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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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Chapter 1



I stared 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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Chapter 2



“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!

***

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!”

[image: ]


Chapter 3



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.
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Chapter 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


More from the Author




Medical Attention

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...
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Download here - Amazon


Seeking Experience

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

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

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

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

Her plan?

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


Truth or Dare

Amanda is the love of my life. Married at an early age, I couldn’t have asked for a better and more beautiful wife.

But, even with my gorgeous wife, I still cannot help these cravings I feel.

It started with a video I watched on the web. It’s a video I’ve watched and got off on countless times! A sexy friend took complete control over her boyfriend, with the help of her best friend, they fill him with uncontrollable pleasure.

Even though I am thrilled with my marriage, there is nothing hotter than the idea of being man-handled by two of the most beautiful women I know.

When Victoria, Amanda’s best friend paid us a visit, we decided to play a little game of Truth or Dare…
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Download here - Amazon
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