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Introduction



Those that knew me would tell you I probably live one of the most boring lives. Ever.

I’ve never been with a man for longer than 24 hours. Since I was a little girl, whenever a boy tried to get too close to me, I would push them away and end the relationship before it even started.

But, there’s only so much a girl can take of this lonely life. When Michael, our boss first introduced me to Klaus, I would never have expected that handshake, that very handshake that filled me with goosebumps, would be what changed the course of my life forever.

But, when my new colleague discovers a secret I have been fighting to hide, will he run?

Better yet, when I discover the secret he’s been hiding… will I run, or could it be just what I need to break out of my shell?
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Chapter 1



My life consisted of the same boring schedule anyone would expect of a 51-year-old Spinster. Every morning, I would wake up, brush my teeth, sip on coffee on my way to work, endure an entire day at work (also known as hell), come home, read, sleep.

Repeat.

Except, I was not 51.

I suppose you could say I live the most monotonous life for a 25-year-old. At the prime of my life, I should be rocking up to work late, drenched in alcoholic fumes from the previous night out. Perhaps even start seeing the world, or finally consider dating—really, anything but the life I was living.

At one stage I was convinced this depressing life would continue, perhaps, until the day I died. That very quickly changed when one hunky German stud stepped into our office.

Everyone referred to me as Michael’s blue-eyed girl, and with good reason. I had never called in sick, all my work projects were completed ahead of time, and I was willing to give up whatever ‘free-time’ I had to work overtime for the company.

All my colleagues were right. I was the boss’s blue-eyed girl. But, where they were entirely off was that I'm sleeping with the man.

In fact, I humoured the rumours. It’s hard to be sleeping your way to the top when you’re still a virgin!

Yeah, I’m a 25-year-old, in the prime of my life, and I had never been touched.

That said, it did not come as a major surprise when, Michael, our boss, handed me the responsibility of taking the new intern under my wing and to teach him everything I knew. It did not come as a surprise; not to myself, or anyone else in the office.

I usually enjoy people shadowing me for a month. At least then, I have some company, even if most people end up ditching me for Frank by the end of the first week. Frank, that obnoxious prick.

But, with Klaus it was different. That excitement was not there, especially at the thought of him sitting with me for an entire week. It’s not that I didn’t want the company, but because I heard he was much older than I was!

What in the hell do I say to someone in their late 40s? A forty-something-year-old stuck in my cubicle all day for a whole month?

Should I call him sir? Uncle, perhaps?

I felt a soft tap on my shoulder. “Hi,”

I heard Michael’s overbearing voice approaching, so I figured my new intern had arrived.

I swirled my chair to face the new intern, and as my eyes caught sight of him, it took all the control I had in me to stop me from drooling at the sight.

Standing over me was perhaps the sexiest man I had ever seen! With a solid, muscular frame, blue eyes, and dimples that deepened as he smiled at me, Klaus was officially the hottest guy in the office.

Underneath that well-fitted, formal suit, I could tell lied a bad, bad boy. I could tell by the tattoos that penetrated the whiteness of his shirt. Not even that expensive shirt could hide the tattoo on his chest, and suddenly I found myself zoning into the man’s chest.

I cleared my throat, “Er, you must be Klaus?” At the most, the new intern looked like he was in his early thirties!

He smiled warmly. “Yep, and I’ll be shadowing you?”

My knees grew weak as I extended my hand and he swallowed my hand in his. The firmness in his handshake was enough to make me wet. “That’s correct. I’m Mary.”

Mary—I suppose my parents knew I would be a 25-year-old virgin.

He told me he was 47 years old when I asked his age, and my heart sank. The man was 21 years older than me. Even at the age of 47, I would never have guessed he was a day older than 31. Through his thick German accent—an accent that demanded power, Klaus spoke English well.

He carried a magnetic and energetic energy about him that drove me envious—one you would never expect of a 47-year-old.

It didn’t take me long to figure out that Klaus was an expert Javascript developer and did not need much of my help. He worked as a senior Java programmer in Germany and was apparently highly sought after according to Michael. If anything, it was I who needed help from him.

In. Every. Single. Way.

“Hey Mary,” Frank called out, deciding to make his annoying presence known after watching Klaus and I train for two weeks now.

If gaming were a sin, Frank would land up in the deepest pits of hell. He carried that grungy look you would expect from someone who spent their life obsessing over video games.

On some days, probably when Satan had possessed him, he actually brushed his hair. Those days did not come very often; I could probably count those days on my one hand. He would rock up with his sad attempt of looking presentable and made sure to be even more of a pain than usual.

“Yes, Frank,” I sighed. “Can I help you with anything?”

“Oh, has someone found themselves a new boyfriend,” Frank snorted, making sure the boss was well out of ear’s reach. His retort had the other two clowns in the cubicle next to me howling with laughter. God only knows what they do at work because every time I check, these clowns were playing online games.

I rolled my eyes. “Frank, unlike you, we are actually trying to work. Now, if you don’t mind, please leave.”

Frank, a devious grin forming on his lips, turned to Klaus. “Hey, new German guy. I would be careful of this one. Word has it she’s a lesbo so I wouldn't waste my time if I were you.” 

When I first joined the company, Frank was the first person to strike up a conversation with me. But, when the little man started becoming a bit too familiar, I pushed him away. To the point where I slapped him after he tried kissing me!

Klaus turned his chair and turned to face Frank, the geeky bully. “Little man,” he started, “that is no way to speak to a woman. Now, why don’t you walk back over to your desk or I’ll do it for you!” The instruction was clear—leave, or I will personally remove you.

Frank, a man not used to being challenged in this office, glared at Klaus, who was perhaps twice his size with large eyes. If you looked closely, you could spot the fear in Frank’s eyes.

The depth of Klaus's voice was enough to scare off even the biggest of bar brawlers.

“Um, thanks,” I said shyly to Klaus. I avoided all eye contact with the man at my inability to defend myself once Frank had left.

“Don’t mention it. I see America is still very backward and idiots like that guy still look down on people like us.”

My jaw dropped. “Wait… You’re—”

“No, I’m not.” Klaus laughed. “But, I will admit you suddenly became a lot more interesting!”

“No! Oh, my God. I'm not a lesbian!”

Klaus grinned deviously. “I believe you.”

He did not. I could tell by the naughty glint in his eye.

Suddenly it dawned on me. The man was freaking flirting with me.

How did I not pick up on this sooner!?

The way he pecked me on the cheeks every morning.

The way he sat so close to me. In fact, if he sat any closer, his body heat would have pulsated against my skin.

To the way he stared longingly at me whenever I explained one of the company policies to him.

The signs were all there, but I never believed a man as sexy as Klaus could be interested in me.

That’s when the older German intern became a lot more interesting in my eyes.

“What do you do for fun?” Klaus asked as we approached the end of our 4-week training session. It was a question I had never anticipated; one I didn’t get asked often—at least not from the people I want.

For a second, I toyed with the idea of lying and making up some story, one that might make my dull life seem a little more interesting.

“I don’t really go out much. I read, and… well, I watch Netflix as well on Fridays,” I said honestly.

“Damn,” Klaus said, hanging his head. “That’s a shame.”

I stared at Klaus, and I couldn't agree more with him. It really was a shame!

“I was hoping,” Klaus continued, “that you would be able to show me around? Perhaps, if you’re keen, we could get a drink or something on Friday…you know, to celebrate the end of my month shadowing you?”

I'm originally from California. I’ve lived in New York for almost 9 months now, and yet I knew as much about this city as the new intern.

Getting out may be just what I needed to let my hair loose. And, I couldn't think of anyone better than Klaus to discover more of this crazy city with.

“Sounds good. It’s a date.” Before I could stop myself, the words already escaped my lips. “No, I don’t mean like… not a date. I mean, yeah, we can go out…for drinks on Friday.”

Klaus chuckled playfully. “Aww, and here I thought I was lucky enough to have a beautiful girl ask me on a date! So, Friday, drinks after work?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah... Drinks after work.”
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Chapter 2



Friday casual day— the day where we may dress in our most casual clothes, although Frank and his entourage seemed to have adopted this rule every day.

Klaus arrived wearing tight short pants that showed off those sexy legs, a white short-sleeved shirt revealing all the tattoos on his arms and a pair of Carvellas. He looked like a hunky basketball player gone corporate.

His right arm was completely covered in tats. I could tell every one of his tattoos carried a meaning. Deep, meaningful ink intricately intertwined on his arm to create the perfect bad boy image of perfection. 

Daringly, I allowed my mind to get the better of me.

I imagined the tattoos Klaus held on that chest of his. As he approached me, I ran my eyes down his body and imagined any other tattoos he hid underneath those clothes. I imagined the ink he had in places only a select few were lucky enough to see.

Klaus, with his open and carefree attitude, would not have minded if I asked to see them. All it would have taken was a simple question as ‘May I see the rest of your ink?’ and he would gladly have shown me all of them.

To be honest, it was that open and carefree attitude of his that frightened me a little…

All eyes were fixed on the German hunk as Klaus walked towards my cubicle. I've chosen a profession in a male-dominated industry, I.T.

As a bunch of computer geeks, there weren't many women in our office, but the two women, namely Sophia and our receptionist, we had in our office stared at Klaus with lust-filled looks.

I giggled at the sight of all the guys pausing, staring at him with envy. All the guys, even Frank. That’s when it hit me, he could have asked anyone to go out with him later that night, yet he chose me!

Plain old boring me.

“I thought we could grab a few drinks after work at this really cool bar not far from here,” Klaus said, taking control.

After work, we headed over to a bar a few blocks down the busy streets of New York from our office.

As soon as we walked into the bar, I could tell this wasn’t your ‘ordinary bar.’

The bar I would have expected him to take me to was one with large plasma TVs showing a live screening of whatever sports guys were into these days. But, this bar was different. The TV screens in this bar displayed clips of sexy hunks walking down ramps dressed in tight, revealing underwear.

Gay guys sat awfully close to each other, and I watched as women swirled their fingers through each other's hair.

That’s when the thought hit me.

Holy fuck! The man I have been fantasizing over was freaking gay!

I knew it was too good to be true. There was no way someone could be as perfect as Klaus and not be gay.

With his tight clothes that revealed his sexy, defined legs and his muscled arms, Klaus looked the part of the hunkiest gay man, and all eyes were on us as we entered. Though, to be honest, most of the attention was directed at Klaus.

We found a seat next to each other on the stools that lined up the bar. It’s a question I had to ask, but I had no idea how to approach the subject. Had I mistaken his interest, in being friends, as him flirting with me?

“We'll have two long island iced teas,” Klaus caught the attention of the bartender, who also ran his eyes up and down the German hunk. “Oh, sorry!” Klaus said, catching himself. “I’m so used to ordering on behalf of pretty women. Did you want something else?”

“No, a long island iced tea is fine.”

“So,” Klaus continued. “What do you think of the bar?”

I felt heat rushing to my cheeks. I had to ask the question. “Are you gay?”

Klaus burst out laughing at the idea. “Not that I know of.”

“Okay…” I pulled my eyebrows together. “Then…why are we here?”

His face tightened suddenly. “Oh, I’m so sorry! It’s just that I thought you might be more into ladies than myself, so I thought you’d like it here?”

A wave of relief flooded over my face. “Thank God!”

It’s not that I have anything against gay people. But, I was relieved that it wasn’t all in my head. The man was flirting with me! I then confessed and admitted to Klaus that even though I considered myself straight, the thought of having fun with another woman had crossed my mind. That little statement definitely perked his interest, I could tell by the devious grin that formed on his lips.

I stared at Klaus, utterly taken aback by his magnetic good looks. I looked at the way the light in the bar danced inside his baby blues. The chiselled definition of his Adam’s apple resting just under that squared jaw of his. Those thick eyebrows that rested above his sexy eyes—it was almost as if God had decided to add those eyebrows as the final touch to create an absolutely drool-worthy image of perfection.

“Would you excuse me for a moment,” I told Klaus. “I need the bathroom.”

It was as if a wave of courage rushed over me as I made my way to the bathroom.

For fuck's sake, I am a 25-year-old woman in the prime of her life. It's high time I started looking the part.

Through the reflection of the mirror, I watched as two girls playfully twirled each other’s hair through their fingers‑almost as if I were invisible.

Scanning through my handbag, I searched for my hairbrush. I lowered the first three buttons on my shirt so that it revealed my perky, youthful chest. I stared at myself admiringly in the mirror. I showed just enough cleavage to leave anyone craving to see more.

Loosening my hair from the bun I carried, I hung my long blonde hair freely. My hair was perhaps my most attractive asset. With full luscious locks that almost reached my ass. After quickly applying mascara and blood red lipstick, I glanced over at the lesbian couple beside me. 

They both paused and stared at me hungrily as I shed my layers of geek. I pretended not to notice them, but I would be an absolute liar if I said I did not enjoy every second of the attention.

With my red pouted lips, I stared admiringly at myself one last time in the mirror before stuffing everything back in my handbag. I shot the hungry onlookers an impish grin, before heading back to Klaus.

“Holy fuck!” Klaus said, staring at me with widened eyes. His face beamed at the sight of the new me. “You… Um… Look amazing!”

I bit on my lower lip seductively as I stole a glance at Klaus, and leaned over the counter to order our second round of drinks. In the corner of my eye, I could tell the German stud was checking out my ass. I fucking loved every bit of the attention!

So much so that a small part of me hoped he would slap those thick fingers against my ass.

As we left the bar, all eyes were glued to us. Except, this time, I was confident that all eyes bounced from me to Klaus, and back to me. 

We grabbed a bagel from one of the street vendors as we wandered down the streets of New York City. In this moment, we felt so comfortable with each other's company. There was no need for us to be going to any specific place. And with the building tension of Klaus’s intense gazes, I suspected he would grab me by the back of my head, pull me into him and kiss me any moment now.

God knows I would have allowed him. 

“You know, it took a lot for me to fight the urge to kiss you in that bar,” Klaus said as if he read my mind. 

“Only the bar?” I teased. “So, why didn’t you?” I asked, this time returning his gaze and staring at the man directly in the eye.

As the sexy intern, who was no longer the intern, stared deeply into my eyes, every fibre of my being ached with desire. I traced my eyes down his face until I rested on his full, inviting lips.

Despite the loud and overcrowded streets of the city, I could hear my heart beating inside my chest as Klaus leaned in on me. He neared in on me until I could feel the heat of his breath radiate against my skin. Klaus held me by the chin, and I closed my eyes as he continued drawing closer.

With my eyes shut tight and my lips aching for his, Klaus shifted in closer.

He brushed his lips against mine as he lifted his lips to my ears. “Let’s go to my place?”

What a fucking tease!

My eyes remained shut tight as he continued holding onto my chin. With every split second that passed, I felt my palms grow sweaty.

Since I walked out of that bathroom stall the sexual tension between us had been unreal.

I knew what was coming. We both knew what was coming.

I toyed with the idea of telling him I was a virgin, but what instead escaped my lips surprised even myself.

Klaus would never have thought I was a virgin. A 25-year-old untouched woman, one aching to be taken for the first time by this older stud.

“We can go to your place. But first, I want to stop at the Sex Palace.”

Klaus pulled those thick eyebrows together. “The…” He paused. He grinned. “As you wish, my lady.”

The woman Klaus first met when he joined our company was gone.

It was almost as if he knew there was an inner sex demon inside me, just waiting to come out. That if he waited long enough, that devil would reveal herself.

And sure enough, here I was standing outside an Adult store, eager to let my deepest desires come true with Klaus. 

I had no idea what to expect as I walked into Sex Palace; an adult store that sold everything you could possibly need to fulfil your darkest desires.

Some of the toys I saw was just outright frightening. Massive black dildos hung under the ‘best sellers’ stall. I found myself wondering how in the fuck anyone could manage something that big.

I saw toys, DVDs, cuffs, pills to enhance the experience. I saw it all, but there was one thing that really stood out for me from all the stuff I had seen.

It was in the Adult Store that I caught my first glimpse of Klaus’s shaft—a sight that left me gasping with both fear and excitement. I guess it’s true what they say about German men, they really are well endowed.

As Klaus stared at the collection of Adult DVDs, I could see the excitement that grew inside his pants, and suddenly, everything became more real. That hardening prick pushing against his shorts left little to the imagination.

I bought a blindfold and a pair of cuffs.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” I said as we left the adult store.

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“This…” I swallowed. “I mean… I haven’t …done this before.”

“What, use cuffs?” Klaus giggled.

“Well, that too…”

Klaus cautiously lifted his right eye, before breaking into a grin. “Are you serious? And for your first time, you wanted to stop and buy sex toys?”

“Well…” I felt heat rushing to my face. “Um, yeah, I figured I might as well do all the things I have always dreamed of. You know, go out with a bang?”

“Ha ha ha, and here I thought you would be interested in playing with another girl. Okay listen,” Klaus placed his hand on my arm, his giggles finally subsided. “We don’t have to do anything. We can also just go back to my place and chill. Besides, all I wanted was your company.”

Knowing that sex wasn’t an expectation made me feel a lot more relaxed. He had this weird way of making me feel comfortable, even in the most uncomfortable of positions. In that moment, Klaus’s level of hotness just shot up ten notches in my books.

That said, every moment I spent in Klaus’s company, left me feeling more and more sure that he was the person I wanted to share my first time with!
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Chapter 3



It was clear that Klaus was wealthy. I could tell as I walked into his apartment on the Upper East side. Looking around his apartment, I made a mental note to remind myself to ask for a raise.

I could tell he recently moved into the apartment because of all the boxes that were stacked up in the dining room as we entered, but for the most part, he seemed to have unpacked most of his stuff and was settling in comfortably into the one bedroom apartment. Situated on the 27th floor, Klaus’s apartment had stunning views of the city.

For a moment, I imagined losing my virginity on the window sill of the 27th floor. I imagined Klaus pressing me against the naked glass as he ploughed his shaft into my tightness.

Klaus made himself comfortable, by kicking off his shoes and lifting his socks. He welcomed me to do the same, but I politely declined.

Klaus left me in the dining room to get us a fresh round of drinks.

“Do you mind if I play some music?” I called out, checking out the iPod fitted on a docking station.

“Go for it.”

I scrolled through his list of music, half of which I didn’t understand and assumed was German, until I stumbled across a collection Abba’s albums. The man was clearly obsessed with Abba because he had every single one of their albums on his iPod. Definitely not something you’d expect from an alpha tattooed hunk.

Opening their Greatest hits album, I played I had a dream and returned back to the sofa. I could hear Klaus returning from the kitchen with our drinks when I toyed with the idea of lifting my heels. Even if it was just to make me feel more comfortable. I kicked off my heels with seconds to spare as Klaus handed me a colourful drink in a cocktail glass which I assumed must have been a Cosmopolitan—or at least his take on the cocktail.

We sipped on our multi-coloured drinks, and I found myself growing increasingly more comfortable in his presence. At one stage, I even lifted my feet on the couch, folding my legs as we sat across from each other.

“So, Mary,” Klaus said in his deep voice. “How long have you worked with Frank?”

“Oh,” I sighed. “I’ve worked with that prick for the last two years. He’s quite painful, right?”

“Thank God I didn’t have to sit with him. I think I might have quit after my first week or I would probably have shot him by now,” Klaus laughed.

He rested his cocktail on the side table and stared intensely into my eyes. “I’m glad with how everything worked out.” Klaus paused, continued his intense glare as he scanned his eyes down my body. “I’m happy Michael set me up with you.”

Heat flooded to my cheeks. I’m not sure what it was about this man, but boy did he have a hold over me! “I’m glad I got to sit with you as well,” I said blandly.

For the first time, I noticed Klaus's feet. He had enormous feet, probably a size 11. The size of his feet was only fitting since he was such a tall man. His large feet filled my insides with shivers—if that was the size of his feet, I could only imagine what his cock looked like!

I traced my eyes against the veins that ran up his leg. At the back of his right calve, Klaus had a tattoo of a Scorpion. As suspected, he soon revealed he was a Scorpio.

I’ve read enough Cosmopolitan magazines to know that Scorpios are machines in bed. From what I have read, with a high sex drive, Scorpios make for mean lovers but don't dare cross a Scorpio, not unless you want to experience their sting.

I found myself wondering if Frank knew this little fact.

“Do you want to play a game?” Klaus asked, serving the second round of cocktails and crawling back up on the sofa. His question left me giggling. With the deepness in his voice, he almost sounded like the old man in those ‘Saw’ movies.

“Oh, that sounds exciting! What game?”

“Truth or Dare!”

Okay, now it was starting to sound more and more like Saw. I took a sip of my cocktail and raised my eyebrow. “Sounds a bit dangerous, but I’m in!”

Klaus beamed. “Okay, so the rules are simple. We each get a round, and in that round, we have to choose truth or dare. If either of us refuses to answer a question or complete a dare, then that person must down a shot of Whiskey?”

He held in his hand the largest shot glass I had seen in my life. Screw triples, that glass looked like it could hold four shots at once.

As Money, Money, Money started playing in the background, I quickly regretted agreeing to this game. With my nerves that were shot through the roof, I glanced down at my backpack and wondered whether he would make me take out the toys I bought from Sex Palace as part of his dare.

“Okay, fine.” I said, “but only if you go first.”

“Sure.”

“Truth or dare?”

“Truth,” Klaus said as if he were expecting the question.

I stared at him and contemplated my question. If the goal were to get him to drink, I had to think of something difficult. “What is the naughtiest thing you have ever done?”

Klaus grinned. It was not the grin I had grown used to. This was a devilish grin, one that was filled with intent. “So, this one time, I met this girl. She was sexy. And I mean, she was fucking sexy!”

“Okay?” I shifted about uncomfortably.

“So, I suspected she was untouched, she seemed way too sweet to be worried about sex. I suppose that’s what made her different from all the other girls I’ve met in the States. Anyway, when I invited her out for drinks, she eventually confessed and told me that she was a virgin.” Klaus bit on his lower lip suggestively. “What she doesn’t know yet is that I also have a little secret, which I will soon reveal to her.”

I swallowed hard. “Um… okay…”

“Yeah, so even though this sexy lady was a virgin, she surprised me and took me into a flipping sex shop! I invited her inside my apartment and asked him to play a game of Truth or Dare, hoping she would choose dare when it was her turn.”

Holy fuck, the room suddenly felt like we were at the centre of a volcano, moments before it erupted.

I swallowed again, as Klaus shifted closer into me. With widened eyes, I stared desperately into Klaus’s eyes. My glance moved lower onto his full lips.

“Truth or dare,” he breathed in a seductive whisper.

“Dare.”

A devious grin curled on the edges of Klaus’s lips again, and he daringly extended his leg forward, until his toes were inches away from mine. Holding his gaze, Klaus leaned forward. “I dare you to kiss Anya.”

My eyebrows folded. “What… what? Who’s Anya?”

I didn’t need to ask twice. The bedroom door that had remained closed the entire time suddenly shot open, and a stunning woman, that looked about my age walked out of the room. She had a certain confidence in her stride as she walked towards us.

I glanced over at Klaus, unable to make any sense of what was happening.

“Um… Klaus?” I stuttered.”

“Anya,” the striking woman said, looking directly at me, “is his wife.”

My glance shifted from Anya to Klaus, and back on Anya.

What the actual fuck is going on right now!?

“Anya is my beautiful wife. She's heard a lot about you.” Klaus said casually.

“I have, and I must say you are every bit as beautiful as Klaus had described you.”

I turned back to Klaus. “You… Um… Didn’t tell me you were married?”

“To be fair,” Klaus laughed. “You didn’t ask.” He grabbed on his wife’s hand. “We have a very open relationship, except we have one rule!”

Still struggling to wrap my head around what was happening, I feigned a smile.

“So,” Klaus continued, “are you going to complete your dare or will you be taking the shot?”

I glanced back down on the table, staring at the humungous shot glass in front of me. I looked back at Anya, who was now sandwiched in between Klaus and I. She really was an image of perfection. But then again, with a man as striking as Klaus, I expected nothing less. Everything about her screamed sex appeal. With the same beautiful deep blue eyes Klaus carried, I lowered my glance onto her lips. Dear God, those must be the sexiest lips I have ever seen!

Suddenly, I felt myself losing all sense of control and flung myself across the sofa. I could already feel the wetness developing inside my jeans from the first round of Truth or Dare. Surprising even myself, I closed in on Anya, grabbed her by the back of her head and smacked my lips passionately against hers.

I teased her lips with mine at first, but once I tasted her sweet lips, I crashed into Anya and extended my tongue forward.

In a fit of passion, Anya grabbed hold of the back of my head, swirling her fingers through my hair as our tongues rubbed against each other.

With the way we exchanged our kisses of passion, you would never have said that we just met each other.

Behind Anya, I could hear Klaus breathing heavily at the sight of his new co-worker, and his wife making out. Even though I had Anya’s tongue inside my mouth, every part of me ached for her Alpha German husband. Opening my eyes, I caught a glimpse of that large window. The idea that someone could be watching us drove me wild.

Pulling back, I turned to Klaus and grinned.

“Truth or dare?” I asked.

“Dare,” he responded.

“I dare you to make crazy love to me right by that window.” Before I could catch my tongue, the words escaped my lips.

It certainly didn’t appear as though Anya minded, if anything, she seemed to be turned on by the idea.

Klaus turned his head and glanced over at the exposed window. He quickly caught on, and it was that thrill, that excitement that caused him to do what he did next.

It was as if I could not have said anything sexier, because when he turned his head again, Klaus lifted to his feet, and walked towards me. Towering over me I saw his cock pressing desperately against his shorts as I laid back and stared up at him.

He leaned down on me and slowly took control as he lifted the buttons on my shirt, I could tell he had waited long enough. Even with his wife in the room, he wanted his turn with me. My body quivered under the touch of his strong hands as he rubbed his hands against my chest. An evil glint shone in Klaus’s eyes as he continued working his way down my body.

Goosebumps formed on my bare skin at the crisp New York breeze.

With my chest and midsection exposed, I could see Anya watching on eagerly from the side. Watching her man have his way with me was a major turn on for her, and I watched as she cupped her breasts under her hand.

From the bulge I saw in Sex Palace, I could tell his cock was huge. And now, staring down at his prick pressing against his shorts, his cock looked even bigger.

The sounds of Klaus lowering my zip echoed throughout his apartment, and my pussy quivered with anticipation.

Klaus lowered my jeans, pulling my pants down my legs and being extra careful to take his time as he did. With my jeans lifted, Klaus stared at my petite little body admiringly. The only thing standing in the way of Klaus finally getting to see my sweet little pussy was my bra and my panties; panties that were now stained with sticky beads of excitement.

In the background, Take a chance started playing. At that moment, I could not have chosen a more fitting song. Glancing over at Anya, I realized she lifted her top as well and was in the process of lifting her bra. Suddenly, it made sense, those Abba collections probably belonged to Anya!

Klaus lifted himself off from me, and through parted lips, I watched as the German hunk lifted his shirt over his head.

Working extra hard to control my breath, I stared at Klaus with large, lust-filled eyes. As he flung his shirt one side, I quickly realised my dream had come true—I would finally get to see every inch of ink on that chiselled body.

On his right chest was a tattoo of a heart with the word Anya centred in the middle of the heart.

Fuck. How can one man be so perfect? I had always dreamed that my first time would be magical, but even my wildest dreams would never have imagined I would lose my virginity to this sexy bad boy. And those dreams would especially not have imagined that his wife would be watching us as he did!

I extended my tongue on my lips, providing them with the moisture they desperately craved as Klaus lowered on his zip.

Klaus grabbed on the elastic band of his pants and, together with his underwear, he dropped them down to his ankles, kicking them off with his feet before making his way back to me.

“Holy fuck!” I breathed. My eyes widened. “Is that real?”

“You bet your ass it is,” Anya cackled.

Klaus let out a mischievous grin, one that suggested he was so sure of himself. He knew he had a large cock and he was not ashamed to show it off.

The German stud closed in on me, his grin widening. “Why don’t you touch it and see for yourself?”

Before I knew it, I sat up and extended my hand to wrap around the girth of his tool. My pussy clenched tight as I felt his dominant veins pulsate against my hand.

Klaus continued closing in on me. With every step he took, his 9-inch German prick neared my mouth. Pre-cum glistened on the top of his head, and that's when I extended my head forward, eager to get my first taste of his seed. 

I closed my eyes and took in a deep whiff of his clean, salty scent, before spreading my lips. My lips rolled back against his foreskin, and I felt his ass clench tight from the pleasure of my lips pressing against his prick.

Slowly, I lowered my head on his prick. Klaus, now placing his hand behind the back of my head, gasped through parted lips as I continued taking in every inch in my mouth. My mouth served as a vacuum, one that’s only purpose was to leave Klaus quivering with uncontrollable ecstasy.

I could only manage around 7 inches of the thick German prick before gagging. Relentlessly, Klaus pushed on my head, allowing me to take more of his fat cock.

“Oh yes,” Anya breathed. “Take that dick!”

As I kept bobbing my head back and forth, Klaus’s animalistic instinct kicked in and he thrusted his prick deeper in and out of my mouth.

When I finally pulled away from his head; flustered, I gasped for air. Klaus held that relentless look of passion in his fiery blue eyes as he climbed off from me. He climbed back onto the sofa. When I looked down, I realized Klaus had shifted out of the way and Anya, who was now completely naked, shifted in between my legs.

My legs wrapped around her smooth, silky skin as Anya worked her way up onto me. And, with my legs spread wide, I knew I was entirely at the German stud and his sultry wife’s mercy.

She breathed over the wet patch that seeped out of the thin fabric of my panties as she slowly lowered my underwear. While Anya lowered my underwear, Klaus started lifting the strap of the bra behind my back.

Nothing could have prepared me for the intense feelings of pleasure Klaus and Anya filled me with as his full lips wrapped around my nipples and she slowly went down on my wet, untouched cunt.

I squirmed as Anya dropped her head and extended her tongue in between my folds. Sucking every drop of my juices, Anya worked her way up my cunt. All the while, Klaus cupped my sensitive breasts under his hand and gently massage my tits while he continued taking each bud in his mouth.

“Fuc—FUCK! That feels…FUCKING AMAZING!” I cried out.

Anya slowly lifted her head from my cunt. “Wait until you feel what I have planned for you next!”

With that, Anya pushed the tips of her tongue into my entrance. Her soft tongue rubbing against my opening as she pushed her tongue further inside me.

I shut my eyes closed tight as he stretched my hole with her tongue and her finger started circling on my sensitive clit.

Klaus lifted himself off from me and took a step back, watching as his wife made me squirm with her every touch. 

If Klaus were not here, I would have felt very uncomfortable at the thought of laying back with my legs spread open wide while someone eats out my hole. But, with Klaus and now his stunning wife, it was very different. Everything about this moment felt just right.

Anya pulled back, my juices glistening on her lips as she pulled back and Klaus took over. Shifting in between me, he placed my legs around his broad shoulders and lowered himself onto me.

I continued running my hands through my hair as I felt his finger press against me. His thick fingers were the size of German sausages, and yet I knew it was nothing in comparison to what was yet to come.

“Holy!” I gasped as his fingers pressed into me. “Fuck!”

Carefully, Klaus slipped his finger inside my opening. He knew I was a virgin and I suspected that was why he was extra gentle with me. Once his finger reached the spot I immediately knew was my G-spot, I scream out in pleasure.

“FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!!!”

Klaus filled me with a feeling of ecstasy I would never have thought was possible.

“FUCK ME!”

Gently, Klaus pulled his finger out of my hole. He glanced up at me and judging from the glint in his eye, I could tell; I was in for the ride of my life.
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Chapter 4



I had never felt more ready to be taken. Every part of me ached to feel Klaus’s cock inside me.

I tried turning around onto my stomach, but Klaus stopped me.

“Don’t,” he said. An authoritative tone in his voice. “I want to look deep into your eyes when I press my cock deep inside you!”

Staring back passionately at Klaus, I took in a few sharp breaths, before softly whimpering. “Take me!”

Laying on my back, Klaus wrapped my legs around his waist. He lifted my hips until his cock rested at my sensitive entrance. Not once did he break his eye contact as he positioned himself.

I could feel his cock pressing against my tight entrance while he ran his hands all over my body. Finally resting his hands on my thigh, Klaus pulled me into him, and I let out a soft moan at the first sensation of his prick pressing against me.

A burning desire filled me as he stretched my untouched hole and pushed his cock deeper inside me.

“Fuck!” I cried out. The sensation was fucking intense, but I wouldn’t dare ask him to stop.

Slowly, I took in every inch of Klaus’s shaft, until I felt his cock push against my sensitive cunt. As he worked his way inside me, I felt his aching veins throb desperately against my flesh.

Once his cock was entirely submerged inside my warm entrance, we both let out a sigh of relief. I could tell the sensation of him sticking his cock inside a virgin was an out of this world experience for him—I could tell by the way he rolled his eyes back as he allowed me a moment to get used to the feeling of him inside me.

Klaus opened his eyes and stared intensely into mine as he pulled his cock out and thrusted back inside me.

“Oh, Jesus!” I cried out. “That feels fucking amazing!”

“You like that?” Klaus asked with that glint in his eye.

I ran my hands through my hair at the sensation of his cock pressing against my aching glands. “Yes!” I moaned. “Fuck me, big boy!”

Anya, who sat beside us, now with her finger running up her slit, whimpered at the sounds of my moan.

Klaus didn’t need any further convincing. He pulled his cock out and thrusted back inside me. This time he was not gentle. He wanted nothing more than to fill me with uncontrollable desire, and he would only stop once I was satisfied.

Painful tension transformed into blissful ecstasy once I got used to the feeling of him filling me. He slowly increased the rhythm at which he ploughed inside me until the only sounds that could be heard was that of me moaning, Klaus groaning, and his balls slapping against my ass. Oh, and let's not forget Abba!

I let out a deep whine as he kept grinding deep inside me.

“Oh fuck, Klaus!”

Klaus paused momentarily, with his cock still throbbing against my flesh, and glanced over at the large window pane. He turned to Anya, let out a devilish grin, and turned back to me. Klaus placed his hands around my back.

His cock remained inside my aching entrance as he carried me over to the window. Once we reached the window, Klaus finally pulled out of me and was ready to let me live out my fantasy.

He flipped me around so that my perfect ass faced his hungry cock and pressed me against the cold glass of the large window. If anyone in one of the adjacent buildings had to look out of their window, they would have found my naked body pressed against the glass as Klaus positioned his cock again.

Klaus let out a deep growl as he pressed me against the window and started thrusting inside me. His breathing had grown sharp and erratic. The beads of sweat that dripped from his forehead down onto my back were nothing short of fucking sensational.

As he grunted and thrusted inside me, Klaus pulled his hand around my waist, grabbing on my aching clit. He circled his finger on my clit as he continued his relentless thrusts.

“Oh, sweet baby Jesus!” I cried out. The desire I felt within had reached astronomical levels, and my skin started tingling with pleasure.

Klaus increased the pressure on my clit as he pushed his swollen cock into me. His lips ran up my neck, and he gently nibbled on my ear lobe.

With every thrust, my moans grew louder. I was losing more and more control.

In the distance, I could hear Anya moaning louder and louder. From the squeal in her voice, she sounded like she was going to cum any second now.

I stared out of the window, and in the reflection of the glass, I could see Klaus’s face. He looked flustered from exhaustion; from making me squirm even more with pleasure. The fact that I knew I was responsible for that look of pleasure that filled him drove me wild.

It was that look that was enough to drive me over the edge.

“KL—Klaus!” I screamed, panting and oh so fucking close!

“You like that?” Klaus breathed into my ears.

“Yes!” I cried out.

“Cum for me,” Klaus growled. Shivers ran down my spine at his deep, bass-filled voice growling into my ears.

“Klaus…you’re…going…to make…me…”

“CUM!”

With one final press on my clit, my body tensed up as ripples of pleasure flowed down to my sensitive cunt. My vision grew blurry, and I lost all sense of control.

“OH FUCK!” Klaus cried out. As I writhed under his touch, Klaus released the tension that had built up inside me.

I felt Klaus sinking his teeth into my shoulders, and he exploded inside me. His warm, sticky cum that shot against my flesh made my orgasm that much more intense. He emptied those large fucking balls inside me until I was reduced to nothing but a violent heartbeat.

Klaus pressed against me as we both rested against the window, gasping for air. With his cock still inside me, we walked, leg in leg, back to the sofa.

As we laid back on the sofa, huffing, puffing, and gasping for air, The winner takes it all blasted through the iPod docking station.

Klaus and I turned to each other and giggled helplessly.

“Who would have thought that ABBA would have your back throughout the entire session, right?!” Anya laughed.

***

I used to hate coming to work. But, ever since the hunky German intern joined us, I wake up extra early and make sure I look my god-damned best every single morning.

Today, I woke up even earlier. Not because I was excited about going to work, but because I was excited at what we had planned later that night.

I pulled out my vibrating phone from my pocket. It was Anya.

Hey babe,

I’m so excited for tonight! We are going to tie him up and use him to our will!

Don’t be late!

Anya

What Klaus doesn’t know is that Anya and I have some very special planned for his birthday. Who would have thought… those toys I bought in Sex Palace would finally be put to use!

THE END


More from the Author



Back-Up Plan

When Justine completely ruined my show, we both knew there was only one thing left to do.

Justine would have to stand in Brian's place and kiss me in front of an audience that eagerly expected a modern twist on Romeo and Juliet.

Replacing Romeo with another Juliet was a brave move, but a move we knew we had to do. With the show just two days from starting, we had little choice.

Back-Up Plan is a sexy modern FFM retake on the Classic Romeo and Juliet.

[image: ]

Download here - Amazon


Taming Jasmine

I've been fascinated with Middle Eastern men since as long as I can remember.

When I planned my trip to Egypt, I knew I would be in heaven--faced with more Arabic hunks than my feasting eyes could ever have imagined, but I never expected to find an Arabic Princess that would absolutely take my breath away.

When Jasmine pushed me against the bus that day, she stared intensely into my parted lips as she promised me a 'night to remember,' I knew I simply had to know more about this gorgeous couple.

Jasmine and her hunky husband, Noor, picked me up from my hotel and treated me to the ultimate night out in Cairo.

A night worthy for the Gods...

[image: ]

Download here - Amazon


Seeking Experience

As a journalism intern that just landed the ultimate job at one of the country’s best newspapers, I couldn’t believe my luck.

But, that changed quickly once I found out what my first assignment was and that was to do an interview with one of the world’s biggest Adult Entertainment stars.

As Alexa Love gave me a tour of the mind-blowing studio in Los Angeles, I found myself growing closer to the world's number one Adult Entertainer. Her, and a sexy, older Camera-man I just couldn't take my eyes off from.

When Alexa allowed me to experience a day in her life, she had a devious plan up her sleeve, one I would never forget for the rest of my life…

Her plan?

To give me a full view on what it’s truly like in the industry and to help me break my sacred virginity I had held onto for 24 years…
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Download here - Amazon
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