Oh, thanks… I appreciate, um,” I started, but when the woman pulled away and looked into my eyes, a small smile came over her face.

“You don’t remember me, do you?” She asked.

“Sorry, uh, not really.”

“I’m Cynthia, from the bar a few nights ago. You were with Helen and-”

“Oh right, yeah.”

“Yeah, sorry about that,” Cynthia hesitated. “I was pretty drunk by the time I saw you guys and… yeah, not my finest hour.”

“I get it,” I laughed. “I’ve had a few of those lately.”

“I bet.” Cynthia had a brief seductive smile as she spoke that disappeared as quickly as it arrived. “Hey, look. I don’t know if you knew this or not, but your parents and I knew each other.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I mean, we weren’t super close, but they’d come into Jack’s Bar and Grill about once a week.” I made a surprised face and Cynthia quickly clarified. “Earlier in the night, you know, for the dinner special. They’d had a drink and, anyway, we passed each other often and, well, they were good people. I liked them a lot. We’d share jokes and your mom talked about their son being a teacher. I just- you know, I didn’t know it was you until Bonnie down at the grocery store told me. How have you been holding up?”

“Oh, well, I’m hanging in there. Just been packing up the house and figuring it all out, you know.”

“Sure, sure,” Cynthia nodded. “Well, I’ll let you get inside and get back to it, I just, when I heard it was you earlier this morning, I just had to come by and give my condolences. If you need help or anything give me a call, okay? Here,” Cynthia placed a paper with her name and number in his palm before giving him a hug.

“Thanks, Cynthia. It means a lot.” I said feeling grateful in the moment.

“Of course, oh hey you know what?” Cynthia said, turning around halfway down my driveway. “How bout you come over later this afternoon? I’ll cheer you up a bit. Get your mind on something else for a change.”

“Well, that’s nice. I just… I don’t know-”

“Come on, yes you do. I don’t live far. It’ll be a great distraction for you. Just shoot me a text before you come over, okay?”

I almost winced as I nodded. “Okay, I’ll stop by.”

Cynthia walked to her Toyota Corolla parked on the street and covered in rusted dents. My eyes quickly lifted from watching her massive butt cheek swish from left to right and they jumped to her eyes as she looked over her shoulder. Cynthia, the concerned friend of the family, was gone. Revealed in her devious eyes and playful smile was the real Cynthia. The woman with an agenda.

“I’ll see you soon,” she teased.

Going inside my house, I shook free the cobwebs from my mind. I took a long, hot shower. Grabbing a frozen dinner, I ate my breakfast while periodically checking my bank account to see if my money had arrived-it hadn’t. There was still a voice in the back of my head warning me that this was all a trick. That it would never come. That I was being scammed somehow.

A phone call came in while I was swiping my screen and I accidentally answered it. Texts and phone calls from everyone I had ever met in my life were starting to trickle in as the local news story of me was picked up by the national news. I started screening my contact with the outside room.

“Hello? Hello?” A female’s voice called on my phone.

“Shit,” I whispered,”Yes, hi, hello?”

“Hey is this Matt?”

“Yes…”

“Hey Matt, this is Debra Finsky with Channel 5 news. I was wondering if you’d like to be interviewed about your recent winnings? Congratulations, by the way!”

“Oh, thanks, but um, no, I’m kinda a private person so…”

There was a long pause on the phone, followed by a sigh before Debra started talking in more of a whisper of a voice. “Matt, I totally get it, I wouldn’t either if I was in your shoes but… My boss really wanted me to get this interview and, well, my job is in the balance. Could we do a quick and easy one? I swear it’ll be easy questions… I’ll even come to you. We can do it on your front lawn. Please?”

Feeling the lack of sleep wear on me, I let out a sigh of my own and shrugged. “Yeah, sure. That’s fine, I guess.”

“Great!” Debra perked up. “Can you text me your address? And I’ll be over there around, say 830 tonight, okay?”

“Okay, will do.”

“Thanks so much, bye!”

I hung up the phone and cursed myself.

Need to get better at saying no, Matt.

I took a nap and woke up to a steady stream of texts buzzing my phone to life. By mid afternoon I had to turn my vibration function off because it wouldn’t stop. I got to Cynthia’s house around 3:30pm in a clean shirt and pair of pants and felt like a new man.

Cynthia greeted me at the door with a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Good to see you, again!”

“Oh, hey,” I said, surprised.

“Sorry, I might’ve dipped into a drink already. How about a Jack Daniels for ya?” she asked. Her skirt floated before me in the breeze.

“Sure,” I smiled.
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“Oh, my god…” Cynthia giggled to herself as she turned and smiled down at me. “You made a mess out of me, young man.”

I smirked as she grabbed a hold of the back of the couch on both sides of my head and leaned down to give me a long lingering kiss. I cupped her flushed cheeks gently, holding her lips in place as we kissed for an extended moment. I could feel my erection pounding on the front of my boxers and jeans. Cynthia must have sensed it as well because, while we kissed, I felt her hands fall to my crotch.

While the sex was expected, it was not planned, at least not on my part. I originally planned to stay for a drink and leave to prepare for my ‘interview’ tonight.

Jesus, what has my life become in just a week.

There was something sexually appealing about Cynthia besides her amazing body. Her attitude and aggressive sexual nature. It almost reminded me of Helen in some ways. Besides, after a lifetime of being ignored by the opposite sex, it was still difficult to get used to or turn down forward approaches by women.

At first, her gentle hands simply caressed and petted my hard on through my engorged jeans. When she unzipped my jeans, I thought my cock might’ve shot right out. It was so restrained.

“Mmmmm… somebody wants attention…” Cynthia growled through a wicked smile.

Her hands quickly undid my belt and unbuttoned my waistline, releasing my erection from my pants and boxers when she pulled them down.

“Goddd…” Cynthia gasped. “You’re bigger than I thought.”

Before I could say a word, Cynthia’s mouth lowered to my cock. She opened wide and her lips took the head of my shaft while her tongue made warm, wet laps back and forth on my urethra. A slight groan escaped my mouth as Cynthia’s lips pressed down my shaft and back up twice in quick succession.

Looking up at me, Cynthia licked her lips with excitement in her eyes, “mmmm… I love the way you taste.”

Cynthia’s words were drowned out by the faint sound of a doorknob twisting and an unseen door opening. I froze and only began to move when I heard her voice.

“Mom, you here?” A woman’s voice called.

I scrambled to grab at my pants to cover my massive erection where I sat in the living room, but Cynthia simply smirked and slowly stood up. Presumably, Cynthia’s daughter walked around the corner from the kitchen and her eyes brightened at the awkward sight of me trying and failing to cover my erection.

“Mom, looks like you started without me,” the woman said, almost as if she was complaining.

“Well, honey, just look at him,” Cynthia said, swiping my hand away from covering my erection. “How could I wait any longer after seeing that?”

The girl didn’t respond as her eyes lingered at my erection.

“Sorry, didn’t I mention my stepdaughter was coming over?” Cynthia asked. “Anyways this is Brittany. Brittany, this is Matt, Momma’s new friend.”

Frozen in place and unsure of what the proper, gentlemanly thing to do is, I just sat there and said, “hey…”

Brittany was in her twenties and probably older than I was. Her blond hair was put up in a messy bun, but when she pulled her pink hoodie up over her head, it revealed a thin, hourglass figure with perky breasts, and wide, thick ass. Her gray yoga pants seemed too small and hugged her crotch in almost a revealing manner. Her gold hoop earrings bounced on the side of her face as she moved to the seat to my right on the couch and sat.

I noticed Cynthia disappear into the kitchen with her empty glass as I felt her stepdaughter move closer to my side.

“When I heard my mom said she knew you, I couldn’t believe it,” Brittany said. “I never met anyone famous before.”

My cheeks were already blushing from my predicament, so I just shrugged and nodded. “Well, I wouldn’t say ‘famous’ really…”

Brittany rolled her eyes, “you’ve been on the TV all day its seems the past couple days. That’s famous.”

I nodded, declining to argue the point.

“You don’t have to be weird or anything,” Brittany smiled, shouldering me as she peered down at the stiff erection beneath my hands. “I wanted to first meet you with your clothes on but this is good, too.”

Brittany reached over between my legs and with her small, gentle hands gripped the side of my shaft, stroking it gently.

“Can I?” she asked, a little later as well. “It’s okay,” she purred as she scooted closer.

I moved my hands to the side, letting my shaft bob as she touched me and saw Brittany’s eyes light up.

“Oh, my god…” Brittany blushed and smiled at me.

“I told you, didn’t I?” Brittany’s mother called from the kitchen.

Brittany’s hand slowly tightened around my shaft as she stroked me slowly at first, then faster and faster. Feeling more comfortable in the familiar spot, I hooked my hand around Brittany’s neck and pulled her to me as I kissed her. The girl giggled as she kissed me back and started to pant as she kept on pumping my shaft.

Pulling from the kiss, Brittany’s lips sucked on my earlobe before she whispered, “Oh, you’re so fucking hard. Is that from my mom, hm? You get so fucking hard fucking my mom? What are you not turned on by me?”

Before I could say anything, Brittany half shrugged with a wicked smile as she pulled her hair back in a ponytail. “I guess I’m going to have to earn my keep.”

Brittany gripped the base of my cock and pressed her wet lips and small mouth down on the tip of my cock. The pressure I felt was immense as the head of my cock popped inside her mouth as I immediately felt her warm wet tongue lapping and slithering down my shaft. Deeper, Brittany pushed her mouth down on my cock and I bit my lips as the fluttering pleasure I felt on the tip of my cock was almost too much.

My eyes opened again when I felt and heard Cynthia’s presence step back into the living room. I, like every other normal man, had never been a part of a threesome–well, not since this week–and so having another woman standing in the entryway of the living room sipping wine with an amused look on her face while her stepdaughter was sucking my cock was still an awkward moment for me.

Cynthia must have sensed the uncomfortableness in me, because she giggled to herself as she finished off yet another glass of wine before walking carefully towards me. Setting her glass down on the coffee table, she stepped around the back of the couch near the house’s front door and looked down at me from behind the couch. Leaning forward, I watched her pearl necklace dangle and rock before I saw her thick breasts follow suit. Her movements were slow and her cheeks red as the effects of the alcohol were evident. The soft hands of this mother massaged and rubbed along my chest and biceps. Her cheek brushed gently against mine before her lips found mine upside down and we kissed as her hair fell around my face like curtains.

Is this what heaven feels like?

All the while, Cynthia’s daughter aggressively plunged her mouth deeper down the shaft of my cock. She placed her hands on either side of my hips as they rose and fell like Brittany’s mouth was riding my erection.

Then, in a snap. It all stopped. Brittany was first. The young woman’s lips and hands disappeared from my body and when I looked to see why, so did her mother’s sensitive touch to my chest. Brittany wiped at her mouth with the side of a hand as the other held my cell phone and she read the screen.

“Who the fuck’s Helen?!” Brittany snapped. The teasing nubile woman she was seconds ago was gone. Suddenly, I questioned if my car would survive this argument without being keyed.

“What?” My head was still swimming as my throbbing erection bounced in front of Brittany.

“Helen,” Brittany snarled, reading from my phone. “She just texted you, ‘hey cowboy, want to go for another ride tonight? I’m sure we can rope Trisha into CUMMING too.’ What the fuck?!”

Brittany threw my phone, and it bounced off my chest.

“Whoa,” I said.

“Hey hey hey,” Cynthia said, holding up a hand between Brittany and me. “Now let’s not jump to conclusions, Brittany. Just cause the man get’s this text doesn’t mean he’s going to respond, now does it?”

Brittany pushed her lower lip outward like a child pouting on her knees and shook her head.

“Now, Matt,” Cynthia continued from looking down on me from behind the couch. Her hand cupped my cheek as the other slid massaging circles on my chest around my phone. “As you can see, dear. My stepdaughter and I have a unique relationship and we don’t like to share it with just anyone. So those who we do share it with we like to have just to ourselves. Now my daughter and I really like you, don’t we Brittany?”

Brittany’s eyes brightened as she leaned her body against one of my bare thighs and stared down at my still flexing cock that bobbed before her. She had gone from a rage filled teenager to a woman eyeing her dessert and obsessing over it the longer she can’t have it. She nodded back to her mother excitedly.

“See… We’d like to finish what we started, but more than that, we’d like to see much more of you in the future,” Cynthia continued. “Now, if you want to leave…” Cynthia said as her hands rubbed all the way down my body to my cock and stroked me several times. She bent over my shoulder and I felt her full breasts mash into my taut belly as she dipped low enough to wrap her lips around my cock and suck for several seconds. Brittany giggled and extended her tongue. Lapping at the base of my cock all the way up to the tip as her mother’s lips popped off the head of my cock.

With her mother draped across my body, there was a brief moment where I was ignored and the mother and stepdaughter embraced in a long messy kiss over top of my throbbing and glistening cock. When the kiss broke, Cynthia giggled as she slowly dragged her face and lips up my chest and kissed my neck and cheek.

“…if you want to leave you can, but Brittany and I would be so sad. Or…” Cynthia’s arms wrapped around my upper body from behind as we watched Brittany slowly slide out of her yoga pants, revealing her fat taut ass and her tight, shaved, glistening pussy lips as she bent over. “We could tell that trailer trash Helen to leave you alone and you can finish what you started here, hm?”

The words tumbled out of my mouth like weights falling free. Without thought or consideration, I simply said, “I’ll stay.”

“Good answer, baby,” Cynthia purred. Her daughter squealed in excitement and, now naked, hopped on the couch beside me. Brittany cupped a hand to my cheek as she kissed me hard and wildly, like her mother had before. All the while, Cynthia had snatched my phone from my chest and was replying to me to Helen.

“I’ll just tell her you’re not interested…” Cynthia said to herself as her fingers tapped away on the screen.

Brittany’s hand made long dragging strokes on my shaft as she kissed me. By the time she broke from the kiss and returned her head to my lap to continue sucking my cock, Cynthia had turned off my phone and tossed it to the side. Crawling onto the couch on the opposite side of me, Cynthia raised to her knees as she looked down on me for a moment before kissing me.

Maneuvering was happening, and I didn’t know it. I just knew the sweet taste of Cynthia’s tongue. The music of her hum as she pushed her tongue against mine. The feel of her breasts mashing against my chest. Breaking the kiss, Cynthia bit my earlobe as she purred a moan.

“Mmmmm do you like the sight of my daughter about to ride your fucking cock, baby?”

My eyes opened, and I saw that Brittany was between my legs and faced away from me. She was lining up my thick shaft with her dripping slit. I felt the tight, warm pressure as she slowly pressed down. Her wet walls clamped on my cock. Her body and thighs trembled. Her body slid half way down my shaft and Brittany arched her back and flung her head back as she moaned, “aahhh fuck!”

Bracing herself with her hands on my thighs, her body rose and fell humping me over and over. “Ahh ahh ahh ahh!” Brittany cried out with every tight penetration my cock made into her.

Cynthia was in an excited frenzy over her daughter’s pleasure. Her lips kissed and sucked at every inch of my neck. Her hands pawed and pushed at my body. “Yeah, baby, that’s right fuck my daughter’s dirty fucking cunt,” Cynthia said. “Come on, she’s a big girl, she can take it. You want that dick, Brittany baby?”

In a high-pitched cry, Brittany replied, “yes! Ahh ahh ahh oh god yes- fuck me!”

I bucked my hips in time with her lowering herself on me and hear her scream in pleasure as her pussy began to ride me easier. Her sloshing wet cunt drenched my cock as it slipped up and down on me. Cynthia removed her top revealing her gorgeous breasts draped only with her white pearls before me. Feeding me one of her hard, luscious nipples, I eagerly took it in my mouth.

Cynthia’s hands pressed into my palms and pressed my hands back against the couch and above my head. The mother and daughter pair had me restrained, held down, and prostrated on the couch. My legs and arms spread wide as Cynthia used my mouth as her personal breast pump, and her daughter used my throbbing cock as her personal fuck toy to ride.

“Aahhh! Ohhh gahhd, mom. Mom! I can’t hold out much longer,” Brittany cried in a panic.

“Oh, baby you’re doing– ahhhh, oh fuck yes, bite mommy’s fucking nipples, that’s it! Ahhh… ride the fucking cock, baby. Ride it!” Cynthia moaned.

The clapping sound of Brittany’s body slamming down on mine filled the room as I grunted and groaned into her mother’s breast.

“Ohhh yess… yesss… just like that… oh god,” Cynthia moaned. “I need you to cum. Cum inside Brittany. Cum inside her!”

Brittany’s voice screamed a high-pitched moan as she rode me hard. “Ah ah ah ah! Ahhh god! I’m cumming I’m cumming I’m- ahhh!”

The moment overwhelmed me as I lost control and came hard with my flexing shaft buried inside Brittany’s tight pussy. Throbbing, I pulsed inside her, shooting strings of cum inside her.

Brittany shook as she squirmed in my lap. “Oh god, oh fuck!”

Cynthia pulled away as her daughter’s body leaned back and formed against my front. Her naked, sweaty body pressed back against mine. Her head and messy hair leaning beside mine against my cheek as she panted. Her mother leaned over the top of her, sandwiching Brittany between my body and Cynthia’s, as Cynthia bent down and kissed me gently.

After a moment, I tried to move, but Cynthia and her daughter pushed to hold me in place.

“Ah ah ahhh…” Cynthia hummed between kisses. Her hands clasped mine and held them down against the back of the couch behind my head. “You’re ours now.”

My cock still pulsed every few seconds inside Brittany’s pussy, which made her coo a moan. Cynthia’s breasts mashed into her daughters when she leaned into our kiss. Leaning back, Cynthia broke the kiss so Brittany could look over her shoulder and kiss me just as deep as her stepmother did.

Our three bodies mashed in a mess of sweaty ecstasy that felt wondrous. In my head I wondered what was next for the three of us. I thought about the TV interview I had to do later that night and felt a nervous drop in my stomach recalling it. But most of all, I thought of my phone, wherever Cynthia threw it and the text Helen sent, and I worried what Cynthia replied to Helen with.

I thought about Trisha and I wanted to know if she thought about me as much as I had been thinking of her.


CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT


Trisha


“Can you believe this mother fucking cock sucker?” Helen snapped. She always did have a way with words. “Look at these texts- the nerve to send this to me after the weekend we had, too!”

Trisha took the phone, but her eyes studied her friend as she paced back and forth in Trisha’s apartment. It had been a while since Trisha had seen Helen this upset about a man. But after looking at the texts, she understood why.

“Damn. ’Stop textn and calln me, bitch,’ ‘ur a fucking whore just after my money,’ ‘I’m block u. Next time I’m seeing u I’m calln cops.’” Trisha read aloud.

“Who fucking does that? What grown ass man acts like that cocksucker!?” Helen plopped herself in a chair across from the couch that Trisha sat.

“These are really fucked up,” Trisha pondered. “But maybe its not him?”

“It’s his fucking phone!”

“Yeah… but like, the way the texts are, he kinda sounds different.”

“Yeah, cause he just got a shitload of money and instantly became a prick!”

“Maybe… I just… I just didn’t see that side of him in him, you know? He seemed like a nice guy and not… well…”

“Like every other guy,” Helen raised an eyebrow as she stood and went to the kitchen to grab a beer.

“Well, yeah,” Trisha relented.

“Trust me, you dodged a bullet when you vommed in that hotel room.”

Trisha set her phone down on the coffee table and covered her face with both her hands. “God, don’t remind me. Sooo fucking embarrassing.”

The day following their unplanned threesome was probably the most embarrassing day of Trisha’s life. The years of friendship Trisha and Helen had shared since meeting in their 20s were mostly spent listening to raunchy stories of Helen. Trisha was a better watcher from afar than a participant. She didn’t judge, but she also knew she was a terribly awkward lady and not the premier sexy lady to pull of such erotic feats.

Puking on the bed beside the young man she had performed the act with was the ‘icing on the cake’ for the shame she felt. Later that night she had called Helen to recount the night before’s events while still hydrating from the hangover. She told her friend multiple times, ‘nope, never again. I’m never seeing that boy again. Nothing can make me relive that shame.’

“And just a day after…” Helen’s words trailed off before her eyes darted to her friend as she cracked open a can of beer.

“A day after what?” Trisha asked. “You went and saw him again, didn’t you?”

Trisha was surprised at how insulted her voice was as she spoke.

“Well, you said you didn’t want to see him again… what do you care?” Helen asked, taking a drink from her beer.

“…I don’t… I just… you didn’t tell me… whatever, just tell me you’ll stop texting him and won’t do anything crazy, okay?”

Helen swiped her phone from the coffee table. While rereading through the texts again she tipped the beer upside down in her mouth and finished half of it off in one drink.

“I won’t.”


CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE




After fifteen minutes passed with Brittany circling her hips with my limp cock still inside her, slowly she rose from my lap revealing her cum soaked pussy.

“Mmmm… it feels amazing,” Brittany purred as she stood in front of me, gently rubbing her pussy lips

Cynthia rubbed her fingertips across my shoulders and arms as she stepped around me and I watched both Cynthia and her daughter lower themselves to their knees before me. Looking up at me with an angle in her eye and a devious grin on the corner of her lips, Cynthia whispered as she reached up with a hand to fondle my cock, “my turn…”

By this point, after having spent 20 minutes in intermission just staring and hearing the beautiful women purr and caress me, I was already starting to grow hard again. I heard the slick wet squishing sound as Cynthia’s palm firmly coaxed my cock hard through deliberately focused pumps. The juices of her daughter’s pussy and my semen being spread about my shaft.

Slowly, Cynthia’s lips lowered on the tip of my cock and bobbed up and down just on the bulb head of my cock. The pressure and feeling it gave me radiated to every inch of my body, as I was so sensitive. I almost had to push her head away as I squirmed in my seat from how good her lips and down on my tip felt. Minutes passed before she came up with a gasping breath and glistening lips.

“Are you watching?” Brittany asked in a playful kind of way with a smile.

Taking the base of my shaft from her mother like being handed off a microphone, Brittany gave it a few crude strokes before sliding her lips down my shaft. Inch by inch, I watched my entire cock disappear in her mouth and down her throat as her devious, playful eyes stayed locked on mine. She squinted as she forced the last few inches down her throat. Bobbing her head up and down, I winced and groaned as she deep throated my cock and I flexed in her mouth.

“Good girl,” Cynthia praised her daughter as she pulled her hair back and caressed her body.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore and began to question if this girl was human, Brittany pulled herself off of my cock, gasping with ragged breaths for air as drool covered her lips and dripped down the corner of her mouth. Her eyes watered as if she was crying, but a pleasureful, wicked smile was on her lips at her accomplishment.

Immediately, her mother’s lips took the place on me. Tonguing my urethra and pumping my shaft as her wet lips slide down the length of my cock. My hand was placed on the back of her neck as her daughter took Cynthia’s hair back in a ponytail as she devoured me.

Gasping and groaning, the moment overwhelmed me as my eyes rolled back in their sockets. Her heavy tits heaved beneath her. The wet slurping sounds she made. The massaging moisture on the sensitive tip of my cock.

I let out a long growl as I came hard in Cynthia’s mouth. She moaned and tongued and swallowed every bit of it. Brittany joined in as both the ladies’ lips and tongues sucked and licked my cock clean. The feeling was like nothing I had ever felt before. As the two women sucked me soft, part of me never wanted to leave. The physical pleasure I had found was so heavenly I could disappear into it, I thought.

This could be my life right here…


CHAPTER SIXTY




Ileft Cynthia feeling as though I had survived a hurricane. Once the pleasure I basked in for minutes had faded, all I had left was the feeling of emptiness. Like I had just used these women, or these women had just used me, or worse, we had used each other. I hadn’t even received my fortune yet and already the world felt cheap.

Why must the highest feelings be followed by the lowest of realities? …I’m still alone now…

It took me leaving for Cynthia to give my cell phone back. When I did get it back, swiping through my texts and contacts in my car, I realized she had deleted her messages with Helen so I couldn’t see when she wrote and deleted the contact so I couldn’t talk to her anymore.

God dammit, these fucking women. What the hell did she text Helen?

I had a distinct feeling I might ever know what she sent or even see Helen again. I was up to 90 missed calls and 246 missed texts. Glancing over who was texting me the most, I noticed a familiar name- Tabitha rising to the top.

38 missed texts? I just saw you this morning, Jesus.

It was 8:00pm, and I had to rush home to make it there in time for the interview. Debra Finsky was very pretty and polite when I met her outside my house. She and her camera crew set up for twenty minutes before preparing me for the questions.

“Okay, it’s going to be a live interview, but it’s going to be super simple,” Debra said as the interview time approached. “Where’d you get your ticket, how long have you played, how much you won, what are you going to do with the winnings? That’s about it, okay?”

“Sure,” I said, taking a deep breath and adjusting my shirt. I was starting to get nervous.

“Okay, they’re coming to us in a few seconds,” Debra said, brushing through her hair with her fingers as we both stood in front of the bright camera light and camera on my front lawn. If my neighbors saw us, they didn’t care and stayed inside.

The funny thing was, just before the interview began, I had a sudden realization that if I never saw or heard from Helen again, I would never see Trisha again.

Trisha…

I felt a sudden yearning and absence at that prospect. I didn’t realize how much I missed her or that feeling I had while I was with her until that moment.

“And we’re here live with that mega millions winner himself!” Debra said in a high-pitched voice. I had to shake myself out of my thoughts as the interview began. It went fine at first. I was awkward but polite and normal, I suppose. By the end of it, I thought I was free and clear when I noticed a familiar-looking van pull up and park in the street in front of my house.

Hey, that’s Helen’s van! That’s Helen!

A genuine smile broke over my face as I saw Helen quickly walking towards me.

Now I can get her contact info and get Trisha’s, too. I’ll write them down so I can’t lose them again.

“Well, there you have it, folks,” Debra smiled into the camera. “Keep playing the mega millions for your chan-”

I was so focused on the interview and my thoughts that I didn’t notice the scowl on Helen’s face until it was too late. Lunging at me, Helen somehow landed a hard looping punch right on my nose, cutting the interviewer off mid-sentence.


CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE




Iwoke up the next morning feeling like a hangover had strangled me the night before. Rolling over in my bed, I winced, feeling the pain in my nose I had forgotten through sleep. The memories of the night before came back with a vengeance. Helen gave me a bloody nose on live TV, cursing me out as the news reporter laughed at me.

Within minutes, Helen had fled, and the reporter and cameraman were packing up their gear to leave. A few hours after that, I had cleaned the blood from under my nose, showered, and laid down trying to forget the day. That was when he saw the news clip on his phone and it had already started to go viral. I shut my phone off, and I hadn’t turned it back on since.

I spent the day rolling from side to side in my bed, wondering if this money was all a curse. How much simpler life would be if I didn’t have this money?

I’m a national embarrassment by now, I’ve made promises to more women than I can keep, pissed off more women than I thought was possible, and I still haven’t gotten my money!

The knock at my door splashed stomach acid on my throat.

God, what now?

I got dressed and opened the door. My instincts told me to slam the door shut and hide in my house like a pussy, but I did my best not to let my shame show.

It was Trisha.

“Hi…” she said, looking like she was in pain herself at just being on my doorstep.

“Hey…”

She looked amazing. Her auburn hair flowed down her shoulders, she wore a black top that accentuated her large breasts without looking slutty, and she had a gray skirt on.

“I, um, I tried to call and text a few times but…”

“Yeah, I turned off my cell, it was, uh, I don’t know if you saw-”

“That’s why I came over,” Trisha said as she shifted weight from one side to the other, looking visibly uncomfortable. “Look, Matt, I’m so sorry for Helen yesterday. She was just so worked up by those texts you sent, but that’s no excuse.”

“I tried to tell her,” I blurted out, stepping on to my porch. “It wasn’t me. Someone else got ahold of my phone. I don’t even know what they texted. They deleted the messages and contact so I couldn’t see or respond. I tried to tell her I was sorry.”

“I knew it, I knew it,” Trisha said. “I told her you would never say those things.”

“Thank you,” I said with a side grin that someone finally believed me and seemed to be on my side. There was a long, awkward pause as the two of us stared at another and adjusted ourselves.

“You know, I had a great time the other night,” Trisha looked away as she spoke. “I… it was kinda out of character for me. I’m usually more…”

“Me too,” I snickered in response. “That was… I had a really good time too.”

Trisha’s face broke as if she remembered something, “and well, sorry about puking on the bed too, I guess. Oh my god, that was so embarrassing.”

I laughed, “no, it wasn’t after you left I did the same all over the place. It... we did a lot of drinking.”

Trisha pointed at me with a smile, “yes, yes we did.”

“Maybe you want to try it again? Uh, just me, me and you… go to dinner, that is?” I stuttered awkwardly.

Trisha broke an innocent smile and cocked her head to the side, “sure, I’d like that.”

“Tomorrow night?”

“Definitely.”

“Can I get your number this time?”

Trisha smiled, “yes.”


CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO




My date with Trisha was fantastic. I was worried my last credit card wouldn’t go through as I was close to maxing it out but after a dinner full of laughter; the server came back with my credit card and a bill to sign to my relief.

She was great to talk to after the chaos of my life. Trisha worked as an assistant in a doctor’s office and she, too, was an only child, though she was a few years older than me. I could tell she was nervous about that so I changed the subject. She laughed with me and poked fun at my video that truly was viral. ‘Mega millions winner gets punched by a hooker’ got over a million views already on YouTube. Apparently, Helen was even more pissed because she was being called a hooker now.

She obviously knew that I had won the mega millions, but she didn’t ask about it or talk about it which I appreciated. It was a good night to clear my head. To just be a normal guy again.

I took Trisha home to her apartment. It was a nice two-bedroom apartment, not the nicest, though in the middle of nowhere there weren’t any nice apartments. The inside was decorated very nice, and it smelled like warm vanilla. I looked around the living room, trying to remember the color scheme and placement of furniture.

Why can’t my place look this nice?

“You have a really nice place,” I said, sitting down on the couch.

“Thanks, um, do you want anything? A drink?” Trisha asked nervously.

“No, no, I’m good, thanks.”

Trisha fumbled with her hands in front of the couch before sitting down. “Look, I don’t want, I know how this… I’m just… I feel bad. I don’t want you to think that I’m going out with your because of money and I already feel weird because I’m so much older than you… and, Jesus, you just lost your parents… maybe you want to, like I understand if you don’t want to mm-”

I’m not sure who was more startled when I abruptly interrupted her with a kiss, but I didn’t get a slap in response, which made me happy. After a moment, the kiss softened and I felt Trisha slip her tongue in my mouth. My hand cupped her cheek, and I felt her hair brush the outside of my arm as she leaned forward.

Our bodies touched as we kissed, we stayed on the couch for an hour just kissing and enjoying each other slowly. She half laid on my body as we kissed. We’d stop every few seconds and smile at another. I noticed her moans growing louder as my hand massaged down the small of her back and gripped her ass cheek. Eventually, Trisha broke from the kiss as she stood and took me by the hand. She led me back to her bedroom and without words, we started undressing each other. Kissing intermittently, we laughed as we got naked and I slowly pushed Trisha back on the bed.

Starting at her inner thigh, I worked my way up her body, kissing. My lips and fingers hovered over her dripping wet pussy, and brushed it just enough to make her groan. My middle finger lingered longer on her pussy lips as my mouth worked up to her breasts. Tonguing her nipple, I wrapped my lips around it and began to suck and pull and twist.

“Oh, god, matt…” Trisha moaned.

I switch nipples and begin to flick my tongue up and down on her nipple over and over as my fingers make wide, sloppy circles on her lips.

“Ahh ahhh… oh god…” she groaned before it became too much for her.

Grabbing the back of my head, Trisha pulled my lips to hers as we kissed hard and deep. My fingers pumped in and out of her pussy, making her moans ragged inside my mouth as she rocked on the bed. I clamored between her thighs and felt Trisha pushing her kisses and tonguing on to my neck and earlobe.

“Yesss… give it to me… put it in me!” Trisha moaned.

My cock pierced her pussy, and I felt her clench around my shaft. I let out a groan. Pumping in and out of her, I watched her thick breasts bouncing up and down with every thrust.

“Ohhh Ahhhh fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes!” Trisha moaned as I fucked her.

My lips pressed on hers. I swallowed her moans and continued to thrust into her. She grabbed at my shoulders and I pulled at her hair as I held her body in place as I pumped deeper inside her. Her first orgasm came quickly as she screamed and closed her thighs around me. The second came twenty minutes later as she laid on her side and I fucked her from behind. She tore the sheets from the bed and knocked the pillows to the ground as her body shook.

“Oh god… oh god… oh god…” Trisha repeated in a whisper as her limbs trembled like a leaf. “Oh…. Fuck!”

Trisha cried out when I pushed inside her again from the missionary position. “Oh god… oh fuck…” she winced as we looked into each other’s eyes. Pumping hard into her, I felt the moment come as I pushed inside her and flexed as hard as I could.

“Oh fuckkk ahhh!” She screamed.

We came together hard as strings of cum shot from my shaft into Trisha. Our bodies linked together as we laid on another. The orgasm lasted seconds but felt like hours as we laid there staring into each other’s eyes as her pussy continued to pulse around my limp cock.


CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE




For the first time in over a week, I woke up not feeling like a piece of shit. Trisha had work in the morning, so she woke me as she got up. I got out of her hair quickly as she got ready for work, but we shared a lingering kiss that said it all.

“I’ll call you this weekend?” I asked at the front door.

Trisha had a smile as bright as could be as she nodded, “definitely, I mean, sure.”

“I’ll call you then,” I said with a smile and left.

Driving home I felt like a new man. Like a path forward had just appeared in front of me. Out of all the women I’ve been with, Trisha was the first one I wanted to be with just as much out of bed as in it.

Getting home, I sifted through my texts and phone calls, I knew I had to start sorting through these and replying to some of them. Tabitha’s were piling up, though she was sending hundreds of texts a day and calling me just about as much. Even Helen has sent me a few since the incident apologizing to me.

I decided Cynthia and Brittany were the ones I needed to deal with first. I made a promise to them, and honestly, they felt to be the most… suspicious in motives out of all of the women I had been with.

Cynthia and her daughter, Brittany, both had sent nudes to me. Along with a request to come out and party this Friday.

I replied curtly but politely:

Matt

Hey guys, I’m sending this to both of you, so we’re all on the same page. I had a lot of fun hanging out with you two. Maybe some other time we can but right now I have a lot on my plate. Maybe I’ll see you around some time, thanks.

Taking a deep breath, I think to myself, one down- 500 to go… I opened a message to Helen and tried to think of what I should say but before I could type, I got replies from Brittany and Cynthia.

Cynthia

Sorry to hear that.

Brittany

You didn’t like the photos?

Cynthia

How about these pics?

I winced as I clicked open a dozen photos sent from both of them that depicted me having sex with both of them. They were obviously taken by Cynthia and Brittany while the other fucked me.

Brittany

Maybe you want to reconsider our offer unless you want these photos of you to go viral too?
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“God damnit!” I cursed as I ignored nearly twenty calls in a row from Tabitha. I sat in my parent’s living room with the TV playing in the background. It was 2:30am and an infomercial about a pair of sunglasses that were unbreakable was playing. It had been playing for nearly 20 minutes and I hadn’t looked at the screen once yet. Instead, I had my laptop open on a coffee table beside two boxes half full of things. On the couch cushion beside me was my tablet, and in my hand was my phone. All three screens were open to the same thing: my bank account.

I had received notification of a deposit fifteen minutes ago and first saw it on my phone. Since then, I had to get my other devices to help convince myself it wasn’t a mirage.

Refreshing the screen on my phone, I read the balance of my bank account again.

‘$485,284,952.23’

$184.48 was what was in the account two hours ago, which was mine. The rest was a recent addition. After transferring a thousand to different accounts, I became sufficiently convinced the money was real and grabbed my laptop. First, I went to my credit cards and paid them off. Then I found the loan I had taken out to bury my parents and paid that off. The most satisfying part was when I finally remembered my login information for my student loans. $58,387 remained on those. Clicking on the payout amount button, I couldn’t help but smile as I typed in $58,387 and clicked ’submit.’

Leaning back on the couch, I let out a long sigh and looked at the ceiling. It was like I just finished a long hard workout and it was over.

Grabbing my phone, I opened my calculator to figure out how much I just spent and how much I had left.

Hm. $485,229,182.51 remaining… Now… what the fuck do I do with $500 million dollars?

I was startled by the sudden ringing and buzzing of my phone as a phone call came in. It was Cynthia. My stomach dropped, and I considered just ignoring the call as I had several others, but knew at some point her unanswered calls would just turn into her showing up unannounced to my house or worse yet, she would just post all the embarrassing photos she has of me online.

I sighed, swiping on the screen and accepting the call, “hello?”

“Hey stranger boy,” Cynthia said in a chipper tone. “Took you long enough to answer. Open up, sugar.”

“What?”

“I’m outside. Thought it’d be rude to just knock unannounced in this day of fancy phone age, so I called ahead.”

Walking to my parent’s front door, I unlocked it and opened it to see Cynthia clacking up the front steps in black high heels with a smirk on her face and a bottle of jack Daniels in her hand.

“Don’t worry,” she said as she walked by me. “I brought drinks.”
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“Very nice,” Cynthia said from down the hall. “Your parents had great taste.”

I listened to her fake comments as I fixed us both Jack and coke on the rocks from the nearly empty kitchen. Cynthia allowed the time to take it upon herself to tour the entire house. Though all she said was praise, her tone gave a fake demeanor, as did almost everything she said. Very little about Cynthia seemed real. She was the type of woman who went out of her way to get whatever she wanted and thrived on drama. To be honest, the more I got to know her, the more I wondered if she would just share the photos of me one day even if I did everything she asked, just for the chance for her to bask in some of the wreckage in the media they would cause.

“Oh, I love the master bedroom,” her muffled voice called.

I looked at this place and don’t think I can ever think of it as mine. It’s someone else’s. It’s theirs.

My eyes couldn’t help but stare at Cynthia when she came in. Her round ass clenched through her tight jeans or her white t-shirt that was too small for her and exposed her belly button and the flying bird on the small of her back. It was the kind of shirt a girl half her age would typically wear, but I had to admit. Seeing it on her 40-year-old body with her ample curves around her breasts... it was mesmerizing.

It had been a week now since I attempted to cut things off with Cynthia and her daughter and a week since Cynthia informed me that I was wrong and could not do so… not unless I wanted my friends, family, and the world to see pictures of me naked and having a threesome.

I may be rich now, but I am still embarrassed. I’m still a high school teacher… god, the field day my students and principal would have with that.

I had spent the weeks alone for the most part. Hiding in my parent’s dark house, ducking texts and phone calls from long-lost acquaintances and newly formed relations. I had to recover physically, emotionally…

There was a certain repulsion at the sight of Cynthia. She knew what she wanted and so did he. Despite that, he couldn’t help but stare at her curvy parts. He found his cock growing inside his pants as he followed her into the living room. The host in him found it necessary to stack the few boxes left in the corner of the room. After a week of work, the living room looked like a skeleton. No pictures covered the walls, no books or trinkets on the shelves. There was but a couch and an armchair, a coffee table and a TV.

“Wow… Oh my god…” Cynthia said as I reentered the living room without drinks. She was looking down at the laptop that had my bank page open. The account had timed out, so my banking information was hidden, but the account balances were still visible. “Looks like you finally got your pay day! Congrats!”

Cynthia took the glass away from me and cheered before drinking. The way Cynthia looked at me after just seeing my bank account was… lustful, to say the least. It was like I was a walking orgasm to her. I don’t believe all women are gold diggers, but the amount of sway money has on most women is undeniable. Seeing the evidence of this was a mixed bag of truths for me. I was depressed for my ‘poor’ former self and all those without money who were deemed ‘unattractive’ when really they were just broke. I was thrilled because I think for the rest of my life I will be ‘attractive’ monetarily speaking.

“Yes, yes, I did. Just came in tonight.” I said, taking another drink.

Cynthia motioned to the rest of the quiet, dark house. “Where's the celebration then? You should be partying. See? It’s a good thing I came around.”

“Yeah, I was just finishing packing up and…”

“Yes, I see that. No need to live here or even in this town anymore.” Cynthia said, stepping closer to me. “What’s your plan? You going to New York City? LA? Vegas? Europe? I’d love to hear your plans.”

“I… haven’t really made any yet,” I admitted. Though Cynthia cocked an eye towards me, like she didn’t believe me.

Setting down her glass, she softened her look at me. “I’m not here for your money. I don’t want money or anything. I’m here to say sorry about those texts before. Look, I know every pretty 20-year-old slut is gonna be throwing themselves at you over that money, and that’s why you didn’t want to see me. The texts, the threats, they were all just trying to show that they aren’t what you really want. What you really need…”

“And what do I need?” I asked as I slumped onto the couch, feeling like a student being schooled by his 40-year-old teacher.

“You need a woman. An experienced woman to take care of you. To be by your side when you travel and eat and party. You can bring home the 20-year-old sluts and we can enjoy them together. But you need one constant slut at your side.” Cynthia said, setting her glass down. She threw her legs over his hips as she mounted him.

Cynthia pressed her lips on mine and I could taste the cold wet pop and the tinge of the whiskey on her lips. Her cold hands delicately cupped my cheeks as she slid her tongue down my throat. With her thick thighs wrapped around my hips, she began to grind against me like she was a teenage girl and the best we could do was dry hump each other.

She smelled of hairspray with a hint of cigarettes from a while ago. She kissed me so hard and so deep that my cock couldn’t help but harden in my pants. My hands went up her hips and traversed up to her taut belly. I had déjà vu and suddenly realized there were many similarities physically and other between Cynthia and Helen. Like Cynthia was a more high brow stuck up version of Helen without tattoos. The circle of women I had surrounded myself with over the past days were mostly copies of another for better or worse, with different physical features here or there. All the same except Trisha… She was… special.

Cynthia had found my now throbbing cock bulging in my pants. Pressing her clothed crotch down on it, she ground on me as she released squealing moans into our kiss. She broke the kiss and took off her shirt letting her big thick titties fall in front of me.

“Do you want to fuck me, baby? Hmm?” Cynthia asked. Her hand slipped my cock free from my jeans as she stroked it between me and her. She kissed and licked my neck and ear, then bit my lower earlobe. “Do you want mmmm do you want to fuck your slutty whore?”

Her hand pumped my cock hard and slow as she bit her lip and pressed her cheek into mine.

“God, I’ve missed you. I’ve missed this cock. I’ve missed your body…” she purred. “Take me, please fucking take me.”

Pushing my hands underneath her ass I lifted her up and tossed her on her back onto the couch cushion beside me. Without prompting, she scrambled to remove her pants and underwear and I did my part tossing them aside, careful to leave her black high heels on. Crawling between her legs I slid the shaft of my cock up and down her pussy lips several times feeling how wet she was as I felt her long fingernails claw the shirt off my back, revealing my muscular chest.

“Yes, fuck me. Shove your fucking cock inside my hole,” Cynthia pleaded.

Without warning or notice, I rammed my stiff cock deep inside Cynthia and immediately felt how tight and warm her pussy was as I flexed inside her before pulling out and slamming in again.

“Ahhh! Fuck yes!” Cynthia cried.

Holding on to the sensitive skin beneath her knees, I folded Cynthia into the corner of the couch as I rammed into her pussy. Rocking my hips into hers, the clap of our bodies meeting grew louder and louder as her black heels waved about in the air.

“Jesus Christ! Yes yes yes yes!” Cynthia screamed as her arms flailed about, grabbing at the arm of the couch and the fabric. “Fuck your slut. Fuck your fucking slut. I’m your whore. I’m your whore. I’m your fucking whore!”

My cock jack hammered into this milf’s pussy like a dildo of a fucking machine set at full speed. I could feel a new confidence surging through me and it wasn’t just my usual sexual prowess. The women desired me. The money gave me respect. My future was bright. All of it let me be, let me become who I wanted to be.

Pulling my cock out, I let it bounce glistening between us as I turned Cynthia around and bent her over the arm of the couch. She was still panting and groaning as she moved where I put her. Bent over the arm, I forced my cock back inside her pussy, thrusting it hard and deep and making this mature beauty scream.

“Ughghh! Fuck yes, baby! Fucking wreck me!” Cynthia demanded as she arched her back and looked to the ceiling. I grabbed the meat of her hips and pulled her fat ass back as I rammed forward, stuffing my cock deep inside her, only to pull out and do it again, harder and harder. The rougher I pulled on her, the more moaned and demanded more.

“Ahh yes, treat me like a fucking whore. Use me! Use this pussy baby. Fucking take- ahhhh!” She moans.

Cynthia’s hair showered over her face as she leaned forward, sniffling and gasping for breath. She flips her hair back and out of her face and I help by grabbing a fist full of it and pulling her back by it.

“Ahhh ahh ahhh! Yes, pull my fucking hair! Pull your fucking slut’s hair!” Cynthia cursed.

I fucked her hard and rough. Her large, heavy tits heaved with every thrust. They bounced together up and almost into her chest before smacking down to her chest.

“Oh will you cum for me? Cum for your whore. Cum all over your whore.” Cynthia begged.

“Oh, god…” I groaned, and that seemed to send her over the edge.

“Ohhh god yes! Fuck me fuck. Me. Fuck. Me...” Cynthia went silent and all that fill the room was the sound of my body clapping into hers and her tits clapping together with the motion. “Oooohhhh god! Yes!! Yes!!! Oh fuck, I’m cumming! I’m I’m- you’re making me fucking cum!”

My eyes rolled to the back of my head as the orgasm hit us both and I felt Cynthia squeeze on my cock so hard as I shoved inside her and held. Her pussy squirting and draining over my shaft as I flexed and shot spurts of warm cum over her mess of a pussy.

“Oh god, baby yes… yes… yes……” Cynthia moaned as I finally released her hair and she collapsed over the couch arm.

I fell backwards on the couch seat and caught my breath and recovered. Cynthia turned and crawled on top of me. Our naked bodies piled and intertwined. I think she was trying to make it a romantic moment, but after 10 minutes it just turned awkward. Eventually, we stood and began getting dressed.

Cynthia couldn’t keep her hands off me as she squeezed my arm and rubbed my back while kissing my cheek and lips. “See that was fun wasn’t it baby?” She asked. “Maybe I’ll come by again in a few days, huh?”

“Okay,” I said, walking her to the door.

I thought I was free of her when my blackmailer turned around at the door and gave me a final kiss before saying, “one more thing. Can you break off things officially with Helen and Trisha? I know my texts to Helen… well, didn’t go well, but if you and I are going to try and become official, I don’t want you seeing them anymore okay?” Cynthia smiled and shook her phone, perhaps as a silent threat. “Thanks baby. Can’t wait to do this again.”
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The next day that could have… should have been filled with fun and wasting money that I definitely have too much of, was instead filled with anxiety and stress. I tried to ignore my nearly constantly vibrating phone by leaving it in another room. I laid in my empty bedroom and scrolled on my laptop through different houses in strange places I could buy but never would. I looked at boats and jet skis, though I didn’t know how to drive them.

I couldn’t think of a single thing to buy that was more than $200.

Jesus, I’m a terrible rich person.

Finally, I decided putting off the inevitable was only making things worse. Slapping shut my laptop, I went into the other room and looked at my phone. ‘145 missed calls (89 of them were from Tabitha) and 484 missed texts (322 of them from Tabitha).’

Tabitha was as good of a place to start as any. Taking a deep breath, I stepped outside for some fresh air and returned her call. It rang for a moment, then there was a shuffling before I heard her.

“Hello? Hello?”

“Hey… Tabitha,” I said awkwardly. “Sorry I missed your many… many calls and text messages. As you know, this is a really busy time for me.”

“Oh my god, totally, I get it. I’m just glad you called back- sorry I’m at stupid work. But hey, how about you come over later and we go to the club. Just you and me this time. I can show you a few more moves on my stripper pole afterwards,” she giggled.

“No, no, I’m sorry I can’t tonight, unfortunately-”

“Well, how about this weekend, any time this weekend,” Tabitha said more forcefully, with panic in her voice. “I could invite my friends again. Or others. I have other girlfriends who-”

“Tabitha, Tabitha, whoa, slow down,” I said. “Listen. I had a lot of fun with you and I like you, but I think you and I should remain friends for a while. We can hang out some other time, but for now, just friends, okay?”

“How about I cook you dinner tonight? I’m an amazing cook, like really good. Just wait-”

I sighed, “No, I can’t. Look Tabitha, I have to go but I’ll talk to you later okay?”

“Don’t you hang up this fucking phone!” Tabitha exploded, and I quickly hung up the phone as if her voice were bullets shooting through the speaker.

“Good god…” I said to myself. At least that one is over…

I pulled up Trisha’s name on my phone and felt a sorrow I hadn’t felt since my parent’s funeral. Clenching my teeth, I dialed the number. God I’m sorry.

Suddenly, she answered. Trisha’s voice was warm and inviting in that soft seductive tone. “Hi there…” she said in a way where I could see her smile as if I was seated in front of her. God, I should do this in person…

“Hey… wow, just hearing your voice makes me smile, that’s weird,” I said without thought.

She laughed and hummed on the phone, “stop it. I’ve got to admit I’m kind of surprised you’re calling at all.”

“Really?”

“Yea, hot stuff like you. Tons of money… I thought you’d be in the Bahamas now surrounded by super models,” she joked, but I could tell it was out of self consciousness and I remembered now why I called.

“Well, pathetically, I am absolutely terrible at spending money, so more like I’ll end up at wall greens on a spending spree.” They both laughed. “I uh just wanted to call and say um… say, that I had a good time the other night and, um, well, I have some things I’ve got to handle. Take care of. But I uh, I won’t be able to see you for a bit, and I… I just wanted to let you know.”

There was a long, painful pause that nearly killed me. When she did return on the phone, her voice and confidence had changed. Suddenly, she was meek and sad. There was no smile anymore.

“Oh, yeah, right, um, of course… yeah… we had fun yeah, so um… so I’ll let you go then and we’ll just-”

“No, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean-”

“Sorry, I’ve got work. I’ve got to go… thanks for the call,” Trisha said, hanging up. She sounded on the verge of tears when she did. Everything inside me wanted to call back and explain, but I knew it would just make the pain last longer.

How will she feel if she saw those pics of me released online?

‘Incoming Call TABITHA…’
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“Come on!” I yelled, canceling her spamming calls. Then there was a buzz of an incoming text.

I looked down at my phone and expected to see more texts from Tabitha, who was beyond spamming me at this time. It had gotten to the point that I had to block her on all my social media (most of which was deactivated now anyways) and cellphone. I waited for her to inevitably begin texting and calling from fake numbers generated online, but to my surprise, my phone didn’t vibrate from her.

I had received a text from Brittany, Cynthia’s daughter. Or rather, a text and an image. The image gave a sour twist in my gut. Her intended feeling she wanted to convey, I’m sure. It was a picture of my entire body and face grinning down on her like a doofus as she sucked my cock.

Brittany

‘I’m feeling like a hotel. A fancy one in the city. How about we get one tomorrow night? Let me know which you pick.’
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To be honest, renting the hotel room was kind of fun. What a bizarre and interesting feeling it was to pick the most expensive thing in the most expensive place and not to care about money. To not budget or worry about how I would pay my rent or cover my bills. I nearly maxed out my credit card, I reminded myself to up the limit tomorrow.

I met Brittany at the Hilton Hotel in Cleveland, Ohio. I checked into the penthouse before she arrived and due to the drive, she didn’t get there until dark. Brittany’s young and devious eyes sparkled when I answered the door. She looked me up and down like a recent purchase of hers before walking around me and exploring the enormous hotel room. The wall of windows looked out over the night city skyline from the top floor.

Brittany wore a loose black skirt and crimson spaghetti strapped top beneath a black blouse. My eyes followed her wherever she went and she knew it. It’s a difficult thing to admit for a man who considered himself to be educated, ethical, and relatively normal, but there was something erotic about being blackmailed. Having my choice in sex taken away by two attractive women’s a fantasy unlocked that had been buried deep inside me without me even knowing.

“What you lookn’ at?” Brittany asked.

“Just… watching you enjoy the view.” I said.

Brittany turned to face me with the midnight skyline as her backdrop. There was an edge to her voice and a hook to the smirk that she gave me. Like she was dangerous.

“Enjoying the view of me enjoying the view?” Brittany said as she moved closer to me. She stood in front of me inches away as her fingers traced my waist band. “My mom wants you for her house pet. She thinks if she sucks that wonderful big cock of yours enough that you’ll forget that you’re a millionaire and she’s 20 years older than you. She thinks you two will be husband and wife in no time.”

Brittany slipped her hand inside my pants and boxers and caressed my half mast cock. Reverse stroking me as she planted kisses on either side of my neck. Feeling me grow and stiffen immediately in her hand, Brittany giggled and hummed a pur.

“And you think you and I make a better couple?” I asked almost sarcastically.

To my surprise, Brittany laughed as she pulled her hand out of my pants and walked to the couch and sat down. “You’re going to pay for that comment,” she said, resting her arms on the cushions to either side of her.

The panic must have filled my face because Brittany laughed again and through her head back. “No, no silly. I’m not going to release those photos of you. Well, maybe I will on second thought… unless you can convince me not to, that is…”

I crossed my arms and eyed the college aged girl suspiciously as she smiled up at me. Suddenly, she casually spread her thighs, creating a dark opening beneath her skirt between her legs. It was then things made more sense.

“On your knees,” Brittany ordered.

I lowered myself before her, pushing the coffee table aside as Brittany widened her legs and opened the bottom hole of her skirt. My hands reached up to part her thighs farther.

“Ah ahh… no hands,” Brittany warned.

I stuck my tongue out as I inched towards her perfect, tight slit. Pressing my tongue against her pussy, I slowly licked her from the bottom of her slit to the top and instantly tasted her juices. They were like electricity on my tongue. The tip of my tongue dipped between her slit and rubbed across her clit making her thighs jitter and the young woman bit her lip.

Lapping at every inch of her pussy and always coming back to her clit for warm, wet, long licks, I hummed enjoyment despite myself as the seconds turned to minutes then turned to several minutes. Watching the gorgeous girl who’s thighs cupped my cheeks writhe and squirm as she cooed and moaned stiffened my cock. Brittany cupped her breasts through her top and squeezed them. She clenched her teeth as she sucked air in and opened her mouth as she released a high pitch moan. Her thighs shut closed on his face then stuttered open before threatening to shut close again.

She leaned back on the couch and pushed her hips out and into my face. “Oh fuck! Eat that fucking pussy! Ahhh fuck!” Brittany screamed as her breaths became labored and quicker. “Don’t stop. Don’t you fucking ahhh!”

My hands gripped the couch to keep from grabbing and restraining her thighs. Wrapping my lips around her clit, I sucked and flicked my tongue across her nub over and over until her tensed and shaking hips retracted.

“Fuuuck! Gah ahhhhh yes yes yes yes!” Brittany cried as she arched her back and looked at the ceiling.

I growled into her pussy as I lapped wildly on her clit as her pussy spilled juices over my cheeks and chin. I felt the pressure of her soft thick thighs clench around my face, muffling her moans that filled the enormous penthouse.

“Ahhhhhh oh god I’m fucking cumming!!!” Brittany screamed for several seconds before she suddenly gasped for air and retracted her sex from the touch of my tongue. Arching her back, she writhed and stuttered and her limb jetted about uncontrollably as she clawed at my head and back and her thighs clamped on my face. “Goooddddddd yesss! Oh fuck…”

When the orgasm finally passed, Brittany opened her eyes and stood and walked towards the bedroom across the room. “Come here, baby.” I went to get up and follow but she held up a finger, “ah ahhh… crawl here on your hands and knees.

It was humiliating, but I didn’t care, I did what I was told. Crawling there, I watched Brittany smile down at me with her hands on her hips. Tapping the bed with a smile, “up here.”

Laying on what must have been a super king bed, I watched Brittany strip naked at the foot of the bed the entire time her eyes were locked on my throbbing cock. Slowly, she crawled on to the bed and licked my balls and the base of my cock to the tip, teasing me before continuing to crawl and mount me.

Raising and lowering herself on my cock, I watched Brittany’s eyes light up when I entered her and squinted as she felt my cock come out of her hole. She repeated this motion over and over, all the while her breasts swayed freely in above me. She must’ve seen me staring, because she snickered to herself.

“Do you like my tits, baby? My round soft tits… I see you staring at them even when you think I’m not looking,” Brittany released a long sigh as she leaned forward and placed a hand on either side of my face. Her breasts were only inches above my lips. She eyed me curiously, like I was an animal in a zoo. “You think you’re better than us don’t you?”

“What? No…”

“Yes, you do…” Brittany said, flicking her ponytail of hair back behind her shoulder. She hummed a note of approval as she lowered herself completely down on me and wiggled her ass back and forth. “Even before you went and won millions of dollars, you thought you were better. You leave here, go to college, teach in a fancy fucking school ah!”

My cock flexed, hardening inside, making her moan and smirk down at me.

“But even now with your money and your hot shit, you still ain’t shit. Your cock is still just as hard as ever for this white trash pussy, ain’t it?” She continued.

I felt her wet juicy pussy raise off of me, only to slosh down with such force that her thick ass and thighs clapped against my body.

“Ugh!” she groaned. “This thick hard cock… you want to fuck this white trash bitch. You want to shoot your fucking cum deep inside me don’t you?”

Brittany repeated this motion, and I found my hips raising to meet her. She bit her lip and groaned louder as I flexed inside. She did this again and again, each time her breasts bouncing more and more before my eyes.

“Ohh…. You want ugh… this fucking…. Ahhh… this fucking pussy!” She moaned. Gritting her teeth, Brittany began to move her hips like a belly dancer as she slammed her ass and thighs on my body and rode my cock like a porn star. “Ah ah ah ah! Fuck! Grab my ass! Grab my fucking ass!”

Needing no more prompting, I slid my hands up her thick thighs and gripped her bouncy ass. My fingers dug into the meat of her cheeks as I raised my hips to meet hers. Pounding my cock into her pussy as she rode me made my cock throb.

“Ah ah ah fuck yes!” She cried out. Brittany breasts clap together in front of my face. “Yes yes yes oh…. God… im…. Fuuuck!”

Without warning, Brittany’s body began to seize as she shut her eyes and curled into a ball. Nuzzling her face into my neck and chest. Surprisingly sensitive as she rocked in my lap and came. Her breath became erratic as she rocked back and forth in a trance of pleasure. With each rock, my stiff cock was still penetrating her pussy, eliciting squeaks of moans with each slow penetration.

Guiding her out of her ball, I grabbed her arms and set her straight. The confident dominant woman who was before me minutes ago was gone. As Brittany opened her eyes, she looked lost and confused as the waves of pleasure continued to crash upon her. She moved and complied with the movements as I moved her though it looked like in her eyes that she didn’t know what planet she was currently on.

It was as if it wasn’t until I had maneuvered her into the reverse cowgirl position that she realized as if by recognition of the movement what they were in the middle of.

Swiping her hair out of her face, Brittany seemed to find herself as she squatted over me and fed the tip of my cock into her pussy. The moment I entered inside her, a low growl escaped her lips and the Brittany I’ve come to know returned.

“Ohhhhh fuuu….yes… come on, fuck me with that big fucking dick of yours,” Brittany groaned. slamming her ass down on my cock, I felt her wet tight pussy gripping my shaft like a sleeve. “Ahhh ahh ahhhh god dammit! Fuck this white trash fucking pussy baby!”

There was an unfamiliar foreign part of my brain that was aroused by this small woman’s aggressive nature, like I never knew was possible. Her dirty talk… her everything. I wanted it and wanted more of it!

“That’s if fuck it fuck it! You fucking piece of shit ahhhhoh yeah!” She moaned.

Her thick round ass jiggled and bounced and rode my cock so hard the room filled with the wet sound of our bodies meeting. Her moans took over me as she flicked her hair back over her shoulder as she looked back at me. Her side boob peaked out as they bounced wildly in front of her body. Brittany’s hips worked wildly like a separate entity as she pounded down on me.

When I released a low groan and looked to the chandelier hanging from the raised ceiling, she and I both knew I was cumming.

“Yes, baby, fuck a baby into me,” she ordered. “I want your cum, baby. Give me your cum. Cum for me please. Please fucking shoot your load in the slutty white trash fucking pussy!”

Pressing her back against my chest, she continued to pop her pussy up and down on my shaft, but her body locked me down on the bed.

“Put a baby in me. Fuck inside me. Cum inside me!” She cried.

With her body locked on mine, her cheek pressed against my cheek, and her pussy squeezing my cock, I felt the sudden orgasm strike me as I watched her tits bounce and she listened to her magnificent moans. our bodies mashed together, I felt her slick pussy milk the cum from my cock one drip as a time as she moved slightly up and down.

When the moment finally passed, we both laid there motionless aside from our panting. Brittany refused to let me stand or move from the position. In fact, she refused to even let my softening cock leave her drenched pussy lips. Brittany wanted every drip of semen I had emptied inside her. That was when I knew her game.


CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT




Idrove home that night, rather than staying in the room with Brittany. She seemed fine to have the hotel room all to herself. She already had my semen in her pussy and she seemed content to let herself lay on her back like that for the entire night. That was the reality. Her mother Cynthia didn’t want my money, she wanted a marriage which equated to half of my money. And the daughter, Brittany, didn’t want my money. She wanted to get pregnant, which is a monthly paycheck for the next 20 years.

I am just money. That’s all I am. That’s all I will ever be seen as from now on.

I knew the money would make me attractive. I knew women wanted the perks. But now was the first time I realized any man could be in my place. All my worth now was money.

I got back to my parents’ house feeling defeated. I came inside the house and threw keys on the kitchen counter, annoyed with everything. I just wanted to get drunk and forget this realization I just had. Lucky for me, there was a glass half full of whiskey left on the desk. Without thinking, I grabbed it and downed it with one drink. Finding the bottle, I poured three more shots and downed them.

Going to the living room, I sat down and started looking for the remote to turn on the TV. It was 2am, there wasn’t much on but I’d watch whatever just to forget and relax. I stood to look for the remote and immediately fell back down in dizziness.

What the fuck? I didn’t drink that much… not yet anyways…

I tried standing a second time and spilled my glass of whiskey everywhere. That’s when I remembered. I kept the whiskey bottle on the coffee table when I left for the hotel. How’d it get in the kitchen?

That was my last thought as I fell unconscious into darkness.

When I woke up, my head-my non-fun head-throbbed like I was run over by a freight train. My head hurt to see the small amount of light in the room. It was dark in the room and it took me a minute to realize it was my bedroom. Candles were lit everywhere around the room. Warm watermelon and apple cinnamon.

When I finally opened my eyes completely it was, then I realized I was tied down to the bed at my ankles and wrists. Flexing at the binds, I jerked at them, trying to rip free but realizing this was no game. Someone had drugged me, stripped me nude, and tied me tight to my own bed.

“Oh, you’re awake. Good…” I looked over to the side and saw a beautiful young woman stand. Her long black hair was tied back in a ponytail. She wore a black leather dress with a short skirt and calf high black boots on. They clicked as she walked over to me and Tabitha smiled down at me. She spoke in a soft innocent tone, “I told you not to hang up on me.”


CHAPTER SIXTY-NINE




When I woke up, my non-fun head-throbbed like I was ran over by a freight train. My head hurt to see the small amount of light in the room. It was the dark room I was in. It took me a minute to realize it was my bedroom. Candles were lit everywhere around the room. Warm watermelon and apple cinnamon.

When I finally opened my eyes completely, it was then I realized I was tied down to the bed at my ankles and wrists. Flexing at the binds, I jerked at them trying to rip free but realizing this was no game. Someone had drugged me, stripped me nude, and tied me tight to my own bed.

“Oh, you’re awake. Good…” I looked over to the side and saw a beautiful young woman stand. Her long black hair was tied back in a ponytail. She wore a black leather dress with a short skirt and calf high black boots on. They clicked as she walked over to me and Tabitha smiled down at me. She spoke in a soft innocent tone, “I told you not to hang up on me.”

“Tabitha?” I mumbled, still feeling the effects of the drugs she must have dosed me with.

“Oh, you do remember me!” She said loudly, enticing my headache to pulse again behind my eyes.

Her hand rested on my ankle and slowly slid up my calf to knee to naked inner thigh as she walked beside me. Her touch made my exposed balls and cock twitch in the open air as I pulled against the binding on my wrists. A laugh escaped Tabitha that showed her white teeth contrasting with her magenta lipstick.

“Don’t bother, I know my knots. I planned on showing you how to make these knots on me the next time we met up, but… you ghosted me…” her tone turned serious as I suddenly saw an unabated wildness there that I hadn’t before. It was the kind of wide eyed carefree look that made me question if I ever was going to be untied from this bed again.

“Tabitha, I’m sorry. You know what I’ve been going through these past few weeks. It’s been⁠—”

“No! No, I don’t know what you’ve been through because you haven’t told me how your day’s been when I asked! Did you know I’ve texted and called every day asking since you were last over!?” Tabitha’s hand that rested on my inner thigh tightened and I felt her sharp nails dig in.

“Yes! Yes. Yes... I saw you called and texted many many times and—and I’m sorry I ignored them, but⁠—”

Tabitha moved quickly to my face. Her palm clapped over my mouth as her face hovered over mine, “But what?! But what?! Huh? You found sluts to fuck? Some… some white trash sluts to suck your dick and you—you thought they were prettier? You thought they’d make you happy!?”

Tabitha’s voice broke as her maniacal pitch and volume rose to match the look in her chaotic eyes. I finally was coming out of my hangover enough to think clearly and could tell she was working herself up into a frenzy. I had to tone this down.

“No, no. That’s not it!” I said from beneath her hand.

Tabitha’s hand quickly moved out of sight and I became concerned for a moment what she was grabbing. “Don’t lie! Not to me! I saw you. I’ve been watching you and I saw you with those—those two whores! The one you fucked here and the one you fucked at that—that hotel. I’m your girlfriend and you can’t expect a relationship to work when it’s based on lies!”

Girlfriend?

“You’re right, you’re right… but you don’t have the whole story. I was blackmailed!” I saw Tabitha pause and cock her head to the side with intrigue at this latest revelation. “They… um…” I hesitated and told this crazy woman the truth as I didn’t want to give any ideas her psycho mind didn’t already have. “They have something of mine that’s really important. And... and… they said if I didn’t do what they said, that they’d destroy it.”

Tabitha straightened, her eyes narrowing. “What is it? What do they have?”

“What do they have?” I thought on my feet… well, my back, as I adjusted the position I was in. “They have a photo book! It’s a family photo book. The only ones I have of my parents. They threatened to burn it if I didn’t sleep with them and they said if they saw me with another woman that they’d burn it too. You see? That’s why I couldn’t respond. They wouldn’t let me…”

I could see her mind working like threaded wheels, turning each other and crank levers slowly spinning. Her eyes bore into me like laser beams as I literally laid exposed before her. Finally, her hard look softened as sadness filled her eyes and a bright beaming smile grew across her dark shaded lips.

“Oh, baby!” She cried as her now gentle hands took my cheeks in her palms and she planted a shallow, apologetic kiss on my lips. “I had no idea you were going through this, you should have told me,” she slapped my chest with an edge returning to her voice.

“Yes, yes, I know but, you know, I was scared for my photo book,” I smiled and nodded.

“All this time I thought you were just another fucking piece of shit asshole who just fucked a girl and didn’t respond…” Tabitha exhaled in relief as she rested her head on my muscular chest as her fingers playfully traced the divots in my skin on my chest and face.

“No, are you kidding? A gorgeous woman like you? You’re exactly my type, too!” I encouraged.

“Really?” Tabitha melted beside me. She curled on to the bed, draping herself over my chest as she bit her lip and eyed me.

“Yes, of course… but I’m just worried about the two women showing up and finding you here. Maybe you can leave and we can talk online in secret and plan our next move. Maybe I can come over to your place next weekend and you can show me more moves on your pole?”

Tabitha playfully slapped my chest, “you liked my stripper dance?!”

“Of course I did! Crazy sexy.”

Tabitha shook her head, “you don’t have to worry about those two coming over tonight. They texted while you were unconscious. Both of them. They want to see you next in a few days. But not tonight…” Tabitha sung that last word as she slowly tapped my lips with a finger.

“Oh…” I said, thinking of nothing else to say.

Tabitha flicked the long ponytail of black hair back behind her as her lips hovered inches from mine. “So that means I’ve got you all to myself tonight.”

Before another word could be uttered, she lowered her thick plush lips down on mine and I felt her warm, hot tongue press between my lips and lap the roof of my mouth. Immediately, my cock stiffened and began to grow. Tabitha’s hands cupped my cheek, brushed my hair, and caressed my neck and shoulders as I laid helplessly tied to the bed.

Did my cock mind? No. It truly became obvious to me both as a man and as an educator in that moment how there were two separate beings inside every man. And the one who controlled the cock didn’t give a fuck if some psycho sophomore college girl drugged him and tied him to a bed.


CHAPTER SEVENTY




We stayed there for a long moment, making out as our kisses became deeper and longer and I could hear Tabitha’s breaths becoming more labored. When her lips broke away into a kissing frenzy on my chest and neck, I felt her hands begin to rub about my ribs and sides as she purred.

“God, I’ve missed your touch so much baby… we should go away… Will you take me away on vacation with you?” Tabitha made a pouty face looking up at me. It was then I wondered where my phone was. Using Face ID, she would be able to access my bank account to see my balance while I was unconscious, so she knew my winnings had been deposited into my account. But I had my account security changed to require a password to transfer any funds, so she couldn’t steal. “I want you all to myself. Just you and me.”

“Sure,” I lied. “Anywhere, you name it.”

An excited, wondrous smile came over her lips before she announced, “the Bahamas, no wait, Greece! I want to see the five-star hotels and go sunbathing on the beach…”

“Done. We’re going,” I said. “But you do know that eventually you’re going to have to let me out of these ties if we’re going to Greece?” I tugged lightly at the headboard I was tied to.

“Oh yeah…” she smiled and reached to untie one of them, then hesitated and looked down at me as if she could read my mind of what I was going to do once free. “I don’t know… I kinda like having control for a change… do you like it, daddy?”

“I like you on top, if that’s what you mean. But I prefer being able to spank that ass,” I smiled.

She threw a leg over my hips and straddled my waist between her thick thighs. Wiggling her ass about on my crotch, Tabitha smirked seductively, like she liked my word choice. Lowering herself, she gave me another wet kiss as her hand slipped between her legs and her fingers wrapped around my shaft. Gently stroking from its base to the tip, Tabitha raised from my lips and smiled.

“I want you, daddy. I want you here and now,” she bit her lip as I felt her manipulate my stiff cock beneath her black skirt. Her face softened with a look of surprise and pleasure when the head of my cock brushed across the lips of her bare pussy. I felt her moist, soft lips drag on the tip of my cock.

Tabitha moved her hips forward and back as she dragged my throbbing cock in the opposite direction. Her eyes closed as she became lost in the moment, working my head across her clitoris. The sensitive skin at the tip of my shaft ignited with a strange swirl of pleasure and pain. The moment grew to minutes where I begged for it to stop and at the same time, wanted more.

“Oh, fuck!” Tabitha moaned as her face changed to one of almost pain.

“Ah,” I groaned and pulled at the binds around my wrists.

“Oh, daddy. Oh daddy, I’m so close…” the college girl whined. Her squinted eyes looked down on me as her tan breasts restrained by her black top swayed above me. “I’m so close, daddy…”

Between my pre-ejaculate and the drip of juices falling from her warm pussy, the head of my cock was slick now as it slid back and forth on her clit. Biting her lip, Tabitha’s body tensed as she raised tall.

“Oh, fuck oh fuck oh fuck!” Tabitha moaned in a high pitched and panicked voice. Her ass suddenly jetted out, and she flung her head back, sending her black hair whipping over head as she came. “Oh yes, daddy!”

The moment lasted seconds and when the friction finally subsided on the tip of my cock, I panted in relief.

“Mmm… was that good for you, daddy?” Tabitha asked as she gained control of her breathing. Her fingernails raked at my chest with a passive aggressiveness that was both alarming and erotic.

I’m learning quite a bit about the depths of my depravity tonight, apparently.

“Um, y-yes. Definitely,” I stuttered, apparently unconvincingly.

Tabitha straightened and her face scowled. “What are you not attracted to me?”

“What? No⁠—”

“You’re not!?” Tabitha’s eyes went wide with fire in them as she swung a leg over me and stood, revealing my glistening hard cock. “What you prefer your fucking white trash sluts instead, huh?”

The woman was a mess of emotions. Tears swelled in her eyes and rage spewed through her words like acid venom. Not particularly what I wanted to see in a person standing over me when I’m naked, erect, and restrained. I saw Tabitha looking about the room as if looking for a weapon and I began to rock, adjust, and pull at my restraints uselessly.

“What no, no, no, no. You misunderstand. I don’t want them,” I pleaded.

“What? Would you like me better if I blackmailed you? Huh? Should I—should I dye my hair bleach blonde and, and chain smoke, and not shower???” Tabitha pulled at her hair and paced back and forth as she threw her hands about wildly. The tears and slightly blurred mascara around her eyes were the only remnants of sadness as she glared daggers down at me. “Would you want to fuck me then?!”

“No, no,” I said and realized she was only getting angrier. “I mean, yes, I want to fuck you now.”

The woman’s angled eyes studied me suspiciously, like a lioness deciding if something moving in the tall grass was food or not. “You want to fuck me right now?” She asked, with weighted words.

“Yes, I’m just, you know, waiting for you.”

“What do you like about me?” Her voice may have softened, but her gaze didn’t as she cocked her head to the side.

“Oh god, what do I not?” My mind raced. “You’re gorgeous, I love your sexy black hair and—and how long it is. And I can grab and pull it. And, um, your breasts. God, they make me hard just looking at them.”

“Really?” Tabitha’s stone expression broke into a wide smile as she popped her hip to the side, basking in the compliments. She tossed her hair behind her shoulder and looked down at her long line of cleavage revealed of her breasts. “I had no idea you liked my tits so much…” her hand rubbed up my thigh closer to my cock.

“Yeah, not just your tits, but your ass… your thighs… your sexy mouth… everything about you turns me on so much,” I said.

“I can see that…” Tabitha’s hand slid up to my cock and wrapped around my shaft. With a firm grip, she started pumping my shaft while pursing her lips. “So fucking hard for me… you like my tits, daddy? You want to see more of them?”

Tabitha leaned over, revealing her breasts towards me. When I said yes, she continued to work my shaft as she used the other hand to pull her breasts out of the neck of her top, one by one. The tan, perfectly sculpted breasts fell and bounced back to her chest. I watched them jiggle as she pumped my shaft and felt a surge run up my shaft as I flexed.

“Mmm… guess you really do love my tits…” Tabitha purred with a coy smile. Then she bared her teeth as a snarl formed. “Whose else’s tits did you love? How about that old fucking bitch? Did you like her tits? Did you have her jerk you off like this too?”

Her grip tightened on my cock and her speed picked up. For a brief moment it felt wonderful and I thought I was going to cum quickly, but her grip grew tighter and tighter. Soon I groaned and turned about trying to free from her grip.

“What’s wrong, daddy? Is that too tight? Is that too hard… I’m sorry,” Tabitha lightened her touch to gentle again as she pumped my shaft “I’m sorry, daddy. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I just… I just get so jealous when I think of those sluts touching you. Those fucking sluts… I want you all to myself. I want your cum all to me, daddy.”

Tabitha was jacking my cock at a steady pace now. I was getting close and squirming under her unconventional handjob. She lowered her chest so that her bouncing breasts jiggled on either side of my shaft.

“You like that, daddy? Will you cum for me? Will you shoot your fucking load of cum all over my fucking tits? These tits you love… these tits that are yours… will give me all your cum, daddy?”

Pumping my shaft quickly, Tabitha bit her lip as her breasts dangled on either side of my cock nearly disappearing it.

“Oh cum for me, daddy! Cum on me, daddy!” Tabitha moaned.

Flexing my cock, I feel the rush of the orgasm as strings of cum sling on Tabitha’s chest and breasts.

“Oh god yes…” Tabitha smiled approvingly. She pumped my cock until every spurt of cum dripped down the top of my cock and spilled over her hand. “Mmm…”

“God, that was great. Can you untie me now. I want to take you on this bed and fuck you,” I asked.

Tabitha gave a toying smile, “I’m not done with you yet.”


CHAPTER SEVENTY-ONE




Ihad lost track of time that I never had a sense of. The blinds were closed and it was dark outside. It occurred to me that I didn’t even know if it was the same night as when I was first drugged and went unconscious. It could have been days that I was out. The unknown was more terrifying than the known in this situation. In the past three hours or so (I guesstimate), Tabitha had made the rounds with me. Her emotions flip flopping like a pancake, she jerked me off three times, all the while switching between small tortures when her rage filled rants crescendoed.

“…but I was thinking we could have a house on the West coast too. Like something on the beach…” Tabitha sat beside the bed and was in the middle of one of her rants. This was my recovery time. Listening to Tabitha explain how she planned to spend my money on the houses and trips and travel and toys… to be honest, I paid attention to this more than I thought I would. I was making a mental note of some of the good ideas she had for spending money, that was if I ever got out of these ropes and this bed.

“Tabitha,” I said, interrupting her after a particularly long rant of hers. “I really like these ideas. I’m all about them. I want to do them. But these ropes… It’s been hours. If you don’t release me we can never do all these things together.”

Tabitha stood over me and looked over my body, studying my naked body and exhausted cock. “I don’t know if you’re ready for the freedom of us to begin our lives.”

Tabitha rubbed her hands up and down my hard body and lightly touched my limp cock, playing around with it for a moment before deciding.

“Here. I know a way that you can convince me you’re ready to be freed,” she said suddenly. Unzipping something on the back of her skirt, she worked the black skirt down her hips until it fell to the floor. Her pussy was glistening and freshly shaved as her slender hips climbed onto the bed. This time she threw her leg over my face. Lowering her pussy lips down on my mouth she ordered, “make me cum if you want to be free…”

Extending my tongue made a long lap across her slit tasting her pussy juices as I lapped from the bottom of her pussy to her clit, again and again.

“Mmmm… yes, daddy,” Tabitha purred as she leaned on the headboard in front of her. “Lick my pu-ssy ahh!”

My tongue paused on her clit and made several circles over and over on it. Tabitha gasped and snapped her face to the ceiling. I pressed the flat of my tongue on the top of her clit and rubbed up and down, pushing harder and harder. I felt how she responded to the pressure and kept doing it over and over.

“Yes, daddy, yes!” Tabitha moaned. Her hips writhed, and I felt her thighs close down on my cheeks. Her dripping wet pussy pressed down on my mouth. “Oh god!”

Pulling at my restraints, I panicked for a moment as the world went dark and I struggled to breathe. Tabitha leaned back, flinging her hair back over the top of her head. Her large breasts bounced as she leaned back. Sucking in air, I started flicking the tip of my tongue across the nub of her clitoris.

“Ahh ahh! Ahh!” Tabitha screamed as she rocked back and forth. I felt the tremor run through her inner thighs as they quivered around my cheeks. “I’m cumming!”

Tabitha leaned forward, and her body went rigid. She rode his face. Her hands gripping his hair and rocking back and forth. Her breasts are bouncing up and down. I felt and tasted the flood of her juices pouring down my tongue. I nearly went unconscious as I licked her. Suddenly, before I blacked out, Tabitha remembered I was beneath her and lifted off of me.

“Oh, daddy, thank you,” Tabitha purred as she scooted down my body and planted a long lingering kiss on my lips. “I love these lips of yours.”

Having recovered from her orgasm, Tabitha stood and straightened as if nothing had just happened. Covering her breasts and getting to work putting her skirt back on. I felt as though I was a ghost in the room. Tabitha didn’t look at me. She didn’t talk to me. She checked her phone and appeared to send a few texts.

I cleared my throat, “hey, so do you want to, um, get breakfast? Looks like the sun’s rising.”

“No, sorry. I’m late as it is. Need to go home and change for work,” Tabitha said.

“Work? Well, are you going to untie me?” I finally blurted out.

Tabitha paused at the doorway of the bedroom and looked back at me. She smiled innocently and shrugged, “maybe tonight. I don’t think I’m done with ya yet,” Tabitha winked and smiled my way as if she had said something cute to her abductee.

“Tonight!?” I yelled. “Let me out of these ropes you psycho!”

“Bye now!” Tabitha giggled as she left, while I cursed and pulled uselessly at the ropes. In the distance, I heard the door to outside close, a car start, and drive away.


CHAPTER SEVENTY-TWO




The birds sang and chirped at one another as the morning brightened outside my dark bedroom. My back was starting to kill me after laying in the same position all night, but the pain was nothing compared to how raw my wrists and ankles were from the rope dragging on my flesh. The jerking, moving, and pulling about on the ropes didn’t help, but I had to find a way out of the ties. There was none.

Laying in my parents’ bed, I thought to myself who would be the first person to notice I was missing. Who would come looking for me and when would it be?

Well, it would be weeks, maybe months, for my job to look for me—my extended FMLA leave would keep them from expecting me. And my friends…

I thought of all my fair-weather friends that were mostly co-workers and thought of the number of times we actually hung outside of work. The quick beer here or there. The bare minimum socializing with the early curfew.

None of them will look for me.

It was then I experienced the sad realization that no one would care if I disappeared at this moment. The only people who’d look for me are the crazy bitches blackmailing me or the third crazy bitch who kidnapped me.

If I died right now, I would be a job opening at a school and some distant cousin of a cousin would eventually be transferred a huge sum of money… Perhaps that person would have a happier life…

I will not die here. This will not be my life that I die with. I will make a better life for myself… I can still be happy.

Looking around the room, I looked for something—anything that could be my salvation. I imagined seeing a blade of some kind just appearing and falling into my restrained hand. Magically...

Or my phone. Where the hell is my phone? If I had it I could call… 911 or something!

It was then an idea struck me. Clearing my throat, I called out, “hey Siri,” and listened.

…nothing.

“Hey Siri!”

…nothing.

Gnashing my teeth, I screamed, “hey Siri!!!”

Far away in a distant room I heard a faint, beep beep.

A smile broke on my face. “Call…” the first name that came to mind was Trisha but she didn’t know where I lived. If I didn’t want to call either of my blackmailers, that meant… “Helen! Call Helen!!!”

There was a long pause before I heard what I thought was my phone connecting the call. I heard a voice on speaker's phone, but it was too distant to make out the words or the voice exactly. I just had to hope it was Helen.

Yelling at the top of my lungs, I called for help and for her to come to my house. Again and again until she said something and hung up. Now all I had was to wait and hope my message had made it through.


CHAPTER SEVENTY-THREE




Time passed, and I thought to call again and connect to 911 this time, but before I did there was a knock at the door.

“Back door! Go to the back door! It’s unlocked!” I yelled.

I heard the door open and Helen’s voice, to my relief, “you here?”

“Helen! Thank freaking god! I’m back here!”

“…is this a trick?” She asked hesitantly.

“No, it’s not. Well, not a trick on you. I need help!”

Helen’s instinct upon entering the bedroom was to explode into laughter as she took in the sight that was my naked body strapped to the bed. I thudded my head back down, rolling my eyes while I let the woman have her fun. Out of all the reactions she could have had from seeing me, this was probably one of the more favorable ones.

Better than punching me in my nose again at least.

The woman was dressed in a black tank top with spaghetti straps that looked like a sharp hop could be enough for her large, jiggling breasts to break the straps loose. Her dirty blond hair brushed back and forth on her shoulders as she switched from leaning on her knees to falling back into the wall as she laughed.

“Thank you, thanks for that. You get it out of your system?” I asked, suppressing a small smirk at the corner of my mouth.

Helen’s laughter winded down as she swiped away tears of joy from the corner of her eyes with her long red fingernails. “Oh god, oh man, I needed this,” Helen laughed and almost sounded like she was starting up again before tossing her purse in the corner of the room and stepping to the foot of the bed. “Who did this to you?”

“Some crazy girl from the lotto acceptance place—i don’t know…” I said and sounded every bit as defeated as I looked.

“You don’t know?” Helen’s eyes washed over my body, taking note of my slumped over shaft. “What? Did she over power you? Tell me you didn’t lay down willingly and get tied up…”

“No… she… drugged me,” at my admission of this Helen ignited back into laughter as she held her chest. “I should have known you were just another hard bodied asshole after I first fucked you. Just running through all the women and getting fucked by each of them.”

“Hey! I tried to get away from this girl. She broke into my house and tied me up to fuck me. It took her kidnapping me—I didn’t want to fuck her!” I defended my indefensible outcome of my behavior from the past month.

Helen’s mind seemed to slowly work as she sidled to my side. Her touch of my bare thigh was different and familiar. Probing. “But you still want to fuck me don’t you?”

I averted my eyes and with a shake of my head, admitted, “…yes… but, untie me. I’m dying here. I’ve been here all night.”

“I don’t know… what’s in it for me?” Helen tilted her head to the side and raised an eyebrow.

I released a long sigh. I knew it was coming to this. This was a preview for the rest of my life. Every friendship and relationship is a measure of my money. “How much do you want?”

A devious smile broke over Helen’s lips as she brushed my foot and lightly tugged at the rope around my ankle. “I mean, I don’t know… untying you might be easy but how much do you think I can make taking some pics and selling them to some magazine?”

“Get in line…” I rolled my eyes and shook my head.

Helen shrugged and slowly got to work, trying to figure out how to undo the knot around my ankle. “You know you broke Trisha’s heart when you broke up with her after your guys’ date.”

“Broke up with her? We only went out once.”

“You think she dates a lot?” Helen finally undid one of the knots on my ankle and started on the next. “That threesome we had? That’s more my speed, you know? Trisha has always been shy. Uncomfortable. She thought you were different.” Undoing the other ankle, Helen sighed. “Guess she was wrong about you.”

I felt about as small as one can at that moment. While I wore the load of excuses and reasons for my actions like a flimsy armor withering in the wind, I knew the truth. I had one brief taste of riches and fame and failed the test. All the troubles were of my own doing.

“Where’s your phone?” Helen looked about the bedroom, confused.

“I don’t know, I think in the kitchen.”

Helen disappeared as I moved about my legs, stretching as much as I could with my arms still tied. Helen returned a minute later with my phone and looked at it with a focused, thoughtful expression.

“The way I see it is you have two choices. Call one of your other sluts who’s kidnapped or blackmailed you to finish setting you free, or give Trisha a call. And unfuck what you’ve fucked up.”

“Wait what?” I furrowed my brow as Helen smacked my phone in the palm of my hand and turned to leave. “Wait, stop! Untie my hands, please!”

“Sorry, pal. Hoes before bros—or something like that,” Helen waved a hand over her head as she left the room. And in stunned silence, I again listened to the door close and the loud car start and leave.


CHAPTER SEVENTY-FOUR




When Trisha entered the bedroom, morning was here. The sun was up as cars, trucks, and school buses busied the road outside. It sounded like a nice day, but the mood wasn’t the same in the bedroom. There was no laughing or seductive banter. It was just a silent moment of the two staring at another.

After a moment of shock, Trisha quickly stepped into the room undoing my restraints around my wrists.

“I’m sorry I…” My words started, but I didn’t know where to stop my apology. I had so many things to apologize for. “…for everything.” I ended up saying.

“What the hell happened? Who did this to you?” Trisha asked.

“It’s a long story,” I sighed and stretched one of my arms once it was free.

“Well, I have time. I called in sick to work.”

“You called In sick for me,” I said, surprised.

Trisha looked more shocked than anything else, “you said you were kidnapped and tied to a bed. Did you think I was going to tell you, you have to wait until after I get off of work at 5pm?”

“After the way I treated you, I wouldn’t blame you—ah…” I groaned as the last rope was untied and I could finally stand. There was red sores around my wrists and ankles. I did a brief stretch before finding my clothes bunched on the floor and quickly putting them on.

“Well, I wouldn’t do that,” she said.

“I know…”

Trisha dropped the rope to the bed and stood uncomfortably for a moment as I pulled on my shirt. “Well, glad you’re okay,” she said as she moved to the door.

“Um, do you want to grab a coffee, or something?” I asked.

Trisha half smiled, shaking her head, “you were just kidnapped or something. Don’t you want to call the cops or something?”

“Actually, I just want to get out of here right now. And I’ve got some things I’d like to talk to you about.”

There was a hesitation in her eyes as if she stood at the start of a fork in the road. The possibility of a future before her. Eventually, she gave a single nod. I’ll be outside. I nodded and when she left, I quickly hopped in the shower and scrubbed Tabitha, Cynthia, and Brittany away, brushed my teeth, and changed my clothes. Somewhere in that ten-minute dash to clean myself I also checked my bank accounts to confirm Tabitha hadn’t hacked her way into my winnings and was relieved to find out she hadn’t.

Trisha made a comical show of looking at her watch when I came outside, “I could’ve gone and got us coffee by now.”

“I like the way you think. Maybe I can hire you as my personal assistant,” I joked.

Trisha smirked, “you can’t afford me.”

“Now that I believe.”

I drove us to a local diner where over the next hours and several cups of coffee I told her everything. Every detail of the blackmail and the crazy ass Tabitha. Everything.

The slew of apologies I gave intermingled with my tale were starting to annoy Trisha, I knew, but I gave them all the same.

When I was done, I let the truth settle in the air between us.

“Well,” Trisha said, setting her third coffee back down. “I guess you’re kinda a slut, huh?”

I saw the smile in the corner of her lips and smiled back. “Not till recently, but yeah, I guess…”

“I suppose, that would make me a slut too for our little threesome that initiated all of this, too,” Trisha rolled her eyes and looked around to make sure no one was within ear shot.

“I don’t think you are… actually, I’ve been thinking a lot about you. This money… people want me to buy things and go places and… do things… I’m supposed to spend this money to make me happy. In truth, when I think of happiness these past days, every time I’ve tried to picture it. I’ve thought of you.”

Trisha blushed and seemed to shrink in her seat, but her smile grew some.

“I know you probably don’t want to be around me much after all I’ve told you, but maybe we can be friends at least? Go from there?”

“I’d like that. Do you want to talk about it more at my place? I know you said you didn’t want to be at your home.”

I smiled, “yeah, sure. I’d like that, too.”

After paying for our many cups of coffee, I drove us to her apartment and she let us inside. Trisha was still wearing her business professional clothes that she intended to wear into work, so she stepped into the bedroom to change. As she did, she yelled back at me.

“You know, friend, we should probably talk about what you’re going to do about your abductor. Don’t you want her to go to jail?”

I plopped down on her couch and rubbed at my forehead. I enjoyed the brief reprieve from thinking about my problems. About dealing with my problems.

“I mean, yeah… but I don’t really feel like seeing another article or news report about lottery winner going viral. You know, I was kinda just thinking of just disappearing. I could hire movers to take all my parents’ stuff into storage, sell the house, and go, I don’t know, live in a cottage in Montana for a year while I figured stuff out.”

“A cottage in Montana?” Trisha said as she stepped out of her bedroom. She tried to hide her hesitancy with the fake bravado. She wore nothing but lingerie. A red lacy bra and matching panties. Her large, oversized breasts bounced with her every step until she stopped just in front of me with her hands on her hips. “Montana sounds nice.”


CHAPTER SEVENTY-FIVE




“Wow… you look…” I licked my lips and felt my cock begin to stir. “I guess you don’t want to be friends, huh?”

“I do, I do want to be your friend and more. I want to be with you. Not for your money, you can give it all to charity for I care. Bet it all on black. I just want to be with you,” she said with a lightness in her voice.

The words left my lips without thought, “me too.”

A giggling smile broke across both of our lips as Trisha fell into my lap. Her naked body sat on my lap as if I was Santa Claus as her arms wrapped around my neck. Our lips met as we shared a long and deep kiss that neither of us seemed to want to let go of. Brushing her hair behind her ear, the pad of my thumb caressed her cheek as Trisha laid into me.

Minutes passed as we were both filled with this intoxicating feeling. When my hand fell to her breast and felt the soft grooves of the fabric of her bra the kiss intensified. I felt her push against me and my cock swelled as I could feel her attraction to me. It wasn’t the same with Cynthia, Brittany, Tabitha, or even Helen. They were attracted to me, sure, but they had ulterior motives. There was a real passion in how Trisha kissed me. Grabbed me. Held me. She breathed me in and released a small moan and clapped a hand over my hand on her breast.

Taking my hand, she slid it down her curvy hips to the soft skin between her thighs. I felt the warmth radiating from her sex as she spread her legs for me. My middle finger pressed down as it slipped over her panties rubbing across her clit. Rubbing left to right in soft but firm motion, I felt her melt in my arms as she broke from the kiss and panted on me between kisses. By the time my fingers slipped inside her panties I felt how wet her creamy pussy had become. Slipping my fingers down her slit, I plunged two fingers into her vagina and felt her warm tight walls grip my skin not wanting it to leave.

“Oh god…” Trisha gasped, her hot breath on my neck sending chills descending on my spine. My hand rubbed the inside of her thighs as my fingers pumped inside her pussy faster. “Oh god… fuck me. Fuck me…”

My palm clapped her pussy as my fingers slid in and out of her. Her mouth dragged on my skin beneath my ear as she cried and gasped. I heard her soaked juices slosh as I fingered her faster. Her fingers dug into my back and neck with her fingernails as she released a guttural groan.

With a deep breath, Trisha stuttered a moan, “I’m…cum… cumming!”

I felt her warm clammy thighs clap around my hand as I continued to finger her tight hole. A jet of juices squirted from her pussy as she held onto me tighter than anyone had before. We rocked back and forth for several seconds with my hand locked between her thighs. When I finally got my hand free, Trisha’s hands were clasped around my cheek as she kissed me desperately. My heart raced. I had flashbacks to that night in the hotel. When it was just her and I on that bed staring into another’s eyes.

With an arm underneath the small of her back and the other scooped beneath her thighs, I lifted Trisha up off of my lap and stood with her in my arms. Trisha stiffened and kicked out her feet in a panic then giggled when she realized she wasn’t going to fall. Walking her into the bedroom, Trisha bit her lip and smiled clearly impressed with my strength as I set her down on her bed.

She looked down on me as I took off my shirt and undid my pants. Kissing up her calves to her knee, I licked up her inner thigh as she spread her legs for me. With her assistance, I peeled her soaked panties off her legs and planted a long, lingering kiss on her clitoris that made her gasp and her hips writhe. When I shook free my underwear and pants and brought my hips to hers, Trisha immediately sat up at the sight of my throbbing cock pointing towards her.

Trisha used a reverse grip to give me an encouraging stroke to my shaft, coaxing it to full mast. Hooking her other hand around the back of my neck, she brought me down on top of her. Pulling my lips to hers, we kissed as I felt her eagerly feeding the tip of my cock inside her. Pressing inside her, her wet warmth swallowed my cock tightly. Every inch deeper, I felt her walls squeeze on me.

“Ahhh, yes… fuuuck… oh, fuck. You feel so fucking good!” Trisha moaned as her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Held deep inside her, I throbbed and flexed as she held me inside her.

Pulling back, I began thrusting forward with my hips. Fucking my cock deep inside her, I listened to Trisha, this beautiful mature woman release panicked whines of pleasure with each thrust. Her thick breasts, still restrained by her red laced bra, bounced up and down with every thrust. Pressing on Trisha’s inner thighs, I spread the woman’s legs wide and tucked them high as I pounded her harder.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck! Yes. Yes!” Trisha grunted, looking up at me. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder! Ahh!”

Given the go ahead, I gritted my teeth and pulled at her hips to keep her in place as I thrusted hard inside her. My cock pistoning in and out of her vagina like a machine. She screamed loudly and long as she arched her back and closed her eyes. Her breasts nearly knocked into her chest with each thrust.

“Oh god!” Trisha cried as she grabbed at the sheets. “You’re gunna make me cum! I’m… I’m…”

Fucking her down into the bed, Trisha covered her mouth with the back of her hand as she let out a high-pitched scream and her juices squirted over my cock. Her body trembled for several seconds before muscles began to relax and by then I was shoving my hard cock back inside her.

Pulling her hand away from her mouth, I pinned it above her head as I kissed her deeply. There was a high-pitched panic in her voice as forced my cock back inside her drenched pussy. Her hands gripped and petted over my body as I picked up pace. My breathing increased as my thick, hard cock spread her hole wide.

Trisha broke from the kiss, “ah ah ah ahhh oh my god, yes yes yes, cum for me baby. Oh fuck!”

“Ugh!” I groaned, as I couldn’t hold off another second. Flexing my cock deep inside her, I shot several strings of cum inside her as my lips were held to her’s. Her legs wrapped around me as we held another in our moment of bliss.


CHAPTER SEVENTY-SIX




“Ashipping container?” Trisha laughed as she twisted beneath the white sheet that covered her naked body.

“Yeah, why not? We’ll drop it in the woods somewhere. Decorate it all nice and stuff. Boom home sweet home,” I smirked.

Trisha curled to her side and laid her cheek on the inside of my bicep as she looked up at me. “I think a van would be cheaper.”

“Like a minivan?”

“No, like a used shop van. We convert it and put a bed in it. We can sleep wherever we want. Go wherever our hearts desire.”

“Ah yes, living the dream. Explore the world one Walmart parking lot at a time.”

Trisha giggled and slapped my chest. “You’d have to quit being a teacher,” she said.

Pursing my lips I shrugged and looked down at her. “I’ll quit if you quit.”

“Yeah, right…” Trisha smirked and then realized I was not smiling. “You’re serious?”

“Yeah, of course I am.”

“I can’t quit my job… I… I have bills to pay.”

I only made a face at her and Trisha rolled her eyes. “I don’t want your money…”

“Well, I want your time and your job is taking up too much of that.”

“This is what you want now, but who knows what you’ll want tomorrow,” Trisha spoke as she sat up. I moved to argue but she leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “—hold that thought. I have to pee.”

I pursed my lips and watched the beautiful woman quickly step into the bathroom.

How can I make her see that I want no one else but her?

It was then I heard my cell phone in my pants pocket vibrate several times. Reaching down to the ground, I retrieved my phone and saw a list of missed calls and texts.

Helen

Umm… are you home? If not you might want to go check on it…

Brittany

I want to be spoiled again. Get me another hotel room tonight. Same place. This time through the weekend. Lets have some fun.

Brittany

If you don’t reply, I’ll send out those pics for the world to see!

Cynthia

On my way over to your place. You home?

Cynthia

If not, get moving home. Momma needs some of you.

Tabitha

Where are you!?!?

Tabitha

I’ll fucking burn your house down!


CHAPTER SEVENTY-SEVEN




Itook the last corners through my neighborhood hard, barely slowing down as I veered right, accelerated, then turned left at the next intersection. Trisha rode with me and gripped the side of her door as we made the turns. We both smelled the smoke before we saw it, and we saw the smoke before we saw the fire. Stopping outside of my parents’ old house, I saw the dozens of firefighters hosing down the last corners of fire on the far end of the house. The blackened, charred wood that remained looked like kindling after a bonfire.

Staring at the house, I hung my hands on the top of my head, at a loss for what to do. The skeleton that remained of the structure was seen through. I could see the backyard from the sidewalk where I stood. Everything my parents owned, everything my parents left me, was… was gone.

Trisha hesitated and gave me a few minutes to process the moment before she moved to my side. She apologized for my loss as she sidled to my hip and wrapped her arms around my chest. A part of me felt as though I had lost my parents all over again.

“Do you think it was her?” Tabitha asked. “That crazy college girl you told me about?”

“Yeah, it was her,” I said, void of emotion.

“Fucking bitch,” Trisha said.

A revving engine behind us pulled our eyes from the fire to the beat up and rusting brown sedan stopped beside them. In the driver’s seat sat Cynthia, and beside her was her daughter Brittany. The scornful looks over their faces delivered the message more than any words could, but unkept Brittany still wasn’t having it. Opening her door, she bolted out of the vehicle and chucked a beer bottle at us. I tucked Trisha tightly under his body and they both ducked as the bottle went over their heads and the bottle bounced across the grass.

“I fucking told you to stay away from her!” Brittany yelled at me. “You think this is a joke!? You know what’s going to happen?”

“I’m done Brittany, and Cynthia. I’m done with both of you. I never want to see you two again,” I said.

“We ain’t done,” Brittany snapped, walking around the front of the car. “I say when we’re done!”

“You know what we’re about to do to your life?” Cynthia yelled from her rolled-down window.

“He said he’s fucking done with you!” Trisha turned, taking a step towards Brittany. “Get the fucking message.”

“You want to go, bitch?” Brittany smirked, stepping forward like she was waiting for this.

“You fucking assholes, you see what he just lost!” Trisha screamed, stepping towards her.

The fight seemed all but inevitable as the two approached another. That was until Brittany stopped at the last second and started back tracking quickly. With wide eyes, she ducked and ran back to the car as a beer bottle flung at her smashed against the windshield of Cynthia’s car.

“You fucking want to fight, bitch!?” Helen's voice was so loud it drew even the firefighters’ attention. Helen stormed forward, pulling her hair back in a ponytail and rolling up her sleeves like a woman who has fought and won several scrappy fights in her time. “Get your fucking ass over here, cunt!”

Brittany scrambled into the car as Cynthia gunned the engine and pulled away. That didn’t deter Helen, who chased after the car with a rock in her hand and threw it, cracking the back window.

“Fucking bitches…” Helen mumbled as she walked back to us. “Sorry about your house. Did they do that to you?”

I looked back at the house, that was now just a smoldering mound of blackened wood. “No, I don’t think so. I think it was someone else.”

“You’re a popular guy,” Helen smirked, looking over at Trisha. “25 years of friendship and I’ve never seen you so ready to throw down like that, girl. I’m proud of you.”

Trisha rolled her eyes as her cheeks blushed. “Shut up.”

“Never understood how you were hanging out with them,” Helen nodded at me, shaking her head. “Even your parents hated Cynthia.”

“Really? She said they were friends,” I said.

Helen laughed. “Cynthia fucks over her friends. She ain’t got none. The couple of times I saw your parents’ path overlap with hers, your father hustled your mother out of the bar. Cynthia was always loud and rude.”

I shook my head, “hm. Now I know, I guess. That seems truer than the lies Cynthia spun.”

“So are you guys… you know, an item now?” Helen said with a reserved smile.

Trisha and I looked at another and allowed the awkward moment to quickly pass and to be replaced with our smiles. “Yes, yes we are.”

Helen beamed a grin like a mother standing proudly over her kids. She pushed my shoulder, making me take a step back, “well, it’s about time.”

“Thanks,” I said, and Trisha snickered.

“Do any of you live here?” A gray-haired firefighter asked as he approached us.

I told him I did and gave him the story behind the last hours and days of my life. Over the next several hours, I spoke with fire investigators and police officers as Trisha stayed by my side and helped as best she could. Helen stayed for most of it and spent her time flirting with the younger firefighters. The cops took my statement and said they would ‘look into’ Tabitha, the kidnapping, and the arson. I didn’t have high hopes, but revenge was the last thing on my mind.

Picking through the rubble of the home, I found little. Everything that wasn’t burnt to a crisp was soaked to the bone. Pushing aside several singed and collapsing boxes, I found one thing mostly intact. Some would say the most important thing. Photographs. My parents were from a time before cell phones and the internet, all their photos and memories were kept in a series of photo books that were among the first things I packed away and luckily so.

The box with them in was at the bottom of a pile shoved to the back of a room that was far from the start of the fire. I transferred the photos into a suitcase that was in the back of my car and had a last look around the property. Nodding to myself, I walked away, thinking I would come back and search for more later. I didn’t know that I’d never return.


CHAPTER SEVENTY-EIGHT




Ilaid in the motel bed, unable to go to sleep that night. The irony of life was mocking me. This was the same motel room this all started in what seemed like a lifetime ago. The day I bought the lotto ticket. The day I decided it was time to stop moping and to allow myself to have some fun… the day I met Trisha.

After leaving the burnt house, Trisha had insisted I come and stay with her, but I insisted right back. There was no reason for it and I didn’t want to be in the same place as Trish, just in case crazy Tabitha found me. It wasn’t like I was hurting for money, right? It was surreal moments like this that made me think there was a greater design to everything. Like I was meant to win the lottery. I was meant to meet Trisha. The house was meant to be burnt down. All so I could end up back here.

But why? What does it all mean?

I spent the night considering it and eventually dozed off to sleep. I never recall my dreams the morning after, and the next day was no different. But there was one thing that stood out. One moment and it was more of a memory than a dream. It was back in this hotel room days ago when it was the middle of the night. Trisha and I laid naked on this bed with our eyes lost in each other’s gaze.

It was when I woke I felt as though I had seen behind the curtain. The path my life had been and where it was going. I sat up out of bed, feeling like I had just stepped into the sun for the first time in my life. Perhaps the exuberance and excitement of the money had just sunk in. Perhaps my love for Trisha had just been realized. Maybe I just understood that I can’t live in the past and hold on to the future at the same time.

The first phone call I made was to my work. I had a long conversation with my supervisor, the principal, that ended with me resigning. Over the next hour, I spoke with movers, storage rental, and my apartment complex and informed them I was breaking my lease, paying the penalty, and having movers send my things to a storage facility. Phoning a local realtor service, I called them in charge of selling my parents’ property and the removal of what remained.

My last phone call was to Trisha.

“Hey… where are you at right now?” I asked.

It was noon before I arrived at Trisha’s office. Apparently, it was a busy day because I passed several people going in and out as I entered and even though it was lunchtime, Trisha said they were short staffed so her boss wasn’t letting her have lunch.

“How about a 15-minute break, then?” I suggested.

She found someone to cover her desk and led me back to the break room. I knew Trisha was excited to see me the way her eyes lit up and the curve of her smile, but still there was a pinkness to her cheeks as she ducked by the looks and stares. Like her having a man in the office was going to be a source of embarrassment later in the day. The old me could relate. The me who went to bed last night would feel the same if the roles were reversed. But the me who woke this morning with the clarity I felt thought different.

Let them look.

Closing the door behind us, Trisha turned with a smile and dropped her hands to her sides playfully as if to say, this is it. The break room was about as modest as it could be while considering it was a break room. Sink, microwave, refrigerator, and a small table that could seat two people, but there was only one seat in the room.

“Sorry, I know you're busy and I don’t want to bother you at work. I just… it couldn’t wait,” I started, pacing in the room.

“No, don’t worry. You’ve been through a lot. Here, do you need to sit?” Trisha moved to gesture to the chair.

“No, no, it’s not that—well, it’s a little that. It’s more the lottery thing, well, it’s mostly you actually,” I said and paused as our eyes met. There was a brief look of concern floating behind her eyes before the door suddenly opened and a female co-worker entered and paused. There was an awkward energy in the room that made it clear to everyone that the co-worker was interrupting something.

“Ooop, sorry, excuse me…” the lady said as she grabbed her lunch from the fridge and left the way she came in.

Trisha blurted out in a scared, worried tone, “What is it? Is it about yesterday or the⁠—”

I held up my hands and cut her off swiftly. “No, no, no, it’s nothing bad. Not at all.” Trisha’s expression softened, and I continued. “It’s just, I’d been walking around for the past few days trying to figure everything out, you know? Like my parents dying, winning all this money, who I was, who am I going to be? I felt it all pile on me and, like, bury me. And then I woke up this morning and… I don’t know what it was, but I was clear. I could see my future like it was right in front of me and it was just waiting for me to reach up and grab it.”

“That’s great! What do you want to do?” Trisha asked with a genuine smile.

“I want to travel the world. I want to help people—not just give to charity, but help individual people. Then maybe start a non-profit based on that. I’m leaving tomorrow and I want you to come with me.”

I stepped closer, taking her hands in mine as I spoke. Trisha’s expression morphed from happy to sad to confusion to a laugh, “What? I can’t come with you, I have a job. I didn’t win the lottery.”

“Quit. I’ll take care of both of us,” I said simply.

“I can’t… look, I like you… I really like you, but I don’t want your money. One day, we are going to have a fight.”

“Impossible,” I joked, and Trisha tried to hide a smile.

“And when we do, no matter how small or big the fight is, no matter how quickly we makeup, I don’t want there to be a voice in the back of your head that thinks I’m with you for your money.”

I smiled, reluctantly, “I like you too… no, that’s a lie. I’m in love with you.”

Trisha’s eyes went wide with shock, then she giggled a stutter and broke a cute smile just to say, “I’m in love with you, too.”

My eyes lit up as my lips met hers and we kissed long and deep as my arms wrapped around the small of her back. The kiss lingered a second longer than it should have before Trisha pulled away like she felt herself slipping into a trap.

“Wait, wait, I still can’t quit my… what will people think? That I’m just a money grubbing bitch?”

“Who cares?” I said defiantly.

“Oh, easy for you to say,” she scoffed.

I stepped closer to her and looked the beautiful woman in the eyes, “marry me.”

Trisha couldn’t hide her smile no matter how hard she tried. “You’re insane! We just met. All the things you’re going through. You’re not thinking straight.”

“I told you, I see my future as clear as day, and you’re my future,” I beamed a smile at her. That was my truth. “Trisha, will you marry me?”

Trisha paced near the door, fanning herself as she giggled shaking her head repeatedly, “Oh my gosh… I can’t believe you… I can’t… okay, okay, hotshot, here’s my response.” Trisha said, wagging a finger in my face playfully. “I’ll marry you, but only if we get a prenup. I don’t want any of your money.”

I soured my face. “You don’t—I don’t want you to sign a prenuptial agreement.”

“Well, we’re a package deal, me and the prenup.” Trisha made a show of putting herself on display like she was on a game show. “Take it or leave it.”

“Okay then,” I smiled, “let’s get married.”

“Oh my god!” Trisha was nearly hopping up and down excitedly as she leaped into my arms. My hand scooping under her butt as I held her lips to mine, and we kissed passionately.

Our kisses were desperate and eager. My tongue swirled against hers and I felt her melt into me. When my hands fumbled with her pants and my hand pushed inside, Trisha gasped and held up a hand in protest.

“Wait, don’t—we’re going to get caught!” Trisha whispered and looked at the break room door. Pushing my hand inside her panties, I ignored her worries as my fingers made a wide and wet swirl on her sex. “Oh… my god, you’re so bad. You’re going to get me in so much trouble—ahmmm!” My middle finger hooked inside her pussy and slid in and I felt Trisha’s arm extend and wrap around my neck to sure her balance.

“Who cares? This is your last day of work,” I smirked. Sliding her pants and underwear down more, I pushed two fingers up her pussy, staggering her step wider as she parted her thighs for me.

“Oh, god—yes, yes!” she sang in a moan. Kissing me hard, I felt her pussy drip juices down my palm as my biceps and chest flexed with each fuck up into her pussy. The pad of my thumb ground against her clit with every thrust. “Oooohh god!” Trisha moaned like she was pissed at how good it felt.

Our foreheads pressed together as I felt Trisha lean against me and her hot breath with every one of her pants. My fingers vibrated in and out of her pussy, filling the space between us with the wet smacking sound of me entering her.

“Yes, yes, yes… oh—oh god…” Trisha’s breaths became staccato as she froze in place and her milky white thighs trembled. After a long moment, the moans stopped escaping her lips until all she could do was nod an affirming yes as I brought her to orgasm.

The muscles in my forearm flex and threaten to lock up from such repetitive motions. I could feel Trisha’s pussy tighten around my fingers before her legs nearly gave out.

“Oh my god!” Trisha screamed, then quickly covered her mouth as she came.

I felt her pussy drench my hand and drip on the tile floor between us as she gasped for air desperately. Falling backwards as I removed myself from her grip, Trisha caught her balance on the kitchen countertop behind her.

Trisha stumbled about for a few seconds as she recovered and began grabbing at her pants to pull them back up. But I wasn’t done with her. Not yet. I grabbed her pants too, but I did the opposite. I pushed them down to her ankles as I did the same with my jeans and boxers.

“Wait… what are… where’s…” Trisha mumbled, searching for the right words but never finding them.

The sensitive head of my hard cock pressed on the lips of her wet pussy and rubbed back and forth, causing Trisha to arch her back and release a guttural moan. It came out more than a whine as she knew what was next, knew the risks, but knew she wanted it too much to stop.

Feeding my long, hard cock into Trisha’s pussy, I watched her back flatten as she pressed her ass back towards me. The more of my shaft fed into her, the more she moaned. Her loose black top rode up her back and her necklaces dangled as I grabbed her shoulder and pulled her back onto my cock.

“Ahh-ohh god—ahh yes, don’t stop!” Trisha cried.

Humping into her with hard thrusts, I felt her tight pussy grip my shaft as she pressed back on me. Her arms nearly outstretched as her body begged for every inch of my cock. Sliding my hand underneath her chest, I grabbed her large breast as it bounced wildly in her bra.

“Oh, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” She moaned.

The only thing that slowed our pace, but for only a half second, was when the break room doors opened. A coworker of Trisha’s, no doubt. A younger woman with hair tied back in a tight bun and too much makeup on. The look on her face was that of someone screaming, even though no sound escaped her.

“Oh—god, wait—no,” Trisha started to say, but the girl quickly apologized, left, and closed the door. “She’s going to—ahhh! Oh god!”

As soon as the door closed, I slammed my cock hard into Trisha’s pussy, feeling every inch of her pussy pulsate around my throbbing cock. Ramming over and over again into her pussy, I heard her whines and moans grow wordless and guttural as she succumbed to the moment.

Grabbing a lock of her hair, I pulled her head back by it and she yelped, “oh god—yes! Cum inside me. Cum inside my—oh yes!”

Releasing a groan, I released my cum inside her at the same time she came. Ramming my shaft deep inside her as her juices leaked free from her pussy, I continued to fuck her as she continued to moan.

The break room door opened while my softening cock slid out of my fiancé and Trisha grabbed at my arms pulling her back between her legs to cover her parts. Whoever was at the door wore a suit and left as quickly as he entered once he saw what was happening.

“Oh my god…” Trisha half gasped and half laughed. “That was my boss.”

“I guess this would be a good time to tell him you quit,” I laughed as I pulled up my pants.

“I can’t believe I’m about to do this,” she said, reorganizing her clothes. She looked nervous, so I brushed her cheek and kissed her once more, long and deep.

“I love you,” I said.

Calm and collected, she smiled. “I love you, too.”

Taking a deep breath, she walked to the break room door and I smacked her thick round ass once before she opened the door and she gave me a devious smile over her shoulder before leaving.


CHAPTER SEVENTY-NINE




“Cheers to the happily married couple to be,” Helen raised a glass of beer. The three clinked glasses and took a long drink of their beers. Jack’s Bar and Grill seemed like the place to have their celebratory meal. Even though Helen wanted ‘that 5 star restaurant food’ , Trisha insisted that they weren’t going to spend that kind of money (and I secretly promised that we would spend that kind of money later). It felt like closure for this place, this town… the place where he met and fell in love with Trisha…

“To closing one door and opening another,” I added as we all took lung gulps of our beer.

“So, what’s the plan for you two? Big wedding? Taj Mahal?” Helen asked, setting down her nearly drained beer.

I exchanged a look with Trisha, who shrugged, giggly eyed. The alcohol already turned her cute cheeks a rosy red.

“I think it’s happening pretty soon,” Trisha said. “I think we’re just going to kind of elope in Europe maybe and have a party after for friends and stuff.”

Helen gasped and made an exaggerated face, “I’m not going to be your maid of honor?”

Trisha went wide-eyed and started to backtrack when Helen snickered while finishing her beer. She nearly tipped the table when she half stood and pulled Trisha in for a tight, messy hug. “I’m kidding, girl! I’m just happy you’re happy!”

Trisha giggled red faced as I ordered another round for us with a wave at the bartender.

“Well, maybe I can sell him on inviting you on the honeymoon.” Trisha raised an eye in my direction.

“That will be an easy sell,” I said as the bartender sat down a pitcher.

“Mmmmmm… that could be fun,” Helen said, exchanging a knowing look with Trisha. “So, I’ve got an engagement gift for ya,” Helen said to me, quickly changing moods.

“Oh, yeah? I’m ready,” I said.

Trisha was working on her second beer and commented, “wow, what do you get the man who has everything?”

Helen stood and crossed the bar. One wall was covered in dozens, if not hundreds, of framed photos that extended from the ceiling to floor. Looking in a particular section, Helen scanned back and forth before removing one.

“Helen!” the bartender warned.

“Relax, Herb, I’ll put it back!” Helen said, then shook her head and mouthed that she wouldn’t. placing the photo in front of me, I saw it was an old photo from the warped edges and the dated haircuts. It took a moment for me to realize that the photo was of my parents. They were young, probably not much older than I was. I looked up and saw they were sitting right at the same bar that was right in front of me.

“I was talking to Herb the other day about them passing, and he said there was a picture of them up on the wall. They look your age, don’t they?” Helen said.

“Yeah,” I said. Fighting to keep my composure, it was my turn to nearly knock over the table as I hugged Helen and gave her a kiss on the cheek. Trisha couldn’t talk as she was fanning tears from her eyes from watching me stare at the photo.

“Okay, okay, okay, no crying tonight!” Helen waved her hands in front of her friend’s face. “Okay, shot time!”

The night turned into a bit of a blur after that. The shots and beers led to more shots and beers, which was promptly followed by karaoke and more shots and beers. Hours later, Helen and I were at a table trying to hear each other over the music when we both realized Trisha has been gone to get to the next round for a long time.

It was about this time chaos erupted in the bar area. Tables were turned over, chairs tossed aside, and there were three people fighting. Three women fighting.

“Oh shit! Is that Trisha!” I yelled as I recognized her as one of the three dragging each other outside. Helen and I charged after them, but by the time they got outside, they were broken up. That didn’t stop Helen from leaping at Cynthia and punching her in the face.

“Are you okay?” I asked, cupping Trisha’s face and seeing no injuries. The look in her eyes and the hair clutched in her hand told me she wasn’t the victim of this fight. She was the victor.

“You bitch!” Cynthia cried as she cupped her bloody nose.

“My mom is going to post those pics everywhere now!” Cynthia’s daughter shouted. There was a large scratch across her forehead.

Trisha turned and lunged in their direction as she shouted, “Go ahead! Post the pictures, I don’t give a fuck! You know why?”

Trisha turned unexpectedly and grabbed my neck, pulling me into a sweaty and passionate kiss. In my drunken stupor, I quickly reciprocated, wrapping my arms around her as I slid my hand down to her ass.

“Hot damn!” one of the men smoking outside called out as they all watched. They broke off the kiss in time to see Cynthia and her daughter running back to their car crying about their injuries.

Helen raised a hand to wave goodbye. “Enjoy your miserable fucking lives!”

They walked across the street to my hotel, laughing the whole way. Trisha had a fire of purpose in the back of her eyes. Stumbling into my hotel, I flick on the lights and drunkenly introduce the bed, “this is where it all happened.”

“Happens,” Trisha corrected and shoved me onto the bed.

“Oh my god, Trisha,” I said as I felt her grab at my crotch and softly massage my cock into erection. Before I could speak more, her kisses overtook my mouth as her hands pulled at my clothes.

“Whoa, what do we have here?” Helen asked, setting down her purse and closing the door.

Trisha already had my pants around my ankles and my cock in her hand when she broke the kiss to ask Helen, “You going to just watch?”

Helen’s mouth hung open. “What has gotten into you, my sweet Trisha?”

Trisha looked up at me with devious eyes before beginning to stroke my shaft.

“Okay, okay, move over!” Helen said as she moved on my other side.

Helen hummed a note of approval as her lips kissed down my chest. Trisha’s hand continued to stroke my cock gently, growing it to its throbbing size. About the time my fiancé’s lips reached my throat, kissing below my chin and ear, Helen’s lips kissed my hard cock.

Trisha pushed me down to the bed and fell with me, her long hair flipping to the side and shrouding my view of the vaulted ceiling. Reaching up, I swept her hair out of her face just as I felt her best friend’s lips wrap around the head of my cock and slide down the shaft. Trisha must have enjoyed the grunt I made and the pleasure in my face because she bit her lower lip and squinted at the sight before lowering herself to me. Her tongue slid in my mouth just as my hand hooked around the back of her neck, holding her tight to me. Carefully, she straddled my hips, making sure there was still enough room for Helen to continue her bobbing motion as she sucked my cock.

Trisha groaned into me, and I felt her kisses melt in my mouth as she folded into me. It took me several minutes before I realized that while Helen lapped the length of my shaft; she was also fingering my fiancé’s pussy. It didn’t take long for the slick, wet sounds of Helen’s fingers pounding her pussy to fill the room. Trisha entered a trance as we kissed. My hand cupped her throat, her eyes staring into mine. I could see the orgasm roll her eyes backwards just before it struck.

“Oh god, I—ahh!” Trisha screamed as I felt her arms close tightly around my chest and her hips convulse as she squirted down her thigh.

“Mmmm, you are one horny girl, aren’tchya?” Helen smiled as she raised to her knees and wiped the drool from her lips with the back of her hand.

Trisha hummed several times as the waves of pleasure left her body and she maneuvered off of me to turn on her friend. “What was that? Are you bisexual now?”

Helen shrugged with a smile and a slow blink. “I don’t know… a sexy ass like yours… I don’t know, you might have to hold on to her,” Helen said, glancing at me. “She might just turn me to another team.

Trisha giggled and looked back at me as she crawled on all four towards Helen on the bed. Cupping her cheek in hand, Trisha pulled her best friend’s lips to hers and they kissed slowly and playfully for several seconds. The tongues intertwined experimenting and lips explored one another before Trisha began to touch and pluck at Helen’s yellow spaghetti strap top rubbing around her large melon sized breasts.

When I got up and sat on the bed in front of them, Helen broke from the kiss with an amazed smile on her face as she shook her head.

“What have you done to this girl?” Helen giggled. “Your dick must be magic because it broke the prude spell Trisha had put on her for thirty years.”

Trisha had crawled behind her best friend so that Helen’s butt scooted back against Trisha’s crotch and Helen’s back laid against Trisha’s chest. Looking into my eyes, Trisha whispered into Helen’s ear, “there’s only one way to find out his dick’s magic…”

Trisha’s hands slid around her friend’s front, groping her breasts and circling her nipples through her top as I leaned forward and brought my mouth to Helen’s body. kissing down from her neck to the tattoo on her cleavage. Slowly my fiancé and I peeled her out of her spaghetti straps and revealed her massive breasts. Trisha cupped her friend’s breast and fed the nipple into my mouth. I tongued and licked it before wrapping my lips around it, and began to suck and bite on it.

“Oooo baby… yes… just like that… just like ahhhmm…” Helen’s moans turned and Trisha's lips devoured them as they kissed over Helen’s shoulder. Helen reached up and pulled Trisha’s face down to hers.

I switched nipples and listened to Helen groan as my tongue and fingers flicked and circled her nipples repeatedly until they were pink and hard. By the time I moved my hips closer to hers, Trisha was peeling her top completely off as I flipped her golden skirt up, revealing the wet cream already built up along her lips from the foreplay. I moved my cock closer but saw Trisha’s hand grab at my shaft and give it two long strokes before feeding the tip into Helen’s pussy.

“Ohhh fuck!” Helen moaned as she braced herself against the bed. The head of my cock stretched her as I pushed deeper inside her. My hands bracing on the bottoms of her thighs as her legs were nearly stretched in the full splits. “God, yes! Oh god!”

Pulling out, I thrust into her and felt my cock flex with every push inside her with how tight her pussy squeezed on me.

“Oh fuck yes, fuck me, baby. Oh, fuck!” Helen cried as her breasts bounced in circles with every thrust and she pawed at Trisha’s arms that grabbed at her. I watched Trisha pinch and pull her nipples as I pounded faster at her pussy. Leaning forward, Trisha’s and mine lips met as we kissed long and deep as I fucked her best friend.

“Fuck, fuck oh fuck. I can’t hold it any longer ahhhhhhh!” Helen squealed as her thighs suddenly came together and a powerful orgasm forced his cock out of her and a spritz of her juices sprayed my legs. “Oh god… ohh…. Ohh…” Helen continued to moan as her sensitive pussy pulsated.

I didn’t give her time to recover as I forced her legs back open enough for me to push my cock back inside her.

“Wait, wait, wai—ohh god!” she screeched as I slid my throbbing hard cock deep inside her pussy. “Fuck fuck fuck!”

Trisha beamed a smile as Helen grabbed at Tisha’s hands and she pulled Helen’s hand above her head. The impromptu bondage pose restrained her and arched Helen’s back, thrusting her massive breasts into the sky as I pounded her pussy through another orgasm without stopping.

“Jesus christ! Oh my fucking—don’t fuck, oh my god! Oh my god…” Helen cried.

My eyes weakened and fell on my fiancé as I watched her beam a smile and nod approvingly.

“Cum inside her, baby,” Trisha commanded. “Cum deep in her.”

“Oh, fuck yes, yes….” Helen screamed as she trembled.

I released a pent up groan and felt a massive load release from my cock as I jabbed deep inside Helen. Flexing my cock, I felt her pussy pulse around me as she twisted and turned.

“Gah! I’m cumming again!” Helen cried as I pulled out just as she squirted again. “oh god… I think you broke me. Oh god, this orgasm doesn’t… doesn’t want to stop, ohhh!”

Trisha and I maneuvered overtop of her and both she and I took turns kissing and soothing Helen over the next 15 minutes.

Not long after, I was shoved backwards by my fiancé. “I didn’t get to suck my soon to be husband’s cock yet.”

“I think I’m spent,” I laughed, “might be a bit before I’m recharged there.”

“Mmm, we can help with that,” Helen said, crawling up beside Trisha while tying her dirty blond hair back in a ponytail.

Over the next ten minutes, Helen and Trisha took turns stroking and sucking my cock. I grew to full mast within minutes. Helen undressed her best friend and fed my throbbing shaft between her thick milky white breasts and titty fucked them while she sucked on the head with each thrust.

As the blow job went on, so did the depravity. By the end, the two were taking turns deep, throating my cock. Helen’s mascara ran down the side of her eyes as they competed to go further down and last longer. Drool slipped down the corner of Trisha’s lips as she raised from by glistening shaft and gasped for air. They could see in my face how close I was and demanded that I cum.

“Cum for me, baby,” Trisha purred. “Cum all over me.”

“Cum on my tits,” Helen said.

“Cum in my mouth, please, cum inside me,” Trisha begged as she wrapped her lips around his head. Helen pumped his shaft hard and fast as Trisha sucked the tip. When I came, the orgasm sent my eyes rolling backwards. Trisha took a mouthful as Helen licked her way over my shaft and quickly deep throated it.

I groaned, as the pleasure felt too good. My cock twitched in her mouth with each spurt. They took turns kissing over the head of his twitching cock. With my cum spilling out the corner of their lips, the two women shared a messy kiss, swapping cum and saliva as it spilled over their breasts, mashing together.

The evening was more than he thought was possible. The three of them fell asleep with their naked bodies pressed against another and the sheet tightly wrapped around them.


CHAPTER EIGHTY




Iwoke with a foggy memory and a splitting headache from the night before. And to my delight…

“You’re still here,” I whispered to Trisha. Her eyes flickered open and closed at me.

“Am I not supposed to be?” she joked.

“Last time you left me,” I replied.

“Never again,” Trisha said with a smile.

It took a minute more for me to remember Helen should be there and to realize that she was gone.

“where’d she go?”

Trisha rolled over and started putting on clothes. “She had work today. She left something for you.” Trisha pointed to the table where Helen’s purse was and there sat a framed photo of his parents.

If they could only see me now… I chuckled to myself, then looked up at my fiancé. Her beautiful body as she scooted her skirt up between her legs. They’d see their son is happy.

“What are you smiling at?” Trisha giggled as she moved closer and draped her arms around my shoulder.

“You.”

“Hmm… does your head hurt as bad as mine,” Trisha laughed.

“Yes, yes it does. So what’s your plans for the day?”

“Well,” Trisha said, kissing the top of my head and at the same time shoving my nose into her breasts. “I quit my job so I don’t really have any.”

I snickered, staring at the door. “You want to get breakfast?”

“Sure, where?”

“I heard this one place does really good breakfast and always wanted to go there.”

“Sounds great, what is it?” Trisha asked.

“Greece,” I replied.


CHAPTER EIGHTY-ONE




The morning started with Trisha’s signature of the prenuptial agreement that they had fast tracked and had emailed to them for signatures. Trisha beamed a smile that I did it and I was relieved it was over and done with. The wedding was a thrown together private affair, but despite the hastiness, it was a beautiful day. Funny how the phrase, ‘whatever is costs,’ can accomplish.

The day after their plane arrived in Mykonos, Greece, they had checked into the most expensive hotel in the country that overlooked the blue ocean. Checking into the ‘honeymoon suite,’ that afternoon on their private terrace, a local priest who spoke English married them with the crashing waves in the background. The attendant from the front desk and a woman from the room cleaning section were their witnesses.

It wasn’t long afterwards that we called Helen to tell her we were married. After the screaming and celebrating quieted down, Helen hushed the two of us asking us if we heard the news?

“What news? Our phones have been shut off for days,” I said.

“Tabitha!” Helen blurted out. “It was in the papers here! They caught her and arrested here. Arson, embezzlement! I guess she was stealing from her work for months!”

Trisha and I laughed, feeling a bit of satisfaction at the justice.

“So, I guess you’ll be coming back this way for a trial eventually,” Helen said.

“Well, we were calling to see if you would come somewhere actually,” I smiled at Trisha.

“Oh yeah?” Helen said.

Trisha leaned closer to the phone, “Well, there’s a first-class ticket to the Caribbean waiting for you at the airport girl!”

“Ahh oh my god!” Helen screamed. We celebrated and discussed that we were going to meet her there at an all-inclusive resort in one week. Helen said she didn’t care if she couldn’t get the time off from work, she’d quit. Trisha and I both didn’t stop her because once there we were going to surprise her with a gift of one million dollars. A sort of finder’s fee for bringing us together. The call ended with gushing about wedding dresses and bathing suits.

Afterwards, we went downstairs for the hotel restaurant, which was five stars and ate lunch and drank two bottles of wine while laughing at the looks people gave us. With me in my suit and Trisha in her white wedding dress that we had bought the day before, we both stood out a bit. I gave the cleaning lady my cell phone to take pictures during the ceremony and the girl must’ve had a rapid finger because she took hundreds of photos for us to look at over our second bottle of wine. We both loved it. It was better than we could have hoped.

Hours later, I brought my wife back up to our private terrace where we watched the sailboats in the water below and awed at the magnificent colors in the sky as the sun set.

I paused for a moment, staring at the beautiful woman before me. A strand of Trisha’s hair hung down the center of her face, obstructing the view of her face. Brushing my fingertips across her forehead, I tucked the hairs behind her ear and saw a smile from across her luscious lips. Inching closer, I kissed her gently as the warm air from the open terrace breezed against us. My hand cupping her cheek, I slid my fingers behind her neck and beneath her hair and pulled her tighter to me.

Trisha moaned and her eyebrows went high as I felt her delicate palms press against the chest of my suit. My right hand slipped around my wife’s hips to the small of her back, and I felt the stitching of her white dress on my palm. Her tongue lapped and circled mine as I squeezed her ass. Lifting her thigh, I felt her leg wrap around me as she rubbed up and down on the back of my thigh.

The skirt of her wedding dress rode up her thigh as I pushed my hand down her ass crack and my fingers slipped underneath her skirt. I felt her soft skin on the tender portion of her inner thigh just below her ass. The tip of my middle finger lightly brushed the wet lips of her pussy.

Her arm snaked up and around my neck like a boa constrictor. Trisha’s breathing became panted and uneven. Releasing a long, cooing sigh, Trisha arched her back. Her body begging for my touch on her pussy, but I refused. Brushing wide circles around the outside of her clit, I felt her hips work in circles and tremble as her fingers clawed at my back in frustration. This went on for minutes until she couldn’t take it anymore.

“Mmm ahh,” I half laughed and winced after Trisha bit my lower lip, causing a spike of pain. “Hey.”

The smile Trisha looked up at me with had daggers in the corners of it as her leg squeezed my back side tighter. “That’s what you get for teasing me.”

“Was I?” I raised an eyebrow, aloof to her question.

Trisha bit her lip as she smacked my butt, and I laughed.

“Come here,” I said and guided her over to the private terrace for our honeymoon suite. The terrace overlooked a tall cliff that fell off into the blue sea. The sun was setting to the west, morphing the sky into a canvass of warm reds and oranges mixed with cool blues and purples. I stood behind my wife as she gasped at the sight.

I took off my suit jacket and tie, tossing them on a nearby chair before wrapping my arms around her waist.

“This place… it’s unbelievable. It’s gorgeous…” Trisha whispered.

“Not as gorgeous as you,” I replied, then kissed the crook of her neck, causing her to melt in my arms and press her ass back against my hardening cock. Pulling down on the zipper on the back of her dress, I saw it loosen around her chest and shoulders, causing Trisha to catch the front to keep it from falling.

“Hey… wait, someone might see us,” Trisha warned through tight lips.

“Then they better enjoy the show,” I smiled as I held her tighter and pushed my right hand down her front. Slipping my fingers between her thighs, I rubbed up her skirt and felt the freshly shaven skin around her sex. My middle finger parted her lips and traced up and down her wet slit repeatedly until I could hear her juicy pussy sounding with every brush.

“Mmmmmm…” Trisha hummed a note of approval as she squirmed in front of me. Her hands were balled fists around the top of her wedding dress that kept the fabric clung to her heavy bare breasts. Circling her clit slowly and gently, I felt Trisha’s head fall back against the crook of my neck as we kissed over her shoulder. Her loose body was like warm butter in my arms. I heard her breathing increase as she sucked in air and panted heavier.

I slipped my left hand inside the open dress from the back and hooked under her arm, forcing her to adjust her grip on her dress. The feel of her soft under breast as my palm wrapped around it hardened my shaft and pulled at my pants. Massaging and mashing against her chest with my left, my right circled her clit faster.

“Oh god… oh god…” Trisha whined in a high-pitched voice. I could feel just how soaked she was getting. Her juices slicked to her thighs and my hand as I fingered her. “Oh please, oh please, oh god don’t stop. Don’t—ahh!”

The thick thighs of my wife trembled, and her knees gave out as the orgasm struck her hard. Squishing her breast to her chest and continuing to vibrate on her clit, I held her standing. She dropped her dress, and it fell away from her body just as her eyes rolled backwards and she squirted between her thighs.

“Ohhhh god!” Trisha groaned, then panted for several breaths as she recovered and found her legs. My hand moved to her cheek and pulled her lips to mine, kissing her hard.

It took her several moments of us kissing before she realized she stood naked, folded in my arms, in front of the water below. The dozens of ships and sail boats below were able to see her from a distance. When she realized it, she broke from the kiss with a start and ran for cover back in the honeymoon suite.

“What?” I asked with a smile and followed her back.

Trisha sat on the bed, wrapping her naked body with a sheet as she shook her head at me. “You’re bad… You’re a bad, bad man.”

“I’m a bad man? We’ll have to see how bad I am,” I smirked as I undid my tie and walked over to her.

Removing my clothes, I pushed down on the bed and climbed between her legs. Immediately, I felt her hand reach between my legs and stroke my hard cock stiff with long pulls. Lining up the head of my cock with her pussy lips, Trisha bit her lip as she eagerly awaited me. Thrusting inside her, I saw Trisha’s eyes narrow as her mouth gaped open.

I pumped my shaft into her pussy and leaned over her as I kissed her deeply. Her thick thighs spread wide as I pumped inside her. Our fingers splayed together as I held her hands down above her head, pinning her to the bed. Thrusting harder, Trisha broke the kiss as she screamed.

“Ugh! Fuck! Oh, god!” she moaned as the clapping sound of our two bodies meeting grew louder.

Trisha’s thick, large breasts bounced with every thrust. They moved almost like two round waterbeds floating on her chest, bouncing to her chin and then back down.

“Oh god, yes. Yes! Fuck me!” She screamed.

Grabbing her ankles, I held her legs wide and folded them backwards as I slammed my throbbing cock down into her pussy, filling her up.

“Gah… I’m gonna cum, oh fuck, I’m—I’m cumming!” Trisha announced. “Cum with me, baby!”

Groaning, I rammed my shaft hard into her soaked pussy and felt her walls contract around my shaft. Her pussy seized and squirted, drowning my shaft in her juices. Flexing deep inside her, I shot strings of my cum and filled her up.

By the time the sun had set and night had invaded their room, Trisha was curled on to my chest and lap under the covers. We had sex three more times that night and spent the intermissions talking and laughing with another under the covers.

Usually, we’d discuss what we were going to do tomorrow or where we were going to visit next. We had cell phones, but they were just for emergencies and stayed off. Our honeymoon travels had no end date or set time restrictions. When we were ready to move on, we’d select the next destination and have the luxury hotel we stayed at, arrange the next hotel, car service, and train tickets. Truly, we lived in the moment of now.

Trisha pecked kisses on my neck, below my ear. Between her soft lips and hot breath, it was just enough to tease me, so I responded in kind. Brushing the pads of my fingers down her breasts, I singled out her left nipple, plucking at it until it was hard.

“Ah! You know what’s going to happen if you keep doing this, don’t you?” Trisha warned with a giggle.

Giving my wife’s nipple a final teasing pinch, I smirked, “you know I just like torturing you. Okay, down to it. Where do you want to go next?”

Trisha wore an inquisitive look as she studied me with narrowed eyes and a devious smirk on the corner of her lips. “Go? I’ll go anywhere with you…” Sliding her hand down my belly, I felt her fingers wrap around my exhausted shaft. Gently stroking it to life, I felt it stir. She kissed down my chest and belly, pausing just below my navel. I could feel her two large breasts dangling on either side of my shaft as she stroked me. “I don’t know where we should go next, but I know where you should come next.”

My wife gave me a final wink before disappearing below the covers.
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PROLOGUE




You know one of those moments when you’re doing something stupid, and you know it’s stupid, but that doesn’t stop you from being stupid and doing it? Well, that’s the kind of moment I was having. My knees ached like a 45-year-old woman’s knees, but I can’t complain.

I stroked this young man’s shaft, pointing it down for my lips as I watched his pre-cum ooze with every pump. The saliva coated my tongue, anticipating his dick sliding down my throat.

I spread my pussy lips and cooed while my middle finger pressed between them, feeling the slick juices and warm tightness. Squeezing on his shaft, I felt him flex back into my palm. It was like a flirtatious conversation between my hand and his 19 old cock that made him weak in the knees. I lifted his cock to his tummy, still working it like the seasoned veteran of this handshake that I am and extended my tongue. The tip of my tongue touched his left testicle as I licked down and around his ball. My pink lips tenderly cradled his ball before letting my tongue run the length of his cock all the way to the ridge of his penis.

Mmmm...

“Ohmm… Amanda Mm!” He started.

My watering lips pressed and widened around the head of his cock as I tasted the honey I craved. Sucking and pulling my lips back on the head of his dick, I popped my lips, causing enough pressure to make the young one bite his lip.

“Mmm,” I slurped at the saliva hanging from my lips, my hand still working my saliva up and down his shaft. “No, Eric. I want you to call me Mrs. Thomas. Hmm. Now come to mommy.”


CHAPTER EIGHTY-TWO




That week started with a sick day, which had been the usual as of late. The soreness from the surgery was gone now, but I was too used to four-day weeks to go right back to five. The best part of calling in sick, though, was not being awake for Jeff’s breakfast, though. He still felt the need to wake me up for a brief berating before he was off to work. It wasn’t bad. Nothing out of the norm after 15 years of marriage to this slob.

“Ugly bitch, stupid bitch, fucking cunt...” It was his usual insults, but it was not fine. I wasn’t like one of those battered wives in a lifetime. No, he never hit me, so it wasn’t a big deal if he had to let off some steam. Jeff had a stressful job, and he was the main breadwinner of the family. So, I owed him some slack. Besides, my dad did the same to my mom, and I suspect most men when they’re not around others or being filmed are the same anyway.

The rest of my day off alternated between reality tv trash shows and online shopping. My breasts had finally lost all of their irradiating pain that had slowly dissipated over the past few weeks since the boob job brought me up to a 40dd. My tits poured out of any bra I owned now, so I was due a little online shopping. For my age, I knew how attractive I was. Out of all my work friends, I was the hottest and most popular; I knew. As I always was growing up. Flowing dark brunette hair that hung just below my shoulders. My ass had rounded out some, but the older I became, the more the fat seemed to find its way to my hips and thighs. Which left my tummy nice and taught- and now that these tits are done, my whole front is high and tight. I grinned at my reflection in my bedroom mirror. Turning from side to side and watching the angles change on my bare breasts.

Maybe Jeff’s 30 second fuck will only be 15 seconds, now.

Bouncing up and down some, I watched my tits together in the mirror.

As I turned and watched my breasts sway, I noticed movement out the window beside me. At 2 o’clock in the afternoon I expected no one to have sight into my 2nd floor window, which is why I never bothered with curtains. But I had a view over the privacy fence into Arlene’s backyard and pool. And Eric, Arlene’s youngest, did have quite the view of me.

I saw him staring at me before quickly turning away. He fumbled with his swimsuit trunks for a moment before diving into the pool. And I dove to the side of the window. Eric must be back home from college. Shit, if he tells Arlene, I’d never hear the end of it, I thought.

I clothed myself and hid my blushing face in the kitchen as I prepared Jeff’s dinner. All the while I rubbed my thighs together, wondering if my tits made Eric stir in his trunks or not?

That’s really gross to even wonder about, Mandy.

It was weird, I’ll admit. I’ve known Eric since he was 10. I used to babysit for him while Arlene and her husband bowled. But still... it’s not like he was my kid…

Jeff sent more cuss words over dinner and even more over beers while he watched the game. Fuck, assholes, dicks, low lives, idiots, bitches... most were meant for his incompetent coworkers, but some were directed towards me. But even so, the near run in with Eric left me moist and needing to be touched and I know Jeff wouldn’t get it done. Besides, beer and passing out on the couch was in Jeff’s future tonight, as was most nights.

Work for the rest of the week slid by in a moist blur. I worked in HR, a dull field, but my entertainment came in the form of girl gossip and long lunches. On my first day back after the long weekend, Arlene pulled me aside before I even got to my desk. I, being the gracious lady I am, had gotten Arlene a job here a few years ago. Nothing on my level. More clerical work like a glorified secretary. Closer to quiet Deb’s job than mine.

Why is this dumb skank upset? It was her damn son that was spying on me!

“Mandy!” Arlene whispered in the corner of one of the dark conference rooms.

“Ok,” I kept my eyes on my mocha latte in my hand. “It was an accident.”

“You’re not going to believe this- wait, what?”

“What?” I back tracked carefully. “Wait, what are you talking about?”

“Deb fucking quit. Like yesterday! Like in crazy fashion. In front of everyone,” Arlene said, wide eyed and grasping my hand in excitement. Arlene was like me in that we get wet when we have good gossip to tell. I could tell by her grip on my arm that this was going to be good. “There’s more! Oh, my god. Just wait till lunch.”

“What? Are you kidding?” I snapped. “You can’t just not tell me now!”

“No, just wait, oh my god. Just wait.”

“Mandy...” Tom called for me from his office in his annoyed voice. “Those copies I needed yesterday. Need them now...”

The morning hours dragged until finally I had my girl time at lunch. “In the office!?” I yelled. My face was stuck in pure shock for a few minutes. “No way, I don’t believe it.”

“For real!” Arlene said, shoveling salad by the fork full into her mouth. “Like Deb came in dressed ultra slutty. Like overdone everywhere- make up, tits hanging out-“ Arlene stuttered a moment, stealing a glance at my tits barely contained in my older bra. “Um. I mean, it was ridiculous. Anyway, so she quits, right? And as she’s cleaning out her desk, she stops and goes to the bathroom and Becky said Matt was already in there.”

“Mmmhmm... He was,” pudgy Becky said from across the table between mouthfuls of breadsticks.

“-And they were soo loud!” Arlene butted back in. “Like Deb was moaning like a hoe throughout the office.”

“I can’t believe I missed this... But with Matt?” I said, making a face. Everyone had to cover their mouth to laugh at that. Matt was about the same age as Eric, but Eric was definitely better looking. But with Deb, I guess that makes sense.

In my flock of hens, Deb was the quiet one. She always dressed in muted colors, trying to cover her weight. She was the kind of woman you always had to tell her to speak up, because she talked so softly. Never did anything exciting or interesting...

“I think Matt quit that day, too,” Becky speculated. “Maybe they got married?” She laughed.

“What a skank,” I laughed.

“I know, right!?” Arlene whispered through a smile. We spent the rest of lunch discussing how much of a desperate, pathetic slut Deb must be. All the while, I felt a little insulted. It takes a lot of guts to pull that off. It’s a bold thing to do. It felt like something I should have done. But it was Deb who did it.

The insult heated into a slow anger over the afternoon and was left at a boil all week. I would try to go about my work only to fail. Concentration no longer was an attainable thing. There was the faintest doubt sowed into everything I did. A nagging thought nibbled on my mind day in and day out. And to add to the annoyance, despite not even wearing a bra at night, Jeff never even came near me. Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday... nothing.

I would spend the evenings locked in the bathroom, molesting my body to no end. Every time I came close to cumming, the thought of Deb doing something I couldn’t bust into my head and I lost it. By Thursday night, I was tipping on an edge of insanity. I didn’t sleep. I couldn’t sleep. I lied there all night trying. Turning from side to side with no success. As dawn came about, I felt myself burned by the realization of the irrefutable truth…

This is not the life I wanted…

Young, beautiful homecoming queen. Intelligent, confident, driven. I was all those things and more. The world was at my fingertips and I let it slip through the cracks into nothingness. I hitched my wagon to a man that barely moved. The job I settled in was one of convenience, not excitement. I wanted to be famous and vacation on exotic beaches. And instead I’m a middle-aged office worker whose greatest achievement was buying a pair of tits for a shit husband who doesn’t even want her.

And this is my life for the next how many years? Quiet fucking Deb. Who knows what she’s doing?

Once Jeff was in the shower, I stopped pretending to be asleep and texted my boss on Friday morning to let him know it was going to be another sick day. I waited for Jeff to leave for work before sitting up in bed.

My pussy actually ached from fucking myself all week with no release. At this point, I figured I was at the female equivalent of blue balls. I sat on the edge of my bed exhausted, frustrated, and, most of all, horny. Grinding my teeth and thinking about... of course, quiet fucking Deb.

Forget her fucking that boy- how’s she going to pay her mortgage? Bills? Groceries? She was single and has worked there for years as just a secretary. Did she get another job? Who is she to quit like that?

Her action and courage only stood as a bright, shining example of my lack thereof. I didn’t think I’d ever cum again. I didn’t think I’d ever sleep again. And then I saw the motion outside my window. I peeked my eyes over the windowsill and saw Eric rubbing on suntan lotion while he sat with his legs in the pool. I eyed him for a long minute. He’d always been quiet, too... kind of like Deb. Fucking forget about Deb! She shook her head some. He was taller- 6’3 maybe, and skinny. His tattoo on his ribs was something new. Tribal, unfinished, but large and jagged peaking around his back.

After several moments, I realized how wet my right hand was and looked down to see my palm had found its own way between my thighs. Well, maybe I can go over there?

It was a simple thought and before I had it and all my responses to his obvious questions, my swimsuit was on and I was walking down the stairs.

This is not the life I wanted…

I had yet to buy a new swimsuit so the black two pieces that I wore looked more like postage stamps stretched over my round tits. With a last-minute self-consciousness appearing before I left, I tossed one of Jeff’s baggier white t-shirts over my top as I went out the door. I was horny, depressed, and sleep deprived. Those pains are what got me to Arlene’s privacy gate. But it was a voice that got me to walk through the gate. A small voice deep in the recesses of my mind whispered the faintest words.

“Oh... Hi, uh, Amanda,” Eric said, still sitting on the side of the pool.

“Hi.” I said, biting my lip. “I uhhh... um. Wasn’t feeling well today, so I stayed home from work. Is Arlene here?”

“N-no, my mom’s uh. Working,” Eric said, stealing several glances at my breast outlining my white t-shirt.

“Oh, okay... umm... do you think it’ll be alright if I take a dip with you? Think it’ll make me feel better,” I said, already removing my t-shirt.

“Umm yeah, okay. Of course, I mean,” Eric said, looking back at the pool as I dropped the shirt beside me.

“Good.” I smiled with a devilish look, feeling the confidence of his stares. I snatched up the sun screen from next to him without asking and walked over to the pool chair already stretched out for sunbathing. It was nearly noon and, like most summer days, it was hot and humid. With my back to Eric and a long squirt of sunscreen in my hand, I smoothed it over my thick thighs, down my calves and back up my hips. My hourglass hips were a little too wide for my taste, but I knew it caught the eyes of men, and Eric was no exception. He couldn’t even look away.

“Eric?” I said over my shoulder while I flipped my hair behind me. “Can you put some sunscreen on my back?” I laid down face first before he could respond.

“Yeah, umm...” He came and stood over my back with the bottle of lotion in his hand. I shouldn’t be surprised by the effect I have on young men still. Just look at me."Umm... are you sure?"

“Of course I am, honey,” I said. I heard the squirt and felt his hand begin to caress my back gently. Afraid to touch too hard or I may break. I pulled my hair to the side and let him get my shoulders. When his hands came to my neck, I felt something press on the back of my thigh, then quickly pull back and couldn’t help but release a playful coo. When he finished, I felt him move to leave, but he stopped when I turned over to my back.

Adjusting the black piece of cloth covering my right nipple, I squinted up into the sun. “Now can you help me with my stomach?” I couldn’t help but smirk as I said the words. It was palpable how uncomfortable he was.

This is like a scene from one of those pornos.

He didn’t even respond to my ask, but just began applying more to the belly. He half sat on the seat beside my thighs as his hands rubbed up and down my ribs and center. My eyes bounced between his eyes and his white swim trunks to see what they hid. Through the bright sun, I couldn’t see much. “Thanks, hun.” I said, grabbing the bottle of sunscreen. “Let me see your hand.”

I poured more into his hands, noticing that despite his broad shoulders and size, he still acted like the child I babysit, but his hairy arms and large hands were that of a man’s. My eyes adjusted as I saw him watch carefully what I did with his hand. I moved his slick palm to my left breast and slid it under my thin bra and had him cup my warm breast. Coating it in the lotion and circling it in his palm, I whispered, “be gentle with them, hun,” while biting my lip.

He sat stunned in a trance as I guided his other hand to my right breast and had him grope and fondle my overflowing breasts. I was a fantasy come to life for him. I smiled.

“Mmmm...” I gasped as I raised my hips and lowered it. “I’m sorry, but this is the first time someone’s felt my new breasts, baby. Don’t they feel good?”

Eric didn’t answer at first, then he stuttered out, “y-yes.”

My hands grasped both of his, I had him squeeze both my tits under my top and felt myself nearly cum there, “Ohh...” I twisted my hips as I slid his palms down my center. By the time his hands found themselves at my thighs, my legs were wide open. Pulling my bottom to the side, I helped him push two fingers inside my warm, dripping pussy. Arching my hips and grabbing my own tits while mashing them together, “don’t stop!” I groaned.

As if awaiting my order, I felt his strong fingers pull out then push, inside me. I heard my pussy squish with every thrust of his finger. “Ohh don’t stop-no ah!” I pulled his left hand that was doing nothing and moved it to my breast. He squeezed without needing to be told, like a good boy. “Oh, fuck me yes- finger- yes!” I felt his two fingers penetrate deep and drag down the roof of my pussy. My thighs clapped together and my torso jutted upright, making heavy tits bounce in front of me as I came. “Ohhh Eric- fuckmmmm...”

When I opened my eyes and my thighs relaxed, I immediately snatched Eric’s neck and pulled him in tight, kissing him. The whole thing seemed to take him by shock as his face was stiff at first, but he became loose while my hands jerked at his trunks. Within moments, he was on his feet and his trunks were on the ground.


CHAPTER EIGHTY-THREE




“Ohmm. Amanda? Mm!”

My watering lips press and wide around the head of his cock as I taste the honey I want. Sucking and pulling my lips back on the head of his dick, I pop my lips, causing enough pressure to make the young one bite his lip.

I know how stupid this is. He is my friend’s son. If I am caught. If he tells...

“Mmm,” I slurped at the saliva hanging from my lips. “No, Eric. I want you to call me Mrs. Thomas. Hmm. Now come to mommy.”

I parted my lips as I felt the head of his cock drag on the roof of my mouth all the way to the back of my throat. Mmmm... He was average, but he was so hard. I forgot how it felt to have a young cock flex in my mouth.

My tongue lapped at the head of his cock over and over, before sliding my lips down as far as I could on his shaft and back up twice. My lips worked his shaft up and down. My eyes closed, and I was lost in his taste. Moaning at the feel of his throbbing cock dragging down my tongue. I was lost in the moment as I realized this was meant for him, but I can’t imagine him being more turned on than me right now. “Mmmmm... good now. Sit.”

I had him sit where I lied and I threw a leg over his hips. By the time the notion hits me that he should get a condom, I already feel the head of his cock penetrating my pussy. Slowly hanging over him, I squatted on the head of his cock. Teasing it. My breasts spilled out of my bikini. Finally, I worked my hips down, so I felt him inside me. “Mmmm...” I took both his hands and had them grab my ass. “Ohh fuck, baby. Do you want to fuck Mommy?”

“Mm what?” Eric asks in a daze.

I leaned forward, letting my soft brunette hair drape down my face. As I did, I felt his dick flex and press inside my pussy. “Do. You. Want. To. Hmm,” I had to close my eyes to keep from losing myself. My breasts squished into his bare chest and I bit my lip just inches from his. “Mmm… Fuck. Mommy?”

“Y-Yes,” he stuttered like a boy, again.

I raised and lowered my thick hips down slowly on his cock. Arching my back as I can’t seem to focus. I panted while opening my mouth, but no sound would come out. When I felt his fingertips grip my ass as he bucked his hips up, I knew there was no going back.

This is soo wrong! Mmm, but it feels so good. Fuck, I love his feel in me...

“Oh my god!” My nails dug into his chest as I fucked down on him faster. My tits bounced freely from my bikini.

You used to make him snacks mmm... now your pussy is dripping on his cock... I wonder how Jeff would feel, seeing my cunt stuffed like he never could...

A smirk grew across my lips. “Mmmmmmmm!!” I growled loudly, forcing my pussy down on his lap as I grinded vicious circles on his lap. Imagining his young cock cumming inside this cougar’s cunt. And with that thought, it was there.

“Oh my god! Oh my, I- fuck me now, I’m gunna cum- more more!” I screamed.

“Yes!” Eric groaned. I slammed my ass down on his lap hard enough to shake the chair. “Yes, Mommy!”

“Yes!! God yes uughhh!” My tits bounced violently, smacking each other as I fell into Eric’s chest in a silent scream of a moan. My body tensed. My thighs and arms suck in holding my breath. Till finally with a gasp, “Ohhh my goddd...” I cried out, letting my body turn to jelly.

Lifelessly, I raised my hips, and I felt Eric’s hard cock fall out of me. “Ohhh my god... baby mmm...” I moaned into his chest as I reached down to grab his cock. “Mmm...”

“Mmmm... come here,” I said as I stood and nearly fell from my legs giving out. He followed like a good boy as I walked to a brown privacy fence a few feet from the pool and rested against it with my head. Resting my forehead against the wooden fence, I stuck my ass out, grazing it from left to right across Eric’s cock behind me. “Mmmmm... I want you to fuck me, baby. I want you to fuck me... mmmm.. I want you to cum in me, baby.”

Eric’s warm hands slid up my hips, guiding me to my breasts. I felt his palms caress and cup under my tits, squeezing as the head of his cock teased my pussy lips, lining up. He pushed inside me and it was like a wave crested over my mind. I drowned in euphoria as his thrusts turned harder and his grip tighter on my body. “Ohh jesus...” My hand cupped over his, grabbing at me, the wooden fence.

“Fuck-fuck Fuck!” I cried louder. “Yes! Don’t sto- ohhhh godddd...” The wet thrusts pound in my cunt. My huge tits bounced with every buck. “Cum in me. Cum in- Ahhh!”

Eric grabbed a mess of my brunette hair, torquing it back while his cock pounds me sore. I clamped one of Eric’s hands down hard on my left breast.

“God,” Eric grunted. “Mrs. Stewart”

“Yes, cum cum in me, yes!” The words spilled out of me without thought. “Fill me up baby! Cum. Cum now!”

“Oh god!” Eric grunted as I looked back at him. His teeth snarled and his squinted eyes rolled back to the sky.

“Yesssssss!” My voice broke, and I felt him flex inside me. With my hands braced against the fence, I brushed my ass back and forth against him until I felt his cock fall from me.

When I stood straight, I felt his cum already oozing from me. I turned to cup his cheek and his face fell to my cleavage.

“Mm mm mm, good boy,” I commended him. With the sun beating down on us and the clear pool beside us, I thought of what we may do next.

But then a noise came from the house. Arlene’s house. The noise was of a door slamming.


CHAPTER EIGHTY-FOUR




“Have you been back here all day?” Arlene asked.

For the slightest of seconds, I almost answered her, thinking she was talking to me and I was caught. I was hiding in my best friend’s pool, completely naked while alone with her 19-year-old son.

What the fuck would I even say at this point?

“Umm… no, no,” Eric stuttered. “I uh, went in for a bit and just came, uh- just came out.”

The possibilities coated my mind of what would happen if Arlene caught me. I knew nothing I did was illegal, but I couldn’t stop myself from thinking the police would be called. I would be arrested and thrown from the community.

What would my friends say behind my back at the inevitable lunches?

“Oh okay,” Arlene says oddly. “Well, you should go change. I’m making lasagna before your father and I leave.”

“Okay.”

I heard the door close again and waited another minute before I dared to move. Eric ran over to help me from the pool.

“She’s gone,” he said. “She’s upstairs changing out of work-”

“I’ve got to go,” I said.

“No, wait- lets- can I come over?”

He said it in such a way that it reminded me of a child asking to go play at a friend’s house. I gathered my bathing suit in a panic. My tits bounced everywhere as I scurried back towards my yard. “No!” I whispered to Eric. “I’ll- I’ll talk to you later.” I didn’t wait for his response before I left.

I spent the rest of my morning fussing around the house. I cleaned the floors, I wiped the counters, and vacuumed the carpets- things I never would have touched on any other ‘sick’ day. But I thought it was best I kept moving. It was a nervous energy I found in my legs and hands. I didn’t want to be that lady who sat around the house worrying and panicking about how many different ways my life could be uprooted by my fucking my best friend/coworker/neighbor’s son. That’s something fat Debra would do.

Something interesting happened though when I went into my room. I looked out the window- the same window just a few hours before I used to spy on the neighbor boy- but this time I had excitement in my tummy. I had a good kind of anxiety, hoping to see this young man down there by the poolside again. I hoped to be caught in my spying. A pointless hope, since Eric was not there, nor would I realistically put myself back in that position.

Honestly, I can’t believe I took that kind of risk. My entire life could have been ruined.

This is not the life I wanted…

Debra wouldn’t have done what I did. She didn’t even have a boyfriend to cheat on. And now my fuck stick of an asshole husband was cheated on. I smiled at the thought of telling Jeff when he got home. The power I could feel. The person I could be. Everything was different now.

I’m different now… right?’


CHAPTER EIGHTY-FIVE




When Jeff came home that night, I quickly shrank into my kitchen chair. His barrage of insults directed at imaginary people who weren’t there but who he had worked with today began. Then, of course, a few cuss words were left behind for me. They were for not doing all my chores, for skipping work, again. I felt the power of my secret buried deeper inside me and that exposed the rest of me to his insults. I wish I could’ve said I was on the verge of telling him off. If my life was a reality show on TV I watched at night, I would be screaming at the screen for my character to leave Jeff’s ass. It could be a final episode and the next season could be the story of my character’s rise to independence and stardom.

But real life was always much more complicated than reality TV. If I left him, where would I go? How would I pay for anything? I barely make enough to pay rent at a shitty apartment. How would I afford a divorce? And most importantly, what would I do with my life? Right now, I was a married woman, with a two-story home in a good neighborhood, with a stable job, and a group of friends who look up to me. Taking some badgering from an ungrateful husband every night was still better than losing all of that.

That evening, after Jeff ate his meal and calmed down some, I finally had time to relax and catch up on my reality shows. Jeff passed out in front of the TV in his Barca lounger chair with a sea of empty beer bottles covering the table beside him. His snores hummed at a steady groan that I zoned out after a while, like the sound of a vacuum. Most Friday and Saturday nights he passed out early in front of some kind of sports match after a long day of drinking and that was when I took the remote from him and my weekend evening began.

Bbvvv! Bbvvv!

Bbvvv! Bbvvv!

I found my phone on the coffee table and looked at my new incoming texts.

Unknown Number

‘Hey it’s Eric’

‘Come to your back door’

Oh my god, oh my god, what is he doing? Is he insane?!

My eyes went wide as panic built in my chest. I hurried through the kitchen into the pantry hallway and flicked on the lights. It’s only at this moment I realized what I was wearing and thought of putting something else on. I wore a tight-fitting pair of gray yoga pants that showed the curve of my ass too much, and if I wasn’t careful, definitely gave me a camel toe in the front. But that was not what concerned me. What did was the white t-shirt I wore with no bra underneath. My perfect breasts bounced like they had a life of their own. Already committed, I continued to the backdoor past the washer-dryer on the left and opened the door.

“What are you doing? Are you crazy?!” I said in a hushed panic as I cracked the door.

“Listen- I’m sorry! I know, I know,” Eric said, helping himself into the entry hallway. “But I had to see you.”

“You can’t be here. What if your mom comes looking for you?” I quickly closed the door and glanced through the window to make sure there were no others there.

“She won’t. She’s gone for the weekend. My parents are gambling in Kentucky somewhere. Is your husband here?” Eric whispered, trying to look over my head.

“Yes! He’s asleep in the living room and could wake up any second!” I lied to Eric. I knew from personal experience that very little could wake Jeff at this point. After 12 years of marriage, I knew that once Jeff hit the 12-beer mark that nothing short of a slap to the face could stir him.

Eric waited a minute in silence, as if waiting to see if my husband was coming to chase him away. Finally, he turned his attention back to me, “come over to my house. It’s empty. We can have it to ourselves.” Eric’s eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning.

“No! I can’t!” I said, trying to think of why I could not. “That was a one time thing. We’re not doing it again.”

“Why not?” Eric asked, eyeing what I was wearing for the first time. I felt warm all of a sudden. My cheeks were hot and flush. There’s a prickling bite that danced down my spine.

“You’re- you’re my coworkers- my friend’s son!” I said, struggling with my words as I looked away. “I used to babysit you, for Christ’s sake!” I caught myself stealing looks at him. His mouth. His neck. His hands. My eyes flickered to each of them. I imagined feeling them, kissing them, and already biting my lower lip. I turned away and grabbed hold of the sides of the dryer to keep the rest of my body from betraying my words.

There was a long pause that lingered, but then I felt him. His hands on both sides of my hips slid up slowly, then down my thighs. I held still, trying to decide if I should pull away or push into him. His fingers squeezed and massaged my thighs, inching closer to my sex. I subconsciously started grinding my legs together as my tongue licked my lips. His right hand moved up to my chest, groping my right breast through my top.

Was it possible for me to cum just from his squeezing my breasts?

Before I realized it, my ass was pressed back against his crotch, rubbing from side to side, and I felt his restrained hard member beg to fit between my ass cheeks. Eric’s hand was pushing down inside the neck of my shirt, and I was panting. When I felt his young fingers flick over my hard nipple, it nearly made me cry out. I realized that my eyes were closed and have been for a while, but that didn’t stop my fingers from pulling my yoga pants down over the curve of my bare ass.

This was met with Eric’s fingers sliding between the mess of my pussy lips. “Mmmm,” I muffled my moan with the back of my hand as his fingers plucked at my pussy lips before sliding a finger inside me. Then another. I leaned back so my back formed into all the grooves of Eric’s body. His face got lost in my hair as I pushed my head back into the crook of his neck. His hands secured me tighter to him and I felt weakness breeze my knees.

Every few seconds I felt his fingertips slip, almost on accident, and circle my clit and I cried out a small high pitch squeal. I pushed my hips forward instinctively, begging for more, but the poor young boy was too much a cub to understand.

I heard the chime of his belt coming free and hummed a moan of approval as I smiled and bent forward for him. His warm hands rubbed the small of my back and the curve of my ass when I flicked my hair to the side, looking back to see him working his hard member towards my wet pussy.

“Oh, my g-” I groaned before clapping a hand over my mouth. I felt his young cock spread my lips, and I arched my back to fill him up inside of me as much as possible. The feeling was excruciatingly perfect as I fought my every urge to cry out for more. When he pulled out, I leaned forward more, my elbows rested on the dryer and I waited for him to enter again. I still heard the TV in the other room and am struck with a wave of euphoria at the idea of being fucked so close to my asshole husband.

He pushed in again, this time faster, and I nearly choked on my own spit at how good it felt. “Mmmm yess… don’t stop,” I whispered in a high pitched voice. He pulled out and pushed again, beginning to form a rhythm, and I knew I couldn’t remain quiet for much longer. My tits bounced free from my shirt and smacked the inside of my arms as I rocked forward. His thrusts were strong, violent jerks where I felt his cock jam into my dripping pussy. He filled me up with every ragged thrust of his dick. “Oh god…”

When he reached beneath my arms and I felt his hands closed on my bouncing breasts, I knew I wouldn’t last much longer. His hands squeezed my tits to my chest, his fingers pinching my nipples.

“Fuck me- fuck me-” I squealed. “Oh god- yes!”

“Oh god,” he gasped. I tried desperately to stifle myself, but he was too late. I’m past the point of no return and from the sound of it, so was he. His thrusts became more ragged and his grip on me tighter as I was losing myself. My ass cheeks jiggled, and my tits bounced free, forcing me to bite down on my hand to keep from screaming. Flexing my ass backwards, I felt him flex inside me as he held me tight.

Jeff cleared his throat suddenly, making his usual hacking sound before calling for me. I don’t think my hands have ever moved that fast in my life. My pants were snapped over my waist, my breasts were being pushed back under my shirt, and I pushed Eric quickly outside. He was still fiddling with his pants, trying to get them on.

“Wait wait,” he whispered, “will you come over tomorrow?”

“Go you have to go,” I said in a panic.

“I’m having a party tomorrow night. You should come- okay okay,” he relented at my constant shoving him out the door. “I’ll go but you have to promise to come tomorrow...”

I slammed the door in his face before he could finish his sentence. I quickly took a deep breath and adjust my hair and clothes one last time before I went to check on Jeff. I found him back asleep in front of the TV as the evening news played. His snores crackled deafeningly over the weatherman’s voice of expecting rain tomorrow night.

I rolled my eyes, still adjusting my pants, then disappeared in our bedroom and hideaway under my comforter. Alone in the darkness of my bed, with only the faintest sound of the TV in the background, I found myself swimming in my imagination. Perhaps confronting Jeff was not a possibility, but for the first time in my life, my future was truly not predictable. Tomorrow I could be at Arlene’s house, fucking her son in her bedroom. Or I could be on the prowl for another young stud, eager to fuck this big, titted cougar. Or I could be found out by Jeff and in the process of divorce. I grimaced at that thought. It was my worst fear; I knew. But the hidden risk of it all brought a hint of a smirk to my lips that stayed there until I fell asleep.


CHAPTER EIGHTY-SIX




My Saturday was spent completing mundane household tasks. Loading the wash, emptying the dishwasher, and cleaning the windows, which was oddly more productive than most weekends. Jeff barely moved, of course. His ass was still firmly planted in the lounging chair. His feet were up, and his round belly pushed through the low side of his undershirt. It was a rarity if a weekend came when Jeff left his chair. Especially now that we had a digital recorder. All sports games he recorded and watched all day and night, and that was his weekend.

It was midday when I saw kids arrive at Arlene’s house. Mostly boys at first. They were young and had hard body. They congregated around the pool in the backyard. College kids in swim trunks and who carried cases of beer bought and paid for by other friends, obviously who were over 21 years old.

I cleaned my windows and pretended to be oblivious to their presence. But I ensured that they were not oblivious to mine. I wore a white shirt with no bra that was tight enough to tease all who looked. All except my husband, of course. It was barely 5pm now and Jeff was cracking open a beer 14. It was going to be one of those nights; I realized.

By 10pm he was fast asleep, again, in his lounger, and the party over the fence was getting louder. My curiosity was getting more desperate. I knew it was only a matter of time before I went over there. After changing into a new shirt and pair of yoga pants I received in the mail, I walked nervously across the yard and peered over the fence at the party going on around the pool. I figured just saying ‘hi’ couldn’t hurt.

There must be more than fifty kids around the pool.

They listened to music and danced. They played drinking games that I’ve seen on tv before. Beer pong and the one where they flipped the cup over. The boys who grossly out-number the girls all surrounded and hovered around them. I heard a drunken shout and realized I was seen.

“There she is!” A goofy looking boy with shaggy hair exclaimed. Several young men near the gate turned and their faces instantly lit up. It’s such a small thing, seeing someone’s eyes perk up in excitement at the sight of you. Like their life had been boring up until you arrived. Like you’re exactly what they have been waiting for their whole life. I couldn’t remember the last time I’ve seen that look from someone entering a room. “Eric! Your coug-”

“Shut the fuck up, Gale,” Eric snapped as he appeared shirtless, stumbling towards me. “Hey, you came,” he said with a grin.

“I did,” I said with an awkward smile and a shrug of my shoulders. More uncomfortable than I would like.

“Do you want a drink?” Eric said, extending his hand towards the kegs of beer up against the house. I chewed my lip for a moment, but broke a teasing smile across my lips.

“Just a drink,” I laughed.


CHAPTER EIGHTY-SEVEN




“You fucking pussy! Drink!” I shouted from across the folding table.

Gale howled in defeat as he gulped down the rest of his beer and poured another. “Never have I ever… ate a girl’s pussy before!”

The men who surrounded me all ‘oo’ and ‘ahh’ in laughter as they pointed to one another and slowly some reluctantly drank. Eric laughed and quietly drank while sitting beside me. The night had fallen over us in the backyard. Beers kept being poured for me throughout the night and I lost track of time. Much of the boys at the party who were denied the female attention they so desperately craved had found their place around me. Many looked down at my shirt, now full of beer stains, from behind my seat. Others sat across or beside me. I made sure I gave each of the young men their share of my attention. A touch on their arm. A squeeze of their thigh. I could almost feel how hard all these 20-year-old cocks were becoming.

The power I felt in the center of these boys and all their raging hormones was intoxicating. The girls at the party avoided me, of course. They couldn’t stand the competition. Especially when their small pin pricks of breasts were compared to my lush, full, mature tits. I’ve already let several young men get more than their fair share of a view when they asked to motorboat them and I obliged. What could I say? It felt good to let loose.

Kids were spilled out into the front yard as midnight neared and I noticed the louder and more popular I became with other men; the more reserved Eric became.

I guess he didn’t enjoy sharing his toys.

“Hey…” I started putting my hand on his leg as I leaned in towards him. The conversations of the surrounding crowds had risen to a roar when they were ultimately cut to silence by one announcement.

“Oh shit, cops!” The lone voice warned.

The panic surged through the crowd like a wave. Boys and girls jumped fences and ran through backyards. Others bolted inside the back door of the house. I felt the chaos of the kids around me and panic in myself. I’m of age to drink, but if the police saw me here maybe I’d be put in their report. Maybe Jeff will find out I am here. I stood to go out the gate the way I came in, but saw the beams of the officer’s flashlights as they approached.

“Shit,” I whispered. I felt a hand grasp mine and looked to see Eric standing over me.

“Come on!” Eric yelled as he pulled me inside the house. I followed him in my drunken haze as I heard police officers behind me giving orders to stragglers who were getting caught. Eric zig zagged me around furniture and other people asleep on the ground. He led me up the stairs and I tripped, grabbing at the railing, just now realizing how drunk I might have been.

“Police, anyone in here?” A thick baritone voice bellowed from where I just ran from.

Eric dragged me into a small walk-in closet off of a bedroom. We stood there in darkness, chest to chest, as rows of clothing brushed our shoulders and backs. I smelled a familiar smell of a musky but light perfume and realized this was Arlene’s closet filled with her clothes and now her son. I heard steps going up the stairs, and we went silent, holding our breath. We stood there shrouded in darkness, waiting to be caught or waiting for a sign that we escaped the police.

Escaped the police. Who are you? Just last week you were avoiding work, calling in sick, and spending your nights being berated by Jeff.

I realized I was using Eric’s body to steady myself as I swayed in front of him. My palms cupped Eric’s slim waist as my breasts kissed his chest through my shirt. I started to notice other things, too. The smell of his fading ax cologne that radiated from his body. His warm breath was on my forehead. I looked up and saw in the darkness him staring at me. The features of his face were shrouded in black, but I knew he was staring at me. Quiet. Still. He said nothing, but I knew his mind was thinking of me.

Without thought, my hands pulled his shirt off of him and began working his belt on his jeans. They flung open, and I unzipped him. He tried to hold me, to kiss me, but I didn’t let him. I pushed him back into a wall of hanging blouses and jackets, and he caught himself from falling as I pulled his member from his pants. I couldn’t see it in the darkness, but I felt it grow in my hand with every stroke. I pushed my lips into his chest and messily kissed down his stomach. I caught myself moaning as I exhaled as I felt his cock harden in my palm and realized there were still noises outside in the closet. Movement and talking in the hallway- maybe the bedroom outside. It didn’t matter. The alcohol had mixed into a swirl with my horniness and become an unstoppable force. A police officer could open this closet door right now. It still couldn’t stop me from doing what I plan to do to this boy’s cock.

I went down to my knees and lifted the head of his member to my lips. I kissed the head, already tasting the sticky start to his pre-cum as my tongue slid slowly out, circling the head. My thick luscious lips wrapped around the tip of his cock and I moaned as I slid farther down his shaft, feeling him rub between my tongue and the roof of my mouth. My right hand cupped his balls and rubbed them gently between my fingers. I felt his tip near the back of my throat and panic began to fill me as I felt my gag reflex ignite. Before it did, I quickly pulled back, smacking my lips on his tip and gasping for air before I went back down on him.

He flexed hard in my mouth as I pushed up and down on his cock over and over. I made a mess as I slurped on his cock, salivating like a dog receiving a treat. I could sense Eric looking at the closet door and wondering if we were about to be caught at any second. I couldn’t tell if someone was outside over the sound, pushing his shaft down my mouth relentlessly and my own panting. Eric’s hips moved now with the sliding of my lips down on him. I heard him muffling his own groans. His hands cupped the back of my hand and act as though they wanted to push me deeper on him and fling me off of him at the same time. His shaft thickened so that my jaw aches. I felt his head swell, and I clenched my eyes as my lips locked around the head of his cock and my tongue flicked his tip.

Then I tasted it. I heard him. I felt him flex in my mouth as his cock shot slings of cum on the back of my throat. I gripped his shaft and felt the wetness of my saliva on his veiny cock. Pumping his shaft, I milked him empty into my mouth. My tongue continuously made long laps on the head of his cock, licking up every drip of his cum. When I felt his cock begin to limp, it didn’t deter me. I swallowed his ejaculate and kept sucking his head. My fingers dug into his hips. Locking my lips on him. His thighs flexed and straightened. He groaned into the back of his hand. His moans only motivated me to lick more and suck harder.

“Oh fuck…” The words escaped Eric’s lips like a dirty admission of guilt.

I’m not entirely sure how we got there, but we slowly collapsed onto the floor. Eric’s head scrunched against the sleeves and bottoms of his mother’s shirts dangling above him, with me on top of him and my ass pressed against the closet door. My lips still worked on his limp cock.

“I think you emptied me,” Eric whispered with a nervous laugh.

I lifted from his cock. I was lightheaded and my eyes were in a daze as I tried to focus on the darkness. I panted, resting my head on his stomach, my long brunette hair rolled to one side as I looked up at him.

“Oh no, baby, you are not empty,” I said, dragging my wet lips across his belly button. My hand still gently stroked his shaft. “This here is my cock tonight, and I’m not done with it. Okay?”

Pushing the waistband over my hips and down my ass, I clumsily kicked free of my yoga pants. I crawled up his body like a cat stepping over her meal. My thick thighs rubbed over the outsides of his thighs and I felt my bare and drenched pussy lips drag ever so lightly over his soft cock. My hips tease it over and over. Gently grazing the top of it. His limp cock lay near his belly; my pussy lips engulf it, surrounding it with my warm wetness as I dangled my tits in Eric’s face.

Instinctively, his lips wrapped around my nipples and began to suck. I moaned out as I dug my pussy down into his shaft harder. Grinding up to the head of his limp cock and back down to the ball sack. Over and over again I ground on his shaft as I cupped the back of his head, holding it to my breast like the boy. He was drinking mother’s milk. “Mmmmm…” I growled and my hips twerked across his cock.

Soon I felt it start to push back against me. As if I was pumping life back into it, I felt the blood pulse through his cock when it flexed into my pussy. I bit my lip, “that’s it baby, mmm…” I panted. His shaft elongated and grew between my thighs. I heard his breathing rise and his groans muffled by my tits in his mouth. My pussy ground harder and longer on his shaft until I felt his swollen head push unexpectedly inside me as I went down.

My back stiffened as I flung my head back, releasing a long moan. Sitting down on him completely, I felt his cock hook inside my pussy, and I enjoyed the moment, working my hips in slow circles.

“Oh fuck…” Eric let loose as I clenched and released my pussy lips around his shaft.

“Mmmm that’s a good boy,” I said as I raised my hips, feeling him leave me before I sat back down. “Oooohh,” I cooed, my hips bouncing faster on this boy’s cock. My tits bounced the faster I rode him. I felt Eric’s hand grip my hips, and he began to buck into me as I fucked him harder. “Oh god, oh fuck!” My voice raised as I lost control of myself in that closet. I felt the sleeves of Arlene’s shirts brush my face as I threw my head back, leaning backwards as I ground my pussy around his cock.

I can’t believe I’m fucking her son in her closet. I can’t believe this is happening…

I felt the tips of his fingers brush my tits and immediately leaned forward. Catching myself on a rack of Arlene’s shoes, I rode Eric harder. My tits bounced inches over his face. My thrusts became more aggressive. Bracing myself as I forced him inside of me, I saw Eric about to cum. He grabbed my tits, bouncing in his, and I heard the sloshing of my juices as he entered me. “Fuck me, baby, fuck me, baby!” I cried out as I am overpowered by the moment. I felt him inside me. I felt this boy. My friend’s son, fucking me. I felt him flex inside me. I felt his fingers twist my nipples as I cum.

“Oh my god, baby!” I cried out. “Oh, my god!” My hips violently jerked as my legs collapsed together around his thighs. “Oh yess… Oh god….” I finally released, exasperatedly.

I collapsed onto his chest. My breasts mashed against him as we panted in silence together. We heard talking and giggling from the other kids down stairs and knew the police had left and that they most definitely had heard us in here. We laid there in silence. Which was fine for me. I laid there thinking of what I could do next. Of course, I knew what I would probably do. Clean up. And while I was getting dressed and cleaning up in here, Eric would ask if I would come back over tomorrow. I’d tell him this can’t happen again, then go home. Eventually, I’d give in again and maybe I would fuck him once or twice more before he went back to college. It could be a regular thing. Something he and I looked forward to every summer when he came back from school. Maybe even 15 years from now, I could still be meeting up with him in a hotel somewhere. Him being a 35-year-old successful businessman and me being…

And me.

And me being a 60-year-old woman still taking care of Jeff… being yelled at by Jeff… being on the verge of being fired from a job I hate. Being exactly where I am today, but only older…

I thought of this future for a long time in the silence of this closet, and suddenly I was afraid to leave the closet. I was afraid to leave because that step outside the closet would be my first step down the path to that 60-year-old woman.

Of course, it didn’t have to be that way. This world was full of choices. Risky and safe ones. And people made risky choices all the time. I could go home tonight and pack a bag. I’d fill it with clothes for a few days and bring it back here. I could clear out our bank accounts and stay here for days without Jeff thinking of looking for me here. In the meantime I’d fuck Eric every chance I get and figure out where to go with my life from here. This could be the start of my new life.

I smiled at the thought. It was a nice escape. A fun dream.

After a few more minutes, Eric and I stood and started dressing. I thought about the best way to sneak back into the house. It was unlikely Jeff was still awake, but maybe my absence had changed his routine. The front door might be best in case he was still in the living room. Then all I would receive is yelling and some curse words for waking him up.

“So, do you think you can come back over tomorrow?” Eric asked as I pulled on my shirt. I smiled, laughing to myself at his question.

I shook my head, “no. No, we can’t do this again.”

This isn’t who I want to be.

“Stop saying that,” he said. “Why not?”

I turned and opened the closet door, seeing the dark bedroom outside, and looked at the floor. Imagining taking my first step outside, I bit my tongue as I felt that fear in my chest again.

Who do I want to be?

I stepped out into the bedroom and smiled as I turned back to Eric and said, “I’ll see you in a bit.”
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CHAPTER EIGHTY-EIGHT




Ihad made my last delivery for the night, and it couldn’t have come at a better time. It was 10:50 PM, and my friends had just made it to the bar. Their pre-gaming was over, and the Friday night party was officially beginning. This wasn’t just any old Friday night; it was the start of spring break of our freshmen year of college. Some of my friends had their last finals today. While I turned in my last paper yesterday, I had to pull a double today—first at my regular gig as a cook at Campus Pizzeria, then I stayed after to be the delivery driver because the usual guy no-called, no-showed. It was annoying, but I needed the spending money for a trip to Miami next week.

I brought my duffel bag into the restaurant as the skeleton crew finished closing up for the night. In the bathroom, I changed out of my ratty jeans and shirt and into a nicer pair of black jeans with a black undershirt that hugged my chest and abs and buttoned my white dress shirt up halfway before rolling up my sleeves. After dusting myself with a mild vanilla cologne to cover up any lingering pizza odor, I was out the door and ready to get the fuck out of there.

“Jim, hold up,” Ryan said. I backtracked and saw the assistant manager in the kitchen slopping pizza sauce and handfuls of cheese onto a pizza breadcrust with more force than necessary. My mind was already agitating before he continued. “We got another order. Delivery.”

“What?” I snapped, searching for my phone. “You got to be kidding me. It’s 10:59 PM.”

“Alan fucked up. Didn’t turn off the online orders in time. This one snuck through,” Ryan grumbled as he threw pepperoni at the pizza.

“Useless little bitch,” I said under my breath.

“What was that?” Alan poked his weasel head out from the front of the store where he was mopping.

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t know you were all the way up there,” Alan said, raising his voice. “I said you’re a useless little bitch.”

Alan muttered something under his breath and went back to mopping. I texted my friends I was going to be late and waited another ten minutes for the pizza to be cooked and boxed. I didn’t bother putting my work shirt back on and figured Ryan would have my back if someone complained. He was one of the good supervisors.

It was 11:25 PM by the time I arrived at the house with the pizza. The neighborhood was a gated community, but I was lucky enough to just follow another car inside. Montgomery, Alabama, didn’t have many rich suburbs, but this was apparently one of them. The houses were huge, and the lawns were perfect as I passed them by, one by one.

Of course, it was a rich person who ordered from a restaurant a minute before it closed.

It was only when my GPS said I was a few houses from my destination that I glanced at the receipt and read the special instructions.

‘DELIVER 2 THE COUGAR OF MONTGOMERY’

“What?” I made a face and snickered, reading it twice more before parking on the side of the road.

The street and driveway to the house I was delivering were packed with cars. It was a little strange that I was delivering only one pizza for the number of cars I counted. The house was a two-story white house with gray trimming and a large, well-maintained yard like all of the neighboring properties.

I had to knock on the door three times before someone heard me over the music. When the door opened, my jaw nearly dropped to the floor. Five women answered the door, each wearing something more revealing than the next. A blonde turned to a raven-haired woman beside her and begrudgingly admitted, “Okay, you got me this time.”

“Told you…” the brunette sang in response. “Don’t doubt my feelings.”

Over their shoulders, I could see at least a dozen more women, all of them gorgeous.

“Are you sure you ordered pizza and not a strippergram? Because he doesn’t look like a delivery guy,” the woman with black wavy hair asked. She wore a white dress that hugged her hips, and exposed a long black line of cleavage around her enormous breasts.

A girl laughed from somewhere in the background, “Yes, Darcy. I’m sure.”

“I’m a chef, actually,” I blurted out, inflating my title without thought. “Just covering a shift for a friend right now.”

“Ah! A chef! Come in here, stat! We need your help!” a lively woman said with short blonde hair, high heels that made her almost as tall as me, and a blue dress. She took me by my arm and led me inside the house with such force I nearly dropped the pizzas.

“Easy, Mandy…” one of the five women warned as the rest giggled.

“What, um, what’s going on here? What’s the party for?” I asked as I took in the wild scene of women dancing in the living room and more outside smoking and laughing in the back yard around a small fire pit. I had to do a double-take before I realized there weren’t any men here, like not one.

Except me…

“This?” Mandy said, displaying the interior of the house with a wave of her hand, “This is a divorce party.”

I made a face, “Never knew that was a thing, but now that I have it, I think they are my new favorite kind of party.”

Mandy giggled a glittery sound and squeezed my arm tighter. She guided me to the kitchen, but my eyes lingered behind, catching on ever skimpy dress and twerking ass on the dance floor.

“Mmmm, you smell nice. Is that vanilla?” Mandy said, palming at my biceps as she took a deeper whiff.

“Yeah, I was actually going out after this delivery.”

“Oh, so that’s why you’re looking so scrumptious,” Mandy laughed and spanked a hand to my ass. I blinked in surprise, and Mandy almost fell over laughing as she held my arm tighter. I smiled, and my face turned a shade of pink. The touch may have been unsolicited, but it definitely wasn’t unwelcomed.

“Down girl,” the first woman, Darcy, said to Mandy. “You’ll have to excuse Mandy, she’s a bit of a slut.”

Mandy rounded on the woman. Her petite frame made her anger almost comical, “I am not!” then she eyed me carefully and softened her expression. “All though, for the right man I could be…”

“Whoa, uh, where do you want me to put this?” I asked wide-eyed.

The kitchen counters and dining room tables were packed with silver serving platters of catered food. The huge open-style kitchen was cluttered with empty shot glasses, champagne glasses, and bottles of wine. This party had been going on for some time.

“Oh, here, darling. I’ll take them,” Darcy said as she walked from behind me. Grabbing the box of pizza, she walked over to the corner of the room where a full trash bag of empty cans sat and dropped the pizza box on the floor. “What was the bill?”

“Hm? Oh,” I said, blinking and trying to stay focused as my eyes wanted to wander the party, and my mind was racing to catch up with what the hell was going on. “$21.26,” I said, glancing at the receipt.

Darcy nodded and retrieved her purse. A coy smile lingered in the corner of her lips as she sifted through the small pocketbook. “So you had plans after this?”

There was weird dynamic at play in the air between us. At nineteen years old and a college student, I guessed that every woman in this house was my senior by at least ten years—probably closer to fifteen to twenty years. With that said, though, I was barely within their league. These weren’t soccor moms and middle class slobs. A simple glance over the gorgeous women, their expensive dresses, and designer purses revealed that these were all trophy wives.

“I did,” I admitted.

Darcy pealed three crisp one-hundred dollar bills from her pocketbook and placed them in my palm. “How about you stick around here for a while instead. I can introduce you to some friends.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, trying not to sound too eager as I pocketed the cash.

Texting my friends that I was going to be a bit was the easiest thing I had ever done. I felt my phone blow up in my pockets as dozens of replies vibrated almost nonstop, but I didn’t care. I was on cloud nine.

Darcy chaperoned me around the party, introducing me to a few of the dozens of women there. Even in my ‘dressed up’ club clothes, I felt underdressed. All the women wore cocktail dresses, and though they ranged from ten to twenty years my senior, they looked amazing.

“And this…” Darcy said, teasing out her final introduction. “This is the divorcee herself. The Cougar of Montgomery.”

Lisa scoffed and shook her head with a smile at her friend as she took my hand in greeting.

“Lisa is fine. Just call me Lisa,” she said. Lisa appeared to be in her late thirties but had the body of a woman ten years younger. Her flowing brunette hair hung over one shoulder, and her black dress accented her marvelous breasts, thick hips, and fat ass. It was a struggle to keep eye contact.

“So, your ex-husband must have been a real douchebag if you’re having this kind of party to celebrate leaving the piece of shit,” I said.

Darcy’s face brightened as she looked at Lisa and laughed. Lisa pointed to me with a wide grin. “I like this one!”

Over the next hour, Lisa gave me a tour of the downstairs of her house as she described the horror of a marriage she had to some asshole name Todd. Verbal abuse, affairs, and blackmail are the least of her problems. Darcy made frequent trips to our conversations to feed us new drinks or shots and added how now the cheating bastard was gone forever, and Lisa was a rich single lady. More than a few stray eyes I caught staring in my direction, including a sultry red-headed woman with enormous breasts. I did my best to focus on Lisa, though, as she showed the greatest amount of interest.

“Well, fuck that guy!” I shouted over the blaring music. We had found a couch in the back of the living room to sit and talk as the women grew more intoxicated. I touched glasses with Lisa, “To new beginnings.”

“To new beginnings!” she replied before we each downed our drinks.

Lisa’s eyes narrowed on me after a shared silence, “You want to go see my bedroom?”


CHAPTER EIGHTY-NINE




Lisa leaned on me as we staggered over to the bed, and she pushed me down onto my backside. The divorcee mounted me and began stripping me down like a ravenous lion. Buttons popped from my shirt, the stitching of my undershirt stretched as it was peeled off of my head, and she tore my belt from my jeans like she was starting a lawnmower. It was safe to say that Lisa knew what she wanted.

Trying to keep up, I slid my hands up her thick thighs and lifted her loose-fitted dress over her ass, and my fingers melted into her plush fat ass. She purred a note of approval as she leaned forward, kissing me deep as my fingers massaged her ass. Running my fingers down the crack of her ass, they paused when they lingered over the shaved, tender flesh of her pussy lips. I could feel the heat radiating from them as I rubbed a small circle in her.

“Ooooohhh…” Lisa cooed, arching her back. “You have no idea I’ve been waiting for this. God, I haven’t been fucked in months.”

Her hand reached between her thighs and rubbed between my pants and boxers, massaging the ever-growing bulge.

I smacked her ass cheek just hard enough to test the waters to see if she was into it. She gave a playful yelp and giggled.

“Well, come on, then,” I said, shoving my jeans and boxers to the floor.

“Yes, sir,” she said with a toying smirk.

Lisa’s lips went agape when her gentle fingers wrapped around the thick girth of my shaft. A fire lit in the corner of her eyes as she bit her lower lip while beginning to stroke me.

“Jesus, you young guys get so fucking hard. It’s like a goddamn iron rod,” she gasped. Slowly, she fed the tip of my cock in between her pussy lips but lingered there, teasing herself and me as she circled her hips. “Is this what you want, baby? You want this cougar’s pussy?”

I responded by gripping her fat ass with both fists and pressing down as I lifted my hips. The torturous grin she wore disappeared when my cock speared inside her. The tight, moist warmth of her pussy hugged my cock, but my groans were drowned out by the high-pitched moans Lisa squealed. Her back arched as she howled to the ceiling.

“Oh my god!” she cried.

Pressing down on my feet, I lifted my hips as I fucked her hard and repeatedly. My cock pistoning in and out of her pussy as my palms pressed down on her lower back, keeping her hips in place.

“Ah ah ah ah ah! Fuck! Yes! Fuck me!” she screamed.

There was a brief roar outside at the party. A sound that competed with the loud thumping music, but we ignored it. We both were too focused on the moment. Lisa had gotten over the shock of it all and braced her hands on my shoulders as she rocked back and forth in sync with my thrust. My hips clapped against her body with every buck making her tits bounce in unison as they fought to escape her dress.

“Yes, yes! Fucking wreck me! I fucking love it hard—ugh, god!” she screamed through gritted teeth. “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god! I’m cumming!”

The jittering movement in her thighs turned violent when she straightened her legs and her thighs clamped together above my hips. I tried to pull her back to me, but her legs were too strong, and so was her orgasm.

“Oh… god!” she screamed as her eyes rolled back in her head.

It was about five seconds after her orgasm passed and her body relaxed back to mine that the door barged open.


CHAPTER NINETY




“Ugh—Darcy!” Mandy complained with a hint of annoyance in her tone. Mandy was the first through the door and stumbled as if she was shoved.

“What? Someone pushed me,” Darcy said with a smile, though no one was crowded behind her as she strolled into the room.

“You guys!” Lisa yelled, but there was a hint of a laugh in her voice. She quickly shucked her skirt down to cover her glistening sex but made no effort to cover my nakedness.

“What? We heard screaming,” Darcy shrugged as she approached the side of the bed. “Thought there might be a fire or something.”

“Darcy…” Lisa laughed, shaking her head before burying her face in my shoulder.

Mandy gasped, “Look at how big he is,” she whispered as she approached the side of the bed closest to me. Instinctively, I shied away, turning toward Lisa, but Mandy brushed her blonde hair over her shoulder as she sat on the edge of the bed.

Lisa giggled, “Mandy! Boundaries!”

“What? I’m bored down there. What’s the point of parties if there’s no men at them,” she whined.

Darcy rolled her eyes with her arms folded across her chest, “Slut,” but then her gaze caught on the sight of my cock, and the corner of her lips curled up. “He is rather large… not the biggest I’ve seen but certainly big for his age…”

Mandy smacked her lips and glared at Darcy through slitted eyes, “And I’m the slut?”

“I’m sorry,” Darcy cocked her head and popped a hip out, “who was the one who blew two security guards at the same time at the concert last year because ‘you needed something in your mouth?’”

“Oh my god! That was like a year ago!” Mandy grumbled.

Lisa considered my nakedness for the first time and rolled over to partially cover me with her chest and legs.

“Um, guys!” Lisa said, “Kinda busy right now!”

“We know,” Mandy said. Her hand explored my bare thigh with a light touch. “we just were sick of just listening…”

“Mandy! Why were you listening!” Lisa snapped.

“Come on, Lisa,” Darcy said, sitting on the edge of the bed and slumping over Lisa’s thigh. “All the prudes and stuck-up girls went home an hour ago. Maybe the three of us can share…”

Lisa pursed her lips and shook her head as she snickered before looking up at me.

“Well, what do you think?” Lisa asked.

My adrenaline had been spiking since the door barged open, and it was finally beginning to subside enough for me to hold a coherent thought. And that thought was I can’t believe I’m naked in a room with this many beautiful women. This was not something that happened. This was something I would watch on a porno and have to suspend reality just to bust a nut from the scene. However whatever confidence and bravado I had minutes ago when it was just Lisa and I was gone as, I began to wonder what the sexual experience these three middle-aged women had compared to myself. But at the end of the day—I was a nineteen-year-old man… what the fuck else am I going to say?

“Yeah, I’m down,” I blurt out. My words were met with a delightful glitter of giggles shared between the three women, and my cheeks pinkened a bit.

“Aren’t you adorable? Come here,” Lisa said, placing a hand on my chest as she curled into me and kissed me. As the kiss grew into something more, I felt small hands paw at one thigh, turning me to my back while another set of hands pushed my other leg flat to the mattress.

“Oh my god,” Mandy giggled, “You must really be down for this. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a cock throb so hard.”

“Look at that vein going down the bottom,” Darcy chuckled, and I felt her light touch tracing the vein down the base of my shaft.

Lips pecked kisses, then licked around the tip of my cock while two hands began to stroke the base of my shaft. After several minutes of this, Darcy’s black hair and white dress appeared over Lisa’s shoulder as she unzipped Lisa’s dress and pealed her friend naked. Without missing a beat, my hands fell to her exposed breasts, and I felt the warm, soft skin as I rubbed over them. Lisa giggled, breaking away from our kiss to look at her best friend over her shoulder. They smiled at one another before they began kissing. Darcy’s hands rubbed over my hands and encouraged me to grope Lisa’s chest rougher and mash her breasts into her chest.

Mandy combed her long blonde hair, which continued to fall into her face to one side over her shoulder as her head bobbed up and down on my lap. Saliva dripped down my shaft as her mouth squeezed around the head of my throbbing cock. It was then when I groaned and rolled my eyes to the ceiling, that I saw the others. About five or six other women gathered at the doorway. Their wine glasses and bottles of beer were in their hands as they whispered and giggled to one another while they observed.

“You guys…” Lisa cupped a hand over her giggling mouth when she spotted her audience, but her pink cheeks gasped when Darcy slid her hands between Lisa’s thighs and began circling her clit repeatedly. “Oh, fuck…”

Having received acknowledgment rather than admonishment, the group of women slowly slipped further into the room and made themselves comfortable around the foot of the bed.

“Oh, aren’t you a cute thing,” a red-haired woman with a voluptuous body said, finishing off her glass of wine as she sidled to my side. She had a soft southern accent that tweezed out the last syllable of every sentence. “Come here, honey. I want to taste those lips.”

Leaning over me, her red hair shrouded the others from my sight as we kissed. I tasted the fruity remnants of her drink as her cool tongue formed to mine and her hand rubbed down my chest.

“Ohhhh god… Darcy…” Lisa sang in a warning tone.

“Come on, girl,” Darcy replied with a devious curl to the corner of her lips. The tips of her middle three fingers vibrated on her best friend’s clit.

“Oh my god, she’s gonna cum,” a spectator whispered to another in the background.

The red-head lifted from the kiss at the same time as Mandy lifted from my cock to watch the divorcee suffer a trembling orgasm.

“Ffuuuuuck!” Lisa screamed with closed eyes and a convulsing body. Her pleasure was met with sporadic applause, laughter, and cheers. Lisa blushed and looked over her shoulder at Darcy glaring eyes and a smile through clenched teeth. “I can’t believe you did that to me.”

Darcy laughed and planted a kiss on Lisa’s cheek, “It’s a new you now. Time to try new things, right? Oop!”

Mandy had snuck behind Darcy during all the commotion and tackled the woman to the bed from behind, pressing Darcy’s face to the mattress beside my knee.

“Mandy!” Darcy complained, but Mandy already had Darcy’s white dress unzipped, which was falling off of her.

“Time to try new things, right?” Mandy giggled as she slipped fingers inside Darcy’s pussy from behind.

“Oh, fuuuck, no, Don’t let me be just another victim of Mandy’s slutty ways…” Darcy whined as everyone giggled and watched. Mandy must have slowed her touch because Darcy’s eyes open and snapped over her shoulder at Mandy angrily. “Well, now that you started, don’t stop!”

The laughter continued, and before long, Mandy was kissing Darcy’s neck as she finger fucked the woman from behind.

“Here, you want a taste?” the red-haired woman asked when she caught my gaze lingering on her massive breasts, “You’ve been staring at them all night, after all.”

She untied her dress from behind her neck and unleashed her massive and marvelous breasts. The areolas were wide and pink, and her nipple was soft and hardening. My lips took the left nipple in and suckled on it, and I watched the woman’s eyes widen as a soft coo escaped her lips.

“There you go, suck on them, baby,” another woman laughed as she reached down and groped the redhead’s other breast.

I couldn’t see but suddenly felt a flurry of motion down below. People sitting on the bed. Hands pushing my legs this way and that. Different hands took turns pumping my shaft, different lips took turns kissing and sucking my cock, and my lips were switching between large breasts and redhead’s pouty lips. About the time I realized the woman who was riding my cock in the reverse cowgirl position was a complete stranger to me, I knew this party had turned a corner into something else entirely.


CHAPTER NINETY-ONE




Within ten minutes of laughter, hooting, and hollering, all the women in the room were stripped as naked as I was, and the large bedroom became a graphic scene of debauchery that would shame most porn scenes. In the loveseat by the window, two women in their late forties made out wildly as they competed to finger the other to orgasm first.

Spilled between the doorway and the foot of the bed, Mandy was on top of another blonde in a 69 position, and they had been moaning through muffled screams for some time now. Lisa was on her back on the bed, lying prostrate beside my big-titted redhead, whom I learned her name was Amber. The naked pair of ladies looked like the most arousing Renaissance painting I had ever seen. Two women were on their knees with their faces pressed between Lisa’s thighs. The number of orgasms she had already had was approaching double digits. It seemed every woman wanted their chance to make the recent divorcee cum.

I gripped Amber’s ankles and spread her legs as I pumped my cock in and out of her pussy relentlessly.

“Fuck yes! God. Dammit. Jesus. Christ! Ugh!” Amber groaned through gritted teeth as my body slammed into hers. My long hard cock forced inside her with every thrust, spreading her clenching walls. “Give it to me baby, yes! Fuck me hard!”

Moans sprouted from one side of the room and then the other as every woman took turns with their orgasm. I had already fucked three different women tonight and received blow jobs from three others.

I gritted my teeth as I did my best to keep from cumming from all the things I saw and heard in that room. Darcy circled behind me, her hand rubbing across my ass and planted wet kisses on my shoulder blades and neck like she was the whisperer of the orgy. For a moment, she leaned over Amber, their breasts mashing into another as they exchanged a lingering kiss. Darcy brought her fingers to Amber’s clit and made quick circles as I fucked her, and almost immediately, Amber’s pitch in her screams heightened.

“Oh, fuuuck, god—I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m—” Amber gasped as I slammed hard, rough thrusts inside her. She inverted her knees while I continued to hold her ankles and I felt her pussy clamp even harder on my shaft. As I bucked forward into her, she squeezed and forced my cock out of her as a squirt of juices sprayed on the bed, and a violent shimmer went through her body. “Goddd!” she screamed.

“Oh my god, Amber!” Darcy yelled with a goofy smile on her face. Her hand continued to molest Amber’s clit, which kept her in a perpetual state of pleasure, but others stopped what they were doing to look over.

“Did she just squirt!?” one of the two girls between Lisa’s thighs asked.

“God, I’ve never seen a woman actually do that before,” the other girl giggled.

I was so close to the edge I was focused on finishing strong. With sweat dripping down my forehead, I smashed my cock into her hard. Watching her jiggling tits bounce into one another and nearly bounce in her chin with every thrust put me over the edge as I let myself gold. And just as quickly as I started to cum, I stopped as a vice grip of a hand squeezed the base of my cock and pressed on my gooch.

“Ah!” I groaned, opening my eyes. To see Darcy’s face inches from mine. A wicked smile sketched on her lips as she clamped down on my throbbing cock, preventing my orgasm.

“Oh, no, no, no, no, young man…” Darcy shook her head. “You don’t get just get to cum in whoever you want.” She turned and waved the girls between Lisa’s legs away. “Tonya, Alexa, move.”

A nervous smile sprouted on Lisa’s lips as she shook her head, “Darcy! Are you crazy!?”

Darcy winked at her friend, “New experiences. Time for you to be filled by a real man,” then she turned and winked at me.

When Darcy released my cock, I could finally breathe normally, but the orgasm was not only gone, but the unexpected rough handling of my shaft had made my shaft begin to soften. With a shove forward, I walked between Lisa’s legs, who was shaking her head sheepishly. Her hair was already a mess from the previous orgasms, and a sheen of sweat glistened on her forehead. Reaching down, she gently took my shaft in her hand and stroked it back to life.

“Oh, don’t act like being bred isn’t one of your biggest fantasies, Lisa. Don’t lie!” Darcy goaded over my shoulder.

Lisa’s eyes went wide, and her cheeks turned a bright pink, “Darcy!”

The room hooted and hollered as slowly all the women were turning their attention to us. I felt my cock flex in her grip as she fed the tip between her pussy lips. My eyes met hers as I pressed deeper inside her, and I watched her squint and wince as I flexed deep inside her hole.

My hands slipped around her hips as I thrust in and out of her tight, sopping-wet hole. She held her breath for a long several seconds before throwing her head back, “Oh fffffuuuckkkk!”

“That a girl!” Mandy cheered as she sidled to my side.

“Go on, fuck her hard. Give it to her,” another woman said on my other side.

Amber rolled to Lisa’s side and tongued Lisa’s nipple as another woman sidled to her opposite side to do the same with her other breast. Biting my lower lip, I bucked my hips harder, feeling a familiar urge to release beginning to build. Hands rubbed over the muscles on my back, shoulders, and arms as Darcy kissed the back of my neck.

“That’s it, baby. Fill her up. Cum inside her. Fill her with your seed,” Darcy whispered like a devil on my shoulder.

Lisa looked up at me with begging eyes. Her entire body rocked with every thrust inside of her. We had been swarmed by the naked women. Multiple hands rubbed over my arms and chest while more yet held Lisa’s legs apart and her arms between pairs of breasts. It was like all of us had formed into one being as I neared the edge of no return.

“Oh my god, yes!” Lisa moaned as women suckled at her nipples, and I bucked inside her. “Fuck—yes, fill me up, baby. God—cum inside me!”

A switch flipped in my brain, and I fucked into her with hard pounding thrusts.

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god!” Lisa repeated as a pained expression came over her face before her back arched and her eyes rolled backward. “C—cumming!”

“That a girl!”

“Woo!”

“Ooo, look at her shake!” the others shouted.

At the same time I released a groan as I buried my cock deep inside her and felt it flex and throb uncontrollably. Strings of my milky cum filled her up with every flex as I emptied my balls inside her.

“Mmmmm!”

“Fuck, that’s hot!”


CHAPTER NINETY-TWO




The next morning was slow going. By the time I woke up, half of the women had already left. The other half lingered and traded stories of the night before. I received more than a few compliments and hints of attending similar parties in the future.

After Lisa and I had come together, everyone collapsed in a naked sprawl of bodies on the bed and the loveseat. They traded jokes and told stories as their hands still wandered each other’s naked bodies, enjoying the moment. I watched Lisa laugh around with the others while she slowly rubbed a hand over her soaked pussy lips. Drips of my cum dribbled from her as she did. We fell asleep like that after an hour. Bodies pressed to one another as each person fell asleep one by one.

The next morning, when the conversation became more personal, I slowly gathered my things and left quietly. The bright morning sun was dazzling as it took me several steps to reorient myself and find my car.

“Jim, wait,” Lisa called from her front door. Tip-toeing out in her robe, she glanced around making sure no one watched the exchange while she wore her bathrobe and her hair was still full of sex from the night before. She handed me a scrap piece of paper with her name and number written in the middle of a drawn heart. “Maybe we’ll see each other again sometime.”

“I’d like that,” I replied with a smile. I leaned in and kissed her, and she kissed me back hard and long. When she finished, she pulled me close and whispered in my ear.

“I still feel your cum inside me,” Lisa gave me a devious grin before quickly walking back inside her house. I shook my head in disbelief of what the last few hours of my life had been like and continued to my car. Pulling out my phone from my pocket, I saw dozens of texts from my friends.

Adam

‘Bro! Where were you last night!? There were so many girls at the bar. You missed it!’

I scoffed and snickered to myself as I sat in my car. I wouldn’t tell my friends what happened because I doubted they would ever believe me. Glancing one last time at the house, I didn’t know if I would ever experience anything like this again, but I knew I never could forget the night I met the Cougar of Montgomery.
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CHAPTER NINETY-THREE




Ibumped and rolled in the sack as I was dragged along the forest for what felt like hours. It had been long enough that I stopped wondering about who kidnapped me and why, but I could only ponder over my own ailments. The cuts, bruises, and broken bones I sustained in the capture and the travel since.

It was only weeks prior that I had set out on my adventure, leaving my village and family behind. Being eighteen now, I had a choice, if you could call it that. Be forced to marry one of the three girls of my approximate age and of no relation to me, then purchase land to farm on loan from either my father or my homely bride’s father. From there, my life would have been decided for me. Enslaved to my debts, I would spend decades farming to pay off the dowry I owed for a wife I did not want and land I did not choose, only to have children of my own–not out of desire but out of necessity for cheap labor.

Given this grim-sounding future, I renounced my pitiful inheritance, and my father renounced me. My village cast me out, and I left gratefully. Living off the berries I picked, the leaves I boiled, and the game I could hunt with my bow, I walked for weeks south. Farther south than any man in my village had ever gone into the thick woods. There were towns beyond the forest, or so traders told us when they came through. Large towns with trade and markets–each ten times the size of the pitiful village I scrounged about all my life. Oh, how I longed to see something so wondrous. My excitement and foolhardiness might have proved to be my folly, though. Instead of following the long, winding trail around the Tormented Forest as the traders did, I cut through the land.

After all, I have been through many woods to hunt as a teen; why fear this one? I thought.

I barely made it a day’s walk into the Tormented Forest before being swept up. I was a strong man and a survivor, but that didn’t make me a warrior. At six feet tall, brown-haired, and well-muscled, I could deter most fights before being challenged with my youth. That said, I had never held a sword or shot a bow at anyone other than a deer. If my captor was a true warrior, I would stand little chance against him. I got only a glance at my taker before the burlap sack was wrapped around me. I must’ve hit my head because it looked like a woman, but that could not be. She was taller and broader-shouldered than any woman I had seen. My eyes were surely just making a fool of myself. But that didn’t matter anymore.

The burlap sack and I inside it struck a downed tree and rolled over it, crashing to the ground with a thud. I groaned, and I heard a horse neigh in response.

I am a fool for leaving my village. I left with the clothes on my back, my bow, and five arrows, and now I’m about to lose all of those things, plus my life, all in pursuit of adventure. A fool’s tale, this is…

“Haughty!” a voice called out. “Is what you caught inside that sack?”

“It is,” my captor replied as she mercifully slowed to a halt.

“You fool! You could have broken him!”

“A man broken so easily isn’t a man at all.”

I panted and struggled to right myself inside the sack. When I finally thought I had succeeded, suddenly, the sack was pulled, and I was dumped out onto the dirt like a sack of potatoes. Coughing into the dirt, I rolled to my backside. Setting sunlight cut between the many women who stood over me, each peered down on me with inquisitive expressions, but it wasn’t their beautiful faces or gorgeous figures that caught my attention first; it was their size.

Tall, lean, and long of reach, every single one of them. The shortest among them must have been six feet tall. Scantily dressed, they walked without fear of harassment from men, and it was easy to see why–besides their size, they each carried a spear or sword at their side. Dozens of them. Perhaps this was a dream. Why would so many sizeable women be dressed like harlots but armed like warriors?

“See? Not broken,” Haughty, my captor, announced, self-satisfied. She was black of hair that was cut short so it brushed her shoulders. Her face was angled in a permanent scowl as she stared down at me.

“Ugh, Haughty, you will be the death of us all,” another woman said, stepping forward. “He is barely in one piece!”

Haughty shrugged dismissively and disappeared into the crowd of dozens who had formed a circle around me.

“My name is Andeese. What is your name?” the second woman asked.

“Daniel,” I said hesitantly. “Where am I? Why have I been taken?”

“I apologize for your treatment thus far,” Andeese replied, her eyes undoubtedly searching the crowd for Haughty to glare at. “As for the answers you seek, they must wait. You require care for your injuries.”

Andeese’s fingers gently touched my arms, body, and legs, inspecting me like a mother would after a bad fall.

“Izabella,” she called, and a younger woman about my age stepped forward. “See to this boy. Make him well.”

“Yes, mother,” Izabella said with a brief bow.


CHAPTER NINETY-FOUR




It wasn’t until I was carried into one of the larger keeps on the far side of their village that I felt the pain in my leg sing louder than the rest of my pains. Several women fussed around me inside the hut, whispering and giggling at my struggles to not cry out in pain. They started a small fire in the fireplace but were dismissed when Izabella entered. She spent several minutes mixing potions and grinding herbs and various leaves with a bald rock and stone before bringing a tonic to me to drink.

I pulled back reflexively, “What is it?”

“A tonic for your wounds,” the girl replied. She batted her eyelashes, and a soft smile crept onto her lips. “I will not harm you. I give you my word.”

It was strange. Despite my recent kidnap and treatment in travel, I found myself believing Izabella’s words completely. Reluctantly, I took the small cup and downed the bitter liquid. Izabella’s smile grew slightly, and I was immediately ensorcelled.

Now, I must remove your shirt,” she said as she was already doing so. Izabella hissed a sympathetic sound as she saw a checkerboard of black, off-green, and purple bruises covering my arms, chest, and back. “Ooo… You are fragile.”

I shrugged, “When hit against the ground repeatedly, I tend to break before the Earth does.”

“Hm, it is so,” Izabella said as she mixed an ointment together. With a wooden bowl in one hand, she knelt beside me and applied the balm to my bruises. Her palm was gentle as it rubbed over my skin. When she leaned close to apply it to my neck, I could smell her natural odor of lilacs and berries and felt my heart palpate in my chest. Izabella’s top was blue and was barely half a shirt. The two folds crossed below her cleavage, hardly covering her ample breasts. Her belly was exposed, revealing a piercing on her belly button that was a silver chain of emeralds that dangled several inches lower.

Licking my lips, I adjusted my position slightly as I felt a warmth fill me. Izabella closed her eyes and parted her lips for several seconds as her hands continued to rub my neck and shoulders despite there being nothing left to rub into me. Suddenly, she blinked, saw me staring at her, and quickly stood, returning to her table of supplies.

“We, uh, we must remove your pants now,” she flicked a look at me. “I must see your leg.”

“Uh, I don’t- um,” I hesitated, glancing down at my lap, but before I could manage a response, Izabella was at my side. In one swift motion, she tore the fabric at the seams, and I was naked. I covered myself feebly. The act of tearing my pants off was concerningly easy for her, and yet she knelt at my side, panting and struggling to hide it. 

Taking my foot in her lap, she found the break in my ankle and carefully set the bone, splinted it, and began to wrap it in a strong material. I didn’t know if it was the tonic she gave me or the level of my infatuation with her, but I barely felt the pain of my wounds. My eyes followed the curve of her smooth skin along her thick thighs. The blue skirt she wore was long on one side but was raised to just below her hips on the other side. It allowed me to see her long leg and left a shadow beneath her skirt where her sex was. I felt my manhood grow and flex beneath my hands and failed to hide it.

Izabella was about to begin applying the healing ointment to the bruises on my legs when she staggered from her kneeling position and caught herself.

“Are–are you okay?” I asked, concerned.

She blinked, rolling her eyes and taking a deep breath, “Yes, just–I was dizzied.” She regained her composure and smiled coyly at me. The crackling fire shadowed the gentle curves of her face as night fell outside, “You are very kind to ask.”

Not knowing what to say, I remained silent, and she began applying the lotion to me. She began with my ankles and calves, but when she neared my thighs, I was throbbing so hard I worried I’d injure myself. Izabella leaned over me. Her lips were inches from mine. Her shirt dangling open for me to see her swaying breasts beneath her clothes. I felt a drip of pre-cum ooze from the tip of my penis and saw a weakness form in Izabella’s eyes as she stared into mine. It was a rabid desperateness I had never seen before, as if she was drunk at my sight.

Her hand slipped up my inner thigh where I had no bruises, and I felt her fingers brush on the underside of my ball sack. Lips parted and breathing heavily, Izabella rolled my testicles between her fingers for several seconds before her exploring touch raised to my shaft. 

She leaned forward as I did in a trance, and we kissed. Her warm lips matched mine as our tongues met and tasted another. Her fingers dragged up my shaft to the tip and back down several times before I felt her fingers close around me. A shiver went through her, and she groaned into our kiss when my cock flexed in her palm, and she stroked me slowly and with passion. 

“Let me see you,” she said, breaking from the kiss with hope in her eyes as she glanced down. It was then I realized my hands still covered myself. Removing them, I saw the wonder and excitement in Izabella’s eyes as she continued to stroke me. The intensity of her attention was as intoxicating as her touch. I had never been with a woman before. There were so few in my village that I could barely even speak to anyone outside of the purview of my family. Now, this gorgeous woman couldn’t get enough of me.

My hands reached out to touch her breasts but they moved too timidly for her. Izabella pounced upon me with alarming speed and strength. Kissing me hard, she stroked me with one hand while lying on top of me. I panted as I watched her hike her skirt up, revealing her glistening tight lips. 

A million questions passed through my mind at once and with speed that made it difficult to focus. There were a thousand reasons for me to stop what she was doing to me and only one reason not to, but that one reason was powerful at that moment. I felt the warmth and moisture of her pussy as she fed the tip of my cock between her pussy lips. I gasped as I entered her.

“Ohhhh…” Izabella moaned as she threw her head back. I gripped her hips but could do little to nothing compared to her strength. Even if I wanted to stop her, I couldn’t. The deeper down my shaft she slid, the more lost I became in the tight walls of her dripping sex. 

“Ohhh my God, yes. Deeper!” she demanded, then sat on my lap. “Oh fuck!”

I winced, worried that her screams would attract others–including Haughty, but there was no going back now. Izabella began to ride me. Her hips worked separately from her body, making her ass shake and waist circle me with every drop. The louder she moaned, the tighter I could feel her pussy walls squeeze on me.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Give it to me! Release inside me! Ohh!” she cried.

Her downward thrusts became so powerful that my thighs went numb and I worried a false move on my part could break a part of me in half. Then, between her thrusts and while watching her perfectly sculpted breasts bounce nearly free from her blue shirt, I felt the surge in my crotch and the pleasure permeate everywhere else.

“Ugh, cumming. I’m cumming,” I grunted.

Izabella lowered her hips and arched her back, ensuring every inch of me was inside her as my cock spasmed and my cum spurted inside her. Immediately, her eyes rolled backward, and the whites of her eyes twitched as her body spasmed.

“Oh my God, oh my God–yes! I–I feel it inside me!” she gasped, her palm rubbing over her belly and down her pelvis. Shock struck her face as she doubled over with a violent tremor. “I’m… I’m cumming!”

With her thighs clamped to my sides and her body pressing down, I was trapped. We stayed in this position for several minutes. My cock was still inside her and slowly softening. When she finally released me and stood, Izabella adjusted her clothing and gathered her bowls, herbs, and other items.

My head still spun from the excitement, but I had the wherewithal to ask before she left, “Um, Iz-Izabella, right?”

She paused, smiling down at me as if I was a pet, “Yes, this is my name.”

“Is there another set of clothes for me?” I asked, glancing at my torn pants.

“You will get clothes later. First, you must wash,” Izabella said as she left the keep with arms full of her supplies.

“Wash?” I repeated.

“I hear your name is Daniel,” an aggressively accented voice said. A figure stepped from the shadow of night outside and into the keep. Her golden hair matched the tethers of golden fabric that hung from her shoulders and was barely enough to hide the hard nipples on her massive, plump breasts. The areolas were pink to purple and obvious. While Izabella was skinny and about my age, this woman was easily twice my age, with more curves to her, but easily the most sexy woman I had spoken to.

“My name is Tanica,” she said. A mischievous smile grew on her lips as she looked me over. “It sounds like you are ready for your bath.”
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Sorority Toy


"Do you want a beer?" Alice asked.

"Um, sure," I said, my eyes unable to focus on just one woman as I walked through the sorority house. The pre-game party was in the early stages as the night was still early. I didn't have to interview for the free-use position I applied for as one of my exes recommended me, but that also meant I never received any details on exactly what it was.

Did they think I was like Magic Mike and going to dance for them or something? Man, they will be sorely disappointed if so. 

While I was fit and athletic, I was far from a builder physique, and my dancing skills were best used in the dark corners of nightclubs. I followed Alice through a buffet of blondes, brunettes, and a couple of raven-haired ladies who, aside from a few features here or there, looked like carbon copies of another. Not that I was complaining. If I were going to make clones of anyone, it would be these 18 to 22-year-old sorority girls with perfect bodies, amazing tits, and sculpted booties for their plentiful Instagram selfies. The bass of the hip-hop music pounded through the floor and walls, and the dozens of women ground their hips

on another as they danced and sipped at their first beers.

Alice reached into the fridge and slid a corona across the granite island countertop that was already cluttered by several half-drunk beers.

"Cheers," Alice said, raising her beer over the island.

I shrugged, "Cheers," and clinked glasses. The lip of the beer was a few inches from my mouth when a woman stumbled into me and nearly batted my beer to the floor. I tried to look where I had spilled it, but the brunette-haired woman clasped my cheeks between her hands and pulled her lips to mine. We kissed, stiffly at first, as I was in perpetual shock before I allowed her tongue into my mouth and kissed her back. The wet kiss lasted only a few more seconds before she separated with a goofy grin followed by a laugh. Several of the surrounding women cheered and whooped in approval.

"Sarah, what the fuck?" Alice knitted her eyebrows as she swatted at a beer stain on the shoulder of her shirt.

"Oh, sorry, Alice," Sarah said, "I just wanted a taste before he gets too worn in."

"Worn in?" I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

Sarah ignored my words and existence, returning to her circle of friends across the kitchen. I was still

in shock and trying to figure out what the kiss meant when Alice saw my shocked

curiosity.

"First time as a Free-Use Toy?" she asked.

"Huh? Yeah. Sorry about the beer; I, um, didn't even see her coming," I said, taking a sip from my drink.

"It's not a Sorority pre-game party if half the girls don't change their clothes before going

out," Alice sighed and rolled her eyes. "Still a couple hours until we leave."

I nodded, "So where are all the boys? I haven't seen one yet. I'd imagine there are boyfriends

and--what?"

Two new girls approached me and quickly pushed their way in front of me. One looked like a freshman, and the other a junior or senior. The older girl had brunette hair and plush lips that glistened with lip gloss and glitter speckling her cheeks. Her white crop top was a size too small and choked her large breast while close to showing off some of her under boobs.

"Don't mind, Rebecca. She's just showing our latest pledge their way around here," Alice said with a smirk.

Rebecca and the pledge went down to their knees without speaking to me and began undoing my belt and pulling my pants and boxers to my ankles. As if my nightmare and fantasy had collided to create a monstrosity of a moment, I looked around in horror as every college girl turned to see my naked body. Smiles, giggles, and whispers consumed the kitchen area as they took in the sight.

"So... your exe wasn't lying about you," Alice smirked, taking another swig of her beer. Her eyes lingered on my cock for several more seconds.

"I, um..." I was at a loss for words.

"This is the biggest one I've seen!" the blonde-haired pledge exclaimed with a bounce. Her perky apple-sized breasts bounced beneath her pink top. Rebecca slid her eyes up to mine from her kneeling position. The seductive smile was wide on her thick lips as if she knew how hot this was for me.

No words were necessary from me because my cock instantly began the flex from rope to staff like a fire hose growing taut. Before my mind could catch up to the moment, Rebecca's hand was stroking my shaft, and her wonderous lips were spreading around the tip of my

cock.

"You were saying something?" Alice asked.

"Was I?" I gasped as Rebecca popped her lips off my cock, and the pledge took her turn sucking my

cock.

Alice giggled. "Don't mind them; they'll move on shortly."

The pledge's narrow mouth sucked on my bulbous head like it was a lolly pop. Her tongue poked my urethra before lapping circles on my pink head. All the while, Rebecca pumped my stiff shaft with one hand while fondling my balls with the other.

Fuck! What if I don't want them to move on?

"Um.... I, um..." I groaned through squinted eyes, "I, uh, I was just asking about where the, um--shit. Am I the only guy here?"

“Yeah,” Alice said, finishing her current beer and opening another. “You have a problem with that?”
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