Sometimes the best anonymity can be found in a large crowd.  Like the crowd that fills this food court on such a rainy August Saturday afternoon.  The place is packed, people craning their necks to look for a place to sit and eat their McDonald’s or Sbarro’s.  But I have the best seat in the whole place.  I’m sitting at the table right in front of you.  You’re alone, I’m alone, and there’s no one between us.  You’re facing me, but you don’t see me.  But honey, am I seeing you!
Your long brown hair is pulled into a ponytail, leaving your gorgeous, angular face exposed.  It’s hot outside so you’re wearing a little white tank top with ‘Abercrombie’ stretched across your massive breasts.  You’re leaned forward a little bit, reading a magazine, and I can see right down into your cavernous cleavage.  God, I wish I could plunge a finger down that chasm.  The jean shorts you’re wearing are very short, indeed.  I can make out just a hint of material between your crossed legs.  The shorts leave miles of your tanned thighs visible and I can’t help imagine what they would feel like wrapped around my head.  Even the flip-flop dangling off your foot makes me want to suck your toes.
You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, and here you are; ten feet in front of me.  If you’d look up under my table, you wouldn’t be able to see the massive erection you’re giving me because I wore my Speedo under my pants.  I knew the plan today, so I came prepared.  I didn’t want to be walking around the mall with a giant chubby down the leg of my pants.
You close your magazine suddenly and rise.  My boner throbs even harder when I see the curve of your hips and the flat plane of your stomach peeking out between the bottom of your top and the low waistband of your shorts.  Your eyes sweep in a circle, looking for somewhere to throw your trash, and still you don’t see me.  I’m glad you don’t see me because I don’t know what I’d do if you did.

You weave away, into the crowd, and I follow a short while later.  Once we get out of the main press of the food court crowd, I fall in behind you and throb painfully against the confinement of my Speedo again.  Your ass is nothing short of breath-taking.  It’s full and round, and fills your jeans perfectly.  Shit, I don’t know how far I’ll be able to follow you.  I want to stay behind you, gazing at your divine body as you walk through the mall, swaying your hips back and forth.  But I also need to release this tension you’ve caused within me.  But if I duck into the bathroom, I’ll lose you.  I suppose I could go stake out your car until you leave.  Yeah, I think I”ll do that.  You’ve got me so fucking horny, babe.
I turn back toward the food court and go down the corridor to the bathrooms.  I take the farthest stall and lock the door behind me.  When the Speedos are pulled down I’m able to thicken and harden finally.  I cup a wad of toilet paper in my left hand and sit down on the toilet, pants pooled around my ankle, and begin to stroke myself slowly.  I call up the image of you sitting before me, with your delicious breasts almost resting on the table, and I begin to stroke faster.  God, you got me so hard.  This isn’t going to take much.  I pull up the memory of you walking through the mall, the beautiful sway of your tight ass.  But this time you’re not walking away from me.  You’re in the bathroom stall with me, facing away from my eager cock and you begin to pull your shorts down.  So slowly, so teasing, but steadily they make their way over the curve of your hips and before too long I’m presented with the bare cheeks of your ass.  A black thong is nestled between them, and when you bend forward to pull the shorts down to your feet, I get a glimpse of that narrow strip of fabric pulled between the swollen lips of your pussy.
Oh god, I wanted to see you pull the thong aside and take my throbbing dick into those sweet folds, but I can’t last that long.  Pumping faster, with the image of your naked ass in front of me, I press the wad of toilet paper to the tip of my cock just as I cum, sending my semen into the tissue.

Keeping my labored breathing quiet, I jerk a few more times to get the last drops of jizz out of my balls, wiping them from the head of my cock as they come.  Damn, baby, you’re so good at getting me off.  I wish I could show you what you did to me, how great our sex always was.  Maybe today will be the day.
I stuff myself back into the Speedo and fasten my pants.   The toilet flushes with a loud whoosh!, carrying with it the result of the euphoria you gave me.  I wash my hands and exit the bathroom, then the mall, to wait outside in my car, where I’m parked directly behind you.  Yeah, maybe today would be the day.
