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Chapter 1



The cool Amsterdam air hit them like a tidal wave! 

Turning to Michael, Jessica smiled suggestively. He wasn’t getting any, but teasing has never hurt anyone.

Jessica slapped her hands against her cheeks, in case this was all a dream. She still couldn’t believe they were in Amsterdam of all places!

“Let me take that for you,” the hotel assistant smiled.

Oh fuck me, I could so get used to this.

Her hands could do with a break. “Why, thank you very much!” 

Michael didn’t have to invite Jessica along for this trip. The trip was meant for the members of the Flying Squad Basketball team, in any case. But, after much convincing, the guys allowed him to bring Jessica along. 

“As long as she doesn’t stand in the way of our fun.”

While Michael slipped the card into the key entry, Jessica’s gaze moved to the top of the door.

Room 69

The irony of it all was that anything closely linked to ‘69’ was the last thing Jessica had on her mind.

That clean, flowery smell hit them, pretty much what you’d expect from a hotel at this price, as I walked into their room. 

Michael must have booked the best room in the building. Situated on the 22nd floor, they had a stunning view of the canals and breath-taking backdrop of those world-famous, multi-coloured houses.

“Babe,” Michael said. “You like?”

Like? She freaking loved it!

“Oh my God, it is absolutely perfect!”

"I'm glad you like it. And, it's pretty central, We are surrounded by shops and restaurants, and there's a tram just down the road, so you would never be bored when I’m out practising!"

"You think I'm worried about being bored?" Jessica said, throwing herself on the bed. "Fuck babe, I feel like a princess! A princess trapped in a castle she never wants to leave."

“Wait until you see what I have planned for tonight!” Michael grinned.

“Oh my God! My heart cannot take any more surprises.” Jessica sat up and grabbed her man by the chin and pulled her best attempt at sad, puppy dog eyes. “Please, tell me what you have planned?”

“Ha ha ha, if I do, the surprise will be ruined! You will just have to wait and see.”

Jessica fluttered her eyes playfully. “Not even when I do this?”

“Cute!”  Michael would not budge. “Now get ready, we have a reservation at 6 o'clock, and we cannot be late!”

“Oh, come on!”

Michael walked straight into the shower, avoiding all eye contact with Jessica. “Nope.”

“Okay, can you at least tell me what I need to wear?”

Michael popped his head out of the bathroom. “It really doesn’t matter what you wear, does it? You always look perfect!” 

A chalkboard with the daily specials greeted Michael and Jessica as they entered.  While there was certainly nothing special about the prices, the smells of garlic and seafood would leer even the biggest cheapskate. Cheerful chatter emanated from the bar, and each of the tables was decorated with a white table cloth and a scented candle in the centre of the table.

With a backdrop of the city lights behind them, Jessica couldn’t think of a more perfect way to spend her night.

The waitress, a beautiful young Dutch girl with sleek blonde hair enough to make any woman envious of, approached with a basket of fresh starter rolls.

“You have to try their cheese!” Michael smiled.

Jessica could tell Michael was up to something. Despite his usual coy, mischievous behaviour, he almost seemed nervous.

Her heart raced in overtime as she shaking hands finally revealed what he had been planning.

“Oh, my fuck! What is going –”

“Jessica, you make me the happiest man on this planet.”

Dear God, this is not happening!

Jessica shifted about uncomfortably in her chair, looking down at the man in front of her. She swallowed hard. “Michael what is–"

“I cannot imagine my life without you,” Michael continued. “Jessica Norwood, will you make me the happiest man alive and marry me?”

Eyes all around the restaurant were fixed on them. People from across the globe anxiously sat and waited for Jessica's response. 

Sweet Lord, what the fuck is going on! I am not ready for this.

Jessica glanced around the restaurant, before turning back to Michael. She spent a few moments staring deep into his sparkly eyes. “I do! I mean, YES!”

Couples all around them stood to their feet in celebration. Jessica glanced down on Michael. How could she have said ‘no' to a man that looked so happy? She had never seen him more thrilled and more nervous in his life, and she has seen him play and win against some of his biggest national basketball games.

It’s not that Jessica did not want to get married to Michael, it’s that she would finally have to have sex with him. 

After being together for three years, they have not had sex. Michael, a man very open about his sexual experiences, was naturally not happy with this at first, but now the idea of jerking off in front of his partner has become the norm—patiently waiting for the night they would get married.

The image Jessica painted was that all her previous relationships were just about the sex and that she wanted this relationship to be different and that's why they held off on sex. But, that's far from the truth.

The truth is Jessica is a virgin, a virgin utterly terrified of getting intimate with a man.

For someone that must always have everything right, the thought of messing up while having sex is a terrifying one.

There have been times when Jessica felt it was only fair that her potential life partner knew she was a virgin, but as with all lies—they grow. Building up and worsening over time.

Jessica was unusually quiet as they reached their hotel room. She struggled to hold a conversation for most of the supper.

“Are you okay?” Michael asked, running his hands through her hair.

“Yeah, I’m good! I’m just… Um, I’m so happy that it’s all just a little overwhelming!”

Fuck me, Jessica thought to herself. I am so not ready for the shit! “Why don’t you grab a shower so long and I’ll wait for you in bed?” Jessica said.

“Oh, shit! Am I smelling?”

No, I just need to get away from you! “No! I am, so the sooner you get done, the sooner I can shower, big boy!”

Michael is very different from Jessica. He had always been open and free with his sexuality. In fact, some of the stories he told Jessica made her feel a little uncomfortable, sending shivers down her spine as he explained each story in graphic, vivid detail.  

He told her he was once involved in a seven-man orgy and that he even bent over for someone before. His belief was always that you cannot insult something until you tried it. Luckily him bending over, that was a once off experience.

Jessica, being herself, lied about her sexual experiences. She told Michael how she was used by six men at once, and once she saw the look in his eye, she comforted him and said it was an experience she would never want to repeat again.

From Michael’s narrowed eyebrows, Jessica couldn’t tell if he was utterly disgusted by her story or if it turned him on. Either way, it’s not something she would ever want to find out.

“What is that smell?” Michael asked, walking out on the balcony.

Jessica flicked the cigarette bud from the 22nd floor. “I was wondering the same thing! It’s probably just someone smoking weed.”

Michael stared at her suspiciously.

“You know, being Amsterdam and all. Babe, won’t you be an angel and make me a cup of tea?”

“Tea?” Michael laughed. “Shouldn’t we be sipping on Champagne? I am marrying a granny!” Michael teased.

Jessica waited for Michael to walk back in the hotel room before she reached for her hand sanitiser. To clean the smell of smoke, she rubbed sanitiser all over her hands and even parts of her face.

When Jessica thought she was coming to Amsterdam, a place she could only have dreamed about visiting, this was not how she imagined spending her first night—lying in bed, watching Michael breathe rhythmically in and out. With thoughts of marriage hanging over her head, she felt trapped. Her heart raced faster than a speeding train.

Jessica’s eyes shot open. A thought she hadn’t considered crossed her mind.

Michael would probably want to have kids.

Jessica didn't have anything against kids, as long as she didn't have to deal with them for prolonged periods. Growing up, she did not have the best of experiences with most of the kids in her school.

Coming from a mentally deranged home did not help much either. 

Her dad refused to accept his age and attempted to relive his youth by dressing as Elvis Presley and drove unnecessarily loud, old cars, he considered ‘classics.' He spent most of his time ‘bargain hunting' old, unwanted vehicles.

No dad, that’s not a bargain, that was someone else’s problem, which now became ours. 

Her mother, who paid little attention to her dad, believed all the problems in this world could be solved through efficient chakra and energy balancing. She wore oversized multi-coloured clothes and once offered Jessica shrooms to begin her own path of enlightenment. 

With her dysfunctional family, Jessica couldn’t rely on her crazy parents for support or guidance growing up. 

When Michael first tried grabbing on Jessica’s breasts, she squirmed with discomfort. Despite the lust-filled looks she got from most men, she often catches staring deep into her bosom, her generously sized breasts was not one of her favourite features. 

As Jessica looked over at her husband to be, she knew something had to be done. She is lucky enough to find a man, utterly irresistible and head over heels in love with her. The last thing she wanted was to embarrass herself on the night they consummate their marriage.

Jessica thought of a plan—a plan that scared the living shit out of her. If she had any chance of saving her marriage before it even started, she knew it had to be done.

With Jessica held firmly in Michael's arms, she turned her head to face him, and the wells of her tear-ducts opened. She was not ready for this.

She didn’t deserve to be held by such a fantastic man.

***

“Hey guys, look, it’s Mina-moo!”

Grabbing firmly on the straps of her school bag, Jessica walked on and tried ignoring the comments. This was a daily occurrence, and she learned it was sometimes best to ignore it and walk on.

“So, what do you do in your spare time, Jessica? Milking the cow?” Claudia taunted. Her stupid comments always left her arse-licking rolling with laughter.

Holding onto her bag tight,  one of Claudia’s cronies yanked on Jessica’s bag. As Jessica pulled back, trying to hold firmly onto her possessions, Daniela loosened her grip, causing Jessica to fall. Jessica landed on her large breasts as she plunged towards the ground.

"Ha ha, I'm shocked she never bounced back up!" Claudia mocked.

Of course, Jessica couldn’t rely on her mother for comfort.

Sophia, her delusional mother, lit incense, hovering the smoke above Jessica's head.  “My love, all you need to do is put positive energy out there, and the universe will reward you and turn those bullies into allies.”

Sophia would always say weird shit like this and Jessica would stare at her mother, wondering what the fuck that even meant.

Relying on her father was an even bigger mistake.

“Your mom talks so much shit!” David, her father, would interject. “If you want to show those kids who's boss, then let me take you to school in my sexy car!” David coughed as he struggled to pull on his cigarette. Despite trying to learn how to smoke for the last 2 years, he was never very good at it.

Jessica stared at her brain-dead father, sitting at the dining room table with large, black shades. She would rather be dead than caught in that 1970 Chevrolet Chevelle that, too often for comfort, required someone to help push the car before it even moved.

Forgetting about her balanced energies, Sophia’s nostrils flared. “You are killing the planet with that stupid little car of yours, David!”

“Oh shut up! You need to learn to live a little and stop worrying about the freaking planet so much.”

“Don’t you dare tell me……”

Their voices died down as Jessica walked further away from the dining room table. She doubted they even noticed her leaving, as they continued arguing over who was cooler.

Since then Jessica quickly discovered that if she were to survive in this cruel world, she would need to learn to stand up for herself.
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Chapter 2



Through narrowed eyes, Jessica watched as her husband-to-be walked out of the shower. Beads of water droplets rolled down the indents of his abs. 

Michael Stanton was perfect in every. single. way.

Michael is mixed race, sort of like Barack Obama, but way hotter! His mom was originally from England and his dad, Jamaican, giving him the perfect tanned complexion that drove Jessica insane the first time she laid eyes on him.

He definitely benefited from his father’s blood as far as his manhood was concerned. 

For someone that is still a virgin, Jessica gasped when she first saw the size of his shaft. Michael jerked off in front of Jessica most nights, and even though she pretended not to pay him any attention, she would always watch from the corner of her eye. 

Standing at 8.5 inches tall and an even more impressive girth to match, Michael’s cock was not for the fainthearted!

Michael’s tanned cock swayed freely in front of Jessica as he dried himself off, readying himself for a night out with the team.

“I tried to convince them to allow me to bring you,” Michael said. “But, the boys insisted that tonight is a boys night out!”

Faking a yawn, Jessica opened her eyes, trying not to focus on that massive shaft dangling near her face. “It’s okay babe, you go out and have fun!” Jessica rubbed her eyes. “In any case, I’m so tired! I suspect it could be jet lag.”

Michael sat beside Jessica, brushing the few loose strands of her golden hair out of her face and staring intently into her eyes. “I cannot wait for the day I officially get to call you mine!”

Jessica feigned a smile. If only she felt the same way inside. “Soon babe! Now go out  and have fun!”

As the door shut tight, Jessica laid in bed for a few more seconds, making sure the coast was clear. She ran off to the balcony, and when she saw Michael getting into a cab, she got ready to set off on her own mission.

Jessica’s heart pounded violently inside her chest as she reached for the razor blade. The last thing she wanted was to be embarrassed with hairy, prickly legs.

Fuck Jessica! What are you doing!?

Michael, Jessica’s partner for over three years, has never even seen her naked and here she is going out, doing this! 

Surprisingly, depriving Michael hasn’t taken a strain on their relationship one bit. In fact, it could potentially have strengthened their relationship. When you find a man that’s willing to wait three years before having sex, you know he’s a keeper!

“Hello, room service, how can we help?”

Jessica stared at the telephone cord. It's not too late to strangle yourself with this!

“Um, I need you to order me a cab, please?”

“Certainly ma'am. Where would you like to go?”

Jessica shifted uncomfortably. “I, err. I haven’t decided yet. Could you just order the cab and I’ll, um,  think of a place to go when I’m in the cab?”

“We can certainly do that for you, ma'am. Would you perhaps like any suggestions?”

“Um, no it's fine thanks. Just let me know once the driver has arrived!”

Seriously Jessica! It’s not too late to just turn back and hide under the covers.

As Jessica walked towards the black Mercedes-Benz, parked outside the hotel, she searched for responses to any awkward questions the driver may have.

Fuck It, people do this all the time!

"Goedenavond!”

“Yeah, hi.”

“Where would you like to go, ma’am?” The striking Dutch driver asked.

Jessica sank her head in between her legs. “Please take me to,” she cleared her throat, “to the Red Light District.”

“Of course,” the driver responded.

What the fuck does ‘of course’ mean?

“Is there anything specific you looking for?” The driver continued.

“Yes. Take me to the guys' section.”

Looking at Jessica through his rear-view mirror, the driver smirked and drove off.

“Do you need me to fetch you, later?” The driver asked as they approached the narrow streets illuminated with dull, red neon lighting.

“No, thank you.” After that awkward drive, she wouldn’t want seeing him again.

Jessica swallowed hard as she passed a place called ‘sex palace.’ With a name like that, very little is left to the imagination— she could only imagine what went down in there.  

To Jessica’s surprise, the Red Light District looked nothing like what she expected. In her head, she imagined hundreds of people going at it, humping like rabbits. Possibly even slipping on a condom or two as she walked down the roads of Sodom and Gomorrah. But it was nothing like that.

In between all the shops, clearly dedicated to sex, there were a few regular businesses as well. Jessica found it odd seeing a bookstore right next to an adult toy shop.

As she walked down the red-lit street, hundreds of beautiful woman greeted her from their tiny cubicles. She even found herself blushing after one of the girls licked her lips as she walked passed them.

As Jessica continued strolling down the street, she quickly found that although there were men in the red light district, they were all prettier then she was. She could tell they were guys because of their Adam’s apple, squared chins and their sad attempts at hiding their bulge. These guys had their makeup done to perfection and were probably aimed at gay men looking for a good time. 

Finally, she reached the place she needed to be. An alignment of windows lined up across one of the alleys, filled with male prostitutes.

Black, white, mixed-race, lean or muscled, she could pick, choose and refuse from this sexy line-up.

One thing was for sure, none of these men suffered from the Irish curse. Jessica found herself particularly attracted to one man. She could tell he was Dutch by his beautiful blonde hair and the size of his tool. Dutchmen are known for being well-endowed. His cock was about the same size as her husband-to-be, making him the perfect candidate to practice on.

The muscle Dutchman leered Jessica into his cubicle by summoning her closer with his index finger.

Jessica’s knees felt as though there were about to cave in as she walked towards his cubicle.

“Hello, beautiful!” The Dutch God greeted, sticking his head out of his cubicle.

“Um, how, how much?” Jessica stuttered.

“For you, I would give it away for free!”

Jessica ran her eyes down his body. Strolling down from his sharp green eyes to his squared jaw and down his defined chest and tasty six-pack. She paused as she landed on the Dutchman's package.

Dear Lord Jesus, she thought to herself as she stared at his protruding cock, barely contained inside that jockstrap.

Undoubtedly good at his job, he had a smile that would ease even the most nervous of clients. “Why don't you come on in and we can discuss the price further?”

The tiny room was lit with dark neon red lighting and in the corner of the room was a single bed—where Jessica would lose her virginity. With every passing second, this became more real. From being a virgin, never touched in her 25 years of existence, to being taken by a Dutchman in freaking Amsterdam.

What the fuck am I playing at?

“What is your name?” Jessica asked the man that led her into his cave. She walked behind him, her eyes fixated on his sexy ass.

“Gustav,” he responded as he leaned into her. Gustav was so close to Jessica, she could feel the heat of his cock radiate against her skin.

Jessica swallowed hard. “Jessica.”

Gustav smiled at Jessica, but it wasn't an ordinary smile. It was a cute smile that instilled a sense of comfort in Jessica, one that convinced her she was doing the right thing. She's not doing this for own greedy needs, after all, she was doing this for the sake of her marriage.

“You haven’t done this before, have you?” Gustav said.

“No,” Jessica confessed.

Gustav rubbed on his thick bulge. “Okay, but if you are so nervous, what are you doing you here?” 

Gustav’s cock now pushed the fabric of his jockstrap away from his skin, begging for its release as he ran his eyes down her body.

“Why don’t you have a seat and let’s figure out what you’re looking for?” Gustav said comfortingly, tapping on the bed beside him.

Jessica glanced down at Gustav's toes, and her pussy quivered. There is nothing more attractive than a man with strong, masculine toes. His toes had just the right amount of thick veins that ran up his legs, indicative of his dominance.

If she weren't so scared, of pretty much everything in life, she would have sunk to her knees and taken each toe in her mouth.

“Fuck I need a cigarette!” Jessica muttered.

Gustav smiled coyly at his guest and reached out for his pack of Stuyvesant Red and, after lighting the smoke, he handed it over to Jessica.

Her forehead crinkled. “Did you smoke in here?”

“Not usually, but I like you.”

Jessica blushed uncomfortably. “Okay well, thank you.”

As Jessica lifted her shaking hand towards her mouth, taking in a drag of her cigarette, a wave of relief flooded over her. This was the craziest thing she had done, and her nerves were shot. Jessica looked like a trauma patient seconds away from having a fit.

“Oh fuck,” Jessica yelped, staring at Gustav with large fear-filled eyes. Gustav grabbed hold of her tiny little hands and slowly pulled the cigarette out of her fingers.

They spent a few moments staring intensely into each other's eyes as Gustav held the cigarette in front of Jessica's mouth.

This is not what she expected. She expected the sex worker to bend her over and leave her screaming as he ravished her cunt and had his way with her. Once Gustav noticed her shaking hands, he held the cigarette for her.

As Jessica took another drag of the cigarette, held up by Gustav's hand, she shifted her glance back to Gustav's delicious toes and ran her eyes up his body. She imagined licking him from the toes up his strong hairy legs, planting a trail of kisses up his thighs and around his massive cock.

It could be the fact that she would never had to look at the man again, but she finally feels ready to allow a man to take complete control over her.

With the cigarette pulled out, Jessica placed her hand on his thigh, inches away from his massive manhood. Gustav smiled at Jessica, happy she finally found a sense of comfort.

It suddenly dawned on Jessica that a price had still not been disclosed.

“You still didn’t tell me how much all of this would cost?”

“All of this?” Gustaf laughed.

With parted lips, Jessica stared anxiously at his prick. “Yeah, all of this.”

“Well, you still didn’t tell me why you’re here?” Gustav said as he and leaned forward, brushing the hair out of Jessica’s face.

After a few moments of staring intently at the floor, Jessica swallowed hard. “I’m here to save my marriage.”

Gustav stared intently at Jessica. It’s not every day he got clients that come to him for help to ‘save their marriage.’

After Gustav offered Jessica a drink, she found herself increasingly more comfortable in his semi-naked presence. She started telling Gustav about the lies she told Michael and that she was actually a virgin. But she came to him for help, so that their first night together would be magical!

“I will have experience on our first night and know exactly what to do. That’s where you come in.”

“You know,” Gustav burst into laughter. “I think that must be the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard!”

Jessica didn’t expect anyone to understand, and she’s certainly not paying him to understand either.

As Jessica slugged down her second glass of whiskey, she sat back on his bed with her legs spread slightly.

Gustav hovered over her and stared intently into her eyes. “You remind me of someone.”

“Oh Lord, I hope it’s not another client?” Jessica laughed.

Even through her blurry, alcohol-filled vision, she could tell the intensity had surpassed the stage of just ‘paid sex.’

“You remind me of my ex,” Gustav said as he brushed her eyebrows with his strong thumbs. “She was just as beautiful as you!”

Suddenly, the room seemed much darker.  Jessica knew this had gone too far. If she didn’t do something to put an end to it, it could become dangerous.

After licking his lips, Gustav leaned down and met with Jessica's lips. Jessica closed her eyes and allowed herself to be transported into another world as Gustav's full lips sucked on hers. Slowly, Gustav extended his tongue, slipping it into Jessica's mouth.

“Stop!” Jessica shrieked.

Gustav lifted himself and stared at Jessica curiously, as she crawled out from under his hold and rolled across the bed. “I'm so sorry, but I cannot do this. How much do I owe you?”

Gustav looked as though he had seen a ghost. As far as he was concerned, Jessica was enjoying this moment as much as he was. “Where you going?”

“Home. How much do I owe you?”

“I told you already, you don’t owe me anything.” Gustav leaned forward, trying to bring the scrambling woman to her senses.

“Well, in that case, I am really sorry for having wasted your time!”

“Wait! Come back!” Gustav begged, but it was too late. Jessica was already at the door, running faster than Wayde Van Nie Kerk at an Olympic race.

Jessica rubbed her lips furiously, trying to remove all evidence of their brief moment of passion.

What the fuck have I done! Oh my God, this is just fucking great.

Jessica had never felt dirtier in her life.

“Oh!” Jessica yelped. “Jesus, lady, you scared the shit out of me!”

“So, you couldn’t go through with it?” 

Jessica turned around to face the woman. At first, she was taken aback by her exotic, beautiful looks. “I'm sorry, I need to go,” Jessica said. She turned around and walked away from the strange woman.

“Wait!” The woman called out. “I can help you.”

Jessica paused.

“I can help you save your marriage.”
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Chapter 3



“How do you—”

“That’s not important,” the woman with the shiny long black hair interrupted her. “The point is, I can help you. Do you want my help or not?”

Jessica had no idea who this woman was or where she came from, more importantly how she knew Jessica needed help with her marriage. But, there was something about this woman that left Jessica wanting to find out. 

As Jessica turned to face the woman, she spent a few moments admiring her exotic, Goddess-like beauty. With heart-shaped bright red lips and slick long black hair that reached down to her hips, she is one of the most beautiful women Jessica had ever laid eyes on. Her lips were sultry. Warm. Inviting.

What the fuck is up with this place? Is it like mandatory to be good-looking?

Jessica raised her eyebrows and stared at the woman intently. “And how can you help me?”

The  Eastern Goddess smiled back at Jessica and extended her hand forward. “Hannah.”

Reluctantly, Jessica took her hand in hers. She held onto her hand a little longer than what was necessary, but who could have blamed her? Hannah had the softest hands she had ever felt. “Jessica.”

“I tell you what, this is probably not the best place to have a conversation. Let's have a chat over a cup of coffee?”

Jessica stared her suspiciously. “What, like now?”

“Yeah, why not! The night is still young.”

Glancing over at her wrist-watch, Jessica agreed. “Okay but I only have 20 minutes.” The last thing she needed was for her man to come home and find her missing from the hotel room. That would be a fucking fantastic way to end of this already awkward night.

Hannah led the way to a nearby coffee shop, Jessica walked behind her, admiring her curvaceous body. She had curves in all the right places. It suddenly dawned on Jessica; Hannah could also be a sex worker.

“Say, I don’t know how to ask this…” Jessica started.

“Then don’t ask,” Hannah cut her off.

Jessica gave Hannah an incredulous stare. “Anyway, you’re not a, um,”

“No, I’m not a prostitute.”

Jessica smiled awkwardly as tailed behind Hannah, leading the way into a coffee shop.

“Dear Lord, what is that smell?” Jessica said.

“Sweetheart, this is Amsterdam. You really need to let go and learn to have a little bit of fun.” Hannah laughed. “And besides, I would have thought the name, Greenhouse Effect Coffee Shop would have given it away?” Hannah chuckled.

Espresso and frothing machines lined up a long granite counter. Coffee blends and various bottles of coffee flavourings were on offer. At first glance, this looked like any ordinary coffee shop. For Amsterdam standards, this was about as standard as any coffee shop gets.

“Since we here, you might as well try some!” Hannah smiled.

“Are you insane!” Jessica barked. “I have never had weed in my life!” Jessica shot her an evil glare, “and I certainly don’t intend to start.”

“Suit yourself, stuck up.” Hannah shot back.

Jessica was stunned at her response. “Excuse me?”

“All I’m saying is that you really should learn to live a little.” Hannah smiled.

That smile drove Jessica insane. It was a smile that could make her reach over the table and slap sense into the complete stranger, she met just minutes before. “You did not just call me ‘stuck up!’”

“Yeah, well. If the shoe fits.” Hannah continued smiling. 

Jessica breathed out a sigh of irritation. “Can we just get to the point? Why am I here?”

Hannah paid little attention to Jessica as she casually summoned the waiter after browsing through the menu. From their brief encounter, she could tell Jessica was used to having her way, that shit would not fly with Hannah.

“Hello!” Jessica snapped.

“Hi there,” Hannah greeted the waitress, ignoring Jessica. “I’ll have a slice of your banana cake, I hope it’s not too strong, and a cup of coffee.” Hannah glanced over at Jessica. “Oh, and can we have a glass of water for my stuck up friend over there?”

Jessica had never lifted her hand at anybody before, but she drew awfully close with Hannah.

“For fuck sake! Are you going to answer me?” Strong veins developed on Jessica’s forehead as she stood and stared down at Hannah.

Hannah casually brushed her sleek black hair behind her ears and smiled at Jessica. Jessica looked like she was seconds away from having a stroke.

“Fuck this shit. I’m out of here!”

“See, that’s your first problem. Apart from taking everything way too seriously, you seem to be under the impression that you must always be in control.” Hannah started, casually looking around the coffee shop as though Jessica was not standing in front of her.

“What bullshit? I do not always want to be in control!”

“Let's look back at your actions earlier. Instead of admitting to your husband that you did not know what you were doing to your husband, did you not set off to find a prostitute to make sure you could please him?” Hannah's gaze slowly met Jessica's.

Jessica felt her knees go weak and lowered herself back in her seat, whilst looking around hoping no one else heard Hannah.

“There are two lessons you need to learn. The first lesson is that it’s okay to not always be in control.  Some of the best moments happen in life when we are least in control.” Hannah said.

“Yeah, but some of the worst moments also happen when we are not in control!” Jessica argued.

“True, but those moments will happen whether you like it or not!” 

Rolling her eyes, Jessica took a swig of water. Her head was still spinning from the few whiskeys she shared with Gustav. 

The cafe was alive and filled with energy, even at 10:30 at night. It’s no doubt the green ingredients had a lot to do with the cheery looks on everyone’s faces. This made Jessica feel a little uncomfortable. 

“And? What’s the second lesson?”

Hannah licked the bits of carrot cake off the sides of her mouth. As much as Jessica was not willing to touch that cake, Hannah sure made it look good. 

“The second lesson is,” Hannah paused, taking a sip of her coffee. It was as if she got off on watching Jessica squirm with impatience.  “Well, initially there were only two lessons, but now it looks like there’s a third lesson to be learned.”

“Seriously?” Jessica sighed heavily. “Okay, what is the second lesson?”

“The second lesson is that you shouldn’t roll your eyes at someone that is trying to help you!”

Jessica felt a rush of heat flow across her cheeks. She didn't even realize how rude she had been until Hannah pointed it out. “Okay, I am sorry. Please, can you tell me what the third lesson is that I need to learn?”

Hannah took her lost sip of coffee, before folding her fingers into each other and stared intently at Jessica. “The last lesson you need to learn, miss Jessica, is that you are focusing on the wrong person.”

As the waiter approached, asking whether they would like anything else, Jessica stared at Hannah. She was dumbfounded.

I am focusing on the wrong person?

After searching deep inside her, this comment made no sense.

“What that means is that you need to focus on yourself. Make yourself happy, and your husband will thank you for it.”

“Husband-to-be,” Jessica corrected her.

Hannah smiled at her. “Right, so my job here is done!”

Really? This was her idea of offering help? Emptying meaningless riddles that made no sense to Jessica?

Hannah turned to the waitress, “Thanks love. We’ll grab the bill. My stuck—” Hannah looked over at Jessica. “My friend needs to get back home.”

As they walked out of the coffee shop, Jessica felt like Hannah was holding back. None of what she said made sense to Jessica, yet, parts of it rang true, and she simply needed to know more.

“Okay, I know we got off on the wrong foot and that I was rude to you, for which I apologise. But, what do you mean by focus on myself?” Jessica asked.

Hannah closed in on Jessica, her lips were inches away. Shivers ran down Jessica’s spine as Hannah placed her hand on Jessica’s arm and slowly rubbed down, reaching for her hands. 

Hannah snaked her fingers in between Jessica’s. Just as Jessica thought Hannah was leaning in to kiss her, Hannah shifted her mouth over to Jessica’s ears, before whispering, “What that means, beautiful Jessica, is that you need to learn to trust yourself enough to let go. Stop fighting so much.”

“I’ll see you around, beautiful!” Hannah blew a kiss at Jessica, before walking away.

The busy street was crowded with people, even at this late hour, but that did not stop Jessica from chasing after Hannah. “Wait! Um, would you be able to help me with that?” Jessica stared at Hannah in anticipation. “Please?” She added quickly. 

Hannah turned around, before giving Jessica a small card. “Why don't you sleep on it and see how you feel tomorrow? If by tomorrow, you still need my help, you have my number.”

Jessica held her gaze on Hannah’s hips, that swayed seductively until she was out of sight.

The business card had the words, Pleasure for Rent, printed on the front with an image of a lady’s leg in high heels and fishnet stockings edged on the side of the card.

Jessica’s eyes widened as she realised her initial suspicion was correct. Hannah was a sex worker!

With seconds to spare, Jessica made it in bed and pretended as though she was sleeping all along when Michael walked in. Thankfully he had plenty to drink himself, so he couldn’t smell the whiskey on her breath.

Jessica stretched her arms out, as she faked a yawn. “Hey babe, did you have a good night?”

With dazed eyes, Michael stumbled toward his wife-to-be. He bit his lower lip as he stroked Jessica’s arm. “I had an amazing night! But I missed you so much,” he said as he leaned down to kiss Jessica.

Jessica trembled as she laid back in bed. Michael's bulging cock was arduous to miss as it pushed against his jeans, begging for its release. This would not be the first cock, aching for its release she had seen today.

Perhaps it was all the events of tonight, but more than ever before, Jessica desperately wanted to rip his cock out of his jeans and roll the edges of her tongue over his head.

As Michael pulled his shirt off and lowered his jeans, he turned to Jessica. “You don’t mind? As you can see, he’s a little excited tonight!”

“Not at all, babe!”

Jessica swallowed hard as Michael pulled his underwear down and watched as his thick shaft bounced freely.

Michael had always believed they should not have any secrets between them and that's why he insisted on masturbating in front of Jessica. Jessica shifted over to catch a glance of Michael's prick, admiring the thick veins wrapped around his cock. Her pussy pulsated as Michael grabbed his cock in his hand and let out a sigh of relief.

“Oh fuck, yes!” Michael groaned.

Michael continued rubbing his shaft up and down with his strong hands, as a wet patch developed inside Jessica's panties. She would give anything in the world to feel him inside her. Yanking harder on his tool, Jessica closed her eyes and took in the sweet scent of his masculinity.

“Oh, fuck!” Michael cried out. Jessica crept closer to her man and pushed her legs up against his. Goosebumps filled her as she felt his strong legs stiffen up and he prepared for his release.

“Oh! Fuck!” Michael kicked his strong legs out in a fit of passion. His muscular thighs landed in between Jessica’s legs as the first stream of cum shot out of his cock.

Michael shot four more violent bursts of semen, which landed on his chest and all around his abs.

Jessica’s pussy quivered with want. If Michael had to shift his legs just a little higher, his thigh would have been soaked in Jessica’s wetness.

As he struggled for air, breathing in and out heavily, Michael shot up, staring at Jessica in awe. Unable to contain herself any longer, Jessica crawled up against her man and started licking up the cum plastered all over his abs.

When Michael made his way to clean up in the bathroom, Jessica looked at Hannah’s business card yet again.

Her heart pulsed violently.

“I have given it some thought like you suggested, and I have decided to accept your help.”

Jessica listened for Hannah’s response in eager anticipation. “You can meet me tomorrow. I’ll text you my details,” Hannah said before abruptly hanging up the phone. 

Jessica’s sexual urges reached an all-time high and watching Michael tonight was the tipping point. Something had to give so she could free herself of the mental restrictions that held her captive. 

The smell and taste of his cum left a craving desire for more. 

She desperately wanted to free herself. Not for him, but for once in her life, for herself.
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Chapter 4



Jessica stared at Hannah standing at the door of her home in Westerpark. 

“I’m surprised you came! I suspected you would wake up and just chicken out!”

Jessica swallowed hard as she took in the sight of Hannah wearing a black and white lacy lingerie set with pink, fluffy bedroom slippers.

“Trust me, trying to navigate my way here was not the easiest. Eventually, I just gave the cab driver my phone for the address.”

Hannah laughed. “It’s really not that hard to read. Come on in, you silly girl!” 

Reluctantly, Jessica stepped forward. “Um, sorry, but I’m not sure what we are supposed to be doing,” Jessica asked awkwardly.

Had she moved on from male prostitutes to female ladies of the night?

“You don’t know? We’re having fun, remember?” An evil glare lit up in Hannah’s eyes as she turned around, revealing in her hand the largest dildo Jessica had ever seen. 

Jessica froze, staring uncomfortably at Hannah.

“Ha ha ha, oh you should have seen the look on your face!” Hannah curled forward as she chuckled, almost losing her balance. “Come, you old sod. Follow me.”

Jessica laughed nervously, but Hannah had still not answered her question.

“Is this your home?” Jessica asked as she marvelled at the marble flooring and the chandeliers that sparkled from the ceilings. 

“Not exactly what you would expect from a prostitute?” Hannah said.

“Err, I never said that!” Jessica stuttered. 

…

“Wait, are you one?”

“One what?” Hannah laughed. 

“You know?”

Hannah rubbed on her chin. “Yeah, no. I don’t. One what?”

“Are you a prostitute?” Jessica’s stomach churned.

“See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Hannah poured a glass of water. “I don’t drink, but I can offer you water.”

“Thanks.”

“I am the one-half owner of an escort agency, Pleasure for rent.”

Water sprayed out of Jessica’s mouth. Quickly placing her hand on her mouth, she looked up at Hannah. “Fuck, I am so sorry!”

“Don’t sweat it. But, I will not be cleaning up after you,” Hannah said, throwing her a mop.

Jessica’s mind raced at a million miles per hour. “So, you’re a pimp?”

“No. I don’t keep all the money or treat my staff like slaves.”

“Oh,” Jessica said and looked into her glass as if it suddenly made all the sense in the world.

“I help my girls, and guys, get work. I take a cut, and they take the rest. But, no, I don’t actually sell myself.”

That cleared up one of her questions, but it still didn’t explain what she was doing here. Unless Hannah had plans to sell Jessica!

Jessica took it upon herself to pour another glass of water after the previous glass was spat out all over the floor.

Pausing to examine her glass of water, Jessica turned to Hannah. “How do you do it?”

“Do what?” Hannah asked, more fixated on the screen of her phone than on Jessica. 

“How are you… How are you so carefree?”

Hannah squeezed her eyebrows together. “Carefree?” 

“Yeah. It seems like you don’t have a problem in the world. I mean, like, why else would you be so content with not being in control.” Before Jessica realised she said too much, it was too late.  

As Hannah started telling Jessica about her home country, Lebanon, her exotic looks, and her unique accent suddenly made sense to Jessica. Hannah told Jessica of how she fled from Lebanon in the 2006 war at the age of 16.

Beads of discomfort formed on Hannah’s head. “My dad was one of the richest men in Beirut.” She sighed heavily, “but, when war strikes, all the money in the world means nothing.” 

Jessica shifted about uncomfortably. She sat next to Hannah and wondered how they moved from her ‘putting herself first,’ to Hannah opening up about her past.

Hannah paused momentarily as she looked up at the ceiling, trying to regain her composure. 

“He brought me to the Netherlands and left me with his dear friend, before heading back to Lebanon to try and bring back his mother.”

As Hannah’s shoulders started jerking violently, Jessica shifted closer and placed her arms around the mysterious woman.

“And… And he hasn’t returned since.”

Hannah turned away from Jessica, standing to her feet. “Anyway, we’re not here to discuss me.”

“I'm sorry for bringing it up.” Jessica had a habit of making things uncomfortable, not only for herself but for those around her.

Seeing a woman as strong as Hannah reveal a hint of vulnerability left Jessica wondering how one woman can be so comfortable with the idea of not being in control when the control of her entire family was forcefully stripped?

Jessica caught Hannah wiping her eyes with the back of her hand, before throwing a black tie at Jessica. 

Grabbing onto the tie, Jessica looked up at Hannah, confused. “What is this for?”

“That, my beautiful friend, is what you will be using to create a blindfold.”

Jessica felt faint. This was not what she had in mind.

“And guess what. It’s your lucky day! Since you love control so much, you get to tie it yourself!” 

Jessica held the tie in her hand and shifted about uncomfortably in her seat. She had never had to use a tie to create a blindfold or even needed a blindfold for that matter. “Um, could you help me with this, please?”

Hannah smiled. “We’re getting much better at this, I see?” 

Jessica closed her eyes as Hannah stood behind her and slowly placed the piece of fabric over her eyes. Having to rely on her remaining senses, Jessica took in a sharp breath and allowed her mind to escape as she took in Hannah’s sweet vanilla smell. Her smell was soft, yet powerful and intense. 

She sat back with parted lips as Hannah ran her fingers against the back of her arms. 

It soon became clear to Jessica what was about to happen. Hannah planned on touching her all over, and she would have no choice, other than to sit back and enjoy it. “Please don't tell me you're going to bring out that dildo?” Jessica muttered.

“Oh, I won’t be doing anything, beautiful. You will be doing all the work!”

Lifting the lever on the recliner couch, Hannah pushed Jessica back into the chair. 

“For now, you going to sit back and I want you to feel every sensation. Your body is powerful and knows what it wants. Listen to your body, and it will thank you dearly.” Hannah looked down at Jessica. “In other words, your only job is to allow your body to speak and when it does, you must listen.”

With Jessica thrown back in the couch, Hannah slowly untied the laces holding her white Nike sneakers on her feet and softly slipped them off her feet, along with her secret socks. Jessica still shifted her legs restlessly, but with every passing moment, she opened up more to the idea of being touched by someone else. 

Something told Jessica she would be best prepared in a short skirt today and boy, was she right. With her sneakers removed, Hannah ran the back of her nails against her thighs as she approached her aching entrance.

“Oh, fuck!” Jessica gasped as Hannah slid her fingers under the band of Jessica’s skirt. Grabbing on her soft cotton skirt, she slowly pulled it down Jessica’s legs. Hannah smiled when she noticed the wet patch inside Jessica’s panties. 

As a cool breeze brushed against her wetness, Jessica grabbed hold of her hair and threw her head back.

Admiring Jessica’s silky long legs, a devilish grin formed on Hannah’s lips. Hannah had always been attracted to women, but as open as she was sexually, she never found the right woman to explore her fantasies with. Jessica ticked every one of Hannah’s boxes. 

Careful not to make too much contact with Jessica’s body, Hannah lifted her gold-pink shoulder top, stopping once she noticed the heavy breathing and the looks of fear on Jessica’s face.

With every inch she revealed of her beautiful torso, Jessica grew more uncomfortable. That's when Hannah realised that, despite her tits being lovely and generously sized, she was not comfortable with her breasts.

Hannah contemplated stopping, but her gut told her to continue. Jessica would thank her for it. 

Reluctantly, Jessica lifted herself, allowing her top to be pulled over her head.

“You have the most beautiful set of tits I have ever seen,” Hannah said daringly. 

“I’m not sure about that!” Jessica breathed. 

“Take it from someone in the adult industry, most women would die for breasts like yours.”

It worked. Hannah felt a sense of accomplishment as she watched the shy grin form on Jessica’s lips.

“So, here’s how this is going to go down,” Hannah started. “You are going to remove your bra and I will run a feather up and down these beautiful long legs, and while I’m doing that, you are going to squeeze on your tits. I want you to place them in your hand and touch them like they have never been touched before.”

Jessica swallowed hard. “Okay.”

The ticklish sensation of the feather rubbing against Jessica’s leg caused her to squirm at first.

Jessica was terrified of lifting her bra and having her breasts exposed to someone else. She would instead have lifted her panties than publicly present the tools that made her life hell for most of her childhood. But, with all the fear she felt, somehow, she felt comfortable in Hannah's presence—she felt a sense of sincerity she had never felt before.

Lifting the straps on her bra, she leaned back, and Hannah continued running the soft feather up her thigh, only pausing once she was inches away from her wetness.

Jessica’s breath grew sharp and erratic as she slowly took her bud in-between her fingers and gently started rubbing on her nipples. With every brush of the feather, Hannah moved closer to her aching cunt and watched eagerly as the shy American’s legs slowly spread, begging for more. 

Slowly, Jessica took each breast in her hand and started squeezing on them. A fire shot throughout her body which landed straight in-between her legs. 

“Oh, fuck!” Jessica moaned as she squeezed harder on each breast, surprising even herself, at the noises she made. 

With a cunt aching to be touched, Jessica struggled to contain herself any longer and Hannah’s words, Listen to your body, echoed in her head.

Jessica's right hand snaked down her torso, touching every part of her midsection as she rolled her hands lower.

After taking in a sharp breath, she slowly slid her hands under her panty. A sense of calm flooded over her, and she cupped her mound in her hands.

Till now, Jessica had never been able to successfully touch herself. Her body craved and ached to be touched, but she just couldn't find it in herself to respond.

With Jessica’s hands placed on her mound, Hannah slowly pulled her panty down. Sliding it passed her hips and off her feet. 

“Oh, my fuck! Look at that pussy!” Hannah whispered, more to herself than to Jessica. It took every bit of self-restraint to prevent Hannah from leaning in and licking up the juices that glistened on Jessica’s sweet cunt. 

The cool breeze blew directly on Jessica’s cunt, filling her with goose bumps that rippled throughout her body. Her legs started shaking violently as Jessica placed pressure on her cunt and slowly rubbed her fingers against the folds of her pussy.

Hannah sat back and enjoyed the show. She knew her job here was done, and in the next few moments, Jessica would have sprayed more than that glass of water in her house.

Jessica allowed her mind to drift off to Michael. She pictured his huge caramel cock spreading her lips apart as she slid the first finger into her opening. 

“Oh, fuck me!” Jessica moaned at the thought of his head, softened with pre-cum, pushing at her entrance. 

Biting her lower lip, she pressed hard against her clit and started circling it with increasing speed. Hannah ached to slip her hand under her own panties as the show unfolded in front of her and it took every ounce of self-control to stop her from doing so.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Jessica cried out. Hannah watched intently, a familiar heat rising in her own pussy as Jessica prepared for orgasm.

“Fuuuuck me!” Jessica screeched with the arrival of an orgasm that shook her walls. Her legs jerked about violently as she gushed all over her hand and on Hannah’s couch. Jessica arched her back as the painful tension turned into blissful ecstasy. 

“That was fucking amazing!” Hannah said as she watched Jessica laying back in the couch, gasping for air. 

Jessica surprised even herself. She tried touching herself before, but never really got into it. She would always find a way to talk herself out of it, and now she finally found her release, and in front of someone, she knew for a day!

Once Jessica’s breathing returned to normal, Hannah helped lift the blindfold from her eyes. 

“And?” Hannah smiled.

Jessica cowered as her eyes adjusted to the light. “That was,” Jessica gasped, “spectacular.”
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Chapter 5



Jessica bit her lower lip as Michael walked through the door. 

“Hello, handsome!”

“Err, hello!” Michael laughed. “Someone’s in a good mood!”

Jessica reached in for a kiss, nibbling on his lower lip as he pulled in. 

Michael had that glint in his eye that today would be the day he got lucky! And, it’s about freaking time!

“So, I was thinking! I haven’t done anything special for you!” Jessica ran the back of her nails against Michael’s bicep. “I mean, you did arrange for this magical getaway, after all.”

Michael’s face lit up, turning a bright red. “Oh! And do you have anything special in mind?”

Jessica wasn't ready to give it up just yet. But, she was prepared to let Michael fulfil one of his biggest dreams.

“Well…I was thinking we could go for a show.”

Michael’s face sunk. Watching a movie was not quite what he had in mind. “Erm, yeah. Okay cool.”

“I'm so excited! Get ready. I'll order the cab.”

Michael was not as excited by the idea of a movie as much as Jessica was, but he didn’t let it show.

Michael’s heart raced as they stepped out of the black Mercedes and faced the bright neon light’s outside. Once he saw an image of a naked woman playfully riding a banana painted outside the club, he knew what Jessica was planning. 

“Babe, are you sure about this?” Michael asked.

“Yes. You have always wanted to come to one of these shows, right?” 

“I have, but I was always scared that y—”

Jessica placed her finger on his lip. “Shhhh. Let’s just go in and have some fun, okay?” 

Jessica had a naughty glint in her eye. A glimmer Michael had never seen before. It's almost as if she was possessed by some sexual demon. Whatever the case may be, he certainly wasn't complaining!

Heavy metal and Rock music filled the bar. A heavy smell of beer and spirits hit them as they passed through the cloud of smoke that lingered in the bar. 

A large black stage was right in the centre of the club, with beautiful strippers dancing and providing entertainment before the main show. 

Shortly before the clock struck 8p.m. Jessica and Michael grabbed a seat. Watching live people fuck may just be the tipping point for Jessica. If her hormones were anything like they had been a few hours earlier, she might just ask Michael to bend her over and fuck her so hard, until she begged him to stop.

No introduction was needed as the show started. A beautiful brunette walked across the stage, wearing a short red mini skirt and a crop top that showed off her large breasts. Guys in the crowd started whistling furiously as she stood behind a chair and bent over. She swayed her hips, giving everyone a preview of what was yet to come. 

A devilish curl formed on Jessica's lips as she watched her man grow impatient at the sight. She knew her man better than anyone and expected nothing less than that raging boner under his pants.

The stage darkened and a tall, muscular man walked onto the stage wearing a mask that covered his eyes, black leather pants and a white shirt Jessica couldn't wait for him to rip off.

Jessica took in a sharp breath and extended her hand on Michael’s lap, rubbing his thigh up and down, before her hand came to a rest, inches away from his cock. 

The sexual tension between the two actors sizzled as the guy danced circles around the sexy blonde and slowly started lifting each item of clothing. Once the male actor was down to just a leather brief, and the hot blonde wore nothing but a black leather harness, Jessica squeezed tightly on Michael’s thigh. Her cunt ached for him, and if she were a little braver, she would have had him fuck her on the centre stage.

His cock expanded in front of the crowd as the blonde took his shaft inside her mouth, rolling her tongue on his head before she swallowed his length. Jessica was stunned at her ability to swallow his entire manhood in her mouth, and he was not exactly small!

In a fit of passion, the man with the hard, giant cock on the stage couldn’t control his lust any longer and pulled her around him, wrapping her legs around his hips, before slowly inserting his cock inside her. 

With every moan the blonde let out, Jessica imagined it was her. She imagined her hips wrapped around Michael and her tits bouncing with every pounce. 

Michael could barely control his joy. “Wow! Babe, thank you so much!”  

His raging boner finally subdued as they left the bar. “Wait, before we leave, I just need to take a piss quick.”

Jessica kissed him. “See you soon, big boy.”

As Jessica waited outside the bathroom, she reflected on her day. She discovered a sexual demon she would never have believed existed had it not been for Hannah.

“You liked the show?” Jessica gasped as she turned around, facing the devil with the mask.

“Erm, yeah! it was pretty hot!” Jessica blushed.

“Glad you liked it.”

Jessica smiled at the sex-devil through restricted breath.

“You know, I never thought I would get to see you again,” he said.

Jessica turned pale as her eyes widened. Everything about the man seems uncomfortably familiar.

“Do you believe in fate, Jessica?” 

“How do you—” A sudden coldness hit at her core as the man slowly lifted his mask. 

Gustav!

Checking at the entrance to the male bathroom, worrying that Michael could step out at any second, she turned back to Gustav. “Remember I told you about my husband-to-be, well he is currently in that bathroom. It’s good seeing you again, but I can’t have this conversation now.”

“I believe in fate. I mean, what are the chances of us meeting twice in one week?” Gustav persisted.

“Yeah. Listen, I'm really sorry, but I honestly can't chat now.” Jessica looked around anxiously. “I'm sorry for wasting your time, I can always come past and pay for the time lost?”

“Who said I want your money?” Gustav said. 

“Okay, like I said, I have to go. Michael and I need to grab a cup of coffee before we head back home.” 

“If you really want to repay me,” Gustav continued. “You can agree to go out on a date with me.”

“Over my dead body!” Jessica snapped. “Look, like I have mentioned, I'm sorry for wasting your time, but it was all a mistake.” Jessica stole one final glance at Gustav. “Good night.”

Jessica scurried passed Gustav to meet Michael at the entrance of the bathroom door. As they walked off arm-in-arm, off to a coffee shop, before heading back home.

The relationship had never been stronger. Jessica seemed to finally have let go of her insecurities and Michael had never felt more cherished by his wife-to-be. For the first time, he truly believed his wife wanted him. Even if they don't have sex tonight, it's a look he would cherish for the rest of his life.

“Babe, I am so wasted!” Jessica giggled. “What was in that coffee?” 

“That is all in your head! Trust me, we did not have any funny stuff in our food or drinks. Weed is the last thing I would want to take. That’s one quick and sure-fire way to ensure I get kicked on my ass and out of the team.”

Michael looked at Jessica as she stumbled across the passages, leading to their hotel room. “I am soooo fucking drunk!” Jessica shouted, loud enough to alert everyone on the floor of her intoxication. 

“And I am soooo fucking horny!” Michael teased.

“Oh, are you?” Jessica asked, biting her lower lip and rubbing her index finger on his bottom lip. “Well, big boy, why don’t you tell me all the things you want to do to me?” 

“First,” Michael started. “I am going to sweep you off your feet.” 

Jessica yelped as Michael lifted her off her feet and ran down the carpeted hotel corridor. With the amount of noise they made, Jessica wouldn’t be surprised if the neighbours complained about their drunken asses. 

Michael swiped the hotel room card and pushed the door open. It was past midnight, and the two acted like they were already on their honeymoon.

Michael dashed into the room, his massive biceps made carrying Jessica a piece-of-cake. As he threw her on the bed, Jessica spotted a white object near the entrance of the door.

“Just you wait here. I need to take another piss, and when I come back, it will be me and you,” Michael grinned.

“Oh yes! I just hope you make the wait worth my while, bad boy.”

Jessica slowly stumbled towards the entrance of their hotel room, once Michael was in the bathroom. She smiled as she heard him singing joyfully. “Shut up! The neighbours will report our asses,” Jessica teased.

Jessica paused to examine the letter slid under the hotel door. With raised eyebrows, she slowly lifted the letter, ripping it open with her finger. 

“What was that?” Michael asked.

“It looks like we have post,” Jessica said.

“Seriously?” Michael said. 

Jessica blinked furiously as she read the hand-written letter. 

“Anything serious?” Michael’s voice echoed from the bathroom. 

Jessica swallowed hard. “No…” She squeaked. Clearing her voice, “no, I think it was meant for the neighbours.”

Jessica quickly shoved the letter inside her luggage bag, moments before Michael opened the door. 

Rubbing his wet hair with the white towels provided by the hotel, Michael walked out of the bathroom wearing nothing but his underwear. “What did it say?’ 

“Oh…Um, I didn’t read it. It wasn’t addressed to us, so I just threw it away.”

A devilish grin formed on Michael's face again. “Now, I believe we have some unfinished business.” Jessica glanced down at his hardened cock, pressing against his briefs.

“Yeah, I'm sorry. I have such a massive headache all of a sudden.” Jessica said and pulled the covers open. “I really need sleep, and hopefully, when I wake up, I'll feel a bit better.”

Michael froze as he watched Jessica creep under the covers. What the fuck did just happen?

Michael’s mind raced, searching for answers. You’ve got to be kidding me?” 

Jessica’s eyes were closed already. She opened them slowly and faked a groan. “Oh, I wish I was! It’s so sore, I can barely keep my eyes open. Good night.”

Michael’s boner quickly subsided. He was so turned off that he didn’t even feel like pleasuring himself tonight. For the first time, Michael thought about this marriage. Really thought about this marriage. 

I’m not sure how much more of this I can take. Is it always going to be like this?

Annoyed, Michael crept under the covers, turned away from Jessica and drifted into sleep. The only thing that helped his over-active mind was the fact that he was highly inebriated. 

An hour later, Jessica was still awake. Laying on the far end of her side of the bed. The last thing she had on her mind was sex. After reading that letter, she had much bigger problems to worry about. 

When she first thought of a way to tackle her unexplored sexuality, she never imagined it would come back and bite her in the ass. 

Hi Jessica.

It is me, Gustav. As you may have remembered, you told me which hotel you were in, so finding your room wasn’t very difficult.

Our conversation was cut short, and you were insulting, which was hurtful.

I wonder how Michael would feel if he knew what you were up to. Michael, if you’re reading this, hello. Please pass this letter to Jessica. 

Like I was saying before you ran off.

I believe in fate, and I know you do too. All I need is a second chance, and I will prove to you that I am actually a good guy.

Let’s meet up at 11am tomorrow. Same place as the other night :) And let’s have a chat. If you’re still not interested in me, I will let you go. 

Lots of love, 

Gustav,
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Chapter 6



“Hi, I need your help and badly!” Beads of sweat formed on Jessica’s forehead as she spoke to Hannah.

“What is the problem? Just calm down. You're mumbling, and I'm struggling to understand you.” Hannah replied.

“I’m sorry for phoning you, but I really don’t know anyone else in this God-forsaken city.”

“Again, what is the problem, Jessica?”

Jessica stared at her telephone with widened eyes. 

“The guy I saw the other night is harassing me,” Jessica said. “He is fucking insane!”

“What? Why would you go back?” Hannah questioned. 

Jessica’s fingers twitched as her sweaty palms held the phone. “I didn’t go back, but he fucking found me! And now he’s sending me threatening letters. Fuck my life, I knew this was all a mistake!” 

Jessica’s tone was sharp and irrational. “How the fuck did I get myself into this mess!”

“Okay, just calm down. Why don't you come to see me, and we'll figure something out?”

At this point, Jessica was willing to do anything, as long as Michael did not find out about Gustav. “Can I come to your place now?” 

“Yeah. Don’t be long.”

Jessica sobbed in the cab ride on her way to Hannah’s place. Michael was in a pissy mood when he woke up this morning. Couldn’t blame him either.

He was under the impression that after waiting for three full years, he would finally get to have his way with his beautiful partner. 

As Hannah opened the door, Jessica burst into tears. Her shoulders jerked as she sobbed violently.

Wrapping her arms around her, Hannah knew this was not the time to make fun of the woman like she usually does. With her arms wrapped around her shoulder, she comforted her as she led her to the couch.

“Here’s a glass of water. This will help you calm down and think straight.” Hannah said. 

Jessica struggled to form any sentences until her sobbing drew to an end. 

In all her years of running an escort agency, Hannah had never experienced anything like this. It would have been easier to say she was busy and ignore this problematic girl until they head back off to the state. Yet, there was something about Jessica that made her want to help. 

Hannah brushed the loose strands of hair from Jessica’s face and wiped her tears with her thumb. “Why don’t you start from the beginning and we’ll figure something out?” 

Once the sobbing died down, and after a few gulps of water, Jessica was able to speak.

“So, I followed your advice yesterday, and I treated Michael to something I knew he wanted to do.”

“Very good,” Hannah said. “What did you do for him?”

“I took him to watch a live sex show. I was so excited, I honestly felt like yesterday I was ready to give myself to him. After the show, the guy approached me and asked me if I liked the show. When he revealed his mask, I realised it was Gustav!”

Hannah swallowed hard. “Yeah, okay?” 

“I told him that night was a mistake and walked away from him, before my husband saw me chatting to him.”

Hannah looked confused. “Okay, but perhaps he was just being friendly, I mean you were inside his room a few days ago, weren't you?”

“No. He was not fucking friendly at all! When we got home later that night, I discovered a letter slipped under my door. The fucking asshole threatened to tell Michael if I do not visit him today.”

Hannah’s eyes widened. “When is he expecting you?”

“It’s too late to see him now.”

Following Hannah’s advice, Jessica returned back to her hotel room to try catch up on lost sleep.

“Oh fuck!” Jessica jumped as she walked into the hotel room. “I wasn’t expecting you home.”

Michael raised his eyebrows. “Why? Where were you expecting me to be?” 

“Oh, I just thought you had practice?” Jessica shifted past Michael.

“It was cancelled. I thought you would be home?”

“Yeah, I just had to go out for a jog to clear my head.” As she said this, she realised that was not the smartest excuse she could have come up with. The only thing that could have suggested she went out for a jog was the sweat on her forehead from stress.

Tying the laces on his red and white Jordans, Michael avoided eye contact with Jessica. Clearly still upset about the previous night. “I’m going out for drinks with the guys. I should be home later, do you need anything?”

This was probably not the best time to tell him she absolutely hated those shoes.

“No, I’m fine. Have fun!” Jessica muttered. “Oh, what time will you be home?” 

Michael froze, his laces still in between his fingers. “Why do you ask?” 

“Because I want to know when my man will be back” Jessica snapped.

“Oh,” Michael’s tone died down. “I’ll be home around 8?”

“Okay, love.”

Jessica stared at her pack of cigarettes, contemplating. If there was ever a time she needed a smoke, it was today.

“Oh shit,” Jessica jumped as the telephone rang. She was a nervous wreck.

“Um, hello!” 

“Good day, this is reception, we have a ‘Hannah’ on the line. Can we put her through?” 

“Yeah! Sure!”

Hearing Hannah's voice brought a sense of relief to Jessica. Hannah phoned to check up on her. With Michael spending the day with the boys, Jessica figured she could spend a day with her friend, and after some difficulty, Jessica managed to give directions to her hotel.

Hannah allowed herself into the hotel room “Wow! So this is the place you call home?”

“Just for the next week,” Jessica blushed.

“How you feeling since this morning?” Hannah said.

“It’s been a bit of a rollercoaster ride, to be honest.” Jessica reached for the bar-fridge. “Can I pour you a drink?”

Hannah frowned. “I don’t drink, remember?”

“My bad. Well, I could certainly do with a drink!”

After downing her first glass of Whiskey, Jessica threw her head down on a pillow and sighed out heavily. “Why must life always be so complicated?”

Hannah laid next to Jessica, occupying the available pillow. “Life is not hard. You just stress too much!”

They both laid in bed in silence. It wasn’t an awkward silence, but one that suggested they were both contemplating their next move. 

“You know,” Hannah broke the ice. “I wouldn’t worry about Gustav too much!” 

“That easy for you to say. He’s not trying to ruin your life.”

“Yeah well, he’s a guy and, to be honest, I don’t blame him. It’s not everyday someone as beautiful as you just freely walks into his booth.”

Heat rushed to her face, and Jessica's cheeks turned a light shade of crimson. A compliment from someone with exotic good-looks as Hannah is always welcomed.

“You know, you’re an incredible woman,” Jessica said as she turned on her side and faced Hannah. 

Hannah turned to face Jessica as well, and their eyes met. They stared deeply into each other's eyes as sparks of sexual tension flew across the room.

Jessica made the first move and shifted closer to Hannah until she could feel Hannah's breath on her lips.

Her black eyes were fierce and beautiful. It shouted beauty as much as it did danger. 

Jessica lowered her gaze as she watched Hannah bite on her bottom lip suggestively. 

In a fit of passion, Jessica leaned forward, aiming for Hannah’s full, red lips. 

Shivers ran down Jessica’s spine as their lips connected and they both opened their mouth’s, welcoming each other’s tongue. 

Their eyes shut tight as their tongues swirled inside each other, dancing in a fit of passion.

Their hands were placed on each other’s head, running their fingers through each other’s hair. 

As Jessica pulled back, she knew she had to bring herself to a stop. If she allowed her desires to get carried away, she would soon have Hannah spread open on the bed and moaning as she cleaned out her pussy with the tips of her tongue. 

Returning back to her side of the bed, Jessica turned to Hannah. “Do you have any plans for today?”

“Why are you chasing me away?”

“Not at all! I was just wondering… If you didn’t have any plans today, would you come with me to the Anne Frank museum?” 

Hannah frowned. “Of all places, you want to go to the Anne Frank Museum?”

Giggling, Jessica looked at Hannah. “Yeah, it has been my dream ever since I was a kid. I would hate to leave Amsterdam and think I missed out on the opportunity.” Jessica sat up in her bed and started combing her golden locks with her fingers. “Besides Michael’s pissed with me, so he won’t be home until much later.”

Hannah sighed. “Fine. I’ll come with.”

Jessica grinned victoriously, “I knew you would come along!”

Hannah watched intently as Jessica stripped in front of her, lowering her skirt to change into something more comfortable. She had never felt this way about someone before. There was something about Jessica that she connected with on a much deeper level. Had it been anyone else, there was no way in hell she would have gone to that museum.

Jessica led the way as they entered the Anne Frank museum. Despite living in Amsterdam, Jessica could tell this was her first time in the world-famous museum. 

Hannah swallowed hard, staring at the floor as she walked behind Jessica. 

Despite all the ideas she had in her head, Jessica felt the small house was neatly decorated, considering the time frame. With Victorian styled wallpaper, expected of the 1940s, and old, but well-looked after furniture.

Jessica couldn't believe how an entire family lived in such a solitary space for two years, and then after remaining captive in their own home, they still didn't survive.

As they walked up the Attic of the Secret Annex, Jessica and Hannah were told how Anne Frank would occasionally go up the attic, and on the quiet days, she would stare outside of the window and dream of the day they could be set free.

Jessica could relate to Anne Frank in many ways. Anne Frank felt like a prisoner in her own home, and she felt like a prisoner in her body.

Jessica noticed Hannah was not her loud and cheeky self. She was quiet, kept her head faced down and padded behind Jessica.

“Isn’t it just incredi—” 

The tears that rolled down Hannah’s cheeks interrupted her train of thought. “Are you—”

Suddenly, it made sense to Jessica. How could she have been so inconsiderate?

Of all the places she could have brought her to, she brought Hannah to a house that reminded her of war. “I am so sorry!” Jessica said, placing her arm over Hannah, “I can be such an inconsiderate bitch sometimes!”

“It’s not your fault,” Hannah sobbed. “It’s just that I miss him and the unknown is what really scares the shit out of me.”

“I know!” Jessica said comfortingly. “I cannot imagine it’s easy.”

“Yeah, I mean he’s never returned. Sometimes, I consider going back to Lebanon, just for closure. I always come so close, but I always find a way to talk myself out of it.”

Jessica walked out of Anne Frank’s house, with her arms wrapped around Hannah.

As Hannah regained control over her emotions, she looked up at Jessica. “I’m sorry!”

Jessica cleared her throat. “For what? I am the one that should be sorry! Bringing you here was completely selfish and inconsiderate of me!”

“Yeah, well, it was never my plan to ruin the experience for you.”

Despite the slight setback at Anne Frank's house, Jessica and Hannah had a fantastic evening.

They went pub crawling and chuckled at drunken people or odd looking couples. This may have been the shortest friendship Jessica had ever built, but it was as if they knew each other for years. 

Jessica still beamed with joy as she swiped her hotel card in the slot of the door. 

“Hello, handsome!” Jessica ran up to Michael. After a few rounds of drinks, that spark she had yesterday was reignited. On her way home, she made a conscious decision to give it up to her husband-to-be.

Biting on her lower lip, Jessica raised her left eyebrow and slowly strolled towards her man, careful to make sure every part of her body swayed with every step.

Michael glared at the drunken woman in front of him. His breathing was hard and heavy, the guests in the next room must have heard it as well. 

“Who the fuck is Gustav?”
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Chapter 7



Despite the unpredictable weather in Amsterdam, Gustav rarely had problems getting clients. Even though most of his clients were men, he was generally busy. 

On a day that was particularly gloomy outside, the roads were wet, and business was quiet. Thick, dark clouds that even the sun couldn't penetrate hung over Amsterdam on this damp morning.

“Look, you need to stay away from Jessica!” 

“And why the fuck should I?” Gustav barked. “In case you forgot, I don’t work for you anymore.”

Hannah’s face tightened. “Look, can you stop being so fucking stubborn! Your wife is gone and whatever you think you saw in Jessica has nothing to do with her! So do me a favour and leave her the fuck alone!”

Gustav placed his hands on his beating heart as if he were stabbed in the chest with a knife.

Hannah turned away, that was not meant to come out of her mouth. “Okay, look, I’m sorry! I didn’t mean that!” 

Gustav breathed heavily. “I want you to get the fuck away from me! And, if you ever dare mention my wife again—”

In the corner of his eye, he spotted her. Stopping dead in his tracks, with his finger still pointed at Hannah, he turned around to face her.

***

Jessica’s breath quickened. A million questions raced through her mind.

How the fuck? Who the fuck? What the fuck?

“I…I don’t know what you mean?” Jessica stuttered, struggling to make eye contact with Michael.

Michael crumbled up a piece of paper and threw it at Jessica. “Then tell me, what the fuck is this!” 

Jessica didn’t need to open the paper. She had already seen it the night before. 

Why the fuck was he creeping in my bag! And why the fuck did I not throw it away!

Jessica reminded herself that her behaviour had been very odd over the last few days, and that gave Michael plenty of reason to be suspicious and snoop around. If it were the other way around, she would have assumed he was cheating on her ages ago.

“Okay,” Jessica said. “I know what this looks like, but this is all a big misunderstanding.”

Michael’s nostrils flared as Jessica stared at him, dumbfounded. The fact that she insisted on lying further made this that much more insulting. 

“I said, who the fuck is Gustav!” Drops of spit flew out of Michael’s mouth. 

Walking backwards, Jessica crept into the corner of the room. She had never seen him so angry before. 

Taking in a deep breath, Jessica tried to bring some calm back into the room. “Babe, just ca—”

“Don't you dare fucking call me, babe!” Michael turned away, unable to face her.

“Michael, please calm down!” Jessica stepped forward cautiously, to try and control her man.

Michael swung back around. “Holy shit. This is why you have been holding out on me? Because you're fucking other men!”

Jessica felt her eyes grow puffy and her make up smudged as the first tear ran down her face. 

She had been called names, laughed at and even slapped around, but she had never seen anyone look at her with so much disgust. 

As Michael continued breathing through flared nostrils, disgusted by the sight of her, he grabbed his suitcase and wallet.

“I’m moving into another hotel!”

“No, please stop!” Jessica cried out, trying to pull on his arm. 

“Do not fucking touch me!” Michael jerked her hands off from him.

Jessica loosened her grip on his arm and watched as he yanked the door open and disappeared into the passage through the slowly closing room door. 

Jessica dug deep into the pillows as a pool of tears wet the Egyptian cotton pillow sleeves. Gasping for air through struggled breath, Jessica had never felt more shit in her life. 

The one good thing she had going on in her life was now completely fucked up.

She continued to sob violently into her pillow until her tears ran dry.

Shaking violently, Jessica reached out for a cigarette and lit it inside the hotel room. This was a non-smoking room, but really, that was the last thing she gave a fuck about. After the evening she had, activated smoke detectors were the least of her concern.

After popping three sleeping pills, Jessica managed to find sleep at 03:02 that morning. But the thought of Michael walking out on her haunted her in her dreams as well. She woke up huffing and panting, gasping for air. Her forehead covered in sweat. 

Most nightmares end once you wake up. This nightmare would carry on for the rest of her life. 

Glancing at the time, she realised she slept most of her morning away. It was 11:08 already.

Reaching for her phone, Jessica searched for a message from Michael—nothing. She suddenly realised that no one had bothered checking up on her. After being away from the States, not a single person bothered to check up on her. Perhaps she was just feeling sorry for herself. 

The only person that contacted her was Hannah. If there was one person that would know how to fix this mess and make her feel better, it’s Hannah.

But, right now, she wasn’t sure if even Hannah could help relieve the hatred she felt towards Gustav. If anything, she may try and talk sense into her or talk her out of killing the man.

Jessica was angry. None of her thoughts made any sense. 

The only thing she could focus on right now was slapping Gustav as hard as she possibly could across his fucking Dutch face. 

With a sad attempt at making herself look presentable, Jessica stormed out of the hotel room. 

“Where’s the cab?” She asked the receptionist.

“Ma’am, are you from room 69?” The receptionist asked nervously.

Jessica rolled her eyes. “Yes!”

“I am so sorry, I got swamped. I will order the cab right away.”

Jessica’s temples started throbbing and her vision narrowed. “I phoned you to order the fucking cab 10 minutes ago!” She shouted. 

The receptionist stared at the psychotic guest through fear-filled eyes. 

Taking in a sharp breath, Jessica returned to the receptionist. “Please order the cab,” she said through gritted teeth.

Jessica tapped her foot in the backseat of the cab as they drove to the Red Light District. A dark cloud hovered above the city, making it necessary for all the street lamps to be on, even at 12:34.

Cracking her knuckles, she slammed the door of the cab and stormed off towards Gustav. Gustav is like a fucking yeast infection—an irritating little prick.

The plan?

To slap him as hard as she possibly could, until he understood that ‘no’ meant fucking NO!

By God, for his sake, he better have hoped there weren’t any nearby weapons. With the rage that consumed Jessica, she was capable of anything.

As she turned the corner, she drew nearer to his booth and noticed he had a client outside. Seeing another woman outside his enclosure brought a devilish smile to Jessica's face.

Now I will show you who never to fuck with again! Let's see how you feel when the tables are turned, and I turn your life upside down!

As she drew nearer, Jessica gasped, walking slower with every step she took forward.

She lifted her hand and placed them on her parted lips as she stared forward in awe.

“No!” She shrieked softly as she watched Hannah lean forward and hug Gustav. 

Slowly, she crept forward. Her body moved at free-will. Unable to process anything, Jessica allowed herself to get carried away as she walked forward. Her muscles were tense, and her posture stiffened.

Why the fuck is Hannah hugging Gustav? How the fuck does she even know him? 

Jessica was too far away to hear what was said, but she watched intently as Gustav pointed fingers at Hannah. 

Suddenly, it all made sense to Jessica! How could she be so fucking naive? How else would a random stranger know she went to see a prostitute to help save her marriage. How would she know she was a complete virgin! All this time, she had been working with the piece of filth, Gustav.

Slowly, Gustav turned and faced Jessica. Despite her anger, Jessica felt her heart sank. The first person she trusted in ages turned out to be a snake in green grass. Her short, jerky movements were brought to an abrupt end. 

Slowly, Hannah turned her head. The sight of Hannah’s face filled Jessica with an even deeper rage.

“Jessica!” Hannah called out. 

Jessica stared at the two of them for a few moments, still in awe. Still in total disbelief that the woman she thought so highly of would be working together with the man who’s only mission was to ruin her life. 

Jessica turned around, walking back towards the crowd. On this dark day, most people chose to stay indoors, so getting lost in a crowd was not an option.

“Jessica, wait!” Hannah’s voice grew louder as she ran after her. 

Flagging down the first car she saw with a ‘taxi sign,’ Jessica jumped in a black Mercedes Bens, similar to the cab she used when she first came to the Red Light District. 

“Hello, is that your friend?” The cab driver asked.

Jessica glared out of the window. “I don’t know her, please drive on.” 

As they drove off, Jessica watched Hannah chasing after the cab through the rearview mirror. “Take me to Hotel Okura.”

The drive back to the hotel felt like the longest drive yet. Jessica would do anything to escape this nightmare she found herself in. Just one week ago, her life was perfect.

She was with the man of her dreams, and he brought her to a place she only dreamed of coming to. Not only was she with the man of her dreams, he asked to spend the rest of his life with her. What could have been more perfect than that?

Today, he probably would never want to see her again, and she's sobbing in the back of a cab, after a sad attempt of fucking up a prostitute.

“Good afternoon Ma’am. You’re back,” the anxious receptionist greeted. 

“Yes. Please send room service. I need my bar fridge stocked.”

Jessica stood in the reception, waiting for what felt like ages. 

“Aww fuck!” she cried at the throbbing pain in her big toe after trying to kick the delayed elevator. She was frantic and needed to get back to her hotel room. As she turned and faced all the looks of concern, she opted to take the stairs, walking up 22 flights of stairs before she reached her room.

Fuck this day.
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Chapter 8



“What is thi—” 

A handwritten letter, on the dressing room table, caught Jessica’s attention as she walked into the room. 

This time, the letter was in Michael’s handwriting. She could tell that doctor-like handwriting of his from a mile away.

I have decided to move out. If you need to get back home to Washington, you can use my card. 

Otherwise, lose my details. I don’t want to see you again.

Michael.

The letter was short and to the point. No pretentious fluff or false promises. 

“Oh Christ, no! Just give me a fucking break!” Jessica screamed. Her shrilled voice echoed throughout the apartment.

Staring at the crumbled up piece of paper, still laying in the same spot, Jessica slowly walked forward. 

To think that one small piece of fucking paper had the power to turn her world upside down was unimaginable.

As she slowly opened the letter, she quickly realised this was not the same letter she had seen.

Stumbling over clothing items scattered all across the floor from this morning’s rush, she reached for her suitcase. Frantically searching the sides of her suitcase to find the letter she discovered, a day ago, still tucked away in her bag. 

Despite her suspicious behaviour and giving Michael every reason to doubt her innocence, Michael hadn’t gone through her stuff after-all. 

Jessica ironed out the latest letter with her hands. 

After reading the second letter, Jessica burst into tears again. She had never cried this much in her life! 

How could one psychotic man be so set on ruining her life! And as for that bitch! If Jessica ever saw Hannah’s face again, she would slap her so hard.

Her temples throbbed as she imagined Hannah sitting across her with that usual smug on her face.

Jessica reached for her phone and tried dialling Michael. After the first call was red-buttoned, his phone was switched off. 

She gave up on trying to phone his friends, none of them answered or returned any of her calls. By now, they probably all knew of what a terrible slut she was and how she would rather fuck a prostitute than the man that actually gave two shits about her. 

Jessica desperately needed someone to tell her everything was going to be okay, but being stuck in a country 4000 miles away from home did not help. 

Browsing through her contacts, she stared at a specific contact for a few minutes. 

Sophia - Mum.

Her desperation reached an all-time high, she was even willing to phone her parents. It didn't even matter that her geriatric parents would probably annoy the shit out of her, she just needed to hear a familiar voice.

“Hello?” David answered.

“Hi, dad,” Jessica said.

Who is it? Jessica could hear her mom asking in the background.

It’s another Indian telemarketer! David replied. “Hi, look, I'm sure you're an adorable girl and that you're just doing your job, but we really don't need any insurance. If we ever need insurance,  or carpet cleaner, or whatever you're trying to sell, we now have your number, and we will contact you!”

“Dad, no! It's me, Jessica!”

Tell them to piss off and ask them to delete our number, Sophia’s voice echoed in the background.

“I have to say good-bye now. As you can hear, my wife is not interes—”

“DAD!” Jessica shouted, she felt her blood rise with every second she wasted trying to get through to him.

David paused briefly. “Jessica?”

“Yes, it’s me, Jessica!”

“Sophia! It’s Jessica!” David called out. 

“Are you serious?” Sophia’s voice drew nearer.

“Yes! It’s Jessica. Wait! Did you flush the toilet?”

Sophia ran to the phone. You mean our Jessica? Put her on speaker!

After a few painful moments of listening to the phone beeping in Jessica’s ears, as her father tried figuring out how to put the phone on speaker, he eventually succeeded.

“Oh, my angel! How are you?” Sophia said and turned to David. “Why can't I see her? You said this phone had Facebook!”

David sighed. “It’s Facetime!”

Fighting her tears, Jessica replied, “I’m okay mom, I just miss you guys!” 

“Oh, we miss you too my angel! Don’t we David?”

A few moments of silence passed. “Ouch! Oh, yes! We miss you, darling!”

“I'm in Amsterdam. Michael and I booked a trip to Amsterdam, and then he proposed to me,” Jessica wiped her eyes as her tear ducts reopened. “Unfortunately, things did not work out as expected.”

There was a brief moment of silence on the other end of the line until David eventually spoke. “You're with who?”

Jessica's face tightened. “Michael, dad! Michael as in my boyfriend! Well, ex-boyfriend.”

Another brief moment of silence passed. “Oh! David, she’s referring to the black guy?” Sophia eventually said. 

“He's mixed race, mom. Anyway, he proposed to me, but unfortunately, we're no longer together. I'm coming back home in two days, and I was wondering if I could stay with you guys for a few days?”

What does she mean they’re no longer together? Jessica heard David ask Sophia in the background. Did she not just say he proposed?

Jessica closed her eyes and prayed for all kinds of patience as she held the phone against her ear.

David, shut up. I am trying to talk to Jessica, and you're rude! Sophia told her husband. 

I will not shut up. This is my house, how dare you tell me to shu—

Jessica slammed the phone down. If she had to listen to one more minute of their bickering, she was going to slit her wrist.

Jessica stood on the balcony, staring over the edge at the parking lot below. She prayed that this nightmare would soon come to an end and one of the cars would be Michael driving up.

Fighting through the smoke in the room, she reached for her second pack of cigarettes and another glass of whiskey. She lost count of how many glasses of whiskey she’s had. 

When you drink neat out of the bottle, it becomes harder to keep track. 

Hi Jessica, 

It’s me again. I was very disappointed when you didn’t see me again. For someone that was willing to pay me to have sex with them, I thought you were better than that.

I see you have grown close with Hannah. Now there are two things I'm sure your dear Michael doesn't know.

1) You wanted my cock first.

2) You probably had your fingers deep inside Hannah’s pussy. 

I thought we were in agreement with the previous letter I sent you, but I waited for you, and you did not come. Things do not need to be this way, but I will allow you one final chance.

Meet me tomorrow night at my booth at 8p.m. 

P.S. If you do not meet me, I will have no other choice but to tell your darling husband you were willing to fuck me before you slept with him.

XOXO

Gustav.
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Chapter 9



If the previous night was bad, last night wasn’t any better. In addition to being single and miserable, Jessica now also had a massive migraine that felt as though her head were splitting apart. 

She sighed heavily as she opened her MacBook Air. 

She would never have anticipated booking her flight back home a week early, at least not on her own.

The earliest flight she could arrange for was only in three days. That meant she would need to spend another 72 hours in this God-forsaken city. 

“Room Service, hello!”

“Hi,” Jessica said softly.  “I need my bar stocked. Room 69.”

It dawned on her that she was a complete bitch to the receptionist yesterday.

Great. Now, on top of everything else, you still need to apologise to the receptionist.

Jessica tried one more attempt at contacting Michael. 

The number you have dialled is currently not available. Please check the number and try again.

If she doesn’t leave this city and soon, she will return home a full-blown alcoholic. She is already back to smoking a full pack of cigarettes a day.

Jessica made a better attempt at making herself look presentable. She could either stay inside the hotel room and feel sorry for herself, or she could drag her ass somewhere and make the most of her remaining stay.

Yes, this was not ideal, or how she thought she would be spending her last few nights in Amsterdam, but if there was one thing that cow, Hannah, taught her, it was that it's not always helpful being in control. Sometimes, that control does more harm than good.

Perhaps being around people would help. 

After a better attempt at hiding the pain on her face, Jessica zipped her make-up bag shut and phoned room service. 

“Look, I'm really sorry about yesterday,” she started. “I'm not always such a bitch.” Jessica struggled to make eye contact with the receptionist. She struggled to look anyone in the eye. With the amount of commotion she had been causing lately, the concerned looks came as a little surprise to her. She felt people staring into the back of her head as she entered the lobby. They probably couldn't decide if she was a hotel risk or if she needed psychiatric treatment.

Handing the receptionist a Lindt chocolate bar, “I’m really sorry for going off on you yesterday,” she headed off for the cab driver waiting outside. 

“Good evening, beautiful,” the cab driver greeted.

For the first time in days, Jessica looked someone in the eyes. Hearing she was beautiful was precisely what she needed to hear. Somehow, this simple word helped take her mind off things and forget about all her problems, even though it wouldn't last long.

“Hi there,” Jessica smiled.

“Where am I taking you today?” The driver said.

This was not something Jessica had considered. “I want to go somewhere where it’s loud and people are drunk and laughing, and everyone is happy. Take me to a happy place!”

The driver looked at her through his rear-view mirror, and he knew not to ask further questions. “I know the perfect place!”

As they drew nearer, Jessica could tell he was taking her closer to the Red Light District. Usually, her heart would be racing in overdrive at the thought of going close to Gustav, but after making a mental decision not to give a fuck, she couldn’t care less. 

The whole reason she got herself into this mess was that she was, and has always been, too worried about what other people would say of her. She went out looking for a prostitute because she was afraid she wouldn't satisfy her man. She never told Michael she was a virgin because she was worried what he would think of her.

If there was one good thing that came out of this nightmare, it’s that she needed to spend less time worrying about what others think and more time focusing on her own happiness.

The clicking sounds of her heels were drowned out by the loud chatter as she walked into Belushi’s.

Loud music blared from the speakers, and people's voices were competing; each trying to speak over the music, louder than the next. Dutchmen wearing large leather boots and suspicious-looking leather pants stood over pool tables. Guys sitting at tables with large drafts in their hands, laughing and causing a racket.

This was perfect!

Holding her head up high, Jessica swayed her hips as she walked across towards the bar. She pushed her chest out proudly and allowed her golden hair to flow over her tits. She could feel all the eyes that were on her with every step she took.

But, she wasn’t doing it for any of these guys. Jessica wanted to look good for herself. 

After glancing at the menu, she turned to the bartender. “I will have a Guinness draft and a kilogram of your suicide wings.”

The bartender stared at her for a few moments, trying to decide whether she was serious or not. A kilogram, for such a tiny lady?

“I’ll grab a seat,” Jessica smiled at the bartender, before turning around and searching for a place to sit. 

Jessica ripped the sticky wings apart with her fingers and devoured them without any pretence. Not giving two shits about what anyone else thought of her was a fantastic feeling—one she could so get used to!

I love Rock n Roll blared through the speakers. Grabbing her third Guinness draft in her hand, Jessica made her way over to the dance floor. 

I love rock 'n' roll 

So put another dime in the jukebox, baby!

Jessica’s golden blonde hair swayed as she danced and felt the eyes of lust, all directed at her. Some men were a lot more discreet with their looks of desire, others were a bit more out there. By her fourth draft, Jessica tied the front of her shirt up, revealing her slim figure and showing her American cow-girl-like heritage.

“Hi there,” a striking dark-haired man said as he stood by Jessica. “May I join you for a dance?”

Jessica smiled. “You certainly may!” 

His squared jaw and deep dimples easily made him one of the most attractive men in the bar, but that didn’t faze Jessica. She was here to have fun, not search for another man.

They danced together, and Jessica playfully pushed him away every time he came too close to her.

“I’ll have the bill?” Jessica signed in the air at a waitress.

“So, what are your plans for tonight?” The guy asked her, following her back to her table.

Jessica smiled at his persistence. “Well, I’m heading back to my hotel and who knows, perhaps I’ll catch up on some Netflix.”

“I noticed you didn’t walk in with anyone,” he said. 

“How observant of you!” Jessica laughed. She hadn’t asked him for his name and had no intentions of doing so. “Well, anyway, it was good meeting you, but I need to go now.”

Jessica left a 100 Euro bill and strolled off.

As she called for a cab back home, she surprised herself. Who would have thought that even in the middle of the roughest moment in her life, she could still make the most of what she had? Jessica from two-weeks ago would probably have been stuck at home with cups of ice-cream.

As she walked back into the hotel room, the staff continued watching her cautiously. She casually greeted everyone and waited for the elevator. This whole not giving a shit thing is definitely something she could grow used to.

As she approached her hotel room, suddenly everything seemed real again. Getting out was helpful, but now that's she's back, all the thoughts of Michael leaving her returned. She found herself praying Michael would be in the hotel, waiting to hear her side of the story.

Pushing the door forward, Jessica noticed the lights were on, which was odd because she clearly remembered switching them off before leaving.

Jessica frowned as she walked deeper into the room.

Her jaw dropped.

“You!” 
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Chapter 10



Hannah laid spread across Jessica’s bed as she entered her hotel room.

“You!”

Jessica’s bottom lip quivered. How dare she show her face after everything she had done?

“Hey beautiful,” Hannah greeted her casually.

Jessica stared at Hannah for a few moments, gobsmacked at her audacity to show her face. 

“What the fuck are you doing here?” Jessica barked. “And how the fuck did you even get in here!” Jessica glared at Hannah, wondering what sick game she was playing at. 

“I came to talk,” Hannah said in her most calm voice. “I tried talking to you yesterday, but you ran away from me, so I thought I’d come to you?”

“You fucking bitch! Get the fuck out of my room and out of my life!” Jessica was moments away from throwing Hannah with the first object she saw, starting with the vase on the dressing room table.

Hannah sat up. “Look, I know what it looked like, and I'm here to clear up this misunderstanding.”

“Misunderstanding?” Jessica snapped. “The only misunderstanding is that I allowed you and that prick friend of yours to ruin my life.” Jessica's gaze was malicious, filled with hatred. “You seem to think this is all a game or some sort of sick joke?” 

“Look, Gustav used to work for me, but when you saw me, I was trying to tell him to stay away from you!” Hannah replied, raising her tone to match Jessica’s.

“You sly bitch. Do you honestly expect me to believe a word that comes out of your mouth?” Jessica glanced down at her palms. Her palms were shaking, aching to slap her. 

“How the fuck did you even get in here?”

The toilet flushed, and the bathroom door flung open.

“I let her in.”

Jessica turned to face Michael. Her face sunk at the sight of him. There was so much she wanted to say to him. “Michael, I am so sorry!”

She could have slapped herself. There was so much she wanted to say to him, but the best she came up with was I’m sorry!

Michael's face held no emotion as he walked out of the bathroom, casually strolling past Jessica.

Michael glanced over at Hannah, before returning his gaze on Jessica. “Hannah is not the person you should be fighting with.”

Jessica’s mind raced.

Why is Hannah in her room? How the hell did Michael bring her here?

Was this the final part of her plan? To humiliate me in front of my man?

“If anyone is sorry, it’s me,” Michael said after a few awkward moments of silence. 

Jessica fumbled backwards, leaning on the dressing room table. She stared at Michael, waiting for him to continue. 

“Hannah told me everything! I can’t believe I was so blind that I failed to realise you were scared of sex all this time. Here I thought you didn’t like me.”

“No!” Jessica affirmed. “It's nothing like that! I'm sorry! I should have been open and honest with you.” Jessica stared at the ground. “I should have told you I was scared.”

Jessica sobbed violently as Michael grabbed her and held her firmly in his arms.

“Right, so I guess my job here is done!” Hannah lifted herself off from the bed, a jovial smile spread across her face.

“Wait!” Michael stopped her. “Seeing as though you were the first person Jessica felt comfortable with,” he turned to look at Jessica, “and if Jessica is okay with it, I think you can stay a little longer?”

“Well,” Hannah started. “It depends on what I’m staying for?”

Michael swallowed hard and met Jessica’s gaze. “Well, if Jessica is okay with it, perhaps you could stay for the final show?”

Jessica’s mouth almost fell to the ground. Did he just ask if Hannah would like to join them for her first time?

Wait, my first time? 

Jessica contemplated the thought, and her heart skipped a beat. She couldn't think of a better way to have a first time, than with the woman that helped her realize her sexuality.

She knew it must have taken a lot for Michael to openly ask her for a threesome. For the last three years, he had done everything he thought Jessica wanted. But, what Jessica really wanted was a man that knew exactly what he wanted.

In this case, they both wanted the same thing…

Jessica turned to Hannah. Hannah told Michael about everything? Not sure whether to feel nervous or embarrassed, Jessica turned back to Michael.

“So you know about,” Jessica took a deep breath, before lifting her eyes to meet his, “everything?”

Michael smiled shyly at Jessica. “Yes, everything.”

Jessica swallowed hard. “And, you’re not mad about Hannah?”

Michael cleared his throat as he walked towards Jessica, grabbing her softly on the arm. “Well, to be honest, I was mad.”

Jessica’s face dropped.

“I was mad that you didn't invite me. But, after Hannah explained everything to me, I was more pissed at myself. I should have known you didn't feel comfortable with sex! Why else would you hold off for so long! I should have known, and I should have done something about it.”

“In all fairness,” Hannah started. “There wasn’t much you could do. This was a journey Jessica had to take on her own.”

Jessica felt a sense of warmth radiate through her skin. “Hannah’s right. The only thing I did with Hannah was allow myself to become more comfortable in my own skin.”

Jessica slowly turned away from Michael and walked towards Hannah, who was still sitting on the edge of the bed. She looked at the woman that helped save her marriage, not once, but twice now. “And, if it’s okay with you. I would like to thank you for your help by sharing my first time with Michael?”

Hannah's face lifted up. It was as if she thought Jessica would never ask.

Michael coughed in the background. “That is if you’re comfo—”

“Are you mad!” Hannah cut him off. “I thought you would never ask! In fact, I was hoping this moment would come, so I dressed the part just in case.

Lifting herself off from the bed, Hannah slowly removed her top, revealing a sexy lacy bra. Michael’s lips quivered at the sight of the semi-naked Eastern Goddess in their hotel room. 

For someone that was used to being very sexually adventurous, Michael almost started believing he would die without having sex again, jerking off for the rest of his life. And now, as Jessica turned to face him with a devilish smirk on her face, he was faced with the prospects of not one, but two of the most beautiful woman.

This was the first time she really saw Hannah's curvaceous body, and it did not disappoint. She was pleasantly surprised to find that her golden bronze tanned complexion matched the rest of her body. Her tits were about a handful in size—perfect for Michael to grab onto, and Jessica for that matter.

Hannah lifted herself off the bed. Her curvy hips swayed elegantly as she walked passed Jessica, towards her future husband. She ran the back of her nails against Michael’s biceps. Jessica knew, first hand, the power of those nails.

While running her nails against Michael’s arms, her hair flung back as she turned to Jessica. “Something tells me, you may need my help one last time.”

Jessica breathed out through parted lips. “Yeah, you taught me how to make myself happy. Now, I want to learn how to please my man.”

Hannah looked up at Michael, their eyes locked in a fit of passion. 

“Well, then I suggest we use and abuse this sexy man!”

Pulling Michael by his shirt collar, Hannah threw him against the bed. 

“Today, we decide all the rules!”
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Chapter 11



With large, curious eyes, Michael looked back at Hannah. 

His hands grew moist at the sight of another woman taking complete control over him. Michael has always been sexually adventurous, but he never believed he would see the day he gets to have a threesome with his partner that has held off for three years. Hannah continued stroking his arm, daringly intertwining her fingers in-between his. Hannah knew how to make a man squirm, and Michael's trembling lips was evidence of that.

“Jessica, what do we want from Michael?” Hannah asked with an evil grin.

This was not something Jessica had considered. “Um, sex?” 

Hannah paused, before looking at Jessica with a look of disappointment. “More specifically?”

“Um, we want him to make us cum!” Before Jessica could give it any second thoughts, the words had escaped her lips. 

With a naughty smile plastered on Hannah’s face, she turned back to Michael; her long black hair hovering above his face. “You think you can do that for us, big boy?”

Michael swallowed hard. “I’m sure I can.”

“Good, now let’s start with your wife.” 

Hannah lifted herself off from Michael and looked back at Jessica. “Your turn. This time, you’re going to lay on this bed, just like you did on the couch, except, this time, you won’t have any control.”

As Jessica stepped forward, Hannah reached for her backpack. Jessica looked on in disbelief—she wasn’t lying when she said she came prepared. Carefully, Hannah pulled out a pair of fluffy cuffs. 

Jessica slowly lifted her shirt, and laid on her bed. “Okay, but I don’t have a tie.”

“Oh, no!” Hannah laughed. “This time, I want you to see everything!”

Hannah slowly placed the cuffs on Hannah's wrists, and Jessica watched on eagerly as she smiled over at Michael. Michael shot back a look that made Goosebumps run down Jessica's spine. Nothing more had to be said. Michael already knew what needed to be done.

With Jessica securely tied against the head-post of the bed, Michael hovered over her. He ran her eyes all over her body, licking his lips at the thought of finally having his way with her. 

“Fuck, babe! I want you so bad!” Michael groaned.

“Oh fuck!” Jessica gasped as he placed his strong hands on her midsection, running his hands on her belly, gently massaging every knot of doubt she may still have had.

Michael lowered himself as he found a seat in between her legs. Jessica turned her head up and looked at her man, pulling at the button of her Jeans. 

Jessica let out a sigh of relief at the sound of her zip being pulled down. Familiar wetness has formed, except this was the first time Michael would see it.

Michael slowly lowered her jeans, rolling the material off from her skin and down to her ankles. Just as Jessica thought he was about to slip them all the way over, he left it at her ankles. The last thing he wanted was for her to be kicking about. He wanted her to experience every ounce of the ecstasy he was ready to give her.

Jumping off the bed, Michael stood and stared at Jessica, wearing nothing but her silky red underwear and laying back with her hands tied behind her head. His eyes shone as he glossed over his future-wife. 

Jessica’s lower lip trembled. The most Michael had touched in their three years together was her face, when he kissed her, and he occasionally brushed his fingers against her arm when cuddling. This was going to be the day, he got to touch her in the places he only dreamed of.

“Fuck!” Jessica yelped. Michael placed his tongue on Jessica’s silky smooth legs and stared at her in the eye as he slowly licked his way up her leg. Jessica squirmed as he continued ruthlessly licking at her inner thigh, leaving a trail of kisses along his path.

“Fuck! That’s hot,” Hannah commented from the side. 

Michael lifted his head and glanced over at Hannah. “Wait your turn!”

Hearing her man promise to make Hannah squirm made Jessica even wetter.

His hands rubbed against her inner thigh as his hands slowly snaked their way up towards her quivering cunt. Her aching desire for him to place his hand on her cunt became stronger with every touch. As Michael neared her aching pussy, he lifted himself, slowly climbing up her body.

Staring at the couple with hungry eyes, Hannah finally joined in. Hannah climbed on the bed and slowly lifted Michael’s shirt, pulling it over his head and flicking it across the room. 

Heat pulsed through Jessica's body as she felt her man's bare skin resting on hers. Michael stared intensely into Jessica's eyes. He had never wanted her more in his life. As they continued their intense stares of passion and lust, Jessica finally whispered, “kiss me!”

Michael lowered his head and slipped his tongue into Jessica’s mouth, sucking on Jessica’s full lips. Jessica could feel and taste the lust in him, with every exhale he breathed into her mouth. 

Hannah continued stripping Michael off his clothes as she untied his laces, before pulling off his Jordans. 

Slowly, he pulled down his socks, revealing Michael’s big feet. Knowing what they say about men with big feet, she was eager to see what he’s been hiding under those pants. 

As Michael and Jessica continued swirling their tongues against each other, in a fit of passion, Hannah climbed onto Michael from behind and leaned forward, reaching her arms around his waist for the button of his Jeans. It was almost as if Hannah was not even there, the couple continued smacking their lips passionately as Hannah pulled Michael’s jeans off his legs, revealing his firm ass, covered by his white briefs. 

Michael pulled his tongue out of Jessica's mouth and rolled it down her neck. Ripples of ecstasy flowed through her as she reached closer towards her tits.

He helped Jessica sit up, holding her from behind as he lifted the strap on her bra. Slowly pulling off her bra, Michael marvelled at her generously sized tits—to think that once they got married, he would get to experience her breasts daily! 

Seeing these bad boys certainly made the wait worth it!

Flinging Jessica’s bra one side, he did what he waited for three years to do and took each breast in each hand, squeezing gently on her tits as he brought his head forward and took her bud in his mouth.

Jessica squirmed with passion, and she tried wrapping her legs around his, but her pants remained captive, held together by the Jeans on her ankles. She already felt his hardness bump against her wet pussy. Jessica flung her head back as she allowed every ounce of desire flowing through her blood to consume her.

Looking down at her man, Jessica ran her fingers through Michael’s curly hair, pushing his head down as he rolled his tongue off her breasts and left a trail of passionate kisses down her torso. 

“Oh, Christ!” Jessica moaned as he edged closer. 

Hannah stared at Michael’s firm ass and admiringly rubbed on his ass, picturing herself holding onto that butt as he fucked her senseless. As the meaty man continued making Jessica squirm with desire, drawing closer to her cunt, Hannah grew impatient. Her aching want for him to lift himself up so she can finally see his tool led her to lift the button off from her own skirt. 

In the corner of Jessica's eye, she watched intently as Hannah pulled her skirt down until she was suddenly flung into a state of uncontrollable urges.

As Michael's trail of love continued down her midsection, he slowly took the bands of her panties and lowered it down her legs.

The cool breeze tickled her cunt as he lowered her underwear to her ankles. 

There was not a part of Jessica that Michael did not touch. He ran his hands throughout her body, and his eyes worshipped every part of her.

“Oh fuck, yes!” Jessica screamed as the sensation of his tongue brushed against her wetness. Skilfully, he slid his tongue in between her folds, licking up her juices as his tongue ravished her cunt. 

Hannah, growing more restless, was now completely naked and with an aching desire to relieve her own wetness, she climbed onto the bed and headed straight for Jessica. Hannah reached for Jessica’s lips, and Hannah's knees fell weak as Jessica moaned into her mouth.

Having a short breather, Michael lifted himself off from his wife-to-be’s pussy and started gliding his thick fingers in between her flaps. Even with Michael’s huge fingers, Jessica knew this was nothing compared to what was yet to come.

As Jessica and Hannah kissed passionately, Michael dropped, returning his mouth to her pussy. If this were the first time he would penetrate her, he was not going to waste it with his fingers.

With his tongue extended forward, Michael slowly parted her pussy lips and ran his tongue deep inside her cunt. The walls of Jessica’s pussy pulsated with an uncontrollable craving as he worked his way in and out of her. 

“Fuck!” Jessica screamed into Hannah’s mouth. “Fuck me!”

Between the sensations of Michael strong bare body against her skin, Hannah sucking on her tongue, and Michael’s tongue filling her with goosebumps, she had never been more ready to be taken by her man’s humongous cock.

Hannah slowly lifted her head off from Jessica. “No, beautiful. There’s still one thing missing.”

It was as if Michael read her mind. Pulling himself off from Jessica, both ladies watched with eager anticipation as Michael lowered his briefs. Nothing Jessica hadn't seen before, but she paid extra attention because, in the next few moments, she knew that prick was going to spread her apart.  

Slowly, he climbed over Jessica, crawling up towards her mouth. He looked like a kid in a toy-store, after finally having won a prize.

“Oh my God!” Hannah commented and turned to Jessica, “no wonder you've been scared to sleep with this guy!”

Michael’s eye gleamed with pride. If there was one thing he appreciated more than anything in the world, it’s a beautiful woman commenting on the size of his manhood. 

As Michael drew closer to Jessica's head, Jessica surprised both Michael and Hannah, as she eagerly grabbed on his shaft, desperate to catch her first taste.

She admired the thick pulsating veins that wrapped around Michael’s cock and couldn’t wait to feel those veins pulsate inside her mouth.

Jessica had waited for this moment her entire life, and she couldn't be bothered with who was watching.

Jessica’s tiny hands struggled to wrap around Michael’s girth as she pulled down his foreskin, showing off his pre-cum. 

She closed her eyes and took in the scent of his clean, salty manhood. With his cock aimed at her mouth, she looked at Michael in the eyes as she slowly forwarded her head over him. 

“Oh!” Michael groaned. For a man that had not been touched in over three years, the feeling of Jessica’s full lips wrapped around his cock was magical. 

Jessica got more aroused at the sound of her man’s heavy breathing. Surprising even herself, she had no idea what she was doing, but the sight of Michael’s legs jerking about violently was a good sign.

Hannah slowly removed the pants from Jessica’s ankles, and while Jessica experimented with her man’s cock, pleasantly watching him squirm, Hannah crawled towards Jessica's pussy. She was ready to do something she's been dying to do, since the first time she laid eyes on her.

“Jesus!” Jessica breathed on Michael’s cock.

With his hands running through her hair, he lowered her head back onto his cock. 

Jessica rolled the tips of her tongue around his head, teasing at his entrance as she opened her mouth and took in the first inch of his manhood. His cock tasted so good, if he were to cum inside her mouth, she would have let him. 

Jessica could only take in half his manhood, but that was more than enough for Michael. Besides, he had a better place to insert the rest of his thick meat. 

Hannah continued rubbing on Jessica’s clit. At this rate, Jessica was going to squirt all over Hannah’s hands. 

Michael pulled his hips back, and Jessica stared up at her Michael. His bottom lip shuddered with desire. “I want you so bad,” Michael breathed. Hannah shifted away from Jessica's aching cunt as Michael slowly lowered himself on Jessica. His strong naked body rubbed against hers as he slowly slid down, spreading her legs apart.

Instinctively, Jessica wrapped her legs around her man’s waist.

As he laid on top of Jessica, eager to please her. Sweat from the exertion was beading on their skin. 

Even with her legs spread apart and Michael's muscular chest firmly on her breasts, she had never felt more comfortable in her life. She needed him inside her!

Jessica felt the head of his cock at her entrance.

“Oh,” she moaned! “Fuck, babe!” The anticipation was sending her into overdrive. 

“Oh! Fuck!” She breathed as his cock pushed her lips apart and slowly entered her. His bare cock rubbed against her flesh. With every inch he took of her, Jessica longed for more. 

Michael took his time with Jessica, pushing in an inch at a time while kissing Jessica passionately. Remembering what Hannah taught her about the power of giving away control, Jessica relaxed, allowing her man to take complete control over her cunt.

Once Michael's cock was buried balls-deep inside Jessica, she let out a sigh of relief. Slowly, he pulled out and re-entered her. While he continued fucking Jessica in a rhythmic motion, it all became too much for Hannah. Lying beside Jessica and Michael, Hannah slipped a finger on her own wetness. With the sound of balls slapping against Jessica's ass, Hannah slid her finger inside her opening.

Being in the industry, she has seen some of the most obscure sexual experiences, but this was by far the hottest. The fact that they fucked like she was not even there made it that much hotter!

Jessica held Michael tight as he rammed his shaft in and out of her. With every thrust, Jessica’s walls quivered with pleasure. Her insides tingled at the thought of being filled by her husband. Michael worked his way up to Jessica’s neck, sucking on Jessica’s neck as he thrusted his cock balls-deep inside her. 

Jessica’s vision grew blurry as every part of her skin tingled.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “I… think it’s happening!” Jessica moaned. 

“Cum for me beautiful!” Michael whispered in her ear. His hand snaked down on her clit, gently rubbing on her nub. Jessica’s entire body quivered, shaking ruthlessly with every thrust. 

“Jesssssus!” Jessica cried out. Her skin tingled as ripples of euphoria drifted throughout her body, ending inside her cunt. 

Jessica's walls shook, and her back arched until she was reduced to nothing but violent heartbeats, filled with craving and heat.

Michael couldn’t look more pleased! But, with his cock covered in Jessica’s cum, he had unfinished business! He glanced over at Hannah, who still had her finger deep inside her cunt. “You’re next! I’m going to fuck you so hard!”

Hannah’s heart skipped a beat at the promise. 

Hannah eagerly lifted herself and pressed down on Michael’s chest. As Michael laid flat on his back, she flung her legs over him, hovering her cunt over his cock. She spent a few moments admiring his cock, before holding his cock at its base and lowering herself on him. 

Jessica stared at Hannah through blurry vision, as she lowered herself on her man. She had never seen Hannah naked before, but the image alone was enough to get her worked up all over again. Hannah had the most beautiful pussy she’s seen, with a perfectly trimmed patch of happiness.

“Shit! That's good!” Hannah breathed once his cock was completely submerged inside her. Allowing her silky black hair to fall back, Michael placed his hands on her hips. His eyes rolled back, and Hannah rode him like a rodeo. With every lift, she slammed down harder on his cock.

Michael struggled to hold himself back, pleasing two beautiful women was no easy feat. After a few more slams on his cock, Michael gave up the fight and let his orgasm take control over him.

“Fuck!” Michael groaned a deep bass in his voice that echoed inside Hannah's cunt.

Michael's muscles stiffened, and he leaned forward slightly. Through parted lips, Hannah felt every shot of his semen shoot inside her. He painted her walls with his cum, and after 5 powerful bursts, he was reduced to nothing but a violent heartbeat.

Falling, like a wounded soldier beside Jessica, they faced each other and smiled.

As Hannah climbed off his cock, a stream of cum flowed out of her pussy. She looked down at the happy couple, so infatuated with one another and smiled. 

When Hannah landed up in Amsterdam a few years back, she would never have imagined she would be fucking to help save a marriage, but seeing them, madly in love, she knew her path was destined so she could help someone else along theirs. 
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Chapter 12



Lying in bed and held by the man of her dreams, it all felt surreal to Jessica.

Jessica’s eyes shot open. It hit her like a lightbulb moment!

She crawled out from under Michael’s arms and scrambled towards her luggage bag. To think just yesterday this time Jessica was packing her stuff to fly back to Washington.

I would hate to waste this ticket, Jessica thought to herself as she scanned through Google on her MacBook Air, searching for the airline’s contact number.

As the glass door, leading to the balcony, shut, the operator on the other end of the line answered.

“You’ve reached KLM Royal Dutch airlines.”

Jessica looked up into the sky, hoping and praying this was the right move. “Hi. I need to change a booking, please?”

“I'm sure I can help you, ma'am, can you give me your booking number?”

Jessica rolled her hair between her fingers. “Yeah? I kinda need to change the details of my flight… entirely.”

“Morning beautiful,” Michael yawned as she walked back in the room.

Jessica’s face lit up. She ran up to Michael and jumped on his lap. “Morning handsome!”

“Ha ha ha, you sure you want to sit there? I can’t be held responsible for what may happen next!” Michael teased.

Despite their magical evening with Hannah, the couple still had to have that all important conversation.

“Babe, I’m so sorry! I didn’t realise how much pressure I was putting you under!” Michael started. “It was never my intention to make you feel pressurised!”

Jessica knew that all too well. The man was willing to wait for 3 years!

“I know babe, you're not to blame at all!” Jessica sunk her head. “I take full responsibility for this fuck up. I should have been open, and upfront with you from the get-go.”

Michael stared deep into Jessica’s eyes. “Babe, I love you so much! Come here you!” 

“Stop it!” Jessica laughed as Michael tickled her sides.

In the interest of a new and transparent relationship, Jessica told Michael all about Hannah.

Holding his hand at his mouth, Michael gasped. “So, she’s never seen her dad since?”

“No,” Jessica said. “And since she mentioned him fetching his mom, I assume she hadn’t seen her grandmother either.” Jessica felt as if those tears, she had grown all too familiar with over the last few days, were forming again. “The worst part is that she still hasn’t had any closure!”

Michael's face dropped. “That is so sad! I wish there were something we could do.”

“There is…something, but I’m going to need you to come with me.”

***

As Jessica pressed the doorbell outside Hannah’s house, she turned and smiled at Michael. She came so close to losing the best thing that had ever happened to her. 

Now, it was time to thank the woman that helped her with so much more.

“What are you two? No! I’m still tired from last night!” Hannah said. 

Michael blushed.

“Ha ha ha, that’s not why we’re here!” Jessica said. “We’re here to bring you a little gift.”

Hannah’s face lit up. “A gift? I love those! What is it!”

Jessica turned to Michael. 

“A two-way flight to Lebanon.”

The End
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Dear Diary

Thursday was a sunny day in Chicago, filled with promise, at least until he discovered my secret I have worked hard to keep hidden.

"We must do this again," Alexis told me after lunch.

"Yeah," I blushed, "we must."

"I'll see you soon babe," Alexis said as she slapped my ass. Walking away from that sexy vixen, I felt heat grow in my cheeks.

Dear diary,

Today was something magical, to say the least!

I spent most of my day with Alexis, and as usual, I left with a quivering cunt. 

Every time I see her, it's as if I was seeing her all over again for the first time. How the fuck can one woman have such a strong hold over me?

My insides melt with every passing moment I spend with her. 

I watch greedily as she flicks her hair and I just want to stick my face inbetween those voluptuous tits. 

I cannot help but think that one day my fantasy might just come to life.

Wishful thinking? Perhaps.

But, as you know, Dear diary, my fantasy doesn’t end there. 

I wonder what Storm would think had he known I secretly wanted to watch him spread her tight pussy lips apart and ravish her cunt?

Would he think of me weird? A freak?

Would he, for some unknown reason like the idea?

Oh my God. Would he file for divorce?

As much as I know this is just a fantasy and will probably remain as such, I cannot help but let my mind run loose. 

I don't imagine him lasting very long as she rides his thick cock and explodes inside. 

Perhaps, just for good measure, she would lift herself off his cock and crawl up to his face to let him suck his cum out of her pussy.

Alexis strikes me as the type.

Oh shit, it sounds like Storm's home.

Until next time.

***

"Hey love, I greeted Storm.

"Hi babe," he yawned.

"Hectic day?"

"Yeah, I suppose you could say that!"

"Well, I have good news for you! I made your favorite; spaghetti Bolognese!"

"Thanks, babe, but I'm not hungry. All I want is sleep."

As I watched Storm walked up the stairs, heading for the bedroom. 

My heart sank. 

I miss the small-talk we used to have.

I miss the days we would make passionate love at the end of a long day. Oh, he wouldn’t stop pounding me, until I begged him to stop!

That German blood of his is no joke. He has beautiful sky blues and slick blonde hair, just to seal the deal.

The other gift his German blood gave him is that huge cock of his. Storm is one well-endowed man.

I think back to the times when he would be all over me. We would make love all day, to the point where I struggled to walk. If it weren't for my fingers and my faithful dildo, I would be one frustrated woman. 

My pussy would be tighter than my bank balance at month end. 

Since we were married, Storm has insisted I do not need to work. 

Sometimes, I regret giving up my day job. 

Perhaps, if I worked like an average person, I would be a little more normal? I wouldn't be the wife that has such odd fantasies about her husband taking my best friend…
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