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Settling In
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I floated naked in the villa pool. The Nairobi sun pressed down hot on my pale skin. Water lapped gentle against my heavy tits. My blonde hair spread out wet around my head. I let my strong thighs drift apart. The coolness touched my pussy lips.

Tom was inside working on his lecture notes. I had the afternoon to myself. The garden hummed with insects. Birds called from the jacaranda trees. Heat shimmered off the pool deck.

The gate creaked open.

I turned my head. James walked around the pool edge. His polo shirt clung to his thick chest. Sweat darkened the fabric under his arms. His jeans showed the bulge of his cock already swelling. Those dark eyes locked on my naked body floating in the water.

"Fuck Rachel. Perfect timing."

A grin spread across my face. James showed up when he had gaps between airport runs. Sometimes three times a week. Sometimes just once. Never planned. Just his truck pulling up to the gate and him texting he was outside. I always said yes.

He pulled his polo over his head. His broad shoulders flexed. Dark skin gleamed with sweat in the bright sun. Chest muscles bunched as he tossed the shirt aside. His dark nipples were hard points.

I let my heavy tits bob up higher in the water. "Get in here. My pussy needs that thick cock."

James popped the button on his jeans. Yanked down the zipper. Shoved denim and boxers down his muscular thighs in one motion. His thick black cock sprang free. The shaft was heavy and veined. The dark head flared wide. His balls hung low and full.

He dove in. Water splashed high. His strong body cut through the pool toward me. I watched his dark arms pull. His thick legs kick. He surfaced right in front of me. Water streamed down his black face.

His large hands grabbed my waist underwater. Pulled my voluptuous body against his solid frame. My heavy tits pressed his muscled chest. My fat nipples scraped his skin. He was so warm. So hard everywhere.

"Been thinking about this white pussy all morning." His voice rumbled deep. His breath was hot against my neck.

His dark hands slid down. Gripped my round ass. Squeezed my soft flesh hard. My pale thighs wrapped around his waist. His thick black cock nudged between my pussy lips. The head rubbed up and down my slit slow. Teasing.

I gripped his wet shoulders. Felt the muscles bunch under my palms. "Stop teasing. Fuck me."

He thrust up. His thick cockhead pushed through my pussy entrance. My lips stretched wide around his black girth. The water made everything drag different. His shaft sank in inch by inch. My pussy walls hugged his familiar size. That fullness bloomed deep in my core.

"Ahh. Yeah." The gasp escaped my throat.

James groaned low. His hips started rolling steady. His thick black cock pumped in and out of my gripping pussy. Water sloshed around our bodies. Little splashes hit our faces. The wet squelching sounds mixed with the water sounds.

My heavy tits mashed against his chest with each thrust. Pale flesh molding to black muscle. I licked the sweat from his neck. Tasted salt sharp. The chlorine smell filled my nose mixed with his male musk.

He pushed me back against the pool wall. The rough tile scraped my shoulders. His dark hands lifted my round ass higher. Changed the angle. His thick black cock drove deeper now. Hit that spot inside that made my pussy clench. His heavy balls slapped against me underwater. Muffled thuds.

"Fuck. So thick inside me." My voice came out breathy.

"Mmm. Yeah. Squeeze that cock Rachel." James grunted. His dark eyes stared into mine. "Your white pussy gripping me so good."

My pussy clenched harder around his shaft. Friction built heat low in my belly. My strong thighs locked tighter around his hips. My nails dug into his black shoulders. Left little crescents in his skin. Blonde hair whipped water droplets everywhere.

His mouth came down on mine. Hard. His thick lips crushed my pale ones. His tongue pushed deep. Fucked my mouth the same rhythm as his cock fucked my pussy. I tasted beer faint on his breath. His stubble rasped my soft cheeks.

I broke the kiss. Arched my back. Thrust my heavy tits up out of the water. Droplets streamed down between them. "Suck my tits James. Bite my fat nipples."

His dark head dipped. His hot mouth engulfed my left nipple. Teeth grazed the sensitive bud. His tongue lashed the tip. Sucked hard vacuum pull. His hand cupped my right heavy tit. Black fingers squeezed. Twisted my other nipple between thumb and finger.

Pleasure shot straight to my pussy. My walls fluttered around his thick shaft. His thrusts got faster. Harder. Water churned white froth between our bodies now. Splattered our faces. Got in my mouth. I spit it out.

"Unh. Unh. Fuck yes."

James switched to my right tit. Teeth scraped the nipple. His free hand mauled my left breast. Pale flesh overflowed his dark fingers. Red marks bloomed where he gripped. His other hand slapped my round ass underwater. The sound came muffled but I felt the sting.

My pussy spasmed. First ripples of orgasm. That familiar coil wound tight in my core. His thick black cock dragged against my g-spot perfect with every stroke. His balls tightened. Slapped faster against my ass.

"Gonna cum James. Fill my pussy. Ahh."

He growled around my tit in his mouth. His hips slammed brutal now. His thick black cock swelled even bigger. Stretched me more. The dark head pulsed. Hot jets flooded deep. His cum painted my womb.

My climax crashed through me. My pussy milked every spurt from his cock. My walls convulsed. Gripped his shaft tight. My strong thighs quaked. My heavy tits bounced in his hands. Water splashed high.

James held me pinned. Kept his thick black cock buried deep. It throbbed. Pumped the last spurts. His cum leaked out around his shaft. Mixed with my pussy juice. Made the water cloudy between our bodies.

We both panted. Chests heaving against each other. His dark forehead pressed against my pale shoulder. Sweat dripped from his face onto my wet skin. Mixed with pool water.

"Good fuck." His voice came out rough.

He pulled out slow. His thick black cock slipped free from my stretched pussy. Made a soft pop. More cum bubbled out of my pussy lips. Floated to the surface in little clouds.

I unwrapped my thighs from his waist. Floated back on the water. Watched his naked black body move through the pool. He reached the steps. Climbed out. Water cascaded down his muscled back. His round ass flexed with each step. His thick black cock hung heavy between his thighs. Still half hard. Dripping onto the pool deck.

James grabbed his towel from the lounger. Rubbed it rough over his body. Dark skin gleamed. He grinned down at me still floating. "Gotta run. Airport pickup in an hour."

"Come by whenever. You know I'm always ready for that cock."

He laughed. "Your husband know I'm here?"

"He's inside. Doesn't care."

James dressed quick. Pulled on his boxers and jeans. Tugged his polo over his head. The fabric stuck to his still-damp skin. He waved. Jogged toward the gate. Left it swinging behind him.

I climbed out of the pool. Water streamed off my naked body. My full tits swayed with each step. My firm ass dripped onto the hot tiles. I grabbed my towel from the lounger. Rubbed it over my wet skin. Between my thighs. James's cum was already leaking out. Thick and warm down my inner legs.

The sun had shifted lower. Shadows stretched across the garden. I wrapped the towel around my curves. Walked barefoot across the grass toward the villa. My pussy still throbbed. Still felt stretched from his thick cock.

Inside the house was cool. Ceiling fans rotated slow overhead. Tom sat at the dining table with his laptop open. Papers scattered around him. He looked up when I walked in. His eyes moved over my barely covered body. The damp towel clinging to my shape.

"James was here." Not a question. A statement.

"Yeah. Quick fuck in the pool."

Tom smiled. Closed his laptop. "Good?"

"Always good with him." I walked to the kitchen. Opened the fridge. Pulled out the bottle of white wine. Poured two glasses. "But easy now. You know?"

I handed him a glass. We moved out to the terrace. Settled into the wicker chairs. The jacaranda trees dropped purple petals on the table. Birds sang their evening songs. The air smelled like flowers and cut grass.

Tom's hand found my bare thigh under the towel. His fingers traced slow patterns on my pale skin. "Tell me."

I sipped my wine. Let the cold liquid slide down my throat. "He came by after a morning run. Found me floating naked. Got hard the second he saw me."

Tom's fingers moved higher on my leg. His breathing changed. Got heavier.

"Dove right in. Grabbed my ass underwater. His thick black cock pushed into my pussy against the pool wall. Fucked me hard. Water splashing everywhere."

His hand reached the wetness between my thighs. Found James's cum still leaking. Mixed with my own arousal. His finger traced my swollen pussy lips. Gentle. Collecting the mess.

"He sucked my tits. Bit my nipples. Made me cum on his cock. Then filled my pussy with his cum."

Tom brought his finger to his mouth. Licked it clean. His eyes stayed locked on mine. "You're so fucking hot."

"But it felt routine Tom. Like we've done it a hundred times now."

His hand dropped from my thigh. He leaned back in his chair. Nodded slow. "I know what you mean. The edge is fading."

"I love fucking James. His cock is perfect. He's sweet. But it's becoming normal."

"You want something new."

"I want to feel that thrill again. That danger. That moment when everything is uncertain and raw."

Tom reached over. Pulled me from my chair onto his lap. The towel fell open. My naked flesh pressed against his clothed body. He kissed me slow. Deep. His hands roamed my exposed skin. Cupped my ample breasts. Squeezed my plump ass.

We stayed like that. Just touching. Just connected. No rush to fuck. Just us acknowledging that something needed to shift.

––––––––
[image: ]


The next morning I woke to hedge clippers snapping outside. Metal blades chopping through branches. I rolled over in bed. Tom's side was empty. He'd left early for a faculty meeting.

I got up. Pulled on my smallest bikini. White triangles that barely covered my nipples. The bottoms cut high on my hips. Showed the curve of my ass. I wanted Jonah to see me. Wanted his thick cock inside me.

Outside the heat already pressed down. The garden smelled like cut grass and jasmine. Jonah worked near the back hedge. Shirtless. His skin was the deepest black. Almost blue-black in the bright sun. Sweat made it gleam. His lean muscles flexed with each cut. Shoulders bunching. Back rippling. His work pants hung low on narrow hips.

I walked across the grass. My bare feet silent on the hot ground.

He saw me coming. Dropped the clippers. His face split into a wide grin. Those dark eyes traveled over my body. My full breasts straining the tiny white triangles. My stiff nipples visible through the thin fabric. My wide hips. My thick thighs.

"Morning Rachel." He strode toward me. Confident.

Before I could answer his large hands grabbed my waist. Pulled me against his sweaty chest. His mouth came down on mine. Hard. Hungry. His thick lips crushed my soft ones. His tongue pushed deep. Tasted me. Claimed me.

I laughed against his mouth. My hands found his bare shoulders. Felt the muscles bunch under my palms.

His hands slid down. Gripped my firm ass. Squeezed hard through the thin bikini bottoms. Kneaded my flesh. One hand came up. Cupped my breast. His rough palm pressed against the white triangle. Found my hard nipple beneath. Pinched it.

I gasped. Broke the kiss. "Good morning to you too."

"Couldn't help myself. You come out here in this tiny thing." His dark eyes were hungry. His massive bulge already straining his work pants. "You want this cock."

"Always want your cock Jonah."

He laughed. Deep and rumbling. His hands still roaming my body. Groping. Squeezing. Like he owned me. "Tom inside?"

"Faculty meeting. We're alone."

"Good." His mouth found my neck. Sucked hard. Bit the pale skin. His hands slid under my bikini top. Palmed my bare breasts. My sensitive nipples scraped his rough palms.

"Pool. Now." My voice came out breathless.

He pulled back. Grinned. "You gonna sit on my face first?"

"Maybe after you fuck me."

"Deal."

I turned. Walked toward the lounger near the water. My round ass swayed with each step. The bikini bottoms rode up. Showed more skin. I heard him follow. His footsteps heavy. His breathing already rough.

At the lounger I turned. He was right behind me. His lean body tense with hunger. His work pants tented at the crotch. That massive bulge straining the faded fabric.

"Strip." I said.

His hands moved to his waistband. Unbuttoned. Unzipped. Pushed the work pants down his muscular thighs. No underwear beneath. His cock sprang free.

My breath caught even though I'd seen it dozens of times. Not particularly long. But impossibly thick. My hand wouldn't wrap around it. The shaft was dark. Almost purple-black. Textured. Prominent veins bulged under the skin. The head was huge. Flared and darker than the shaft. Already leaking precum. His balls hung heavy below. Large and full.

"Fuck." The word escaped my throat.

I dropped to my knees on the hot tile. My soft breasts bounced with the movement. I reached out with both hands. Wrapped my fingers around his shaft. They didn't meet. Not even close. The width filled my palms. The texture was rough under my touch.

I stroked slow. Up and down his dark cock. Watched more precum leak from the massive head. I leaned forward. Licked it. Tasted salt and musk. My tongue circled the flared tip. Traced the edge.

Jonah groaned. His dark hands found my blonde hair. Held gentle at first. Then firmer.

I opened my mouth wide. Took the huge head inside. My lips stretched. Barely fit around him. My jaw ached immediately. I sucked. Hollowed my cheeks. My tongue worked the underside. Lapped at the sensitive spot.

"Ahh. Fuck. That mouth." He grunted.

I pulled back. Licked down his shaft. My tongue traced the prominent veins. The texture. My hands stroked what my mouth couldn't reach. So much cock. I moved lower. Licked his heavy balls. Took one in my mouth. Sucked gently. The skin was soft. Firm beneath.

Jonah's hips jerked. His cock pulsed in my hands. I licked back up. Took the huge head in my mouth again. Tried to take more. The shaft barely fit. Another inch. Then another. The head hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. Tears formed in my eyes.

I pulled off. Gasped for air. Looked up at him. At his dark face twisted with pleasure. "Your cock is so fucking big."

"You want it inside that wet pussy?"

"Yes. Now."

I stood. Untied my bikini top. Let it fall. My ample breasts spilled free. Bare. My hard nipples pointing at him. I pushed down my bikini bottoms. Stepped out of them. Naked in the bright sun.

I bent over the lounger. Gripped the sides. Pushed my firm ass up. Spread my legs. My wet pussy exposed. Pink and swollen. Ready.

Jonah moved behind me. His rough hands gripped my hips. Spread my cheeks. I felt his hot breath on my pussy. Then his tongue. Licking through my wetness. Slow. Deliberate. Tasting me.

"Mmm. Fuck yes." I pushed back against his mouth.

His tongue circled my clit. Flicked it. His lips sucked. His hands held my thighs open. Kept me spread for his mouth. He pushed his tongue inside my pussy. Fucked me with it. Deep strokes. Then back to my clit. Circling. Licking. Sucking.

My pleasure built fast. My soft tits hung down. Swayed with my breathing. My nipples brushed the rough cushion. His tongue worked faster. More insistent. His fingers dug into my pale flesh.

"Oh god. Right there. Ahh."

My orgasm hit quick. My body jerked. My pussy clenched. My legs tried to close. He kept licking. Kept sucking. Pushed me higher. Drew it out.

He finally pulled back. His face was wet with my arousal. His cock harder than before. The huge head dark and angry. Pulsing.

He stood. Positioned himself behind me. I looked back over my shoulder. Watched him grip his massive shaft. Guide it to my pussy. The head pressed against my entrance.

"Fuck me Jonah. Shove that thick cock in me."

He thrust forward. The huge head forced through my pussy lips. My entrance stretched wide. Burned. So much. But he kept pushing. His shaft splitting me open. Inch by inch.

"Ungh. Fuck. Stretching me." My voice came out strangled.

He paused. Only halfway in. His dark chest heaving. "Still good?"

"Don't stop. All of it. Fill my pussy."

He pushed deeper. His shaft dragging against my walls. Creating friction everywhere. My pussy stretched to accommodate his size. His heavy balls finally pressed against my ass. His entire cock buried inside me.

We both froze. The fullness overwhelming. Perfect.

"Move. Fuck me hard."

He pulled back slow. His cock dragging through my tight pussy. The texture catching. Creating sensation. His head pulled at my entrance. Then he slammed back in. Deeper. Harder.

I cried out. My hands gripped the lounger. My breasts swung with the force. Scraped the cushion. He did it again. Pulled out. Slammed in. Built a rhythm. His lean hips driving forward. His heavy balls slapping my ass. Smack. Smack. Smack.

The sun blazed down. Sweat formed between my hanging tits. On my forehead. Jonah's chest gleamed. Droplets ran down his lean muscles. His breathing came hard. Fast. His cock pumped into me. Stretched me with every stroke. In and out. Filling me completely.

"Your cock. Nngh. So deep. Fuck."

"Taking it so good Rachel. Pussy gripping me tight." Jonah grunted. His pace increased. Harder strokes. Deeper. The huge head hit my cervix. Pain and pleasure mixing.

I looked down between my body. Watched his black shaft disappear into my pink pussy. My pale lips stretched impossibly wide around his dark width. Then he pulled out. His cock glistening with my wetness. Then back in.

"Look at that black cock splitting my white pussy." My voice broke. "Fuck me harder."

His hands moved from my hips to my shoulders. Pulled me back onto his cock with each forward thrust. The angle changed. Deeper. The head hitting spots that made stars burst.

My orgasm built. Pressure coiling in my core. My pussy throbbed around him. "Don't stop. Right there. Fuck. Gonna cum."

His rhythm stayed steady. Hard deep strokes. The head hitting that perfect spot. The friction everywhere. My climax crashed through me. I screamed. My back arched. My pussy clenched around his black cock. My thighs shook.

"Yes. Fuck. Yes. Ahh."

He kept fucking me through it. Didn't slow down. His cock pounding into my spasming pussy. Prolonging the pleasure. Making it bigger.

I barely came down before another orgasm started building. The stretch. The heat. The relentless pace. Too much sensation.

"Oh god. Again. Your cock. Ungh. Making me cum again."

Jonah leaned forward. His chest pressed against my back. His mouth found my neck. Sucked hard. Bit the pale skin. The angle changed. His cock drove impossibly deeper.

I came again. Harder. My nails dug into the cushion. My legs gave out. My face pressed down. My ass still up. Still taking his brutal thrusts.

"On your back." His voice was rough. Commanding.

He pulled out. His cock slipped from my stretched pussy. I felt empty. I turned. Lay back on the lounger. Spread my legs wide. My pussy dripped. Swollen and red. Gaping slightly from his size.

Jonah climbed over me. His lean body covered mine. His cock pressed against my entrance. He pushed in. One hard thrust. Bottomed out. I gasped. The fullness overwhelming again.

He started moving. His hips driving down. His cock pumping deep. His heavy balls slapping my ass. His dark face above mine. Sweat dripped onto my pale chest. Ran between my soft tits.

"Fuck me. Use me. Fill me with that black cock." The words came out raw. Honest.

"Gonna fill this white pussy with my cum." He growled. His pace got frantic. His cock swelled inside me. Stretched me more.

"Yes. Cum in me. Flood my pussy. Ahh."

His body went rigid. His cock pulsed. Hot jets flooded deep. His cum painted my walls. Rope after rope. He kept thrusting. Working it deeper. His heavy balls emptied into my pussy.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Held him buried inside. Felt every pulse. Every spurt. My pussy milked him. Took everything.

He collapsed on top of me. His weight pressing me into the cushion. His cock still inside. Still hard. We both panted. Hearts racing. Skin slick with sweat and sex.

Jonah pulled out slow. His cock slipped from my pussy. Cum leaked immediate. Thick and warm down my ass onto the cushion. He stood. His lean body gleaming with sweat. That massive cock still half hard. Dripping.

He grabbed his work pants from the ground. Pulled them on. His dark chest still heaving. He looked down at me sprawled naked. Legs spread. Pussy gaping. Leaking his cum.

"Good fuck Rachel." He grinned. Bent down. Kissed me quick on the mouth. Tasted like sweat and me.

"Always is with you."

He laughed. Walked back to his hedge clippers. Started working again like nothing happened. Like he hadn't just pounded me into the lounger. The sound of blades snapping through branches resumed.

I lay there. The sun beat down on my naked body. My pussy throbbed. Ached. Stretched and used. My tits rose and fell with my breathing. Sweat cooled on my pale skin.

I reached down. Touched my swollen pussy lips. So sensitive. My fingers came away coated. His cum mixed with mine. I brought them to my mouth. Tasted salt and sex and him.

The satisfaction was there. Real. My body loose and fucked. But something felt flat. Routine.

The garden gate opened. Tom's footsteps on the path. He appeared at the pool. Stopped when he saw me. Naked. Spread. Covered in sweat and cum. Jonah still clipping hedges twenty feet away.

"Jonah?"

"Yeah."

Tom grinned. Walked over. Sat on the edge of the lounger. His hand found my thigh. Warm. His fingers traced lazy patterns on my pale skin.

"Good?"

"Always good." I stretched. My body ached in that pleasant way. "He kissed me goodbye. Like we're fucking married or something."

Tom laughed. "You basically are at this point."

"That's the problem."

His hand stopped moving. "What do you mean?"

I sat up. Looked at him. "It's too easy now. Too comfortable. James texts. I say yes. Jonah shows up. We fuck. Steven used to just walk in and bend me over."

"You want them to stop?"

"No. God no." I shook my head. "I just miss the excitement. When everything felt new and dangerous. When I didn't know what would happen."

Tom nodded. Squeezed my thigh. "The edge."

"Yeah. The edge."

We sat quiet. The hedge clippers snapped. Birds called from the jacaranda trees. Jonah whistled while he worked. Like this was just another Tuesday.

And maybe that was the problem. It was just another Tuesday.

I wanted to feel that rush again. That moment when my pussy clenched and my heart raced because something unexpected was happening. Something sneaky. Something that made me feel alive and reckless and powerful.

But I didn't know how to get it back.
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I pulled my phone from my bag. Scrolled to Simon's name. My thumbs moved across the screen.

"Need to see you. Somewhere away from the villa. Tonight?"

The reply came fast.

"Serena hotel bar. 7pm. Everything ok?"

"Will be."

I dropped the phone on the bed. Walked to my closet. The ceiling fan rotated slow overhead. Hot air pushed down against my bare skin.

I chose a simple sundress. Blue cotton that hugged my full breasts and cinched at my narrow waist. The skirt flowed loose around my thick thighs. Nothing slutty. Nothing that screamed I was there to fuck. Just pretty.

Tom looked up from his laptop when I walked through the living room.

"Going out?"

"Meeting Simon. Just drinks and talking."

He nodded. His eyes tracked over my body in the blue dress. "You okay?"

"Just restless."

The Serena sat in landscaped gardens off Kenyatta Avenue. White walls glowed in the early evening light. Palm trees swayed gentle. Security waved my taxi through the gates.

Inside the lobby was cool and dark. My eyes adjusted from the bright sun. Polished marble floors. High ceilings. The smell of expensive perfume and air conditioning.

The bar opened onto a terrace. I spotted Simon at a corner table. He stood when he saw me. Kissed my cheek. His stubble scraped my soft skin. He smelled like soap and coffee.

"You look good Rachel."

"So do you."

We sat. A waiter appeared. Simon ordered a Tusker. I asked for white wine.

The terrace overlooked the garden. Flame trees dropped red petals on the grass. Birds called from the branches. Traffic hummed distant beyond the walls.

"How's the water project?" I asked.

Simon leaned back in his chair. His shirt pulled across his lean chest. "Frustrating. The county government keeps changing requirements. We're three months behind schedule."

"Bureaucracy?"

"And corruption. Same as always." He smiled. Not bitter. Just honest. "But we'll get there. We always do."

The waiter brought our drinks. Cold bottles beaded with condensation. I sipped my wine. Let the chill spread through my chest.

"What about you? How's the expat wife life treating you?"

I laughed. The sound came out flat. "That's why I wanted to meet."

Simon's dark eyes studied my face. He didn't speak. Just waited.

"I'm bored Simon."

His eyebrows lifted. "Bored? You've got what, three or four regular guys fucking you?"

"James shows up twice a week. Jonah fucks me in the garden every time he works. It's good. Their cocks are perfect. But it's routine now."

"Routine."

"Yeah. James texts. I say yes. We fuck in the pool or on the bed. Jonah strips me by the lounger. Same positions. Same rhythm." I took another sip of wine. "The edge is gone."

Simon set his beer down. His fingers drummed the table. "Am I boring too?"

The question hung between us. Honest. A little vulnerable.

I looked at him. Really looked. His intelligent eyes. The way his mouth curved when he was thinking. The calm confidence in how he moved through the world.

"You're boyfriend material Simon."

"That's not an answer."

"It is." I reached across the table. Put my hand over his. "If we were both single? I'd fall for you. Hard. You're smart and decent and you fuck me like you actually see me."

"But?"

"Not but. 'And' is the right word." I squeezed his hand. "I need that. I get that from you and from Tom. But I also need naughty and sneaky and wild."

Simon grinned. His thumb rubbed across my knuckles. "So I'm the boring safe option between your exciting adventures?"

"You're the one who reminds me I'm a person and not just a collection of holes."

He laughed. The sound was warm and genuine. "Jesus Rachel. You really know how to compliment a guy."

"I'm serious."

"I know you are." He lifted his beer. Took a long drink. Set it down. "I get it. You want the rush. The unpredictable shit that makes your pussy wet before anyone even touches you."

"Exactly."

"And James showing up at the same time every Tuesday doesn't do that anymore."

"No. It doesn't."

Simon leaned forward. His eyes held mine. "You know I love you right? In my fucked up way."

My chest tightened. "I know."

"Good." He stood. Dropped cash on the table. "Come upstairs anyway. Let the boyfriend material guy fuck you properly."

I stood. Grabbed my bag. "Room number?"

"412. Checked in this afternoon."

We walked through the lobby. My heels clicked on the marble floor. Simon's hand rested light on my lower back. His palm was warm through the thin cotton of my dress.

The elevator doors slid open. We stepped inside. The space was small. Mirrored walls reflected us back. My blonde hair fell loose over my shoulders. His shirt was wrinkled from the Nairobi heat.

The doors closed. The elevator hummed upward.

Simon turned. His hands found my waist. Pulled me close. His mouth came down on mine. His lips moved slow against mine. His tongue traced my lower lip. Slipped inside when I opened for him.

I kissed him back. Tasted beer and mint. My hands found his chest. Felt his heart beating under my palms. His stubble scraped my soft cheeks.

His hands stayed on my waist. Didn't grab my ass. Didn't grope my tits. Just held me steady while his mouth worked mine. Deep and thorough.

The elevator dinged. Fourth floor. We broke apart. His forehead rested against mine for a breath. Then the doors opened.

The hallway was quiet. Cream walls. Dark wood doors. The smell of fresh laundry and air conditioning.

Room 412 was at the end. Simon pulled the keycard from his pocket. The lock beeped green. The door swung open.

The room was standard hotel. King bed with white sheets. Dark wood furniture. Floor to ceiling windows overlooking the garden. The evening light filtered through sheer curtains. Cast everything in soft gold.

The door clicked shut behind us.

Simon turned back to me. His hands cupped my face. Thumbs brushed my cheekbones. He kissed me again. Slower this time. Like we had all night. Like he was savoring me.

We broke apart. His breath was warm on my lips.

"I needed that," I said.

"I know."

I stepped back. My hands found the straps of my sundress. Slid them off my shoulders. The blue cotton fell down my arms. Over my full breasts. Past my wide hips. Pooled at my feet.

I wasn't wearing a bra. My heavy tits hung natural. My pink nipples were already stiff. I hooked my thumbs in my white panties. Pushed them down my thick thighs. Stepped out of them.

I stood naked in the golden light. Let him look.

Simon pulled his shirt over his head. Tossed it on the chair. His lean chest was pale. A few dark hairs scattered across his pecs. He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his jeans. Pushed them down with his boxers.

His cock stood hard. White and thick. The head was flushed dark pink. A bead of precum glistened at the tip.

We stood facing each other. Just looking. His eyes traveled over my curvy body. My ample breasts. My soft belly. The blonde hair between my legs. Not hungry. Appreciative.

"You're beautiful Rachel."

"Come here."

Simon closed the distance. His hands found my waist. Pushed me backward. My legs hit the edge of the bed. I fell back onto the white sheets. The mattress gave soft beneath my weight.

He climbed over me. His lean body covered mine. His hard cock pressed against my belly. Hot and solid. His weight settled on top of me. His hands found my wrists. Pinned them above my head against the pillows.

His mouth found mine again. Kissed me deep while his body pressed me down into the bed. His chest hair scraped my sensitive nipples. My heavy tits flattened between us.

He pulled back. Looked down at me. His dark eyes moved over my face. My flushed cheeks. My parted lips. My blonde hair spread across the white pillows.

"I want to taste you first."

"Simon..."

"Let me make you feel good Rachel."

His mouth moved down. Kissed my neck. My collarbone. The valley between my heavy tits. His tongue traced around my left nipple. Circled the pink flesh. Then his lips closed around the stiff bud. Sucked gentle.

"Mmm."

He moved to my right breast. Kissed the soft flesh. Sucked my nipple between his lips. His tongue flicked the tip. His stubble scraped my sensitive skin.

His mouth traveled lower. Kissed down my soft belly. His hands pushed my thick thighs apart. Spread me open. He settled between my legs. His breath was hot against my pussy.

"You're already so wet."

His tongue licked through my slit. Slow. Bottom to top. Tasted me. His hands gripped my thighs. Held them wide. His tongue circled my clit. Gentle pressure. Teasing.

"Oh fuck."

He licked again. Firmer this time. His tongue flattened against my clit. Dragged up. Then back down. His lips closed around the sensitive bud. Sucked. Released. Sucked again.

My hips lifted off the bed. Pressed against his mouth. My hands found his hair. Gripped. Held him there.

His tongue moved lower. Pushed inside my pussy. Fucked me with it. Shallow strokes. His nose rubbed against my clit. The dual sensation made my thighs shake.

"Right there. Don't stop."

Simon pulled his tongue out. Licked back up to my clit. Circled it. His right hand moved from my thigh. Two fingers pressed against my entrance. Pushed inside. Curled up. Found that spot on my front wall.

"Ahh. Simon. Yes."

His fingers pumped slow. In and out. His tongue worked my clit. Circling. Flicking. Sucking. The rhythm was perfect. Steady. Building pressure low in my belly.

His fingers moved faster. His tongue stayed focused on my clit. Licking. Sucking. My pussy clenched around his fingers. My walls gripped tight. That coil wound tighter.

"I'm gonna cum. Fuck. Your mouth. Ahh."

He didn't change pace. Kept the same rhythm. His fingers curled. Hit that perfect spot with each stroke. His lips sucked my clit. His tongue flicked fast.

My orgasm hit hard. My back arched off the bed. My thighs clamped around his head. My pussy spasmed around his fingers. Pulsed. My hands pulled his hair. My breath came out in gasps.

"Oh god. Oh fuck. Simon."

He kept going. Drew it out. His tongue gentler now. His fingers slowing. Easing me down from the peak. My body shook. Aftershocks rippled through my core.

Finally he pulled back. His face was wet with my arousal. His lips glistened. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Grinned up at me.

"Better?"

"So much better."

He climbed back up my body. His hands found my wrists again. Pinned them above my head. His mouth found mine. I tasted myself on his lips. Salt and musk. His tongue pushed deep.

His left hand moved between our bodies. Gripped his thick cock. Guided it between my legs. The head pressed against my pussy lips. Rubbed up and down my slit. Found my entrance.

He pushed in. The head spread my pussy lips apart. Stretched me. His shaft followed. Thick and steady. Filled me inch by inch. My walls gripped him. Wet and sensitive from cumming.

"Fuck. You're so wet Rachel."

"Your mouth did that."

He bottomed out. His cock buried completely inside my pussy. His pelvis pressed against mine. His balls rested against my ass. We both held still. Just feeling the connection.

His eyes stayed locked on mine. I watched his pupils dilate. Saw the concentration in his face. The care. He started moving. Pulled out slow. His cock dragged through my gripping pussy. Then pushed back in. Deep and deliberate.

"How does that feel?"

"Perfect."

"Tell me what you like Rachel. What do you need?"

His hips kept their steady rhythm. In and out. His thick white cock pumping into my stretched pussy. The wet sounds filled the quiet room. Squelch. Squelch. His balls slapped soft against me.

"Harder. I need you to fuck me harder."

Simon released my wrists. Both hands moved to my thighs. Pushed them wider. Spread me open more. His pace increased. His cock drove deeper. Faster. The angle changed. His shaft dragged against my front wall.

"Ahh. Yes. Right there."

My hands found his shoulders. Gripped his lean muscles. My nails dug into his pale skin. Left red marks. His chest pressed against my soft tits with each thrust. My stiff nipples scraped his skin.

His mouth found my neck. Kissed the sensitive spot below my ear. Sucked hard. His teeth grazed my flesh. His stubble burned my pale throat.

"Your pussy feels perfect. So tight around my cock."

"Mmm. Keep talking. Tell me."

His hips slammed harder now. His cock pounded into me. The bed frame creaked. The headboard tapped the wall. Rhythm matching his thrusts. His breathing got heavier. Hot air rushed against my neck.

"Love watching your face when you take my cock. Love seeing your blonde hair spread out. Your big tits bouncing."

"Fuck. Simon. Ungh."

His hands slid under my ass. Gripped my round cheeks. Lifted my hips off the bed. Changed the angle again. His cock drove impossibly deeper. Hit my cervix. Pain and pleasure mixed sharp.

"You're so fucking beautiful Rachel. The way your body moves. The sounds you make."

My pussy clenched around his shaft. The praise landed different
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