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READ AN EXCERPT:

Now it was my turn to explore him as I thrust my hand up his t-shirt, feeling his rugged, muscled and hairy chest, trailing my fingers around the indentations of his rippled body, building up a picture of the athletic frame that lay beneath it.  I knew he liked to take care of himself, but it was all of a sudden hitting home just how dedicated he must be in the gym.

I couldn't bear to keep his chest caged any longer and began pulling his t-shirt up his stomach and Jacques did the rest, dragging it up and over his head in one fluid motion that accentuated the muscles in his torso, the lighting casting shadows of his pecs and six-pack.

"Wow, I'm impressed."

"Haha," he chuckled shyly.  "Thanks, baby."  He was always bad at taking compliments.

He moved back in to kiss me and I felt our naked bodies touch each other, the heat from him contrasting against my moist, cool skin.  He wrapped a hand around me and pulled me close into him and any misery I'd felt left me there and then, feeling so safe and secure in his arms.  The world suddenly didn't seem so bad.

My hands moved round the front and pulled at the waist of his pants and I plunged a hand down his boxer shorts, keen to get a feel of his meaty cock.

I delved down, feeling the coarse hair and pushing past it until I hit a protrusion of flesh, my fingers traced along its stiff exterior, gauging its size before wrapping a hand around it and tugging at it roughly, my movements stifled by his pants.

Keen to jerk his cock harder, I loosed his belt, popping the buttons of his jeans open and tugging them down his leg forcefully, kissing my way over his bare chest, sucking on his nipple and tonguing his navel.  I teased my way down his body, but I was just as eager as he was for my arrival at his thick, stiff shaft.

I stalled a little above his dick but the temptation was too strong to tease him any longer.  Quickly I dragged his boxer shorts down his leg and his cock sprang free, bursting upwards in its erection, its length thick and veined, looking delicious.
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My house-mate and I have a special relationship.  We get along well and I mean really well.  It wasn't always like this though and it's taken us a long time to get where we are today and feel comfortable about it.  We're house-mates, best friends and now, lovers.

Him and his girlfriend split up and she left a long time ago.  I've given up on her ever returning.  My house-mate, Jacques, says she'd seemed a little distant or regretful, perhaps pursuing a dream of hers or something.  The second she left and didn't say anything, she was no longer a friend of mine.  She'd hurt Jacques so bad and I hated seeing him like that.

The moment our relationship changed was juxtaposed by a moment of sheer depression and rejection for me.  I'd been out with what turned out to be the last date with my ex-boyfriend.  He'd dumped me that night after a long meal and I'd ran out of the restaurant distraught, streaming off into the wet, dank night.  I walked the whole way home and by the time I made it back, I was drenched, head to toe, my dress sticking to my body.

I crashed through the door wailing, tears streaming down my face.

"He dumped me, Jacques!" I cried, and he came rushing over to comfort me.

"What's wrong, baby?  My God you're soakin', girl!" he said holding my shoulders and staring into my tear swept eyes.  "What happened?"
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