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His Bigger, Better Brother
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Jessica had met her husband-to-be in college when they were both interning at the same PR firm. He was the second guy she’d ever slept with. The guy she slept with in high school had been a disaster and a clumsy awkward disappointment. So when she was with Jeff the first time, and he pretty much knew where everything went, she was relieved. Sex with Jeff was nice. Uninspiring perhaps, but pleasant; like vanilla ice cream. Sure, she heard stories the other girls told about guys with huge dicks and incredible stamina, guys who could melt you with a touch of their hand, but she always just assumed that was bragging. She wasn’t one of those girls anyway. She wasn’t the type of girl that guys like that picked out of a crowd.

She was pretty enough, she supposed. She wasn’t one of those cute little stick figures or those voluptuous Barbie-doll queens. She stayed in reasonably good shape, treadmill twice a week and yoga on Sundays. She didn’t eat like shit, but she wasn’t a health food junky. She was just a regular girl, and she didn’t have adventures like that. Jeff was nice and he treated her well and if he was a little unexciting that was just the price she had to pay for a safe, comfortable life.

When he asked her to marry him she agreed without any hesitation. The clean cut, attractive man would be her life partner for better or worse or whatever else. When he asked her if she’d be willing to have the wedding in his small hometown in Texas, she agreed. She didn’t need a big wedding in some big city venue. Jeff and her didn’t have the money for that anyway.

Now, as she was riding up to the small farm house down the winding dirt road, she was wondering if she had made a mistake. She could smell the odor of cow-shit or horse-shit or some other kind of contamination floating through the air. This was not the romantic refuge she had imagined in the back of her mind. The farmhouse itself was worn down and almost depressing.

As the car pulled to a stop in front of the old white building, and Jessica stepped out onto the dusty front lot, there was only a single figure coming up to greet them.

“Where is everyone,” Jeff asked the figure behind the swirling dust kicked up from a rough wind.

“Just me, Little Brother,” a deep, baritone voice answered. It was the voice of a radio announcer or a professional newscaster. It had that deep calming tone that made you feel warm and safe, and Jessica was embarrassed to admit to herself, a little turned on. “Everyone’s out at church. I couldn’t wait to see that pretty, big-city girl you tricked into marrying you.”

As the dust cleared Jessica caught sight of Jeff’s big brother. The only picture she had ever seen of them was from when they were kids, and damn had he grown up. The man was as tall as Jeff, at nearly six-foot, but he was wide and muscular, with a tan complexion and short ruffled hair that appeared to have been bleached blonde by the sun. In the city, he would have probably been a model; out here, well; she guessed he worked the farm. At least the chiseled muscles of his arms seemed to say he worked with those big, vein-crossed hands. 

She smiled at the man, hoping she wasn’t drooling as he stepped up. She put out her hand but he stepped past it and pulled her into a tight hug. 

His strong arms lifted her into the air, gently and easily holding her as his hands ran across her back, her hips, the small of her back. His hands seemed to explore her, stopping just shy of her ass, tantalizing the beginning of that curve, just at the top edge of her panties. She felt herself tingle at the warm strength of his hands on the fabric of her thin, summer dress, as her tits pressed against his solid, muscle bound chest.

Jeff laughed, “Don’t get carried away, Tyler.”

Tyler set her back down on the ground an arms-length from him, his strong hands holding her solidly by the hips. He turned his face to his brother and said, “I’ll fight you for her.”

Jessica laughed, but the idea made her feel light-headed. She couldn’t resist glancing down at Tyler’s crotch, noting the bulge in his jeans. He was definitely bigger than Jeff in more ways than one.

Jeff laughed off his brother’s statement. “Find your own girl,” he said.

Tyler looked at her again. He looked her up and down with such an appraising eye that she started to blush, and she couldn’t believe Jeff didn’t say anything. But instead it was Tyler who next spoke. “Beautiful girl like you doesn’t come around here very often. Jeff should have known better then to bring you home.”

Jessica and Jeff were both laughing, but Tyler was only smiling his wicked, charming smile. He gave Jessica a wink then released his firm grasp on her hips. She hadn’t realized how much his grip had been steadying her until she almost collapsed as he let go. She felt like a girl in an old movie, swooning, but she regained her balance before she embarrassed herself by collapsing and neither Jeff nor his magnificent older brother seemed to notice. 

“Why don’t I take you out later,” Tyler said. “I’ll teach you some horseback riding.”

Jessica giggled like a stupid school girl. “Okay,” she said, hoping Jeff couldn’t see her trembling body or the impression of her rock-hard nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her dress.

As Tyler walked away Jeff pulled her close to him. “I thought you were scared of horses?” he said. 

“I am,” was the only answer she could manage without betraying her trembling excitement. She knew she was not the type of girl to cheat on her fiancée, especially with his brother. But there was nothing wrong with having a naughty little fantasy, and big-brother Tyler made one hell of a fantasy.

They went up to Jeff’s old room and Jeff, tired from the long trip, asked if she would mind if he took a nap. Jessica encouraged him, telling him she would probably join him later, and then she wandered down to the living room. She was embarrassed and excited to see Tyler sitting on the worn floral couch down there.

“Hi again,” she said and then giggled as if it was a joke.

“Hello there Gorgeous,” he said. “Ready for that riding lesson?”

“I don’t really... I’m scared of horses.”

Tyler laughed. “Who said anything about horses?”

Jessica laughed as well. Clearly Tyler was a big flirt. Well, there was nothing wrong with a little harmless flirting. “You give a lot of riding lessons to the girls Jeff brings home?”

He smiled, looking her up and down with his cool, steel eyes. He spoke with sudden sincerity. “Jeff doesn’t bring home a lot of girls, but there’s been a few, yes.”

She felt suddenly awkward. Perhaps she wasn’t really good at flirting. It suddenly didn’t feel harmless at all. It all felt too real... too intense, and she was already starting to feel guilty. Tyler stepped up to her, suddenly very close. She could smell the rough, masculine scent of his body, and feel the electric presence of his skin. “It’s okay,” he said, his voice soft but comforting, rumbling down her spine. “You don’t have to say anything.” His hands touched her again, gentle and firm at the small of her back and the side of her hip. He pulled her closer to him, pressing her soft body against his firm frame.

She was trembling as she spoke. “I don’t think I should be...”

“Shhh,” he commanded. “I thought I told you not to say anything.”

Suddenly her feminism disappeared, and her legs felt weak at Tyler’s calm, authority. She knew she should argue with him. She knew she should push him away and walk out of the room, but his touch felt so good, and it was just so much easier to give in to his powerful, magnetic presence. She gazed up into his eyes, and he lifted one hand to cradle her neck while he kissed her. His kiss was like an electric jolt, sending her heart racing and her pussy tingling with excitement. The amazing sensation of his powerful kiss pushed everything out of her mind and she gave in to the pleasure. She kissed him back, driving her tongue into his mouth with sudden, uncontrollable hunger. She wrapped her arms around his neck and threw her legs around his waist, allowing his stable frame to hold her up.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpered between wet, passionate kisses. “Oh fuck, you’re amazing. I need you. I need fucking need you so fucking bad.”

Tyler threw her down on the couch and knelt over her. He ripped open the front of her light summer dress. Her dress was ruined but she didn’t care. She breathed in deep as the cold air hit her naked tits, her nipples hard as ice. She began to shimmy out of the dress as she watched Tyler strip out of his clothes. His body was perfect, muscular and masculine. Tyler’s body was everything that Jeff’s body only hinted at, and Jessica felt herself growing hot and wet between her legs looking at his gorgeous figure. Finally, he stripped out of his underwear and stood before her completely nude. His rock-hard cock was like a perfectly chiseled piece of art: Long and thick and bulging with contours and veins. 

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

“I know,” he said. “You can kiss it if you want to.”

She had never really liked sucking cock, but staring at that beautiful piece of meat she couldn’t wait to have it in her mouth. A cock like that needed to be showered in kisses and washed in wet saliva. A cock like that deserved to be worshiped. She sat up and leaned forward, looking up at him with shy eyes as she wrapped her lips around the head of his amazing rod.

She knew she should feel guilty but all she felt was sexy as the contours of her fiancées brother’s magnificent prick pushed across the surface of her soft lips. She watched his face for clues and guidance as she moved her head back and forth, stroking his warm shaft with her wet mouth. He gently touched her head, his strong hands felt huge in the silky strands of her hair.

“How’s it feel to suck a real cock for a change?” he asked.

She answered by sucking faster and harder, bobbing her head back and forth along the length of his perfect rod as she sat on the family couch in the center of the living room. She let her hands move up and down his muscular thighs, slurping loudly as her spit drooled across her lips and down her chin. 

Tyler moaned with gratifying pleasure as she worked his pole with her lips, eager to make him cum. Tyler’s breathing grew faster as his head tilted back and he closed his eyes. She sucked faster, sensing he was close to exploding his superior seed into her hungry mouth. Suddenly he stopped her though, tugging back firmly on her hair as he drew his hips back, withdrawing his spit wet erection from her lips. “You’re starving for cock, aren’t you City-Girl?” 

She blushed, her lips wet with drool, a line of saliva running from her mouth to the tip of his magnificent prick. She really was starving for cock. She had no idea how hungry for it she really was.

“There’s plenty of time,” he told her. “We’re going to be family now, Little Sister. But right now, I need to feel that tight, city-girl pussy of yours.”

She lay back on the couch, and shimmied out of her panties.

She blushed when he looked at the slender line of her trimmed little bush and said, “What a pretty little pussy you have Little Sister.” She spread her legs wide, her wet cunt aching for him.

He climbed onto the couch and firmly grabbed her thighs, pulling her slightly down as he bent his face to her wet slit and began to lick. Her whole body trembled as his strong tongue moved inside her. She pressed her hands to his soft blonde hair and whimpered with pleasure.  Jeff was a good little pussy eater, but he had no finesse, just eager diligence, but Tyler knew his way around a woman’s body. As his tongue moved teasingly around her cunt, and gently stroked her swollen clit, she became more and more excited. It only took a few minutes till she could feel the beginning whispers of a powerful orgasm moving inside her. She rocked her hips, pressing her warm cunt to his mouth as his strong lips and tongue worked her body with skillful, passionate precision. Her body shuddered with pleasure, but she needed that massive cock of his to take her over the edge.

“Fuck me,” she whispered, trying to keep her voice from carrying upstairs to where her fiancée was sleeping. “Fuck me now. I need your beautiful cock inside me.”

He moved up her body and pressed his lips, slick with the juice of her pussy, to her mouth and kissed her. She kissed him eagerly, wrapping her arms around his strong torso and feeling his muscular back and ass.

“Fuck me,” she continued to beg when his mouth moved to her long, slender neck. “Please fuck me now.”

When his hard cock finally pressed into her wet hole she whimpered with a deep and profound feeling of fullness. It hurt some, but the feeling of intense completion as that massive dick pushed deeper inside her than anything had ever touched her before, filled her with ecstasy. “Oh fuck,” she cried. “Oh fuck you’re so big. You’re so fucking big. It’s amazing.”

He kissed the tender flesh of her neck as she ran her fingernails down his v shaped back. She whimpered and cried out as he began to move his beautiful rod deep inside her, pressing into her with slow arcs. Her legs spread wider, welcoming him in deeper as her heels pressed to the back of his thighs as if spurring him on like a stallion. He began to move harder and faster inside her.

She whimpered with every thrust, his weight rocking her body back and forth, her cunt tingling with pleasure and burning with raw, throbbing pain. “Harder,” she begged him. “Fuck me harder.” And he did, his rock-hard body moving against her soft, warm flesh with powerful, grinding thrusts. She whimpered each time he drew back and cried out with every thrust. She lost all sense of where she was, no longer caring if her high pitched voice carried throughout the house and woke up her husband-to-be while she fucked his gorgeous brother. Nothing mattered except that beautiful cock pressing deep into her womb. In the height of ecstasy, she didn’t care who knew. No... she wanted everyone to know that she was finally getting fucked like she deserved to get fucked.

“Oh yes,” she cried. “Oh fuck yes! I’m going to cum! Your big, beautiful cock is making me cum!” Suddenly she was hit with an orgasm that made her realize she had never really had an orgasm before. Everything she’d ever felt before had just been a pleasant feeling of release, but this was a deep, pounding explosion of every cell in her body, firing with ecstatic overload. “Fuck,” she cried. “You’re a god Tyler! You’re a fucking God!”

The orgasm passed but still his beautiful cock moved inside her. Every movement of his beautiful dick was like another miniature orgasm tingling deep within her hungry, wet cunt. She couldn’t speak anymore, she couldn’t think, all she could do is whimper and cry and rock her body against his, feeling his powerful body flexing has he humped her. Suddenly he moved back, leaving just the tip of his cock inside her warm slit, he grabbed her hips and spun her onto her knees and elbows. He knelt behind her and began to fuck her like she was an animal, pounding ruthlessly at her already ravaged cunt as he gripped her by the hip and the hair.

She pressed her ass back towards him, wanting to be his animal. Wanting to be his filthy little doggy as the pleasure began to build inside her body, escalating towards another intense explosion of sensual completion, even as Tyler’s massive prick abused her tender womb. 

Suddenly it hit her, and she cried out once more as her body radiated and pulsed with overwhelming sensation. The feeling built and magnified and then suddenly passed, but still Tyler pounded her cunt.

“Oh fuck yes,” Tyler growled as he impaled her over and over. “You’re going to be a good little sister for me. I’m going to pump your cunt full of babies for my brother to raise. But not today. Today I’m going to fill your pretty little mouth with my cum.”

Jessica’s mouth watered at the thought and when Tyler slid his cock out of her cunt, she eagerly dropped to the floor in front of the couch. Tyler sat back on the couch and she draped her head over his lap, taking his prick, glistening with the juice of her pussy and smelling of her powerful orgasms, and sliding it once more into her wet, hungry mouth. She slurped loudly as she bobbed her head over his lap, her hair tickling his skin as her tits pressed against his thighs. He put his big hand on her ass and moaned with pleasure as she serviced his beautiful rod with her mouth. She placed one hand on his ball sack, gently massaging his heavy balls and then her other hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking him eagerly. 

“Are you ready to taste a real man’s cum?” he asked her.

She said yes, but it was garbled by the girth of his cock. He must have been used to talking to girls with his hard dick in their mouth, because he understood her perfectly and began to squirt her hungry orifice full of creamy sperm. She swallowed salty gulp after salty gulp of his potent seed as she continued to work her mouth back and forth along his throbbing shaft. When he was fully spent, and she had swallowed every drop of his delicious semen, she smiled up at him, feeling more satisfied and blissfully relaxed than she had ever felt before.

“Thank you for feeding me Big Brother,” she purred in a teasing, confident voice she didn’t know she had.

Tyler pet her soft hair with his strong, working man’s hand. “You’re going to be an excellent addition to the family, Little Sister. Now go back to bed and give Little Brother a nice big kiss for me.”

She kissed his dick one more time as he began to soften against his muscular thigh. Then she slipped back upstairs, put on a robe and woke her fiancée with a cum filled kiss.

“Oh hey,” he said. “You’re in a good mood.”

“I think we should move down here,” she purred. “So you can be close to your family.”
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Shopping for Dark Meat
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Cassie walked through the jewelry department of the mall. She was wearing her black yoga pants and a pink t shirt that hung just low enough to brush curve of her small, round ass. She didn’t look like a 32-year-old woman and mother of two. Her tan skin shined with a youthful and healthy glow and her black hair was healthy and lustrous. She worked hard to keep herself fit and pretty. Her husband, on the other hand, had never been in her league in the looks department. If he didn’t have such a good job, she probably wouldn’t have ever even noticed him. She had told herself that it didn’t matter. There were certain things a girl had to give up for security. But lately she had been craving more. Lately she had been craving a real man.

It wasn’t just that his dick was small, she was pretty sure she could work around that little disappointment, but he refused to accept that he was out of her league. He refused to show proper gratefulness for her affection. He refused to really commit to pleasing her. It was as if he thought, just because he had money, that he deserved her. It was annoying that she needed to pretend he was a real man, instead of having him grovel at her feet like men of his type were meant to do.

She supposed he was a good husband in every other way. He was raising her kids as his own and he worked very hard without ever complaining about her spending all his money. She was trying to be a good wife to him, and had been faithful since the night he proposed over three years before, but she was bored. Today she was trying to kill that boredom with a little bit of retail therapy. Not to mention feeling the attention of all the men at the mall, staring at her tight, little body as she walked slowly and teasingly along in the thin, clinging fabric of her workout clothes.

Everywhere that Cassie walked in the stores of the brightly lit indoor mall wearing her skintight pants, men tried to covertly stare at her tight little body and it was giving her an incredible rush and an intense sense of power. She wondered idly if she was actually doing the world a disservice, denying access of her gorgeous, fit body to the men who really deserved it. 

It was an idle thought and she didn’t take it seriously as she continued her comfort shopping, husbands credit card in hand. She hadn’t yet found anything to buy, but she was already feeling a little better, basking in the attention of strangers. 

She was bending over to look at a shiny necklace in a well-lit glass display case when she heard a deep voice echoing behind her. “Thank god for yoga pants,” the voice said. 

Without straightening up she looked over her shoulder to see a tall, fit black man admiring her without the slightest hint of shame.

She stood up and looked back at him. “Are you talking to me?” she asked, trying to sound indifferent as she gawked at his young, handsome face. He was barely over twenty and built like an athlete. He looked like a basketball player, with long, perfectly formed muscles. He wore loose basketball shorts and a t shirt that showed off his thick arms. His skin was dark and smooth and glowing with youthful energy.

“Girl,” he said. “You know you’re rocking those pants. Don’t play dumb with me.”

Cassie almost blushed but tried to sound offended as she moved slightly towards him. “You talk to all the women you meet at the mall like this, young man?”

“Just the hot ones, Ma’am.”

Cassie felt her knees wanting to give out as his deep, sexy voice called her one of the ‘hot ones’. A virile young stud like this could have his pick of any girl, no matter how hot. He stood six foot tall, with rich, black skin and a lean sexy body. Cassie pushed down the nervous butterflies in her tummy. “I’m a married woman, you know?” she said in a scolding tone.

“I don’t want to buy you jewelry,” he said. “I just want to give you so many orgasms you forget your own name.”

Cassie was stunned to silence.

“I’m Tre,” the gorgeous young man told her. “Come on. I’ve got a place nearby. You might want to call your husband and tell him you’ll be home late though. You’re going to be busy for quite a while.”

Cassie felt a moment hesitation, but she couldn’t fight the confident draw of this cocky young man. She took a deep breath and felt her reluctance melt away, leaving her feeling sensuous and powerful. She strolled up to him and pressed her body close. “I don’t need to call my husband,” she said. “He’ll wait.” 

Tre laughed, “Got the little bitch trained?”

Cassie nodded, looking up at the delicious young man. Tre put his arm around her slender waist and guided her with his powerful, wide hand as he led her out of the mall. He led her across the street to an apartment complex. It was a cheap and dangerous looking place, but she felt safe in the powerful black man’s arms. His apartment was small but clean with very little furniture. He had a huge television but no couch, his living room seating instead consisting of lawn chairs. He led her past it and straight into the bedroom which had a cheap, king sized mattress on a raw wood box-spring. It was covered with an inexpensive but comfortable looking imitation fur blanket.
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