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Chapter 1

“I want 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.”

***


Chapter 2

“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.”


Chapter 3

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.”

***

“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.


Chapter 4

“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.

***

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!”


Additional reads

Do not enter

[image: ]

I've booked my stay with a couple in Brussels.

This was meant to be a business trip. I got more than just business done once I learned the secret the Van Den Bergs keep behind that forbidden door...

Grab your copy now

DOWNLOAD




Be sure to sign up to my mailing list to be the first to hear about EXCLUSIVE updates, free books, and my latest works.

SUBSCRIBE HERE

If you have any wild fantasies, pop me a mail and let’s see what I can come up with 😊
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