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Chapter 1

I pull open the umbrella to protect myself from the thundering rain splashing onto my face. 

In an attempt to prevent myself from getting drenched, I quickly shelter my head as I exit the cafe. 

Another day, another dollar.  I remind myself. It’s been a long day working at the cafe, and now I just can't wait to get home and put my tired feet up But first I need to maneuver my way through the torrential rain in the dark streets of Boston. The darkness encapsulates the city earlier and earlier with each passing winter evening and walking home almost becomes a race against time and darkness. 

I feel a cold blast of wind flick my thighs as it races up between my legs, finally resting on my panties. I really shouldn't have worn such a short skirt today. 

I pick up the pace, I need to get back into the warmth of my flat and just soak away the long day. Ever since my ex-boyfriend left me four months ago. I have made full use of the space in the flat. To be honest, part of me is glad he left. Craig ended up being a real asshole towards the end, a night of arguing culminated in him tearing a hole in my heart when he claimed he wanted to be with someone who wanted more from life than a waitressing job.

What a fucking asshole. I gave him three fucking years of my life. And this is how he repaid me.

He knows what I’ve gone through and he knows it’s not easy. Yet there he was screaming at me, my body tensing and part of me thought he would grab something, anything and start physically lashing out at me. But it was words. No violence. Thankfully. 

I moved to Boston three years ago and started seeing Craig in my second week here. I was following onto a series of auditions for a number of various role. The excitement at landing an acting job started to diminish gradually with each passing interview. But I wasn't going to give up. There became a point where I had to get part time jobs to make ends meet while still auditioning and working in the cafe was just one of them. 

Some of the auditions have taken my to the final shortlist rounds, but I’ve never quite made the cut, for some reason or another. 

Me and Craig broke up last month, or should I say, I kicked the bastard out my life last month. I know I am better off without him but he has left a hole in my life. I hole that I need to fill and fill very quickly. You see, the only thing I will miss about Craig is the explosive action in the bedroom. His huge cock knew exactly how to work my body. How to pry my legs open and to take my thirty pussy on a roller coaster ride, ending in a messy wet orgasm. Craig has been the only man in my life to light a spark between my thighs the moment his cock appeared. But a relationship cannot exist on sex. And I just couldn't hold back purely for it. 

I pick up the pace, walking faster with each step towards my flat. This fucking rain is starting to soak through me, I hear the patter of footsteps as people rush to get home but there has been a consistent patter of footsteps behind me. Almost as if someone has been following me for the last twenty minutes. I quickly look behind me but can't see anyone through the rain and fog. Nothing appears out of the ordinary. Maybe my brain just made them up. Hearing anything in the screaming barrage of raindrops would be a miracle. 

I feel a sudden twinge between my legs as the thought of Craig awakens my hungry pussy. It's been over a month since I’ve been fucked and I miss the feel of a thick long cock inside of me. Everytime, I look to fantasise, I imagine Craig’s cock. I hate myself for that. Craig’s cock is the biggest I’ve ever experienced. He has stretched me in ways no man has ever could. My whole body would be his playground for his pleasure, everything apart from my ass. There is no way I could let a cock of his gigantic size into my tight and unexplored ass. I just couldn’t. There is no telling what he would do to it. Yet, even with one untouched inch. He could sexually satisfy me like no man ever had in the past. I hate him for that. I hate that despite him being an absolute fucking dick. My pussy still wants to feel his cock stretching and exploring its depths. 

I finally make it back home and  shelter myself under the small roof under the porch and shake the wetness of the brolly. Oh god, how I wish I was shaking the wetness from between my legs. The brolly is soaked through.I click open the door and enter the flat which was once ours to share. I need to move on though. Regardless of how sensational he was between the sheet, how orgasmic every second was with monster cock was, I need to move on and put him behind me. 

I shove my jacket to the side and stare at my reflection in the front room full view mirror. I yank off my wet t-shirt and pull down my skirt. I stare at my reflection wearing her black bra and knickers. I lift my heavy breasts adjusting the bra a little more comfortably. It’s a problem  I get a lot with my large breasts. I prefer to wear tighter clothes and sometimes the outfits can become too tight. The shape of my breasts become more pronounced under their clothing. My skirt showing a hint of panties. My legs slobbered with drool from passing men. But it's just how I like it. I flaunt my body, I want the cocks of the world to take my body and pound into me. Even more so that I am constantly horny and waiting to be fucked. Not fucked. But. Fucked. Senseless. 

I hear a loud thud on my door, followed by an even louder thud and I quickly pull up the security camera feed on the television. Craig was anything if not paranoid. For some reason, he would insist on having top notch security in the house. He had insisted it was for my protection, but there was something else he wasn't telling me. The four way camera is split into four screens. Each screen showing a different part outside of our ground floor flat. I zoom into the one hovering above the front door. 

The screen shows are four large men standing outside, Their arms folded against their bulging chests, muscles popping outs screaming their platinum membership status at the gym. The men create a circle around the door clearly blocking anyone leaving or entering. The man knocking on the door. I recognize him. Andre. He has visited the house on several occasions  talking with Craig in hushed tones. To say that Andre is handsome is an understatement. His perfectly sculpted body, his handsome good looks and his deep and musky voice would melt any woman’s heart. I have no doubt he is a hit with the ladies. 

I press the intercom in the front room wall “Hello, can I help you”

“Hello Kelly, sorry to trouble you this evening. But I wonder if I can pop inside and have a quiet word?” His musky voice travels through the intercom and invades the room with is mellow and dominating tone. 

Craig has told me he would borrow money from Andre occasionally. Andre is in the business of money lending but from my limited encounters with him. I trust him. He has always been, overly polite, if anything with me. 

I clicked back on the intercom “That’s fine, but only yourself”

I buzz him through and wait until he shuts the door behind him, I take him through to the kitchen and he declines the offer of a drink.

“Is Craig around by any chance?” I watch Andre’s lips and follow his body down his chiselled face and rest on his well toned body, his muscles bulging through his tight black t-shirt. I thought I look good in a tight top. But. Damn. He. Looks. Hot.

His voice penetrates the air with it’s dominance and his body towers over my mine as his eyes start fucking mine without so much as asking. His mere presence clouds the kitchen with his power and authority. My eyes look back into his and I feel a spark between legs. I can't help but visualize the man standing in front of me plowing through my hungry and deprived
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