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Doing Bris



R. W. Shannon


It was a typical Tuesday afternoon. I had the place to myself, so, I thought, why the hell not? The cool air flowed in through my open windows, but I was careful to close the blinds. I wiggled my hips to the smooth sounds of the radio as I stepped out of my teal shorts. My gray tank top was already on the floor. I walked around the living room of my Georgetown condo, squeezing the full globes of my tits as my pussy moistened. My boyfriend, Jason, had moved in over the weekend and his boxes were everywhere. I maneuvered around them to gaze at my nude body in the hallway mirror.


My dark chocolate skin was covered with a fine layer of sweat from my hour-long jog around the park. I fingered my dark brown nipples until they hardened. My breath hitched as I watched myself run my hands down my torso to curve around the shaved mound between my legs. My brown eyes sparkled with mischief. Turning, I looked at my full ass in the mirror. I smacked the taut muscle before bending over. I realized, too late, that I couldn’t see my dark berry pussy from this angle and straightened up. Turning, I pointed at myself in the mirror.


“You’re so beautiful, Bris.”


I kissed my reflection in the mirror, winked, and then danced my way back into the living room and sat on the couch. Spreading my legs, I teased the soft nub of my clit. The muscle stiffened beneath my index finger. Moaning, I leaned back against the cushions and dipped my fingers down to explore my wet cave. I thrust my finger inside, then stroked my supple wall before pulling it out and doing it again. A tingling sensation engulfed my pussy but I wasn’t ready to cum yet.


Normally, just doing this much would’ve sent me into a fit of giggles before I passed out from embarrassment. When I touched myself, I normally did it in bed, under the cover of darkness. This was all new to me. On my right was the thing that started this whole “me time”; my black cosmetic bag. I had stumbled upon it while I was making room for Jason’s things. It was my emergency kit. I hadn’t used it in the six months that Jason and I had been together. I hadn’t needed to. I decided to take them for one final spin before I got rid of them.


I pulled Pink Panther from the case. Panther was a slender, pink vibrator. The shaft was only five inches long. The tip curved up to perfectly caress my G-spot. I licked my lips as I twisted the base to activate the vibrate function. I held the smooth tip against my clit and squirmed as it massaged my bud, once again making me want to cum.


“Mercy . . .” I sighed.


Spreading my thighs farther apart, I thrust Panther into my pussy. My scent filled the room as the tip caressed my G-spot. My body quivered, begging me to allow it to release. Not yet, Bris, I told myself. The shaft was slick with my essence but I wanted to wait and see how many orgasms I could coax out of my pussy before I let Panther, and his cousin Black Stallion, go. I took Panther out and held the wet tip to my clit. The need to cum simmered. I cupped my breast and flicked my tongue over my nipple. Closing my eyes, I allowed my head to fall back against the cushions. I shifted to hang my leg over the arm of the sofa, widening my legs.


“Oh . . . God . . . Jason,” I panted to my lover, who was still at work. “I want to cum so bad.”


“So, do it.”


I froze. Opening one eye at a time, I turned in the direction of the voice. Jason stood in the doorway, balancing my favorite flower, lilies, in one hand, Chinese takeout and his briefcase in the other. See, this was why I loved him. He was always thoughtful. Not to mention gorgeous. I got so caught up in gazing at his blue eyes, his thick black hair, and porcelain skin that I almost forgot that I was butt naked on the sofa, legs spread, with a vibrator pressed to my clit.


“Hey . . . you. You’re home early.”


Removing Panther, I let my leg drop to the floor. I blushed as he stepped closer to me to plant a kiss on my forehead. Silently, he doubled back to close the door. He moved around the boxes to set the food and flowers on the kitchen counter. I watched him. The fabric of his black suit molded around his muscular physique. I licked my lips as I again became aroused.


We met on the Metro, the blue line, as he was going home from his job as a tax accountant and I was leaving my job as a curator at the Smithsonian. We’d been eyeing each other, trading pleasantries for a year before he finally asked me out. We’d been together ever since.


“Yeah, I thought I’d surprise you.”


“Surprise,” I mumbled.


I picked up the leopard print pillow and held it in front of me. When he returned, he took the pillow from me and threw it across the room. After removing his jacket, he sat in the armchair, positioning it so that he could see me. All of me. I gulped. I’d never done anything like this in front of him. Our sex life was, how could I say this, ka-bam! He was everything that I’d ever wanted in a partner, and more. He’d asked, but I’d been shy about telling him about my fantasies—what I needed, more or less. Maybe I could finally let go of this last hurdle and let him in.


“You don’t have to stop.”


“I know, but . . .”


“Bris. I’m serious. Keep going.”


“Okay.”


I didn’t know how I expected him to react when he walked in on me masturbating, but this wasn’t it. He leaned forward in his chair, resting his elbows on his knees. My pussy clenched. She was ready to go again. Reaching between my legs, I stroked her. She was still stiff. Each caress sent a tremor down my spine. I squirmed, trying so hard not to cum. Yet.


“Babe, I can’t see.”


I opened my legs for him. He grinned. I expected to feel weird doing this, but I didn’t. I discovered that I liked him watching me. As I stroked my clit, I caressed my left breast. My nipple tingled when the palm of my hand brushed against it. I traced a circle around the dark orb with my fingernail. I looked at him. He was unbuttoning his shirt. As his muscular chest came into view, an inch at a time, my breath caught in my throat. Oh. Damn.


“Are you wet?”


Nodding, I plunged my fingers deep into my pussy. Boy, was I wet. My essence sloshed out of my opening, dripped down the path of my skin to soak the cushions beneath me. Moaning, I bit my lip as the muscles clenched around my index and middle fingers. I pinched my rigid nipple between my fingers. My eyes slid closed. Man. This felt so good. I almost forgot he was sitting there, watching me. I could probably cum right now and . . .


“Taste it.”


I opened my eyes. “Huh?”


His shirt was all the way off and draped over the arm of the chair. “I think you should taste yourself.”


I gasped. I’d never . . . Oh . . . fuck it . . . I removed my fingers and put them into my mouth. I was sweet with a little bit of tang. I licked my fingers clean before spreading my legs wide and pushing them as far inside me as I could. My core was moist and warm. The right temperature to cum. My thighs trembled as I traced the ridges deep in my core. My body relaxed as my pussy tensed, ready to release the orgasm that had been building.


“Jason . . .”


“Yeah?”


“I . . .”


Before I could get the rest of the sentence out, my orgasm rushed out of me. I called his name as I came. I left my fingers in place until the tremors stopped, only because I couldn’t move. Sated, I closed my eyes. My stomach growled. There was a container of sweet and sour shrimp with my name on it. I also wanted to take a quick shower before I ate. At least, I thought that was the plan.


When I looked up, he had removed his pants and was walking toward me. Clad in only a pair of boxer briefs, he removed my fingers and sucked my essence off them. My clit began to throb again. With my fingers still in his mouth, he sat beside me. My fingers slipped out of his mouth as he bent toward me and kissed me passionately.


“You taste so good.”


“Thanks.”


He kissed me on my neck. That should’ve been my first clue that he had something up his sleeve. His fingertips danced on my bare thigh. My flesh tingled where he touched. Damn. Before I could blink, my nipple was in his mouth. He suckled slowly, causing the arousal to build again in my pussy. I opened my legs to ease my pulsating clit. I moaned as his fingers inched up my thigh to find and explore my clit.


“I know you’re not done,” he whispered. “You’re still wet.”


I shivered as he stroked my opening. No, normally I wouldn’t be done, but I didn’t want to bring out Stallion. I wasn’t ready to answer the barrage of questions Stallion might cause. His feather-light caress was making my pussy clench. Panther rested on my thigh. As I moved him toward the case, the large bulge in the black snakeskin leather drew Jason’s attention.


“How many more do you have?”


“Just one.” I zipped up the case, but he took it from my hands and unzipped it. Damn it!


“You gonna use the other one?”


“I wasn’t.”


“Why not?”


He halted his words as he peered in the bag, then looked up at me with one eyebrow raised. He pulled out Stallion. This dildo was twelve inches of thick, deeply veined cock. I saw the question in Jason’s blue eyes. I knew what he was thinking: that his dick doesn’t measure up, but it did. Jason’s cock filled every inch of my pussy and satisfied me thoroughly. Suddenly uncomfortable, I sank down in the cushions of the sofa and closed my legs. I flashed him a sheepish grin while he turned it over in his hands.


“Is this what you like?”


“Well . . . no . . . I mean, Kel had dared me to get it so . . . I hardly ever used it.”


I had gotten Stallion on a dare from my best friend a few years ago. Jason pulled out the small tube of lubricant that was also in the cosmetic bag. The lube was strawberry scented. The same aroma drifted from Stallion’s shaft, though I’d washed it thoroughly after the last time I used it. I gulped as I watched him twist the base to activate the vibrating function, but I had broken that feature long ago. I curved a strand of hair behind my ear and attempted to sit up. I reached into his lap and patted his erection.


“I like your cock better.”


“Sure,” he teased as he kissed me. “I’d still like to see you take it.”


With a look of pure desire in his eyes, Jason pried my thighs farther apart. He paused to coat Stallion with lube before inserting just the tip into my pussy. I grasped his wrist before he could push it in deeper. This wasn’t how I liked to use Stallion. See, I liked to prop Stallion up and ride him like a cowgirl, but I didn’t think Jason was ready for all that. Or maybe I was the one who wasn’t ready.


On wobbly legs, I stood and turned around to face the back of the sofa. He held Stallion in place while I straddled the massive shaft. Stallion was too thick and deeply veined to take all at once. I pushed the tip inside me, then stopped to allow my muscles to stretch around its girth. My essence dripped around the shaft, coating the latex to make it easier to slide in another inch. Leaning over, I kissed his lips as my pussy slid down another inch of Stallion’s shaft.


Slowly, I moved up and down the shaft as I gripped the back of the sofa. Closing my eyes, I moaned as the hard veins caressed the walls of my pussy. Okay, so I’d used Stallion. A lot. It was because of the way it massaged my pussy like a pair of fingers. Its tip hit my G-spot like a dart piercing a bull’s-eye. And when I would cum, it was so hard that I almost passed out. Jason’s lips on my thigh only heightened my arousal. He continued to hold Stallion steady as I bobbed up and down on the shaft.


“You like that, huh?”


I moaned in reply. He spanked me. The flesh on my ass stung but it didn’t make me stop. Instead, I bobbed faster. The sofa shook beneath my thrusts. My head rolled back. He smacked my ass again. My walls contracted and I came again. When he removed his hot hand from my ass, my skin immediately felt cool. I slowed down. Opening my eyes, I snuck a peek at him. He was coating Panther with the lube. My breath caught in my throat. I thought I was done but, suddenly, his fingers were on my anal opening. Caressing and teasing the tight flesh.


“What are you doing?”


“You’ll see.”


I never told him that was a secret fantasy of mine: double penetration. My body trembled in anticipation as he kissed my shoulder. He released Stallion’s base to concentrate on what he was going to do behind me. My eagerness caused me to flinch when he touched my shoulder blade. My pussy tightened around Stallion. I reached between my legs and stroked my clit. The nub had softened but my fingers worked my clit into a hard peak.


“Lean forward.”


I did. The tip of Panther’s shaft pushed into my opening. I gasped, gripped the back of the sofa so tightly with my free hand that I was afraid it was going to tear off in my hands. The swipe of his tongue against the sensitive skin of my anus caused my nipples to harden. I released my clit to hold Stallion in place. I’d used Panther in my backdoor area once before. My muscles relaxed to allow the pink vibrator access.


Jason worked my back door with Panther as I fucked Stallion. Both shafts tapped all of my pleasure centers at once. Panting, I fucked them as if my life depended on it. He didn’t know it, but Jason had just opened a can of worms. With his free hand, he spanked my ass.


“Ride it,” he breathed. “Ride that shit!”


My tits shook. My ass shook. When I reached for his cock, which was now sticking out of the fly of his boxer briefs, he knocked my hand away. Before I knew it, I had cum again, and again. When I was certain that I was going to pass out from the pleasure, the orgasms stopped. He removed Panther so that I could climb off Stallion. I collapsed on the sofa, trying to catch my breath as he went to the bathroom to wash them off.


“Mercy . . .” I sighed.


Every inch of my body ached. My throat was raw from screaming. My pussy was sore but when Jason returned, I knew that I’d be ready to go again. He set the bag on the coffee table before climbing behind me and wrapping his arms around me. I exhaled when he kissed my temple. His erection pressed into my hip. He had to be going crazy but he never let on.


“I was going to throw them away,” I tell him. “I mean, after I used them one last time.”


“And now?”


I twisted around in his arms and kissed him. The whiskers of his five o’clock shadow tickled my chin. I worked the waistband of his briefs down his hips to free his cock. He groaned as I stroked his length. I loved the warmth of his cock. The pulsating vein that ran down the side. While I preferred him to plastic, I thought I’d keep Stallion and Panther around for a little while longer. Releasing his lips, I dipped my head to wrap my mouth around his cock.




A LUSTFUL GIFT TO THEE


She lies upon a tangled rug of red cloth


late stoned nights


lost in dark moments of sensual sound


his words seem unreal


“Touch yourself”


he whispers, watching


“Feel your hand, your fingers”


he senses the smoothness of her skin


as her fingers slide upon her body


caress the curve of her breast


“Look at me, this man who hungers for you.”


She opens dark eyes


heavy with lust


her fingers


feeling him


“Your cock is hard in my hand”


she breathes


“I want to feel you, feel your hunger for me”


“Fuck”


she moans to the darkness


shivering


shaking


urgent


her breath heavy


he watches


the rocking of her breasts


“Fuck me—Fuck me”


her voice urgent


demanding


primitive lust


seizes her body


sends her shuddering


Author Unknown





Birthday Special: The Gift of Trois


Cee Wonder


It is amazing what people will do when they are caught up in the moment. My girl, Sam, and I have been in a relationship for some time now. We have a pretty fulfilling sex life, and we are comfortable discussing sex. Recently, when Sam spent the night at my place, we watched the movie Trois. The story line involved a husband and wife attempting to add excitement in their bedroom by having a sexual liaison or threesome with another woman.


After the movie, as we shared pillow talk, I brought up the topic of ménage-à-trois and asked for her thoughts on it. We lay facing each other with Sam’s head nestled in the crook of my arm and chest.


“Hey, baby. What do you think about us getting down like that?” I asked as I lightly traced my fingers around her navel and grazed below the waist of her panty, just above the entrance to her manicured love garden. I looked down at her when I felt her body rhythmically react to the effects of my touch. Sam looked at me with a smirk and a look of disapproval on her face, as she studied mine.


“No, sir. I don’t think so. I ain’t the one. Uhm, nah, that’s not my thing” was her response as she appeared to entertain the possibility of her participating in some three-way action.


Our conversation continued with us talking about different scenes from the movie that we thought were very sexy and arousing. Sam teased my nipple with her fingernail and made a trail down my stomach until her fingers found the tip of my dick. Her hand explored my girth and length.


“Somebody’s not sleepy,” she moaned, and chuckled slightly as she felt the hardness and the moisture of my excited alter ego.


“Would you have a threesome?” Sam asked as she made her way down my body and her warm, wet mouth slowly but firmly took me in.


“I have entertained the thought,” I said, panting from the oral pleasure I was receiving.


She eased her way up toward me and positioned my erection at the entrance to her sweet spot. Inch by inch I was being sucked into her pleasure treasure. Sam rode me intensely until she buried her nails into my chest and tensed up.


“I’m cumming,” she screamed, and shook uncontrollably.


It wasn’t long before I joined her.


“Oh, shit! I’m cumming, too.”


Heavy breathing filled the room as she collapsed on top of me. At some point, we both drifted into a deep coma-like sleep.


Sam’s birthday was coming around the corner. She had planned her own birthday party. As I made plans to attend, I invited my homie, Sarge, to roll with me. That’s the nickname we gave him because he was a military veteran. He was a big guy like Terry Crews, who played Damon in Friday After Next. Also, Sarge was a workout freak. I had introduced the two of them in the past. After he agreed to tag along, Sarge felt compelled to buy a gift.


We drove to the mall together the day of the party, which was Sam’s actual birthday. I told Sarge that she liked lingerie from Victoria’s Secret. My plan was to buy her a bottle of Lemon and Sugar perfume by Fresh. As we walked and browsed the latest line of lingerie in Vickie’s Secret, as I call it, Sarge and I took in all the eye candy, elbowing each other, grunting and nodding for each other to look in one direction or the other, appreciating the beauty and booty that God created. He decided to buy a canary-colored underwear set that included a wife beater and boy shorts. I thought about how good it would look on Sam’s body. She is petite, standing about five foot four and 110 pounds, slim, with nice breasts and bubble butt. Mmmm, I’m having a nature rising moment just describing her. After I made my purchase, we left the mall to go get ready for the party.


When we made it to the party, it was already in full swing. There was food galore, a live band, and a deejay. People were standing near the speakers bobbing their heads and moving their bodies to the beat in subtle fashion. There was a group of Sam’s friends and family sitting around a table playing card games, and others were feeding their faces and engaging in conversations.


Sam’s mother approached me, and we embraced. I introduced her to Sarge and the two of them shook hands. Sam made her way out of the kitchen and came up to me and gave me a kiss.


“Happy birthday, baby,” I whispered to her after the kiss and presented her with the gift I’d bought for her.


“Thank you,” she said, smiling like a schoolgirl.


“Damn, you look good enough to eat.”


“Behave, please” was her reply while playfully hitting me on the shoulder.


“You remember Sarge?”


“Yes, I do. How are you?” Sam responded, looking at Sarge.


“I’m fine. Long time no see. Happy birthday.” He smiled, extending the gift bag to her.


“Thank you. Go mix and mingle and have fun,” she told the both of us. “I’m the host as well.”


At the sight of seeing Sam looking so damn good, I don’t know what came over me. Lust was on the brain. She wore a black lace and nude corset with some cheek-a-boo cuffed shorts and a pair of black peep-toe stilettos. It took every ounce of mind control to talk myself out of dragging her to an isolated part of the house for some quick action. At that moment I decided that I would make this birthday a memorable one that would push Sam’s sexual limits. Sarge had no idea what I was up to.


In the past, when we would have real talk, I would share with Sarge some intimate moments that Sam and I had experienced.


“Man, my girl, Sam, got some bomb-ass pussy. Bro, I’m talking ’bout like your boy Plies says, it gets wet, wet. She got a major head game, too. Her jaws are so strong. She can suck a golf ball through a water hose.”


“Damn, dawg. She got it like that? Just the thought of it is making my dick hard,” Sarge said, laughing.


The party was beginning to thin out. I made myself comfortable on Sam’s bed, turned on the TV, and relaxed while she continued to play the host role. Eventually, she came and joined me, making sure I was taken care of and satisfied while she sipped on a glass of wine. I gave her a reassuring kiss and squeezed her ass to let her know I would definitely be okay later, if you know what I mean. We could still hear the sounds of the music and faint voices of the remaining guests outside the bedroom. Sarge joined us later and sat in a chair at the foot of the bed and watched TV.


Still in host mode, Sam offered to get Sarge something to drink as she left to go check on her remaining guests. When Sam left the room, Sarge was going on and on about how he was enjoying himself.


“Man, your girl did this thang up right. I’m glad I came.”


“Wait till I tell you what I got in store for her.” I transitioned to tell Sarge what I had in mind. “Say, bro, would you like to hit Sam?” I asked.


He looked at me with disbelief and asked with a nervous laugh, “Are you for real? Man, you are crazy.”


My look must have said it all.


“You are for real, huh? Okay,” he said, letting me know he was game.


After she had returned to her bedroom and had given Sarge his drink, Sam exhaled and sat on her bed with her back against the headboard and her legs stretched. I sat next to her on the edge of the bed.


“Are you having a good time, baby?” I asked as I took off her shoes and began to rub her feet.


“Yes, this is really nice,” she stated, satisfied with the outcome of the party.


I could tell she was buzzing from the wine she’d had earlier. With her disposition being very mellow and in chill mode, I decided to test the waters and put my plan into motion. I asked Sam to take a look at the gifts we’d bought her. She unwrapped the fragrance I bought and opened it.


“This smells nice,” she said after one whiff. “Thank you again, baby.”


When she saw what was in Sarge’s bag, she smiled, stated how much she liked it, and thanked him, too.


“Go try on Sarge’s gift,” I urged with a smile.


“I don’t think so,” she replied with her head tilted downward and looking up at me, giving me that look that asked what are you up to.


I whispered, “Happy birthday,” as I leaned in to give her a kiss, only this kiss was more sensuous. I gently tugged at her bottom lip, causing her mouth to give slightly, letting her lips part. I then licked across her upper lip before exploring the inside of her mouth with my tongue.


“Mmmm,” escaped her mouth.


While the kissing continued, I started to massage her 36 C-cup breasts. For a brief moment, her breathing began to become unsteady and choppy when I began to unbutton her blouse. With little resistance, Sam grabbed the top of my hand to stop me, while looking in the direction where Sarge was seated.


“We have company.”


“There’s nobody here but us,” I whispered as I continued with my quest and was very successful in freeing her twins. I took one of her breasts in my mouth and gave Sam’s nipple a soft bite. I used my tongue to spiral around her nipple and began to suck moans out of her.


“Mmmm,” she moaned while stroking the back of my head.


My tongue slithered like a black mamba snake up her chest, licking the nape of her neck up to her earlobe. Ever so gently, I caressed her face and brought her lips to me once more, and we kissed.


“I told my boy you have some good pussy,” I whispered, informing her that Sarge knew of some of our sexcursions.


“Oh, really? And why would you do that?”


That seductive look in her eyes said it all. Without any resistance, Sam allowed me to remove her shorts, and I started working my way down to eat her pussy. In the midst of making my way downtown, I managed to unbutton and unzip my jeans to free Willy, my seven inches of dangling fury. Sam’s pussy was extremely wet and warm. The moisture probably made itself visible through her panties. I was too consumed with trying to get my eat on to find out. I used my thumb and index finger to part the lips of her pussy, allowing her swollen sex antenna to receive an oral transmission. After giving that clit my version of birthday licks, I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself so that Sam could suck my dick. I stood up and grabbed the headboard with one hand for balance and squatted in front of her. When Sam opened her mouth, I teased her by just allowing her to taste the underside of the head of my dick with her tongue, sampling the pre-cum that had eased out from the excitement. She began to suck me in as if her mouth were a vacuum, inch by inch until she reached the base and her nose teased my man forest.


While I was enjoying some major oral surgery, Sarge sat with his eyes glued to the TV as if he was in a trance. I knew that there were still people partying on the other side of the bedroom door, and my adrenaline was at an all-time high because of what was ultimately about to go down.


“I told Sarge how good your pussy tastes,” I whispered. “He wants to eat it for you.”


She couldn’t respond because her mouth was full of my dick.


“Hey, bro,” getting Sarge’s attention. “You wanna taste this pussy? I told you it was good. Come and get this pussy,” inviting him to join in.


Without saying a word, he leaped from the chair in a single bound and attacked her pussy like a flesh-eating piranha. While still with her back somewhat against the headboard, Sam was semi-naked. Her shorts had been tossed on the floor and her blouse and bra were hanging off her shoulder. I continued feeding her mouth my dick, and Sarge sopped her pussy like it was biscuits and gravy. By now, I knew Sam was down for whatever.


“Sarge wants some of that pussy.”


As Sarge took off his clothes, I face fucked Sam before climbing out of the bed and making my way over to the chair to sit down. Sarge returned to the bed, and I witnessed his face disappear between Sam’s legs. Once he came up for air, I sat and watched the two of them transform into one as Sarge drove deep into Sam’s love canal for about fifteen minutes. Sarge handled Sam’s petite frame like a rag doll. He held her legs up in the air and was hitting that pussy like a man just released from prison after doing time for ten years. As I watched the two of them have some one-on-one action, I gave my right hand a workout by stroking my dick. I was always curious what Sam would look like getting her sex on. It turned me on big time to witness it. As he dug deep into her tunnel, Sarge said over and over, breathing and sounding like he’d just finished a set of weights at the gym, “Happy birthday! You know you special.”


He rolled over on his back and pulled Sam on top of him while still keeping his dick inside her pussy. Riding dick is what gets her off, too. Sarge held Sam by the ass and was helping her ride him. After a few good bucks, I knew Sam was cumming because I saw her trademark orgasmic tremble. Witnessing her enjoyment from a distance was like a thing of beauty and seeing that shit sent me over the edge, too. For a brief moment as I was cumming, Sam and I made eye contact.


During her recovery from that big “O,” Sam stroked Sarge’s dick with both hands till he unloaded what looked to be a year’s worth of cum. He lay motionless for a short period of time. Sam climbed down out of the bed and came over to me. She sat in my lap and laid her head on my shoulder while I held her close and stroked her shoulder.


“You have fun? Did you like your gift?” I said as I was caressing her cheek and stroking her shoulder.


“Whew. You are so bad. I’m going to sleep good tonight” was all she said. I tilted her face up toward mine, looked her in the eyes, and kissed her long and passionately.


Sarge got dressed. I got dressed and drove him home. Afterward, I drove back over to Sam’s place. I stripped down naked and climbed in bed with her. I noticed Sam had showered, changed into the new lingerie, was wearing the new fragrance, and was snuggled in a fetal position. As we spooned, I slid her panty aside and put my newfound hardness in her still wet and warm pussy.


“Mmm,” I heard her say as I pulled her close to me and kissed the back of her neck.


“Good night, baby.”


“Good night.”





Man at Work



Harold Armstrong


As darkness covers a quiet city, an overhead light brightens the kitchen of a small apartment. Derek Parker is sitting at a round, wooden table, wearing a white, V-neck T-shirt. Derek is twenty-four, six foot one, 170 pounds. He has an athletic build, a dark complexion, and a short, neatly trimmed haircut. He is a full-time student, working toward a degree in business. The table is cluttered with books and papers since Derek is cramming for a midterm exam. He is busy, taking notes, when his wife calls his name.


“Derek!”


Derek is married to his high school sweetheart, Tracy. She is twenty-four, five foot seven, with a petite frame and short, dark hair. Tracy has dimples and a deep brown complexion. She walks into the kitchen and stands over his right shoulder. She is wearing a pink chiffon baby-doll nightgown.


“Derek?”


He is still focused on his books when she taps him on the shoulder. He turns his head momentarily.


“Hey, baby.”


“Derek, I’ve been calling you.”


“Oh, sorry, I didn’t hear you.”


Derek continues to scribble notations on his yellow legal pad.


“Derek, it’s after midnight. When are you coming to bed?”


“In a minute, sweetheart.”


“You’ve been saying that for the last three hours.”


Derek flips a few pages in a textbook and continues taking notes. Tracy has a playful smile as she begins to massage his neck and shoulders.


“Can’t you at least take a break, even for a few minutes?”


“In a minute, sweetheart.”


Tracy’s smile disappears. She stands behind him with her hands on her hips, staring daggers at the back of his head. She storms out of the kitchen and seconds later, a door slam echoes through the apartment. A short time afterward, a low buzzing sound emanates from behind the bedroom door.


Meanwhile, a couple in another part of the city are having a romantic, candlelit dinner. Shayla is twenty-five, five foot six, 145 pounds. She has a medium brown complexion. She is a thick, busty girl, with long dark hair and red strands blended in with her regular hair color. She has a cute baby face and chubby cheeks. She is married to Kevin Clark. Kevin is twenty-five, six foot two, 220 pounds, with a muscular build. Kevin has a dark complexion and his entire face and head are clean shaven. Kevin is a pastry chef at a popular restaurant. He and his wife are having a special dinner to celebrate their one-year anniversary. They are very much in love and can’t help grinning at each other across the dining room table, while soft music plays on the stereo. Shayla is wearing a red strapless gown, and Kevin is wearing black on black, with a red tie.


“How’s the roast beef, Shayla?”


“Tender and juicy, just the way I like it.” She giggles and takes a huge piece in her mouth. “I can hardly wait for dessert,” she adds.


“You won’t have to wait much longer,” he replies. “But first, may I have this dance?”


He rises from the table and extends his hand. She places her hand in his, and he helps her out of the chair. He escorts her into the living room, and they embrace, swaying back and forth to the rhythm of the music. He spends a few seconds nibbling on her earlobes, then his lips explore the slope of her neck. His hands slide up her curves, and with his fingers, he tickles the underside of her arms. She laughs and pulls away from him. He uses the moment to walk over to a nearby mobile cart and lifts the lid off a cake dish. He reveals a yellow cake frosted with white icing and topped with plump, bright red strawberries. He carefully plucks one of the strawberries off the top and carries it over to Shayla.


“Happy anniversary,” he says.


He holds it up to her lips. She takes a small bite, then invites him to take a bite. She holds the final piece between her teeth. Their lips meet and his tongue pushes the rest of the fruit down her throat. They share a long, passionate kiss. Then Shayla pulls down the top of her dress, revealing her full, ample breasts.


“Happy anniversary,” she says in her high-pitched voice.


She helps him remove his tie and unbuttons his shirt. Her hands caress his muscular chest. He cups her breasts and his fingers gently massage her puffy nipples. Her hands move down to his waist. She unlocks his belt and unzips his pants. She reaches inside his boxers and takes a firm grip on his dick. As she begins to massage it, she feels it bulging within her grasp. They kiss and caress each other, then Kevin helps her out of her dress and pulls her down to the carpet. She helps him out of his boxers while he removes his shirt. With one hand she strokes his dick and with the other, begins to feel his balls.


She smiles playfully, then leans closer and allows her tongue to tease his balls. Her tongue moves upward, following the contour of his throbbing dick. Her tongue reaches the tip and she teases his swollen dick head. Slowly, she glides her tongue back down one side of his shaft, then right back up the other side, down the front and up along the other side again. She repeats the process several more times before allowing his hard, brown dick to fill up her jaws. Her head moves up and down on his shaft. She gently sucks it on the way up, and on the way down, the edges of her teeth graze the skin. Then she begins stroking the base of his dick while sucking on the end. She lets go of him momentarily to position herself on top of his face, allowing him to taste her bushy pussy. Then she stretches forward and resumes sucking on his massive dick.


After several minutes, she moves her body closer to his waist and while holding his dick in place, she eases down on top of it. Kevin enjoys watching her apple bottom bounce up and down on top of his dick. Shayla moans each time her wet pussy slides down and fills up with his big, hard dick. Then she begins to swivel her hips from side to side, grinding his cock deeper inside her warm pussy. She turns her head and smiles at him, seeing the pleasure on his face. She swivels her entire body around and resumes the up and down motion.


He watches her big breasts bounce up and down and reaches up to hold them. Shayla places her hands on top of his. She rides him intensely as his hands move down to her waist, helping her up and down, faster and harder, and minutes later, with the vigorous sensation increasing, they both reach an exhausting climax and cum at the same time. With a satisfied grin on her face, Shayla climbs off and crawls over to the pastry cart. She slices a big piece of cake, lies on his chest, and offers him a bite. He takes a huge bite, then she takes a huge bite as well. Each of them has white icing on their upper lip. They share a laugh while continuing to eat their anniversary cake.


•  •  •


The next morning, Shayla is driving to work with her coworker and best friend Tracy in the passenger seat. She is telling Tracy about the intimate, candlelit dinner that she and her husband had last night.


“Then, after dinner, we danced for a little bit, then we got naked and . . .”


Shayla glances across the front seat and notices that Tracy seems to be fighting back tears while gazing out the window. As she pulls into the employee parking lot, she finds the nearest empty spot and parks the car.


“Tracy, what’s wrong?” Tracy doesn’t respond. “Whatever it is, you can tell me. I won’t tell anybody.”


Tracy turns and glares at Shayla. “You mean like the time in high school, when you told everyone that I was in the broom closet giving Derek a blow job?”


“I told you, it just slipped out.”


“There was a crowd of people waiting with cell phone cameras when we opened the door.”


“I thought you were gonna swallow, or at least wipe your face off before you came out.”


Tracy folds her arms and turns her head away from Shayla.


“Come on, Tracy, you’re obviously upset about something. It’ll help if you talk about it.”


Tracy sighs and turns back to her friend, looking for some reassurance. “You promise not to tell anybody?”


Shayla tries to look and sound sincere.


“I promise.”


Tracy pauses, then explains to Shayla how, for the past four months, she and Derek have not had sex.


“Wow! You haven’t had any dick for four months?”


Tracy nods and as her eyes begin to swell with tears, Shayla reaches into her purse and pulls out some tissue, then hands it to Tracy.


“Have you tried wearing something sexy?”


Tracy explains that she tried wearing sexy sleepwear but Derek wouldn’t take his eyes off his books long enough to notice. Shayla consoles her friend by allowing Tracy to cry on her shoulder.


“Don’t worry, we’ll think of something.”


•  •  •


Later that evening, Derek is in the front room of the apartment, pacing back and forth, waiting for Tracy to arrive home. After wearing a groove in the rug, he stops upon hearing a key in the lock. The door swings open, and Tracy is surprised to see him.


“Derek? I thought you were going to be at the library.”


“I changed my mind. Where’ve you been?”


“Shayla took me to the store after work.”


Tracy walks over to the kitchen table and pours out a plastic bag full of size AA batteries. Derek looks at the batteries, puzzled, then follows her into the living room.


“I had an interesting chat with your friend Shayla today.”


“What about?”


“About you and me!” he says, his voice rising.


“Derek, what are you so upset about?”


“I don’t like the idea of you telling other people about our personal business. If there’s a problem, then you need to talk to me about it!”


Tracy raises the level of her voice to match his. “Well, maybe if you were taking care of your personal business, I wouldn’t have to talk to someone else about it!”


Derek suddenly gets defensive. “What do you mean by that?”


Tracy explains that she resents the fact that he pays more attention to his schoolbooks than to her, and that she would even be happy if once in a while, he told her to have a nice day at work.


Tracy bolts into the bedroom and slams the door behind her. Seconds later, she comes out of the bedroom, marches defiantly into the kitchen, grabs a pack of batteries off the table, and marches back into the bedroom, slamming the door again. Derek responds by heading out the front door and slamming it behind him.


•  •  •


Later that same evening, Derek goes to visit his best friend, Kevin. He and Derek are in the basement, drinking at his custom-made bar set. Derek is sitting somberly at a barstool and drinks down the last of his second beer. Kevin watches him patiently from behind the bar.


“You want another one?”


Derek nods and Kevin retrieves a bottle of beer from a nearby fridge, opens it, and hands it to his friend.


“I hope before you finish this one, you get around to telling me what you’re so upset about.”


Derek sighs.


“Tracy and I had a fight.”


“Yeah, I figured that much. What was the fight about?”


Derek takes a drink from the bottle, then explains that he has not been intimate with his wife for several months.


“Why not?” Derek gives Kevin an awkward glance. “Oh, that. Look, it’s nothing to be ashamed of; it happens, and I think I know why.”


“I’m listening.”


“A little something called male ego.”


Derek looks puzzled. “What do you mean?”


Derek listens carefully as Kevin explains to him that he most likely feels inadequate due to the fact that his wife is supporting the two of them while he goes to school.


“You really think that’s it?”


“Sure. Once you graduate and start working, you’ll be good as new.”


“I’ve got a few years to go before I graduate. What do I do in the meantime?”


Shayla’s high-pitched voice echoes from upstairs. “Kevin, are you two going to be down there all night?”


“We’ll be up in a minute, sweetheart!”


Derek shakes his head. “I have to ask, man, doesn’t her voice get on your nerves?”


Kevin chuckles. “Sometimes, but I love her, squeaky voice and all. Plus she gives great head. Now listen. What you have to do is get freaky.”


“Freaky? You mean, like sex in a closet?”


“Yeah, but it’s not just where you do it, it’s how you do it. Let me give you a few suggestions.”


Kevin spends the next few minutes giving his friend some ideas on how to solve his intimacy problem. Then Derek goes home to his wife, and Kevin stops in the kitchen to get a jar of honey before heading upstairs to his own wife.


•  •  •


The next morning, Shayla is in the lobby of the office building, waiting nervously for Tracy to arrive. A short while later, Tracy arrives and gives her friend a curious look.


“Okay, Shayla, why did I have to take the bus to work?”


“Sorry, I had an errand to run. Your eyes are red; have you been crying?”


Tracy answers reluctantly. “Yeah.”


Shayla is looking around, not listening to her friend. “That’s great.”


“Shayla, are you listening?”


“I’m sorry, I mean, why were you crying?”


“Derek and I had a terrible fight last night. When I woke up this morning, he was gone.” Shayla is still looking around nervously. “Shayla, what is going on?”


“Hmm? Oh, Tracy, you need to fix your makeup.”


“Really?”


“Oh, yeah, girl; you look a hot mess.”


Tracy starts to look through her purse for a small mirror, but Shayla has a better idea.


“No, no, not here. Go in the restroom!”


“Why?”


“The lighting is better in there.”


“Shayla, are you okay? You’re acting really strange.”


Shayla escorts Tracy to the nearest ladies’ room, just to the right of the foyer.


“Yeah, yeah, yeah, I’m fine. Now, go on in there and make up.”


“What?”


“I mean . . . go fix your makeup.”


Tracy looks curiously at Shayla before entering the ladies’ room. Once inside, Tracy is fumbling through her purse, and is surprised when she looks up and sees her husband. “Derek?”
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