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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?"

"He dumped me, Jacques!  He fucking dumped me," I sobbed, crying into his chest.

"Aww, he jus' don't know a good thing when he sees it, sugar."

"He's such an asshole," I said dejected, my shoulders bouncing with my sporadic cries.

"Well, you jus' don't have to worry about him anymore, Brandy," he said comforting me.  "You keep that chin up now and you keep rollin', OK?"

"I will," I murmured.  

"And Jesus, girl, you're soakin'," he bellowed, patting  down my sides and at the top of my ass.  "Let's get you out of them clothes or you'll catch a chill."

I could always rely on Jacques to care for me, even if I couldn't depend on any of the other men in my life.  He would always be there, always be happy to help and always love me.  In many ways, he was the perfect man for me, I just had trouble seeing it.

He took me through to the bathroom and handed me a dry towel out of the laundry closet.  Before he'd even had chance to leave I was peeling my dress down myself, uncaring.  Whether I was lost in the depression of my recent jilting or had a subliminal urge to have Jacques see me undress I couldn't be sure, but it got the response I wanted eventually.

"Damn, Brandy, can't you let me get out the room first?" he hollered, running a hand through his lustrous brown hair, mock-flustered at the sight of me nude.

"Sorry, Jacques, I ain't thinkin' straight," I confessed, before noticing he was in no real rush to leave me be.  "Can you come and put this towel round me," I asked, keen to see how far I could push him.

He moved over to me awkwardly and I could sense the arousal in how uncomfortable he was.  He was having naughty thoughts and I wasn't about to let them go unattended in my fragile need for comfort.

He moved in front and wrapped the towel around my back, bringing it round to attempt to cover my modesty.  But I wasn't interested in that.  I gently took the towel from him as he let it loose from his grip and draped it around both of us, pulling him into my wet body.

"Damn, girl, I don' know if you know what you're doing, but I ain't sure it's a great idea!"  He was panicking slightly but I was keen to allay his fears.

"No-one will know but us, Jacques," I said pulling him tight in towards me, feeling his cock growing in his pants as my wet body pressed against him, my nipples already poking through my bra.

"But baby, we can't," he said solemnly, as though it was something he wanted but feared the consequences.

"There's nothin' bad it," I suggested, moving in close towards him to kiss his thin lips.

He was real hot-stuff, my house-mate.  I don't know why she ever left him, as nice as he was.  Not only was he so loving and caring, but he had a rugged air of good looks.  Fairly trim and muscled, face often strewn with a stubble that accentuated his prominent cheek-bones, contrasted by his soft, green eyes.  He was heaven.

"You're jus' trying to get me in trouble ain't ya?" he said, defeated, succumbing to his overbearing lust and my lips met his with little resistance.

Passionately I teased my tongue past his teeth and wrapped it around his own, rolling it gently around and coaxing it out to meet between the embrace of our lips.  It darted out of his mouth and flayed lustfully inside me, convincing me that he was game for whatever was about to happen next.

"Wow," I cooed, melting into his arms as we broke the taboo.  I let the towel drop from me, standing in my bra and panties while his eyes surveyed my body.

"You sure have grown up a lot, baby," he swooned, seeming to remove my remaining modesty with his eyes alone.  I could sense the desire mounting in the room and quickly made plans to seize it.

"Come with me," I said and grabbed him by the arm, tugging him out of the bathroom and towards my bedroom at the back of the house.

"I ain't sure I like the look of this," he said walking with me into my room, saying it as though he knew it was something he should say, but was ultimately something he didn't believe.

"Maybe you'll like the look o' this," I retorted, and spun around towards him, unclasping my bra.  Maybe it was the wine from the evening or the shock of being dumped, but I was feeling far too horny and needed to go to bed unsatisfied.

His eyes locked on to my pert, young breasts, staring at them in wonderment, unsure of what he should do next and utterly speechless.  I could see him growing still beneath his pants, his hard erection raising his jeans and growing down his leg.  I bit my lips as I imagine what it might look like and hoped that I might find out soon enough.

"They sure are beautiful, baby," he droned distantly, as if entranced by my marvels.

I was proud of them, that's for sure and I was happy he seemed to like them too.  They'd always been bigger than most of the other girls' in my class, but more than that they were softly shaped and I often got compliments on them from men and women.  Now Jacques was showing his appreciation too.

He was drawn to them immediately.  With an animal-like instinct he walked purposefully over to me, stooping to target my breasts and licking his lips as he did so, consumed by his desire.

I inhaled quickly, flustered and a little shocked by his forwardness.  I'd hoped for this but hadn't expected it.  His stubbled lips clasped around my nipple and sucked hard, sending a tingling sensation through me as I let out a long, drawn-out breath, relaxing into his touch and embracing a long suppressed love.

"That feels nice, Jacques," I encouraged as his tongue lolled over the stiff nodes of my nipples, his teeth grazing and biting softly between strong sucks from his mouth.  It felt incredible, like nothing anyone had ever done to me before.

I felt his hands moving over my damp body, squeezing at my breast as he sucked from them and exploring down the curvaceous sides of my body, gripping at my ass and scratching it before rubbing at my hot cunt beneath my panties, feeling his finger tease up along the slit and play a little with my clit before moving away again, leaving me wanting more.

I could feel the arousal in my pussy as it instinctively began to ooze desire, my tunnel slick with my own juices, ready for whatever part of him was going to enter me first.

I stood almost completely naked as he explored my nubile body, running his hands all over me, softly tickling at my goose-pimpled skin and kissing at my breasts.  He kissed his way up my body now, along my breasts and up my chest, kissing my clavicle and tonguing at my neck, planting wet pecks along his route before our lips locked together again and we kissed passionately.

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.

I licked my lips, ready to savor my meal and moved my mouth over the crown of his cock, pushing over and downwards, taking as much of him inside me as I could until I felt him at the back of my throat.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





