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We all have fantasies…

Sometimes, those fantasies involve other women’s men.

Enjoy


PART ONE

TRUTH OR DARE
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Everybody needs a little me time.

I spend most of my private time in my study. It’s the only time I get to myself.

This is also the only time I have where I can allow my mind to wonder, without being judged.

The room is small, no less than few square meters. The walls are plain and painted grey. I chose that color.

A large dark oak table centers the room, giving it the impression that it’s larger than it actually is.

I sit and stare at the large iMac screen from my chair that leans back as I let my imagination run wild.

Holding my shaft at its base, it stands firm and proud, like the leaning tower of Pisa. Some beautiful brunette kisses him passionately while his cock is completely submerged in another blonde’s mouth.

I don’t need any lube, my cockhead is filled with pre-cum. I lick my palm and place this on the top of my head. My toes curl as I circle the insides of my palm on my head. The cum on my dick makes it glide, but the pressure of my hand drives me insane.

The blonde chick that had his cock in her mouth now gets up and plants her pussy in his face. The brunette walks over towards his dick. Her tits bounce playfully, and she positions his dick and finds a seat. The camera moves over to the Brunette’s face. Her mouth opens slightly with the ecstasy of having him enter her slowly. Her eyes roll back once his dick is completely submerged inside her. Two beautiful bombshells take complete control over him and treat him as if he’s a toy, made to satisfy them.

I start panting heavily, as I glide my hand up and down my cock.

The blonde’s pussy is still on his face. I rub on my throbbing cock more vigorously and my breathing becomes erratic.

“Oh fuck!” I moan softly as my legs stiffen and my cock explodes. 5 squirts of creamy cum lay on my bare chest, some even landed on my face.

A wave of pleasurable calm comes over me and I lean back with my cock still in my hand and covered in cum.

The door handle sounds.

“Malcolm, I need you to…” After staring at me with a blank expression, my wife suddenly slams the door shut at the sight of me with my cock in my hand and covered in my own cum.

“Shit!” I mumble under my breath as I cover my stomach and pull my pants up.

Don’t get me wrong. I love my wife and the sex is great! Sometimes, I just wish for a little more.

Does that make me selfish? Perhaps. I can’t help these fantasies that invade my head.

I watch these clips in my study of two women taking control of guys and it’s the greatest turn-on for me.

Would I tell my wife about these fantasies? Hell no! I quite like my marriage, thank you very much.

“Babe, you called?” I ask

“I did. You clearly seemed preoccupied, so I thought it may be best to leave you alone,” Amanda, my wife, barks.

“Hey, Malcolm did you just wake up?” A soft, familiar voice says from behind me, catches me by surprise.

Victoria is my wife’s best friend. She’s also quite a hottie. Victoria has beautiful long, wavy blonde hair that reaches her spine.

She has the most unusual eyes. Her eyes are golden brown in color, complimenting her long golden hair. In fact, it’s as if her entire body was designed to complement every other part. Her full cherry lips gave character to her curvaceous figure.

“Hey, Vicky. No, I was just a little tied up in my office,” I tell her.

Amanda shoots me with a death glare, which I pretend not to notice.

“Yeah, I can tell,” Victoria tells me while ruffling up my hair. “Anyway, it’s been good. I gotta get going.”

I watch Victoria leave. Her ass bounces slightly with every step. No Malcolm! Now is not the time to get a dick stand, I think.

“You seem upset?” I turn to my wife.

“You think?” She snaps.

“Babe, we all need a little me time.”

“I get that, it’s just sometimes, I feel like I’m not giving you enough?”

That’s not entirely true.

Amanda knows I’ve got a very high sex drive. I suppose that’s because my balls are much larger than the average male. I could easily fuck her 5 times a day and still have enough semen left in me to go for round 6.

Amanda walks over to me and softly runs her nails down my shirt, removing each button as she makes her way down.

“You know, if there is something you’d like to do, I’m sure we could make a plan,” she tells me seductively.

My cock, now fighting against my pants, approves of this statement.

Her nails softly graze against the hairs on my chest. I just stand there and take it this ticklish feeling. In a flash, Amanda moves her hands on my ass, grabbing both cheeks, before whispering, “and I mean anything.” I let out a slight moan as she tightens her grip on my ass.

Amanda pulls my shirt off and maintains a suggestive look in her eyes. I stand back and allow her to take complete control over me. My nipples are hard and firm. She smiles at this and runs the back of her nails against them.

I so desperately want to pull my cock out and fuck her on the spot, but that would mean I miss out on everything else she’s doing.

She leans in towards me and I open my mouth, readying myself for the taste of her tongue. As her lips approach, she moves away and starts licking on my neck instead. I stand with my mouth open, holding onto the counter with my hands stretched out behind me.

Amanda rolls her tongue down my hairy chest, gently nibbling on the indents on my chest.

While playfully nibbling on my nipples, I feel her hands work their way down towards my yearning cock. Skilfully, she unbuckles my belt, before ripping it off from my jeans.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan as she pulls my jeans down and my cock is almost freed from its cotton prison, that is my brief.

Amanda grabs my left thigh. Her right hand is firmly placed on my inner thigh. My dick can feel the heat of her hands, begging to be touched. “Oooh,” I moan. She gently rubs on my inner thigh, mere millimeters from my balls.

“AHH fuck!” My cock, now bulging against my underwear, is taken by surprise as she places her teeth on my dick. She doesn’t bite, she just holds it captive with her mouth.

From my inner thigh, Amanda finds her way to the very core of my cock between my balls and ass. She started rubbing my stiffened muscle while holding my dick in between her teeth.

Amanda let’s go of my cock, pulls up her skirt and slowly slips off her panty. I smell her pussy, begging to be assaulted.

“I want you to fuck me like you’ve never fucked me before, understood?” My wife demands. She finally frees my cock and it bounces as it’s freed.

“Fuck, babe. You’re wet,” I tell her as she moves her cunt towards my cock. I try grabbing hold of her pussy, but she moves my hand away. “No, you don’t!” She demands.

I stand holding myself up with my hands behind on the counter and my cock in the air. My body stiffens as Amanda grabs hold of my neck and pulls herself up. She wraps her silky legs around my waist and holds on tight with her arms.

“Oh fuck!” I moan as she slowly lowers herself until my dick is placed in between her pussy’s lips. Amanda falls into me as my throbbing cock head slowly spreads her pussy open. She breathes heavily in my mouth as she slowly lowers herself until my dick is completely submerged in her cunt.

Amanda slowly started rocking her pelvis back and forth. My dick rubs against her inner flesh. “Ooooh!” She moans as my dick pushes in and out of her.

A shadow catches my attention and I notice someone peeping through the small gap of the kitchen door.

Victoria! I know that hair from a mile away! Is Victoria watching me fuck my wife?

Determined to put on a show and give my wife what she wants, to be fucked like never before, I grab Amanda’s ass. I start ramming my cock hard into my wife’s cunt. The sounds of my balls slapping against her pussy fill the kitchen with every thrust. “Oh fuck, fuck, Christ! Fuck me!” Amanda screams.

“Ah, ah, AH!” I moan as the pressure builds up and begs for a release. “Ahhhh fuck!” I moan and the build-up in my cock is released into Amanda’s pussy!

Gone.

As soon as I came, I looked back at the door, almost as if seeking recognition. Victoria was no longer standing there.

Perhaps she wasn’t there at all and this was all in my head? Could my fantasy hold such power that I started seeing it happen in my head?

“Fuck, babe you were a machine today,” my wife kisses me and she climbs off my cock.
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“Another compliment for you in our client meeting today, Malcolm. At this rate, I’ll have to pay you a share of my salary as well,” Brandon, my boss tells me.

Ever feel like there are so many great things going on in your life, yet you still feel unsatisfied?

My life is nothing short of perfect. I have the most beautiful wife. I have a career that only gets stronger by the day and I have finally made amends and fixed the shitty relationship with my mother.

Everything sounds perfect, yet I feel like there is a something missing.

A void that begs to be filled.

My phone vibrates in my pocket. It’s Amanda.

“Hello.”

“Hey, babe. What time do you finish work today?”

“Well,” I tell her. “That depends on what you have in mind,” I tease.

“Naughty boy!”

“Hahaha, what’s up?”

“Vicky wants to meet up for supper at around 6. Will you be joining us?”

I swallow heavily at the sound of her name. “Yeah, must I get you guys somewhere?” I ask in the most neutral tone I can pull off.

“Yeah, catch us at the Die Kneipe.”

The smoky German pub is filled with loud conversations. Each voice trying to overpower the next. Instead of facing their right reality at home, people flock to Die Kneipe in pursuit of a happier alternative in the form of beer or whiskey.

Others meet up for a hearty meal and good conversation. Then there are those people that meet up with their wife and her sexy best friend after work.

I spot Amanda and Vicky sitting in the far corner. They are easily the most beautiful women in the room. As I work my way over to sit at the head of the four-seater table, my cock begins to act up. Not now, for fuck’s sake. There’s nothing more awkward than trying to hide a raging boner in formal pants.

“Hello, sir. Can I get you anything to drink?” The waitress asks.

“Yeah, I’ll have a Martini.” The waitress looks at me suspiciously. “Shaken, not stirred,” I add.

“Oh, you’re such a retard,” Victoria teases. Heat builds up in my cheeks as I find myself blushing.

“That I am,” I tell her shyly.

The waitress returns with my drink and asks what I would like to eat. “Oh, I don’t think you have that on the menu,” I tell her suggestively while turning to look at Amanda. Amanda smiles, in response.

“He’s usually a lot more behaved,” my wife tells the waitress. “Yeah, I suppose you have to always keep them in line,” the waitress jokes.

“Eisbein and Sauerkraut,” I conclude.

“Will you manage to eat all that food?” Victoria asks.

“Yeah, I’m a big boy,” I tell her.

“This you are,” she replies. For a split second, I picture her winking at me.

Is she flirting with me, I find myself wondering? Oh, my fuck, what if she really did stand at the door of our kitchen, watching me fuck my wife?

I’ve never really taken the time to look passed Victoria’s looks. Not only is she beautiful, she’s smart, witty and is not afraid to challenge me when she believes I’m wrong. I find this to be a huge turn on.

“I’ll be right back,” my wife tells us. “I need the loo.”

“What the fuck!” Victoria screams. An old man, that clearly had several whiskeys too many, accidentally spilled some of his drink on Victoria’s tits. He’s too inebriated to even notice as he stumbles away.

“It’s not worth it,” I tell her, trying to calm her down.

I grab a couple of serviettes and lean over. Vicky watches as I pat her, drying up the wasted liquid on her tits. For a second, I imagine her closing her eyes and enjoying it.

“I always tell Amanda she’s a very lucky woman.”

“Oh really, why is that?” I ask.

“Well, for starters, she has you.”

I get an instant hard-on and decide it’s best to resume my seat. “Oh fuck,” I moan softly as I feel Victoria’s foot push against my dick.

“Miss me?” Amanda’s voice catches me by surprise as she returns from the loo.

“I was just telling Malcolm what a lucky man he is to have you,” Vicky responds.

“Errrr… yeah, that’s what she told me,” a hint of guilt fills my voice.

“What do-” My sentence is cut short as Vicky places her foot on my crotch again.

“Hey, you’re in legal, right Malcolm?” Victoria asks me.

“Yeah, hope you’re not in any trouble,” I tease.

“I could be. I received a notice. These dickheads I refuse to pay have been threatening to hand me over. What does this mean?” Vicky slides her phone across the table towards me. Our eyes connect for a split second before she turns to Amanda.

You really are a big boy.

I want you to do me the way you did Amanda on Saturday

xoxo

Holy shit. It really was her watching us through the door opening. A heatwave rushes over my face as I look up and see Victoria smiling suggestively at me.

“Babe, we just to stop by the office on our way back home,” I tell Amanda as we’re readying ourselves to leave Die Kneipe.

In my excitement, I forgot my laptop at work.

“I’ll drop Amanda off,” Victoria offers. “Yeah, I’ll catch you a bit later,” Amanda agrees.

“Okay, I’ll catch you in a bit,” I tell Amanda. I wink at her before walking off.

I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve had a dickstand this evening. I crave my wife’s sweet pussy for my release. To be honest, I crave more than just my wife’s pussy.
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As I enter my driveway, I notice Victoria’s car is parked in my usual spot.

My heart starts racing as I approach the front door. From outside, I hear laughter.

“Hello again,” I say awkwardly.

“Hi, hey,” Amanda and Victoria respond.

“Babe, are you joining us?” My wife asks while licking her tongue seductively around the tip of her wine glass.

“Yeah sure,” I respond enthusiastically. “What are we doing?”

“We’re playing a game. Truth or dare. If you cannot answer a question or act out a dare, you take a shot.”

“Malcolm, truth or dare?” Victoria asks me.

“Truth,” I respond. By now, I caught up with the ladies and downed a few glasses of Chardonnay.

“What’s your biggest fantasy?”

I swallow deeply. After a quick glance at Amanda, I reach out for the shot of Jagermeister waiting for whoever cannot answer a question on the coffee table.

“Oh, you’re such a bore!” Amanda tells me.

I turn to my wife and ask, “truth or dare?”

Amanda smiles and replies, “dare.”

“Well, in that case. I dare you to kiss Vicky.”

There’s a look in Amanda’s eyes that say, I thought you’d never ask.

Amanda shifts over to Victoria. She leans in on her and starts kissing her passionately. It’s a soft peck on the lips at first and I watch as Victoria’s mouth opens, welcoming her in. My breathing becomes heavy at the sight.

As Amanda slowly pulls away, she turns to me.

“Truth or dare?” a seductive tone fills her voice.

“Dare,” I respond, swallowing hard.

“I dare you to do the same!”

Victoria gets up and walks towards me. It’s a walk that says, I’ll come to you before you chicken out and take the shot.

Victoria takes a seat on my lap. Her thigh feels the hardness of my erect cock. She grabs me by the head and pulls me towards her lips.

As her sweet cherry lips connect with mine, she sticks out her tongue, in search of mine.

With my tongue gently rubbing against hers, my cock becomes harder and pushes against my pants, begging for a release.

I feel Victoria’s hand move away from my face and onto my cock. This is not part of the dare, but I’m not complaining.

Victoria pulls her tongue out of my mouth and smiles at me seductively, before returning to her seat. I watch as her ass shakes softly with every step.

“Truth or dare, Victoria.”

“TRUTH,” Victoria shouts confidently.

“What’s your biggest fantasy?” Amanda asks.

“To get heated with my best friend and have her husband fuck us both.” Victoria turns to Amanda, grinning, as she says this.

“Your turn, babe,” I tell my wife. “Truth or dare?”

“Dare.”

“I dare you to let Victoria live out her fantasy.”
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Amanda leans over and climbs on Victoria’s lap. My wife’s shiny black hair falls delicately on Victoria’s shoulders. Vicky looks up at Amanda with a craving look.

Amanda leans in and slowly inserts her tongue into Vicky’s mouth. The two most beautiful women I know make out and my dick stiffens further as I hear Victoria moan with pleasure. With their lips locked in, Amanda grabs Vicky’s tits and gently squeezes on them through her top.

R-r-r-r.

The sounds of me slowly pulling down my zip catches Amanda’s attention. She looks over at me and smiles as I place my hand inside my pants, release my rock-hard cock.

Amanda sits up as Victoria slowly pulls her shirt over her head, revealing her large tits in a black bra. With my cock sticking out of my unzipped jeans, I walk over to Amanda and lift the strap of her bra, before slowly removing her bra.

Victoria reaches for the bottom of her t-shirt and slowly pulls this over her head. My wife whispers into Amanda’s ears, at which Victoria looks at me and grins naughtily.

Amanda gets off Victoria’s lap. Victoria follows suit and she stands in front of me and pushes me. I land softly on the couch. That’s my cue not to interrupt them and, perhaps, to enjoy the show.

Amanda reaches behind Victoria’s back and releases the strap behind her back. Victoria’s tits are freed as Amanda pulls off her bra. Her tits are about a handful in size, but still perfect in every way. Victoria’s tits are firm enough to be perky, yet large enough to carry a playful bounce.

I stroke my cock as I watch Victoria go down on Amanda. She pulls her skirt down slowly, along with her panty. Amanda’s perfect patch of happiness is revealed and I breathe in deeply as Victoria extends her tongue into my wife’s welcoming cunt. My dick bounces with excitement as I remove my jeans. I sit back with my legs spread apart and rub cockhead with the moisturizing pre-cum leaking out of the top of my prick.

“Oooooh,” Amanda moans as Victoria’s tongue enters deeper into her pussy.

Once Victoria lifts her head from my wife’s pussy, Amanda tells her to fuck me good. I shake my head in agreement.

Victoria walks towards me. She flicks her head and I watch as her golden blonde hair falls delicately over her tits. She gets down on her knees and pulls off my jeans that now lay connected to my ankles.

I watch curiously as Victoria reaches for her top and places this under my legs, before tightening the knot, locking my ankles together.

In the corner of my eye, I spot Amanda sitting back on the couch across from me. Her finger runs through the lines of her pussy as she watches Victoria take control over me.

Grabbing Amanda’s top, Victoria reaches for my arms behind me and tightens her top around my wrist.

“What are we-”

“Shhh, right now, you just have to obey me,” Victoria cuts me short.

With my arms tied behind my back and my legs strapped together, Victoria pushes me back on the couch and climbs on top of me. My cock stands upright, hard and begging for attention. Victoria’s cunt brushes against my yearning cock and she moves her pussy towards my face. The scent of her sweet pussy fills me, consuming me. As her wet cunt brushes against my face, I slowly extend my tongue, in search of her glorious pussy. My tongue connects with her wetness. It tastes like sweet butter. “Oh, fuck! Yes!” Victoria shouts as I roll my tongue against her warm clit.

Victoria digs her cunt deeper into my face. I extend my tongue further into her pussy. Starting from the bottom, I spread her lips apart with my tongue as I slowly enter her. My tongue rubs against the walls inside her. My cock bounces violently with every moan. Victoria grabs hold of my head and squeezes her thighs between my head. I look over at Amanda and see her rubbing her clit vigorously. “FUCK!” I scream, becoming more desperate to push my cock into Victoria’s wet cunt.

Victoria gets off my face and slowly moves her hips towards my aching dick. Her nails run softly against my abs as she lowers herself. Her touch drives me crazy and I try sitting up but feel her push down on me again.

As her cunt reaches close to my throbbing dick, I try pushing up into her. Victoria lifts herself and turns around. Her perfect ass stares me in the face as I feel her silky hands grab hold of my cock. She grabs me from the base of my shaft and starts circling the tip of her tongue on the head of my cock.

Victoria slowly starts sucking up my precum and moans as she lowers her mouth on my head, allowing my cock to fill the insides of her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” I shout, while Victoria takes my dick between her full lips.

“You’re fucking incredible,” I pant. She has my entire dick in her mouth, without the slightest hint of gagging. Victoria moves her hips over towards my cock.

With her back towards my face, she grabs hold of my cock and carefully lowers herself on my cock. “FUCK!” I moan, as she allows me to enter her wet pussy.

The veins of my cock pulsate against the walls of her cunt as I enter her deeper. She drops on my cock until my dick is completely submerged in her wetness. Victoria’s flesh against my dick drives me insane.

She started lifting her hips up and down, slowly riding my dick. Her pace increased, and her moaning becomes louder with every drop on my cock. I pushed up my pelvis, fucking her harder as she landed.

“Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh!” She screams with every thrust.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” I tell her.

“I want you to shoot that warm cum of yours inside my pussy!”

A tingle heats up in my balls and my cock hardened as I ram into her cunt harder.

“Oh fuck!” I shout as I shoot my thick, creamy load inside her. She continues to ride my dick hard as I shoot 5 more squirts deep inside her cunt.

Victoria climbs off me and a trail of my cum streams out of her pussy. I lay back, covered in sweat and Victoria looks over at me and smiles.
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As I lay back in a pool of my own stickiness, struggling to catch my breath, Amanda walks over towards me.

“Truth or dare?” She asks.

“Truth,” I mutter softly.

“Ready for round two?” Amanda asks with her wet cunt in my face.

I look up at Amanda with a suggestive look in my eyes and smile, before responding, “truth or dare?”

“Dare,” she responds.

“Why don’t you untie me and let’s put that to the test…”


PART TWO

EXTRA LESSONS – SHARING HIM
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Iwatch intently as the parking lot brightens up.

My newest clients have arrived, earlier than expected.

I'm a dance choreographer. I teach, perhaps the sexiest dance in the world, the Kizomba. I discovered the dance on my trip to Angola and fell in love with it ever since.

The Portuguese dance is a slow, intimate dance with a lot of sensual hip movements. Thankfully, I have good genes. With an ass that moves with ease, it didn't take me long to pick up the dance.

There aren't many dance studios that teach this sensual dance. But with its growing popularity, more people travel far distances to get an appointment with me.

Jai and Neha Sharma are my latest clients; they are also my final clients for the day. Their appointment was only supposed to be at 7:00, but their car is parked off in the parking lot by 18:30. What I can't understand is why they don't just come up already.

I always research my clients, so I know what I'm dealing with. When I came across Jai's Facebook profile, my research extended for longer than simply knowing my client's sake. I browsed through all his photos and, let's just say, he looks fitting to be a Bollywood god.

Ten minutes pass, and there is still no sign of the couple. I can see movement in the car, and for a moment, I consider they may be passing the time. Curiously, I decide to peep out the window from the second floor of the building, where I rent my dance studio.

My jaw drops as I fix my gaze inside the car. I'm not normally nosy or one to obsess over other people but based on the pictures I saw of Jai on Facebook, I couldn't help but look on.

The parking lot was empty, and they most probably thought no one could see them. I watch on as Neha runs her hands up Jai's strong arms. Her hands move over to his perfect jawline. I couldn't see much, but from his pics on Facebook, I could only imagine this brought a smile to his face, deepening those irresistible dimples. She runs her hands through his thick, black hair as he throws his head back in ecstasy.

A lustful tingle crawls up my thighs as I watch the couple making out in their car. Wishing I was closer, I involuntarily slipped my hands under my tights and feel the wetness forming in my panties. I feel like such a pervert, but I keep my focus on the sexy couple.

My finger slipped inside my panties as I circled my finger around my wetness. My breathing picked up as I watch Neha reach for her husband's zip.

Jai laid back in his car seat as his wife slipped her hands inside his pants.

I continue watching from above, confident they wouldn't see me through the slight opening of the blinds. From where I was standing, I couldn't see much of his cock, but if it is anything like his physique, then it's large and rock hard.

A wave of envy floods over me as Neha lowered herself on him, taking his dark, delicious cock in her mouth. I can't help but wish that were me, instead. The thought alone has me rubbing my pussy furiously. I imagine taking him in and feeling his skin brush against my tongue and penetrate my insides.

Inevitable moans escape my mouth as I watch on, patiently waiting for them to fuck. It's as if Neha read my mind. I watch as she flips her leg over Jai and finds a seat on his cock.

Her beautiful long, black hair fell back as she took him in and allowed herself to be filled by him.

I breathe harder as a finger slips inside my opening. I fantasize about Jai filling me with that raw dick instead, rubbing against the flesh of my insides.

As Neha rides on Jai's cock, I grind harder, pressing my thumb against my clit. I held the pressure on my wet cunt as my insides filled with pleasure shooting through my body like a jolt of electricity. I watched on as Jai's body shook with his orgasm, filling Neha with his cum.

From then, I knew I would not stop until I got my taste.

I barely have time to neaten myself up, when I hear the bell ring.

After taking in a deep, sharp breath, I answer the intercom. I clear my throat of guilt, before speaking. "Daniela's dance class, hello?"

"Hi, this is Jai and Neha. We're here for a dance class?"

Oh, my fuck! His voice filled my insides with lust.

I press the buzzer, allowing them in.

My heart raced as I heard the happy couple walking up the stairs, towards my studio. How do I look them in the eye and remain professional after seeing them fuck just a few minutes ago?

As I extend my hand forward to greet Jai and his beautiful wife, Neha, I knew, I simply had to have more. Jai extends in his hand confidently. His big, strong hands swallow mine, and even though his hands are dry now, I know that a few seconds ago, these strong fingers were inside his wife's cunt.

"It is so good to meet you finally," Neha calls out.

I turn my eyes to focus on the Indian goddess. For a moment, I can't help but feel envy towards her. I would much rather have preferred to be bouncing on his delicious man's cock. It takes just one glance at her to understand why he would choose her.

Jai wears a cologne that drives my senses insane, sending me into a drooling high.

"Daniella?" Jai asks, breaking my train of thought.

After a few moments of gazing dreamily into his dark, fierce eyes, I remind myself why they're here.

"Yes! Yes, I am Daniella, and this is my dance studio. Welcome in."

"So, what made you guys want to learn the Kizomba?" I ask curiously.

"Well, we saw a few videos on YouTube, and I convinced my husband to come for lessons," Neha responds. "He always aims to please me," she adds and quickly shoots a seductive look towards her husband.

I smiled at the couple pleasantly, before allowing them to get comfortable.

Neha has done her research. She has dressed the part, wearing high heels and a stretch jean that curvaceously shapes her body. She has the most perfect ass, perfect for this dance.

After asking the couple a little more about them, I discovered Jai was a very wealthy banker. That said, he struck me as the type that wouldn't boast about his achievements. Neha was a receptionist, but there really isn't a need for her to work.

Neha has the most beautiful hair I've seen. She has long black hair that flows from her head and falls on her curvaceous ass. I can't help but think I could never compete with such beauty.

"Shall we begin?" Neha asks, breaking the formalities.

"Certainly. Let's start!" I tell the couple.

I instruct them to sway their hips delicately in a circular motion, with just enough movement in their hips to leave their ass bouncing. With Neha's beautiful ass, she picked up on the dance quicker than most my clients. Jai, on the other hand, needed a little extra assistance.

I stand behind Jai and grab hold of his hips as I direct the movement of his hips. I could feel electricity course through my body as I touched him. I turn to face the large mirror covering the one side of the wall. For the first time, our eyes made contact. Through the mirror, he stared into my eyes for perhaps longer than required. When Neha finally spoke again, he had a delay in turning his eyes from me and onto his beautiful wife.

"Do you have a bathroom?" Neha asks suddenly.

"Oh, yes. As you walk out, there's a door at the end of the corridor on your left," I respond. "Where were we?' I turn back to Jai as his wife leaves the room.

"So, when you dance the Ki-"

"You really are a beautiful woman," Jai interrupts me, catching me off-guard.

I blush awkwardly at the unexpected complimented and manage to utter a shy, "thanks."

"I'm sure you have a line of men, dying to join your class?" He smiles at me with an evil grin on his face.

For the first time, I witness those deepened dimples in person. A weakness fills my knees as I look back at him in the mirror.

It's almost as if he knows I'm boiling for him. Even though he notices me blushing, he holds his fierce, seductive gaze.

I have never felt this way about a client before. As weakness fills my body, I feel myself becoming more unprofessional by the second.

A few moments pass, and I stand behind him again, with my hands on his hips, perhaps a little lower than required. A part of my hand slips on his ass, as I control the motion in which his ass moves with every beat of the samba music playing in the background.

"Did you enjoy the show?" Jai asks suddenly.

I freeze, with my hands tensing up on his ass cheeks. Holy fuck, he saw me!

Jai turns to look behind him, and I release my grip on his butt cheeks, leaving a devious grin on his face.

"Um, what...what do you mean?" I ask, trying my best not to sound guilty.

Jai turns around me. This time, his eyes look directly in mine and not through the mirror.

"Did you enjoy watching Neha and I fuck?" He asks.

"Um...I...err!" I begin. "I'm so."

Suddenly, his laughter fills my studio. "Wait, seriously. Don't stress about it. If anything, I find having an audience a turn on."

The entrance of my studio suddenly opens, and Neha walks in. "Have you made any progress with my husband?" Neha asks.

Beads of sweat run down my forehead as I look back at Jai, in search of a response.

If only I could dim the lights or run outside, that might help the brightness of my red skin.

Jai smiles at Neha, before responding.

"Yeah, I think I'm getting this whole hip thing," he said and swayed his hips better than some of my advanced students.
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My heart pounds violently in my chest as I watch the couple leave my studio.

The Kizomba is a sensual dance, where I teach my clients how to make love to their sounds of the music with nothing, but their bodies.

With all my clients, it ends there.

This was not the case with Jai.

Even though I know he caught me watching them fuck red-handed, I still couldn't help but want more of them. I get the feeling he wanted the same when he walked in; he was as stiff as a log. After saying what he needed to, he was suddenly able to compete with the best of them.

I suspect he knew he could dance. It's almost as if he wanted me to place my hands on his hips so I can get a good feel for him.

As I drive home, more thoughts fill my heads. I couldn't see much of what happened in the car, so I use my imagination to fill in the blanks. Images of Jai thick cock enter my head. I consider lowering my hands onto my wet pussy but fight the urge to do so. If I land up in a car accident, I may never see the Indian God again.

I feel like such a whore. What kind of woman wants a married man and doesn't care? What has gotten into me?

My phone's screen lights up as I get home.

Hey.

I wanted to surprise my wife and get a few lessons on the side. Would you consider private lessons?

I will gladly pay extra if you're willing to come to us?

Jai

That familiar pulsating feeling courses through my body as I read his text. After a few moments of consideration, I eventually respond.

Hi Jai.

Yeah, I do. I can meet you at your place for a lesson or two. Just let me know when,

Daniella,

Pulling up into the Sharma's driveway, I quickly realize Jai is a lot more successful than he let on. He is a man, so confident in himself, that he doesn't need to flaunt his successes. I find that incredibly sexy in a man.

"Hi," I greet.

Jai rejects my hand and leans in to hug me instead. I allow it. In fact, I welcome it. I feel weak as he wraps his strong body around me.

Mr. Sharma wears pants short enough to pass as underwear. My face turns a different shade of pink as I notice the outline of his cock.

"You look...comfortable," I tell him, searching for something to break the silence.

"Yeah, this is my dancing outfit. You like it?" he smirks.

"Love it!"

All my suspicions are confirmed. If his dick is this big when flaccid, I can only imagine the size when erect.

Jai and Neha have a beautiful home. It reeks of wealth as you walk in. Or, perhaps that's incense?

Either way, I love the smell. The home is exquisitely decorated, with beautiful Indian finishes.

"I feel like I should take my shoes off," I comment as he leads me through his home.

My reflection in the tiled floor reveals my pink face. Thankfully, I'm not wearing a skirt to give away the wet patch developing on my skirt as I walk behind Jai.

"Take your shoes off?" Jai questions at first, soon responding to his own question.

"Actually, that's a brilliant idea. Let me give you a hand." Jai drops to his knees, with one knee extended forward. He looks up at me and pats on his knee; a clear signal to place my foot on his knee.

I watch as the bulky Eastern hunk pulls on each shoe-lace. He looks up at me as he gently lifts my shoe. I try to hold the gaze, but he's eyes intimidate me. My pussy quivers with desire as he yanks on my socks and lowers them, before pulling them off.

"You have beautiful feet," he comments.

For the first time, I steal a glance at his feet. The wet patch on my pussy starts to spread as I take in the sight of his perfect, masculine toes.

Jai is older than me, but not by much. Yet, he makes me feel like a high school kid, anxious to speak with her crush.

"So, where are we going to practice?" I ask.

"We could practice in the bedroom if you'd like?"

The expression on my blank face must have been priceless because he burst into laughter.

"Relax, I'm only messing with you! Can we practice in the lounge? Would that work?"

"Yeah, sure!"

I make a sad attempt at putting my professional hat back on. "So, how much do you remember from our last session?"

"That it's a sexy dance?' Jai grins.

"Exactly! It's a very sexy dance. Your role as the male is to lead. You lead the woman to believe she is the sexiest thing you have ever laid your eyes on. You make her feel like you want nothing more than to take control of her and make mad love to her."

I got a bit carried away, especially after knowing how I feel about the man.

"So, I dance with my eyes as well as my body?" Jai asks while narrowing his eyes seductively at me.

"Exactly! Yes, that's the exact look you need to give her." As the words escaped my lips, I soon realized his seductive look was intended for me.

My eyes shy away, pretending as if I didn't notice him to reveal my clothes with his eyes.

Samba music filled the lounge as I walked up behind Jai and grabbed hold of his hips again. Focusing on a dance lesson when your pussy quivers and begs for attention is the hardest thing to do.

Jai turned around to face me, and I noticed the bulge developing in his short.

"If I am going to learn how to do this dance properly, shouldn't I be facing you?"

Apart from his growing hard-on, Jai was filled with interest. The interest grew in his eyes exponentially as he looked at my plump lips.

My lips are dry, and I fight the urge to lick them. That's about the only part dry right now.

"Yeah, you have a point. You should be facing me."

I swallow hard as Jai grabs onto my hips.

"Let's try this again," he adds.

I could feel Jai's warmth as his body leaned in closer towards me.

With his hands placed firmly on my hips, he begins moves his strong hands up and down my thigh. I should stop him, but I can't. I don't want to.

"You know," he tells me suddenly. "I think I might have developed a crush on you."

"Really?" I ask, surprising myself with enthusiasm in my voice.

"But... you're married?" I say eventually.

"That doesn't mean I cannot find a woman as beautiful as yourself attractive," he smirks.

Fuck me, those dimples again!

"To be honest," I tell him. "I may be guilty of a little crush, myself."

He smiles at me in response. It was a smile that said, I know.

I suddenly found a newfound braveness as I placed my hand on his hips as well.

I get the feeling Jai has done this before. In no time, he sways his hips back and forth, with ease. He keeps catching me steal glances of the outline of his cock under those pants.

I open my mouth to say something, but Jai leans forward, cutting my sentence short, as he slips his tongue into my mouth.

At first, I'm surprised and stand frozen, but soon welcome him as my tongue reciprocates and begins kissing him passionately.

Mr. Sharma's hands snake up from my hips and onto my back, pulling me in closer as we continue to kiss.

"You sure you don't want to go to the bedroom?" Jai asks again, with his tongue still inside my mouth.

I pull my tongue out, and my eyes meet his.

"Let's go."
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My pussy quivers with excitement as I enter the bedroom.

Standing at the door, Jai turns to me, pushing the door closed behind him.

"From the moment I laid eyes on you, I wanted you here in this bedroom."

My face turns a familiar shade of red as I struggle to make eye contact. My heart raced on as he leaned closer towards me.

"Now, I want you to tell me what you'd like me to do with you?" Jai continues.

My weakened knees are suddenly interrupted by the thought of Neha, his wife!

"Wait! I can't do this! This is all wrong!" I tell Jai and try squirming out of his grasp.

"I thought you want this?" Jai says. The seduction in his voice makes this even harder.

"I do... but."

"But, what?"

"Your wife!"

I suspected Jai would retract, but instead, he leaned in closer. I glance down and can see the outline of his cock thickening. He looks at me up and down with so much lust, before replying. "Actually. She likes it."

I stand in front of the Indian God, filled with confusion when my thoughts are suddenly interrupted.

"I hope you won't mind me being here?" Neha asked.

My heart pounds violently inside of my chest as I watch her walk out with a sexy set of red, lacy lingerie.

"I mean, if you are going to fuck my husband, the least you could afford me is the privilege of watching?"

A devious grin forms on Neha's face as she sways seductively towards the bed.

"Um, I...I am so sorry!" I mumble, struggling to make eye contact with the Goddess in lace.

"Not at all! As Jai told you, I enjoy watching him punish bad girls like yourself!"

Neha falls back on the bed, folding her legs seductively before she continues. "My only hope for you is that you can handle his big cock when he enters you."

My knees fell weak when I heard her describe his cock. Jai turns my head to face him. My entire body pulsates with desire at his touch. I can't help but move my hands on his hips, even with his wife watching us.

Jai lets out a seductive grin as he continued to work his fingers down my body, leaving me craving for more.

"Oh," I yelp as he glides his strong hands over my ass, grabbing hold of each cheek.

My eyes grew wide as I moved my hands over Jai's large cock. Neha giggled at the expression on my face. I have never had anything as large inside me. I'm not sure if I'm ready.

"He's going to fuck that little pussy of yours with that huge cock of his," Neha tells me proudly. Neha maintained her devious grin as Jai's hands slipped under my bottoms. For the first time, I feel his strong hands touch against my skin, causing an uncontrollable moan to escape my mouth. He grabbed on my ass and pulled me into his body.

"I'm going to fuck you real good," Jai tells me, causing a shudder to fill my body.

I surprised myself as I opened my mouth to speak.

"I want that cock in me so badly," I tell Jai.

Neha seems pleasantly surprised as well as I watch her grin in the corner of my eye. I found myself turned on by this newfound courage.

Jai's hand remain planted firmly on my smooth ass as he looks down on me with a pleasant look in his eye.

Grabbing his thick cock through the fabric, I echo my request. "I want this cock inside me!"

At this moment, I don't care about being professional or that I was ready to fuck a married man, while his wife watched us. The only thing I care about is having my aching pussy satisfied.

Suddenly, Jai's strong hands grabbed onto my pants, together with my underwear and pulled both down to my ankles. I step out of my pants and watch as Jai lets out a smile as he observes my pussy.

Jai grabs the bottom of my shirt and pulls it over my head. He doesn't hesitate to reach behind me and lift the straps on my bra, before throwing this one side.

I stand completely naked in front of the couple and have never felt more vulnerable in my life.

I watch on anxiously as Neha slips a finger inside her panties.

Jai grabs me by the wrists and holds both hands behind me as he sinks his mouth into my neck. My cunt buzzed with desire as he danced his tongue around my neck and shoulder.

"You taste like honey," he tells me.

I'm too occupied with taking in the pleasure to respond.

"Fuck," I bite my lip as his tongue snakes lower towards my tits. He continues to hold my hands behind my back. Nibbling gently on my skin, his tongue soon reaches my nipples. Jai looks up at me and holds the eye contact as he takes in each nipple.

"Oh fuck!" I moaned again as he squeezed and twisted each bud in his mouth.

"You have the most perfect cunt," Neha says from the bed.

"Oh," I breathed as Jai lowered his tongue further to investigate. I try freeing my hands from his strong grasp, but he holds on tight until his tongue finally meets my aching cunt.

My legs begin to shake, and my head falls back as I feel his warm breath on my pussy. He starts by running the tip of his nose against my wet cunt.

"You're so wet!" Jai commented.

I'm wet, and I have my student's face on my cunt. I couldn't care less, right now I have a burning desire to get pleasured, and that is all that matters. I thrust my pelvis forward into his face.

The thought of Neha looking at my aching cunt while her husband is seconds away from slipping his tongue inside me, drives me insane.

"Fuck!" I groan. Jai extends his tongue yet again on my longing cunt and snakes his way down the perfectly shaven path leading to my pussy.

I inhaled as the tip of his tongue reach my cunt.

"Show her how you can eat a pussy!" Neha commented while slowly removing her panties.

Her husband doesn't need any further convincing as he stretches his tongue forward, meeting my opening. His grip on my hands tightened as he got his first taste of my cunt.

"Oh! Fuck!" I scream.

The warm moisture of his tongue started at my opening and draw up around my clit.

The pleasure is becoming unbearable. If this wet torture continues, I fear I may cum in Jai's mouth.

"You cunt tastes so good," he comments, before throwing himself into my cunt again.

"Fuck!" I groan. The sensation of him slipping inside me feels magical. It leaves me craving for more. I desperately want his thick cock inside me.

Jai finds my clit with his mouth and begins sucking gently. I don't think I can last much longer!

It's as if he read my mind.

Jai slowly lifts his mouth from my aching cunt and releases the hold on my hands.

My weak knees push forward as he pulls me towards the bed, laying me down gently next to his wife. Her cunt is inches away from my face, and the smell of her sweet pussy fills my senses as she continues rubbing her finger against her wetness.

"Let's see just how tight you are?" Jai says.

I feel his thick finger slip inside me. He wasted little time before stretching my insides, preparing me for what's about to come.

"Oh, oh, ah!" I panted as he slipped in the second finger. Even with his large fingers, I know this is nothing compared to the size of his cock.

Jai's fingers continued to glide in and out of my yearning cunt.

"Fuck! I'm going to cum!" I scream. With that, Jai released the pressure on my cunt.

"We wouldn't want you to cum too early," Neha says.

I watch in desperation as Jai lifts himself off the bed and slowly pulls down his brief. My panting grows with every second that passes as I wait to see Jai's cock finally.

As Jai pulled down his pants, his thick cock bounced with excitement.

"Holy fuck!" I comment. "That will never fit!"

"Not unless I make it fit," Jai replies.

Jai has the most perfect cock I have ever seen. Like his physique, his cock is hard and chiseled with bulging veins throbbing all around it. His cock is easily the width of my little wrists. As nervous as I may be about taking him in, a bigger part of me finds the idea of being stretched that much exhilarating.

"Have you seen his balls?" Neha asks suddenly.

"Yeah, they're huge!" I respond, speaking as if he weren't there.

"You know what they say about men with big balls?"

I look up at Neha.

"Big cum?" I ask innocently.

Neha simply smiles in response.

I lifted myself eagerly to take him in my mouth.

Jai's lips parted as I grabbed on the base of his cock with my little hands.

"Fucking hell!" Jai groaned as I opened my mouth and covered his head with my wet mouth. I didn't get very far before gagging, struggling to take him in.

Jai wasted very little time and grabbed on my head, before thrusting forward. He forced me to take in his thick prick, stretching the insides of my mouth. I pulled out for air before Jai grabbed on my head and thrust his cock into me again.

"FUCK!" Jai groaned as he finally pulled out, allowing me to gasp for air.

Every part of my being is filled with lust.

"I need to save my cum for that beautiful little pussy of yours," Jai says finally, holding his thick cock at its base proudly in his hand.
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Neha continues to tease my thighs with her nails as Jai crawls up towards my yearning cunt.

"Babe, I want you to stick it hard in her tight pussy," Neha instructs.

"Won't we need condoms?" I ask desperately as his cockhead rubbed against my clit.

Jai laughs in response.

"Fuck her raw!" Neha pleaded.

Before I could catch my breath, Jai found my opening and started pushing his thick cock inside me.

"Oh fuck!" I cried as my walls tightened around his thick cock. I grabbed onto the sheets and squeezed my eyes closed with every inch he thrust inside me.

Once half his cock was inside me, Jai paused, allowing me to stretch, before pushing deeper into me.

I grabbed onto Jai thigh, not to stop him, but to beg for more. Jai withdrew his cock, before slipping it back inside me. Every time he withdrew his thick cock, I wanted him back inside me with desperation. The pain has given way to blissful ecstasy as his cock rammed in and out of me.

I look over at Neha and watch as she begins fingering herself with a violent force. The sight of her man fucking another woman has her going crazy. With every ball slap against my ass, Neha gets closer to her climax.

Turning back to Jai, I looked him in the eye, my mouth open with desperation. "Fuck me harder!" I begged.

Aiming to please, Jai's smooth rhythm turned into a fast-paced grind as he slammed in and out of my yearning cunt.

I feel my climax fast approaching as I grabbed onto the sheets again, with my head thrown back, squirming in ecstasy. As Jai continued fucking my wet pussy at a rapid pace, Neha's leg kicked into mine as I watched her body twitch and her face fills with pleasure.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum!" Jai screamed. At this point, I'm not about to stop him. I desperately want to feel his warm cum shoot against the insides of my cunt. As Jai throws his head back, his climax meets mine.

I pant desperately, and Jai groans as I feel his body tense up.

"Fuck!" We scream simultaneously.

His hard cock throbs against the walls of my cunt as he pushed his warm cum deep into my pussy. After four hard jerks, Jai collapses onto me.

He leaves his cock inside me as he struggles to catch his breath.

I barely managed to regain my breath, but all I know is that I want more!

The three of us lay on the bed in our post-euphoric ecstasy.

Neha is the first to speak. "Jai has fucked a few ladies, but none have made him, or me, cum so hard!" She giggles.

I can't help but feel proud of myself as Jai finally pulled his cock out. I watch as a string of cum escapes my cunt.

With the burning desire having subsided, I turned back to Jai.

"Great! Now I'm going to need that hip movement for our dance practice," I tease.


PART THREE

UNEXPECTED GUEST
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“Iwant your babies!”

“Babe let’s just cuddle. We have spoken about this before.”

For as long as I can remember, Anthony wanted to have kids. I've always been firm with my response; no.

If we have kids, I’d have to carry them. I will no longer have this beautiful body I worked so hard for.

I cannot be ugly, not again. I've worked hard to look the way I do.

“Okay,” he responds. A hint of desolation fills his voice.

We all have rules and beliefs that we want to hold onto when we enter a relationship. When you fall in love, all those rules somehow fall by the wayside.

“That doesn't mean we can't look at having kids in the future, babe.”

“Really?” His eyes filled with a glimmer of hope.

“Yeah, really,” I smile.

Anthony lets out a cute smile.

“How can I say no to the most handsome man I know?” I tease.

I run my hands gently across his face. The hairs on his chin tickle as I hold up his chin. “We will figure this out, babe,” I whisper in his ears.

“We always do,” he affirms.

“I know what will help you feel better.” I run my nails on his bare chest. The ticklish feeling makes him curl up, chuckling.

Rolling on top of Anthony I place myself on his lap. He looks up at me with his big black eyes. I lean down and extend my tongue into his mouth.

Anthony massages my tongue with his and I feel his cock stiffens. “Someone’s excited,” I tease.

“When it comes to you, always!” Anthony flirts.

I grab Anthony’s wrists and push it back as I lower myself on him; his cock stabs at my pussy as I lower my body. “No, you don’t,” I tell him as he tries moving his hands.

His dick stands upright, making his brief look like a tent. A tent he desperately wants me to enter.

I lick him, starting at his chest. “Oh fuck,” he groans as I nibble on his nipple.

Making my way down towards his cock, I instruct him to place his hands under his arms.

“Oh, my fuck!” Anthony moans as I release his cock from its cotton cage.

I hear him breathing through his teeth as I lower my head on his throbbing shaft.

Anthony takes a sharp breath, and the tip of my tongue teases the fold on his cock’s head.

His dick fills me as it enters my mouth. His pre-cum fills my taste buds, and I crave his creamy liquid inside me.

I climb back up. He frees his hands and pulls my hips towards his face.

Anthony licks his lips at the sight of my warm pussy.

“Oooh!” I moan as he sticks his tongue in my sweet pussy. He enters me with his warm tongue and swerves his tongue left and right, rubbing on the walls of my aching pussy. I run my hands through his thick black hair and pull his head into me.

My pussy pulsates with desire.

Lifting myself off Anthony’s face, I turn around and crawl over towards his craving cock.

Grabbing his shaft, I position his dick while slowly lowering myself on him.

His thick Spanish head parted my lips as he entered my wet pussy. I take a sharp breath as his dick disappears inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I shout, rocking my hips back and forth on his cock. Anthony grabs me by the hips as he thrusts in and out of me.

“Ahhhh!” He groans, and he shoots his load deep inside me. His cum shoots against the flesh of my pussy.

Once he came, his body fell weak. I got off his cock and laid by his side.

“That was quick,” I teased.

Anthony’s face turned pink as he shyly lowered his eyes.

“I'm just messing with you, baby!” I comfort him.

Anthony stares at me. It's a look that tells me I'm his world.

“Baby,” he says, eventually.

“Yeah?”

“Promise me we will never give up trying?”

I stare at Anthony for a few moments. A few months ago, this was the last conversation I thought I'd have.

“I promise.”
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“Good afternoon Ms. Parker.”

“Hey sweetie,” I greet Angelina, the ticket agent assisting me.

She holds up my password. “You’re excited to go back to London?”

I stare at Angelina for a second. Contemplating.

“There’s something I should have done a long time ago.”

“Excuse me, ma'am?” Angelica asks.

“I'm going to need you to cancel that flight, please.”

“Err… okay?”

I smile at her. “Please cancel my flight to London and book the first available flight to Barcelona. I have unfinished business.”

“Okay. That's not a problem. The next available flight to Barcelona is in 4 hours. Is that alright with you?”

“That's fine.”

I can’t really afford to be taking any detours. I need to head back to London to finish my latest building project. But, I also cannot stand going on for one more day without fixing what I broke.

Time flies when you're having fun.

The wait for my next flight is not fun.

I'm about to do something I haven't had the balls to do and time is moving slower than fucking wind erosion.

Deciding to meet up with Anthony is one of the scariest things I've done. I’ve spent most of my life running away from my problems, not chasing after them.

“I'll have a cappuccino,” I order. “Grande, please.”

“No problem. Are you going to have anything to eat?” The waitress asks. I shake my head in response.

I've got 4 hours before my I board my plane. I figured I might as well waste some time in a bar at the airport–my last taste of Brussels.

“Yeah I'm fine, you don't serve what I’d like to eat,” I smile.

Hi Anthony

…

After starring at my laptop screen for a good few minutes, I cannot think of anything else to say.

Fuck it.

I close my laptop and look up at the waitress who has a shot in the hand. “This is from the gentlemen over there.”

A good-looking man dressed in what looks to be a pilot for Qatar airlines looks my way. He smiles and lifts his hand as if to say, yeah, that's me.

I smile at him seductively and summon him with my finger.

“Are you trying to get me wasted?” I ask as I down my shot of tequila.

“No, I'm trying to buy you over,” he says confidently.

“Oh really? And you think you can buy me over with a shot of tequila?”

“For starters, yes.”

He has a quirky arrogance about him I find incredibly sexy.

“You seem pretty sure of yourself,” I laugh.

He doesn't respond. Instead, he continues to smile at me.

He has a perfect olive complexion with deep dimples and thick eyebrows. This muscular pilot looks like an Arab God.

I glance over at his name tag. “So, Khalid, what's the real reason you bought me a shot?”

He calls the waiter over.

“Hi, the beautiful lady and I will be back, we’re just going out for a quick cigarette.”

The waitress smiles at me. “Sure, I'll keep your table.”

“Follow me,” Khalid instructs and extends his hand.

“Where are we going?” I ask.

“Well, I need the bathroom. You may join me.”

“Oh. Aren't you a romantic?” I tease.

Khalid looks over his back as we enter the disabled bathroom.

“So, I'm here to watch you piss?”

“If that's what you're into,” Khalid replies and whips out his thick cut Arab cock.

“Holy shit, you're huge.”

Khalid leans in towards me. My hand extends, and grabs hold of his cock. His thick cock fills my small hands. He lowers his head and starts kissing me.

The kiss catches me by surprise. For a brief moment, I consider pulling away. That moment was very brief. Within the next moment, I instinctively opened my mouth, allowing him to enter me.

I feel Khalid’s dick grow in my hand as I gently rub on his dick.

“I'm so wet,” I whisper in his ear.

“I know,” he whispers back.

His cockiness turns me on and leaves me craving for his cock inside me.

I bend over and slowly place my mouth on his head. I feel his brown cock stiffen further in my mouth.

“Fuck yes!” He groans with gratification.

Slowly I take in his prick, inch by inch. I feel the thick veins run against my tongue as I suck him off in and out.

Moving my hand over to my cunt, I place my finger on the folds of my wet pussy. I run my finger against my clit. My eyes are closed as pleasure consumes me.

Khalid lifts me up and sucks on my bottom lip as he places me on the bathroom counter.

Khalid shifts my panty to one side as he makes room for his thick cock to enter my yearning cunt.

“Fuck me good,” I beg.

He grabs hold of my tits and rubs them as he pushes his cock against my pussy. I break the kiss, but his tongue stays in my mouth as he presses his pelvis forward and positions his cock in-between the folds of my pussy.

“Oooh,” I moan. His head of his cock spreads my pussy lips open. He pulls out and goes back in, deeper.

“Oooh fuck!” he moans. His head is swallowed in my warm pussy, and he thrusts deeper.

“Fuck me!” I beg.

With one final thrust, my eyes roll back as his dick is completely submerged in my aching pussy. His veins rub against the flesh of my cunt as he thrusts in and out of me. I grab onto Khalid’s thick black hair, pulling his head back as he fucks me harder.

“Fuck! Yes! Harder!” I plead.

He obeys and starts ramming his dick hard into me. His thick cock has a banana-like curve and his head rubs against my g-spot, which makes me scream out loud with pleasure. I didn’t expect myself to scream out loud like that, especially not in a public place.

He placed his hand on my mouth and continued ramming his cock in and out of me.

“Fuck! I'm cumming!” He tells me.

“Fill me up,” I demand.

His cock slams in and out of my now slippery cunt. His breathing becomes sharp and erratic. I dig my nails into Khalid’s back as I feel his back arch.

“Fuck!” He groans.

He convulses violently as I feel his thick, creamy load shoot inside my pussy.

Khalid falls into me, breathing heavily with a smile of fulfilment on his face.

After a few moments, his dick softens inside my pussy and as he pulls out, a long trail of his creamy cum trail out of me.

“How many cigarettes is that?” I tease.

“Welcome to Barcelona-El Prat international airport. We hope you enjoyed your flight and wish you an enjoyable stay.”

The air feels sticky as I step into Barcelona. I can't tell if it's the humidity in the air or my nerves.

Tens of people stand at arrivals holding up boards with different names. I'm not expecting to see my name on those boards. Anthony doesn't even know I'm here.

“Taxi?” an old Spaniard calls out.

“No, thanks,” I tell him. I'm calling an Uber. Uber drivers ask fewer questions than regular cab drivers. Right now I'm not in the mood to strike up a conversation with anyone else.

Once connected to the Wi-Fi, I order an Uber to Gracia, where Anthony lives.

“Good afternoon, beautiful,” the driver says as I step into his car.

“Hi,” I respond.

“Off to see someone special?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, he’s a lucky guy,” he tells me.

I don't respond or make eye contact, I simply stare out of the window, hoping he would get the message.

I stand in front of Gracia Apartments. A building that looks as if it were built in the 1920s. The rooms are still large, and the building has a classic, vintage feel.

My heart races as I enter the building and head off to flat number 6.

Anthony stays on the ground level. He has always insisted on living on the ground level. He claims it's because he wants the small yard that comes with the bottom flats for the kids. I think it's because he was secretly shit scared of heights.

Beads of sweat roll down my forehead as I knock on the door. It's too late to turn back now.

*Knock, knock, knock*

What do I say?

How do I act?

How do I answer him?

Am I making a mistake?

These questions race through my mind as I stand outside his door, waiting anxiously.

Moments that feel like a lifetime pass and he still hasn't opened the door. Phoning him is not a possibility. I removed his number from my phone once convinced I would never contact him again.

Why did I delete his number?

Guilt and shame can make you do things you would never have dreamed of.

“Brooke!” A voice calls out.

“Antonio!” I respond. Antonio is as old as the building. He's also been the caretaker long before Anthony moved into Gracia apartments.

“Here’s a beautiful face I haven't seen in a long time,” he smiles.

“Yeah. So good seeing you again!” I tell him.

“How is Anthony?” Antonio asks.

“Well, I was hoping you could tell me?”

Antonio stares curiously at me for a few moments, contemplating.

“Anthony doesn't live here anymore.”
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Hi Brooke,

Good to have you back,

You come highly recommended, so I cannot wait to hear your ideas for my house

Can you meet me at the building site at 2?

Regards

James

I've spent so much time obsessing and stressing about Anthony’s whereabouts that I forgot I still have work to do. I need to meet my new client to brainstorm ideas for his African themed home.

Hi James,

I just got back from South Africa, and I'm filled with amazing ideas I trust you’d like,

I will see you at 2

Kind regards,

Brooke Parker

The bathroom is steamed up with the drops of boiling water I left running in the shower. The best thing to help take my mind off Anthony is a warm shower.

I get dressed in a small black top, that curvaceously lifts my tits, a jean and a long grey trench coat. My blonde curly locks hang over my coat, and my lips are sealed with red plush lipstick.

I leave my home in Brixton to meet James Manson in West Brompton. I've never met the man before, but from what I know he's a self-made millionaire from New York. This house in London will probably be one of his many around the world.

“Piece of shit!” I scream as my car stubbornly refuses to start. I've needed a new car for a while now. After battling with the aged Golf, I get the car to start and race off to meet James.

Arriving at the building site, I spot James. He stands next to a red Jeep Grand Cherokee.

I soon realize we're the only two people on the site.

“Brooke?” He asks with his hand extended.

His Brooklyn accent hits me hard. I suppose, the accent compliments his rags-to-riches story.

“James?” I respond, shaking his hand.

He laughs. “Yeah. Okay, so I'll call you Vicky.”

James Manson has an Italian look. He is pale in complexion, but as delicious looking at white chocolate.

He is loud and energetic. My first thought is that he would be a handful to deal with. At a second glance, my second thought is that I'd love for him to be a mouthful to deal with. My third thought is that he is way to bouncy and buoyant. He is probably gay.

James is young, 32 years old, at most.

“If that will make you happy, sure. You can call me Vicky.”

“Great! I'm so excited! What you got, what you got?”

James Manson jumps up and down like a rabbit on heat.

Men as tall and as muscled as James usually come across as stuck-up. Throw in a bit of cash, and they begin to walk like they have a carrot stuck up their ass. James is quite the opposite. He's warm, friendly, and full of life.

“I was thinking we have these painted on the walls as you enter the driveway?” I ask. Grabbing my phone, I show him pictures of African Bushman drawings.

“I love it!”

“I was thinking of having that replicated, and perhaps we can have that right here.” I point to where we're standing.

I show him a few pictures of modern afro-centric buildings. We spend a few minutes looking at ways of incorporating the classic African look with modern finishes.

I can see the excitement on his face. It's hard to miss because of his deep dimples.

“I’m so excited!” He tells me.

“Well, that's quite obvious,” I tell him while staring at the bulge developing in his pants.

He stares at me suspiciously. I soon realize that is not a boner. He just wears really tight pants and that is his size flaccid!

“Listen. These plans are all very exciting, and I cannot wait to start seeing everything materialize. I'm currently staying at the Four Seasons hotel. Would you like to come over tonight and we can perhaps discuss the plans further over dinner?” James asks.

“So, is this like a date?” I tease.

“I would hardly call it a date. I'm married,” he laughs.

Yeah right, like that's ever stopped me before.

“Yeah, sure. Just message me the details, and I'll be there.”
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“Oh, for fuck’s sake!”

My car eventually gave in. I knew it was coming. I didn't expect it to pack up so soon. Driving back home from my meeting with James, my car started making odd sounds. Eventually, the car slowed down and now refuses to start. If that's not shitty enough, it's now pissing with rain.

Bright red lights shining in my rearview mirror distract me from my search for Roadside assist’s number on my phone.

“Oh, my soul!” I jump as I hear the knock on the window. Slowly rolling down the window, I see a man standing beside my car in the pouring rain.

“Are you okay?”

“I'm fine, thanks,” I tell him.

“Are you sure? I'm a mechanic if you need any help,” he offers.

I contemplate for a few moments. I look back at the man to try figuring out if he's safe.

“Okay, my car won't start,” I tell him eventually.

My car’s bonnet is open as the man fiddles with all the greasy parts. Drops of rain run down his face while he figures it out.

His white t-shirt hugs his body, sticking to his skin and revealing his concrete midsection. His biceps flex as he tightens the cap on one of the cylinders.

Not only does this stranger seem safe, but he’s delicious too.

“Try starting your car now,” he tells me.

“Wow! Thank you,” I blush as the car revs up.

“So, Mr. mechanic, what's your going rate?”

“Consider this one free,” he smiles.

“The rain doesn't look like it's going to stop. It's probably not safe for you to drive off,” I tell him. “Why don't you wait it out in my car?”

“I guess it wouldn’t be the worst idea to sit in a car with the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in ages.” My face turns a rosy shade of pink.

“I feel bad. I always pay my way,” I say as I lean in closer towards him. So close that I feel his breath against my mouth.

“Oh, really?” he asks.

“Really,” I respond and move in closer. Our lips are close enough to feel the heat generating from his bottom lip.

Grabbing me by the head, he pulls me in and draws my head closer to his lips, until his lips connect with mine.

His tongue slips in-between the folds of my lips, and I welcome him in. Our tongues gently rub against each other as his hands slowly run down my back. Reaching under my top, I get goosebumps as his strong hands rub against my skin.

With one hand, he skillfully removes my bra strap and pulls my shirt over my head, removing my top.

I let out a slight, “Oooh,” as he grabs hold of my tits and squeezes them softly. My head falls back as his tongue touch my nipples, and he gently nibbles on them.

I place my hand in my pants and start rubbing against my wet pussy. My pussy is soaked and begs for him to enter me.

My finger parts my lips and I feel my eyes roll back as I rub against the warm flesh.

Looking down, I see his throbbing cock begging to fuck me.

While he sucks on my tits, I lift myself and pull down my pants.

I push his head back, and he stares at me with a look of utmost lust. My eyes tell a story, and he catches on fast as he lowers the zip on his pants, revealing his fat, juicy cock.

I consider sucking his dick but instead climb on his lap. He lowers the car seat as I sit on him.

Grabbing his thick shaft with my hand, I guide it towards my soaked pussy.

“Oooooh,” I moan as his cock slowly consumes me. I feel the foreskin on his cock roll down as his head spreads my pussy open and enters me.

His lips part with pleasure as his dick slowly enters me. Inch by inch.

Leaning over, I start kissing him passionately once his dick is completely swallowed in my wetness.

We breathe heavily into each other’s mouth as I rock my hips back and forth. I run my hands on his rock-hard six pack as I ride him.

He moves his hands on my hips. With his thighs firmly on his grasp, he thrusts his cock in and out of me.

“FUCK! HARDER!” I beg.

“Oh fuck!” He groans, and I feel his load shoot deep into me. I fall forward as he cums in me, landing on his broad shoulders.

“Would you look at that? Just in time,” I tell him as the rain comes to an end.

He smiles. “Well, guess I have to go then.”

“Wait,” I tell him and reach for my purse. “Here’s a 50 for helping me with the car.” I stick the note in his pants.

“But, we just—” he starts.

“Consider that one free,” I interrupt him.
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“Ma'am, we have arrived,” the Uber driver tells me.

I wasn't about to make the mistake of using my car again. I probably won't get so lucky to find another hunk willing to service my car in the rain and then service me.

*Knock, knock, knock*

I stand outside room 402 with a bottle of sparkling wine. I'm not sure what else to bring.

*Knock, knock, knock*

I knock again as the first round went unanswered. I hear shuffling in the background. “Coming,” I hear James’ voice call out.

“Hi,” he greets as he swings the door open. “Please, come in.”

The first thing I noticed as he opened the door was his strong, hairy legs. James stands in front of me, wearing nothing but his boxer shorts.

“I didn't know it was that kind of party. I would have come dressed more appropriately, had I known.” I wink at him and walk into the hotel room.

He smiles.

The room looks like any other 5-star hotel room. Nothing stands out for me, except James walking around in underwear. I stare at his crotch. Or at least, I picture his crotch underneath that boxer shorts of his.

“Thank God,” I tell him.

He laughs. “For what?”

“You have cute toes,” I tell him. “I cannot handle a man with ugly toes.”

Well-groomed toenails rest on the most beautiful toes. His toes are not too long and not too short. Strong veins lead from his toes, up to his foot. The veins lead up to his strong calves. It's almost as if they pave the path for the deliciousness that rests further up.

“Can I get you anything to drink?” James asks.

“Depends. What do you have?” I flirt. I bite my bottom lip and narrow my eyes seductively. I still can’t figure out if he’s gay or not.

I help myself to a beer from the bar fridge and throw myself on the bed.

“So, am I here to discuss ideas for your house or what?” I ask.

“Yes!” He agrees. “Let's see your ideas.”

He sits next to me. Even when seated, his abs stay rock hard. I catch a glimpse of the delicate chest hair that rests on his chest.

“You know, you really should consider putting on a t-shirt.”

James starts blushing. “I'm so sorry! An I making you feel uncomfortable?”

“Well, I'm just not sure how much longer I can remain professional.”

“Well, who said you need to remain professional?” James asks as he slowly places his hands on my arm.

Not gay.

I'm startled by the sound of a door unlocking.

“Oh, my fuck!”

The last thing I expected to find was another woman walking out of the shower, naked. I stare at her pussy as she walks up to James and pecks him on the lips. A towel wraps her head and is the only thing covering her curvaceous body.

“What is—” I start, but I'm soon interrupted by the naked woman.

“You right, baby. She is beautiful.” She says.

I look back at James, in search of answers. He simply smiles back at me.

“You’re not gay?” I ask James.

He laughs. “Why on earth would you think that?”

I look back at the naked woman, struggling to make eye contact. You’re right. She is beautiful. What on earth did he tell her about me?

“I'm Casandra; James’ wife.”

Casandra stands with her hand extended, but my gaze is fixed on her tits. They are firm enough to squeeze and soft enough to bounce playfully.

“My bad! It would probably help if I got dressed,” Casandra says after a few moments of me gazing at his dreamy breasts.

“No!” I shouted, perhaps a little more eager than I hoped I would sound.

“I mean. I wouldn't want you to feel uncomfortable in your own home,” I say and extend my hand forward.

“Brooke.”

Casandra takes my hand and kisses the back of my hand, while holding eye contact. “The pleasure is all mine,” she tells me.

If James is handsome, Casandra is delicious. He's slightly shorter than James. While James is more vanilla in complexion, Casandra has a tasty Mediterranean color. They both work out. Their toned physiques are evidence of that.

I look up at Casandra and smile. In the corner of my eye, I see James' cock pressing against his underwear.

Casandra keeps eye contact. Her eyes are strong and powerful, yet so seductive.

I stare back at him, suggestively, while placing my hand on James' thigh. James let's out a slight giggle as my soft touch lands on his strong, hairy legs.

Casandra smiles approvingly.

I break eye contact with Casandra and notice her grin intently as I run my hands down her husband’s thigh.

With my nails, I playfully run my fingernails on his knees.

“Oooh, hehehe,” James giggles.

“He is so ticklish,” Casandra says, smiling.

“Wait until I start with you,” I tease Casandra.

James' cock pushes against his brief. I feel his leg quiver as I run my fingers up his leg, slowly leading towards his cock. With his hands behind his back, he breathes heavily; taking in the ecstasy of my touch.

Casandra’s lips open slightly at the sight of me touching her husband and slowly runs her hands down her waist, towards her beautiful pussy.

Casandra stands back, leaning against the wardrobe as I grab James' crotch. His lips part with pleasure as I rub his cock against the fabric of his brief.

“He’s a big boy,” Casandra comments as I pull down the elastic holding up his brief. Her breathing becomes heavy with every inch of her husband’s cock revealed.

His precum wets my hand, as his dick flies back once released from its cotton prison.

Casandra starts rubbing on his cock as I lower my head on James. At first, I tease his head with my tongue. His thighs stiffen further as my tongue touches his cock. Holding his cleanly shaven balls, I rub them gently as I allow his dick in my mouth. The salty taste of his cum fills me and leaves me wet.

I lift my head and look over at Casandra seductively, before sucking on James’ cock again.

“Oh fuck! Yes!” James let's out a gratifying groan as I work my way up and down his shaft.

“Let's get you more comfortable,” Casandra says as she walks over towards me.

James’ broad cock continues to fill my mouth as Casandra removes the knots on my shoelaces and pulls off my shoes.

Casandra’s fingers feel like silk on my skin. Goosebumps rush through my body as she runs her smooth hands up my leg.

My wet pussy quivers with her touch. Casandra grabs my skirt and gently pulls it down. With James’ dick in my mouth, I pause and breathe heavily as Casandra places her palms on my inner thigh, inches away from my yearning cunt.

James pushes me on my back and climbs behind me. His dick slaps my face as he leans over and pulls my top up.

“Ah fuck!” I moan. Casandra pulls my panty one side and digs her tongue into my cunt. With a final yank, she removes my panty, and my soaking pussy stares her in the face.

Casandra is the rough one in the relationship. I hear her moaning slightly every time James gets a little rough with me.

As Casandra pulls down my panty, James grabs hold of my tits and squeezes them gently.

I lift myself to allow James to remove my bra strap but quickly fall back as Casandra sticks his tongue inside me again.

“I need to stretch you out to prepare you for his big cock!”

My thighs stiffen with pleasure as she gently nibbles on my bud, before slipping her tongue back inside me.

“Fuck!” I moan.

It's not her first time pleasing a woman because I'm on the verge of cumming and we haven't even started. James leans over from behind me and gently sucks on my nipple, while I reach for his hard nipples with my tongue.

I take a pause every few seconds to allow the ecstasy of Casandra’s tongue in my pussy to consume me.

James lifts himself off the bed and walks over to Casandra. The couple stand naked. I begin rubbing my finger on my wet clit at the sounds of them slapping their lips against each other passionately.

Casandra grabs on James’ thick cock and slowly begins jerking him off.

“I'm close,” I moan.

“Fuck! Me too,” James groans.

Casandra breaks the kiss and grabs my thighs, pulling me closer to the edge of the bed.

She moves aside to stand behind her man, and James’ thick cock aims at my craving cunt.

“Fuck her hard, babe” she whispers to James.

“Ah fuck!” I scream as James plunges his fat cock into me. With his dick inside me, James freezes and looks up at me. It's as if he were asking permission to fuck me. Looking back at him, I moan.”

“Fuck me,” I beg.

James thrusts his thick cock in and out of me.

“Oh, oh, fuck!” I moan as I feel my legs wrap tightly around his strong thighs. “I'm going to cum!” I moan.

“Me too,” he huffs. Deep thrusts in and out of my soaking cunt continue.

I rub my clit furiously as I tighten around him. Electric pulses of pure pleasure fill me as I feel his first load of thick, creamy cum shoot inside me. My pussy convulsed with pleasure by his 3rd load in me.

James collapsed on top of me, his strong firm body against mine.

Once James moves out of the way and lays next to me, Casandra towers over me and smiles seductively.

“That was fucking hot!” She shouts.
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I ask James if we should schedule another meeting. To discuss the plans for his house, of course.

“We can discuss them now, if you wish?” he smiles.

While getting dressed, my heart races as I see his name highlight the screen of my phone.

Hey,

I know you probably don’t want to talk to me, but I really want to see you,

I’m in London and it would mean the world to me if I could see you again,

Love always

Anthony,

Looking back at James and Casandra, I grin intently.

“I would love to stay and discuss the plans, but right now, I need to get my man!”


PART FOUR

STEAMY WINDOWS
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Asplendid view of West Manhattan is just one of the perks of my 34th-floor office.

A hunky window cleaner that spends a suspicious amount of time cleaning my window each week is another perk. Not that I mind though, quite frankly, I love the attention.

Perhaps, it's slightly inappropriate to mention I often fantasize over Tony. Okay, I don't know his real name, but he sure looks like a Tony to me. He's probably around the age of 22, and with thick black hair and bushy eyebrows, he has strong Italian features. What really gets me wet is when he drops his overalls on a hot day, revealing his amazing torso.

My mouth waters at the sight of his chiseled abs and defined chest. I pretend not to notice him, but, I'm sure he's caught me stealing a glance or two at him before.

Apart from the hunky young man that cleans my windows once a week, there are other perks to my job as well. My large, private office is another. I'm the head of Systems and Information technology for Saflin international. I worked my ass off to get where I am today, but sometimes, even the hardest worker needs to play a little.

I twirl my pen suggestively between my fingers and slant my eyes seductively before shooting a naughty grin at Tony. I can tell he loves the attention of a sexy older lady. Tony smiles back at me and spills soapy water over his chest. I smile at his goofy attempt at flirting back from the other side of the window.

Minutes later, my hunky Italian window cleaner lowered himself out of my sight.

I try focusing on work, but all I want to do is lower my hand where it aches most. I close my eyes and picture Tony in my office. I picture the sweat from the sun dripping down the indents of his six-pack.

My breathing grows heavy as my hand lowers down into my pencil skirt.

*Knock, knock, knock*

Shit!

"Coming," I call out while straightening my skirt.

The office is filled with sounds of my heels as I walk over towards the door and find an unexpected face on the other end of the door.

"Well, hello!" I greet the anxious-looking girl on the other end.

"Um...Hi. I'm Nicole," she responds, struggling to make eye contact.

"Oh, yes! Come on in!" I tell her, signaling with my hands for her to grab a seat.

Nicole has requested to shadow me for the next two weeks or so. When our HR team told me about her, I did not expect to have a beauty queen.

"Wow! You're stunning! Are you sure in the right industry?" I tease.

Nicole turns a different shade of pink. "Thank you, that's a very big compliment, especially since it comes from you." For the first time, Nicole looks up and faces me, connecting her eyes to mine. I could get lost in her deep blue eyes behind her upturned spectacles. Her hair is a deep chestnut brown and falls just below her breasts.

For the next few moments, we held a deep gaze, before I headed back to my seat.

"Right, so you're stuck with me for the next few weeks, starting from Monday. Out of curiosity, what is it that you were hoping to get out of these sessions?" I ask. I struggle to remain professional; the young brunette vixen has me captivated. Even as she begins to speak, I stare longingly into her mouth, admiring her full lips.

"...so, I was hoping I could learn all of that from you."

I shake my head and forcibly snap myself back into reality. I must be honest; I just missed everything she said over the last few minutes. I could hear her, but the thoughts of what I could do with such a beautiful young lady over-powered the sound of her sweet voice.

"Right, so from next week Monday I can expect you at here by eight every morning?" I confirm.

"Yeah, that sounds perfect! Thank you so much for taking the time," Nicole tells me. "Ma'am," she quickly adds.

"Please, call me Lana!"

Nicole lets out an innocent smile, and I lead her towards the door.

Returning to my desk, I feel flushed. I have always had a healthy sexual appetite, but I have never been so intensely attracted to another woman before.

Between the sexy window washer and my new intern, this is all becoming too much. My aching pussy is a testament to that.

Retracting behind my chair, I stare out of the window for a few moments, before closing my eyes and allowing my imagination to run wild. My thoughts darted back to the window washer. I feel a sudden heat grow in my pussy, causing me to slip my hand under my skirt, once more and cup my mound. Without having touched myself, I'm right on the cusp of orgasm.

My legs quiver with the first contact of my hand on my wetness seeping through my underwear. I slide my hands under my panties and immediately feel a sense of calm flood over me.

I bite my lower lip as I imagine the window washer remove his overalls to reveal more than his just chiseled abs.

My breathing grows heavier as I daringly slide my finger against my slit causing shivers to run down my spine. I refocus my imagination and Nicole enters my mind. I picture her walking into my office with a tight mini-skirt, slutty fishnet stockings and a red heels. Using my other hand to run my hands across my torso, I gasped, imagining the both of them naked.

As I take in the ecstasy of my every touch, my mind darted to an image of both Tony and Nicole walking towards me in their naked glory. Both of them hold a sexy glance as they approach, eager to please my craving pussy.

I begin circling my clit with my finger, biting my lower lip as I pictured Nicole approach me and place her tongue on the folds of my cunt. Her seductive curves folded beautifully in front of me and was enough to drive Tony wild. With Nicole licking out my cunt, Tony lowers himself on her and begins eating out that tight pussy.

I begin touching myself with furious speed. My legs begin to tense as beads of sweat form on my forehead.

This is all becoming too much.

My legs begin writhing violently in my chair.

"Fuck," I cry out into my empty office.

My back arched as my finger ravished my cunt, causing my walls to pulsate with desire. A painful tension soon released into a blissful relief.

I fall back into my chair, with my legs spread apart, struggling to regain my breath.

Opening my eyes, I look back at the top corner of the window. After smiling seductively, I curl my fingers to wave at the greedy onlooker.

"Hahaha," I laugh as Tony nervously begins abseiling down the window, pretending as if he hadn't noticed me...


2


Nicole knocks on my door 15 minutes ahead of 8 o'clock.

Today is not only the first day Nicole gets to shadow me, but it's also the day my favorite window washer comes out to play.

Mr. Tony faithfully does his rounds every Monday at 2 pm.

Without fail.

"Okay, so I've got a strat session later today with all the directors. High-level stuff, but you would find it very helpful. If you are interested, you are more than welcome to join me."

I say this to Nicole in a pathetic attempt at remaining professional. I'm afraid if I say what's really on my mind, she may have a completely different view of me. Never mind that, she would probably have me reported to HR!

"That will be awesome, ma'am." Nicole smiles. "I mean, Lana," she quickly corrects herself.

I smile at her in response. "You know you can relax a little? I don't bite. Not unless it's a business requirement," I tease, testing the waters.

I don't think she picked up on that poor attempt at flirting. She casually brushed it off with a smile and laid her suitcase on the ground. "What I'm trying to say is that a very important part of my job is letting go and having fun," I confirm. I watch on anxiously, wondering whether she would pick up on the more direct hint. More importantly, how would she react to it?

Nicole hesitates for a moment, before smiling.

I continue watching as Nicole loosens the buttons on her collar and shakes her hair free.

"How's this?" She asks.

I smile back at her seductively. "Perfect!"

Watching Nicole lift the buttons on her blouse has me going crazy. A part of me wants to rip her shirt off right here. I take a deep breath, before bravely continuing.

"Here's this guy that washes my window every Monday around 2," I begin. Nicole listens intently as if I were about to give her the most valuable piece of business advice.

"Let's just say; he's a bit of a peeping Tom," I smile.

"What do you mean, as he stares inside your office?' Nicole laughs, looking more relaxed than when she first walked in.

"Exactly!"

"Oh shucks, so you want to complain to the cleaning company?" Nicole asks.

"Hmmm... yeah, that's not exactly what I had in mind," I tell her while slanting my eyes seductively.

"Okay, so is there something you would like me to do about it?" Nicole starts. "Think of me as your personal assistant during our time together."

I smile at her suggestively. "Now we're talking!"

Nicole is seated in the chair opposite me, with her silky legs folded on top of each other. I walk over to Nicole and find a seat next to her on the edge of the desk, perhaps a little closer than I should be.

"What's the best way to deal with attention seekers, Nicole?" I ask. My voice is filled with authority.

"To giv-"

"That's right, to give them the attention they seek," I interrupt her.

I lift my parker pen from its holder and seductively begin swirling it in between my fingers.

"As I may have suggested, I believe in the power of having fun." My lips form into a devious grin. "What do you say, we give him something to watch?"

Nicole stumbles nervously in her chair. I watched as beads of sweat form at her hairline.

he looks over at my cleanly shaved legs, mere inches away from her, and swallows hard before speaking. "You mean, like, really give him a show?" She mutters eventually.

"Exactly."

Her baby blues look up at me with the most innocent look. At this moment, I can tell she's hooked.

Perhaps she has fantasized about being with a woman but never thought she would actually go through with it.

Nicole puts on her bravest face, before replying. "Wow, when I asked what all you could offer me, I thought there were limitations to what I could ask for?"

In a sudden twist of fate, the shy and timid look on Nicole's face is replaced with an eager and suggestive one. It's a look that echoes in my pussy.

"I mean, perhaps we could teach that nosy bugger a lesson looking into places he shouldn't be?"

I look down at Nicole with more lust than I have felt in ages. I have never felt so aroused by another woman before. I want to kiss her lips and swallow her moans of pleasure in my mouth. She looks back at me. Sparks of sexual tension fly across the room as we wait for each other to make the first move.

I lift myself off the desk and walk over towards the door, turning the lock as the door closes. As I turn around, Nicole stands beside me. Leaning in on me, she pushes me against the door. This moment feels surreal. As her body pressed against mine, I feel her hand snake up and grab hold of my chin.

Looks really can be deceiving. On the outside, Nicole is like any sweet, young girl her age. But, behind closed doors, she reveals her true devilish side.

Grabbing hold of my chin, Nicole leans forward until our lips connect. One soft smack on the lips is enough to drive me crazy and open my mouth, welcoming her entrance.

As I begin to lose my inhibitions, I lean against the door, struggling to hold my balance.

Her tongue enters my mouth and gently swirls against my tongue, leaving wet trails of paradise inside me.

I open my eyes as Nicole pulls out. She continues to hold my chin up as her dreamy eyes gaze into mine.

I don't see an intern shadowing me anymore. Right now, in front of me, all I see is a sexy young brunette that just kissed me into ecstasy.

"Um, yeah! That should do," I say. My lips jerk as the words escape me. I peep at her breasts for a moment, before shifting my gaze back into her eyes. Right now, nothing else matters. I want to get lost in between her generously sized tits.

"Okay, should we get some work done?" I ask.

Nicole doesn't respond. Instead, she holds her gaze, staring longingly into my eyes before leaning into another kiss.

I wouldn't dare stop her. She has a strong possessive look in her eyes that drive my knees weak.

While we continue to kiss passionately, Nicole slips her hand under my blouse and begins rubbing her soft hands against my skin.

At first, we were only supposed to make out to give the forward window washer something to watch. Now, with Nicole's every touch, I crave more.

I steal a glance at the clock hanging on my wall and realize the window cleaner should have been here already. I tried looking in the corners of the window to see if he could be hiding, but still, no sight of Tony. Making out with Nicole must be the sexiest moment of my life and trust this to be the day he doesn't see me.

My moans are drowned out inside Nicole's tongue as she continues to run her soft hands against the skin of my back.

*Knock, knock, knock*

"Oh, my fuck!" I whisper at the unexpected sounds of knocking on the door.

How long were they standing there? Did they hear us kissing or the sounds of my moans inside Nicole's mouth?

Rushing to neaten myself, I quickly tuck my shirt into my skirt and quickly brush my hair with my fingers.

Nicole also rushes to her seat and scrambles in her bag, searching for something to make her look busy.

"You?" I ask in awe.

Confusion fills me as I open the door.

"Hi, I'm Alex. I don't believe we have met formally. I am the guy that cleans your window," he says with his hand extended.

This catches Nicole's attention, who rolls her chair back to get a better of my window cleaning hunk.

"Oh, I know exactly who you are," I say. Okay, apart from the fact that I have been calling him Tony in my head for all these months. "But, what I don't know is why you are here?”

"Oh, yes! Of course. So, I have been wiping down your window for a while now. There is just this one forsaken spot that remains. For me to clean that spot, I will need to wash it from the inside." He stares at me eagerly, waiting for me to allow him in.

"What is your name?" I ask finally.

"Oh, I'm Alex," he grins.

"Okay Tony, I mean Alex, you may come in."

Alex. It's a bit of a stretch from the name I gave him, still has a sexy ring to it.

As Alex walks passed, his perfume intoxicates me. His blue overalls are held up by one strap on his right shoulder. The other strap hangs free, revealing parts of those sexy abs.

Now that I have a good look at his face, I realize just how sexy he is. I'm in a room with two of the sexiest young adults, and it's driving my pussy insane.

Alex walks over towards the spot he's dying to clean and begins wiping his rag furiously around the spot.

I turn to look at Nicole, who still seems flustered.

"I guess now would be the best time to really give him a show?" Nicole asks seductively.

Alex pretends as if he hadn't heard her, but I can see him watching us intently in the reflection of the mirror. I smile towards Alex and walk towards Nicole.

Lowering my head, I whisper in Nicole's ear. "I agree. How about we take this up a notch?" I speak seductively into her ear. "And we let him eat out that tight pussy of yours?"

Nicole grabs me by the chin, and I walk as a devilish smile forms on her face. "Thing is, I'm not really into men."

I look at Nicole, confused.

"If I were to have things my way, I would bend you and lick you up." With her promise to devour my cunt, she held her gaze firm and strong. My knees are growing weaker by the second.

Nicole stands and pushes her body against mine, once more, until we both land back on my desk.

Her hand is pressed against the back of my head as she leans in for another kiss.

When I finally open my eyes, I see Alex standing at the window, faced towards us. The growing bulge pushing against his overalls are impossible not to notice.

Clearing my throat, I turn Alex.

"Care to join us?"
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Alex stares at me with big, hungry eyes.

His boner rages on as he contemplates joining us.

Deciding to give him a little motivation, I grabbed hold of Nicole and started kissing her again.

Nicole doesn't hesitate to kiss me back. "I can't believe this is happening," Nicole says, breaking our kiss. "I can't believe I'm making out of one of the greatest women I know," she continues as if Alex weren't even in the room.

Alex begins to whisper, barely audible.

"I... I think I'll just watch you two," he says.

Nicole pretends as if she hadn't heard him and ran her red nails along my chin. I think we are both in shock. A week ago, neither of us would have suspected she would be laying on top of me on my desk, sending chills down my spine with her every touch.

There isn't the slightest hint of fear in her eyes. She is filled with lust, and I can tell she wants nothing more than to rip my shirt off and dig her nails into my back.

Heat fills me, making me impatient. I cannot wait any longer. I lean forward and kiss Nicole while my hand snakes around her waist, under her shirt. I move up until I reach her bra strap and carefully unclasp her bra. Her breathing grows heavy in my mouth as I lift her strap.

In the corner of my eye, I watch as Alex grows impatient and lowers the strap holding up his overalls off his shoulder.

Slowly, I lift her bra, carefully pulling it off from under her shirt. I have barely started touching her, and she's already moaning.

Sitting on my lap, Nicole lifts herself and begins lifting each button on her blouse, perhaps a little slower than required. Her bra drops on my midsection, and she pulls her blouse off and flings it towards Alex.

My pussy grows wet as I stare at Nicole's perfect bud. Her tits aren't huge, about a handful each, but they are a handful of perfection. I bite my lower lip as I reach for her perky buds, gently squeezing each one between my fingers. My touch causes her moans to grow louder, if she were any louder, the people in the meeting room next to my office would know we're about to have sex.

While my fingers continue to tease her buds, she begins lifting the buttons on my shirt. She has a certain greed in her eyes as my white push-up bra is revealed more with every button she releases. She wastes little time to rip my shirt off and flicks it behind her.

I may be in my forties, but I still have a body most 20-year-olds would die for. Nicole, for one, appreciates that little fact. While her eyes continue to undress me and lift my bra, she runs her fingers down my torso. Her touch echoes in my cunt, which grows wetter by the second.

Feelings of helpless desire flood over me and I lift Nicole off my lap. Turning towards her, I stand and flip her onto the desk. As I watch her lie back on the desk, I realize there is no turning back now. I'm about to rip her shirt off and get my first taste of her perky tits.

I have never been with another woman, but a fire brews inside me.

Nicole moans as I cup each tit under my hand. It feels as if an electric current of passion connects us. Nicole's nipples stiffen under my touch. Slowly, I lower myself onto her and take each bud between my lips. The sweet taste of her nipples drives my senses insane.

My fingers trail down her belly, and I grin deviously as I notice the wet spot on her skirt. She closes her eyes as I slowly lift the button of her skirt and push against her cunt with the back of my hand.

I go down on my knees as I pull her skirt lower. Laying back on the desk, Nicole's breathing becomes sharp and erratic as my inevitable touch on her dripping cunt draws nearer.

With her skirt dropped to her knees, I grin at the wet patch. Juices seep through the fabric of her pantie. Her legs begin to quiver as I run the back of my nails against her.

Nicole becomes wilder with every inch of her panties I remove. I turn to look at Alex and shoot him a sexy grin, who now has his overalls dropped to the ground. He seems more anxious than Nicole, waiting for me to lick her out.

"You have an incredible cunt," I tell Nicole once her panties are dropped low enough to get a view of her slick slit finally. Her cunt is cleanly shaved, with only a small trail of hair leading down towards her folds.

Her body writhes with the first touch of my finger on her folds. Uncontrollable moans escape her as my finger circles on her clit, using her juices to glide my finger between her folds with ease.

I look up at Nicole, eager for her reaction as I prepare to slip inside her. With her eyes shut tight, Nicole gasps as I begin pushing my finger forward, penetrating her lips as I make my way in. Her legs grip around my shoulder tight as I let a finger disappear inside her. Her pussy is even tighter than I imagined.

With my finger slipped inside her, I lift myself and lean forward onto her. I meet her parted lips and begin kissing her passionately while my finger continues to push in and out of her pussy.

Nicole breaths heavily into my mouth as my thumb finds her bud and starts pressing against her. I can tell she won't last much longer at this rate. Her head falls back as I slip the second finger inside her. My lips remain connected to her as her head falls back. Right now, the only thing I want to see is Nicole coming. I don't care about the noise anymore.

"Oh, yes! Yes!" Nicole says as I feel her tight cunt clutch around my fingers.

Shivers run down my spine as I feel the touch of his strong hands on my waist. Alex couldn't take it any longer and felt the need to join in on the fun. Goosebumps fill me as Alex runs his hands all over my body.

He starts at my skirt and then slowly moves his hands up, getting a feel of the soft skin on my back.

With his strong hands all over me, my finger begins jerking more violently in and out of Nicole's cunt.

"Oh, fuck!" Nicole moans, and her cunt squeezes my fingers. I don't stop. I continue pushing my fingers in and out of her longing cunt while rubbing her bud with my thumb.

Her body begins trembling as my fingers continue to explore her cunt. She looks up at me, flustered as her eyes roll back and the first wave of ecstasy floods over. Her nails dig deep into my back as she finds her release. This drives me insane and causes me to push harder against her aching clit.

Nicole holds onto me tight as she gushes all over my hand. I plant my lips on her mouth to block out as much noise as possible, smiling desperately at Nicole as she releases her painful tension and falls back on a cloud of pleasure.

"Oh, fuck!" I moan. He barely allowed me time to breathe.

As I lay my naked body on top of Nicole, Alex pulls my skirt down, running his strong hands all over my body. My lips continue to rest on Nicole's mouth. The heat of her rapid breathing fills my mouth.

I lift my head and look back desperately at Alex. He stands naked behind me and after squeezing my ass cheeks, his hand snakes to my front, causing my pussy to quiver with his touch.

I want nothing more than to fall on Nicole and spread my legs as her hand slips under my panties, but he has other plans.

My eyes grow wide as he slips his hand inside my panties and his strong hands run against my wetness. Using his left hand, he lifts me, and I fall back, groaning at the power of his touch. As I land, I get the first feel of his bare cock push against my ass.

Alex has dropped his overalls and holds me tight against his naked, hairy body from behind. While his left hand continues to press me against his skin, he wastes little time to lower my panties.

I lean my head back onto his shoulders as the first cool breeze brushes against my wetness. My hand slips back and starts rubbing against his strong thighs as he moves his right hand back on my dripping cunt. I feel him thrust forward, closing the gap between us further. Alex's finger runs against my clit, before finding my entrance.

As he slips his finger inside me, my knees grow weak. None of the fantasies I had in my head could compare with the real thing. Feeling Alex's hard, naked body push against me was like a dream come true. The moan that escapes me as he inserts a second finger is louder enough to alarm everyone in the building.

I place my hand on my mouth to try block as much sound as possible, while he continues to fuck me with his fingers. I haven't seen his cock yet, but judging from the hard shaft pressing against my ass, his thick fingers are nothing in comparison.

I begin trembling underneath Alex, my muscles twitch and contract every time he slips his fingers in and out of me. I can't wait for his cock anymore. Every violent beat of my heart counted towards the moment Alex was going to slip his dick inside me.

Heat continues building in my belly as he slips in and out of me, giving me a glimpse of what's yet to come.

Alex finally released the pressure on my cunt. Perhaps, he could tell I was moments away from coming if he didn't.

He turned to face me. I studied her perfect abs while dragging my eyes up to meet his. His large cock was at full attention as he pulled me towards my desk. For a moment, I forgot Nicole was still with us. She sits back in her chair with a huge grin after watching me squirm with pleasure under Alex's touch.

Nicole may not be interested in men, but she certainly is keen to watch me fall weak with pleasure.

Alex fell back as he laid on the desk. Instinctively, I bucked back and moved my head lower until my mouth found his groin a mere inches away from my face. I paused to look up into Alex's longing eyes before smiling with content and lowering my head on my his cock.

"Holy fuck, you're much larger than I expected!" I confess.

"Fuck!" Alex groaned with pleasure, and my wet lips rested over his head. Slowly, I begin taking in every inch of his manhood. In the corner of my eye, I watch as Nicole bites her bottom lip at the sight of me taking him in.

In a fit of lust, Alex grabbed on my head and started directing my head lower on his cock, forcing me to take in more of him than I could handle.

I bobbed my head up and down, taking in his clean salty taste in my mouth. The more of his pre-cum I tasted, the more I longed for him to shoot his seed deep inside me. While I continued to lower myself on his cock, I used my fingers to rub against the pulsating muscle at the base of his cock, right under his balls. When I felt his legs contract violently around my shoulders, I could tell he was seconds away from coming.

I lifted my head to prevent his blissful tension from releasing.

As much I would love his him to shoot inside my mouth, I have a better place he can plant his seed...
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As Alex tries lifting himself off the desk, I push him back. The devilish grin on my face tells him he is in for the ride of his life.

The sight of the hunky window cleaner laying on my desk, with his overalls pulled down to his ankles is enough to drive any woman insane.

Climbing onto the desk, I throw my legs over him, until my aching cunt hovers over him.

I watch intently as he closes his eyes, allowing himself to escape into a state of ecstasy.

Giving his huge cock one final squeeze in my hand, I position his dick at my entrance. His body squirmed as his head brushed against my wetness.

I slowly slip down on him, and Alex lays back with eyes tightly shut, taking in the moment with parted lips and heavy breathing. As his cock begins to fill me, I suddenly realize how ambitious I was, thinking I could easily slip him inside me. His thick, uncut cock is huge and stretches my walls like never before, as I continue lowering myself on him.

Once his cock was completely submerged in my wetness, Alex opened his eyes, only to roll them back in his head as the satisfaction of my warmness consumes him.

He reached his hands out and placed them firmly on my tits, squeezing each tit as I lifted myself and dropped on him again.

Alex's cock slid in and out of me as I ran my hands across his chest. With every bounce, I am closer to release. His smirk turns into a grin as my moans grow louder while his veins continue to pulsate against my walls. As my tits bounced with every release, I can tell he was nearing his own orgasm.

With his hands now firmly on my sides, we are both close to coming. I fastened my pace, slamming harder and faster on him before pulling back up again.

With my right hand resting on his chest, my left hand found my clit and gently started pressing on it. He doesn't have much time left. I rub against my folds violently while his cock continues to ravish my cunt.

"Ah fuck!" Alex groaned. He grunts heavily, and I feel his cock grow even bigger inside me, preparing for his explosion. His strong veins press hard against my walls as he finally loses all control and his first load is shot deep inside me.

At the sensation of his first load brushing against my insides, my orgasm tears me apart. My vision is blurry as I clench around him while continuing to ride him with a strong, passionate force.

While I relieved the pressure on my clit, Alex's cock continued to twitch and tug inside me. After his final load painted my walls, I opened my eye to see the look of utmost pleasure on his face. It's not much longer before I crash into him.

Reduced to nothing but violently beating hearts, we lay on top of each other, taking in the ecstasy of what just happened.

"Oh, my God! That was fucking hot!" Nicole says, startling both Alex and I.
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Let's just say, work has become a lot more fun than it was.

Nicole now works under me full-time. Not only does she work under me, sometimes, but she also works on top of me as well, if you catch my drift.

For Alex, my hunky Italian window washer, cleaning windows from the outside isn't good enough anymore.

Now, every Monday, he's in my office, cleaning my windows on the inside as well...


PART FIVE

SAY YES TO THE DRESSMAKER
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As he searches, his movements are frantic.

“Where are my pants?” He asks, with a look of desperation. “And why are you so relaxed?”

Struggling to hold a straight face, I burst out laughing.

“Relax babe; I’m only messing with you! We still have two hours before our appointment!”

“So you lied to me when you said the appointment is in 15 minutes?”

“Maybe,” I giggle.

Charlie narrows his eyes and stares at me, contemplating. “I’m so getting you back for this!”

“Ha ha ha, stop it!” I beg as he tickles me playfully.

“Never! Not until I get my revenge!” He responds in his most immature voice.

“Oh yeah? I reckon you don’t have the balls to get me back,” I say as a smirk forms on my lips.

“Oh, we’ll see about that,” Charlie laughs, crawling back under the covers.

“Hehe, stop it!” I giggle as he continues to tickle me under the covers.

The hairs on his chest make my toes curl as he crawls up from under the covers. I look him in the eye, and at that moment, I realize I am the luckiest girl in the world.

He looks back at me with a look of utmost desire. We just had sex, but if his track record is anything to go on, he can easily go four more rounds.

Charlie snakes his body up mine. Resting his body on mine, he rests on his arms as he stares deeply into my eyes. I bite my bottom lip and lift my eyebrow seductively, summoning him closer. He wastes little time to make his move.

Charlie has the most amazing full lips, by far the best kisser I’ve ever had.

Luckily, in a few months, I get to marry this dream kisser.

As his lip smacks on mine, he extends his tongue, and I part my lips, welcoming him in. Our tongues swirl inside our mouths in a dance of passion. He creeps his arms undermine and lift my arms above my head.

“You’re ready to be punished for tricking me?” He asks as he lifts his tongue out of my mouth.

“Let’s see what you got,” I moan, becoming more desperate for him with every second that passes.

He lowers his mouth to meet the fold between my neck and shoulder and softly sucks on my skin.

“Babe, I’ve got a meeting with the dress designer. I can’t afford to have love bites,” I tell him.

“Who cares? If I want to give my baby love bites, then that’s what I will do.”

His bad-ass attitude turns me on even more. This is what made my pussy wet the first time I laid eyes on him.

My head falls back as he sucks on my skin and his strong hands work their way lower towards my pussy.

Slowly, he walks his fingers across my belly. The speed slows down as he draws nearer to my yearning pussy. Charlie has always been a bit of a tease. I guess that’s what makes our sex life so interesting.

I take in a sharp breath as his fingers walk across my wetness until he eventually rests his middle finger in the fold of my cunt.

His mouth slides down my neck and onto my tits. With his remaining hand, he cups my tits and begins sucking on each bud. My clit contracts as he circles his finger around my clit. I throw my head back in ecstasy as his fingers glide up and down my folds, knowing his insertion is fast approaching.

“Oh, fuck!” I moan as he finally finds my entrance and slowly pushes his finger inside me, stretching my lips apart as he makes his way in.

My juices soak up his finger as he slips deeper inside me. He continues my suck on my nipples as his finger thrusts in and out of me.

We had sex just thirty minutes ago, but I can feel his rock-hard cock pushing against me, waiting to make his way inside me.

Charlie wastes little time stretching me out with his finger as he sticks in a second finger and begins scissoring me, preparing me for what’s about to come.

I pant heavily as he slips his fingers out of me and crawls lower, under the covers.

I place my hands on his head, guiding him lower. My legs squirm with pleasure as his stumble lightly brushes against my pussy.

He starts with one long lick up the folds of my lips, before slipping his tongue inside me.

Starting at my entrance, he licks his way up, getting a taste of my juices and uncontrollable moans escape my lips as every part of me is filled with desire.

After giving my clit one final slap with the edge of his tongue, Charlie slides up on me. His strong body brushes against mine until his cock finally meets my entrance.

It took me a while to get used to the size of Charlie’s cock. I kept finding excuses for us not to have sex when I first saw his huge piece of meat. Now, I would have him inside me all day if it were up to me.

His head rests against my entrance and Charlie meets my eyes again. Inserting his cock into me, he watches intently as my eyes roll back. I lay back with parted lips, breathing in heavily with every inch pushed forward, only exhaling once he was balls deep inside my cunt.

I look back up at Charlie, and he understands the desperation in my eyes as he pulled out and slammed back inside me. This time, he wasn’t gentle.

Charlie continued to ravish my cunt, and his cock pushed against my quivering walls.

“Fuck me!” I pleaded. As my moans grow louder, Charlie slammed harder in and out of me. Sounds of me moaning, him breathing heavily and his balls slapping on my ass fill our room.

Beads of sweat form on his forehead and I can tell he won’t last much longer.

Charlie held me tight as he prepared for his release. My need to be filled grew with every thrust.

“Fuck!” He groans. I bite my bottom lip as I prepare for his release.

Charlie’s cock swelled up inside me, and I clenched around his cock to allow him the most sensational orgasm.

With the muscles on his back stiffening, Charlie breathes erratically as he shot his load deep inside me, coating my walls with his seed. After four powerful squirts, Charlie collapsed on top of me, reduced to nothing but violent heartbeats.
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After the last three dressmakers, I’m starting to doubt I will find anyone good enough to make my wedding dress.

We’re off to meet Sage, who I will hopefully like, to make my wedding dress. Judging from her pictures on Facebook, she knows what she’s doing.

“Hi, I’m Sage!” The beautiful lady greets with her hand extended forward.

“I’m Lily! You have a beautiful name!” I compliment her. That’s not the only thing beautiful about her. Sage wears a well-fitted suit. Her gray jacket reveals just enough to show off her voluptuous figure, but with enough preserved for it to remain classy.

“Hello,” Charlie greets while holding eye contact for longer than the sake of being friendly.

I don’t blame him. Sage looks like an Asian Goddess.

“I take it you’re the lucky bride?” Sage turns to me.

“Well, I’d hope he wasn’t the bride,” I joke and glance over at Charlie whose eyes remain fixed on the Asian goddess.

“Do you have an idea of what you want?” Sage asks me.

I spend the next few minutes looking at some of her designs. The woman is not only gorgeous but talented as well. I think I might just have found my designer.

“Right, so I’m going to need to take your measurements. You, sir, are going to have to leave the room.” Sage says to Charlie. Her eyes meet Charlie’s, and I can tell she’s intoxicated by his rugged good looks and bad boy charm.

“He can stay,” I say quickly. “Nothing he hasn’t seen.”

Charlie has an eagerness in his eye as he turns to Sage. “Your work is beautiful!”

“Thank you,” Sage blushes.

“As a matter of interest, I’ve been looking for someone to make my suit. Can you help me?” Charlie asks with one eyebrow lifted seductively.

I can’t believe Charlie is flirting right in front of me. If that’s not bad enough, I can’t believe how incredibly turned on this makes me.

“I usually don’t make men’s clothes,” Sage says. “But, in your case, I guess I could make an exception,” Sage says this and sensually adjusts her glasses as she flicks back her hair.

“I’m just going to need to take your measurements,” Sage says and looks over at me.

Charlie looks at me and lets out a devious grin.

“It’s fine; she can stay.”
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Seeing Charlie flirt with my new dressmaker leaves me feeling incredibly guilty.

Firstly, I know that he is mine, and he will remain mine, but I still can’t shake the idea of sharing my husband with another woman, especially a woman as stunning as Sage.

Truth be told I have always fantasized about sharing my man with another woman. Thankfully, these fantasies stayed where they belong, in my head. No man would want to marry a woman knowing she dreams of sharing her property with another woman.

I suppose it’s a bit of a power thing-the idea of another woman wanting my husband. I share my man, at my will, but in the end, I still get to take him home. He remains mine.

Charlie has gone out for lunch with a few of his friends, leaving me home alone.

He has always been a bit of a flirt, but if there is one thing anyone cannot take away from him, it’s his loyalty.

I remember the day like it was just yesterday.

Charlie got home late.

He let out a sigh as he dropped his laptop bag on the ground and kissed me hello.

As the manager of a large bike distributor, he often works hectic hours and deals with miserable clients. For this reason, I plan plenty of surprises that lifts his face with a smile when he gets home.

On this day, I planned my ultimate surprise.

“Babe, turn around. We’re going out,” I tell him.

“Oh, come on. Do we really have to?” To be honest, all I want to do is sleep tonight.

“We’re going to Taboo,” I respond casually and lead the way to the car. I could feel his eyes glaring into my back with disbelief as I walked on.

Taboo is a sex club. People go there with one intention, and that is to fuck. It’s not like a strip club, where you pay for lap dances. Instead, hundreds of beautiful women voluntarily walk around naked in search of a delicious man to fuck.

Charlie has teased about us going to the club, but he never thought I’d take it seriously.

“What about her?” I ask, referring to a beautiful blonde, while casually sipping on my drink at the bar. “She’s been staring at you all night.

Charlie and I sit naked at the bar, sipping on cocktails. Perhaps the only rule of the bar is that you’re not allowed to wear any clothes.

Charlie glances over at the beautiful blonde, and his growing cock told me that she was the right one for him.

With nothing but my heels on, I walk over to the naked blonde.

“Hi, I don’t mean to sound forward, but would you like to join us for a drink?” I ask casually. The girl looks up at me and then turns to look at Charlie.

A smile forms on her lips. “Yeah, sure! I’d love to!”

It wasn’t long before I led both Charlie and the beautiful blonde to one of the private rooms. I watched on eagerly as I touched myself eager while Charlie made her scream for all the club to hear.

I touched myself more vigorously with each moan and groan, as Charlie continued to plunge inside her.

That was the first and last time Charlie cheated on me. But since then, I knew I had to have more.

Now as I lay on my bed, thoughts of Charlie having his way with Sage continue to invade my mind, causing me to slip my hand under my pants.

My thoughts begin running wild. I can tell Sage has a killer body, even under that suit.

I picture her in a bikini, confidently walking up to Charlie.

My legs begin to quiver. I can’t help but slip them under my panties. Thrown back in bed, I close my eyes and let out a sigh as my aching lips find a sense of calm with my hands cupped over my wetness.

Biting my lower lip, I slipped my finger along my slit. Taking in a sharp breath, I picture Charlie walking over towards Sage and removing her sexy bikini.

A chill runs down my spine as I glide my finger along my slit, teasing my entrance.

My mind darts to an image of Sage having her way with my man. Charlie has Sage’s beautiful naked body tied up, with her arms lifted by a rope connected to the ceiling and dangling helplessly. Her eyes are filled with fear as she glances over at his huge cock.

I find my entrance and slowly insert a finger, causing my lips to part as moans of pleasure escape me. My thumb finds my clit and using the juices of my now soaking pussy; I begin circling around it.

After Charlie eats her pussy out, he turns to me, almost as if he’s requesting permission. I smile at him in agreement. After lifting her legs, so they elegantly wrapped around his strong body, Charlie places his bare cock at her entrance and grabs her by the head. He wants to see the pleasure fill her face as he enters her.

With big eyes, Sage looks back at Charlie as he begins to enter her, stretching her lips apart as he makes his way inside her pussy. Sage’s eyes roll back with ecstasy as she takes in sharp breaths with every inch he pushed forward.

I begin touching myself with furious speed with the thought of him being completely submerged inside her.

As Charlie rammed in and out of her aching cunt, sounds of his balls slapping against her ass fill my head.

Beads of sweat drip down my forehead as my body tensed and my back curled with ecstasy.

“Oh! Oh, fuck!” I scream, loud enough to bring concern to my neighbors.

My body writhed in the sheet as my orgasm shook the walls of my cunt, sending ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

I finally regain a sense of control over my breath and lay back in a cloud of ecstasy.

That’s when I knew; I need to make this fantasy a reality.

It’s now or never. If Charlie wants to marry me, then he should know everything about me, including my dirty little fantasies.
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I turn to my naked husband-to-be as he steps out of the shower. “Babe, don’t forget we have an appointment with Sage today,” I say with a devilish grin on my face.

It’s not often I see Charlie blush or become shy, but when it does happen, it’s the cutest sight ever.

“I didn’t forget,” he admits, struggling to make eye contact.

I stare at his massive crotch and excitement fills me at the thought of sharing that tool with another woman.

I hand him a jockstrap I bought him for his birthday. The jockstrap shows his thick cock and leaves anyone looking at it craving for more.

“Really,” he laughs. “You want me to wear this?”

I smile seductively. “Well, yes. In case you forgot to have to go for a fitting as well today.”

“But, isn’t this-”

“Revealing?” I interrupt. “Yeah, I thought I’d brag a little today.”

Sage works from home, which works for me. No need to stress over whether she’d be shy in the public eye.

I had seen the look in her eye when she undressed Charlie. I could smell her desire as she removed each clothing item, slower than required.

She pretended to ignore the building bulge in his underwear when she measured him, but I saw her catching a glance whenever I pretended to look away. Her widened eyes tell me she approves.

When she sees his cock in that jockstrap, she will be hooked.

“Okay, so where do we start?” Sage asks, smilingly.

“I’ll go first,” I tell her. “Let’s save the best for last?”

Sage shies away, pretending as though she did not hear that last comment.

I step out of my clothes, revealing a sexy red lacy underwear I bought for the occasion. I turn to Charlie who looks on at me with disbelief. He licks his lips as I turn to look back at Sage.

She is also taken aback by my choice of underwear. Her eyes ravish my generously sized tits and a smirk forms on my lips as I watch her swallow hard.

“Well, Charlie, you’re a lucky man. Your wife has the most amazing breasts,” Sage says to my husband.

“I am rather lucky, aren’t I?” He smiles back at her.

“Since this is a custom-made gown, I’m going to need to measure your breasts,” Sage tells me.

“Sure!” I respond and reach for the clip behind my back, lifting my bra.

This is not what Sage had in mind, but she allows it. Based on the sparkle in her eye, she welcomes it. I watch as Charlie crunches over as he watches another woman caress his wife’s tits, even if it’s just to take measurements.

A sultry smile forms on my lips as I look over at Charlie. My plan is working-Charlie’s hunched back and growing boner is a testament of that. Soon enough, he will have to have his measurements taken and then Sage will finally get to see that massive cock of his.

After writing down my measurements on her notepad, Sage turns to Charlie. “Now we just need to get your measurements, and we’re all good to go.”

I notice the discomfort in Charlie’s eyes as she signals for him to stand and walk towards her. Clearly embarrassed by his hardened cock, Charlie remains seated.

“Your turn, babe,” I say. As I turn to face Charlie, in the corner of my eye, I catch Sage staring at my voluptuous tits.

Charlie crouches forward, and I look at his cock pushing against the fabric of his jeans, bringing a naughty grin to my mouth.

Sage swallows hard as my man towers over her. “I’m going to need you to remove your shirt.”

Charlie lifts each button of his shirt and Sage looks on with hungry eyes. She takes a few moments to admire his chiseled physique. Even though I stood right next to them, for a moment, it felt as if neither of them realized I was in the room. Sparks of sexual tension fly across the room.

As Sage wraps her measuring tape around his perfect waist, Sage takes in another sharp breathe, before speaking again. “I’m going to need you to remove your pants as well, please.”

Charlie lifts the top button before I interrupt him.

“Sage, why don’t you help Charlie with that?” I comment, moving her hands even closer to his throbbing cock.

Sage looks at me with hesitation but soon places her hands on his jeans, eager to assist.

I watch as Charlie’s cock bounces against the fabric of his jockstrap as Sage lifts the top button of his jeans and slowly pulls it down.

“Oh, my fuck!” Sage gasps as she lowers his pants.

Seeing Sage gasp at the sight of his cock drives my pussy insane. Seeing someone else marvel at the size of his manhood leaves me wet. Half his cock is revealed as it pushes against the jock strap.

While Charlie continues to lower his jeans, I watch as Sage stares at the huge bulge. Her eyes move over to his perfect ass, and I can tell she wants more. She needs more.

Sage bites her bottom lip as Charlie steps forward and she measures his right thigh. A wet patch has formed in the front of Charlie’s jock strap. His growing cock is soaked with pre-cum as the beautiful designer continues touching him in the most sensitive areas.

Charlie turns to his side to allow Sage to take the measurement of his other thigh.

“Woah!” Sage exclaims as Charlie’s cock slaps her in the face with his turn. Charlie looks down at her, unapologetic.

“It’s rather big? Isn’t it?” I confirm deviously. Her mouth is close enough to warm my husband’s cock up with her breath.

“I don’t think I’ve seen anything like it,” Sage giggles.

“Go ahead. Touch it...”
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With Sage bent down, taking measurements of my husband’s thigh, she turns to look at me with disbelief.

“Um...excuse me?” Sage asks me.

“Go ahead...touch it.” This time, it was not my voice, but rather Charlie’s. By now, all his inhibitions are released. He can tell I want nothing more than for him to fuck her right there, while I watched.

“I’m not quite sure how to res-”

Before Sage could complete her sentence, Charlie grabbed her by the hand and placed her hand on his aching cock.

Her eyes widened with further disbelief, and she slowly turned her head to look up at Charlie. Her hand firmly remained on Charlie’s dick, holding him firmly by the head.

The elastic on Charlie’s jockstrap is starting to take strain. As his hard prick pushes against his jock strap, begging for its release.

“I suppose it wouldn’t hurt taking all your measurements,” Sage says finally. Sage finally gives in to her deepest desires, at this rate, she’ll allow mine to come true.

Charlie steps out of his jeans and a smile on Sage’s face emerges as she takes in the image of my hunky husband-to-be. Thick, strong veins run from his feet, carving their way onto his carves. Lines define the muscles on Charlie’s thighs. Even though I’ve seen my man naked a million times before, taking in the sight of his perfectly sculpted body continues to drive me insane.

Sage scrambles on the floor, in search of her measuring tape in her final attempt to be professional. Charlie interrupts her as he placed his hands on her head. My tits bounce freely as I walk behind Charlie and place my hands on the edge of his underwear.

Slowly, I lower his underwear.

A perfect line of delicate hairs forming from his rock-hard abs leads lower towards his cock. Sage’s eyes cannot help but follow the trail of happiness leading from his navel and reaching under his jockstrap as I reveal the first glimpse of his manhood.

Sage gasped at the sight of his large cock bouncing out of its cotton cage. Her eyes are wide and filled with fear at its size. Drops of pre-cum dripping from his head shoot out with his cock’s release. A drop landing on Sage’s mouth.

A devious smirk forms on my face as I watched her extend her tongue on her lip and take in her first taste of my man’s salty cum. She licks her lip and eagerly looks up at Charlie.

Eagerly, Sage grabs Charlie thick cock with both hands. A smile forms on Sage’s mouth as she looks up at me. “Well, Lily, I must say. You sure are a lucky woman!”

Seeing Sage hold my man’s cock in her tiny hands leaves my pussy aching. I feel the familiar wetness begin to form and my knees grow weaker by the second.

Charlie gasps as Sage lowers her head onto his prick. His lips part at the first sensation of her tongue on his dripping cock. Slowly, she opens her mouth and takes his cock in her mouth. Charlie’s cock stretches Sage’s mouth as her thick lips continue to glide back and forth. Half of Charlie’s cock is submerged in Sage’s mouth until it cannot go any further.

In a fit of desire, Charlie grabs on Sage’s head and thrusts his cock forward, causing her to gag. Ruthlessly, he continues to ram in and out of her mouth, only allowing her time to breath every few seconds, before slamming his cock back into her.

Flustered, Sage finally lifts her head. By now, I can tell she’s hooked. She must have more.

I walk over to the couch in her fitting room and watch as Sage stands to her feet. Her eyes remain locked with Charlie’s for a few moments before she grabs him by the head in a fit of passion and locks her lips on his. I begin touching my tits, taking each bud between my fingers as I watched my husband kiss another woman.

Sage, unable to control her burning desire any longer, begins running her hands through the indents of Charlie’s perfectly sculpted abs. As Charlie lowers his mouth down her neck, resting his mouth in between her neck and shoulders, Sage digs her nails into my man’s strong back.

My breathing grows heavy as I watch Charlie lift the buttons on her blouse from the top down. Running his fingers against her bare skin with each button he removes.

I bite my bottom lip as Charlie reaches the final button and pulls off her blouse, revealing her perfect body. Sage has a slim, figure, but with curves in all the right places. Her tits are youthfully perky and begging for attention under that bra.

Charlie wastes little time to provide her the attention she craves. His hands snaked around her back and skilfully lifts her bra strap. Sage’s bra falls to the ground, and Charlie stares at her perfect tits with admiration.

“Oh, you are so sexy!” He compliments. Charlie turns to look at me, and I give me a smile of approval.

Every move his hands made over Sage’s silky skin echoed in my throbbing pussy.

I wanted to see him take her.

I needed to see him take her.

Sage’s head fell back as he grabbed her perky tits and started sucking on her buds with reverent attention.

His cock remains rock-hard. I can tell he sent shivers down her spine every time she felt his cock push against the fabric of her skirt.

Charlie continued to suck on her nipples as his hand snaked lower. He was seconds away from revealing the cunt he is about to ravish. The anticipation sends my dripping pussy into overdrive.

I watch eagerly as his hand slides down her petite abdomen until he reaches the button of her pencil skirt. Sage’s lips part with desire as he lifts the button on her skirt. He lifts his head and slowly lowers her skirt.

A smirk forms on my face as Sage steps out of her skirt, revealing the wet patch that has developed on her pink panties.

“Oh, fuck!” Sage gasps as Charlie grabs her by the waist and places her on her desk. Sage’s eyes grow wide as she looks at the Charlie now man-handling her. When Sage woke up this morning, I doubt she would ever have expected to be plunked on her desk by man, reading himself to eat her pussy out.

They hold eye contact for a few moments before Charlie grabs on her panties and slips them down her silky legs. My walls quiver at the sight of her perfect cunt.

With Sage’s panties lifted, Charlie stands back and admires her beautiful pussy. Sage falls back on her elbows, welcoming the inevitable pleasure she’s about to experience.

A few moments later, the room is filled with sounds of Sage moaning as Charlie’s stubble brushes against her pussy. Speaking from experience, if there is one thing Charlie knows how to do, it’s eating out a pussy.

“Ohhhh,” Sage moans as Charlie extends his tongue on her slit, getting the first taste of her juices. Sage leans back, resting on her elbow and breathes heavily as Charlie’s tongue finds her entrance.

“Oh fuck!” Sage moans as Charlie’s tongue slips into her entrance. The sound of Sage groaning as my man licks out her cunt drives me insane, causing me to lower my hands inside my panties. My legs squirm with the touch of my finger on my wetness.

Charlie continues to ravish Sage’s cunt as I slide my finger on my yearning slit.

With his tongue stretching her walls, preparing her for, perhaps the biggest cock she’s ever had, he rubs her bud with his thumb. The pleasure is too much for Sage, who has now fallen back on her desk. Her hands run through her beautiful, wavy locks.

Lifting his head from her cunt, Charlie slips his index finger into her dripping entrance. Her moan welcomes him in, and her legs begin squirming violently as Charlie plunges in and out of her.

He wastes little time before inserting a second finger. Sage bites her lower lip as the two fingers stretch her lips open.

With Charlie stretching her tight cunt open, I find my entrance. Taking a sharp breath, I slip my finger inside my cunt. For a second, I pretended to be in Sage’s place. I imagined Charlie’s strong fingers inside me.

I continued sliding my fingers in and out of my cunt as I watched Charlie scissor his fingers inside Sage.

Sage’s head bobbled left and right with uncontrollable desire. Even with two of Charlie’s big fingers inside her, she knew it was nothing compared to what’s yet to come.

Finally, Charlie lifts himself off her cunt. Sage continued to lay back, gasping for air as she struggled to regain control of her breath.

“Huh!” Sage groaned as Charlie grabbed on both her thighs and pulled her towards the edge of the table.

His cock stands hard and firm, desperate to get a taste of her raw pussy.

The words that come out of Charlie’s mouth cause my walls to quiver with desire.

“I’m going to fuck this tight pussy so hard right now.”

Sage looks up at Charlie, still gasping for air.

“And I won’t stop until you feel my cum shoot deep inside your cunt.”
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Charlie grabs his huge cock by the base and gently slaps his dick against her cunt. Sage gasps uncontrollably as his cock lands on her pussy.

“You want that dick, don’t you?” I ask Sage.

“Aha,” she moans.

“I can’t hear you!” Charlie demands and slaps his cock on her once more, harder this time, causing her to moan out loud.

“Yes! Fuck me hard!” Sage pleads.

With Sage’s lips parted, her eyes are wide with fear. Charlie grabs his cock and pushes his head into her entrance. He doesn’t allow her time to get used to the feel of his huge head inside her before he stretches her pussy further with a swift plunge.

Sage squeezes her eyes closed as she takes in a sharp breath, while Charlie continues to ram his cock deeper inside her.

I bite my lower lip as I watch heat flood over her face. I am so close to coming, but I need to hold off just a little while longer. I cannot miss the main event.

Sage let of a gasp of relief once Charlie’s cock was balls deep inside her.

Charlie allowed his cock to rest inside her for a few moments before he pulled out and thrust his cock back inside her. Sage’s back is arched as he plunged back inside her.

I rub vigorously on my clit as Charlie’s fucks her tight hole. Sounds of her moaning drive me insane, and my pussy throbbed. A wave of euphoria shot from my head and reached in between my legs. I can’t hold on any longer, and I close my eyes as the sounds of Charlie’s balls slapping hard against Sage’s cunt continue to fill my ears.

My entire body started vibrating violently as I find my release.

“Oh, fuck!” I moan out loud. Sounds of me moaning out with pleasure causes Charlie to fuck Sage even harder.

My vision is blurry, and my head continues to spin as I slowly regain consciousness. I can tell Charlie is drawing nearer from the groans escaping his mouth.

“Fuck me!” Sage screams as I watch her body writhe on the table and her legs tighten around my man’s waist. The sight of seeing Sage cum was too much for Charlie and his back stiffened as his hips twitched.

“Oh fuck! I’m coming!” Charlie groaned as he leaned onto Sage and violently jerked his seed deep inside Sage.

Charlie laid on top of Sage for a few moments as they both struggled to regain their breath.

An inevitable smile forms on my lips as I watch Charlie slowly lift himself off Sage. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead land on her naked body as he slowly lifts himself off of her.

Slowly, Charlie pulls out his cock slightly, before giving her one final thrust. Causing her to scream out with passion.

As Charlie pulled his cock out of Sage’s cunt, a stream of his cum stretched out of her.

Walking over to Sage, I lower myself over her cunt and begin sucking out my man’s cum to give her a final rush of ecstasy.
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Two months later, Charlie and I got married. It’s only fair that Sage was invited as our guest of honor.

Needless to say, Sage has become our designer for life...


PART SIX

WORKING OVERTIME
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"You must be Zara?" She smiles, with her hand extended.

I stare at my new boss, wearing a formal red dress and matching red shoes, in awe. Her dress voluptuously wraps around her perfect waist. Her perfect tanned skin and sultry eyes make looking at her intimidating.

"Hello?" She asks.

"Oh, sorry!" I say, bringing my focus back to my new job. "Yes, I'm Zara. I take it; you must be Sydney?"

"I am," she smiles. "You will be sharing an office with me. I hope you don't mind?" She asks and walks towards my desk.

"Not at all, boss."

Sydney stops and turns to face me. "Please, call me Sydney."

I swallow hard, before responding. "Okay, Sydney."

"This is our office. It's large enough for the both of us. Make yourself at home."

After showing me around the office, a rented floor in a high-rise building in Manhattan, Sydney wastes little time handing me my first assignment.

"You come highly recommended. I hear you have an eye for detail?"

"I try," I giggle. I often get uncontrollable giggles. Annoying giggles that come out at the worst of times.

I watch anxiously as Sydney bends over her desk and grabs a pile of papers. She is so hot; if I were a man, I would fuck her right there. She has an ass I'm envious of; the perfect bubble butt. That's one of the privileges that come with her Latino. Her beautiful ass and her perfect tan.

"First, I need you to help with filing. Filing has never been my forte, so my paperwork is a mess. You must forgive me."

Sydney leaves me with the paperwork and heads off to grab a cup of coffee. I watch greedily as she walks away. With silky brown hair, which falls delicately over her shoulder, she oozes sex appeal. We have the same hair color, but I don’t pull it off the way she does.

I am rather plain looking, although, I can't imagine I'm bad looking if you were to ask all the seniors that chased after me in college.

Like Sydney, I also have ash-brown hair held back with a headband. In comparison, she makes me look like a schoolgirl.

What makes her even more attractive is that she can afford to act like a bitch, but she's sweet, warm and friendly. The name of the firm is S&S Accounting. Sydney is the first S, I am yet to meet her husband, who is the other S. The recruitment agent warned me about her husband, so I'm not looking forward to meeting him.

I begin shuffling the papers around, trying to make sense of Sydney's haphazard filing system. I don't think there is much of a system, other than her shoving the last used documents on the top of the pile.

"Wow! It's true what they say; you are brilliant!" Sydney compliments.

I feel heat deepen in my cheeks with her compliment.

"Oh, it's nothing," I smile, struggling to make eye contact with my new sexy boss.

"Listen, you can go home if you'd like? I'm leaving now," Sydney tells me.

"I will leave soon; I'm almost done!" I tell Sydney.

"Okay, I'm off to work in my hubby's office. I will see you tomorrow then!"

An hour later, I managed to sort all her clients in a system that made sense.

"So, you're the new girl?"

The surprise of an unexpected voice causes me to spill coffee onto the pile of papers. As I turn around, my hand crashes into the papers, sending the whole pile on the floor. I turn and see a man standing at the entrance of the door.

"Fuck!" I scream, looking down at the scattered papers spread out on the floor.

Some papers are stained with coffee stains. This day could not get any worse.

Scrambling to lift the papers so that as few as possible are affected, I look up at the man at the door.

"What the hell is your problem?"

He stands there. His face is crossed between concern and interest.

"Don't just stand there! Help me clean up this mess!" I shout.

Obediently, the man walks up towards me and begins picking up the papers. He looks me in the eye as he picks up each stranded page.

"What do you want here, in any case?" I snap.

"Ooh, she's a feisty one," he grins.

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?"

"Hi, I'm Sam," he greets.

The name leaves me dead in my tracks. Shit! This is Sydney's husband?

"I... I’m so sorry! I didn't realize!" I mutter.

"If anything, I'm sorry! I just ruined an entire day's work!"

Sam looks nothing like your typical accountant. I watch as the accountant picks up each paper, with his ripped jeans molding around his tight ass. A white vest reveals his ripped biceps and strong chest.

"I'm sorry! Please don't," I tell him while taking the paper out of his hand. "I'll get it!"

Sam holds onto the paper as I try gently tugging on it. For the first time, I take in just how hot my boss's husband is. I stare him in the eye and feel my knees goes weak.

"Is there anything I can do to help make this better?" Sam asks, oozing cockiness.

"Um, no. It's fine! I'll get this sorted," I say, avoiding eye contact as I bend over to pick up more papers.

Sam grabs me by the chin and pulls my head towards him. "You've never done this before?"

"This?" I ask weakly.

"Yeah...This...this whole working thing?"

My lips feel dry as I look into his seductive eyes. I desperately want to extend my tongue to lick my lips, but after seeing his full suckable lips, I want his tongue to extend into my mouth.

"I lied to get this job, but I was desperate. Please don't tell Sydney!" I beg.

"I know this is your first time," Sam affirms. "But, I must be honest, when I saw your photo, I knew we had to have you work for us!"

I stare at Sam in awe. Is this married man honestly hitting on me?

"Anyway. I just wanted to come and introduce myself," Sam says finally.

"It's good to meet you, Sam."

"Please, call me sir."

As Sam walks away, I notice the bulge that grew by the second under his jeans. It's a bulge that leaves me craving for more.

I'm only done restoring order to Sydney's paperwork around 11 and work my way out of the office. Approaching the reception, I hear sounds that spark my interest.

His voice sounds familiar.

Curiously, I walk down the passage until the sounds grow louder.

My hazel eyes widen with shock as I watch Sam spreads Sydney on his desk and rams into her.

I fall back against the wall and catch my breath, contemplating what I just saw. My curiosity gets the better of me as I turn to peep at the sexy couple fucking through the slight opening of his door.

I feel heat building up in my pussy as I watch them groping at each other. My pussy grows wet fast as Sydney's head bobs backward with every thrust.

For a moment, I imagine myself being her. I imagine her badass husband filling me up with what I can imagine being a big dick. I get a clear view of Sam's ass as he continues to thrust hard into Sydney. With his jeans pulled down to his ankles, I see the muscles on his leg pulsate with every thrust.

Watching intently, I slip my hand inside my panties as Sydney's moans grew louder. My breathing grows louder as I slipped a finger against my wetness.

I continue to watch intently as Sam groans.

"Fuck," he screams, as my finger found my clit.

Sydney's face is hazed and drunk with orgasm as Sam find his own release, slamming hard into her cunt.

Oh, fuck! I suddenly realized I need to get out of the office before either of them catches me.

Walking down the passage, I knew I had to have more.

From that moment, I would not be satisfied until Sam pleasured my pussy the way he does his wife's...
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Idrop my car keys and head to the fridge in search of something to eat. I stare into the fridge, but my mind is elsewhere.

I can't stop thinking about Sam.

I can't stop thinking about that cocky arrogance, that ripped body or how he fucked his wife.

I can't stop thinking about how I would much rather have been in her place.

Envy floods over me once I realize Sydney received my rewards. He left me with a hard-on. If anyone should have felt that dick, it should have been me.

I'm not sure what has come over me. I'm not usually one to fantasize about men, much less married men. But, there is something about Sam that makes me weak. I now understand why the recruitment agent warned me about him.

Closing the fridge door, I make my way upstairs to my bedroom. I throw myself on my bed and let out a sigh of relief as I close my eyes.

The image of Sam fucking Sydney enters my mind. I picture her screaming with pleasure as he plunges in and out of her pussy.

My legs quivered as my hand found its way inside my panties, finishing off what I started.

I bite my lower lip as my hand glides against my wet cunt.

I allow my other hand to rub against my torso, sending shivers down my spine.

My imagination drifted from Sam fucking Sydney to him fucking me.

My pussy is now soaked with wetness as a slide a finger inside me. An uncontrollable moan escapes my lips as my fingers rubs against my flesh.

I picture myself wrapped around Sam as I ride his thick cock. My generously sized tits bounce up and down, slapping him in the face as he continues to ram in and out of me.

I dragged my finger to my clit and squeezed my eyes shut tightly, trying not to scream and wake up the rest of the house. My lips quivered as my other hand snaked up to my tits and took my nipples between my fingers.

With Sam's big cock and my tight pussy, I don't imagine he would last very long as he holds tightly onto my hips and starts thrusting with furious speed.

Beads of sweat run down my forehead as my breathing becomes sharp and erratic.

"Fu...fuck!" I moaned as my orgasm shook my walls, filling me with blissful ecstasy that shot through my body.

It takes me a few minutes before my breathing returns to normal.

I lay in bed, thinking of how I just masturbated to the thought of my boss's husband fucking me.

How will I face either them at work again?

I should feel guilty, and a small part of me does feel guilty, but a bigger part of me remains unsatisfied.

I walk into the office with newfound confidence. My hair hangs loose, and I wear a tight black skirt that shapes my hips, with a tank top that gives me breasts an extra lift.

I stand and watch as Sam walks passed.

"Hello, Sam," I greet.

Sam lifts his hand and walks past as if I were a complete stranger or someone he didn’t try to make a move on last night. He didn't even bother making eye contact.

Seriously? What the fuck?

Perhaps everything was all in my head? I could have sworn he wanted nothing more than to undress me in Sydney's office and fuck me on the spot and today he seems so cold?

Asshole, I think while watching him walk away.

I try not to let that get to me. I look better than I have since my Prom dance.

"Oh, wow!" Sydney comments as I walk into the office. "Look at you!"

I blush awkwardly as I made my way to my desk.

"You look stunning Zara! My God, I better keep you away from my husband today," she teases.

Guilt floods over me at the mention of her husband.

Sam would have to be one of those fantasies that stay in my head. I know I could never actually do anything about it. Firstly, Sydney would be devastated, but also, I still need this job.

Besides, I have always considered myself to be somewhat of a good girl. Stealing another women's husbands is not something I would ever think I would even have considered.

"Look, Zara, I think you did a great job with filing all my documents yesterday," Sydney tells me.

"Um... Sydney, I must be honest with you. I messed up."

"Oh, don't worry about the spilled coffee. If anything, that was my fault. I overworked you on your first day," Sydney comforts me.

"Today, I'm going to need you to assist Sam with some of his paperwork, Sydney tells me.

I swallow hard at the mention of his name.

"Is that okay?" Sydney asks after I fail to respond.

"Yes, that...err...should not be a problem at all."

"I need to head out to the shops; I'll be back later. Let me show you to his office," Sydney tells me.

My heart beats violently in my chest as we walk towards his office. I don't need any introduction to this office. This was where I caught them fucking last night, after-all.

"Hey, I have Zara with me. She agreed to help you out for today," Sydney says to Sam as we walk in.

After swallowing hard, I speak, softer than anticipated. "Hi, Sam."

Sam continues typing at his laptop, barely making any acknowledgment of my existence.

"I mean, hi Sir."

This sparks his attention as he lifts his head from his laptop and lets out a devious grin.

"Come on in," he smiles.

With Sydney out of the building, shopping somewhere, Sam finally turns to me. "So, what would you like to do today?"

"Well, I thought you would have to tell me that, sir?"

"Oh, I don't think you want to know what's on my mind," he smirks.

"Maybe I would," I respond with an unexpected cockiness. I felt so naughty and pleased with myself as the words escaped my mouth.

Sam, who's dressed in another white vest walks towards and leans in on me, close enough for me to feel his body warmth. Shivers run down my spine as I feel his warm breath on my neck. "Are you sure you want to know?"

I swallow hard, before opening my mouth to respond. "Yes," I reply. "Sir," I add, quickly.

Sam stares at me intently. His piercing eyes look at me up and down. I can tell it's a look of lust as he eyes fixate on my breast for long enough to consider it unprofessional.

"Firstly, is this how you come dressed for work?" He asks. My knees almost give in as he runs his fingers against the skin on my thighs.

"I thought I would look try looking good for work today," I respond.

He smiles in acknowledgment and walks away.

"Still not sure what we're doing today?" Sam asks.

"I... I think I may have an-"

My sentence is cut short as he lifts me up and places me on his desk. I sit back on the desk, staring at the bad boy with fear filled eyes. Sam grabs my head, pulling me forward to meet his lips.

"Hehehe," I giggle as he pulls me in.

For fuck's sake! I really need to learn to control this giggling habit.

My giggling doesn't stop him from pulling me in loser towards his lips.

The first peck on his lips sends me to the moon. Excitement rush through my blood as he leans in again, this time with his mouth slightly opened.

I close my eyes and welcome him inside my mouth. His grip on me is strong and firm.

Our tongues dance inside each other sensually, and I feel the excitement spread throughout my body and landing in between my legs.

The smell of his cologne sends me into a blissful high as he runs his fingers through my hair and we continue to kiss passionately.

Sam's strong fingers snaked their way behind my back, filling me with goosebumps.

"Wait. I can't do this," I say while breaking away from his mouth. "This is not right!"

"What about it is not right?" Sam asks.

"This...whatever this is. It's just not right. You're a married man and I quite like your wife and, she's my boss."

As I pull back, Sam gives me a long and hard stare with his intimidating eyes. Pulling myself away from this hunk was harder than I expected.

"Would it help if his wife approves?"

Sydney stands at the door of Sam's office with a devilish grin on her face...
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"I... I’m so sorry!" I begin mumbling.

"Shhhh... It's perfectly okay. Trust me, I've seen what my husband looks like. I don't blame you for wanting your share," Sydney smiles seductively.

My heart thumps inside my chest as Sydney walks over towards me.

Sam's office fills with sounds of her heels clicking as she approaches me. Even Sam stepped out of her way as she approached us. Her hips sway effortless, and her breasts bounce gently with every step she takes.

I swallow hard as she towers over me in her high heels.

My mind races for a million things to say.

How do I even begin to apologize?

How long has she been standing by the door?

Holy crap, is my job still safe?

I stare into Sydney's breasts. Not because they are perhaps the most perfect set of tits I have ever seen, but mostly because I have never been so ashamed of myself before. After making a move with her husband, it has become even harder to look her in the eyes.

"Zara. Please, stop stressing," Sydney comforts me. "As I said, I would enjoy watching Sam shove his cock deep inside you."

Sydney paused for a second, before turning back to me. "I only have one concern," she says softly.

I look at slowly, and for the first time, my eyes meet hers. "A concern?" I ask.

"My only concern is that you wouldn't be able to handle that huge cock of his."

My pussy pulsates as she says huge.

"You see, I always thought I'd be happy with just good ol' fashioned missionary sex until Sam helped me discover my inner lusty desires." Sydney begins twirling her hair through her fingers. I try focusing on her every word, but I struggle to keep my eyes off from her perfect tits protruding through her bra.

"It turns out there is a very dirty girl inside me," Sydney says while lifting my chin. "Something tells me there is a very dirty girl inside you as well." I watch as a devilish grin forms on her face.

I open my mouth to speak, but Sydney cuts me off.

"I only have one rule."

I swallow hard, before responding. "And that is?"

"That I can watch as he plunges his cock in and out of tight your pussy," Sydney says while her eyes traced over my body.

A familiar wetness forms around my pussy after hearing Sydney speak so dirty.

I can't believe I'm considering fucking a married man. Worse yet, I'm considering fucking a married man, while his wife watches. I smiled desperately as Sydney walks closer towards me. She's close even for me to feel her body heat.

"Oh," I yelped as Sydney cupped her hands over my pussy. I wanted Sam all this time, but for the first time, I considered having my way with Sydney.

Sydney leans in closer until her lips meet mine. Sam lets out of a growl in appreciation, sending a shudder throughout my body. Sydney's perfume intoxicates me as she slips her tongue inside my mouth, skilfully having her way inside my mouth.

My heart raced on as Sydney slipped her hands behind my back. Her hands continued to snake its way down until she reached my ass. I may not have as perfect of an ass as Sydney, but with all the squats I do in the gym, I have a pretty decent bubble butt.

Sydney squeezed on my ass cheeks as we continued our deep, passionate kiss. From this moment, I knew I was in for the ride of my life.

My pussy quivers, longing for attention. As each moment passes, I want Sam's cock in me more and more.

My wildest fantasy was coming to life, and I got more than I expected. As Sydney continues squeezing on my ass, I close my eyes and give in to the ecstasy as my hand greedily works its way to her ass.

Through the fabric of my top, Sydney touches my waist in a way I have never been touched before, filling my body with goosebumps.

Sydney breaks our kiss and stares at me with a look of lust as she grabs on the ends of my tank top and slowly pulls this over my head. I lift my hands in the air as she pulls my top over my head.

"Oh wow, I think you would appreciate these?" Sydney turns to Sam while grabbing on my youthful tits.

I turn my head to look at Sam and notice him removing his vest, revealing the most chiseled

6-pack I have ever seen. Deep lines define his abs, with a small trail of well-groomed hair leading down towards his groin.

"Oh," I moaned as Sydney runs her fingers against my tits until eventually cupping each breast under her hands.

Sydney sinks her mouth into the folds of my neck and shoulders, and my head falls back with my lips parted. She danced her tongue over my skin as she squeezed tighter on my tits.

Sydney snakes her tongue up my neck, towards my ears, before whispering in my ear. "Wait until I work my tongue inside that sweet pussy of yours." This sent shivers down my spine, echoing in my wet cunt.

Sydney moved one hand behind my back and skilfully lifted my bra straps, freeing my tits.

"Oh, fuck!" I groaned as Sydney lowered her mouth over my nipples, before taking each bud between her lips. With my eyes closed with pleasure, I pant heavily as she gently nibbles on my nipples while her hands work their way lower towards my aching cunt.

Sam sits in the chair, behind his desk and watches as his beautiful wife has her way with me. In the corner of my eye, I watch him lift the buckle on his belt. My knees fall weak as Sydney begins pressing on my pussy against the fabric of my tight skirt. I can feel the heat of her hands on my pussy, through the fabric of my skirt.

"I bet she has the most perfect young pussy?" Sam says, remaining seated in his chair.

"Let's find out, shall we?" Sydney responds and shoots a devilish smirk towards her husband.

Sydney lowered my skirt, and I feel the coolness of the air brushing against my wet pussy. She wasted little time to lower my panties and dropped both items to my ankles.

Obediently, I stepped out of my skirt and panties, getting rid of them with a swift kick. I watch as a smile forms on Sam's face. Sydney grabbed me by the hand and led me towards Sam's large office desk.

I look up with excited hesitation as Sam stands and lowers his jeans, pulling them down to his legs. As Sydney runs her fingers up my thighs, I struggle to focus as I stare at Sam with great anticipation.

I breathe in, with my lips parted, as Sydney places her tongue on my thigh and slowly starts licking her way up to my throbbing cunt.

With his jeans removed, Sam grabs on his brief, pulling them down.

"Holy shit," I gasp as I catch my first glimpse of his cock. As Sydney continues her path towards my aching, wet cunt, Sam's big cock grows, expanding before my eyes.

"Oh!" I yelp as Sydney finds my entrance. I fall back, landing on Sam's table as Sydney finds my clit with her tongue. My wet pussy tightened as Sydney slipped her tongue into my entrance, licking up my juices as she made her way inside me. My face flushed with pleasure as she stretched my lips open, sliding deeper inside me.

The consuming pleasure becomes overwhelming, causing me to lean back on the desk, resting my back on the cold wood of the desk. I run my hands through my hair and pant heavily as Sydney continues ravishing my flesh. With her tongue circling on my clit, I moan out loud as she slipped her finger inside me.

For a moment, I forgot Sam is in the room with us.

I feel the table vibrate and open my eyes to find Sam climbing on the table and watch anxiously as his cock draws nearer to my face.

While Sydney continues to ravish my soaking cunt, Sam slaps his huge cock on my mouth.

Sydney lifts herself from my mouth and smiles at me. "You want that huge cock?"

I struggle to catch my breath and mutter a soft, "Yes."

"Louder! I can't hear you!" Sydney demands while cupping my cunt with her hand.

"I want that huge cock!" I scream.

"Good girl," Sydney smirks before returning her tongue to my pussy.

Sam continues to slap his huge cock on my mouth. His dick is fully erect, and the size is intimidating as it is exciting.

Sam throws his legs over my head. With Sydney eating out my pussy and Sam's cock in my face, I feel suffocated, but I wouldn't have it any other way. He grabs hold of his cock from its base, and I open my mouth, as I take in his head. "Fuck!" he groans with pleasure as I take his head in my mouth.

Sam's breathing grows heavy with every inch I take in my mouth. The taste of his pre-cum arouses me and leaves my pussy craving his cum inside me.

Sam wasted little time to shove his cock deeper into me as he thrust forward, stretching the insides of my mouth. Sam continue rocking his pelvis forward in and out of my mouth, only stopping when I gagged.

"Yeah! That's it! Take in that huge cock!" Sydney cheered. With Sam's cock filled inside my mouth, I moan in a muffle as Sydney gently slaps her hand on my pussy.

I feel the veins on Sam's cock throb inside my mouth, and I realize I finally get to experience what Sydney is lucky enough to have every other day.

Sam pulls his cock out of my mouth. "Fuck! You're going to make me cum!"

I look at the huge cock, covered with my saliva and grin naughtily, feeling pleased with myself for having taken such a huge cock inside my mouth.

My cunt desperately wants this huge cock inside me, but first, I need to see Sydney squirming with pleasure as I go down on her.

While regaining breath, I lift my naked body off the table. With a newfound sense of cocky confidence, I turn to Sydney and push her against the desk.

I pull down on Sydney's skirt and push her against the desk. My hormones work in overdrive as I take in the smell of her sweet pussy.

Pulling her sexy red, lacy panties down, I stare at her pussy in awe.

It was hard to imagine just yesterday; this pussy was stretched by the biggest cock I have ever seen.

I waste little time as I lean in on her and extend my tongue forward towards her sweet cunt. Her juices glazes on her cleanly shaven pussy. I hold onto Sydney's velvet thighs as I suck up her juices.

"Oh, fuck!" Sydney screams at my tongue. Bent over, I look up at Sydney with a smile on my face, before I continue my relentless torture with her pussy.

While licking out Sydney's cunt, my eyes widen with fear.

Sam stands behind me and grabs onto my thighs. His thick cock pressed against my cunt.

I turn back to look at Sam desperately, but it's too late.

"Oh fuck!"
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"Oh Fuck!" I screamed.

"Shhhh," Sam whispered from behind me as his cock continued to spread my lips open. I breathe heavily into Sydney's cunt as Sam continues to plunge an inch deeper inside my cunt.

He allowed me to get used to the feel of him inside me, before thrusting in another inch.

My eyes squeezed tight, and the smell of Sydney's sweet cunt filled my sense with every sharp breath I took in.

I realize Sam shoved his raw cock into my tight hole, but there was no stopping him now.

Finally, I let out a sigh of relief, only once he was balls deep inside me.

He barely allowed me time to get used to the feel of his cock inside me when he pulled out his cock and plunged in again. The second time was rougher than the first.

He pulled out his cock and slammed it back into my tight cunt as he groaned with pleasure.

I continue panting heavily as his fucked my raw pussy and ran his strong hands all over my back. The sounds of his balls slapping on my cunt filled the room as Sydney took a finger to her cunt, sliding her finger against her aching cunt.

Once I became used to the size of his large cock, my pain was soon replaced with blissful pleasure, and I pulled my hands back, placing them on his hips. He followed cue and started ramming hard into my pussy. With every thrust inside me, my walls quivered with pleasure.

My head rolls back, unable to hold myself for much longer. My legs become weak, and Sam noticed this as he holds up my thighs while continue to plunge in and out of my longing cunt.

"Oh, OH FUCK!" Sam groaned with pleasure. His cock swelled inside my pussy, and I feel his veins throb against the flesh of my pussy.

His grip on my sides tightened, but I could tell he was trying to hold back for just a few more seconds.

Sam snaked his hands down my front until he found my pussy. It doesn't take him long to find my nub.

Between his thick fingers and his huge cock, I couldn't control myself any longer.

My back arched and my entire body was filled with an orgasm that shot uncontrollable ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

In the midst of my orgasm, I feel Sam's cock twitch and thrust harder into me, until he exploded inside my cunt, shooting his seed against my flesh.

While coming inside me, I clenched on his thick cock, sending him to the moon.

Six thick squirts later and Sam collapsed onto my back, while careful not to crush me. We were reduced to nothing but connected heartbeats and sharp, erratic breath.

I look up at Sydney, in search of approval. My boss looks pleased.

"It's time to get back to work," Sydney tells me, jokingly.

I could barely walk the following day. Sam left me with soreness that was pleasant as it was sore. I welcome the sensation as a beautiful reminder of how good Sam fucked me.

Whenever I walked passed Sam, a devilish grin forms on my face, although I never allowed him to witness it. I would never look at this office the same way, not after having the best sex I've had.

I knew if I knocked on the door the following day, that would just make me look easy and desperate. So, I played it cool.

For the next few days, I smiled at Sam, without giving him too much acknowledgment.

Soon enough, my longing pussy couldn't handle it any longer. Sam had awoken something inside me that demanded more.

"Zara?" Sam smiled. "Can I help you?"

I lift my eyes slowly at Sam, before responding. "I think you can."

"How may I help?" Sam asks, a smirk forming on his face.

" Do you have any overtime for me?"


PART SEVEN

HIDDEN SCENES


INTRODUCTION


It’s almost as if he wanted me to find them…

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

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

Lately, he has become more and more sloppy.

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

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

If only he knew. We want the same thing…
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Meet my best friend, Megan Sparkle.

Megan is beautiful, with pitch black hair, a tiny waist, and the world’s most perfect size D rack.

Megan and I started our little friendship when we were back in high school. I say little friendship because, in my mind, we were always more than just friends.

I’ve Fantasized about Megan since we were in High School. We went to a Catholic all-girls school, so there weren’t any guys around to drool all over her. That didn’t stop her from pulling her skirt up to her navel and walking around with the shortest skirt in school.

I remember whenever she bent over, my legs would stiffen at the sight of her red panties. She always wore red panties.

We’re now both 32, and not much has changed.

We’re still friends, she’s still fucking hot, and she still makes my pussy wet.

I guess you could say I’m the boring friend.

I left school, found a job and got married to Mark. Don’t get me wrong; I love him to bits. Mark is every women’s fantasy, and he fucks me good. I just sometimes wished my life was half as exciting as Megan’s.

Megan’s a porn star.

Yeah, she fucks for a living. Whenever we were in public, she would always tell me about her latest movie. It’s almost as if she knows I want nothing more than to taste her warm pussy.

Sometimes, I zone out while she’s speaking, and I picture the scenes in my head. With her black hair landing delicately on her perfect tits as she rides some stud.

Mostly, I get carried away and forcefully snap myself back into reality before she suspects anything.

I’ll never forget the day we sat at the local ice-cream shop, and she told me about one of her scenes.

“So, I started kissing her. Fuck me was she hot,” she tells me.

Her words drown out in my head as she speaks. I can’t help but let her sweet voice carry me away and whisk me into a world of wonder.

“Samantha!” Megan calls out.

Suddenly, I remembered I’m still in company. “Oh, hey… sorry,” I respond.

“Does it make you feel uncomfortable when I speak about sex?”

“Oh, no! Please…go on,” okay, that came out a little more desperate than intended.

With my focus entirely back on Megan, she tells me the story of how she was supposed to have a lesbian only scene. Her co-star’s pussy was amazing; she couldn’t help but want to see something spread those lips, something other than her fingers and tongue.

To the surprise of the cameraman, she got down on her knees, grabbed his cock and started sucking him off, until eventually she grabbed the camera and recorded him fucking her co-star.

I listen as she tells me this story.

What she doesn’t know is that this story is nothing new for me. Both my husband and I have gotten off on this.

I get wet every time I open my husband’s cupboard and see her face on the cover of Lesbian Fantasies.
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Once I head back home, I throw myself on my bed and think about Megan.

My god, I feel obsessed.

Sometimes, I get the feeling she knows. But, if she knew, why hasn’t she said anything? Megan is the last person that would bite her tongue. Maybe she knows but hasn’t tried anything with me because she finds me boring?

Fuck, I wouldn’t blame her. I am rather boring.

She has always been a bit bossy.

I like that about her.

The thought of her bossing me around in the bedroom drives me wild.

Thoughts of Megan fill my head again, and I can’t help but move my hand down my belly. My back stiffens as my hand touches my warm, wet pussy.

More thoughts enter my head. With my hands tied, Megan goes down on me, gently massaging my wet clit with her tongue.

I begin to moan at the thought of her having her way with me as I circle my finger against my longing pussy.

With Megan’s tongue inside me, I picture Mark walking in. More fantasies enter my head. She throws Mark on the bed next to me, whips his cock out and starts riding him like hell.

She rides on his thick cock until he explodes and cums inside her. With her cunt filled with my husband’s cum, I go down on her and suck it out.

“Oh! Yes! Fuck!” I shout out loud. My whole body vibrates. “Fuck!” I scream as my whole body stiffens up before falling into a state of utter ecstasy.

“Samantha, you home?”

What the fuck, I think to myself. What’s Megan doing here?

“Er, I’m coming!” I call out.

“Yeah, you are!” She responds laughing.

Fuck my life. Did she hear me? I am pretty sure I shouted out her name while cumming. I quickly pull up my panties and my tight pink sweatpants before looking in the mirror to make sure I don’t look too flustered.

“Hey,” I call out, walking down the stairs as if I didn’t just picture her fucking my husband. A part of me is shy; the other part wishes she walked into the room and caught me in the act.

“I heard odd some noises, so I thought I’d rather not disturb,” Megan teases.

Fuck, she heard me.

I try thinking of something to say, anything that will help me not feel so ashamed right now. Before I could speak, she interrupted me. “Listen, what are you doing later tonight?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Mark’s coming home late; he has a work function. I’ll probably just catch up on some reading.”

“I don’t think so,” she tells me with that usual naughty look in her eye. “You’re coming over to my place for supper tonight.”

“Er…” I begin responding, feeling myself blush,”

“See you at 7,” she confirms and walks towards the door.

“Oh, and you have a little something on your pants.” As she walks out, she brushes her hand against the wet spot on my pink shorts.
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“Hey, baby. Just wanted to check in on you and see what time you’ll be home tonight.”

“I won’t be out late,” Mark responds.

“Okay, I’ll see you later.”

“Love you,” he adds. I don’t respond. Instead, I just hang up the phone.

A part of me can’t help but feel guilty.

I may be naïve, but I think I know what Megan has planned for us tonight. Maybe I wasn’t as discrete as I’ve always imagined myself to be.

Okay, Sam, calm down. It’s probably nothing. I try convincing myself nothing will happen tonight, but I know that’s not true. I don’t want that to be true.

Blood red.

That’s the color of the lipstick I’m wearing tonight. If anything does happen, I want to leave my mark.

My thoughts race back to Mark.

What if he finds out?

Will he be mad?

Will he think I cheated on him?

Would he be upset he wasn’t invited? After all, he regularly jerks off on the image of my best friend getting screwed in Lesbian Fantasies.

For a few seconds, I consider asking Mark if he wants to come for supper at Megan’s place tonight.

I wonder how we would react to such an invitation. I wonder if he would feel comfortable fucking her in front of me.

Mark is a surgeon. A plastic surgeon. But, there’s nothing plastic about him. Whenever I ride him, I rub my hands against his chiseled abs and find myself wondering how he is so chiseled.

Whenever he fucks me, he always has this look in his eye. It’s a look that shouts; I’m going to fuck you till you scream.

No, there’s nothing plastic about him. He’s as real as they come. Except maybe his cock. I’ve always wondered if that was real because I have never seen a bigger cock elsewhere.

There’s no way it can be normal for a man to have such a huge tool. When he fucks me, I can feel the veins of his uncut cock vibrate inside my pussy.

When we first fucked, it hurt like hell. Bit of a rough fucker.

Now, I love the feeling of him being inside me.

Right now, I picture those veins pulsate inside Megan.

Fuck it; I’m inviting him.

“Hey, babe. Listen, I’m having supper over at Megan’s place tonight, and she asked if you’d like to join?” I lied.

After a few moments of silence, Mark responds. “Babe, I told you. I already have plans.”

Oh well. He can’t say I never invited him.

Okay, Sam, you need to play it cool. I was planning on wearing my red mini-skirt that barely covers my black lingerie, but that would make it too obvious. Perhaps even on the desperate side.

I remind myself there is a possibility that we are just having supper. I would look like the world’s biggest retard if I were to rock up in fishnet stockings, looking like the world’s cheapest slut, and Megan welcomes me in pajamas and meatloaf.

In the end, I decided to keep my mini skirt and black lingerie. But, I covered with a black trench coat and boots. Yeah, THIS does not scream slut at all.

I left Mark a note on the dining room table before setting off to Megan’s place.

Hey babe,

I’ve headed off to Megan’s place for supper

I left your food in the microwave,

Xoxo,

Sammy
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My heart starts beating faster as I enter Megan’s driveway.

Shit, was I supposed to bring something, like wine maybe? With everything going on in my head, I have completely lost my manners. Okay, let me get back home and get a nice bottle of chardonnay.

“We’ve been expecting you!”

Megan startles me as I tried getting back in my car.

“Hey Megs. Yeah, I forgot something at home, I’ll be real quick,” I tell her.

“Rubbish, what did you forget?”

“Oh, I wanted to get us a bottle of wine.” That’s when it hit me. “Wait, who’s we?”

Megan approaches me wearing a gown I would never have pictured her in. Her gown looks well-worn and very old-fashioned. She looks a little too comfy.

Shit, I had this all wrong. We are just having supper.

I tighten my trench coat belt and follow her inside. Not so much follow. More like, she grabs my hand and pulls me inside.

As we enter her house, Megan drops her gown to the ground and grabs hold of my hand again.

At this point, I hear my heart beating through my chest.

Megan wore a red G-string and a sexy bra, holding up her beautiful tits. I looked at the string of her G-string from behind her, leading up to that glorious pussy.

“Some wine?” She offered as we entered her kitchen.

“Um, yeah. Sure.”

Dear lord. I’ve never really paid attention to her feet. She has the sexiest feet I have ever seen in a woman. Her red nail-polish matches her underwear. I know it may sound weird, but I can’t help but want to suck her toes.

Fuck me sideways. Megan bends down to grab a bottle of wine next to me. While slowing coming back up, I catch a full view of her tits. She bites her bottom lip while staring into my eyes before whipping her hair back.

I feel my pussy pulsate and my legs start going weak.

“Aren’t you having any wine?” I ask her.

“Of course I’m having wine. You don’t think you get to have all the fun by yourself, do you?”

“Hahaha, thanks,” I tell her while grabbing hold of the wine glass, but she playfully pulls the wine glass back. “Not like that you don’t. First, let’s get you a little more comfortable.” Megan stands behind and presses her body against mine. I feel her soft breasts rest on my back.

“Relax,” she whispers into my ear while slowly loosening my trench coat belt.

I try my best to control my breathing, but it’s not working. With Megan standing behind me, a part of me wishes she could fuck me right here.

With a soft thud, my trench coat falls to the ground, and I softly moan.

Megan, still behind me, places her hand under my top.

“Oh, shit,” I say softly as her soft hands tickly my belly and work their way up to my breasts. The escaped my mouth. What I meant was, fuck yes!

“Shhhh,” she whispers.

Megan slowly pulls my top off, and I oblige, lifting my arms in the air as she does so.

“Time for my drink,” she whispers and pushes me against her marble kitchen counter. Grabbing my glass of wine, she slowly pours a few drops over my tits. The cold wine catches me off guard, and I moan with the touch of chardonnay touching my breasts and slowly running down my stomach, fast approaching my longing pussy.

Holding my arms back she starts licking my tits. Her tongue feels warm and inviting. With my head thrown back, I let this wave of euphoria take over my body.

Her lips reach mine, while her hands slowly enter my panties. Oh my fuck, if she doesn’t stop I’m going to cum any second now.

“Oh fuck!” I scream as her finger circles around my wet clit. All this time, I’m being held back by this sexy woman. It feels so wrong, yet so good.

Moving her tongue away from my mouth, her tongue travels to my ear, sending shivers down my spine. “We have company,” she whispers.

“Um…”

“Shhhh… relax,” Megan whispers in my ear.

Mark stands in nothing but his Calvin Klein brief, holding a camera. I can see his huge cock sticking out from under his underwear. Oh, my God, they planned this!

I want to say something until Megan slips her finger in my clit. “Oh, fuck!”

My leg starts shaking violently. I move my gaze over to my husband. While sticking her finger in my wet cunt, she’s on her knees sucking his rock-hard cock.

“Your turn,” she tells Mark and grabs the video camera. “She’s been really, really bad,” I hear her whisper in his ear.

I just stand there. A part of me is petrified of the look in his eyes and another part finds it so tempting.

Megan stands there holding the camera and the thought of having my husband fuck me makes me hot. I’ve been boiling up until this point; nothing would get me off better than him sticking it in me.

“Is it true? Have you been bad?” Mark asks me while grabbing hold of my ass. Fuck I want him so bad right now.

“Yeah,” I moan.

“How bad,” he replies while picking me up, forcing me to wrap my arms around him.

“Oh, fuck me!” I scream. I can feel his cock rub against my wet pussy and want nothing more than for him to shove it in me.

My pussy pulses with desire. Holding onto Mark with my left arm, I grabbed his throbbing cock in my hand and guided it to my yearning cunt.

I couldn’t help but moan as I felt his head parting my lips and slowly entering me.

I threw my head back as I felt his shaft disappear into me and as he slowly started fucking me.

It always hurts when he first shoves it in me. But, it hurts so good.

I can feel the veins of his cock vibrate inside me. He starts off slow and then starts fucking me furiously!

“Fuck, fuck, fuck! I’m going to cum,” I scream. Once Mark heard this, he fucked me harder than I’ve ever been fucked before. I could hear the sounds of his balls banging against my cunt.

“Ahhhh,” Mark screams, and I feel his body stiffen while holding my shaking body.

With a scream of ecstasy, he places me on the kitchen counter, kissing me while slowly releasing his cock from my pussy.

A tail of his cum falls out my cunt, and I can’t help but smile.

“Fuck me, for a second I forgot you were there,” I said to Megan once I managed to catch my breath.

“Yeah, and boy did I love watching you.”

I find myself blushing. Not in a million years would I have imagined Megan Sparkle record me getting fucked by my husband.

“Here, add this to your collection,” Megan says while handing me a USB.

I have never felt this sexy before in my life. My whole life was spent watching my best friend, Megan Sparkle. Longing to live her crazy, sex filed life for a day.

Who would have thought, I would one day make my own movie?

Now, where’s that camera? I can’t wait to use it again…


PART EIGHT

DREAMS COME TRUE


INTRODUCTION


I’ve lived a reserved life.

Scratch that, reserved is an understatement. My life sucks.

Most days consisted of me going to work and coming back home; lucky if I even made contact with my colleagues.

I wouldn’t bother cooking on most days. Most nights, I would head off to bed starving. Before heading off to my room, I feed Tinkerbell, my Persian pussy, and read.

Don’t get any ideas, Tinkerbell is my cat.

The only thing I fed my pussy was my finger.

That’s the only thing it’s been fed in months.

Yeah, I live a pretty boring life. Well, I used to live a boring life.

All of that changed once I met Lucy Stutterford.

Lucy and that hunky husband of hers…
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“Hey, how much are these?” The world’s most stunning redhead asks me while holding a tray of eggs in her hand.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know,” I respond. I could have told her I don’t work at Value-mart, but I wanted this conversation to go on for just a few seconds longer.

“Oh, sorry. Eggs aren’t quite your thing?” As she says this, she bites her bottom lip.

Dear lord, is she hitting on me? I struggle to find a response. Instead, I stare at her with a silly grin.

“My name is Lucy.” She says this while reaching in for a hug.

The hug went on longer than I expected. Wait, who am I kidding. I never expected a hug from anyone today. I especially did not expect one from a woman that looks like she should be running for the next Ms. Universe.

“I don’t know the price of eggs,” I tell her truthfully. “But, I heard the vanilla cake’s going for a giveaway.” Fuck, did I honestly just say that?

Lucy releases from her warm embrace. Her warm breath on my neck tickled as she retreated.

Before she walked away, she slipped something into my pocket.
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As soon as I get home, I drop my bags on the kitchen counter before grabbing the card Lucy left in my pocket. A business card? Really?

The business card had her name, her contact number and … ‘Dreams come true.’ The name of her business is Dreams come true?

Dreams come true.

I can’t help but have naughty thoughts with a name like that!

Suddenly, a thought crosses my mind; I didn’t tell her my name!

After a few moments of contemplation, I decided to call her.

“Hello?” Fuck me, just hearing her voice again leaves me breathless.

“Um, hey…”

“Oh, it’s you! I’m so glad you called! I was hoping you would.”

“Jessica. Jessica Heart. You can call me Jess.” I’m not sure what it is, but there’s something about Lucy that makes me feel secure. Dare I say, cocky?

“Say, Jess, how’s your Friday looking?”

“I don’t have any plans,” I confess.

“Good, then I’m coming over to your place. Seven fine? Message me your address, will you?”

“Wow, doesn’t sound like I have much of an option,” I respond, quickly regretting it afterward.

“Not unless you don’t want me over?” I can just picture her hazel brown eyes, luring me in as she says this.

“It’s a date.”

I’ve always read books about one chick liking another. I never really understood it. Not until I met Lucy. If I were a man, I would probably cum before I could even stick my dick in her. I never really got a good look at her. I was too pre-occupied with those eyes that screamed touch me. But I had a look at her ass as she left. Boy, what a perfect ass she has on her.

I can’t help but picture Lucy getting fucked, and the thought drives me wild.

“Jess, what the fuck?” I ask out loud. I’ve never had such thoughts before, and I have no idea where this is all coming from.

“You need to calm down.”
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Ijust got out of the shower; Lucy should be here in the next 30 minutes or so.

Walking around naked, I catch a glimpse of my naked body in the mirror. It’s been a while since I’ve seen myself in the nude. Running my hands through my black hair, I stare at my image in admiration. You’re not too bad yourself.

I decide to put on cream in front of the mirror today. With my legs on the stool, I gently massage body lotion into my skin until I get close to my cunt.

I am so horny. I want to touch myself so bad, but I resist.

The sound of the door-bell filled my flat. “Coming!” Before opening the door, I touch up on my lipstick.

“Hey. Come on in,” I say to Lucy who stands at the door with a bottle of wine. A woman after my own heart.

“Look at you, you look great!” She tells me, before pecking me on the cheek.

The peck catches me off-guard, but I simply smiled while closing the door.

I’ve figured out what attracts me to Lucy. There is something strangely mysterious about her. Something that screams gives me more.

After our second glass of wine and with the banter out of the way, Lucy starts revealing herself more.

“You wanna hear the story of how I fucked my husband’s brother?” She asks suddenly.

“Er… yeah, okay.” I try to sound calm, but the crackle in my voice gave it away.

Lucy then goes on to tell me about how she met her husband’s brother at a wedding. ‘I want your brother in me,’ she whispered in his ear at the reception.

Matthew, her husband, left her at the party that night. He told her, he’ll catch her back at the hotel room.

When Lucy got back to the hotel room, she walked in on her naked husband and his brother. The husband had a camera in his hand and his brother, well he was blindfolded and tied up the bed.

Lucy then took off her top and panties and crawled up to him, until she had her husband’s brother’s cock in her hand. She sucked his cock, while the brother moaned hard. When she was ready, she removed the blindfold and sat on his dick.

“Let me tell you one thing, having a big dick seems to run in the family.”

I sit there listening to Lucy, and all I could think was I wish I was that brother. I wish she would suck me off the way she did him.

I sit on the same couch as Lucy, and I can’t help but spread my legs open. She understood exactly what I wanted. I could tell by the grim on her face.

She leans over, and I have a full view of her perfect tits.

Slowly, while biting her bottom lip, she moves her lips to my ear before whispering, “more wine?”

“Yeah…” I respond. My response sounded more like a moan.

Fuck, it looks like I’m dealing with a tease.

“You know… I think you might like Matt,” she shouts from the kitchen.

“Yeah, okay,” I call out. I couldn’t wait any longer, and at this stage, I have my hand under my panty, rubbing on my wet pussy.

“Oh, you’re a naughty one?” Lucy teases as she walks back in with the wine.

“That depends,” I tell her.

“On?”

“Whether you like naughty or not.” I try not to make any eye contact with Lucy, but from the corner of my eye, I can tell she’s smiling.

After placing the glass of wine on the stool next to me, she leans over and whispers, “Oh, I like a LOT of things.” I am sure I just squirted after hearing that.

Lucy stares at me. It’s a stare I’ve never had before. It’s a stare that shouts; I want you so bad.

She leans over, and I feel the tip of her tongue touch the sides of my neck. Lucy slowly moves her tongue towards the back of my ears and gently starts nibbling on my earlobe. I’ve never had anyone caress my ears, but it feels so good.

I open my mouth readying myself to finally get a taste of her tongue as Lucy softly drags her tongue towards my mouth. Just when I thought she’s ready to stick her tongue in me, she grabs hold of my hair and pushes my head back.

With my head held back, I start huffing desperately as she moves that evil tongue of hers towards my breasts. I feel her right hand cupping my tits while she places her left hand on my cunt.

Lucy rubs against the fabric covering my wet pussy. I fall back and close my eyes and let her take complete control over me.

She lifts my skirt and slowly pulls down my pink lacy lingerie. I lift my blouse over my head and shove it aside.

With my yearning cunt staring her in the face, I can feel her breath on my pussy, and this drives me insane. I start moaning loud. My moans were so loud that it would have been justified if the neighbors called the cops.

“Suck me!” I scream.

“Oh fuck!” I shout again.

Lucy runs her long nails softly against my inner thigh, and I’m left shaking violently. This doesn’t seem to phase her, because she moves those fingers around my cunt.

“Fuck! Stick it in me,” I scream. I can’t handle the teasing anymore. I want her so bad right now.

Finally, I feel it.

Lucy’s warm tongue around my wanting slit. “Oh fuck, fuck!”

She sticks her tongue deep inside me and starts massaging my clit. I feel her tongue move up until she reaches my stomach and eventually my mouth.

She slowly sticks her tongue in my mouth, and our tongues gently massage each other.

“Time to go,” she whispers in my mouth.

What the fuck? If I could scream right now, I would.

My cunt yearns for more, but I don’t want to look desperate either.

“This was fun, we should do this again,” she says while grabbing her coat.

I struggle to stand, and my whole body still feels weak.

My pussy? Unsatisfied.
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Days go by, and I haven’t heard from Lucy. I can’t help but feel I might have come off too strong and that turned her away.

I sit and wonder if some of the stories she told me that night hold any truth. How could one person possibly be so carefree, so brave? So fucking sexy?

“Tinkerbell, what’s in your… Tinkerbell!” My cat stands in front of me with that business card in her mouth.

They say animals can tell what kind of mood you’re in the mood. Perhaps Tinkerbell knows I want more and this is his way of telling me to phone Lucy?

“Hi,”

“Hey, Jess. I wondered if you would call again?” Lucy responds.

“Well, why wouldn’t I?” I giggle.

“I had fun last Friday,” Lucy tells me.

“Yeah, it was fun.” Deep down, I feel like screaming at her for leaving me with a throbbing pussy.

“Matt asked if he can join next time?”

For the first time, Lucy has me speechless. Her husband knows about Friday? Wait, he wants to join us??? Not sure how else to respond, I eventually let out a soft, “Yeah, okay. That’s cool.”

“Good. Let’s do tonight; I’ll host.”

“Yeah, sure. Just um… just message me the details.”

What the actual fuck Jess? Did I agree to have sex with both Lucy, who I don’t know well and her husband, who I have never seen before?

At the end of the phone call, I touch my now wet pussy.

A wet pussy. That seems to be a constant lately.

I land with a thud as I throw myself on the couch. The same spot where Lucy had her tongue inside me.

Matthew.

From what I’ve heard, he sounds pretty good looking. I begin to visualize Lucy’s husband in my head. Let’s say; I hope he can live up to the expectations created in my head.

This is all happening so fast. It feels as if I’m going to wake up from a dream.

Just two weeks ago, I hated the thought of living my boring life. I wouldn’t even dare striking up a conversation with anyone other than my colleagues at work. Yet, I begged for someone I barely know to fuck me.

And now I’m going to fuck her and her husband…
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She did not tell me she lives in a freaking castle!

Okay, it’s not a castle, but this house is huge. I park my old Honda next to their Maserati.

Okay. Just be cool, I tell myself before getting out of the car.

Waiting at the front door was Lucy.

Wow, she does not play around, does she? Lucy stood in front of me with black high heels and a black lacy piece that barely covers her tits and pussy.

“Hey, I wondered if you would come?”

“Of course! Well, here I am.” Okay, that sounds a little desperate I think to myself.

Approaching Lucy, I take in the image of her standing by the door with that bright light directly under her. She is so hot; it should be a sin. Again, she greets me with her usual peck. This time, I was more prepared. I kissed back and aimed for her mouth.

“You have a beautiful house!”

“Thanks! Come on in.”

I walk inside this mansion of a house and can immediately tell everything is very expensive. Before I could stop myself, the words escape my mouth; “You have a beautiful house. What do you do?” Shit, Jess why are you so forward?!

“Follow me. I’ll show you,” Lucy tells me.

The clicks of our heels echo throughout the house. I glance over at the chandelier in her dining area and find myself giggling.

“So, here it is. This is what I do.”

I walk into the room, and my mouth drops to the floor. Is this what I think it is?

“Um, you’re in photography?” That’s not what I thought it was.

“No love. I’m in film.”

The room is massive and has a very Amsterdam-like feel to it. In the center of the room is four poster bed with handcuffs on each corner. A massive chandelier hangs directly above this bed. I also notice a couch and… it is a…Holy fuck!

Next to the couch stood an iron frame. Hanging in the center was black leather held up with chains. I see a slot for the feet and hands.

Lucy has a fucking sex sling in the middle of her house. I begin to wonder if I’ll get to use that sling tonight.

“You’re right! She is hot.”

Oh, my fuck. My entire body tensed up as I hear an unexpected husky voice. Within the second, I feel strong hands cupping my ass.

Fuck. He sounds hot. This must be Matthew.

Slowly turning around to face the man groping on my ass, the first thing I notice is his feet. Perhaps the sexiest feet I’ve ever since, with hard veins reaching down to his toes. He’s easily a size 11.

Moving my eyes up, I noticed he stood naked in front of me. Strong, toned legs lead up to the most beautiful uncut cock I have ever seen.

My eyes slowly move up until I see his face.

Both Lucy and Matthew have eyes that scream; I’m going to fuck you real good.

A square frame holds the hottest eyes I have ever seen. His hazel-green eyes are narrowed as he looks at me. Light stubble covers his chin, and I imagine this stumbling tickling my pussy.

“Hey,” I call out innocently.

He lets go of my ass and walks over to the couch.

“dreamscometrue.com”

“Excuse me?” I ask Lucy.

“The name of my business, Dreams come true.” That’s when it suddenly dawned on me. Dreams come true was on her business card.

Fuck, Lucy has her own porn site?

“Yeah! Keen to make yours come true?” Lucy asks this while positioning her camera.

“Oh, er. No, I’m fine, thank you!” What the fuck. Do they want to record us fucking?

“I tell you what. Why don’t we leave the camera running and in the end, you get to decide what to do with the footage?”

Lucy doesn’t waste any time.

With the camera still running, she grabs my hand and leads me to the bed in the center of the room. “Let’s get you a little more comfortable, shall me?” With that, she starts taking off my clothes.

I can’t tell if I’m as excited as I was when it was just her and I. Without the husband, without the camera. The thought of being recorded while having sex petrifies me.

But, maybe a small part of me wants it.

Today, Lucy doesn’t waste any time. She strips me naked. As she pulls off my panties, I’m reminded of what a tease she is.

Lucy runs her sharp nails softly against my thighs and slowly leans on me, with my legs wrapped around her, she goes straight for my mouth.

We start kissing so hard; you could hear our lips smack against each other. In the corner of my eye, I see Matthew stroking his dick. His cock doesn’t look uncut anymore. His head sticks out longing for attention.

Lucy is very dominating, and I like it.

I see Lucy signal Matthew and watch as he approaches. Fuck me; I’m wet.

While Matt approaches, Lucy moves that evil tongue of hers down my belly, slowly kissing my stomach as she goes down on me.

My pussy craves the taste of her tongue, and I start squirming, and she approaches my cunt.

Still, on my back, I feel her lift my legs straight in the air. I don’t know what she’s doing it, but I let her have her way with me.

With my legs held up in the air, she slowly starts rubbing my pussy lips with her tongue.

“OOOOH!” The walls of my pussy start shaking. This doesn’t stop Lucy as her licks slowly start entering me.

I feel Matthew’s strong touch on my left ankle. For a moment, I open my eyes once I heard the click. A few moments later, with both legs straight in the air, I see some contraption attached to both my legs. I can’t quite tell what it is as Lucy’s tongue inside my cunt makes my vision blurry.

“Oh, yes!” I moan.

My eyes open to Matthew’s rock-hard cock in my face. Fuck it’s huge!

Guiding his cock with his hand, he sticks it in my mouth. I can taste his pre-cum, and a part of me wants to swallow it. With his head in my mouth, I circle his head and rub my tongue against his opening.

I feel Matthew stiffening up as he moans with pleasure. Soon he grabs me by the head and fucks my mouth.

Lucy fucks my cunt with her tongue while I’m being fucked in my mouth with the fattest cock I’ve ever seen.

The pleasure feels unbearable, and I try closing my legs for a breather, but Lucy doesn’t allow it. Instead, she stops sucking my pussy, and I discover what is tied to my feet.

My legs are up in the air, spread out and in between them is a leather elastic strap. Lucy interrupts me sucking Matthew’s huge, veiny dick and places the strap behind my neck. I can’t close my legs because it’s being held back by my neck. Fuck I can picture my pussy out in the open, waiting for attention.

Now I’m laying on my back, with my legs stretched in the air and all I can think about is having Matthew shaft in me.

It’s like he read my mind!

I moan out loud as Matthew slaps his cock on my craving pussy.

Matthew slowly directs his huge tool in my wet cunt. The lips of my pussy vibrate with ecstasy as I feel his head enter me.

Slowly, he sticks it in deep, and I scream as my pussy is wrapped around his throbbing dick.

Pulling his cock out completely, he shoves it back into me. This painful pleasure leaves me moaning real loud.

I want to close my legs, but I can’t. Matthew fucks me hard until I whisper; “I’m going to cum.”

He starts fucking me hard. Deep, fast thrusts. In and out of me and then it happens. My entire body freezes up, and then the release hits me.

“Ah fuck!” Matthew shouts a few seconds later. He shakes all over me and then I feel it shoot deep inside of me.

My pussy is filled with his warm cum.

“Ooooh,” I moan. Lucy has her mouth at my cunt, sucking out Matt’s cum. I watch as she leans in on me and we exchange Matt’s sticky cum in our mouths.
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I’ll never forget that day for as long as live. Not that I’d need to.

Whenever I feel like reliving the memory, I simply check out the clip with the most hits on dreamscometrue.com

My life was boring until I met Lucy and she taught me that dreams really could come true…


PART NINE

CAUGHT ON CAMERA


INTRODUCTION


I just got a new job as the security manager for a large research corporation.

Great stuff, I get to work late hours at night. I work, while everyone else is asleep. Oh well, this is the life I chose.

This was supposed to be a quiet, relaxed job.

It was, for the first hour or so.

It was until I caught Dr. Smith fucking the intern and I couldn’t help but get jealous…
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Men.

Fuck, I hate them.

I guess you could consider me bitter, but do you blame me?

My dick of an ex-husband left for some dumb bimbo, that clearly just wanted his money.

According to him, I was boring and never wanted to give him what he wanted, and I mean, constantly wanted; sex.

In my defense, I tried. Most nights, I would just lay there and pretend to orgasm, but I really struggled, especially with that small dick of his.

With a dick that size, he really can’t afford only to want sex.

Okay, maybe I do sound a little bitter.

To be honest, it’s not so much his dick, but more that he was too soft on me. For fuck’s sake, I was never going to cum until he manned up.

It’s not that I’m off sex or men, it’s just that I haven’t come across one worth fucking lately.

I like my men good-looking and smart. Most men I meet only have one of these requirements.

I recently got a new job as the security manager for Seintech Laboratories.

Yeah, I’m the bossy kind. You may have guessed that by now.

I may be bossy, but even the bossiest woman is turned on by someone strong that can tame her.

I wish I could get this message across to all the men I’ve slept with.

“Okay, so this is where you’ll be spending most of your evenings,” my new boss, Mr. Martin tells me.

“Looks cozy,” I mock. The room feels cold. At this temperature, I will have a permanent nipple stand.

“Any questions, do you need anything?”

“No, I’m fine for now, thanks.”

This new asshole of a boss doesn’t even bother responding. Instead he simply walks off. I fling him a zap at him behind his back. One of my staff members caught sight of this and burst out into laughter. I smiled before closing the door to my new office, more-like control room.

In addition to the room being cold, it’s covered with monitors.

I’m the lucky bitch that gets to watch and make sure my guys aren’t falling asleep on the job.

Probably the easiest job you could find. The chances of people breaking into a lab are next to nothing. The only part that sucks is that I’d be working from 7 pm until 7 am every day.

There’s only so much staring at screens one can do. I’d have to find something else to keep myself occupied, or I might just fall asleep on the job myself.

I’m equipped with six screens that show footage of all the halls in the lab. In each lab, there are hidden cameras. Apparently, the shit in here is very expensive, so if anything does happen, we have it all recorded.

Few of us have access to these cameras.

Even more pointless than the main cameras, I think to myself while checking up on each lab.

I stop once I come across a lab with a man in a long coat. On the top of the screen, the words Dr. Mark Smith is written.

Since I have nothing else to do, I decide to zoom in to get a better look at the doctor.

Fuck! He’s hot!

Dr. Smith has a lean, strong build. Not overly muscular, but strong enough to kick your ass kind of look.

Large spectacles rest on his perfectly squared face, with short spiky, black hair that suggests he could have a wild side to him.

Those hands! He has big, strong hands with muscular veins that demand to be seen.

Judge a man not by the size of his foot, but by the veins on his hands and feet. I’ve found the bigger and stronger the hands, the harder the cock.

Finally, my kind of guy. Intelligent and sexy!

I can’t tell if it’s the cold or Dr. Martin that has my nipples standing.

Well, I am stuck in this little office all night. Might as well make the most of it.

“Listen, I’ve got a bit of work to do, so please don’t disturb me,” I tell the security guard is standing outside my control room before locking the door shut.

My eyes narrowed as I returned to my seat. Some chick just entered Dr. Smith’s lab. She’s probably a scientist as well, because she too, wore a white lab coat.

He must have allowed her in while I locked my door.

Most of the cameras in the lab not only show video footage but have sound as well. Not surround sound quality, but enough to listen in on conversations.

I turned up the volume to hear what Dr. Smith and this other chick could be speaking about.

I dropped my remote in shock as their words filled the control room.

“Is the building empty?”

“Yeah. It's just the two of us!”

“Good girl!”

For a second, I consider whether it's my responsibility to interrupt them. After seeing the chick, I decided to let it go on a bit longer.

I zoom the camera to see the chick’s face, and she is hot!

She throws off her white gown, revealing lacy black lingerie. She has amazing tits and a lean build, fit for a swimwear shoot.

I feel my heart racing as I watch on.

The chick grabs Mr. Smith’s white coat and starts untieing his bottoms from the top down. Dear lord. The only thing Dr. Smith has under that coat is a pair of red briefs.

The most obvious sight that greets me and the chick that is now on her knees are his tattoos. Lots of tattoos. Not at all what I would have expected.

On his chest, he has two skulls on both pecs. Chains are connected from the skulls leading down towards his rock hard 6-pack. The two chains become one and hold up a cross.

That has got to be the sexiest tattoo I have ever seen.

“OH fuck, Steph!” Dr. Smith moans.

Steph. That's her name. Probably short for Stephanie.

The sight of Steph sucking Dr. Smith’s cock makes my pussy wet. Slowly, I lower my hand and touch myself at the sight of Steph sucking Dr. Smith’s tattooed cock.

On that huge cock of his, he has a tattoo of a dragon.

Fuck… I picture that inside me as I start circling my clit with my finger.

I didn't have to wonder any longer. I had a full view of his cock. The veins stick out stronger and harder than those on his hands! Fuck me, that thing is easily 9 inches.

I rub myself harder and faster as Dr. Smith lifts Steph and places her on the top of his counter.

“Awwwww,” I hear Steph moan, and this drives me crazier.

I rub my wet cunt dangerously at the sight of Dr. Smith ramming his cock into her.

“OH fuck!” my entire body freezes up and that moment of bliss arrives all over the control room floor…
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“Good afternoon,” Dr. Smith calls out as I walk towards my control room.

“Um…hey,” I respond. I struggle to make eye contact with him. It's hard to look him in the eye and pretend as though I haven't seen him fucking last night.

“Hi Steph, I need you to work late tonight. We have a lot of work to get through.”

“Yeah, you do.” The words escape my mouth before I could stop myself. Dr. Smith turns to face me, but I quickly scurried off before he asks any questions.

My mouth had gotten me into a lot of problems in the past. I don't always mean for it to happen, but words slip out of my mouth and cause of a lot of harm along the way.

I guess that’s one of the reasons my ex couldn't handle me anymore.

“Julie, can I see you in my office?” My boss calls out. What does he want!

There is something about my boss, Martin, that annoys me.

He has that classic please-slap-me look about him.

“Glad to see you come in early.” It's 5 p.m., and I'm already in the office.

Trust me; I’m not early because I'm a hard worker or anything. I’m in to snoop around to ask a few people about Dr. Smith and that sexy co-worker of his.

“I do my best,” I respond.

“Anyway, the reason why I asked you to step into my office was to let you know that I believe in rewarding employees. I especially believe in rewarding my hard workers.” This dickhead of a boss says this with a huge grin on his face.

“I'm not sure I follow?”

“Playing hard to get, are we?”

I sigh. “Do you have anything work related to discuss or will that be all?”

After a few moments of blank stares, Martin tells me to leave.

“Thank you.” The words barely escaped my mouth when I noticed it.

Hanging over Martin's head was a see-through case with sets of keys and name tags under each key. My eyes are fast to spot Dr. Smith’s name tag.

These are replacement keys.

That's when the thought suddenly hit me; with this key, I could walk in on them.

Sure, I could knock, but that wouldn't be as fun, and that would give them time to get dressed.

I need to get my hands on that key.

“You know. Please, do excuse me. I can be so silly at times. Everything you said completely flew over my head, but I get it now.” I grin at Martin. My eyes are more on that damn key.

“You do?”

“Yes, of course, I do,” I say with a slight moan in my voice. I slowly get up and walk around Martin's long desk.

I see his cock-stand under that oversized brown pants of his. I need to keep him distracted for long enough to grab the key without him noticing.

“Oops,” I giggle. You know, Martin, I may be a hard worker, but at times I'm so clumsy.

I lean over to pick up my phone I just accidentally dropped. Martin catches sight of my fishnet stockings which wasn't intended for him, but hey, gets the job done.

I flick my black hair over and catch Martin drooling all over me. As much as I don't like the man, I have to admit seeing him go hard is turning me on.

I move behind Martin's chair and start touching his chin. His loud ‘ooooh’ tells me this has him going crazy.

This is my chance. With Martin pre-occupied, I can get that key.

With my right hand, I softly scratch against his neck. Soft enough not to penetrate his skin, but hard enough to tell him; this is what you would feel on your back when you're fucking me.

With my right hand satisfying Martin, I use my left to turn the key to the cupboard.

“Oh yeah,” he moans.

“Yeah, you bad boy, you like that?”

I grab the key with Dr. Smith titled and shove this in between my tits.

Shit! Another key falls out startling Martin.

As Martin tries turning around, I reach out for his cock. I won't lie, it's much bigger than I expected. Who knows, perhaps in a few months from now I'd let him fuck me on this empty desk of his.

The touch of my hand on his cock leaves him shaking slightly.

Gently, I rub on his cock and watch as he closes his eyes with pleasure. With his eyes closed, I quickly grab the fallen key and place it in the cupboard before turning the lock.

I move over, so Martin catches a good view of my tits.

“Martin, I'd love to stay, but I really have work to do,” I whisper in his ear.

With the key to Dr. Smith’s lab in my tits, this meeting was not a complete waste of time.

As I walk out of his office, I catch a glimpse of a horny and desperate man.

Shutting the door, I read the sign that says, Head of security.

‘Head of security, my ass,’ I murmur.

[image: ]


“Hi.”

“Hey,” I greet Steph. I ran into Steph on my way back to my control room, also known as my cold office.

I watch as she walks away, visualizing that body naked.

“Hey…Frank,” I greet one of the security guards with the name tag; ‘Frank.’

“Hi, there!”

“Say is that chick. Erm…what's her name, Dr. Steph?” I fish.

Frank bursts out laughing. “Stephanie, the intern. She works for Dr. Smith,” he tells me.

“Oh, I see.”

“Yeah, but rumor has it she does more than just help him out if you know what I mean.” he winks.

I laugh at this and walk off.

I’ve learned, some rumors hold true.

My friends all told me my ex was planning on leaving me. I never believed them.

I never believed anything bad anyone said about him and passed it off as ‘bullshit rumors.’

I couldn't believe I let my marriage fall apart. I couldn't believe he had been planning this for months right under my nose.

The signs were all there. The constant fighting, the never-ending work functions, the marks on his neck.

After that marriage fell to shit, I made a promise never to let anything catch me so off-guard again.

That's when I got into security.

I will never allow things to go unnoticed right under my nose again.

And in some cases, allow myself to miss out on the fun…
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It feels like I'm getting prepared to watch a movie. The office dies out by 6:30, with only Steph and Dr. Smith remaining. He did say they have to work late.

The suspense kills me. I'm prematurely wet at the thought of seeing them fuck again. I can't decide what I'm going to do once I barge in on them.

Do I tell them they're in trouble?

Do I ask to watch?

May I join in?

I look over at the handcuffs attached to my pants, and this makes me even hornier.

Hold on; something’s happening.

“Oh shit,” I whisper to myself as I hear knocks on my door. “I'm coming.” I quickly shuffle through the various camera until they all only show footage of the passages.

On the other end of my door stood Martin. My first thought is that he discovered the missing key.

“Why's the door locked?” he asks suspiciously.

“Well, as you may have noticed by now; I work very hard.” I place extra emphasis on very and watch as turns red. “So, as a hard-worker, the last thing I want is for any distractions.”

I run my hand through my hair while biting my bottom lip.

“Oh, I see. Well, I just came to say goodnight,” he says shyly.

“Goodnight,” I respond and close the door shut again.

Annoying little man.

Once I was sure Martin left the building I could get comfortable. My employees must think I'm such a snob. I've been at work for two nights and barely bothered introducing myself to anyone. I make a mental note to introduce myself to everyone later formally. Right now, I have plans.

Flipping back to Dr. Smith’s lab, I watch him work.

Fuck me! Can a man be so hot? He may be wearing that white coat, but I see straight through it.

I see that sexy cock of his with a dragon tattooed on it.

I can't imagine the pain of having your cock tattooed! If that doesn't shout badass, then I don't know what does.

My eyes move over to his face and gaze hungrily at his mouth.

I picture those juicy lip sucking my pussy.

Something catches Dr. Smith’s attention, and he turns to face the entrance of the lab.

At this point, I turn up the volume. The sound is faint, but loud enough to hear people speak.

“Hey sexy,” he greets Steph standing by the door in her white coat. I picture him calling me sexy.

“I believe we have a lot of work to do?” Steph teases.

“Yeah. More work than usual,” Smith replies.

For a second, it looked like Dr. Smith looked directly at the camera.

It can't be!

No one knows about the cameras in the lab.

Dr. Smith grabs Steph by the hand and leads her to his counter. I spot the microscope next to her and find myself giggling. I won’t be needing that to see the bulge underneath that coat.

I watch as Dr. Smith lays Steph on his counter and unbuttons her coat. He lowers his head towards her pussy.

That's my cue.

I quickly shuffle all the screens, so no one walks in and sees Dr. Smith’s head stuck in the intern’s cunt, before heading off to witness the action in person.

“Hey, boss,” one of the security guards call.

“Hey, Frank. In just doing my rounds.” At least I know one of their names.

My heart starts racing faster as I approach the lab. I tread softly to prevent any noise from echoing in the corridors.

Standing outside the room, I read the sign written in big, bold letters; Dr. Mark Smith.

Okay Julz here goes nothing.

I reach for the key stuck between my tits as the door opens.

“We’ve been expecting you.”
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Steph stands at the open door with that same lacy piece she wore last night.

Me? Well, my hands are still stuck deep in my tits, searching for that key.

“Come on in,” Steph says.

Dr. Smith sits on his chair with his arms folded, sporting a kinky smile. It was a smile that shouted cum in!

“You were expecting me?” I ask Steph as I walk in awkwardly.

“Why do you think we made sure you saw us fuck?” Dr. Smith calls out from across the room. He stands and slowly walks towards me.

“How do you… how…” I began.

“Ms. Julie Hunter, I know things.”

If I were to look into a mirror now, I'm pretty sure my face would be redder than the blood river.

He knows I watched them have sex last night? Does he know I got off on them fucking as well?

“To be fair. I can't take the credit. This was all Steph’s doing.” I glance over at Steph and see her biting her bottom lip as she smiles at me.

“Steph?” I ask curiously.

“Yeah, she's been eyeing you since the day you walked in. She suggested we fuck in front of you and see if you'd join. Glad you could make it.”

For the first time in a long while, I am at a loss for words.

“Unless you're not into us?”

“No. No, I am!” I add quickly. I might not have anything to say, but I will not let this chance slip away.

“Good,” Steph starts. “Then let's get you more comfortable.”

Steph walks up to me and starts kissing me. I kiss back. She slowly slips her tongue into my mouth and starts massaging my tongue with hers.

With her tongue deep in her mouth, she grabbed on my tits, and I grab on hers. Fuck she has the perkiest tits I've ever felt.

“Ooooh!” I moan as she touches my coochie. Slowly unbuttoning my pants, she instructs me to sit on the counter.

Once seated, she whips off my pants, and I lay my entire body on the counter.

Steph starts by rubbing her finger against my cunt, and the pleasure feels unreal. My pussy is wet and begging for attention.

Her tongue runs across my clit.

“Ah fuck!”

Stephanie slowly sticks her tongue inside me and starts rolling her tongue around causing my toes to curl and my eyes roll back.

I open my eyes, and I’m faced with Dr. Smith’s cock. He has his dick in my face, and I open my mouth desperate for a taste of his tattooed prick.

I slowly start sucking his cock in and out. He moans as I suck on his dick and this makes fucking horny.

He grabs me by the head and starts pulling my head onto his cock. I feel his dick grow in my mouth and that leaves me craving for him to shove it in my wet pussy.

Dr. Smith gives me the signal to get off the counter, and I obey. I get off and start sucking Steph’s soaking cunt. With my tongue inside Steph, I feel Dr. Smith push his cock against me until it finds my lips and slowly forces its way into me.

“Ahhhhhhh!” I moan! His cock is fucking huge, but it feels so good. He takes me from the back, and it feels as if his head is rubbing against my insides. The walls of my pussy wrap around this huge dick.

He slowly grinds in and out of me. “FUCK ME!” I moan.

“Ah ah ah ah ah ahhhh!” He fucks me so hard, and I struggle to breathe, but I don't want him to stop. He moves his hands and starts playing with my pussy while ramming his cock into me.

“FUCK!” My cunt is soaked!

I could tell he was about to cum when he switched things around. I got out of the way, and he pulled Steph towards his thick, veiny cock. I see my wet pussy juice covered all over his dick.

I continue rubbing myself vigorously as he fucks the life out of Steph.

“Ah ah ah ah ah! Fuck me!” She screams.

Fuck, I’m cumming! I throw myself on the counter and rub on my clit desperately until my entire body freezes up.

“Ah, fuck!!!” Dr. Smith moans, and his entire body starts shaking violently.

I cum as I watch him shooting his cum deep inside Steph with every jerk.
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From that day on, Dr. Smith, Steph and I all smiled at each other whenever our paths crossed. Now and then, we tease each other by biting our lip, or I slap Steph’s ass.

Martin never got to taste my cunt, but I still love watching him try.

More importantly, I now know the names of all my employees.


PART TEN

THE HALLOWEEN PARTY
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Hey August,

Seeing as though you blocked me on Facebook and WhatsApp, I thought it would be best to email you.

How have you been? I hope you're not still mad at me?

As much as I hate admitting it, I miss you terribly!

You remember Ricky, don't you? So, he invited me to a Halloween party at his place and asked if you would like to come. He knows how much you like dress-up parties and let’s just say, this is going to be one helluva party! If you catch my drift? [image: winking face]

Anyway, I really do miss you and it would be really cool if you could make it…

Let me know,

Max.

This ass hole is not serious!

After everything he has done, is he seriously emailing me this shit?

Staring at this email, I feel my blood rising to my head.

Okay, perhaps a bit of background would be helpful.

Max is my ex dick-of-a-boyfriend. Yeah, he's that guy that made me swear never to give any other guy a chance.

I can't believe he has the audacity to message me, even after blocking his ass!

We alll have that one guy that got away. Well, Max never got away. I kicked his cheating ass out of my life.

As much as I like telling myself it was for the best, the truth is I have never felt emptier.

Staring back into my laptop screen, I contemplate my response.

So many thoughts run through my mind.

How? Where? Why!

Do I pretend I didn't see the email, or acknowledged his existence and tell him to fuck right off?

Thing is I've never believed in true love until Max came along. He was my first true love-the true love I never believe existed.

All that came to a crashing end when I discovered another woman’s underwear in one of his suit jackets. Max always had a high sex drive. I’ve known this fact about him since our first date. In fact, it was one of the things that drove me crazy about him.

For him to love sex so much that it drove him to cheat? Well, that caught me blindsided.

The night I found someone else’s panties, I threw all his shit in a box and left it outside the door with a note that said; I hope it was worth it!

I had the locks changed and left town for the next few weeks. The last thing I wanted to deal with was more lies. I’m not a violent person, but he hurt me so bad, if I had to see him, I would probably have stabbed him, so I thought it best to block him and take a time-out.

The crappy part about breaking up like that is that I never really got closure. I spent months convincing myself I didn't need any closure and good riddance. But, that doesn’t explain this gaping void that remained.

Months went by and i almost forgot about him. I did not need to think about him. Now seeing his name pop up in my email box, brought back all those lost feelings, it brought back all those cravings.

My breathing grows heavy and erratic, with my heart pumping violently.

I cannot tell if it's a desperate craving to be filled by him, just one more time, or anger. I'd like to believe it's the latter.

Struggling to make sense of my emotions, I poured myself a glass of wine.

Throwing myself back in the couch, my mind raced to images of the past.

As much as I hate the man, he was still the best I had, in more ways than one.

And as much as I should feel nothing but hate towards him, guiltily, my pussy still quivers at the thought of his huge cock.

After a few gulps of my Chenin Blanc, I felt like I have gathered enough Dutch courage to respond.

Hi Max,

…

Blank.

I can't do this!

In a fit of frustration, I slammed down my laptop screen and decided to go for a walk outside. Perhaps the outdoors will help me think clearer.

I mindlessly walk around my apartment, searching for my keys. Fuck it! I can’t think straight right now.

How can one email turn my entire, until now, happy existence around?

It shouldn’t even bug me as much, but it does. I need to respond to him, but what the hell do I say?

Do I go?

Will I be

Do I tell him to fuck right off?

I have never felt emptier in my life. Okay, apart from the day I discovered his ass has been cheating on me.

Why is he doing this to me?

Why now!

It's been a year since I saw him and after working so hard to get him out of my mind, this ass-hole decides to make an unwanted reappearance!

On top of everything happening in my head, I still can’t find my god-damned keys and this makes me feel like screaming.

Throwing myself back on the couch, my mind races to the past.

As much as I hate to admit it, overcoming him was hard. I spent months in misery and at one point, I never believed I would get over him, but I grew strong and I learnt to live without him.

Now, this stupid email throws off everything.

“Ahhhh!” I scream out into my empty apartment.

How can one man make you feel like a prisoner in your own body?

Right now, I cannot think straight.

I need air, but then again, where the hell are my keys?

Do I go for a walk or pour myself another glass of wine?

I decide on the latter.

My heart races as I open my laptop screen again.

As much as I hate the man, seeing his name all over my screen reignites all those buried feelings. Feelings that, for a while, I never thought I would need to deal with again.

After taking a gulp of my wine, I decide its time to put this all behind me and respond.

Hi Max,

Please don't ever fucking message me again!

You're a total dick head and I want nothing to do with you.

In fact, I hope you rot in hell you piece of….

Staring at my screen, I went blank.

I can't send this message.

If I send this message it will show defeat. It will show I’m still bitter about the past and that I still let it affect me today. He doesn’t deserve to know that!

That’s when it sunk; if I really want to hurt him, I need to pretend as though he meant nothing to me.

Grinning deviously, I clear all text and start typing a new mail.

Hi Max,

As it turns out, I had plans on the 31st, but I canceled them. So, I can fit you in my schedule.

I'm sure I can pop by for a drink or two,

August,

Short, sweet and mysterious.

A devilish grin formed on my lips as I took another sip of my wine and pressed the send button.

I could tell him how much I hate him and how he has ruined my life, but what would I get out of that? Pretending as though he meant nothing to me will really cut hin deep.

A wave of excitement floods over me.

In my head, I'm already planning my outfit.

I'm going to make sure I look deliciously sexy.

Sometimes it's best not to tell people what they’re missing out on, but to make them realize it themselves.

While holding an uncontrollable grin, I pressed send.
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Even with my nerves shot at the thought of seeing Max again today, a bigger part of me feels thrilled.

For the last year, I have been hurting alone. Now, finally, I get to see him squirm at the sight of me. I finally get my chance to show him what he was missing out on.

I just got back from the salon and stare at myself in the mirror and feel heat growing in my cheeks. Luscious black locks hang down my neck, resting on my breasts.

As I pout my lips and lift my left eyebrow seductively, for the first time in ages, I feel sexy.

I can't remember the last time I looked this good. It was probably when we were still together, and I tried dressing up to impress him.

On my way home, I stopped at the costume shop for my Halloween outfit.

After browsing the shop for a few minutes, I held up a Sexy pirate’s outfit and knew this was the one.

Holding the black mini skirt against my thighs and pressing the small piece of fabric meant to cover my boobs, I noticed the shop assistant stare at me curiously.

“Excuse me, ma'am, but I think that may be too small for you,” she said with a look of concern.

I stared at the shop assistant with a naughty expression on my face. “Oh no, this size is perfect.” The last thing I want is to buy something too baggy.

Ever since I broke up with Max, I haven’t bothered dressing up, putting on makeup or really just making an effort. I suppose, I haven't really needed to impress anyone.

Tonight, I'm going to show off my curvaceous body and I will love every moment of watching him staring on desperately.

The best part of it all is that his friend will be there to watch him suffer.

I shaved my legs and ran my hands against my smooth, silky skin leading up to a sexy black thong.

“Oh fuck,” I struggled. Wondering if the skirt would hold after struggling to lift it passed my curvy hips, I finally slipped it on. Let’s just say it left very little to the imagination.

The shop assistant had a point, this out-fit is way too small. With the top pressing tightly against my generously sized tits, I finally managed to lock the clips.

The small top made my already generously sized tits stand out even more.

After applying a final application of my blood-red lipstick, I pouted my lips teasingly and put on my sexy witch hat.

Perfect.

Fuck, if I were a man, I would fuck my brains out right here!

I still remember where Ricky lives.

Along with the memories I have of Max, Ricky, Max's best friend is firmly ingrained in my memory.

For as long as I have known Max, Ricky was his very beautiful, sexy best friend. I'm talking about the kind of sexy that has you weak at the knees, stumbling like a fool sexy.

Whenever he was around he made me feel incredibly self-conscious and anxious, perhaps it was my guilty conscious with all the things I wished he did to me in Max's absence.

I know this may sound hypocritical, but Ricky has been the source of many impure thoughts, even when I was still with Max.

Many of those impure thoughts lead to impure actions, as I got off on the idea of him ramming into my cunt. Sometimes, I allowed Max to watch during these thoughts. That really got me off. Although, he never knew the real reason behind my orgasm.

My initial thought is that I could be lost. The house is oddly quiet for a Halloween party as I approached Ricky’s front door.

As I pressed the doorbell, my nipples perked up at the thought of seeing 2 of the sexiest men again.

The door opens, and I take in a sharp breath as my eyes slowly move from the ground up. Max stands in front of wearing nothing but a short pants and a waistcoat. He clearly had the same idea as I did; leaving nothing to the imagination.

Max has me weak at the knees. All those fierce, vengeful feelings had dissipated into thin air.

Judging from his strong legs and bare 6-pack, he bulked up. Thick, strong veins run down his hands as it holds the door open.

The veins on his big fingers remind me of those thick veins on his cock I recall feeling against my walls. Suddenly, that familiar hold is back.

As much as I hate the man, my cunt craves for his cock to pulsate inside me, just one last time.

“Hi,” I said blandly and walked into the house, being extra careful not to make eye contact.

“Wow,” Max says. “You look great!”

It’s a trap! I remind myself.

My heart raced at an alarming rate. Just hearing him acknowledge my effort is enough to drive me to the moon.

My palms went sweaty and my mouth a bit dry as he placed his strong hold on my arm. I could get lost in his touch it felt so good.

“Where are the rest of the guests?” I asked Max, turning around to face him for the first time.

“What guests?” Max asked, confused,

“You said this is a Halloween party!?”

“Oh, yes, it is. But that doesn’t mean we need rows of people to join. Three’s a crowd and plenty people to really have a party.”

Oh my god I am not prepared for this.

Spending an entire evening with 2 of the sexiest men I have known, one of which I hate very much, and the other has been the source for some of my dirtiest thoughts. What the actual fuck have I gotten myself into?

“August,” Ricky called out.

“Um, hi” I respond shyly.

“It's so good seeing you again,” Ricky says and leans in to give me a hug and a friendly kiss on the cheek.

“Um, yeah, you too,” I mumbled nervously.

It feels surreal to have felt Ricky's full lips on my cheek.

Holy fuckballs!

I feel like I am the only one dressed up for this party. Max might as well have come naked.

Ricky’s in a casual tight black t-shirt and a short. Though, I’m not complaining!

I can see the indents of his muscles through the fabric of his T-shirt and for one very brief, sexy moment while hugging him, I got to run my hands against his muscles.

He showed off his perfectly chiselled thighs in a pair of shorts so short it could easily be passed off as underwear.

Between Max and Ricky, I can’t tell who has the sexiest legs.

As things stand right now, I would probably want to wrap my legs around Max’s hips. His legs were never this ripped when we were together.

“Let's have a drink,” Ricky insisted. Soft jazz music played in the background.

“Why don't you guys relax, and I'll get the drinks,” he said and darted off to the bar, leaving me alone with Max.

Spending time alone with my dickhead of an ex is not exactly what I had in mind when I thought I was coming to a Halloween party.

The next few moments were spent in awkward silence. I keep catching Max Steel glances at me. When Ricky finally leaves the room, I decide to face my fears and confront max.

“I’m just going to say it,” I begin. “What you did was really shitty and…hurtful!” As much as I thought I could hold out, I had to say it.

“Yeah, you're right and I'm really sorry,” Max begins in a low soothing voice. Goosebumps. “That is why I invited you here today... to show you how sorry I am.”

Max slowly looks up at me. His deep blues stared deeply into mine. As intimidating as this situation is, I refused to back down, and held my gaze.

“Really?” I smirk. “Most men apologize with flowers, a proper apology, even a supper would have been better, but not you. No, you apologize by bringing me to a 3-man Halloween party?”

I lowered my gaze slightly and focused on those irresistible lips.

“You should know by now. I am not most men.”
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Ricky returns with a tray of drinks and a jovial grin planted on his face. Max’s last words play on my mind; You should know by now, I'm not most men…

In fact, I was so preoccupied with these words that I failed to notice Ricky removed his top.

“I hope you guys have been good?” Ricky teases.

“Err, we’re not the ones half naked,” Max jokes. I glance over at Max’s perfectly ripped and revealed abs and confusion fills me.

“Yeah well, I couldn't help but molest Max in your absence,” I join in jokingly.

Max looks at me surprised, but I pretend as if I don’t notice him and casually walk over towards the couch.

“Really, well you certainly didn't do a good job,” Ricky laughs, following me to the couch. “The poor fellow still has all his clothes on.”

Ricky grinned at Max deviously, before smiling at me seductively.

Oh my god, he's flirting with me, I reveled.

I took a swig of my ice-cold beer and made myself feel more at ease. As the conversation continued, the sexual undertones became progressively more obvious. Sandwiched in between the two hunky men, I found myself becoming more and more comfortable. By my third beer, I even forgot I was mad at Max, shooting him seductive glances every now and then.

“So, listen,” Max begins, turning to Ricky. “What time do we get this party started?”

“Party?” I interrupt, “What party? I thought this was it?” I laugh.

“Oh no,” Ricky says. “This party hasn't even started.” He Shoots Max another devilish smile before turning back to me.

What the fuck are they up to? Playing games, gentlemen?

“I hope you two aren't planning some sort of gangbang I laugh. I turned my head from left to right, looking at both Ricky and Max and watch them both turning red, nervously laughing along.

Oh my God. I was spot on?! What the fuck are their plans?

My pussy throbbed involuntarily.

Just the thought of being naked with these hunks’ echoes in my pussy.

“So, tell me more about this party. It is Halloween after all and we have done nothing but talk shit and drink beers.”

“She’s an eager one,” Ricky comments.

“She has a name!” I snap.

Thunder started rumbling in the background, lighting up the dim lounge with a flood of light. “Oh, my fuck,” I screamed and jumped onto Max’s lap. My eyes go wide as I turned to look at Max who instinctively pulled me in and held me firm.

Pushing against my cunt, I could feel his excitement.

“Shit, I’m sorry” I apologized, laughing and slowly getting off his lap.

It's too late now. I felt that Cock. He knows it and I sure as hell know it as well.
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“Oh fuck,” I groan.

Without warning, Max slides his slippery tongue up my thigh, sending my aching pussy into full flame.

“Shhhh,” he whispered. “Don’t want to wake anyone.”

We stayed over at my parents place this weekend, and my dad made sure we were separated by giving us separate rooms. He also made it clear that he didn’t want us sleeping together. But, we were far too horny to abide by the rules.

I wake up with Max having crept into my bedroom. As Max found my dripping pussy, he dove in, without the need for an invitation.

His tongue and lips slowly teased my clit. Having his hot breath on my cunt filled me with an indescribable sensation.

“Ahh fuck,” I groaned, yet again.

“Quiet,” he demanded firmly, this time speaking into my cunt.

“I’m going to fuck you harder than ever before,” he promised. “On one condition,” he breathed.

“Yeah?” I breathed in response, unable to articulate a decent response.

“You do not make a noise. If you make a sound, I will stop…”
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One thing about Max is that he always held true to his word.

That night, I didn’t dare make a sound and he held to his promise of fucking me harder than I had ever been fucked before.

Feeling Max’s hard cock, all the fond memories returned of how he would make me squirm with his thick cock.

His cock is curved in such a way that it brushes against my G-spot when he thrusts inside me.

As much as I hate the man, I must admit, I doubt any man could ever make me scream the way he did.

I'm not sure if it's the alcohol, or if I miss that huge tool of his, but playfully, I slipped my hand on Max’s thigh. My fingers are inches away from his throbbing cock. I couldn't care less if Ricky was watching or not.

I suspect he noticed, because Ricky jumped to his feet. “Max, shall we get this party started?”

Max lifts himself off the couch and stands beside Ricky. Both men stand side-by-side and I can't help it giggle at the site of both their cocks pressing desperately against their pants.

“You stay here, Ricky ordered. “Time to get this party started.”
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“Good Bye babe,” I called out to Max as I watched him and his sexy best friend head out for a boy's night. “Have fun!”

The last sounds I heard was the car speeding off as I rushed upstairs to the bedroom. Throwing myself on the bed I let out a sigh and closed my eyes. An aching fire was burning in my cunt.

I need to find a relief; my throbbing cunt cannot take it any longer.

The only problem? It was not Max that brought on this flaming desire, but his sexy best friend.

I start picturing Ricky naked.

Even the thought of him made my legs quiver with lust.

Slipping my hand under my pants, I placed my palm on my aching pussy. I could feel the heat generating on my hand through my panties.

Dragging my finger along my slit, I felt my body fill with goosebumps, while my free hand continued roaming around my torso.

I pictured Ricky slowly pulling his pants down and turning towards me, showing off that thick cock of his. I gasped at the sight in my mind causing me to throw my head back into the pillows. Or Perhaps, I dug my head in the pillows in shame?

Unable to resist the temptation any longer, my hand slips inside my bikini bottoms as my finger meets with my wetness. Daringly, I dragged my finger along my clit and started circling it, while rubbing my nipples with my other hand.

I have imagined Ricky fucking me for a very long time. I have imagined his cock pulsate against the walls of my cunt. I find my entrance with my finger and after biting my lower lip, I finally slipped my finger inside.

My breathing became heavy as I imagined him having his way with me. My curves, wrapped elegantly around his strong chiselled body, shaped beautifully as I bounced up and down his throbbing cock.

I started touching myself with furious speed.

Drops of sweat formed on my forehead as I imagined him exploding inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I cried out. My body writhed on violently as my walls shook and my body was filled with blissful ecstasy.

As I lay back in a cloud of blissful ecstasy, my breathing, sharp and erratic, was the only sound that could be heard.

Ever since that day, Ricky, Max’s best friend has remained my secret, guilty pleasure.
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I sit, waiting patiently on the couch, wondering what Ricky and Max were up to.

At first, I hear eerie music playing in the background. The sound grows louder with every passing second. I can’t help but burst into laughter at the sounds of that clichéd horror music made popular in the seventies.

“Really guys?” That is beyond corny, I tease.

Sipping on my beer, a smirk forms on my face.

Suddenly, the lights go out.

What the fuck? I find myself wondering. The loud eerie music continues to play on in the background.

I see nothing but darkness.

Okay these boys really want to have fun by messing with me. I suppose it is Halloween, after all.

“Oh, my fuck,” I screamed and curled up on the couch.

As the sounds of thunder continue to rumble in the background, lightning flashed, revealing a broad-shouldered silhouette.

“Fuck me,” I screamed holding on tight to the cushion.

In that quick ray of light, I could see the outline of a naked man standing at the window, completely naked.

The house was completely dark, and after straining my eye to try and see who was standing at the window, lightning flashed again.

Suddenly there were two figures standing at the window, both completely naked…
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Both Ricky and Max were completely naked. What the fuck kind of party is this?

Had they done this before? When Max cheated on me, was he with Ricky? Or is this something new? Am I missing something?

Fuck it, I thought to myself after a few moments. Just sit back and enjoy whatever they have planned. Let’s party.

“Err, what are you guys up to?” I laughed nervously.

Neither of them responded. The only sounds I could hear was that annoying Jack-the-ripper theme song playing in the background.

“Oh, my fuck,” I gasped at the touch of strong hands on my arm. “Um, who is this?” I asked innocently.

The strong hands continued pressing against my arm, until finally, I heard a soft voice. “Shhh,” was whispered in my ears.

“Just relax and enjoy the party,” I heard Max say. His voice was in the distant. My eyes widened with realization. If Max was not next to me, that meant it was Ricky’s hands slowly slipping down my thighs.

As I bite my lower lip, my pussy trembles with anticipation. He continues moving his hands up my thigh until he is mere inches away from my throbbing cunt. Suddenly, I feel his hands lift off my legs and I’m left feeling empty as he lifts himself off the couch.

Where the hell is he going? I find myself wondering. What are they playing at?

I had to quickly place my hand in front of my mouth to stop myself from begging him to return and have my desperation revealed.

It didn’t take me long to figure out what they were up to.

Both Ricky and Max have equally big and strong hands. The kind with thick, strong fingers that can send you to the Moon and back with just a single touch.

Both boys lifted me from the couch to my feet.

I couldn’t tell who was who in the dark, but both men started lifting on my top, quickly pulling it over my head. I obliged and lifted my arms, so they could easily dispose of the top.

Four tantalizing hands lifting my clothes and brushing against my skin; filling my insides with a craving cannot describe. One hand stayed on my ass, while another hand slid up my back and started unhooking my bra. While my bra was being removed, another hand tore at my panties lifting them down to my ankles. I lifted my feet and stepped out of my panties.

In a matter of seconds, I was completely naked. I felt a strong finger under my spine and gasped as I felt stubble gently brush against my ears.

“I want you to get on your knees and suck Ricky’s dick.”

Hearing that familiar, controlling voice, filled me with a fearful desire that echoed in my pussy. Max wasn’t taking no for an answer. He made that clear as he started pushing down on my head, lowering me to my knees.

Max’s strong, growling voice makes me want to get down on my knees and say yes sir.

Once on my knees, I stretched my hands forward in search of Ricky. He makes my search easier by stepping forward. From the minute I placed my hands on his hairy legs, I knew this was him. I could tell by the thick, strong veins on his calves. The same calves I’ve been checking out all night.

My hands lifted shakily up his legs. Running my fingers against his strong thighs, I eventually reached his massive balls. For a moment, I imagine the amount of cum he must be holding back in that sack.

The room went quiet, even the annoying Jack-the-ripper music died down. It’s as if we were all waiting in eager anticipation. I sure know I was!

As my fingers reach the base of his cock, my eyes widened with fear.

Ricky was a big, big boy.

As intimidating as his size was, I found it even more thrilling to have something that size in my mouth. I loved the idea of having his thick, strong veins pulsate inside my mouth.

Holding his cock at its base, I moved my head forward with parted lips.

Both Max and Ricky were big in their own way. Max had the thickest cock I have ever had and I did mention that orgasmic curve?

Ricky’s prick was slightly longer, but also noticeably firmer, with thick strong, protruding veins.

Both boys have huge tools, not for the faint-hearted. I have experienced one and have always dreamed about the other. Suddenly, I couldn’t wait to feel Ricky’s cock inside me.

“Oh fuck,” Ricky moaned. It was a moan that spread throughout my cunt. In a fit of passion, Ricky grabbed onto my hair and directed my head forward. As his mouth continued, Ricky’s legs started shaking as I swirled my tongue around his head. Being able to make a man squirm made me feel incredibly sexy and powerful.

While taking Ricky’s cock, I heard a familiar voice whisper in my ears, once again. “I’m going to fuck your cunt and Ricky’s going to fuck your ass.”

No questions asked. Max has spoken and that’s that.

I had always fantasized about getting fucked by Ricky’s big cock, but I never imagined getting fucked by both best friends and I definitely did not imagine getting fucked up the ass!

As I continued swirling my tongue on his head and running my lips down his shaft, Ricky’s pre-cum, filled my mouth.

The speed at which I bobbed my head back and forth increased and he let out a growl in appreciation.

“Oh, my fuck, August, I have fantasized about you sucking my cock for so long! I must tell you, this is even better than any fantasy I have ever had,” Ricky panted. “Suck my cock, August!”

With that Ricky thrusted deeply in and out of my mouth, stretching my mouth in ways I have never been stretched before.

As he slams in and out of my mouth, I try my best not to gag, but instead, savor his clean salty taste.

Ricky lets out incredible sounds of appreciation-sounds I never wanted to stop hearing. As I continued pleasing Ricky with my mouth, I felt Max’s strong hands run against my back. Gently massaging my knots as he worked his way down my back, I started to feel like I’m moments away from losing all control.

Feeling Max’s hairy chest brush against my back, he finds a seat behind me, on the carpet. With his knees folded in behind my legs, I felt his fingers snake from my back around towards my torso. My breathing becomes sharp as his fingers worked their way lower towards my aching pussy.

“Oh my god,” I cried out as Max thrust his body into mine, pushing his cock against my ass, giving me a preview of the ride I can expect. Max wastes little time to find my entrance and slowly inserts his strong, thick finger inside me. My eyes roll back, frozen with Ricky’s cock still swollen inside my mouth, as I took in the sensation of Max fucking my cunt.

Ruthlessly, Ricky continued thrusting his hips forward. As I breathed heavily on Ricky’s pulsating Dick, Max slipped in the second finger. If I was not already on my knees, I would have ended up on my knees by now. My legs would have caved in.

As Ricky’s legs started shaking violently, I could tell he was seconds away from exploding in my mouth. He pulled his cock all the way out and pulled me up by my arms, bringing me back to my feet. I have never been manhandled like this, but it feels like I’m in heaven, controlled by two strong muscular gods.

As I got to my feet, Max continued exploring my pussy with his thick fingers. I gasped into Ricky’s mouth as Max shoved in a third finger. Ricky held me firmly by the head and extended his tongue forward through my parted lips. Max continued driving his fingers deep and hard while using his thumb to apply pressure on my longing clit.

Ricky kissed me passionately while Max continued to penetrate my cunt. My eyes started tearing up and my body was filled with an overwhelming heat.

As overwhelming as everything felt, I have never felt more cherished in my life. Max lifted the pressure off my clit, he could tell I was seconds away from exploding and he wouldn’t want that, not before the main event.

Slowly, Max pulled his fingers out of my soaking cunt. His fingers snaked up my body, leaving a trail of my juices on my torso as he worked his way up towards my tits. My nipples stood at attention, eagerly awaiting his touch.

Every part of my body has been worshipped by these boys.

Max works his hands onto my breasts and I took in a sharp breath as he gently started squeezing on my nipples with his strong fingers. I momentarily broke my kiss with Ricky as I moaned into his mouth.

Ricky leaned forward until his huge cock rested on the folds of my slippery cunt. My folds wrapped around his thick cock smothering his manhood with my juices. I feel myself losing control as my eyes rolled back in my head, this was all becoming too much. I wanted him inside me, I wanted both of them inside me!

While Ricky continued sliding up and down my folds, Max’s hands lifted off my nipples, sliding it down my body and onto my ass. With a firm squeeze on my ass cheeks, he used his other hand to pull me tightly into him. I gasped with the force as he pulled me into him, his rock-hard cock pushed against the folds of my ass.

With Max holding me back firmly, I gasped as Ricky found my entrance and unexpectedly pushed his cock into me.

“Ooooh,” I cried as his thick cock spread my lips apart and started pushing against my flesh. Max rammed into me from behind, causing a fresh flood of moisture to coat Ricky’s cock. Holding firmly onto my sides, Ricky thrusted forward, slowly and gently. It’s as if he wanted it to be as painless as possible. Still holding me firmly, Max whispered in my ears, “That’s right, take in his cock!”

With Ricky’s cock half inside me, it felt as if he was pushing against my insides. While he continued stretching my cunt, Max started gliding his cock in between my ass folds, using the moisture of his pre-cum as lube.

My ass tensed up at the foreign object, to which Max whispered in my ears, “Just relax and enjoy the feeling.” Shivers ran down my spine as he started nibbling on my ear lobes.

With that, he stretched my ass cheeks apart with his hands and slowly started driving his cock forward. Ricky’s cock rested, still halfway in my cunt, while Max drove his prick forward. The tip of his cock found my entrance and slowly started penetrating against my flesh. I have never been fucked from behind and if it was anyone else, I would probably not have felt comfortable. “You’re going to cum while Ricky fucks your beautiful ass!” Max promised.

Max never made a promise he couldn’t keep.

Just then I realize, Max has never had the opportunity to fuck me from behind and yet, he is still willing to give the chance to Ricky. He knows that no one can fuck my pussy the way that beautifully curved cock of his can.

He also knows that I would feel more comfortable with him stretching my ass open first. As rough as he is with me, Max has always had my best interests at heart.

The thought alone almost drives me over the edge and into orgasm.

My body shuddered as Max drove his hips forward and stretched me open from behind. “And while Ricky makes you scream, I’m going to shove my fat cock inside that tight little slit.”

Just as I got used to the feeling of his head inside me, Max pulled out and thrusted back into me. I feel like I’m on the verge of coming, this is all becoming too much. I needed to be filled.

“Holy fuck,” I moaned as Max plunged back into me again, this time an inch deeper. Reminding myself that I can trust him, I close my eyes and relax; allowing the pleasurable sensations to overcome the pain.

Max ended his relentless torture once half of him was inside me. Ricky’s cock was still expanding my cunt while his hands continued to roam around my body.

“Ahhhh fuck,” I gasped with the intrusion of Max ramming deeper inside me.

The next few moments, I stood sandwiched between the two strong men. They allowed my ass and cunt to get used to the feeling of having two huge cocks in me at once. I feel my orgasm building at a rapid pace and if Max was not holding me tight, I would probably have collapsed.

Struggling to form a sentence, I close my eyes and with all my strength I mumble, “Fuck me. Dear lord, fuck me!”
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Ialmost collapsed as Max and Ricky loosened their grip on me.

While their hands continued cherishing my body, Max and Ricky switch sides. Ricky slid up behind me and a trail of Max’s pre-cum moved along my sides as he worked his way to the front.

I would have thought that I would have needed an entire evening of foreplay to be able to take a cock up my backside, especially a cock as big as Ricky’s. But tonight, my body was on fire and the only thing I could feel was pleasure.

I needed to feel that dick inside me!

I needed Ricky’s cock inside my ass and Max’s thick prick ramming into my cunt. As Ricky opened my ass cheeks and placed the head of his cock at my entrance, I found myself arching down and lowering myself onto him. I couldn’t wait a second longer.

“That’s it,” Max said, slapping his cock on my aching cunt. “Take that dick!”

The touch of his cock slapping on my cunt brought on an involuntarily clench around Ricky’s cock. Ricky groaned in appreciation as I tightened my hole around his head.

Max rubs his fingers against my clit, soaked in my juices, as Ricky continued driving his pelvis forward and pressing his raw cock against my flesh, parting my hole as he entered me.

“I’m going to fuck your ass so hard right now,” Ricky promised. “Fuck, your tightness feels so good!” He breathed.

I took in a sharp breath and clenched my jaw tight, until Ricky was balls deep inside me.

Max watched on eagerly as Ricky extended his full length inside me.

I let out a sharp breath that was a combination of a scream and a moan once his cock relaxed, pushed all the way in my ass.

While Ricky held tightly onto me, I could feel the indents of his slick, chiseled body press against me. Beads of sweat originating from his abs ran down my back, sending icy shivers down my spine.

Ricky pulled his cock out and plunged back inside me. Together we panted and moaned in unison. Ricky planted his lips on my neck and started sucking violently as he continued thrusting in and out of me.

This was all becoming too much for Max, who greedily slapped his cock at my entrance and unexpectantly pushed his head forward.

As Ricky thrusted inside my ass like a beast, Max spread my pussy lips apart with his thick head.

Ricky’s breathing became sharp and erratic and I yelped as he squeezed tightly onto my body.

Holding me tight, he started plunging so hard into me, that my entire body started trembling. As Max slipped his cock inside me, thrusting forward all the way in, Ricky and I started screaming at the same time. It was more me screaming. Ricky grunted desperately.

Ricky squeezed into my body and held me firmly as we both found our orgasm. With Max’s evil, curved cock pushing against my g-spot the, my orgasm ripped me into a million pieces. My legs felt like jelly as Ricky jerked violently inside my ass, before exploding inside me, flooding my insides with his warm cum.

While my body continued to shake violently, Max thrusted in and out my sensitive cunt. Trembling violently between the two men, Max ruthlessly fucked my aching pussy, pushing against my most sensitive parts with every thrust.

“Fuck her hard,” I heard Ricky whisper to Max from behind my ears.

I screamed out in ecstasy as Max turned into a wild animal and Ricky’s cock rested inside me. Max took my pussy hard, pounding and pressing against me as I heard a desperation fill in his breath. My eyes rolled back in my head once more, as I squirted all over Max’s throbbing cock.

“Oh fuck!” Max groaned and violently shot his load deep inside my cunt, coating my walls with his seed.

Grunting violently and fighting for air, Max and Ricky held me tight, until the torture turned into blissful ecstasy and in this state of ecstasy, we collapsed.

I collapsed on the carpet, like a used-up doll.

Seconds later, Max collapsed on me as well. Ricky, although usually loud and hyped up, was already laying on the floor panting desperately and gasping for air.

Max struggled up against me, molding his body into mine and placing his strong arm under my head, before pushing me in two Ricky. Ricky felt my body and instantly spooned in, so that my body fitted into his.

As we laid intertwined in each other’s bodies, we were all dripping with sweat and panting heavily. A smile formed on my face. I’ve never been used in the way I have tonight, and yet I feel sexier than ever before. Max’s limp cock rested in-between the folds of my ass, and my hands rested on Ricky’s meaty, now-soft dick.

This was the best Halloween party I had ever been to. We laid on the floor, feeling nothing but bliss. That night, the three of us drifted off into the deepest and most peaceful sleep we have ever had.


PART ELEVEN

DO NOT ENTER


1


Hi Victoria,

That sounds perfect. Antoine and I are looking forward to meeting you,

See you soon

Emelie,

Ifinalize my booking with Emelie as I pack my clothes, readying myself for my latest adventure. Emelie Fur - the name they gave the guest room in what looks to be a fancy home.

My sexy lingerie rests on top of my clothes as I shut my case. I’ve discovered you can never have too much sexy items when traveling abroad.

I live in Brixton, London. Well, that’s where I pay rent. I’m hardly at home. Most of my time is spent touring the world in search of inspiration.

My clients are mostly wealthy businessmen. No, I’m not a stripper, although I wouldn’t make a bad call-girl if you ask me.

Wealthy men from across London approach me to help build their dream home. I travel the world in search of inspiration for whatever theme they desire.

My plane is currently headed for Brussels, Belgium. My latest project is to help design a 17th century; Flemish themed home. Thankfully, my job is not to judge, because some of the requests I get is nothing short of ridiculous.

I plump my lips with one final application of my blood red lipstick before heading off to grab a cab to the airport.

Many people consider me to be a tease. I wouldn’t consider myself to be much of a tease. I’m too straightforward to beat around the bush teasingly.

I look for fun on my excursions, and I make sure I get it. It’s what keeps me going. It’s what drives me to work on my next project.

I live by two rules.

	Rule 1 - Never back away from fun. 

	Rule 2 - Always keep your fingernails short. 




“Mrs. Victoria Steele?” The ticket agent asks.

“Ms. Victoria Steele,” I correct her.

“My apologies,” she smiles.

“Oh, my lord! Look at that fine specimen.” I say this more to myself than Cindy, the lady across the counter.

“Well, Ms. Steele, you’re in luck. He’s boarding the same plane as you. Perhaps you could strike up a conversation with him then.”

“Oh, I plan on striking up more than just a conversation,”

I’d have an hour and 10 minutes on this flight. If I am to get anything out of him, I’d need to make my move within 30 minutes.

“Good to know,” I add.

He’s seated two rows behind me on my left. “Zank you,” he says to the air hostess as she passed him a beer. That Dutch accent makes my pussy wet.

He has the most seductive deep blue eyes; come-to-bed eyes.

He’s young. I can tell by his cleanly shaven beard and wrinkleless face. It’s now or never.

After a quick make-up touch-up, I perk my tits up and scramble my way past the two people seated next to me.

Mother fucker.

The bastard’s taken. Looking up, I find my Dutch hunk lip-locked with some blonde chick.

I am wet. The mere sight of him made me wet. It would be such a tragedy to waste that.

“Ma’am we will be landing shortly,” the air hostess with the name, Jasmine, tells me.

“Yeah, I need the bathroom. I’ll be real quick.”

With my Dutch hunk in mind, I lift my mini-skirt and reach in. My pussy lips quiver with the touch of my smooth finger on them.

I imagine his Dutch cock spreading my lips apart as I slowly slip my middle finger inside. At first, I enter slowly, softly grazing the surface. “Oooh,” I moan softly.

I pant heavily as my finger slips in deeper and my soft flesh consumes my finger.

This is why rule 2 is so important. I never know when I’d need to stick my finger inside me, or stick them someone else.

“Oh fuck!” I moan, a little louder than expected as my finger curls towards my G-Spot. I use my thumb to rub my clit.

“Ah-ah-ah!” I moan. It feels as if a wave of electricity entered my legs, reaching up to my cunt. I breathe sharply and let out a soft moan as I squirt, my cum landing on the floor of the plane’s bathroom.

The air hostess’s voice fills the plane. “Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to Brussels international airport. Please remain in your seats and fasten your seatbelt as we prepare to land.”

Knock, knock, knock.

“Ma’am is everything alright in there. We’re about to descend.

I open the door, swinging my hips seductively as I walk out. “Never been better.”

The air is nippy as we land in Brussels.

Brussels international airport looked more like a mall than I had expected. Large plasma screens line the walls with my flight showing as the latest arrival.

It wasn’t difficult to spot Emelie and her husband. They both held up a large sign with Victoria Steele written in very untidy handwriting.

They looked eager once I waved at them, perhaps a little too eager.

They do not look like what I had expected. I’m not entirely sure what I expected, to be honest. Perhaps an old, retired couple with nothing better to do than house some Brit for a week.

Emelie is fair in complexion, with short black hair in a sleek bob-cut. Her lips are naturally pink. Her eyebrow are seductively trimmed and rest atop beautiful blue eyes.

They both had blue eyes.

“Hi,” I greet.

“Victoria?” Emelie confirms.

“Yeah.”

“So nice to finally meet you. I’m Emelie, and this is my husband, Antoine.”

Emelie extends her arms and reaches in for a hug. I’m holding onto Emilie, but my eyes are fixed on her hunky husband.

Antoine extends his hand as he greets me.

“Hello Victoria,” he says finally. Dimples form on his cheek as he smiles at me.

Emelie has what sounds like a South African accent, and Antoine has a thick Dutch accent. Their accents complement each other.

They make a beautiful couple.

Antoine also has deep blue eyes, but his eyes are more narrowed as compared to Emelie’s. His eyes look innocent yet commanding. Antoine also has thick black eyebrows.

“You got everything?” Antoine asks.

“I do now,” I tease. Not sure if he caught on.

“Well then, let’s get you home.”

He is easily 1.83 meters tall, with a lean athletic build. I watch him from behind as his wavy black hair bounces gently. Everything about him oozes sex appeal.

I’m going to have a rough time keeping my hands to myself this week.

I watch in awe as we drive home.

The houses in Brussels is beautiful. They are all painted in varying shades of pinks, blues, and beige. These houses look like mini-castles. They rise high, with 17th-century cathedral-like finishes.

I could tell when we were close to home. The homes became larger and more modern, yet they kept that aged and timeless look. My home for the week will be in the posh Le Vivier d’Oie district.

“Oh, Emelie. I didn’t get your surname?”

“Van den Burg,” she responds. “Why do you ask?”

“Just curious,” I reply.

I did a bit of research before booking my accommodation. I wanted to experience that hotel-like life, but with the comforts of home. Emelie also offered to take me sightseeing, so staying with the Van den Burgs was a no-brainer.

“We’re home,” Antoine says. Their neighbors have a sign with the word, tekoop outside their yard. If I had the cash, I may just have bought it. This really wouldn’t be a bad place to settle down in.

“Wow! Your house is stunning.”

At the front door lays a heavy mat with welkom printed, greeting you as you enter the house.

The house looks like a Manhattan apartment. It’s three stories high, and I can imagine the views of the city on the top must be insane.

“Okay, let me give you a tour of the house and show you your room,” Emelie tells me.

The house is large but minimalistic. It’s as if the Van den Burgs realize that having space does not necessarily mean you must clutter it.

From the ceilings, hang beautiful crystal chandeliers. Most people would need to take out a second home loan to afford some of the tasteful furniture.

That leads me to wonder why they would want to house me and why they would only charge me 600 Euros for my week’s stay. They certainly don’t need the money.

“Hey, what’s in here?” I ask as we stop by a mysterious black door with Speelkamer engraved on the door in a sexy font.

“That room is off limits,” Antoine tells me. I stare at him suspiciously.

Next to the room with the black door is a bathroom, fitted with a shower and a large bath.

“This is your bathroom. We’re still looking at fitting an en-suite bathroom in your room, until then, this is the guest bathroom.” Emelie has an embarrassed look as she shows me the bathroom.

“Oh, no. This is terrible!” I tell her.

“Really?” She asks nervously.

“I’m only messing with you. This bathroom is perfect.”

“This is your room,” Emelie tells me as we reach the third floor.

The room is large, with splendid views of the city. Centered in the room is a King-sized bed. It’s furnished with a dressing room table and boasts a walk-in cupboard.

“Listen, if there is anything you need or need to know, speak to myself and Antoine and we will assist.”

I hesitate for a second.

“Okay, what’s in the room?”
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“Morning! Did you sleep well?” Emelie asks.

It’s a warm day in Brussels and Emelie is dressed the part. Wearing a tight pink shirt that curvaceously molded around her tits.

“Like a baby!” I tell her.

“That’s good. Listen, Antoine and I need to go out quickly. When I get back, I’ll take you sightseeing, if you’re keen?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

I hate being told I can’t do something. My curiosity got the best of me, and I Googled speelkamer to find out what it means.

Playroom.

The name sounds like something I’d find in 50 shades of Grey. I know they don’t have any kids, so I doubt it’s a play pen for kids.

“Roughly, what time will you be back home?”

“We won’t be gone for long. 2 hours max.”

“Perfect!”

For a room Antoine so desperately does not want me to see, he really should keep the door locked.

My heart races as I open the door handle and walk into this mysterious room. I feel for the light switch.

What the actual fuck?

The room is lit with dim neon red lighting. The first thing I notice is the mirrored ceiling. I don’t know where to start.

In the mirrored ceiling, I spot a black leather sex sling.

The room itself is large, easily the size of two bedrooms combined.

The sex dungeon has a medieval look to it, but with modern finishes. Various toys hang on a standalone rail. Most of the items are black, and some part of every item is made of leather.

Leather eyes masks, whips, paddles, and cuffs hang on the railing. Interestingly, there are different variations of each item. Next, to the soft, fluffy handcuff is a more rough looking handcuff with leather straps. Next to that is a handcuff made only of steel.

“Ooooh!” I say out loud. I shiny object catches my eye. I love me some accessories.

I pick up probably the largest cock ring I’ve seen and start picturing Antoine’s Dutch cock chocked by the large silver ring.

Four of my fingers can fit in this ring, and there would still be space to shove in something else. The cock-ring rest on a chest of drawers. Opening the top drawer, I find numerous other toys.

The Van den Bergs sure have a healthy sex drive.

“What is this connected to?” I ask myself as I pick up a remote with far too many buttons for my liking, searching for anything electronic that it may be connected to.

“Oh, my fuck.” I nearly shat myself as the entire room echoed with moans and sounds of balls slapping. I quickly realized the plasma screen is connected to the ceiling, directly under the sex sling.

I watch what looks to be an orgy. There are easily ten people all groaning, moaning and breathing heavily.

Antoine and Emelie are the only familiar faces. Emelie is getting screwed hard and Antoine is also breaking a sweat. Interestingly, they aren’t fucking each other. I guess we all have our little secrets.

Emelie is positioned on this very sling I’m now sitting on, begging for more as some guy rams in and out of her. The sounds that fill the room and the sight of Victoria begging for more makes me horny as hell.

I grab hold of a thick black vibrator in the cupboard, the biggest I could find.

Returning to the sling seat, I lift my skirt and allow the vibrations to send shivers down my spine as I place the large vibrating cock on my pussy.

Even with the dim lighting, I can see the wetness of my pussy leak through my panty.

I slip the dildo under my panty and place it gently on my clit before switching it back on.

“Ooooh,” I moan as it touches my wet cunt.

My eyes roll back with pleasure as it glides through the flaps of my pussy. I shift the dildo, preparing for entry and softly push it into my yearning pussy.

Beep Beep.

OH shit! The alarm beeps as they enter the front door. They’re back!

I reach for the remote and press the power button. The dildo lands with a thud as I rush out of the speelkamer.

“Hey!” I call out, trying to hide the fact that I’m out of breath.

“Hi, Victoria,” Antoine says, looking at me suspiciously.

“What did you guys get up to?” I steer the conversion before they ask questions.

“I needed to get some new clothes,” Emelie tells me.

“Got anything sexy?”

“You’re so funny,” Emelie laughs. “You’re ready to explore Brussels?”

“Yeah, I just need to get dressed into something more comfortable.”

“Oh sure, you can just let me know when you’re ready.”

I bite my bottom lip suggestively. “Well, I was hoping you’d help me pick out an outfit.”

“It’s pretty warm out, so I thought I might want to dress down today?”

Ever since watching the video of Emelie getting fucked and hearing her moan, she makes my nipples stand.

“Ooh, this looks pretty,” she tells me while handing me short yellow crop top and sits on the dressing room stool. “You think?” I ask and smile at her suggestively.

Moving to the window, I make sure the sun catches my hair as I free the elastic holding my tied back hair. I throw my head back as my golden blonde hair drops. The curls in my hair dance as it extends from my head. The sun adds an extra glimmer to my hair. I look over my back and smile seductively at Emelie.

“You have the most amazing hair,” she tells me.

“Thanks.” With my back still towards her, I slowly remove my top.

I watch as Emelie stares at my tits in awe.

“You also have amazing boobs,” she adds. I smile in response. I paid a lot for these bad boys, so I’m used to having people stare at my perfectly shaped-cupped breasts.

Emelie takes in a sharp breath as I lean over her and grab my hairbrush on the dressing room table. My tits softly brush against her cheek, but she stays seated and still.

“Okay, let’s get going,” Emelie tells me as if snapping out of a daze.

“So, this is the Grote Markt, also known as The Grand Place.”

“Wow, this is simply amazing!” Grote Markt is perhaps the most beautiful square I have seen. The historic buildings have a medieval look with a touch of modernity. I touch the town hall and wonder how a structure built in the 1400s still stand strong today and is still as beautiful as ever.

All surrounding buildings have perfectly molded lines, and they all look timeless. I’m in my element and start snapping away, capturing images from every angle. I grab my pen and paper and sketch out ideas.

Next Emelie takes me to the pissing statue, also known as Manneken pis. It’s a bronze statue of a little boy pissing into a fountain.

I can’t help but laugh at the little boy pissing. The area is also filled with tourists. “It’s interesting how a statue of a boy with a small ding draws so much attention,” I comment.

“Hahaha, yeah, it is rather funny.”

“Speaking of piss, I heard the guys this side are well hung. Is that true?” I ask.

“Well, another interesting fact about Brussels is that we have the second tallest men in the world. I’m not sure where we rank in dick size, but I’m sure we’re right up there. Trust me,” Emelie adds quickly.

“You know what, had you said that yesterday, I might not have believed you.”

“Hold on,” Emelie instructs. Scrambling in her purse, she pulls out a 20 Euro note and hands this over to a homeless guy, begging on the street.

“Woah, that is a lot of money.”

Soon our conversation shifts to people begging for money and whether giving them the money enables them or not.

“Perhaps giving to the homeless does enable them, but it is not my place to judge. Many people believe that the homeless only use the money for drugs and alcohol. So what?” She tells me. “I go home and drink a glass of wine in my warm, comfortable home after having a shit day. If a beggar wants to make his life living on the street more manageable with booze, then who am I to judge?”

Listening to Emelie speak and stand up for the people that can’t stand up for themselves leaves me insanely attracted to her.

“Anyway, sorry. I didn’t mean to kill the vibe,” she tells me.

“Not at all. I could listen to you all day,” I tell her. “So, it’s 4 pm. I guess we could do an early supper?”

“You will find some of the best French food here,” Emelie says as we walk into ‘T Kelderke.

A beautiful French girl tells us she will be our waitress and leads us to our table. The restaurant is packed with people and loud chatter. The decor has a very 17th-century look to it.

“I will have a glass of Chardonnay,” I tell Marie, our waitress.

“Chiraz,” Emelie orders.

“Do you ladies know what you would like to eat?” Marie asks.

“You have to try their famous horse steak!” Emelie suggests.

“You know what? I think I will. I’ve always liked my meat large.”

The waitress looks awkward as I smile seductively at Emelie. Emelie looks back at me and together, we giggle helplessly. “Well, in that case, I’ll have the same.”

Emelie was more talkative than I would have imagined. Not in a bad way. I could listen to her for hours.

She tells me the story of how she met Antoine.

“I know what’s in the room, I say boldly.

Emelie freezes, her sentence was cut short. She stares at me for a few seconds, contemplating.

“What do you mean? What did you see?”

“Well, for starters, I saw myself on the ceiling,” I tease. That was enough said.

“Okay… what else did you see?” She asks. I look at her tits and can picture them bouncing the way they did when she had that huge cock ram into her.

“Hmmm… I saw someone getting fucked and loving every second of it,” I teased.

After a few moments of contemplation, Emelie bites her bottom lip and stares at me seductively.

“And… did you like what you see?”
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Still half asleep, I press the power button on my iPhone and 02:11 fills the screen.

All that wine last night has caught up with me, and I need to use the bathroom. Emelie and I had a few too many drinks. She ended up asking Antoine to fetch us from the restaurant.

Stumbling down the stairs, I feel my way towards the bathroom.

Reaching closer to the bathroom, I hear odd sounds. At first, I shake it off, believing I’m still inebriated.

The sounds come from the playroom. The closer I reach the bathroom, the louder the sounds become. The black door is left slightly ajar.

Emelie’s hands and ankles are firmly locked in. Her ass rests on the sling seat, with her legs spread apart. “Ooooh! Fuck!” Emelie moans as Antoine’s head is dug in her pussy.

I stand in my underwear, watching the hot couple through the cracks of the door. Antoine has a firm ass. I can imagine holding onto that ass while he fucks the shit out of me. I slip my hand on my now wet cunt as he lifts himself and aims his dick towards Emelie’s yearning cunt.

I breathe heavily as I slowly circle my finger on my clit.

“Oooh,” Emelie moans as he slips his cock inside her. He enters her slowly at first. I watch as her head falls back as his last inch thrusts inside her pussy.

I slowly slip a finger inside me and grind my teeth as pleasure fills me.

“Awwwww! Fuck me!” Emelie screams. Antoine’s balls slap against her cunt as he rams in and out of her.

Sweat starts dripping from my forehead as I rub my cunt faster.

“Ah fuck!” Antoine moans. He’s about to cum and Emelie pants heavily with the build-up. “Ahhh!” Antoine pulls his dick out and shoots thick loads all over Emelie.

“Oh fuck,” I murmur and race to the bathroom before getting caught.

The early morning ray of sunshine shines brightly in my face, waking me up early.

I still can’t get the image of Antoine and Emelie out of my head. I had a dream about me being involved in their steamy session. I feel sexually frustrated. I need to get laid and soon.

My heart starts racing as I see Diego’s name on my iPhone.

Hi Vic,

How have you been? Hope you’re good.

I have been okay. I started a new job as head chef in a nice restaurant.

So, yeah. Things are looking up… in most aspects of my life, I suppose.

I walked passed the goldfish fountain and couldn’t help but miss you. It reminded me of the time I messed ice cream all over your boobs. You were so angry with me until I licked it off that night. Hahaha, good times.

Anyway, you probably won’t respond to this mail, just know that I miss you and still love you,

Love,

Diego

He’s right. I won’t respond to him. I haven’t responded to his last four emails. It’s not that I don’t want to respond to him, it’s that I can’t.

Diego lives in Barcelona, Spain. I told him we could not be together because of the distance, but that is not the case. In fact, that is complete bullshit.
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“Oh, stop it,” I tell him.

“I’m sorry Ms. Steele. I can’t help myself,” he teases. Diego always called me affectionately by my surname.

Diego tickles me in public. This was always very intentional because he loved hearing me scream out loud in public - in more ways than one.

“What are you-” Diego pulls my hand and drags me away into an alley. “Diego! What are we-”

“Shhh,” he tells me while placing his finger on my lip. He has that look in his eye. That look that says, I want you.

“Babe! We’re in public!” I moan.

“Exactly! That makes it that much more exciting!”

Diego slips his finger up my skirt. He smirks as I breathe heavily into his open mouth as his finger brushes against my pussy. He gently nibbles on my lower lip as he slips his finger under my panty. The hairs on his finger tickle my pussy.

This may be an alley, but people still walk through here. The idea of getting caught is a turn on and makes me want him more.

“Quiero hacerte el amor,” he tells me in his sexy Spanish accent.

“Yeah! I want you to have your way with me!” I beg.

Our lips lock as we kiss passionately. He penetrates my lips as he spreads them apart with his tongue and slowly enters me. His tongue guides mine as he gently massages my tongue. While our tongues dance passionately inside our mouths, he slowly runs his thick finger along my clit.

I grab his crotch through his pants and feel his rock-hard dick begging to be freed. Grabbing his shaft, I start rubbing his dick up and down. He gasps in my mouth with pleasure.

“Oh!” I moan softly as he finger slowly enters my pussy. I feel myself become more wet with every soft thrust of his finger inside my moist cunt.

Diego moves his tongue away from my mouth and starts licking the sides of my neck as he finger continues to enter me.

I watch as a teenager walks passed us. He was so engrossed in his phone that he didn’t even notice Diego’s finger in my cunt.

Diego’s finger enters deeper and, he curls his finger towards my g-spot. “Awwww,” I moan.

I pull the zip of his pants down. Reaching in through the opening of his zip, I pull out his cock. I run my palms on his head with the precum of his cock.

“Babe, I want you to fuck me,” I whisper in Diego’s ear.

Diego pulls my panty aside, and I feel I his head push into my cunt, parting my lips as he enters me. “Oh-oh-oh!” I moan as he slides deeper into me. His throbbing dick runs against my flesh.

I fall into a state of ecstasy as he slides his cock deeper into me.

Hanging onto Diego, I wrap my legs around his waist as he thrusts into and out of me. His strong hands hold me up.

“I’m going to cum,” he murmurs in my ears, and I feel his back arch as his grip tightens and his muscles contract. “Fuck!” he moans and I feel his warm, sticky cum shoot deep inside me. Three final thrusts later and I am filled.
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Diego taught me the art of spontaneity. We used to fuck in the oddest of places, places most people would be too scared to fuck in.

I’ve never been one of those people that pretend my problems don’t exist. I miss Diego so much, but I cannot bring myself to face him. I cannot bring myself to look him in the eye after knowing what I did.

I make my way downstairs in my bra and panty. It’s 06:51, Antoine and Emelie are probably still asleep, so I’m not going to waste my time putting on any clothes. I head off to the kitchen for my morning coffee after using the bathroom.

Getting closer to the kitchen, I hear Antoine’s voice, singing. He is awfully jovial this morning.

I gasped as I saw Antoine in the kitchen. Antoine dances and sings in the nude. I guess, he got it all last night. He has every reason to be in such a good mood.

A smile spreads across my face as I watch the naked man dance. He has no rhythm and is as stiff as his pole was last night, but that doesn’t stop him.

His dick sways, gently slapping on his thigh as it lands.

I never really had a good look at his cock last night, but now I’m faced with a clear view of Antoine’s Dutch prick.

He has a beautiful dick. The skin covers the head of his uncut cock. Even when flaccid, his cock is thick and veiny. He is clean-shaven, except for a thin line of hair passing the V shape of his abs and leading to his dick. His balls hang low, probably the largest set of balls I’ve ever seen.

The thought of his cock still being covered with Emelie’s pussy fluids enters my head, and I start craving Antoine’s dick in my mouth.

“Oh, my god,” he says as he turns around with two cups of coffee in his hand. I can tell he is conflicted about holding the coffee or dropping it to cover his crotch.

“Hahaha. Relax,” I tell him. “Nothing I haven’t seen.”

Antoine stares at me suggestively. I look down and realize I’m still walking around in lacy underwear.

“If it helps you feel better, I can take my clothes off as well,” I say.

I watch as Antoine’s cock stiffens with a small bounce.

Knock, knock, knock.

“Come in,” I call out.

Emelie stands at the door looking sexier than ever. “Morning,” she says.

“Hi Emelie. Did you… sleep well?” I ask.

“Oh, I didn’t get much sleep.”

I smirk slightly. “Oh really, why is that?” In response, Emelie simply points towards her pussy. I smile in response.

“Antoine and I are going out for supper. We were wondering if you’d like to join us?”

I point towards my pussy and respond, “I would love to.”

We walk into Comme Chez Soi, a beautiful French-themed restaurant.

The Van den Burg’s sure eat out a lot. The waitresses greet them by name as we walk through the restaurant. The restaurant has a tasteful vintage look to it.

The waitress speaks to Emelie in French. She simply responds with, “I’ll have the usual.”

“Comment vous appelez-vous?” I ask the waitress with the little bit of French I’ve learned.

“Louise,” the waitress replies.

“Je m’appelle Victoria,” I tell her.

“Very good,” Louise affirms.

I don’t even try pronouncing the names on the menu. “Chardonnay for me, please,” I tell the waitress.

“Black label,” Antoine says.

“Oh, you like your beer strong?” I tease. “Oui Madame.”

“Well, I like everything strong,” I tease. Emelie picks up on this and smiles.

“Louise is so cute. Can we take her home?” I ask.

“So, how have you enjoyed your stay thus far?” Antoine asks. It’s hard to take Antoine seriously. I can still picture his thick, uncut cock ramming into Victoria. Under the table, I move my hand on my pussy.

“Brussels is one of the most beautiful cities I’ve been to. The buildings are magnificent, the food is amazing, and the people are beautiful.”

“Do you know what you would like to eat m’dame?” Louise asks.

“I’m craving seafood. I’ll have whatever you recommend,” I tell the waitress.

“Is there anything else you wanted to do before leaving Brussels?” Antoine asks. He asks this with a suggestive tone in his voice.

“Well… there is one thing,” I tell them.

“You name it,” Emelie says.

“I want to experience the Speelkamer.

“Emelie told me you saw Die Speelkamer,” Antoine confirms. “Most people wouldn’t want to go in that room.”

“I’m not most people.” I rub my finger against my cunt as I say this.

Some of my wine spills on my tits. “Oops. I’m so clumsy.”

“You like what you saw in Die Speelkamer?” Antoine asks curiously.

“Well, what stood out most for me was Emelie being screwed by some other guy, while you had your way with someone else.”

“You enjoy that?”

“Oh, I would most definitely enjoy that!” I confirm. My finger brushes harder against my wet cunt.

“Well, perhaps you can join us one day?” Emelie teases.
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“Get dressed. I want to show you something,” Emelie tells me.

“I’m running out of clothes at this rate,” I joke.

“Oh…your clothes aren’t that important for where we’re going,” she replies with a smirk on her face. I stare at her for a moment. She smiles back seductively.

“Orytie then.”

It seems like she enjoys seeing me get undressed because she has a look of pure enjoyment as she watches intently.

Emelie wears a comfy shirt and leggings that still reveals her curvaceous body. She wears little make-up and doesn’t need much. She has a natural sex appeal that would drive any man crazy and, in this instance, drive me insane.

I feel her hand discreetly brush against my ass as she closes the door behind her.

“Where are you taking me? The suspense is killing me!”

“You’re just going to have to trust me. It’ll be fun!” She promises.

We sit in the back of an Uber, and she whips out a small flask. “I have tequila,” she whispers loud enough for me to hear and soft enough for the driver not to notice we snuck alcohol into his cab.

“Emelie! I’m dressed to step into a club!”

“Just relax,” she says and holds the flask at my mouth.

My head spins as I gulp down a shot of the tequila. “Woah! Oh, my fuck!” I whisper.

She looks over at me and smiles as she downs a shot herself.

The driver pulls up outside a place called Die Gat. I can hear Lady Gaga blasting through the speakers from outside.

As we approach the club, the first thing that catches my attention is the big sign with ‘21’ and a red strike through it. A sexy guy smiles at me, with a look that says, I want to fuck you. I smile back.

The entrance fee to Die Gat is €50 and the cost covers dinner and drinks at the bar.

Emelie pays for both our entrance fees, and we are searched by two big male security guards. I gasp as the guard brushes his hands against my pussy.

“The ladies entrance is this way,” he concludes.

“It’s odd having male securities guards brush up against me,” I tell Emelie.

Emelie smiles. “Those rules don’t apply here.”

Emelie leads me down a long passage. The music gets louder as we draw nearer to the club. Eventually, we end up a dark room. A tall man greets us and hands us a coat hanger.

I watch as a woman in front of us removes all her clothes and places this on the hanger.

“Oh, Die Gat has only one rule. No clothes are allowed,” Emelie tells me as she slowly lifts my top. As she lifts my top, I grab her head and start kissing her passionately. I’ve been waiting to grab a taste of her and it was worth the wait. She kisses me back as she lifts the button of my jeans.

“Any other rules?” I whisper in her mouth.

“Yeah! Have fun.”

Die Gat is large with a dance floor in the middle of the room. Naked men and women walk around in only their shoes. Some dicks are soft and flaccid; others stand at attention in search of flesh.

I watch in awe as two guys fuck on the dance floor. The guy at the back thrusts with every beat of the EDM song playing in the background. The loud music drowns out the moans coming out of every corner.

Naked waiters and waitresses drop off food on a large dining room table.

Sex slings occupy brightly lit areas of the hall.

Antoine spots us and dashes towards us. “Does he know you’re here?” I ask.

“Of course. We only have one rule. Never have fun alone.”

Antoine leans forward and hugs me. I can feel his pelvis thrust forward as he leans in on me.

I look down at Antoine’s feet, and this makes my pussy wet. He has large, strong feet. Gentle hairs cover the tops of his toes. If there is one thing that makes my pussy wet, it’s a man with good feet. Resting on his beautiful feet are his muscular calves. Antoine has legs most rugby players would die for.

His cock stands firm and proud. Even though we’re in a conversation, his hardened cock remains. He looks at my body and I can tell he wants to stick his cock inside of me. His dick is easily 9 inches and thick. Decorating his prick is that silver cock ring.

Emelie strokes his cock before they whisper in each other’s ears and Antoine heads off to the dance floor.

“Let’s grab a few drinks at the bar,” Emelie tells me.

We pass a group of guys waiting in line to fuck a chick with massive tits on a sex sling, as we head off to the bar.

“So, what do you think?” Emelie asks once our Cosmopolitans arrive.

“You surprise me, hey! When I met you at the airport a week ago, this is the last place I would have pictured you to bring me to!”

“I think that guy likes you,” Emelie says looking over at a guy stroking his cock with a smirk on his face.”

“Yeah, but that’s not who I want right now,” I say while watching Antoine getting his cock sucked.

“Well, if you don’t want him, I’ll have him.”

Emelie strides over to the guy and dances around. She seductively brushes her nail on his chest.

“I’ll have a shot of Jagermeister,” I order at the bar. I watch intently as Emelie seduces the man and my pussy goes weak.

“May I join you?” I hear a voice whisper in my ear. It’s Antoine.

“I thought you’d never ask.” Antoine looks at his wife getting fucked, and he smiles. He sees me touching myself. “You have a beautiful pussy,” he tells me.

“I’m so wet, “ I whisper.

I groan with gratification as Antoine places his fingers on my yearning cunt. We look at each other with uncontrollable desire. Antoine cupped his palms on my moist pussy, and my eyes roll back as he rubs his fingers through the folds of my cunt.

My breathing becomes heavy as he teases me with his finger before inserting his thick middle finger into my aching slit.

Looking up, I see Emelie’s hair bounce as she gets fucked up.

Antoine navigates his way into my cunt with his finger, massaging the walls of my craving pussy.

“Fuck! Don’t stop! I’m close!” I moan. He curls his finger and starts rubbing my g-spot.

“Oooh,” I moan as I begin to lose control of my legs.

Antoine grabs me and holds me tight to make sure I don’t fall, while his magic finger continues to stimulate me. My breathing becomes erratic and Antoine realizes this as he sticks his tongue in my mouth.

My body contracts and lets out violent jerks of ecstasy as I cover his hand with my cum.

“Fuuuuck,” I sighed. Antoine’s rock-hard cock pushes against me.

“Can’t wait to do this again,” he whispers in my ear.
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Ican’t believe this week has come to an end already. It feels like just yesterday I was on a flight ready to meet Emelie and Antoine.

I have a collage of photos and memories from this trip.

I hold up my lingerie. Pity I didn’t get to use this.

“Ms. Steele.” I hear Emelie call me by my surname. This catches me by surprise. No one calls me by my surname besides airport assistants, bank tellers and…Diego.

“Come in,” I call out.

Emelie walks over and has a seat on the edge of my bed. Usually, I would get annoyed with a host constantly in my space. With Emelie, I quite liked having her around.

“So, you’re flying back tonight. I’m going to miss you,” Emelie says.

“Aww, I’ll miss you too,” I confess.

“So, your very last day. If you have anything else you want to do, now is the time.”

I smile suggestively at Emelie, flip my hair back and walk towards her. I run the back of my nails softly against her cheek.

“You know, I still haven’t played in the Speelkamer.”

Standing in front of Emelie, I brush her hair behind her ears with my fingers.

“Well, what’s stopping you?” Emelie asks. I can see her struggling to remain composed as my fingers slip lower and start caressing her neck.

Emelie bites her lower lip, and her eyes slant seductively. Our eyes remain locked as I lower my fingers further, seductively running my fingers down her arms. I lock my fingers in between hers and lift her arms, throwing them back behind her as I lean into her.

Our eyes remain locked as I extend my tongue slowly into her mouth.

She leaves her mouth slightly ajar, leaving enough room for me to enter. Emelie’s eyes closed slightly as I entered her. She welcomes me with her tongue and gently massages against me.

Our lips are locked like two puzzle pieces. As we continue to kiss passionately, I run my hands down her waist and slip my hands under her top.

Emelie moans in my mouth as I softly squeeze her tits.

I lift myself off Emelie and look down at her laying on the bed. Her body begs for more.

“Shall we?” Emelie asks raising her hand.

I grab hold of her hand and gently pull her up. “Let’s,” I tell her.

I lead Emelie down the stairs and walks towards the Speelkamer with a coy smile on my face. I’ve wanted to play in the speelkamer since I got here. I always get what I want.

The beeping sound the front door makes when it opens fills the house.

“Babe?” Antoine calls out.

“We’re upstairs!” I shout out.

Emelie lifts my top and pulls it over my head as she leans in and kisses me again.

I return the favor and under the buttons on her blouse, revealing her perky tits.

“What are you guys—” Antoine walks into the Speelkamer with an image of me caressing his wife’s tits.

Antoine takes a seat on a black leather couch and sits back as he enjoys the show.

I break the kiss with Emelie and smile seductively at Antoine.

Emelie has a seat on the sex sling, and I bend over and pull down her panty. She holds onto the sling straps as I lift her legs.

I look up at her with lust. I roll my tongue up Emelie’s silky soft leg. She throws her head back with pleasure, letting out a soft moan as I work my way up towards her pussy.

In the corner of my eye, I see Antoine stroking his cock.

I nibble softly on her skin as I work my way up to Emelie’s sweet pussy. Her delicate hairs greet me as I get my first whiff of her pussy. I look up at Emelie and smile as I extend my tongue on her clit. She closes her eyes and grinds her teeth slightly as I brush my tongue against the folds of her pussy.

Slowly, I extend my tongue further and deeper into her. “Awwwww,” she moans softly as I invade the insides of her cunt. I feel the walls of her pussy throb when I finger moves onto her yearning slit, gently massaging it.

Emelie lifts her head and smiles at Antoine. I understood the message behind that smile, and so did Antoine.

I’m on my knees, licking out Emelie. I soon feel Antoine’s strong touch on my back of my leg. “Awww, don’t stop!” Emelie begs as I circle her clit more vigorously.

Antoine runs his hands down my soft legs. His strong hands send shivers down my spine.

“AHHHH fuuuuck,” Emelie moans. Her legs tighten around my head, and she squirts hard into my mouth. I keep circling her clit with every squirt, and she throws her head back as she allows the pleasure to consume her.

Emelie lifts herself off the sling. After looking back at Antoine suggestively, I turn around and slowly lift his shirt. I run my fingers across the indents on his perfectly sculpted abs. His abs are rock-hard, and that is not the only thing rock-hard.

The nipples on his chest stand upright, and I work my way down his body.

Antoine groans as I softly graze my arm against his dick. Looking up at Antoine, I undo the button on his short and free his cock from its prison. His huge cock bounces, slapping me in the face as it’s freed.

I grab hold of his cock from the base. His dick is porn-star worthy. I open my mouth as his prick slides into me.

I maneuver my tongue around his head, rubbing his head with my tongue. He grabs hold of my hair and starts panting heavily. “Oh fuck!”

The taste of his delicious cum enters my mouth, and I find myself craving that salty taste. My tongue runs down his shaft, and I can feel the valve under his cock filled with cum, waiting to release.

I take in his cock, inch by inch. Slowly allowing him to consume me. I can usually handle a lot of dicks without gagging, but Antoine’s monster has me gagging within seconds. I want more!

Antoine turns around, lifts me up and places me on the sex sling seat. Carefully, he places the straps on my wrists. He places the remaining two straps on my ankles.

“This is rather pointless,” I say, pointing towards my legs. The straps hang loose. He smiles at me and reaches for the remote I discovered on my second day of living with the Van den Burgs.

“Holy shit,” I call out as the straps on my arms and legs pull tighter, controlled by Antoine and his remote. By the time he was done, my arms and legs were far spread out, with my ass resting on the seat.

Antoine stands near my pussy and slaps his thick cock on my yearning cunt. “Oh fuck,” I moan as it slaps against my cunt.

I feel his stumble softly graze against my pussy. I try pulling my legs closed but can’t.

He’s quite rough with me, but I like it. Within seconds, he sticks his tongue inside my pussy. He rolls his tongue around my slippery walls. His rough touch makes me crave him even more. “Fuck me!” I beg eventually.

Antoine stands upright, and I moan as I feel his thick cock slap against me, yet again.

“Fuck me!” I beg again. Antoine places his head on my slit, slowly rubbing my lips with his head as he enters me slowly. His thick cock spreads my pussy apart as he enters me. I feel the veins on his cock throb as he rubs against the flesh of my aching cunt.

“FUCK!” I scream as his cock enters me, completely submerged in my cunt. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I moan as he rams in and out of me.

He places his strong fingers on my clit, gently massaging it with every thrust.

“Fuck! I want you to come in me,” I beg. He starts massaging my clit furiously as his balls slapped against my glorious pussy. With the little movement I had, I lightened my legs around Antoine as pulses of pure ecstasy coursed through my veins. “I’m going to cum,” I moan. Seconds later I feel the first jet of his creamy cum shoot inside me. My muscles convulsed as I released.

“Awwwwww! Fuuuuck,” I moaned.

Antoine stood above me, breathing heavily and looked down at me with the hugest smile on his face.
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“Please, do come and visit again!” Emelie calls out.

“You bet, I will,” I respond and kiss both Antoine and Emelie before bidding them goodbye.

The Van Den Burgs wave, until I’m out of sight.

This was one of the best trips I’ve been on. I got to see an incredible city and fucked incredible people. What more could a gal ask for?

Now it’s time to head back home and get to work. I double check my handbag in search of my sketchpad.

“Back to London, Ms. Steele?” The ticket agent asks while holding my passport.

I stare at her for a second, contemplating.

“You know what? Cancel that flight,” I tell her.

“Excuse me ma’am?” she asks.

“Cancel that flight. I need to book a flight to Barcelona, first.”

I need to see Diego for my own happy ending!


PART TWELVE

SHARING THE COWBOY
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“Oh, dear child, I'm so happy you're coming.” The excitement in gran’s voice echoes in my head while I pack, readying myself for my escape.

I had to get away from everything.

Men, my flat, my Facebook profile, my lingerie. Hell, even my phone reminded me of him. Everything reminded me of him.

There is no better place to leave my crazy world behind than by spending time with my gran.

Yeah, as you can probably tell, I’m only recently single. I might not be able to explain how I feel to my gran, but her food and love could do me well. In any case, there is no chance I can be distracted by boys and sex, especially not on an old ass farm, anyway.

My gran lost her British accent years ago. Her accent is now replaced with a deep southern accent, fitting for the ranch she lives on, Daisy Dale.

The ticket sales assistant stares at my passport with great curiosity. If my track record is anything to go by, this flight to Texas is probably an odd choice. My job requires me to fly across Europe. Paris, Germany, Holand. You name it, and I’ve probably been there.

“Work or vacation?” She smiled.

I stare at her for a few minutes, considering.

“Vacation,” I respond eventually.

I booked a connecting flight to JFK International Airport. From there, I fly over to Dallas.

“Hi,” a voice greets in the pause area of JFK International Airport.

I've been so preoccupied with my thoughts that I haven't even paid any attention to the hunk standing beside me.

“Well, hello there,” I smile.

I know I'm not supposed to focus on men and that this should be my time to get away, but fuck me, he is dreamy!

“What’s a beautiful lady like yourself doing on your own?”

“Beautiful women can't be on their own?”

He let out a devious grin that emphasized his deep dimples. “Good, so you are on your own?”

I stare at him intently. “Smooth.”

Technically speaking, I haven't reached my gran yet. Surely, I could have some fun before reaching Dallas?

“Do you mind if I…?” Ryan points at the seat beside me.

“Are you waiting for your connecting flight?” I query.

“You could say that,” he responds. “Okay, fine, I am. But, you caught my eye, and I realized it would be such a waste to allow you to sit all by yourself.”

“What makes you think I don’t want to sit on my own?” I ask.

He stares at me suggestively. “Two is always better than one.”

His sharp black eyes stare at me intently. Eyes you cannot refuse. He looks Italian, with sleek black hair pushed back and dimples that deepen with every smirk.

“Fine, you may have a seat,” I permit.

After a few minutes of conversation, I discovered his name was Tony. I knew he was Italian. I may not be able to hold a relationship with one, but I sure do know my men. We hit it off until he revealed why he really approached me.

“Look, I think you are beautiful. Perhaps one of the most beautiful women I have seen,” he tells me. I cannot help but blush. “The first thing I noticed about you was your beautiful, plump lips. I looked at you and wondered if I would ever be so lucky to get a taste.”

I smile up seductively at Tony. “Are you asking to kiss me?”

Tony looks backs at me. Shame covers his face, but not guilt. “I am…”

“Then, what-”

Before I could finish my sentence, Tony leaned in on me, smacking our lips together. I wanted him as badly as he wanted me.

I opened my mouth and invited him inside me. His tongue rolled around in my mouth, massaging my pellet as I got my first taste of him. It was a taste that left me wanting more. People walked by and starred as he continued to kiss passionately. I felt his hands snake down my back, leaving me with chills of ecstasy.

I opened my mouth slightly to speak. “You know, there’s probably so many kids around us. We cannot be kissing in public like this,” I tell him.

He retracts his tongue.

“You’re right.”

He grabs hold of my hand. “Then let’s find a place a little more private?”

Walking to the bathroom, Tony breaks off a flower from the florist in the airport and discreetly hands it over to me.

“Oh, please don’t get sentimental now,” I tell him. I look away to try and hide the shyness on my face.

I could do with a rebound shag, but at this rate, I might fall in love with the man. I shrug my shoulders and remind myself why I’m on this vacation.

After making sure the coast is clear, Tony slams the door behind us and places his arms on the door, locking me in. After one final smirk, he leans forward and heads straight for my mouth. I don’t even need to think twice before allowing him in. My lips open and welcome his soft, moist tongue. My senses work in overdrive as his tongue swirls around in my mouth.

Tony holds me by the chin as he removes his tongue and begins planting kisses along my neck.

My head falls back, and my eyes closed as he continues to work his way down my neck. Tony lifts his grip on my chin and lowers his strong hands on my tits. I bite my bottom lip as his tongue runs lower down my neck. My pussy is wet, craving the inevitable.

A soft moan escapes my lips as he gently squeezes on my breasts. He cups each boob with his hands.

Pulling away from me, Tony takes a few moments to stare deep into my eyes. It’s a look that says he wants me so bad. I could get off just from that look alone.

“You are so beautiful,” he tells me as he lifts the first button on my blouse and works his way down each button. He takes his time with each button, spending more time than required on each button.

With every button he lifts, he extends his pinky, which he runs against my skin, giving me only a preview of the touch that’s yet to come.

I look down and notice his cock pushing hard against his pants. For a moment, I consider reaching down and freeing his cock, so I can see what I’ll be dealing with.

“Shhh… just relax and enjoy it,” Tony tells me. He pulls off my blouse and shoves it one side, eager to have me naked. He pulls the button on my skirt and drops it to my feet, flicking my skirt aside equally as fast.

I stand in my underwear, at the Italian’s mercy. His mouth reaches my tits, while his hands snake down my back, leaving a ripple of goosebumps along its path. He takes in each bud between his mouth, gently nibbling on my nipples as his hand runs lower down my body.

Tony’s hands reached my ass. A breath of ecstasy escapes my lips as he roughly squeezes on each ass cheek.

Tony snakes his way from my ass to my yearning pussy. My pussy quivers in anticipation. Just when I thought he was going to slip his hands into my panty, he runs his nails against my inner thigh instead.

I try my hardest to remain calm and not to make too much noise, we are in the disabled bathroom in the airport, after all. But, with each passing second, this is becoming more and more difficult to achieve. With every second of his playful tease, I feel like I’m about to erupt.

Tony glides his hands up my sides and lifts the elastic on my panty, slowly pulling it down to my knees.

“You have a beautiful pussy!” He tells me. Thankfully, my pussy is perfectly trimmed. Some people don’t leave the house without their phone; I never leave the house without making sure my pussy is in order.

Tony lowers himself on his knees as he readies himself to pleasure me. With my panty lifted down to my knees, my legs remain trapped. I can only squirm and move my legs as far as my panty allows.

At first, I feel his warm breath on my cunt and then, without warning, his he runs his tongue against my clit. I try closing my legs to prevent myself from coming too soon, but he quickly spreads my legs apart again, before continuing his vicious licks on my cunt. Tony finds my opening and slowly inserts his tongue into my wet cunt. I look down and see his chin is covered with my wetness, but that doesn’t stop him from extending his tongue into me, stretching me with his tongue. He skillfully moves his tongue around inside me and curls his tongue upwards to get a better taste of my flesh.

I grab onto Tony’s thick black hair; I don’t think I can take much longer. If this continues, I will find my release in his face.

“Stop,” I moan. “I’m going to cum.”

Tony pulls his tongue out and looks up at me. “Well, then let’s cum together, shall we?”

He pulls his t-shirt over his head and flicks it aside eagerly. For the first time, I am greeted by the sight of Tony’s perfectly sculpted abs. The sounds of his belt buckle quickly interrupt my thoughts, and I watch greedily as he opens the top button of his jeans. As he lowers his zip, I get the first glance at his cock begging to be freed, with just his uncircumcised head sticking out of his pants.

Tony leans in on me and starts kissing me again as he lowers his pants. He doesn’t let me see his cock, but I feel his head stab against my pussy. With one hand holding my head and kissing me, the other hand guides his cock as it glides against the folds of my wet cunt. My legs fall weak with one lazy flick on my bud.

I break the kiss as I feel his cock’s head find my entrance. His cock enters me bare and gently pierces against my flesh, parting my pussy lips wide. As his cock pushes deeper into me, I discovered why he didn’t allow me to see his cock. His cock feels massive. He enters me slowly, allowing me to get used to the feel of his thickness, before thrusting further.

I take in a sharp breath as he sinks in another inch. He continues to kiss me passionately and runs his hands down my neck.

His touch is my ecstasy.

With one final, slow thrust, his cock is balls deep inside my yearning cunt. He holds this position for a few moments, allowing me to stretch.

I take in a deep, sharp breath as he pulls his cock out slightly and thrusts back into me.

Once Tony felt I was ready to handle him, he started thrusting his cock faster in and out of me. I hold tightly onto his back as he continues the relentless pleasure continues.

Soon the little pain I experienced when he first entered me is replaced by orgasmic pleasure as his skin rubs against my flesh. The only pain I felt was from me trying to hold off on coming to early.

This felt good. It felt right. I wanted this to last as long I possibly could.

“Fuck, you’re still so tight,” Tony tells me. “I love it!”

He breathes down my neck as he continues to ram in and out of me. My moans become louder and louder, and he allows me to make all the noise I want. It’s almost as if we were oblivious to our surroundings.

“I’m going to cum!” I groaned.

“Fuck, yeah! Come for me!” He whispered as his thrusts become harder. The sounds of his balls slapping against my pussy soon become louder than my moans.

He beat me to it. Tony’s breathing became sharp and erratic as his grip on me tightened. I allow my head to fall back and return the favor.

My skin tingled, preparing for my release. A few moments later, I felt Tony’s body pulsate and jerk violently as his cock twitched and thrust inside me.

I fall back, confident in his hold on me as I allowed the ripples of pleasure to overcome me.

Tony could tell I was close and even though he came, he found the strength to continue thrusting in me. With his seed planted on my walls, my legs fell weak as waves of electricity coursed through my body.

Tony crashed into me as we were reduced to nothing but violent heartbeats.
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“Oh, sweet child. I am ever so delighted to have you here!” My gran tells me. She has a deep Southern accent, but still maintained her British mannerisms.

Seeing my gran certainly helped lift my spirits; not that my spirits weren’t lifted after my steamy encounter with Tony.

My gran lives with her husband on Daisy Dale. After my grandfather passed away, she met a local and moved to the states. My gran has game, even at the age of 60, she found herself a very good-looking man.

Relax, I’m not going after my gran’s husband next. I’m not here to focus on men.

“This place is beautiful!” I comment as we drive into the ranch. On my right, I am greeted by scenes of horses running free. On my left, sunflowers stand tall. I’ve become so used to the chaotic city life, so the sight makes me feel all warm and fuzzy.

“It is rather beautiful, isn’t it?” My gran confirms.

Their house is right in the center of the ranch. The windows are large, and the house is sunny. Mostly old-schooled furniture and antique items decorate the house, but she still managed to keep the look classy.

“Okay, now tell your gran what’s really going on?” She asks me once we enter the kitchen.

“I’m so hungry,” I change the subject, hoping she doesn’t bring it up again.

“I know you are. I tell you what, what don’t you tell me what’s going on, while I whip up something delicious?”

That’s more like it. I haven’t had my gran’s food in ages, so this is a real treat for me.

“He just turned out to be a major prick, gran,” I start.

My gran cracks an egg in the pan. “I knew it! As soon as you told me about him, I knew he was going to be tighter than a bull’s ass at fly time!”

A blank expression covers my face.

“He’s a cheapskate?” my gran elaborates.

I burst into laughter. “Oh, that’s not the problem. If anything, he had no problem spending money.” I hesitate. “On hundreds of women, other than me,” I add.

“Say no more. He’s a real piece of work, and ye know what? It’s his loss, innit?”

I try my hardest to keep a straight face and not laugh at my gran’s odd Southern/British accent.

After finishing up my breakfast, consisting of bacon, eggs, baked beans and toast, I could do with a nap.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you,” my gran starts. “You would be sharing a room with Leonard’s daughter.” My gran stares at me nervously, as if I would protest to sharing a room. “It’s only for a few days,” she adds quickly.

“Is she hot?” I tease.

“Oh, she’s a real looker, that one.”

“Her name?”

“Julie.”

My gran was right. She is beautiful.

Her father is a very handsome man; I wouldn’t have expected his grand-daughter to be anything less than beautiful. She lays, fast asleep on the bed as I walk into the room. For a second, I consider whether her boobs are real. They curvaceously mold around her black tank top. For a white chick, she also has amazing curves. Her curves look like they were stolen right off a Brazilian dancer.

I try sneaking into the room, but she soon wakes me at the sounds of me unpacking.

Her voice catches me off-guard. “Hi, you must be Cindy?”

Dropping my bag, I quickly turn to face her. She’s even more angelic awake.

“I’m sorry, did I wake you?”

“Oh, not at all!” Julie sits up eagerly. “I’ve heard so much about you!” She tells me. I can only imagine what my gran told her about me.

The summer heat stifled in the room, making it necessary to open the windows and get dressed in something more comfortable.

“You don’t mind, do you?” I ask Julie holding up a short tank top and pair of shorts long enough to cover my underwear.

“Not at all,” she responds. I notice her watch me intently as I get dressed. I consider turning around and asking what she’s thinking about, but I allow the attention.

“You have such long, beautiful legs,’ she tells me eventually, revealing what really on her mind.

I lifted my bra and left this on the bed. My nipples protrude through the thin fabric of my top, and this catches Julie’s attention.

“Listen, I’m off for a walk. I’ll catch up with you a bit later,” Julie tells me as she lifts herself from her bed and steps into her flip-flops.

I lay on my bed, in the empty room trying to read a book. Trying to take my mind off my ex. Changing my location doesn’t seem to have helped get my mind off him. I decide to take a nap and hopefully wake up with a free mind. After a few minutes of tossing and turning, this seemed like an impossible feat.

Fuck it, I thought. I might as well get outside and see what this beautiful ranch has to offer.

“It’s such a beautiful day. Why don’t you go for a bit, child?” My gran asks. My gran can tell I’m struggling with letting go.

She’s happy I left him, but seeing me sad, saddens her.

I nod at her, in response.

“Come along. Get out and take in the fresh air. Perhaps you can take a swim before the afternoon storms set in?”

“It’s like you read my mind, gran.”

Exiting the kitchen door, I walk around. The sun beamed down on me, with only the faintest breeze to provide coolness. Even with the scorching heat, it was a beautiful, peaceful sight. Gran has a few people working for her. It’s almost as if the requirement to work on the ranch was that you had to be tall, ripped and shirtless. All the cowboys sat high on their horses with their tanned bodies and the sun beaming through the lines of their ripped physiques.

One cowboy catches my attention.

I’m a short distance away from the Cowboys, but I could tell he was the most handsome of the lot. His broad shoulders and cocky posture make him hard to miss. I watch as the cowboy walks away from the rest of the guys. He hasn’t seen me as yet, but I decide to follow him and see where he’s off to. Stalking the man from a distance, I watch as he takes in every confident stride. The sight of him makes parts of me tingle that should not be tingling in this escape holiday.

I watch as he enters the barn. For a second, I consider following him inside. After a few moments of hesitation, I decide against it and head back home, in search of shade.

[image: ]


“You?” I ask as he walks into the main house.

“Hey there beautiful,” he greets with his hands extended, carrying a welcoming grin.

“Oh, have you met Mathew?” My gran asks. “He’s helping us out for the college holidays.”

Mathew slants his eyes seductively as he keeps his hands extended. I forward my hand to meet his, but he quickly pulls me forward and plants a soft kiss on the back of my hand.

His reaction catches me by surprise.

He is better looking in person. His deep dimples hover above his chiseled jaw. He’s a bit young, but he oozes confidence that leads me to believe he’s experienced.

I watch as Mathew winks at Julie. I find myself becoming more annoyed with the man. First, he tried flirting with me, and now he’s winking at Julie.

I’m soon reminded why I chose not to waste my time with men any longer.
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“Where do you keep disappearing to?” I ask Julie.

“What do you mean?” She asks suspiciously.

“Well, I’ve noticed you disappear every afternoon. What do you do in this place?” I ask.

“Oh, yes. I go outside and clear my head for a bit.”

I call bullshit.

I’ve been in the ranch for the last five days, and I’m already growing bored. As Julie set off for her afternoon walk, I decided to trail behind her. She was up to something, I could tell, I just didn’t know what.

With all the tall trees on the ranch, it’s very easy to follow someone without being caught.

After getting dressed into something more comfortable, something more suitable for this heatwave, she sets off on her afternoon walk. Making sure to keep a safe distance, I walk behind her, careful not to tramp on leaves that would alert her of my presence. I stand behind a large tree as I watch her enter the abandoned barn.

The barn is not necessarily abandoned but is more of a storage facility after they built a larger barn. In any case, if privacy was what you wanted, this barn would be ideal.

The only question is, what could she possibly be doing in the barn?

Once Julie was in the barn, I walked over, still careful not to make too much noise. Peeping through the windows, my eyes widened.

No fucking way!

I watch as Julie rests on her knees and her mouth is wrapped around Mathew’s cock.

So, this is what she’s been up to?!

She’s such a slut. For a moment, I can’t help but feel envious. The wet spot on my panty makes me realize I wish that were me on my knees, sucking him off.

I slowly lift my head again and continue watching as she continues moving her head back and forth. Mathew stands with his hands resting on her head, and his head rolled back, taking in the pleasure of having his cock sucked off.

Fuck!

I dropped quickly as Mathew caught sight of me. My heart thumped violently, thinking of ways to escape this awkward position. On my knees, I crawl around the barn in search of a place to hide. I could always make him believe that I was just a figment of his imagination.

“Cindy!” Julie’s voice catches me by surprise, startling me.

“Oh, hey, Julie,” I respond, trying to sound as casual as possible while getting back up on my feet.

Julie stares intently at me for a few moments.

After a few moments of hesitation, Julie speaks again.

“Care to join us?”

I stare at Julie in disbelief. We may only have spent a few days together, but I would have liked to believe we shared some connection, especially with the conversation we have a night. We told each other about some of our deepest secrets, yet she couldn’t tell me about this one. I felt angry and betrayed that she didn’t tell me about this sooner.

I convince myself I’m upset over the fact that she didn’t tell me she was fucking the cowboy. But, the truth is that I was jealous.

Jealous that she got to ride him like a rodeo and I didn’t.

“How long have you two been-”

My words are cut short by the seductive sound of the cowboy’s voice. “It’s been two weeks now.” That’s about as long as Julie has been at the ranch.

I try maintaining eye contact with the cowboy, but his thick semi-erect cock sticks out of his pants.

“Would you mind putting that shit away?” I ask, annoyed.

Mathew walks closer to me. He towers over me as he draws nearer. “Why don’t you do it for me?” He smirks with a devious grin on his face.

With one final step forward, his cock stares me in the face. I want to open my mouth and allow his prick to consume my mouth, but that would just show I am weak. Instead, I slap his cock aside, pretending as if I have no interest in the juicy piece of meat in front of me.

As I slap his dick, his dick bounces and stiffens as it glides side to side.

I’m not the only one wet. Mathew’s head is filled with pre-cum. His gooey stickiness protrudes from the top of his cock’s head. My pussy begins itching, yearning for a taste of that cock inside me.

“Let’s get back to the barn and discuss this, shall we?” Julie asks. She has innocence in her eyes you cannot say refuse.

I avoid eye contact with Mathew and follow Julie into the barn. Julie leads me to a stack of hay, which I use as a seat.

“Like I was saying, before I was so rudely interrupted,” I continue, shooting an evil glare at Mathew.

Seriously, can he put that fucking thing away? If I must spend another minute looking at that cock, I will probably cum right here.

“So, the truth is that I wanted you here with me for a while now,” Julie begins. I watch curiously as she walks towards me. “I wanted you for a while; I just didn’t know how you would react if you knew what was really on my mind.”

I take in a deep, sharp breath at the sight of Julie’s long, silky legs; shaven to perfection. I remain seated as she hovers over me, her pussy is inches away from my face.

I take in one final breath.

“What are you saying, Julie?”

Julie stares at me seductively for a few moments. “I want to see you get fucked,” she says, finally. For a moment, that sweet image falls away and is fast replaced with a dangerous sex vixen.
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My pussy pulsates with desire. As I look to my left, I see Mathew’s cock sticking out of his pants, fully erect and begging for attention.

The idea of having Julie watch me getting fucked is an incredible turn-on. I want to scream yes, but I also don’t want to come off as desperate. So, I just sit back. And say nothing.

Julie understood my silence. She could tell that there wouldn’t be any objections to me getting fucked and allowing her to watch. She could probably also tell I didn’t have the balls to admit to wanting it.

Taking my silence as consent, Julie lowered down on me. My breathing became heavy as she lowers her head towards mine. I stare at her thick, plump lips and want nothing more than to have my taste.

I open my mouth and welcome Julie in. As first, she gently smacks her lips against mine, then she slowly extends her tongue, reaching mine. My insides were ready to explode. Electricity coursed throughout my body as we kissed passionately.

Her hand rested on my hip, sending my heart into overdrive. I feel more sensitive than ever before; one simple touch from her and I was ready to melt.

“I want you to scream from all the pleasure you’re about to receive,” Julie whispers in my ear. My only response is my heavy breathing.

My eyes dart back to Mathew, knowing he’s a key part of Julie’s fantasy. The idea of getting to fulfill this fantasy with one of the hottest men I’ve come across makes it that much more exciting.

A soft squeeze on my thigh from Julie leaves my knees weak. I would have collapsed by now, had I not been sitting down. She snaked her tongue from my ears, back to my mouth and I allowed her to slip back inside. Julie sucked on my bottom lip as her hands drew closer towards my craving cunt.

She continued to plant a trail of kisses along my neck and lower towards my chest as she opened the button of my pants, ready for her entrance. Skillfully, she unbuttoned the top button of my jeans with one hand, and I lifted myself as she lowered the jean, revealing the wet marks on my panty.

With her right hand, Julie pushed me back. “I want you to feel this. I want you to enjoy this,” she whispers seductively. I was too busy moaning with pleasure to answer. She slipped her hands into my panty and slowly pulled it down.

My eyes fall closed and my lips part as she slips her finger on my wet clit. Her touch on my pussy drives me insane, causing me to groan out loud.

“She’s a loud one,” Mathew comments as if I’m nothing but a sexual object. My head falls back as Julie places her finger in between my folds and starts running her finger up and down my wetness. I can tell she’s about to enter my pussy. The thought alone drives me insane.

With one lazy flick on my bud, Julie pushes her finger into my opening, causing me to groan out loud with pleasure. Ripples of pleasure fill me as she slowly works her finger inside me and continues to rub my bud with her thumb.

“I want her tied up,” she orders Mathew. I’ve had a lot of sex in my time, but I have never been watched getting fucked, and I have certainly not been tied up while someone else watches.

Mathew walks towards me. As he approaches, Julie instructs me to stand, and I do so, eagerly.

I squirmed with Mathew’s touch as he lifted my arms. Mathew’s only required one of his large hands to hold my hands together, and he continued to wrap the rope around my wrists.

Julie quickly removed my bra and flicked it to one side, leaving me completely naked with my tied arms held up high. Once my hand was secured, the cowboy flipped the other end of the rope of bar in the roof, creating a pulley system. As the rope landed, I saw a smile on Julie’s face. She grabbed on the rope and began pulling, lifting me as high as I could go. If she pulled any more, I would be dangling in the air.

With my naked body exposed and my hands in the air, I was unable to hide my wet cunt any longer. I grabbed a glance of the cowboy’s cock. It was easily the biggest cock I have ever seen. He oozes arrogance and with good reason.

“You ready, darlin’?” Mathew asks. I don’t respond and feel Julie yank on the rope, lifting me in an uncomfortable position. “Yes! Yes, I am ready!”

My lips dry up as I watch Mathew lift his shirt, revealing his well-chiseled abs. Subtle beads of sweat run through the indents of his abs. I’m not sure if it’s the heat or the image of me standing completely naked at their mercy that has him sweating.

A craving to run my fingers over my wet pussy rushes over me, but I can’t. Not with my hands dangling in the air.

He removes his jeans equally as fast. He wasn’t wearing any underwear. With his jeans removed, I take in the true size of his cock, easily 9 inches long and thick. Fear creeps over me; I’m not sure if I can handle his size.

It’s as if Mathew read my mind. “Don’t worry darlin’; I’ll get you ready to take me.”

My clit throbs, aching to be touched. Mathew leaned in closer, closing the gap between us. I could feel his dick push against me as his hands snaked around my body and grabbed hold of my ass. The feel of his bare skin on mine felt like heaven as he started squeezing on my ass. Every touch he made on my body, echoed in my pussy. As this rate, I’m about to cum without him even fucking me.

His hands moved over to my tits. He started squeezing on my tits as he lowered himself and took my nipple in his mouth. My head fell back as he sucked on my tight nipple while continuing to squeeze my other tit with his big hands.

I squirmed as his hands snaked down my stomach and reached towards my inner thigh. He hadn’t touched my pussy as yet, but my wet cunt could sense the heat of his hand as it pulsated, itching to be pleasured.

With one swift move, my pussy received the attention is desperately craved. His thick middle finger rubbed on my clit as an uncontrollable moan escaped my lips.

My knees fall weak, but I have little choice, but with my body swinging at Julie’s mercy, I have little choice, but to stand upright.

Mathew leaned forward and started kissing me. The kiss was deep and passionate, giving me an unexpected sense of intimacy. With his tongue swirling inside my mouth, I breathe in deeply as his finger finds my entrance, finally giving my pussy the attention it’s been craving. He stuck his finger inside my cunt and swirled his finger around to test the tightness of my cunt. I barely got used to the feeling of his finger inside me, when he slipped in the second.

Moans of pleasure escaped my lips as his fingers worked their way inside my wet cunt, knowing this was only a preview of what was yet to come. He continued plunging his fingers in and out of me, stretching me in preparation of what’s about to come.

I feel like I’m seconds away from coming, but know I need to find all the power I have to control myself. The main event hasn’t even started yet.

With his fingers plunging in and out of my cunt, his skillful thumb laid pressure on my yearning clit. Mathew noticed me get weak and secured me with his hand, allowing me to fall into him, while he continued his relentless torture.

He finally slowed down the pace, allowing me to catch my breath as he removed his fingers from my now stretched out cunt. His fingers reveal a trail of my wetness, and he stares at this eagerly, before slipping a finger into his mouth to get a taste of me.

“I’m going to fuck you really good now!” He promised.

For a moment, I forgot Julie was in the room with us. The sight of him ramming his fingers in and out of me has done wonders for her. She stands back, maintaining a firm hold on the rope as her other hand slides a finger up and down her pussy. The sight of her pussy leaves me craving a taste.

“You ready, darlin’?”

“Yeah!” I begged. “Fuck me!”

With his strong hands, Mathew lifted my legs and wrapped them around his sides. I could feel his hard cock pressing against me, begging to find my hole. With my body tightly wrapped around his, I knew I was in for the ride of my life.

With one final shifted, he moved my body so that my entrance rested on his cock. I adjusted my hips, allowing myself to sink lower and have him entered me. I wanted nothing more than to have my cunt wrap around that thick girth. Mathew let out a sly smirk as I felt him push forward into my entrance.

At first, I thought he was going to plunge in and out of me until I became used to the feeling of his cock inside me, but in one single thrust, he slowly pushed into me, until he was balls deep in my pussy.

Mathew’s cock stretched me more than I had ever been stretched before, but it felt so right. He worshipped my body with his hands as his cock slowly withdrew, before slamming into me again. With this thrust, I knew I was about to have the ride of my life.

Holding onto me tight, he continued to slam his cock in and out of me. I begin moaning uncontrollably with every thrust. Forcing myself not to cum was becoming more and more difficult. With every thrust of his bare cock running against my moist flesh, my walls quivered. Beads of sweat run down Mathew’s forehead onto me, leaving me even more wet and sticky as we exchanged bodily fluids.

I wanted nothing more than to have Mathew’s seed planted inside me. I groan out loud as Mathew’s cock swells inside me, preparing for release. I’m seconds away from cumming, but I force myself to hold it out so that we can cum together.

Mathew lowered his hand on my clit, gently rubbing on my nub.

After a few violent screams of joyful ecstasy, my entire body started pulsating my desire. Waves of electricity fill my body as I find my orgasmic release. Mathew’s cock twitched in my pussy as he slammed harder into me. His hold on me tightens, and his body freezes up. With one final groan, I feel his creamy load shoot deep into my pussy.

My heart hammered dangerously in my chest. Even after coming, his cock writhed inside me.
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The grip on wrists loosen, allowing me to stand comfortably without tied down.

“Lil’ lady was that good for you?” In response, I lean forward and find comfort in his embrace. Julie has lifted her grasp on the rope.

Julie walks over towards me and smiles suggestively.

“You’re in for the vacation of your life!”


PART THIRTEEN

PART-TIME JOB
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Another day, another job.

Brushing up on my makeup, I grab my car keys and sprint out for work. I’m running late, and I cannot afford to be late. Bruce Taylor is one of my wealthiest clients. Forking out big bucks for a party is nothing for him.

My job is not very glamorous. In fact, little about me is glamorous.

I’m about as interesting as a turtle basking in the sun.

You would probably never have guessed, but I’m in the entertainment industry.

Don’t get any weird ideas. I’m a children’s entertainer.

Yeah, that makeup is just face-paint to make me look like a clown.

“Hi,” you must be Nina. For a second, my tongue is tied. A man that could easily give George Clooney a run for his money on the hotness scale stands with his hand extended.

“Hi, I am,” I respond. I could have been a little more creative with my response, but that’s all that came out. “I’m sorry I’m late,” I add.

“Oh, not to worry! The party just started!” He tells me. “Oh, and this is my wife, Angela.”

For a second, I felt disappointed. I guess something inside me hoped he was single.

“Hey!” I greet. She is beautiful. Of course, someone as handsome as Bruce would have a wife as beautiful as her.

“I’m Angela!” she greets back.

“Pleased to meet you.”

“Okay, so you know what to do?” Bruce asks.

“Yeah.”

“If there is anything you need, you let us know, okay?” Angela offered.

This is a rowdy bunch. There were easily 30 kids at this party. A look of fear covers the face of some of the faces as I walk passed them. That’s probably the most exciting part of my job-scaring the shit out of five-year-olds.

“Someone told me it’s a certain Mr. Jonathan’s birthday today?” I ask the crowd.

“Yaaaaay!” a bunch of voices respond and point at the shortest kid of the lot. Jonathan Taylor reaches my hip in height and stands shy. Unlike the rest of his friends, he is timid. He reminds me a little of myself.

“You don’t want to be at this party?” I ask Jonathan, once sure none of the other kids would hear.

“Not really, no,” he responds.

“Hang in there, kiddo, just a few more hours, and everyone will be gone. Then you will have some peace!”

He smiles in response.

“Now I need the bathroom. Would you mind showing me where I can find the lady’s bathroom?” I ask.

He points at a portable toilet in the far corner of the house. That’s not quite what I hoped for or expected.

The Taylor’s yard is massive. After what feels like a mile, I reach the portable bathroom. I doubt any of the kids even know about this toilet.

“Oh, my fuck!” I exclaim.

I see Bruce and Angela standing naked in a room. With a house full of kids, I would have thought they would be more careful and pull the curtains before pulling on their clothes.

At first, I felt disgusted at the sight, but then I decided to draw closer and grab a better view. Watching the naked couple was probably the most action I’ve had in a while.

Creeping around towards the side of the window, I see Angela’s legs wrapped around Bruce. Bruce holds his sexy wife as she bounces on his dick.

The sight makes me wet. If I weren’t in a clown’s suit, I would probably have stuck my finger in my wet pussy.

I drop to the ground as Bruce turns his head towards me.

Oh, my fuck! Did he see me?
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Shit!

I wonder if he saw me! I was supposed to be watching the kids, not watching them! Knowing what I saw, how will I look them in the eye?

How will they look me in the eye?

I crawled back to the kids and forgot I even needed the bathroom.

“Hello, clown lady. Where were you?” Jonathan asks me.

“I needed the loo quick,” I tell him.

“Well, that wasn’t very quick,” he remarks. Smartass.

After one final round of pranks, the Taylors walk out. My heart races faster than a speeding train.

“Hi, Nina. I hope they weren’t too much trouble?” Bruce asks with a smile on his face.

Really? So, he didn’t see me? A wave of relief rushes over me.

“Not at all. I enjoyed every second spent with them,” I lie.

As much as it is a relief that I wasn’t caught snooping around, I can’t help but picture Bruce naked.

He’s probably in his early forties but has a body most 20-year-olds wish they had. He may be wearing clothes now, but he is completely naked in my head, ramming his cock into his wife.
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Hi there,

Thank you for looking after the kids. Angela tells me you’re still in college?

If you’re interested in making part-time cash, Jonathan desperately needs a tutor.

Please let me know if you’re interested?

Regards

Bruce.

My heart pounds as his email fills my screen. I could do with the extra cash. Although, I’m not sure if it’s the financial prospect or knowing I would see Bruce again that has me so excited.

I would love to!

Let me know when I can start?

It’s been two weeks since I saw Bruce and Angela fuck, and I have been horny ever since.

I lay in bed and picture the couple fucking with my eyes closed. I can’t help but slip my finger under my panty.

My legs quivered as my finger softly grazed against my wetness. I took a sharp breath and daringly slithered my finger towards my slit. I allowed my other hand to roam my torso, allowing the ecstasy of my touch to fill me.

My mind moved to an image of Bruce fucking me for the first time. My tits swayed as I rode him like a horse. His cock would invade every part of my pussy, with his thick cock massaging my inner flesh.

My lips parted as I slipped my finger inside my cunt. My breathing soon became sharp and erratic as more visuals entered my head.

I picture Bruce making me his sex toy. Rough, yet caressing. I picture him flipping me over and placing my aching legs on his shoulders. Leaning forward, he grabs hold of my arm and inserts his dick inside my cunt again.

His strong hands held my arms back, forcing me to take in every moment of pleasure. He rams in and out of me with his eyes locked on mine.

I begin rubbing my pussy with furious speed.

“Oooooh fuck!” I moaned as my body writhed, and waves of ecstasy crashed over me.

The walls of my pussy pulsated, and my head became dizzy. A few violent jerks later, I threw my head back, trying to regain my breath. I exhaled deeply in and out, and as I regained my breath, a smile came over me.

I found my lost sex drive.
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“Hey, how are you finding the job?” Bruce asks me.

I’ve been working for the Taylors for a few months now. It feels like it was just yesterday that I saw Bruce fuck his beautiful wife.

“I love it, thanks,” I tell him. “Jonathan is a brilliant boy!”

“That’s true! In fact, his marks have shot up since we hired you. I don’t know how I can ever repay you?” He asks.

“You pay me enough, Mr. Taylor,” I tell him. I can think of a million ways to repay myself; I just can’t say it aloud.

“Please, call me Bruce.” He smiles.

“Okay…Bruce,” I quickly add.

Bruce grins at me intently, forming deep dimples on his cheeks.

“I was serious about the repayment,” he tells me.

My breathing becomes heavy, and he notices it. “Relax! I wouldn’t want to give you anything you don’t want.”

Bruce walks away, but his words play on my mind. Anything I don’t want? For a moment, I consider whether I have been as discreet about my deep desires as I should have been?

“Daddy likes you?” Jonathan comments.

This comment catches me by surprise. “No, he doesn’t!” I respond sternly.

“It’s true! I’ve had four tutors before you, and none of them could help me.”

I smile at Jonathan. “Okay, but more importantly, do you like me?” I tease.

“You’re okay.”

Bruce’s voice catches me by surprise.

“Jonathan, I think you deserve a break. Why don’t you head on over to your room and play with your iPad?”

Bruce made a deal with Jonathan. He was only allowed his iPad again if his marks improved. Jonathan doesn’t have any second thoughts and rushes to his room upstairs.

“The kid likes you, hey,” Bruce comments.

“Yeah. Jonathan’s a great kid,” I tell Bruce.

“And you’re a great tutor. Tell me, how is that you’re single?”

“I…I don’t know,” I confess.

“I mean, you’re smart, beautiful, and funny. Surely someone would have snatched you up by now!”

I feel my face turn a different shade of pink. I struggle to make eye contact and keep my head facing the carpet.

The conversation turns awkward.

Besides being shy, it’s just wrong. Bruce is a married man. The last thing I would want is to come in between him and his wife.

I’m the only one that looks awkward. Bruce sits across from me with a devious grin on his face.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable,” he tells me.

“No, not at all!” I respond quickly. Perhaps a little more eager than anticipated.

“Mind if I ask what you do for fun?”

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” I respond.

Wait, what? Why on earth would I even mention boyfriends?

“I mean, I don’t do much for fun!” I add quickly.

Bruce laughs and looks at me with that breathtaking grin on his face.

“Oh, but you don’t need a boyfriend to have fun. Bruce tells me that there are…many…ways to have fun, even without a boyfriend,” Bruce tells me.

“Bruce. I don’t mean to sound rude, but-”

I’m soon interrupted by Angela’s voice. “Babe, I’m going out to the shops. You need anything?”

“I think we’re good?” Bruce calls out and looks at me for confirmation. “Take your time. Enjoy your shopping!”

My heart races faster. Based on how this conversation has turned out, I feel Bruce might try and make a move. My head tells me to leave the lounge, but my pussy screams, stay!

My eyes open up wide as Bruce walks toward me. Wearing a tight undershirt, his muscles shift with his every move. I swallow hard and notice how dry my lips are.

“Do you mind if I?” Bruce asks and points to the seat beside me.

“Erm…Yeah, sure,” I mumble.

My lips are dry. I want to lick them, but that would give off the wrong message. I know that’s about the only thing that’s dry on me right now.

“Since that day you helped out with Jonathan’s party, I told my wife, we need you around the house more often,” Bruce begins.

“Really?” I ask.

“Okay, I lie! It was Angela’s idea.”

I try to hide my look of disappointment.

“But, you best believe I’m glad I listened to her,” Bruce finishes.

Bruce leans in closer towards me.

I can feel his warm breath on my lips. My lips part and I consider inviting his tongue inside me for a moment.

“Stop!” This is all wrong. I tell Bruce. Your wife will never approve of this!”

“What my wife approves of may surprise you. You saw us naked, and she still insisted on hiring you. Surely that tells you something.” This sentence is finished with his most devious grin yet.

Fuck! So, they know I saw them naked. I feel embarrassed. I’m not sure if it would be better to remain silent or lie.

I go with neither option as Bruce grabs hold of my head and brings it towards him. My lips open instinctively, and I welcome his tongue inside my tongue.

The taste of his tongue is sweeter than I have ever imagined. His stubble tickles my chin as he kisses me passionately.

He runs his hands through my hair, and his touch drives me insane.

I kiss him back. The kiss is everything I imagined. Strong, fierce, and passionate.

An inevitable moan escapes my mouth as he places his hands on my thigh. Shivers run down my spine as his hands snake up my thigh towards my longing pussy. I stop kissing him for a moment and take a deep, sharp breath.

Bruce stopped kissing me, and we remained connected with our open mouths, breathing heavily into each other’s mouths. With his hands close to my cunt, he gently squeezes my leg.

The sound of Jonathan running down the stairs break the moment of passion, and I quickly fall back. My hair is in a mess, and I look fluttered, but Jonathan doesn’t even take notice.

“Daddy, can I play on the computer?” Jonathan asks.

“Of course!” He responds casually as if his daddy was not just making out for the tutor.

“Thanks!”

“Why don’t we take this up to the room where we would have fewer interruptions?” Bruce asks. Bruce’s robust and muscly figure hovers over me. His lust-filled eyes stare deeply into mine. My eyes reach his, and we hold the most passionate stare-off for a few moments.

Without giving it a second thought, I grab hold of his hand and allow him to lead me to the bedroom.
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Afeel of luxury greets me as I enter the room.

There’s very little time to look around because Bruce grabs me by the hand and leads me to the bed.

He gently places me on the bed and leans over, placing his substantial weight on my body. I could wrap my legs around him and beg for him to fuck me.

We pick up from where we left off, and he slips his tongue back inside my mouth.

I open my mouth to speak, but his lips find my neck. A purr of approval escapes my mouth as he plants soft kisses on my neck, working his way down towards my collarbone.

Bruce gives me a look that tells me to stay put and lifts himself off me.

I watch as he removes his shirt. I watch as he reveals his perfectly chiseled abs. I lift my neck higher and watch him take off his jeans. His cock pushes against his briefs, begging to escape. It looks like a large cucumber waiting to break out. It’s much larger than I thought it would be. His underwear remains as he begins removing my clothes.

Starting with my shoes, he gently holds my leg up high and softly lifts each takkie. Bruce crawls up to me and finds a seat on my lap. Grabbing my top from the bottom, he lifted it over my head, revealing my perky tits in a red bra. He smiles at the sight.

Bruce rolled his tongue down my collar. My head fell back as he gripped my tits, gently squeezing them with his strong hands.

I lay back while Bruce works his way across my body. This was more sensational than I would ever have imagined. A part of me still believes this is unreal, but my yearning pussy tells me otherwise.

After skillfully removing my bra, Bruce rolls his tongue down to my nipples. He takes each bud into his yearning mouth, only pausing to look up at me with that sexy grin. I squirm beneath his touch as his skin touches every part of me.

I grabbed onto Bruce’s head, and he could tell that was his cue to work his way lower.

Bruce looked up at me. “I’m going to fuck you so good!”

My pussy was dripping wet with anticipation. His hands slowly slid down my torso, nearing my yearning cunt. My head fell back as his hands grabbed my panty and pulled it down. “You have a beautiful pussy!” he commented.

His thick fingers reached my clit, sliding between the wet folds. Using his other hand, he began flicking my bud. “Oh fuck!” I groaned. I feel like I’m being touched for the first time.

Relaxing the pressure on my clit, he skillfully slid a finger inside me. His finger slid into my entrance and worked its way deeper.

I circled in finger in me, stretching me in preparation for what’s yet to come.

Plunging in and out of me, Bruce readied my cunt for what’s yet to come. I lay back with my legs tense and drowning in pleasure.

“Wait!” I groan. I could cum right there.

“Shhh, just fall back and enjoy it, “ Bruce whispered.

I listened and fell back, taking in the ecstasy of his fingers snaking around my walls.

As Bruce pulled out his fingers, I forced myself to regain focus.

Bruce lifted himself off me and yanked his underwear down, lifting each leg as he removed his brief.

His cock is semi-hard. Even in its semi-hard stage, that is the most enormous cock I’ve ever seen.

Bruce crawled back on the bed and headed for my face. Instinctively, I opened my mouth to allow his cock in. As his head slipped inside me, I opened my mouth more than needed. The taste of his precum fills my senses–t leaves me craving for his cum inside me. His grew harder as he held my back forward and moved his pelvis back and forth.

I could only take in half of his cock without gagging. For a moment, I consider whether I am stretched enough to handle his tool.

Bruce lifted his cock off my head and crawled back down to my legs. He grabbed my calves and flicked them around him, wrapping them as he prepared for entry.

As he slapped his hard cock on my wet pussy, I groaned with pleasure. He continued to tease me until his head found my entrance.

My vision is blurry, but I see a shadow at the room entrance in the corner of my eye.

My eyes fall shut again as he slips inside me. His fingers could never prepare me for the size of his cock.

His cock stretches my pussy as he pushes into me. I took in just an inch at a time. He is waiting for me to get used to his thick cock inside me before thrusting another inch.

A sigh of relief escaped my lips once he was submerged entirely inside me. Bruce pulled out and slowly thrust into me again. If I didn’t stretch enough in the first round, he forced my tight pussy open as he rammed back into me.

He felt I was stretched enough as he rammed hard in and out of me. Every time his cock was balls deep, my pussy quivered with pleasure.

Lowering his head, Bruce reached for my lips again, gently sucking on my bottom lip as he continued his relentless thrusts.

“You ready?” He whispered. My own remained open, breathing heavily. Bruce was readying for his own release, and it was just in time. I don’t know how much longer I could have held back.

His cock swelled inside me; my body rippled with waves of pleasure. My legs tightened around him, holding tightly onto him as he continued fucking me.

Seconds later, he found his released. “AH, FUUUCK!” He groaned as he clenched and withered inside me. I held onto him as he discovered his blissful release.

Bruce crashed on me. Our breathing was rapid, and our beating hearts paced dangerously.

After a few deep breaths, I regained consciousness and returned to reality.

My suspicions were confirmed with Bruce lying on top of me, struggling for air.

Angela stood at the entrance of the room with the most wicked smile. It’s almost as if she were grateful to me.


PART FOURTEEN

COUPLES THERAPY
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“I’m really sorry, but I am in a rush,” I tell the officer that pulled me over for speeding.

“Ma’am, you realize you were driving faster than the speed limit?” He asks me.

“I realize that and I am so sorry! I was rushing to get to my mom. You see, she is very sickly lately and she phoned me to tell me she fell and hit her head real hard,” I lie.

He stares at me for a few moments, while I seductively push up my chest, revealing my protruding breasts in my bra.

“Okay, you may go.”

I’m rushing back to my office to meet Michael and Becky Stanford; my latest project. I have spent the last few years breathing life into broken marriages. I get a kick out of helping people work through their relationship difficulties. Sometimes, I get more than just a kick.

At the entrance of my office, the door is decorated with a placard. On the placard is a quote that says:

If being yourself is a crime, then freedom is an illusion.

My office is tastefully furnished and on the twelfth floor of a building in Chicago, with incredible views of the city. The view, classy furniture and unique practices are some of the many reasons behind my high prices.

My office is large, with my desk, a three-seater couch, and a ¾ bed. Most people have stationery in their drawers; I have hand-cuffs, blindfolds, and whips in mine.

Most of my business is word-of-mouth, although I doubt any of my clients reveal the exact nature of their therapy with my unique practices.

My methods are very hands-on. While most therapists ask prompting questions and offer a willing ear, I believe real treatment starts with action.

With a lot of couples, the problems do not lie in their marriage, or their understanding of each other. Most people are frustrated because they had lost the spark they once had when they first started dating. A simple reminder can bring even the most broken relationships back to life. This works most of the time, but not always, as in the case with my marriage.

Looking at my schedule, I must see three couples today. Hopefully, none of them come late. There is nothing more frustrating than late clients. They throw off my entire schedule.

I throw myself down on my couch as a message pops up on my phone, highlighting the entire screen.

Hi Lucy,

I’m so sorry; we’re running a few minutes late. As usual, Michael cannot stick to anything, including time.

See you in roughly 10 minutes.

Speaking of late clients.

Michael and Becky are going to be a handful. I haven’t met them yet, but from the few messages we’ve sent each other, this is relationships sounds very rocky. These couples usually end up fucking like rabbits if they’re both decided to make it work.

My name is Lucy Whistleworth. Yeah, that surname had me teased for most of my life. One of my ex-boyfriends even asked if I could make my pussy whistle. That relationship didn’t last long.

I’m a sex therapist. Often, I get hands-on and guide couples on their forgotten sensuality. I should probably spend time on myself. I haven’t been laid in months and going all the way with my clients won’t be very professional.

I’m not like most therapists. I don’t keep a notepad and write down every little thing my clients tell me. If I had to write down everything I’ve heard, I could probably write the sickest book out there. A big part of my job is to discover each partner’s deepest fantasy.

Some husbands confess to wanting to sleep with other men. When this revelation comes to life, many wives confess that their fantasy is to watch her man getting man-handled.

“Just shut the fuck up and please, do not embarrass me!”

“Can we just get this shit over and done with, so I don’t have to speak to you for the rest of the day?” He snaps.

“Dickhead.”

That must be Michael and Becky.

“Welcome in,” I greet.

Becky can tell I heard her argument and shied away. “Thank you.”

Michael stares at me for a few moments, before walking in. That look already tells me what I’m dealing with. He wants more than just his wife.

“Okay, so what brings you, two beautiful people, here today?” I ask.

“My husband is an arsehole, and a friend recommended you,” Becky responds.

Long shiny black hair hangs down Becky’s shoulders, covering her curvaceous breasts. She wears a short crop top that exposes her defined belly.

“So, what are your expectations of me?” I ask them both.

“Well, I was hoping you could help my wife with a bit of common sense.”

With grey eyes, a ripped physique and a killer smile, Michael is dreamy.

After a few minutes of talking to the couple, I realized that neither of them knows what I do. They are both under the impression that they’re here to argue out their problems.

“Like, sometimes, I just feel like he doesn’t listen to me,” Becky moans.

“When last have you touched yourself?” I ask Becky.

Her face turns red, and she turns to look at her husband for support. Michael lets out a sneaky smile.

“I cannot recall the last time,” she says shyly.

I turn to Michael. “When last have you touched your wife?”

“Well, I tried to touch her last night, but as usual, she slapped my hands away.”

“Now, we’re getting somewhere,” I tell them.

“Go ahead, touch her.”


2


Michael and Becky are proving to be a very problematic couple. By now, they have figured out what’s required from them, but they refuse to put in the work to reignite their spark.

This is their fourth session with me, and I’m hoping for a breakthrough. By the fourth session, we should have seen some progress. This is when things become a lot more hands-on.

“Today, we’re going to try something different,” I tell them. Michael and Becky look at me eagerly.

I keep catching Michael trying to sneak a glance at my tits whenever his wife’s not paying attention. Looking back at Michael, I smiled, before turning back to Becky. It’s a smile that tells him, “I feel the same.”

“Today, we’re going to explore the power of fantasies.”

Removing my coat, I notice the slight bulge in Michael’s pants. I may already know what his fantasy is.

Pointing at the bed, I give Becky her first instruction.

“I want you to consider your biggest sexual fantasy, but do not tell myself or Michael what this fantasy is.”

Becky looks at me curiously.

“With your fantasy in the back of your head, I want you to place yourself in the position you would be in had you been living out your fantasy.”

Becky looks over at Michael. “Pretend he’s not here,” I add.

She walks over to the bed and lies down on the bed. She shuffles for a few seconds until she lies with her face planted into the bed. She’s on her knees, with her hips lifted in the air. Michael licks his lips at the sight of his wife.

“Good,” I tell her. “You may get off the bed. Michael, I want you to do the same, but you will need to take off your shoes when performing this exercise.”

Michael reaches down for remove the knots on his shoes.

“NO!” I snap. “Not you, Becky has to take them off for you.”

Becky gives me an evil glare but, eventually obeys my command.

“You will have to do this slowly,” I add.

Michael looks down on his wife as she slowly unties the knots on his shoes and lifts removes each shoe. “At least, he doesn’t have smelly feet,” she jokes.

Michael has big feet. By the looks of things, he has a big cock too. The sight of his wife on her knees excites him. He pressing cock is evidence of that.

By the time Becky was done lifting his shoes, it had looked like she wanted to remove more than just his shoes.

“Michael, consider your fantasy and assume your position on the bed.”

Michael lays on top of his hands. His hands are behind his back, and his legs stretched out. “Do you like being dominated, Michael?” I ask.

“No-”

“I’m going to ask you again,” I interrupt. “Do you like being dominated, Michael?”

“Sometimes.”

In the corner of my eye, I notice Becky smiling.

“Okay, you can get off the bed, but leave your shoes off,” I instruct.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Becky, how many people are involved in your fantasy?”

“I cannot answer that,” she replies.

“Okay, so more than two,” I confirm. Michael’s cock hardened further. His breathing sounds heavy.

“Michael, would you like to tell us how many people are involved in your fantasy?”

“You better be honest, Michael,” I add sternly.

“A few,” he replies.

“Good. Becky, I’m still waiting for that number?”

“Three,” she whispers.

“I thought so,” I smile.

Removing my coat, I reveal the black lacy top I wore under the coat. “This time, I want you to look at Michael and tell him more about your fantasy.”

Becky takes in a sharp breath, before mumbling.

“There are three people,” she tells him.

“Is Michael involved in this fantasy?”

“Yeah,” she admits.

“That makes two, who else is involved?”

Becky glances over at me, before whispering, “you.”
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Becky and Michael have been to me for a few sessions now. Today is the final session. It looks as if things are going well, but they still haven’t fucked.

Today, the couple is 5 minutes early, eagerly waiting for their next task. They both look like they need a release and soon. Michael has become more comfortable with a hardened cock in my presence. Today, he even came to the appointment wearing shorts.

“So, by now, I trust that you have realized you both share the same fantasies,” I tell them. “You are both frustrated, and that’s starting to play a toll on your relationship, but that is only because you don’t know how to explore these fantasies.”

Michael wants to eat my pussy out. I can tell by the look in his eyes. Becky wants nothing more than for me to go down on her.

I know this, but the key is to allow them to discover this for themselves.

I hand the blindfold over to Becky and instruct her to put in on. Michael tightens the knot behind her head, securing the blindfold. “Becky, you are going to hear everything, but you won’t be able to see a thing. The only thing you will have to guide you is your imagination.”

I hold up a placard with that says, Breath heavily. Michael starts breathing heavily while looking at me. His eyes are filled with lust as he runs his eyes over my tits. I push my tits together, and Becky turns her head as she hears Michael taking in every sharp breath.

I hold up three more cards.

- Take off my top

- Flash my pussy

- Kiss your wife

Michael, I want you to pick one.

“One what?” Becky asks.

“Let your imagination run wild, Becky.”

After a few moments of consideration, Michael holds up three fingers, indicating that he wants me to kiss Becky. I smile at him and order Becky to remove the blindfold and hand it over to Michael.

“Wait, I don’t get to see it?” He asks.

“See what?” Becky asks.

“Not for now, no,” I tell him.

“Becky, tie the blindfold behind his eyes. Her tits run against his face as she leans over and places the blindfold on his head, covering his eyes.

“One more thing,” I tell Becky, once the blindfold is securely wrapped around his head. I think he would enjoy this. I remove a soft rope from my drawer and walk over to Michael, grabbing both of his hands. His hands are big and strong, but he doesn’t fight it.

He allows me to tie his hands behind his back.

“The scent of your perfume is driving me insane,” he tells me.

Becky sits back in the couch, with her lips parted as I lean in on her. My soft blonde hair lands on hers as I move forward, reaching for her lips.

“Michael is it okay if I kiss your wife?” I ask.

“Yeah!” He huffs.

Becky opens her mouth as I move mine closer into hers. Her full cherry lips look at me, begging for attention. She opens her mouth, eagerly wanting me inside her, but I tease her bottom lip and softly suck on her bottom lip as I grab hold of her head with my hand.

Becky reaches out for her husband’s cock and starts rubbing on it against the fabric of his jeans.

She tastes delicious as I enter my tongue into her mouth and swirl my tongue against hers. I can feel my pussy growing wet and looking down; I can see she’s wet as well. Becky tries lowering the zip of his jeans, but I pull her hand back.

“No. Now, we’re having fun,” I tell her.

Pushing her back against the couch, I find a seat on her lap and start rubbing on her tits. Michael tries breaking free from the tied rope and moves his head closer to us. I slap on his cock and tell him to wait his turn. He groans with the touch of my hand.

Becky pulls my head forward and continues kissing me, while I run my hands down her chest. I place my hand under her top, touching her soft silky skin.

Breaking the kiss, I lift myself off Becky and walk back to my desk.

“Becky. Now I want you to remove the blindfold and free his hands.”

Michael grabs hold of his zip, once his hands were freed and lowered the zip, revealing his thick, juicy cock.

Becky looks over at me as if asking for permission to suck on his dick.

“Okay, so that’s all the time we have today,” I tell them.
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Knock, knock, knock.

“Coming!” I hear Becky’s voice.

As part of my consultation package, I usually pay all my couples a visit in their home. Couples are a lot more comfortable in their own territory.

“Hi,” Becky says as she opens the door. “Come in!”

Becky greets me, looking sexier as ever. She wears a short black skirt. “Why have you been hiding these sexy legs?” I ask, walking in.

“Oh, stop it you,” she blushes.

Becky has slick, silky legs that could grace even the best magazine covers. A yellow t-shirt wrapped around her curvaceous body, with a bra that gives her tits an extra lift.

“Hey Lucy,” Michael says, extending his hands out to me.

He holds his hands out, but I cannot take my eyes off those strong, muscly legs. Thick, strong veins run along his big calves, leading up to his strong thighs.

He stands barefooted in front of me. He has beautiful, strong feet.

“Hi, Michael! You’re looking good.”

He smiles.

A vest wraps around his chest, revealing his defined mid-section. I can see the lines on the folds of his abs through his shirt.

Michael and Becky stand next to each other. They are one tasty looking couple.

“You guys look good together. Have you guy gotten any closer since our last session?”

Becky smiles and grabs hold of her husband’s hand. “We try.”

“Good, you guys have a good thing going on, you just needed to reignite your sexual energies.”

Michael stares at me for a few moments, considering.

“Yeah, our sex life has improved a lot, but I think Becky and I can both agree we have unfinished business.”

Becky looks up at him coyly, before turning to smile at me seductively.

“I think, I could agree on that.”

“What unfinished business do you have?” I ask the couple.

Michael and Becky smile at each other and Becky walks toward me.

“Let’s get you more comfortable.”

Seeing Becky with her newfound confidence is a major turn on for me. She grabs hold of my head and runs her eyes down my body. Her eyes are filled with lust as she undresses me with her eyes.

She bites her bottom lip as she starts removing the buttons on my blouse. Starting from the bottom, she removes each button and works her way up. Michael sits back on the couch and watches as his wife has her way with me.

Becky reaches for my lips as she leans forward and removes my top. That familiar sweet taste of her tongue enters me, making my pussy wet.

Our tongues swirl inside our mouths, and I let out a slight moan as she grabbed on my tits and started squeezing them.

She runs her hands through my hair as we kiss passionately.

“I’m so wet,” I whisper in her ears.

“Me too!” She replies.

In the corner of my eyes, I see Michael laying back on the couch, with his cock in his hands.

Becky puts her hand in my pants and reaches for my wet pussy.

“Oooh!” I moan as her fingers softly graze against my wet cunt.

Placing her finger through the moist folds of my pussy, she starts running her finger up and down. Our lips remained locked as she circled my clit with her finger.

I groan with gratification, and she inserted her finger into my pussy.

We broke free from our locked lips and looked at each other with uncontrollable desire. I made my way under her top and reached for her bra straps.

I lifted her bra as her finger continued to ravish my cunt. I trapped her fully erect nipples with my fingers and started rolling them back and forth. Her lips parted with pleasure, forcing a moan from her lips.

Becky uses her finger to massage the walls of my pussy and grinds my clit vigorously. My breathing picked up, and my eyes rolled back. “Fuck! Me, I’m close!” I moan.

I hear Michael moaning in the background. The sounds of his wife pleasuring me drives him nuts.

“I’m so close! Fuck!” I moan. For a second, I felt Becky slow down. “No! Don’t stop!”

Becky continued to curl her finger and rub against the soft muscle inside my wet cunt, as she discovered the spongy surface of my g-spot.

“Fuuuuuuuck…” I sighed and collapsed into Becky. My pussy pulsated with pleasure.

It takes a few moments for me to catch my breath. “Your turn,” I smile at Becky.

“On your back, with your hips lifted in the air,” I instruct, recalling the position she held in her fantasy.

Lifting her bottom of her skirt, I reached in for her pussy.

“No underwear?” I tease.

“I was hoping I wouldn’t need any,” she replies. Becky’s voice purred with a devilish grin. A grin that begged for me.

Michael walked over towards me and cupped his palm over my soaked pussy. His strong touch sends shivers down my spine. For a second, my eye rolled back as I took in the pleasure of his strong fingers on my wet pussy. I gasp as I feel his finger slide into my wet cunt.

I leaned forward, with my mouth aimed at Becky’s delicious pussy. She has thin hairs, neatly trimmed aiming into her warm cave.

“Oooh,” Becky moaned as the tip of my tongue connected with her wetness. With Becky’s pussy hovering in the air, my taste buds were filled with the taste of her wet pussy.

I circle her longing clit with my tongue and run my nails down her legs.

Becky’s legs quiver with pleasure and I feel Michael remove his touch from my wet pussy. I stop to catch a glance at Michael’s cock and start craving his cock inside me. His cock is probably 7 inches and thick. I love a thick cock grinding its way inside me.

He walks over to his wife and grabs her by the head and aims his dick for her mouth. She opens her mouth, getting a taste of that delicious prick.

“Ahhhh,” he moans as she allows his dick inside her mouth. I begin licking her cunt more vigorously.

Her legs shake with pleasure when Michael walks around, back towards me. At first, I thought he’s about to push me aside and start ravishing his wife’s cunt.

“OOOOHHHH!” I scream as I feel his thick cock plunged inside my wet cunt.

“Oooooh,” I moan. There is nothing better than having a fat cock plunge inside you unexpectedly.

Becky on her back, with her legs holding her up in the air, while I lick her out. I’m on my knees, while he has his way with my yearning cunt.

I feel Michael’s strong finger rub against my clit as he leaves his dick inside me. I pause with my mouth covering Becky’s cunt, breathing heavily on her moist pussy as he slowly works his way deeper inside me.

Becky moves her hands on her cunt and starts circling her clit with the sounds of me moaning.

I feel the skin of his uncut cock roll back as he presses into me. Reaching deeper into me with every thrust. His cock rubs against the wet flesh inside me, and I feel my breathing become more erratic.

Beads of sweat drop from Michael’s forehead and land on my back as he thrusts his cock inside me. My pussy begins to quiver, pulsating with desire.

“Babe, I want you to shoot inside me!” Becky pleads.

I turn my head and look at Michael and give him a smile of approval.

Becky pulls Michael aside and instructs him to lay on the carpet. Once Michael was on his back, Becky grabbed hold of his cock and aimed it at her yearning pussy. Her eyes closed slightly, and her lips parted as his juicy cock parted her pussy. He stretched her tight lips apart as he entered her until he was completed submerged in her wet cunt.

Becky began riding Michael’s cock and their eyes connected. They wanted each other badly.

She started off slowly and gradually increased her pace as rode his cock, holding onto his strong hairy legs with her arms behind her.

She picked up the pace and slammed hard up and down on his cock. Michael moaned with the touch her pussy and started thrusting upwards into her.

Their breathing picked up, and gasps of air escaped their mouths as feelings of ecstasy overcame them.

I cupped my pussy with my hands, watching the hot couple fuck new life into their marriage. The sight is hot, and I’m on the verge of cumming again.

“Oh fuck!” Michael screamed with pleasure. “I’m going to cum!”

“Fuck me!” Becky pleaded.

Michael turned Becky around and laid her on her back. She stretched her legs open, wrapping them around his waist. Michael pounded heavily into her.

I notice Becky take in a sharp breath and her body tightened around Michael. Her head fell back, and her spine arched as he rammed harder into her. The sight of seeing Becky cum was enough to make my cunt convulse and spasm with pleasure.

“Fuck!” Michael groaned as his sweaty body covered her and he shot loads of cum inside her cunt.

“That…. Was fucking amazing!” Becky yells.

I look back at the happy couple, and this brings a smile to my face.

My job here is done.


PART FIFTEEN

SHARING MY HUSBAND WITH THE ASSISTANT
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We all hold secrets.

We all have that one thing we wish we could do but know we can’t without feeling shameful or worse; being caught.

My husband, Skylar was no exception to this rule.

I've been married to Skylar for the last five years. The few days that passed after we got married is very different from our current sex life.

Five years ago, we used to fuck like rabbits. We would fuck on the kitchen counter, while doing laundry, disabled bathrooms, he even fingered me while sitting at the dinner table across his mom.

In fact, after coming, he would never make me wait for more than five minutes, before his cock was hard again, ready to plunge into me.

In the five years that passed, Skylar hasn't aged much. If anything, he has become more of a hunk. He hits the gym regularly. His biceps, lean build, and perfectly chiseled abs are a testament to how hard he works at the gym.

Skylar has a perfectly squared jaw, and dimples deepen in his cheeks every time he smiles. It was those dimples that made me fall for him before I even got to know him.

Skylar is much taller than me. His ability to easily swoop me up and place me on his throbbing cock at any time made our sex life even more interesting. Now, I crave for his touch, but I know there is someone else's touch he craves for.

Leanne started working for him as a personal assistant. She shares an office with Skylar. If you ask me, she does a whole bunch more than order him coffee and jot down notes in every meeting. I just haven't been able to prove it yet.

Leanne is beautiful, and from the few conversations I've had with her, she sounds Spanish.

With long, blonde locks running down her chest, she oozes sex appeal that reminds me a lot of my younger self. Her curvaceous body is so sexy that even I wouldn't mind getting a taste. Leanne has thick, plump lips most women would die for, and most men will give their soul to grab a taste. I wouldn't consider myself to be bad looking; most people would probably find me sexy. But, in comparison to her, I fall short.

Ever since she started working with Skylar, he has become so distant. He always works late or makes up some excuse for why he can't be at home in time for supper.

When he is at home, he's more preoccupied with his phone than he is with me. I always try striking up a casual conversation, yet, he struggles to look me in the eye. It's as if the guilt is eating him up inside. I wish I knew what her secret was; the secret that made him want her more than myself. I pretend as if I haven't noticed the sexual tension between them. I convince myself that if I don't think about it, it can't hurt me...

"How was your day?" I ask Skylar.

"Good and yours?" He responds. His eyes remain glued to his phone.

"For fuck's sake, would you mind putting that phone down for just a second?" I snap.

For the first time since he came home, Skylar made eye contact with me. "I'm sorry," he apologizes and places his phone beside his plate.

A few moments of nothing but sounds of our forks slamming on the plate pass, until I break the silence.

"Who are you talking to, in any case?" I ask.

"No-one, I'm just finalizing my case for tomorrow.

Skylar is a corporate lawyer. From the time we get married, he refused to let me work. He would always tell me he wanted to provide for me. In these lonely times, I sometimes regret my decision.

"Are you sure, you're not speaking to Leanne?" I ask intently and await his response.

"Why do you keep bringing up that name?" He snaps.

I stare at him for a few moments, before responding. "Because you look at her the way you used to look at me."

"How was your day?" Skylar asks me, in an attempt to change the subject.

"It was fine."

"Good. I need to go in early into the office tomorrow. The Harrington's case is not looking very good right now, so I’ve got a lot of work to do."

"As long as you're having fun," I remark.

"Oh, for fuck's sake. Would you just cut it out already? Yes, Leanne is a beautiful woman, I can admit that, but I can tell you now that I haven't done anything with her?"

"In the past, I would have believed you," I respond, softly.

"Would it help if I fired her? Would that make you feel more secure in yourself?" He asks.

"No, I wouldn't want you to fire her. I think she's a lovely girl."

Skylar glares at me for a few moments. "I don't have time for this. I'm going back to work, where I can work in peace." He says, before abruptly sliding his chair back and grabbing his car keys.

Firing Leanne.

That certainly does sound like an option…

Truth be told, I wouldn’t want him to fire her. In fact, that’s the last thing I want. If he fires her, that would mean I wouldn’t ever live out this fantasy in my head.

The truth is hard for me to admit.

We all hold secrets. Sometimes we keep these secrets hidden because I fear if I live it out, I may just enjoy it.

Perhaps a part of me feels upset because I want to join in and the invitation has never been extended.

Is it wrong for me to want to see my husband fuck his assistant? What kind of married woman gets turned on by the thoughts of seeing her husband cheat on her?

As Skylar walks out the door, I head to my room, slamming the door as I enter. Deep down, I pretend to be upset, but my pussy tells me otherwise.

I throw myself on my bed, and all my feelings of rage are replaced with thoughts of Leanne wrapped around Skylar's hips. I can't help but lower my hands into my panty as an image of Skylar sitting his in chair enters my head. Leanne sits on his lap, her beautiful long legs wrapped around him as she bounces up and down his cock.

These thoughts echoed in my pussy as I slipped a finger against my wetness. Leanne rose up and down Skylar's big cock. That same cock that has stretched me in ways I never thought possible.

I dragged my finger over to my clit and begun circling on my moist clit, causing my lips to part with pleasure.

Leanne is so beautiful that I cannot imagine Skylar lasting for long, as she rides on his bare cock.

I begin touching myself furiously. Even though I have tried blocking out these thoughts, this has been playing on my mind for a while now. My aching pussy is evidence of that. My finger glides up and down my clit with furious speed as my body tenses up. Beads of sweat run down my forehead and I scream into the empty house.

"FUCK!" I screamed as my back arched up and my orgasm shook my walls. As I found my release, I slipped onto a cloud of blissful Ecstasy.

It took me a few moments to catch my breath, but I knew what I had to do.

I pulled up my panties and slipped back into my skirt, before grabbing my car keys. I didn't bother washing my hands or replacing my underwear. There was no time for that.

I need to get to that office. If they are fucking, I want to be a part of it...
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Ispeed down the freeway, rushing to catch them in the act.

This all feels so spur-in-the-moment. I soon realized that I wouldn't know what to do if I caught them in the act.

Do I interrupt them?

Do I watch?

Do I ask to join?

For a very long time, it has been a fantasy to watch my husband fuck another woman, but it was always just that-a fantasy. I don't know how I would react if I did ever see him fuck another woman?

My heart begins pacing faster as I approach the building.

"Hi," the security guard greets as I drive in. "Let me just-"

"No!" I shout. "Don't call him. I'm trying to surprise him, so if you tell him I'm here, you'll give away the surprise."

The guard stares at me curiously for a few moments, but opens the boom gate, allowing me in. "You still need to open the door to the building for me, please," I smile.

If I were anyone else's wife, he would probably have told me to fuck off, but Skylar is one of the senior partners, so he wouldn't dare to tell me off.

"I just need to use the bathroom," I tell him. "Don't stress, I know my way up." The last thing I'd want is to have the security guard watch me catch my husband in the act.

The bathroom is simple, but with modern finishes. I grab my lipstick from my bag and touch up on my make-up. If I do catch them out in the act, I want to look my best.

After my final touch up, I pout my lips and throw my make-up back in my bag, before making my way to the fourth floor, where Skylar's office is based.

I walk up the stairs. The elevator would alert them of my presence.

I break into a sweat by the time I reached the fourth floor. My heart pounds heavily in my chest with each step I take. As I near the fourth floor, I hear voices. It's Skylar and Leanne.

I creep up closer to the door of his office.

"Yeah, she did it again tonight! She keeps accusing me of shit, shit I haven't done!" I hear Skylar confide in Leanne.

"Shit like what?" she asks suspiciously.

"She's under the impression you and I are fuck-buddies," Skylar responds.

Shit. So, he was telling the truth? He hasn't fucked her?

All this time, I accused him of being unfaithful, and he was just working?

For a moment, I feel like shit for accusing him of doing something he hasn't. That moment is quickly replaced with a feeling of disappointment, which is soon followed by shame.

Disappointment that my fantasy won’t come to life. Shame that I have this fantasy in the first place.

I now know, I will never see him fuck her. Even worse, I want to him fuck her, and he wants to remain faithful. I'm probably the worst wife ever!

"Look, I don't blame her," Leanne responds. "I mean, we do spend a lot of time together!"

"We do. We spend time together, working!" Skylar responds with a tone of annoyance.

"You know... maybe we should give her what she wants?" I cannot see them, but based on the tone of her voice I could tell she meant that in the most flirtatious manner possible.

I felt my heart racing faster.

"I don't... I don't think that's a good idea!" Skylar tells her.

"Why not? When last have you fucked?"

"It's been a few months," Skylar confesses.

"Exactly, you're very tense; I reckon you need a good ol' release to kick some life back into you."

The voices are loud, and they can be, they are the only ones in the office. The suspense of not being able to see them is killing me. I peep through the keyhole and watch as Leanne places herself on Skylar's desk. Skylar sits back with an anxious look on his face.

"All I have focused on for the last few months is work. Perhaps, you're right. I should speak to Jenni."

Leanne places her heels on his crotch. "I wasn't referring to your wife. Not yet at least."

Through the slight opening in the keyhole, I can see a seductive smirk on Leanne's face.

Skylar has a large, glass office. The bottom of the glass is painted black, but I notice a patch where the paint has started peeling. The small space is large enough to get a decent view without getting caught; I would just need to lay down flat.

I crawl over to the patch on the glass and have a clear view of his office. The sound is still loud and crystal clear.

I lay on my back, and as I turn my head, I see Skylar leaning in on my husband...
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"Idon't think I can do this," Skylar tells Leanne.

"Stop thinking so much, boss. Just sit back and enjoy it." Leanne responds.

She's such a slut! My husband refuses to fuck her and yet, she persists. My pussy throbs as I watch her claim my man.

I should be glad that my husband keeps denying her, but a part of me feels like walking into that office and personally permitting him.

I watch on as my husband finally gives in.

Leanne gets on top of him and sits on his lap. Even though he kept denying her, I could tell he wants nothing less than to fuck her brains out.

He would always walk up to me and promise to fuck my brains out. That was back then when he still had a sex drive.

She must be sitting on his hard cock, piercing her.

This is the last thing I thought I would be doing when I woke up this morning. I thought it would be another uneventful day, like all my other days lately. I never in a million years thought I'd be lying on the floor, peeping through my husband's office to watch as he gets pleasured by Leanne. Not to mention, stalking my husband and convincing the security guards to let me in the building without alerting him. This is the most adventurous thing I have done in ages, and my pussy echoes that.

I feel my pussy grow wetter by the second.

"Should I switch off the lights?" Skylar asks.

"I'd rather not. I want to see you enter my wet pussy," Leanne coos. I agree. I want to see it as well.

I watch as Leanne leans forward and connects her lips with Skylar's. Skylar closes his eyes as their tongues close in on each other. I watched intently, my blood pulsing through my veins.

Leanne lifted herself off Skylar and with one swift move, shoved all the paperwork on his desk one side. I lay in awe and watch as she takes complete control of my man. What makes this sexier is that he is not usually one to allow himself to be ordered around like this.

"Get on top of the desk," she ordered.

Leanne's mini skirt leaves little to the imagination. I caught a glimpse of the red strap that belonged to her thong.

Skylar got on the desk, laying on his back and Leanne walked around the desk, seemingly proud of her handiwork. She ran the edges of her fingernails along his thighs, through his jeans and bit her bottom lip as her nails ran upwards. Skylar groaned at the feeling of being touched by someone other than me.

I feel nothing but hot ecstasy. I always wanted to see Skylar fuck Leanne but watching him being handled by Leanne is even more of a turn on.

I could see Skylar's huge bulge appear from under his jeans. I would give up my fanny to see Leanne fondle his large tool.

Leanne climbs back on top of Skylar, finding a seat on his lap, yet again. She leans forward, and they continue to kiss. The sounds of their lips smacking together passionately made me slip my hand under my pants. With the amount of moisture on my cunt, you would never have said I fingered myself into orgasm, just an hour ago.

Leanne lifted her head from his, and I slipped a finger on my panty as I watched Skylar lift the buttons on her blouse, starting from the lowest button first. He stares at her body with greed in his eyes that I haven't seen in months. Once he reached the top button, Leanne helps him remove her shirt, and she tosses it to one side. Her back is lean and smooth, with a red bra that matches her thong.

I never really noticed how massive Leanne's tits were. Every time I saw her, she would have them covered with a long, formal coat. Her massive tits hovered over Skylar's face.

I watch intently as his hands shoot up to fondle them. Leanne moaned at his strong touch.

Leanne's head fell back as he squeezed each breast, cupping them in his strong hands. I can only imagine the pleasure Leanne must be experiencing. I have had my fair share of those hands, and boy can they work the spot! I grabbed on my own breasts as I watched on. My lips part, with a gasp of pleasure escaping my mouth as I gently squeezed on each tit.

I want to moan out loud, but that would risk alerting them of my presence. More importantly, I wouldn't be able to continue watching the show. With Skylar's hand working Leanne's tits, she reaches for the hem of his skirt and pulls out his tucked-in shirt. She begins lifting each button and with every button removed, she sees more of his chiseled abs.

Eagerly, she removed his shirt, and a sexy smirk covered her face. I am no stranger to Skylar's sexy physique. For her, this must be a treat. Skylar rested on his elbows as she ran her hands through the indents of his perfectly chiseled torso.

She ran her hands down his torso until she reached the big buckle of his belt. She paused to grab a look at him. It was a look that said, I'm going to fuck you so hard!

Leanne unbuckled his belt, and Skylar thrusts his pelvis forward, allowing her to whip it off and throw it aside.

Skylar sat up, cupping Leanne's head in between his hands as their lips smacked together. He continued to run his fingers through her hair as they kissed passionately.

I bite my lip as I watch him begin to take advantage of her. My finger, still resting on my leggings. The wetness of my pussy has soaked up my underwear.

Leanne started working on his jeans. She started by lifting the top button and then lowered the zip. As she tugged on his pants, I knew there was no going back now. I was going to see my husband fuck the shit out of his assistant. Skylar lifted himself again, to allow the jean to slip passed his ass.

I see Skylar's bulging cock pierce through the fabric and giggle at Leanne's face, once she realized how big he was. She was in for the ride of her life.

Leanne rubs his cock through the fabric of his brief as Skylar continues to run his hands over her tits. Skilfully, he managed to lift her bra strap and lifted the bra, revealing the most perfect set of tits I have laid my eyes on.

She had perfect little brown nubs as nipples, and large tits I can tell is real.

I continued to watch intently as Skylar took each bud in between his mouth. Her head falls back as he works his mouth around each bud. Leanne moaned with gratitude and ran her fingers through his hair as he continued to suck on her tits.

She lowered her hand and lifted to the top of his underwear, revealing the cock that was ready to pierce into her.

Not only is Skylar's dick thick, but it is long too. I recall the first time I had my taste of his dick. I wondered if I would ever be able to walk again. But now, I wouldn't want a cock any other size.

I watched as she takes his cock in her hand, causing me to slip my fingers in my panties. I begin circling my finger on my clit as she rides his cock with hand.

I want to see that big cock in her mouth. It's as if she knew my thoughts and lowered herself. Skylar fell back with thoughts of the inevitable pleasure about to overcome him.

After taking one big gasp, she opened her mouth and allowed his cock to slip into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around his head as she slowly lowered herself on him. I can imagine the taste of his cum filling her mouth. My husband's cock is always soaked in pre-cum.

“Ah fuck,” Skylar groaned at the touch of her mouth. He grabbed her head as she continued to ravish his cock’s head. Slowly, he pushed on her head, forcing her to take in more of his cock.

My lips quiver as I watch Skylar's muscles tense up.

Don't cum now! I think to myself. I watch as Leanne takes in half his length, before gagging. In a fit of pleasure, he continues to push her head lower, despite her struggling to take him in.

After a few more seconds, she lifted her mouth off his cock and stood up. I watched as she attempted to regain her breath. Leanne stood beside Skylar, with her perfect ass facing me and slid down her skirt, before stepping out of her thong.

Leanne turns around, and her beautiful pussy faces me. It's almost as if she knew I was there and wanted to show me what my husband's cock gets to work with.

She climbed back on the table. Both Skylar and I watched in awe, convinced she was ready to grab his cock and ride him. Instead, she continued to work her way upwards, only stopping once her wet pussy was in his face. Skylar greedily stuck out his tongue, eager to have a taste of her cunt. Leanne rocked her pelvis back and forth, forcing him to please her.

I giggle as I watch Skylar pull back to take a quick breather before she plants her cunt back in his face.

He struggles underneath her, but that wasn't going to stop her. Her perfect ass clenched every time she rocked back and forth, taking in the ecstasy of his tongue.

My pussy grows hungrier at the sounds of Leanne moaning as she continues to rock back and forth. I slipped a finger in between the folds of my wet cunt. I imagine Skylar's tongue inside me, licking me out as my finger continued to work its way on my wetness.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" She moaned, until eventually lifting her cunt off my husband's face. I can tell if she had not lifted herself, she would have come right there.

I watched with great anticipation as she crawled back to his cock.

In the next few moments, Skylar is going to fuck the shit out of her, and I am going to enjoy every second of it.
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Grabbing hold of his cock, she flung her blonde hair backward, giving me a clear view of what's about to come. She held his cock firmly in her hand and lowered herself on him.

She lowered herself, taking a break after every inch.

My breathing grows heavy as I watch his cock pierces through her cunt, parting her lips as he invaded her pussy.

I watch longingly as she allows her pussy to get used to the feel of his massive prick, allowing him to stretch her. After lifting herself again, she lowers herself on him, taking in a few more inches. Skylar cupped her tits as she continued to lift herself and lower herself onto him again.

Once his cock was completely submerged inside her, she let out a gasp of relief. I continued sliding my fingers in and out of my wet cunt as she started riding him harder. Skylar snakes his hands onto her sides to control the intensity with which she grinds on his cock.

Leanne took his cock like a pro. She soon started rocking her pelvis back and forth, leaving Skylar drowning in a state of ecstasy.

She lifted herself, before slamming down hard, causing both Skylar and my eyes to roll back with pleasure.

I can tell Skylar is doing everything in his power not to cum early as she continued her relentless torture, bouncing up and down his throbbing cock. Her massive tits swayed freely as she continued to use my husband.

The circles on my clit become furious as I watch his bare cock ram in and out of her. I bite my lower lip, struggling not to make a sound. Sounds of Skylar's cock slamming into Leanne's cunt and her moaning filled the floor.

I continue sliding my finger in and out of my pussy, with my thumb pressing on my bud. I was close to coming, and so was Skylar.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Skylar squirmed as he held onto her sides, thrusting her pelvis in and out of hard. My pussy throbbed as I prepared for my release. Skylar's back was arched as his head fell back and his hips squirmed in and out of Leanne.

My vision becomes blurry, and I struggle to continue watching my husband fall into a state of blissful ecstasy.

Giving up the fight, I closed my eyes and allowed the ripples of pleasure to overcome me. My walls shake with Euphoria as I hear one final groan from Skylar.

It's been a while since we came together.

Both Skylar and I laid back, trying to control our rapidly beating hearts. I continue to watch as Leanne lifts herself off Skylar.

A stream of his cum flows from her cunt.

After managing to regain my breath, Skylar lifts himself.

"That was fucking incredible!" He comments. "Now, if you will excuse me, I need to see my wife."

Oh, fuck! I think as I watch Skylar reaching for his jeans. He has a look in his eyes that I haven't seen in a while.

Crawling back to the stairs, I catch a final glance at the stains I left on the floor.

I run down the stairs with vicious speed. It seems like Skylar is rushing back home to see me. The last place I would want to be caught is outside his office, fucking his assistant.

I run towards my car and race home, driving faster than I did when I first arrived.

Two minutes later, I hear the door open.

I quickly switch on the TV, pretending as if I have been watching TV for the last few hours.

"Hey," I greet.

"I have something to tell you," he quickly confesses.

I stare at Skylar intently for a few moments, waiting for him to confess.

"Yeah, and that is?" I ask casually.

"That I'm going to fuck your brains out right now," he smiles with an evil grin.
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How can I be mad at Leanne?

She helped revive my husband’s sex drive.

He wasn’t lying either. For the next few weeks, he fucked my brains out.

We now make a point of having sex, at least once a day.


PART SIXTEEN

PLEASING THE WITNESS
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I’m angry, annoyed, frustrated and deprived.

I’m not used to losing any of my cases, especially not when my client is in the right.

John and Anabelle Stamos are my last hope. They have video footage that could completely turn this case around and ensure my client comes out of this court case alive.

They have evidence that proves my client was not behind that murder. The only problem is getting them to testify and show this evidence with the rest of the court.

I still get those butterflies every time I approach someone to testify. There’s always that fear of rejection. What drives me to do my best is my fear of failure.

I have never lost a trial, and I do not intend on doing so anytime soon.

I can’t recall the last time I had any fun. Ever since my messy breakup, two years ago, my life is spent obsessing over work. I haven’t been laid in two years either.

I guess I’d like to believe there are more important things in life than sex?

Number 75, Cumberland Drive.

Yeah. It looks like I’ve arrived.

Many people get intimidated by my appearance. As you can imagine, that makes it that much more difficult to get people to trust me.

I always loosen my hair and remove the top button on my blouse. It takes away that formal, cocky look and makes them feel more comfortable dealing with me.

After the few phone calls with the Stamos couple, I can tell they are going to be a handful.

Ring, Ring.

The house fills with the sound of the alarm bell as I press the buzzer on their front door.

I see shadows moving around inside, but after waiting for a minute, no one has opened the door.

I stare at the moving shadows intently and consider whether I’m at the right house or not.

“Coming,” I hear a voice call out. The familiar voice sounds sweet and inviting.

A few moments later, I am greeted by the most good-looking man I have laid my eyes on.

“You must be Stacie,” he greets.

John Stamos stands with his hand extended, but I struggle to shift my gaze from his deep blues.

Shaking my head, I snap out of the spell he placed on me and extend my hand, greeting him in return.

“You must be John?”

The house is small and comfortable. I grab a seat on the couch as he leads me to the lounge.

“Hi, there!” The familiar voice calls out. I have spoken to Annabelle over the phone. The image in front of me did not match the voice. Her voice is sweet and very soft-spoken. In person, she looks like a ramp model. The new-age kind; those with hips and curves in all the right places.

“So, how can we help you?” John asks, interrupting my look of admiration towards his wife.

“Ms. Stamos phoned-”

“Mrs. Stamos,” Annabelle interrupted.

“My apologies. Mrs. Stamos phoned me and told me you guys have evidence that could prove my client innocent?”

John and Annabelle did not respond but continued to stare at me intently.

“Anyway,” I continued. “Would you be willing to show me this footage?”

Annabelle contacted me a few weeks back. She told me she was at the crime scene and she recorded the whole thing. She doesn’t know who it is, but the man that shot the victim was a white man. My client is black. This footage could potentially turn the entire case around.

John shrugs, ignoring my question. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Well, okay. I’ll have a glass of water, please.”

Annabelle takes in a deep breath, pushing her breasts forward as she does so.

I’m here to focus on proving my client’s innocence, but I cannot help but admire her beauty. Her breasts are more than a generous size. Her long blonde hair lands delicately on her tits as she releases from her stretch. I swallow hard and force myself to look back up at her.

“Look, so the reason I phoned you was because I have heard about your case. I don’t know or have much other than the video I recorded on my phone. The last thing I would want is for the wrong person to be sent off to prison. You know?” Annabelle flips through her phone as she speaks to me.

“Here you go, pretty lady…” John says handing me the glass of water.

I want to shoot back a dirty look, but I need their help. Did he honestly just try and flirt with me in front of his wife?

“Here you go,” Annabelle says as she hands over her phone.

I watch the video, hoping the visuals are clear enough to serve as concrete evidence.

A wave of disappointment floods over me as I watch the video. The video shows nothing. The picture quality of this video is so bad; I would never be able to present this in court.

The last hope I have is to get them to testify in court.
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“Okay, fine. We will testify.”

After what felt like hours of convincing the couple to testify, Annabelle finally agreed to appear as a witness in court.

“Babe, I need to head off to the shops. Stacie, why don’t you stay for supper?” Annabelle asks. “John is making his famous Chicken Ala King.”

I look at Annabelle’s curvaceous hips and can’t help but think Chicken Ala King is the last thing on my mind.

“I should go now,” I respond. I need to get back home and service myself. Starring at my new witness has my pussy dripping.

It’s been a while since I’ve been so aroused. My pussy is in desperate need of a service.

“Yeah, you’re staying for supper. I insist,” John commands, dropping a sneaky wink at me.

I cannot stand men like John. You know what? Maybe I will stay and give him a piece of my mind.

“Okay, I suppose I can stay a little,” I say to Annabelle, avoiding eye contact with John.

Annabelle kisses John and grabs her car keys. Her ass shakes delicately as she walks out of the door.

“Would you like a glass of wine, beautiful?” John asks me.

I smirk. “You know what? You should be ashamed of yourself,” I snap.

“Why?” John asks. His voice is coated with arrogance.

“Why?’ I repeat. “Because you have the most beautiful wife and yet you’re flirting with me!”

John shrugs. “My apologies, but I just cannot control myself when I come across someone as beautiful as yourself.”

A part of me knows it’s wrong, but I haven’t had a man appreciate me in such a long time that the compliment feels good. I can’t show weakness though.

“The only reason I’m staying is so that I can put you in your place and hopefully you will start appreciating your wife more!”

“I do appreciate my wife.” A devilish grin covers his face. “But, also, I don’t think that’s the only reason you’re staying.”

John is so arrogant and sure of himself. A part of me wants to slap him, another part of me finds this to be a turn on.

Running my eyes over him, I find it more and more difficult to keep a straight face.

He smiles at me and his dimples deepen, making him irresistible.

I feel heat rush throughout my body. I cannot tell if it’s because I’m annoyed or if it’s the effect the sight of him has on me.

I take a step closer to the door.

“Wait, where are you going?” he asks.

“I’m going home. I have better things to do than entertain a married man flirting with me.” I manage to keep my voice stern, even though my pussy is dripping wet.

“How do you know Annabelle won’t thank me?”

“Excuse me?” I snap. “I don’t think any wife would appreciate a husband like yourself!”

“That’s where you’re wrong,” he smiles.

John stands in front of me. The first two buttons on his shirt are undone, revealing his rock-hard chest. I know I don’t have much more willpower left in me. If I am going to resist him, now would be the best time to leave.

My eyes flick up and connect with his, but I quickly shy away. His eyes burn with a deep desire as he looks at me.

“I’m happy for you,” I tell him. “But, I have to go.”

“Be my guest.”

Not the response I was expecting.

“You know what? If I were a real bitch, I would stay and make sure your wife knows about this!”

“Now we’re talking,” he responds. “Some wine?”

He smiles with a devious grin on his face. Those dimples again!

“Yes. I will have a glass, thanks.”

I begin to flicker around in my handbag, searching for anything to make me look busy, or at least hide the fact I’m into him.

I gasped for breath as John’s strong hands touched my hips. His touch sent my beating heart into overdrive. The increase in thump rippled throughout my body and landed right in between my legs.

“Your wine.”

“Thank you,” I respond with a crackle in my voice.

“I’ll watch you cook,” I tell him. If I were to break into a sweat, at least I could blame the heat in the kitchen.

My legs go weak as I follow John Stamos to the kitchen.

“I’m not sure why you are so stubborn,” John remarks. “You and I both know you could probably do with a release.”

“Please just shut up and cook,” I snap.

“What are you doing?” I ask as John lifts the buttons on his shirt.

“Oh, me? I’m just getting comfortable. Even watched the show, The Naked Chef?”

“Yes,” I respond with barely any moisture on my lips to allow the words to escape my mouth. My eyes remain fixed on his chest.

“That’s where I got the idea from.”
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“How old are you?”

“27.”

“You’re so young. Shouldn’t you be having more fun?”

“Can we just focus on cooking, please.”

I sit on the barstool across the counter. The image of John standing over the floor with his shirt unbuttoned made it difficult not to lower my hand under the counter and touch myself. My wet pussy quivers with pleasure at my touch.

“Well, at least you can cook.” The words escape my mouth before I could stop it.

With a wooden spoon his hands, he tries pulling off his shirt.

“Shit. Love, my hands are full. Would you mind giving me a hand?”

My heart races as I walk towards John. He turns his back towards to allow me to rip off his unbuttoned shirt. I reach for the top of his shirt, on the collar, when his head suddenly falls on my hands.

He takes in a deep whiff and closes his eyes as the fumes of my cunt enter him.

“That is one sweet pussy you have there,” he comments. Fuck! He knows where my hands have been.

I rip off his shirt and throw it on the ground. John turns around and grabs hold of my hand as I pull away; the wooden spoon landing on the floor.

I want to pull away from his strong touch, but I want this touch to last for just a second longer.

“You cannot shove your pussy in my face and then just take it away from me,” he grins.

I open my mouth to speak, but the words struggle to come out.

My eyes flick down on his hairy chest.

John Stamos is probably 38, 39. I’ve always had a weakness for men older and more experienced than me.

John releases his grip, but my hand stays in his. It’s almost as if I were holding onto him.

John leans in on me and crashes his lips on mine. My lips instinctively opened, readying myself to allow his tongue inside my mouth.

Instead of slipping his tongue inside me, he moves over to my ears. “How about we turn up the heat in this kitchen?” He whispers.

My head falls back as I take in the ecstasy of his breath on my neck. Soft, gently kisses land on my neck, causing my pussy to throb with desire.

John’s hands snaked around my back, pulling me against his muscled chest.

Looking up at John, he lets out a grin that sends the butterflies in my stomach into overdrive.

“If you’re going to help me cook, I have only one rule.”

“Yeah?” I moan.

“No clothes allowed.”

John Stamos flips me around and digs into me. I feel his cock push against my back.

He began by kneading on my tits through my top. My eyes roll back with the pleasure of his touch.

I move my hands behind me, reaching for his strong legs.

“Someone needs to stir the pot,” he tells me.

Walking over to the wooden spoon on the floor, I bend to pick it up. He grabs me by the hips and thrusts into me as I pick up the spoon. An inevitable moan escapes my mouth.

Walk over to the basin to wash off the spoon, he holds onto my hips. His legs remain fixed behind mine.

Hot steam covers me as I stand over his pot of Chicken Ala King.

Thank God, at least now I have an excuse for being so sweaty.

I stir in the pot, and I’m reminded of his touch. This time, on my tits, squeezing them with reverent attention. My knees feel weak. I’m seconds away from collapsing into his arms, but I need to try and appear a little stronger than this.

With my two top buttons already lifted, he begins lifting the rest of the buttons on my blouse, perhaps a slower than needed, while breathing heavily on my neck.

I can feel the wetness drip down me, soaking my entire leg.

He ripped off my blouse and threw it aside.

For the first time, I felt his skin against mine. My breathing picked up and became more erratic as he started working on my skirt button.

“You truly are a beautiful woman, Stacie!” He flirts.

I grabbed on his hands, but his strong touch overpowered me, and I threw back my head, allowing the ecstasy of his touch to consume me.

He removed the button on my skirt and slowly pulled down my skirt, his fingers softly grazed on my wetness as he lowered my skirt.

“You’re so wet,” he teased.

“Yeah,” I muttered after a few moments of trying to catch my breath.

I stood in the steamed-up kitchen, standing in nothing but my high heels, bra, and panty. His eyes ran across my body intently.

“I think it’s only fair we remove your pants as well?” I ask.

“Well, that is the rule, is it not?” He smirks.

“Hi babe,” Annabelle’s voice calls out as the door opens.

“Holy fuck,” I mutter, searching for my clothes or a place to hide.
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“Hahaha, relax,” John tells me.

“Babe, I’m cooking,” John calls out. “You know the rules of the kitchen!”

“Oh, you’re so-”

Annabelle stopped dead in her tracks at the sight of us standing half naked in the kitchen.

Fuck, what have I just done? I have ruined the last ray of hope I have for my case.

Annabelle turns around and walks away.

“Fucking arsehole!” I curse John under my breath.

“Relax,” he tells me and continues to plant little kisses on my neck.

“How can you tell me to relax? Did you not just see your wife?”

Annabelle returns to the kitchen, this time, wearing nothing but her bra and panties. She carries a devious smile on her face.

I take in a deep breath at the sight of her. She poses and allows her long silky legs to stand out.

“You two did not think you’re keeping all the fun to yourselves, did you?”

I look back up at John that placed his hands on my hips again, in search of answers. He simply lets out a coy smile, one that tells me it’s okay.

My heart races faster as Annabelle approaches me. She looks even more delicious now than she did with clothes on. Her beautiful body is petite, yet curvaceous in all the right spots.

“You don’t mind if I join?” Annabelle asks.

My lips are dry. That’s probably the only part of me dry. Annabelle looks down on my wet panty and smiles. Wearing a cream colored panty was probably not the best option for today.

My wetness seeps through the satin.

“No! Not all,’ I responded, perhaps a little too eagerly.

Annabelle walks over towards me. She is even sexier in her stride than her hunky bear of a husband.

“I’m impressed,” she tells John. She makes it sounds as if I were a victory they intended to win over.

John pulls back to face him again and start smacks his lips against mine. I close my eyes and finally allow him to slip into my mouth, providing that moisture I desperately needed.

His tongue swirls inside my mouth, gently rubbing against me.

My knees go weak with the touch of Annabelle’s silky-smooth hands on my back.

I’m sandwiched in between Mr. and Mrs. Stamos. One the one end, a strong muscled body, rubs against me and on the other end, Annabelle’s soft skin caresses mine.

The pleasure becomes unbearable as I slip my hand down my stomach and reach for my soaking cunt. Annabelle shifts my hand aside before I could reach my pussy. She pulls my arms behind me, so they rest of her hips.

Returning to the spot I desperately wanted to satisfy, she slips her hands into my panty. My knees go weak with her touch, and I fall into John’s strong hold.

My head falls back, and my eyes closed as her fingers reach my moist clit. John holds me tight, squeezing me as ripples of pleasure from Annabelle’s touch fill me.

I feel John’s cock press against me again, and I need to have my taste.

I bend over into Annabelle and lower myself on John. His half-erect cock pushes against his jeans, begging to be freed. I lower his zip and release his jeans’ button.

He’s not wearing any underwear and his cock bounces, slapping me in the face as I lower his jeans.

He has every reason to be so cocky. His cock is thick and even though I’m not sure how it will fit. I picture his thick shaft grinding in and out of me.

“You want that in you?” Annabelle asks.

“I’m not sure if it fit in me,” I respond.

“Oh, don’t worry love, he makes it fit.”

John grabs me by the ass and lifts me onto the kitchen counter. Annabelle looks back at me and smiles. She has a look in her eye that says; you’re in for the ride of your life!

John places me in a very specific position on the counter, near the end of the counter. I soon realize why when Annabelle climbs on the counter and aims her pussy in my face.

Annabelle holds onto black leather straps I never noticed before as she plants her wet cunt in my face.

She moans out loud as my tongue extends forward and circles around her clit.

“Holy fuckballs!” She groans from my touch.

While I work my way around her soaked pussy, my legs stiffen as John’s fingers land on my pussy.

He delicately grazes the hairs on his finger against my wet pussy. The tickles send ripples down my spine and leave me feeling dizzy.

He circles his thick finger on my clit, sliding his middle finger effortlessly between my lips. With gentle flicks on my bud, I tried to moan out loud. I moaned loudly into Annabelle’s cunt, half suffocating me. Between the sweet taste of her pussy and John taking complete control of my cunt, I feel like I don’t have much time left before I get off.

One of John’s fingers slipped inside me. He opened my cunt and tested my tightness.

“When last have you been fucked?” He breathes.

“Long!” I moan.

“I can tell.”

He slips in his second finger inside me. Oh, my fuck! I can’t handle the pressure any longer.

John scissored his fingers inside me, stretching me wide in preparation for what’s about to come.

I fight my urges and force myself to regain control of myself. The last thing I want is to cum to early.

While John continued to work his fingers in and out of me, Annabelle flipped around and began to suck on my nipples. She squeezed my breast as she playfully nibbled on my bud.

John released his fingers from my aching cunt and started worshiping my body. He touched every part of me with his thick, strong fingers. My head rolled from side to side.

“Oh fuck!” I yelled out loud as his thick cock slapped against my pussy.

Annabelle continued to run her hands all over my body. My pussy quivers as I felt John’s bare cock rest in the folds of my pussy. With one final flick on my clit, John released his hands from my pussy, and I felt his head push into my opening.

I take a sharp breath as I feel him enter me.

“Just fall back and enjoy it,” he ordered.

I obeyed. I relaxed my tense pussy and allowed myself to fill with pleasure.

My lips parted as he slipped his dick deeper into me.

Beads of sweat run down my forehead and my head feels dizzy.

“Fuck me!” I begged.

The anticipation of having him completely submerged inside me was driving me insane. I felt every stretch as he made his way inside me. Inch by inch. He entered me gently, teasing me with his fingers as he drove deeper into me.

Once his cock was close to being completely consumed by my soaking cunt, he thrust deep into me. It was a thrust that said, you’re in for the ride of your life.

Pulling his cock back out slightly, he thrust into me again.

“Oooooh! Fuck!” I moaned.

My walls quivered with pleasure as his strong cock rubbed against the moist flesh inside my cunt.

I wrapped my legs around his hips. This was his cue to fuck me hard.

“Oh, oh, fuck, fuck!!” I screamed as he thrust deep in and out of me.

For a second, I forgot Annabelle was around. Her soft touch on my clit reminded me of her presence.

“I can’t anymore!” I yelled out loud, with my back arched and my head tilted as far back as I could move it.

“Oh fuck! Cum for me!” John demanded. The sounds of his balls slapping on my ass echoed in the background.

I could feel John’s thick cock swell inside me as he prepared for his own release.

A tingling sensation formed from between my legs and spread through out my body.

John’s breathing became sharp and erratic as his grip on my hips grew tighter.

“Ohhhhh fuck!!!!!” I screamed. Waves of pleasure rippled throughout my body.

In the midst of my orgasm, I felt John thick cum shoot inside me, painting the walls of my cunt with his semen.

It took me a few sharp breaths to reach a state of normality and for my breathing to return to normal.

I haven’t been fucked in so long. I can’t think of anyone better than John to put me back in a state of pure ecstasy.

I opened my eyes slightly and found Annabelle smiling down on me.

“Holy fuckballs! That was hot!”
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I couldn’t believe how clogged up I was. That release with the Stamos couple was just what I needed.

Needless to say, I still haven’t lost a case. I can’t say the same for the Chicken Ala King.

That shit burned right under our nose, but it was so worth it!


PART SEVENTEEN

RISING TO FAME


1


My heart beats violently in my chest as I make my way on stage. Thousands of voices fill the dome, but it’s three voices that matter.

She is even more beautiful in person.

I have been preparing for this moment my entire life, but suddenly, I feel like I can’t go through with it.

My all-time hero, Ashley Star, is on the judging panel, alongside her are two other celebrities, Nikki J and Randal Beam.

I can’t take my eyes off Ashley, even though it is Randal that should worry me. He’s a complete jerk and he pretty much has the final say.

Ashley’s husband, celebrity actor, Kieran Star is the host of the show. The irony of it all is that Ashley got her surname from her husband, but really, she made him a Star he is today.

On the edge of the stage, Kieran gives me a big thumbs up of approval seconds before my live performance.

“What are you going to be singing today?” Randal asks in his standard abrupt Australian accent.

“Hi, Randal. I’m going to sing Feelin good By Nina Simone.”

“That’s a very brave choice. Let’s just hope you have the voice to back it up,” Nikki J interrupts.

“Right, Jenna. Let’s see what you got?” Ashley smiles at me. As she finally addresses me, my insides melt. Even her acknowledging my presence is enough to send me to the moon.

I barely find time to catch my breath when the lights on the stage dim down and my backing track begins playing. It’s now or never, I think to myself as I take in one final sharp breath.

“Birds flying high. You know how I feel,”

Before getting through my first sentence, the crowd goes wild. Suddenly, I’m filled with newfound confidence that carries me throughout my performance.

This feels right. It feels as if I was made for the stage.

“River running free. You know how I feel!”

Even with the crowd behind me, there is one person, I can’t lift my eyes from.

Behind her judge’s seat, Ashley finds my eyes and I feel myself become sassier, walking seductively towards the judge’s panel and slipping Ashley a wink before turning back and closing off the song with one final powerful note.

At the end of the audition, I have a standing ovation, but there is only one’s person’s opinion that really matters.

Randal is the first to speak. “Look, I think you can sing, but you seemed far too distracted.”

His comments are followed by an instant uproar from the crowd who clearly disagree.

“I’m sorry, but I will have to disagree with Randal on this one. I think you were perfect!” Ashley interrupts. “In every way...” She adds.

“Welcome done, love. I loved it,” Nikki J adds.

It’s as if Nikki J and Randal beam weren’t even in the judging panel. All I could focus on was Ashley!

For a moment, I felt an electric current connecting us as if we were the only people here.

Did I just hear my all-time hero tell me I was perfect in every way?

My knees grow weak as I watch Ashley walk towards the middle of the judge’s table. “In fact, it was so perfect, that I have no other option but to press on this,” Ashley says and bashes on the buzzer in the center of the table.

The heavens open with sparkles of golden confetti landing on my head. Loud music fills the arena as lights beam up all around me, exposing my uncontrollable feelings of joy.

I have gone straight to the semi-finals!

“Jenna! Wait up!”

This is not happening right now. I turn around and see Ashley running towards me.

“Oh, my God! Ashley... It’s... It’s an honor to be standing in front of you!” I mumble nervously.

Of all the things I could have said, I went with that?

Ashley smiles in response.

“I mean... What I meant to say is thank you for taking a chance on me.”

I blush uncontrollably like a high school kid, but this is no ordinary blush. This is much more than that. This feeling fills my cheeks with heat that travels throughout my body and reaches between legs.

“Sorry, I’m just at a loss for words. I still cannot believe you’re standing in front of me!” I shake my head in disbelief and open my eyes wide to make sure my brain is not playing tricks on me. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Ashley laughs at my naivety. “It’s only a pleasure. But listen, that is not why I came looking for you…”

“Oh, are you taking back the buzzer?” I ask helplessly.

“No,” she laughs. “Not at all! Okay, let me get to the point.” After flicking her hair back seductively, Ashley continues. “I like you. In fact, I like you so much, I believe you have what it takes to make it all the way in this competition.”

“Um... Thank you!” I blush.

“But, there is one problem.”

“Oh?” I respond, sounding as if my heart was just ripped out of my soul.

“Randal already has his favorite and as I’m sure you know, he owns the show. With that said, I’m sure you can imagine that his say counts for a lot?”

Ashley pauses, staring deeply into my eyes, before continuing. “Her name is Jasmine, and she is a very talented singer from the Philippines.” Ashley’s eyes remain fixed on mine. Her gaze is strong and powerful as she stares into my deep blues.

Her fierce eyes soon reveal the most beautiful smile. I get to experience that seductive smile, she usually uses when posing in front of the camera for paparazzi. I get to experience it first-hand.

“Now, I don’t want you to worry about that, because I have a plan!”

“A plan?” I ask innocently.

“Yeah, Kieran and Randal are major pals. With enough convincing, I think he may just be able to shift his focus from Jasmine to you.”

Ashley makes her plan sound easy and effortless, but I know it’s never that simple. Nonetheless, her smile comforts me, and I blush uncontrollably, yet again.

“For the plan to work,” Ashley continues, “you will need to convince him yourself.”

Without searching for my response, she continues. “I will invite you over for supper. Let’s meet up in a more casual setting in my home and I’m sure Kieran will see just as much potential in you as I do.”

My jaw drops at the invitation. Did Ashley Star honestly just invite me over to her home?

This all feels surreal.

I don’t know how else to thank her, other than with a soft, “Thanks.”

When I get home, I quickly greet my mom and share the excitement of everything that happened to me today. From the roaring crowd to the golden buzzer moment, to meeting Ashley in person. The only thing I kept to myself was the invitation to her place.

Thereafter, I rushed up to my room and after clicking the door shut, I dropped my bags and collapsed in my bed. I closed my eyes and let out a loud sigh.

A smile formed on my face as I thought of the golden buzzer moment and how the crowd went wild. Ashley and her model-perfect body soon entered my thoughts. A part of me feels like this was all a dream and still is!

Within the next few moments, the intensity of my thoughts escalated as I picture Ashley and her hunky husband welcome me in their home.

Ashley and Kieran Star are the perfect celebrity power couple. Media all over the country follow their every move and I will be the girl lucky enough to be in their home.

*Bzzz Bzzz*

Oh, my god! A message from Ashley! When I gave her my number, I never thought she would use it!

Hi Jenna,

Just a message to remind you about supper tomorrow night at my place.

P.S. This heatwave is insane, you might want to bring your costume with unless you don’t mind skinny dipping? :)

Thoughts of Kieran and Ashley walking around naked invade my head. I can’t help but lower my hands under my jeans to find a sense of calm. My pussy quivers under my panties as I cup my hand over my mound.

I gasp as I picture Ashley underneath those tight designer garments she usually wears. I can picture her to have the most amazing set of tits; perky, firm and about a handful in size.

I bite my lower lip as I daringly imagine Kieran walking around his million-dollar home, butt naked. Images of Kieran, shirtless on Google, wearing nothing but briefs, is enough to get most women off.

My pussy throbbed as I dragged my finger along my clit.

My breathing grows heavy as these sexy thoughts continue to fill my head, leading me to slip my hand underneath my panties to find a sense of relief. I throb with desire at the first touch against my warm flesh.

My lips separate slightly to accommodate my heavier breathing as I imagine Kieran’s cock stiffen at the sight of his beautiful wife naked. With Ashley’s graceful beauty, it’s not hard to imagine Kieran being unable to control himself.

I find my entrance with my finger and my mind moves to another image. This time, Ashley has her legs wrapped around his hips and her arms are wrapped around his shoulder. She rises up and down his big cock and her tits sway freely with every bounce.

Running my finger against my slit, I dragged my thumb up and placed pressure on my clit causing me to moan uncontrollably.

With my thumb circling on my clit and my finger pressing against my insides, this is all becoming too much.

Her beautiful curves wrap perfectly around his strong build as she continues to ride him like a rodeo, panting heavily as he continues to ravish her cunt.

As the tension in my pussy rises, Kieran grabs her by the hips and thrusts in and out of her with a devilish speed. The sounds of Ashley moaning in my head is enough to drive me through the roof.

The rhythm with which I touch myself increased with furious speed and I squirm in my bed as the tension continues to rise, aching for its release.

My body tenses up as beads of sweat drip from my forehead.

“Oh, my god!” I cry out as softly as I can. My body jerks violently as I find my release.

Exhaling deeply, I lay back in a bed of heaven as I struggle to regain my breath, panting desperately. It has been a while since I touched myself, but judging from the fluids on my hand, it is long overdue.
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Awave of guilt floods over me as I stand in front of Ashley and Kieran’s home.

As satisfied as I felt getting off on the idea of watching Kieran fuck Ashley, a part of me can’t help but feel ashamed.

I look around the house in awe. It’s like nothing I have seen before.

The drive up to the house felt longer than an airport runway. The gardens are perfectly manicured with beautiful rose gardens.

A statue of a boy pissing in a large, vintage fountain greets me as I walk towards the door. Everything about this place screams wealth. Taking in the beautiful sight, optimism fills me. Hopefully, I will have all this one day and maybe, just maybe I would be as lucky as Ashley to share it with that someone perfect.

The triple-story Star mansion is a palace fit for royalty. I can’t imagine how this house is home to two people!

“Welcome!”

“Oh fuck!” I yelp at the unexpected voice. The base in Kieran’s tone sends jolts of electricity down my spine.

Kieran stands in front of me wearing nothing but his swimming shorts.

I can tell he recently got out of the pool because his hair is wet and spiky, with droplets of water still running down his chiseled chest.

“Hi,” I greet back plainly.

I try my hardest to remain calm, but looking at his sculpted abs, I can’t help but think back to last night when I got off on the idea of imagining his toned body.

“Well, are you just going to stand there or are you coming in?” Kieran teased impatiently.

“Um... yeah, okay.”

Led by Kieran I walk inside the mansion. Most people would focus on the imported paintings, or the tastefully decorated furniture. All I can focus on is his firm, perky ass clinging to his shorts.

As he turned to face me, the water hugging his shorts, reveal the slightest outline of his cock. Fuck, he either has a few layers of fabric under those shorts or he is really blessed from the slight preview I have.

Snap out of it! I think to myself, shaking my head back into reality. Before you get caught!

“Is Ashley around?” I ask, breaking the silence as Kieran leads me down the corridors.

Kieran stops walking, ending abruptly.

He takes a few moments before turning to me. “Ashley is not here right now! She should be home a bit later.” As he says this, I bite his bottom lip suggestively. “Unfortunately, for now, you will only have me for company!” Kieran smiles.

I may be young and naïve, but I have seen that look before!

“Um... Okay, when is she coming back though?” I persist.

“She went out shopping, she will be back soon,” Kieran replies. “So, in her absence, she asked me to take good care of you. You look like you could do with a drink?”

When Kieran realized I wasn’t going to respond, he continued. “I’ll whip up something real tasty to drink, yeah?”

“Yes, please?” I blush.

In the small bar area, near the patio, Kieran mixes what looks to be a potent cocktail. I use my free time to look around the house. Even with all the expensive furniture and lavish finishing, the one thing that stands out is a large portrait of the happy couple.

The large painting is hard to miss.

Besides it taking up one side of the wall in their already large lounge, its size is not what catches my attention. Ashley sits on Kieran’s lap and gazes longingly into his eyes.

As Ashley sits on Kieran’s lap, their happiness illuminates the painting. The smiles on their faces color the painting with a brush of perfection. If any two people would make the perfect couple, it would be them.

“There you go,” Kieran’s voice interrupts my thoughts. “My famous Mojito.”

“Are you sure that’s a Mojito?” I laugh. “It sure doesn’t look like a Mojito.”

“It’s my famous Mojito.” Kieran holds firm eye contact while taking a sip of his drink. “So, instead of white rum, I use dark rum.”

“And that’s your secret?” I tease.

After taking a sip, I smile back at Kieran. “Well, it delicious and strong! I hope you’re not trying to get me drunk,” I joke.

“No, I’m not trying to get you drunk,” Kieran looks up at me slowly. “Okay, maybe just a little hot.”

My eyes widen with fear.

Is the husband of the woman I have cherished all my life honestly trying to flirt with me?

Seduction fills his eyes. As my eyes connect with his and sparks of sexual tension fly across the room. He wants me desperately and I hate to admit it, but I want him just as bad.

We are alone in their mansion and as wrong as this is, a familiar heat develops in my belly and flows down in between my legs. Just then, my mind shoots back to last night when I got off on the idea of Kieran fucking Ashley.

I loved the idea of a hunky, successful man making continuous suggestive glances at me throughout the night and Kieran did not disappoint. His flirting became progressively more obvious as the minutes turned to hours.

Nearing the end of my second drink, Kieran moved up closer onto me. If he were to move an inch closer, our skins would be touching. He is so close to me, I almost feel his body heat radiate on my skin.

I loved the feelings of lust I feel within even though he makes me feel nervous and intimated.

As Kieran passed my second drink, I already feel less tensed and more relaxed. Few people know the real Kieran, all we know are the different characters he plays in movies. Even when he presents reality shows, it does little justice to the real person behind that camera.

Not only is the real Kieran a meaty piece of a hunk, but he has an incredible sense of humor as well.

“Did you fart, Jenna? Because you just blew me away!”

“Oh, fuck off!” I laugh. As corny as this joke might be, I couldn’t help but turn a different shade of red.

Sipping on my third Mojito, I can’t help but shy away every time he stares at my generously sized breasts. I need to keep reminding myself he is a happily married man. The fact that I need to keep reminding myself of this scares me.

“So, Jenna, I’m surprised your boyfriend couldn’t join us tonight,” Kieran says, leaning in even closer to shift some of the hair out of my face.

“Well, to be honest, I don’t have one of those right now,” I confess.

“Oh, well, that’s a shame. You’re so beautiful, I would have expected men to be lining up to be with you,” Kieran flirts.

I shrug playfully. If anything, Kieran just ruined any other guy’s chance for a long while, because I would probably compare them all to him. Before giving any of them a chance, I would already imagine them falling short, in more ways than one, I’m sure.

For a moment, we sit in nothing but silence. Not an awkward silence, but a silence that suggests we’re both planning our next move.

Naturally, I begin playing with my hair, slipping a few loose strands behind my ear when Kieran catches me off guard and leans in to kiss me.

I freeze, staring at Kieran with big, wild eyes, for a second before daringly leaning forward and returning his kiss.

The taste of his lips takes me to the moon. His soft full lips connect with mine and I instinctively open up, welcoming his tongue inside me.

Feeling secure in my state of slight inebriation, I return his kiss and our tongues connect inside our mouths. This is so wrong, but it feels so right! As his tongue rubs against mine, I begin longing for that tongue on my now soaking cunt.

My eyes widen with fear as a wave of reality hits me.

“Oh, shit!” I say, pulling my tongue out of his mouth. I cover my lips, mostly because of the shame I felt for making out with another woman’s husband. The bigger reason was to prevent me from jumping on his lap and continuing what we started. “I’m... I’m so sorry!”

“Jenna! Please, don’t worry about it. If anything, I came onto you,” Kieran begins consoling me.

I lower my hand and slowly look at him as if waiting for his approval. In a fit of passion, I throw myself at him. Grabbing him by the head, I lean forward and pull him into me.

The second kiss was even more passionate than the first.

We exchanged saliva that left us both craving for more. As our tongues swirled in each other’s mouths, my hands started running down his head, onto his strong shoulders.

Sitting next to me shirtless, my hands run across his bare skin. His skin is firm and strong, yet smooth and I can only imagine myself digging my nails into his strong back while he fucks the hell out of me.

My hands run through the indents of his muscles, driving my pussy insane.

It’s one thing to imagine Kieran’s ripped abs in your head but getting to touch his body is enough to make me orgasm right here.

“I see you two have met.”

I jerk up nervously, throwing myself off Kieran and stare at Ashley with large fear-filled eyes.

Ashley stood in front of us with bags of shopping in her hand and a devilish look on her face...
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Iwatch as Ashley drags her shopping bags up the stairs. My heart races violently inside of my chest.

What the fuck have I just done! I have never felt more like a slut in my life!

“Oh, my fuck! This is all messed up!” I say more to myself than Kieran.

Kieran places his hand on my shoulder, sending shivers down my spine. “Oh, you stress too much,” he laughs.

I spend a few moments looking at his hand on my shoulder before shooting him an evil glare. “Seriously? How can you laugh in a moment like this? Your freaking wife just walked in on us!” I bark at the careless man.

“Relax, why don’t I make you another Mojito?” Kieran says.

“Another Mojito? I... I am at a loss for words! You need help!”

In a time like this, I can’t believe all he can think about is another fucking drink! I feel so guilty! More importantly, my chance at ever getting in the singing industry is officially over,

and it’s all because I couldn’t keep it in my damn pants!

Grabbing my handbag, I turn to Kieran. “I’m leaving, please tell Ashley I’m really sorry!”

“Wait, you can’t leave yet!” Kieran says, running after me.

“Can you grab a hold of yourself! We fucked up, now is not the time to insist I stay for coffee!” I snap.

“How can you be leaving? I just got here.” Ashley’s soft voice stops me dead in my tracks.

Nervously, I turn my head over my shoulder to find Ashley standing on the stairs. She uses her hand to lean on the railing so her body shapes seductively.

With her right foot on the lower step, her curves form beautifully in a black and red bikini set with a sexy throw-over.

I stare at Ashley, desperately searching for anything to say that will help lessen the insult.

“Ashley, I am so sorry! I honestly don’t know what came over me!” I begin apologizing.

A devious grin forms on Ashley’s face. “Oh, stop it!” She laughs. “ Look, I don’t blame you. In fact, I suggested Kieran tries his luck with you.”

“You... um...” I begin.

I stare at Ashley, confused, before turning to Kieran in search of answers, but he just smiles back at me.

At a loss of words, I stand at the door, unable to move as Ashley walks towards me.

Her hips sway seductively with every step she takes and my heart races faster with every step she draws nearer.

“Look, Kieran’s right. You are far too tense,” Ashley says, brushing my hair behind my ears. “Also, I think you are far too over-dressed. In case you forgot, I invited you for a swim!”

Ashley grabs hold of my hand and leads me up the stairs. “Follow me and let’s get you into something a little more comfortable. Shall we?” Ashley smiles and extends her hand. Instinctively, I grab hold of her hand and the soft touch of her skin drive my senses insane.

Still unable to make any sense of what’s happening, I follow Ashley up the stairs while my heart continues to pound violently.

While walking up the stairs, my mind starts imagining the worst.

What if this is all a trick and she’s just taking me upstairs to punish me? What if she’s using me as bait to get back at her husband?

What if... what if..?

“This should fit. Here, try this on,” Ashley says handing me a sexy, black bikini set. The set still has the Louis Vuitton price tag on it.

Hesitatingly, I grab the bikini set and make my way to the bathroom, but Ashley darts in front of me, blocking the entrance to the bathroom.

“Why not get dressed here? Nothing I haven’t seen,” she teases. “Wait, you’re not shy, are you?”

I swallow hard before responding. “Um... no. No, I’m not shy.”

“Good, let me help you with this,” Ashley says, grabbing my hand again, this time she leads me towards the bed.

I land with a soft thud as Ashley pushes me back against the bed and looks down at me with strong, fierce eyes. I’m still struggling to believe I kissed Kieran just a few moments ago and now I’m laying back, with beautiful Ashley Star hovering above me holding a slick string bikini set in her hand.

Grabbing on my foot, Ashley begins lifting the strap on my sandals, before slowly lifting her head and shooting me with a sexy devilish glance. It’s a look that echoes in my wet pussy.

She has the most striking green eyes that make me blush uncontrollably.

I can tell Ashley loves the power of having me grow weak with just one glance.

With my shoes removed, Ashley seductively runs her nails up my thighs as she approaches the button of my skirt. Her touch fills my body with goosebumps and my legs squirm as her hands approach my wet pussy.

I came here for one reason and that was to get Kieran to speak to Randal and hopefully get to him to change his mind about Jasmine. But, right now, all I can think about is having Ashley work her fingers up my craving hole. I’m not even ashamed of the wetness she will soon discover if her fingers continue along this path.

I bite my lips as Ashley draws nearer to my aching cunt. “Time for that thong to go!”

Reaching for my panties underneath my skirt, Ashley peeled the soft silky pantie off my skin.

With my panties dropped to my ankles, I look up and watch Ashley stare at my exposed pussy with admiration. A cool breeze tickles my cunt, now aching to be touched.

As Ashley leaned to the side and grabbed the costume, I kicked off my panties and pulled her back towards me with my leg. There is no way she will get so far and not do anything about the ache inside me.

A devilish grin forms on her face as she grabs on my leg for balance. Taking my cue, she smiles and places her hands back on my thighs.

How can something so wrong feel so right at the same time?

I spread my legs and Ashley knew exactly what to do as she leaned down on me.

“Ooooh fuck!” I moan at the first touch of her finger on my cunt.

“Fuck, you have an amazing pussy!” Ashley says. “And so tight! I’m not sure how Kieran will enter you, to be frank.”

I grew hotter at the mention of Kieran’s name. As Ashley places pressure on my clit, I imagine Kieran trying to force his large tool inside me.

My warm juices soak up her fingers as she soon discovers my entrance and slips a finger inside. “I guess, now would be a good time to stretch you open then?” Ashley says as she thrusts a finger inside me.

Ashley continues pushing her finger in and out of my longing cunt. I barely got used to the feeling of her inside me when she slipped in a second finger.

I take in the sensation of her fingers filling me with waves of ecstasy.

“Oh, fuck me!” I scream out loud as her fingers press against my walls sending a hot electric rush throughout my body.

Her fingers press against my aching flesh as she scissors inside me, stretching me open further.

“Trust me, you want to be as stretched open as possible,” Ashley warns. I can tell by her voice, the sounds of my moaning as her weak at the knees.

Just then, I hear the door open. I immediately react to the stranger at the door by shutting my legs closed. I got so comfortable with the feeling of Ashley’s fingers inside me that I forgot about Kieran.

“Are you guys having fun without me?” Kieran asks.

Turning to Ashley, I shoot her a glare that screams for help. I have never been in this situation before, getting caught cheating on both husband and wife. What the hell is going on with me?

Ashley gives me another one of those seductive looks before speaking. “You don’t mind if he joins us, do you?”

“Not at all!” I respond, a little more eager than I wanted to let out. Great, now on top of coming across as a whore, I sound desperate as well.

Kieran certainly had no problem with my eagerness. Walking up towards me, he looked like a kid in a toy store, except he was a grown man with a raging boner pushing against his shorts.

“Oh my God,” I gulped looking down at his shorts. I can see the outline of his thick, meaty cock through his shorts. From what I can see, he has a huge dick, causing my pussy to contract with fear-filled excitement.

Kieran wastes little time to pull down his shorts. Resting atop his muscular legs is the biggest cock I have ever seen. I spend a few moments staring at his cock, marveled by its size and strength.

“You think you can handle that?” Ashley teases.

“Um, I can try,” I respond while licking my lips for some moisture on my dry lips.

Thick veins wrapped beautifully around Kieran’s huge tool, beg for my touch.

Kieran takes that as his cue and wastes little time to hop on the bed, his stiff cock bouncing as he scrambles towards me. My large, fear-filled eyes stare at his huge approaching prick.

Suddenly, the reality hits me that I will soon get a taste of that dick inside my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” I moan, throwing my head back. Spreading my pussy lips apart with her hands, Ashley’s tongue finds my entrance, sending ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

As Ashley’s lips push deeper inside my cunt, I get the first scent of Kieran’s cock. His masculine scent drives my senses insane and I instantaneously open my mouth to get a taste of that huge cock.

“Oh, God!” Kieran groans as my lips cover his head. His groans are long and deep, filled with pleasure.

I find my lips opening much wider than anticipated to allow him in my mouth. His warm cock throbbed inside my mouth as I got my first taste.

Pulling back, I push my head forward as I take in more of his cock.

“Fuck!” Kieran breathed, lowering his hand on my head. His strong fingers spent a few moments running through her hair as his body stiffened with every inch I took of his cock.

Ashley continues roaming her tongue inside my cunt as Kieran begins thrusting his hips forward, stretching my mouth like I have never been stretched before and filling my taste buds with his sweet pre-cum.

As Kieran continues thrusting in and out of my mouth, only pausing at my first signs of gagging, my craving to be filled has reached an all-time high.

From the heavy panting and the look of desperation on Kieran’s face, I can tell he will cum soon if he continues at this rate.

As much as I would love for him to fill my mouth with his warm, hot seed. I have a better place for him to shoot his cum. Grabbing hold of his cock, I bring his violent thrusts in and out of my mouth to an abrupt end. Kieran, panting desperately, stares at me with confusion.

“I want you to fuck me like I have never been fucked before!” I beg.

Ashley lifts her head with a huge smile on her face as Kieran lifts himself off me. Ashley stands behind her eager husband, who now has my legs stretched apart, eager to make me scream...
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Even with my legs spread wide, held open by Ashley, I have never felt more comfortable in my life.

Kieran worships my body, touching me all over while his eyes look deeply into mine.

Holding his gaze, Kieran places his head on my entrance.

As Ashley holds onto my ankles, spreading my legs, I close my eyes and allow my head to fall back.

“Ooooh fuck!” I moan as I get the first feel of Kieran’s bare cock inside my longing cunt.

His cock stretches my lips apart as he enters me. While Kieran continues to run his hands across my body, I take in a sharp breath as he pushes his cock an inch deeper. Between the touch of Ashley’s hands on my ankles and Kieran’s large cock thrusting inside my cunt, my pussy aches with want.

I let out a sigh of relief once Kieran was balls deep inside my cunt.

Slowly, Kieran pulled his cock out and thrusted back into me. He wasn’t gentle the second time around as he banged hard inside me, giving me a preview of the ride, I could expect.

I felt Ashley release her grip on my ankles and I instinctively wrapped my legs around Kieran’s waist.

The walls of my cunt struggled around Kieran’s cock as he thrusted in and out of me. The painful sensation of having my cunt stretched so far is soon replaced with ecstasy.

With every moan I let out, Kieran thrust harder inside me.

“Oh fuck!” I cried out as he filled me with his raging cock.

I soon placed my hand on his hips and he took my signal as his rhythm increased and he started pounding harder into me.

In a fit of lust, I scream out to Kieran, “Fuck me harder!”

“Ah fuck!” I scream as rams into me.

Sounds of his balls slapping against my cunt. With every withdrawal, I longed for his cock to thrust back into me.

A fire spread throughout my body as I felt a tingling sensation grow inside my cunt. “Fuck, I’m coming!”

Kieran thrusted harder than ever. “Cum for me!” My legs begin shaking violently as his thrusting was hard and fast. My aching pussy is at his mercy.

“Fuck!” I cried out as an uncontrollable bliss filled my warm cunt.

Desire floods Kieran’s face as his cock begins expanding further inside my cunt. As he continues to ram inside me, I feel his veins expand and his breathing grow heavy.

“Oh fuck!” he groans.

I feel Kieran’s body clench up as his cock throbbed and twitched inside me. My legs quiver around his shaking body as I feel his body shake and his seed shoot against my walls.

After four powerful bursts of cum inside me, Kieran’s face is filled with bliss. It takes him a few moments to recover and re-focus his energy on having me satisfied.

His strong thumb finds my clit, and he starts rubbing my clit furiously.

I dig the back of my head into the bed as overwhelming ecstasy filled my body. My vision became blurry as my cunt tensed. Biting my lower lip, the final wave of euphoria fills my cunt and spreads throughout my body.

After my release, Kieran crashes onto the bed beside me.

I open my eyes slightly as my orgasm slowed and see Ashley hovering in front of me with a huge grin on her face.
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“And the winner is...”

Dramatic classical music plays during the painfully long wait before Kieran announces the winner.

I stand next to two talented artists, one of which is Jasmine. Ashley was right, she really is a talented singer.

Strobes of light flash before me and the other contestants. I glance over at Kieran and my heart begins racing as he opens an envelope with one of our names printed on it.

“Jenna Fox!” Kieran shouts.

As the crowd goes wild, the shock on my face is highlighted by a ray of light. As a wave of emotion floods over me, I look down at the judge’s panel to find Ashley beaming with joy.

I’m going to be a star.


PART EIGHTEEN

COMING BACK TO LIFE


1


Forgive and forget.

That’s what they all tell me.

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

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

But, I don’t have that luxury.

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

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

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

I make sure I look my best every Sunday. I’d like to think my man still fancies me.
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“Hahaha stop it!” Brandon knows I’m very ticklish. He forgets, he’s just as ticklish. I work my way on top of him and softly rub against his rib cage. This drives me insane.

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

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

“What?” I ask him, blushing.

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

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

“Oh yeah? What look is that?”

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

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

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

“Brandon!”

“Hahaha, okay I’m sorry!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My pussy trembles with every stroke.

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

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

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

“You’re done?” I tease.

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

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

He stares back at me. “Rachel, my love, I promise.”
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Never make a promise you can’t keep.

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

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

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

“Good day, Mrs Harding?”

“Yeah, who am I speaking to?”

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

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

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

“He’s critical.”

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

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

“Mr Harding!” I shout at the receptionist.

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

“I’m his wife,” I bark.

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

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

At that point, I knew it’s too late.

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

4 years later and I still haven’t moved on. I cannot move on. No one will ever compare with Brandon Harding. No one will love me the way he did, and no one will make love to me the way he did.
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Lines of tombstones cover the eerie graveyard.

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

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

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

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

Here lies Brandon Harding.

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

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

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

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

I honestly believed that, until that Sunday.

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


2


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

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

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

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

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

Here lies Brandon Harding

Loving Husband, son and friend.

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

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

“I’m speaking to her,” Lara decides as she heads off towards Rachel.
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I feel the shadows of people creeping up towards me.

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

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

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

“That’s a beautiful name.”

“Thanks.”

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

“Do you mind… if we join?” She asks.

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

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

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

I can’t take my mind off Lara.

Who decides to strike up a conversation at a graveyard?

What does she want from me?

Is she trying to sell me something?

Is she a debt collector?

Does she feel sorry for me?

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

“Hi,”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay,” I tell her before hanging up.

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

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

Hi Larah,

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

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

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

Hi Rachel,

I love Joe’s coffee! 7 sounds perfect!

Looking forward to meeting you.

P.S. It’s spelt Lara :)

I struggled to sleep last night with thoughts of Lara.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amidst this madness, sat Lara.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Coffee, decaf,” I tell the waitress.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her words hit me like a flying brick.

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

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

“How… how can you change that?”

“By proving you wrong,” she tells me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you,” I mumble.

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

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

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

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

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

Something radiates within Lara.

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

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

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

“Would you like a lift?” She asks me.

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

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

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

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

“Okay, so I live in-”

“I’m a Scorpio,” she interrupts me.

“That’s err… interesting,” I laugh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ah, fuck!” I scream out loud.

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

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

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

That night, I rediscovered my sex drive.

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

I simply had to have a taste of Lara.
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Hey, I told Brian all about you. He’s dying to meet you.

You have any plans this weekend?

Lara

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

Her husband wants to meet me?

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

Hey!

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

You have anything in mind?

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her desire breathes new life into me.

See you then.

Can’t wait :)
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A tall, magnificent gate welcomes me as I enter Brian and Lara’s mansion. The building stands tall and proud, a palace fit for royalty. For a moment, I feel out of place and double check to make sure I’m at the right house.

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

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

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

“Hi, Rachel,” he calls out to me.

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

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

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

“Thank you. You have a beautiful home.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Brian smiles and strolls towards the bar.

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

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

“It turns him on?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Here, let me give you a hand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, let’s,” I moan.

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

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

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

Pulling up the bikini, my clothes is graced with her touch a final time, before whispering, “Brian would be mad if we kept all the fun to ourselves.”
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Lara leads me back to the entertainment room, where we find Brian waiting.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For a second, I forgot she was with us.

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

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

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

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

Every sip I take releases more of my inner slut.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck!” Seconds later, I feel Brian shoot inside me. He pulsated inside me, holding me tight with every squirt.
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I may have lost Brandon, but Lara and Brian helped me find myself.

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

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

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

“Thanks! I owe it all to you.”

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

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

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

“Perhaps Jude can join us one evening…”

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

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

After all, they sure saved my sad ass. I do owe them one…


PART NINETEEN

REQUESTING PERMISSION
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The room is dark and still.

It’s 1:12 am and the chances he’ll be called out are slim. Chatter from above fills the room, echoing throughout.

I stand next to a red fire engine wearing sexy red lingerie under my black trench coat. It’s the first time doing a fireman, I want to make sure I look my best.

A screeching sound replaces the sounds of chatter as he slides down the pole.

I stare at him seductively and welcome him with my eyes.

“I thought you might have left,” he tells me.

“Are you mad? And miss out on this?” I ask, while grabbing his crotch. The touch of my hands on his balls catches him by surprise.

“You don’t waste time, do you?”

“Not when you’re this irresistible, no.”

He pushes me against the truck and starts kissing me passionately. I’m already wet from just thinking about him inside me. His suit is baggy, yet I can see the bulge pushing against the bright neon of his jacket.

“Let’s get you more comfortable,” I whisper softly in his ear as he licks my neck.

I pull down the zip of his black coat with neon stripes and watch as he stares at me with lust.

He slowly removed his jacket. He wears nothing under the jacket, leaving his rock-hard abs revealed. This image makes my pussy wet. “You came prepared,” I tell him.

I run my hands down the indents of his perfectly sculpted abs and reach for the button on his pants.

He throws his head back and takes in the inevitable pleasure of my touch. Before unzipping his pants, I massage the outline of his cock and watch as his mouth opens slightly with my touch.

Unzipping his pants, I see his legs begin to shake. I reach in and pull out his thick cock.

Holding his dick in my hands, I become excited. I’ve never been fucked by such a thick piece of meat before.

I lower my head towards his dick and slowly open my mouth as I allow him inside me. His dick hardens in my mouth and I feel it bounce and jump inside my mouth.

“OH fuck!” He moans.

I feel his hands on top of my head as he unbuttons his pants. I grab his shaft from the base and start sucking him hard, stopping only to tease his head with my tongue.

He pants heavily. As I get up, I move my head over to his earlobe and softly whisper, “I want you to fuck me hard, big boy!”

I open up my coat, revealing the black lingerie underneath.

With my arms, I hold him around the neck and he picks me up. I wrap my legs around him and feel his cock stab at me, begging to enter. He shifts my panty aside and I moan as his finger softly grazes my cunt.

“Fuck, you’re wet!”

“Yeah, now fuck me,” I demand.

“Ooooh,” I moan. I close my eyes and take in a sharp breathe as the thick cock of a fireman finds its way into my longing pussy. I moan as I feel him slide inside me. First, he stretches my lips apart and then his head works its way into my cunt. His dick rubs the walls of my pussy as he plunges inside me.

I rock my pelvis back and forth riding his dick and this drives him insane.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum!” He moans.

He holds my ass and starts ramming his cock in and out of me. “Oh, oh, oh oooooh!!!” I scream until I feel his back stiffen up. With a look of pure pleasure, he shoots inside me. Filling my cunt with his warm, sticky cum.

He squirted in me a total of 5 times until his body relaxed.

I climbed off his dick, with a sticky trail of his cum leaking out of my pussy.

As I walked off, I winked at one of the other firemen that watched the show from above.
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To this day, I don’t know that fireman’s name. That’s not important. All I knew was that he was fucking hot, next on my list and had the hugest cock I’ve ever seen.

I have always had a thing for men in uniform.

I’ve fucked doctors minutes away from seeing the next patient. I’ve banged cops shortly after making an arrest in the back of a van. I rode the cock of a pilot in the cockpit, excuse the pun, while flying in his private jet.

Hell, I even fucked a soldier on his way back home before reuniting with his wife.

Whenever I see a man in uniform, I become horny. When I see a sexy man in uniform, I become wet and I don’t stop until he’s inside me.

That’s what made me crave Mark Müller.

Mark is the security guard at Hamiltons. What is painful about Mark is that, unlike the rest, he doesn’t throw himself at me. I have tried everything short of flashing my tits and he still hasn’t given me a second glance.

I guess that’s what really made Mark so attractive, the fact that I needed to work for him...
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Awide variety of shops line the streets, all filled with security guards.

Commissioner avenue is the street to peruse when you have money and a lot of time on your hands. I’ve always wanted to be fucked by a security guard and the best place to find them is on Commissioner avenue. They all stare at me with lust as I sway my hips past each shop.

Some shops look like a clubhouse for grannies, others hold expensive boutique garments. Jewelry, art, accessory stores; you name it, you would find it on Commissioner avenue. Outside each of those shops, stood a uniformed security guard. All these options, yet I only want one.

“Hey,” I say to the man with the name tag Mark Müller. I say this in my most seductive voice and flip my hair back as I enter the boutique.

He simply nods. I don’t even think he made eye contact with me.

I’ve been in and out of the shop thrice and the biggest response I got out of him was a nod.

Mark has suckable lips. I drool at the sight of his lips, visualizing those lips on my pussy.

His jawline, covered with light brown stubble, tell me he’s a monster in bed. His wavy dark blonde hair blends in well with the rest of his face. What really draws me to Mark is his deep sky-blue eyes that would leave even the cleanest ocean envious. He has dreamy eyes, with long lashes that demand to be noticed.

I’ve been eyeing him out for the last few weeks, touching myself at the thought of the German demi-god ramming his cock into me.

He may not notice me, but I refuse to be so easily defeated. That is why I must get him to notice me.

The Hamilton welcomes you with wealthy fragrance. The prices aren’t displayed on any of the items. The Hamilton are one of those exclusive shops where, if you ask how much, you can’t afford it.

Suits, tailored to perfection, line what looks to be gold plaited clothing racks. The shelves are lined with shoes from designers I can’t pronounce. At the counter, you will find an array of expensive jewelry and right at the head of it all stood Mark.

Okay, this is probably my only shot, I think before shoving the Louie Vuitton scarf in my coat.

I’ve done some crazy shit in my day, but even this is new to me - stealing to get the guard to notice me.

As I walk over to towards Mark, my heart races with horror and fear. The fear is not because I may get caught, the fear is that I don’t.

Beep, beep!

The beams sound up as soon as I exit the shop.

“Hold it!” Mark Shouts at me. This is the first time I hear his voice and his thick German accent make me horny.

“Hey,” I respond, making sure a part of the scarf sticks out of my coat.

Mark roughly tugs the scarf from under my coat. With the force of his pull, I lose balance and fall against him. My tits bounce on his abs as I land.

“Did you pay for this?” He asks sternly.

“No,” I confess, biting my bottom lip.

“Do you have anything else on you?” He asks with a hint of irritation.

“Maybe,” I tease.

“I need you to come with me.”

“Where are we going?”

“To the back office. I need to call for a female officer to search you.”

You would not think the back office was as exclusive looking as the front of the expensive and fancy looking shop. The computer looks outdated, probably still running on Windows 98. Old papers covered the old, wooden table and a fan slowly spins on the ceiling. There’s only one chair in the room, which I quickly occupied.

I sit on the chair seductively with my legs crossed and my skirt pulled up, enough to show my long shiny legs. “Listen, I have a better idea.”

“Ma’am, I’m sorry, but I don’t think you’re in a position to have any ideas right now.”

“Agreed. But, you’re a busy man with loads of stuff to do. I just don’t want to waste any more of your time. So, search me.”

Reluctantly, Mark walks towards me and starts patting my hips and legs. For a second, I catch him glance at my tits and that’s when I knew I’m in the game.

“Okay, you may leave.”

“I expected more from you. I could be carrying a ton of valuables and you’re willing to let me leave?” I tease.

I take off my coat and slowly walk towards him. His eyes are filled with lust, yet a look of concern fills his face.

“Let’s do this properly this time,” I whisper seductively.

I remove the top three buttons of my velvet, white blouse revealing my tits graciously pushed together with a Wonderbra.

Mark tries patting me again, but I grab hold of his hand and stick it in my top. The touch of his hands sends shivers down my spine.

“Ma’am, please take off your top... so er... I can be sure you don’t have anything else on you,” he instructs.

“Eyes up here, bad boy.”

He instructs me to turn around and I feel his eyes staring at my ass.

I hear him take a sharp breath before saying, “Ma’am, please lift your skirt.”

As I lift my skirt, he notices the bulge near my wet pussy. “Please remove the item in your underwear.

“I’d love to, but I can’t. You see, I’m holding up my skirt. Would you mind giving me a hand?”

My head rolls back as he stretches the band of my panty.

“Ooooh,” I moan and his right-hand digs and his strong fingers touch my pussy lips. The hairs on his finger tickle my fanny and this leaves me giggling.

Mark pulls out a clearly used lipstick and a look of confusion covers his face. Hamiltons do not sell cosmetics.

“You may leave,” he tells me, once again.

“Oh, I don’t think that’s fair. You got to touch me, I never felt you up?” His cock pushes against his pants, screaming to be stroked.

Before he responds, I grab hold of his cock. He gasps as my hands connect with his junk.

I reach for the zip and slowly pull it down. For the first time, our eyes connect.

Our eyes remain connected as I reach into his pants and released his bulging dick, yearning to be sucked.

“Wow, it’s true what the say about Germans!” I pull out his cock and it easily looks 9 inches. His cock is also thick and fat. I thought the fireman was my biggest fuck, but this would tear me apart. That thought alone makes my pussy drip.

I look back up at Mark and our eyes lock as I lower my head towards his dick.

Initially, I open my mouth just wide enough to fit his head into my mouth. “Ah fuck,” he moans as I massage the head of his cock with my tongue.

“I can’t,” Mark interrupts me while pushing my head away. A look of fear covers his face as he tugs his dick back in his pants.

“Why not?” I ask.

“My wife will not approve of this.”
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My wife will not approve of this.

I’ve never had to work so hard to get a man before. A part of me feels disappointed, yet another part of me welcomes the challenge.

“Good day, may I speak to Mrs. Müller, please?”

“Speaking.”

“Good day, ma’am. I have an Amazon delivery for Mr. Müller. Before we deliver the parcel, I needed to make sure you’re available?”

“A parcel, I don’t know anything about a parcel?” Mrs. Müller tells me suspiciously.

“Ma’am, it’s none of my business, but I do not think you’re supposed to know about the parcel. I think it’s supposed to be a surprise.”

“Oh, well, in that case, I’m free anytime from now.” A tone of excitement fills Mark’s wife’s voice.

“Perfect, I’ll see you soon.”

A loud ding-dong fills the house as I pressed the red button outside of the Müller home.

Who would have thought that that old yellow pages still hold value? I easily found the Müller’s contact number on an old Yellow Pages telephone directory.

“Hello?” a woman’s voice responds on the intercom.

“Hi, I’m here to drop off the parcel for Mr. Müller, “ I lie.

At first, I pretended to be a thief and now I made up a false delivery - all to get into Mark’s hard-to-get-into pants.

Mrs. Müller opens the door and stares at my parcel-less hands suspiciously.

“Thank you,” I respond and allow myself in.

From the outside, the house looks as if it could house the aged. The inside paints a different picture. A well air-conditioned home greets you as you walk in. Printed photos with the happy couple line the walls. To my left is their large kitchen, complete with a modern, marble finishing.

“You said you have a parcel for me?” Mrs. Müller asks.

“Hi, oh sorry. Where are my manners. I forgot to introduce myself. My name is Lacy.” I say this while extending my hand.

“Britney,” she responds suspiciously.

For the first time, I look at Britney. Really look at her.

This is also the first time, I consider switching things around and getting it on with the wife of the uniformed man.

On the outside, Britney was beautiful. Judging from the soft, angelic tone of her voice, she was beautiful on the inside as well. Her skin is completely flawless and it doesn’t appear as though she even needed any product. Her soft facial features perpetuate a simplistic elegance that made her very attractive. Long, blonde locks flow from her head and delicately fall on her shoulders, perfectly complimenting her full lips.

Her body is something out of a magazine cover. Her tits are about a handful in size, at most, but still perfect. I can tell she’s not wearing a bra because her tits bounce playfully with every step.

“Do you have a delivery or not?” Britney asks sternly.

“I am the delivery.”

“You… are the delivery?”

“Yeah. Britney, I’m going to be completely honest with you.” I begin. “I find your husband to be incredibly attractive. I have tried everything in my power to get with him, but he politely declined me and told me he has a wife. So that’s the reason for my visit.”

“Excuse me?” Britney responds. The bluntness of my honesty throws her back, almost leaving her speechless.

“I’m here to ask for your permission to sleep with your husband?”

“Look, I’m not sure what kind of freak you-” Before Britney could complete this sentence, I interrupt her. “If there was any doubt in my mind that would not have agreed to this from the moment I laid eyes on you, I would not have gone through with my request.”

Britney took a step back. I could tell she was carefully considering my words.

“What makes you think I would agree to something so ludicrous?” She asks. Once I heard this question, I knew I’m in the game.

“Well,” I tell her, while plumping my tits up. “From the time I walked in your house, I could immediately sense that you have strongly considered getting it on with another woman. I could also tell that you may not have had the guts to do so in the past.”

I flick my hair back as I slowly remove my coat. “You now have a chance to live your wildest fantasy. If anything, Mark doesn’t even need to know.”

I slowly walk over to Britney and touch her curvaceous hips. She doesn’t push my hand away and simply allows it.

Britney breaths heavily as I run my hands up her stomach, slowly reaching for her tits. Her nipples are visibly hard through her white tank top.

Britney gasps with pleasure as I grab hold of her breasts, gently cupping them in my hands. She throws her head back as I start squeezing her tits, gently massaging them through her tank top.

“Yeah,” I moan as I feel her touch my head, running her fingers through my hair. She grabbed me by the head and pulled me in closer with a welcoming mouth. As we kissed, I felt my pussy grow wet.

I took a chance by telling her I could see she wanted to get with a woman, but it’s a chance that paid off. With our lips smacking together passionately, I feel her soft hands enter from under my top. Her fingers stretch the band of my panty and with her soft hands, she cupped my cunt. “Awwww,” I moan as she rubs her index finger through the folds of my wet pussy. My eyes close as I breathe heavily into her mouth and she rubs my clit.

“Stick it in me,” I whisper softly in her mouth. My pussy is soaked and begging for attention.

Britney bends down and as she goes down on me, she pulls my pants and panty down along with her. My craving pussy stares her in the face.

“You have the most beautiful pussy,” she tells me. It feels as if it were 100 degrees. My entire body is on fire.

Britney places her tongue on my navel, and slowly runs down towards my dripping cunt. She reaches my throbbing clit and extends her tongue, getting a taste of my flesh.

With Britney worshiping my cunt, I start rubbing on my nipples, squeezing them softly.

“Ah fuck!” I moan as she slides her tongue deeper inside me, massaging the walls of my pussy with her tongue.

I feel my knees becoming weak and my pussy throbs violently.

The sounds of a key entering the keyhole in the front door catches both of our attention.

“Babe, I’m home,” Mark calls out.
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“Fuck,” Britney exclaims under her breath.

“What the...” Before I could complete my sentence, Britney pulled up my pants and panties and dragged me to her bedroom.

“Britney.” Marks’ voice called out again.

“Don’t come out, until I fetch you.” She whispers desperately before closing the door behind her.

“Hey babe,” I hear her say once the door was closed.

I hear the sounds of lips smacking together. “Oh, someone’s been a bad girl?” Mark says in his thick German accent.

“Erm... what do you mean?” She asks with a tone that makes her sound incredibly suspicious.

“I can taste you, babe.”

Oh fuck. Britney still has the taste of my pussy in her mouth.

“Oh, yeah! I may have been a little naughty, Britney confesses.

“I hope you not planning on not inviting me in on the fun?” Mark teases.

“DON’T!” Britney shouts.

“Don’t go in there.” She concludes.

“Why not?” Mark demands.

“Because...” Britney begins, “I have something special planned and you’re going to ruin the surprise.” You can tell Britney’s not used to lying. Her voice sounded too jittery for her last remark to hold any truth. Mark certainly didn’t believe her and barged into the room seconds later.

“You!” Mark says with a hint of guilt. Mark walks into an image of me naked on his bed.

I lay naked in the Müller’s bed. With my legs folded on top of each other seductively and my hair gently resting on my tits.

At first, Mark made my pussy wet. Then when I couldn’t have him, I wanted him even more. That was before I met Britney. Now I decided I want them BOTH.

“What are you... erm... what are you doing here?” Mark mumbles, looking back at Britney.

“You said your wife won’t approve, so I came to ask her permission,” I confess.

Mark glances over at his wife, with a look that says, do I have your permission?

Britney nods her head at Mark and walks over to him pulling him in closer to the bed.

Britney seductively lifts her top, revealing her perfect tits. I spread my legs at the sight of her amazing figure, welcoming her back to my warm, longing pussy.

She teases me with her nails as she runs her fingers down my stomach towards my aching cunt. Gently pushing on my legs, she spreads them further as she lowers her head towards my wet pussy, once again.

Mark stands and watches with a huge hard-on pushing against his pants. As Britney starts pushing her tongue inside me, I see Mark remove his shirt. His perfectly sculpted pecs rest gently over his toned abs.

“Ahhh!” I moan as Britney sticks her tongue deep inside me. I keep my gaze on Mark. The sight of him alone will drive me to cum.

Using my index finger, I signal for him to come closer.

Mark removes his pants and walks over to me. He sits on his knees next to my face, with his throbbing cock pressing against his underwear.

“Ooooh!” I moan. Britney starts rubbing my clit with her finger, gently circling around my clit.

I’m in a state of heaven, but I greedily want more as I reach for Mark’s cock.

Mark’s huge dick stares me in the face and I feel his thick veins pulsating in my hand as I hold it.

Creamy liquid hung from the head of his cock. I pulled him towards me and savored the salty taste of his manhood.

“Ooooh fuck!” I screamed as Britney slowly inserted a vibrating dildo into me. She stuck it in softly and pulled it out, only to go in deeper when she went back in.

With Britney playing with my cunt, Mark starts pushing his hardened cock deeper into my mouth.

His precum fills my throat as I massage the head of his cock with my mouth. Mark has the thickest cock I’ve ever tasted. His throbbing cock forces me to open my mouth wide as both my holes get fucked. I look up at Mark and a look of pure pleasure fills his face. I grab his balls and start rubbing the large pulsating vein under the base of his dick and this drives him insane.

“Oh, oh, oh, oooh fuck!” I moan as Britney rams deeper into me.

Mark removes his cock from my face and walks over to the bottom end of the bed.

He pulls my legs towards the end of the bed and my eyes roll back as he slaps his cock on my yearning cunt.

“Fuck me!” I beg.

“AWWWWW,” I moan as I feel his head enter my dripping pussy. He stretches my lips apart as he slides his bare cock inside me.

“Fuck me hard!” I plead. I lay back and take in the ecstasy of having his fat cock inside me.

At first, he enters me slowly. I feel his thick veins throb against my flesh. Mark moans as we connect deeper.

Mark leans forward and squeezes my tits with a final ram into me, leaving his cock completely submerged in my wetness. “Ooooh!!!” I moan.

Mark runs his fingers down me as he rams into my yearning pussy.

“Oh, oh, ooooh!”

As he moves his pelvis back and forth, rocking his cock into, his fingers connect with my clit.

“Oh fuck! I’m going to cum!” I scream.

Mark keeps his pace, ramming into me while his finger circling vigorously on my clit.

“Fuck...” I groaned with pleasure as my entire body tensed up. The slippery walls of my cunt convulsed and contracted around Mark’s dick.

I took in a sharp breath and grabbed on Mark’s hand, still circling my clit.

Electricity filled my body and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

With an orgasmic release, I squirt all over Marks cock and my cum runs down his balls.

Seconds later, I feel Mark thrusting deeper and harder inside me until his grip on my thighs tighten and I feel his cum explode against the walls of my pussy.
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They say if you want something badly, you must be willing to put in the work.

When I failed to get Mark’s attention, I went to the extremes.

It was well worth the effort. I banked on fucking Mark but got two for the price of one.


PART TWENTY

LOSING CONTROL
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“Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Yes!” I scream while riding on Adam’s thick, juicy cock.

“Fuck, babe, I’m going to cum!” Adam says as his grip around my waist tightens.

“Cum hard inside me,” I beg while bouncing violently up and down his cock.

Panting desperately, I feel Adam’s body give in, and a stream of his thick, juicy cum shoots inside me.

I tighten my pussy around his throbbing cock to extend the sensation he feels as his eyes roll back and he struggles to catch his breath.

Nowadays, things are very different.

I can’t remember the last time Adam made me cum. Hell, I can’t even remember the last time we had sex. All we do now is fight.

“Babe, do you need help?” Adam asks.

“Leave it! I can do it myself,” I snap.

Adam tries to ignore me. He knows any response will spark another argument. I take his lack of response for someone that just doesn’t care.

I turn to Adam and shoot him an evil glare.

“Are you seeing someone else?”

“You spend the entire day with me! Hell, we work together! If I were cheating, surely you would have known?” Adam asks.

“Yeah, well. Do you blame me for wondering why you don’t touch me at all, lately?” I glare at Adam.

“Do you blame me for not being in the mood with all the constant fighting?” Adam says, before grabbing his car keys and storming off for work.

Before he leaves, Adam stares at me with me with his deep greens. I can tell he’s tired of the constant fighting, but he loves me too much to let me go.

It’s that look that tells me he wants to work things out, but I need to learn to stop being so controlling. I wish it were that simple.

It get it, he’s tired.

We both work long hours, but I can’t help I have such a high sex drive. I keep accusing him of cheating on me, but deep down, I know he’s not. That still doesn’t take away the fact that I need to have an active sex life.

I long for the days, shortly after we got married, where we would fuck for hours on end. I could barely walk the following day, after being penetrated by his thick cock, but still, I wanted more.

To make matters worse; we work together.

Adam is a Film director, and I’m a writer. I write most of his scripts.

We first met on a new film I wrote, and he directed. When we first laid eyes on each other, Adam held eye contact. I knew right then we were going to fuck. Moments later, we were fucking behind a van; I knew he would be the one. Now, everyone hates being around us, because all we do is fight.

I have always been a bit of a control freak.

Nothing to be proud over, in fact, my tendency to control those around me often drive them away from me.

Now imagine how it out of control I felt when I finally came to realize our marriage might need help from a professional...
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“Oh, fuck!” I moan as Adam’s limp cock glides in and out of me.

Adam lays on top of me and looks me in the eye, before moving over, giving up before either of us could even classify whatever we just had as sex.

He can tell I’m faking it. He knows I like it hard and rough. Right now, he can barely get a cock stand, let alone leave me screaming with pleasure.

Adam quits halfway and flips over to his side of the bed.

We lay in awkward silence until the both of us fall asleep.

After our first consultation with Lucy, she suggested we come home, and Adam takes complete control over me and fucks me like he used to. The minute I tried fighting for control, I watch as his cock softened.

Our first task was a dismal failure. For the first time, I realized my tendency to control everything might kill my relationship.

My best friend suggested Lucy to me. She is a sex therapist and a master at helping couples revive their sex life. It didn’t take her long to figure out the reason our sex life lacked was because of my need to control everything.

With each session that went by, I learned more and more how to let go of my control issues. Everything was going better than I expected.

Everything went well, until the day Lucy tied me up and put my need to control through the ultimate test...
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Lucy was in her mid-thirties but could easily pass off as in her early twenties. She is not your typical psychologist. Lucy has a gift of sensuality that makes her irresistible to anyone coming to her for help.

As she sits across from us, I can’t keep my eyes off her silky long black hair, resting on her perfect size D tits.

A part of her job is clearly to entice, not only my husband but me as well. She sits opposite us, and her black panties and bra are revealed through a silky see-through organza gown. She looks like a swim-wear model with her perfect belly and her full lips.

I stare at Adam anxiously as Lucy stands up and walks over towards Adam. Adam crouches forward to try to hide the bulge developing in his pants.

“Today, we’re going to start actively working on your need to control,” Lucy says to me while holding eye contact with Adam.

I swallow hard. “How are we going to do that?”

“People that always feel the need to be in control are generally those that would do anything to have that control taken away from them. Today, we’re taking away that control.” Lucy finally turns to face me and looks at me with her seductive eyes. I watch as her mouth curves to form a devilish grin and feel a wet patch develop inside my panties.

“Before we begin, I need you to confirm you are willing to work on your control issues for the sake of your marriage and that you will obey my every order?” Lucy demands. She speaks with a sternness in her voice that drives my pussy insane.

“Yeah, but-”

“There are no buts!” Lucy cuts me short. “Do you want to learn to let go of your control?” Lucy asks. “For the sake of this marriage?” she adds quickly.

“I do. Okay, I will obey your every order,’ I say finally.

Adam stares at me with big eyes, shocked by the fact I have finally decided to give up power and hand it over to someone else. I notice that familiar sparkle in his eyes. The same look he gave me when he first laid eyes on me and decided to take me behind that van. Seeing his eyes light up tells me that allowing Lucy to take control of me is the right choice.

The sounds of Lucy’s high heels fill the room as she walks over to my man. Adam and I are seated in separate couches, and I watch his face light as up as he gets a better view of her curvaceous hips that sway effortlessly with every step she takes.

Adam licks his lips as Lucy places the ends of a long, thin stick on his inner thigh. Adam’s bottom lip quivers as he looks up at Lucy, fearful of what she may do with that stick.

Lucy glides the stick over to her hand and lifts his hand like a puppet on a string.

“I want you to take off her clothes,” Lucy says while shooting me a sultry look. “Let’s get her more comfortable.”

The wetness on my panties begins to spread at the thought of Adam undressing me in front of Lucy. Adam gets up eagerly and walks towards me.

While sitting on the couch, looking like I’ve just seen a ghost, our eyes connect for the first time.

Adam’s beautiful green eyes remain locked on mine as he draws closer to me. I instinctively open my legs with every inch he moves closer towards me. My pussy longs for him more and more by the second.

I watch as his lean, strong build towers over me. I take in the image of my strongman standing over me and for the first time in a while, my eyes appreciate the sight of his perfectly chiseled chest and strong forearms. Even through his black t-shirt, you could tell he was deliciously built.

My heart begins racing as he draws his hands closer to me. Before Lucy could give out her next command, Adam leaned forward, running his fingers through my hair.

In the corner of my eye, I watch as Lucy smiles at us.

“She’s been a really bad girl lately, hasn’t she?” Lucy asks Adam.

“Adam looks at me, and I watch as a smirk develops on his face. She has. Bad enough to deserve punishment?” Adam asks, finally breaking eye contact and turning to Lucy.

“I definitely think she needs to be punished.”

“First, let’s take off all her clothes, shall we?”

I begin lifting the top button of my blouse and Lucy storms over towards me and uses her stick to stop my hand from carrying on further.

“You do not get to touch!” Lucy tells me. With her stick flying around my face, the last thing I want is to disobey her orders. “Adam will help you with that.”

Once Lucy was comfortable her instructions were clear, she walked over to her desk and found a seat on the edge of her desk while she watched Adam begin to remove each clothing item on my body.

Adam begins with my shoes. Lifting the strap of my high heels, the hairs on his hand brushed against my toes as he slowly lifted off my shoes. I lean forward to give him a hand but quickly decide against it after I catch Lucy giving me a dirty look.

With both my shoes dropped to the ground, Adam places his hand on my legs, sending shivers down my spine. It feels as if he were touching me for the first time. Slowly, seductively, his hands snake up my legs. My lips part with pleasure as I lean back and allow his strong hands to brush against my leg. Eventually reaching that sweet spot between my legs, Adam digs in and reaches for the top of my panties.

Obediently, I lift myself up to allow him to pull off my panties. Almost forgetting we are in company, I turned to catch Lucy smile in agreement. The hairs on his finger tickle my wet pussy as he lowers my panties, causing an involuntary moan.

For the first time, I had little control, and Adam knew it. Glancing down at his cock stiffening against the fabric of his jeans, I can tell Adam was in his element.

Once my panties were dropped to my ankles, he left my skirt on and made his way up towards my top instead. Adam cleared his throat, before giving me my first order.

I watch as he swallows hard.

“Stand!” He orders.

“Very good!” Lucy agrees in the background.

Adam holds eye contact as I stand. This wasn’t a look of fear or resentment. In his eyes, Adam had a look of utmost lust. Through his eyes, I could tell he wanted nothing less than to bend me over and make me scream with pleasure, even with Lucy watching us.

Reaching for the bottom of my black tank top, Adam pulls my top over my head before flicking my tank aside.

My eyes widen as I look over at Lucy. Lucy has a finger slipped inside her organza gown as she watches my husband take control of me.

At first, I feel pissed off over the fact she’s getting off on watching us.

This quickly falls away.

Suddenly, the thought of someone as beautiful as Lucy being turned on by us excites me. If she wants a show, then we will give her a show!

Adam cups his hands under my tits and begins squeezing them gently. His eyes ravish my entire body, in his eyes, I could tell he was thinking of all the things he would do with me. My pussy quivered with joy as he continued to look me up and down.

Unexpectedly, Adam leans his head forward to meet my lips. He wastes little time to shove his tongue inside my mouth while his hand snaked behind my back, reaching for my bra straps.

I take in his taste and feel my knees become weaker by the second. Our tongues swirl passionately against each other as his tongue brushed against mine in a dance of desire.

I feel his hands behind my back, lifting my bra strap and I quickly realize I’m seconds away from standing completely naked in front of my husband and a complete stranger.

I move my hands over onto Adam’s ass, squeezing his firm cheeks in my hand. I moan inside Adam’s mouth as I suddenly feel a jolt of pain enter from my hands and spread through my body.

I turn my head to find that the source of pain came from Lucy’s stick. I shoot her an evil glare, before realizing I agreed to let go of all control.

Obediently, I lowered my hands, resting them on my sides. Adam was more turned on than ever before as I feel his stiff cock push against my pussy.

I breathe in sharply as Adam slips his hands under my skirt and finds my bare ass. My lips part as he roughly squeezes on my ass cheeks. I want nothing more than to lift my hands and ravish his entire body, but I know I can’t. Right now, I need to stand back and take in the ecstasy of his touch.

He squeezes on my ass, and I swallow hard as I feel his finger running its way toward my wet cunt.

From behind me, Adam finds my wet pussy. “Ohhhh!” I moan as he presses his finger against my longing pussy.

“Take off that skirt!” Lucy orders.

Adam turns to look at Lucy, before turning back to me with an evil smirk on his face. In a quick, swift move, Adam yanks my skirt down, while his strong hands hold me to ensure I don’t fall.

My knees become weaker by the second. My throbbing pussy desperately wants more of his touch.

After stepping out of my skirt, I stand completely naked, feeling more vulnerable than I have ever felt in my life.

“Here, I want her tied up,” Lucy orders while throwing Adam pieces of rope.

Adam grabs the pieces of rope, and I look at him with big, fear filled eyes.

“I want you to decide how you want to tie her up,” Lucy orders.

My pussy pulsated with desire. The anticipation drives me insane as beads of sweat begin forming on my forehead. Adam lowered himself on me, and I could feel his breath on my aching cunt. Just when I thought he was ready to slip his tongue inside me, he continued to work his way down.

Grabbing on both my ankles, he brought them in closer, before wrapping the rope against my ankles. He left barely enough space for me to stand. One wrong move and I will find the floor.

With my legs securely tied up, Adam lifts himself and grabs hold of my wrists, pushing my arms behind my back, before tying up my hands as well.

Standing back, Adam looks over at his handiwork, seemingly impressed with himself.

Standing in front of Adam and Lucy, naked and tied up with absolutely no control, I can’t help but feel helpless. I try tugging on the rope behind me to break free, but he made sure the rope was securely tied.

“Very good!” Lucy compliments.

Adam paid no attention to Lucy. Instead, he wanted nothing more than to begin ravishing my body with his tongue. With his grasp firmly on my sides, Adam begins with my tight nipples, taking in each bud in his mouth.

An involuntary moan escapes my lips with the ecstasy of his touch.

Adam continues to suck on my nipples as his hands lower down on me. His hand slowly snakes lower towards to my yearning cunt, softly scratching on my bellybutton as he makes his way down.

I lower my head and take in the scent of his sweat on his neck. His sweet smell hypnotizes me and drives all my senses insane.

I look over at Lucy and see her finger is completely submerged in her panties as she slides her finger up and down.

Adam gets down on his knees and takes a few seconds to admire my cunt, glazing with wetness. Still holding firmly onto my side, he forwards his head towards my pussy. My lips part in anticipation as he draws nearer to my pussy.

“Ahhhh!” I moan as his tongue finally brushes against my cunt. The walls of my pussy quiver as he licks me, starting from my entrance.

I hear Lucy panting heavily in the background as my husband continues to pleasure my cunt.

The stubble of his beard brush against my longing cunt and my knees weaken further. If wasn’t holding me, I would probably have collapsed right there.

With the tip of his tongue, Adam finds my entrance and begins pushing inside me, stretching my wet flesh apart with his tongue.

The sounds of Lucy’s heels interrupt my heavy panting. I turn to watch as she walks towards us.

“Good. Now I’m going to put you through the ultimate test of letting go.” Lucy says.

My eyes widen with fear as she pulls on Adam’s shoulder, causing him to pull his tongue out of my pussy.

Lucy pulls my husband towards her, and I watch, helplessly.

It only takes me a few seconds to realize her plan with my husband.
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Istand with the rope holding my legs and arms together and watch helplessly as Lucy pulls my man away from pleasuring me.

Lucy shoots me a devilish grin before she turns back to Adam, who is now leaning against her desk.

“Now I want you to watch as I fill your husband with pleasure!” Lucy tells me.

“What the fuck! This is not what I signed up for,” I shout and try barging towards her. I am struggling to hold my balance after almost falling as I tried running to slap her.

I quickly remember I am tied up, with no way to loosen the chains.

What the hell is she playing at? This was not part of the plan! I came for her to fix my sex life, not for her to get off using my man!

“I want to relieve yourself of all inhibitions. Stop trying to be in control and enjoy the show.” Lucy tells me as she walks towards my husband.

Turning to Adam, Lucy pulls her organza gown opening, giving him a clear sight of what is in store for him. “How would you like to pound that throbbing cock of yours inside me?”

Adam turns to looks at me, but Lucy quickly turns his head back towards her.

I watch as Adam swallows hard. “I think I would like to give it a try,” Adam confesses in a giggle.

That was enough for Lucy to make the first move.

I watch anxiously as Lucy begins running her hands over my man. As upset as I am about her wanting to sleep with my man, the sight of her touching him begins to turn me on more with every second that passes.

Let go; I think to myself as I watch Lucy begin to unbutton Adam’s shirt.

As soon as I let go, I feel every fiber in my being slowly fill with ecstasy as I watch my man being touched by another woman.

I watch as Lucy slips her tongue inside Adam’s and he lightly teases her with his tongue.

“Fuck,” I breathe at the sight of Lucy’s perfect ass through her see-through gown.

I feel the urge my lower my finger on my pussy, but I can’t. This is torturous as much as it is delightful. The only thing I have to please me is my imagination and the cool pushing breeze on my wet cunt.

Lucy’s fingers begin to work the buttons on Adam’s shirt. She carefully lifts each button, and I watch on with great curiosity. With every button, she lifts more of his perfect build is revealed. Once she removed all buttons, she takes a step back and looks at his muscular physique with appreciation.

She wastes little time to grab the button of his jeans, quickly unsnapping them as she lowers the zipper.

His huge big bulge is revealed, pressing against his underwear as she continues to lower his zipper. I stand mesmerized by the size of his cock. I have never seen my husband’s so hard before. Lucy pretends as if the size doesn’t faze her, but I can tell she’s impressed.

Lucy drops his jeans to the ground, and I clench my cunt tightly as she grabs on the top of his brief and slowly pulls it down.

Suddenly, I feel guilty about hogging that huge cock for all these years. The idea of watching him shove his cock in someone else turns me on more by the second.

Adam’s cock’s springs up once freed from its cotton prison. I see his head dripping with pre-cum, and this leaves my pussy craving him more than ever. I want nothing more than to have him shoot that load inside my mouth.

Lucy flicks her silky black hair back as she turns to look at me, before lowering herself on him. I bite my bottom lip as she slowly takes in his head and Adam lets out a gratifying moan.

Adam watches in awe, with parted lips and Lucy takes in every inch of his 9inch thick cock.

In a fit of lust, Adam grabbed on Lucy’s head with both hands and guided her deeper.

Lucy continued to bob her head back and forth, and I could tell Adam wasn’t going to last very long if this continued. Still, I wouldn’t mind seeing him spray his cum all over her face.

It’s as if Lucy knew this and she lifted his head.

After giving his cock a firm slap, she instructed Adam to lay on her table. Adam obeyed her, without question. Using his arms, he lifted himself on her desk, and Lucy pulled off his jeans revealing my husband’s strong muscular legs with the tattoo of a dragon on his right thigh.

After shifting him so that his entire body laid flat on her desk, she finally lifted that gown.

Adam shudders at the sight of her beautiful body. I am mesmerized by her curves. She looks more like a swimwear magazine cut-out, rather than our therapist.

She slipped her black panties lower, and Adam licked his lips with excitement. I strain my neck to catch a glimpse of the pussy Adam sees. I gasp as she turns towards me, before climbing on the desk. She has the most beautiful pussy I have ever seen.

As Lucy climbs on the desk, Adam and I thought she was about to lower that perfect pussy on his cock, but she crawled higher until her cunt hovered over Adam’s face.

Adam eagerly extended his tongue for a sweet of her sweet pussy. Lucy ran her hands through my husband’s hair, and I begin panting heavily as I hear his breathing grow heavy under her.

Lucy rocked her hips back and forth as it pleased her. Her ass clenched tight with every thrust forward into his mouth.

On her knees, with her pussy planted firmly in Adam’s mouth, she lifted the straps on her bra, revealing her massive tits.

For a moment, I pretend as if that is my pussy Adam devourers.

Lucy’s back muscles tightened with every thrust forward. She is on the verge of coming, as I watch every part of her tense up.

I pant heavily as Lucy screams out loud, sending a rippling orgasm through her.

My walls quivered with desire at the sight of her becoming helplessly weak as my man continues to eat her cunt.

After lifting her pussy off my husband’s face, she leaned forward for a few moments to try and catch her breath. Flicking her black hair back and looking over at me again, she made her way towards my husband’s throbbing cock.

Crawling over towards Adam’s cock, she shot me one final seductive glance, before grabbing hold of his cock and lowering herself on him...
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Lucy grabbed Adam dick in her hand and hung herself over him.

I watch as my husband’s thick cock spread Lucy lips apart. Lucy closed her eyes as she slowly lowered herself on him, breathing in sharply with every inch she took in.

She only exhaled once Adam’s cock was completely submerged in her beautiful pussy.

Adam placed his hands on her hips, and my insides quivered with pleasure.

This was becoming more unbearable by the second. My dripping pussy desperately needed attention as my walls quivered at the sight of my husband taking another woman.

Not being able to pleasure myself was torturous.

Lucy lifted herself, before lowering herself onto him again, letting out a moan as Adam’s cock continued to stretch her. Once she became used to the feeling of him inside her, she started bouncing up and down his cock, leaving Adam in a state of ecstasy.

Lucy’s perfect tits bounced as she rocked back and forth, and I could tell Adam was doing everything in his power not to cum. If he were to cum now, I wouldn’t blame him.

I bit my lower lip as I watched my husband pleasure another woman, only relying on the cool breeze against my wetness for any sense of pleasure.

Adam moans desperately; it’s becoming harder for him to hold off, when suddenly, Lucy lifted herself off his cock. Adam looked up at her with desperation.

“I want you to finish this off with your wife,” she says to him while shooting me a smile.

My face lighted up with pleasure as Lucy’s suggestion. Adam eagerly lifted himself off the desk and made his way towards me. He had a devilish look in his eye that suggested he wanted nothing more than to shoot his cum deep inside me.

I finally get my turn, and the anticipation of having him inside me was driving me insane.

Adam holds my body tight and finds my entrance with his cock.

My eyes widen as he wastes little time and begins pushing his cock inside me, stretching my unprepared lips as he entered. I didn’t have any time to get used to the feel of his cock inside me before he thrust deeper.

Adam’s arms held me tight as he rammed in and out of my longing pussy.

His sweat drips down my body as my lips part with every thrust in and out of my pussy. I desperately needed to be filled by Adam, and my quivering walls were a testament of that.

Holding me with one hand, Adam lowered his hand on my clit and started rubbing against my clit violently. With his lips gently sucking on my neck, he continued to rub my clit and plunge in and out of me.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned, struggling to hold myself back for much longer.

With my legs and hands tied, Adam could do anything he wanted with me, and I can’t stop him.

I didn’t want to stop him either.

With his thick cock plunging in and out of me and his finger rubbing me off, it all became too much.

I dive headfirst into an orgasm that ripped me into a million pieces. My knees caved in, but Adam didn’t let me fall, holding me tight while waves of pleasure rippled over me.

Adam continued to hold me tight, and his cock twitched inside me.

“Fuck!” he groaned as he finally found his release. I feel his back stiffen as he shoots his load deep inside my cunt, coating my walls with his cum.

After a few violent jerks, Adam left his mark inside my cunt, and we were reduced to nothing but beating hearts.

Not once did he loosen his hold on me.

“Very good,” Lucy says walking over to us with a proud grimace on her face.
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The wonderful Lucy saved our marriage. It just goes to show that you don’t need to always be in control.

“Happy birthday, babe!” Adam says while kissing my lips.

“Thank you, I the idea of getting older has me depressed though,” I confess.

“You’re 29!” Adam laughs.

“I know, but still!” I giggle.

I sit on the stool in our kitchen as Adam stands behind the frying pan in his underwear, preparing breakfast.

The suspense is killing me. “Okay, so when do I get my gift?”

“Who says I got you a gift?”

“Well, for starters,” I saw you sneaking upstairs with gift wrap paper,” I tease.

Adam smiles at me seductively, before making his way to the room.

“Hope you like it,” he says while handing me a square box wrapped with gift paper.

Eagerly, I rip off the gift wrap and flip open the box.

Inside the box was a brand-new set of rope.

I look up at Adam and feel a devilish grin form around my mouth.

“I love it!”


PART TWENTY-ONE

A NIGHT TO REMEMBER


INTRODUCTION


Carter:

When I first laid eyes on Brianna, I knew she was the one! She was the one I would finally help my wife live out her deepest fantasy with.

Despite putting up a fight, I could tell she wanted nothing more than to put my cocky promises to the test. Until, finally, she caved in. But what Brianna was about to find out is that I was not entirely honest with her.

There was a small little secret I kept from her because I feared she would never agree if she knew the whole truth…

Brianna:

Everything about Carter rang alarm bells. From the way he walked, to the confidence in his voice when he spoke.

After making me an offer I couldn’t refuse, I finally agreed to meet up with him.

I agreed to meet up with him on one condition—that it was not a date.

But when I arrived at his apartment, I discovered Carter was not completely honest with me.

And now, as I’m staring at Carter, and his unusually beautiful wife, I’m left with one of the toughest decisions I have ever had to make.
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Carter

As much as Lexi loves me, she has always complained I’m far too stubborn, and she couldn’t be any more accurate.

I’m the best thing since sliced bread to those I love, but those that hurt me, they don’t fare so well. Those that cross me or betray my trust get cut off instantaneously. I have this unique ability to ignore people that don’t add value in my life. I will ignore those people so hard, they begin to question their own existence.

It’s safe to say I am firm in my ways—stubborn as hell.

To be more frank, I am full of shit.

But, this year I planned on changing that. Or at least tried being a bit less full of shit. That’s what Lexi asked of me anyway—to be a bit more ‘open-minded.’ Oh, and that’s another thing you should know about me, while I may be the world’s most stubborn man, I am willing to change, especially for someone I love.

To be completely honest, I would probably never have agreed to Lexi’s request, or rather, her fantasy, but I also knew nothing would make her happier! If there was one thing I have always been a sucker for, it’s that beautiful smile of hers!

Since my teens, I’ve had this terrible habit of leaving things for the last minute.

But, I would never have expected just how much doing last minute shopping for a new shirt and a pair of pants for a big meeting tomorrow would turn out to be one of my biggest moments. It was a moment where I challenged everything I have ever stood for; a moment where I questioned my boundaries of what was right or wrong.

I could feel the eyes that fell on me as I walked into the department store. While most women would get jealous, Lexi loved the attention on me. She always said that was because of the way I walk. I’ve always believed it was because of the hard work I put in at the gym. I’m a pretty well reserved forty year, and that was because I’ve always insisted on looking after myself.

Despite not having any interest in those checking me out, I must admit I secretly love the attention!

I grabbed three plain white shirts off the rack. I have this habit of fitting on three different sizes with everything I buy. I try on three different sizes until I find my perfect fit; my fit, a size smaller, and a size larger.

After grabbing three pairs of formal black pants, I headed off to the fitting room.

The store attendant handed me a tag with the number 2 engraved on the plastic. I made my way over to the second drawn curtain. Most of the stores I have been to have separate changing rooms for men and ladies. But, this department store decided a drawn curtain was privacy enough.

The fitting rooms were empty, apart from two young, loud girlfriends in the cubicle next to mine.

I’m generally not an inquisitive person, but as I pulled on my zipper, lowering my jeans down to the ground, I couldn’t help but overhear their conversation.

I pulled my jeans over my leg, and instead of trying on my clothes, I stood in my underwear, leaned in closer to the cubicle next to me, and started listening in on their conversation.

“Shut up!” I heard one voice say. She sounded like the feisty one.

“I’m serious!” The other voice said. Her tone was much sweeter and more timid.

I don’t think either voice realized they were not the only people in the room.

“Tell me more,” said feisty voice.

“Okay, so first off, the date was absolute trash! It was so painful! Like, it was so bad that I felt like running away and jumping straight out of the bathroom window!”

“Don’t even joke like that! Please tell me you did not pull a Julia Roberts!?”

“No! I didn’t,” the sweet voice laughed, “and thank God I didn’t because when I agreed, reluctantly, of course, to go back to his place, we ended up having the best sex ever! I’m talking about toe-curling, mind-blowing sex!”

“Ooooh, girl! I need details!”

“No! I will not be discussing my sex life with you! But I will say he was packing, and also that I doubt anyone would ever be able to top that!”

My ears were still firmly placed against the wooden divider when my eyes shot open wide, and I jerked at the sound of the metal clanking against the floor from my dropped hanger.

Finally realizing they were not alone, both voices went silent.

“Um…” Said feisty voice after a few moments, “That my cue! I’ve got to get going, anyway!”

“Yeah, we can meet up for coffee sometime this week?”

I heard them kissing each other goodbye, and I peeped through my drawn curtain. The woman that walked out was stunning, I found myself wondering whether her breasts were real. With the one girlfriend gone, the only person that remained was Ms ‘I-got-it-all’ last night.

After deciding on the perfect size, I flung the shirt and pants over my shoulder as I slipped my clothes back on. I was about to step out of my cubicle when I heard shuffling in the fitting station next to mine. She drew the curtain open, and I stepped back, peeping through my drawn curtain.

The woman that walked past me was one worthy of being labelled with the title; perfection. I even felt a little guilty at the filthy thoughts that ran through my mind as I feasted my eyes down her body. She carried beautiful blonde hair that hung low, dropping down to her full butt. She carried a slim figure with breasts that were about a handful in size. But what really stood out for me was her sweet, innocent face. With sky blue eyes and deep dimples, she was simply… beautiful!

She was also much younger than I was. She looked like she was in her early twenties. Perhaps that’s what made it more exciting?

I watched her shadows disappear, and my mind drifted back to Lexi. That’s when I knew she was the one!

Rushing out of the fitting room, I handed the store assistant my tag along with my unwanted clothing items and set out to find her. I spotted her standing in the queue, waiting to pay when I slowly pushed my way to the front.

“Excuse me,” I said, brushing past the people at the back of the queue as I made my way to the front.

“Hey!” An elderly woman grunted, “Get to the back of the line! I was here first!”

“Hi there. I’m so sorry, but I’m with her!” I said, pointing to the beautiful stranger.

She turned around. A confused look was plastered on her face, but I insisted on pushing my way until I stood behind her.

Uncomfortably, she shied away from the commotion and turned back to look frontward.

I grinned deviously as I leaned in on her. “Hi, there!”

She held her gaze forward. “Um, hi?”

“Just letting you know, I think you’re incredibly sexy!”

Even though she kept looking forward, I could see the grin forming on the sides of her lips. “That’s good to know,” she said blandly.

“Your name?” I persisted.

She took a few moments before responding, that grin still firmly on the sides of her lips. I could tell she enjoyed every second of the attention. “Brianna.”

“Nice name. I’m Carter.”

“Good to know.”

The old hag behind me failed to make her irritated grunting less obvious. “Because someone decided they don’t need to wait in line like the rest of us!”

I turned to the woman. “Lady, get over yourself! Geez, don’t you have anything else to complain about!”

Brianna’s head tilted slightly, but she kept looking forward. “Do you always cause such a scene?”

“Only when I have people trying to stop me from getting what I want.”

For the first time, Brianna turned around and faced me. Her eyes gazing directly into mine as she turned to me.

I smiled warmly at her, basking in the fact that I finally got her attention. “May I ask if you have any plans for tonight, Brianna?”

“I plan on sleeping.”

“Pity, I was hoping we could do something I have planned…together!”

“Oh, really?” Brianna chuckled, “And what are your plans?”

“…To sleep.”

“So, you want us to sleep togeth—” Brianna’s eyes narrowed. “Hey! Nice try!”

I bit on my lower lip seductively as I lowered my gaze down her perfect body. “So, did it work?”

“No, you asshole! It didn’t work!”

I chuckled playfully. “We’ll see.”

“Dickhead!” She breathed and walked off to the next available teller.

Before Brianna walked away, I slipped in a small piece of paper, with my number, in the slight opening of her handbag.

If there was one thing you should know about me, it’s that I love a good challenge.

Something else you should know is that I don’t stop working at something until I get what I want.

Despite Brianna being blown away by the guy she was with the previous night, I knew I wouldn’t stop until I topped that date…
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Brianna

If there is one thing my mamma told me, it was to stay away from bad boys.

I never really got my prick of a father’s opinion about boys, we were never really close. But if there was one person that knew a thing or two about dating bad boys, it was my mom! Hell, she ended up marrying one!

High up on that list of guys I should avoid was Mr Carter. But after watching him push his way to the front of the queue, risking being slapped in the process by some old lady, only to speak to me, I couldn’t help but want to turn around and face this smooth operator.

As soon as I caught sight of the man, my legs turned to jelly.

Everything about him, from his confident posture, to that cocky grin plastered on his face; everything rang alarm bells and should have been cause for me to turn back and walk away. But, as much as I tried looking away from him, my eyes remained fixed on the grey fox.

I could tell he was older than I was by a few years because of his grey strands of hair, but apart from that, Carter was well-maintained—dreamy, in fact.

“Did it work?” Carter asked.

What the fuck kind of question was that? As if I was just going to go down on my knees, take his cock in my hand, and accept his proposal—to what, fuck?

I knew that if I wasted another second on this conversation, everything would just have gone south! I would probably end up saying a whole bunch of stuff I’d end up regretting and cause an even bigger scene.

After paying for my blouse, I turned around, to catch one final glance at him, before walking off. Even as I turned to walk away, I could feel Carter’s eyes fixed on me—that cocky grin a constant.

Scanning through my handbag, I searched for my slip to hand to the security guard as I walked out of the shop. I pulled out the slip, but I noticed a small piece of paper with terrible handwriting sticking out on the sides of my handbag.

The note was short and to the point, and said ‘if you change your mind, call me—Carter,’ underneath that was his cell phone number scribbled.

This fucking man is not serious! Even after the security guard tore half my slip, handing it back to me, I kept trying to think when the hell he stuck this note in my handbag!?

In fact, where the hell does he even get off insisting on meeting up with him after I clearly said no!

Breathing through flared nostrils, I waited outside the store for him. When he walked out, I was going to give him a piece of my mind!

As soon as he saw me, his cocky face lit up, but I was not having any of that!

“Honestly, you are so sweet! You waited for me!” Carter sniggered.

There was that damn grin of his again! That grin that drove my knees weak just moments ago. I shook my head, reminding myself of why I was waiting outside for him in the first place. The last thing I needed was to be falling for his charming, bullshit tricks.

I pulled the note out of my pants and held it in his face. “Can you tell me what the hell this is?” I grunted.

“Oh, I’m sorry! That’s my number. I thought it was obvious?”

“Listen smartass, which part of ‘I am not interested’ do you not understand!”

God, could he not wipe that arrogant grin off his face!

Holding that grin, Carter walked past me.

“Excuse me!” I called out. I couldn’t believe I was now running after his ass. “I am talking to you!”

“Brianna, I overheard you in the changing room telling your friend about your best night last night⁠—”

“Oh, my God,” I cut him off, “you were the creep listening in on us!”

For the first time, I saw Carter laughing. Hell, even his laugh drove my insides wild! “I would hardly call that ‘listening in,” you guys were so loud, I’m sure everyone in the store must have heard you two! Anyway, you have my number. Use it, and I promise to give you a night far more memorable!”

Carter turned around again and started walking.

I swear if he walked away from me one more time, I would have thrown him with my handbag!

I chased up after him one final time.

“Okay, like I told you back there, I’m not interested in anything you have to offer!”

Carter continued walking. “Is that so? Then why do I get the feeling you are?”

“No, I’m not! What on earth makes you think I would be?” I barked, struggling to hide the fact that I was losing breath keeping up with him.

“Because Brianna, if you weren’t, you would have thrown my number away by now.”

I stopped chasing after him and watched his image grow faint with every cocky step he took. Not once did he turn around and look at me. God, why did I wish he turned around to look at me!

I got home that afternoon, and after throwing my shopping bags on the ground, I collapsed into my sofa.

I stared at the now crumpled up piece of paper for perhaps longer than it deserved.

God, everything about this man screamed danger! His age, the annoying fact that he was so sure of himself whenever he spoke, the fact that he was so sure of what I thought!

And yet, I couldn’t get him out of my mind!

If anything, I should be hitting up the guy that gave me the best night of my life last night; instead, I’m drooling at the idea of getting naked with Carter.

I stared at the note for a long while, desperately trying to ignore the wetness that had formed under my pants.

“Fuck it!” I mumbled to myself.

My heart beat pulsated at a rapid rate as I reached out for my phone and started dialling…
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Carter

Iexpected that call. Not because I’m arrogant or anything, but because I knew the young Brianna was dying to see if I could really better whatever experience she had last night.

Brianna struck me as the type of girl that would never forgive herself if she knew she slipped up on one of the ‘best opportunities’ she never had.

When the doorbell rang, my insides tingled. Despite coming across as such a sure-of-myself prick, the truth was that I could not have been more petrified. Everything about this situation was very out of character for me.

I took in a sharp breath as I unlatched the lock from its hinge and turned on the door handle. I stared down at my bare feet and the hairy legs barely covered by my shorts. I considered whether I should run back in the room and dress into something a little less comfortable.

“Okay,” Brianna said, struggling to make eye contact as I pulled the door open. “You win!”

I smiled warmly. “Come on in!”

“I just need to understand,” Brianna started as she walked into my apartment. “This is not a date, right?”

“Not at all! This is a once off thing.”

“Of course,” Brianna sniggered, “to show me how you can make my night more memorable, right!”

I chuckled. “You catch on fast! Have a seat,” I said, directing her towards a couch in my lounge, “I’ll whip up the drinks so long!”

“Oh…” Brianna paused. Her eyes grew wide. “Um…”

“So you’re Brianna? Carter has told me a lot about you!”

Lexi, my wife of 8 and a half years, walked into the lounge fresh out of a shower, with a towel wrapped around her petite little body. Her wet hair was curled up into a bun.

Brianna turned to look at me, and then at Lexi, and back on me.

The look on her face was priceless! I promised her a night she would never forget and I was sure as hell I would succeed, Lexi was the other reason I was so confident in my statement.

“Oh, Brianna. This is my beautiful wife, Lexi.”

Lexi extended her hand, but Brianna looked too shocked to even respond. She stared back at Lexi with parted lips, almost as if she were scared that my wife would strike her across the face.

If this were a year ago, I would probably never have agreed to bringing Brianna over to our place. But, Lexi and I thought spicing things up in the bedroom may be helpful for us, and what better way to spice things up than to bring in a new person?

When Lexi first suggested it, I thought there was no way in hell I would ever agree to this! Hell, the thought alone was ludicrous. But, after discussing this over the last few months, I quickly realized this was a dream she has had for a while now, and the smile on her face when I finally agreed to this idea was all the convincing I needed.

As I prepared the drinks in the kitchen, I could hear Brianna’s voice. She sounded a lot more relaxed than when she first laid eyes on my wife. Lexi had this weird way of making anyone feel comfortable. I suppose that was why we worked so well together. Myself being the one that is usually full of shit, and Lexi being the softer voice of reason.

By the time I walked back into the lounge, I could tell Brianna didn’t even need that drink. She leaned back comfortably against the sofa as she spoke to my half-naked wife.

“I see you two have gotten comfortable?” I teased, handing each of them one a vodka and juice.

“Brianna and I were just discussing all the things we plan on doing to you,” Lexi grinned.

I glanced over at Brianna, and that nervous look she had disappeared entirely. Instead, she stared back at me with lust-filled eyes, filled with intent.

From the way my wife looked at Brianna and then deviously back at me, I could tell she was pleased with my choice.

Surprisingly, it was Brianna who made the first move.

Whatever Lexi said to her, during my brief time away, worked wonders because Brianna looked eager to experience this moment of blissful ecstasy with a married couple!

I found a seat, sandwiching Brianna in between myself and Lexi. She took a sip of her vodka, before placing it on the side table and shooting me a devilish grin.

I took that as my cue, and my eyes remained fixed on Brianna as I leaned over and slowly closed in on her. From the corner of my eye, I noticed Lexi grinning, but I wouldn’t dare lift my gaze from Brianna.

I continued making my way forward, closing the gap between myself and Brianna, only pausing once I was an inch away from her petite body.

Brianna’s lips were dry. I could tell she desperately wanted to extend her tongue and provide them with the moisture they desperately craved, but that she’d rather have me do that for her.

Sparks of sexual tension flew across the room. Brianna could feel the warmth of my breath on her skin. Her breathing grew sharp and erratic as I continued staring intensely into her eyes.

Slowly, I leaned my head even closer into Brianna, biting on my bottom lip as I drew closer.

Brianna stared back at me with parted lips. Even with Lexi watching, Brianna wanted me so bad.

I held my posture until Brianna couldn’t take it any longer. Holding herself up as she latched onto my squared jaw, she softly whispered, “Kiss me!”

I didn’t need any further convincing. Grabbing Brianna by the back of her head, I leaned in and smacked my lips passionately against hers. Instinctively, Brianna opened her mouth, welcoming me in.

The sounds of our lips smacking together echoed in the room.

Glancing down at her tight skirt, I noticed Brianna’s wet patch growing with every passing moment as my tongue swirled inside her mouth.

How could something this wrong feel so right?

Brianna pulled back and stared into my eyes yet again. With drool that edged off the sides of Brianna’s mouth, she stared at me for a few moments, before returning her gaze to Lexi. “Wow! Lexi, dare I say that you are one lucky gal!”

Lexi burst out with laughter. “Oh, you haven’t seen the half of it!”

Lexi and I exchanged fiery looks of desire, looks that sent Brianna’s craving through the roof.

Lexi lifted herself to her feet, her wetness now seeping against the whiteness of her towel as she walked over towards me.

“Brianna, I’ll be frank with you! Carter and I have discussed this for quite some time now. To be honest, this whole thing was my idea. I have always had this fantasy of seeing another woman experience the pleasure Carter gives me when he makes crazy love to me!”

Lexi ran the back of her nails down my chest. Through my tight white shirt, Brianna could see the excitement as my nipples perked up from my wife’s touch. Glancing lower, Brianna could tell that was not my only body part excited.

Lexi pushed me back against the couch as she ran her fingers along my chest and down to my hardened midsection.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out. In a fit of passion, Lexi grabbed on my hardening crotch through my pants.

Lexi held my cock firmly in her hands and turned her attention back to Brianna. “I can’t think of anything sexier than watching you handle this cock! You think you can manage?”

Brianna’s desire had reached an all-time high. Falling back against the couch, Brianna watched as Lexi man-handled my prick. I promised her a sexual experience she would never forget.

I meant every word of that!

I grinned deviously. “If there is one thing I believe in, it’s making my woman happy.”

I grabbed Lexi by the back of her head, my fingers running through her thick, blonde hair as I pulled her back into me and started kissing her passionately.

As we broke off the kiss, I slowly pulled away and stared at Brianna with a look she had probably never seen before—one that demanded control. It was as if I was possessed by a sexual demon, eager to claim my prize. “And today, I have two women I need to make happy!”

I couldn’t tell if Brianna was excited or scared at the prospect of what I was about to do to her. But, one thing I knew for sure, was that she had never wanted anything more than this experience in her life.

I leaned on Brianna, and after brushing the loose strands of hair out of her face, I finished where we left off and smacked my lips on Brianna’s, wasting little time to stretch my tongue forward, eager to taste her again.

As I leaned over her, Brianna got the first feel of my hardening cock against her sweet pussy. I lowered myself down on her until my hardness brushed up against her wet patch.

The thought of me sticking my shaft deep inside her caused Brianna to instinctively open her legs, wrapping them around my waist as we kissed.

I paused to look down at Brianna’s legs that were spread and eager.

Brianna squirmed as I placed my large hands on her inner thigh. While I continued rubbing against Brianna’s sweet legs, Lexi reached for Brianna’s heels.

Gently, she pulled off each heel from her feet, taking her sweet time as she admired Brianna’s pedicured toes.

Slowly snaking my hands up Brianna’s thighs, I felt her body pulsate at the sensation of me nearing his cunt.

I pulled away from her, breaking our kiss. Breathing heavily, I stared intently into Brianna’s eyes. I could tell that as much as Brianna wanted me, something was holding her back.

I lowered my head down. “I need you to trust me, okay?” I breathed.

As I spoke, Brianna closed her eyes and relaxed her thighs, opening up to the intense release she was about to feel. “Good,” I whispered and continued snaking my hand up to her thigh.

In a fit of passion, with Brianna’s legs still wrapped around my waist, I lifted her by her shoulders and carried her over towards our dining room table. Lexi, who’s towel was now dropped to the ground, was fast losing her mind. Brianna paused, taking a few brief moments to admire my wife’s beautiful, curvaceous body. Nothing could have made me more proud than having another woman staring at my lovely wife in awe.

Lexi gave me an encouraging wink, and from the look in her eyes, I knew there was nothing she wanted more than to watch me man-handle this beautiful woman laid back against my table.

Carefully, I placed Brianna against the cool wood of our large oak table in our dining room.

With her eyes shut tight, Brianna gasped as my fingers were a mere inch away from her sweet cunt.

She opened her eyes again, only to find me looking down on her, smiling. My dark, mysterious eyes told her everything I was ready to do to her.

“Oh, babe!” Lexi said, watching the show from the side. “What’s for supper?”

I grinned back at my wife. “Tonight, Lexi, we’re having some sweet pussy covered in a creamy white sauce.” Brianna’s eyes shot open when she realized she was on the menu.

I looked down at her and grinned. “Oh, and did I mention, I’ve got quite an appetite?”

I stared at Brianna’s slim mid-section as I lifted her black crop top and slowly pulled it over her head. Fuck, the woman was beautiful with clothes, but without them, she was simply delicious!

Lexi stood at the other end of the table, slowly rubbing on her pussy as she watched me take complete control over Brianna.

“Fuck, you are so sexy, Brianna!” I commented as I ran my fingers against Brianna’s beautiful torso. Reaching up from behind her back, Brianna allowed herself to be pulled up as I released the clips on her back, releasing her bra strap and chucking it to the side.

I took a few moments to admire her beautiful breasts. Not too big, and not too small. Her tits were just fucking perfect! Her nipples stood at firm attention with the sensation of my touch.

Brianna stared back at me with helpless eyes, panting heavily, and as she opened her mouth to speak, I leaned down on her and started sucking on her sweet buds. With both hands, I cupped her tits under my hands, gently massaging each breast as I continued sucking on her stiffened nipples.

With her tits still firmly cupped under my hands, I lifted my devilish tongue, rolling it up to her neck. I have always had a thing for leaving my mark on a neck, and before Brianna left our apartment that night, I was going to make sure I left my mark.

Brianna’s head fell back with the sensation of me delicately nibbling on the sides of her neck, working my way back down to her chest, leaving a trail of passionate kisses along my path.

“Oh, God!” Brianna moaned, “that feels so fucking good!”

From Brianna’s heavy panting, I could tell my every touch was as blissful as it was torturous. With my every touch, Brianna ached for me inside her, but I made her wait.

Brianna was losing more control with my every touch. As I continued touching her all over, except for where it ached most—that throbbing cunt of hers!

Daringly, Brianna snaked her hand behind my back. Lifting my tight white shirt, she slowly pulled it up and over my head.

Brianna breathed out slowly as she took in the image of my ripped mid-section.

Delicate hairs rested on my chiselled chest as she reached out her hands and ran her fingers across my chest.

Only allowing Brianna so much satisfaction, I broke her touch as I lowered myself down on her. My eyes remained fixed on Brianna’s as I slithered down her body, stopping only once I got the scent of her sweet juices, seeping out of the fabric of her skirt. The sensation of her naked skin against mine felt fucking magical!

We all knew that in the next few moments, I would discover her young, dripping pussy. I knew it, Brianna knew it, and so did Lexi, who stood breathing heavily from the side. Lexi was just as anxious for me to reveal Brianna’s sweet cunt.

I pulled on the button, holding up her skirt, and after opening up her skirt, I slowly slid her skirt down Brianna’s sleek, smooth legs.

With her dress pulled off, I looked back up at Brianna as I started sucking on her legs. I rolled my tongue up her smooth thighs, twirling my powerful tongue against her skin, as I fast approached her throbbing pussy. Brianna laid back on the table and kicked her legs about as I worked my way higher. The anticipation of me nearing her aching entrance drove her wild.

Once I finally reached the spot where it ached most, I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath. The sweet scent of Brianna’s juices drove me over the fucking edge! Leaving me impatient and more eager than ever before.

Pulling on the band of Brianna’s panties, I pulled her underwear down her thighs. Her skin tingled as the cool breeze of the aircon brushed against her wetness.

“Fuck,” I breathed and turned to Lexi. “Isn’t this just the most beautiful pussy you have ever seen!”

Lexi grinned deviously in response. This was my moment, and Lexi wanted me to enjoy every second of it.

With Brianna’s lingerie pulled out from under her feet, I held her legs firmly in between my arms. My strong biceps pressed against her aching legs. The last thing I wanted was for Brianna to be kicking about while I sucked on that sweet cunt of hers.

Lowering myself onto Brianna, I extended my tongue forward, rolling my tongue against the juices that glistened on her pussy.

“Oh, my fuck!” Brianna squirmed. She wanted nothing more than for me to extend my tongue and slowly roll over that pussy of hers.

With parted lips, I lowered my head down on Brianna’s opening and pressed my tongue into her opening, slowly running my tongue up her folds. Brianna squirmed as I ran my tongue up her sensitive pussy. I held her legs firmly in my grasp, to prevent her from kicking about as I filled her with pleasure.

Loosening my grip on Brianna’s right thigh, I spread her legs slightly as I brought my wet finger onto her sensitive clit. My thumb pressed against her throbbing clit as my index finger found her sweet hole. I stroked my middle finger against her tight, youthful entrance. The sensation filled Brianna with ripples of pleasure that flowed through her body.

Lifting my head, I looked up at Brianna and waited for the right moment, the moment where she looked like she was about to cave in with an uncontrollable desire before my finger pushed inside her entrance. Carefully, I slipped my finger into her opening, spreading her tight lips apart as I ran my finger against her aching flesh.

“Jesus! Fuck!” Brianna howled.

Lexi looked down on Brianna who breathed out heavy sighs of passion and reached down for Brianna’s mouth. My wife wasted little time to stick her tongue inside Brianna’s open mouth and take in her gasps of pleasure.

Lifting her head, Lexi broke the kiss and Brianna looked up helplessly at her as I slipped in a second finger.

Even with both fingers spreading a fire inside her sweet cunt, Brianna knew it was nothing compared to what was yet to come when my cock filled that pussy.

Lexi grinned at Brianna, and slowly looked up at me. “Babe, I think Brianna is ready for you.”

I couldn’t have been more eager as I lifted myself off from Brianna and felt her hole relaxing as my finger exited her.

Gasping for air, and struggling to regain her breath, Brianna watched as I pulled Lexi into me. I pulled my naked wife into me and kissed her passionately as I rubbed my hardness against her bare cunt.

Lexi and I were still pressed firmly against each other as Brianna watched on with eager anticipation.

Lexi lowered her hands down my bare back, snaking them towards my waist and latching onto my shorts. She slipped her hands to my front and pulled her hips away as she lowered my pants.

“Oh, Fuck!” Brianna gasped at the first sight of my prick.

As Lexi pulled down my pants, in the corner of my eye, I watched Brianna licking her lips at the sight of my cock.

While Lexi and I continued kissing, I thrusted my hips forward and started grinding my cock against Lexi’s pussy.

“Oh, my God!” Brianna gasped in a shrilled voice once I turned around and she had a full view of my shaft. Her eyes sparkled as she stared at my hardened cock. From the look in her eye, I could tell she had never felt more conflicted in her life. She was nervous, but at the same time, she’s never been more excited.

Brianna swallowed hard. She knew that within the next few moments, she would feel my thick veins pulsating inside her, throbbing against her flesh as I brushed my cock in and out of her tight hole…
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Brianna

“So, Brianna,” Lexi grinned. “You think you can handle him?”

I swallowed hard. “Dear God, is this what you’ve been dealing with?”

A devilish grin was plastered on Lexi’s face. “Definitely not for the faint-hearted.”

With a devilish glimmer in his eye, Carter slowly strolled towards me; that enormous cock bouncing with his every move.

There was no backing out now. In the next few moments, I would experience the largest cock I had ever seen!

As Carter continued closing in on me, I laid back against the oak table and spread my legs.

“Oh, no!” Carter had other plans for me. “Not so soon!”

Curiously, I watched on as Carter walked around the table. He walked around the table until his cock was inches away from my lips.

Glancing over at Carter’s cock, with large eyes, I knew Carter’s prick would stretch my mouth like it had never been stretched before.

As I caught sight at the cum that glistened on his head, I instinctively reached out my hands, grabbed his cock at the base and pulled him towards me. My impatience had reached an all-time high—I needed to taste him!

With my head on the table, and Carter towering over me, his cock pushed into my mouth, and I got my first taste of his fresh, salty cum. The sweet taste of his semen filled my taste buds and drove my senses wild and left me with a fluttering sensation inside my pussy.

I struggled to wrap his cock around my hands as I closed my eyes before opening my mouth wide and allowing him inside me.

I took the head of his uncut cock and rolled the edge of my tongue against his opening. In the next few moments, jets of his sticky cum would shoot out of this opening. With that thought in mind, I extended my head forward and took in the first inch of his cock.

Carter climbed onto the table and started thrusting his hips deeper into me, allowing me to take more of his manhood in my mouth.

“Wow!” Lexi commented, like an eager spectator at a sports arena, waiting for his favourite player to score a goal. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen Carter cum from just a blow job, but something tells me this might just be his first!”

Carter looked down at me with lust-filled eyes as I took in every inch of him– all 9 inches of his thick shaft. I could tell Carter was stunned at how I could submerge his entire manhood inside my mouth, without even the slightest hint of gagging. With no gag reflex, I made it look effortless.

As Carter continued thrusting his hips back and forth, shoving his cock deeper in and out me, I felt his body begin to tremble.

Sensing the sensation was becoming too much for him, I pushed Carter by the waist away from me.

“Not so soon, big boy!” I grinned. My pussy was still aching with uncontrollable desire. “I have a better place for you to finish the job!” I said and spread my legs slightly.

Carter didn’t need any further convincing. He climbed off the table eagerly, walked around until my aching pussy faced him and grabbed me by the legs.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned as I slid down the table. Grabbing hold of my ankles, Carter pulled me into him and wrapped my legs around his shoulders.

Grabbing on his cock, he slapped his cock on my tight pussy—teasing my entrance before he made his way inside me. He held firm eye contact as I writhed on the table, squirming with pleasure. Every inch that entered me filled my pussy with a burning desire.

“Fuck me!” I begged.

At my command, Carter thrusted deeper inside me, further spreading my tightness open as he entered me.

The room was filled with sounds of Carter’s heavy panting and my moaning as I took in every inch of his thick shaft. With my eyes shut tight, and my hands running wildly through my hair, I finally let out a breath of relief once Carter was balls deep inside my pussy.

Opening my eyes, I found Lexi standing beside me. Her finger working through her folds with vigorous tension. The sight of her man fucking another woman was a magical sight for her, and she could no longer resist touching herself.

With every thrust, Carter pumped his cock harder into me.

“Yes! Yes! Harder!” I cried out. My moans had grown so loud that I was sure the neighbours could hear us, but I didn’t care. Nothing mattered more than Carter having his way with my sweet cunt.

I could smell the sweet scent of Lexi’s juices as he slipped a finger inside her wet pussy.

Carter reached forward, and with my legs securely wrapped around his waist, he reached for my tits. He squeezed my breasts in his strong hands as he continued pounding in and out of me. There was not a part of my body he did not worship with those large hands of his.

His touch drove me into a state of ecstasy. My entire body was filled with lust-filled desire, and as much as I tried controlling it, I couldn’t hold back my release any longer.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out.

“Oh, yes!” Carter groaned. “Cum for me!” Carter lowered his hand down on my cunt and gently started rubbing on my slit. With his every thrust, the pressure he placed on my clit increased.

Faster. Faster. Harder. Harder.

Losing all sense of control, my back hunched forward and I dove headfirst into my orgasm. My entire body pulsated, tingling with the wave of relentless ecstasy that flooded over me, rushing throughout my body and landing straight inside my sensitive entrance.

“Oooooh! Yes! Fuck!” My legs vibrated as my orgasm crashed over me.

I barely recovered from my blissful orgasm when I felt Carter’s cock swell inside me, pressing hard against my flesh. Every thrust echoed against my sensitive pussy.

As Carter found his orgasm, I squeezed my entrance around his throbbing cock, wrapping myself around his thick girth. The sensation sent Carter through the roof.

“Fuck!” Carter growled.

“Fuck! Yes!” Carter came with a loud groan as his cock twitched and thrusted inside me, coating my walls with his warm, sticky seed. His body jerked violently, tensing up against mine with every shot of the warm, sticky cum he shot deep against my flesh.

I laid back, reduced to nothing but violent heartbeats. Turning my head, I looked at Carter, who now laid beside me and noticed the beads of sweat that formed at his headline—a beautiful portrait of his hard work.

Carter shot me one final glance of desire before looking back at his wife and collapsing on the table.

I was so consumed in my orgasm that I didn’t even notice Lexi collapsed on the couch. From the flustered look on her face and the huge grin she carried, I could tell she found her orgasm as well.

Slowly lifting my head, I looked down at Carter’s softening cock as he laid next to me, and smiled.

Though I knew I would probably never see cocky Carter or that beautiful wife of his again, what he promised me was a night to remember.

And for as long as I live, I don’t think I would ever forget that magical night!

THE END


PART TWENTY-TWO

ANOTHER MAN
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“Iwant your babies!”

“Babe let’s just cuddle. We have spoken about this before.”

For as long as I can remember, Diego has wanted to have kids. I've always been firm with my response; no.

If we have kids, I’d have to carry them. I will no longer have this beautiful body I worked so hard for.

I cannot be ugly, not again. I've worked hard to look the way I do.

“Okay,” he responds.

We all have rules and beliefs that we want to hold onto when we enter a relationship. When you fall in love, all those rules somehow fall by the wayside.

“That doesn't mean we can't look at having kids in the future, babe.”

“Really?” His eyes filled with a glimmer of hope.

“Yeah, really,” I smile.

Diego lets out a cute smile.

“How can I say no to the most handsome man I know?” I tease.

I run my hands gently across his face. The hairs on his chin tickle as I hold up his chin. “We will figure this out, babe,” I whisper in his ears.

“We always do,” he affirms.

“I know what will help you feel better.” I run my nails on his bare chest. The ticklish feeling makes him curl up in laughter.

Rolling on top of Diego I place myself on his lap. He looks up at me with his big black eyes. I lean down and extend my tongue into his mouth.

Diego massages my tongue with his and I feel his cock harden. “Someone’s excited,” I tease.

“When it comes to you, always!” Diego flirts.

I grab Diego’s wrists and push it back as I lower myself on him; his cock stabs at my pussy as I lower my body. “No, you don’t,” I tell him as he tries moving his hands.

His dick stands upright, making his brief look like a tent. A tent he desperately wants me to enter.

I lick him, starting at his chest. “Oh fuck,” he groans as I nibble on his nipples.

Making my way down towards his cock, I instruct him to place his hands under his arms.

“Oh, my fuck!” Diego moans as I release his cock from its cotton cage. I hear him breathing through his teeth as I lower my head on his throbbing shaft.

Diego takes a sharp breath, and the tip of my tongue teases the fold on his cock’s head.

His dick fills me as it enters my mouth. His pre-cum fills my taste buds, and I crave his creamy liquid in my pussy.

I climb back up. He frees his hands and pulls my hips towards his face.

Diego licks his lips at the sight of my warm pussy.

“Oooh!” I moan as he sticks his tongue in my sweet pussy. He enters me with his warm tongue and swerves his tongue left and right, rubbing on the walls of my aching pussy. I run my hands through his thick black hair and pull his head into me. My pussy pulsates with desire.

Lifting myself off Diego’s face, I turn around and crawl over towards his craving cock.

Grabbing his shaft, I position his dick while slowly lowering myself on him.

His thick Spanish head parted my lips as he entered my wet pussy. I take a sharp breath as his dick disappears inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I shout, rocking my hips back and forth on his cock. Diego grabs me by the hips as he thrusts in and out of me.

“Ahhhh!” He groans, and he shoots his load deep inside me. His cum shoots against the flesh of my pussy.

Once he came, his body fell weak. I got off his cock and laid by his side.

“That was quick,” I teased.

Diego’s face turned pink as he shyly lowered his eyes.

“I'm just messing with you, baby!” I comfort him.

Diego stares at me. It's a look that tells me I'm his world.

“Baby,” he says, eventually.

“Yeah?”

“Promise me we will never give up trying?”

I stare at Diego for a few moments. A few months ago, this was the last conversation I thought I'd have.

“I promise.”
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“Good afternoon Ms. Steele.”

“Hey sweetie,” I greet Angelina, the ticket agent assisting me.

She holds up my password. “You’re excited to go back to London?”

I stare at Angelina for a second. Contemplating.

“There’s something I should have done a long time ago.”

“Excuse me, ma'am?” Angelica asks.

“I'm going to need you to cancel that flight, please.”

“Err… okay?”

I smile at her. “Please cancel my flight to London and book the first available flight to Barcelona. I have unfinished business.”

“Okay. That's not a problem. The next available flight to Barcelona is in 4 hours. Is that alright with you?”

“That's fine.”

Time flies when you're having fun.

The wait for my next flight is not fun.

I'm about to do something I haven't had the balls to do and time is slower than fucking wind erosion.

Deciding to meet up with Diego is one of the scariest things I've done. Most of my life was spent running away from my problems, not chasing after them.

“I'll have a cappuccino,” I order. “Grande, please.”

“No problem. Are you going to have anything to eat?” The waitress asks.

I've got 4 hours before my I board my plane. I figured I might as well waste some time in a bar at the airport–my last taste of Brussels.

“Yeah I'm fine, you don't serve what I’d like to eat,” I smile.

Hi Diego

…

After starring at my laptop screen for a good few minutes, I cannot think of anything else to say.

Fuck it.

I close my laptop and look up at the waitress who has a shot in the hand. “This is from the gentlemen over there.”

A good-looking man dressed in what looks to be a pilot for Qatar airlines looks my way. He smiles and lifts his hand as if to say, yeah, that's me.

I smile at him seductively and summon him with my finger.

“Are you trying to get me wasted?” I ask as I down my shot of tequila.

“No, I'm trying to buy you over,” he says confidently.

“Oh really? And you think you can buy me over with a shot of tequila?”

“For starters, yes.”

He has a quirky arrogance about him that I find incredibly sexy.

“You seem pretty sure of yourself,” I laugh.

He doesn't respond. Instead, he continues to smile at me.

He has a perfect olive complexion with deep dimples and thick eyebrows. This muscular pilot looks like an Arab God.

I glance over at his name tag. “So, Khalid, what's the real reason you bought me a shot?”

He calls the waiter over.

“Hi, the beautiful lady and I will be back, we’re just going out for a quick cigarette.”

The waitress smiles at me. “Sure, I'll keep your table.”

“Follow me,” Khalid instructs and extends his hand.

“Where are we going?” I ask.

“Well, I need the bathroom. I was hoping you'd come with me?”

“Oh. Aren't you a romantic?” I tease.

Khalid watches over his back as we enter the disabled bathroom.

“So, I'm here to watch you piss?”

“If that's what you're into,” Khalid replies and whips out his thick cut Arab cock.

“Holy shit, you're huge.”

Khalid leans in towards me. My hand extends, and grabs hold of his cock. His thick cock fills my small hands. He lowers his head and starts kissing me.

I feel Khalid’s dick grow in my hand as I gently rub on his dick.

“I'm so wet,” I whisper in his ear.

“I know,” he whispers back.

His cockiness turns me on and leaves me craving for his cock inside me.

I bend over and slowly place my mouth on his head. I feel his brown cock stiffen further in my mouth.

“Fuck yes!” He groans with gratification.

Slowly I take in his prick, inch by inch. I feel the thick veins run against my tongue as I suck him off in and out.

Moving my hand over to my cunt, I place my finger on the folds of my wet pussy. My eyes are closed with pleasure as I run my finger against my clit.

Khalid lifts me up and sucks on my bottom lip as he places me on the bathroom counter.

She shifts my panty to one side as he makes room for his thick cock to enter my yearning cunt.

“Fuck me good,” I beg.

He grabs hold of my tits and rubs them as he pushes his cock against my pussy. I break the kiss, but his tongue stays in my mouth as he presses his pelvis forward and positions his cock in-between the folds of my pussy.

“Oooh,” I moan. His head of his cock spreads my pussy lips open. He pulls out and goes back in, deeper.

“Oooh fuck!” he moans. His head is swallowed in my warm pussy, and he thrusts deeper.

“Fuck me!” I beg.

With one final thrust, my eyes roll back as his dick is completely submerged in my aching pussy. His veins rub against the flesh of my cunt as he thrusts in and out of me. I grab onto Khalid’s thick black hair, pulling his head back as he fucks me harder.

“Fuck! Yes! Harder!” I plead.

He obeys and starts ramming his dick hard into me. His thick cock is curved like banana and rubs against my g-spot, which makes me scream out loud with pleasure.

He placed his hand on my mouth and fucked me hard.

“Fuck! I'm cumming!” He tells me.

“Fill me up,” I demand.

His cock slams in and out of my now slippery cunt. His breathing becomes sharp and erratic. I dig my nails into Khalid’s back as I feel his back arch.

“Fuck!” He groans.

He convulses violently as I feel his thick, creamy load shoot inside my pussy.

Khalid falls into me, breathing heavily as he allows the pleasure to consume him.

His dick softens inside my pussy and as he pulls out a long trail of his creamy cum trail out of me.

“How many cigarettes is that?” I tease.

“Welcome to Barcelona-El Prat international airport. We hope you have enjoyed your flight and wish you an enjoyable stay.”

The air feels sticky as I step into Barcelona. I can't tell if it's the humidity in the air or my nerves.

Tens of people stand at arrivals holding up boards with different names. I'm not expecting to see my name on those boards. Diego doesn't even know I'm here.

“Taxi?” an old Spaniard calls out.

“No, thanks,” I tell him. I'm calling an Uber. Uber drivers ask fewer questions than regular cab drivers. Right now I'm not in the mood to strike up a conversation with anyone else.

Once connected to the Wi-Fi, I order an Uber to Gracia, where Diego lives.

“Good afternoon, beautiful,” the driver says as I step into his car.

“Hi,” I respond.

“Off to see someone special?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, he’s a lucky guy,” he tells me.

I don't respond or make eye contact, I simply stare out of the window, hoping he would get the message.

I stand in front of Gracia Apartments. A building that looks as if it were built in the 1920s. The rooms are still large, and the building has a classic, vintage feel.

My heart races as I enter the building and head off to flat number 6.

Diego stays on the ground level. He has always insisted on living on the ground level. He claims it's because he wants the small yard that comes with the bottom flats for the kids. I think it's because he was secretly shit scared of heights.

Beads of sweat roll down my forehead as I knock on the door. It's too late to turn back now.

What do I say?

How do I act?

How do I answer him?

Am I making a mistake?

These questions race through my mind as I stand outside his door, waiting anxiously.

Moments that feel like a lifetime pass and he still hasn't opened the door. Phoning him is not a possibility. I removed his number from my phone once convinced I would never contact him again.

“Victoria!” A voice calls out.

“Antonio!” I respond. Antonio is as old as the building. He's also been the caretaker long before Diego moved into Gracia apartments.

“Here’s a beautiful face I haven't seen in a long time,” he smiles.

“Yeah. So good seeing you again!” I tell him.

“How is Diego?” Antonio asks.

“Well, I was hoping you could tell me?”

Antonio stares curiously at me for a few moments, contemplating.

“Diego doesn't live here anymore.”
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Hi Victoria,

Good to have you back,

You come highly recommended, so I cannot wait to hear your ideas for my house

Can you meet me at the building site at 2?

Regards

James

I've spent so much time obsessing and stressing about Diego’s whereabouts that I forgot I still have work to do. I need to meet my new client to brainstorm ideas for his Flemish themed home.

Hi James,

I just got back from Brussels, and I'm filled with amazing ideas I trust you’d like,

I will see you at 2

Kind regards,

Victoria Steele

The bathroom is steamed up with the boiling water I left running in the shower. The best thing to help take my mind off Diego is a warm shower.

I get dressed in a small black top that curvaceously lifts my tits, a jean and a long grey trench coat. My blonde curly locks hang over my coat, and my lips are sealed with red plush lipstick.

I leave my home in Brixton to meet James Manson in West Brompton. I've never met the man before, but from what I know he's a self-made millionaire from New York. This house in London will probably be one of his many around the world.

“Piece of shit!” I scream as my car stubbornly refuses to start. I've needed a new car for a while now. After battling with the aged Golf, I get the car to start and race off to meet James.

Arriving at the building site, I spot James. He stands next to a red Jeep Grand Cherokee.

I soon realize we're the only two people on the site.

“Victoria?” He asks with his hand extended.

His Brooklyn accent hits me hard. The accent compliments his rags-to-riches story.

“James?” I respond, shaking his hand.

He laughs. “Yeah. Okay, so I'll call you Vicky.”

James Manson has an Italian look. He is pale in complexion, but as delicious looking at white chocolate.

He is loud and energetic. My first thought is that he would be a handful to deal with. At a second glance, my second thought is that I'd love for him to be a mouthful to deal with.

James is young, 32 years old, at most.

“If that will make you happy, sure. You can call me Vicky.”

“Great! I'm so excited! What you got, what you got?”

James Manson jumps up and down like a rabbit on heat.

Men as tall and as muscled as James usually come across as stuck-up. Throw in a bit of cash, and they begin to walk like they have a carrot stuck up their ass. James is quite the opposite. He's warm, friendly, and full of life.

“How this statue?” I ask, showing him the pictures of Mannekin pis. The statue of the boy pissing in Brussels.

“I love it!”

“I was thinking of having that replicated, and perhaps we can have that right here.” I point to where we're standing.

I show him a few pictures of the Victorian-themed buildings. We spend a few minutes looking at ways of incorporating the classic historic look with modern finishes.

I can see the excitement on his face. It's hard to miss because of his deep dimples.

“I’m so excited!” He tells me.

“Well, that's quite obvious,” I tell him while staring at the bulge developing in his pants.

James turns around as he shies away searching for a place to sit to hide his pressing cock.

“Listen. These plans are all very exciting, and I cannot wait to start seeing everything materialize. I'm currently staying at the Four Seasons hotel. Would you like to come over tonight and we can perhaps discuss the plans further over dinner?” James asks.

“So, is this like a date?” I tease.

“I would hardly call it a date. I'm married,” he laughs.

Yeah right, like that's ever stopped me before. “Yeah, sure. Just message me the details, and I'll be there.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake!”

My car eventually gave in. I knew it was coming. I didn't expect it to pack up so soon. Driving back home from my meeting with James, my car started making odd sounds. Eventually, the car slowed down and now refuses to start. If that's not shitty enough, it's now pissing with rain.

Bright red lights shining in my rearview mirror distract me from my search for Roadside assist’s number on my phone.

“Oh, my soul!” I jump as I hear the knock on the window. Slowly rolling down the window, I see a man standing beside my car in the pouring rain.

“Are you okay?”

“I'm fine, thanks,” I tell him.

“Are you sure? I'm a mechanic if you need any help,” he offers.

I contemplate for a few moments. I look back at the man to try figuring out if he's safe.

“Okay, my car won't start,” I tell him eventually.

My car’s bonnet is open as the man fiddles with all the greasy parts. Drops of rain run down his face while he figures it out.

His white t-shirt hugs his body, sticking to his skin and revealing his concrete midsection. His biceps flex as he turns tightens the cap on one of the cylinders.

Not only is this stranger safe, but he’s delicious too.

“Try starting your car now,” he tells me.

“Wow! Thank you,” I blush as the car revs up. “So, Mr. mechanic, what's your going rate?”

“Consider this one free,” he smiles.

“The rain doesn't look like it's going to stop. It's probably not safe for you to drive off,” I tell him. “Why don't you wait it out in my car?”

“I guess it wouldn’t be the worst idea to sit in a car with the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in ages.” My face turns a rosy shade of pink.

“I feel bad. I always pay my way,” I say as I lean in closer towards him. So close that I feel his breath against my mouth.

“Oh, really?” he asks.

“Really,” I respond and move in closer. Our lips are close enough to feel the heat generating from his bottom lip.

Grabbing me by the head, he pulls me in and draws my head closer to his lips, until his lips connect with mine.

His tongue slips in-between the folds of my lips, and I welcome him in. Our tongues gently rub against each other as his hands slowly run down my back. Reaching under my top, I get goosebumps as his strong hands rub against my skin.

With one hand, he skillfully removes my bra strap and pulls my shirt over my head, removing my top.

I let out a slight, “Oooh,” as he grabs hold of my tits and squeezes them softly. My head falls back as his tongue touch my nipples, and he gently nibbles on them.

I place my hand in my pants and start rubbing against my wet pussy. My pussy is soaked and begs for him to enter me.

My finger parts my lips and I feel my eyes roll back as I rub against the warm flesh.

Looking down, I see his throbbing cock begging to fuck me.

While he sucks on my tits, I lift myself and pull down my pants.

I push his head back, and he stares at me with a look of utmost lust. My eyes tell a story, and he catches on fast as he lowers the zip on his pants, revealing his fat, juicy cock.

I consider sucking his dick but instead climb on his lap. He lowers the car seat as I sit on him.

Grabbing his thick shaft with my hand, I guide it towards my soaked pussy.

“Oooooh,” I moan as his cock slowly consumes me. I feel the foreskin on his cock roll down as his head spreads my pussy open and enters me.

His lips part with pleasure as his dick slowly enters me. Inch by inch.

Leaning over, I start kissing him passionately once his dick is completely swallowed in my wetness.

We breathe heavily into each other’s mouth as I rock my hips back and forth. I run my hands on his rock-hard six pack as I ride him.

He moves his hands on my hips. With his thighs firmly on his grasp, he thrusts his cock in and out of me.

“FUCK! HARDER!” I beg.

“Oh fuck!” He groans, and I feel his load shoot deep into me. I fall forward as he cums in me, landing on his broad shoulders.

“Would you look at that? Just in time,” I tell him as the rain comes to an end.

He smiles. “Well, guess I have to go then.”

“Wait,” I tell him and reach for my purse. “Here’s a 50 for helping me with the car.” I stick the note in his pants.

“But, we just—” he starts.

“Consider that one free,” I interrupt him.
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The room buzzed with excited chatter. Meters of white and lilac fabric hung from the ceiling and the guests wore dresses and suits that matched the colors of the fabric.

The noise died down as the bell rang loudly, preparing for my entrance.

Eyes from either side are focused on me. There aren't many people, probably only around 50.

Diego stands at the head of the church wearing a black suit, looking more handsome than I have ever seen. It’s normal to be filled with fear, but what I feel cannot be normal.

I nearly trip over my heavy 1500 Pound dress. The dress is beaded with beautiful modern lace and finished with shiny Japanese beads.

Suddenly, the thought that I’d be with Diego for the rest of my life hits me. It hits me hard. I want it, but I'm scared.

Here comes the bride plays as I walk down the aisle. Well, ‘who else would be coming?’ I think.

“We are gathered here today to celebrate the union of Victoria Steele and Diego Rodriguez.”

Diego has a glisten in his eyes that I had only seen once before. I saw that look when I agreed to marry him.

I force a smile.

“You look beautiful,” he compliments me.

Looking back at the crowd, my heart races faster. I know that within the next few minutes, we will be officially married. I will be locked in.

“Do you, Diego Antonio Rodriguez, take this woman, Victoria Steele to be your wife? To love and to hold? Till death do you part?” The pastor asks Diego.

His bottom lip quivers. “I do,” he responds.

“Do you Victoria Steele, take this⁠—”

“I'm sorry!” I interrupt the pastor. “I can’t do this.”

That was the last I saw of Diego. The thought of breaking his heart haunts me to this day. That is why I went in search of him. I'm not sure how, but I know I need to try at least and fix my wrongs.

From the little stalking I did on Facebook, Diego has turned to alcohol, and God knows what else and I cannot help but blame myself.

The truth is, this would not have been the first time I got married. I just didn't know if I could put myself through that again…
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“Ma'am, we have arrived,” the Uber driver tells me.

I wasn't about to make the mistake of using my car again. I probably won't get so lucky to find another hunk willing to service my car in the rain and then service me.

Knock knock knock.

I stand outside room 402 with a bottle of sparkling wine. I'm not sure what else to bring. Lube, perhaps? That bulge was undeniable; that surely meant something?

Knock knock knock

I knock again as the first round went unanswered. I hear shuffling in the background. “Coming,” I hear James’ voice call out.

“Hi,” he greets as he swings the door open. “Please, come in.”

The first thing I noticed as he opened the door was his strong, hairy legs. James stands in front of me, wearing nothing but his boxer shorts.

“I didn't know it was that kind of party. I would have come dressed more appropriately, had I known.” I wink at him and walk into the hotel room.

He smiles.

The room looks like any other 5-star hotel room. Nothing stands out for me, except James walking around in underwear. I stare at his crotch. Just a few hours ago, that prick was hard and stood at attention.

I smile.

“Thank God,” I tell him.

He laughs. “For what?”

“You have cute toes,” I tell him. “I cannot handle a man with ugly toes.”

Well-groomed toenails rest on the most beautiful toes. His toes are not too long and not too short. Strong veins lead from his toes, up to his foot. The veins lead up to his strong calves. It's almost as if they pave the path for the deliciousness that rests further up.

“Can I get you anything to drink?” James asks.

“Depends. What do you have?” I flirt. I bite my bottom lip and narrow my eyes seductively.

I help myself to a beer from the bar fridge and throw myself on the bed.

“So, am I here to discuss ideas for your house or what?” I ask.

“Yes!” He agrees. “Let's see your ideas.”

He sits next to me. Even when seated, his abs stay rock hard. I catch a glimpse of the delicate chest hair that rests on his chest.

“You know, you really should consider putting on a t-shirt.”

James starts blushing. “I'm so sorry! An I making you feel uncomfortable?”

“Well, I'm just not sure how much longer I can remain professional.”

“Well, who said you need to remain professional?” James asks as he slowly places his hands on my arm.

I'm startled by the sound of a door unlocking.

“Oh, my fuck!”

The last thing I expected to find was another man walking out of the shower, naked. I stare at his crotch as he walks up to James and pecks him on the lips.

“What is—” I start, but I'm soon interrupted by the man. “You right, baby. She is beautiful.” He says.

I look back at James, in search of answers. He simply smiles back at me.

“You’re gay?” I ask James.

“Well, if you want to get technical, I'm bi.”

“We're both bi,” the naked man adds.

“I'm Luke, his boyfriend.”

Luke stands with his hand extended, but my gaze is fixed on his cock, swaying freely with every move he makes.

“My bad! It would probably help if I got dressed,” Luke says after a few moments of me gazing at his dreamy cock.

“No!” I shouted, perhaps a little more eager than I predicted. “I mean. I wouldn't want you to feel uncomfortable in your own home,” I say and extend my hand forward.

“Victoria.”

Luke takes my hand and kisses the back of my hand, while keeping eye contact. “The pleasure is all mine,” he tells me.

If James is handsome, Luke is delicious. He's slightly shorter than James. While James is more vanilla in complexion, Luke has a tasty Mediterranean color. They both work out. Their ripped physiques are evidence of that.

I look up at Luke and smile. In the corner of my eye, I see James' cock pressing against his underwear.

Luke keeps eye contact. He eyes are strong and powerful, yet so seductive.

I stare back at him, suggestively, while placing my hand on James' thigh. James let's out a slight giggle as my soft touch lands on his strong, hairy legs. Luke smiles approvingly. I break eye contact with Luke and notice his dick bounce slightly as I run my hands down his boyfriend’s thigh.

With my nails, I playfully run my fingernails on his knees. “Oooh, hehehe,” I giggle.

“He is so ticklish,” Luke says, smiling.

“Wait until I start with you,” I tease Luke.

James' cock pushes against his brief. I feel his leg quiver as I run my fingers up his leg, slowly leading towards his cock. With his hands behind his back, he breathes heavily; taking in the ecstasy of my touch.

Luke leans in, towering over me, with his thick brown cock in my face.

He grabs me by the head and pulls my head towards his dick.

“No!” I instruct, slapping his dick away. “You wait your turn, big boy.” Luke's dick hardens at my rejection. “You get to sit back and watch,” I tell him.

Luke stands back as I grab James' crotch. His lips part with pleasure as I rub his cock against the fabric of his brief.

“Fuck me, you're both big boys,” I say while pulling down the elastic holding up his brief.

His precum wets my hand, as his dick flies back once released from its cotton prison.

Luke starts rubbing on his cock as I lower my head on James. At first, I tease his head with my tongue. His thighs stiffen further as my tongue touches his cock. Holding his cleanly shaven balls, I rub them gently as I allow his dick in my mouth. The salty taste of his cum fills me and leaves me wet.

I lift my head and look over at Luke seductively, before sucking on James’ cock again.

“Oh fuck! Yes!” James let's out a gratifying groan as I work my way up and down his shaft.

“Let's get you more comfortable,” Luke says as he walks over towards me.

James’ broad cock continues to fill my mouth as Luke removes the knots on my shoelaces and pulls off my shoes.

Luke has thick, strong fingers and I feel them run up my leg. “Fuck me! You have the smoothest legs I've ever felt,” he says.

My wet pussy quivers with his touch. Luke grabs my skirt and gently pulls it down. With James’ dick in my mouth, I pause and breathe heavily as Luke places his strong hands on my inner thigh, inches away from my yearning cunt.

James pushes me on my back and climbs behind me. His dick slaps my face as he leans over and pulls my top up.

“Ah fuck!” I moan. Luke pulls my panty one side and digs his tongue into my cunt. With a yank, he removes my panty, and my soaking pussy stares him in the face. Luke is the rough one in the relationship.

As Luke pulls down my panty, James grabs hold of my tits and squeezes them gently. His playful giggle makes me smile.

I lift myself to allow James to remove my bra strap but quickly fall back as Luke sticks his tongue inside me again. This time, I feel his finger on my clit. It's not his first time pleasing a woman because I'm on the verge of cumming and we haven't even started. James leans over and gently sucks on my nipple, playfully swirling his tongue on mine, while I reach for his hard nipples with my tongue. I take a pause every few seconds to allow the ecstasy of Luke’s tongue in my pussy to consume me.

James lifts himself off the bed and walks over to Luke. The two men stand naked, with their dicks hard and start kissing each other passionately. Two images of perfectly sculpted perfection, one vanilla, and the other caramel, connect. Their dicks bump against each others. The sight makes me lower my hand and circle on my wet clit.

“I'm close,” I moan.

“Fuck! Me too,” James groans.

Luke breaks the kiss and grabs my thighs, pulling me closer to the edge of the bed. He moves to stand behind his man, and James’ thick cock aims at my craving cunt. “Fuck her hard,” he whispers to James.

“Ah fuck!” I scream as James plunges his fat cock into me. With his dick inside me, James freezes and looks up at me. It's as if he were asking permission to fuck me. Looking back at him, I moan. “

Fuck me,” I beg.

James thrusts his thick cock in and out of me.

“Oh, oh, fuck!” I moan as I feel my legs wrap tightly around his strong thighs. “I'm going to cum!” I moan.

“Me too,” he huffs. Deep thrusts in and out of my soaking cunt continue.

I rubbed my clit furiously as I tighten around him. Electric pulses of pure pleasure fill me as I feel his first load of thick, creamy cum shoot inside me. My pussy convulsed with pleasure by his 3rd load in me.

James collapsed on top of me, his strong firm body against mine.

Luke moves behind him. For a second, I think he's going to fuck James.

Once James moves out of the way, Luke towers over me and smiles seductively.

“My turn.”


PART TWENTY-THREE

BACK-UP PLAN


INTRODUCTION


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

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

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

Back-Up Plan is a sizzling modern FFM retake on the Classic Romeo and Juliet.
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Ever since I was young, I have had dreams of one day acting on a Broadway stage. I have had the dream of thousands of fans shouting my name and cheering me on, begging for more as the curtains drew closed.

Unfortunately, not all dreams are attainable. That does not mean we should just give up on them. Sometimes, all it takes is a different shift in approach.

I quickly discovered just how cut-throat Broadway was and not everyone makes it, despite how hard we try. But I still had this dream, one I wasn’t willing to throw away because of a few setbacks.

No one may know my name yet, but that didn’t mean I was willing to give up on my dream so quickly.

That’s when I decided to start my own mobile show.

After inheriting my dad’s bus when he passed away, I decided to pursue my dream and start my own travel show. With not much budget for production or even promotion, I knew our acting would have to stand out if this show had any chance of success!

The first of hopefully many more shows in the future as I started working on my legacy was a modern take on the classic, Romeo and Juliet. Think Romeo and Juliet with iPhones and current day problems such as addiction, social media and families from entirely different neighbourhoods. If anything, I expected the show to be controversial. Little did I know; the show was about to become more controversial than I could ever have anticipated!

It's a show we've been practising for the last few weeks and one I believe the world was ready to see. I couldn’t have picked a better crew for this show either.

Brian, Romeo in my play, was a sexy Spanish hunk, with the most perfect olive complexion, that would make any woman drool at the sight of him. Oh, and did I forget to mention that sexy hunk is the man I’m married to!

Next, I have Juliet, a character played by myself. She falls in love with the sexy stud, despite immigrating from a different country and coming from a poor background. Romeo does everything in his power to grab the attention of the beautiful Juliet, even if that means getting on the wrong side of the law.

I also have a fantastic production crew, which really only consists of three people.

But, this story is about one particular woman; Justine.

Justine is the woman I had secretly fantasised over since the day I hired her. She deals with the stage and the stage production. Something tells me she’s not entirely straight either. I have seen the way she looked at me, and let’s just say that was not an ordinary ‘straight woman’ glare. She has her own assistant that helps out with the production as well.

In the next few days, my biggest dream was about to come to life.

But if there was one thing I learned; it’s that things don’t always play out as planned.

In the corner of my eye, I spotted the shocking event that would change the course of my show forever.

“Oh no!” I shrieked. “This is not happening!”

I know I should feel shit for what just happened to my husband, but in my defence, his twisted ankle could not have come at a worse time!

“Awww! Fuck!” Brian cried out, hopping on one foot as he bounced off the stage—his arms wrapped around Michael’s, the stage assistant’s, shoulder as they placed him on the stretcher.

I rushed over to Brian and tried my best to look supportive. Slowly, he glanced up at me with a pain-filled expression. It was a look that said, I’m so sorry, but I can’t do it.

I shot Justine a piercing glare. Had it not been for her cables all over the damn place, Brian would not have tripped and twisted his ankle. Had she listened to me, I would still have a show!

I dug my hands in my head as they carried him away.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m not a total prick; it’s just that with our roadshow set to start in the next two days, losing my lead character is a major blow.

In the corner of my eye, I watched as Justine approached me.

Dear God, please do not come close to me because I will slap you!

Justine had been with the show since we started, but with every step she took forward I started thinking more and more that she should start looking for another job!

“Hey, Danny,” Justine’s sweet voice greeted as she found a seat next to me.

“Justine, how many times have I told you to tie up those God-forsaken cables!” My nostrils flared at the thought that after all these years, I would lose out on a dream I have worked so hard to build. “Now with Romeo paralysed, what the hell am I supposed to do without Brian!!”

Justine placed her hand on my shoulder, filling me with uncontrollable ecstasy. Despite her irritating the shit out of me with her cables, it’s hard to not avoid her curvaceous body, those charming good looks and her charismatic personality, even during the most trying of times, like this.

“Perhaps,” Justine started, stuttering as she spoke, “perhaps… I could stand in his place?”

I rolled my eyes, “We already have a Jul⁠—”

Suddenly the thought hit me. Since this was a modern take on Romeo and Juliet, perhaps it wouldn’t hurt to add one more spin on the classic? I slowly turned to face Justine. “So, you mean instead of Romeo, we would have another Juliet?”

A coy grin formed on Justine’s lip as if she’d been waiting for this moment all her life. “Exactly! And besides, I have been with the show since we started, by now I know every line in my head!”

I spent the next few moments playing with the idea in my head. Turning a character that is typically performed by a guy into a woman could be the edge I need to make this show a smashing hit.

My eyes slowly lifted to meet hers. Fuck, Justine is one dreamy woman. “Let’s do it.”

As Justine lifted herself to her feet and walked away, a thought suddenly dawned on me. “Wait, Justine!”

She slowly turned around. “Yeah?”

“Do you realise this means you would have to kiss me, right?”

Justine’s eyes narrowed seductively, and she extended her tongue to provide moisture on those full, plump lips of hers. “The thought has crossed my mind, yes.”

And just like that, the course of my roadshow changed.

Now, my biggest fear is that the audience hates what I've done to the roadshow, buying tickets and expecting to find a hunky Romeo, but instead, they find another Juliet dying to stick her tongue inside another woman.

Grabbing a taste of Justine’s sexy lips had been a dream of mine since I first hired her. But, as a married woman, those were fantasies that had to stay in my head. With beautiful long, slick black hair that was always brushed back, and hung freely, the most perfect set of tits, and sharp facial features that were absolutely drool-worthy, Justine could land just about any guy she had her eyes set on.

Justine has that classic Italian look to her, like a much younger Sophia Loren which made her an even better Juliet than I was.

I have fantasised over Justine since I first laid eyes on her. I have fantasised over her sexy ass since she first joined, I just never expected to kiss her as part of an act.


2


With the first show seconds away from starting, my heart thumped violently inside my chest behind the closed curtains.

I stared at Justine, and she gave me a warm, comforting grin. One that told me everything would work out.

The only complaint I have had with our rehearsals was the lack of passion from her side, which led me to believe that Justine may not be the sexy lesbian woman I had always imagined. Which is a shame, because it sure dampened all fantasies I’ve had of Justine being a great kisser.

“Perfect Justine, the lines are spot on. My only complaint is that I would like more passion in the kissing scene on opening night!”

With the audience clapping and cheering us on, Justine and I took our position as the curtains lifted and the show started.

As the show progressed, I noticed how engrossed the audience was with our performance, and my shot nerves calmed down drastically—but, there was still one scene I could only hope would work out for the best; the first passionate kiss we would share. After all the build-up, that kiss could make or break the show, and I needed the audience to believe it.

In the silent auditorium, I could hear my heart pounding at a million miles per hour, and I closed in on Justine. The moment we had all been waiting for.

Justine stared into my lips with every step I took towards her, we both knew that within the next few seconds we would connect like we have never connected before.

Beads of sweat dripped down my forehead as we continued closing the distance between us.

And then it happened…

I closed my eyes as I leaned in on Justine. Her lips were parted and eagerly awaiting my arrival. Gently, I slipped my tongue inside her mouth, and I was filled with ecstasy as her tongue met mine and rubbed against it in an eager fit of passion. Justine breathed heavily inside my mouth as she continued rubbing against my sensitive pallet. In this moment, nothing else mattered.

As we pulled away, I found myself in Justine’s arm. She pulled out of my mouth and stared passionately into my eyes. This was beyond perfect. In fact, it was so perfect that if I did not have a play to finish, I would have reached up for more.

The first play ended in a standing ovation, and as Justine and I held hands to give the audience a bow, a jolt of electricity coursed through my veins.

As soon as the curtains drew closed, I leapt onto Justine, wrapping my legs around her waist as I jumped onto her.

“Oh shit!” I breathed, staring at her as she held my legs wrapped tightly around her waist. Slowly I climbed down on her. “I… Er… Think I got a little too excited there!”

Justine just smiled at me.

She looked as if she didn’t mind, we were both so excited at the success of the show, that I could have done anything and she would probably have been okay with it.
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That night, I tossed and turned in bed, thinking about the success the new turn of the show had taken. Despite watching my dreams come to life, there was one thing I couldn’t get out my mind; that kiss.

At first, I worried about whether she would be able to pull it off, because if the rehearsals were anything to go by, Justine was not a great kisser, and then the live show happened.

That was no ordinary kiss. That kiss was an exchange of electricity through parted lips, filled with passion and lust-filled desire—the same excitement I now felt developing in between my legs.

As I rolled my fingers down my sensitive torso, I relived the moment we kissed. My aching pussy begged for attention, and with Justine penetrating my thoughts, it was an ache I could no longer control.

As I imagined Justine kissing me again, I closed my eyes, took in a sharp breath and gently rolled my fingers down my sensitive skin towards my aching lips.

Through the thin fabric of my lacy panties, I rubbed on my wetness. I gently massaged the moisture that seeped through the fabric of my underwear, before daringly slipping my hand under my panties and cupping my hand over my cunt.

The first sensation of my touch filled my entire body with goosebumps. I have been so focused on work lately, that the feeling of my hand on my throbbing cunt felt foreign. With my head rolled around the pillow and the pressure of my finger on my pussy increasing, more thoughts of Justine entered my head.

My imagination drifted back to the image of me excitedly jumping up on Justine and wrapping my legs around her waist. But, instead of climbing off from her, I remained glued to the sexy vixen, with my arms wrapped around her neck. And instead of being dressed in those short skirts and tight tops she always wore, I pictured us naked.

As my naked body hung onto the sexy vixen, I imagined her wetness growing as my ass bumped up and down on her!

The thoughts invading my head drove a new found desire into my cunt that now pulsated against my hand. Carefully, I slipped my finger inside my entrance as I slowly worked my finger in and out my aching hole. With my legs spread apart, I imagined gasping through parted lips as she grabbed on my thighs and spread her tongue inside my sensitive entrance.

Every fibre of my being quivered as I imagined Justine spreading me open and filling me with that juicy tongue of hers. I haven’t seen her pussy in person, but if my imagination is anything to go by, Justine has the most beautiful pussy I have ever had the pleasure of experiencing.

“Oh, fuck!” I rubbed more aggressively on my cunt as I pictured her tongue run up against my folds.

While I continued circling my finger against my sensitive clit, I ran my left hand on my the delicate skin of my torso. My toes curled at the ecstasy of my touch, and I felt my breath sharpening with every stroke.

Touching myself had never felt this good!

Biting on my lower lip, I circled on the wetness that glistened on my cunt.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned out, louder than I had anticipated.

Knock, knock, knock!

Three powerful raps on the door of my hotel room sent shivers down my spine. After taking in a sharp breath, I called out. “Um… who is it?”

“Hey! It’s me, Justine, are you still up?”

Oh my God. This is not happening. With my aching cunt still firmly in my grasp, I jerked up and scanned the room for my panties.

“Um, yeah! Just give me a second to get dressed!”

My slippery pussy still quivered as I slipped on my underwear. I struggled to clear all the dirty thoughts of Justine that invaded my head, even as I slipped on my clothes.

Walking over to the door, I crouched forward to hide the wetness that now seeped through my pants.

“Hey, Justine!” My glance lowered onto the bottle of Champagne she held in her hand. “Um, what brings you?”

Justine let out that coy grin that drove my knees weak. “Well, since today was such a success, I thought we could celebrate with a drink?” She held up the bottle of champagne and two champagne glasses.

My gaze lowered back down on my wetness. “Um, yeah! I mean… Sure! Come on in!”

I continued crouching forward as Justine walked into my hotel room. But, with the way she was dressed, she definitely was not helping the ache I felt inside my pants.

“I…” Justine said, pausing once her eyes met with my wetness. Pretending not to notice my wet patch, her eyes quickly shot up back into mine.

“I’ll pour us some champagne!”
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Ihave never felt more embarrassed in my life.

Firstly, having the woman I’m crushing over see my raging excitement, and worse yet; this is the same woman I need to kiss in front of a crowded audience again tomorrow.

Justine rocked up wearing sexy heels that revealed her sexy feet, and a shirt so tight I wondered how she managed to squeeze her breasts in that top!

Despite my weak attempts at hiding my excitement, it was undeniable—Justine had seen the wet patch that seeped through my pants. I could tell because she struggled to hold her eye contact.

In fact, I wasn’t sure if it was my imagination playing tricks on me, but I could have sworn I saw her licking her lips as she lowered her glance when she thought I wasn’t paying attention.

As the minutes passed, the wet patch slowly dried, although I knew all it would take was a simple touch from Justine to liven up my excitement again.

“So, I think the show was a success!” Justine said finally. For the first time, I shifted my thoughts from my soaking pussy and Justine’s oh-so-tight shirt and back onto the show.

“Yeah! I just heard from Lucy, and she told me the show was such a success, tickets for the next few days were sold out already!” Lucy was my marketing manager—the lady responsible for bringing in the crowds. But, with the new addition of another Juliet, her job was made that much easier.

I finally have everything I have always dreamed about.

Roars and claps from an overly excited audience, my own show, and now… I have the world’s hottest Italian babe in my hotel room.

I stared at Justine with a massive grin on my face. Her noticing my wetness did not even seem to make her uncomfortable, if anything, she seemed to be more comfortable than ever before.

I pushed up on my bed and turned to Justine. “Do you mind?” I asked while shifting up my bed.

“No!” Justine laughed. “This is YOUR bed after all!” Justine poured her second glass of champagne and kicked off her heels. Without asking, she climbed on top of my bed and made herself comfortable as she found a seat at the head of the bed right next to me.

I watched on greedily as her toes curled and we sat in silence. It wasn’t an awkward silence, but rather one that suggested we were both contemplating our next move.

“So—So,” we said in unison.

I giggled coyly. “Okay, you first!”

Justine took her sleek black hair in between her fingers and her gaze sharpened in on my lips. “Daniella…”

“Yeah?”

“You’re a good kisser,” Justine said. Her gaze still focused on my lips as she bit on her lower lip. “In fact, I think that may have been the best kiss I’ve ever had.”

I struggled to fight back the redness I knew was growing in my cheeks. “Um… Thanks, beautiful, you’re not too bad yourself!” I tried my hardest to play it cool, but I could feel myself losing more and more control with every second she spent gazing into my lips.

I shifted closer into Justine, hoping she wouldn't notice as I closed the gap between us and stared passionately into her lips.

“I’m just curious, Justine. Was that the first time you’ve kissed a girl before?”

The shade of redness that flood over Justine’s face at my question made me feel more secure with my own redness. “You could tell?”

Knowing I was the first girl Justine was brave enough to explore with made the idea of her that much hotter in my head!

“You were the first girl I was brave enough to kiss. After I screwed up with those cables, I knew I had to find a way to make it up to you and what better way to make up for it and face my deepest fear at the same time?”

I glanced into Justine’s eyes, this time with a different set of lenses. Every fibre in my being ached to be touched by the sexy Italian vixen and as my gaze slowly lowered back on her plump lips, I knew I couldn’t wait a moment longer.

Grabbing Justine by the back of her head, I pulled her into me—directing my craving lips towards hers. In our brief moment of passion, our lips connected and Justine wasted little time slipping her tongue into my mouth. Her tongue rolled on mine as a wave of courage filled Justine and she placed her hand on my jaw.

Waves of electricity coursed through my blood at the sensation of her touch. Ripples of pleasure ran down my spine as she daringly lowered her hand down my neck. As Justine continued kissing me passionately, her left hand pulled on the bottom of my shirt.

“Oh,” I gasped into her mouth. Her touch on my bare skin ran up my torso.

My eyes widened, and I stared at Justine; her eyes remained closed as we kissed. Everything about this moment felt surreal. When I first hired Justine, I’ll admit, I was taken by her seductive good looks, but I never believed I would be in my hotel room with her gently caressing every inch of my skin.

As she reached my firm breasts, her fingers playfully twirled in between my hardening nipples. “Ooooh!” I squirmed as she squeezed on my full breasts.

I have been with a few guys before, including my hunky husband, but none compared to the feelings of pleasure Justine filled me with. None were as strong and commanding as she was.

She knew what she wanted and was not afraid to go out and get it. And, right now, she wanted to caress every inch of my skin.

Slowly, Justine lifted my shirt, pulling it over my head. The breeze of the aircon brushed against my stiffened nipples, and Justine moaned softly at the sight of my naked body.

Justine finally lifted her head, breaking our kiss before looking intensely into my eyes. “Justine, I’m sure you’ve heard this plenty of times before, but you are one fucking sexy woman!”

Truth is, I don’t hear that nearly as much as many people may think. With my life completely occupied by the thoughts of owning my own show and making a success of it, I haven’t had much time to focus on compliments, even those from Brian.

Using her index finger, Justine rolled the tip of her index finger down my neck. “And sexy lady, I plan on taking full advantage of you!”

Despite knowing I am happily married to Brian, this intense desire I felt towards Justine was uncontrollable.

I stared longingly into her piercing, black eyes. There was a certain fierce, demanding look in her eyes that left me craving with desire.

As her finger trailed down my chest and ran against my sensitive torso, I gasped as she approached my throbbing cunt.

I let out a low whine of pleasure with the pressure she placed on my skin as she worked her way down on my pussy. Rubbing her hand on the wetness of my pants, I watched as a devilish grin formed on Justine’s face, stroking her hand up and down my pussy.

“Ooooh! Fuck, Justine, that feels fucking amazing!”

“Wait until you feel what I’m about to do to you next!”

I barely found time to gather my breath as her hands greedily slipped inside my pants and brushed against my neatly trimmed hairs as she reached for my cunt.

“Oooooh! Fuck!” I cried out as her hand touched on my bare pussy. She circled her thumb on my clit, dripping with my juices of excitement.

Justine couldn't wait for a second longer as she tugged down on my pants. I looked down at where her lips were about to join with my throbbing cunt. She hovered above my head, and I squirmed at the sensation of her warm breath on my entrance.

Justine looked up and my eyes connected to hers as her full lips slowly kissed on my wetness. The look Justine gave me made me feel like I was the most special person on this planet—like I was the only person on this planet!

Everything about Justine drove my insides wild. The way her hands ran down my body, to her sweet smell as she climbed down on me.

But what really drove me insane? Those eyes!

Fuck, I felt like she could stare into my soul and see my deepest desires with her sharp, piercing eyes.

“Close your eyes,” Justine purred over my cunt, “and enjoy this!”

My legs squirmed as she extended her tongue inside me.

As she continued running the tips of her tongue through my folds, I quivered at the sensation of her fingers pulling my thighs apart. Eager to play along, I spread my legs and wrapped my legs around her neck, clearing her path to fill my sensitive opening. Electricity tingled throughout my body as Justine’s circling index finger found my tight little hole.

My hips rolled forward onto her finger as she increased the pressure on my hole. I ached for her touch and could not wait a second longer for her to fill me.

Having her explore my tightness filled me with pleasure beyond my control. As I lost all sense of control, my legs wrapped tightly around her head—and then it came!

“Jesus mother of⁠—”

Justine’s finger spread my tight, aching hole. Extreme tension turned into blissful ecstasy as her finger worked deeper inside my craving opening.

Deeper and deeper, she worked her finger inside me, until she pressed against my most sensitive spot. My hole clenched tightly around her finger as she pressed against my aching gland.

Gently Justine pulled her finger out of me.

She lifted her head and stared at me with those sharp eyes. My legs were still wrapped around her neck as she pulled on her shirt and pulled her black crop top over her head.

“Holy fuck! Justine!” I gasped as she lifted her shirt. “Thank God we have never showered after practice before, or I would have jumped your bones a long time ago!”

A devilish glint shone in Justine’s eyes. She knew she was beyond sexy and she knew she could do anything to me, and in this intense moment of passion, I would allow it!

As Justin rested her silky skin on mine, she pulled her skirt down to her ankles. Finally, the moment I had anticipated all night! I would finally get to witness her beautiful Italian patch in the flesh. Up until now, everything had been in my head.

Knock, Knock, Knock

I jerked up. “What the⁠—”

“Oh,” Justine grinned. “Looks like we have company!”

My heart raced with anticipation as I glared at Justine. She had a devious look on her face that suggested she was up to something.

Carefully climbing off from me, Justine, walked towards the door in all her naked glory. I gasped, covering my breasts as she pulled the door open.

My eyes sharpened as he walked in. “Brian!”

Brian sniggered playfully as he walked in. “Hello, beautiful!”

Brian’s ankle seemed to have healed by now as he walked into my hotel room.

I took in a sharp breath as I stared at my husband. “Um, this is not what it looks like!”

“Relax,” Brian laughed. “This is something Justine, and I have been planning for a while now!”

I didn’t know where to hide my face. Is this some sort of joke?

I watched on anxiously as Brian unbuckled his belt and lowered his jeans. Once those jeans were lowered, he wasted little time yanking down on his briefs. I could tell this was the first time she had seen his massive prick—I could tell by the shocked expression on his face as his cock bounced out of its cotton cage.

My pussy raged with desire as I watched Justine walk back to the bed.

With his pants and underwear kicked off, Brian slowly climbed up her body. I shifted my head, sneaking a peek at his throbbing cock as he climbed higher up on Justine.

“Holy fuck!” I breathed through parted lips. Brian’s dick was more than Justine could ever have imagined. Thick pulsating veins wrapped around his throbbing cock as he neared in on her. Beads of pre-cum droplets rested on his head as his prick reached closer into her craving lips.

I couldn't help but wonder how long he had been waiting outside that hotel room. Was he waiting with his head against the door, waiting for the right moment to knock?

When Justine first walked into my room, I thought I was living out my wildest dream, but watching Brian take complete control over my new co-star has filled me with even more unrestrained desires; watching Justine take my man's massive cock.

I watched as Justine bit on her lower lip as Brian closed in on her.

“Ahhh! Yes, take that dick,” Brian groaned.

I could not have said it better. I lifted my head and eagerly reached for his thick cock and aimed it at Justine’s mouth. With his girth wrapped firmly around my hand, Justin thrusted his hips forward, and he spread her lips apart as he pushed his cock inside her mouth.

“Oh, fuck! Yes!” He cried out at the first sensation of Justine’s full lips around his head.

The taste of his semen drove Justine insane; causing her hole to clench tightly with anticipation.

Brian grabbed on the back of Justine’s head as he drove his prick forward into her mouth. Her lips stretched as he pressed his cock deeper and deeper into her.

While Brian continued stretching her mouth, I glanced down at her perfectly manicured patch of happiness.

This was my chance to finally grab a taste of that beautiful pussy. I went down on her parted legs and took in a deep whiff of her lovely scent! Justine had the most beautiful pussy I have ever seen, and in the next few moments, that pussy will be spread open by Brian's large cock.

I heard Justine losing breath under the wrath of my man thrusting his cock deep inside her mouth.

I watched on hungrily as Justine squirmed at the sensation of my warm breath on her cunt.

Slowly, I extended my tongue forward until the tips of my tongue found her entrance. Thrusting my tongue inside her opening, I pulled my tongue up, running my tongue along her folds.

“Ooooh!” Justine moaned. The sensation of having her cunt filled and my man’s prick in her mouth drove her insane.

I looked up at Justine, and I noticed the flustered look on her face as Brian pulled his cock out of her mouth.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard right now!” Brian promised. My cunt pulsated with eager anticipation at his dirty promises. I shifted out of the way. I know when Brian deepens his voice with dirty promises like that—nothing can stop him from claiming what is his.

Justine squirmed. “What the⁠—”

Brian climbed down on her body and pulled her legs around his waist as he rested his bare body against hers.

As their bodies connected, Justine stared into his eyes and softly murmured in his ears. “Take me…”


4


Justine and Brian’s bodily fluids connected as Brian’s throbbing prick found her aching hole.

Reaching her hands down on his prick, she held his thick prick in her hand and directed it at her aching hole.

As much as Justine tried lifting her hips into him, he was simply too strong for her to lift herself into him. He teasingly placed his head at her entrance, and I enjoyed watching her squirm with desperate desire.

“Oh, you are such a fucking tease!” She breathed onto his neck, nibbling on his skin as she rolled her tongue down his Adam’s apple.

“Don’t act like you don’t like it,” Brian growled.

If this man does not spread her hole apart with that cock of his, and soon, Justine would probably start begging.

“Bria—”

Oh, fuck!

Brian thrusted his hips forward, spreading her lips open as he entered her. Her tight pussy lips wrapped around his thick girth as he spread her open and thrusted deep inside her cunt.

I whimpered desperately as Brian pushed his cock deeper into Justine. Every inch he took of her filled me with more uncontrollable pleasure. Justine’s eyes burned into his as he continued driving deeper inside her.

Fuck!

Once he was balls deep inside her and pressed passionately against her aching gland, everything about this moment felt just right.

Brian’s muscles tightened, as did his grip on Justine as he pulled out and thrusted his cock back inside her—this time, he was not gentle. From the way he plunged inside her, she could tell she was in for the ride of her life.

“Oh, oh, oh!” Justine moaned as Brian slammed in and out of her. His balls slapped on her ass with every powerful thrust.

With every pump inside her, Brian’s breathing grew sharper and more erratic. This was the first time he rammed his thick cock into that beautiful, tight hole, and I could tell the pleasure was starting to take full control over him.

“Fuck me!” I screamed, squeezing my eyes shut as my skin started tingling. My body heated up as I watched them begin losing all control. I rubbed harder on my aching clit.

“Aww, Awwwww! Ooooh!” Justine squirmed.

My orgasm shot out of me like a violent tsunami. My hole grew more sensitive as I found my release.

“Fuck!” Brian groaned. “I’m… I’m coming!”

I strained my blurry vision as Justine writhed about violently under Brian’s touch. Brian lifted himself and grabbed Justine by the hips; pumping his thick cock. As he glanced down where their most private parts connected, Brian let out a violent growl and released his warm seed deep inside Justine’s cunt.

“Ahhhh! Fuck!” He growled.

Brian tightened his grip on Justine’s body with every jet of cum he shot deep inside her hole until eventually collapsing on top of her.

As we all laid back on the Queen sized bed in my hotel room, all desperately gasping for air, a coy grin formed on my face.

That was the hottest thing I have seen in ages!

Once he regained his breath, Brian’s eyes connected with mine, and from the look he shot at me, I could tell; it was Justine's turn to watch how the real Romeo fucks Juliet…

THE END


PART TWENTY-FOUR

TRIPLE THREAT


INTRODUCTION


When I found out Tessa and Nate were moving back into the neighbourhood, I could not have been more pissed off.

Apart from the awkward fact that I have had a crush on Tessa since high school, they decided to open a bar right opposite mine. As more and more of my customers hopped off to their forsaken bar, I was left with no choice other than to confront her!

But, when I saw Tessa after all these years, my breath grew sharper, and my knees fell weak. As much as I hate admitting it, she still has this hold over me!

I marched into her bar to give her a piece of my mind, but with the way Tessa had me feeling, I fear I may end up giving her way more than just a piece of my mind…
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Twelve years ago, I was completely and utterly infatuated by a woman I knew would never look at me the same way as I did her.

Twelve years later, and life could not be more perfect. Or at least as perfect as it could be in the small dead-horse town of Tiseldale. Life is quiet in these parts, but I quite liked that.

The town had come a long way with accepting cultural differences. To be more specific, Tiseldale had become more accepting of the gay and lesbian community.

I always knew I would end up living in Tiseldale. Unlike most kids in high school, I never had any goals of leaving my town for the big city. And now, seven years since we all graduated, I was the proud owner of Tiseldale’s very first gay bar.

Danglers, the name of my gay bar was a safe haven—a place where gay guys and lesbians could chill after a long day of work and be themselves. And with the town’s gay community growing larger by the day, or rather more and more guys coming out of the closet, business was booming.

But, despite the fact that the gay and lesbian community feels safer in Tiseldale now more than ever before, I have been single for the last few years now. I don’t completely consider myself to be lesbian, but I’m definitely not 100% straight either—I guess that makes me Bi, or as my best friend calls it; greedy.

Greedy might be fitting if I was actually getting with people. At the age of 25, I have never been touched by either a man or a woman!

I have tried getting into relationships, but I just cannot seem to make any of them work. Don’t get me wrong, it’s not that I’m bad looking—quite the contrary. With chiselled, sharp facial features and a body I have worked hard to maintain, I was considered prime property in any community! But, as much as I hate to admit it, I suspect I know precisely why none of my relationships have worked.

And now, that very reason has moved back into town.

Yeah, life was perfect, until Tessa decided to show her face in Tiseldale again. It’s not the fact that I hated her guts in high school, but rather that now, seven years later, Tessa was set to ruin my life!

In high school, Tessa, the school head cheerleader got more attention than she could handle. She was known for being able to get any man she wanted—and, if she wanted to, any chick for that matter. She dated her high school sweetheart, Nate, who also happened to be the college quarterback.

But gone are the days where I drooled over her like an idiot. I heard about her and Nate coming back to Tiseldale, but now that she’s threatening my livelihood, I will not stand for it!

Life was perfect, until Tessa and that damn hunky husband of hers decided to open a gay bar one block away from mine!

Over the last few weeks, it was impossible not to notice how I made less and less money. With more people ditching my bar and heading over to their sleaze bar, Sideburns—like who even names a bar that!? I allowed Tessa to completely consume my thoughts in High School. But, now that’s we’re older, I will not stand for it! Whatever hold she held over me is done with!

With flared nostrils and my arms swinging furiously by my side, I marched over to SideBurns. I have avoided her for long enough, but after my first night without a single client, I knew I couldn’t let it go on any longer.

I pushed the door open and glared at the sleazy bar.

Loud EDM music blasted out of speakers that filled SideBurns. Strobe lights blinded me as I walked into the smoky bar. I pushed my way past guys dancing on top of each other as I made my way to the closest bar counter. At the bar counters, butch and lipstick lesbians lined the bar. I’ll admit, it was much more beautiful than I had imagined. I especially hate admitting that their bar was by far better than mine!

I pushed the bar stools out of my way and waved my hand, grabbing the bartender’s attention. “Where is she!”

“Hey, beautiful. Can I get you anythi⁠—”

“WHERE IS TESSA!”

The shirtless bartender stared at me with large, fear-filled eyes, before his gaze shot past me.

I slowly turned around. My jaw dropping as I watched her walking down the stairs; that stupid grin plastered on her face with every step she took.

“Lucy!” Tessa grinned as she neared me. “What a pleasant surprise!”

I stared at Tessa with a pinched expression on my face. Coming face to face with the woman I have fantasised over since high school was much harder than I expected. “Oh, cut the crap, Tessa!”

Tessa’s eyes sparkled as she looked down on me, which made this confrontation that much harder. At 5 foot 9, Tessa was significantly taller than I was. “I’m trying to be nice, Lucy!”

“Why are you doing this Tessa? In fact, what are you and Nate even doing back in Tiseldale? Didn’t you leave for New York or some shit?!”

Tessa grabbed onto my hand, and a jolt of electricity ran up my arms and filled my body with lustful desire. She stared back at me with pouted lips. “Lucy, why don’t we continue this conversation in my office?”

Quickly snapping back to my senses, I pulled my hand away from her. “Answer my damn question, Tessa!”

“Geez, I don’t recall you being this feisty back in high school?”

I took in a sharp breath as I watch Tessa’s lips draw nearer into me. Oh, those full lips! I had dreamed about sucking on them since I was in high school, and now, at the age of 25, her lips were more delectable than ever before. Despite the rage, I felt within, every ounce of my being wanted to grab her by the back of her head and pull her into me.

Tessa drew her lips nearer to my ears. “Please, join me in my study,” Tessa said, her voice reduced to a seductive whisper. “I promise I will make it worth your while.”

Tessa grabbed hold of my hand again. This time, I wasn’t sure what came over me, but I allowed her to pull me along as she led me up the stairs into her office. I have dreamed about this moment all my life; Tessa holding my hand as we walked around for all of the high school to see. Who would have thought that five years later, I would finally live out my dream—even if it’s just to step into her office to scream at her!?

“Why are you doing this Tessa?”

Tessa walked over to a vacant sofa in her office. As she took her seat, Tessa tapped on the empty space beside her. “Why don’t you join me for a seat and we can discuss this… perhaps, in a more civil manner?”

With crossed arms, I took a seat, ensuring I was seated as far away from Tessa as possible. Just a few minutes in her presence and I could already feel my lust growing more with every second I spent staring at the Goddess.

“Okay,” she said. “So, as you know, I left to study in New York, shortly after we graduated.”

“Yeah, so what are you doing back here? And why did you open this bar?”

“Tessa flirtatiously bit on his lower lip. “What’s wrong Lucy? Scared of a little competition?”

“Agh!”

“For starters, we weren’t sure you would want to see us again, and I knew this bar would surely catch your attention!”

Tessa got to her feet as she pulled out two whiskey glasses and a bottle of Johnny Walker Blue Label. Without asking, she poured whiskey into both glasses. Tessa is a woman that demands power! She had the presence of the strongest businesswoman and watching the scene unfold left an ache in my pussy!

As she reached forward and handed me my glass of whiskey, her tight white shirt pulled up so that it revealed the sexiest tattoo on the side of her torso. It was a tattoo of a butterfly, which I assume is to signify her free spirit. Something told me she did that intentionally—perhaps thinking I would melt at the sight of her oozing sexuality!

“So, you get my attention by threatening my business? And what the hell would you want to get my attention for in any case?”

My jaw dropped, and I stared at Tessa incredulously as I listened to her confess how, despite ignoring me for most of my high school career and being with Nate, she secretly had a crush on me. And how she tried getting me off her mind in New York, but she never felt at peace, knowing she had unfinished business back in Tiseldale.

“So, Lucy. I guess what I’m saying is that Nate and I set up this bar, in hopes that we could somehow get your attention.”

She kept mentioning this we, even though my attention is entirely directed at Tessa.

“Okay,” I sighed, lifting to my feet. “This is becoming ridiculous, I’m leaving!” I turned to face Tessa once more. “I just hope you, and your stupid bar, stay out of my way!”

“Lucy, wait! I don’t want this bar!” Tessa called out, her sweet voice sounding desperate almost. “Lucy! I want you to take over this bar!”

“Don’t insult me!” I dropped my whiskey glass on the table and walked off towards the door.

“Would you at least consider it?”

A feeling of emptiness clouded over me as I stepped back into my deserted bar. Truth is, I walked over to give Tessa a piece of my mind. But, even after all these years, I had to admit the woman still drove my knees weak.

I always suspected she liked me. I had seen the way she looked at me in high school when she thought that no-one, not even I, was watching.

Now that the secret is out, the only question is; ‘what do I do now?’
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Sitting in my once thriving bar, now I’m the only person in this eerily quiet bar of mine. With an empty bar and nothing else to do, I can’t help but let my mind drift back to Tessa.

Why would she come back after all these years? And if her story held any truth, do I act out on it?

I shifted my attention to the door. Finally, the first cust⁠—

Oh My God!

“Tessa!... Nate, what are you doing here?”

“Lucy,” Tessa smirked. “Do you mind?” She asked, and they allowed themselves in.

I glared at my crush with every confident step she took towards me—her fingers interlocked in Nate’s.

Oh, my God!

If Tessa looked amazing after all these years, Nate was beyond drool-worthy! With a much larger frame than he had in high school, baby blue eyes, and a jawline that drove my panties wet; Nate carried a massive grin on his face as he walked beside Tessa.

Argh! Why bother asking if you may enter if you just plan on inviting yourselves in any way?

“Lucy, I think we got off on the wrong foot,” Tessa said. For the first time, she had a certain sincerity in her eyes. “Honestly, my plan was only to grab your attention.”

“Hi Tessa,” Nate added. “Still as beautiful as ever!”

I ran my fingers through my hair, struggling to make sense of all of this.

“Hi, Nate. Tessa, that’s what doesn’t make sense to me! Why the hell start up a new bar just to ‘get my attention?!’”

“So,” Tessa said as she slowly closed in on me. My heart raced with anticipation with every step she took forward, “that,” another step, “I can,” I could now feel her breath on my lips, “do this!”

Tessa grabbed me by the back of my head.

I’m not sure what came over me at that moment, but I stared at Tessa with desperate, parted lips. As her full lips connected with mine, it felt like an unimaginable dream. Her smooth tongue slipped into mine and carried me away in a whisk of ecstasy as she gently massaged her tongue on mine.

Just as I thought she was ready to rip my clothes off and continue her kisses down my chest, she pulled out—as if it to seek confirmation that he may proceed.

My glance instantly shifted back to Nate.

What the fuck just happened!?

Surprisingly, Nate grinned back at me coyly—as if he approved of our sensational little encounter. Actually, judging from the grin on his face, I’d say he more than approved.

She pulled out of my mouth and stared at me with fierce desperation in her eyes. I stared back into hers, feeling as though I was kissed for the first time.

Struggling to control my breath, I looked back into her seductive, hazel eyes.

The woman that held my heart in high school held on tight, and even after all these years, she still had a powerful hold over me.

“If you don’t have any other plans,” Nate said, scanning my empty bar. “Would you mind if we took you out for a drink? Supper, perhaps?”

“Really?” I smiled. It wasn’t an intentional smile, but one that forced itself on my lips. “So you want me to leave my bar and sit in yours?”

Tessa’s eyes narrowed seductively. “No, that’s not quite what Nate had in mind. He was thinking something more along the lines of you joining us in our hotel room, and we get take out. Perhaps, we could catch up?”

“Catch up? Tessa, you barely spoke a word to me in high school!”

For the first time, Tessa lifted her gaze from my eyes as her eyes lowered slowly.

“Yeah. That’s true, and probably my biggest regret in all these years.” She looked back up at me.

Nate stepped forward. “True, Tessa and I kept asking ourselves what would have happened if we just had the balls to approach you back then?” I watched on eagerly as Nate licked on his lower lip. “And seeing what you look like now, I speak for us both when I say that we regret it even more!”

As we walked into Tessa and Nate’s hotel room, I could tell they had done exceptionally well. Hiring the presidential suite in the Four Seasons, the only Five-star hotel in Tiseldale, I walked behind the sexy couple as they led the way into their room.

Apart from the King Sized bed in the centre of the room, the exquisite furniture decorating the room and the lavish finishing; what really caught my attention was the view we had from their balcony. For a moment, I imagined Tessa taking my breath away as she pulled me into her and kissed me on that balcony.

My mind was still at a loss for words after the unexpected kiss… and in front of her husband!

I had to keep reminding myself that I’m still pissed off with them for opening another freaking gay bar in the town. They threatened my livelihood, after all. But that was becoming harder to do with every moment that passed—every moment Nate spent charming me with his sweet words and driving my knees weak.

Tessa let me in on a confession that had my jaw dropped to the ground.

“Oh, my God! So you’re SexyVixen on Tinder?”

Tessa smirked confidently, “yes I am!”

“And that’s how you knew I was single?”

“Exactly,” Tessa confessed, “I created that profile to speak to you, and when I found out you were single, Nate and I simply knew we had to make our move! If not now, we would never have forgiven ourselves for not trying…”

“But, if you really are SexyVixen, then you would know that I wasn’t interested in a relationship either?”

Tessa found a seat next to me on their King Sized bed. “That’s also true!” She slowly met my eyes again. “But, I also knew I wouldn’t forgive myself if I let you slip away…not again.”

Suddenly it made all the sense in the world! How they knew I was into men and women.

And then it hit me, and I gasped with realisation.

If they were speaking to me using a fake Tinder profile, they both knew I’m still a virgin! 25 and still untouched! The idea seemed to turn them on even more. And with the way they were staring at me, I felt my pussy grow wetter with every second.

Nate hasn’t changed much since high school. Except now he’s more affluent, and perhaps even hotter than he was. With a larger, more muscular frame, Nate was the ideal man—every woman’s fantasy!

I know I should feel uncomfortable at the thought of being Catfished to find out whether I was single, or whether I was even into women, but a part of me cannot help but feel turned on—maybe even flattered. Despite all the women that drooled at the sight of Nate back in the day, I always suspected he may have a thing for me. There was one moment that should have given it away, but I just brushed that off and pretended as though my mind played tricks on me.

One of his buddies tripped him playfully, and Nate fell forward, landing on me as he plummeted to the ground. I never really took any notice of it, but now that I think back to how he held the back of my head, breaking my fall as we landed, I should have known he was into me. He could have quickly rolled over awkwardly, but instead, Nate spent a few moments holding me by the back of my head and stared passionately into my eyes before lifting me up.

My lips craved moisture as I watched Nate make himself more comfortable. I watched on eagerly as the tall hunk untied his laces before looking up at me. “Do you mind? I’ve been dying to take these off!”

“No!” I said, sounding a little more eager than I intended on letting out, “please, make yourself at home. I mean, technically, you are at home.”

“Great,” Nate said as he kicked off his shoe. “Well, then, in that case, I’ve been dying to get out of these jeans!”

My breathing sharpened as I watched him lift his belt buckle. I tried to look busy, but instead, I found myself glaring back in the mirror, watching as he pulled out his thick, leather belt. Tessa sat back on the bed, smiling as her man undressed in front of another woman.

“Oh,” Tessa said, breaking my greedy train of thought, “I got us Sushi?”

I chuckled playfully as I glanced down on the table. “You are anything but smooth! I recall telling ‘SexyVixen’ about my love-hate relationship with Sushi.”

I shifted my glance back on Nate. What a tease! With his belt lifted and his shoes kicked off, Talon kept his socks on, as well as those tight Guess jeans that wrapped around his sexy ass.

He joined Tessa and I, holding that coy grin that drove my knees weak as we devoured our Sushi.

“Lucy,” Tessa said once we gulped down our fourth glass of champagne and I forgot all about the irritation I felt towards Tessa just a few hours ago. “You know I don’t want the bar, right?”

I rolled my eyes at Tessa. “Just when I was starting to enjoy your company, there you go bringing up bars again!”

“Yes, because it’s⁠—”

Daringly, I placed my finger on Tessa’s plump lips. “Shhhh.”

I’m not sure what had come over me, or whether the champagne-filled me with much-needed Dutch courage, but I was ready to have my way with the woman I spent years fantasising over.

With Tessa silenced, I moved over to Nate.

I bit on my lower lip, and my seductive look drove Nate insane as I lifted to my feet. Placing my index finger under his chin, I summoned Nate, pulling him up by his chin.

Obediently, he played along.

With parted lips, Nate stood to his feet. I have never really thought of Nate in the same way as I did with Tessa. To be honest, I always wished he was out of the way so I could have my way with her, but now that I have the hunk weak at my touch, nothing seems more exciting than watching him squirm.

Watching the strong, possessive man grow weak under my touch was exhilarating. An uncontrollable excitement filled me; the same excitement I felt after all those nights I imagined Tessa in my mind when touching myself.

Now, I finally have the woman I have fantasised over at my mercy, and I plan on taking full advantage…starting with her man!
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“What…” Nate swallowed. “Um, what do you plan on doing?”

I stared intensely into Nate’s eyes. The hopeful look in his eyes filled me with butterflies and left my mouth aching to grab my taste. In a fit of passion, I Nate by the back of his head and pulled him into me.

He needed little convincing as he extended his tongue into my mouth and filled me with the taste of his sweet saliva. I didn’t think it was possible, but Nate is an even better kisser than Tessa.

With a swift swipe of my arm, I pushed aside the Sushi and whatever else was in the way from the desk, before pushing him back onto the table. Never once breaking our kiss as I cleared the way.

Nate, who looked clearly excited by my new possessive streak revealed his excitement as my hand brushed against his crotch. I could feel his cock hardening through the thick fabric of his jeans.

My eyes glistened as I leaned in on Nate, pushing him back against the desk as I slowly lifted the buttons on his shirt. The delicate hairs that extended from his chest as I lifted each button left a throbbing ache inside me.

Once all the buttons were lifted, I yanked his Polo shirt from out of his jeans. I was eager to see his bare chest, and I couldn’t resist a moment longer!

Glancing down at his white socks, I could tell Nate had big feet. And, if those feet were anything to go by, I could only imagine what his cock looked like underneath those jeans.

For someone that had never been touched, even I surprised myself by how daring I was as my fingers worked all over his body.

Nate let out a powerful growl, which caused me to tread carefully. As much as every part of me tingled with lust-filled desire, a more significant part feared what I would uncover once I pulled down on those pants.

I ran my fingers down his hardened chest and traced along the indents of his perfect abs as I drew nearer to his crotch.

Nate stared back at me, gasping heavily through parted lips with every inch I drew nearer towards his throbbing cock. As I reached the top of his jeans button, I playfully rolled the edges of my finger against his crotch. I could tell he wanted nothing more than for me to lift that button and free his cock that ached to be released.

I knew he wanted nothing more than my smooth touch on his stiff prick, and that’s why I made him wait. Tessa and Nate had to wait all these years for this moment; he can wait a little longer!

Teasingly, I ran my hands down the fabric of his jeans. I got down on my knees as I continued teasing his inner thigh. Before that cock got released from its cotton cage, I first needed to lift those socks from his feet.

Nate gently placed his foot on my shoulder. His heavy breathing continued as I slipped my smooth hands under the opening of his jeans. The hairs on his legs tickled my hand as I pulled down on his socks. Gently, I rolled the cotton down his feet. My entrance ached at the sight of his feet, and I stared on admiringly at the thick veins that ran up from his toes and onto his muscular legs.

From the look in his eye, I could tell it took every bit of restraint Nate had in him to not take over and ravish me on the spot. As Nate slowly pulled forward, I pushed him back against the desk.

“Ha ahhh!” I grinned. “Not, until I’ve had my way with you, big boy!”

“Oh, my God!” Tessa grinned from behind me, “this is sexier than I could ever have imagined!”

Finally, we both reached the moment we both so desperately craved.

“Oh, fuck!” He breathed at the sound of me dropping his zipper. His cock pushed desperately against his white briefs, and as I lifted his top button, I pulled his jeans down to his knees. His cum stained brief bounced frantically.

My heart started racing in overdrive at the thick outline of his cock.

Fuck, this was much larger than my wildest dreams could ever have anticipated. I grabbed on the band on his underwear before gently pulling down his brief.

“Oh shit!” I gasped at Nate’s thick, uncut cock bouncing out of its cotton cage. Thick veins wrapped around his throbbing shaft had me aching with desire. I glanced up at Nate and my insides melted at the smirking grin he held.

I could hear Tessa’s breathing grow heavily from behind me, leaving a deeper ache inside my cunt.

Nate knew his cock was huge, and he certainly knew I was impressed—the cocky grin he held on his face said it all.

Unable to control himself any longer, Nate grabbed his shaft at its base, slapping his thick meat against my lips as he prepared for his inevitable pleasure. Without putting much thought into it, I parted my lips as he thrust his hardness into my mouth. I wrapped my lips against his head, pushing his foreskin back as he thrusted forward into my mouth.

My taste buds tingled with pleasure at the taste of his sweet pre-cum oozing out of his cock opening and onto my tongue. By the second inch I took inside my mouth, I could feel his veins pulsating against my cheeks—stretching my mouth like I have never been stretched before.

As his prick continued throbbing inside my mouth, my dripping pussy clenched tight at the thought of him penetrating me with his massive prick.

I pulled my mouth out and grabbed his cock at its base and stared longingly at Nate’s tool, before rolling the tips of my tongue on his head—gently tracing the tips of my tongue down his sensitive opening. I rolled my tongue on his head and knew that in the next few moments Nate would shoot his warm seed deep against my throbbing flesh.

“Fuck Lucy!” Tessa growled. “I want Nate to stick that hard cock so bad in that tight hole of yours!”

“Yes!” Nate echoed. “We will not stop until I make you scream with pleasure!”

“Mine!” Nate roared and pulled me up from my knees. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he lifted me and dropped me on the desk.

With my back rested on the desk, Tessa joined in on the fun as she grabbed on the top of my shirt.

Just as I thought she was about to lift each button gently, she pulled my shirt open, ripping the buttons off as she possessively yanked my shirt open.

Looking down on my young, perky breasts, Tessa licked her lips at the sight. Without wasting another moment, Nate ripped my pants open and pulled my jeans down to my ankles. He couldn’t wait any longer to rip my underwear down to my knees as well. Tessa and Nate desperately wanted me naked, and after waiting all these years, I wasn’t willing to wait a second longer for them to see my bare body and claim what was theirs!

As Tessa ran her eyes down my body, she licked her lips at the sight of my lean body aching under her touch.

“Oh Jesus,” I gasped as Nate cupped his hands on my cunt. I squirmed at the heat of his hand on my cunt as I watched Tessa climb onto me. Without me realising it, Tessa lifted her panties, and her sweet pussy stared me straight in the face.

Tessa’s cunt is even more beautiful than I imagined. I extended my tongue in desperation as she approached me. I wanted nothing more than to grab my taste of the sweet juices that glistened on her pussy.

“Fuck! Lucy, I have waited for this moment for all my life. Now that I have you firmly in my grasp, I cannot wait to claim my prize!” Nate breathed on my pussy.

His dirty promises left me writhing violently as he spread my thighs apart with his firm, muscled hands. Nate spread his lips apart and found my entrance with the tips of his persuasive tongue. Eagerly, he rolled his tongue into my opening and up my folds—relieving the pressure with his touch. I lifted my knees and pushed down on his head, forcing him to take more of my aching pussy in his mouth.

While Nate continued working out my sensitive pussy, my tongue extended into Tessa’s opening. The taste of her juices was like honey on my lips. I could feel her sensitive cunt clenching tight as I continued working my tongue up and down her aching folds.

“Oooooh! Fuck!” Tessa screamed out in a fit of passion.

Between Tessa and Nate, my levels of desire had reached an all-time high.

My legs quivered as he rolled the tips of his finger against my sensitive inner thigh, fast approaching my tight entrance.

I shut my eyes closed real tight as he circled his finger around the area where it ached most.

My desperation had grown to an all-time high! “Stick it in me, big boy!”

With his saliva moisturising my opening, I clenched on my teeth and his finger pressed against my tightness.

The pressure became too much for Tessa, and she lifted herself off from me. She continued touching herself at the sight of her husband pressing his fingers inside me.

Nate looked up into my eyes and held his gaze as his finger entered my sensitive hole. Slowly, Nate pushed his finger deeper and deeper inside me.

Even with his thick finger, I knew the sensation of his finger stretching me open was nothing compared to the pleasure I was going to experience when that girth filled me.

Once Nate felt my tight hole was spread enough, he carefully slipped in a second finger. I squirmed about desperately as his fingers started scissoring against my sensitive flesh.

At this moment, consumed by my desperate desires, I felt like Nate could do anything to me, and I would let him.

Nate pulled his finger out of me and climbed on top of me. I quivered with desire as his bare body rested on top of mine and he stared intensely into my eyes.

“Lucy, I want you so bad!”

“I—”

As I opened my mouth to speak, Nate stuck his tongue deep inside my mouth. I extended my hand to rub on his throbbing cock as he kissed me. With a girth so thick, I struggled to wrap my hands around his cock as I milked his prick up and down.

With my hand holding firmly onto his crotch, he thrusted his hips back and forth—giving me a preview of what was yet to come!

I shifted my lips to his ears.

“Nate, I want you to make sweet love to me!”
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Nate had a possessive touch that left my insides shaking with desire. I had never felt more wanted in my life.

Glancing down at his throbbing 9-inch cock, waiting to penetrate my tightness, this all felt surreal.

With my legs wrapped around Nate’s waist, he grabbed hold of my back as he carried me over onto the King Sized bed centred in his hotel suite. Lying beside me was Tessa, who rubbed furiously on her slit as she watched her man preparing to take full control over me.

“Oh,” I cried out as he dropped me on the bed, careful to make sure he never once loosened his grip as he placed me on the bed. With my body aching under his touch, if Nate made me wait for a second longer, I would have started begging him to fill me.

“Oh, fuck! Lucy, I have waited for this day for so many years!”

My vision was blurry as I looked up at him. “I want you so bad Nate!”

“Yeah!” Tessa breathed. “Give it to her!”

Nate slapped his cock teasingly at my entrance, before shooting me one final glance of passion. Holding his cock firmly in his hand, Nate pushed his prick forward. I closed my eyes with the feeling of his forehead pushing back as he entered my tight hole, filling my sensitive cunt with his raw cock.

My breath sharpened with every inch he took of me. I looked up, staring at him desperately as he took control over my sensitive entrance.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out once his cock was entirely submerged inside my warm cave. I squirmed with passion as his prick pushed against my aching flesh.

Once his cock was entirely consumed by my tightness, Nate lowered his body down on mine. The delicate hairs on his chest brushed against mine. The firmness of his rock-hard abs on my midsection was enough to drive me over the edge.

As Nate pulled his cock back, he drove his prick deeper into me—this time, he wasn’t gentle either.

With every thrust of Nate’s cock inside me, he drove me closer to orgasm.

I have dreamed about this moment all my life, and now that it is finally here, this was better than I could ever have anticipated.

With a roar, Nate pushed forward, pressing harder into me with my every moan.

“Oh, fuck! Nate!” I cried out, my nails now digging into his back—crawling down his spine with his every thrust. I felt myself drawing closer to orgasm, and from Nate’s desperate breathing, I could tell he wasn’t very far off either. Nate leaned up and wrapped his lips on mine. Gasping deep breaths of desire as he continued pumping in and out of me.

“Lu—Lucy!”

“Ohhh! Yeah?”

“I’m…I’m…”

Before Nate could complete his sentence, I felt his cock expand inside me, pressing harder against my sensitive flesh as he grunted deeply inside my mouth.

“Fuck!” Nate growled as I felt his first shot of cum shoot deep inside me. As Nate found his release, I clenched my hole tight and milked out every drop of his warm seed inside me.

The sound of his orgasm is what drove me over the edge. He barely managed to recover from his orgasm as I shot my hand down, grabbing on my sensitive folds. Nate lifted his hips, allowing me to rub my fingers furiously on my clit and find the release I have craved all night.

“Oh, Jesus!” I squirmed as my sensitivity grew with my every touch.

My body jerked as I rubbed desperately on my aching cunt. With my back arched, I let out a mighty groan as I found my release. My orgasm shook me to my core as the first jet of cum shot out of me and my legs passionately wrapped around Nate’s waist.

[image: ]


With my forearm, I wiped the sweat off from my forehead, before turning back to the queue of customers lining up for a refill on their drinks.

In the queue, Tessa was next.

“Tonight is crazy!”

Tessa smirked. “Am I ever going to get my drink, beautiful?”

I narrowed my eyes as I leaned forward across the bar. “Careful. If you misbehave, I cannot promise you’ll go without punishment tonight!”

Tessa placed her index finger on my lip, which I playfully took in my mouth. I nibbled on her finger and shot her a seductive glance.

Fuck, how can one woman make me feel so dirty, so childish, and yet so fucking amazing!?

Despite Tessa and her hunky husband having moved back into the neighbourhood, I think I am finally ready to start dating—and perhaps to explore this unexplored sexuality that had been building up over the years.

I grinned playfully at Tessa from across the bar.

But, until I find my partner, it sure is a comforting thought knowing I have Tessa and Nate to serve my every desire!

THE END


PART TWENTY-FIVE

TOUCHED FOR THE FIRST TIME


INTRODUCTION


I am that chick, I’m a second-year college student, and I still haven’t lost my virginity.

But, with my hormones driving me crazy and Jessica, the college head cheerleader, checking out my every move, I knew I was ready to be touched…for the first time.

Jessica and Michael are the ultimate power couple, with beautiful bodies and looks that could only be matched by the Gods, imagine my surprise when Jessica handed me a sneaky piece of paper telling her to meet her in the gym’s showers.

Of course, I just had to meet her, except I did not expect to find a surprise guest waiting for me as well…
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I’m that girl. A 20-year-old girl that had never been touched before. Believe me, it’s not from a lack of trying. And it’s definitely not because I lack in the looks or body department either.

Most men would consider me to be a mouth-watering blonde bombshell. I was certainly a hit with the guys. I’ve gone through more boyfriends than most people go through underwear. But, as much as I tried, it could just never work. Don’t get me wrong, I am attracted to men, but I have always felt like something is missing. Some unexplored territory I would want to visit before settling down with a guy.

Growing up in a moderately religious home, the belief was always that a woman should be with a man. You know, the whole Adam and Eve vibe. After all, that’s the right thing to do.

I only really considered the idea of getting with a woman or that I may like pussy as much as I liked dick once I left home and went to college, moving to a completely different state.

But, it was always just that—an idea. An unexplored notion, one I have tried suppressing for all these years and kept denying myself.

But this year, I planned on changing that, and I cannot think of anyone better than Jessica Halloway, the sultry football cheerleader, to help me find myself.

Since I’ve joined college, my eyes have wandered. I would zone out staring at girl’s naked bodies in the showers. Thankfully, I had never been caught lustfully staring down at any of these ladies before. I know this behaviour is anything but ordinary, because I haven’t seen anyone else stare at my cleanly shaved pussy or curvaceous breasts, and I mean, for fuck’s sake, it’s hard not to look when you have so many beautiful women walking around the locker rooms with their tits hanging out in front of you.

I noticed no one else seemed to share my fascination with checking out other girl’s bodies. But, that all changed once Jessica joined Cravenwood College.

Jessica is my senior by a year, and she wouldn’t just stare at my tits, she would glare at them, and she wasn’t very discreet about it either. She would stare at my pussy, and her naughty eyes would roll up my body until her eyes met with mine. Jessica would gaze deeply into my eyes, and I would just look back at her with parted lips. There was this unexplainable connection I had never felt with anyone else before.

What made this connection with Jessica more odd was the fact that she dated the hottest guy on campus, Michael Holton. Fuck, as much as I ache to get with a woman, if someone were to offer me a night with Michael, I would grab the opportunity with both hands. With a guy as hot as Michael, it didn’t make any sense how she would insist on checking me out!

I wanted Jessica so badly, and I knew she felt the same way.

How do I know she felt the same way? Well, if you had to see the grin she had on her face whenever I turned around, and my ass faced her, you would agree with me.

Since then, I knew I wanted my first time to be with Jessica Halloway.

“Hey!”

I jerked at the sound of her voice from behind me.

I instantly recognised the voice, not because I have spoken to him, but because I have heard her talking to Michael in passing. A sexy, voice that was as soft as it was sweet.

“I’m Jessica!”

I turned around and found the hot cheerleader standing in front of me, in all her naked glory.

Fuck me sideways! She’s actually talking to me!

“Um…I’m,” I said, still holding my gaze on her perfect tits, “I’m Hannah!”

“You like what you see?” Jessica smiled, catching me by surprise.

I jerked back, shying away with shame. “Oh shit! I’m so sorry! I was…um… just thinking about stuff.”

I extended my hand forward and allowed her soft hands to flow onto mine as her touch sent chills down my spine.

Fuck, how can one woman be so perfect?

Jessica had these smooth, silky legs with beautiful toes I could imagine taking in my mouth. Beads of water droplets ran down her perfect delicate mid-section, down her silky legs and her drool-worthy calves from all the cheerleading work she had put in over the years.

Hours and hours of effort put in the gym was reflective on every inch of her body. Perhaps what stood out most was her firm tits I could picture laying my head on.

For the first time, I looked into Jessica’s eyes. She still held my hand firmly in hers, and I watched as her dimples deepened and a broader smile developed.

“Well, It’s good meeting you, Hannah.”

“Yeah,” I cleared my throat. “It’s good meeting you too!”

Jessica lowered her gaze, fixating on my neatly shaved pussy and my heart raced faster than a speeding train as she leaned in on me. “Well, Hannah,” she said in my ear, her voice reduced to a whisper. “I’m hoping I get to see a lot more of you!”

I watched on anxiously as Jessica pulled away and packed her pink coloured towel in her bag.

She leaned in closer to me again.

“Oh, shit!” I squirmed as she cupped her hands over my mound, gently giving my pussy a soft squeeze, before walking off.

I stared, watching her walk away with desperation in my eyes. I’ve had a suspicion for the last few months that Jessica had been checking me out.

This finally confirmed it.

All the suspicions I’ve had about her was finally confirmed!

I heard the locker door open and excited voices grew louder as a bunch of students walked inside.

Shit.

Glancing down at the wetness that glistened on my cunt, I crouched, scanning the benches for my towel to hide the feelings of lust that reflected in-between my legs.

I still haven’t had a shower and walked towards the showers aimlessly, with my head faced towards the ground. Thankfully, Cravenwood college had private showers and not those shared prison-feel open spaces so I could step into my shower in peace—soaking pussy and all.

I let out a sigh of relief as soon as I stepped into the shower.

That was close.

On the one hand, my feelings of desire were through the roof. It’s still hard to believe Jessica Halloway, of all people, cupped her hand over my cunt in the ladies shower! On the other hand, I knew we were seconds away from getting caught. If that group of students had to walk in on us, that could have spelt the beginning of a very embarrassing college career.

My pussy ached with desperation, and a wave of relief hit me once I placed my hand over my cunt—the warmth of my hand vibrating against my cunt. I wanted to touch myself so badly, better yet, I ached for another touch of Jessica’s silky sleek hands, but with class in the next 10 minutes, I knew this would have to wait for later.

I washed off and waited for my craving to subside, before rushing out of the shower, getting dressed and dashing out of the gym locker room.

“Hannah, wait up!” Jessica called out.

My skin tingled at the sound of her sweet voice, and I slowly turned around.

“Where’re you off to?”

“Hey…Jessica? Is it?” I said, playing dumb. “I’m off to class, I’m a little late, sorry!”

“Good, I’ll walk you there.”

I stared intensely into Jessica’s fierce hazel eyes. “Okay… um…thanks.”

Jessica walked next to me. My eyes fixated on the ground as we headed off to my lecture room. I looked at her sexy toes in her sandals. Every time I look at her—any part of her, a part of me melts.

“So, listen. I wrote you a little note.” Jessica said. “I want you to read it.”

“A note?”

“Yeah, relax. It’s not a love letter or anything.”

I smiled. “Okay, cool. I was a little worried there. Where’s this note?”

Jessica searched in her pocket and handed me a folded piece of paper. “But, you cannot read it now.”

I scanned over the poorly folded piece of paper. “Romantic,” I laughed. “Okay, when can I read it then?”

“Hmmm… read it when you get to class.”

We arrived outside my philosophy lecture hall.

“Well, this is me,” I said, still struggling to hide my smile.

Jessica grinned back at me. A grin that was enough to drive my knees wild. “Have fun, beautiful.”

She walked out, but reached an abrupt end, before slowing turning her head back. “Oh, and I hope to see you soon!” She snuck in a wink and walked out.

I made it to the lecture room with just a few seconds to spare. Once I settled down, I reached for the piece of paper in my pocket. My heart raced as I slowly unfolded the paper, anxious to know what she wrote.

Hey Hannah,

Let’s finish what we started.

I’ll be waiting for you in one of the shower stalls at 11am tomorrow.

Don’t keep me waiting…
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Every fibre of my being quivered with desire by the time I got back to the college dormitory.

“Thank God,” I muttered to myself, walking into my room and realising my roommate was nowhere to be found.

If there were ever a time I needed privacy, this would be it.

I threw myself on my bed, allowing my head to sink into my pillow and closed my eyes.

The whole day felt surreal like I was moments away from waking up and realising this was all a dream.

The fact that the hottest babe on campus approached me is just mind-blowing! Not only did she approach me, but she clamped on my pussy and still asked for a round two!

I would be a fool not to meet with her, even though I know it’s risky as fuck! If someone saw me stepping into her shower, I’d be screwed. Imagine my name made public for getting frisky with the college head cheerleader!

Worse yet, Michael would probably want to slaughter me for cheating with his girlfriend. He struck me as that strong, possessive type.

I glanced over at the piece of paper again with an uncontrollable grin on my face, giggling at her cute handwriting and the way she wrote her ‘fs’, and read the message a million times over. I had never felt so close to a crumbled up piece of paper, and even though she said it was not a love letter, the butterflies that fluttered within would tell a different story.

Let’s finish what we started…

Come to think of it, I’m not actually sure what we started. Okay, besides her grabbing on my cunt? I had never been touched, but the brief brush of her hand against my most sensitive area told me I was in for a huge surprise.

After checking that the coast was clear, once more, I kicked off my shoes and crept under my comforter. I let out a loud sigh of relief and closed my eyes, allowing my mind to take over. I have never felt hornier in my life, my pussy aching inside my pants, begging for its release. Built up desire stored deep inside my cunt, craving for my touch.

I bit on my lower lip and as I allowed my hand to brush against my midsection, gently rolling my fingers against my tummy. The touch of my fingers softly grazing against my skin sent shivers down my spine. I slowly lifted my hand up to my breasts, gasping as I squeezed on my tit. I reached behind my back and lifted the strap of my bra, revealing my hard, perky nipples.

Images of Jessica crept into my mind. With Jessica, it wasn’t very hard to imagine the beautiful body she’d been hiding—not when I have had a full view of every inch of her silky body.

I imagined Jessica shooting me that naughty grin she had in her eye just a few hours ago and pushing me down by my head.

With parted lips, I breathed out slowly as my hand slid down my belly and reached under the stretch band of my panties.

I wanted nothing more than to sink my hand inside my panties and start rubbing furiously on my clit, but I didn’t want to ruin the moment I shared with Jessica—even if it was just in my head.

I pictured those sexy toes. Fuck, I have a thing for toes! With me lowered on my knees, I imagined myself grabbing hold of Jessica’s silky smooth leg, and I slowly extended my tongue onto her smooth skin. I would look up at Jessica and picture her taking in deep gasps of air as I rolled my tongue up her leg.

Returning back to the reality on my bed, my own hand lowered down my silky pink panties and a wave of calm flooded over me as my hand brushed against my wetness.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned as my finger brushed against my folds, soaked up by the juices on my cunt. Biting on my lower lip, I slowly rubbed my finger in between our folds.

With my hand rubbing against my lips, my thoughts drifted off to Jessica again.

I imagined her legs stiffening as my tongue rolled up her thigh, fast approaching where it ached most. Once I reached her pussy with my tongue, I pulled my brunette hair back and a devilish grin formed at the first taste of her juices on my tongue.

Suddenly an image entered my head—an image I had never considered before.

With my lips on Jessica’s sweet cunt, I imagined her hunky boyfriend walking in on us. Instead of him becoming furious, he stared at us with a longing look in his eyes, craving to join us.

The desire inside me had reached an all-time high as my finger entered my entrance and I slowly worked my finger deeper inside my cunt.

While I continued rubbing on my pussy, my touch becoming more vigorous with every moment that passed, I imagined opening my mouth as Michael approached me, grabbing my first taste of a cock. Not just any cock—hunky Michael Holton’s cock!

I took in his head at first and felt him thrusting his hips forward, eager for me to take in more of his cock in my mouth. After brushing the few loose strands behind my ear, I bobbed my head back and forth, growing weak with the sounds of desire I imagined him making when suddenly Michael pulled his hips back and his cock out of my mouth. His large, strong hands lifted me to my feet and bent me over until his cock rested on my aching cunt.

I couldn’t hold back any longer as I felt my wet pussy grow more sensitive and my cunt throbbed with desire under the furious touch of my hand.

“Fuck!” I writhed on my bed as my breathing grew sharp and erratic as a wave of ecstasy rushed over me. And with the image of Michael pushing his cock into my tight little entrance, I exploded.

My legs stiffened, and I panted heavily as the first rush of desire flooded over my hands. I writhed about violently on my bed as I imagined him pushing his thick cock inside me, stretching my tight hole with his head as my painful tension turned into blissful ecstasy.

I laid back in my bed, reduced to nothing but violent heartbeats, my hand covered in my warm wetness.

I’ve touched myself many times before at the idea of getting frisky, but for the first time, I fantasised and got off on the idea of Michael also having his way with me—eagerly spreading my hole and aching to fill me.

That’s when I knew.

This 20-year-old was ready to be touched for the first time.
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My body trembled with anticipation as I made my way over to the locker room. I couldn’t even focus on my gym session this morning. With thoughts of meeting Jessica at 11:00 and all the dirty things she had planned on doing with me pre-occupying my mind, it was hard to focus on anything else.

As much as I was excited, a more significant part of me was nervous.

I have dreamed about the day where I would get touched for the first time for a long while, and now that it’s drawing nearer, I had no idea what to expect.

Thankfully, the gym was not as busy this morning, besides a few cheerleaders and the girls in the wrestling club. Fewer people meant less of a chance we would get caught.

I managed to work up a sweat on the treadmill, just enough to justify taking a shower, before I made my way to the locker room. During my run, I almost stumbled and fell flat on my ass a few times, pre-occupied with thoughts of Jessica and scanning the gym to see if I could find her.

By the time I made my way to the locker room, there was still no sign of Jessica, and a daunting thought crossed my mind.

What if this was all just a big set up. A game to humiliate me?

Surely, I would have seen her enter the locker room by now, or even just the gym by this time?

I took in a sharp breath as I flung my hair back before lifting my white crop top.

Scanning the room, I looked for signs of Jessica. The time was 10:58, and there were only three people in the shower cubicles. Since there was no one on the benches, the only place she could be in was one of the showers.

It’s impossible to see who’s who through the dark frosted textured glass doors in each shower cubicle.

Shit.

I didn’t think this through. Jessica could be in any one of these stalls. There’s a one in three chance I’d fuck this up.

I pulled off my shoes and lowered my training shorts, my pussy growing wetter by the second. It’s hard to believe I’m finally ready to give up my long-held virginity. The cool breeze brushed against my wetness as I lowered my panties.

Using my towel to hide my feelings of excitement, I made my way to the showers, searching for a sign that Jessica could be in one of the cubicles.

That’s when it caught my eye.

I recognised that pink coloured towel from a mile away.

Standing in front of the occupied shower stall, I swallowed hard, looking left and right to make sure no one saw me enter before I slowly pushed the shower door open.

Opening the door, I recognised those long, silky legs as soon as I caught sight of her.

“Oh, shit!” I gasped.

Standing outside of the shower stall, my eyes widened.

“Hi, are you coming in?” he said, growling as he spoke.

Standing in front of me was Jessica looking as beautiful as ever, and a surprise guest, I had not expected—Michael!

“I hope you don’t mind, but Jessica invited me,” Michael grinned.

I flung my towel over the shower door, my heart racing at a million miles an hour, and quickly stepped in before anyone else noticed.

This still all felt surreal. Like an impossible dream.

“I didn’t know if you’d make it,” Jessica whispered in my ear. The sweetness in her voice filled me with goosebumps. “And, I hope you don’t mind, but I kinda do everything with Michael!”

Michael shot me a cheeky grin. “And I try my best not to disappoint.”

“Oh…Um, yeah, I don’t mind!”

Jessica bit on her lower lip and scanned her eyes down my body. Her eyes worshipped every inch of my bare skin.

Michael noticed my shaking hands and slowly pulled my hands towards him. “Wait, are you nervous?”

“No,” I lied.

He smiled. “Relax. We won’t do anything you don’t want⁠—”

“No!” I said, loud enough to catch the attention of anyone else in the locker room. I reduced my voice to a whisper. “I mean…No, I’d like to…finish off what we started.”

A devious glint shone in Michael’s eye. “Something tells me this is your first time?”

I felt heat radiate in my cheeks. “Yeah, it is. But, I’m also so excited!”

Michael grabbed on my chin with his strong hands, pulling me closer to his mouth. “I…We promise to make it a special one.”

Glancing over at Jessica, I felt a sense of comfort with her being in the shower. She leaned in closer on me and extended her hands on my face, her soft touch holding onto the sides of my face. She leaned in on me, her lips aimed at mine. I closed my eyes, my knees falling weak under her touch, and opened my mouth. First, she pecked me softly on the lips, next I felt her lips part and her extending her tongue forward.

I had never been kissed by a woman before, but the gentle touch of her velvety tongue that swirled passionately inside my mouth was enough to send me to the moon. If nothing else had happened, this would have been more than enough.

I breathed out slowly as she filled my mouth with her sweet taste.

I gasped as Michael placed his strong, firm hands on my bare back, running his fingers down my back and onto my ass.

I could almost feel the testosterone transferring with his every vibration on my skin.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped as Michael grabbed me from behind and pulled my body into his. His hardening cock stabbing at my ass as Jessica and I continued kissing passionately.

As Jessica pulled her tongue out of my mouth, her soft hands ran down my front, easing the tingles that filled my skin with their every touch. It was hard trying to control my panting, and heavy breathing as his tongue rolled down my back and onto my ass.

My pussy quivered as Jessica worked her way lower down my front. This was more than I could ever have imagined.

With my head thrown back, I panted heavily as he rolled his tongue down my neck and after snaking his hands to my front, he playfully circled my nipples in between his fingers.

As Jessica lowered herself on her knees, I was finding it more and more difficult to control my desire as she fast approached my aching cunt.

The water droplets from the shower head that rained on our naked bodies while Jessica and Michael worshipped every part of me made it feel that much more magical. Like a fairytale I never wanted to end.

Jessica worked her way down my mid-section, leaving a trail of kisses as she reached my navel, fast approaching my wet pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” I breathed. My body squirmed with anticipation as Michael drove his rock hard body into mine again. His cock now pressing harder against my ass.

In my head, I imagined I would be the one on my knees and not the other way around. Jessica looked up at me, her fierce hazel eyes gazing deeply into mine. And with my cunt just inches away from her lips, her cute dimples deepened as a grin formed on her lips.

She held her gaze as she slowly moved her head forward, her tongue extended as she brushed the tips of her tongue against my folds.

Jessica knew it was my first time being touched and the devious grin on her face let me know she’d enjoy every second of watching my knees fall weak and watching me squirm at my first time being touched.

Her tongue extended and pushed into my opening, stretching my cunt open with his vicious tongue.

I’ve never had anyone eat out my pussy before, but even my wildest dreams could never have anticipated the feelings of pleasure that filled me as she worked her tongue inside my aching cunt.

Michael placed his strong hands on the insides of my thighs and gently squeezed on my ass cheeks. I panted heavily through gritted teeth, struggling to control my moaning sounds as the couple touched every part of me.

If they continued at this rate, I would squirt all over Jessica’s face.

Jessica lifted himself again and found my lips. We kissed eagerly as Michael snaked his hands to my front and slowly inserted his finger inside me.

“Fuck!” I gasped. The sensitive feeling of his thick finger inside me was mind-blowing, and I knew this was nothing compared to what was yet to come.

“Oh, God!” I squirmed as he turned my body around, my cunt faced towards his lips. I’ve never been man-handled, but feeling Michael take complete control over me was enough to drive me wild.

His stubble grazed softly on my skin as he pulled his mouth in and his tongue rested on my entrance.

If you had to ask me what my thoughts were on someone sticking their tongue in my pussy a few days back, I would have cringed at the thought. But, with Michael and Jessica, it felt right. I would have been so conscious, even just at the idea of having my most intimate parts revealed, but with Michael, I couldn’t get enough of his touch.

I panted heavily as his tongue, which was surprisingly powerful, spread my hole open. Slowly, he pushed his tongue into my entrance.

I have never been more ready to be taken. With every moment that passed with Michael having his way with me and Jessica filling me with goosebumps with her touch, I was seconds away from begging him to stick his dick in me and make me squirm.

“I want you to relax. Let go and enjoy the feeling,” Michael slowly stood to his feet.

“Oh!” I groaned as he pulled me into him. My body resting against his strong body. My hole aching at the feeling of his hard cock pushing against me, giving me a preview of what was yet to come.

Pulling his head close to my ears, Michael growled, “Relax.”

Grinding on my teeth, I let out a sigh of relief once his entire finger was inside me. My pussy throbbed as he rubbed his finger against my flesh, massaging my most sensitive areas as he did.

With Jessica’s breasts still firmly pressing into me, I caught Michael’s attention, pulling his head up to face mine.

“Michael,” I breathed. “I’m ready.”
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Michael shot me a devious grin.

As soon as he heard the words escape my lips, his cock pushed harder into me. I could tell he was as desperate for me as I was for him. And Jessica was equally desperate to watch her man take another woman.

We both wanted each other—we needed each other.

As he slowly pulled his finger out of my hole, he pressed me firmly against his naked body. I felt safe under his touch. If my legs were to cave in, I had all the faith he would catch my fall.

Hearing him breathing down my neck as he ran his hands across my body sent shivers down my spine.

He worshipped me with his hand, and I felt as though my knees were about to collapse as he lifted his grasp on my body and lowered himself down to get the lube they brought with them into the shower.

While opening the bottle of lube, Michael playfully pushed his cock against me, teasing me and leaving me to want him more than ever.

Since I stepped into the shower, he had not once lifted his gaze from me. There was not a part of my body he did not touch and worship with his eyes and hands.

I took in a sharp breath, and he rubbed the lube on his aching cock and on my quivering virgin hole.

“Jesus!” I squirmed softly under his touch as his hands spread my cheeks apart and he rested his head at my entrance. My virgin opening was at his mercy.

He pulled me back into him and softly nibbled on my ear lobes as he slowly pushed his cock at my hole. Taking his advice, I closed my eyes and allowed myself to relax—basking in the ecstasy of the moment.

As Michael prepared to enter me, Jessica started nibbling on my neck, and I flung my head in ecstasy.

“Oh!” I moaned as he slowly drove his hips forward, spreading my hole in the process.

I don’t think anything could have prepared me for his massive manhood, but having the feeling of him slowly pushing inside me felt magical. I took in sharp, heavy breaths as his first inch slowly entered me.

I whined a soft wail of pleasure as the second inch entered me. It hurt, yet felt so magical at the same time and hearing Michael’s groans of ecstasy breathing down my neck drove my senses wild.

Even with my mind entirely focused on him taking in the third inch, I still couldn’t get Jessica off my mind and leaned back to find her lips. Slowly thrusting his hips back and forth, Michael slowly stretched me open and entered me deeper with every thrust.

Once his cock was balls deep inside me, I let out a sigh of relief. His hand snaked down my torso, and he placed his fingers on my clit, gently rubbing my slit as he pulled back and thrusted back into me.

Even with the droplets of water that ran down our bodies from the shower head, I could see my pussy’s juices glisten and spread with his every thrust.

With every thrust, Michael fucked me harder. And with every thrust, I ached more and more for him to fill me with his seed.

I have never felt more right about anything in my life. As the three of our bodies connected, it felt like we were creating a work of art—my body was the canvas and Michael the paint and Jessica the artist creating a work of perfection.

“Harder,” I breathed.

Michael’s grip on my body tightened with every thrust. “Fuck!” He growled into my ears, as my tight hole clamped around his thick cock, milking him with every thrust.

I felt the veins on his cock pulsate against my flesh, and I knew I couldn’t hold it back much longer. His swollen cock pushed hard inside me, making me moan even louder. As he continued pumping in and out of me, Michael lifted his hand and placed it on my mouth.

Michael’s body jerked behind me. He held me tighter than ever before as he fucked me harder and harder.

I felt his cock grow larger inside me until he let out a loud groan. “Fuck!”

Pulling my body tightly into his, he bit on my neck and exploded.

His warm cum shooting against my flesh and deep inside my cunt as he spasmed and his body stiffened under my touch.

Knowing I was the source of Michael’s ecstasy drove me over the edge. With my finger placed on my clit, I jerked violently, and within a few seconds, my first orgasm crashed over me.

Michael, defeated from his orgasm, still wanted to make mine that much more special and used his last reserves of energy to thrust inside me as. As the last wave of desire flood over me, and with Michael’s sticky cum coated inside me, my body fell weak, and I collapsed under his hold.
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“Hey, Hannah!”

Her voice caught me by surprise. I wondered whether she’d want to meet up again or if that was just a once off fuck? It had only been two hours since, but I never expected to see her this soon.

I let out a coy smile, letting her know my first time was a great success. “Hey, Jessica.”

“Um…” Jessica started. “I wrote you something?”

Biting on my lower lip, I grinned back at her and pulled the folded piece of paper from her hand. “I see. Another love letter?”

She lifted her left eyebrow seductively in response.

“Okay,” I said, “I’ll give this a read as soon as I get to class.”

Hey Hannah,

Let’s finish what we started.

I was thinking we make things a little more interesting. Let’s meet outside the Dean’s office at 12 pm. Just the two of us.

P.S. I have LOADS more in store for you. We have barely started…

THE END


PART TWENTY-SIX

THE COLLEAGUE


INTRODUCTION


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

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

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

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

Better yet, when I discover the secret he’s been hiding… will I run, or could it be just what I need to break out of my shell?
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My life consisted of the same boring schedule anyone would expect of a 51-year-old Spinster. Every morning, I would wake up, brush my teeth, sip on coffee on my way to work, endure an entire day at work (also known as hell), come home, read, sleep.

Repeat.

Except, I was not 51.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Should I call him sir? Uncle, perhaps?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In. Every. Single. Way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My jaw dropped. “Wait… You’re⁠—”

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

“No! Oh, my God. I'm not a lesbian!”

Klaus grinned deviously. “I believe you.”

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

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

How did I not pick up on this sooner!?

The way he pecked me on the cheeks every morning.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed hard. “Yeah... Drinks after work.”
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Friday casual day— the day where we may dress in our most casual clothes, although Frank and his entourage seemed to have adopted this rule every day.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Plain old boring me.

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

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

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

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

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

That’s when the thought hit me.

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

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

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

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

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

“No, a long island iced tea is fine.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

God knows I would have allowed him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

What a fucking tease!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I bought a blindfold and a pair of cuffs.

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

“Yeah, what’s up?”

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

“What, use cuffs?” Klaus giggled.

“Well, that too…”

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

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

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

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

That said, every moment I spent in Klaus’s company, left me feeling more and more sure that he was the person I wanted to share my first time with!
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It was clear that Klaus was wealthy. I could tell as I walked into his apartment on the Upper East side. Looking around his apartment, I made a mental note to remind myself to ask for a raise.

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

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

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

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

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

“Go for it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I found myself wondering if Frank knew this little fact.

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

“Oh, that sounds exciting! What game?”

“Truth or Dare!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

“Truth or dare?”

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

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

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

“Okay?” I shifted about uncomfortably.

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

I swallowed hard. “Um… okay…”

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

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

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

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

“Dare.”

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

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

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

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

“Um… Klaus?” I stuttered.”

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

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

What the actual fuck is going on right now!?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Pulling back, I turned to Klaus and grinned.

“Truth or dare?” I asked.

“Dare,” he responded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!!!”

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

“FUCK ME!”

Gently, Klaus pulled his finger out of my hole. He glanced up at me and judging from the glint in his eye, I could tell; I was in for the ride of my life.
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Ihad never felt more ready to be taken. Every part of me ached to feel Klaus’s cock inside me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck, Klaus!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!” I cried out.

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

“Klaus…you’re…going…to make…me…”

“CUM!”

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

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

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

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

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

Klaus and I turned to each other and giggled helplessly.

“Who would have thought that ABBA would have your back throughout the entire session, right?!” Anya laughed.
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I used to hate coming to work. But, ever since the hunky German intern joined us, I wake up extra early and make sure I look my god-damned best every single morning.

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

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

Hey babe,

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

Don’t be late!

Anya

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

THE END


PART TWENTY-SEVEN

TAMING JASMINE


INTRODUCTION


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

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

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

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

A night worthy for the Gods…
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Istared out of the window of the Boeing 747 scheduled to land in Cairo International Airport within the next 15 minutes.

With my jaw dropped, I took in the scenery of this historic country and it finally sunk in, I finally get to see the city I’ve been dying to visit since I was a teenage girl.

We had a neighbour that immigrated from Egypt. Even though he was much older than I was, I spent a lot of nights imagining all the things our hunky Eastern neighbour would do to me if I were just a few years older. That's when my fascination with all things Arab begun.

I glanced out of the window as we neared the airport and the plane started descending.

It was also the first time I took my eyes off from the guy seated beside me. His thick bulge shaped beautifully inside his pants, leaving my insides craving for more.

I spent the last few hours imagining that the circumcised cock that rested on his thigh, shaping around the fabric of his jeans, was in my mouth.

It wasn’t like he was hard or anything, but from the videos I’ve seen of Arabic men on Pornhub, these guys are more than blessed.

Unlike most women my age, I am not afraid to admit I watch porn. I am also not afraid to admit I touch myself, or that I have a very high sex drive.

If I’m being completely honest, I have always dreamed of one day seeing the Egyptian Pyramids in person, but another reason I’ve been dying to come here was because of my unusual obsession with Egyptian men.

With curly dark hair, I could picture running my fingers through, sharp facial features, and dark eyes that demanded power, I get wet just picturing a naked Egyptian man.

Oh, and don't even get me started on the women! I consider Arabic women to be the most beautiful women in the world. With silky black hair, beautiful dark eyes that tell a story, and sharp facial features, it’s tough to compare their beauty.

“Enjoy your stay,” the air hostess spoke in a soft, sweet voice, smiling at me as I stepped off the plane. One thing I have come to learn is that you should never believe what you hear in the media. The local news back home would rather I believe that Arabic was a crude and harsh language, when in fact, they only seem to show us the rednecks of the Arab world. Hearing the gorgeous air hostess speak in Arabic sent shivers down my spines; shivers that landed straight in between my legs.

As I stepped off the plane, I was greeted by a wave of heat that rushed over my body.

“Holy shit,” I mumbled to myself. The heat knocks you back like a tsunami. Within moments, beads of sweat formed at my hairline. Add to that all the hunky Arabic men I could feast my eyes on, and a shower of sweat droplets formed on my forehead.

A line of Uber drivers waited outside the airport. After a short trip to my hotel, I let out a sigh of relief. I shut the hotel room door closed and grinned.

Finally, I had arrived.

The first thing I did as I entered my hotel room was to switch on the aircon. Between the cravings I felt in between my legs, and the Egyptian heat, God knows I could do with some cool air.

I tossed my bags aside, and fell into the bed.

With a very vivid imagination, it’s safe to say I have a high sex drive. I suppose being 22 years of age helps as far as my drive is concerned. I'm also not afraid to explore my sex drive, and I always make sure I get what I want.

After that long flight, there was nothing I wanted more than to place my hand on my aching cunt and ease the tension that had been building since I first left the states.

The image of my neighbour's cock that pressed against his jeans entered my mind again. From the devilish smiles he gave me, I knew I could have taken him into the bathroom if I wanted to. But, I decided to be a good girl.

At least wait until you land, I told myself.

Eagerly I connected to the hotel's WIFI and searched for hot Arab porn.

It took me a few moments to find the perfect video clip, this beautiful Arabic couple ripped off each other’s clothes passionately, both eager to make each other squirm with passion.

I watched their short and very clichéd introductions. As corny as these introductions may be, I love putting a name to a face when watching porn. If I’m going to be touching myself at the idea of someone else having orgasmic sex, it’s nice to put a name to a face.

The guy, with a large, bulky build—one you would only get from hours of work put in at the gym, had a short, number 1 haircut. He introduced himself as Omar. I gasped in a deep breath of cool air as the lady removed her scarf and unveiled her face. She introduced herself as Fatima, a sweet girl next door, with an eager sex drive.

Even under her well-covered body, I could tell that Omar would have a hard time fighting off his desire with Fatima. She had thick lips that would drive Angelina Jolie jealous, and once she lifted all her items of clothing, she revealed a killer body with banging tits and a small, tight little pussy.

As much as the scene turned me on, I couldn’t help but feel a little jealous. I knew that within the next few moments, Fatima would get to experience Omar’s thick Arab cock pushing deep against her insides.

Letting out a soft sigh, my skin tingled as I rubbed my hand under my top, roaming freely against my sensitive torso. My feelings of lust grew in between my legs as I continued rubbing my soft hands against my sensitive skin, and it became more and more difficult for me to control the urge to lower my hand and find my release.

I watched as Fatima eagerly pulled down Omar’s pants. Omar’s cock stared at her hungrily in the face and with an eagerness in her eyes, she pulled his cock towards her mouth before she closed her eyes and took his head in her mouth.

The pace of my breathing picked up as I continued to work my hands up my bare skin as I lifted my shirt, pulling it over my head.

With my t-shirt flung to one side, I cupped my throbbing cunt through my pants and a wave of calm flooded over me. Every fibre in my body quivered with desire.

As I continued watching the scene unfold on my iPhone and both Omar and Fatima’s level of desperation grew to an all-time high, I gently slipped my pants lower, along with my lacy panties.

If there is one thing I believe in, it’s the power of underwear. I always make sure I wear the best sets of panties—the sexier, the better. You just never know who you might meet or when you’d get lucky!

The cool breeze of the aircon blowing against the juices of my wet pussy sent tingles of pleasure down my spine.

As my fingers found my folds, I didn't need any lube. With juices oozing from my cunt, I had plenty of natural lubricant—lubricant which had built up since the beginning of my flight from the United States.

I licked on my palm and let out a soft moan as I tasted my pussy fluids on my hand before lowering my hand on my aching cunt once more. My toes curled, squeezing tightly together as I found my entrance. With my tight hole, I rubbed on my clit with just enough pressure to make me moan out softly.

The juices on my pussy allowed my fingers to glide, but the pressure of my hand drove me insane.

I watched as Omar pushed Fatima back on the bed and lifted her legs, carefully wrapping her legs around his waist as he held his rock-hard cock in his hand and directed it at her aching hole.

Beads of passionate sweat formed at my forehead as I worked my finger deep inside my cunt and placed even more pressure on my clit. Anxiously, I watched on, waiting for the expression on Fatima’s face as that thick cock would finally penetrate her tight little entrance.

Grinding on her teeth, moans of passion escaped Fatima’s parted lips as Omar slowly penetrated her tightness, taking in every inch of his co-star’s cunt. Her lips parted slightly with the ecstasy of having her hole spread, and I watched as her eyes rolled back once his dick was submerged entirely inside her.

The pace at which I touched myself had increased, and I placed more pressure on my aching cunt than ever before.

Omar’s ass clenched as he continued thrusting his cock in and out of Fatima’s wet little pussy. I imagined that was my cunt being stretched, used and abused as I rubbed harder yet on my cunt. My breathing grew erratic as I started losing all control over my body.

“Oh, fuck!”

“Fuuuuuuck!” I moaned softly as my legs stiffened and my pussy exploded under my touch. My body writhed violently on my bed as my skin tingled and my cunt grew more sensitive.

“Oooooooh!” I cried out, and a wave of pleasurable calm flooded over me.

I leaned back with my hand still cupped over my cunt; plastered with my juices.

I laid back, panting desperately as I tried to regain my breath.

I knew at that point;

I was ready to fulfil my Arabian fantasy—no matter what the cost!
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“My name is Noor, and I will be your tour guide.”

Noor shifted his glance over at a beautiful woman seated to the right of him. “And this,” he said as she lifted herself to her feet and turned to face the group of tourist in front of them, “is my beautiful wife, Jasmine.”

I stared at our tour guide and his stunning wife standing at the head of the bus, two seats in front of me and I felt my insides begin to melt.

If this tour ends up being shit, at least I can say I had something irresistible to look at!

According to Noor, the tours usually have a lot more people, but this was one of the more quiet times of the year. Something else he said that really caught my attention was when he said how they were both here to make sure we live out every dream we’ve ever had in their beautiful country.

Oh, Noor, if only you knew!

The pyramids, despite looking a bit more disappointing than I had imagined was still a breath-taking image.

After a brief tour of the pyramids, Noor instructed the driver to stop over at a nearby convenience store for refreshments.

I couldn’t take my eyes off from Noor during the entire trip.

He fulfilled every Arabic fantasy I have ever held. He was tall, with powerful dark eyes and large, strong hands that drove my insides wild.

Whenever he caught me staring at him, a little harder than I was meant to, I watched as deep dimples formed, and he smiled back at me.

As I stepped off the bus, his deep Egyptian voice sent shivers down my spine.

“Cassandra?”

I slowly turned around to find the Egyptian God smiling a broad grin. I blinked rapidly as I opened my mouth to speak.

“Noor?” I teased. “Please, call me Cass.”

Noor, the hunky tour guide walked down the steps of the bus and walked beside me. “How do you like the tour so far?”

I scanned my eyes down his body. “Oh, it’s everything I’ve ever dreamed about.”

He gave me a coy smile.

“In fact, it’s better than anything I could ever have imagined! Like… I don’t want it to end!”

Shivers ran down my spine as he placed his hand on my shoulder. “I’m happy to hear that. If there is anything I can do to make it even more magical, just let me know, okay?”

I watched on as Noor walked off and introduced himself to the remaining tourists. Since I can remember, I have had this problem where I mistake people’s friendliness for them wanting to get in my pants. I glanced over at his stunning wife and reminded myself that this one was off-limits.

Married men; that is one thing I will never do. Despite having a high sex drive, I refused to get with men that were ready to cheat on their wives.

I glanced over at Jasmine and smiled. Even though they were both hands-off, that did not mean I couldn’t imagine how steamy and heated their ‘alone time’ would be.

With the final few minutes remaining of our short break, I stood outside the bus and reached for my digital camera. I browsed through all the pics I’ve taken of our tour thus far and paused once I reached a pic I snuck in of Noor.

I stared at him with lust filled eyes. Ever since he placed his hand on my shoulder, I have ached for more of his touch.

“Oh shit!” I jumped at the sensation of a soft, delicate hand on my shoulder.

I turned around to find Jasmine smiling over my shoulders at my digital camera. Quickly covering the screen of my camera with my hand, I turned around to face her.

Fuck. This could not get any more embarrassing.

Did she honestly just catch me in the act of acting like a creepy stalker?

I tried to play it cool, acting as if it was completely normal to be staring at the hunky image of another woman’s husband; deep down praying she hadn’t noticed.

“Um, hey!”

She grinned at me. This wasn’t any ordinary grin though, it was a devious grin filled with intent. Her dark eyes shaped seductively as she looked back at me.

“So, you’re staying at the Royal Park Hotel?”

I paused to examine Jasmine’s face and my posture perked up. “How…How do you know that?”

“As Noor said, we like to give my clients the best experience possible. For us to do that, it's helpful to know as much as possible about them.”

“Oh,” I said plainly.

Jasmine turned her head, almost as if to make sure no one else could hear us. “Listen. I don’t usually do this, but if you’re interested, I could offer you a private tour later tonight?”

“A—A private tour?”

“Yeah. Well…. We could offer you a private tour,” she said as she turned to face her husband. “And don’t worry, it’s free of charge.”

“Sounds cool. What…Err…What happens in these private tours.”

I watched on hungrily as Jasmine sucked on her lower lip. At this point, she could tell she got my full attention. I simply had to know more.

I swallowed hard as she brought her lips in closer to mine until I could feel the heat of her breath on my lips. “I plan to show you everything Cairo has to offer.” She dropped her voice, reduced to a whisper almost, as she growled her dirty promises.

My lips trembled at the sound of her sweet voice. If I were to extend my head forward by just a few inches, my lips would have connected with hers.

That’s when it finally hit.

Jasmine, my hunky tour guide's wife, was freaking flirting with me!

I took in a sharp gasp of air as I felt her pull my hand into hers. With her gaze focusing firmly on mine, she placed a piece of paper in my palm and closed my hand into a fist, before she walked off.

In our brief moment of passion, I forgot we were out in public and that anyone could have been watching us. But, none of that mattered. Everything I had always dreamed about was finally about to come to life.

Except, in a country like Egypt, two women being that close to each other was not seen as socially appropriate.

I have always had a rule of not sleeping with married men. But, now that I’m faced with a horny married woman, I’m not sure if I would be able to exercise as much control.

What made this whole encounter even more odd was that she said Noor would be joining us as well.

I shook my head as I made my way back to the bus. Perhaps this was all just a figment of my imagination. It certainly wouldn’t be the first time I had imagined some crazy shit like this.

As I walked back onto the bus, my hand still holding on tight to the piece of paper, I snuck one final glance at Noor and then Jasmine, before resuming my seat.

Only once the tour was underway again, and I was confident no one was watching, I unfolded the piece of paper and read her note, written in handwriting that was barely legible.

Hello beautiful!

Meet me downstairs in your hotel Lobby at 7pm sharp.

N and J.

My heart raced as I crumbled up the piece of paper again. Looking up at Noor, that deep dimpled smile caught me again, and he snuck in a discreet wink, before resuming his tour. I’m assuming they signed their names as ‘N and J' in case the note was to land up in the wrong person’s hands.

But, this also confirmed I was not crazy and that ‘N’ was in on it as well!
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I scanned over at my luggage bag, wondering what I was supposed to wear.

I bought a white Hijab with a stunning Swarovski and silver finishing, the moment I landed at the airport. I figured I would use it if I met anyone exciting and went out one night.

Having the hunky Arab God and his stunning Goddess ask me out on a date, should qualify as special occasion?

After spending the last hour trying to figure out how to ensemble my costume, I glanced over at the screen of my iPhone and saw it was almost time to meet Noor and Jasmine in the lobby.

I don’t think I have ever been more nervous than the moment I walked down the stairs and found Jasmine waiting for me.

We casually shook hands as she greeted me. In a country as conservative as Egypt, anything more than a handshake between ladies may not be okay. Besides, I had no idea what she was planning; the last thing I’d want is to embarrass myself and lean in for a kiss only to be rejected.

“Where are you taking me to?” I asked, following her out of the lobby.

“I told you,” Jasmine said in that sweet voice of hers. “I’m giving you a proper Egyptian experience tonight.”

We walked towards the couple’s car, and my jaw dropped as I saw the lights on their Jaguar XJ light up.

“Is…Um, is that yours?”

Noor smiled at me from the driver’s seat. Without a doubt, that smile responded to the question that lingered in the back of my mind. How on earth could tour guides afford such a lavish car?!

“Yeah, it’s ours,” he answered casually.

I soon discovered that Noor and Jasmine were actually the owners of the tour company, and every once in a while, when something special caught their attention, they personally took over the tour.

As we walked into Saraya Gallery, a French restaurant with an Eastern flair, I was surprised to find Jasmine finding a seat right next to me and Noor opposite me. Jasmine took an instant liking to me, and she was not scared to show it, despite her country's conservative laws.

It didn’t take long for shivers to roll down my thigh as she placed her soft fingers on my legs and gently squeezed her fingers into my muscles.

Her touch filled me with goosebumps and left me craving for more.

Swallowing hard and after making sure no one could see the look of desire stamped on my face, I slowly turned to Noor.

“How did you know?”

Noor bit on his lower lip as he grinned. “Know what?”

“That…. Firstly, my name, and secondly, that I was staying at the Royal Park Hotel?”

Jasmine released the pressure on my thigh, causing my pussy to clamp tight with desperation. She leaned back into her seat and grabbed a sip of her Coke as she allowed Noor to continue speaking.

“Remember how you had to send us a picture of yourself, some personal details, as well as your living arrangements during your time in Egypt before booking the tour?”

I stared at him curiously. “Yeah?”

“Yeah, so when my wife saw your picture, we both knew we simply had to know more of you.”

“Oh, my God!” I gasped.

“I’m sorry if this seems weird,” Jasmine spoke. “And if it is, we would understand if you would like a full refun⁠—”

“No,” I cut her off, sounding a little more enthusiastic than I wanted to let out. “I don’t mind at all. In fact, I’m quite flattered.”

Noor’s hand crawled up my thigh from the front. I watched as he pretended to pick up something from under the table as he rolled his fingers higher, inches away from my aching cunt.

His touch filled me with a sensation I had never felt before. Up until now, it had always been a dream to be touched by a hunky Middle Eastern man. Now that I have finally had Noor's firm hands run up my thigh, this was better than I could ever have imagined.

Noor told me how her wife couldn’t resist beautiful women like myself. Especially when they have silky long, blonde hair and perky breasts like I do.

That’s when it dawned on me. I was invited out for supper to tame Jasmine!

“Thanks for supper,” I mumbled as we walked out of the restaurant towards their car. “Um, I had a good night.”

Noor stopped walking in front of me and slowly turned to face me. “What makes you think this is the end of our time together?”

I felt heat begin to form in my cheeks. “Err…there’s more?”

His dimples deepened once again as he smiled at me and he walked over to the car.

I looked over at Jasmine, and she had an even broader grin on her face. She was not about to let this evening end; at least not until she felt satisfied.

Most people would think I’m absolutely crazy for getting in a car with complete strangers in a foreign country, but there was something about Noor and Jasmine that lured me in—something about them that made me want to know more!

“We’re going for a picnic,” Noor said casually once we left the restaurant.

I pulled my eyebrows together and looked out at the darkness in the sky. This man is not serious. “Um, I’m sorry, not sure if this is how stuff works this side, but have you seen the time?”

Jasmine glanced over at me and rubbed on her chin as she grinned. “That’s what makes it so exciting!”
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As we drove up into Al Azhar Park, my breath was taken away.

A stunning backdrop of the city greeted us as we walked through the luscious greens and perfectly manicured gardens. Walking behind the Arabic couple, I felt like Middle Eastern royalty as I took in the crisp, clean air. With soothing water fountains bringing a cool to the hot Egyptian night, this was simply magical.

The wind blew the fabric of Noor’s Kurta, and I stared admiringly at the firm shape his ass formed around the shiny gold fabric.

I stared at Noor’s firm ass as I walked behind him and a huge grin formed on my face. This was better than any magical evening I could ever have imagined.

Jasmine’s curvaceous body shaped effortlessly as the wind blew against her dress. I could tell she was not very religious as that dress left very little to the imagination.

Surprisingly, the park was open, even at 9pm. Once we reached a quiet spot, Noor pulled out the comforter he brought with us, pulling it out of the picnic basket.

I scanned the area in search of people, but it seemed we were the only ones around. And with no idea of what to expect, my heart pounded inside my chest as I watched the beautiful couple prepare for a picnic at this late hour.

I watched on eagerly as Noor laid the blanket next to a large tree. Sounds of a nearby fountain setting the mood for what was to be a night to remember.

Once he was done, the couple found a seat next to each other and suggestively patted on the empty space beside them.

Reluctantly, I folded my legs and found a seat in between Jasmine and Noor.

“You know,” Noor started. “I don’t usually do this.”

“Do what?”

“Invite a random stranger over for a midnight picnic.”

“Okay,” I giggled. “Then why start with me.”

Noor leaned in closer and sent shivers down my spine with his touch on my face. His large, strong hands grabbed hold of my face, and he leaned in closer. “Because,” he said, “from the moment Jasmine laid eyes on you when you sent that picture, she simply knew she would never forgive herself if she let you leave this country without getting to spend some time with you.”

Noor seductively rolled his eyes down my body. “And I must say, I agree with her!”

I turned my head to scan the area and to make sure no one was watching us, but Jasmine pulled my head to face her. “Relax, we are all alone!”

My heart raced at a million miles per hour as she leaned in closer. She pulled in close enough for me to feel the heat of her breath on my lips.

“What are you⁠—”

Before I could complete my sentence, Jasmine’s lips met with mine. Her sweet, full lips pecked on mine softly at first, and once she lost all control she grabbed me by the back of my head and pulled me in closer to her.

My body trembled under her touch as she extended her tongue forward and her tongue slithered inside my mouth.

I closed my eyes and welcomed her tongue inside me. As she continued swirling her tongue inside my mouth in a fit of passion, I cared less about who was potentially watching us and focused more on the ecstasy of the moment I had found myself in.

As she kissed me, she let out sweet, passionate moans inside my mouth—moans that left a promise. A promise to have me begging for more.

While Jasmine continued kissing me, my body jerked as I felt Noor’s firm, dominating hands take over my body. He lowered his hands from the back of my head down my dress. Leaving a trail of pleasure as his hands continued to work down my back.

Finally, Jasmine pulled away from me and stared at me passionately.

We both felt it.

We both wanted it.

We both needed it.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped as Jasmine leapt on top of me and flung her legs over my body until she rested her body on mine.

I laid on my back and stared at Jasmine, the beautiful Mid-Eastern Goddess, desperately. A wave of emotion flooded over me as I watched Jasmine take control of the situation. Fear, excitement and lust all at once.

Slowly, Jasmine worked her body lower, brushing against my wet pussy as she rubbed against the slick fabric of my Hijab. Jasmine shot me a devious grin at the sensation of my soaking cunt against her hand. My juices seeped through the fabric of my dress—a testament to how badly I wanted to experience my ‘Authentic Egyptian experience’ with the couple.

While Jasmine pressed on my cunt, Noor ran his hands down my body until he reached the bottom of my dress.

He was surprisingly gentle as he lifted on my Hijab and slowly pulled it up until my pussy stared at the couple in their face.

When getting dressed earlier that night, I considered whether I should wear any underwear or not.

Now I know I said I believe you should always wear the best underwear at all times, but, judging from the look Jasmine gave me when she pushed me against the bus, I decided I wanted as little obstacles as possible—in case anything were to happen between us.

“Oh—oh—OH!” I squirmed with the touch of his strong hands against my skin. His thick fingers massaged the muscle on my soft, silky legs as his hands slowly worked his way up to where it ached most.

Noor pulled my Hijab up to my midsection so that my wet pussy was on display and at the sexy couple’s mercy.

I took in a sharp breath as I watched Jasmine lean forward and begin running the tips of her soft fingers against my skin.

Noor’s tongue snaked up my thighs, fast approaching my aching pussy as he continued his blissful massages that filled me with desire.

If they continued at this rate, I felt as though I was going to squirt all over them.

Once Jasmine and Noor reached my cunt, the heat of their breaths transferred onto my wet fanny. They paused, hovering over my cunt as they stared at each other passionately.

Just as I thought they were about to both sink their teeth into my cunt, they grabbed each other by the back of their heads and kissed passionately.

The touch of Noor’s stubble that brushed against my cunt as they kissed over my pussy caused me to squirm out loud with pleasure.

Jasmine placed her soft hand over my cunt as she slowly pulled away from Noor and stared at my pussy with an eager look in her eyes. She lowered her head and extended her tongue as she sucked up the juices on my cunt. Swirling her tongue in between my folds, she sucked up as much of my excitement as she could take in, before lowering her head further down my aching pussy.

Right now, nothing else mattered except for Noor and Jasmine having their way with me. They could do anything to me in this moment, and I would let them.

Expertly, Jasmine extended her tongue and slipped her tongue inside my entrance. She dragged her tongue up my slit as she filled me with all new levels of desire.

Noor let out deep, masculine growls of approval as he watched his wife take complete control over me. I could sense he was becoming more impatient by the second. He was desperately waiting for his turn.

Despite his manly growls and his tightening grip on my legs, I could tell that he wanted nothing less than for me to enjoy every second of the experience.

Jasmine lifted her head, and with a satisfied look on her face, she glanced over at her husband, and slowly pulled away.

“Jesus!” I cried out as Noor’s animalistic instinct kicked in, and he flung my thighs over his shoulder. With my legs in the air, and resting on his shoulder, he slowly worked his way down my cunt.

From the corner of my eye, I watched as he licked on his finger before gently rubbing against my entrance. I stared intently at his thick fingers and knew that in the next few moments, I was going to experience what it felt like to be stretched by an Arabic man’s thick fingers.

“Fuck,” I cried out at the pressure he placed at my entrance. I had never wanted anything more in my life, I felt like grabbing hold of his hand and directing it at my aching hole.

As his finger, lubricated by my juices and his saliva, rolled down towards my hole, the ache inside me grew. I shut my eyes tight and ground on my teeth as he prepared to spread my tight little hole open with his finger.

When it arrived, I let out a sigh of relief. Painful tension turned into blissful ecstasy as he stretched me open and gently stuck his thick finger deeper inside me. Even with his thick finger spreading me open, I knew this was nothing compared to what was yet to come.

I laid back, with my legs resting over his shoulder as he worked his finger in and out of my tight, aching hole.

Once his finger reached the depths of my pussy, he curled the tip of his index finger against my G-spot, filling me with an all new level of desperation.

This felt surreal.

Everything I had always fantasised, spending countless hours watching on porn sites, was finally coming to life.

After panting desperately as he pressed his finger inside me, he slowly pulled out, and my hole clenched tight at his exit.

Noor pulled my legs off from his shoulders, and I watched as he grabbed on my Hijab and leaned in on me as he pulled my dress over my head. He wanted me completely naked, aching to see every inch of my skin.

With my dress pulled over my head, he grabbed on his own Kurta and pulled it over his head.

I bit on my lower lip as I admired his chiselled chest and defined abs. But what really caught my attention was his fat, protruding prick.

I gasped at the first glance I caught of his cut cock. Up until now, the image of his dick had only been in my mind. Staring at the thick veins that shone in the moonlight, I suspect he kept the best for last deliberately.

He must have assumed that if I were to see his massive prick from the get-go that I may not have gone through with this. Little does he know, this was everything I had ever dreamed about—and a large cut Arab cock was part of that fantasy.

In fact, this was more than I could ever have hoped for. Even in my wildest dreams, I never imagined a hot Arab hunk’s wife to be joining in on the fun!

Noor crawled up my body and aimed his prick at my mouth. Grabbing his shaft in my hand, I eagerly lifted my head and opened my mouth, desperate for the taste of his manhood on my tongue.

I had been with a few guys before, mostly white guys, but even the largest cock I’ve seen on a white guy could not compete with Noor’s tool.

His cock felt strong and firm in my hand and was easily 10 inches long. He struggled to hide his excitement as well as his cum oozed out of his smooth head. This was perhaps the most beautiful cock I had ever seen.

His clean salty semen brushed against my taste buds as I took his prick in my mouth.

“Oh! Yes, baby!” Noor growled as I took in every inch of his tool. By the third inch I took inside my mouth, stretching my lips like I've never been stretched before, Noor lost all sense of self-control, and he grabbed on my head, directing his prick deeper in and out of me.

Jasmine continued rubbing her thumb against my throbbing clit as Noor fucked my mouth.

“Fuck!” He groaned as I gently started squeezing on his testicles, and he continued pumping in and out of me.

I felt his cock pulsating against my tongue and with desperation in his eyes, he quickly jerked back, pulling his cock out of my mouth.

I could tell it took all the self-control he had in him to stop the feelings of pleasure I transferred onto his prick. Even with my wicked tongue filling him with lust and desire, Noor had a better place to shoot his seed.


4


Noor climbed down on me, and I knew that within the next few seconds, he was going to spread my tight little hole like I've never been spread before. And judging from the intense look of passion he shot at me as he climbed down my body, I could tell that searching for a condom was the last thing on his mind.

He was planning on shooting his seed deep inside my hole, coating my walls with his hot, creamy cum, and I wanted nothing more.

Grabbing on my legs, he flung them over his muscular shoulders.

“Oh,” I moaned as he pulled me by the legs; pulling my aching hole closer into him.

Noor slapped his prick at my entrance. “Oh, fuck!”

Despite the dim light of the stars and the moon, we were in total darkness. The lights that lit up the park were switched off by this time. The only senses I had to enjoy this experience was my sense of smell and touch.

Try as I might, there was no escaping now. At this point, I knew that my hole was on display and was entirely at his mercy.

My entire body shuddered as I felt Noor’s thick cock pressing against my hole. His raw cockhead spread my tight hole open as he pressed into me.

Surprisingly, even with his possessive nature, Noor had a way of making me feel relaxed. While Noor had his way with me, Jasmine eased my body with her soft, sensitive touch on my legs. Noor ran his hands across my torso until he held my tits firmly in his hands.

His touch was powerful as it was assuring, and I eased the tension on my entrance, allowing his girth to slide into me. He entered me slowly, allowing me to take in every inch before thrusting in another.

As Noor filled my hole inch by inch, I felt his hands brushing against my tensed-up torso.

I only let out a breath of relief once Noor was balls deep inside me. With his entire manhood filling me, Noor pulled out and slid his cock back inside me, this time thrusting harder than the first.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard!” Noor growled as he grabbed harder onto my thighs and slammed back inside me.

“Oh, yes! Fuck me,” I begged as Noor pushed against my quivering walls in a firm, steady rhythm.

Each thrust pushed against my aching flesh, bringing me closer to orgasm.

As Noor increased the pace, my body shuddered under his touch.

I heard Noor’s breath quickening as he started ramming harder in and out of me.

Sounds of his balls slapping against my ass echoed in the park, but at this point, none of us could be bothered by who was around. We both desperately needed to find our release and that’s all that mattered.

My body started squirming uncontrollably. The sensation of Noor’s thick cock pounding against my walls was becoming too much.

I glanced over at Jasmine, and in the corner of my eye, I watched as she laid next to me and rubbed furiously on her cunt at the sight of her man fucking me.

Noor kept pounding relentlessly at my cunt as he continued to bring me closer to orgasm with every thrust. Harder, harder, deeper and deeper.

With every slam inside me, the sounds of my moaning grew louder.

I could hear Noor’s breathing become sharp and erratic, and his cock swelled inside me. At this point, I knew he was not going to last much longer.

“Oh!” Jasmine moaned out loud in a fit of passion, and her body started shaking violently.

The sight of her man filling me with intense pleasure was becoming too much for her, and she crashed over her orgasm as her legs locked in between mine, and she panted out desperate sighs of orgasmic relief under her touch.

Watching Jasmine lose all sense of control was enough to drive me over the edge.

I writhed about violently, and Noor continued running his powerful fingers on my tits, taking my nipples in between his fingers as he growled.

“Cum for me, baby!” He breathed.

It felt like something was taking over me, something powerful. Something beyond my control.

“Aaaah fuck!” I moaned desperately as I felt a wave of ecstasy flood over me and run throughout my body. My entrance tightened around his thick cock as it happened.

The sight of me losing all control under his touch drove Noor insane who slammed harder, in and out of me, than ever before; pressing against my sensitive cunt with his every thrust.

Years of built-up pressure released and exploded out of me as I squirted my first jet of desire out of my pussy. My entire body started shaking violently as I found my release.

“Oh yes, feel that thick cock inside you!” Noor groaned.

Noor started pounding relentlessly inside me as he pressed against my insides, ensuring the last ounce of pressure was released from my sensitive cunt.

“Fuck, Cass! I’m coming,” Noor breathed.

I felt the grip of his hand tighten on my thighs as his heavy balls slapped against me. His cock swelled inside me, and his body stiffened up. I tightened the muscles around my entrance to give him the ultimate sense of satisfaction.

And then it came.

Noor let out a loud growl, chanting desperate words in Arabic as I watched the beads of sweat, that formed on his forehead, drip and fall down on my body.

His body shook violently, and an explosion erupted inside me.

Noor coated my walls with his warm cum with five violent thrusts until the last drop of cum was milked out of his cock. As I laid back, panting heavily, Noor collapsed on me.

With Noor’s naked body on top of me and his cock still resting inside my semen-coated entrance, we laid back, desperately gasping for air.

With the Egyptian God resting on my body, I ran my fingers through his curly hair and smiled. This was better than I could ever⁠—

“Hey!”

I jerked as Jasmine’s unexpected voice caught me by surprise. Turning my head to face her, I watched her sitting beside me, sporting an naughty grin on her face.

“Oh fuck!” I mumbled under my breath and playfully desperately against Noor.

From the picnic basket, Jasmine pulled out a strap on dick.

With large, fear-filled eyes, I watched as Noor slowly rolled over me and let out a coy grin.

“Um, what is that?” I asked nervously.

“That is how Jasmine gets her way?” Noor smiled.

I stared at him suspiciously and glanced back over at his sexy wife.

My heart pounded as I watched Jasmine closing in on me, with that strap on held firmly in her hand.

“Now, Cassandra, I’m going to claim that beautiful pussy of yours as my own. I’m going to make sure that sensitive cunt of yours squirms with more pleasure than you have ever felt.”

Noor smiled over at me, still gasping for air. “If you think I’m wild, Jasmine is a monster in bed!”

THE END


PART TWENTY-EIGHT

SEXY STARDOM


INTRODUCTION


I have fantasized over Ashley Star ever since I was a little girl. And now, I get to look her in the eye as I prepare for the biggest audition of my life.

From the corner of my eye, Kieran Star, Ashley’s oh-so-hunky husband gave me a big thumbs up.

With a successful audition, it would seem like I have everything on my side, except for one major problem—the nation’s prickhead, Randal already had his eyes set on someone else.

But I could never have anticipated what would happen when Ashley extended a personal invitation to brainstorm how to win Randal’s heart. Just the three of us.

Myself, Ashley, and her hunky husband…
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My heart beats violently inside my chest as I make my way on stage. Loud chatter drowns out the negative voices in my head. In a dome filled with ten thousand people, there are only three voices that matter.

Her magma-red hair flowed over her shoulders, the color bringing light to her sweet honey lips. Fuck, she is even more beautiful in person.

Ashley Star has been my all-time hero since I was a teen. A singer, model and actress, there is very little she can’t do. I have been preparing for this moment my entire life, but suddenly, the sight of her drives my knees weak and I feel as though I cannot go through with it.

Seated on either side of Ashley is the highly overrated rapper, Nikki J and the nations glorified prick, Randal Beam.

I swallowed hard as I extended my lips and walked towards the center of the stage, my eyes fixed on Ashley.

Now is not the fucking time to get stage fright, I quickly remind myself. As Ashley’s glare catches mine and we stared deeply into each other’s eyes, somehow, I felt at ease. Most people in the auditorium probably took little notice of my prolonged look into her sultry black eyes. But, I doubt anyone even paid attention. Right now, I am no-one.

Hopefully, all of that will change.

Ashley's husband, celebrity actor, Kieran Star is the host of the talent show. The irony of it all is that Ashley got her surname from her husband, but really, she made him the Star he is today. Fuck, I would give her my left tit if she could make me a star.

Grabbing a quick glance to my left, I found Kieran Star giving me a big thumbs-up as the crowd died down.

This all feels surreal, I am mere meters away from the most sensational Hollywood couple.

“Ms. Jenna Moonshine?” Randal fixed his glasses to get a better view of the notepad in front of him.

Yes, asshole, that’s my surname!

“Hi Randal!”

“Tell me, why are you here?”

Heat grew in my cheeks as I quickly shifted my glance back to Ashley. “I am here, because I believe I have what it takes to be America’s next singing sensation. Also, I have been pract⁠—”

“That’s enough.” Randal cut me off. “What will you be singing today?”

“Um… I…” I stuttered as if I was asked to give insight in the damaged ozone layer.

“It’s okay sweetheart, take your time! There is no need to be shy.” Ashley glared at Randal with a look of death.

I exhaled deeply and opened my eyes to find Randal hiding his face in his hands.

Fuck this guy!

“Thank you Ashley. I'm going to sing Feelin good by Nina Simone.”

“Ooh, Dang girl. Ain’t nobody can just sing Feelin’ good.” Nikki J said. My eyes widened with shock.

Nikki J scares the shit out of me.

“Right, Jenna. Let's see what you’ve got?” Ashley gave me a warm and encouraging smile as she cues the light.

Feigning a smile, the light around me dimmed down and a floodlight highlighted my terrified existence.

My heart raced heavily inside my chest. This is the moment I had worked so hard towards.

It's now or never, I think to myself as I take in one final sharp breath and the piano sounded my backing track.

I opened my eyes and faced the crowd.

“Birds flying high. You know how I feel,”

The auditorium comes alive.

Thousands of excited voices scream in front of me.

“River running free. You know how I feel!”

I watched as a few people stand to their feet. This felt so right.

As more people stood, I pulled the mic off the stand and started walking to my right, singing directly at the crowd.

“Yeah girl! Killin’ em!” I heard Nikki in the far distance.

Returning back to the center of the stage, my gaze was fixed on Ashley. The upturn of the corners of her mouth and the crinkle in her eyes told me I was doing it right.

“Freedom is mine! You know how I feel!”

With my eyes firmly remained on Ashley, I crept down the stairs, towards the judge’s panel. The shy girl from 2 minutes ago was no more. She was possessed by a sassy confident 24-year-old, swaying her hips seductively before slipping in a wink at Ashley and returning to the stage.

“And I’m feeling… gooooooood!”

With my final note, the light on the stage died down for a second or two. When I looked up, I took in the image of thousands of people, all on their feet. Some people clapped furiously, while others cheered.

After quieting down the crowd with his hand, Randal was the first to speak. “Look, I really want to like you.”

His words were followed by an uproar from a crowd who clearly disagreed.

“Oh, shut up!” Randal barked. “Like I was saying, I really want to like you and I think you can sing, but you seemed far too distracted. So, from me, it’s a no.”

“Naa boo-boo. Randal hasn’t been laid in a few years, so ignore him.” I can’t help but giggle as Nikki J looks at Randal up and down.

“I loved it! You killed it babes!”

“Thank you, Nikki,” I said softly. My heart raced with anticipation as I slowly looked over at Ashley.

“I'm sorry, but I will have to disagree with Randal on this one. I think you were perfect!” Ashley interrupts. “In every way...” She adds.

Did I just hear my all-time hero tell me I was perfect in every way?

As I stared at Ashley longingly, it felt as if we were connected by an electric force. A force that took my breath away and made my knees grow weak at the same time.

Goosebumps spread across my arms and I held onto my skipping heart as I watched Ashley walk towards the middle of the judge's table.

“In fact, it was so perfect, that I have no other option but to press on this,” Ashley said and bashed on the golden buzzer in the center of the table.

The heavens open with sparkles of golden confetti landing on my head. Loud music fills the arena as lights beam up all around me, bringing light to my widened eyes.

I have gone straight to the semi-finals!

My tiny shaking hands fitted into Kieran’s big hands, he congratulated me one last time, before I made my way out off of the stage. Clapping and loud cheers echo in my head as I gripped tightly onto my flight ticket to Vegas.

“Jenna! Wait up!”

This is not happening right now!

I turned around and saw Ashley hurrying towards me. Her luscious red hair bounced on her generously sized tits with every leap she took.

I stood frozen, searching for something to say as she drew nearer.

“Oh, my God! Ashley... It's... It's an honor to be standing in front of you!” I mumbled nervously.

Catching her breath, Ashley smiled in response.

Watching her gasp for air reminded me of the steamy scene she had with William Levy in her latest movie, Sandwich. Come to think of it, she really got into it. I wonder what her Kieran Star had to say about the scene.

“Err...what I meant to say is thank you for taking a chance on me.”

I blushed uncontrollably like a high school kid confronting her crush for the first time, but this is no ordinary blush. This is much more than that.

This feeling fills my cheeks with heat that travels throughout my body and reaches between my legs.

“Sorry, I'm just at a loss for words. I still cannot believe you're standing in front of me!” I shook my head in disbelief and opened my eyes wide to make sure my brain was not playing tricks on me. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Ashley laughed. “I would not have wasted my golden buzzer if I didn’t believe you could win this thing.”

Ashley turned to look behind her back, before leaning forward. “It's only a pleasure. But listen, that is not why I came looking for you…”

I swallowed helplessly. “You… You taking back the buzzer?”

“No, silly!” she laughed. Brushing her hair behind her ears, she leaned in closer.

“Okay, let me get to the point.” Her smooth face was so close to mine that I could feel her skin radiate heat on mine.

“Let’s take a quick walk, shall we?”

“O…Okay, yeah sure.”

As we walked towards Ashley’s dresser room, she ran her fingers through my hair. “Not just talent, but the looks to match.”

Ashley held the door open and I took this as my cue to enter.

“So, err… Why are we here?” I laughed, standing in the surprisingly plain looking dressing room.

Ashley sat on the only chair in the room and folded her legs, sliding her dress up to the thighs. I swallowed hard as I caught a glimpse of her bare skin.

“I like you. In fact, I like you so much, I believe you have what it takes to make it all the way in this competition.”

“Wow! Thank y⁠—”

“Not just this competition, but the industry as a whole.”

I’m not sure if my eyes played a trick on me, but I could have sworn I saw her licking her pouted lips.

My cheeks turned a shade of crimson. “Thank you!”

Ashley stared at me with narrowed eyes and a smirk smile on her face, before looking to her side. “Don’t thank me just yet. We have one problem. One major problem.”

“Oh?” My voice sank. “What is the problem?” I felt like my heart was ripped out of my chest and fed the dogs.

Ashley patted on her dressing table. “Have a seat.”

Nervously, I obeyed and rested against her dressing room table, mere inches away from Ashley.

“Um, so what is the problem?”

“Randal already has his favorite and as I'm sure you know, he pretty much owns the show.”

Standing wide-eyed and frozen against her table, my breathing grows rapid as I wait for her to continue.

“With that said, I'm sure you can imagine that his say counts for a lot?”

Ashley paused, staring deeply into my eyes, before continuing. “Her name is Jasmine, and she is a very talented singer from the Philippines.” Ashley's strong gaze remain fixed on mine.

These damn singers from the Philippines really do sing well.

“You really have beautiful eyes!”

“Excuse me?” I asked, staring back at her with crinkled brows.

Ashley moved in closer to me, her feet pointed inwards and her fierce eyes staring deeply into mine. I get to experience that seductive smile, she usually uses when posing in front of the camera for paparazzi. I get to experience it first-hand.

Just as I thought Ashley was about to lean in closer, she pulled away and reached for the brush on her table. “Now, I don't want you to worry about that, because I have a plan!”

“A plan?” I asked as I watched the bristles run through her shiny slick hair.

“Yeah, Kieran and Randal are major pals. With enough convincing, I think he may just be able to shift his focus from Jasmine to you.”

Ashley made her plan sound easy and effortless, but I knew it's never that simple. Nonetheless, her smile comforts me.

“Okay, awesome, but what do I need to⁠—”

“For the plan to work,” Ashley continued, “you will need to convince him yourself.”

Shit. I knew it sounded too good to be true. What chance do I have at convincing Kieran, a man that usually avoids hundreds of photographers at a time, to put in a good word for me!

With her hair brushed out, as if she couldn’t get more perfect, she lifted herself to her feet and pushed the door open.

“I will invite you over for supper. Let's meet up in a more casual setting in my home and I'm sure Kieran will see just as much potential in you as I do.”

My jaw dropped at the invitation.

Did Ashley Star honestly just invite me over to her home?

I need to slap myself, this all feels surreal.

I don't know how else to thank her, other than with a soft, “thanks,” as she handed me her business card with her phone number.
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“Hello!” My mom turned around, standing behind her pots, as usual.

“Hi mom!”

“And?”

With my head faced to the ground, I faked a sad look as I walked towards her. “Unfortunately…I’m going to Vegas!”

“Oh, my darling child! I am so happy for you! I am so sorry I couldn’t come today.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it! I understand.” I lied. “Mom, I am exhausted, I’m going to have a quick nap, okay?”

Clicking my room door shut, I dropped my bags and collapsed in my bed.

With my eyes shut tight, I let out a loud sigh.

Smiling from ear to ear, everything was still engrained in my mind. From the roaring crowd, to the golden buzzer moment, to meeting Ashley in person. Not to mention, a personal invitation to the Star’s mansion in Malibu. Thank God I lived in a mere 20-minute drive away from Malibu. I would have hated to miss out on the opportunity.

A smile formed on my face as I thought of the golden buzzer moment and how the crowd went wild. Ashley and her model-perfect body entered my thoughts. A part of me felt like this was, and still is, all a dream.

A grin that could not be contained formed on my lips and as I pictured Ashley and her hunky husband, the intensity of my thoughts escalated.

My shaking hands reached out for my phone. Slipping off my phone cover, I stared at Ashley’s business card in amusement.

Hi Ashley,

…

Fuck, what do I say without sounding absolutely desperate?

Blinking rapidly at my phone, I lifted myself off the bed and started pacing frantically up and down the room.

Okay, Jenna just calm the fuck⁠—

“Ouch!” I yelped, walking straight into my cupboard and stumping my toe against my drawer.

With my toe held in my hands, I hopped back to my bed.

Just send her anything.

Hi Ashley,

Just a message to remind you about supper tomorrow night. Could you confirm a time, please?

Regards,

Jenna,

Send.

Oh, God. Who says regards in a text message!

Bzzz Bzzz

My eyes darted to my phone’s screen.

Hi Jenna,

Glad you messaged. Is 7pm fine for you?

P.S. With this recent heatwave, perhaps it would be a good idea to bring your costume? Unless you don’t mind skinny dipping 

XOXO

Ashley Star

Unless I don’t mind skinny dipping? What is she playing at?

Stumbling over the pile of clean laundry spread out on the floor, I put my phone on charge and headed off back to my bed.

I have unfinished business.

Perhaps I might just forget my costume.

I imagined myself strolling around Ashley and Kieran butt naked. As consolation, Kieran and Ashley decided to join me.

Moisture drools from the edges of my lips at the image of Kieran walking bare. I bit my lower lip as I imagined his cock swaying from side to side with every step he took.

I barely got used to the idea of seeing Kieran naked, when Ashley greeted me wearing nothing but high heels. As I laid back in my bed, my eyes were shut tight and the only relief I find is through my parted lips. I tried looking at Ashley in the eye, but I couldn’t help glare at her curvaceous body and her fine trail leading to happiness.

With my head thrown back in my duck feathered pillow, my hand snaked across my torso and down my belly, resting on my mound under my jeans. A sense of calm filled me at the pressure of my hand.

My pussy quivered under my panties and I cupped my hand over my mound. The increase in pressure was enough to send me over the moon.

I can’t imagine Kieran would maintain that flaccid cock at the sight of his wife’s full-sized tits and beautiful pussy.

Like many other girls my age, I have drooled over pictures of Kieran Star shirtless on Google and celebrity magazines. She all stare at the happy trail of hair leading lower and picture what his cock must look like. If it is anything like my imagination, then Ashley is one very lucky woman.

With trembling hands, I lifted my panties and sunk my hand inside, pushing against my wet cunt. Breathing out a sigh of relief, I dragged my finger along my slit.

My pussy throbbed with anticipation and my breathing grew heavy. I cannot remember when last I touched myself, but I felt like a virgin—touched for the first time.

Once I got used to the feeling of my finger resting on my folds, my mind started running wild again as I pictured Ashley’s perfect bubble ass sway with every step she took towards her husband.

His hardened prick stood at eager attention as she lowered down on her knees and wrapped his shaft around her little hands.

As Kieran’s eyes rolled back, I found my entrance with my finger and slipped my finger inside me, pressing against my wet flesh. Once my finger was comfortably inside me, I inserted a second finger and dragged it along my clit. Pressing against my spot, my legs tensed up and my eye shot open as I let out a soft, “oooh.”

When I closed my eyes again, I saw Ashley wrapped around his hips, with her arms are holding onto Kieran’s shoulder and Kieran’s big hands firmly grabbing on her ass.

She rode up and down his big cock and her tits sway freely with every bounce.

I continued placing pressure on my clit as I slid my finger in and out of my wetness.

With my thumb circling on my clit and my finger pressing against my insides, this is all becoming too much.

“Fuck, Fuck, Fuck!”

Her beautiful curves wrapped perfectly around his strong body as she rode him like a rodeo, panting heavily with every thrust.

As the tension in my pussy rises, Kieran grabs her by the hips and thrusted in and out of her with a devilish speed. The sounds of Ashley moaning in my head was enough to drive me through the roof.

The rhythm with which I touch myself increased with furious speed and I squirm in my bed as the tension continues to rise, aching for its release.

Knock, Knock, Knock.

“Jenna, you’re okay?” My mom knocked on my door.

“I…”

There was no turning back now. “Fine!”

My body tensed up as beads of sweat dripped from my forehead.

“Oh, my fuck!” I cried out as softly as I could. My body jerked violently as I found my release, plastering my hand with my juices.

Exhaling deeply, I floated on my bed as I struggled to regain my breath. It has been a while since I touched myself, but judging from the fluids on my hand, it was long overdue.

“Jenna, are you okay?”

Thank God I locked that door.

“Yes mom! Um, I’m just trying to fit into an old pants.”

“Hahaha. Well, when you’re ready, supper is served, Ms. Superstar.”
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Driving up the well-lit driveway, I was scared my battery would die and I’d get lost. The drive up to the house felt longer than an airport runway. As I reached my destination, the grey stone wall loomed 4 stories tall. You know once you have arrived at the Star’s home. The floodlights surrounding the structure highlight the building.

“Hello, little one!”

I’m greeting by an overly eager Yorkie who seems to have made it his mission to misplace the flowers in their centre garden.

Even in Fall, the sun shone brightly on the Tulips and Cherry blossoms that stood tall and proud, with birds singing in the far distance.

A concrete statue of a boy pissing in a large, vintage fountain greeted me as I walked towards the door.

I let out a sigh of relief. One day, this will be mine. I can only hope to be as lucky as Ashley to have a man as sexy as Ashley to share it⁠—.

“Welcome!”

“Oh, um, I was just trying to find the door.”

A man dressed in black stood at the entrance of the Star’s home. In his hand, he held a tray with a glass of campaign.

I have never had real champagne before, so this will be a first for me.

I smiled awkwardly at the butler as he extended his hand, offering me the champagne.

Of course, there has to be more people living in this castle. I can’t imagine only two people living here.

“Thank you.” Looking at the butler downed my mood. Far from the image I had of Ashley and Kieran prancing around naked.

“Thanks Malcolm! Say, why don’t you take a break for the rest of the day. I will pick it up from here.”

Ashley stood at the door of their mansion, dressed in a sexy bikini and covered with a slick organza pull-over.

“Thank you, ma’am.” Malcolm said in his refined British accent before making his way back into the house.

“I am so glad you could make it! Welcome!”

“Holy fuck!” I yelp at the unexpected voice behind me. The base in Kieran's tone sent jolts of electricity down my spine.

“Hahaha, babe, you’re such a twat. You’re scaring her off!” Ashley laughed.

Kieran shifted in front of me wearing nothing but his swimming shorts.

I could tell he recently got out of the pool because his hair was wet and spiky, with droplets of water still rolling down his chiselled chest—a sight I was all too familiar with. In my mind, at least.

My eyes widened.

Fuck. I forgot my costume!

“Hi,” I greeted plainly.

I tried to hold my composure, but the squeak in my voice was a dead giveaway.

“Well, are you just going to stand there or are you coming in?” Kieran teased.

“Kieran, stop being such a dick!”

I took a large gulp of my champagne. “Um... yeah, okay.”

“Well, someone is thirsty. Can I get you some more?” Kieran said.

Dear God, no. This shit is bitter. “Do you have anything else,” I asked, surprising myself as the words escaped me.

“Hahaha. Nice, a woman that knows what she wants,” Ashley commended.

“Babe, why don’t you show Jenna around while I get a bit more comfortable?”

Before I could allow myself to think further, Kieran grabbed my hand. “Of course, follow me.”

Led by Kieran I walked on the luxury vinyl tiled mansion, I stared at Kieran from behind.

Most people would focus on trying to figure out what drugs the artist was on that drew all the modern art paintings that decorated the walls, or they would stare at the tastefully decorated furniture with envy. At that point, all I could focus on was his firm, perky ass. The moisture on his shorts clinging against his skin.

As he turned to face me, the water hugging his shorts, reveal the slightest outline of his cock.

I lowered my gaze and struggled to look back up. Kieran either has a few layers of fabric under those shorts or he is really blessed from the slight preview I have.

Snap out of it! I think to myself, shaking my head back into reality.

Before you get caught!

“Where did Ashley go?” I asked, breaking the silence as Kieran led me down the corridors.

Kieran stopped walking, ending abruptly.

He takes a few moments before turning to me. “Ashley is not here right now! She should be home a bit later.” As he says this, he bit his bottom lip suggestively. “Unfortunately, for now, you will only have me for company!” Kieran smiled.

I rolled my eyes. “Funny guy.”

“Um... Okay, when is she coming back though?”

“You don’t give up, do you?”

I smiled. “Well, I wouldn’t be here if I did, would I?”

“Yeah. Ashley spoke to me about you. According to her, you have something inside you that makes you special.”

My cheeks turned a familiar shade of crimson. “She is far too kind.”

“Now, imagine my surprise when she asked me for a little favour! I tell you what, why don’t I make one of my famous little cocktails?” Kieran closed in on me. “Perhaps you can show me what you’re capable of later?”

Turning back, he led me to a small bar, leading to the patio outside.

“Wow. You could host the Olympics with this pool!” I said.

“Don’t stress. If you drown, I’ll be here to save you. You did bring your costume?”

“Yeah, about that…”

A devilish grin formed on Kieran’s lips. “You can consider yourself lucky, young lady.”

I stared at his firm ass—oh, yes, I can! “Really, and why is that?”

“Not many people have been lucky enough to get a taste of my famous cocktail.”

My insides turned when he said cocktail.

With Kieran occupied, mixing different shooters into a shaker, I looked around the patio. Even with all the expensive furniture and lavish finishing, the one thing that stands out is a large portrait of the happy couple.

The large painting is hard to miss.

Besides it taking up one side of the wall in their already large lounge, its size is not what catches my attention. Ashley sat on Kieran's lap and gazes longingly into his eyes.

As Ashley sits on Kieran's lap, their happiness illuminates the painting. The smiles on their faces colour the painting with a brush of perfection. If any two people made the perfect couple, it would be them.

“There you go,” Kieran's hand is placed firmly on my shoulder. “My famous Mojito, with my secret recipe.”

“Are you sure that's a Mojito?” I laughed, ignoring the shivers that ran down my spine.

Kieran held firm eye contact as our glasses clanked and he took a sip of his drink. “So, instead of white rum, I use dark rum.”

“And that's your secret?” I teased.

After taking a sip, I smile back at Kieran. “Well, it’s delicious and strong! I hope you're not trying to get me drunk?”

“No, I'm not trying to get you drunk,” Kieran said and looked up at me slowly. “Okay, maybe just a little hot.”

I turned back to Kieran and stared at him with raised eyebrows.

Sparks of sexual tension flew across the room as my eyes meet with his. He lowered his gaze and I quickly close my legs. My lips were not the only thing parted.

As wrong as this is, a familiar heat develops in my belly and flows down in between my legs. As we sipped on our drinks, neither of us said anything, except for the messages in our eyes. Just then, my mind shot back to last night when I got off on the idea of Kieran fucking Ashley. I lowered my gaze on Kieran to find his bulge pressing against his pants. His swimming shorts dried up from the pool water, but I’m not sure the same could be said for his member inside.

I loved the idea of a hunky, successful Star making continuous suggestive glances at me and Kieran did not disappoint. That raging boner is really just the cherry on the top.

Nearing the end of my second drink, Kieran closed in on me, erasing the distance between us further. If he were to move an inch closer, his skin would have touched mine. I could feel his body heat radiate on my skin.

I loved the feelings of lust I felt within even though he made me feel nervous and left me intimidated.

Kieran’s little plan started bearing fruit. As Kieran passed my second drink, I already felt less tensed and more relaxed.

Few people know the real Kieran, all we know are the different characters he plays in movies. Even when he presents reality shows, it does little justice to the real person behind that camera.

Not only is the real Kieran a meaty piece of a hunk, but he has an incredible sense of humor as well.

“Oh, my god! Did you fart, Jenna? Because you just blew me away!”

“Oh, fuck off!” I laughed. I know, corny as hell, but I still couldn't help but turn a different shade of red.

By the time we sipped on our third special Mojito, I couldn't help but shy away every time he stared at my generously sized breasts.

Reminding myself he was a happily married man only worked for so long. Quite frankly, the fact that I had to keep reminding myself of this scared me.

“So, Jenna, I'm surprised your boyfriend couldn't join us tonight,” Kieran said, leaning in even closer to shift some of the hair out of my face.

“Well, to be honest, I don't have one of those right now,” I confessed.

“Oh, well, that's a shame. You're so beautiful, I would have expected men to be lining up to be with you!”

“You look like such a retard when you try pouting your lips!” I laughed.

Kieran shied away, I don’t think he was even aware of his pouted lips.

I am single and if anything, Kieran just ruined any other guy's chance for a long while, because I would probably had compared them all to him.

Before giving any of them a chance, I would already imagine them falling short, and from what I can see, in at least one way.

My head started spinning as we spent the next few moments in silence. Not an awkward silence, but a silence that suggested we’re both planning our next move.

I started playing with my hair, slipping a few loose strands behind my ear when Kieran caught me off guard and closed in on me. This time, he went all the way.

I froze, staring at Kieran with big, wild eyes, before smirking daringly. I leaned forward and returned his kiss.

The taste of his lips took me to the moon. His soft full lips connected with mine and I instinctively opened up, welcoming his tongue inside me.

Feeling secure in my state of slight inebriation, I returned his kiss and our tongues connected inside our mouths. This was all so wrong, but it felt so right! As his tongue rubbed against mine, I long more for that tongue on my, now, soaking cunt.

My eyes widened with fear as a wave of reality hits me.

Jenna, what the fuck are you doing! This is Ashley Star’s husband you’re making out with!

“Oh, shit!” I said, pulling my tongue out of his mouth. I covered my lips with my hand, mostly because of the shame I felt for making out with another woman's husband. The bigger reason was to prevent me from jumping on his lap and finishing what we started.

“I'm... I'm so sorry!” I said.

“Jenna! Please, don't worry about it. If anything, I came onto you,” Kieran consoled me.

My body froze on the spot and my ears started burning. Kieran pulled me by the chin towards him. “Except, I am not sorry!”

I lowered my hand from my mouth and slowly looked at him, as if waiting for his approval. In a fit of passion, I threw myself at him. Grabbing him by the head, I leaned forward and pull him into me.

The second kiss was even more passionate than the first.

We exchanged saliva that left us both craving for more. As our tongues swirled in each other's mouths, my hands ran down his head, onto his strong shoulders.

Sitting next to me shirtless, my hands snaked across the bare skin on his back. His skin is firm and strong, yet smooth and I could only imagine myself digging my nails into his muscles while he fucked the hell out of me.

My hands ran through the indents of his muscles, driving my pussy insane.

It's one thing to imagine Kieran's ripped abs in your head but getting to touch his body is enough to make me orgasm right here.

“I see you two have met.”

A flush crept across my cheeks as I jerked up nervously, throwing myself off Kieran and staring at Ashley with large fear-filled eyes.

Ashley stood in front of us with a towel in her hand and a devilish look on her face...


3


“Oh, wait. I forgot something,” Ashley said and made her way back up the stairs.

My heart raced violently inside of my chest.

What the fuck have I just done! I have never felt more like a slut in my life!

“Oh, my fuck! This is all messed up!” I said, more to myself than Kieran.

Kieran places his hand on my shoulder, sending shivers down my spine. “Oh, you stress too much,” he laughed.

With every moment I spent staring at his hand on my shoulder, a rage inside me grew.

Shooting Kieran an evil glare, “Seriously? How can you laugh in a moment like this? Your freaking wife just walked in on us!”

Pacing around the room, I have never felt more embarrassed in my life. “And what the fuck was I thinking, kissing a married man!”

“Relax, why don't I make you another Mojito?” Kieran said.

“Another Mojito? I... I am at a loss for words! You need help!”

Kieran smiled deviously as I continued walking up and down the room. It was a grin that pissed me off further. “Go fuck yourself!”

Even Kieran was taken aback by my sudden outburst. I don’t suspect there have been many women that have told Kieran Star to go fuck himself.

As much as I wanted to feel bad for swearing at the man, that ultimately could determine my future, I didn’t.

In a time like this, I can't believe all he can think about is another fucking drink! I felt so guilty! More importantly, my chance at ever getting in the singing industry is officially over, and it's all because I couldn't keep it in my damn pants!

Grabbing my handbag, I turn to Kieran. “I'm leaving, please tell Ashley that I'm really sorry!”

“Wait, you can't leave yet!” Kieran says, running after me.

“Can you grab a hold of yourself! We fucked up, now is not the time to insist I stay for coffee!”

“How can you be leaving? I just got here.” Ashley's soft voice stopped me dead in my tracks.

My knees pulled together. If felt as if I were on the verge of collapse. I turned my head over my shoulder to find Ashley standing on the stairs. Using her hand to lean on the railing, her body shaped seductively. Even more seductively than usual, bringing light to every curve.

With her right foot on the lower step, her curves formed beautifully in a black and red bikini set with a sexy throw-over.

With a wife as sexy as Ashley, I struggled to understand why he would want to cheat on his wife with me.

I stared at Ashley, desperately searching for anything to say that will help lessen the insult.

“Ashley, I am so sorry! I honestly don't know what came over me!” I stuttered.

A devious grin formed on Ashley's face. “Oh, stop it!” She laughed. “Look, I don't blame you. In fact, I suggested Kieran tried his luck with you.”

“You... um. Sorry?”

I stared at Ashley, confused, before turning to Kieran in search of answers, but he just smiled back at me.

At a loss for words, I stood at the door. I tried moving my body, but I remained frozen as Ashley walked towards me.

Her hips swayed seductively with every step she took and my heart raced faster with every inch she drew nearer.

“Hahaha, babe. I thought I told you to offer her some of your special cocktail?”

I turned to Kieran. “I did. In fact, she loved it.”

“Well, you are still far to tense, beautiful.”

Ashley brushed my hair behind my ears. “Also, I think you are far too over-dressed, especially for someone invited to a swimming pool party!”

Kieran laughed. “Yeah, guess who forgot to bring their costume?”

“Sorry,” I added quickly.

Ashley grabbed hold of my hand and led me up the stairs. “Well, then why don’t you follow me and let's get you into something a little more comfortable. Shall we?”

Ashley smiled and extended her hand. Instinctively, I grabbed hold of her hand and the soft touch of her skin drove my senses insane.

Still unable to make any sense of what's happening, I followed Ashley up the stairs while my heart continued pounding violently.

While walking up the stairs, my mind started imagining the worst.

What if this is all a trick and she's just taking me upstairs to punish me? What if she's using me as bait to get back at her husband?

“This should fit. Here, try this on,” Ashley said, handing me a sexy, black bikini set. The set still had the Louis Vuitton price tag on it.

Hesitatingly, I grabbed the bikini set and made my way up to the bathroom, but Ashley darted in front of me, blocking the entrance to the bathroom.

“Why not get dressed here? Nothing I haven't seen,” she teased. “Wait, you're not shy, are you?”

I swallowed hard. “Um... no. No, I'm not shy.”

“Good, let me help you with this,” Ashley said, grabbing my hand again, this time she led me towards the bed.

I landed with a soft thud as Ashley pushed me back against the bed and looked down at me with strong, fierce eyes. The bed smelled of luxury and as I float back, I struggled believing I kissed Kieran just a few moments ago and now I'm lying on the Star’s bed, with beautiful Ashley Star hovering above me holding a slick string bikini set in her hand.

Grabbing on my foot, Ashley lifted the strap on my sandals, before slowly lifting her head and shooting me with a sexy devilish glance. It's a look that echoed in my wet pussy.

I could tell Ashley loved the power of having me grow weak with just one glance.

With my shoes removed, Ashley seductively ran her nails up my thighs as she approached the button of my skirt. Her touch filled my body with goosebumps and my legs squirmed as her hands approached my wetness.

I came here for one reason and that was to get Kieran to speak to Randal and hopefully get him to change his mind about Jasmine. But, right now, all I can think about is having Ashley work her fingers up my craving hole. I wasn’t even ashamed of the wetness she would soon discover once her fingers continued running up my thigh.

I bit my lips as Ashley drew nearer to my aching cunt. “Time for that thong to go!”

Reaching for my panties underneath my skirt, Ashley peeled the silky underwear off my skin.

With my panties dropped to my ankles, I looked up, watching as Ashley stared at my exposed pussy with admiration. A cool breeze tickled my cunt, now aching to be touched.

As Ashley leaned to the side and grabbed the costume, I kicked off my panties and pulled her back towards me with my leg. There was no way she would get so far and not do anything about the ache inside me.

Grabbing on my leg for balance, a devilish grin formed on her face. Taking my cue, she smiled and ran her hands on my thighs. Thank God, I shaved!

I reached out to brush Ashley’s hair, combing her red locks through my fingers.

How can something so wrong feel so right at the same time?

My legs spread involuntarily and Ashley knew exactly what to do as she leaned down on me.

“Ooooh fuck!” I moaned at the first touch of her finger on my cunt.

“Fuck, you have an amazing pussy!” Ashley said. “And so tight! I'm not sure how Kieran will manage to keep his hands off!”

I flushed at the mention of Kieran's name. As Ashley placed pressure on my clit, I imagined Kieran trying to force his large tool inside me.

My warm juices soaked up Ashley’s fingers once she discovered my entrance. With my chest tightened, I took a sharp breath at the inevitable.

“Oh fuck!” I squirmed as Ashley slid her finger inside my opening. Ashley closed her eyes and took in my scent. A devious grin curled around her lips and she took in a sharp breath.

“I guess, now would be a good time to stretch you open?”

Without much warning, Ashley thrusted her finger deeper inside me.

I grew more impatient with every passing second as Ashley relentlessly continued pushing her finger in and out of my longing cunt. I barely got used to the feeling of her inside me when she slipped in a second finger.

The sensation of her soft fingers against my flesh filled my entire body with waves of ecstasy.

“Oh, fuck me!” I screamed out loud as her fingers pressed against my walls, sending a hot electric rush throughout my body.

“Jesus!” I screamed.

Ashley scissored my insides, stretching me open further. My body grew weaker by the second, but this did not stop her.

“Trust me, you want to be as stretched open as possible,” Ashley warned. I never paid much attention to that last sentence. With Ashley’s finger’s inside my cunt, my eyes shot wide open.

Trust me, you want to be as stretched open as possible.

Just then, I heard the door open. Instantaneously, my legs shut tight, wrapping Ashley’s hands around my thigh.

“Are you guys having fun without me?” Kieran asked.

Turning to Ashley, I shot her a glare that begged for help. I had never been in this situation before, getting caught cheating on both husband and wife.

What the hell is going on with you, Jenna Moonshine!?

Ashley gave me another one of those seductive looks. “You don't mind if he joins us, do you?”

I glanced over at Kieran and was pleased to see he maintained that raging boner.

“Not at all!” I responded, a little more eager than I wanted to let out.

Great, now on top of coming across as a whore, I sounded desperate as well.

Kieran certainly had no problem with my eagerness. Walking up towards me, he looked like a kid in a toy store, except he was a grown man with a raging boner pushing against his shorts.

“Oh my God,” I gulped looking down at his shorts. I could see the outline of his thick, meaty cock through his shorts. From what I could see, he had a huge dick, causing my pussy to contract with fear-filled excitement.

Kieran wasted little time to pull down his shorts. The moment I had been waiting for in eager anticipation had arrived. Resting atop his muscular legs is the biggest cock I had ever seen. I spent a few moments staring at his cock, marvelled by its size and strength.

“You think you can handle that?” Ashley teased.

“Um, I can try,” I responded while licking my lips for some moisture on my dry lips.

Thick veins wrapped beautifully around Kieran's huge tool, begged for my touch.

Kieran took that as his cue and wasted little time to hop on the bed, his stiff cock bouncing as he scrambled towards me. My large, fear-filled eyes stared at his huge approaching prick.

Suddenly, the reality hit me. I will soon get a taste of Kieran Star’s cock inside my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned as I threw my head back. Spreading my pussy lips apart with her hands, Ashley's tongue found my entrance, sending ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

Ashley's lips pushed deeper inside my cunt, and I got the first scent of Kieran's cock. His masculine scent drove my senses insane and I instantaneously opened my mouth to get a taste of that huge cock.

“Oh, God!” Kieran groaned as my lips covered his head. His groans were long and deep, filled with pleasure.

My lips opened much wider than I was used to—not that I had much experience sucking men off. The pulsating veins on his warm cock throbbed inside my mouth as I got my first taste.

After pulling back, I pushed my head forward as I took in more of his cock.

“Fuck!” Kieran breathed, lowering his hand on my head. His strong fingers ran through my hair and his body stiffened with every inch I took of him.

Ashley continued roaming her tongue inside my cunt as Kieran thrusted his hips back and forth, stretching my mouth and filling my taste buds with his sweet pre-cum.

As Kieran continued thrusting in and out of my mouth, only pausing at my slightest signs of gagging, my craving to be filled reached an all-time high.

From the heavy panting and the look of desperation on Kieran's face, I could tell he would have ejaculated in my mouth, if we continued at this rate.

As much as I would have loved for him to fill my mouth with his warm, hot seed. I had a better place for him to shoot his cum. Grabbing hold of his cock, I brought his violent thrusts in and out of my mouth to an abrupt end. Kieran, panting desperately, stared at me with confusion.

“I want you to fuck me like I have never been fucked before!” I begged.

Ashley lifted her head from my cunt. A smile beamed across her face as Kieran lifted himself off me. Ashley stood behind her eager husband, who now had my legs stretched apart, eager to make me scream...
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Even with my legs spread wide, held open by Ashley, I had never felt more comfortable in my life.

Kieran worshipped my body, touching me all over while his eyes looked deeply into mine.

He held his gaze as he placed his head at my entrance.

Standing behind her husband, Ashley held onto my ankles, making sure my legs were eagerly spread for her man. As the inevitable drew nearer, I closed my eyes and allowed my head to fall back.

“Ooooh fuck!” I moaned as I got the first feel of Kieran's bare cock inside my longing cunt.

Ashley’s fingers brought me to a point of no return, but it could never had prepared me for her husband’s huge prick.

His cock stretched my lips apart as he entered me. While Kieran continued running his hands up my thighs and across my torso, I took in a sharp breath as he pushed his cock an inch deeper. Between the touch of Ashley's hands on my ankles and Kieran's large cock thrusting inside my cunt, my pussy ached with want.

I let out a sigh of relief once Kieran was balls deep inside my cunt.

“Fuck, look at these tits!” Kieran said and grabbed her breasts in his strong hands, squeezing them gently.

Slowly, Kieran pulled his cock out and thrusted back into me. He wasn't gentle the second time around as he banged hard inside me, and gave me a preview of the ride I was to expect.

I felt Ashley release her grip on my ankles and I instinctively wrapped my legs around Kieran's waist.

The walls of my cunt struggled around Kieran's cock as he thrusted in and out of me. The painful sensation of having my cunt stretched so far is soon replaced with a warm ecstasy. I relaxed my muscles and became carefree, enjoying the sensation of his thrusting in and out of me.

With every moan I let out, Kieran thrusted harder inside me.

“Oh fuck!” I cried out as he filled me with his raging cock.

I soon placed my hand on his hips. Kieran paused briefly to look down at me as he took his cue and his rhythm increased. He started pounding harder in and out of me.

In a fit of lust, I screamed out to Kieran, “Fuck me, bad boy! Fuck me harder!”

“Ah fuck!” I screamed with every ram in and out of me.

The large Star’s bedroom was filled with sounds of Kieran’s balls slapping against my cunt and my moaning.

With every withdrawal, I longed for his cock to thrust back into me.

A fire spread throughout my body as I felt a tingling sensation grow inside my cunt.

“Fuck!” I cried out. “Fuck, I'm coming!”

Kieran thrusted harder than ever. “Cum for me, beautiful!”

My legs shook violently.

My aching pussy was at his mercy.

“Fuck!” I cried out as an uncontrollable bliss filled my warm cunt.

Desire flooded Kieran's face as his cock started expanding further inside my cunt. As he rammed inside me, I felt his veins expand and his breathing grew heavy.

“Oh fuck!” he groaned.

I felt Kieran's body clench up as his cock throbbed and twitched inside me. My legs quivered around his shaking body and his seed shot against the walls of my cunt.

After four powerful bursts of cum inside me, Kieran's face was filled with bliss. It took him a few moments to recover and re-focus his energy on having me satisfied.

His strong thumb found my clit, and he rubbed my clit furiously.

I dug the back of my head into the bed as an overwhelming ecstasy filled my body. My vision became blurry as my cunt tensed. Biting my lower lip, the final wave of euphoria filled my cunt and spread throughout my body.

After my release, Kieran crashes onto the bed beside me.

I open my eyes slightly as my orgasm slowed and saw Ashley hovering in front of me with a huge grin on her face.

Surprisingly, she held firmly onto my legs for the entire show.

[image: ]


“And the winner is...”

The stage was lit with multi colored spotlights. The spotlights pranced around me, onto the ceiling and back onto the crowd, who was as eager as I was.

Dramatic classical music blasted through every speaker in the dome and went on for a little longer than I felt necessary.

On my right are two other very talented singers, one of which was Jasmine. I still cannot believe I had made it this far.

Strobes of light flashed before me and the other contestants. I glance over at Kieran and my heart raced as he opened an envelope with one of our names printed on it.

“And the winner is…” Kieran teased.

….

“Jenna M!” Kieran shouted.

The stage was filled with smoke at the mention of my name and pyrotechnics celebrated my victory.

As the crowd went wild, the shock on my face was highlighted by a ray of light focusing on me.

Thank God, they did not say my full surname.

Jenna M. It has a ring to it.

As a wave of emotion flooded over me, I looked down at the judge’s panel to find Ashley beaming with joy.

I'm going to be a Star.

THE END


PART TWENTY-NINE

NAUGHTY INVITATION


INTRODUCTION


INTRODUCTION

Despite being the most popular girl back home in my conservative state of Mississippi, I was as pure as snow on a cold winter’s night.

I had plans to change that when I finally moved to New York. I thought I had it all planned out.

The plan was simple:

	Work as a kick-ass lawyer in New York. 

	Find the most attractive husband. 

	Live happily ever after. 




But, within the first few months, I discovered that life in this city was not that simple. Hell, I was barely even noticed since I moved to this forsaken town.

I believed my life had been reduced to work, gym, and loneliness for a long time.

But that all changed when I received the most unexpected of invitations…
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The one thing I like about New York is that there is a plethora of restaurants, shops, spas, and gyms that operate 24/7, which is great for a night owl like me.

But, apart from the dazzling lights on the high-rise buildings and the few attractions that cater to night owls, New York, just like its chaotic roads, is one hell of a hot mess.

Life is far too chaotic to worry about those around you; each person has to look out for themselves.

I was a little naïve to think I would finally come out and live my best life once I arrived in this city. That I would just rock up, and the world would be my oyster—that I would find the man of my dreams and have endless, hot, crazy sex under the New York lights. Life would be fucking magical!

I had given up on that little dream for a long while until that night, the night that changed everything.

Growing up in the relatively conservative state of Mississippi, I was the head cheerleader, received well-above-average grades, and just in case none of my other dreams took off, I had an acting career that had been taking off since the age of 8 to fall back on. It started in local television ads, and by the age of 16, I finally got my ‘big break’ and acted in three episodes of Two and a Half Men. Despite only being on screen for 2 minutes in each episode, that was a big deal in my little community.

Most people believed I had my life set out—Mississippi’s very own Golden Girl.

While others were scouring the planet searching for their purpose, I had my path laid out for me. Like the modeling career I was forced into, I hated acting.

No, my dreams were to become a hotshot lawyer in the greatest city in the world and to one day settle down with my hunky husband and have my own kids.

Back home, I could get with any guy I wanted to. Hell, all it would have taken was just a wink. But, after almost being trampled over on my first night in New York, I realized I was nothing but a number in this city.

Oh, there are three more things you should know about me.

	I take good care of my body, always have. 

	While other people are sleeping, I’m wide awake. 

	I am still a virgin. 




Most people would never have guessed I was untouched at my age. Hell, I could choose and refuse. But I have held off on sex. Not because I wasn’t interested in having sex, but because I knew how the home community loved gossiping.

I have spent countless hours fantasizing about what my first time with a guy would be like. From the fantasies I had in my head, I could imagine it would be sweaty and oh-so-fucking hot!

My story started at a 24/7 gym in the city that never sleeps.

It’s odd, but some New York gyms are still packed with people even late at night! But I quickly discovered the best time for me to use the gym was after 11 pm on a weekday. By then, the crowds had thinned out, and I didn’t have to wait in lines to use a machine already soaked in someone else’s sweat.

At 23:22, the gym was not as busy as usual. Apart from myself, about 12 other people had the same idea as me—the later you rock up, the better.

But, there was one guy in particular who caught my eye. I’ve noticed him for the past three weeks now. Even though I turned away from him, he held his gaze for much longer than could be considered friendly. I could tell he was checking out my ass in the corner of my eye.

Finally, getting some attention after such a long time felt incredible.

I wondered if this might be the time I finally lost my virginity. If the hunky stud would pound my tight hole on one of these benches? Or perhaps we’d sneak into one of the locker rooms and get frisky there?

Still bending over at the machine, I tilted my head and let out a friendly smile at the hunky stranger. His gaze was held firm and full of intent.

Turning back to my machine, a tiny piece of paper, carefully placed inside the folds of my gym towel, caught my eye. Pulling out a poorly folded piece of paper, I unfolded the crumpled-up note, and my eyes grew wider as I read the letter.

Hi there, beautiful!

I’ve been checking you out for quite some time now.

And my wife has also told me quite a bit about you!

The truth is, we both find you completely irresistible, and if you are keen on having a bit of fun, you can meet us at the below address.

Apartment 15B

Number 145,

8th street

We’ll be waiting.

My heart pounded violently inside my chest as I read the note. I slowly turned my head to catch sight of him, but he was gone! He must have slipped the letter in my towel as I walked past him!

I couldn’t think of anyone else who would have slipped me that note if not the guy checking out my ass just minutes ago! And why would he disappear as soon as I discovered his note? And wait, a wife!

Never would I have thought I’d wake up to an invitation to a freaking threesome! Hell, I haven’t even experienced a two-some!

I struggled to complete my workout with thoughts of my hunky random admirer and whomever this wife was. After nearly falling flat on my ass over at the treadmill, I decided to call my gym session quits.

I studied the time and considered whether I should grab an Uber and make my way over to this mystery apartment, even if it was just to see who they were. But at 00:11, I decided against it. The last thing I wanted was to come off as desperate.

Instead, I made my way back home, stopping over to grab some ice cream on my way, hoping that would take my mind off things.

It didn’t.

Instead, I felt familiar wetness forming and quickly spreading around my pussy. I found myself feeling guilty at the idea of being turned on by a threesome with strangers, but still, I couldn’t deny the wetness forming in my sweet, untouched pussy.

By the time I got home, my throbbing cunt had ached for its release at the thought of the beautiful stranger that looked like a sexy Italian man, with thick eyebrows, lips I could imagine myself getting lost in, and a strong body that filled me with butterflies at the thought.

If the husband was anything to go by, I could only imagine what a beauty the wife must be.

Once I got home, I kicked off my trainers and crept under my comforter. The twinkle of the New York lights had started dimming out as I let out a sigh of relief and closed my eyes, allowing my mind to take over.

The words in that note kept playing over and over in my head.

The image of the hot Italian dropping his free weights and walking towards me to tell me that he liked my face to face filled my mind. The idea of him bending me over as he filled me with an insatiable desire drove me wild.

My pussy throbbed inside my training pants, aching for its release. Built-up desire stored in the deepest well of my cunt begged to escape.

I bit on my lower lip and as I allowed my hand to brush against the firmness of my mid-section. The touch of my soft fingers running down my stomach sent shivers down my spine.

I wished he would have at least told me his name. At least then, I would have known whose name I should be screaming out as my hand ran down my stomach towards my aching pussy.

Images of my secret admirer crept into my mind. I imagined the goods he had been hiding under that pair of tight shorts he wore at the gym. I imagined he had a thick, uncut cock aching to be caressed by my lips.

With parted lips, I breathed out slowly as my hand slid down my belly and reached under my panties.

With my hand just inches away from where it ached most, I pictured the rest of his perfect naked body. I imagined he had thick, strong veins that ran from his toes, traced along with his calves, and up to his sexy legs.

Returning to the reality back on my bed, my hand lowered down my underwear, and a wave of calm flooded over me as my soft hand brushed against my wetness. My pussy dripped with excitement as I rubbed my palm against my cunt, biting my lower lip as I slowly worked my fingers in between my folds.

As I circled my finger on my throbbing clit, my thoughts drifted off to my mystery man.

I imagined him standing naked in front of me, leaning against one gym equipment as I had my way with his cock. The muscles on his legs stiffened as my tongue rolled up his thigh, tracing along the thick veins that ran up his legs, fast approaching his thick, Italian prick.

Once I reached his cock with my tongue, I pulled my head back, and a devilish grin curled around my lips at the first sensation of his cock wrapped around my hands.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out into the emptiness of my apartment.

The desire inside me had reached an all-time high as my finger slipped inside my entrance, each stroke on my pussy growing faster and faster—only pausing occasionally to rub my thumb on my soaking clit.

While I continued rubbing on my clit and sticking my fingers deeper inside me, I imagined opening my mouth, grabbing my first taste of a cock.

I first took in his head and felt him thrust his hips forward, eager for me to take in more of his delicious prick in my mouth. I bobbed my head back and forth, growing weak with the sounds of desire I imagined escaping his lips.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. My vision grew blurry, and my skin started tingling as I writhed about violently on my bed. And with the image of my secret admirer tugging desperately on his shaft until the first stream of cum shot onto my lips, I hunched forward and exploded.

A wave of euphoria rushed over me, filling my entire body with insatiable ecstasy.

My toes curled as the blissful state of desire rushed over me.

I laid back in my bed, reduced to nothing but a powerful heartbeat.

I’ve gotten off on the idea of my first time many times before, but this was nothing short of fucking sensational.

That’s when I knew this 22-year-old was ready to be taken for the first time…
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When I woke up the following morning, I vowed to pay the address a little visit. There was no way I could go on and not know who was behind the note!

The suspense was killing me!

“Morning, Stacy,” I greeted the other intern as I walked into the office that morning.

Stacy and I started our internship on the same day. I still recall the day of our interview. She was dressed to kill in a wavy, black dress, and her beautiful blonde hair was brushed back to form a bun. She had a smile that could charm anyone. I was convinced I lost the job to the beautiful and charismatic Stacy.

But I was pleasantly surprised to find out we both got the job. Apparently, they couldn’t decide between myself and Stacy, so they hired us both.

“Morning, April!” Stacy smiled warmly. “You good?”

I grinned. “Never been better!”

“Oh, really now? Do tell!”

Before I could stop myself, I said, “So I went to the gym last night—” My eyes shot wide, and I realized I was moments away from telling Stacy about my little invitation.

Stacy perked up. “Yeah? And?”

“I…er… I just had a good night!” I shied away, turning back to my laptop screen.

“Oh, you are such a bore!” She said teasingly.

I turned away from Stacy. Fuck. I was moments away from telling my colleague I had a potential date later that night, with not just a guy but also his wife!

I was making a mental note to contain my excitement. Stacy kept stealing glances at me. She could tell there was more to my excitement than I was letting on.

Stacy was pretty much the only person I spoke to since I arrived in this city, but as much as I wanted to tell Stacy about the note, it wasn’t a risk I was willing to take. Imagine the glares filled with judgment if I had to let her in on my secret!

When I started working at this law firm, I had a slight crush on her, which was weird because I had never been attracted to other women before!

But, Stacy was perfect in every sense. Apart from her thick, blood-red lips, long beautiful that draped down her back, and a body most women would give their souls for, Stacy carried a certain air of confidence that made her even sexier!

There have been times when I would sit up at my desk and try mentally chastising myself for the mental images I’ve had of Stacy—trying my hardest to ignore the wetness that grew under my skirt.

Once I even stood to my feet, with Stacy hovering over me. As I stood, she noticed the wet patch inside my pants. The moment her eyes saw my excitement, she gazed straight into my eyes and laughed it off. “Somebody’s excited!” Teasingly, she said, “I wonder who’s behind that little patch of excitement!”

If only she knew she was the reason behind that excitement!

But, as much as I had my eye on my beautiful colleague, I knew it was a fantasy that would have to remain in my head.

Right now, I knew there was no way she could comfort me. Even if Stacy didn’t end up giving me the weary eye, she would probably have tried talking sense into me—convincing me it would be a terrible idea to go to some random stranger’s apartment.

I had no idea what to expect.

And even just the thought of stopping by at some random couple’s house seemed ridiculous. Still, since I arrived in New York, I feel like I have played it safe. My life had grown tiresome, dull, and predictable—it was time for me to get out and live a little.

The remainder of that afternoon felt like the longest day of my life. Never before have I checked the time as much as I did on that day.

When Stacy strolled towards my desk with her laptop bag flung over her shoulder, I realized I was moments away from meeting my secret admirers.

“April, you have any plans for this evening?” Stacy asked, stopping by my desk on her way out of the office.

I contemplated her question for a few moments. “Um. I’m just going to pop in and visit a friend.”

Stacy stared at me curiously. Since I moved to New York, I have often complained to her about not knowing many people in this city, and now I’m claiming to be visiting a friend? “A friend from my old hometown,” I added quickly.

“Oh, exciting! You guys have anything planned?”

It almost felt like Stacy was looking for an invitation, or perhaps she just wanted company. If it were any other night, I would have dropped everything to spend an evening with her. But I had bigger plans.

“Er… I’m not sure yet. I guess we’ll see where the night takes us.”

At that moment, I could have been mistaken, but I could have sworn I spotted a touch of jealousy inside Stacy’s eyes.

Stacy smiled at me warmly. “Well, whatever you have planned for tonight, I hope you have a great time!”

“Thanks, love! I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I watched as Stacy walked away from me. She had the most perfect ass that bounced slightly with every step she took!

Half an hour later and the clock finally struck 17:00. I had never been more eager to leave work in my life.

Despite the feelings of excitement that filled me, I was equally anxious about meeting my mystery couple.

The words on that note, ‘Keen on having some fun,’ kept playing in my head.

As I walked into the subway, my heart pounded violently inside my chest. This was by far the most daring thing I had ever done.

A part of me wanted to back out and pretend I never saw that note, but a more significant part of me was desperate to find out more.

The building was well kept, and I could tell from the modern finishing in the foyer that these apartments were on the pricier side.

“Okay, April,” I muttered to myself, standing outside Apartment 15B. “It’s now or never.”

Beads of sweat formed at my headline as I pressed on the buzzer.

I heard shuffling from inside the apartment as I waited outside. If there were ever a time to run, this would have been it.

Shit, was I supposed to bring something? Like flowers or chocolates. Hell, condoms?

“Fuck! April, what are you doing?” I muttered to myself as I heard the footsteps draw nearer.

Swallowing hard at the sound of the latch being unlocked from its hinge, at that point, I knew there was no escaping.

I rubbed the back of my neck as the door slowly opened. My shaking legs felt like they were about to cave in any second.

Once the door swung open, I was greeted by the image of her beautiful blonde hair and those perfectly proportioned breasts. My jaw dropped as she smiled warmly at me.

“Yo-You?” I stuttered.

“We weren’t sure if you were going to come!” Stacy smiled back at me. “Come on in!”
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As I found a seat on their sofa, I shot Stacy an incredulous stare.

My gaze shifted from Stacy to her husband and back to Stacy!

So many questions raced through my mind. I felt my lips move, but the words did not come out.

Suddenly, the thought that this was just a setup to embarrass me, or worse—a pity party, crossed my mind and led me to say, “Um. If you don’t mind me asking, what am I doing here?”

Stacy handed me a much-needed glass of red wine to my relief as she found a seat right next to me, sitting a little closer than I had expected. Her husband, Antonio, whom Stacy always spoke about at work, hasn’t said a word since I arrived. Instead, he kept stealing naughty glances at me. I recall him from the gym. Hell, it’s hard to miss the hottest guy in the gym, but I had no idea he was Stacy’s husband!

Antonio found a seat next to me, and I remained sandwiched between the couple as Stacy spoke.

Stacy held that confident grin even as she started explaining herself.

“April, we’ve worked together for the last two months now.”

“I’m aware of that,” I giggled with an unexpected shrill in my voice.

“Truth is, since I first laid eyes on you back when we had our interviews, I found you to be one fine ass woman!” She took a sip from her wine before placing it on the side table. She continued staring intently into my deep blue eyes. I felt my insides begin to melt at the sight of her gaze.

“But,” Antonio said, speaking for the first time since I stepped into their apartment, “when I discovered the girl Stacy keeps talking about was in the same gym as me, we took that as a sign.”

“A sign?” I asked with raised eyebrows.

“Yeah, we knew it would be risky slipping you that note. Especially if it wasn’t something, you wanted!” Antonio continued.

“I do!” I said, coming across a little more eager than I intended to. I cleared my throat, trying to retain my excitement. “I mean… I may be interested... Anyway, how did you know I would agree to this? Am I that obvious?” I chuckled.

Stacy laughed. “Oh, we didn’t! Which is why we invited you over to our place. Antonio slipped that little note into your sweat towel when he took a water break. We knew that you wouldn't stop by if you weren’t interested.”

“And… here I am!” I said. I found myself growing increasingly more confident with every sip of my Red wine.

“Here you are,” Stacy blushed a deep rose color. I wondered what she thought as she sat beside me.

Stacy and Antonio, having arrived back at their place before I did, had already made themselves comfortable. Antonio wore tight shorts that had me drooling at the sight of those defined legs and a white undershirt that revealed all the hard work he’d put in the gym. Stacy had a black crop top that showed her perfect tits and a short little skirt that wouldn’t be appropriate in public. I couldn’t help but feel overdressed.

I glanced down at my heels and considered whether I should ask Stacy if I should remove them, but when I looked up again, I found Stacy shifting in and closing in on me.

“April! Forgive me, but I have waited for this moment since the first time I laid eyes on you!” Stacy breathed.

By now, Stacy was almost on top of me. I could feel the warmth of her sweet breath radiating against my skin. If there were anyone that knew a thing or two about waiting, it would be me!

I had been waiting my entire life, and now that I had the hottest babe in the office and her hunky husband making a move on me, that was all the convincing I needed.

I grabbed Stacy by the back of her head. My fingers ran through her silky blonde hair as I pulled her, drawing those full, plump lips into mine!

In the brief time, I’ve spent inside their apartment, my pussy had grown wet, aching for the touch of my beautiful colleague.

As our lips connected, it felt like a wave of electricity coursed through my body. Sparks of sexual tension flew across the room.

It started with a soft peck on the lips at first, but once I tasted her delicious lips, I opened mine and welcomed her inside me. Stacy extended her tongue inside my mouth, and our tongues danced in a swirl of passion.

Stacy slowly pulled away, gently grabbing the bottom of my jaw. She held my face in her soft palm and stared intently into my eyes.

“April?” Stacy said, with a sexy undertone in her voice.

I swallowed hard. “Yeah?”

“I want nothing more than to watch my husband spread your tight little pussy!”

My cunt throbbed at her words. Every fiber in my being ached for more of her touch, for more of his touch.

I turned my head to face Antonio. I watched as his sexy dimples deepened as I stared at him. He must have seen the lust in my eyes because he held that grin as he moved into me.

I closed my eyes as Antonio closed in on me. My skin tingled at the sensation of his lips brushing against mine.

Gently, Antonio extended that powerful tongue into my mouth. Our tongues brushed together as we breathed out heavy sighs of passion.

While continuing our intense moment of passionate kisses, I daringly started running my hands down his body. With my arms wrapped around Stacy, I ran my hands against the firm muscles on his back, tightening my grip around his waist as his hands started exploring my body. I ran my hands down his back, marveling at the tight muscles until my hand grabbed his firm ass.

Everything about that moment felt just right. I couldn’t think of anyone better to lose my virginity to than my colleague’s hunky husband. Even the thought alone sounded filthy, and I loved it!

Taking control of the situation, I pushed Antonio back on the couch as I continued kissing him. Finding a seat on his lap, I reached for the bottom of his vest and marveled at the sight of his firm abs and muscly chest as I pulled the vest over his head.

Nothing could tame the desire I felt in between my legs. I needed to see every inch of Antonio’s perfect naked body.

Trying my hardest not to drool over his firm, chiseled chest, I flung his vest across the room. I suspect I may even have torn a part of the fabric of his vest in my moment of relentless desire, but I didn’t care. All I knew was that I wanted him naked!

I traced my fingers against the fine hairs on his chest, watching as he took in the ecstasy of my touch through parted lips. My fingers ran down his chiseled chest to his navel, and fast approached his hardened cock that pushed against his shorts.

I could see his excited cock aching to be released under those pants. If I shifted just a little higher, I would have felt his hardness pressing against me.

Slowly, I lowered myself down his legs.

“Oh, fuck!” He breathed as I grabbed onto his shorts. Lifting my hips, I carefully pulled down on his pants and admired the sweet cum stained on his briefs. Even through his underwear, I could tell Antonio was gifted! I could tell by the delicious tent his throbbing prick had formed as it pushed the fabric away from his skin.

Staring into his eyes one last time before going down on his cock, I lifted the band of his briefs, and his thick shaft bounced free with eager anticipation.

“Holy shit!” I gasped at the sight of his tool.

“Have you ever seen anything quite as big?” Stacy taunted from the sides.

I contemplated telling her this was the first erect cock I had seen in the flesh. But I decided against it—I was unwilling to risk this moment of perfection.

Droplets of his pre-cum ran down his prick that stood firmly at attention.

My hand lowered down to wrap around his cock. My tiny hands struggled to wrap around the girth of his thick shaft. I felt the thick veins around his shaft pulsate against my hand as I lowered myself down on him.

His fresh salty semen brushed against my taste buds as I took his prick in my mouth.

“Oh! Yes, fuck! April, that feels so fucking good!” Antonio growled as I took his cock inside me.

By the third inch I took inside my mouth, stretching my lips as I’d never been stretched before, Antonio lost all sense of self-control. He grabbed onto my head, directing my head deeper onto his prick.

“Fuck!” He growled as I gently started squeezing on his testicles, and he continued pumping in and out of me.

I felt his cock pulsating against my tongue, and with desperation in his eyes, he quickly jerked his hips back against the sofa, pulling his cock out of my mouth.

I could tell it took all the self-restraint he had in him to stop the feelings of pleasure I transferred onto his prick. But, he would not allow himself to get off. At least not until he made me squirm first.

Antonio lifted himself and pushed me back against the couch with a possessive streak in his eye. He shifted his gaze to Stacy.

I stared up at the dominating couple with large eyes, fearful of what they had planned next.

The buttons on my blouse flew across the room as Stacy leaned over me and ripped my shirt open.

The look of desire she held in her eyes as she lowered her gaze to my chest filled my insides with butterflies. She reached over my back and grabbed the clip of my bra. My tits tingled with desire as she pulled the bra from under me.

Equally eager to get naked, I pulled my skirt down my legs. The only thing that remained was the red 3-inch heels I wore to work that day.

“OH, FUCK!” I squirmed with the touch of Stacy’s silky hands rubbing against my skin. Her delicate fingers massaged the tense muscles on my legs as her hands slowly worked their way up to where it ached most.

I knew I was entirely at her mercy with my naked body on full display.

I was at both their mercy!

I took in a sharp breath as I watched her lean forward and began running the tips of her tongue against my skin. Her tongue snaked up my thighs, fast approaching my wet pussy as she continued her blissful massages on my tense muscles.

I had always fantasized about my first time being touched, but even my deepest fantasies could never have predicted the pleasure I felt at that moment.

Once Stacy reached my throbbing cunt, the heat of her breath vibrated against my wetness.

“Look at that sweet cunt!” Antonio growled, watching as his wife took complete control over my body.

Stacy’s tongue extended between my folds, and she licked up the juices that glistened on my pussy as she worked her tongue inside my folds. The sight of my sweet juices brought a devilish grin to Stacy’s lips.

As Stacy continued having her way with my cunt, Antonio started rolling his tongue up my legs. The touch of his stubble against my smooth legs caused me to squirm out loud with pleasure.

Stacy shot me a devilish glance with her thumb on my entrance as she pressed her finger inside me.

“Oh, Jesus!” I cried out. With every inch Stacy pressed deeper inside me, I felt myself losing more and more control.

Right now, nothing else mattered except for my sexy colleague having her way with me. She could have done anything to me at that moment, and I would have let her.

With a satisfied look on her face, Stacy shifted and made way for her husband.

Antonio crept up in front of me and grabbed my legs, wrapping them around his waist.

As his finger, lubricated by his spit, rolled down towards my hole, the ache inside me grew. I shut my eyes tight and ground my teeth as he prepared to spread my tight pink hole open with his finger.

When it arrived, I let out a sigh of relief. Painful tension turned into blissful ecstasy as he stretched me open and gently stuck his thick finger deeper inside my hole. Even with his thick finger spreading me open, I knew this was nothing compared to the size of his cock I was moments away from experiencing.

I laid back with my legs curled up around his waist as he worked his finger in and out of my tight, aching entrance.

This felt surreal.

Everything I had always fantasized about was finally coming to life.

After panting desperately as he pressed his finger inside me, he slowly pulled out, and my hole clenched tight at his exit.

But, at that moment, I knew—I wanted more. Scratch that!

I needed more.

I glanced up desperately at Antonio and breathed, “fuck me!”
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Antonio had a possessive touch that left my insides trembling with desire. I had never felt more wanted in my life.

Glancing down at his throbbing cock, waiting for him to penetrate my tightness, this all felt like a dream. A dream I never wanted to wake up from.

With my legs wrapped around Antonio’s waist, he slapped his thick, juicy cock at my entrance. He worked his hands across my body, worshipping every inch of my bare skin before he had his way with me.

There was not a single part of me Antonio did not touch.

With my body aching under his touch, I would have started begging him to fill me if he had made me wait for a second longer.

“Oh, fuck! April, I have waited so long for this moment! A moment I never believed would come!” Stacy breathed. As I leaned back against the couch, Stacy leaned down on me and took my lips in between hers.

My vision was blurry as I looked up at her.

While Stacy and I continued our passionate kisses, Antonio slapped his cock teasingly at my entrance one last time before shooting me one final glance. Holding his cock firmly in his hand, Antonio pushed his raw cock forward. His foreskin rolled back and stretched me open, filling my sensitive pussy with his raw cock.

My breath sharpened with every inch I took of him. I looked up, staring at him desperately as he took control and thrust his cock deeper inside me.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out once his cock was entirely submerged inside my warm entrance. I squirmed with passion as his prick pushed against my aching flesh.

Once his cock was entirely consumed by my tightness, Antonio lowered his body down on mine. The fine hairs on his chest brushed against my sensitive tits as he rested on my body. The firmness of his rock-hard abs on my midsection was enough to drive me over the edge.

Stacy pulled back, and through my blurry vision, I could see she started rubbing her thumb against her clit at the sight of her man taking control of my aching pussy.

As Antonio pulled his cock back, he drove his prick deeper into me—every thrust inside me was harder and faster than before.

With every thrust of Antonio’s cock inside me, he drove me closer to orgasm. Topped with his thumb rubbing on my aching clit, I could feel myself losing control.

I had dreamed about that moment all my life, and now that it had finally arrived, it was better than I could ever have anticipated.

With a roar, Antonio pushed forward, pressing harder into me with my every moan.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out, my fingers now digging into his back. I felt myself drawing closer to orgasm, and from his heavy panting, I could tell he wasn’t very far off either.

From behind me, Stacy moaned passionately as the speed at which she touched herself increased. Gasping deep breaths of desire as he continued rubbing on her pussy.

“A—April!” Antonio growled.

“Ooooh! Yeah?” I moaned.

“I’m…”

Before he could complete his sentence, I felt his cock expand inside me, pressing harder against my sensitive flesh as he grunted deeply inside my mouth.

“Fuck!” He groaned as I felt his first shot of creamy cum shoot inside me. As Antonio found his release, I clenched my hole tight and milked out every drop of his warm seed inside me.

I let out a deep whine as he ground deep inside my tight pussy.

“Oh, fuck!”

The sounds of Stacy finding her release drove me over the edge. That and the incredible feeling of Antonio’s milky seed shooting against my flesh.

I felt a wave of ecstasy flood over me and run throughout my body as Antonio’s body shook violently against my grasp.

“JESUS!” I moaned desperately. Years of built-up pressure released and sent me into a state of slippery bliss. Both our bodies shook violently as I reached my blissful state of orgasm.

“Oh, yes, fuck!” I cried out.

My vision grew blurry, and every inch of my skin tingled with desire. And then it happened—my orgasm crashed over me. My sensitive cunt quivered around Antonio’s thick cock, and I screamed out a series of cuss words.

What followed was the most magical feeling I had ever experienced.

The grip of my hands tightened on his thighs as he used his last reserve of energy to pound his cock inside me one last time.

[image: ]



I suspected the following day would be awkward as fuck. Perhaps Stacy would walk into the office and pretend not to notice me—after all, I did sleep with her husband.

“Morning, beautiful!”

I jumped at the sound of Stacy’s sweet voice. “Oh, um…hi!” I said shyly.

“Did you sleep well?”

My cheeks turned a brighter shade of Rose-red. “I had the best sleep in months!”

Stacy snuck in a playful wink, “I wonder why that is!”

I watched as Stacy walked away from my desk. Her perfect ass swayed effortlessly with every step she took when I said, “Stacy!”

Turning to me. “Yeah?”

“Tell Antonio I said thanks!”

THE END


PART THIRTY

MEDICAL ATTENTION


INTRODUCTION


When my gynaecologist told me I would need to meet with him for a follow-up appointment in two weeks, I could not have been more nervous!

I made the appointment and as it happens, I was the final patient scheduled for the day. Imagine my surprise when I discovered that Dr Steenveld was off ill that day. Instead, a much younger, a much hunkier doctor stood in his place.

If that was not enough to make my insides melt, he brought his sultry apprentice, Nurse Jenny, along with him.

After the new and improved doctor realised I had a problem feeling comfortable in their presence, he had a plan—one that would help me with my nerves.

What happened next?

Let’s just say, I got a full-on inspection and probably wouldn’t need to see another gynaecologist anytime soon…


1


With my shaking hands, I picked up the telephone.

I know if I do not make this call now, I will never ‘get around to it.’

It’s not the fact that I would have to wait in that morbid looking lobby, with rustic furniture and outdated magazines as the only source of entertainment, but rather the vulnerability of the whole ‘experience.’

At the age of 24, it’s safe to say I was not expecting any medical complications, especially around my nether regions. But, after my gynaecologist told me that I should return in two weeks for another check-up, with absolutely no explanation what so ever, I knew I had to make the call.

Even though I knew my doctor, who was perhaps the most professional guy I had met, the idea of him sticking his fingers inside my most sensitive area once again freaked me out.

Okay, so don’t get me wrong, it’s not like I haven’t had foreign objects inside me before. I have slept with a few guys before and let’s just say there is no better feeling than a stud grinding inside me. But, Dr Steenveld wasn’t exactly a stud, which was why I was reasonably confident I would not get excited in front of him. And the whole idea freaked me out—sitting with my legs held up high in the air and my pussy on display while he sticks his finger inside me.

EEEEK!

But, as terrified as I may have been by the idea, I knew it was something that had to be done. The last thing I’d want is for all the hard work I have put into preserving myself to go to waste, especially for something I could have been proactive about.

At the age of 23, I am a Silver Olympic medallist, having competed in the 2016 Rio Olympics. I have worked my ass off and still swim every day, all this hard work also means I have, what most would consider being a ‘banging body.’ I have done a pretty good job of looking after myself. Letting all that hard work go to waste because of my fear to do a check-up with my Gynaecologist would be a shame!

Apart from my sexy, lean body, which I work hard to maintain, perhaps my most notable features are my curvaceous hips and my deep blue eyes.

Having saved up all the money I made from years of swimming competitions, today I am the proud owner of my own small glass company that had blasted me into millionaire status last year.

It’s safe to say I feel pretty accomplished, especially at my young age, but despite the money, the cars, the successful business, and Hollywood-worthy looks, there is still one thing I lack in my life—love.

Despite having messed around with guys a few times, I have not been with a man for much longer than a single night. At one point, I even considered whether I could be lesbian. But, if I were to be completely honest with myself, I would say I am more straight than gay—even though women do hold power to drive my pussy to a state of wetness.

“We can fit you in at 16:30, tomorrow afternoon,” the reception said over the phone. “Would that work for you, Ms Kendra Grey?”

My heart raced at a million miles per hour. I reminded myself that Dr Steenveld had seen me naked a few times already and tried convincing myself I had nothing to worry about. (Even though I knew I was bullshitting myself.)

“Um,” I swallowed. “Yeah. Okay. See you then.”

With beads of sweat forming at my forehead, hung up the phone.

Don’t get me wrong, the idea of being naked is not what terrifies me. In fact, I walk around with my towel flung over my shoulder, and I proudly display my beautiful pussy in the gym locker rooms all the time.

My breasts aren’t something I work hard to hide from the world either. I must have inherited my mother’s genes when it comes to my beautiful breasts because, at the young age of 23, I have tits most people would pay big bucks for.

I arrived 5 minutes late, and as it turned out, I’m the last appointment Dr Steenveld had for the rest of the day.

“Hello.”

A deep voice greeted me. The voice was deep and filled with bass. Slowly, I looked up at the man wearing a white coat, holding a notepad in his hand and glanced over at the stethoscope that hung at his neck.

I smiled. “Hi there,” and quickly returned my focus back on the Cosmopolitan magazine I was flipping through.

“You must be Kendra?”

I shifted my focus back on the young stud. “Um. Yes. Yes, I am. You… are the nurse?”

A coy grin formed on his lips as he smiled. “No, I’m the doctor who will be assisting you in Dr Steenveld’s absence.”

My eyes shot wide open, and I scanned the rooms to see if there were any hidden cameras—this must be some sort of joke.

“Dr… Brady Miller,” I said, scanning the name tag held onto his white coat with a safety pin “With all due respect, I think there must be some kind of mistake.”

“No,” Brady replied. “Unfortunately, Dr Steenveld was not well, so now you’re stuck with me.”

I looked at the doctor up and down. He looked as if he was barely legal to drink. In fact, if I were to picture him without that white coat, I would have placed him on the football field as the college quarterback.

“Okay,” I cleared my throat. “And how old are you?”

“I’m 28,” he smiled. “But, rest assured, Dr Steenveld would not just leave you with any random.”

With his hands, Dr Miller gestured towards the door of the doctor’s room.

“If you would please follow me, I will introduce you to the nurse who will assist you and make sure you’re as comfortable as possible.”

Without much thought, I slowly lifted to my feet and followed the young doctor into the doctor’s room.

Dr Brady Miller could easily compete with the most drool-worthy jock out there. With broad shoulders, I could imagine he had hidden a body most men would sell their souls for under that coat.

Dr Miller wore large-framed spectacles that surprisingly made him look as smart as he was sexy—in a Clark Kent sorta way.

Dr Miller smiled as he held the door opened, and I walked into his office.

“Right, so let’s get the admin out of the way, shall we?” Brady smiled at me. It was a smile that shot straight into my heart and landed right in between my legs.

“Okay?”

“Having read your file, I see you’re scheduled for a follow up with Dr Steenveld today?”

“Yeah, and he didn’t really tell me why!” I barked.

“Hi Kendra,” a beautiful girl, that looked as if she were about my age, interrupted me.

I glanced over at the nurse that wore a white skirt that was suspiciously short and a tight shirt that left little to the imagination with her protruding breasts.

“Hi,” I said, glancing over at the nurse, before shyly looking away.

“I’m Nurse Jenny, and I will be assisting you today as well.”

Nurse Jenny looked as if she were in the wrong field. With luscious blonde hair and tits that made mine look like child’s play in comparison, it’s hard not feeling insecure in her company.

I shifted my gaze back on Brady, and took another look at him—really took a proper look at him. I knew I wouldn’t be able to go through with this.

My eyes glanced down at his hand, writing furiously at the clipboard, and I swallowed hard. The idea of Dr Miller’s thick, strong fingers spreading my hole apart was more than I could handle.

“Look, I’m sorry, and I know you’re just trying to do your job,” I said. “But, I don’t think this is going to work. Perhaps it’s better if I wait for Dr Steenveld to return.”

Dr Miller sunk his head. “Oryt. That’s not a problem.”

I grabbed hold of my possessions, and after quickly shoving my cell-phone and wallet in my pocket, I darted towards the door faster than Speedy Gonzales.

“Kendra, wait,” Nurse Jenny called out. “If it helps. Perhaps I could find a way to make you feel more comfortable?”

That caught my attention. I slowly turned my head and looked at the nurse grinning at me with a devious smile, her fingers twirling in between the loose strands of her golden, blonde hair. After a few moments of consideration, I pushed the door closed and resumed my seat on the bed in the Doctor’s room.

“And how would you do that?”

She grinned in response. No response was required. From the look in her eye, I could tell whatever plan she had up her sleeve, it would be a plan that would leave me begging for more.

At that point, I knew, there was no turning back.
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“Okay, so I’m just going to be upfront and honest with both of you,” I started, my voice nervously fumbling as I spoke. “I am really nervous about this examination.”

Dr Brady Miller let out a coy smile, one that was comforting as much as it oozed sexual confidence. “Kendra, I get it, it’s natural to be nervous, but trust me, you have nothing to worry about.”

What I really felt like asking was how on earth he could be a qualified doctor. He looked way too young, and from what I know, you must study for a good few years before you’re qualified to be a doctor.

“Here, put this on.” Nurse Jenny said as she handed me a blue plastic coat. “This will help cover your most essential parts and help put your mind at ease.”

She pulled on my hand. “Follow me, I will help you get into this.”

I walked, hand in hand with the world’s sexiest nurse, into the small cordoned off section of the room with a plastic room divider. After I realised Nurse Jenny had no intentions of looking away, I stripped out of my clothes, and as I pulled off my panties, I noticed the wet spot on my underwear. There was no way in hell she missed it because when I looked up at her, she had a massive grin on her face at the sight.

The fact that I’m in such a tiny, enclosed space with the world’s hottest nurse was not helping my case much either!

Nurse Jenny watched on as I removed every item of clothing I had on.

Having spent the last few minutes staring at the attractive younger doctor and his sultry nurse sidekick, I knew this was bound to happen.

“What the—” I mumbled to myself as I pulled the coat up against my bare body.

Is this some kind of joke?!

The coat, clearly a few sizes too small, barely covered my chest and midsection, let alone my pussy! The plastic jacket hung down to cover half my already wet pussy, and that was with me crouched forward!

“Um, Nurse,” I said. “I think there’s something wrong with the coat you gave me!”

Nurse Jenny grinned. “I’m sorry, it’s one size fits all!”

“Wh—What?”

Nurse Jenny placed her hand on my shoulder. “There, there, you have nothing to worry about.” She glanced down at my cunt and grinned. “Really! You have nothing to worry about.”

Dr Miller’s voice caught my attention, and I heard him walking towards us. “Do you need me to come in and help you put it on?”

My heart pounded. “Um, no. But, I think it’s too small.”

I walked out from behind the divider as I heard Dr Miller’s footsteps approaching me; my hands covering my pussy. “Okay, let’s get this over and done with.”

As I walked back on to my seat, with my hands covering my pussy, the coat pulled over my ass, display my bubble butt for both Dr Miller and Nurse Jenny to see.

With the length of this coat, I could either have my vagina on display, or my ass—I opt for the latter.

With his gaze lowered on my pussy, Brady smiled at me, but it was more than a professional, courteous smile. “Okay, so have you prepared for the examination?”

I rolled my eyes. “Well, I haven’t had sex, if that’s what you mean?”

Brady finally put down that clipboard. “Okay, so the experience is not as bad as you may think.” Dr Miller bit on his lower lip and stared at me suggestively. “In fact, I have had a few patients that really enjoyed the experience.”

My heart raced faster than a speeding train with every step the hunky doctor took towards me.

“So, I’m going to need you to lay on your back, with your knees pulled up to your chest. I will be using gloves, and you will be well lubricated, so there’s no need to worry about pain.”

As I laid flat on my back, I felt the cool breeze of the aircon blow against my exposed, wet pussy.

Dr Miller could see I was really struggling with the idea of him and his sexy apprentice in the room, while I had my pushed up and my cunt on full display.

“Okay, Kendra, please sit up for me.” Dr Miller ordered.

From the tone in his voice, Dr Miller sounded defeated. With my hand still covering my pussy, I pulled myself up and looked past the young man and Nurse Jenny. I had to avoid all eye contact. The brief moments I’ve spent staring at them had already caused me shameful wetness, and the last thing I’d want is for them to think I was some kind of pervert, getting off on the idea of them staring at my cunt.

“You seem very tense, which is natural. I can see you’re shy,” Dr Miller said, glancing down at my cunt. “But, I must tell you three things.”

I felt beads of sweat begin forming around my head and swallowed hard. “Um… Okay?”

“Firstly, for this experience to go smooth and as seamlessly as possible, you need to be relaxed. The more relaxed you are, the easier it will be.”

I smiled at the doctor as if this were some new revelation to me. But, having slept with a few men already, I knew this.

“And, what’s the second thing?” I asked, awaiting his pearls of wisdom.

“Secondly, Kendra, you have nothing to be ashamed of. In fact, I’m sure Nurse Jenny would agree with me that most women wished they had a pussy as beautiful as yours.”

I glanced over at Nurse Jenny who stood behind Dr Miller, grinning in agreement.

“Umm…Okay…”

“And finally,” Dr Miller said. “We will only do what you’re comfortable with!”

My eyes widened, and I stared at my new doctor with a dropped jaw.

I also felt my pussy pulsating against my hand at this comment. I was so focused on hiding my face in shame and worried about what the hunky doctor and this sexy nurse would think of me if they were to spot my wetness, that I failed to notice all the suggestive comments he’d been passing.

“Dr Miller⁠—”

“Please,” he interrupted me. “Call me Brady.”

He pulled his chair closer towards me, and I just sat back, staring at him and breathing through parted lips.

“I have an idea, one that would help you feel more comfortable,” he said, his voice reduced to a deep growl.

“Ye-Yes?” I said, my voice trembling as I spoke.

Brady’s dimples deepened as he grinned at me and lifted himself from his seat. I watched him walk towards the door and gasped as he opened the door, covering my exposed pussy with my hand, in case anyone walked into the room.

“Lucy,” he called out to his receptionist. “Since Kendra is the last patient, you may leave. Don’t worry about the billing, Nurse Jenny will sort it out.”

My hands trembled as I watched him close the door and walk back towards me.

“What…what are you⁠—”

“I’m helping you feel more comfortable,” Brady said as he lifted the buttons on his white coat. “Being naked in front of a complete stranger can feel intimidating. So, by joining in, that will help relieve some of the pressure.”

I watched as Nurse Jenny slowly started lifting the buttons on her tight white blouse as well.

I stared in awe as the doctor and nurse, I had only just met, removed every item of clothing in front of me. A part of me felt like slapping myself against the face to make sure this was not a dream—a figment of my imagination.

Without having realised it, my legs opened slightly as I sat back, taking in sharp breaths as I watched them undress.

Once the white coat was lowered, Brady took it a step further. He pulled off his black cowboy boots and lifted each sock. Nurse Jenny seductively lowered her short skirt down to her ankles—her seductive gaze fixed on me with every inch of clothing she removed.

My tongue darted out to lick my lips that craved moisture.

This is not happening?!

My focus was fixated on Dr Miller’s strong toes that oozed masculinity, and I watched on intently as the sounds of him lowering his zipper filled the office, and he pulled down the pair of jeans that hugged around his ass perfectly.

Fuck me!

The sex appeal he had in that lab coat did little justice to the dreamy man hidden underneath all those clothes.

Once Nurse Jenny pulled her bra off, she flung it one side, and I watched as she slowly stepped out of her skirt, I stared on with parted lips as she grabbed on the bands of her red, lacy panties and slowly pulled it down her thighs.

“Fuck,” I gasped as I took in the image of the naked nurse. Her body was sculpted to perfection. I felt the wetness of my cunt spread at the sight of her perfectly trimmed pussy.

Between the two of them, I couldn’t decide who to keep my gaze focused on.

Shifting back to Dr Miller, I gasped as his ass faced me and he bent over to pull down his white briefs.

Finally, with his ass still faced towards me, Dr Miller pulled his tee-shirt over his head and dropped it next to his pile of clothes scattered on the floor. My hands trembled under the hold of my pussy as I ached for him to turn around and reveal the goods he’d been hiding under all that clothes.

Subconsciously, I pushed my chest forward as he slowly turned around to face me. Seeing his chiselled frame made me feel like I somehow needed to compete with this steamy looking doctor, and reveal the true size of my tits.

A heart beats 24/7.

That beating heart is what keeps us alive after all, but it’s not generally something we pay a lot of attention to. But when Dr Brady Miller slowly turned around, my gaze fixed on his cock, I could feel my heart pounding violently inside my chest.

He had a delicious girth to him, one that left me drooling at the sight.

Brady smiled as he walked towards me, closing the distance between us with every step. “See. Now, we’re all naked. Now, we’re all vulnerable.”

“Does this help?” Nurse Jenny’s sweet voice caught my attention.

A warm sensation filled my insides as I forced myself to look up at her stunning face, past her drool-worthy body. “Um, yeah. That… err… that certainly helps.”

“Good!” Brady said as he grabbed on the short plastic pull over that did a poor job of hiding my essentials. “Well, then there won’t really be a need for this, would there?”

For the first time, I smiled. Really smiled. “I guess not,” I said and held my hands up high as Brady yanked the plastic pullover over my head.

My pussy, now wet as a lake, pulsated desperately against my hand, and it was not something I could hide either.

“That,” Brady said, grinning at my aching cunt, “is perfectly normal.”

He pulled my hand away from my pussy, and my cunt quivered with appreciation.

“Right, on your back,” he ordered. “We have a quick examination to get through.”

Seeing Brady walking around with his cock swaying freely and Nurse Jenny’s stiffened nipples helped me feel a lot more comfortable with, not only the idea of having my pussy on display and a finger being inserted inside me, but also with the wetness that formed around me as well.

I stared at my doctor’s firm ass as he walked over towards his counter. He put on a pair of medical gloves and reached out for the lubricant.

Nurse Jenny then played her part and I squirmed as she placed her thumb on my cunt, wiping away my juices.

“Dr,” Nurse Jenny said. “I really don’t think there’s any need for that lubricant!”

As he walked back to me, I noticed that Dr Miller’s cock looked much larger than it did a few moments ago. I grinned; if this was one of his tricks to get me more comfortable, it certainly worked!

I had an aching craving to reach down and rub on my wet pussy, which was now under Nurse Jenny’s complete control.

“Nurse, I need a hand, please?” Brady said to Nurse Jenny.

Releasing the pressure on my cunt, Nurse Jenny walked around me. While she stood behind me, her cunt inches away from my face, she leaned over and pulled my legs back.

The scent of her sweet pussy filled me as she leaned forward to grab hold of my legs.

Dr Miller pushed on my entrance while his lubricated finger gently rubbed on my exposed fold.

“Just need to make sure you’re as comfortable as possible,” he said as his finger slid in between my folds.

Slowly, Brady rubbed his finger on my entrance, and without realising it, I closed my eyes as he slowly pushed his finger inside me. It took every bit of constraint I still had left in me not to moan as he massaged my insides with his finger and worked his way inside my cunt.

“Is that comfortable for you?” Dr Miller asked.

I opened my eyes, and the image of Nurse Jenny’s perfect tits greeted me. “Yeah,” I breathed. “It…It feels good.”

By now, I had lost all sense of shyness. I couldn’t focus on anything else, except for the doctor’s thick finger working its way inside me.

“Oh,” I moaned as he reached my G-spot and gently started massaging against my most sensitive area with the tips of his finger. My lips trembled with appreciation at the pressure he placed inside me.

“Well, the good news is that I cannot detect any abnormalities.” Brady held his finger inside my hole as he spoke.

“Yeah,” I sighed. “Great.”

Slowly, Dr Miller pulled his finger out of my hole. Sweat formed on my forehead during the experience. Even though I so badly wanted to beg him to keep his finger inside me, my hole clenched tight once he pulled out.

I felt my face turn different shades of red. It felt as if I just had a one night stand and the guy asked me to leave as soon as we were done. Now that I know what it felt like, I vowed never to chase a man away again after sex.

I opened my eyes and saw Brady slowly walking towards me.

“Dr, while we’re at it, I say we might as well do a full examination,” Nurse Jenny said.

I glanced up at the nurse, desperation filled my eyes at her suggestion.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped as she placed her hands on my chest.

She smiled back at me unapologetically.

I watched as Dr Miller’s eyes rolled down my body, reaching a halt once he reached my pussy, which glistened with my juices.

“Nurse Jenny, I think you have a point. Kendra, if you’d like,” Brady started. “I mean, since you’re here for a check-up, there is one more test I could perform?”

“Another test?” I breathed.

“Yeah, since I can see how excited you are,” Brady grinned at my pussy. “I could check to see whether your sex drive is at an optimal level? But, that’s only if you’d wan⁠—”

“Yes!” I cut him off. “I mean, only if you think it’s helpful.”

Brady’s cock bounced with my tone of excitement and Nurse Jenny’s grip on my tits stiffened.

Brady grinned as he walked back to my open legs, his cock now standing at full attention.

Nurse Jenny carefully handed him my legs, and he pulled on my ankles, carefully wrapping them around his waist. He grinned a devious grin at my soaking cunt. “Oh, I have a feeling you would find our assessment to be a very helpful experience.”
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“Oh fuck!” I gasped as Dr Miller cupped my aching cunt under his big strong hand.

With my legs wrapped around his waist, I was entirely at Dr Miller’s mercy. Jolts of electricity pulsed through my veins as his heat transferred onto my pussy.

“Now, Kendra,” Brady said with a devilish glint in his eyes, “We’re going to test the health of those beautiful breasts.”

With my eyes closed and my hands running down the curves on my naked torso, I breathed out heavy sighs of relief. “Yeah,” I sighed. “Can never be too safe.”

With his hand still cupped over my cunt, I jerked as I felt the silky touch of Nurse Jenny’s hands running down my neck and back onto my tits.

Taking both my breasts in her hand, she squeezed on my tits, and I let out heavy breaths of relief.

While Nurse Jenny had her way with my boobs, Dr Miller started rubbing his hand up and down my cunt. The thick veins on his hands pulsated against my pussy as he rubbed his hand against my folds.

“Oh!” I moaned as he gently placed his finger at my entrance while continuing to place pressure on my clit with his thumb.

My leg jerked with excitement. I had never felt so turned on before and with his every touch, I felt like I was seconds away from exploding in his hand.

Brady slowly lowered his head down on me. “I hope you don’t mind,” he breathed on my pussy. “But, if we’re going to be testing your sexual health, I think it’s best we do this properly.”

“And by properly,” Nurse Jenny cut in, “he would need to grab a taste of those juices.”

“Yes!” I begged through gasped air.

For someone with such a muscular build as Dr Miller, he was surprisingly flexible. With my legs still wrapped around his waist, he slowly lowered his head on my pussy and my legs jerked at the first feeling of his tongue brushing against me.

“Hmmm,” Dr Miller moaned in appreciation at the first taste of my juices on his tongue.

Slowly, Brady swirled the tips of his tongue at my entrance, gently teasing me before he slipped his tongue inside me.

My breathing grew sharp and erratic at the sensation of his warm, wet mouth inside me. Nurse Jenny continued squeezing on my tits and the brief tickles as her hair brushed on my naked skin, left me in an uncontrollable state of desire.

In a fit of passion, I grabbed down on Dr Miller’s head as he extended his tongue deeper inside me and dragged his tongue up my cunt.

“Fuck!” I growled as my legs squeezed tight around his waist. Every fibre in my being quivered with want and desire.

As Dr Miller felt my grip around his waist tightening, he could tell I was close, and he lifted his head off from my cunt.

“Not so soon,” he grinned. “For us to really check your sexual health, we would want you to try and hold back your pleasure for as long as possible, wouldn’t we?”

“Right on,” Nurse Jenny agreed as she ran her hands down the curves of my mid-section.

“Good,” he said, pulling my legs and freeing their grip around his waist. Slowly, he started walking towards me. I laid back, staring at him with large, widened eyes—his protruding cock leading the way as he approached me.

With parted lips, I stared intensely into his ocean-green eyes, and he looked back fiercely into my deep blues. His gaze was filled with passion and lust. I have never felt more wanted in my life, and that by a man I had barely known for longer than an hour.

Holding his gaze and staring at my full lips with a look of desperation, Dr Miller grabbed hold of my face, rubbing the soft skin of my face against his strong hand. With his strong palms, he held onto my chin and leaned forward.

Instinctively, I closed my eyes and allowed my lips to be carried away in the ecstasy of his lips connecting with mine.

His soft lips rubbed against mine as he pecked me softly at first. With his hands running down my chest, I moaned at the sweet taste of his tongue on mine as he extended the tips of his tongue into my mouth, softly swirling his tongue inside my mouth.

He breathed out heavy breaths of passion into my mouth as he kissed me passionately and his hands grabbed on my breasts.

“Did I tell you?” Brady said, pulling out from my mouth.

“Tell me what?” I breathed, slowly opening my eyes and focusing into his.

“That you’re one sexy lady!”

Warmth filled my cheeks, and I shied away from his gaze.

Extending my hands to the sides, I reached out for his throbbing cock and grabbed his thick cock in my hands. The feeling of his thick shaft in my hands felt magical. I wanted nothing more than to catch a taste of that prick inside my mouth.

Rubbing on his head, I felt the slippery excitement that formed on the head of his cock, and I knew he was just as turned on as I was. He wanted me just as badly as I wanted him.

I stretched out my other hand, and my hand got caught on Nurse Jenny’s cunt. Her cunt felt even better in my hand than it looked in person.

Eagerly, I rubbed my finger against her pussy and the sounds of pleasure that was released as she moaned when my finger found her entrance drove me to an all new level of desperation.

I slid inside her slippery cunt, while I gently started tugging on Dr Miller’s fat cock in my other hand.

Nibbling on my bottom lip, Dr Miller pulled his tongue out of my mouth and carefully rolled his tongue down the sides of my face and onto my neck.

I breathed out sighs of relief as he rolled his tongue down my neck.

“Oh, shit!” I gasped.

With his tongue rolling down my body, Dr Miller lifted his legs and climbed on the bed, with his cock faced at my lips.

His hips hung over my face as I grabbed onto his shaft again and a grin formed on my lips. I closed my eyes, eager to grab my first taste of his manhood.

A drop of his pre-cum dripped on my lips, and my taste buds were shot through the roof. I simply had to taste more.

Brady drove his hips forward into my mouth as he leaned forward, lowering his head onto my pussy again. Sucking on my cunt, Brady thrusted his throbbing cock in and out of my mouth, driving his desire deep inside my mouth.

My eyes shot open wide as his thick finger rubbed against my tight little hole. As his cock continued stretching my mouth open wide, he slowly found my hole with his finger again—this time, without the surgical gloves.

My body tensed up as he filled me with that familiar feeling of excitement as he pressed his thick finger inside my aching entrance.

I moaned into his prick as he stuck his finger deeper inside me.

From the way he stretched my hole, I knew the thick cock I held in my mouth was moments away from stretching my cunt even further, and I don’t think I’ve ever been more ready.

My stomach muscles tightened up as he pushed his finger against my sensitive pussy.

“Ohhh! Fuck me!” I cried out. I had reached an all new level of desperation—I wanted nothing more than for his delicious cock to fill my craving hole.

Slowly, Dr Miller pulled his finger out of my tightness and lifted his body off from mine.

He climbed off the bed and leaned into me again before whispering softly in my ears. “I want to fuck you so bad!”

The base in his voice filled my body with an uncontrollable urge to beg him to stick his cock deep inside me.

The anticipation was sending me into overdrive.

Back at my parted thighs, Brady grabbed on my legs and carefully wrapped it around his waist, shifting his body into mine so that his cock rested at my entrance.

“You’re ready?” Brady grinned.

I opened my eyes to stare at the sexy hunk pressing against me. “Please, fuck me!” I begged.
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Dr Miller teased my entrance by slapping his thick cock on my craving hole before he placed it at my entrance once more.

The wait was becoming more unbearable by the second. I needed him inside me!

“Fuck me!” I screamed.

My eyes widened as he pushed forward into my tightness. The feeling of his thick head spreading my hole was unlike anything I had ever felt before. I clenched around the thick piece of flesh penetrating and stretching me.

“Shhhh,” Brady hushed me. “Remember what we said earlier? The key is to relax and enjoy it!” Brady said while running his hands on the soft skin of my torso and playfully taking my nipples in between his fingers. After taking in a sharp breath, I closed my eyes, loosening my entrance and allowed myself to enjoy the moment.

As my grip around his cock loosened, Dr Miller pushed his cock further inside me, allowing me to take in every inch of him.

I only let out a sigh of relief once his thick cock was completely submerged inside me and my walls wrapped tightly around his shaft.

When I first came for this check-up, the last thing I expected was that I’d have my pussy examined by a hunky younger doctor and his mouth-watering nurse, let alone him sticking his cock deep inside my cunt.

But everything about this moment just felt right!

Dr Miller barely allowed me time to stretch and to get used to the feeling of him filling me when he pulled back and plunged back inside me.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned. My walls quivered around his thick shaft.

As he continued to thrust in and out of me, feelings of pain were soon replaced with a blissful wave of desire and lust. The veins on his cock pulsated inside me with every thrust.

Dr Miller grabbed hold of my sensitive breasts, and he squeezed harder on my tits with every thrust. Deeper and deeper, in and out of my throbbing cunt.

I could feel my release approaching. Scared I may cum before him; I grabbed on Brady’s muscled thighs.

Panting heavily, he took my cue and started ramming harder into me, with the sounds of his balls slapping against my ass with every thrust.

With every thrust, I could tell Dr Miller was closer to shooting his seed deep inside my pussy.

“Ah fuck!” Brady started losing all sense of his control.

“Oh, God! Fuck!” I moaned.

Dr Miller grunted as he ran his hands all over my body and I felt his thick shaft swell inside me.

“Fuck!” Brady moaned, and I felt him explode inside me. His body tensed up, and I felt four powerful jets of cum shooting against my walls.

Dr Miller glanced down at my soaking pussy and let out a devious grin.

With his cock still inside my hole, he started rubbing hard on my clit. Biting on my lower lip, I breathed out slowly at the sensation of his warm hand pressing against my sensitivity.

With his cock, still thick and spreading my hole open, my skin started tingling as my stomach stiffened.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned as waves of pleasure crashed over me and I tightened my hole wrapping it tightly around Dr Miller’s cock.

“Jesus!” I writhed about violently, gasping deep breaths of air as I reached my slippery orgasm.
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“Well,” Dr Miller said as slipped on his underwear. “The good news is that your sexual health is good and remarkably healthy.” He licked on his lower lip. “Creamy even.”

“Well,” I blushed. “Good to know.”

I reached for my own clothes before I slowly looked up at Dr Miller and the sultry Nurse Jenny. “Say, just out of interest’s sake, when can I schedule my next appointment?”

THE END


PART THIRTY-ONE

HEATED FOOTAGE


INTRODUCTION


INTRODUCTION

It’s almost as if he wanted me to find them…

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

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

But lately, he has become more and more sloppy.

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

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

If only he knew. We both want the same thing…
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Meet my best friend, Megan Sparkle.

Next to Megan, I look plain—boring even. With luscious, shiny black hair, a tiny waist, and the world’s most perfect size D rack, Megan can drive any man wild.

As attractive as she is, what really makes Megan stand out from the crowd is that she has the confidence to match her looks.

Megan and I first met back at the start of high school, and since then, our little friendship has grown stronger by the day. I say little friendship because, in my mind, we were always more than just friends. Even though I never outwardly admitted it to her, whenever I quenched the ache in my pussy, it was almost always because she was on my mind.

I’ve fantasised about Megan since 9th grade when I first discovered these feelings of lust.

We went to a Catholic all-girls school, so there weren’t any guys around to drool all over her—that also meant I got her all to myself.

A lack of guys never stopped Megan. Being the crazy, wild child that she was, she would pull her skirt up to her navel and walk around with the shortest skirt in school.

“4 finger rule!” The nuns would tell her.

Megan Sparkle would smirk, “It is four fingers, depending on who’s hand we use.” She’d grin deviously and walk off, unphased by the overbearing nuns.

I still remember whenever she’d bend over, and her perfect bubble butt was on display, my legs would stiffen at the sight of her red panties. She always wore red panties.

And now, at the age of 32, not much has changed.

We’re still best friends. She’s still fucking sexier than ever, and she still makes my pussy wet!

Compared to Megan, I guess you could say I’m the boring friend.

I left school, found a job and got married to Mark Stanford.

Don’t get me wrong, I love him to bits. I especially love the attention we get whenever I’m seen in public with him. Mark is every women’s fantasy and boy; does he stretch my pussy good! It’s just that sometimes I wish my life was half as exciting as Megan’s.

At the age of 32, Megan is now a porn star.

Imagine that? Fucking for a living!

Whenever we were in public, she would always tell me about her latest movie. She’d grin deviously as she’d watch me squirm at her stories.

It’s almost as if she knows I want nothing more than to swap places with her for just a day!

Sometimes, I zone out while she’s speaking, and I picture the steamy scenes in my head. I imagine her beautiful black hair falling delicately on her perfect tits as she rides her next victim.

Most of the time, I get carried away and forcefully snap myself back into reality before she suspects anything.

I'll never forget the day we sat at the local ice-cream shop, and she told me about one of her scenes.

“So,” Megan started. “I started kissing her. Fuck Samantha, she was so hot!” Megan bites on her lower lip. “And wet,” she adds quickly.

Her words drown out in my head as she speaks. I can’t help but let her sweet voice carry me away and whisk me into a world of wonder.

“Samantha!” Megan called out for the fourth time.

I shook my head and refocus my attention on Megan. “Oh, hey… sorry, um…wow!”

Megan leaned forward and brushed my hair behind my ears. “Does it make you feel uncomfortable when I speak about sex?”

“Oh, no! Please…go on,” I said, sounding a little more desperate than I intended.

With my focus entirely back on Megan, I stare into her full lips as she tells me the story of how she was supposed to have a ‘lesbian only’ scene.

Apparently, her co-star’s pussy was so tight, that she couldn’t help but want to see something spread those lips, something other than her fingers and tongue.

To the surprise of both her co-star and the cameraman, she got down on her knees, grabbed his cock and started sucking him off, until eventually she grabbed the camera and recorded him fucking her co-star.

I listen intently as she tells me how that film went on to be her biggest selling film.

I pretend to be shocked and so interested at the same time, but what she doesn’t know is that this story is nothing new for me. Both my husband and I have gotten off on this.

I get wet every time I open my husband’s cupboard and see her face on the cover of Lesbian Fantasies.
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As soon as I arrived back home, I dropped my shopping bags at the entrance and onto my bed. I let out a loud sigh in the emptiness of my house, and my thoughts raced to Megan.

My god, I feel obsessed.

Sometimes, I get the feeling she knows just how crazy I am over her.

But, if she really knew, surely, she would have said something by now? Megan is the last person that would bite her tongue. Maybe she knows but hasn’t tried anything with me because she finds me boring?

Fuck, I wouldn’t blame her. I am rather boring.

Megan Sparkle has always been very bossy—it’s one of the many things I like about her. The thought of her bossing me around in the bedroom leaves my pussy aching with want.

Thoughts of Megan fill my head again, and I can't help but move my hand down my belly. My hand brushing against the fabric of my crop top as it slowly finds its way lower. I bite on my lower lip and my back stiffened as I slipped my hand underneath my panties and rubbed against my warm, wet pussy.

More thoughts enter my head. With my hands tied, I imagine Megan going down on me, gently massaging my wet clit with her tongue.

“Oh fuck!” I breathed at the thought of her having her way with me while I circled my finger against my longing clit.

Suddenly, my mind takes a different turn.

With Megan’s tongue inside me, I imagine Mark walking in.

“Oooooh!” I groaned as my finger found my entrance.

I watched on with eager anticipation as she throws Mark on the bed next to me. The sounds of her pulling on his zipper sends a chill down my spine. I imagine her staring into Mark's eyes as she slowly pulls out his thick cock and takes his head in her mouth.

I started touching myself with vigorous speed. Just the thought of Mark’s legs stiffening up, as she swallowed his manhood in her mouth, was enough to drive me over the edge.

“Oh! Yes! Fuck!” I moaned.

My entire body stiffened and legs jerked violently as my orgasm crashed over me. “Fuck!” I scream. My blurry vision slowly fades away, and I closed my eyes, falling into a state of utter ecstasy.

“Samantha, you home?”

What the fuck, I think to myself. What’s Megan doing here?

“Err, I’m coming!” I call out, quickly reaching for my sweatpants.

“Yeah, you are!” She laughs.

Fuck my life. Did she hear me? I'm pretty sure I shouted out her name while coming!

I quickly pull up my panties and my tight pink sweatpants before looking in the mirror—one look at me and she would see just how flustered I was!

“Hey,” I call out, walking down the stairs as if I didn’t just picture her fucking my husband.

A part of me is shy, the other part wished she walked into the room and caught me in the act.

Megan just stared at me. She gave me a look that told me she knew what I was up to.

I struggled to hold my eye contact. “Whaaaat?”

“I heard odd some noises, so I thought I’d rather not disturb,” Megan teased.

Fuck, she heard me.

I tried to think of something to say, anything that will help me get rid of this shameful feeling. Before I could speak, she cut my thoughts short. “Listen, what are you doing later tonight?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Mark messaged to say he’s coming home late. He probably has a work function or something. So, I’ll probably just catch up on some reading.”

My heart still raced as I watched Megan shake her head. “I don’t think so.” She slowly lifted her gaze until her eyes stared deeply into mine. “You’re coming over to my place for supper tonight.”

“Err…”

“See you at 7!” Megan smiled.

“Umm... Yeah, cool!”

Megan turned around and walked towards the door, catching me by surprise as she brushed her hand against my pussy. “Oh, and you might want to change into another pair of pants. You have… a little stain on your pants."

I glance down and stare at the wet patch she referred to.

Fuck.
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“Hey, baby. Just wanted to check in on you and see what time you’ll be home tonight.”

“I won’t be out late,” Mark responds.

“Okay, I’ll see you later.”

“Love you,” he adds.

I breathe slowly into the phone. Knowing that the right thing to say would be, you too! Instead, I abruptly hang up.

A part of me can’t help but feel guilty. Guilty for having these dirty thoughts—these dirty desires.

Okay, Sam, just calm down. It’s probably nothing.

I tell myself, trying to convince myself nothing will happen tonight, even though deep down, I wish that would not be the case.

Blood red.

That's the colour of the lipstick I'm wearing tonight. I’ve always imagined the day when Megan would lean in and kiss me. If today’s my lucky day and I steal a kiss, I would want to leave my mark.

While pouting my lips and admiring my curvaceous body in the reflection of the mirror, my thoughts race back to Mark.

What if he finds out?

Will he be mad?

Will he think I cheated on him?

Perhaps, he’d be upset he wasn't invited? After all, he regularly jerks off on the image of my best friend getting screwed in Lesbian Fantasies.

For a few moments, I stared aimlessly at my phone, considering whether I should ask Mark if he’d like to join us for supper at Megan’s place tonight.

I wonder how he would react to such an invitation? Would he hide his head in shame, crouching forward to conceal his growing boner, or would he pretend as though he hasn't jerked off at the image of my best friend being fucked?

Mark is a surgeon, a plastic surgeon. But, there's nothing synthetic about him.

Whenever I’m on top of him, riding his thick cock, I would rub my hands against his ripped pecks, down to his chiselled abs. The feeling of his hardened muscles tensing with every thrust is enough to drive me over the edge and crash into my orgasm.

Whenever he fucks me, he always has this look in his eye. It’s a look that shouts, I’m going to fuck you till you scream.

No, there’s nothing plastic about him. He’s as real as they come. Except I’d always tease him and ask whether he had that cock made? Until I met Mark, I never believed it was possible for a man to be that gifted. His monster cock is 10 inches long and as wide as my freaking wrist!

When we first fucked, it hurt like hell. Bit of a rough fucker.

And now? Let's just say, he claimed my pussy as his own, and I know no man will ever come close to stretching me and fucking me as good as Mark.

Fuck it, I’m inviting him.

“Hey, babe,” I said as Mark answered the phone. “I'm having supper over at Megan's place tonight, and she asked if you'd like to join?" I lied. Megan had no idea I was inviting my husband, but from the way she’s looked at him in the past, something tells me she wouldn’t mind.

I could hear heavy breathing on the other end of the line, and after a few moments of silence, Mark responds. “Babe, I told you. I already have plans.”

Oh well. He can’t say I never invited him.

Okay, Sam, you need to play it cool.

I was planning on wearing my red mini-skirt that barely covers my lacy, black panties, but quickly decided against that. That would be way too obvious, perhaps even a little desperate.

I have to continually remind myself there was a possibility we really were just having supper. I’d look like the world’s biggest tart if I were to rock up in fishnet stockings, looking like a cheap slut, while Megan welcomes me wearing pyjamas and holding meatloaf!

After much internal debate, I decided to keep my mini skirt and my sexy lingerie. But, I covered it with a black trench coat and boots.

I stared in the mirror admiring my handiwork. Yeah, THIS does not scream slut at all!

I left Mark a note on the dining room table before setting off to Megan’s place.

Hey babe,

I’ve headed off to Megan’s place for supper,

I left your food in the microwave,

Mwah,

Sammy
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My heart pounds violently inside my chest as I enter Megan’s driveway.

Shit, was I supposed to bring something, like wine maybe?

With all these filthy thoughts circulating in my head, I have entirely lost my manners.

Started the car again, I figured I could quickly sneak back home and grab a nice bottle of chardonnay.

“We’ve been expecting you!”

I jumped with shock at the sound of Megan’s voice beside me.

“You gave me a fright!” I laughed. “Listen, I forgot something at home, I’ll be back in a few.”

Megan pulled her eyebrows together. “Rubbish, what did you forget?”

“Oh, I wanted to get us a bottle of wine.”

Megan rolled her eyes and broke into a grin. “Nonsense, come in!”

That’s when it hit me. “Wait, you said we?”

Once I caught a better sight of Megan, my face sank. She opened my car door and I noticed what she was wearing—a gown, so comfortable that I would never have imagined her caught dead in. Her gown looks well-worn and very old-fashioned.

She looks a little too comfy.

Shit, I had this all wrong. We really are just having supper.

I tighten the belt of my trench coat follow her inside. Not so much follow—more like, she grabs my hand, possibly in case I want to run back home, and pulls me inside.

As we enter her house, Megan drops her gown to the ground and grabs hold of my hand again.

If it weren't for the Kenny G music playing in the background, the sound of my beating heart would have echoed in her house.

I smiled at her red G-string, pleased to see she held true to her tradition of only wearing red underwear. With a matching red bra, her body cloned that of a goddess.

Walking behind Megan, my gaze shifted down to the string of her G-string that runs from her waists, down her perfect ass and leading in between her legs, up to that glorious pussy.

“Some wine?” She offered as we entered her kitchen.

“Um, yeah. Sure.”

Megan lifted her eyebrows seductively. “Told you we have wine!”

I laughed uncomfortably, “Um…You still haven’t told me who this we is?”

Megan slowly placed her index finger on my lips. “Patience, my dear friend.”

Dear lord. I’ve never really paid attention to her feet. She has the sexiest feet I have ever seen in a woman. Her red nail-polish matches her underwear. I know it may sound weird, but I can’t help but want to suck her toes.

Fuck me sideways!

Megan bends down to grab a bottle of wine next to me. While slowing coming back up, I catch a full view of her tits. She bites her bottom lip while staring into my eyes before whipping her hair back.

My pussy flutters with the excitement of the view and I had to lean back on the kitchen counter to prevent my legs from completely caving in.

Megan held her gaze as she handed me the glass of wine. “Thanks,” I muttered shyly.

As I tried grabbing hold of the wine glass, she playfully pulls the wine glass back.

I look up at Megan desperately. “Um?”

“I don't have many rules in my house, except for one," Megan said.

We both held onto the glass of wine as I scanned the room, searching for an adequate response. “Okay? And that is?”

“That all my guests are comfortable,” Megan said, pulling the wine glass out of my hand. "So, let's start by removing that big ass jacket!"

Shit.

I blushed uncomfortably. “I don’t think that’s a good idea!”

“Relax,” she whispers into my ear while slowly loosening my trench coat belt.

I try my best to control my breathing, but it’s not working. Megan can hear me panting heavily with every exhale as she snakes behind me and presses her body into mine, slowly removing the trench coat belt.

With a soft thud, my trench coat falls to the ground and the breeze of the cooling air brushes against my thighs.

Megan, still behind me, places her hand under my top.

“Oh, shit,” I cry out softly as her soft hands tickle my belly and work their way up to my breasts.

“Shhhh,” she whispers. “Just close your eyes and enjoy the moment.”

"But…But, the wine!" I breathe. A large gulp of wine could really do me well right now. I need all the courage for what I could feel was happening.

Megan slowly lifts my top off, pulling it over my head. I oblige and raise my arms, making it easier for her to flick the top one side.

Shivers run down my spine at the feeling of her smooth hands on my sensitive skin.

“Time for my drink,” she whispers in my ears, and after snaking her way back to my front, she pushes me against her marble kitchen counter. Grabbing my glass of wine, she slowly pours a sip-full of wine down my breasts. The cold wine catches me off guard, and I moan with the touch of chardonnay touching my breasts and slowly running down my stomach, fast approaching my longing pussy.

Holding my arms back, she started licking at my navel and rolled her tongue against my skin as ripples of pleasure started taking over me. Her tongue on my skin feels warm and inviting.

With my head thrown back, I let out a sigh as I allow this wave of euphoria to take over my body.

Reaching behind my back, Megan grabbed on my bra, and I felt my wetness grow as she flicked the clips of my bra. With my bra lifted and my tits on display, I know this is now more real than ever.

Every fantasy, every desire I have ever had was about to come to life.

Megan slowly lifts her head, her full lips aiming at mine.

"Oh, Jesus!" I cried out as she slipped her hand under my panties while drawing her lips nearer to mine.

Megan places her tongue in between my parted lips and slowly swirled her tongue against mine. In a fit of passion, I lean my head forward and eagerly rub my tongue against hers—taking in her sweet taste.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned inside her mouth as she slides her finger against my folds—using my juices to glide up and down. My craving has reached an all-time high. I have never been so turned on in my life.

She lifted her finger and slowly circles on my wet clit.

Slowly slipping her tongue out of my mouth, her tongue rolls against my skin as she made her way up to my ear. She fills me with goosebumps as she gently nibbles on my earlobe. “We have company,” she whispers.

“Um…”

“Shhhh… relax,” Megan whispers in my ear.

My glance shifts over to the entrance of the kitchen and my eyes grow large as I see Mark standing, wearing nothing but his white Calvin Klein brief and a handheld camera.

His huge cock was stabbing at his briefs, begging for its release, and judging from the wet patch of cum on his underwear, he has been watching for a while now.

Oh, my God, they planned this!

I open my mouth to say something, but I’m cut short as Megan slips her finger into my entrance. “Oh, fuck!”

With every passing moment, I find it more and more difficult to control myself. My leg starts shaking violently, the ache in my cunt has reached an all-time high.

I shift my gaze over to my husband. With her finger stretching my pussy apart, Megan is down on her knees, taking Mark’s cock in her mouth.

This feels surreal. I have dreamed about this day since, well, since as long as I can remember, and now that it’s finally happening, I feel like I need to slap myself against the cheeks to make sure it’s real.

I licked my lips as I watched Megan pulling away from his dick—a huge grin spread across her face.

Megan slowly lifts herself and smiles at Mark. “Now,” she said, pulling the camera out of his hand. “It’s my turn to hold this.”

Mark grinned, shifting his gaze from Megan to myself—a devilish look glinted in his eye as he lowered his gaze on my wet pussy.

The ache inside my cunt has reached an all-time high. I desperately need him to fill my cunt with his seed. I desperately need him to stretch me open, while getting off on the sounds of him grunting as he rubs his flesh against mine.

Megan holds the camera, and I lay back on her granite counter—my legs spread and eagerly waiting for Mark's cock.

I’ve been boiling up until this point, nothing would get me off better than him sticking it in me.

“I’m going to fuck you hard!” Mark promised as he grabbed on my thigh and lifted my legs to rest on his shoulder.

“Fuck me!” I beg. “I want you to fuck me hard!”

After rubbing his cock against my folds, Mark slaps his cock at my entrance.

My toes curl at the anticipation. I want him inside me! Scratch that, I desperately need him inside me!

“Oh, fuck me!” I scream. I can feel his cock rub against my wet pussy and want nothing more than for him to shove it in me.

My pussy pulsates with desire, and I look up at Mark, and from the beads of sweat that has formed at his hairline, I could tell the anticipation was driving him insane.

Reaching out for his thick cock, I grabbed his throbbing tool in my hand and guided it to my yearning cunt, resting it at my entrance.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned as I felt his head parting my lips, slowly entering me.

He allowed me a brief moment to get used to the feeling of his cock inside me before he inserted another inch.

I let out a sigh of relief, only once his cock was submerged entirely inside my cunt.

I threw my head back as I felt his shaft disappear into me and as he slowly started fucking me.

It always hurts when he first enters me. But, once I get used to the feeling of him filling me, there is no better feeling on this planet!

I can feel the veins of his cock vibrate inside me. He starts off slow and then starts fucking me furiously!

His hands worship my body as he continues his thrusts in and out of me. Harder and harder.

“Oh fuck, Mark!” I cried out.

The idea of my best friend watching as my man spreads my cunt apart is driving me insane.

Mark groans with every thrust. I could tell he wasn’t going to last long this time. I could tell from the veins on his cock that pulsated against my flesh, aching for its release.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I breathed. “I’m going to⁠—”

“Cum!” Mark growled.

Mark placed his finger on my clit, slowly circling my clit as he rammed harder into me.

“Ahhhh, fuck!" Mark screams, and I feel his body stiffen while holding my shaking body.

With a groan of blissful ecstasy, my pussy clenched tight, wrapping around his cock as I found my own release.

Mark crashed into me, and with his cock still inside me, we were reduced to nothing but violent heartbeats.

A tail of his cum streams out my cunt, and I can't help but smile.

“Fuck me, for a second I forgot you were there,” I said to Megan once I managed to catch my breath.

“Holy shit,” Megan grinned. “That was fucking hot!”

I find myself blushing. Not in a million years would I have imagined Megan Sparkle record me getting fucked by my husband.

“Here, add this to your collection,” Megan says while handing me a USB stick.

I have never felt sexier in my life. My whole life was spent watching my best friend, Megan Sparkle—longing to live her crazy, sex filled life for even just a day.

Who would have thought, I would one day make my own movie?

Holding the camera, a grin spread across my face.

I can’t wait to use it again…


PART THIRTY-TWO

EMPLOYEE BENEFITS


INTRODUCTION


I knew this job would be a challenge when I first laid eyes on Sydney. Sydney is a beautiful Latino woman with curves in all the right places.

Sydney is also the half owner of one of the country’s largest accounting firms S & S Accounting.

I was warned to stay as far away from Sam, the other ‘S.’ He is a total womanizer and sucks you in with his charm and his bad boy looks. This bad boy also happened to be Sydney’s husband.

Boy, I should have listened to the Agency because once I laid eyes on Sam, there was no going back.

I knew I would not stop until I experienced all my employee benefits…
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My new boss smiled with her hand extended. “You must be Zara?”

I stared at my new boss in awe. The sultry vixen wore a formal red dress and matching red shoes. Her dress voluptuously wrapped around her perfect waist.

She’s one of those women that make perfection look effortless. And with her perfectly tanned skin and her fierce, sultry eyes; not only was she a striking beauty but she looked as if she could bring any guy to their knees.

She stared at me, and her eyebrows pulled together curiously. “Hello?”

“Oh, sorry!” I said, bringing my focus back on my new boss.

Lust-filled vibrations filled me as I took her hand in mine. “Yes, I’m Zara. Good to finally meet you!”

She smiled. “I’m Sydney.”

She pulled her hand away from me before walking over towards her desk. “Zara, you will be sharing an office with me. I hope you don’t mind?”

Sydney pointed at the smaller, empty desk next to hers, which was safe to assume was mine.

“I don’t mind at all, boss.”

Sydney stopped and turned to face me. “No, no. There won’t be any of that. Please, call me Sydney.”

I swallowed hard. “My apologies. Okay, understood Sydney.”

I watched as Sydney seductively crossed her legs as she took a seat. The short skirt revealed most of her leg as she stared at me. It was almost as if she sized me up with that stare.

“Zara, this is our office, and it’s large enough for the both of us. Please, make yourself at home.”

After showing me around the office, which was a rented floor in a high-rise building in Manhattan, Sydney wasted little time handing me my first assignment.

“The agency tells me you come highly recommended. I hear you have an eye for detail?”

I giggled nervously. “I try.”

Ever since I was a teenager, I struggled to hide my awkward moments. Whenever I was around cute guys, or felt insecure about something, I would get these uncontrollable giggles. Annoying giggles that sound like a combination of a giggle and a burp. It’s not like anything I can control either; it just happens.

I watched anxiously as Sydney bent over her desk and grabbed a large pile of papers in her hand.

Dear God, I must have the world’s hottest boss. It’s little wonder she insisted on a female assistant. Any guy would struggle to keep their hands off that perfectly shaped body of hers. Judging from her tanned complexion, her beautiful black hair, and all her perfect curves, I could tell she had some Latino blood.

“First,” Sydney interrupted my train of thought. “I need you to help with filing. Filing has never been my forte, so my paperwork is a mess. You must forgive me.”

Sydney dropped the pile of papers on my desk, before giving me a warm grin and walked off. With silky brown hair, which fell delicately over her shoulder, Sydney oozed sex appeal.

It’s not that I am bad to look at either. If you were to ask all the seniors that chased after me in college, that should serve as a testament of my looks. But when you’re in close proximity of something as intimidatingly beautiful as Sydney, it’s hard not to compare.

What made her even more attractive is that Sydney could totally afford to act like a complete bitch if she saw fit.

The name of the firm is S&S Accounting. Sydney being the first S, I am yet to meet her husband; the other S. At the age of 33, Sydney has accomplished what most women could only dream of at her age.

The recruitment agent warned me about her husband, so I’m not looking forward to meeting him—the other S.

Once I got my mind off from Sydney and her perfect figure, I stared at the heap of papers in front of me.

I started shuffling the papers around, trying to make sense of Sydney’s haphazard filing system. I don’t think there is much of a system, other than her shoving the last used documents on the top of the pile. The job is to create some order so that she wouldn’t have as hard a time finding her client’s paperwork. Nothing fancy, but at least it’s a foot in the door—a chance to impress my new boss.

Two hours have passed, and Sydney walked back into her office. She scanned through the files I have marked alphabetically and turned to me. “Wow! It’s true what they say; you are brilliant!”

I felt heat deepen in my cheeks with her compliment. “Oh, it’s nothing,” I smiled. I struggled to make eye contact with my new beaming boss. Although, I must admit, seeing her smiling such a broad grin sent shivers of excitement down my spine.

Sydney’s hips swayed as she walked to her desk. “Listen, you have more than impressed me for one day. So, if you’d like, you’re welcome to go home early?” Sydney said.

“I will leave soon; I’m almost done!”

“Okay, I’m off to work in my hubby’s office. I will see you tomorrow then!”

An hour later, I managed to sort all her clients in a system that finally made sense. Packing up my belongings, I pulled my handbag over my shoulder and slipped on my heels.

A deep voice sent cold shivers down my spine, catching me by surprise. “So, you’re the new girl?”

“Oh, shit!” I yelped. The unexpected deep voice caused me brush my hand against the cup of coffee I left on the table. As I turned around and tried to save the cup, my hand brushed against a heap of papers, sending the whole pile on the floor.

I turned around and saw a man standing at the entrance of my new office.

My heart pounded violently inside my chest as I stared at the scattered papers. “Fuck!”

Some papers were even stained with coffee stains!

Seriously!? After such an amazing day with my new boss, this had to happen!

Scrambling on the floor to pick up the papers so that as few as possible were affected, I looked up at the man at the door and shot him a devilish glare.

“What the hell is your problem?”

He remained standing at the door. His face was crossed between concern and interest.

“Excuse Mr! Don’t just stand there! Help me clean up this mess!”

Obediently, the man walked up towards me and started picking up the papers. He looked me in the eye as he picked up each stranded page.

Staring at the man, I rolled my eyes. “What do you want here, in any case? Sydney is not here!”

“Ooh, she’s a feisty one,” he grinned.

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

He smiled “Hi, I’m Sam.”

The name left me dead in my tracks. Shit! This is Sydney’s husband! The other S!

“I... I’m so sorry! I didn’t realise!” I muttered nervously.

Sam crawled towards me, closing the gap between us. “No Zara! If anything, I’m sorry! I just ruined an entire day’s work!”

Sam looked nothing like your typical accountant. I watched as my boss’s husband picked up each paper, with his ripped jeans moulding around his tight ass.

A white vest revealed his ripped biceps and his strong, firm chest.

“No! Please don’t,” I said and tugged the papers out of his hand. “I’ll get it!”

Sam held firmly onto the paper as I tried tugging on it. For the first time, I take in just how hot my boss’s husband was. I stared him in the eye and felt my knees grow weak, and we stood there, both holding onto a pile of paper. If felt as if an electric current passed through the documents—one that drove my pussy weak.

“Is there anything I can do to help make this better?” Sam asked as he released his grip on my paperwork.

“Um, no. It’s fine! I’ll get this sorted,” I said, avoiding eye contact as I bent over to pick up the remaining scattered paper.

Sam grabbed me by the chin and pulled my head towards him. “You’ve never done this before?”

“This?” I asked weakly.

“Yeah...This...this whole working thing?”

My lips felt dry as I gazed into his tempting eyes. I desperately wanted to extend my tongue and provide my lips with the moisture it craved, but after seeing his full suckable lips, I wanted nothing more than for his tongue to extend into my mouth!

“I may have lied to get this job, but I was desperate,” I confessed. “Please don’t tell Sydney!”

“Anyway. I just wanted to come and introduce myself,” Sam says finally.

“It’s good to meet you, Sam.”

“Please, call me sir.”

As Sam walked away, I noticed his thick bulge pressing against his jeans as he walked off. That wasn’t an erection! That was just his flaccid cock pressing against his tight pants—it’s a bulge that left me craving for more.

It took me 6 hours to finally get all the papers in order again.

I glanced over at my phone and realised the time was 23:04, and I’m still at work!

I locked up and walked down the corridor, finally leaving work. As I approached the reception, I paused. I turned my head towards the sounds that have sparked my interest.

I know that voice! It was the same voice that caused me to work until this late hour! His voice sounds familiar, but there was more than one voice.

Curiously, I walked down the passage as the sounds grew louder.

My hazel eyes widened with shock as I watched Sam spread Sydney on his desk through the opening of Sam’s office door that was left ajar. Sam’s animalistic instinct kicked in as he thrusted his hips back and forth, ramming in and out of his wife’s cunt.

I fell back against the wall before the couple caught sight of me. I took in a few sharp breaths in and out, contemplating what I just saw. My curiosity has always gotten the better of me. That curiosity has caused me to see many things I cannot unsee! Seeing my boss’s husband spreading her legs and ramming his cock deep inside her was one of those things.

I shifted my head to catch another view of my bosses, and I felt heat building up in my pussy as I continued watching them groping at each other. My pussy grew wet fast as Sydney’s head bobbed back and forth with every thrust.

For a moment—a brief, dirty moment, I imagined myself being in her shoes. I imagined her badass husband filling me up with what I could only imagine being a thick, fat cock. Judging from the bulge I saw earlier in his pants, I could only imagine what his cock looked like hard.

I got a clear view of Sam’s ass as he continued to thrust hard into Sydney. With his jeans pulled down to his ankles, I saw the muscles on his leg pulsate with every thrust.

Watching intently, I slipped my hand inside my panties as Sydney’s moans grew louder. Daringly, I slid my hand under my pants and dragged my finger along my wetness.

I continue to watch intently as Sam groaned and his grip on Sydney’s legs tightened.

“Fuck,” he screamed. As he growled out his sounds of orgasm, my finger found my clit.

Sydney’s face was hazed and drunk with orgasm as Sam found his, slamming desperately into her cunt.

Oh, fuck! Pulling my hand out from under my pants, I realised I needed to get out of the office before either of them caught me.

I pulled my heels off and ran down the passage on my toes.

Once I reached the outside of the office block, I stood up and stared at the 24th floor. At that point, I knew that I would not be satisfied until Sam had his way with my pussy. I wouldn’t rest until he made me squirm as he did with my boss…
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Idropped my car keys and headed off to the fridge in search of something to eat. I stared aimlessly into the refrigerator. Even though I should be hungry, my mind is elsewhere.

I can’t stop thinking about Sam.

I can’t stop thinking about that cocky arrogance, that ripped body or how he fucked his wife.

I can’t stop thinking about how I would much rather have been in her place.

I’m not sure what had come over me. I’m not usually one to fantasise about men, much less married men. But, there was something about Sam that drove my knees weak. And, after watching how he manhandled his wife’s aching cunt, I now understood why the recruitment agent warned me about him.

Closing the fridge door, I gave up on the idea of fixing supper and made my way upstairs to my bedroom.

I threw myself on my bed, closed my eyes, and let out a sigh of relief.

With my eyes closed and my mind alive with imagination, the image of Sam fucking Sydney entered my mind. I pictured her screaming with pleasure as he plunged in and out of her aching pussy.

My legs quivered as my hand found its way inside my panties, picking up from where I left off.

I bit on my lower lip as my smooth hand ran against my wet cunt.

I allowed my other hand to rub against my torso, sending shivers down my spine.

My imagination drifted from Sam fucking Sydney to an image of him fucking me.

My pussy, which was now soaked with wetness, throbbed as my finger found my entrance. I let out a soft moan as I stretched my hole open and worked my finger against my flesh.

I pictured my sensitive legs wrapped around Sam’s waist as I rode his thick cock. My generously sized tits bounced up and down, occasionally slapping him in the face as he continued ramming his prick in and out of me.

These images in my head filled me with a deep, lust-filled desire that shook me to my core.

With thoughts of Sam invading my cunt, I dragged my finger to my clit and squeezed my eyes shut, trying not to scream and wake up anyone else in the house. My pussy lips quivered under my touch, and my left hand snaked up to my tits. I took my nipples between my fingers and let out another moan of pleasure; this time louder and more passionate than the first few.

Drifting back to the image of Sam’s big cock spreading my tight little pussy, I can’t imagine he would last very long as he held tightly onto my hips and started thrusting with furious speed.

Beads of sweat ran down my forehead as my breathing grew sharp and erratic.

“Fu...fuck!” I moaned as my orgasm shook my walls, filling me with blissful ecstasy that shot through my body.

It took me a few minutes before my breathing returned to normal.

I laid in bed, thinking of how I just got off on the thought of my boss’s husband fucking me.

How would I face either of them at work again?

I should feel guilty, and a small part of me does indeed feel guilt, but an even more significant part of me remained unsatisfied.

I walked into the office with newfound confidence. My hair hung loose, and I wore a tight black skirt that shaped seductively around my hips. I also wore a black tank top that gave my breasts that extra lift—you know, in case he missed it yesterday.

I stood and watched as Sam walked passed, pouting my lips playfully as he neared me.

“Morning, Sam!”

Sam lifted his hand and walked past as if I were a complete stranger or someone he didn’t try to make a move on last night. He didn’t even bother making eye contact.

Seriously? What the fuck?

Perhaps everything, his flirting and suggestive grins, maybe that was all in my head? I could have sworn he wanted nothing more than to undress me in Sydney’s office and fuck me on the spot and yet, today he seemed ice cold?

‘Asshole,’ I thought to myself while watching him walk away.

I tried not to let his sudden rudeness get to me. I looked better than I have since my Prom dance, and there was no way in hell I was going to waste this look.

Sydney lifted her head twice, catching a second glance at me as I walked into the office. “Oh, wow! Look at you!”

I blushed awkwardly as I made my way to my desk; making sure my hips swayed curvaceously as I walked.

Sydney couldn’t take her eyes off from me. “Wow, you look stunning Zara! My God, I better keep you away from my husband today!”

Guilt crashed over me at the mention of her husband.

Glancing over at Sydney, filled with guilt, I knew that Sam would have to be one of those fantasies that stayed in my head—a fantasy I knew I could never actually do anything about. Firstly, Sydney would be devastated; secondly, I still needed this job.

Most importantly, getting with Sam would go against everything I have always stood for. I have always considered myself to be somewhat of a good girl. Stealing another woman’s husband was not exactly something good girls did?!

“Look, Zara, I think you did a fantastic job with filing all my documents yesterday,” Sydney said, finally lowering her gaze from me.

My cheeks burned as I stared at my boss. “Um... Sydney, I must be honest with you. I messed up.”

“Oh, don’t worry about the spilt coffee. If anything, that was my fault. I overworked you on your first day!”

“You… Um… you know about that?”

“Of course, Sam told me how he messed up.”

I pulled the few loose strands of hair into my face, cringing with shame.

“Speaking of Sam, I’m going to need you to assist Sam with some of his paperwork today.”

I swallowed hard at the mention of his name.

“Is that okay?” Sydney asked after I failed to respond.

“Yes, that...err...should not be a problem.”

Sydney grabbed her handbag. “I need to head out to the shops; I’ll be back later. Let me show you to his office.”

My heart thumped violently inside my chest as we walked towards his office. After he was a complete dick this morning when I greeted him, I would now be forced to spend an entire day with the man!

Sydney pointed towards Sam’s door as we stood outside. I didn’t need any introduction to this office. This was where I caught them fucking last night, after-all.

“Hey, I have Zara with me. She agreed to help you out for today,” Sydney said to Sam as we walked in.

After swallowing hard, I spoke; softer than anticipated. “Hi, Sam.”

Sam continued typing at his laptop, barely making any acknowledgement of my existence.

Sydney rolled her eyes. “He likes it when people refer to him as Sir.” She muttered under her breath.

“Hi… Sir!” I repeated, louder this time.

This sparked his attention. He lifted his head from his laptop and let out a devious grin.

Sam smiled. “Come on in.”

“Well, you two seem comfortable,” Sydney said as she turned back to me. “Zara, if this man gives you any trouble, you let me know, and I’ll sort him out!”

I watched as Sydney walked out of sight before turning back to Sam, who still had that devious grin on his face.

“So, what would you like to do today?” Sam asked.

“Well, I thought you would have to tell me that,” I said, “Sir!” I added quickly.

“Oh, I don’t think you want to know what’s on my mind,” he smirked.

“Maybe I would,” I responded with an unexpected cockiness in my voice. I felt so naughty and yet so pleased with myself as the words escaped my mouth.

Sam was dressed in yet another white vest. It’s hard to imagine that a man dressed like Sam was the other half partner of one of the largest accounting firms in the country!

Sam lifted himself to his feet and walked towards me. Sam leaned in on me, with his arms on my sides. I fell back as I stared at Sam with large, fear-filled eyes. He was close enough for him to transfer his body heat onto me.

Shivers ran down my spine as I felt his warm breath on my neck. “Are you sure you want to know?”

I swallowed hard, before opening my mouth to respond. “Yes,” I spoke softly, my voice reduced to a whisper. “Sir,” I added.

Sam stared at me intently. His piercing eyes looked at me up and down. I could tell it was a look of lust as his eyes fixated on my breasts for long enough to consider it unprofessional.

“Firstly, is this how you come dressed for work?” He asked. My knees almost gave in as he ran the back of his fingers against the skin on my thighs.

My cheeks burned. “I…I just thought I would try looking good for work today.”

He smiled in acknowledgement and lifted his hand from my thigh as he turned away.

“Still not sure what we’re doing today?” Sam asked.

“I... I think I may have an⁠—”

My sentence was cut short as Sam leapt back towards me, lifted me up and placed my ass on the vacant desk behind me. I sat back on the desk, staring at the bad boy with fear-filled eyes. Sam grabbed my head, pulling me forward to meet his lips.

“Hehehe,” I giggled as he pulled me in.

For fuck’s sake! I really need to learn to control this giggling habit.

My awkward giggling didn’t stop him from pulling me in closer towards his lips.

The first peck of his lips sent me to the moon. Excitement rushed through my blood as he leaned in again, this time with his lips parted.

I closed my eyes and welcomed him inside my mouth. His grip on me was strong and firm.

Our tongues danced inside each other sensually, and I felt the excitement spread throughout my body; landing straight in between my legs.

The smell of his cologne sent me into a blissful high as he ran his fingers through my hair and we continued kissing passionately.

Sam’s strong fingers snaked down my back, filling me with goosebumps.

“Wait. I can’t do this,” I said, breaking away from his mouth. “This is not right!”

“What about it is not right?”

“This...whatever this is. It’s just not right. You’re a married man and I quite like your wife and, well she’s my boss.”

As I pulled back, Sam gave me a long and hard stare with his intimidating eyes. Pulling myself away from this hunk was harder than I expected.

“Okay, would it help if his wife approved?”

Sydney’s unexpected voice caused the hair on my arm to rise as she stood at the door of Sam’s office with a devilish grin on her face...
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“I... I’m so sorry!” I started mumbling.

Sydney smiled at me seductively. “Shhhh... It’s perfectly okay. Trust me, I’ve seen what my husband looks like. I don’t blame you for wanting your share.”

My heart thumped inside my chest as Sydney walked over towards me.

The sounds of Sydney’s heels clicking echoed in Sam’s office as she approached me. Even Sam stepped out of her way as she approached us. Her hips swayed effortlessly, and her breasts bounced gently with every step she took.

I swallowed hard as she towered over me in her high heels.

My mind raced for a million things to say.

How do I even begin to apologise?

How long has she been standing by the door?

Holy crap, is my job still safe?

I stared into Sydney’s breasts. Not because they are perhaps the most perfect set of tits I have ever seen, but because I had never been so ashamed of myself before. After making out with her husband, it became increasingly harder to look her in the eyes.

Sydney placed her silky, soft hands on my shoulder. “Zara. Please, stop stressing.”

“I’m so sorry! I honestly don’t know wh⁠—”

“Like I said,” Sydney cut me off. “Would it help if his wife approves?”

I stared at my boss. My blank eyes raced, searching for responses.

Sydney paused for a second, contemplating, before turning back to me. “I only have one concern,” she said softly.

I looked at her slowly, and for the first time, my eyes met hers. “A …um, concern?” I asked.

“My only concern is that you wouldn’t be able to handle that huge cock of his.”

My pussy pulsated as she said huge. Are my ears deceiving me!?

Sydney twirled her beautiful black hair in between her fingers. “You see, I always thought I’d be happy with just good ol’ fashioned missionary sex until Sam helped me discover my inner lusty desires.”

I tried focusing on her every word, but I struggle to keep my mind and eyes in line as I glanced at her voluptuous tits pushing up against her bra.

“It turns out there is a filthy girl inside me,” Sydney said while lifting my chin. “And something tells me there is a very dirty girl inside you as well.” I watched as a devilish grin formed on her face.

I opened my mouth to speak, but Sydney cut me off. “I only have one rule.”

I swallowed hard, before responding. “And that is?”

Sydney’s eyes traced over my body. “That I can watch as he plunges his cock in and out of your tight little pussy.”

Hearing my boss whisper these dirty words in my ears caused my pussy to pulsate with want.

I can’t believe I’m even considering fucking a married man. Worse yet, I’m considering fucking a married man, while his wife watches! I smiled desperately as Sydney walked closer towards me. She closed in on me, close enough for her body heat to radiate on my skin.

“Oh,” I yelped as Sydney cupped her hands over my pussy. I wanted Sam all this time, but for the first time, I considered having my way with Sydney.

Sydney leaned in closer until her lips met with mine. Sam let out a growl of appreciation at the sight of her beautiful wife kissing me. The bass in his voice sent a shudder throughout my body.

Sydney’s perfume intoxicated me as she slipped her tongue inside my mouth, skilfully having her way inside my mouth.

My heart raced on as Sydney slipped her hands behind my back. Her soft, delicate hands continued to snake lower until she reached my ass. I may not have as perfect of an ass as Sydney, but with all the squats I do in the gym, I have a pretty decent bubble butt.

“Oh!” I moaned as Sydney squeezed on my ass cheeks and we continued our deep, passionate kiss. From her firm grip on my ass, I knew I was in for the ride of my life.

My pussy quivered; longing for attention. With every moment that passed,. I kept stealing glances at Sam—aching for that throbbing cock inside me.

My wildest fantasy was coming to life, and I was getting way more than expected. As Sydney continued squeezing on my ass, I closed my eyes and gave in to the ecstasy as my hand greedily worked its way to her ass.

Through the fabric of my top, Sydney touched my waist in a way I have never been touched before, filling my body with goosebumps.

Sydney broke our kiss and stared at me with a look of desire as she grabbed on the ends of my tank top and slowly pulled my shirt over my head. I lifted my hands in the air as she pulled my top over my head.

“Oh wow, I think you would appreciate these?” Sydney turned to Sam while grabbing on my youthful tits.

I turned my head to look at Sam and noticed him removing his vest, revealing the most chiselled 6-pack I have ever seen. Deep lines define his abs, with a small trail of well-groomed hair leading down towards his groin—like a patch of happiness I couldn’t wait to sink my teeth into.

“Oh,” I moaned as Sydney ran her fingers against my tits until she eventually cupped each breast under her soft hands.

Sydney sunk her mouth into the folds of my neck and shoulders, and my head fell back with my lips parted. She danced her tongue over my skin as she squeezed tighter on my tits.

Sydney snaked her tongue up my neck, towards my ears, before whispering in my ear. “Wait until I work my tongue inside that sweet pussy of yours.” Sydney’s voice echoed in my aching cunt.

Sydney moved one hand behind my back and skilfully lifted my bra straps, freeing my tits.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned as Sydney lowered her mouth over my nipples, before taking each bud between her lips. My eyes were closed with pleasure as I panted heavily at her gentle nibbles on my nipples. While sucking on my sensitive nipples, Sydney lowered her hand down towards my aching cunt.

Sam sat in the chair behind his desk and watched as his beautiful wife had her way with me. In the corner of my eye, I watched him lift the buckle on his belt. My knees fell weak as Sydney started pressing on my pussy against the fabric of my tight skirt. I could feel the heat of her hands on my pussy, pulsating through the fabric of my skirt.

“I bet she has the most perfect young pussy?” Sam said, grinning devilishly from his chair.

Sydney shot her man a naughty grin. “Well, I guess there’s only one way to find out!”

Sydney lowered my skirt, and I felt the coolness of the air brushing against my wet cunt. She wasted little time to lower my panties and dropped both items to my ankles.

Obediently, I stepped out of my skirt and panties, lifting them with a swift kick. I watched as a smile formed on Sam’s face. Sydney grabbed me by the hand and led me towards Sam’s large office desk.

I looked up with excited hesitation as Sam lifted himself to his feet and lowered his jeans, pulling them down to his legs. As Sydney ran her fingers up my thighs, I struggled to focus as I stared at Sam with great anticipation.

I breathed in, with my lips parted, as Sydney placed her tongue on my thigh and slowly started licking her way up to my throbbing cunt.

With his jeans removed, Sam grabbed on his brief, pulling it down to his ankles.

“Holy shit,” I gasped as I caught my first glimpse of his cock. As Sydney continued her path towards my aching, wet cunt, Sam’s big cock grew, expanding before my eyes.

“Oh!” I yelped as Sydney found my entrance. I fell back, landing on Sam’s table as Sydney found my clit with her tongue. My wet pussy tightened as Sydney slipped her tongue into my entrance, licking up my juices as she made her way inside me. My face flushed with pleasure as she stretched my lips open, sliding deeper inside me.

The consuming pleasure fast became overwhelming, causing me to lean back on the desk, resting my back on the cold wood of the desk. I ran my hands through my hair and panted heavily as Sydney continued ravishing my flesh. With her tongue circling on my clit, I moaned out loud as she slipped her finger inside me.

For a moment, I forgot Sam was in the room with us.

I felt the table vibrate and I opened my eyes to find Sam climbing on the table. I watched on anxiously as his cock drew nearer to my face.

While Sydney continued ravishing my soaking cunt, Sam slapped his huge cock on my lips.

Sydney lifted herself from my mouth and smiled at me. “You want that huge cock?”

I struggled to catch my breath and muttered a soft, “yes.”

“Louder! I can’t hear you!” Sydney demanded while cupping my cunt with her hand.

“I want that huge cock!” I screamed.

“Good girl,” Sydney smirked, releasing the pressure on my pussy.

Sam continued slapping his huge cock on my mouth. His dick was fully erect, and its size was intimidating as it was exhilarating.

Sam threw his legs over my head. With Sydney eating out my pussy and Sam’s cock in my face, I felt suffocated, but I wouldn’t have it any other way. He grabbed hold of his cock from its base, and I opened my mouth, taking in his head through parted lips. “Fuck!” he groaned with pleasure as I took his head in my mouth.

Sam’s breathing grew heavy with every inch I took in my mouth. The taste of his pre-cum aroused me and left my pussy craving his creamy cum inside me.

Sam wasted little time to shove his cock deeper into me as he thrust forward, stretching the insides of my mouth. Sam continued rocking his pelvis forward in and out of my mouth, only stopping when I gagged.

“Yeah! That’s it! Take in that huge cock!” Sydney cheered. With Sam’s cock filling my mouth, I moaned in a muffle as Sydney gently slapped her hand on my aching pussy.

I felt the veins on Sam’s cock throb inside my mouth, and I realised I finally got to experience what Sydney was lucky enough to have every other day.

Sam pulled his cock out of my mouth. “Fuck! You’re going to make me cum!”

I looked at the huge cock, covered with my saliva and grinned naughtily, feeling pleased with myself for having taken such a huge cock inside my mouth.

My cunt desperately wanted this huge cock inside me, but first, I had to see Sydney squirming with pleasure as I pushed her head aside and flipped her onto the table.

While regaining breath, I lifted my naked body off the table. With a newfound sense of cocky confidence, I turned to Sydney and pushed her against the desk. I could tell even she was caught by surprise at my newfound confidence.

I pulled down on Sydney’s skirt and pushed her against the desk. My hormones worked in overdrive as I took in the smell of her sweet pussy.

Pulling her sexy red, lacy panties down, I stared at her pussy in awe.

It was hard to imagine just yesterday; this tight little pussy was stretched by the biggest cock I had ever seen.

I wasted little time as I leaned in on her and extended my tongue forward toward her sweet cunt. Her juices glazed on her cleanly shaven pussy.

I held onto Sydney’s velvety thighs as I sucked up her juices.

“Oh, fuck!” Sydney screamed at my tongue. Bent over, I look up at Sydney with a smile on my face, before I continued my relentless torture with her pussy.

While licking out Sydney’s cunt, my eyes widened with fear.

Sam stood behind me and grabbed onto my thighs. His thick cock pressed against my cunt.

I turned back to look at Sam desperately, but it was too late.

“Oh fuck!”
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“Oh Fuck!” I screamed.

“Shhhh,” Sam whispered from behind me as his cock continued to spread my lips open. I breathed heavily into Sydney’s cunt as Sam continued to plunge deeper and deeper inside me. Driving an inch at a time inside my craving cunt.

He allowed me to get used to the feeling of him inside me, before thrusting in another inch.

My eyes squeezed tight, and the smell of Sydney’s sweet cunt filled my senses with every sharp breath I took in.

I realise Sam shoved his raw cock into my tight hole, but there was no stopping him now.

I let out a sigh of relief, only once he was balls deep inside me.

He barely allowed me time to get used to the feeling of his cock inside me when he pulled out his cock and plunged in me again. The second time was rougher than the first.

He pulled out his cock and slammed it back into my tight cunt as he groaned with pleasure.

I continued panting heavily as he fucked my raw pussy and ran his strong hands all over my back. The sounds of his balls slapping on my cunt filled the room as Sydney took a finger to her cunt, sliding her finger against her aching cunt.

Once I became used to the size of his large cock, my pain was soon replaced with blissful pleasure, and I pulled my hands back, placing them on his hips. He followed cue and started ramming hard into my pussy. With every thrust inside me, my walls quivered with pleasure.

My head rolled back, unable to hold back for much longer. My legs grew weak, and Sam noticed this as he held up my thighs while continuing to plunge in and out of my longing cunt.

“Oh, OH FUCK!” Sam groaned with pleasure. His cock swelled inside my pussy, and I felt his veins throb against the flesh of my pussy.

His grip on my sides tightened, but I could tell he was trying to hold back for just a few more seconds.

Sam snaked his hands down my front until he found my pussy. It didn’t take him long to find my nub.

Between his thick fingers and his huge cock, I couldn’t control myself any longer.

My back arched and my entire body was filled with an orgasm that shot uncontrollable ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

In the midst of my orgasm, I felt Sam’s cock twitch and thrust harder into me, until he exploded inside my cunt, shooting his seed against my flesh.

While coming inside me, I clenched on his thick cock, sending him to the moon.

Six thick squirts later and Sam collapsed onto my back, while careful not to crush me. We were reduced to nothing but connected heartbeats and sharp, erratic breath.

I looked up at Sydney, in search of approval. My boss looked pleased.

“It’s time to get back to work,” Sydney tells me, jokingly.

I could barely walk the following day. Sam left me with a soreness that was pleasant as it was sore. I welcomed the sensation as a beautiful reminder of how good Sam fucked me.

Whenever I walked passed Sam, a devilish grin would form on my face, although I never allowed him to witness it. I would never look at this office the same way, not after having the best sex I’ve had.

I knew if I knocked on the door the following day, that would just make me look easy and desperate. So, I played it cool.

For the next few days, I smiled at Sam, without giving him too much acknowledgement.

Soon enough, my longing pussy couldn’t handle it any longer. Sam had awoken something inside me that demanded more.

“Zara?” Sam smiled. “Can I help you?”

I lift my eyes slowly at Sam, before responding. “I think you can.”

“How may I help?” Sam asks, a smirk forming on his face.

“Do you have any overtime for me?”

THE END


PART THIRTY-THREE

DATE NIGHT


INTRODUCTION


INTRODUCTION

Peeping through the peek hole of my door, I could tell a woman was on the opposite end. I could tell by her beautiful protruding bosom.

“Who is it?” I called out.

“Justine, open the door. It’s me, Candice.”

As I opened the door, dressed in clothing far from appropriate, I discovered Candice was not alone.

I had absolutely no plans on seeing anyone, so there really wasn’t a need for me to ‘dress appropriately.’

Standing beside Candice was perhaps the sexiest man I have my laid eyes on in a while. The man, who was much older than Candice oozed sex appeal.

I made the couple wait outside while I tidied up the place and hopefully change into something a little more appropriate.

Up until now, my life had been pretty dull. But that all changed when Pablo, Candice's hunky new older man, unexpectedly pushed my front door open that night…

[image: ]
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My night was set.

Netflix, popcorn, and the most comfortable clothes I could find. In fact, the clothes were so comfortable that my pants were see-through. You could clearly see my pink panties with Bart Simpson’s face printed on the front.

Oh, my name is Justine. I'm a 22-year-old college graduate facing a quarter-life crisis. It's been a year since I graduated from College and as it turned out all that studying was in vain. One year later and I'm still looking for a damn job!

I haven’t spent much time worrying about boys in college. I figured I would spend most of my energy making sure I graduate with the best grades possible. I’m starting to think that was a huge mistake.

I’ve had so many offers from guys wanting to take me out on dates or even just to kiss me, and I politely declined them all. Many people even considered me to be a snob.

I am what most guys would consider the ideal girlfriend. Apart from graduating with flying colours, I had a slim build with long silky legs, and breasts just big enough to grab under a large hand. My lean torso just below my breasts was a testament of my love for the gym. But, don’t let my tiny appearance fool you. I have a feisty mouth that could put men thrice my size in their place when the need arose.

I’ve spent the last few weeks in isolated depression.

These popcorn and Netflix nights were somewhat becoming the norm. It’s not like my friends haven’t tried pulling me out of this slump, but to be honest, I have grown quite comfortable in my small, rented apartment.

I couldn’t have been happier when I first got this apartment. The idea of finally moving out into my own place was exhilarating. With parents set on making my life a living hell, I couldn’t wait to get out of that house. But since I still don’t have a job, I have two months left before I’d be forced to move in back with my parents.

“Ouch! Mother fuc⁠—”

I stumped my toe over an empty can of Coke. Glancing down at the empty can, I scanned around the room. It was a sight for sore eyes—a sight I never believed I would one day find myself living in! Clothes lay scattered on the ground, on top of the clothes laid empty waste wrappers. In fact, if I didn’t clean up my act and soon, things would start growing in this apartment. Even my sofa looked as though it was starting to lose colour.

With all the junk food I’ve been eating lately, I’m surprised I still managed to remain in good shape.

Making a mental note to change my life and clean up this mess tomorrow, I headed off to the kitchen to prepare my microwave popcorn⁠—

Ding Dong

“Who the…?”

I wasn’t expecting any guests!?

Tiptoeing to the door, I peeped through the peek hole. “What the…” I mumbled softly to myself. Standing on the other end of the door was a woman whose face I couldn't make out. I could see it was a woman because of her large protruding breasts.

“Can I help you?” I called from inside.

“Yeah,” she said. Her voice was sweet and yet had a tone of firmness. “I'm here to see Justine.”

I spent the next few moments trying to gather my thoughts. Who the hell is this?

I unlocked the door and stared at the woman on the opposite end, lifting my gaze from her breasts. Holy shit, those breasts are what masturbating thoughts are made of!

“Oh my God, Candice! What… Um… What brings you here?”

“I haven’t seen you in ages. And, I thought I’d stop by and introduce my new boyfriend.”

A hunky Latino man stood beside Candice. The man, scratching on the side of his head, ran his eyes down my body through the opening of my door. “I’m Pablo. But you can call me Papi.” He laughed and pulled Candice closer into him.

Candice pushed the door forward slightly. “Anyway, are you going to invite us in?”

I glanced over at the bottle of Chardonnay Pablo held in his hand. Candice had a brown paper bag with Italian food from Nona’s. I shifted my glance back to Pablo and noticed a rose he had in his top pocket, and it quickly dawned on me. This was a freaking date!

Wait, are they coming to my house to make me hold candles???

Candice narrowed her eyes. “So, are you seriously not going to invite us in?”

“No!” I said, sounding a little more enthusiastic than I intended on letting out. “I mean… it looks like you guys came pretty prepared and I’d hate to waste Italian food!”

Candice shot me a naughty grin, which left my insides fluttering with butterflies.

“Okay, Candice… and Pablo, Just give me a few moments. I’m going to need you both to wait outside,” I said, looking back inside my apartment. “I erm… I just need to tidy up quickly!”

“Okay!” Pablo replied eagerly.

Dashing back into my apartment, I grabbed as much junk food wrappers and clothes as my arms could carry.

“Shit!” I mumbled to myself. Tidying up this mess would take me at least an hour! I can’t keep my best friend and her new man waiting outside for that long.

While chucking the mess in a black bin bag at a furious speed, my mind raced back to Pablo. God only knows how she did it, but Candice always got the best looking men. I know my friends have been nagging me to come out of my apartment for a while now, but I didn’t expect to find them at my doorstep.

Although the olive-complexioned Latino God is perhaps the sexiest man I've come across in ages, with drool-worthy sideburns and deep dimples, I noticed Pablo was significantly older than Candice.

Even though I could tell the man carried his age well and beneath that shirt, I could tell he wasn't just a looker, but that he took good care of his body as well.

The man is probably in his early forties. Which is not a problem, except perhaps for the fact that Candice is only 22! I have always had a thing for older guys, even though I've always been too scared to explore this little fantasy; trust Candice to live out that fantasy for me.

“Are you doing okay in there?” Candice asked from the other end of the door.

“Yeah! Sorry!” I gasped and dragged the bin bag into the kitchen. “I just need a few more minutes!”

I heard the couple mumbling to themselves from the other end of the door. “Well,” Candice called out, “We’re coming in!” I heard the door squeak open, and my heart raced faster than a speeding bullet.

“No!”

As I rushed back into the lounge, I realised it was all too late.

There they were. Candice stood there, with her long silky legs revealed, scanning my untidy apartment, and Pablo smiled at me in all his hunky glory amidst the mess I now called home.

I shot them an evil glare. “I told you to wait outside!” Quickly shuffling past him, I picked up the final pieces of clothing that lay scattered in front of the TV.

As I threw the last of my clothes in a black bag, I turned around and bumped straight into Pablo. “Oh shit!” I gasped.

Shivers ran down my arm, as I felt his firm grasp hold me tight, as he let out a devious grin.

“Relax beautiful,” Pablo growled softly into my ears. “Why ruin a perfectly good night by cleaning?” He turned to face his girlfriend. “In fact, I’m sure Candice and I won’t mind helping you clean later? But for now,” Pablo said as he pulled on my arm and dragged me to the sofa. “For now, let’s have supper before it gets cold.”

Allowing this complete stranger to take control in my house, I sat on the sofa beside him, and Candice found a seat next to me. My breathing sharpened as I found myself sandwiched in between the couple and he continued grinning at me, pulling in closer. This man certainly knew exactly what he wants, and he was not afraid to get it.

As Candice found her seat, she pulled in closer to me as well.

What in the hell is going on?

My entire body shuddered as Pablo placed his hands on my thigh and he bit on his bottom lip. “So, are we going to eat this food or not?”

I took in a deep breath, trying my hardest to remain calm and slowly turned my gaze into his dark, compelling eyes. Slowly, a coy grin formed on my lips as I smiled at him.

“Okay ‘Papi,’ I am rather hungry!”
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“And?” Candice asked. “How was it?”

“As always, you never fail to surprise me, Candice. Spaghetti Bolognese from Nona’s has always been my favourite!”

Pablo bit on his lower lip suggestively. “I couldn’t have said it better, Justine. Candice is full of surprises.” I watched as Pablo winked at Candice next to me.

“Wait, am I in the wrong seat?” I said as I lifted to my feet.

“No!” Pablo said, pulling me back down.

“Yeah,” Candice grinned, twirling her golden blonde hair in between her fingers. “Pablo was just getting to know you.” Candice leaned forward, grabbed hold of the bottle and smiled at me. “Top up?”

“Um…Yeah, sure.”

Pablo’s looks are what drew me to him. Well, that and the fact that he was a delicious caramel man. I’ve heard things about Latino men, and I’m dying to know whether any of it is true. Are they really as hung as everyone says?

Making a mental note to ask Candice once we’re alone, I smiled back at Pablo.

Shit got really awkward once Pablo asked me what I do. Awkwardly I told him I’m still searching for a job. Telling people that I’ve been unemployed for the last few months now has my cheeks turning a crimson shade of red.

I scratched awkwardly on the side of my head. “Anyway, enough about me. What do you do Pablo?”

Pablo shifted closer into me. “Candice, you didn’t tell me how cute your friend looks when she gets shy!”

I could feel heat spread throughout my cheeks. “Stop it! Candice, control your man.”

“Well,” Pablo said, returning back to my question. “I’m a professional traveller.”

I struggled to contain my giggles. “I’m sorry, what?” I know Candice claimed to be a Professional traveller, but honestly, I never took her seriously. Now, hearing the man she's dating claim to do the same?!

“I travel the world and get paid to leave critical reviews of the hotels, the restaurants and the overall experience of each city.”

My eyes widened. “Wait, so this is a real thing!?”

“Yeah,” Candice jumped in. “We work together, but there’s room for one more. So if you’re keen, we are looking for someone else to join us.”

I smiled warmly at Candice. This was the closest I’ve received to a job offer in months. “I’ll consider your offer, but right now, we have bigger problems!”

Candice frowned. “Yeah?”

“Yep. We need more wine! Wait right here, and I'll be back with more wine, okay.”

Pablo laughed, shifting in even closer. “Oh, come on! We’ll get more wine later, right now we were all just getting comfortable!”

Pablo was close enough for me to feel his body heat radiate on my skin. Every fibre of my being quivered with lustful desire and with every sip I took of my wine, I became more and more intoxicated by his musky scent.

As soon as I turned my head, I was faced with Candice's sweet smell. They sure make a dreamy couple. Now, the only question is; what are they doing here, and why are they almost on top of me?

Apart from his potentially large cock and his perfect olive complexion, I discovered the sexy older hunk, and I have a lot more in common than I would have thought. For one, we're both Scorpios. Secondly, we both have an insane obsession with Bollywood movies, oh and sexy toes!

“Candice, is it just me or does Justine not have amazing toes?” Pablo said, catching me off-guard. After the somewhat awkward introduction where Pablo just walked into my untidy apartment, changing into better clothes was the last thing on my mind. Since then, I’ve caught him staring at my toes more with every sip he took of his wine.

“Well,” Candice jumped in, grinning at her man, “yeah, and we know how much you like cute toes!”

“Thanks,” I said coyly. “Wait a minute!” That is so not fair!”

“What’s not fair?” Pablo said.

“You get to see mine, and I haven't seen yours!”

“You could always ask?”

“Okay, then consider this me asking!”

I stared longingly, a small part of me anxious as I watched the Latino hunk lift each shoe. It’s not something I would ordinarily admit, but I have a major foot fetish. Seeing a man with strong, muscular toes is enough to drive my pussy wet.

“Oh!” I gasped as Pablo lifted his socks revealing the most perfect set of toes I have seen on a man. Delicate hairs run up his strong, muscular feet and the sight left my pussy aching with want.

I extended my tongue on my lips that craved moisture. I tried to remain calm, but a more significant part of me wanted to lean in and grab those toes in my mouth!

“You don’t like?” Pablo smiled. It was a cocky smile that suggested, it doesn’t matter whether you like them or not—my socks are off!

"No! I think… I think they are beautiful!"

Pablo grinned that cocky grin of his. “Okay, I must be honest, I’ve been dying to take off these shoes. I feel so much more comfortable without them.”

“Geez, talk about making yourself at home!” I said, shifting my gaze back on Candice, as if seeking confirmation. Candice just smiled. It was almost as if this was all part of whatever plan she had up her sleeve.

Staring at Pablo’s hunky feet, my craving grew more by the second. I rolled my eyes up his jeans and imagined what he looked like without those pants.

The aching lust I felt for Pablo had grown exponentially, despite his age. In fact, I think it was his age that really got me off. He’s sexy and more matured, but still had a body that could give any twenty year old a run for their money.

With Pablo sitting almost top of me, I felt my wetness grow with every passing second. I crouched forward to try and hide my excitement.

“Okay, that's it,” I said, as I playfully tapped my finger on Pablo’s nose. “I'm getting more wine, and you two will be joining me!”

Candice’s eyes shifted down my body as I stood to my feet. It didn't take me long to realise what she was staring at. And there wasn’t a doubt in my mind that Pablo noticed it as well.

Slowly, I lowered my gaze down on my body, until I noticed what her eyes were fixated on!

Fuck!

Quickly jerking back, I turned around and covered the wetness that shone through my see-through pants. Bart Simpson’s face was covered with my juices.

I knew I should have changed into a different set of clothes! Wearing these pants was a dangerous move!

I don’t feel so bad that Candice noticed, but just how much of my ‘excitement’ had Pablo seen?

I have never felt more embarrassed in my life.

“Oh shit!” I jerked as I felt Pablo's unexpected hands on my shoulders. He stood behind me, and my eyes widened as I stared anxiously at Candice. I felt his stiff cock press against my ass.

“Relax!” He whispered softly in my ears.

“Oh!” I moaned as he thrust his body firmly into mine. With his strong hands, he massaged on my shoulders and continued working his way down my arms.

“If anything,” he continued whispering, “I was worried you just weren’t into me!”

I glanced back at Candice. “Yeah, but⁠—”

“Relax Justine. I mean, unless you’re not interested in him of course?”

“What!” I breathed. “No, of course not! I… I think you’re perfect! You’re both perfect!”

Goosebumps ran down my spine as I felt his warm breath on me. "Good. Then, in that case, you don't mind if we have a little fun, do you?”

Pablo thrusted his hardness into my ass once more, driving my knees weak!

“Yes!” I huffed. “Please!”
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Pablo continued running his hands down my body. I have never ached more for a man before. With a firm grasp on my arms, Pablo continued working his hands down my body.

Pablo, who I had increasingly started calling ‘Papi,’ as per his request, had a possessive streak in his touch. With his roughness, he pulled my body deeper into his. My muscles tensed up with every thrust of his hard cock against my ass.

Candice sat back grinning at the sight as she watched Pablo run his hands down my body until he reached the spot where it ached most. His strong fingers brushed against my wetness. Through the thin fabric of my pants, my wetness seeped out of the fabric and onto his fingers as he continued rubbing up and down my slit.

I quivered with lustful desire as he gently ran his hands up and down my slit.

This felt surreal. It felt as if I was going to wake up and discover this was all just a naughty, unimaginable dream.

I gasped through parted lips as he worked up and down my slit. Every part of me ached for him to lower his hand under my panties so I could feel his strong fingers brush against my flesh.

I have always known Candice was a bit of a wild child, but from her parted lips and her flustered look of desire, I could tell nothing was hotter than the sight of her man taking complete control over me.

Feeling the older Latino hunk work up and down my most sensitive part felt like a dream!

I took in a sharp breath as Pablo finally slipped his hand under the stretch band of my panties. My cunt throbbed with want as his hand rubbed against my wet pussy. He teased me with his fingers before he flipped me around. With his hand still on my cunt, Pablo pulled me to face him; turning me around so that I met his full lips.

He stared into my eyes intently as I drifted away in a state of trance with his strong, musky scent. With his thumb, he brushed on my eyebrows, and I felt my knees grow weak as his gaze lowered down onto my lips. I have never felt more wanted in my life. Everything about this moment just felt right.

I watched as his dimples deepened, grinning deviously as he closed in on me; his dark black eyes piercing through my soul.

I closed my eyes as his soft lips brushed against mine. A soft peck at first and I instinctively parted my lips to welcome his sweet tongue inside my mouth.

“Oh, this is beautiful!” Candice cheered on from the sofa. Hearing her sweet voice of approval left an aching throb inside my cunt.

His tongue brushed against mine as he breathed out his heavy sighs of passion inside my mouth.

While we continued our moment of passionate kisses, I daringly started running my hands down his body. I ran my hands against the firm muscles on his back, digging my nails into his muscled back in my moment of passion. I ran my hands down his back until I landed on his ass—oh, that firmly shaped ass pressing tightly against those jeans.

Pablo pulled out of my mouth and playfully bit on my lower lip as I squeezed on his firm cheeks.

He pulled his head back and stared lustfully into my eyes again. “Justine, I have a confession.”

Struggling to regain my breath, I stared back at my best friend’s Latino hunk. “Yeah?”

“Candice, should I tell her, or will you?”

“Wait, what? Tell me what?”

Pablo chuckled playfully as his hardened cock rubbed against my hand.

Candice lifted herself to her feet, and I watched as she slowly strolled my way. “Yeah, so you may or may not know, but I have always had a crush on you, Justine.”

“You…Um, what?” I breathed.

“Yep,” Candice smiled, seductively placing her index finger on my lips. “When I showed Pablo your pic and confessed to my liking towards you, imagine my surprise when he expressed the same interest!”

My gaze flipped back and forth, switching from Pablo to Candice, and again on Candice.

“So,” Pablo interjected, “we thought we might try out luck and if you’re interested, we may just have a little fun?”

Everything about this confession should make me feel uncomfortable, but having Candice’s smooth finger on my lips and Pablo’s firm grip on my body, this moment could not feel more right.

I grinned at Candice and pushed Pablo back on the couch as I continued kissing him. Finding a seat on his lap, I eagerly lifted each button on his shirt.

Nothing could tame the desire I felt in between my legs. I needed to grab my taste of Pablo’s Latino cock!

Trying my hardest not to drool over Pablo’s firm, chiselled chest, I ripped his shirt open—I couldn’t be bothered by the damage I caused to that shirt. All I knew is that I wanted this Latin hunk naked! I desperately wanted to prove the rumours I’ve heard about Latino men. From the grin Candice gave me, I could tell I was in for more than just a pleasant surprise.

I traced my fingers against the grey hairs on his chest, watching as he took in the ecstasy of my touch through parted lips. My fingers ran down his hairy, chiselled chest down to his navel and fast approaching his stiff cock pushing against his jeans.

His cock ached to be released under those jeans. Slowly, I lifted the button on his pants. I took my time when lifting his pants as I wanted this moment to last.

“Oh fuck!” I breathed as I lowered his zip and caught the first glimpse of his cock. Lifting my hips, I carefully pulled down on his jeans and admired the sweet cum stained on his briefs. His thick cock pushed against his underwear. Staring into his eyes one last time, before going down on his cock, I lifted the band of his Calvin Klein briefs, and his thick shaft bounced with greedy appreciation.

“Holy shit!” I gasped at the sight of his prick. I have never seen a bigger cock and one more beautiful than Papi’s. Standing 10 inches tall and with a girth to make any woman scream for more, I drooled at the sight of the droplets of pre-cum that ran down his cock. My hands struggled to wrap around his thick, veiny shaft as I grabbed onto his cock and lowered myself down on him.

I closed my eyes and took his cock into my mouth, first sucking up the salty cum that glistened on the top of his head as I took him in. I spread my lips and took in his head. I felt his cock jerk at the sensation of my tongue on his shaft, leaving an aching feeling on my tight hole.

With my head hovered over Pablo’s cock, I jerked at the sensation of Candice’s smooth fingers on my hips.

As I slowly took each inch of his cock in my mouth, Candice slowly lowered my pants.

With my mouth filled with Pablo’s prick, my pussy tingled at the sensation of the cool breeze that brushed against my pussy.

By the third inch, Pablo lost all sense of control as he pushed on my head, directing my mouth deeper onto his cock. By the 5th inch of his thick cock, Pablo finally relieved the pressure at my first signs of gagging.

While Candice continued having her way with my cunt, I lifted my head and looked back passionately into Pablo’s eyes. Now that I have tasted that thick 10-inch shaft in my mouth, I couldn't wait to feel that cock spread my tight hole open and leave me screaming for more.

Possessively, Pablo let out a deep growl as he flipped me over, placing me on my back and he jumped on top of me. Pablo climbed on top of me as he grabbed on my shirt and pulled it over my head. His eyes ravished my naked body, and he slowly started kissing on my bare torso, leaving a trail of passion as he ran his tongue up towards my sensitive breasts. His hands snaked behind my back as he carefully lifted the straps on my bra and freed my tits that ached under his touch.

Candice continued to lick out my pussy, filling me with uncontrollable goosebumps as I watched Pablo climb higher onto me. Eagerly, I opened my mouth to allow Pablo to stick his prick deep inside my mouth.

As Pablo continued thrusting his cock in and out of my mouth, I squirmed as Candice extended her tongue into my opening and slowly worked her tongue up my fold. I tried shifting my legs about, but they were bound by Candice’s hold on my ankles.

Surprising even myself, I managed to take Pablo's entire manhood in my mouth, and I felt his ass clench tight with the passion of every thrust.

“Oh, oh!” I squirmed. While Candice continued licking out my cunt, Candice gently started rubbing her fingers on my inner thighs. Her gentle massage left me craving for more.

“Jesus!” I cried out. Every part of me squirmed with pleasure as her fingers gently worked around my aching opening.

Pablo climbed down on me, and after giving me one final look of promise, Candice shifted away, allowing Pablo to take complete control over me.

I finally let out a sigh of relief as he teased me with his thick finger. My body tensed up as he filled me with an uncontrollable feeling of excitement and he pressed his thick finger inside my aching cunt.

Squirming about uncontrollably, I gasped as Pablo stuck his finger deep inside me.

From the way he stretched my hole, I knew the thick finger I felt inside me was nothing in comparison to what I was about to feel when his cock would spread my longing pussy open.

My stomach muscles tightened up as he pushed his finger deeper inside me until he rubbed against my sensitive clit.

“Ohhh! Fuck me!” I cried out. I had reached an all new level of desperation—I wanted nothing more than for his delicious caramel cock to fill my craving hole.

Slowly, Pablo pulled his finger out of my tightness and lifted his body off from mine.

He climbed off from me and leaned into me again before whispering softly in my ears. “I want to fuck you so bad!”

The base in his voice filled my body with an uncontrollable urge to beg him to stick his cock deep inside me.

Back at my parted legs, Pablo grabbed on my legs and carefully wrapped it around his waist, shifting his body into mine so that his thick, Latino cock rested at my entrance.

“You’re ready?” Papi grinned.

I opened my eyes to stare at the sexy hunk pressing against me. “I want you so bad!”


4


Pablo stared intensely into my eyes. It was a look filled with promise.

Pablo was planning on shooting his seed deep inside my hole, and I wanted nothing more.

“Oh,” I moaned he pulled me by the legs; pulling my aching hole closer into him.

Pablo slapped his prick at my soaking entrance. “Oh, fuck!”

Even if I wanted to, I knew there was no escaping now. At this point, I knew that my hole was on full display and entirely at his mercy.

My entire body shuddered as I felt Pablo’s thick cock pressing against my hole. His raw cockhead spread my tight hole open as he thrust into me.

Surprisingly, even with his possessive nature, Pablo, the Latino God, had a way of making me feel relaxed. His touch was powerful as it was assuring, and I eased the tension on my entrance, allowing his girth to slide into me. His raw cock entered me slowly, allowing me to take in every inch before thrusting in another.

As Pablo filled my hole inch by inch, I felt his hands brushing against my tensed-up torso.

From the other end of the sofa, I heard Candice let out soft moans of pleasure as she rubbed her finger against her slit at the sight of her man taking me.

I only let out a breath of relief once Pablo was balls deep inside me. With his entire manhood filling me, Pablo pulled out and slid his cock back inside me, this time thrusting harder than the first.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard!” Pablo growled as he grabbed harder onto my thighs and slammed back inside me.

“Oh, yes! Fuck me,” I begged as Pablo pushed against my sensitive flesh in a steady rhythm.

Each thrust pushed deeper inside my aching cunt, bringing me closer to orgasm.

As Pablo increased the pace, my body shuddered under his touch.

I heard Pablo’s breath quickening as he rammed harder in and out of me.

Sounds of his balls slapping against my ass and Candice furiously rubbing on her clit echoed in my apartment, but by this point, none of us could be bothered by who was around. We all desperately needed to find our release and that’s all that mattered.

My body started squirming uncontrollably. The sensation of Pablo’s thick cock pounding inside me was becoming too much.

Pablo kept slamming his cock relentlessly in and out of me as he continued to bring me closer to orgasm with every thrust. Harder, harder, deeper and deeper.

With every slam inside me, the sounds of my moaning grew louder.

I could hear Pablo’s breath become sharp and erratic, and my eyes shot wide open as I felt his cock swelled inside me. At this point, I knew he was not going to last much longer.

I writhed about violently, and Pablo continued running his powerful fingers against my torso.

“Cum for me, Justine!” He breathed.

It felt like something was taking over me, something powerful. Something beyond my control.

“Aaaah fuck!” I moaned desperately as I felt a wave of ecstasy flood over me and run throughout my body. My entrance tightened around his thick cock as it happened.

I writhed about uncontrollably, hours of built-up pressure released and Pablo let out a violent growl.

“Oh FUUUUCK!” I cried out as I felt him explode inside me. His body shook violently as a warm jet of sticky cum burst out of Pablo’s cock and shot in short, powerful bursts against my walls. My entire body started shaking violently as I found my release.

“Oh! Fuck, yes!” Pablo groaned.

With his cock still deep inside my cunt, I used my left hand to begin flicking on my clit. I fell back deeper into my sofa as my uncontrollable pleasure started taking over me.

Stars dazed in and out of my vision as my orgasm arrived.

“Oooooh! Yes!” I cried out.

The orgasm met me like a ton of bricks. Painful tension turned into blissful ecstasy as that familiar tingle started at my cunt and spread throughout my body, reducing my muscles to jelly.

“Fuck, Justine! I’m coming,” Candice breathed, barely allowing me a moment to recover from my orgasm. As flustered as I felt, I could not risk missing out on watching Candice lose all sense of control as her fingers rubbed violently against her clit.

I felt the grip of Pablo’s hands tighten on my thighs as I lifted my head to watch Candice. Candice dug the back of her head into the pillows as an overwhelming ecstasy filled her body. She struggled to hold her eyes open as her vision became blurry and I watched her cunt tense under her touch. Biting on her lower lip, the final wave of euphoria filled her cunt and spread throughout her body.
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I stared out of the window on my flight to Brussels. My eyes closed slowly as I felt her firm hand rub up against my thigh.

I turned to Candice seated beside me, who shot me a devilish grin.

“Who would have thought that two months ago, we would all be partners. Travelling the world and…” Candice ran her silky hands higher up my thighs and brought her full lips closer to my ears as she continued her seductive whisper, “exploring our fantasies all across the world.”

I grinned back deviously at Candice, before standing to my feet.

“I will meet you in the bathroom in two minutes.” Turning to Pablo, I let out a coy smile. “No boys allowed!”

THE END


PART THIRTY-FOUR

DIRTY DREAMS
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Don't get me wrong.

I’m not unhappy with my marriage. Sure, spending a little less time in my head and more time in bed with my man would be ideal, but life doesn't always play out that way.

You meet. Get to know each other. Sparks fly and the chemistry sizzles up and you have fantastic sex.

Then you get married, move in together and somehow, that amazing sex-life falls by the wayside.

My husband, Brian, makes most men look like boys. With his height and his muscular build, he's big enough to scare off most people. But, don't let looks deceive you, he's a softy—perhaps a little too soft sometimes.

I knew he was conservative and always played by the book long before we got married. Being the son of a duke, it’s only fitting he plays the part.

Royal blood is both a blessing and a curse, I tell you.

I could probably count the number of times we had sex this year on my right hand. It's not often that I get laid but when we have sex, fuck me, it's good! I'm talking lick your fingers the next day as a reminder good.

Sometimes I feel like he does not give me the sexual attention I need because he sees me limping the following day. I don't mind. When I walk funny the next morning, that's a reminder of his massive prick bringing me an insane amount of pleasure.

I still recall him apologising profusely after the first time we made love. Sometimes, it almost feels to me as if he is embarrassed to have such a big prick. I keep telling him there’s nothing to be ashamed of, in fact, most men wish they had half his manhood.

I just wish he wouldn’t be so scared to use it…

“Lana, please step into my office,” my boss interrupted my thoughts.

“Oh, sorry! I’m coming!” I mumbled.

I had no idea why I am apologising, but August has that effect on me. To be frank, she has that effect on most people.

“Errr, you called?”

“Yeah. I need you to help me with stock take. I suspect that bitch has been using the stock for her own pleasure again.”

And by bitch, she’s referring to Julia; my co-worker.

I felt heat rush over my face at the mention of stock. Being married to the world’s most conservative man, the last placed anyone would have expected me to work at is a sex toy shop distributor. Not just any sex toy distributor, the largest distributor in Birmingham. Any toy you could imagine, we would probably have stock of.

“Um, yeah sure! I… Can definitely help. What do you⁠—”

Julia cut my sentence halfway.

“Hi Lana, you have a visitor,” she smiled.

“Oh wow! Well, if it isn't the sexy Mr Brian.” The moment Brian walked into the warehouse, August took to flirting with my husband. She hasn't been very subtle with her lustful desires to get in my man's pants.

“Hi August,” Brian greeted my boss. The bass in his voice is enough to drive any woman wild. “Still your usual, naughty self I see,” he smiled.

“Only when you are around,” August continued flirting.

“Babe, I thought I’d surprise you,” Brian says, turning to me and handing me a bunch of flowers attached to a box of chocolates.

I felt my face turn a different shade of pink. “Oh wow,” I blushed. “And… to what do I owe the honours?”

“Well, can a gentleman not surprise his lady?”

“If you don’t want them,” August started. “I’ll gladly take them off your hands!”

Brian turned back to August, smiling coyly. By now he is so used to my boss, that he does not even take her seriously anymore.

This should make me happy; him not taking her seriously. Except, sometimes I wished he paid a little more attention…

After a delightful lunch, consisting of chocolates and coffee, August interrupted Brian as my lunch break came to an end, and he made his way back for practice.

“So, Mr Rugby player. What do you say to supper at my place this evening?” August said while running her nails along his bicep.

Brian stopped in his tracks and watched on as her hand slithered down his arm.

The sight of watching another woman run her hands over my husband’s arms made my breath grow sharp and erratic.

“I can’t. I’m sorry,” Brian responded, in his classic gentleman-like tone.

My heart sank.

“If you’re free, then perhaps we could do supper tomorrow night?” Brian added.

My face lit up.

I worked hard to hide the look of excitement on my face as Brian gave me a final kiss goodbye and made his way off to rugby practice.

I caught August staring at his firm ass as he walked out. I couldn’t help but feel a slight sense of pride.

“Fuck me Lana, but you are one lucky woman!” August commented.

Yeah. If only…
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My heart thumped inside my chest as I watched him spread her legs open, preparing to make his way in. Biting my lower lip, I turned my head to get a better view of his cock piercing against her flesh and spreading her lips apart.

“Oh, fuck! Yes, that’s it!” I edged him on. My finger rested on the folds of my entrance, watching eagerly as he thrusted forward, spreading my boss’s lips apart.

August laid-back with her legs spread apart, taking in a sharp breath, readying herself.

“Babe!” I heard in the far distance.

Her eyes rolled back as his cock spread her open.

“Babe!!”

My head shot up, and my eyes flicked open, panting heavily.

The sight of Brian on top of me left me gasping with shock.

“Um. What happened?” I asked innocently.

“I should be asking you that?” Brian said. A look of concern flushed over his face.

Oh, my fuck! How much did he hear!?

Brian spent a few moments staring at me curiously. I tried to look back, but my eyes couldn’t meet with his. After a few moments of awkward silence, Brian turned to his side and fell asleep.

Understandably, I didn’t get much sleep that night. Breakfast that morning didn’t make matters any better.

That was perhaps the most awkward breakfast we’ve had. From the lack of eye contact and morning banter, I could tell he heard too much!

“Um, enjoy practice today!”

Brian turned to me, without saying a word.

“Love,” I quickly added.

“Yeah. Enjoy your day with… August.”

Fuck me. This day couldn’t get any worse.

I’ve never felt more ashamed in my life. To make matters worse, the dream was all blurry. I have no idea how much Brian heard or what he heard!

I have been fantasising about my boss, August, getting a taste of Brian's thick cock for as long as I can remember. August has always had a wild side to her. I can't explain it, but I find the thought of seeing if she can handle my man's cock thrilling.

This little fantasy of mine should have remained just that – a fantasy!

Now, the cat is out of the bag, and I can only imagine what Brian must think of me! Like seriously, what kind of married woman wants nothing more than for her man to cheat on her?

More concerning, what kind of wife wants to watch while her husband cheats on her?
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“Good morning beautiful,” August’s voice echoed as I stepped into the large warehouse.

“Morning,” I blushed, forgetting about the awkwardness of last night.

“Well, I guess it’s just us today!”

I stood behind August’s desk awkwardly, in search of a response.

“The bitch called in sick,” August confirmed, in response to the look of confusion plastered on my face. “Again,” she added.

“August, can I ask you a question?”

“Of course, dear!” August responded.

I feel so uncomfortable when she refers to me as dear, especially with her being only two years older than me. With her perky breasts and curvaceous physique, August does not look like she’s 35. In fact, her killer body would give most 21-year olds a run for their money.

“How are you so… so free?” I mumbled.

“What on earth do you mean?” August laughed. “I’m going to need some more context on this one.”

“I mean… Well, you live an awesome life. A life most people would be envious of,” I continued, saying it more to myself than to August.

August summoned me closer with a flick of her hand. Without any second thoughts of disobedience, I moved in closer towards August’s chair.

Dear Lord, she looked sexy and powerful sitting behind that swirling, executive chair.

“I know where you're going with this. Look, I don't do anything wonderful. A free-spirited and naughty vixen lies within all of us, I have just learned how to embrace it.” August twirled her hair in between her fingers as her gaze slowly moved up to meet my eyes.

“Speaking of a vixen,” her eyes shot up to meet mine. “I can tell there's a vixen inside of you, just waiting to escape!”

“Umm… I… I’m not sure I follow?” I felt heat growing inside me and spreading throughout my body, ending in between my legs.

“Lana, you may be able to convince other people with this good-girl-act of yours, but I’m not so easily convinced.” August stands to her feet and slowly makes her way towards me, closing in on me. As August faced me, I took in the scent of her sweet perfume.

Her smell is deliciously intoxicating, making me weak in the knees.

August was so close to me, I could feel the heat of her body radiate on my skin, even through my clothes.

With my weakened knees and a fire brewing within, I felt weak as August reached out for my hair.

August’s fingers combed down my long chest-nut coloured hair. As she reached the ends, she continued to run her fingers down my arm, filling me with goosebumps. With large fear filled eyes, I watched on eagerly, not daring to stop her.

“Kiss me!”

As the words escaped my lips, I slammed my hand on my mouth.

It was too late. My intentions were known.

I’m making a habit of slipping out the most inappropriate requests. First with Brian and now with my boss. Get your shit together, Lana!

A coy grin formed on August’s lips, cocky almost, as she flung her hair back and leaned in to kiss me. Instinctively, I opened my lips and closed my eyes, eagerly awaiting her entrance.

Shivers ran down my spine as her tongue entered me and slowly started swirling inside me. The sweet taste of her tongue brushing against mine echoed in my pussy.

As our lips continued smacking together in our fit of passion, my cunt ached for more.

It’s as if she read my mind. With her right hand holding the back of my head, her left hand slowly slid down my tank top, stopping as she reached my breasts.

One gentle squeeze on my tit was enough to send me to the moon. With every squeeze and press, I felt my pussy lips clench tighter. I gasped into August’s mouth as she slowly lowered her hands down my belly.

Breaking the kiss, August lifted my top and pulled it over my head, flicking it to the side. My entire being quivered with want as I got the first touch of her hand on my bare skin.

“Let me see those beautiful breasts!” She breathed, reaching her arms around me for the strap of my bra.

My cunt ached to be touched. I can feel my pussy grow wetter with her every touch.

With my bra removed, August admired my firm breasts, before shooting up a devilish smile at me. Grabbing hold of each breast, she placed my tits firmly in her hand, before taking my bud in her mouth, delicately nibbling as she skillfully sucked on my nipples.

The pleasure has taken over me, controlling every fibre of my being and driving my knees to the point of near collapse.

I leaned back against the desk for support. August leaned in on me as she continued relentlessly having her way with my breasts.

“Oh, my fuck!” I gasped as August cupped her hands over my aching cunt. The pleasure was becoming uncontrollable, at this rate I was going to squirt inside my panties.

August lowered her tongue down my belly, slowly slithering towards my pussy.

I lifted my head and looked up at August, desperation flooded over my face as she lifted her head to meet my eyes. She grinned deviously as she lifted the top button on my skirt.

I could feel the warmness of her breath on my cunt. She slowly lowered my skirt and dropped it to my ankles.

I tried to kick the skirt off, but she held my legs tight.

“Oh no, I don’t want you kicking about when I stick my tongue inside this beautiful pussy.”

My legs were held captive by my skirt as August slowly rolled her tongue up my thigh, making her way towards my wet pussy.

I squirmed on August’s desk as she snaked her way up my legs and circled the tips of her tongue on my inner thigh, inches away from my throbbing pussy.

I found a sense of relief when August finally placed her hand over my pussy. Her thumb, daringly, resting in between my lips.

As her devilish tongue continued teasing me playfully, August found the edge of my panty with her teeth. With the band of my underwear held firmly in her mouth, August looked up at me before pulling it down.

The coolness of the fresh air breezed against my wet cunt, overflowing with my juices.

“Ooooh,” I moaned. Painful tension built up in my pussy, begged for a release.

August pulled the panties down my thigh and took in the sight of my cunt. My pussy glistened with the juices soaking up my entrance.

“For such a beautiful cunt, it’s really a shame it’s not used as often as it should be!” August exclaimed.

I squirmed as August spoke into my pussy.

“Oh, my fuck,” I moaned as August spread my lips apart with her tongue, slowly pushing her tip into my entrance.

With her tongue slipped inside me, August started rubbing her thumb against my bud. At this rate, I wasn’t going to last very long. Besides, it’s understandable; I don’t know when last I have been touched like this.

“Wait!” I breathed. Trying to prolong the pleasure.

“Just lay back and enjoy it!” August affirmed.

My head started spinning, losing control of all my senses. A wave of ecstasy flooded over me as August continued rubbing against my aching bud.

“Fuck!” I cried out into the empty office as the orgasm shook my walls. Relentlessly, August continued pressing against my clit as the painful tension turned into blissful ecstasy. My back arched and my legs stiffened as I found my release.

After squirting all over August’s hand, I laid back and floated on a cloud of pleasure.

Exhaling deeply, I fought hard to regain my breath, and after a few moments, I opened my eyes to look at the pleased look on August's face.

“Oh, you are a fucking monster!” August applauded.

I looked down on August’s hand, glistening from the shine of my wetness and found myself becoming shy again. Never in a million years did I think I would be laying on my bosses’ desk, with my legs spread apart and her hand filled with my juices.

“Come on! Nothing to be shy about,” August started. “I know I certainly enjoyed it!”

I closed my eyes, and the world around me continued to spin. "It was good," I breathed.
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Ifelt as if I were walking on cloud 9, I almost forgot about the awkward tension between Brian and I.

I broke out singing I’m every woman as I bounced through the front door.

Seeing Brian’s grumpy face, I was soon reminded I had to at least try and act miserable. Nothing pisses him off more than the sight of someone not taking him seriously.

“Hey, babe.” If only he knew what we were up to earlier today, he would probably have filed for divorce. Stuffy old man.

“What time are we going to August’s place?” Brian asked bluntly.

“We can,” I cleared my throat. “We can go whenever you are ready,” I said, correcting my tone once I realised I started off sounding far too jovial.

“I need to grab a shower,” Brian said coldly.

Brian was dripping with sticky sweat, and he carried that familiar man-scent that drives me insane. I marvelled in the sight of those broad shoulders as he lifted his training vest. “You're still okay to go?” I asked, breaking my train of thought.

“Yes. Unless there is a reason, we shouldn't?” He fished.

“Of course not.”

I continued staring on with lust as he lowered his pants, together with his underwear. Those tight training shorts slid down his ripped, muscular legs. Damn, you would never have said I got off just a few hours before. If only Brian could read my mind, he would rip my clothes off and bend me over right here.

That huge cock of his, even when flaccid, is enough to drive any woman wild.

With all the unspoken tension between us, I still can’t help but imagine him spreading August’s pussy apart with that thick cock of his.

After she helped me out earlier today, the least I could do was return the favour and share my sexy husband.

I swallowed hard as Brian walked out of the bathroom. Beads of water droplets rolled down the indents of his abs, leaving an uncontrollable ache inside my cunt.

“Are we going to talk about last night?” Brian asked curtly, without making eye contact.

“Um… Yeah sure?” I replied nervously. I got carried away with all my sexual fantasies that I forgot about this inevitable and totally unnecessary conversation. I was hoping this moment wouldn’t come. But knowing Brian, he will not be at ease until he gets to the bottom of this dream.

“Last night,” Brian started. “You were asking me to… screw your boss?” Brian turned to me. “What is that about?”

“I… I am… Not sure where that comes from.”

“Why don’t I believe you?”

I rolled my eyes. “Because you’re insecure?”

“Look me in the eye when you speak.”

I looked up and felt as if I was under interrogation. “Look, it was just a bad dream.”

“Yeah, something tells me it was a little more than a bad dream.”

“Okay Brian, you will just have to believe what you want to.” I snapped. “You know what? Do you honestly think this is the time for this? We have to get going!” I grabbed the car keys. “And I’m driving!”

I stood outside August's door and pressed the bell. My heart pounding inside my chest. What if the little episode August and I shared earlier slips from her mouth and Brian finds out what I really got up to at work?

Knowing him, he would properly never let me work another day again.

The ride to August's place was uncomfortable, to say the least. I drove like a mad thing. It wasn't intentional or anything, but that awkward silence was driving me insane.

“Hey beautiful,” August lead in to hug me as she opened the door. “Oh, and I see you brought with you a Demi-God?” August flirted, rolling her eyes all over my man.

Dear God, please stop!

If only she knew how awkward things already were between us.

Brian extended his hand forward, to which August rejected, instead leaning in to hug him.

For someone as prim and proper as Brian, he is not used to women like August. He's not used to having a woman know exactly what she wants and not afraid of making her intentions known.

"Oh, no thanks." Brian rejected the colourful cocktail she handed him. "I'm not drinking today," Brian affirmed.

“Nonsense!” August affirmed, standing her ground as she handed him the colourful drink.

“I have practice early tomorrow morning.”

“Well, we all have work, okay! And besides, it’s rude manners not to accept a drink,” she smirked. “Especially when that drink is made by a lady,” she adds, flicking her hair back seductively.

Reluctantly, Brian grabbed the drink.

The squeamish look on his face as he took his first sip told me she made sure the drink was extra potent—a woman with a plan.

Both Brian and I couldn’t prevent inebriation, especially during supper.

Let’s just say, August has many talents, but cooking is not one of them.

I wonder if the potent drink wasn’t intentional—knowing we would need extra alcohol to swallow her lame attempt at Spaghetti Bolognese? The only way we could stomach the food was to take a big gulp of the Long Island iced teas, she kept flowing, with every bite.

Knowing August, anything is possible.

“I’ll be right back.” August teased, running her fingers through her beautiful long blonde hair as she turned, giving us a mouthwatering view of her ass. “I just need to get dressed into something… a little more comfortable.”

As the sounds of August’s footsteps upstairs thinned out, Brian turned to face me.

Even though we were seated on a two-seater couch, we were so far apart, one could easily have assumed it’s a three seater.

I can tell the alcohol has started taking effect by the glare of the light in Brian’s face and his slightly slurred speech.

“I still think we need to talk about what happened,” Brian said to me struggling to hold his gaze.

“Dear Lord, you have got to be kidding me!” I snapped, becoming irritated with the subject.

“Sorry. I just thought we could let everything out quickly,” Brian said softly—as soft as the base in his voice would allow.

I may have gotten the wrong signal, but it almost seemed as if he was staring intensely into my chest. It wasn't just a look; it's a look I recognized from when we first started dating—a look I had almost forgotten existed. With lustful eyes, his gaze continued to glide down my body.

“Okay, sorry for snapping at you, but do we need to talk about that now?”

“Well,” Brian slurred. “I would think this is the best place and time to talk about it?”

I watched on suspiciously as a devilish smirk formed on his lips.

Oh my God! He’s flirting with me!

His eyes ravished my entire body, unleashing his long-lost inner dom.

“So,” Brian started, placing his Long Island Iced tea on the centre table and leaning in closer towards me.

He bit his lower lip, and his eyes narrowed, burning with an intense fire. “Are you going to tell me a bit more about that dream?”

The feistiness I felt all afternoon dissipated with his touch on my knee. “I'm sorry! I know, I'm a really shitty person.”

Brian had a look of disappointment on his face. “No babe, you’re not. I’m the shitty person.”

“What? … What does –” I mumbled.

“Meaning I was hoping it would turn into more than just a dream.”

My eyes widened as if I had seen a ghost and my jaw dropped to the ground. Did my husband, perhaps the world’s most conservative man, just admits to wanting to screw my boss?

Before I could even begin forming a response, my thoughts were interrupted by August walking down the stairs.

Brian turned around to face the host. I quickly closed my mouth once I realised how ridiculous I look at the sight of Brian's gaping mouth.

“Careful big boy,” August laughed. “My mom always told me if you keep your mouth open for so long, something might just fill it.” My pussy quivered.

Brian shifted about uncomfortably.

“Lucky for you, I never really listened to my mama. Always the one eager to open my mouth.”

Even I swallowed hard at that comment. I can only imagine what must be going through Brian’s mind.

As August strolled down the stairs, seductively swerving her curvaceous hips left and right, she showed off a black and red lacy lingerie set. Brian was taken aback by the sudden change in outfit. Not that he complained, he licked his lower lip as he watched my boss strolling down the stairs in an inch-high pair of black stilettos.

Little was left to the imagination. Even with the black silk pullover, I could still see all the hard work August put in the gym.

My heart raced as I watched her walking towards us, a coy smirk planted on her face. This is August’s confidence that leaves my pussy aching with want!

Given the heat filling me, I can only imagine what must have been going through Brian’s mind as the sex-goddess walked towards us.

Extending my tongue, I licked my dry lips for moisture and swallowed hard before speaking. “Wow August, you didn’t tell us this was a dress-up party?”

“That’s because it’s not,” August laughed. “I’m just wearing this for the sake of formalities!”

Even with the space between Brian and I closed off now, August squeezed in-between us. She turned to me, a grin I recognized from just a few hours ago, and placed her left hand on my thigh. Shivers ran down my spine with her touch.

Once satisfied with the sound of my heavy breathing, she extended her right hand on Brian’s. August leaned back with her hands firmly placed on both our laps, a cocky grin on her mouth.

Brian stared at the vixen in black and red, but he wouldn't dare remove her hand. As he stole a glance at me, his eyes told it all.

Given a chance, he would pounce on her, even with me watching!

“Oh damn! I forgot my drink in the kitchen,” August said turning to Brian and running her hand up and down his thigh. “Won’t you be an angel and get it for me, please?”

Brian swallowed hard. “I don’t think that’s possible right now!”

Brian's face was redder than a ripened tomato, but August was not going to back off so easily. Even if it meant watching him squirm, she would have her way.

“And why not?” August asked suspiciously, her grip on his thigh tightened.

I turned my head to look passed August's breast and realised why this was not the right time.

As August deviously continued running her hands, that got me off just a few hours ago, up Brian’s strong muscled thighs, I noticed a tent begin to develop inside his jeans. The sight brought a smile to my face.

I lifted myself off the couch. “I’ll get it, but you’re coming with me!”

Discomfort flooded my husband’s face as I grabbed on his hand, lifting him off the couch.

“Oh my! What do we have here?” August smirked, her eyes fixated on Brian’s stiffened prick pushing against his jeans.

Brian swallowed heavily and hunched forward, in a sad attempt to hide his raging boner, as I pulled him along to fetch August's drink. Unfortunately, when your cock is as massive as Brian's, it becomes tough to hide your intentions.

“I’m so –”

“Babe, it’s totally okay!” I interrupted Brian, once we were out of August’s sight.

For a man, raised in a conservative home and taught to always play by the book, this kind of behaviour is totally unacceptable. Desire filled every fibre of my being as I leaned in on Brian, grabbing him by the back of his head. My lips found his and Brian didn't need any further convincing. Opening his mouth, he welcomed my tongue inside him.

I gasped as the passion took over him and he grabbed on my ass, squeezing them as his cock stiffened further, poking at my belly.

As our tongues continued swirling inside each other’s mouths, I grabbed hold of his massive tool. Struggling to wrap my little hands around his cock, I started rubbing up and down his shaft. He revelled in the moment as he breathed heavily into my mouth with appreciation.

“Babe,” I said, pulling away from his lips. “I’m not like most stuck-up wives,” I confirmed—in case he still had any doubts.

Grabbing hold of August's drink, I pulled on Brian's hand, leading him back to the lounge before he could adjust his cock and try hiding that raging boner.

Even if nothing happened between Brian and August, I still wanted to show off the massive tent he is capable of creating, even through the thick fabric of his jeans.

“There you go,” I said to August, handing her drink.

“Thanks love!” Turning to Brian and with a quick and swift flick of her hand, she stretched her arm forward, preventing Brian from taking a seat. “I think it’s best you remain standing,” she told Brian as her eyes narrowed suggestively. August snaked her hand down Brian’s abdomen.

Through his t-shirt, she ran her fingers against the indents of his six-pack. Snaking her way lower, approaching Brian’s giant cock.

Brian stood back, with parted lips, breathing out heavily as her hands continued to roam lower toward his nether regions. A part of him wanting to grab hold of her hand and stop her, but a more significant part wanted it to continue.

My pussy quivered with appreciation as August started taking full control over my man.

With a hint of desperation in my voice, I looked up at Brian.

“Go for it!”
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Brian had turned a different shade of red. His face was flustered and filled with lust.

His gaping mouth breathed out slowly as he looked down at August. Finally reaching his cock, August gave it a good squeeze.

“Oh fuck!” Brian groaned. His eyes closed with pleasure and he rolled his head backwards.

I watched as Brian’s hands hung helplessly. With August squeezing on his prick, his hands run up his thigh—summoning all his control, he worked hard not to grab August by the hair and demand she sucked him off.

“Fuck me! Lana, you are one lucky woman!”

As much as I could see the excitement in August, her eyes moved cautiously–probably wondering whether she could handle him or not. Brian's cock is not fit for the fainthearted, and he knew this.

I suppose watching him stretch her pussy and filling her with his enormous cock is all part of the thrill.

Holding firmly onto Brian's cock, August lifted herself off the couch. She looked even taller than usual with her slick high heels, but in comparison, Brian looked like a giant—a sexy muscular giant.

I watched as August closed in on my husband, her body pressing firmly against his. My heart started pounding with anticipation.

Brian gave me one final glance that said, are you sure? I smiled in response. I have never been more confident about something in my life!

With my final look of approval, Brian bit his bottom lip as he turned back to August. Grabbing her by the back of her head, he leaned in on her, aiming for her full cherry lips.

As his lips met hers, August reached up for his shoulders and lifted her left leg up to her ass—in what appears to be a pose of victory.

The only sounds that could be heard is that of their lips smacking together passionately. That and the subtle tones of them moaning.

Brian’s hands ran through August’s smooth, silky blonde hair. Her beautiful hair is perhaps her most dominant feature and compliments her curves. Her hair is long and rests on her hips. With Brian’s hand running through her hair, her hands ran down his back.

I sat deep in the couch, taking in the steamy scene unfolding in front of me—a dream come true. I wondered what role I had to play in all of this?

Do I sit back and watch it unfold?

Do I cheer them on?

Do I help them undress?

I decided it was best to sit back and enjoy the show.

Allowing myself to fall deeper into the couch, I breathed out a sigh of relief.

August's fingers found the edge of Brian's T-shirt and she slipped her hands underneath, getting the first feel of his skin.

I watched on eagerly as my husband squirmed with pleasure at the touch of her silky-smooth hands on his back.

If anyone, I can attest to the power of her touch. A glide of her hand on your bare skin is enough to send anyone to the moon.

As I laid back on the couch, I imagined the taste of either of their tongues in my mouth. My parched, dry lips could definitely do with some attention, but I wouldn’t dare disturb them.

August took control of the situation as she broke the kiss and pulled on his shirt, lifting Brian's T-shirt over his head. Obediently, he raised his arms so she could easily throw it one side.

As my husband stood in front of my boss, bare-chested, she spent a few moments to take in his perfectly chiselled body. At the pleased expression on August's face, a sly grin formed on my lips. I imagined the thoughts that must be running through her mind.

Like a kid in a toy-store, her eyes beamed with joy, running the tips of her fingernails against his chest. Brian squirmed at her touch, panting heavily, but he ground his teeth to try and remain in control.

But, he wasn’t in control. August knew it. I knew it. Soon, Brian will find out as well.

August is not like most women. Brian's going to have a tough time taming her. As August continued to run her hands against my husband's skin, Brian pulled her in closer, flicking her silky throw-over off her shoulders.

Her black robe landed on the floor, and for the first time, I had a clear, uncensored view of my boss's incredible body.

How can one woman be so perfect!

The sight of her generously sized tits, and curvaceous hips dampened my pussy further.

Brian wasted little time to reach around her back, lifting the strap of her bra. With one hand, Brian skillfully lifted her bra and August’s tits bounced freely with appreciation. Her perky nipples stood at attention.

I found myself wondering whether her tits were real? They were generously sized, to say the least, but still had an effortless bounce to them, suggesting they were natural.

Brian’s hand snaked around her delicate torso to her front, grabbing hold of her breasts and giving them a gentle squeeze.

“Ooooh! Yeah!” August moaned helplessly. The sounds of her moan flush my pussy with another layer of juices.

The sight of my husband bringing pleasure to another woman is driving me insane. As much as I wish I got to experience his touch and that it was me moaning and begging for more, the sight of seeing my husband revel in lust was even more worthwhile.

My hand slowly slipped inside my skirt to give my aching cunt a sense of calm. With my hand cupped over my wet pussy, a wave of relief flooded over me.

August’s head fell back as Brian lowered his head towards her breast, leaving a trail of gentle kisses down her neck until he reached her tits.

After one final squeeze on her tits, Brian took her nipples in his mouth.

“Oh yes! Fuck!” August moaned with gratification.

The flustered look on her face, a clear sign that pleasure was taking over August. In a fit of passion, she reached for Brian's muscled back. As he continued sucking on and squeezing her tits, she dug her nails into his back–but this did not stop him. Relentlessly, he kept driving, filling her with ecstasy.

I ran my fingers against the wetness of my panties and August did the same. I don’t blame her. With my husband pleasing her, it’s little wonder her legs haven’t caved in by now.

Unable to control herself any longer, she placed her hand on her cunt to find a sense of relief. Before she could slip her finger inside her panties, Brian reached her hand, pulling it away.

“Oh my God!” August cried out.

Grabbing on her soft thighs, Brian lifted her, holding her firmly in his grip as he carried her towards the dining room table. The same table where we ate her poor attempt of Spaghetti Bolognese.

With her arms wrapped firmly around his neck for support, Brian lowered her onto the table and leaned in on her, until she laid flat on her back.

Luckily, the table wasn’t very far from where I was sitting. I still had a clear view of everything unfold in front of me. My knees have grown so weak, I don’t think I would have been able to lift myself off the couch to watch the show.

Lying flat on her back, August ran her fingers through her hair as Brian reached for the band of her panties. Brian slowly pulled it down her thighs, revealing her perfectly manicured pussy.

I took in a sharp breath as I took in the view of my bosses’ cunt.

It's little wonder she is so confident. She has the most beautiful pussy I have seen. Her resting lips, guided by a small happy patch of hair, led to her entrance.

As my fingers slipped underneath the fabric of my panties, I shook my head and opened my eyes wide. I can’t believe my fantasy is playing out right before me. I can’t help but think this is all a dream and that I would be waking up any second now, with Brian’s judgmental eyes staring me down.

Who would’ve thought that my Brian, my conservative Brian, would have my boss’s legs spread out on the table and her panties down to her ankles as he readies himself to eat out her pussy?

As I slid my finger against the folds of my cunt, August shut her eyes tight and laid back with eager anticipation of Brian’s tongue on her entrance.

I swallowed hard as Brian spread August's legs apart and lowered himself onto the folds of her centre. Brian knows he is a big and strong man and as such has always been extra careful not to hurt me. I can see him showing the same respect to my boss, and that turns me on even further.

I no longer had any control over Brian's urges, and neither did he. August wanted him to fill her entire body with pleasure, and he was more than happy to oblige.

My pussy trembled as Brian tapped his thick, strong fingers onto the folds of August's cunt, leaving her agonising, craving more of his touch. Apart from that massive cock of his, Brian understood the importance of making a woman squirm. He never fucks you until you laid begging for him to ram that thick shaft inside you.

Brian teased her one last time with his fingers before he got his taste. My own fingers involuntarily started gliding up and down in between the folds of my cunt. My middle finger is marinated with the juices seeping through the fabric of my panty.

Deciding it was time to join in on the fun an get naked as well, I lifted the button of my skirt and together with my underwear pulled it down to my ankles before kicking it off.

A sense of freedom swept over me as the cool breeze brushed against my wetness, sending ripples of euphoria throughout my body.

My heart raced as Brian lowered himself onto August’s beautiful pink opening. The moment I have been waiting for—he is finally getting a taste of that breathtaking cunt.

His wicked tongue extended onto her pussy, taking in the first taste of her dripping fluids. With his tongue curled to lick her up, his eyes shot up to meet hers. He wants to see her every expression as he had his way with her. “Your pussy tastes incredible!”

Lust-filled desperation rested on August’s face as my husband extended his tongue further and spread her lips apart. Squirming violently on the Trestle base dining room table, August tried kicking her legs about as an expression of her uncontrollable urges, but Brian grabbed on her ankles and held her legs firm as he continued eating out her pussy.

“Fuck! Yes!” I found myself cheerleading from the couch. Thinking back to earlier that afternoon, when August held my legs firmly in her hands.

August is a powerful sexual being and knows precisely what she wants. I can imagine there aren't many men that can please her sexually.

I don't think much could have prepared her for the overwhelming sensation of Brian's strong tip reaching her entrance and dragging up around her clit.

"Fuck!" She cried, loud enough for the neighbours to hear her screams of ecstasy.

The desperation in her voice drove me insane, filling me with unexpected heat. Finding my entrance, I slipped my finger inside my pussy and drew my finger against my flesh, up to my clit.

“Oooh!” I moaned out loud, adding to the existing sounds of heavy panting.

The sounds of me moaning caught Brian's attention as he lifted his head to steal a glance at me.

My groaning drove him over the edge as he started removing the buckle of his belt, eager to get naked. The loud zipping sound of his jeans caught both August’s and my attention. With my finger resting inside my pussy and August lifting herself up to get a view, we watched on hungrily.

Brian’s thick, stiff cock pushed against his pants as he lifted the button on his jeans and slowly slid his pants down.

Brian’s skinny jeans wrapped around his firm ass and legs. There’s nothing better than grabbing onto that sexy ass when he has my legs spread apart, ramming in and out of my cunt.

As he slid down his pants, my insides quivered with the first reveal of his firm, defined legs. August sat up, panting with eager anticipation, as she watched his enormous cock bounce freely—all 10 inches of his cock.

“Oh, my fuck!” August yelped. Her reaction to his massive tool left me smiling, beaming with pride. Not many women can say their man is as blessed as mine.

“I’m sorry. Too big?” Brian asked, concerned. Even in his moment of weakness and lust, my husband is still ever the gentleman.

“Well, yeah! It’s freaking huge!” August exclaimed. “But I can’t wait to grab a taste,” she said, lifting herself up, eager to have her lips wrapped around Brian’s manhood.

With his cock wrapped around August’s little hands, she stretched her mouth open, Brian stood back and closed his eyes patiently waiting for the sensation of her lips on his prick. August started rubbing his thick shaft in between her tiny hands, pulling back his foreskin. She licked her lips and flung her hair back.

"Oh, fuck!" I cried out. I still cannot believe this is happening—my boss ready to take my husband’s cock in her mouth!

Watching August’s lips wrap around Brian’s head, I imagined his pre-cum filling my mouth instead.

With every moan that escaped my lips, Brian started losing more control. With August bobbing her head back and forth as she took in every inch of him, Brian glanced over at me, watching my finger slip in and out of my aching pussy with increasing speed. A possessive look in his eye formed as he watched grow weaker with every passing second.

As much as I thought August would struggle with my man’s cock, she handled him like a pro. She managed to take in his thick cock, without even the slightest hint of gagging.

With his eyes fixed on me, Brian grabbed onto August head’s and directed his pelvis forward, thrusting in and out of her mouth.

My husband gives off a lot of pre-cum. To be honest, that’s one of the things I love about him. I can only imagine the clean, salty taste of his cum filling August’s mouth and driving her taste buds wild.

“Oh fuck! Fuck yeah!” Brian groaned.

August glanced over at me with her classic devilish smirk, before winking at me. She never used any words, and she didn't need to. But I knew exactly what that wink meant.

“I want to you to fuck me good, big boy!”
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Brian did not need a second invitation, jumping at the opportunity, he pulled August legs towards him. August’s body slid across the table as he grabbed on his shaft, directing it at her cunt, preparing for entrance.

“Na ah!” August shot up. “Not so fast!”

Confused, Brian glanced around, was there something he missed. “Um…sorry?”

“I had my turn. Now it’s your turn to get on the table,” she smirked as she slid off the dining room table. Standing on her slick high heels, she pushed Brian by his chest, ordering him to lay on his back.

I watched in amusement as my boss ordered my husband around.

Brian had an uneasy look on his face, distrusting almost. He’s not used to being pushed around by anyone, but he quickly obeyed her instruction.

Deciding to make the most of the situation, he fell back on the table. With his thick cock pointing toward the ceiling, he laid on his back and crossed his hands behind his head.

August had an accomplished look on her face. Using his strong legs for support, she climbed on top of the table and up to his midsection, until her pussy hovered over the tip of his cock.

August took in a deep breath as she grabbed on his shaft and lowered herself onto him. Holding her breath, she slowly slid down his shaft.

With my man’s head submerged inside her slippery opening, she allowed her pussy to stretch. Once she got used to the feeling of his enormous prick inside her, August lowered further and took in another inch.

Brian stretched August’s pink flesh to the limits and filled her completely.

I continued to run my finger in and out of my aching cunt, with my thumb placing relentless pressure on my slit, as the steamy scene unfolded in front of me.

Both Brian and August were filled with so much passion that neither of them even thought about grabbing a condom.

I wouldn’t have had it any other way. There is nothing hotter than watching my man’s raw cock rub against every part of her flesh, massaging her most sensitive areas with his bare muscle.

It’s as if Brian read my mind. Turning to me, panting desperately, he mumbled. “Protection!?”

August let out a sigh of relief as she lowered herself balls deep. “Don’t worry about it.” Flustered, she lifted herself up slightly, before dropping back down on him. “Just… enjoy it!”

August shuffled about a few times to get used to the feel of him.

Once my boss’s cunt was stretched out enough, August allowed her head to fall back and enjoy the feeling of being filled by my husband.

At first, she started grinding her hips against him. She rode that thick cock like a professional. “Oh, fuck!” She moaned.

Brian exhaled deeply every time she landed as she bounced up and down his shaft.

With her hands resting on his knees, her luscious blonde hair fell on his thighs. Brian grabbed on her full tits, squeezing them gently with every pounce.

Usually, I would be so self-conscious laying on my boss’s couch fingering myself, especially while watching her get off with my husband, but I couldn’t feel freer. The cocky smirk that rested on August face as she rode him drove me insane. It’s becoming harder for me to control myself, fighting off my urges to break into orgasm before they found their release.

August placed her fingers on her slit and started touching herself as she continued bouncing. I could tell she wouldn’t last much longer.

“Oh. My. Fuck!!” She squirmed.

Her generously sized tits bounced with every movement, making the show even more enjoyable to watch.

“Fuck! Yes! Come for me!” Brian edged on.

With every bounce, August rubbed on her clit more aggressively, and her face turned a different shade of pink.

“Oooh! Fuuuuck me!” She cried. Her moans increased in decibels with every pounce.

With blurred vision, I watched on as her folds became too sensitive to handle and she released the pressure of her finger on her cunt. Brian took his cue and held firmly onto her hips, and he rammed hard in an out of her pussy. Sounds of Brian's heavy balls slapping against her ass drove August over the edge.

Waves of euphoria flooded over August. For the first time, I watched my boss lose all control.

“Ah, fuck!!!” She screamed. Her back arched forward, and her body shrivelled violently around Brian.

Brian continued pumping hard in and out of her cunt and lowered his finger, placing it on her clit, until she screamed out with ecstasy and reached her final squirt.

Finally, he let August soak in her orgasm. My heart raced as fast as August gasped for air, breathing in and out.

Brian’s face was bloodshot red, with thick veins around his temple.

I could tell he’s wasn’t done. But, being ever the gentleman, he sat back and allowed her to finish.

“Oh, my fuck!” August breathed. “That was fucking magical!”

As she climbed off his lap, Brian looked at me. It was a look I had never seen before. With my finger resting on the folds of my cunt, I looked back at Brian, desperately.

His cock was covered with August's fluid, and the thick veins wrapped around his cock begged for release.

“You’re next!” Brian said, lifting himself off the table and marching, in all his naked glory, towards me.

My heart pounded inside my chest with every step he took. My body was weakened with want.

I stared at my sexy husband, wishing he would bend me over on the couch and fuck me as well.

“Fuck! I can’t take it any longer! I need to have you!” Brian breathed.

His words filled me, ending up in my quivering cunt. My pussy throbbed with anticipation. I simply⁠—

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out as Brian placed my hips under his strong hands. I swung my arms around his neck for support as he carried me over to the dining room table.

Fuck me, I’m next!

And my boss is going to watch me get fucked!

He gently placed me on the surprisingly, comfortable table. Brian took complete control as he stretched my legs apart and leaned down to grab a taste of my pussy.

“No!” I breathed, pushing against his head. “I want you to fuck me!” I pleaded.

I couldn't wait a second longer. I need to feel him inside me, stretching me hard and rough.

“Fuck! Babe, you are so sexy!” Brian uttered, running his eyes over my naked body.

With my legs wrapped around his hips, I closed my eyes.

Beads of sweat dripped from his forehead onto my stretched-out legs as he positioned his cock at my entrance.

“Oh fuck!” I breathed, closing my eyes, as his head split my entrance apart.

Slowly, Brian pushed his cock inside me. I have never had Brian's cock inside me, without him spending at least half an hour stretching me open with his fingers. I found the idea of him using that thick shaft to spread me open, thrilling.

After inserting the first inch of his cock inside me, Brian pulled all the way out and rubbed the length of his shaft along my slit.

Teasing my pussy sent new waves of pleasure throughout my body.

Dragging his cock down my slit, he found my entrance again and spread my lips apart as he thrusted forward, filling me with another inch.

“Oh God! Yes!” I moaned.

He allowed me a few seconds to get used to the feeling of him inside me as he gently bobbed his hips back and forth, pressing against my flesh.

“I’m going to fuck you so good!” Brian promised.

“Yes!” I cried. “Fuck me, baby!”

I opened my eyes, and through my blurry vision, I saw Brian smiling back at me.

“Oh fuck!” I yelped as he pushed his cock further inside me. This time, only stopping once he was balls deep inside my cunt.

We both let out a sigh of release once he was completely submerged inside my opening.

“Oh my God!” August cheered. “This is so fucking sexy, you slut!”

For a moment, I forgot she was with us. With my man deep inside me, nothing else mattered, except him having his way with me.

His big strong hands held my hips tight as he pulled his cock out to the head and thrusted forward. This time, he wasn’t gentle. “Oooh! Yes!” I moaned.

With every thrust, my walls quivered with pleasure as he relentlessly fucked my aching cunt.

His hands ran across my naked body, worshipping every part of my skin as his balls slapped against my entrance.

The veins on his forehead expanded and I felt his cock swell inside me. “Oh fuck!” Brian groaned.

With his cock pressing against my most sensitive areas, I wasn’t going to last very long either. My skin tingled as ripples of ecstasy shot through me. The sight of desperation on Brian’s face was what really drove me over the edge.

Brian’s cock twitched inside me as my orgasm clamped around his girth.

“FUCK!” We cried in unison.
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“Damn, who would’ve guessed Lana has such a machine of a husband?” August teased. “Lana, I won’t lie, but I am so jealous of you!”

Brian and I both blushed at my boss’s attempt to break the ice, before breaking out into awkward giggles. Once the laughter died down and I was able to fully gather my breath, I sat up, victory sweat staining the table, and looked up confidently at August. “Yeah, he’s a monster in bed!”

“Babe! Stop it!” Brian blushed.

“It’s true though!” I insisted.

The plan was never to share my husband with August for the rest of my life. After all, he is mine. I just found the idea of a woman, as strong and powerful as August, being bent over by a strong alpha male, like Brian, thrilling.

Most women would never consider sharing their husbands. And to be honest, a part of me felt this was so wrong, but boy am I glad I did! Not only did I get to live out one of my biggest fantasies, but our marriage has improved as well!

Let’s just say, our sex life has never been better!

As I suspected, Brian held off on sex, scared his colossal cock would hurt me. Dear lord, if only he spoke to me sooner, I would have been on my knees, begging for that prick.
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After a long, tiring day at work, I dropped my laptop bag on the kitchen counter. I’m in no mood to cook right now. When Brian gets back home, we’re getting take out.

“What the⁠—”

A rose attached to a hand-written note, held up by magnets on the fridge, caught my attention.

Don’t worry about cooking supper!

Supper will be served in the bedroom tonight :-)

XOXO

Brian

A smile formed on my face. What on earth does this man have planned?

My heart raced with anticipation and pounded faster with every creak of the wooden floor as I made my way upstairs to the bedroom.

Reaching the final step, I noticed a trail of rose petals leading to our bedroom door. Oh my God! This guy is just the sweetest!

Following the trail of rose petals, I pushed open our bedroom door.

My eyes widened, and my jaw dropped.

"Hey, babe! Just thought I'd return the favour.”

On our bed, Brian laid in his underwear with two of his rugby mates. All three muscled men stared at me with greedy, eager smiles.

That’s when it hit me. Brian listened in on my dreams again…

The End


PART THIRTY-FIVE

DIRTY SECRETS


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.
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“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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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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“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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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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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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“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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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.

[image: ]


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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“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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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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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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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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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.”
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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


PART THIRTY-SIX

DIRTY PAST
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“Ladies and gentlemen, Welcome to Canada.”

The sound of the air-hostess’s sweet voice filled the plane.

“We will be landing in Toronto Pearson International airport in the next few minutes. Kindly prepare for landing, by fastening your seats.”

Madison glanced over at the poor, elderly lady that sat next to her. Her breathing was sharp and heavy, and her legs shook violently.

“You know, I once heard a plane didn’t make it,” Madison said.

The elderly woman gasped. “Wh—What?”

Madison looked around nervously and leaned in closer, “yeah, apparently it crashed landed on the runway. Let’s hope this one is a bit more secure!”

Staring back at Madison with lips that trembled and tendons sticking out on her neck, the elderly woman sighed as she reached out for her brown paper bag.

“I think I feel sick!”

Madison’s eyes gleamed as she stared at the nervous wreck.

I am going straight to hell!

“I’m just messing with you!” Madison laughed.

With a pinched expression plastered across her face, the elderly woman looked as if she could slap her.

With a baby that hasn’t stopped crying, and her neighbour to her left that has been farting since they left Heathrow International airport, Madison couldn’t be happier to hear they were close.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the flight attendant’s voice filled the plane again, this time, it was the guy Madison had been checking out since she got on the plane.

He’s probably gay. All the sexy ones are, lately.

"We are preparing for descent. Please sit back and fasten your seatbelts. The temperature is currently -4°C in Toronto, Canada. Although the weather conditions are unfavourable, we will do everything in our power to ensure a smooth and seamless descent. Thank you for flying with British Airways, and we hope you enjoy your stay!"

Good. That’s my cue.

Lifting herself from her seat, Madison shifted past the man basking in his fart-scent infused odours and made her way to the bathroom.

“Ma’am, I’m sorry, but you need to take a seat. The plane will be descending shortly!”

Hello handsome! Madison smiled at the flight attendant.

“I know! But I desperately need the bathroom!” Madison insisted.

The flight attendant clenched his jaw. "I understand Ma'am, but we need you to please have a seat. This won't take long, and you're free to use the bathroom after that."

“Look, I don’t think you understand, but this is a matter of life or death. Excuse me!” Madison shoved the attendant aside as she pushed passed him and continued making her way to the bathroom.

He is so gay!

Most people don’t even have a bucket list, especially not at the age of 24. And those that do, the chances are, finger yourself while a plane descends, would not make the cut.

Then again, not everyone is Madison.

Lifting her skirt and pulling her panties down to her ankles, Madison brushed her finger against her folds before slowly slipping a finger into her entrance.

Knock, knock, knock.

“I’m coming!” Madison huffed.

With her finger ramming in and out of her cunt and her clit circled with her thumb, Madison had never felt hotter in her life. The turbulence of the plane caused her to touch herself with relentless speed as her finger shook violent with every bump.

Holding onto the sides of the bathroom, Madison fought to regain her breath, before washing her hands and making her way down the red-carpeted aisle, back to her seat. She held onto everyone else's chairs, as she stumbled back to her seat, sneaking in a quick wink at the flight attendant.

Madison had always insisted on messing with people and causing them unnecessary stress. She didn't necessarily do this because she was a bad person. She always believed that life was for the living, so why not have a bit of fun in the process?

Dear God, not even hell can heat up this place.

The crisp Canadian Winter breeze hit Madison as she stepped out of the plane and headed towards the shuttle meant to transport the passengers to the airport.

Her elderly neighbour shot her a death glare as she plodded passed her.

As she stepped through the automated glass-door entrance, Madison thanked the Gods for Aircon. Lifting all four of her suitcases off the conveyer belt, she managed to place them on a metal trolley and head off for the first place that sold sim cards.

She had never been to Canada, despite one of her closest friends living here. A few months back, Madison grew tired of the same old life.

Work. Sleep. Eat. Shit—whenever you find the time. She approached her boss and told her she will be taking leave, despite him declining her leave for the last 6 months.

Madison phoned Zoe, her forgotten best friend from yesteryear, and asked if she could stay over for the next two weeks.

Rekindle an old friendship? Check. Tell her boss off, and visit a country she had always dreamed of? Check and check.

After a few rings, Zoe finally answered the call. “Hello!”

Zoe still kept that downtown New-Yorker accent after all these years.

Zoe was from a well-off Italian family, no, not the Mafia kind. But, her family's wealth could possibly have rivalled the Mafia. She grew up in the upper east side but always insisted on going to a state school.

Unfortunately both her parents died when she was just 17. Despite having the financial comfort of their inheritance, she pretty much looked after herself since then.

“Dear God, it’s a nightmare finding a sim card in this place!”

Holding the phone to her head and dodging rush hour traffic, Zoe laughed. “Still so dramatic, I see?”

"Well," Madison blushed. "I try! Anyway, I have arrived, and I'm waiting at International arrivals. Where the hell are you?"

"Two minutes! Okay, make that ten minutes. I'm running late! Just wait for me, and I'll come find you."

Madison rolled her eyes. “Fine, just hurry up already.”

Zoe and Madison were best friends since the age of ten. They were neighbours and being around the same age, they naturally clicked. Except, Madison was always envious of her perfect family. Unlike her family, Zoe's family always seemed to be in control of everything.

Something else Madison was envious of was Zoe’s natural beauty.

With heart-shaped lips to die for, narrow come-to-bed eyes and luscious blonde hair, Zoe looked a lot like Scarlet Johansen, except more mysterious.

Judging from the photo's she's sent her, she is still every bit as stunning, with a beautiful little boy and an even more mysterious husband that seemed to shy away whenever the camera faced him.

Without really seeing her husband, Madison could only imagine he was the best of the best. Growing up, Madison grew used to the fact that she would have to settle for living under Zoe’s spotlight.

All the boys wanted her, and the bitchy Upper East-side girls all insisted on trying to be her friend.

Madison jerked as she felt a soft tap on her shoulder.

“You’re not from here, are you?”

Madison turned around to find a studly man, with dark hair, thick bushy eyebrows and lips she could picture herself sucking on, smiling at her. Just how she liked them. Tall. Tanned. Sexy.

Madison lifted her left eye seductively. “Hello.”

Dear God, if the rest of the men in this place look anything like this guy, then I’m staying!

Madison swallowed hard, trying her best to hold her composure. “Is it that obvious?”

“Yeah. I can tell when a pretty lady looks lost.”

Oh, yes! Save me, big boy!

His French accent sent chills down her spine that landed straight in-between her legs.

"Well, I wouldn't say I'm lost! More like, I’m trying to find my way.” Madison pouted her lips and casually looked past him.

“Well, if you would like someone to help you fi⁠—”

The sounds of another voice from behind Madison cut him off. “Oh, my God, Madison!”

Madison turned around and plunged into her, eager to give her a hug.

“Zoe!”

They both giggled like helpless teenagers as the continued embracing each other.

Madison scanned her eyes down Zoe. Starting from her head with, she was surprised to see she kept those beautiful curls that now reached down to her waist. Her eyes reached an abrupt pause as Madison glanced at her breasts.

"Dear Lord," Madison gasped and grabbed hold of Zoe's boobs. "These cannot be real!?"

Zoe’s hand flew to her chest. Grabbing onto her tits for dear life. “What the hell!”

"What! It's not every day you see a rack like that, I had to get a feel!"

Zoe playfully swatted on Madison's arm. "So is this how they greet people in the U.K.?" Zoe looked around, making sure no one else heard them, "By grabbing on people's tits?"

Madison smirked playfully. “Well, when they look like this, then yes.”

Almost forgetting about her sexy French Canadian, Madison turned around to find he had left.

“Great! I was being chatted up by some sexy guy, and now you chased him away!”

Zoe hunched over as she laughed. “Well, who told you to grab on my breasts? Now he probably thinks we’re a lesbian couple or something.”

“Where’s your ba—” Zoe glanced down at Madison’s luggage. “Woah! Are you planning on moving here for good?”

Madison played with her fingers. “Well, if your husband is half as hot as you’ve mentioned, then I may just move in!”

Zoe stared curiously at Madison. “Well, I hope you packed an extra month’s supply of crazy pills. Come on, you mad thing, let’s get going.”

When Madison was fourteen, her family moved to a new neighbourhood, and the friendship between Zoe and Madison ended abruptly.

Two years later, when Madison was 16, her family moved to the United Kingdom. Madison has lived in Birmingham since.

Madison never forgave herself for not being there for Zoe when she needed her most. After her parents passed on, the thoughts of phoning Zoe plagued her mind. But, she always found a way to speak herself out of it.

It's too late to phone now, and besides, I'm 3000 miles away. There's not much I can do! She would tell herself.

It wasn’t until Zoe contacted Madison on Facebook a few months back, that the friendship was reignited.

Driving briefly through the CBD, Zoe gave Madison a brief tour of the city, before heading home. Madison was taken aback at how organised everything in this city was.

“Oh, wow! So this is what the CN tower looks like up close?”

They caught up on lost years, and it felt as though they had never split up in the first place.

Zoe took a turn, and Madison noticed a sign that said, Welcome to Sunnybrook. “Oh, look. We’re almost home.”

“Wait,” Madison gasped. “You live here?”

“Yeah! Trust me, it’s really safe.”

Safety was the last thing on Madison's mind. The neighborhood made freaking Beverley Hills look cheap.

"Let me call Omar to come help with the luggage because someone thought they had to pack for the next year!" Zoe teased.

"Hey! It's Winter, okay! And can you stop copying me, already!"

"Copying you?"

“Yeah, I dated an Omar as well.”

Zoe grinned. “I can’t wait for you to tell me all about it.”

As Zoe pulled out the first luggage bag from the boot of her Range Rover, her face lit up. “Oh, and here is my little bundle of joy!”

A small kid ran out of the house, playfully running towards his mother. Cowering behind his mom, he greeted their new guest.

“Hello, auntie.”

Madison held her hands to her mouth. “Oh, my God, you are so cute, Mr!” She turned her focus back on Zoe. “Wait, did he just call me auntie?”

“Yeah, his dad is very strict on that.”

“So, what is your name, little man?”

Still cowering behind his mom, “My name is Michael.”

"Oh, that's a beautiful name, Michael. Michael, can you draw?"

“Um, yes I can!” He grinned.

“Good, I need you to draw a cow, preferably an old one.” Madison looked up at Zoe and grinned. “When you’re done, we can give it to your mommy as a present. I’m sure she’d be grateful for a portrait.”

“I hope this is not the crap you’ll be teaching my kid!”

Madison burst into laughter, amused at her corny jokes. “Well, that would all depend on whe⁠—”

Madison’s train of thought was cut off as she watched Zoe’s husband walk out of the door. “You ladies need help?”

A sudden coldness hit Madison hard in the stomach, and it had nothing to do with the weather. With her mouth open and her eyes fixated on him, she dropped her bags. Her luggage tumbled on the ground, rolling down the driveway as she continued locking eyes with the man.

"Omar, meet my friend, Madison," Zoe broke the ice. "She has been my best friend since we were small girls."

I must be seeing things, Madison told herself.

They held firm eye contact as Omar slowly walked towards Madison.

Madison swallowed hard as he drew nearer.

Standing inches away from Madison, Omar stretched his hand forward. "Hello, Madison. I'm Omar."

Madison held firm eye contact as she stretched her hand out and he took her hand in hers. “Hi,” she stammered, unable to form any other words.

Omar held onto her hand for a few moments, perhaps longer than what was considered friendly. “You know, I once knew a Madison.”

Madison swallowed hard and broke eye contact with the man. “Yeah. Funny thing is, I once knew an Omar!”

Zoe's voice interrupted their trains of thought. "While this is all really exciting, knowing names and all, Omar, we need help carrying all this shit. I must tell you she brought a shit load of stuff."

Slowly moving his gaze away from Madison, Omar turned to face Zoe. "Yes, of course, love."

Madison struggled to stand on her feet. This all felt surreal.

They say you never really get over your first true love.

Madison just never expected to be seeing him anytime soon.


2


With tear-filled eyes, Madison struggled to make eye contact with Omar as she broke the news. “We’re leaving.”

Omar pulled his eyebrows together. “You’re leaving? To where?”

“We’re moving to the UK!”

Omar looked as if he had seen a ghost. The first good thing that happened in his life was being stripped away from him. Ripped off like a strip of wax on a hairy chest. "What… What do you mean? Like, you're moving to England?"

Madison had known for the last few months that this was a possibility. Her dad struggled to make ends meet, and he was offered a job he couldn't refuse, she just refused to believe that day would come.

Madison lost all sense of self-control as she broke down in Omar’s arms. “I don’t want to fucking leave!”

Omar held onto her tightly, kissing her head as he stared into the distance.

“I want to stay here with you!”

First meeting Omar in high-school, Madison knew she would make him hers since the first time she laid eyes on him.

She still vividly recalls his first day at school. With that shyness he carried with him and that sexy beard, even at the age 16, she decided that if she was to one day give it up, it must be for Omar.

Persistence had always been one of Madison's strong suits, and before long, Omar noticed her and finally asked her out.

Being a poor Muslim boy in an American country was not the easiest thing in the world—especially with all the crap that got released on national news and social media. Omar got used to suffering personal attacks in school on his financial state and religion, but that soon changed once Madison came into the picture. Just one death glare from Madison was enough to chase away any bully.

His family moved to the United States from Egypt, in the hope of a better life when Omar was just 5 years old. He sounded as American as any other New-Yorker walking on those streets.

His mom was a stay-at-home mom, who, despite her being Christian, was always fond of Madison.

“His dad cannot find out about this!” Rashida, Omar’s mom would often tell her.

Omar's dad, Ahmed, was a cab driver. Not exactly, the American dream, but they were happy. Compared to the life they lived in Egypt, their new life in New York City was a dream.

“If you do ever marry my son, the father might be more accepting if you consider converting,” Rashida advised.

Madison was completely open to the idea. When you’re so deep in love, there is very little you wouldn’t do for the man of your dreams.

Omar treated Madison like a Goddess. In spite of all the distractions in life, Omar always chose to make Madison a priority and continuously searched for ways to show her she was one.

They say you never forget your true love.

Try living with him for the next two weeks…
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I can’t do this shit!

Madison laid in bed, contemplating whether to tell Zoe that she knew her husband very well.

As Madison laid in bed, her mind was riddled with what-if thoughts.

A whistle could be heard as Madison breathed out of flared nostrils. Her body stiffened up as a wave of rage brushed over her.

Zoe was always the better-looking girl and always got more attention from guys, but she never thought she would marry the only guy she had ever loved.

After Googling a few hotels in the area, Madison searched for an excuse.

I wonder if he told her about us?

Either way, none of that mattered anymore. Madison had to leave, whether Zoe knew or not.

“Morning beautiful!” Zoe greeted Madison from the kitchen as she walked down the stairs.

Despite the sizeable double storey house, lavish gardens and a 6-car-garage, the large house had a very homely feel to it. Judging from the house, Zoe and Omar could afford lavish furnishings. But, in many ways, the house with perfect—homely with no pretence.

“Um, hi!”

“I hope you’re hungry! Omar made breakfast!” Zoe said.

Madison felt her insides turn. The mention of his name was enough to drive her insane. “Listen, Zoe, we need to talk.”

Omar slowly turned around from behind the stove and his eyes caught with Madison’s.

Oh, don’t give me those fucking puppy dog eyes!

A smile spread across Zoe's face. "I agree! We haven't had any quality time since you arrived yesterday! But, don't you want to have breakfast first?"

Not quite what Madison was going for. “Yeah, can we talk now? This can’t wait.” Madison spoke to Zoe, but her eyes were fixated on the back of Omar’s head.

As Zoe followed Madison back to her room, she smiled at her from behind. “Wow! You didn’t always have that?”

“Have what?”

“That ass!” Zoe said. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to grab on your ass like you did with my breasts. Some of us are still somewhat lady-like.”

“Listen, before you say anything,” Zoe started, sitting on the edge of Madison’s bed. “I just want to tell you how much it means to me that you’re here this week.”

Madison looked down at the floor.

“Zoe, liste⁠—”

"Wait. Let me finish," Zoe continued. "The fact that you remembered my parent's anniversary is the sweetest thing, and I couldn't think of a better way to spend it, than with my long lost bestie."

Madison, at a loss for words, scrambled for a response. Truth is, she had no idea it was the anniversary of her parent’s passing away.

How could she possibly tell Zoe; Yeah sorry! I actually didn’t know it was their anniversary. Also, that’s not what I want to speak to you about?

Madison scratched her jaw uncomfortably. “Yeah, um, I thought it would be nice being with you during this time.”

Zoe smiled back at her with teary eyes and leaned in for a hug. “And that’s why I love you.”

Madison had never felt more shit, Zoe believed she was a good friend, but in fact, she was a complete bitch—wanting to run away because she was jealous that her best friend married her man.

“Okay, sorry for interrupting you. You said you wanted to talk about something?” Zoe asked as she pulled herself away from Madison’s embrace.

“Um,” Madison started. “Yeah, well. I just wanted to say how happy I am to be here!”

“You silly girl, I thought it was something serious for a moment!” Zoe laughed. “Now let’s go. Omar makes the best breakfast, you would be kicking yourself in the foot if you ate it cold!”

Following Zoe down the stairs, Madison took in the sight of her perfect body. Who could blame Omar for being attracted to Zoe? With a face, angels would die for, and curves in all the right places, Zoe was keeper.

Breakfast was served.

Omar whipped up scrambled eggs, toast, spicy minced meat and a burger patty. Zoe wasn’t exaggerating when she said he made the best breakfast.

But even the best breakfasts didn’t take away from the awkwardness of the situation.

Madison knew it and judging by the way Omar stole glances at Madison during breakfast, he knew it too.

“Babe, I need to get ready for work,” Zoe turned to Omar. “I trust you will make my friend feel comfortable?”

Fuck. This is going to be one painful vacation.

“I will do everything I can to make sure she has a good time! Perhaps I can take her on a ride and show her the city.”

Madison stared suspiciously at Omar. Trying to determine whether his choice of words was intentional or not. Take me on a ride? Really?

Gulping down her orange juice, Zoe turned to Madison. “I hope it’s not a problem? I tried to get off from work for the week, but my boss can be such an ass.”

Madison feigned a smile. “Not at all.” Her gaze shifted to Omar. “I’m sure we’ll have loads of fun.”

After Zoe grabbed her laptop bag and Madison watched her kiss Omar, Madison and Omar sat in awkward silence.

Until Madison kissed him, Madison never paid attention to his lips—she’s been staring deep into his eyes, but failed to see everything else. Omar had blossomed into a sexy beast.

She stared intently at his full lips. They seemed much fuller than when she last remembered. She would know—her lips had been there.

His face is still as smooth as a baby's bottom, with neatly shaved stubble that lined the edges of his squared jaw.

His eyes were dark and fierce.

Something else that enticed Madison was his sense of confidence. He had a mysterious confidence about him Madison did not recall.

Back when they were dating, both Omar and Madison were virgins, saving themselves for the marriage they always discussed in vivid detail, but right now she could only imagine what a monster he must be in bed.

“So,” Madison broke the ice. “Were you fired from your job?”

Omar slowly turned around. His deep gaze made Madison melt on the inside. “Excuse me?”

“Were you fired from your job?”

“No, I quit.”

“Really?” Madison laughed. “Is that what they call it in Canada?”

Omar sat back in his chair, staring at Madison with crossed arms. “I left work so Zoe could pursue her career.”

A flush crept up Madison’s cheeks as she watched little Michael stumbling towards his dad. He flung his son in the air, only to catch him again. The sounds of little Michael giggling playfully left Madison feeling more relaxed.

The idea that Omar would have sacrificed his career to look after the kid and allow his wife to pursue hers made him so much hotter. Especially after knowing how hard he worked to get a scholarship at St. John's University.

“Well, that’s kind of you.”

Omar’s brows wrinkled. “Really? And why do you say that?”

“Well, I suppose it’s kind of expected that the woman stays at home and looks after the kid, while the guy gets back out there and works.”

Omar shook his head. “And who sets these expectations?”

Madison felt heat rush to her cheeks. “Um. Well⁠—”

“I’ll grab that,” Omar cut her off and grabbed her plate.

Who would have thought that eight years later, Omar would still leave Madison at a loss for words?

Madison watched Omar washing dishes from behind the kitchen counter. She considered offering assistance, but she didn’t trust herself being so close to him.

After a series of small talk, Omar and Madison grew more comfortable with the idea of them spending alone time. Except, they seemed to avoid the very obvious elephant in the room.

"How's your mom?"

“She’s fine,” Omar responded bluntly.

Madison sighed. “Were you always like this?”

“Like what?”

Madison stared at him, annoyed. “So…dead? Whenever I ask personal questions, you give me these odd zombie-like responses?”

Omar rolled his eyes. "I'm sorry, but what do you expect? You think you can just up and leave and move to the other end of the world and when you return, everything should be the way it was?"

Madison’s breathing grew heavy. If she were a few inches closer to him, she would have slapped him. “Dick-head,” she said and stormed off to her bedroom.

Madison laid on her bed, taking deep breaths in and out like all the Youtube videos keep harping on about. This was going to be a long two weeks, and she wasn't sure if she was ready to spend the next two weeks alone with a man she once loved, but who has since turned into a dick.

Knock, knock, knock.

Fuck off! Madison thought to herself. “Yes?” She called out abruptly.

Opening the door, Omar slowly let himself into her room. As much as he pissed her the hell off, every ounce of him oozed sex appeal. Wearing a tight white shirt, Madison could see all the hard work at the gym had clearly paid off. He just started working out when they were together.

"Madison, look. That was not fair, and I'm sorry." Omar said as he walked in with a silver tray. Madison curiously lifted her head to look up, trying to see what he had on that tray.

The truth is she wasn't upset with him. He had a valid point. She left the country and never once bothered to contact him, and now she's back and expected everything to be the same.

Omar held the tray forward. On the large silver tray, was a small Lindt chocolate bar.

"Really?" Madison laughed. "Such a big tray for such a small chocolate?"

For the first time since Madison had seen him, Omar smiled. "Yeah! Beggars can't be choosers, and I know you did not pack any Lindt in those bags of yours."

“Still so sure of yourself, I see,” Madison smirked.

“I also know how much you love Lindt.”

Omar found a seat on the edge of Madison’s bed in the guest room.

“To answer your question, my mom is fine. But my dad, not so much.”

"What? What happened to your dad?"

“You remember how full of shit he was? Try bringing home a white girl that refuses to change her religion after marriage. Long story short, he cut me out of his life.”

Madison felt her heart grow heavy. “Oh, my God Omar! I’m so sorry!”

Omar sighed. “Yeah, he doesn’t understand these things. My mom was a lot more understanding, but she always lived under my dad’s shadow, so she didn’t have much say.”

Madison felt her chest begin to ache. “I’m so sorry Omy!”

Omar’s eyes shot wide.

Shit, did I just call him, Omy!

“I mean,” Madison cleared her throat. “…You know what I mean.”

“I need to prepare lunch for Michael,” Omar changed the subject. “Care to join me?”

Madison had already said too much. Spending more time with that dreamy man was probably not the best of ideas. “No, I’m freezing! I think I’m just going to have a quick nap.”

Madison felt her face for any smudged make up. Omar was staring at her, a devious smile formed on his lips. Rubbing her face uncomfortably, she glared back at Omar. “What are you staring at?”

Omar sat back and smiled casually. “Nothing.” He stood to his feet. “It’s just good seeing you again.”

Madison was still in awe at the idea of Omar agreeing to marry someone outside of his religion. But the idea of him marrying Zoe made it that much more romantic.

He told Madison that Michael would be taught both Islam and Christianity. If he chooses to stick with one, that would be his choice.

“There is beauty in all religions,” as Omar put it.

For the first time, since she arrived in Canada, Madison felt genuinely happy for her friend, Zoe. Having been through so much, she deserved a man as good as Omar.

Zoe crept into the guest bedroom, but Madison was fast asleep by the time she returned from work.

Waking up, Madison snooped around the house. She has always been very curious and stuck her nose in places it didn’t belong.

Madison’s eyes narrowed. She walked past Michael’s bedroom and found him sleeping in his cot. The baby monitor beeped on the side of his cot.

Right next to Michael’s room, she heard Zoe.

No fucking way!

As Madison crept closer to the room, the sounds grew louder.

Heavy breathing and sounds of balls slapping against her ass could be heard from the staircase. Walking on her toes, careful not to alert them of her presence, Madison reached their bedroom and was surprised to find their bedroom door left ajar.

Madison took in a sharp breath as she watched Omar hold his wife in his arms and fucked her senseless. Through the slight opening of the door, Madison could see Omar’s firm ass clench with every thrust. His bronze, muscled body filled Madison with goosebumps and left an ache in her cunt. Madison hasn’t had sex, at least not with someone else, in over a year and it was long overdue.

Watching them fuck left an overwhelming sensation of warmth that filled Madison’s body.

“Oh fuck!” Zoe screamed out.

Omar moaned in unison. “Fuck! I’m coming!”

"Fuck!" Madison gasped as she dropped a large painting that hung outside their bedroom wall. Madison stared at the canvas for a few moments. Her limbs felt weak. She was stuck between putting the painting back up or running away before anyone caught her. She opted for the latter.

Still covered with his wife’s juices, Omar realised the door was left open and darted to the door.

Looking at the staircase, he caught a glimpse of Madison’s fleeting brunette hair.
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“Oh fuck!” Madison gasped.

Standing at the door of the bathroom, Madison's mouth fell open as she watched Omar step out of the shower. Beads of water droplets ran down his body. Her gaze ran down his strong, square jawline, to his chest. She followed the water droplets as they continued rolling down every indent of his abs and finally rested her eyes once they were securely locked on his package.

Omar let out a coy grin. “So, are you just going to stand and watch?”

“Fuck! Shit, I am so sorry!” Shaking her head, Madison snapped back into reality and pulled the bathroom door closed.

Fuck, Madison! Why the hell did you not knock!

When Madison woke up to use the bathroom, the last thing she expected was to find Omar walking out of the shower, butt naked.

Now, no matter what she does, she will always have that image of his body, ripped to perfection, and his gifted manhood.

As if things couldn’t get more awkward. She now has images of the man’s cock she once loved, in her head.

Quickly shaking the thoughts of regret, she headed for the guest bathroom.

I suppose there’s a reason it’s called the guest bathroom. That’s meant for me.

Madison had been with the couple for the last three days, and she never thought she would feel so at home. Omar had been nothing but sweet to her—offering to take her anywhere she chose.

“Think of me as your personal taxi. You just tell me where you want to go, and I will take you there.” Omar winked at Madison playfully.

Madison sighed. “Naughty! But, now that you mention it. There is one place I would love to go to!”

“You just tell me where and I’ll be happy to take you!”

“Okay, but promise you won’t judge!”

Omar burst out laughing. “This already sounds good! Okay, try me.”

“Stop it!” Madison slapped Omar playfully on the arm. “Anyway, I’ve been dying to go to the Toronto Music Garden.”

Omar stared at Madison curiously. “Interesting…”

Omar and Zoe were nothing but amazing hosts—doing everything in their power to make sure she was comfortable. But, she could have become a little too comfortable, walking in on the man naked.

As Omar served breakfast this morning, Madison couldn't shake the image of his massive cock from her mind. She pictured that circumcised cock through his apron, imagining it dangling around freely, waiting for some attention.

What on earth would someone do with such a colossal dick? That thing was large enough to be used as a weapon.

Perhaps it was a good thing they decided to wait for marriage when they were still dating. If he had to give it to her back when they were still in school, she would probably be disabled today.

His cut cock was, by far, the largest she had seen. And she had seen it flaccid, she could only imagine what it looked like hard.

"Morning," Madison greeted as she entered the kitchen wearing old, fluffy pink pyjamas and slippers to match.

“Morning,” Zoe said with a huge grin on her face. “Omar tells me, you guys had a little moment this morning?”

Despite temperatures of -2°C, Madison’s cheeks burned with a fiery hell of shame as she slowly brushed her hair forward to cover her face. “Um, yeah. So sorry! I should have knocked.”

“No problem at all,” Omar said. Madison’s eyes shot up to meet his eyes. “These things happen.”

As Madison took each spoonful of Kellogg’s, her shiny wrist caught Omar’s attention. He reached out and grabbed her by her wrist. Madison looked up slowly as he held her hand, it felt like an electric current of sexual energy passed through them. “Wow, Madison, this is beautiful!”

Madison blushed. “Yeah, thanks! This is my grandmother’s most prized possession and also my part of her inheritance when she passed on.”

With her wrist still held firmly in his strong hands, he stared deep into Madison’s eyes. “Your grandmother has taste.” Slowly, he let go of her hand, following her hand as she pulled it towards her.

A frightening thought dawned on Madison; if Omar was so quick to tell her about Madison seeing him naked, did he tell her that they once dated as well?

Grabbing the plates off the table, Omar walked back into the kitchen, Zoe turned to Madison. “Not bad, hey?”

Madison felt her cheeks grow red. “Um. Yeah, I suppose,” Madison said, hoping they were talking about something else.

“Yeah, he’s quite the machine in bed,” Zoe added.

Yep, they were talking about the same thing. “Um, I—I can imagine.”

This conversation could not get any more uncomfortable. Madison stole a glance at Omar, perhaps hoping he would return and put an end to this awkward conversation. With a coy grin on his face, he blew her a kiss and raised his left eyebrow.

He seemed to be getting off on her discomfort. Madison shot him back a look that shouted, ‘Asshole.’

Omar smiled back at Madison, with a devilish smile. Madison scratched her neck uncomfortably.

Just wait until your wife heads off to work, and I will give you a piece of my mind.

“So,” Zoe returned Madison’s attention back on her.

Even after Omar looked away, Madison kept staring at him. God, why can she not get that damn image out of her mind already!

First, she saw him make Zoe squirm as he fucked her relentlessly, and now she finally saw the tool he used to make her cum.

Shifting her attention back to Zoe, Madison smiled. “Yeah?”

“So, I didn’t tell you this, because I knew that if I did, you wouldn’t come. But, seeing how close you and Omar are, I think it’s safe for me to say this now.” Zoe continued.

Madison swallowed hard. “What are you talking about?” Madison laughed awkwardly. “We’re not close!”

"So," Zoe continued, ignoring her last comment, "the reason I couldn't get off from work was that I have this big presentation in Los Angeles. I need to fly out tomorrow."

As Zoe said that, the reality quickly sunk in for Madison. “Wha—What does that mean?”

“It means that I will be away for the next week.”

Omar cleared his throat. “Babe, enjoy your presentation and kick some corporate butt.” He slowly looked at Madison, his eyes running down to her breasts. “I’m sure we will have loads of fun!”

Fuck my life!

Now, in addition to watching her ex-boyfriend fuck her best friend and walking in on him nude, she had to spend an entire week alone with the man. It’s not that she didn’t trust Omar, Madison did not trust herself.
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Omar stood at the head of Madison’s door, wearing nothing but his briefs. “Wake up, sleepy head!”

The bright light shone into Madison’s room as she cowered behind her covers.

“Seriously! What the hell is the matt⁠—”

Madison paused; her attention was drawn to Omar’s package.

At least it’s covered this time.

Madison shot up, her vision still blurry.

What game is this man playing at? Standing at my door in briefs! It’s almost as if he’s trying to seduce me!

“Are you possessed? What the hell are you waking me up for?” Madison barked. “And where are the rest of your clothes!”

Omar looked down at his crotch and grinned. “Well, I just got up, and for your information, I don’t usually sleep with clothes. I was being nice by putting on underwear.”

He left Madison with that quirky grin as he walked off. “Besides, nothing you haven’t seen!”

After tossing and turning in bed, Madison struggled to find sleep and with images of Omar’s crotch back in her mind, she knew forcing sleep was pointless. If she stayed a moment longer in bed, she would risk touching herself—getting off on the vivid images of Omar’s cock she had firmly engrained in her mind.

After slipping on her pink bedroom slippers and a warm gown, Madison made her way down the stairs and found Omar singing and dancing cheerfully in the kitchen. At least he was dressed this time. Except, he wasn’t wearing that apron Madison had gotten used to seeing him in every morning.

“Why are you waking me up so freaking early?” Madison yawned, pulling out any evidence of sleep she still had in her eyes.

“My Lady, it’s 7am!” Omar said, “And I thought I told you to get dressed?”

Madison frowned and any remaining feelings of fatigue quickly disappeared. “Excuse me! Who are you to order me around?” Madison rolled her eyes and mumbled, ‘Jackass,’ under her breath.

Beaming from ear to ear, Omar stared on as he watched Madison open the fridge door, grinning at her disappointment.

"Looking for something, Ms I don't want to wake up?"

Madison closed the fridge, pulled her chin up and looked straight passed Omar. “No. So, are we going anywhere?”

Omar smiled. "I had a feeling you would want to get dressed. Yes, as a matter of fact, we're heading out for breakfast, and we need to get some food in this house."

Madison glared at Omar.

I had a feeling you would want to get dressed. Asshole! She muttered to herself.

“You said something?” Omar asked.

Madison faked a smile. "Yeah, I said, ‘I want to get dressed, and I'm so hungry I could eat a cow whole.'"

“Daddy, where are we going?” Michael asked.

Madison looked back at Michael, firmly secured in the baby car-seat at the back of Omar’s Mercedes Benz. This was the most she’s heard him speak all week long. At one point, she believed the kid was mute or just scared of her.

"Hello, little Michael!" Madison said.

Michael shied away. "Hello, aunty Maddie."

"That's an excellent question, Michael. Perhaps you could get a response out of Papa Scrooge?"

Omar sighed. “Patience people! Geez, don’t you guys have any faith in me?”

Madison turned her head back to Michael and playfully shook her head in disagreement.

Watching her in the rear-view mirror, Omar laughed. “Oh, shut up, aunty Maddie!”

“Michael, you see daddy just had his period. So, he’s a little grumpy.”

If looks could kill, Madison would not be around for much longer after the glare of death Omar shot at her. “Stop talking crap!”

Omar drove up to what looked like a large warehouse. The tiled rooftops were covered in snow, and large letters with the words St Lawrence Market greeted them as they arrived.

Omar kept his promise to Zoe that he would take good care of Madison during her time away. He planned on keeping that promise—starting with the fact that he felt she spent too much time indoors.

Deciding Madison needed to get a little more outside, Omar felt this market was a good place to start.

Madison grinned at Omar as she stepped out of the car. Ever the gentleman, Omar insisted that she wait in the car while he gets out and opens the door for her from the outside.

“So, you bring me to a market for our first date?”

“First date?” Omar laughed and pulled Michael out of the car seat. “Yeah, you wish!”

The smell of pastries and home-cooked food hit them as they walked into the market. The food may not have smelled as delicious as Omar’s breakfast every morning, or whatever storm he decides to cook up for supper, but it sure came close.

Omar looked like a kid in a candy store. Holding Michael in his arms and cutting off in front of Madison. “You must try the butter tart!”

Madison grinned. “Well, Omy, I hope you’re not trying to butter me up?”

Omar sighed. “I suggested the butter tarts. Let’s leave the cheesy comments for home, shall we?”

Madison rolled her eyes playfully. “Dickhead.”

Leaning forward to make sure Michael was out of ear’s reach, he whispered into Madison’s ears. “I know you saw my dick, but would you give it a rest already?”

“Aunty Maddy,” Michael pulled on Madison’s arms, making sure his father does not see them, “please could you buy me some candy?”

He must have known he would stand a better chance of Madison buying him candy, than his boring father.

Madison’s heart sank as she looked at the little boy yanking down on her hand. She couldn’t help but think this could have been her.

Had she not left for England, this could have been her life, with her kid and her hunk of a husband.

Now’s not the time to act like a selfish brat, she quickly reminded herself.

Madison sunk her teeth into the sweet butter tarts suggested by Omar. “Oh, my God! This is to die for!”

Omar’s face lit up. “Right! I knew you’d love it!”

Madison’s face dropped. “Yeah. You always had a way of knowing what I liked.”

Omar scratched his neck uncomfortably.

“Oh, shit!” Madison gasped. “I’m sorry! That was not meant to come out!”

Omar smiled, although Madison could tell it wasn’t authentic. That smile had a lot more than what he let on.

In fact, Omar saw this coming. It would have been foolish for him to think that his ex-girlfriend, who at one point he believed was the love of his life, could just come and live with him and they could go on pretending as though nothing had happened.

"Madison," Omar started. "I made a promise to Zoe to make sure you are okay, and I intend on keeping that promise. But, I want you to take this in case anything ever happens, which God-forbid, it shouldn't."

Omar handed Madison a piece of paper with his number scribbled on.

Madison folded her eyebrows. “What is this?”

“That’s my number, silly! Keep it safe.”

“Yeah, okay. I can do that. By the way, you write like a doctor!”

“I’ve got an idea,” Omar said, standing to his feet.

“That would be a first!”

“Well, firstly,” Omar laughed, “I’m glad to see you have not changed.”

“And secondly?”

“And secondly, I want you to tell me what you would like to do? You’re on vacation, we have to get out there and make memories.”

It was as if he’d never ask. “Well, now that you mention it, there is one thing I would like to do. But, not now! When the time is right.”

Omar’s face lit up. “Great! What is it?”

“I already told you—the Toronto Musical Gardens.”

Omar rubbed on his chin. “Yeah. You did, I still don’t get it—A freaking park of all places, can’t you think of anything a little more exciting? I swear you can be so weird sometimes.”

Madison leaned in closer, inches away from Omar’s face. “And that’s why you love me!”

After breakfast, Madison insisted she wanted to stop over at an ice-cream stall. Not so much for herself, but because that’s what Michael whispered in her ears.

“Look, have you seen his face?” Madison asked Omar. “He has a face you can’t refuse!”

“All I’m saying is that, if he gets sick, you’re looking after him!”

“Deal, old man!”

Madison felt a lot more comfortable in the drive back home. “Listen, do you have an AUX cable?”

“Yeah,” Omar said, handing her the earphone jack. “Wait. Madison, what are you up to?”

Madison gave him a dismissive nod. “Oh, nothing.”

On a dark desert highway, cool wind in my hair

Warm smell of colitas, rising up through the air

Up ahead in the distance, I saw a shimmering light

Omar took a double take as he looked at the car’s stereo. “This was our song!”

“Yes, it was! Come on!” Madison grinned. “Sing it with me!”

Welcome to the Hotel California

Such a lovely place

Omar lifted his chin, singing with great enthusiasm. “Such a lovely pla—hey!”

Madison paused the song. “I’m sorry! I just had to do that to hear you sing out loud! Ha ha ha! And it seems you still sing like a frog!”

With Michael put to bed, later that night, giddiness was in the air as Madison and Omar sat at the fireplace with marshmallow sticks. She suspected the first day without Zoe would have been hell, but surprisingly, this was the most fun she’s had since she landed in this city.

With the crackling sounds of Madison’s Marshmallow burning in the fire, she turned to Omar. “I had a really good day.”

Omar sat beside her, with his legs folded as he had his own marshmallow warming up in the fire. “Well, it helped that you weren’t as annoying as you’ve been lately.”

Madison’s mouth dropped. “You such a jerk!”

Omar smiled and turned to face Madison. He gazed deep into her hazel eyes. It was a stare that shot into her soul and left her weak.

“And that’s why you love me.”
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Rubbing on her eyes, removing any evidence of her sleep, Madison reached out for her phone and checked the time.

05:20

Slipping on her pink, fluffy slippers, she realised she was the only one awake. She wasn't used to the house being this quiet by the time she woke up.

Usually, Madison was awoken by Michael preparing breakfast, banging pots together, and playing music at an ungodly volume.

"You're making noise, dickhead," Madison groaned almost every morning since Zoe left.

Today, she would finally get her revenge.

Let’s see how you like it when I make a racket, i.e. breakfast!

Careful not to wake Omar up before she has a chance to have her fun, Madison crept down the carpeted staircase and made her way to the kitchen.

By 05:44, the house was still dark. After synching the Bluetooth speaker against her phone, Madison grinned deviously as she opened the fridge.

Yes. Heavy metal will do.

Madison had to turn twice to realise a faint light was coming out of the study. She pulled the fridge door shut and turned her phone on ‘silent’ as she tiptoed towards the study.

While the door was left ajar, the room was dark, and she realised the faint light came from a laptop's screen. She looked left and right, making sure the coast was clear before she entered the room.

Curiosity has always gotten her into trouble, but that had never stopped Madison from poking her nose where it did not belong.

With sports paraphernalia, a large Plasma screen TV attached to the wall and a leather recliner placed a little too close to the TV, the study looked more like a man-cave—Omar's man cave.

To break the edge, a large L-shaped ebony wooden office desk sat at the centre of the room.

The study had posters of scriptures from the Bible, as well as the Quran. With Islamic artefacts on Omar’s table that added to the sophisticated feel of the desk.

As Madison continued sticking her nose where it did not belong, she headed over to what caught her attention in the first place—the laptop.

What do we have here?

The laptop was unlocked, and Madison wondered whether Omar's laptop had been unlocked since last night?

Omar had been browsing through his Gmail emails the previous night, but the screen was still on his account.

As she turned around, ready to walk out of the study, something caught her eye.

She quickly looked over at the door, making sure the coast was clear, before leaning down, hiding behind the table.

Madison's eyes widened, and she pulled her hands to her mouth.

Here's a name she never thought she would see anytime soon.

The mail from Rashida, Omar's mother, remains unread, but she can only see it was sent just a few minutes ago.

Who sends emails at such an ungodly hour? No disrespect, Mrs Bukhari.

Dear Omar,

Salaam. I hope this email finds you in peace. As you can imagine, things at home are not going well. I miss you so much, and I only wish I knew how to get through to your father.

I know he loves you to bits and I will keep praying that one day he will come to his senses and realise that you are not a bad kid.

How is Michael doing? I can imagine he's much older now, and if he is anything like you were as a kid, he must be giving you grey hairs. Hopefully, I will get to see my grandson one day, but until then I will remain positive and keep praying for that day.

Please send my love to your wife, Zoe. I will keep praying not only for you and Michael but for your chosen partner as well. I know that you are a good son and I believe that you chose your partner well.

Hopefully, this nightmare will end one day, and we can be a happy family again.

Until then,

Love, your mom!

Madison felt her tear ducts open as she read through the email.

She considered how she only noticed the Omar that everyone else saw—one that is always so happy and positive, and how he worked hard to keep his wife and son happy. For the first time, Madison considered the hell he must have gone through to be with the woman he now loved.

With a heavy heart, Madison closed the email and marked it as ‘unread.' She suspected that when she saw him later that day, he would be a lot quieter than usual. The worst part is that she wouldn't even be able to comfort him because then he would know she went through his personal mail.

As Madison lifted herself to her feet, she glanced at the email below Rashida’s.

This email, which clearly shows as ‘read,’ was from Zoe.

It wasn’t the fact that the email was from Zoe that intrigued Madison, but rather that it had the subject line – XXX.

Madison, what the hell are you doing?

Madison knew it wasn’t too late to just walk away and pretend as though she saw nothing, but she also knew she would lose sleep, thinking about how she missed out on the hottest opportunity.

Still bent under the table, Madison lifted her head, just enough to make sure the coast was clear and that no one was about to walk into the room before she clicked on the email from Zoe.

Her eyes widened and her bottom lip quivered as she stared eagerly at the email trail. Scrolling down to the bottom of the email, Madison quickly realised this was an exchange of steamy pictures between Omar and Zoe.

Madison stared at Zoe’s beautiful pussy in awe. How could she compete with that?

Saying she had never seen a pussy that beautiful in her life, would be an understatement.

With a neatly trimmed cunt, Zoe had a fine trail of hair that led down her opening. Madison gasped as she continued scrolling up the screen and stumbled across pics of Zoe’s breasts.

Her tits looked magical underneath those tight crop tops she always wears, but they looked even better with the clothes removed.

With her interest sparked at an all-time high, Madison continued to scroll up.

She quickly realised that Zoe was not the only one exchanging pictures.

Her eyes glossed over the cock pictures Omar sent Zoe. She stared at Omar’s cock and felt a familiar tingle inside her cunt.

His strong hands held his erect shaft at its base. Her mouth drooled over the strong thick veins that wrapped around his shaft.

With her heart racing in overdrive, Madison closed her eyes and was pleasantly surprised to find the image of Omar’s dick engrained in her mind.

Madison let out a heavy sigh as she allowed her mind to take control over her body. She imagined taking that huge cock in her⁠—

“What are you doing here?”

Madison shot up.

Her face was flustered with guilt.

Taking in a sharp breath, Madison tried to remain cool. “Goodness, Michael!” Madison breathed. “You scared me!”

Michael stared at Madison with a look of curiosity, as she lifted herself from the floor and walked towards him. “Aunty Maddie, what were you doing on the floor?”

“I,” Madison stalled. “I—I was hiding!”

“Hiding? Why were you hiding aunty Maddie?”

“Because!” Madison grinned playfully, “Because I was waiting to tickle you!”

Michael giggled softly as he ran up to his room, escaping the ferocious tickles of aunty Maddie. Once Michael stood at the entrance of his room, Madison let out a sigh of relief.

“Shhh!” Madison said. “We don’t want to wake daddy!”

Thankfully, the carpeted flooring made it possible to run around the house without alerting anyone.

That was close!

Standing at his door, Michael called out to Madison. “Aunty Maddie, would you mind playing with me?”

Madison smiled at the young man. “Of course, young man! Aunty Maddie just needs to get ready real quick, okay?”

As much as Madison would love to play with Michael, she had more pressing matters she needed to attend to. Seeing pictures of Zoe's legs spread and the powerful veins wrapped around Omar's cock, Madison was left with an uncontrollable ache. If there were ever a time she needed relief, this would be it.

As Madison fell back on the bed, she let out a sigh of relief. She closed her eyes and images of Zoe and Omar butt naked still vividly played on in her mind. Having seen both of their most private parts, Madison imagined that thick cock she saw on the computer screen penetrating Zoe. She watched Zoe getting rammed by Omar, but now that she had a better image of his cock, the picture was more vivid than ever.

As Madison imagined the couple fucking like rabbits, an even more devilish thought entered her mind.

For the first time, she pictured her legs wrapped around Omar as he rammed that thick cock in and out of her aching pussy. She pictured Omar grabbing on her tits, as she bounced on his massive manhood. With her tits swaying freely, Madison moved her pelvis back and forth rocking her hips over his enormous manhood.

Before she knew it, Madison had slipped her hands under her pink, silky pyjamas. A sense of relief hit her as her finger slipped inside her wet panties. Slowly, Madison slid a finger along her wetness and bit her lower lip at the sense of relief it provided. With her right hand placed firmly on her wet cunt, Madison used her left hand to start squeezing her nipples, gently rolling them in between her fingers.

As these devious thoughts continue to infiltrate Madison’s mind, she found herself losing more and more control. She started touching herself with furious speed as her body tensed and released in and out of a state of ecstasy.

“Fuck!” She cried out, making sure she was not loud enough to alert anyone of what she was really up to in their house.

Beads of sweat formed on her forehead, running down her hairline as the dirty images continued penetrating her mind. She found herself more unable to control her desire as her orgasm shook her walls.

Madison’s body writhed violently on her bed as she squirmed and her legs stiffened. Exhaling a sharp breath of ecstasy, Madison’s back arched and she exhaled over and over until the tension inside her pussy turned into blissful ecstasy.

Laying back in bed, struggling to catch her breath, a wave of guilt fell over Madison.

How the hell did I just fantasise about my best friend's husband fucking me!

Madison has done a lot of odd shit in her life, but fantasising about Omar’s cock stretching her open, was something that even she didn't see coming.

[image: ]


As Omar flushed the toilet, he washed his hands and walked out of the bathroom.

He wakes up at 4:30 every day, and then enjoys a little personal time for himself, before making breakfast for the house. This is also the time he has to work on the online business he's been trying to grow from home. Just because he is a full-time dad, does not mean he does not still have any business ambition.

As Omar walked out his en-suite bathroom and down the stairs, his eyes narrowed as he looked into the study.

He was in the study a few minutes ago, but he recalled pulling the door closed.

Cautiously, Omar walked towards the study and entered through the door that was now left wide open.

Suspiciously looking around to see if anyone else was in the room, he strolled over to his laptop.

His heart pounded violently inside his chest as he looked down his laptop. An image of his cock he sent Zoe the night before, was plastered all over his MacBook.

Gold glimmered at Omar’s feet. Looking down at the floor, Omar reached down and studied Madison’s bracelet intently.
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“Madison, get ready! We’re going somewhere,” Omar said.

“Okay, I am starting to believe that is your standard pickup line,” Madison laughed. “And it‘s 18:30, where are we off to?”

“Why must you always ask so many questions? Can you not just make my life easy for once and do as I say?” Omar teased.

Madison smiled at Omar suggestively. “Fine! Besides, I think I'm starting to like these little surprises.”

As Madison bounced up the stairs and headed for her room, excitement filled her.

The room was in a state, with half the room occupied by her four luggage bags, she barely found space for herself. Perhaps Zoe was right, and she did not need to pack so many clothes.

Where ever they were headed for tonight, Madison wanted to make sure she looked amazing. Just because it was cold, that did not mean she had to look like a sleuth. She searched in her bags for a tight fitting polo neck jersey, and she knew exactly which one she wanted. She packed this Jersey for one evening where they would go out somewhere nice, and she wanted to look her best.

As she slipped off her casual T-shirt, before putting on her white Gucci polo neck jersey, that lifted her breasts and gave the illusion they were bigger than they actually were, Madison scanned the room for her grandmother's bracelet.

She's been searching for this bracelet all morning, but for the life of her could not find it.

As she pulled the strap of her bra loose, Madison pulled off her bra, flicking it to the other stack of clothes piled next to her suitcases. The Gucci polo neck jersey offered plenty of support so she would not need that bra.

"Oh, my fuck!" Madison flung her arms in front of her chest, covering her breasts as Omar entered her room, without knocking. But she knew she was too late. He had seen her breasts already, and if he was anything like her, that image was still stuck in his mind.

Omar stood at the door of the guest bedroom and stared at Madison, but his eyes remained fixed on her generously sized breasts.

“Excuse me!” Madison barked. “Do you mind?”

Omar shook his head, snapping back into reality. “Oh shit, I‘m so sorry!”

With his eyes fixed on her breasts, Omar stepped back, pulling the door as he exited the room.

"So are you seriously not going to tell me where we're going?" Madison asked once they were in Omar's Mercedes-Benz, off to whatever secret destination he had planned for the evening.

Omar turned his head right, to face Madison, but instead of looking at her face, his eyes instantly shot to her breasts. It was almost instinctively, like something once seen cannot be unseen.

Madison was flattered, wearing the jersey paid off. The sweater made her waist look slim, not that she had any problems with her waist, and it pushed up her breasts, making them irresistible even for a married man.

“Yes, I am serious. Why must you always insist on knowing where we go?”

Madison turned her head to look back at Michael, before turning back to Omar. “Listen,” Madison whispered. “I‘m going to need you to keep your eyes appear,” she said pointing at her eyes. “Pervert!” She added.

Omar grinned. “I guess I learn from the best!”

Loads of lights, wrapped around trees, giving the false impression it was still Christmas, greeted them as they entered Ontario Place – Ice-skating rink.

In the centre was a large outdoor skating rink, illuminated by all the colourful lights.

“Really?” Madison asked. “You bring me to an ice skating rink! Omar, you know I cannot skate!”

Omar took Madison out skating on their first date when they were 16. After falling flat on her ass a couple of times, Omar figured that was probably not the best way to get a girl to fall for you.

Omar narrowed his eyes as he stared at Madison, confused, “okay, but who said this is for you?”

Madison felt like an idiot, as she watched Michael eagerly slip on a pair of Risport Venus figure ice skates.

Omar dragged Madison to their sales counter, where they both rented a pair of ice skates. Despite her telling Omar her fear of Athlete’s foot, Omar would not budge and insisted she tried skating.

“Come on! You need to get over this fear already!”

“I am so going to hate you for this!”

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," Madison grumbled as she held firmly onto the sides of the ice-skating rink and felt herself slipping.

“Aunty Maddie, in case you forgot, this is a family venue. Language!” Omar teased.

Madison squatted down, just until her knees were bent. It was the safest she felt, without risking embarrassment and falling flat on her ass.

Slowly, Madison lifted herself and pushed her feet, propelling herself forward. With her shaking knees she felt herself slowly moving forward, and for a moment, she almost started believing she was got the hang of skating. Almost, until she slipped and her legs fell forward, leaving her flat on her ass.

“Ha ha ha,” Omar burst out laughing.

Madison shot him an evil glare. “Why don‘t you just piss off! You’re having fun with this, aren’t you?”

“Oh, stop acting like an old woman! Falling is part of the game, now get back up and skate!”

“Yeah well, that‘s easy for you to say.”

Madison looked over at Michael, who was gliding effortlessly on the ice as if he were running on non-slippery ground made of gravel. "How the hell is he getting this right?"

"Well, I suppose it helps that he is not scared of everything, like his auntie Maddie."

“Okay,” Omar said, pulling Madison up by her arms. “Let me help you out.”

Omar stood behind Madison and slowly wrapped his arms around her waist. With his legs spread out on the side, Omar started pushing forward, reassuring Madison that she was safe in his grip. It felt as if a wave of electricity filled Madison as he held her tight. She had never felt more secure and safer in her life.

With Omar’s body pressed firmly against Madison, she soon started getting the hang of it, and once Omar felt that she was strong enough to go on her own, he let go of his hold over her and watched as Madison skated on her own.

At first, Madison's legs trembled as she moved forward, but soon she became more confident and increased speed, pushing herself forward without having to hold onto the railings.

"Oh my God!" Madison exclaimed, "I’m getting it!"

"Madison! Watch out!" Omar shouted.

As Madison turned around, she found herself skating straight into another woman. They both fell flat on their ass as Madison collided into the woman. “Oh, my god! I am so sorry!”

Omar held onto the railing for balance as he burst into laughter. “I knew this would be an awesome evening!”

After Madison came to the realisation that she would probably not be running for ‘skate world champion’ anytime soon, she retired from the ice-skating rink, dragging Omar along with her.

They stood on the edge of the ice skating rink, watching over Michael.

“Madison?”

“Yeah?” She responded, her eyes remaining fixed on Michael.

“Why the Toronto music garden?”

Madison turned to Omar, smiling as though she thought he would never ask. “Because,” she started, “the park was inspired by Bach.”

“Yeah, and so? Aren’t you a little young to be listening to that Bach?”

Madison pulled her head back, offended by his naive comment. “No you doofus, you’re never too young to listen to Bach!”

“Okay, but what about him makes you want to go to the park?"

"I find his music to be comforting. Whenever I’m having a bad day at work, or I just feel sad about life, I go home, and I play his music. His music was so naturally written filled with emotion. I sit back, close my eyes and I can feel exactly what he was going through at the time!" Madison looked up shyly at Omar, "Sorry, I’m probably rambling. But I could speak about him hours!"

“No! Not at all!“ Omar comforted her, in fact, I could listen to you speak for hours!”

Madison smiled at Omar and returned her attention to Michael on the ice-skating rink. "I must say you have a beautiful boy and a beautiful wife. Look after them, okay?"

Omar leaned in closer to Madison. “Do you ever think about what life would be like had we not split up?”

Madison sighed. “Yes, sometimes, I do.” She looked back Omar again, “I mean, you were my first love after all! You generally don’t easily forget about those. How about you, do you ever think about what life would have been like?”

Omar stared into the distance. “I do too! With you, I imagine we would have had a girl—one that was equally as feisty and full of nonsense as her mother!”

Madison slapped Omar playfully on the arm, “well, one thing is for sure, if you had a boy from me, I don't think he would have been as good-looking as Michael!”

“Nonsense!” Omar barked.

Omar stared intensely into Madison's eyes. It was a look she recognised from her past. As they continued their exchange of deep and passionate stares, Madison felt her palms grow sweaty, and her heart raced. She swallowed hard as Omar continued to stare deep into her soul.

Omar slowly leaned in on Madison and she closed her eyes, allowing herself to escape in the moment.

She felt as if her breath was taken away as Omar placed his full lips on hers. Every ounce of her quivered with eager anticipation. This was no ordinary kiss, but rather an exchange of electric passion.

As Madison opened her eyes, she pushed Omar back.

“I’m sorry,” Omar breathed. “I couldn’t help myself!”

“No! It’s not that,” Madison said.

“Then what is it?”

“Michael!” Madison called out, as she shifted away from his father. “Did you have fun?”

"Yes, aunty Maddie! Are we going now?"

Madison looked at Omar. “I think your father will need to answer that.”

Omar turned to face Michael. “Okay, we can stay a little longer.”

“This was fun!” Madison said, smiling at Omar.

“Oh, before I forget, I believe you may have lost this?” Omar said, handing Madison her lost bracelet.

“Oh my God! I’ve been looking all over for this! Where did you find it?”

Omar grinned deviously.
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“What the⁠—”

After covering her head with a pillow, Madison grew more annoyed at the second loud bang. “Who the fuck decides to bang pots at this ungodly hour?” She grumbled to herself. “I am going to kill this man!”

It sounded as if the pots were being banged right next to her bed.

Reaching out for her phone, Madison glanced over at the time.

05:30

“Aghhh!!! I am going to fucking kill this man!” Madison slipped on her slippers and stormed towards the door. She yanked the door open with so much force that the sound could have rivalled the banging pots.

“Are you fucking in⁠—”

Looking around the house, Madison realised the house was in total darkness. The house was in total darkness, except for a faint light coming out of the study.

Narrowing her eyes, Madison considered whether it was all in her head? Perhaps it was all a dream, and the sounds of banging pots were imaginary?

Turning around, Madison made her way back to bed but paused half-way.

The familiar faint light she had seen three days before shone out of the study. And when she took a closer look, she was pleasantly surprised.

She knew that the right thing to do would have been to just head back to sleep and pretend as though she did not notice that light. But Madison was not always known for doing the right thing.

As she stood at the door of the guest bedroom, Madison looked left and right, making sure the coast was clear, before creeping downstairs and making her way back to that study.

As she walked down those stairs, she found it odd that this laptop light seems to remain on all the time.

Entering the study, everything seems to be as she had left it three days ago.

Everything seemed to be in its place, including that laptop light at the centre of the table. After taking one final glance behind her back, she could tell the coast was clear and the house silent. Madison made her way towards the laptop and that familiar increased heartbeat, pulsating with excitement and anticipation, returned.

Resuming her previous position, Madison crept down on her knees and sat behind the laptop.

Her shaking hands grabbed onto the mouse, and she opened Omar's Outlook.

Madison's eyes widened, and her jaw dropped as she saw the subject line of the last email. She could tell he had not read the email from Zoe as yet, as it remained unread and made a mental note that she would need to mark the email ‘Unread' before she left.

What really caught her attention was the subject line of the email; XXX.

The subject line was plain, simple and to the point—with a subject line as tempting as that, no one could expect Madison not to want to look at it.

Opening the email, Madison squinted her eyes as she scrolled down the email thread. Oddly, there wasn’t an exchange of spicy pictures as she had hoped for, despite the subject line. It simply looked like an email sent by Omar last night at 23:17 and Madison responding this morning.

How boring?

Madison lifted herself to her feet and thought that was a clear sign for her to head back to bed. It's icy cold, and she wasn't gaining anything from lurking around in the dark.

She lifted herself, but a thought that crossed her mind stopped her—with a subject line like that, they were obviously telling each other very private and heated information.

Even though it was probably not her place to read it, she simply had to know more.

What is Omar was a real freak? How kinky is his sex chat?

Madison’s curiosity got the better of her as she returned to her knees and opened the email again. Scrolling down to the bottom of the email, Madison started reading the email Omar sent last night.

Madison's heart started racing and as she continued scrolling down on the mail; her sweaty palms lost grip of the mouse.

Halfway through the mail, Madison stared blankly at the screen. It felt as if her knees were about to cave in and she was being choked in the throat from behind, restricting her airflow. She stared aimlessly at the laptop screen for the next few moments, trying to convince herself this was all a dream.

As Madison continued staring helplessly at the computer screen, a tear rolled down her cheeks and landed on Omar's MacBook Pro’s keypad.

Surely this can't be right! Surely, he must be speaking about someone else!

Unfortunately, that was not the case. Her name was plastered all over the email.

As Madison slowly lifted herself to her feet, her jaw clenched tighter, and she cracked her knuckles. Her flaring nostrils allowed for heavier breathing and her eyes narrowed, filled with anger and hatred as she stared down at the laptop screen.

Madison slammed the laptop screen down and considered ripping off the cords and bashing it against the wall. Thankfully, a small, sane, part of her convinced her otherwise.

Making her way out of the study, Madison barged hard against the carpet, loud enough, the neighbours could have filed a formal complaint of noise. Right now, she did not give a fuck who she woke up or who she inconvenienced with her noise. All she knew, was that she needed to get the fuck out of this house.

Her arms swept furiously as she thumped up the stairs, making her way to the guest bedroom.

“I can't believe they are so fucking two-faced!” Madison muttered to herself as she threw all her belongings into her four luggage bags.

For the first time, she regretted not packing light.

“Good morning, beautiful!” Omar stood at the door of the guest bedroom, wearing nothing but his white briefs again. But, from the evil look Madison shot at him, he could tell she was not in the mood to entertain his jovial banter.

Without saying a word, Madison continued throwing all her personal belongings into her bags. Worrying about her clothes not being folded neatly was the last thing on her mind.

Omar continued grinning deviously as he stood at the door, flaunting his package in his white briefs. “I see someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed this morning!” He laughed.

“Get the fuck out of my sight!” Madison barked.

Omar could tell this was no longer a joke, and left Madison, making his way to his bedroom to put on clothes. He slipped on his cotton pyjama bottoms, and judging from the look in Madison's eyes, he even considered putting on a jacket, for extra protection. She looked as if she was ready to attack him with the first object she found.

Rushing back to the guest bedroom, Omar stood at the door. His jovial look was replaced with one of remorse. "Look, you seem upset! Please, can we talk about this?"

“Talk about this? Oh, so you know exactly why the fuck I am upset, don’t you?”

Omar grinned. “Yeah, I suppose I do! I just didn’t think you would react like this.”

“And wipe that fucking grin off your face!”

Omar's face sank, “okay look, I'm sorry! It was all meant to be a joke, but obviously, it was a joke that went too far!”

Madison's eyes tightened, “A joke! You think I am a fucking joke?”

Madison couldn't stand to look at Omar any further. She turned around and zipped up her bags as she threw in the last bits of personal belongings.

Grabbing hold of two of the luggage bags, Madison pushed passed Omar as she made her way for the stairs. There's nothing more awkward than trying to make a point, by showing people you don't need them and still struggling to carry luggage bags while doing so. Either way, she was not going to ask him for help. She was not going to ask him for anything.

As she made her way down the stairs, Madison's sweaty hands lost grip of one of her bags. The bag slipped and tumbled down the stairs, reaching the bottom with a loud thud. She stared at the other luggage bag, still in her hand and let go of the bag, kicking it down the stairs as well, before storming back off to the guest bedroom.

Not even the cold Canada winter could cool the heat flushing throughout her body. “Get out of my way!” She barked.

If Omar didn’t know any better, he would have thought she was possessed by a demon.

Omar shifted to the side and walked in with Madison. “Okay, I know you’re upset, but just please hear me out!”

“You know what? I don't even mind that you said all of that, but what is really upsetting is that you pretended as though everything was okay.”

Madison glared at Omar for the next few moments, with every moment she spent staring at the man she felt her hatred grow stronger. “Next time, I suggest you grow some fucking balls and tell me whatever you have to say to my face!”

“Daddy, what's going on?” Michael stood by the door of the guest bedroom.

“Nothing my boy, auntie Maddie and I are just sorting out a few things, a few more plans before the end of her holiday.” Omar lied.

As Madison stared at the little boy, another tear rolled down her cheek.

I hope you don't turn out to be anything like your father.

“Unfortunately little man,” Madison moved her glance over at Omar, “my holiday has come to an end.”

“No auntie Maddie, can't you just stay a little longer?”

Madison swallowed hard, this was much harder than she anticipated. "No, my angel, unfortunately, I have to go because my flight is already booked! But I will miss you so much!"

The hardest part of all this was having to say goodbye to Michael.

Madison grabbed her remaining two luggage bags and carried them down the stairs. She turned her head and looked at Omar one last time, before opening the door and allowing herself out.

Omar grabbed Michael in his arms, “Okay, so listen big man, I just need to go help auntie Maddie with something, why don't you be a good boy and wait here in your room, and I'll be right back?”

“Okay daddy, is auntie Maddie coming back?”

Omar stared at his son, and his heart sank. "Yes, she is. I will make sure that!"

As Omar placed Michael back in his room, he sprinted down the stairs.

Yanking the front door open the cold draft hit him, “Madison wai⁠—”

He looked outside, but Madison was gone. Running through his front lawn, he tried to see if she was hiding behind a tree or in one of the garages, but there was no sign of her luggage or of Madison.

What the fuck have I done?

Dear Zoe,

I hope that your business meeting is going well and that you are kicking some corporate butt!

Well, I certainly hope you are having a better time than I am. Let's just say, your friend is so painful and annoying!

I hope that everything is going well with your big presentation, but please hurry up soon, before Madison drives me more insane!

Also, apart from being annoying, I suspect she is not mentally stable. So, if you can, please bring drugs with you, anything that can fix this mental patient!

Your love,

Omar,

Asking in desperation!
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“Babe,” Omar said to Zoe over the phone. “I think we messed up!”

“What do you mean? Messed up with what exactly?” Zoe laughed.

“I think the joke went a little too far!”

“No, babe, relax. If there's one person that would appreciate a joke like this, it’s Madison. She’s the crazy⁠—”

“No!” Omar cut her off, “Listen to me! I think this time, she is really pissed off!”

After a few moments of silence, Zoe spoke again, “Please, put her on the phone, let me speak to her?”

Omar sighed, “That’s not really possible right now?”

“What? Why now?”

“Because she packed all his stuff and left!”

“She—she did what? Where on earth did she go?”

“That's the worst part,” Omar swallowed hard, “I don't know!”

“What you mean you don't know? How could you just let her go?”

“I did not just let her go!” Omar snapped, “I tried to⁠—”

Suddenly, it hit Omar like a tonne of bricks. “Babe, listen I need to go now!”

“Wai—”

Slamming down the house telephone, Omar hung up and ran up to his bedroom, grabbing his car keys.

“Michael, come. We need to go!”

“Daddy, are we fetching aunty Maddie?” Michael asked.

Omar tried his best to hide the uncertainty in his face. “Yes, we're fetching auntie Maddie!”

As they drove, Omar considered his actions.

This was a joke that went too far. For Madison to storm off like that at 06:00 in the icy cold, with nowhere to go, she must have been really hurt by their comments.

The idea of Madison being stuck out in the cold, her hands full with enough luggage to dress a whole army, frightened Omar down to his core. How the hell could he let her go!

“Daddy, are you sure auntie Maddie is okay?” Michael asked.

Omar looked at Michael through the rear-view mirror, but he struggled to make eye contact with his son. “Of course, we're going to pick her up right now!”

Dear God, please let her be okay!

Michael just stared back at his father. Despite Omar's best attempts at hiding it, Michael could sense the uncertainty and stress in his father's voice.

Large, mature trees and long winding, meandering paths led the way for Omar's search. Holding Michael firmly in his arms, Omar looked around at young kids throwing Frisbees around, couples spread out on picnic blankets and dog owners playing catch.

Most people that come to the Toronto musical garden were there because they were happy in some way or another. Everyone in this park was undeniably happy, everyone except for two people searching frantically.

After the first thirty minutes of searching, Omar grabbed Michael in his arms and started running through the park, searching high and low for Madison.

Beads of exertion formed at Omar's headline as he searched. If there were one place she would be, it's this park.

Omar stared at the name of the final restaurant, Music Garden Café. He had never felt more despondent in his life. This is like one bad nightmare every fibre in his being craved to wake up from.

"I'm sorry sir, but we are full," the waitress informed Omar. "But, if you are willing to wait for possibly thirty minutes, then I'm sure a seat will become available."

Omar sighed, “Look, I know you mean well and that you’re just doing your job, but like I said, I am not here to eat! I have been to every other restaurant in this forsaken Park, all I need to know is whether someone is in this restaurant or not?”

The waitress stared at Omar as if he were some abusive, psychotic husband trying to cause trouble. Holding firm on her decision, the waitress pushed Omar back with her clipboard, “Sorry, while I understand, I’m afraid we cannot allow you inside⁠—”

Omar grunted, and after deciding this argument was getting him nowhere, he pushed passed the waitress and started calling out for Madison. "Madison!"

Hundreds of heads all turned to face him, but none of them was Madison.

"Sir, I'm afraid you need to leave, or I will have to contact the authorities."

Omar glared at the waitress. “Yes, fucking hell. I’m leaving.”

Omar felt defeated, none of this would have happened had he used some common sense. Of course, she would be hurt by those comments, of cou⁠—

Omar's eyes widened, and his jaw slowly opened.

“Aunty Maddie!” Michael shouted, his voice filled with excitement.

With Michael's hand held firmly in his, Omar ran towards her.

He knew that long silky brunette hair and sleek physique of Madison from a mile away.

As he caught up to her, Omar tapped on her shoulder from behind, “Madison, oh my⁠—”

As soon as the brunette-haired woman with a slim figure similar to Madison, turned around, Omar quickly realised this was not her.

“Excuse me?”

Omar’s face dropped. “Oh, my apologies. I just—I just thought you were someone else.”

The woman smiled at Omar as he grabbed onto Michael’s hand and they walked passed her. “That’s one way of picking up a lady,” she flirted.

Without looking back or responding, Omar continued walking on.

Omar had reached an all-time high level of desperation. He desperately wanted to believe that woman was Madison, he desperately tried to find her, hopefully, then he can try right the wrongs he made.

“Daddy, why are we still looking for auntie Maddie?” Michael asked. “You said we will find her.”

Omar swallowed hard, his eyes grew puffy with each minute they spent looking for her. "No, my angel, auntie Maddie is just playing hide and seek. We just need to find her, and then we win!" Fighting back the tears, Omar smiled at Michael, "So just keep your eyes on the lookout for aunty Maddie, okay big boy?"

Michael lowered his face, “Okay daddy.”

Omar's heart sank as he looked at his son, who was possibly even more despondent than him.

After wasting another hour of fruitless searching, asking joggers or people trying to enjoy their picnic if they had seen anybody that matched Madison's description, Michael's leg started to cave in.

“Daddy, I'm tired now! Tell auntie Maddie to just come out?”

Omar felt his chest tightening. As much as he didn't want to admit it, he had to face reality—Madison was not there. “Okay my boy, auntie Mattie won’t come out now.” Omar took in a deep breath. “She doesn’t like to lose.”

Michael looked up at his father, with red puffy eyes. “Okay, but will auntie Maddie come back later?”

Omar held his hand on his aching chest. “I'm sorry son, but auntie Maddie is gone.

[image: ]


Hiding behind a granite boulder, Madison ducked away from Omar and Michael searching for her.

She was first made aware of their presence when they started calling out her name, asking random people if they had seen her.

What the hell are they doing here? And I do not look like this woman!

As Madison watched little Michael running along beside his father, her makeup ran down her face, smudged by her tears. She considered calling out to them and letting her know that she was there, but she struggled to find her voice. Even if she did, she knew she wouldn't be able to look Omar in the face, without aching to slap him.

From afar, she watched on as they circled the block a few times, every time Omar came back around, he seemed to be filled with more despondency.

She wanted to believe he was sorry, but she also believed that he was only sorry because he was caught and hearing that it was meant as a joke was just further insulting.

As much as Madison felt sorry for Omar, a more significant part of her was hurt. She doesn't think she would ever be able to forgive him for that email he sent Zoe. For a large part of his stay, Madison genuinely believed that Omar enjoyed having her around. But she, of all people, should know that looks can be deceiving.

Having always played pranks on people or turning uncomfortable situations into jokes, Madison knew the power of pretending to be something you're not.

“I’m sorry son, but auntie Maddie is gone.”

Madison's heart bled as she heard Omar look down at Michael. They were moments away from leaving the park, this is the last chance she would get at going back home with them. Besides, as much as Omar was a prick, it's still better than where she had to stay for her remaining few days.

Standing outside LivingSpace hostel, Madison looked at her new home—at least, until she left Canada in the next few days.

This place was far from the lavish, yet homely life she lived with Omar and Michael. But, the hostel served its purpose. It provided her with a roof over her head for the remaining few days of her trip to Toronto—a holiday she wished would end already. What started off as a magical holiday turned into a nightmare.

Luckily, there were only three more days left of this hell. Then, Madison would go back to her lonely little apartment in Birmingham, where she could continue living her lame, and uninteresting life of working a 9 to 5, eating, sleeping, and shitting, whenever her job allowed.

While it may not sound like anything spectacular, at least she wouldn't have anybody stabbing her in the back—pretending to enjoy her company, when really, they couldn’t wait to get rid of her.

Squeezing her thighs together, Madison walked up and down the bathroom, impatiently waiting for a stall to become available. Unable to hold back any longer, Madison knocked on one of the doors of the communal bathroom.

She had been pinching for the last 10 minutes, these inconsiderate bitches need to show some accommodation.

“Do you mind?” Madison snapped as she continued rapping her knuckles on the occupied bathroom stalls. “What on earth are you people doing in there?”

“Christ, Lady! I'm still busy!” They barked. Other’s didn’t even bother to respond.

“Well, guess what! You're not the only one in this forsaken hostel.”

Madison could hear one of the women sighing from inside the stall, “You are so annoying! Why don't you just fuck off and go back to where you came from?”


9


"Don't you think you've had a little bit too much to drink?" Madison's roommate asked. The woman had a thick Southern Accent and told her, during their brief conversation, she was in Canada to claim her international lottery winnings.

She struck Madison as a typical nosy old lady—one that insisted on sticking her nose where it did not belong.

Madison never really considered it, but after looking over at the four bottles of whiskey—all empty, she thought she may have developed a slight problem. She glanced over at her roommate, of which she still did not know her name, or had no intentions of finding out, "you know what? I think you're right! I see a problem."

“Yeah, I'm sorry to be the one to tell you, but I noticed⁠—”

“The fact that,” Madison cut her off, “I’m drinking in my room in this forsaken hostel is just outright depressing!”

“Um, that's not exactly—” The lady stared at Madison intently and could tell she was not getting through to her. “Yeah, okay that’s what I meant.”

Grabbing hold of her iPhone, Madison started googling the best affordable bars in town. She did not have a lot of cash at hand, but that did not mean that she could not still find ways to have fun.

Madison tried to make herself look as presentable as possible, within the shortest amount of time, before entering ‘Sidebar,’ into her Uber app. She could either sit at home and continue feeling sorry for herself or get out there and make the most of the last few days she had left in this crappy, lonely city.

“Hello, handsome,” she greeted the cab driver as she stepped into his white Toyota Corolla.

"Hello," the cab driver greeted back. "If this weren't a card trip, I would have thought you were flirting with me?"

Madison pouted her lips and narrowed her eyes seductively. “Well, who knows? Maybe I am flirting with you.”

I’m back!

Neither Zoe nor that dick ex-boyfriend of hers was going to keep her down.

“So, SideBar?” Gabriel, the Uber driver asked.

Madison smiled. “Yeah, I plan on getting wasted tonight. Care to join me?”

The driver smiled at her through the rear-view mirror. “As much as I would love to, I need to work, unfortunately.”

“Suit yourself.”

As she entered the pub, Madison headed straight for the bar. “Yeah, I’ll have three tequilas, a double gin and tonic.”

The bartender looked at Madison with a blank expression.

As he lined up the 3 shots of tequila, Madison downed each shot, one after the other. She savoured the burning sensation in her throat. She would much rather have her throat burn, then be reminded of the burning sensation she felt on her heart.

She was out to prove a point—that she did not need either Omar or Zoe to have fun!

The bartender stared at the woman standing over his bar with a British accent in awe as she downed her shots in quick succession. He wondered how such a tiny lady could consume so much alcohol at once.

Leaning over the bar, Madison smiled at the bartender, her head spinning with relief. “That was awesome! I’m going to need you to keep them coming, good-looking.”

The bartender swallowed hard, “Yes, of course, ma'am.”

Madison was on a mission, come snow or sunshine, she was going to get laid tonight. There was no way she would leave Canada, without getting a taste of Canadian dick.

As Madison made a way to the only empty table, she swayed her hips seductively with every step she took. She wanted to be seen.

As she took her seat, Madison listened in on the conversation happening behind her.

“Hello, beautiful, may I buy you a drink?” She heard a man ask nervously.

The woman shut him off, “I’m not interested.”

“Oh, that's okay. I guess you can't blame me, wanting to speak to a beautiful woman such as yourself?”

Madison looked back at the man and grinned—thinking her turn was next. To make things easier, it helped that he was quite the catch.

“Look! I said I'm not interested! Now you're really starting to irritate me, can you please get lost?”

Madison's eyes narrowed, as she heard the woman rudely chasing the man away.

Madison don't get involved, don't get involved, don't get involved.

Hearing the woman speak to him like he was a piece of shit, built a rage inside of Madison. An anger was buried inside her—waiting for the right moment to escape.

“Go away!” She had the woman say once more.

Don’t get invol⁠—

Madison turned around and stared at the woman with a look that could kill. “Look, there is absolutely no reason to act like a bitch! The guy is trying to be friendly, try showing him some respect!”

“I'm sorry,” the woman snapped back at Madison. “But nobody was asking for the peanut gallery's comments, so why don't you mind your own business?” Her friends all cheered her on with laughter at her bitchy response towards Madison.

Madison stood to her feet, her blood boiling and her ears started zinging. This woman was seconds away from experiencing the wrath Madison buried inside her—like a volcano waiting for the right amount of pressure to erupt.

“Excuse me,” Madison shouted, her face stern and hard, “but why don't you make the peanut gallery mind their own business, bitch!”

The woman stood to her feet as well, staring Madison dead in her eyes; it was a look that said, I am not scared of you!

Madison took in a deep breath, trying to calm herself down. “All I'm saying,” Madison started. “Is that there was no reason to be rud— oh my fuck!”

Madison’s sentence was cut short as the woman threw her long island iced tea in Madison's face. Looking down on her clothes, every part of her felt sticky and wet, and not in a good way.

She stared at the woman, filled with fury. “You stupid cow! I am going to fuck you up!”

Madison heard guys in the pub cheering them on, as she grabbed on the woman's hair and yanked it down to the ground. As Madison pulled back her right arm, gaining momentum before punching the lights out of this woman, Madison felt a firm hand yank on her arm, pulling her up.

The large Nigerian bouncer, almost twice her height, lifted Madison to her feet. “I'm sorry, but you need to leave! There is no fighting in this pub!”

“Hey! That's not fair, this woman was a complete bitch! And she threw me with her drink!”

All eyes in the pub were facing them, and the crowd was behind Madison, booing the bouncer as he threw he them out. "Yeah, it's true, the blondie started it!"

The bouncer, holding both Madison and the woman she was on top of, in his large hands, pulled them both out of the bar and effortlessly flung them outside. “That’s why I’m throwing both of you out of this pub!”

As the bouncer threw Madison out of the bar, she almost plummeted to the ground, falling over her heels.

Madison was more furious than ever before. Not only did this woman completely ruin her evening by acting like a total dickhead, she now lost her drink and all the hard work she put in into making herself look presentable, had gone to the dogs. Madison was drenched in liquor.

The woman glared at Madison, equally furious. “Can you see what you did, stupid bitch!”

Madison didn't know what came over her, but it felt as if a force propelled her forward, causing her to slap the rude woman right across the face.

The sound of Madison slapping the woman was quickly drowned out by the sounds of a loud siren and flashing lights. The blue and red flashing light was blinding to Madison.

“Put your hands in the air!” An officer spoke through a megaphone.

Madison turned around, facing the police officer that approached her.

Oh God, as if my fucking life couldn't get any worse!

Madison glanced over at the woman she just slapped, who shuffled towards the officer. "Mr Officer, please help! This woman just started attacking me out of nowhere!"

Madison wondered whether the woman had a career in acting, despite calling her a bitch just a minute ago, the woman was now wailing, pretending to be some innocent victim, that just happened to be in psycho–Madison's warpath.

“Bullshit officer! Madison barked, “This woman is talking complete bullshit!"

The officer looked over at Madison. “I’m sorry ma’am, but we saw you slap this woman and that is not okay!”

“What the—” Madison grumbled, as the officer grabbed hold of her hands, flinging it behind her. “Ouch!” Madison cried as he roughly tied handcuffs behind her back, securing her arms.

Handcuffs were in mind when she planned on getting laid tonight, but not like this!

“You have the right to remain silent!”

“Oh, fuck off!” Madison snapped. “I want to speak to my lawyer!”

As soon as Madison said that, it quickly dawned on her that she was in a completely different country. Pretending to have a lawyer was not going to help her at all.

“Ma'am, would you like to make a phone call?”

Madison stared back at the officer intently. Stuck in a foreign country, with no option but to phone the one man she swore she would never see again.

Madison took in a sharp breath, swallowing her pride, “yes, please.”

The officer made little to no eye contact with Madison. “Do you need to access your phone for the phone number?”

"No, it's fine." Madison looked down at the table. "I memorised the number."

“Hello?” Omar greeted after the first ring.

Madison swallowed hard, the effects of the alcohol finally wearing off. "Hello, Omar,"

“Oh, my God Madison! I am so sorry! Where are you?”

“I’m in jail,” Madison said casually.

“Excuse me?”

“Yeah, I need your help.”
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Madison had never felt more embarrassed in her life.

After running away, with her head up her ass, Madison was now back in the passenger’s seat of Omar’s Mercedes Benz Maybach, with her tail between her legs and driving back to Omar’s house.

“I’m sorry!” Madison mumbled.

Omar stared on intently as he drove on.

Madison shuffled uncomfortably in her seat. “Omar, say something!”

“Madison, I am the one that’s sorry.”

“Then why won’t you look at me?”

Omar turned and stared at Madison with teary eyes. “Because I am sorry for hurting you!” He turned his eyes back on the road, “I just hope you believe that.”

The remainder of the ride was in silence. Not a silence, filled with steamy chemistry, but of hurt feelings and remorse.

Omar tried striking up a conversation in the car, with a series of small talk. But, with so much going on in Madison’s mind, pointless jokes and bland conversation starters around the weather was not something she could be bothered with.

As they drove up in the parking lot, Madison felt familiar feelings of discomfort.

Omar saying sorry didn't take away the feeling of feeling like a complete outsider, invading the happiness of her ex-boyfriend and now, her ex-best-friend.

Omar wore a baseball cap, which looked ridiculous because it was clearly a few sizes too big. But, it served its purpose—cowering his face with his cap, he walked around the car and opened the door on Madison's end.

Madison looked up at him. “Thanks.”

As Madison made her way back to the house, Omar grabbed on her arm, pulling her towards him. “Madison, look,” he started. “I’m sorry, and I messed up, but what you saw was all meant to be a joke.”

Madison felt her insides churn. “You think making people feel like crap is a joke?”

Omar stared intensely in Madison's eyes.

Turning the key in the lock, Omar pushed the front door open. “I know you’re upset with me, and honestly I don’t blame you.”

Madison stood at the door with folded arms. “Okay, please can we not have this conversation now. Wait, where’s Michael?”

“Oh shit!” Madison screeched and quickly grabbed onto Omar’s arm. “Zo—Zoe, what are you doing here?”

Forgetting her five days were up, Madison was surprised to see Zoe standing in the kitchen, wearing a silky bathroom gown.

“Maddie, I’m so glad you’re okay!” Zoe ran up to Madison and extended her arms forward as she reached in for a hug.

With a clenched jaw, Madison extended her hand forward as well. Not to reach out for a hug, but to stop Zoe.

If Madison knew Zoe would be here, she would never have bothered phoning Omar for help.

Zoe looked down at the floor. “I’m sorry Madison, it was all meant to be a joke.”

Madison’s nostrils flared. If she must hear them tell her this was meant to be a joke one more time, she was going to lose her shit.

"Yeah, I'm sorry about everything. I'm just going to grab my bags, and I will be out of your way." Madison shuffled towards Zoe and mentally started calculating how much she owed them for her brief stay.

“Madison, can you stop being so fucking stubborn for once in your life and just listen?” Zoe shouted.

Madison paused, taken aback by Zoe’s sudden outburst.

"For once in my life? When the fuck have I been stubborn?"

“Omar and I knew you would look at the laptop screen. So, when he saw you enter the bathroom, he messaged me and told me to send the message. It’s a pity you up and left before reading the entire message. Because if you did, you would have seen my response saying this was all a joke, you nosy parker.”

Madison swallowed hard. “What do you mean he knew I would look at the laptop screen?”

"Well," Omar said, "We planned this because we knew you stumbled across our naked pictures, and so we suspected you might return to look at more and that's when we came up with the plan to throw a little spanner in the works. Obviously, this all backfired, and we apologise."

Madison felt heat rise to her cheeks. They knew she saw them naked?

Madison couldn’t decide whether she was still upset for the prank played on her or if she was more embarrassed. They must think of her as such a pervert for going through their personal images.

Madison swallowed hard and looked down on the ground. “I’m sorry! I— I didn’t mean to go through your personal things.”

A devious grin formed on Zoe's lips. "Are you kidding me?" She turned and faced Omar for reassurance, before turning back to Madison. "In fact, we were thrilled to have found out you saw those images?"

Madison’s eyebrows crinkled together. “You,” she took in a sharp breath, “sorry, you were what?”

“Happy,’ Omar repeated.

“Yes, happy,” Zoe continued. “So, here’s the thing. Omar had a crush on you since high school. And to be honest, I have always had a crush on you as well. Since we were little girls, I would always look at you and think I would do anything in the world to kiss Madison.” An evil glint sparkled in Zoe’s eye. It was a look Madison had never seen before.

All these years, Madison had looked at Zoe with the greatest of envy, only to find out Zoe secretly liked her? This all felt surreal, but hearing this confession left a wet patch inside Madison’s panties.

“Oh, shit!” Madison gasped as Omar placed his large, strong hands on her arm, turning to face her.

"Madison, what my wife is trying to say is that we both find you irresistible. We weren't quite sure if you felt the same. But, going back for the second round of our nudes was all the convincing we needed."

Madison felt weak at the knees.

Is this another one of their sick jokes?

Slapping herself on the cheeks, she shook her head and opened her eyes wide.

Is this all a dream?

Am I going to wake up, laying in my patch of wetness, still stuck behind a prison cell?

For the next few moments, the spotlight was on Madison as Zoe and Omar stared deep into Madison’s eyes with eager anticipation.

Slowly Zoe broke her gaze. “She’s not interested, Omar. Madison, I’m so so⁠—”

“Are you kidding me?” Madison cut her off. “The most beautiful woman and the sexiest man, with a cock that shouldn’t even be legal, just told me they want to get with me.”

A smile slowly spread across Madison’s face.

Omar took that as his cue, as he edged closer to Madison and softly brushed the free brown strands of hair from Madison's face. Madison stared helplessly as he pushed her hair behind her ears.

“So,” Omar’s voice cut through Madison’s rapidly beating heart. “Time to play?”
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Omar’s dark eyes never left hers, as he slowly closed in on her.

Madison swallowed hard. Her legs felt like jelly, and her heart raced faster than a speeding bullet.

From the corner of Madison’s eyes, she noticed Zoe smirking, but she wouldn’t dare lift her gaze from Omar.

Omar continued making his way forward, closing the gap between himself and Madison, only pausing once he was an inch away from her aching body.

Madison’s lips were dry. She desperately wanted to extend her tongue and lick them, but she would rather have Omar do that for her.

Sparks of sexual tension flew across the room. Madison could feel Omar’s breath on her skin. Her breathing grew sharp and erratic as Omar continued staring intensely into her eyes.

With one, powerful stare, Omar left every part of Madison aching, begging for more.

Slowly, Omar leaned his head closer to Madison, biting on his bottom lip as he drew closer.

Madison stared back at him with parted lips. Even with Zoe watching, she wanted him so bad. After 7 years of not seeing the man, who would have thought he could still make her pussy quiver with desire. Staring deep into her mouth, through her parted lips, Omar drew an inch closer.

His lips were an inch away from Madison's full red lips, and she felt the warmth of his breath on his lips.

With her weakening knees, her legs finally caved in. Madison grabbed onto Omar’s face.

Holding herself up as she latched onto his squared jaw, and she softly whispered, "Kiss me!"

Omar didn't need any further convincing. Grabbing Madison by the back of her head, he leaned in and smacked his lips passionately against hers. Instinctively, Madison opened her mouth, welcoming him in. The soft brushes from his beard that rubbed against her lips as he slid his tongue inside her sent shivers down Madison's spine.

The sounds of their lips smacking together echoed in the room.

Madison’s aching pussy grew wetter with every passing moment as Omar’s tongue swirled inside her mouth, and he ran his hands through her silky brunette hair.

How could something this wrong feel so right at the same time?

Madison's eyes shot open as she pulled away from Omar. Madison realised Omar still hadn't answered her. “Wait! Where is Michael!”

“Michael,” Zoe said, walking down the stairs in a sexy faux leather harness, “Is over at the neighbours. As soon as I heard you’re coming over, I suspected we may need a babysitter for the night.”

With drool that edged off the side of Madison’s mouth, she stared at the vixen in black for a few moments, before returning her gaze to Michael. “Wow! Zoe, I didn’t know you had it in you!”

Madison was so focused on sucking on Omar's thick lips that she didn't even notice Zoe disappearing and returning with a change of outfit.

Omar burst out laughing. “Oh, you clearly don’t know Zoe very well!”

Omar and Zoe exchanged fiery looks of desire, that sent Madison’s craving through the roof.

Slowly returning her gaze on Madison, Omar smiled. “She is a freak and a half.”

“So,” Zoe continued. “I’m just going to be as open and frank as possible.”

Walking in 2-inch red high heels, Zoe slowly walked towards Madison. Madison stood back and watched as her every curve swayed effortlessly with every step she took.

Seeing her in this outfit, if Madison wanted to grab her breasts this time, no one would blame her. Her breasts were massive under that harness.

Madison felt her throat tighten.

Zoe casually looked passed Madison, twirling her golden blonde hair in between her fingers. “I have wanted you since we were kids.”

Zoe seductively ran the back of her nails against Madison’s arms, sending shivers down her spine. She gave Madison a devilish grin before swaying her hips towards Omar. “And I’ve seen the way you look at Omar. Honestly, I don’t blame you, he gives you the same hungry stares.”

She continued working those French tips as she ran them down Omar’s chest. Through his tight white shirt, Madison could see the excitement as his nipples perked up. Glancing lower, she could tell that was not the only body part excited.

Zoe ran her nails along his chest and down to his midsection.

“Oh, fuck!” Omar cried out. In a fit of passion, Zoe grabbed on his hardening crotch through his jeans.

She held his cock and balls in her hands and turned her attention back to Madison. “I can’t think of anything sexier than watching the two people I love most go at it.”

Madison’s knees grew weaker by the second—nearing the verge of collapse. Her desire reached an all-time high. Falling back against the couch, Madison watched as Zoe man-handled Omar’s manhood.

Omar grinned deviously. “If there is one thing I believe in, it’s making my woman happy.”

Madison knew this better than anyone.

He grabbed Zoe by the head and started kissing her passionately. Madison could almost taste his tongue brushing against hers.

As they broke off the kiss, Omar slowly pulled away and stared at Madison with a look she had never seen before. It was as if he was possessed by a sexual demon, eager to claim his prize.

As Madison watched Omar walking back to her, his pace increasing, a wave of emotion flooded over her.

Madison isn’t always immediately attracted to most men. But, with Omar, it was different. She had wanted him since they were in school together. Every fibre of her being ached for him

She had never seen the look Omar had in his eyes, as his dark eyes stared intently into hers. It was a look that cut through her and stopped her in her tracks. One that demanded control.

Madison couldn’t tell if she was excited or scared at the prospect of what Omar was about to do to her. But, one thing she knew for sure, was that she had never wanted anyone more in her life.

Omar leaned on Madison, and after brushing the loose strands of hair out of her face, he finished where he left off and smacked his lips on Madison's, wasting little time to stretch his tongue forward, eager to taste her.

Madison got the first feel of his hardening cock against her. Her pussy quivered as she felt his manhood pressing against her thigh. She had seen his cock in pictures, she even got off on the idea of tasting that delicious Arabic cock in her mouth, but now, she will finally get to see that prick in the flesh.

The thought of wrapping her tiny hands around Omar’s dick caused Madison to instinctively open her legs.

Looking down at Madison’s legs that slowly spread, Omar grinned, taking that as his cue.

Madison squirmed as he placed his large hands on her thigh. Wearing a skirt as short as Madison’s, he didn’t have to do much until he discovered her patch of wet happiness.

Slowly snaking his hands up her thighs, he filled Madison with a wave of ecstasy. Panting desperately, she snapped her legs closed, holding his hand captive in between her thighs.

Omar pulled away from her, breaking their kiss. He breathed heavily as he stared in Madison’s eyes. He could tell that as much as Madison wanted him, something held her back. “I need you to trust me, okay?” He breathed.

As he spoke, Madison closed her eyes and relaxed her thighs, opening up to the intense release she was about to feel. “Good,” Omar whispered and continued snaking his hand up her thigh.

With her eyes shut tight, Madison gasped as his fingers were a mere inch away from her wetness.

She opened her eyes and found Omar looking down on her, smiling. His dark, mysterious eyes told her everything he was ready to do to her.

Omar pulled his hand out from under his thigh and lifted Madison, carrying her in his arms as he slowly placed her on the dining room table.

“Oh, babe!” Zoe said, watching the show from the side. “What’s for supper?”

Omar grinned back at his wife. “Tonight, we’re having pussy. Pussy with a creamy white sauce.” He slowly shifted his gaze down into Madison’s eyes. “And did I mention, I’ve got quite an appetite?”

Madison's lips fluttered at the thought of this Eastern God sticking his tongue where it ached most. Madison found the idea of being placed on the dining room table thrilling. This was where Omar served up a killer breakfast every morning, and now, she was on the menu.

Omar stared intensely into Madison’s breasts as he slowly lifted each button on her blouse.

As Zoe watched her man take complete control over her best friend, she found it was becoming increasingly more challenging to resist slipping her fingers down her panties.

With Madison laid back on the table, Omar slowly pulled her blouse open. Biting his lower lip, he stared intently at her chest and ran his eyes down her waist. Madison had a small, petite waist most men would die for and Omar was no exception.

“Fuck, you are sexy!” He commented.

Madison stared back at him with helpless eyes, panting heavily and as she opened her mouth to speak, Omar leaned down on her and started sucking on her neck.

Madison’s head fell back with the sensation of Omar delicately nibbling on the side of her neck, working his way down to her beautiful breasts, leaving a trail of kisses along his path.

“Oh, God!” Madison moaned as he grabbed each breast firmly in his hand and started squeezing on her tits.

Madison had never felt this worshipped when having sex before. It was as blissful as it was torturous. With Omar’s every touch, Madison ached for him inside her, but he made her wait.

Madison’s wet pussy ached to be touched.

She felt herself losing more control with every touch. As Omar continued touching her all over, except for where it ached most.

Running his eyes down Madison, he lifted her and skillfully pulled the straps of her bra. With her bra loosened, he flicked it to the side. Madison turned her head to watch as Zoe grabbed hold of her bra, pulling it to her nose and took in a deep whiff.

Madison’s nipples stood hard and ached for attention as Omar took each bud in between his lips. Throwing her head back, she allowed herself to escape in the ecstasy of his touch. As he leaned against her, Madison could feel his hard cock standing at full attention.

Daringly, Madison snaked her hand behind Omar’s back. Lifting his tight white shirt, she slowly pulled it up and over his head.

Madison breathed out slowly as she took in the sight of Omar's perfect abs. When they were dating, she always imagined seeing him naked for the first time. Her imagination did little justice to the reality.

Delicate hairs rested on his chiselled chest as she reached out her hands and ran her fingers across his chest. Omar sat up with parted lips at the soft touch of her fingers running down his abs. With a complexion to make any woman melt, Madison couldn’t wait to run her tongue against his body.

Omar slowly lowered himself down Madison. His dark eyes remained fixed on Madison’s eyes as he slithered down her body, stopping once his mouth could smell the sweet scent of her cunt. Omar would soon discover her soaking cunt and Zoe, who stood breathing heavily from the side, was just as anxious for Omar to reveal Madison’s cunt.

Omar pulled on the button holding up her skirt and slowly slid the skirt down Madison’s sleek, smooth legs.

With her skirt pulled off, Omar looked back up at Madison as he started sucking on her legs. Rolling his tongue up her smooth thighs and fast approaching her aching cunt. Madison laid back on the table and kicked about as his inevitable touch on her pussy grew nearer. The anticipation of him rolling that tongue on her cunt drove her wild.

Once Omar finally reached the spot where it ached most, he closed his eyes and took in a deep breath. The sweet scent of Madison’s pussy drove him insane, leaving him impatient and more eager than ever before.

Pulling on the band of Madison's underwear, he pulled her lacy panties down her thighs. With her aching pussy exposed, the cold Canadian winter breeze brushed against her wetness, filling her with goosebumps.

“Fuck,” Omar breathed and turned to Zoe. “Isn’t this pussy just amazing!”

Zoe grinned deviously in response. This was Omar's moment, and Zoe wanted him to enjoy every second of it.

With Madison’s panties pulled out from under her feet, Omar held her legs firmly in between his arms. His strong biceps pressed against her aching legs. The last thing he wanted was for her to be kicking about while he ate out that sweet cunt.

Lowering himself onto Madison, Omar extended his tongue forward and rolled his tongue in-between the folds of Madison’s cunt, licking up the juices that glistened on her soaking cunt.

“Oh, my fuck!” Madison squirmed. She wanted nothing more than for him to push his tongue forward and spread her lips apart as he entered her.

Loosening his grip on her right thigh, Omar brought his finger to Madison’s cunt. Stroking his middle finger in-between her folds, he filled Madison with ripples of pleasure that flowed through her body and echoed in her aching cunt.

Omar stared at Madison and waited for the right moment, the moment where she looked like she was about to cave in with an uncontrollable craving before his finger found her entrance. Using Madison's juices as lube, Omar slipped his finger into her opening, pushing her lips apart as he ran his fingers against her aching flesh.

“Jesus! Fuck!” Madison howled.

Zoe looked down on Madison who breathed out heavy sighs of passion and reached down for Madison's mouth, wasting little time to stick her tongue inside Madison's open mouth.

Zoe’s lips felt so soft as Madison sucked on her lower lip, breathing out sighs of ecstasy.

Lifting her head, Madison broke the kiss and looked up helplessly at Zoe, as Omar slipped in a second finger.

Even with both fingers spreading a fire inside her cunt, she knew it was nothing compared to what was yet to come.

Zoe grinned at Madison, and slowly looked up at Omar. “Babe, I think Madison is ready for you.”

Omar couldn’t have been more eager as he lifted himself off Madison’s pussy and felt her legs relax as he slipped his fingers out of her.

Gasping for air, struggling to regain her breath, Madison watched as Omar pulled Zoe into him, kissing her passionately as they bodies pressed tightly against each other. The fact that he could still look at his wife with so much passion made Madison want him even more.

The sounds of Omar groaning drove Madison crazy. She wanted to hear him groan as his cock spread her tight lips apart.

With the couple still pressed firmly against each other, Madison watched on with eager anticipation as Zoe lowered her hands down his back, snaking them towards his waist and latching onto his belt. She slipped her hands to the front, pulling her hips away as she grabbed on the buckle of his belt.

With his belt loosened, Zoe wasting little time to pull on the button of his jeans and lower his zipper.

Madison felted new wave of heat rush over her. She had seen his flaccid cock before, she had even seen his hardened cock in pictures, but she would finally get to see the tool that will be used to drive her insane in the flesh.

As Zoe pulled down his jeans, Madison licked her lips at the wet patch that developed inside his white underwear. A patch of his pre-cum pressed against his white fabric—a sign that he was as impatient as Madison.

His cock pushed hard against his briefs, begging for its release.

With parted lips, Madison gaped at the unveiling, watching as Zoe dug her nails into the stretch band of his underwear and slowly lowered his briefs down his thighs to his ankles. His cock bounced with an eagerness that sent chills down Madison’s spine.

“Oh my God!” Madison gasped in a shrilled voice. Her eyes sparkled as she stared at Omar’s hardened cock. She had never felt more conflicted in her life. She was nervous, but at the same time, she’s never been more excited.

Just as Madison suspected, Omar was gifted—with a package most men would give up their souls for.

She saw his manhood first-hand when she saw him stepping out of the shower. But, even then, she could not have anticipated his size when hard. She could not have anticipated the thick, ferocious veins that wrapped around his cock.

Madison swallowed hard. She knew that within the next few moments, she would feel those veins pulsating inside her, as he brushed his cock in and out of her wet pussy.

“So, Madison,” Zoe grinned. “You think you can handle him?”

Madison swallowed. “Dear God,” Madison breathed, “Is this what you’ve been dealing with?”

A wide grin was plastered on Zoe’s face. “Definitely not the faint-hearted.”

Omar had a devilish glimmer in his eye as he slowly strolled towards Madison, his cock bouncing with every move.

As Madison laid on the table, with her legs spread wide and a raging cock fast approaching her, she opened her mouth wide. She knew Omar’s shaft would stretch her mouth like never before. As she looked at the cum that glistened on his head, she instinctively reached out her hands, grabbed on his shaft at the base and pulled him towards her. Her impatience had reached an all-time high—she needed to taste him.

As his cock pushed into her mouth, Madison got a taste of his fresh, salty cum. The taste of his semen filled her taste buds and drove her senses wild, leaving her pussy fluttering.

As she struggled to wrap around his dick, she could feel his powerful veins pulsate against her small hands. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath to prepare herself, before opening her mouth wide and allowing him inside her.

Madison took the head of his circumcised cock, she playfully rolled her tongue on his opening. In the next few minutes, jets of sticky cum would shoot out of his opening. With that thought in mind, she extended her head and took in his first inch.

In a fit of passion, Omar grabbed on Madison’s head, slowly thrusting forward to allow Madison to take more of his manhood in her mouth.

"Wow!" Zoe commented, like an eager spectator at a sports stadium, waiting for her favourite player to score a goal. "I don't think I've ever seen Omar cum from just a blow job, but something tells me this might just be his first!"

Madison felt her cheeks burning, blushing at the thought of being able to make her best friends man squirm with just her mouth.

With lust-filled eyes, Omar looked down on Madison as she took in every inch of him – all 9.5 inches of his thick manhood. He marvelled at the site of a woman being able to submerge his entire manhood inside her mouth, without even the slightest hint of gagging. While Madison made it look easy, lucky for her, she had no gag reflex.

As Omar continued thrusting his hips back and forth, shoving his cock in and out of Madison’s moist mouth. Omar’s lips trembled as he watched her full lips wrap around his him, Zoe could tell it was becoming too much for him.

Madison could sense the same as she held onto his firm, clenching ass. She pulled her head back and pushed Omar back.

"Oh no, you don't!" Madison smirked.

Her pussy still aching with an uncontrollable desire. “I have a much better place for you to finish the job!”

Omar didn’t need a second invitation, eagerly he darted off to the edge of the table, and grabbed Madison by the legs.

"Oh fuck!" Madison groaned as she slid down the table. Omar pulled her legs over him, and she wrapped them around his waist.

Grabbing on his cock, Omar slapped his dick on her pussy—teasing her entrance before pushing his way inside. He watched as Madison squirmed, breathing heavily with every slap.

“Fuck me!” Madison begged as she writhed on the table.

Madison ran her hands through her hair as Omar placed his head at her entrance.

“Wait!” Omar breathed. “I don’t have a condom.”

Madison lifted her head, her cheeks were a burning red, flustered with desire. “That’s the last thing you need to worry about big boy, now to stick it in me already!”

“Oh fuck!!!” Madison squirmed.

At her command, Omar placed his head at Madison’s entrance and slowly pushed his clock forward, spreading her wet lips apart as he entered her.

The room was filled with sounds of heavy panting and Madison moaning as she took in every inch of his thick shaft. With eyes shut tight, and her hands running wildly through her hair, Madison finally let out a sigh of relief once Omar was balls deep inside her.

Once Omar's cock was submerged entirely inside her wet cunt, Madison opened her eyes and found Zoe standing beside her. Unable to control herself, Zoe lifted the bands of her black, leather harness and her pussy was in Madison's face as she rubbed her finger along her slit.

Watching her best friend get off at the sight of her husband fucking her, was enough to drive Madison over the edge. She needed to be filled, and she couldn't think of anyone better than Omar.

With every thrust, Omar pumped his cock harder into Madison’s cunt.

“Yes! Harder!” Madison begged.

Madison could smell the sweet scent of Zoe’s pussy as she slipped in a second finger and started working her pussy with vigorous speed.

Omar reached forward, and with Madison’s legs securely wrapped around his waist, he reached for her breasts and gently squeezed on her tits.

His touch drove her into a state of ecstasy. Her entire body was filled with lustful desire, and as much she tried controlling it, she couldn't hold back her release any longer.

“Oh fuck!” Madison screeched.

“Oh yes!” Omar groaned. “Come for me!” Omar lowered his thumb on Madison’s clit, fiercely rubbing on her clit as she squirmed violently on the table. The pitch of her moans increased with every passing moment.

Losing all sense of control, Madison dove headfirst into her orgasm. Her entire body tingled as a wave of relentless ecstasy flood over her, rushing throughout her body and landing straight in her cunt. At the sight of Madison squirming, Omar grunted violently as well.

As Madison found her release, she felt Omar’s cock swell inside her, pressing hard against the walls of her pussy.

“Fuck! Yes!” Omar came with a loud groan as his cock twitched and thrusted inside Madison, coating her walls with his warm, sticky seed. He jerked violently as he shot each jet of his warm cum against her flesh.

As Omar found his orgasm, Madison squeezed her pussy, wrapping herself tightly around his thick cock, which sent Omar through the roof.

“Fuck!”

As Madison laid back, reduced to nothing but violent heartbeats, she looked up at Omar and saw the beads of sweat that formed in his forehead—a portrait of his hard work.

Omar gave one final glance over at his wife, before collapsing on Madison.

Madison strained through blurry vision and watched as Zoe crashed onto the chair, violently rubbing on her clit.

“Oh, my fuck!” Zoe breathed, finding her own release.

Intense heat and lust flooded over her and her legs shook violently.

The Madison, Zoe and Omar all gasped for air, Madison looked up at Omar and smiled.

It was a devious grin, and from that look, he knew he satisfied her.

Slowly lifting her head, she looked down at his softening cock.

Shit. How is any man going to compete with that?

Madison’s dirty past became her blissful present.
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"Auntie Maddie!" Michael ran up to Madison, who sat at the breakfast table wearing her stock standard pink bedroom attire. Running up to Madison, Michael hugged her around the waist.

Zoe brought Michael back from his sleep over the previous night, and Madison couldn't have been happier to see him.

Madison pulled Michael up, placing him on her lap. "Hello, big boy! Oh my, I missed you so much!"

"Where were you, auntie Maddie?" Michael asked and looked up at her, expectantly.

"I… err," Madison turned to look at Omar.

"Your auntie Maddie was playing hide and seek, remember?” Omar cut in.

"Um—yes! And I won!" Madison slowly turned to Zoe and Omar. “And, I found more than I bargained for!”

Zoe blushed, looking down at her plate of food. "Yeah, she does play a good game.”

Madison glanced down at her wristwatch.

"So, big boy, I need to get going today. Why don't I come up with you and help you put on your best outfit?"

Zoe burst out laughing. "Okay, calm down! I know you’re going back home, but I thought you left Queen Elizabeth behind in England. What is she doing in my kitchen, and why does she need his best outfit?”

"Because,” Madison said. “He just does.”

Holding Michael in her hands, Madison got to her feet. "Now, if you'll excuse me, we have to get changed into something a little more… dashing!”

“Oh, wow! Look at you!” Omar applauded as Madison walked down the stairs with Michael in hand.

Wearing a white Kurta made of Royal Satin, Omar bought Michael during his travels to Egypt earlier that, Michael looked like an Arab prince.

Zoe pulled her hands to her mouth. “Michael doesn't wear that nearly enough! My handsome big boy!”

Madison glanced at her wristwatch again.

What's taking them so long!

"Well," Zoe started. "Since Michael is dressed like Royalty, compliments of the Queen, herself. What do you say we do something amazing in your last few hours?”

"No! Nobody is going anywhere!” Madison said a little more enthusiastically than she meant to let out. “I mean, no. No, let’s just stay in for a bit?”

“Why not? Your flight is only at 19:00, so we still have some time?”

Madison stole another glance at her watch. “No, I think we should all just stay put!”

Zoe stared at Madison curiously, before turning to Michael. “Sweetheart, would you mind fetching mommy’s cell phone from my room?”

“Okay, mommy!”

“Okay,” Zoe started, once Michael was upstairs. “What is going on? I thought everything is okay with us?”

Omar stole glances from the corner of his eye. Things looked as though they were about to heat up and if there is one thing he learned, it’s that sometimes, it’s better for him to not get involved.

“Are you still upset with us or do you not want to spend the last few hours with us?” Zoe asked, once Michael was upstairs.

"No! Not at all!" Madison leaned forward and rubbed on Zoe's shoulders and took a deep breath. "It's not that at all!”

"Then what is it? Because, Madison, I must say that you look very uncomfortable today and you’ve been staring at your watch the entire morning⁠—”

Saved by the doorbell. Zoe turned towards the door that cut her sentence midway.

Omar looked at Madison and Zoe with narrowed eyes. “Um, we're not expecting anyone, are we?”

“As a matter of fact,” Madison started, beaming from ear to ear, “I believe we are.”

“No, we're not! Nobody rings on our doorbell!” Zoe echoed.

With his hands still sticky with dishwashing liquid, Omar dried his hands on his apron and flung the dish-drying towel over his shoulder.

Madison shot to her feet, and after licking her thumb, she brushed his thick eyebrows with her thumb, straightening out each strand. “There, now you can go!”

Zoe stared at Madison with an expression that shouted; ‘What the actual fuck is going on?’

The doorbell rang again.

“Patience! I’m coming,” Omar shouted out.

Omar flung the door open. “Hello! Can we⁠—"

Omar gasped, and the towel dropped to the ground. His hands flew to his chest, but he stared on, frozen.

“Son,” A rough voice said from the other side of the door. “We've missed you.”

Omar slowly turned his gaze to Madison, and she ran up to give him a massive hug as she watched his head begin to jerk and his eyes became puffier with every moment he spent staring at his parents.

When Madison read the email from Omar's mother, she knew there was something she had to do. It was bad enough that Michael would never get to see his grandparents from Zoe’s side, but he deserved to meet Omar’s parents.

She knew she had to do something to change that.

As Madison stared out of the flight, whispering, ‘Goodbye’ to this beautiful country of Canada. She realised that she helped bring her ex-boyfriend’s family together, amended her relationship with Zoe, and found the ultimate closure.

Now, she had never been more excited to get back home and start working on her own fairy-tale ending.

The End.
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