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One

I stood outside the bedroom door of my twin brother’s bedroom and listened to the unmistakable sounds of the bed creaking and banging against the wall, along with the exaggerated female shrieks and screams of my brother’s name.

“Donavan!” the unfamiliar voice screeched. “Donavan! Donavan! Donavan!”

She kept saying his name over and over again on repeat, like a record skipping on an old-school record player. It was annoying and loud and over the top.

I shook my head at his door and walked down the hall, thinking about what a fool my brother was. He had the hottest girl in town rocking his engagement ring and he was wasting his time and hers on easy and available thot juice.

Jogging down the stairs, I paused in our living-room and gazed adoringly at the gorgeous picture of his girlfriend Kenya on the fireplace mantel. The girl was beyond beautiful and perfect in every way. I didn’t know why my brother was stringing her along when he knew he wanted to be a whore for life. But, like a lot of men, he was addicted to the status symbol a girl like Kenya gave him. Not to mention it kept our traditional parents off his back. We were only 23 years old and they felt we were both beyond the age of settling down. They were in extreme denial about me being a lesbian and their son being a whoremonger, but religion keeps people drowning in a sea of disillusionment and false hope. They were going to believe I was just confused until the day they died and keep insisting that once Donavan got married, he’d tire of sleeping around. I was far from confused and had been loving pussy since I was 15. And he was never going to chain himself to one pussy for life. No matter how beyond fine someone like Kenya was.

Touching Kenya’s picture and fighting the lust squeezing me, I walked into the kitchen to make me a sandwich. I took a huge bite and turned on the stereo in the living-room, hoping to drown out the sound of the obnoxious screams and bed creaking. It didn’t help.

I glanced down at my phone when it began to ring and stiffened when I saw it was Kenya calling.  Glancing nervously up the stairs, I left my sandwich on the counter and went out the front door. I pressed the answer button.

“What up?” I greeted, closing the front door.

“Dana,” she said in that sweet voice of hers.

If I had a dick it would burst through my jeans right now.

“Hey Kenya,” I breathed, wanting her bad.

“I’m trying to get your brother on the phone and he’s not answering. Do you know where he is? He told me he was coming home to get dressed for the party tonight, but I can’t reach him.”

We were all going to a Halloween party at my brother’s best friend Alonso’s house that night. “Ummm…” I hedged, glancing back towards the door.

“We’re still on for tonight, right?” she eagerly asked.

“Of course.”

“I’m glad, because Don’s been acting like he doesn’t want to go all week. Did you decide what costume you’re wearing yet?”

I glanced down at my simple attire of a white tee and jeans and grimaced. “No. Still looking.”

“Well, there’s only three hours left until the party starts. Most of the good costumes are probably gone by now.  I can’t wait until Don sees mine.”

I wet my lips in anticipation of what sexy costume she might be wearing that night. “What is it?”

“You’ll just have to wait and see,” she teased with a girlish giggle. I imagined those adorable dimples popping out of her cheeks when she laughed and restlessly squirmed.

“I can’t wait to see what it is.”

“I know you’re going to like it too.” Her voice had dropped a couple of octaves and it made me squirm again. Sometimes I wondered if Kenya knew I was into her but respected the boundaries of me and my brother’s relationship too much to ask. I caught her staring at me sometimes and always wondered if she was curious about girls. I was too smart to ask.

“Well, I better go, so I can get ready. I still have to shower, finish my hair and do my makeup.”

My pussy pulsated at the thought of her thick ass naked in the shower covered from head to toe with soap. I would love to massage suds into her ass and titties and watch the water trickle drip into her pussy. I was dying to smush my face in her wet pussy and eat it out. Jesus. I wanted that girl so bad.

“Alright, I’ll see you later,” was all I could squeak out.

“Tell Don I’ll be there in two hours. Please make sure both of you are ready.”

“I will.”


“Talk to you later Dana. Bye.” 

I hit end on my phone and gritted my teeth, feeling lower than the lowest scum on the face of the earth. What kind of woman was I to be lusting after my twin brother’s girlfriend? Even if he was a dog, he didn’t deserve that kind of betrayal. But damnit, she was so fucking fine.

I jumped back startled when the door swung open and the chick my brother had been banging ran out in tears. I watched as she got in her car, started the engine and scurried off, still crying. I looked at my brother in disapproval as he walked out the door wearing only his boxers and stood beside me, laughing obnoxiously.

“Little bitch thought she could handle this dick,” he drawled, rubbing his privates. “She was wrong.”

“What’s she crying for?”

“Cause I beat that pussy up, that’s why. I tried to warn her.”

I shook my head at him. “How can you do this to Kenya man? It isn’t right.”

He rolled his eyes and went back inside the house. “Here we go with this shit again.”

I followed behind him, slamming the door. “You know you’re wrong D.”

“Look, Kenya knows what she got into when she hooked up with me. How you think she met me? She was on this dick the first night; I told you that. She’s no different than the rest of them hoes. She just hides it behind that innocent college girl act.”

“None of that even matters. The two of you have been together almost a year. You can at least be honest with her.”

He headed up the stairs and I followed close behind him, still fussing. He looked over his shoulder at me and rolled his eyes skyward. “Dana you’re getting on my nerves hovering over me like a pain in the ass mother that can’t cut the apron strings. Our mother is bad enough. Look sis, mind your own business. I got this.”

I leaned against his bedroom door and I angrily stewed for a few minutes, gritting my teeth. I wanted to bust his fucking head open for being such a jerk. Keeping his secrets and lying for him was becoming tiresome. I hated lying to Kenya. It literally made my stomach feel sick.

He looked over at me standing there and walked into his closet. He began rummaging through his ridiculous amount of clothes. “Where the fuck is that costume? Have you seen my Michael Myers mask?”

I shook my head. “Nope.”

“We’re still going as Michael Myers and Jason, right?”

“I changed my mind; I don’t want to do that shit. It’s corny man.”

“It was your idea!”

“I know but it was stupid.”

“Well, I’m not into this costume and Halloween shit. I’m only doing this to make Kenya happy. She gets off on this corny shit. Showing up and showing out with her fine ass man to any event.”

“If you really want to make her happy, maybe you should stop fucking other girls.”

He pointed his finger at me. “Dana, I’m telling you, lay off my ass about that shit man. You’re my sister but I promise I will lay your ass out if you don’t shut the fuck up and mind your business.”

I entered his room and spread my arms, calling his bluff. “Oh, you’re feeling froggy bro? Nigga I can lay your ass out with one hit. Remember that party this summer at Myle’s going away party?”

He smirked at me and chuckled. “That was a lucky punch. And I was drunk.”

I balled my fist and went into his walk-in closet, hovering over him. “Don’t tempt me.”

His eyes held an unwavering threat. “Don’t tempt me bitch.”

We sized one another up for a few seconds before he broke and started laughing again. I didn’t see shit funny. I just rolled my eyes at him and went and sat in a chair in his room, still stewing. I shook my head and covered my nose. The room reeked of pussy and sex.

“I don’t want to fight with you sis. Not over no bitch. It’s not that serious.”

“We’re not talking about some bitch D. It’s Kenya.”

“Oh right.” He held his hands up in a mock prayer to his chest. “Holier than thou Kenya. Such an angel. You don’t know her as well as you think you do man.” He resumed searching his closet for his mask and costume. “Where the fuck did I put that shit? I put it in here soon as I got home from the store the other day.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“What?”

“That she’s not who I think she is.”

“I’m just saying. You’ve always been blinded by pretty, light-skin girls with fat asses.”

I blinked at him.

“Don’t sit over there and try to look all innocent,” he said, laughing again. “I know you check my girl out on the sly.”

I avoided his eyes. “No, I don’t.”

“Yes, you do. You better be glad you’re my sister, cause I would lay your ass out for real, for real.”

“Yeah, we already had that conversation,” I said, slightly stammering. “It’s a negative on that.”

Damn. How did he know? Was I that obvious? And if he knew, did Kenya? Would she be down with it if I hit on her?

I looked over at my brother. Guilt swept through me in multitudes. I couldn’t do that to him, even if he was a dog. We’d been together since the womb, and we fought and argued like two alpha bulldogs, but our bond was unshakeable. Not even she was worth it. Fuck her for being so damn beautiful. And sexy. And hot. And a walking ‘come fuck me and lick me’ billboard.

“Goddamn, here it is right in my damn face,” Donovan said, grabbing his costume from a bottom of well-worn jeans. He looked over at me. “Go get dressed; we don’t have long.”

“Tell me what you meant.”

He shook his costume out and frowned at a tear in the mask. “Two tears in a bucket, fuck it. About what?”

“Kenya not being innocent.”

“You still on that?”

I self-consciously shrugged and leaned back in the chair. “I’m just curious.”

Donovan grabbed a fresh towel and rag off a shelf in his closet and walked back into the room, towards his adjoining bathroom. “She’s a freak.”

Of course she was. “And?”

He paused in the bathroom doorway. “She likes being watched by other people. Well, at least she did on this one occasion.”

I sat up, waiting on him to continue.

He sighed in frustration and scratched his head. “I fucked her while Kelly was in the room.”

Anger raced through me at the speed of light. I bolted out of my chair. “Kelly? My Kelly?”

Kelly was my best friend. She was friends with us both, but she and I were both girls and dykes, so we ran the streets together and hit up girls, tag teamed girls, played girls, watched each other with girls… all of that. We had no secrets between us. None. Except this shit.

Donovan was confused. “She didn’t tell you?”

“Fuck no, she didn’t tell me.”

“Oops.”

My fists clenched at my sides. I fought to maintain control. “When the fuck did this happen?”

“Last month when you were out of town visiting Grandma.”

Restless, I paced back and forth. “Kelly didn’t tell me shit.”

Donovan shook his head. “Of course she didn’t. She’s as competitive as you are when it comes to pussy. She came over for a game of spades. We all got drunk and Kenya and I started fooling around. I told Kelly to leave. She said she wanted to stay and watch. So she did.”

“Kenya was cool with that?”

“Cool? She got off on it. I have a feeling that knowing Kelly was watching made her come harder. She was watching Kelly while Kelly was watching us. I might’ve felt threatened if I knew for a fact my girl isn’t into pussy. I think she was just fascinated by the whole thing and being drunk didn’t help, I’m sure. You know she grew up in that fanatically religious household. She’s given the finger to all of that shit being with me.”

He walked to the shower and turned it on. 

“I don’t believe this shit.”

Donovan stuck his head back out the doorway. “Kelly offered to eat her pussy. I was so high and drunk I was down with it. Kenya refused.”

“Are you fucking serious?” I yelled, walking over to him, my fists still balled up.

He stepped back and put his hands up. “Calm down D.”

“Fuck no!”

“Why are you taking this shit so personally?”

“Because that’s family. We don’t do shit like that with family. Kenya is your girl. Why would she even- “

“No harm, no fowl, whatever. I trust my girl. And I know how Kelly is. We haven’t talked about it since. It’s almost like water under the bridge.”

“You mother-fuckers are crazy,” I growled, walking towards the bedroom door. I was on a mission. I was going to call Kelly and let her ass have it.

“Hey, hurry up and get dressed man,” Donovan hollered after me. “You know how she gets when we’re late for something. I don’t want to hear her damn mouth.”

All he heard from me was my bedroom door slamming in response. It literally made my ears ring and the wall shake. Pissed was not even the right word for how I was feeling in that moment. I struggled to catch my breath as I pulled up Kelly’s number and called her. I hissed through my teeth when she promptly answered.

“What up bitch?”
 

“Bitch fuck you!”

I could tell I’d caught her off guard. “What?”

“You tried to fuck Kenya? You tried to eat Kenya’s pussy bitch?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Donovan just told me you watched him fuck her and volunteered to eat her pussy afterwards.”

“No he didn’t.”

“Yes the fuck he did. Was he lying?”

She took so long answering me I knew she was guilty. That was all the confirmation I needed.

“Dana, look- “

“How the fuck could you do that Kel?"You know how I feel about Kenya?”

“Look bitch, I was drunk, I was caught up in the moment- “

“No, fuck all that!” I screamed, pacing back and forth. My hand gestured wildly with each word I spoke. “We had a deal! We don’t fuck with the heart bitch. If I am really feeling someone or you are, we don’t go there!”

“Dana,” she began calmly, “that is your brother’s girlfriend.”

“So the fuck what?”
 

“So stop coming to me with all that judgmental shit when you are just as guilty of lusting after her as I am.”

“So you’ve been lusting after her this whole time?”

“Anyone with eyes would want to fuck Kenya Dana. Give me a goddamn break.”

“But have I fucked Kenya Kelly? Have I tried to fuck Kenya Kelly?”

“Your brother doesn’t even know how you feel about her.”

“Because he’s my goddamn brother Kelly. My loyalty is to him first. Not my damn groin.”

“Bitch, you don’t even have a groin,” she said, chuckling.

“I’m glad you think this is funny,” I growled, narrowing my eyes. I could just imagine her sitting there with her black ass, smoking a blunt, grinning like the cat that ate the canary, and stroking that fake dick she wore 24 hours. The fact that she was mocking me made me want to kill her. The fact that she had betrayed our friendship made me want to make the process painful and slow.

“Kelly…” she began in that condescending tone I hated. “Look, if you had seen that pretty light-skin glowing with sex, that round bootie jiggling, and those fat juicy tits, you would’ve offered to eat her pussy too. That bitch looks hot as hell when she’s being fucked. And she’s a screamer D. You know how we love those vocal bitches.”

She laughed wickedly and I punched the wall, leaving a crack.

“Don’t ever talk to me again bitch,” I sneered, baring my teeth. “I mean that shit on everything.”

“Dana wait- “

I ended the call and threw the phone at the wall, breaking it. I stopped and dumbly looked at it, putting my hands against my head. Great. Now I didn’t have a phone. Fuck!


Two

I found it impossible to speak. The vision of loveliness standing in front of me took my breath away. Kenya was standing on our front porch in all her thick red-boned glory dressed in a black and red burlesque costume, titties sitting up high and practically spilling out, the sides of her ass showing in a barely there bottom that hugged her generous ass perfectly, and a smile that could melt that iciest of hearts. Jesus Christ. I was no good when this woman was around.

“Hi Dana,” she greeted me warmly.

My mouth moved but nothing came out. She had literally rendered me speechless.

“Hi Dana,” she said again, laughing.

Somehow, I found my voice. “Y-You look… you look…”

“You like it?” She slowly twirled around giving me the full effect of her ensemble and that body built for sin and commotion.

I swallowed hard and shuffled on my feet. “I do.”

She pleasingly grinned at me and gestured towards my costume. “Jason. Very original.”

I knew she was being sarcastic but that was her. Kenya was always sarcastic, but it was harmless. I casually shrugged, grinning bashfully. “Donovan and I aren’t really into this Halloween shit, you know. We’re just doing this for you.”

“Well, I appreciate the effort nonetheless.” She kissed my cheek and my knees buckled. She smelled sweet and flowery. She always smelled good. I knew her pussy smelled good too.

“Is Donovan ready?” She expectantly looked up towards the stairs.

“He’s smoking a blunt in his room. He’s coming.”

She rolled her eyes skyward and walked in the house. “Jesus Christ, I just wish we could just once go somewhere one time without him being high or drunk.”

I closed the door, my eyes trained on her ass. I wanted to suffocate my nose in it so bad.

“Well, you know how he is,” I said.

She soberly smiled. “Painfully so.” She looked sad for a moment and I tilted my head at her, concerned.

“You alright?”

She thought for a minute, looking like she was deciding if she should be truthful with me or not. “If I ask you a question, would you be honest with me and give me a truthful answer?”

I didn’t like the way this was going already. I shrugged. “Sure.”

Her flawless face was pinched with anxiety. A frown formed between her manicured eyebrows. “Something has been bothering me. I wasn’t going to talk about it, but it’s driving me crazy. I would ask Donovan, but I know he’s not going to tell me the truth. Because… well, because he’s Donovan.”

I nodded, waiting.

She walked over to the couch and heavily sat down, putting her hand to her face. I didn’t like how stressed she looked. I walked over to the chair opposite her and sat down, forcing my eyes to focus on her face and not her open legs. She was oblivious to shit like that and was always flashing people.

“I got a call yesterday,” she said. “From a girl. She wouldn’t tell me her name. She said she got my number out of Donovan’s phone.”

Oh shit. “Okay.”

“She asked who I was and how I knew him. I asked who the fuck she was, and she said just a friend.”

Sweat was starting to form on my brow.

“I asked how she’d gotten close enough to Donovan to get my number out of his phone and she just hung up. I tried to call her back, but she didn’t answer.” She  looked over at me, her light green eyes displaying her insecurity. “Dana, tell me the truth. Has your brother been fucking around? Is he cheating on me?”

My mouth couldn’t form words again. Just moved stupidly.

“Is he?” she pressed.

“No Kenya,” I forcibly lied. “No. Noooo. Of course not.”

“Then why is some random bitch calling my phone?”

I tightly shrugged. “I-I don’t know. Maybe it was one of his co-workers. You know girls are always trying to start trouble.”

“Why would a coworker get close enough to his phone to call him?”

I wordlessly stared at her. I was struggling with myself, and I felt awful. It should be easy. Just let the truth roll off your tongue, I thought. Tell her the truth and she’s as good as yours. I mean, no. Tell her the truth and spare her the pain of more lies. But what if I told the truth and she left our lives for good and I never saw her again? That would crush me. Could I take that risk?

“Dana?”

“He works in a garage Kenya,” I fumbled. “I know for a fact those guys leave their phones lying around all the time. They stay super busy. It’s easy to get distracted. And you’ve seen those girls that work there. No offense, but they’re jealous of you and I know some are attracted to my brother. She was probably trying to start trouble.”

Disbelief and doubt clouded her eyes.

“I’m serious,” I adamantly insisted. “There’s nothing going on.”

“You’d tell me the truth if it was, wouldn’t you?”

Now I was really tying myself in a knot. What if the truth came out and she hated me forever and never talked to me again?

Your loyalty is to your brother.

Right. But right is right and wrong is wrong and he is dead wrong for this. The girl I had seen crying and leaving the house earlier was indeed one of the girls from his job. I don’t know if it was the one who had called Kenya, but I know she worked in the customer service department at the garage. Kenya was a wonderful, beautiful and enticing woman. She didn’t deserve his lies or mine.

“Now that I think about it, you’re right,” she was saying. “Those girls never talk to me when I’m up there.”

“Because they’re jealous.” So am I. “He loves you Kenya.” I wasn’t sure about that because his actions proved contrary. He liked her a lot, I guessed. “You know he would never do anything like that to you. Look at you! You’re the baddest thing walking.”

She blushed and looked down at the floor, hiding a smile.

“You are! He wouldn’t risk forever with you for any cheap thots. Trust me.”

Grinning widely, Kenya got up from the couch and walked over to me, kissing me softly on the cheek. I wanted to melt into the chair. My inner alpha growled and threatened to bare its teeth. I told that bitch to settle down and go sit in the corner.

“Thank you Dana.”

She ran her hand over the top of my short fro and I restlessly squirmed. I got up from my chair and moved to the other side of the room, away from her. I busied myself with a photo of Donovan and I’s parents that had fallen down on the mantle and avoided her eyes. I sat the photo back up and played with the edges of the frame. “Sure thing.”

“I knew I could count on you to tell me the truth,” she said, walking over to me. “I know you’d never lie to me.”

Why did she keep coming so close to me? She didn’t know me very well. I was this close to ripping that sexy costume off her body and having my way with her, with Donovan in the house. As if on cue, my asshole of a brother came bounding down the stairs in costume. I rolled my eyes at him and went into the kitchen. He grabbed Kenya from behind, growling and biting her neck. She squealed and turned into his arms, kissing him. I grabbed a water from the fridge and ripped the top off, watching them through the half wall.

My God. The look of love and adoration on her face… I wanted to shoot myself. I needed to shoot Donovan first. Why leave him behind? He was the reason I was in this mess in the first place. Still. I couldn’t help hoping I was somewhere around when he fucked her later so I could listen, agonize, and dream.

“Baby you look great,” he said, holding her at arm’s length and looking her up and down. “Turn around for me.”

She did. My eyes grew wide and my inner alpha growled at me again, threatening to unleash herself. Take that pussy. That pussy is yours and you know it. I shhed her ass again and told her to go back in the corner. She refused.

“How would you like me to fuck you later in this costume?” he asked her.

She grinned at him, looking innocent and devilish at the same time. “I would love it.”

“Upstairs at the party? In Juan’s parent’s room?”

“I’m down,” she giggled, smothering herself in his arms and grinding against him.

“See Dana?” Donovan said, looking over at me and grinning wide like the cat that ate the canary. “I told you she was a naughty and nasty bad girl. She’s a freak.”

Kenya covered his mouth and giggled again. She looked at me and shook her head. “Don’t listen to him Dana. He knows I’m only a freak for him and him only.”

I gritted my teeth and narrowed my eyes at her, rage chocking me again. Oh yeah? I wanted to ask. If it’s only for him, why’d you let my former best friend watch you fuck him? Why’d you hold eye contact with her while he fucked you? Why were you okay with her watching bitch?

I wanted to run over to her and choke her. Then I wanted to fuck her and eat her out and choke her again. I was goddamn crazy. I needed alcohol and some weed. Bad.

Growling, I threw my water in the sink and heatedly left the kitchen, heading for the front door. “Mother fuckers, we going or not?”

Not waiting on an answer, I went out the door and slammed it hard, shaking the hinges.

I was quiet on the way to Juan’s house. I sat in the back seat and sulked, listening to them coo and fawn all over each other, like they’d just started dating five minutes ago. Like she just hadn’t been anxious over the idea of him cheating on her. Like he hadn’t been fucking one of his coworkers only two hours before. I hated them both and wanted to get out the car and walk my ass back home, but I tried keeping my cool. Besides, they didn’t even notice I was in a shitty mode. They were too enthralled with one another. Fake asses.

He’s fucking another girl! I wanted to yell at the back of her naïve head. Her beautiful and naïve head. I wanted to destroy their whole night. Ruin them and their relationship. I needed to do something about this obsession. It wasn’t healthy. But I knew the truth. The only cure was to have her the way I wanted her, completely. That was the only way to get this sickness out of my system. Fucking other girls hadn’t helped. Denying my feelings hadn’t helped. Leaving town for the little time I had certainly hadn’t helped. I needed my fantasy to be fulfilled. But there was the small but big matter of Donovan being my blood, my brother. But for that painful fact, I would’ve had that girl in my bed ten times over by now.

When we arrived at the party, I went my way and they went theirs. I made my way incognito through the house for a while with my mask on and watched the action at hand. Watching girls and boys being boys and girls. Making out, practically fucking all over the house. Getting drunk. Getting high. I downed a few beers and hit a few blunts myself. Starting to feel the effects and getting hot from the booze, I removed my mask and socialized for a while, laughing my rehearsed fake laugh when several of my friends claimed they hadn’t known it was me.

Where’s Donovan? more than a few of them asked. I said, somewhere with his hoe. That was a low blow and I know they felt it, because they gave me a strange look. I knew I was being petty and mean, but id didn’t care. I danced with a few fine freaks with big asses, felt a few big asses up on the dance floor and asked one of them if I could eat her pussy until the sun came up. She slapped the shit out of me. It didn’t hurt. My pride hurt more than my pain.

Because life is ten degrees of fucked up and my luck is worse than any mother fucker on the planet, of course I ran into Kenya later that night. She was sweaty and a little buzzed from alcohol herself. I was coming out of one of the bathrooms upstairs and she was going in.

“Dana!” she said, hugging me tight, pressing them big titties to my flat chest. Why the fuck was she always hugging me? “Where have you been?”

I shrugged out of her embrace and stepped back. “Around,” I shrugged, full of attitude. “Fuck you been?”

She looked taken aback and awkwardly laughed. “With your brother.”

“As always. The two of you are fucking Siamese goddamn twins.” I sucked my teeth.

She crossed her arms and curiously looked at me. “You okay?”
 

“I’m fine,” I practically barked, flexing my arms.

She looked at me for a moment; then walked towards me, touching my arm. I moved away from her again. “What do you want?” I snapped.

She looked offended and stepped back. “I don’t want anything. I just wanted to know if you’re okay.”

“And I told you I’m fine.”

“Okay then.” She shrugged and went into the bathroom, slamming the door.

I put my hands to my head and roughly rubbed it. I felt like shit for being so cross with her, but this whole thing was starting to get on my nerves. I just needed to leave town for a while. Get away. Put some distance between myself, her and my brother. I wondered if Grandma would mind if I stayed with her for about five years.

I put my hand to my chest and winced. My heart literally hurt. I felt sick. I wanted to throw up. I wanted-

My thoughts were stalled at the image of my brother coming up the stairs with some random white chick with inflated boobs, barely there clothes and a black girl’s behind. They were hanging all over one another and kissing like they were in the house by themselves. His hands were all over her like his girlfriend wasn’t in the same goddamn house. This mother fucker never got enough. He never learned. He didn’t care.

“Donovan, what the fuck!” I yelled, walking over to him.

He looked at me, unsteady on his feet with one eye hanging lower than the other. He was clearly drunk. “What?” he slurred.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“Oh.” He looked over at his concubine and drunkenly smiled. “This is Kathy. Have you met Kathy? Or is it Kimberly?”

“It’s Wendy,” she said in a voice as coated with alcohol as his.

He snapped his fingers. “Right, that’s it, Wendy.” He looked over at me. “Isn’t she fine as fuck sis? And you see that ass? Man, Kim K. don’t have shit on this juicy meat right here.” He slapped her ass several times, and she loudly laughed, throwing her arms around him and pressing her tits to his chest.

I felt like my head was going to explode. “You stupid mother-fucker!” I screamed over the loud music. I was glad it was as loud as it was, or Kenya might’ve heard our altercation and come running out of the bathroom. I needed to get the two of them out of sight as quickly as possible.

Donovan tilted his head at me like a dog. “What?” He really was clueless.

“What the hell are you doing?” I jerked my thumb towards the bathroom. “Kenya’s in there.”

He unsteadily moved on his feet, blinking. “Oh.”

Big Tit curiously looked back and forth between us. “Who’s Kenya?”

“Did you forget she was here?” I asked him, ignoring her.

He shrugged. “No.”

“Then why the fuck are you- “

“Look Dana, I don’t have time to argue or go back and forth with you about stupid shit. I’m trying to get this pussy, so…” He brushed me aside with his hand. “If you’ll excuse me.” He looked over at his side ho, jerking his head towards a set of stairs at the back hallway. “There’s a couple of rooms on the third floor if you want to go up there.”

She obnoxiously laughed, the smell of her putrid breath making my stomach turn. “Hell yeah.”

He nodded and grinned wolfishly. “Alright then.”

He led her towards the back stairs, and I grabbed his arm. “Donovan- “

“Look, do what you normally do and keep your mouth shut. Just keep Kenya occupied and out of the way.”

I shook my head at him. “Man, you’re skating on thin ice here. You know this shit isn’t right.”

“Yes, goody two shoes I know. But I’m doing it. So, get the fuck out of my way.” He threw his mask at me. “Hold on to that. I want her to see who’s tearing that vanilla pussy up.” He leaned to me and whispered conspiratorially. “She ain’t never had no black dick before. She’ll never want nothing else when I’m finished with her.” He poked me in the side and pulled her along with him, disappearing up the stairs.

Almost immediately, the bathroom door opened, and Kenya stepped out. My heart jumped in my throat. I hid the mask behind my back and nervously rubbed my head. She saw me standing there and smiled at me.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“Sure,” I evenly said. “Why?”

“Why are you standing outside the bathroom door? You guarding me or something? Making sure no one comes in and takes advantage of me?” She teasingly smiled at me.

“Yeah. Sure.”

She walked close to me and studied my costume. “Why’d you take your mask off?”

“You feel how hot it is in here? My ass about to burn up. And I’ve been drinking. You know heat and alcohol don’t mix.” I sounded natural but inside my nerves were all over the place. I prayed to God my brother and his bimbo didn’t happen back down the stairs. Even more, I hoped they didn’t start fucking so loud that we could hear them over the loud ass music playing on the first floor.

“You see D?” she asked, looking around.

I blinked and stumbled. “D-D? Donovan?”

She giggled with amusement. “What other D would I be looking for?”

I shook my head. “No. I haven’t seen him.”

“I haven’t seen him for the past hour or so. I hope he didn’t go outside with Juan and those other thugs to smoke. Those niggas act so stupid when they’re high.”

“He probably did,” I lied. I hated myself so much. I was still lying to her and this was the perfect opportunity to come clean. Two hoes in one day was too much to ask of anyone, even your twin sister. I was done lying. But I just couldn’t bring myself to hurt Kenya.

“Damn. I better go look for him.” She started for the first-floor stairs. I stepped in front of her, sopping her.

“No, wait- “
 

“No, this is ridiculous. We came here together, and I’ve been by myself long enough already. Besides, he’s the one that said he wanted to fuck me here tonight. He’s the one who said my outfit was sexy and talked about how bad he wanted me. He got me excited. I’m horny. And I’m ready.”

That alcohol was really having an effect on her. I’d definitely seen Kenya drunk before but she was shy about talking about sex with my brother in front of me, thankfully. But not tonight. Her titties were about to fall out of her bustier. She was so far gone she probably wouldn’t even notice who was fucking her if some lecherous dude tried to take advantage of her.

An idea formed in my head. It formed before I even had a chance to stop it. It formed so fast it scared me. Surely, I couldn’t do what I was thinking of. Not after a day like today. Not after talking myself out of it for so long. Not after taking the high moral ground every chance I got. No. I couldn’t. Our bond was too strong. Our relationship was the most important one in my life. I would lay down my life for him. Take a bullet for him.

But then I thought about how selfish Donovan was. How he thought about no one but himself. How he callously and carelessly cheated without remorse. How many risks he was taking with his relationship. How he mistreated Kenya and disrespected her repeatedly by cheating. How he always expected me to have his back and lie for him and took me and our relationship for granted.

My eyes slowly roamed over Kenya. I was sick of being the good guy. Sick of lying to her. Sick of denying my feelings. The plan formed. And I let it have its way. I was going after what I wanted. What I desired. What was mine. I would deal with the consequences later. And consequences there would be.

“You know what?” I said, putting my hand to my head like I’d just remembered something. “Donovan did tell me to give you a message. I almost forgot all about it. Weed must be fogging my brain.”

She straightened up. Happy. I almost punched the wall with jealousy. I wanted to make her spirit soar and bring a big smile to her face too. I wanted her to lose her mind if she couldn’t find me; look forward to me making her feel good.

Soon enough.

“He wanted me to tell you to meet him downstairs in the basement, in the basement guest room. There is one down there, I believe.”

“Yeah, there is. We’ve fucked down there before on game night.”

I frowned. I didn’t need to know that. I pulled it together and checked my ego. That’s okay. Soon, all of her explosive memories would be of me and what I did to her in that basement.

“Interesting,” I said sarcastically. “Anyway, he told me to tell you to meet him down there at 11:30.”

She looked at the diamond-encrusted watch on her right arm. “It’s 11:20 now.”

“Well, you better hurry up. You don’t want to keep him waiting.”

She threw her arms around me, making me drunk off of that intoxicating smell of hers again. “Thanks Dana! I knew he wouldn’t disappoint me. I’ll see you later! Hopefully no one will come along and spoil our good time.”

She headed for the stairs, and I called after her. “Kenya!”

She stopped and turned back to me, still grinning like a banshee. Damnit, she loved him. But I didn’t care. I didn’t care anymore. Game on. “He wants you naked. He told me to tell you that. No clothes. No shoes. No panties. Nothing. Just lay on the bed naked and wait for him.”

She blushed with desire. “Mmmm. Dirty minds think alike. I was planning on it.” She winked at me and left, bouncing down the stairs.

I stared after her for a moment, guilt squeezing every one of my nerves. I ignored it. I glanced down at the mask in my hand and went into the bathroom, closing the door behind me. I went to the mirror and stood in front of it, staring narrowly at my reflection.

“You’re a piece of shit,” I grumbled. “You’re no different than him.”

Shrugging nonchalantly, I looked at my brother’s mask and pulled it over my head. I turned my head from side to side, studying. My brother and I were the same height, practically the same build. My breasts were strapped down to my chest with tape, making my boobs protrude less. The mask included Michael’s unkempt hair, so my real hair wasn’t visible. It would be easy to fool anyone into believing I was Donovan. Very easy. Even his fiancé.

I situated the mask on my face and put my fingers to the mouth part, stretching it slightly. I stuck my tongue through it and moved it around, up down and side to side. Slow; then fast. Great flexibility and room. I smiled sneakily to myself and washed my hands, feeling hungry. But not for food. For that pussy I was getting ready to destroy downstairs. Kenya wasn’t going to know what hit her.


Three

Never in my mother fucking life had I seen something so goddamn sexy, beautiful and alluring. Kenya was on the bed, just as she and I had planned. And she was naked, her body bathed in luminous light from the bedside table. No one else was downstairs but she and I, which surprised me. I just knew other people would be hooking up down there. Luckily for us, they weren’t. She could scream as loud as she wanted to.

When I knocked on the door, I was greeted by a sweet, sexy, “Come in.”

When I opened the door and went in, I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. I nearly chocked on my own breath. You know how you have a fantasy and you have all kinds of ideas of what it would look like and feel like when it comes true, and one day you’re able to live that fantasy and it’s better than you could’ve ever imagined? That’s what it was like for me seeing Kenya naked for the first time. Seeing her there, I realized why God had created women. Except it wasn’t only for men; it was for us dykes too.

Her body was beyond perfection. Her skin… Silky and flawless. I loved her light skin. Fat, bouncy perky boobs. Wide, spreadable hips. Flatter than flat stomach and skinny waist. Thick, muscular thighs from years of running track in school and college. Pretty feet and toes that were painted a seasonal earth tone. And the pussy… I should’ve known she would have a bush. Kenya was traditional in that sense. A true Nubian sister. It wasn’t untamable in the least but was neatly manicured. Not too much but just the right amount and it covered the whole length of her pussy. She even had a little happy trail. Even with the hair I could see it was fat. I loved a fat pussy. I immediately pictured myself smashing my face in it and gladly suffocating.

“Hey Daddy,” she purred from the bed, smiling like the forbidden temptress she was. “You ready for this kitty?”

Hell yeah, the fuck I’m ready! I’ve been ready!” I wanted to scream. I held myself in check. I simply nodded my head.

She ran her hand over her pussy and I eagerly licked my lips, salivating. “You want to eat this pussy?” she asked.

She was a freak alright. And wasn’t shy at all about asking for what she wanted. I liked that.

I vigorously nodded.

She opened her legs and my mouth dropped open behind the mask. Pretty and pink. My God. And wet. Very wet.

“Why you taking so long baby? Come on. You know what to do. You know what to do to this pussy.”

She was talking too much and it was throwing me off.

“Why you so quiet? You don’t feel like talking? Want to get straight to business huh?”

I almost passed out when she put her finger in her pussy and started slowly rubbing it up and down. “You want to watch me play in it first?”

I shook my head, walking over to her. I stood at the foot of the bed and just stared at her, captivated. I wanted to touch her, but I was afraid she would see my hands and it would give me away. I had them stuck deep in my jeans’ pockets.

She looked confused. “You don’t want me to play in it? I thought you liked watching me stroke my pussy.” She put her finger to her lips and licked it, smiling seductively.

If I had a dick, her back would be split in half right now.

I put my finger to my lips and shhed her, hoping she’d get the message. She did. She shrugged and put her hands behind her head and opened her legs wider. “Come and get it Daddy.”

God please just let me grow a dick for five minutes. Just five minutes.

I had never wanted to be a man in my life but at that moment, I wished to God I was.

“Donovan please,” she whispered. “Please.”

Her saying my brother’s name almost threw me off again. I swear I had not thought of him since the moment I’d entered the room and saw her lying there naked. I didn’t want to think about him now. I fought hard to reject him from my conscience again. It was just her and me. No one else was around. She was mine for the taking. And take her I was going to do.

Walking to the other side of the bed, I switched off the light.

“No,” she protested, grabbing my leg. “Leave it on.”

I paused, hoping she was too distracted to feel my much smaller thigh. What would happen if I left it on and she pulled my mask off in a moment of excruciating ecstasy? What then? I decided I couldn’t worry about it. Hell, I wanted to see her too. I wanted to watch her response to me eating her pussy. Wanted to see her body react. I decided to take a chance.

I switched the light back on and worried my lip; then climbed on the bed beside her and on top of her. She reached up for my mask to remove it. I shook my head again, putting her hands back.

“Oh, so I am totally yours tonight, huh? I don’t get to touch you or anything? It’s all about me?”

I nodded my head.

Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight. “I like that.” She put her hands back behind her head.

Still praying she wouldn’t notice my hands, I climbed on top of her and placed my hands on either side of her. I was level to level with her tits and no way in hell was I not sucking them. Oh my God I was going to nut on myself when my mouth finally connected with her body, I just knew it. Closing my eyes, I opened my mouth, leaned my head down, and dove in.

When I tell you those titties felt good in my mouth… Oh my God. My mouth was full of titty. I sucked and sucked, kissed them, played with them… I had to touch them. I couldn’t help it. I swirled my tongue round and round her huge areolas; teased her small nipples with my tongue. Bit them and nibbled on them. Her response to my touch blew my mind. She constantly moaned, writhing on the bed, sucking on her fingers. I was making her feel good and it made me feel like King Alpha. I wanted to take my mask off; show her who I was, but I didn’t dare. I didn’t want anything to get in the way of the best night of my life.

I couldn’t stay on the tits for long; I was dying to get to that pussy. Dying to see if she tasted as sweet as she looked. Dying to make her cum ten times over. I kissed my way down her perfect body to her magical pussy. I deeply inhaled her cunt and my eyes rolled in the back of my head. She smelled like goddamn sin and heaven.

“Oh my God,” I whispered; then paused, afraid that she recognized my voice.

“I’ve been dying for you to eat my pussy all day baby,” she murmured, touching my mask. “I love it when you eat my pussy; you do it so good… Take the mask off.”

She reached down to grab it and I pushed her hands away, shaking my head.

“Oh, come on baby. I want to see your face.”

I had to distract her and fast. I went to work doing what I do best. It immediately silenced her like I knew it would.

“Oh, my Goooooooood!” she gasped, arching to my mouth. “Baby! Baby yes! Yes baby!”

She tasted so damn good. Better than any Thanksgiving meal I’d ever had. Better than ice-cream. Better than the sweetest candy. Once I started tasting her, I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t slow down. I tried to pace myself, but it was fucking impossible. I was immediately addicted to her taste. In that moment I understood why wars were started in the name of women. Why people fought, cheated, and murdered over pussy. I had had so much pussy since high school. I had been with over one-hundred women. And none of them… NONE OF THEM had affected me this way or tasted this good and sweet. Not. One.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried out.

I looked up at her and moaned again at the look on her face. Her eyes were in the back of head, her mouth was open, she was touching her titties and moving against my face in a slow, seductive dance. I tried not to moan out loud again. If I got too excited that moan was going to reach falsetto level and I was too far gone to be stopped now. She was so in the zone I’m not even sure she could tell I did. Her reactions gave me further ammunition to annihilate that pussy. I paused licking and eating and sucking and kissing to look down into her pretty pussy. At her legs and pussy spread wide open for only me. Only she didn’t know it was me. I tried not to let that bother me. In her mind she was with my brother and I was almost certain Donovan had never made her feel this good. I tried not to think of him in that moment, but it was hard. That guilt tried to creep in, and I karate chopped the fuck out of it out of my mind.

“Baby, don’t stop,” she whispered, opening her eyes and looking down at me. “Keep going.”

I rubbed her sides and nuzzled my face against her thighs. I wanted to tell her she was beautiful; that she was the sexiest thing in the world and didn’t deserve to be cheated on and disrespected. She was the baddest thing walking. But I stayed silent and gave her what she wanted.

The noise that escaped her as I resumed murdering her pussy sounded like a cry and a laugh simultaneously. She kept making the same manic noise over and over again, touching my mask.

“You look so hot with that mask in my pussy,” she panted. “You’re eating my pussy like a monster baby. Like a killer. Kill that pussy D. Destroy that pussy. Eat that pussy Michael Myers.”

I would’ve laughed at her incoherent, nonsensical rambling but I was so enamored with the bush I stayed focused. Mama was so wet. So wet I felt like I was eating her pussy under water. The more I licked, the wetter she got, and it was just juices overflowing every damn where. The bed was soaked. Kenya kept winding her face against the mask and I started moaning and couldn’t stop. My hands gripped her ass and I smothered my masked face in her twat. I started doing a trick with my tongue, lips and three fingers that I frequently did with the girls I fucked, and Kenya lost her damn mind. The screams were ear-pitching.

“Donovan, what the fuck baby? You’ve never done your tongue and fingers like that before. How do you… How are you… OH MY GOD! JESUS CHRIST! HOLY MOTHER… FUCCCCCCCCK!”

She exploded and squirted in my mouth. I damn near chocked it was so much. I lapped it all up like the Super Stud I was, hiding a smile. Her body spasmed; her legs trembled and shook. She squeezed my face with her thick thighs. Mission accomplished. Mission goddamn accomplished. And I had more in store.

“Donovan,” she said, beginning to sob. “Donovan, that was so good. I love you. I love you so much baby. Fuck me. Fuck me please. Put that dick in me.”

That did it. That broke me. Not her saying his name. Not her giving him credit for the hard work I had put in. It was her proclamation of love. She loved my brother. That had not changed. My deception hadn’t put a dent in shit. How could it? She didn’t even know it was me.

Exasperated, I got off the bed and went to the wall, switching on the overhead light. “I can’t do this anymore,” I said.  I yanked the mask off my face and watched as her eyes changed from heavy-lidded sexual satisfaction to wide-eyed shock.


Four

“Dana!” she screamed, scrambling to the head of the bed and grabbing the covers with her. She covered her body and shame spread from her cheeks to her chest, turning her skin red. “Dana, what the fuck!”

I paced back and forth across the floor. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”
 

“What did you do!”

I hesitantly turned to her with my hands in a prayer gesture. “I’m sorry Kenya,” I desperately said. “I couldn’t take it anymore. I couldn’t stay away from you anymore. I’ve been in love with you since I first met you, but I’ve been denying my feelings because you are with my brother, but he doesn’t deserve you Kenya, he doesn’t even love you, he’s been cheating on you since the beginning- matter of fact, he was fucking a girl from his job at the house before you came over to take us to the party, and he’s up on the third floor right now fucking some white bitch with fake titties-“

She threw her hand up at me and closed her eyes. “Wait! Wait, wait, wait!”

I stopped, pitifully looking at her, fighting with myself not to cry. I didn’t cry. This woman made me weak. This shit was not good. I had blown it. I had blown everything. For Donovan and for me.

She put her hand to her mouth and shook her head, whimpering. She tried to speak; then stopped, threatening to cry again. “You said he… You said Donovan…”

I walked towards her and she opened her eyes. Her eyes were filled with rage and it stopped me in my tracks. I lowered my head in shame.

“You’ve… you’ve been lying to me this whole time? About Donovan? Even when I asked you to tell me the truth?”

I nodded with my head down.

“And you said he… He’s upstairs now? Fucking some white bitch?”

I nodded again.

“And he is fucking some bitch from his job?”

I just looked at her, not confirming anything.

“Why did you lie to me?” she quietly asked. She looked so injured. So hurt.

“I was trying to protect you.”

“Liar. You were trying to protect him.”

I said nothing because she was right.

She tightened the blanket around her and looked away from me. “I feel so goddamn stupid.”

I looked at her. “You shouldn’t. You love him. That’s not your fault. Everyone wants to believe the best about the person that they’re with.”

This time she said nothing.

“Are you going to go up there?” I asked her.

She gave me a strange look. “Up where? Where he is?” I nodded. “Fuck no. I do have some dignity. Fuck him. Besides, I might kill him. And her.” She cut her eyes at me. “I should kill you too. I can’t believe you tricked me into this.”

My heart felt like it was squeezing me to death. I struggled to breath. I cautiously walked towards her. “I’m sorry Kenya. I’m so sorry. I’m sorry I deceived you. I’m sorry I tricked you. I just wanted you so bad. I wanted to make you feel good. I hate the way he treats you. You deserve better.”

She smirked at me. “You couldn’t have just done it the old-fashioned way? Just told me how you felt?”

“I didn’t want to hurt my brother, as crazy as that sounds now. I mean, he is my twin brother.”

“And yet you still found your way to my pussy with your mouth, while wearing a mask to pretend you were him.”

That hurt. I winced. I looked down at the floor again. “I’m sorry,” I lamely repeated.

“Why now?” I heard her ask.

I looked at her confused. “What?”

“Why now? Why approach me now?”

“I saw a chance and I took it,” I honestly told her. “I understand if you never want to talk to me again. I know it was an awful thing to do. But it was worth it to me to deceive you for a little while, just to be close to you once. Feel you and taste you. Have you in my arms. It was worth it.”

She was quiet so long I had to look at her. She was plaintively looking at me. Not angry or upset anymore. Open.

“I’m not stupid,” she hauntingly said with a faraway look in her eyes. “I’ve always known something wasn’t right. I know what the deal is. I’ve just never been able to prove it… But I’ve always suspected.”

“Why did you stay with him then?”
 

“Why does a woman stay with any man she knows is no good? I love him. I’ve always been infatuated with him. His wildness and street cred. And he’s good-looking and a good lover.”

Damn. Like I really needed to hear that.

“And he’s never directly mistreated me or disrespected me. It’s not like I haven’t met other men that could’ve been better for me. But I was happy with him.”

“What are you going to do now?”

“I’m done.”

My eyes probed hers. “Are you sure?”

She leaned forward and looked directly into my eyes. “I’m done.”

We were quiet for a long while, not looking at each-other again.

“So…” I softly began, “you want to get dressed? I’ll take you home.”

“What the fuck makes you think I want to be alone in a car with you after this?” she snapped at me.

I uneasily looked over at her, my spirit racked with guilt. “Sorry. I understand. I’ll leave you alone so you can get dressed. I’ll call you an uber or something.” I held the pussy juice drenched mask in my hand and walked to do the door, head hung down low like a dog.

“Dana wait!”

I stopped and expectantly looked at her.

“I know Dana,” she quietly said. “I know how you feel about me. I’ve always known. I was just waiting on you to say something.”

I blinked, surprised. “What?”

“You’re kind of obvious,” she said, shyly grinning. “I don’t know how Donovan never picked up on it. He trusts you, I guess.”

Yeah. A lot of good that did him.

“I always pretended I didn’t notice. But I noticed.”

I stared at her in disbelief. “Then why didn’t you say anything?”

“Are you kidding? What would that look like? It’s bad enough I’ve been thinking about it on the low.”

“Thinking about what?”

“Hooking up with you. On the sneak tip.”

My eyes were as big as saucers. My heart was beating so fast I feared I’d faint.

“I’ve been curious for a while now,” she softly continued, still shyly smiling. “But like you, I don’t want to rock the boat. I don’t have a reason not to rock it anymore.”

I struggled to breathe normally. Were my wildest dreams of Kenya wanting me really going to come true? “Kenya, what are you saying?”

Still holding the blanket to her body, she got up off the bed and slowly walked over to me, holding eye contact. She reached one hand out to me, and I retreated, not trusting how easy this was all of a sudden. She noticed my discomfort and gave me an encouraging smile.

“You don’t have to fight it Dana. Not anymore. I’m not going to.”

“I don’t understand. You were so angry when you found out it was me- “

“Of course I was; you tricked me!” She paused. “But, that doesn’t mean I didn’t like it. Or that I don’t want more.” She walked closer to me. I wanted to back up, but I didn’t. “I want you to finish what you started. I liked what you did to me and how you did it. I liked it a lot. I loved it. You’re kind of amazing.”

I grinned, despite myself.

“I never thought being with a girl would be such a liberating, mind-blowing, highly sexual experience.”

“But you thought I was Donovan,” I wryly pointed out.

She shamefully twisted her lips. “I did. But I could tell something was different. Full disclosure, your brother can’t eat pussy like you. And… I’ve never squirted before.”

I raised my eyebrows. I had managed to do something Donovan hadn’t? Bomb. “That was your first time?”

She bit her lip hiding a smile and nodded.

“So, yeah. Women are amazing at head.”

“You’ve only been with one woman. Me.”

“And you’re amazing,” she purred, leaning towards me.

She was going to kiss me! Admittedly, I wasn’t a kisser. It made me very uncomfortable. It was a level of intimacy I’d never experienced or was ever one-hundred percent comfortable with. But then she kissed me. And it was… beautiful.

It was full. It was slow. It was sensual. It was real. I put my arms around her, and she threw her arms around me, moaning. She moved to remove my costume and I stopped her, grabbing her hands.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“What are you doing?”

“Taking off your clothes. Is that okay?”

I felt shy all of a sudden. Damn, how the tides had turned. She slid the top part of the costume off my shoulders, exposing my white tank top. I wasn’t wearing a bra beneath, only the tape. My nipples were undeterred by the restraint though. She stared at my protruding nipples pressing against my top. She reached up to touch them and I shook my head no.

“Why don’t you want me to touch you?” she softly asked.

“I’m not comfortable with that.”

“Why not?”

“I’m just not. I mean, it’s okay sometimes I guess, but I’m more of a giver.”

“Well, it’s time to change that. You’re so pretty Dana.” She gently stroked my cheek. “I want to touch you.”

I wrinkled my nose, making a face. “Pretty? I ain’t pretty.”

She ran her hands over my chest, and I didn’t want to admit it felt good, but it did. “You are,” she emphatically repeated.

“I don’t like that word. Pretty.” I shivered in disgust like she’d just thrown up on my shoes.

“What do you want me to say? Handsome?”

“That’s better.”

She pulled my tank top over my head, exposing my tape-covered breasts.

“Can I take this off?” she asked, touching the tape.

I was too shy to give her permission. She gave it to herself. She carefully removed the tape and tossed it to the floor, her eyes concentrating on my hard nipples. She stared at them, smitten. “Jesus, your tits are lovely.” She ran the back of her hand over my left breast and I retreated again.

“This feels funny.”

“That’s because you’re used to being in charge.” She paused, smirking. She looked up towards the ceiling and scowled. “It sounds bad, but I have to tell you…. I like the idea of doing what we’re doing down here, while they’re up there doing what they’re doing.”

I frowned and shook my head at her. “I don’t want this to be about revenge for you.”

“It’s not but you can’t tell me that you don’t feel a little bit of poetic justice after lying for him and him getting away with fucking around on me all this time. You and I finally get what we want, and he can’t do anything to stop us because he doesn’t know. He doesn’t know you made me squirt and explode on his best friend’s bed.” She closed her eyes and threw her head back, laughing wickedly.

I had to admit I felt a little wicked and naughty myself. Like my brother was getting exactly what he deserved. But so was I.

Blocking Donovan from my thoughts, I stood nose to nose with Kenya and rubbed my hand across her pussy through the blanket. “What’s that you were saying about me being in charge?”

She lightly gasped and widely looked at me. All of her attention was back on me now. “You’re in charge,” she breathlessly repeated.

I grabbed her by both arms and yanked her to me. “And that’s the way I like it,” I growled. “Drop that blanket.”

Not hesitating, she let the blanket fall at our feet. Now it was my turn to stare. Now that she knew it was me and not my brother, I could really explore her body, really see her. She was beyond beautiful. She was beyond perfect. I had truly struck gold. I hated the way it was going down and who it might hurt, but I felt blessed and super lucky.

Not able to stop myself, I went in on those tits, licking them, running my tongue all over them, biting her nipples again. She simply stood there and let me have my way with her, staring down at me while I played with her melons. I touched her all over her body and massaged her perfect round ass. Her soft moans encouraged me and pushed me to do more. I slid one of my hands around to her pussy and pushed one of my fingers inside.

“Oh!” she cried out, throwing her head back and cocking one of her legs open as she stood.

“Damn Kenya, you feel so good. I love the way your pussy feels. I love the way it tastes.”

“Yes Dana, eat my pussy again. I want more of that please.”

Not hesitating for one second, I started kissing her again and backed her to the bed, laying her on it. I lay on top of her and kissed her for minutes, our moans suffocating one another while we touched like lovers denied pleasure for years.

“Dana, I love the way you touch me,” she murmured. “And your skin feels so good.”

I groaned and unwillingly pulled away from her, trailing my lips to her ear, down to her neck, and finally back to those fat, bouncy titties. I wrapped my hand around one and teased her nipples with the other. My tongue found her left titty and I licked lengthily. She was shaking; it felt so good to her. Kenya was an expressive lover who didn’t hold back, and I loved that.

“Oh Dana,” she sighed with pleasure.

I went back and forth between both tits giving them equal attention. I couldn’t stop sucking them; they felt heavenly in my mouth. But I had more body to get to. I kissed down her flat stomach, bit her small waist, licked her stomach; then moved to those thunder thighs. I slapped her on the ass and turned her on her side, running my tongue down one thigh while I squeezed and rotated her ass cheek. She reached down and stroked one of my tits with the tip of her fingers.

“I want to suck your titties,” she gasped. “Let me taste you too. Please.”

“No sugar,” I said, blowing on her thigh and turning her on her other side so I could pay attention to the other, “tonight is all about you.”

“But I want to make you feel good too.”
 

“Just touching you makes me feel good baby. This is a dream come true for me.”

“That makes me feel so good to hear that. You make me feel so sexy. I want to make you feel sexy too. Get undressed. All the way. Do it now so I can look at you.”

I still felt unsure about all this intimate shit, but I acquiesced and pulled myself away from her body with great effort. I stood at the side of the bed and unbuckled my low-slung jeans, pushing them off. I removed my shoes, leaving on my socks. I uneasily stood there in my boxers. I tried to look brave, but I know my insecurity showed.

Kenya couldn’t stop staring at the prominent print at the slit of my boxers. “Is that what I think it is?”

I wore my strap morning, noon, and night, whether I was in pussy or not. I silently nodded.

“Can I see it?”

I slid my boxers down and kicked them off, standing there proud as she lustfully gazed at my ten-inch strap wide-mouthed. “Holy shit,” she gasped. “That is goddamned perfect.”

I cockily smiled. “I know.”

She quickly slid off the bed, getting to her knees. I anxiously eyed her, knowing what was coming. She looked up at me and held my rubber dick in her hands. She licked the tip and I licked my lips. Still holding eye contact with me, she slid her mouth over the top half of my dick and pushed it to the back of her throat. She released it and moaned, licking her lips. She slowly sucked it again, still looking at me. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from hers. This was decidedly the sexiest, most erotic moment of my life.

Kenya sucked my dicks for minutes like a pro, moaning and slurping loud while she teased my nipples with the tips of her fingers. Before long, I couldn’t take it anymore. She looked so fucking sexy servicing me on her knees; I just had to have her and eat her pussy again. I pulled her up and pushed her back on the bed, leaving her legs hanging over the sides. I left them hanging and pushed them open wide, diving in. She cried out and grabbed my fro, pulling hand.

“Yes!” she cried. “Eat my pussy Dana, yes!”

“Mmmmmmmm,” was all I could mumble, my entire face buried in her sweet pussy.

I slid two fingers inside of her and swiftly moved them in and out of her, sucking firmly on her clit. She grabbed my entire head and her knees buckled. She sat up halfway, watching me. I watched her back, going in on that thick bush.

“Hahhhhh,” Kenya gasped, her mouth trembling uncontrollably. “Hahhhh. Hah. Hah. Hahhhhhh.”

The noises she made sounded so goddamn sexy I almost came on myself. I felt so powerful and undefeated. She began running her hand over her titties, while she continued to hold my head with the other. I thumbed her clit and fucked her pussy with my tongue, moaning like a crazy person.

Kenya’s eyes crossed and she dropped her head back. “Augh!” she grunted.

And just like that, the tidal wave projected itself from her body again. I laughed with wicked delight as my pretty girl squirted in my face, hitting me in the eyes.

“Jesus Christ!” she screamed.

I started slurping and sucking her pussy loud and she wildly bumped her pussy to my face. “Oh my God! Oh my God!”

It happened again and before she could get tired and pass out on me, I flipped her ass over and slapped her hard on the ass. Weak, she squeezed the sheets with her fingers and just laid there.

“Oh, hell no,” I said, pulling her up by her waist with my arm. I pushed her chest down to the bed and hiked the fat ass up in the air, not pausing before I thrusted my dick inside of her. Kenya screamed, coming instantly.

“That’s right,” I grunted. “Give me that pussy. Give it to me.”

“Oh shit Dana!”

“That’s right!”

I pounded my dick in and out of her, watching her ass ripple with each thrust. Kenya tried to sit up and I pushed her ass back down on the bed.

“Stay still goddamnit!”

“I will baby; I’ll do whatever you want! Just don’t stop fucking me! Don’t stop fucking me please!”

I fucked her until I felt she had had enough and then I fucked her some more. I fucked her from the side, I fucked her missionary, I let her ride me while I slapped that ass and sucked them titties. The constant movement of the strap against my clit had my body in flames and I exploded, growling and grunting her name and shouting it to the ceiling. I collapsed on top of her, spent.

Almost half an hour later, we still hadn’t spoken a word, just lay there in silence in each-other’s arms, still naked and listening to the music that was still vibrating through the walls and loud laughter from friends and strangers up the stairs. Not one person had come down yet and it still surprised me. But I was glad I had gotten to have over an hour of passion with the woman of my dreams and make her mine.

Rubbing her head against my chest, Kenya finally spoke, her voice hoarse from her screams. “Dana.”

“Yes?”

“What now?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, what do we now?”

I rubbed her shoulder and looked down at her. “I want to keep seeing you. I want to keep eating you and fucking you too.”

She tiredly smiled. “I want that too.” Her smile faded. “But what about Donovan?”

I thought for a long moment, fighting the inevitable feelings of guilt about bedding my brother’s girlfriend.

I deserve this, I told myself. He doesn’t. She’s mine now and that’s it.

“I don’t know,” is all I said.

We were pensively quiet again.

“I might need to make another visit to Grandma,” I finally said.

She looked up at me and I felt my heart vibrate at her beauty. Her hair was all over her head, but her face was glowing and flushed with sexual satisfaction. Satisfaction that I had brought her. I felt like, the man.

“Why you say that?” she asked.

“It might be the safest place to stay after we tell Donovan about us. Or he finds out. Whichever comes first.” I paused, chewing my lip. “Want to come with me?”

Her brows furrowed. “For how long?”

“Long enough to give him time to process everything and not want to kill us.”

“That’s wishful thinking. He’s going to want to kill us.”

“After everything he’s done, he doesn’t have that right. I understand it, but he doesn’t have that right.”

She smirked. “Good luck telling him that.”

“We’ll work it out,” I assured her, rubbing her luscious boobs. I was done talking about Donovan. I wanted more. “We will. But let’s not worry about it tonight.” I climbed on top of her and spread her open with my palms.

Her eyes lit up with sexual anticipation and she put her hands behind her head, giving me the lead. “I agree. Have your way with me again before someone discovers us and spoils the fun.”

“I plan on having my face in this pussy all night long baby,” I huskily said, sliding down her body to her taste of heaven.

I pushed her legs high up in the air and spread them wide; then placed my hands beneath her generous bottom. I looked up at her and hoped my eyes convinced her of the words I spoke. “I love you Kenya,” I whispered.

Tears welled up in her eyes and she placed her hand to my cheek, softly stroking it. “Oh Dana,” she sighed. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything right now. But one thing’s for sure, you may not feel the same way I do now, but you will when it’s over.” I slowly licked her open pussy and she gasped, her mouth dropping open. “You will when it’s over,” I repeated.

“I believe it Dana,” she grinned, closing her eyes to my sensuous licks. “I believe it.”
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