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Chapter 1

Forgive and forget.

That's what they all tell me.

It's hard to forgive and forget someone that's no longer around.

People that give this shit advice have the comfort of knowing the person who hurt them has to live with that thought. It would have been a different story if he dumped my ass. I could have hated him.

But, I don't have that luxury.

Most people do church on Sundays, others have lunch with the family and watch movies. Some people have wild crazy sex, until there's no more fluids left in their bodies to discrete.

I have my own ritual. Every Sunday, I get dressed in morbid black clothes and visit him, or at least, the memory of him. That's all I have now. Memories.

Some good memories, some shit, but mostly, ecstatic.

I make sure I look my best every Sunday. I'd like to think my man still fancies me.

***

“Hahaha stop it!” Brandon knows I'm very ticklish. He forgets, he's just as ticklish. I work my way on top of him and softly rub against his rib cage. This drives me insane.

“Okay, okay, I'll stop, only if you do,” he tells me.

“Deal… hey!” It was a trick, so he could get on top of me. He gets on top of me with the cutest grin and a look in his eyes that scream, I want you!

“What?” I ask him, blushing.

“I don't think I'll ever get enough of you.”

“You have that look in your eye,” I whisper.

“Oh yeah? What look is that?”

“Well,” I tell him, “that look that says… you’re dying to rub my back!”

That's not quite what he was going for, but he can't say no to me. He never could.

The touch of the cold cream sends shivers down my spine.

“Brandon!”

“Hahaha, okay I'm sorry!”

With his finger, Brandon scoops up the lotion and warms it up between his hands.

I quiver as his strong touch connects with the skin on my back.

As I lie on my stomach, he finds a seat in between my legs. With his palms placed firmly on my back, I feel his thumb press against my tense muscles.

A slight “ooh,” escapes as he softens up my tight muscles. With long deep strokes along my spine, he gently penetrates my muscles, loosening up every knot.

“Oooh!” I moan as his hands connect with my shoulders, stretching me out. The more I loosen up, the more I feel him begin to stiffen up against me. The touch of his leg hair tickles my inner thigh with his every move, up and down my back.

Brandon gestures for me to turn around and lie on my back. With my legs wrapped around him, he gently rubs his palms against my tummy.

I close my eyes and allow myself to escape in the ecstasy as his hands cup my breasts, gently rubbing my tits. I feel his sticky pre-cum touch my fanny and this makes me quiver, yearning for his delicious meat inside me.

I let out a slight “Ah,” to let him know I want him.

Brandon places my legs on his shoulders and lowers his head towards me. In a moment of pure bless, his lips connect with my fanny. I lose control as I feel the stumble of his beard graze softly against my clit. With my legs resting on my shoulders, I run my hands through my hair and moan. As his tongue connects with my wet, shaking lips, I feel his strong hands grab hold of mine.

My body tenses up as he slips his tongue inside me. My legs squeeze around his neck and I try freeing my hands, fighting his muscular grip.

He holds tight, not allowing me to feel anything else, but the pleasure of his lips smacking against me and his tongue licking me out.

First his tongue touches the surface and then it penetrates me. His tongue slides deeper and deeper inside me. “Oh, oh fuck!” my body tenses up, but he knows not to stop. With his tongue inside my wet pussy, he starts massaging my aching walls.

Brandon rests his body on mine. His body pushes me down, but it feels as if I'm floating on a thick cloud of desire. I feel his rock-hard cock on me as he lowers his head and nibbles on my bottom lip. His tongue is covered with the scent of my pushy. Slowly, he strokes his tongue against mine.

Brandon rubs his hard dick on my clit, until our bond tightens, and he moves inside me. I lay back and welcome him with rapture.

Slowly pushing in and entering me, the walls of my pussy wrap around his thick cock.

“Ooooooh,” I moan softly as he penetrates both my lips. With every thrust, I feel Brandon pant heavily into my mouth.

My pussy trembles with every stroke.

“Oh, oh, oh fuck! Fuck, harder!” I beg. He begins to invade my cunt with deep hard thrusts. The sounds of his balls smacking against my pussy drives me insane.

“Ah fuck! Yeah,” Brandon groans. My nails are dug deep in his back and I feel his back arch and the rest of his body shudder. Then the explosion hits and he shoots inside me.

“Ahhhh!” he moans, and I watch as his face fills with euphoria.

“You're done?” I tease.

Once Brandon regains his breath, he responds. “For now, maybe.”

I giggle and gaze into his eyes. “Promise me you will never leave.”

He stares back at me. “Rachel, my love, I promise.”

***

Never make a promise you can't keep.

Okay, I probably sound selfish as hell and maybe a part of me is selfish, but he promised he would never leave and yet, here I am. All alone.

I always told him to stay away from that stupid biker’s club. Mostly because I didn't trust the women in the club, but also, because I feared the day would come where I received that tragic phone call.

For as long as I can remember, my life has always been filled with drama and once again, life did not disappoint. That call arrived.

“Good day, Mrs Harding?”

“Yeah, who am I speaking to?”

“Mrs Harding, you're speaking to Dr Lew, from Medicomfort.” The hospital might be named Medicomfort but hearing that name does not give anyone comfort.

Moments of silence go by. My biggest fear has come to life. “Mrs Harding?”

“Is he okay?” I interrupt, my voice trembling.

“He's critical.”

I hung up, grabbed my car keys and sped off to see Brandon. I never left the house without making sure I looked good, that day was the exception.

I finally reached the hospital and as I step into the building, that hospital smell hits me. It's a smell devoid of hope.

“Mr Harding!” I shout at the receptionist.

“Okay, ma'am, I just need to understand your relationship with the patient?” She asks. You can tell she's used frantic spouses.

“I'm his wife,” I bark.

“Fourth floor, room…” Before the receptionist could finish, I ran off towards the elevator.

“Mr Harding!” I shout at the first doctor I lay my eyes on. “Mrs Harding, please have a seat.”

At that point, I knew it's too late.

The room is depressing. The room has a undertone of medical bleach, if that's a thing. Surrounded by stands, drips and monitors, lies Brandon.

4 years later and I still haven't moved on. I cannot move on. No one will ever compare with Brandon Harding. No one will love me the way he did, and no one will make love to me the way he did.

***

Lines of tombstones cover the eerie graveyard.

Spiked fences surround the graveyard making it feel like a prison. Once you're in, there's no getting back out.

Mould plagues engravings dedicated to lost loved ones. Some tombstones have been placed as recently as yesterday and others have been there for years. The cracks on the concrete reflect the old, unkempt stones. Clear signs these stones are long forgotten.

Other, more recent stones stand proud with black and white marble and more recent flowers.

Walking down the gravel path, right in the centre stands a tombstone with the engravement;

Here lies Brandon Harding.

It is here, in this spooky place with dry air filled with the smell of stale concrete, that I feel happiest.

Every women wants to know they are loved and wanted. Every woman wants to feel desired and know that she drives someone crazy with the power of her beauty, elegance and sexuality.

I come here every Sunday to remind myself of this. To remind myself that I too was loved in all those ways.

I convinced myself that I would never be as wanted again. At least not in the way Brandon wanted me.

I honestly believed that, until that Sunday.

In the eerie graveyard, I met two people, perhaps angels, that would change the way I think forever.


Chapter 2

“Babe, there she is again,” Lara says to her husband, Brian.

“Love, now is not the time.” Brian pulls on Lara’s hand, a signalling for her to leave her alone.

Brian and Lara have been coming to the graveyard, once a month to place flowers on Lara’s best friend, Jessica's grave.

They have seen the beautiful woman, completely oblivious to her surroundings, every time they were there. At some point, Lara was convinced she never leaves the yard.

This sparked a lot of interest within Lara and one Sunday, when the woman left, she decided to get a closer look at engravings on the tombstone.

Here lies Brandon Harding

Loving Husband, son and friend.

Under this engraving, was a laminated photo of the woman and her husband.

After weeks of seeing the widow at the ex-husband’s grave, it finally made sense to Lara.

“I'm speaking to her,” Lara decides as she heads off towards Rachel.

***

I feel the shadows of people creeping up towards me.

“Hey,” I hear a soft voice call out to me. The voice almost sounds soothing, calming. I turn around and look up at a face that matches the soft, angelic undertone of her voice.

“My name is Lara, and this is my husband, Brian,” she greets with her hand extended.

“Um, hi,” I respond awkwardly. “Rachel.”

“That's a beautiful name.”

“Thanks.”

What I really want to ask her is what she wants from me. They don't look like beggars, I consider.

“Do you mind… if we join?” She asks.

“I don't think this is the best of times,” I tell her coldly.

“Okay, here's my number. Please give me a call when you get a moment. I really would like to chat sometime.”

I watch in confusion and awe as Lara and Brian walk off. Lara wears red high heels, but still manages to appear strong and elegant.

I can't take my mind off Lara.

Who decides to strike up a conversation at a graveyard?

What does she want from me?

Is she trying to sell me something?

Is she a debt collector?

Does she feel sorry for me?

The thought of her being Brandon’s ex-mistress crosses my mind. I know I will never find out, unless I actually call the number.

“Hi,”

“Hello, with whom am I speaking to?” She responds. Her voice sounds warm and inviting. She sounds very friendly. Perhaps, a little too friendly.

“Hi, you’re speaking to Rachel. You gave me your number at the graveyard on Sunday.”

“Oh yes, Rachel. I was really hoping you’d phone.”

“Yeah, so this is a little awkward. I generally do not phone people that randomly dish out their numbers on torn-off pieces of paper. Especially not when the number was dished out in a graveyard.”

“Yeah, I’m sure that must be a little weird. Would you like to meet up for coffee?”

“Why?” I ask suspiciously. There was a slight pause, before I heard Rachel speak again.

“Because, I understand what you’re going through.”

This conversation begins to make me feel uncomfortable. I have so many questions, yet I am afraid to ask. “I’ve seen you at his tombstone for the last couple of weeks. I understand what you’re going through,” she continues.

A part of me wants to hang up and cover my head in shame, yet, another part of me is curious and wants to meet this woman.

“Um… okay. Coffee… say after work tomorrow?” I ask her.

“Sounds perfect. I tell you what, you text me the details and I’ll make sure I’m there.”

“Okay,” I tell her before hanging up.

She understands what I’m going through? How in the hell could she understand what I’m going through?

All these unanswered questions drive me to send her a text.

Hi Larah,

Let’s meet up at Joe’s coffee, in town at 7 tomorrow night?

I work until 6, so the earliest I can do is 7. Does that work for you?

I suggested Joe’s coffee, because it is a busy coffee joint in the heart of town. If she is up to anything dodgy, I could always scream my way out of it. Moments later, my phone lights up with her response.

Hi Rachel,

I love Joe’s coffee! 7 sounds perfect!

Looking forward to meeting you.

P.S. It’s spelt Lara :)

I struggled to sleep last night with thoughts of Lara.

Ever since Brandon passed away, my life has become rather boring. That’s because he was my life. I haven’t had much of a social life or made any time for friends.

Perhaps Lara is simply looking for a friend and I’m over-thinking everything?

I head off to Joe’s coffee straight after work.

I've only ever been to Joe's Coffee shop during the day. During the day, the coffee shop sports a warm and sophisticated atmosphere. Now it closely resembles a dive bar. The air is smoky, and smokers everywhere add to cloud lingering in stagnant air.

At every table, there are people engaging in loud conversation, each table competing with the next.

Some drunk underage students, but mostly filled with people that look much older than they really are.

Amidst this madness, sat Lara.

You could easily recognize her from her beautiful long blonde hair, her curvaceous figure and tens of drooling eyeballs fixated on her.

It’s not long before she spots me and shouts out for me. “Rachel, I’m over here!”

Acting surprised, as if I didn’t already spot her a mile away, I walk over trying my best to remain calm and composed. Rowdy, drunk people stumbling into me along the way really doesn't help much.

“Hey, would you like anything to drink?” she asks.

“Yeah, I’ll just have a coffee,” I tell her and signal for the waitress.

“You sure?” she asks me, after taking a sip on her cocktail. Judging from the drink’s redness, it looks like a Bloody Mary.

“Coffee, decaf,” I tell the waitress.

“Why?” Lara interrupts us. “Because I’m feeling a bit chilly,” I tell her dryly.

“In that case, can you please get my friend a long island iced tea,” she orders on my behalf. “That should help warm you up.”

Judging from the waitress’s reaction, Lara appears to be a regular at Joe's coffee night-time edition.

Once the waitress leaves, I cut straight to the chase. “Why am I here?” I ask her. The abruptness of my question wipes the smile straight off her mouth.

“I’ve seen you every time I head off to the graveyard.”

“And? What’s that to you?” I interrupt.

“It’s nothing. I guess, it’s none of my business either. It’s just that I completely understand.”

“You understand? What to do you understand?” If there is one thing I cannot stand, it’s people that beat around the bush. Even more so, people I don't know from a bar of soap beating around the bush.

“I understand what it’s like to lose your only source of happiness.”

Her words hit me like a flying brick.

“I know what it feels like to believe that you will never find happiness again or that you will never be loved the way he loved you. I guess, what I’m trying to say is that I understand, and I want to help change that for you.”

After a few deep breaths, I manage to fight off those damned tears.

“How… how can you change that?”

“By proving you wrong,” she tells me.

For a second, I consider whether she's a psychic that got into my head. Mentally I prepare for war.

In the end, I respond with a soft, “thank you.”

At first, I drink in silence. Perhaps I was hoping the answer to all my problems laid at the bottom of the glass. I just listened to Lara. The more I listened to her, the more I let my guard down.

Lara tells me about how her ex-husband died. She tells me how she believed she would never get over him and about the moment she realized he wouldn't have wanted her to be so miserable.

A few Long Island iced teas later and I find myself laughing more than I have in months.

Lara tells me stories about how she met her current husband, Brian, during a safari trip with a few of her friends.

Brian was one of her friend’s add-on. As soon as they laid eyes on each other, they knew they were going to fuck.

Once the sun set, they snuck away from the rest of their friends. That night, they fucked under the African sky.

Sounds like the most magical story, until she told me about how they ran back to their camp naked, fearing for their lives.

Before either of them could cum, they heard a rattling sound in the bush. Both, screaming as if they had seen a ghost, sprinted back to their camp.

I found myself laughing hysterically at the thought of the two naked lovers running from god-knows-what.

“Thank you,” I mumble.

“Oh, the pleasure is all mine,” Lara tells me.

For a few seconds, I find myself frozen, fixating on Lara’s face. I could tell she was a beautiful woman, but I never really gave her a good look.

Lara carries a Latin look with the most perfect cheekbone structure. Her skin was as soft as satin, with a single fine line under her eye that tells you she has lived life.

Her lips are red, full and glossy and I can’t help but think they are delicious.

I can tell she goes to gym. She carries lean arms that reflect her hard work. She could easily grace any magazine cover with her curvaceous body. She sits across from me with drool-worthy confidence.

Something radiates within Lara.

Something that makes her irresistible, not only to Brian, and probably every other guy in this bar, but to me as well.

“Rachel, I probably have to get going,” she interrupts my thoughts. “How did you get here?” she asks.

“Oh, yeah. Me too. I’m leaving with a cab.”

“Would you like a lift?” She asks me.

“No, I’m good thanks,” I tell her shyly.

“Oh, don’t be silly. I’m taking you home.”

Lara drives a black Range Rover SUV. The car is strong, sexy and seductive as she is. Walking towards the car, I picture us kissing in the backseat.

As we get in the front seat, our eyes connect.

“Okay, so I live in-”

“I’m a Scorpio,” she interrupts me.

“That’s err… interesting,” I laugh.

With my mouth still open, she leans in and starts kissing me. I kiss her back in return.

It’s as if she could read my mind. It’s as if she could tell, I want nothing but the touch of her cherry lips.

Our lips connect like two puzzle pieces. The kiss is fiery and passionate and lasts a good few seconds, until she pulls out. “Scorpios are very sexual beings,” she whispers in my mouth.

When I got home, I went to bed with a huge smile on my face.

All I could think about was Lara, the passionate Scorpio.

Lara did more than just meet up for drinks with me, she re-ignited my sex drive.

With Lara on my mind, I reached down and started touching myself - something I haven’t done in a while.

With a wave of endorphins flooding over me, I placed my finger on my wet pussy, releasing a small moan as I did so.

While softly pinching on my nipples, I circle my finger around my clit. My pussy quivers from my touch.

I reach over for my electric toothbrush on my bedside table next to me and rub the neck of my toothbrush against my wet clit. “Oooh,” I moan as I switch on the brush and the vibrations fill my body with dangerous quivers. I picture the taste of Lara’s warm pussy as I place the spinning head of the toothbrush on my clit.

“Ah, fuck!” I scream out loud.

It's as if I was being touched for the first time. My eyes roll back as my body fills with euphoria. I pant heavily as I feel it approach.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I scream. My entire body freezes, my eyes roll back, and my legs jerk violently.

With the greatest release, I squirt all over my toothbrush and my thighs are covered with my cum.

That night, I rediscovered my sex drive.

With my reignited sex drive, I simply had to have more.

I simply had to have a taste of Lara.


Chapter 3

Hey, I told Brian all about you. He's dying to meet you.

You have any plans this weekend?

Lara

Feelings of excitement fill me as soon as I see Lara’s name highlight the screen of my iPhone.

Her husband wants to meet me?

I wonder what she told him about me? If she told him about how much fun we had? I wonder if she told him about the kiss we shared before bringing me home?

Hey!

Sounds exciting. I don't have any plans this weekend, so we can definitely meet up.

You have anything in mind?

Apart from seeing Brandon every Sunday, I haven’t made plans with anyone in months. I would normally come up with some excuse and decline any invitation, but these are plans I want to be a part of.

I decide it's best she comes up with a plan. She may never want to talk to me again if she knew what I really wanted to do.

Perfect. Why don't you come over to my place on Saturday? We'll have a few drinks and take it from there?

You never really notice just how much sadness consumes you, until you no longer think about sadness. Along with my will to live, I lost my sex-drive.

Last night, I touched myself for the first time in months. My bed sheet is a testament of that fact. I fell asleep in my own sticky wetness. Perhaps one of the deepest and most peaceful sleeps I’ve had in years.

I could tell by the way she kissed her, she desired me just as badly as I wanted her. Her desire ignites more than just my sex-drive.

Her desire breathes new life into me.

See you then.

Can’t wait :)

***

A tall, magnificent gate welcomes me as I enter Brian and Lara’s mansion. The building stands tall and proud, a palace fit for royalty. For a moment, I feel out of place and double check to make sure I’m at the right house.

At the house’s threshold, stands a concrete fountain, with delicate water gurgling. It almost sounds melodic. The gardens have been manicured to perfection.

The mansion is situated right on top of Westcliff, a suburb only available to the few elite, overlooking the city. Skyscrapers stand tall and strong, lighting up the city night.  

Expensive cars line the driveway and right at the head of it all stood a big, strong man. I can only assume he must be Brian.

“Hi, Rachel,” he calls out to me.

“Hey!” I respond awkwardly. “You must be Brian?”

“Yeah, so good to finally meet you,” he tells me, with his arms extended, gesturing for me to come closer for a hug.

His touch is strong and firm. My breasts press against his abdominals as he squeezes me. “Come on in,” he tells me, finally.

“Thank you. You have a beautiful home.”

Expensive paintings decorate the walls of the house. The house carries a very minimalistic image - each ornament has its place. From the short time I’ve been in here, I must have spotted a hundred windows by now. Large, crystal chandeliers grace the ceiling. What really catches my eye is the staircase. The staircase spirals up to the second floor. Perhaps this is because I know the main bedroom must be on the second floor. Perhaps this is because I am hoping to make my way up there.

Brian walks around his house without any shoes, a comfy short and a t-shirt that hugs him around the waist and chest. The t-shirt moulds around his sculpted chest and abs, revealing his perky nipples. I glance down at Brian’s bare feet and notice how his nails are neatly clipped and how his toes are perfectly proportionate. He has short, delicate hairs on each toe. Thick, strong veins linger on the sides of his feet; a reflection of his strength.

For a split second, I picture his feet rub against my thighs. I picture his foot gently pushing up on my leg towards my pussy.

“Follow me,” he tells me, breaking my chain of thought.

Brian leads me into the entertainment area. The room is about the size of my flat. It’s layered with bamboo flooring and surrounded by speakers in every corner of the room. The room has a cocktail bar and is dimly lit. Leading out of the entertainment area is a large pool and I'm greeted by that surreal view of the city, once again.

I find Lara dancing to the sounds of Santana. Her hips sway delicately with every note.

Lara stands in a sexy bikini, holding a cocktail in her hand. I rush over to greet Lara, holding onto her for a few moments longer than I probably should have.

“You didn’t tell me we’re having a pool party. I would have come more prepared!”

“Oh, don’t stress, follow me. Let's get you more comfortable,” she laughs. “Babe, please make Rachel your special cocktail.”

Brian smiles and strolls towards the bar.

“So, err, did you tell him about our drinks on Tuesday?” I fish.

“Yeah, I did. I also told him you’re a fantastic kisser.” I feel heat growing in my cheeks. They must have been more than an attractive rosy shade, because Lara caught sight of me and started laughing. “Relax, he doesn’t mind. If anything, it turns him on.”

“It turns him on?”

“Yeah, he was jealous. He gets upset when he's not invited.” Little wonder he seemed so excited to see me.

Lara turns and grabs my tits. Firmly cupping my breasts in her hands. “Yeah, you’re a D cup,” she affirms and opens the drawer in her closet. The drawer is filled with panties, lingerie, bikinis and judging from the purple dildo sticking out, sex toys.

She saw me starring at the dildo, but this doesn’t seem to faze her, because she leaves the drawer open.

Lara hands me a sexy cream string bikini set. “Oooh, this will look great on you. Let’s hope Brian can keep his dick in his pants after seeing you in this.”

Lara stares at me, waiting to try on the bikini.

She has no intention of leaving the room while I get dressed. I don't think I want her to leave the room either.

“Here, let me give you a hand.”

Lara stands behind me and slowly pulls my t-shirt over my head. Still behind me, softly pressing against me, she reaches for my jean button. I breath heavily as she lowers my zip. I can feel the heat of her hand warming my pussy.

Kicking off my pumps, I bend over as I take my pants off. My ass grazed against her as I bent over.

Once I got back up, I feel her silky touch on my back, reaching for my bra strap. I close my eyes as I take in the scent of her perfume. I'm not sure what perfume it is, but it smells expensive and has a seductive scent to it. She slowly releases my bra and digs into my tits from behind.

I feel her naked skin touch mine and I get goosebumps all over my body. She throws her luscious blonde hair over her shoulder. Her soft hair lands on me, tickling my left nipple as it connects with my skin.

“Ah,” Iet out, as she runs her hands down my stomach, heading for my panty. Her hands enter my panty and my legs begin to quiver. She softly brushes her index finger against my clit, before slipping off my panty. The lips of my pussy ache, yearning for more of her touch.

Lara breaths heavily down my back as she pulls off my panty. This sends shivers down my spine. I want to turn around and kiss her, but I allow myself to just stand there. I allow her to have her way with me.

“Okay, let's try this on, shall we?” she asks.

“Yeah, let's,” I moan.

Lara reaches for the bikini top and cuffs my tits in her hand as she molds the bra around me. “Perfect size,” she whispers softly in my ear and ties the strap on my back.

As she reaches for the bikini bottom, I try placing my finger on my wet pussy, but she quickly moves my hand away. “That's cheating,” she tells me.

Bending down, she holds the bikini bottom near my feet and I follow cue by stepping into the string bikini. She slowly pulls up the bikini. As she does so, her nails softly scratch against the surface of my skin. “Oh fuck,” I moan.

Pulling up the bikini, my clothes is graced with her touch a final time, before whispering, “Brian would be mad if we kept all the fun to ourselves.”


Chapter 4

Lara leads me back to the entertainment room, where we find Brian waiting.

I got a taste of that spiral staircase I wanted so bad.

My legs feel weak and I struggle to walk. I’m still wet from her touch, I would probably have been seconds away from squirting all over her floor, had she continued.

I glance over at my cream bikini bottom and spot my wetness. Brian couldn’t wait for us any longer and decided to dip in and take a swim. I take in the image of Brian standing over at the bar, topless.

Brian turned around and I sucked in a sharp, deep breath as his torso faced me.

I try refrain from drooling at the sight of his muscular abs, sculpted to perfection. Brian was easily in his forties, but still carried a physique that would spark envy of any man in their twenties.

His skin is firm and hard, but glows with health.

The water from the pool hugs his pants against his skin, revealing the outline of his dick. I see the outline of his uncut cock and my knees feel weaker.

“Oh, wow,” he says, catching sight of me. I try to look him in the eye, but I cannot help but fixate on the shape of his cock. If his cock is that big when flaccid, I can only imagine what it looks like hard.

“Here, I made you my famous cocktail,” he tells me, handing me a colourful drink.

“Oh, thank you.” The drink is strong, yet tasty. One of those drinks that you know you should sip on slowly but can’t help want more.

“Cheers!” Lara lifts her glass and clings it against mine.

For a second, I forgot she was with us.

A few famous cocktails later and both Lara and I are dancing on the bar counter.

I spot Brian’s dick under the counter and can see a huge boner fighting against his short.

It’s as if a tent was set up in his pants. All I know right now is that I'd love to set up camp in there.

I smirk at this, because I can see the yearning in his eyes every-time I turn and look at him.

Every sip I take releases more of my inner slut.

Lara and I were doing all the work, yet sweat streamed from Brian’s face, running down his abs and grazing every indent of his pecs.

“Why don’t I make my famous cocktail?” I ask Brian and Lara.

“Yeah, I’m dying of thirst up here,” Lara agrees, jumping on the bar.

I climb down the bar and throw a combination of orange juice, liqueur and rum into a cocktail shaker. I shake this and watch as Brian drools over my bouncing tits, before spilling it over into small shooter glasses. “Careful, this will make you hot,” I tell Brian and Lara.

On the count of three, we all down our tot glasses.

I let out a soft, intentional “Oooh” as I swallowed, closing my eyes slightly. I noticed Brian’s dick jump in his pants once he swallowed his shot.

Lara places a cherry between her teeth and leans in towards me.

As she approaches, I open my mouth and allow her to stick the cherry inside my mouth. We roll the cherry around in our mouths, massaging our pellets.

In the corner of my eye, I spot Brian touching himself. This amps me on to reach out for Lara’s tits.

The music had died and the sounds of our lips smacking together echo, filling the room with the sounds of our passion.

My hands run through Lara’s silky blonde hair and I softly run my nails against her back.

As I untie the knot holding up her bikini top, I feel Brian’s strong touch on my neck. “Ahh,” I moan. The touch was unexpected but invited.

With his strong hands, he presses against my back, starting at my shoulders and then rubbing his way down.

Brian removes the knot on my bikini top before slowly taking it off. Lara’s breasts connect with mine. He nipples rub against me.

Brian massages my ass before placing his strong hand inside my bikini bottom. “Oooh.”

For a second, I stop kissing Lara as his touch runs against my wetness. He pulls off my bikini and as he rises, places his tongue on my lower back. Running his tongue up my spine, I get goose bumps.

Moving his hands onto my yearning cunt, Brian thrusts against me and I feel the head of his cock press against my ass. ‘Ooooooh fuck!” For a second, I thought he was going to shove his dick in me.

Lara breaks the kiss and starts running her tongue down my neck. Soft kisses follow as she makes her way down. She softly squeezes against my tits as she teases my nipple with the tip of her tongue. Brian presses harder against me as he rubs his index finger against my clit.

“Ah, fuck! Oooh fuck,” I moan while grabbing his hand. The pleasure feels surreal and I try removing his hand, but he holds firm and rubs harder against my clit.

We walk over towards the blanket placed outside on the grass and for the first time, I catch sight of Brian’s cock. His cock stands firm and proud.

His dick is comparable with any of the skyscrapers lurking in the background.

I lay on the blanket and Lara follows suit. She places her head on my pussy and starts playfully rubbing her tongue around me. “Ooooooh!” I moan. Brian joins in and places his dick near my head, while lowering his head on Lara’s pussy.

The taste of Brian’s pre-cum fills my mouth as I slowly place his huge cock inside my mouth. His cock forces me to open my mouth up wide. Its thickness consumes me.

I feel his cock throb inside my mouth as I stick it in deep and rub my tongue against the head of his cock. With my mouth, I suck in his precum. His salty taste is delicious.

The three of us lay on the blanket, all connected with our mouths, pussies and cock. Sucking up each other's fluids in the triangle of desire.

Brian breaks the chains and crawls towards me. He lifts me up on my knees and bends me over. My face lands in Lara’s cunt.

Shivers pass through my body as I feel Brian push against my pussy. I let out a loud moan as his dick plunges inside me. He enters me slowly, at first. After pulling out, he goes back in, deeper than before.

The scent of Lara’s pussy consumes me as Brian buries his cock inside me. He fills me with his thick cock and starts thrusting against the walls of cunt.

“Oh, fuck, fuck! Yes,” I scream. My legs tighten as he slides in and out of me. I feel his strong finger rubbing against my clit as he rams into me.

“Oh fuck! I’m going to cum,” I scream. I try removing his hand, but it remains firm. “Oh, oh, oh!” He rams into me harder and deeper, violently rubbing against my clit. My entire body tenses up and crushing waves of satisfaction rush through my body. His cock continues to fill me, and my clit rubbed with his powerful fingers.

My knees went weak and Brian continued to ram in and out of me.

“Oh fuck!” Seconds later, I feel Brian shoot inside me. He pulsated inside me, holding me tight with every squirt.

***

I may have lost Brandon, but Lara and Brian helped me find myself.

In fact, I’m dating again. I’m dating Brian’s best friend, Jude.

Jude is an amazing man, he’s strong, yet gentle. Kind, yet stern. He has indents all over his body and in all the right places. Oh, and did I forget to mention he fucks me really good?

“I’m so happy for you,” Lara tells me.

“Thanks! I owe it all to you.”

“Oh, rubbish! You owe it all to yourself.”

“What are you up to?” I ask Lara suspiciously.

I’ve seen that look before. It’s the look Lara gave me in Joe’s coffee shop. A look that tells me she’s up to something.

“Perhaps Jude can join us one evening…”

In the past, I would have thought that to be the most ridiculous suggestion.

Now, the thought makes me wet. Who knows, perhaps I might just share my Jude with Brian and Lara.

After all, they sure saved my sad ass. I do owe them one…
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It’s almost as if he wanted me to find them…

I’ve known about my husband’s hidden stash of explicit DVDs for the last year now.

When we first got married, he hid them well in the far ends of his closest. I could always tell when he watched them because the order would never be the same. 

Lately, he has become more and more sloppy.

There’s just one constant. You will always find the copy of Lesbian fantasies as soon as you open the cupboard door. 

It’s almost as if he wants me to find it.

If only he knew. We want the same thing…

Grab your copy now
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