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Chapter 1

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. 


Chapter 2

“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.” 


Chapter 3

“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. 


Chapter 4

“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!”

***

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!
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