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Author's note:
There is no incest in this story, real or
implied. There is no pseudo-incest, either. All four tales happen
in one night but are told from different points of view, about
different actions and experiences. You can read them in any order
and you can read any number of them, as each story is
self-contained. Enjoy!
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Excerpt

 


"UUUNNNGGGHHH!!!" I exclaimed, bucking
upward, toward the sofa. But Drew held tight, pulling me back and
impaling me. His cock plunged in, deep. I was more than ready, or
so I thought. He was so much bigger than Les, who had been my only
lover. He was even bigger and thicker than the vibrator I used at
home when my so-called boyfriend performed less than satisfactory
over the weekend. "OH!" I gasped. "FU-U-uck..."

 


It felt like a fist and forearm were jammed
in there but those delicious veins were doing their thing. An
orgasm well up, overpowering me and reducing me, instantly, into a
ragged fuck doll. I don't think he had all that much in me but the
moment I started cumming, he started fucking. Another climax and
another hit me, one on top of the other, and he plunged in deeper
and deeper with each one.

 


I scrambled, struggling to get away. The
orgasms were too much. Somewhere in the orgasmic fog clouding my
brain, I realized I was having G-spot orgasms. That had only
happened once before and only with my toy, not my boy. I liked it
but it was a little too much for me to do again. Now, though, I had
no choice. I was stuck, held in place by this hunky black man's
massive hands and thick, thrusting cock.

 


Drew was pounding me so hard that I
slid down the sofa and across the cushions. He came with me, his
body lying across mine as he pounded me. I lay there, humping back
with all my might, the orgasms overpowering me, my heart
threatening to explode – just as he promised! It was all too much
but I couldn't help myself. I had to have it all. "More!" I gasped,
barely audible. "Fuck me, more..."
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Chapter 1

 


 I started dating my boyfriend, Les, back when we were seniors
and it's been three wonderful years. I had known him since we were
both freshman but he was... Well, he was short. Like the shortest
kid in school. You can't really take a guy like that seriously. But
over the summer after our junior year, he finally had his growth
spurt. Not like over six feet or anything but close enough. Taller
than me, anyway. With that came confidence – he was already a
good-looking guy – and I found him charming. When he asked me out,
that was it.

 


He later confided in me
that while he had had a pretty good life – a terrific family with a
hard-working father who was absent a lot... "He's doing it for us,"
he would say. "But when he's home, he's there, you know what I mean?" His mom
was stay-at-home and looked after him and his little sister. Two
years younger, he was glad that he finally had matured physically,
so he could look after her. She was a cutey, alright, the boys were
all after her. She had confided in me, several times, including
recently, that although she had no intention of waiting until
marriage, she wanted it to be special, at least once. We were close
like that, almost like sisters. When she finally headed to junior
college, she and I carpooled on Fridays and Mondays, since I spent
the weekend at their house. It was nice that they had such
understanding parents.

 


But it wasn't all happiness and roses for
Les. I once asked him why he moved away in our junior year. "I
didn't move," he said, rather stunned. I told him I didn't remember
him being there.

 


"Did you go to another
school or something?" I countered. He hadn't. What did happen,
though, broke my heart. It turns out that there was a guy named
Drew. A handsome and outgoing black football player. Hot stuff, on
and off the field. Everybody loved this guy. Every guy wanted to be
him, every girl wanted to be with
him. Oh, he fueled many a fantasy, alright. But he
had his hands full with prospects so I knew that he and I would
never be.

 


I never forgot what Les told me about him,
though. Unbeknownst to us, he had tormented my future boyfriend,
calling him horrible names like "sissy" and "faggot" and making all
sorts of lewd suggestions. "It wasn't so bad the first year, but
the second... Well, I just shrank that year," Les told me. "I was
small enough already but I just sort of slunk into the corners of
the room. I had a hoodie that I wore, the hood up, every day. Even
when it was hot. I didn't want to be seen. I didn't want to be
noticed. I'm just glad he was a year ahead of us so that at least I
had a great senior year." That broke my heart so bad, I regretted
ever desiring Drew.
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