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The Break up
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Bobby heard the door to the apartment slam shut. His roommate let out a string of curses that would make a sailor blush. Fresh out of the shower and still in his towel, Bobby quickly put on a shirt and shorts to see the commotion. His best friend Angela sat on the couch in the two-bedroom apartment. He moved closer. The sobs and sniffles grew louder upon the approach. Something happened to upset her. 

“Hey,” said Bobby in a gentle voice. “Are you hurt? Are you Okay?” 

“No, I am not okay. I hate men. I hate you.” yelled Angela.  

She sat on the couch, unsure how to feel. Bobby did not see his friend in pain, but he wouldn’t be her punching bag either. He ended his relationship with his girlfriend when she decided to push every emotion upon him and make harmful statements. The next day, she would pretend it didn’t happen or tell him that he should man up because that is what men do. Bobby struggled in that relationship because physically and sexually, she was perfect, but mentally, she was a nightmare. 

“I don’t deserve that. I know you are upset. I will ask you again. Are you hurt? Are you okay? I want to help if you are physically hurt. I also want to help if you are emotionally hurt. You are my best friend. Don’t hurt me,” said Bobby in a sterner voice with some of the tactics he learned from therapy.

“Sorry, I...I...hurt, not hurt,” Angela said between whimpers as she pointed between her chest. Bobby got on his knees in front of his friend and room. He gripped her face gently with both hands. His pale skin contrasted against her tanned skin. Thumbs wiped the tears from both eyes. The brown eyes rippled with pain and agony as her eyelashes threatened to fall from her face from the tears. The sniffles and sobs continued but slowed under his touch. 

Angela pressed her finger repeatedly against the space between her two augmented breasts. Bobby struggled to focus, but his friend wore a tight black dress. The strapless dress gripped the toned figure. This material couldn’t hide the nipples as they pushed outward. Strappy open-toed heels and gold jewelry completed the outfit. She looked stunning, and Bobby didn’t understand why anyone wanted to hurt her so badly. 

Bobby wanted to comfort her, but the rules were in place for a reason. He may have broken them already when he wiped the tears away, but the next step would cross the line. Angela had boundaries in place that Bobby did not want to cross. 

“Can I help you? I want to help you. Can I hug you? You can snuggle like you used to,” asked Bobby. Angela’s hurt eyes looked at her friend. Bobby gulped and feared he may have made the wrong decision. Why did he say something this stupid? Regret plagued him. Why did he ask her? The silence hung in the room as thoughts swirled in her mind. Bobby could see the conflict swirl inside. Let him close once more or push him away as he did. 

“Please,” muttered Angela as more tears fell and her voice cracked. “Don’t hurt me. Don’t do what you did before.” 

“I won’t. I promise,” said Bobby. He reached for the latch on her expensive heels. The petite feet were removed from the shoes one at a time. Next, he stood from the couch to retrieve a blanket. Lastly, he sat at the end of the sofa with his legs extended, straddling her position. Hesitantly, she lay on his chest. After a moment, the closed arms wrapped around his body. The blanket tucked her inside his warm embrace, and he squeezed her tight as she cried. Tears from the pain of the evening rolled onto his chest. She heaved and cried. Bobby pressed her tightly until they fell asleep on the couch sometime later. 

The following day, the sunlight from the living room window woke Bobby. A slight pain in his lower back was the first thing he remembered as Angela’s weight registered. His eyes opened as he fought the grogginess of the late night and that week of work. It was earlier than he usually woke on Saturday, but he had enough sleep to satisfy basic needs. 

A slight snore came from his roommate. Angela was sound asleep. Bobby struggled not to move and wake the sleeping woman. She fell asleep in his arms. Her perfume wafted into his nostrils again, sparking a desire he had long suppressed. He wondered if comforting Angela like this was the right thing to do last night. Should he have stayed in his room and let her cry alone? No, she would have gone into her room if she wanted to be alone. She went to the couch because she needed him. That is what friends are for. 

Bobby moved the hair from her face behind the ear. Gold earrings matched with her golden-tanned skin. Eye makeup ran down her face on his chest. The plain white shirt was ruined, but he didn’t care about the cheap shirt. His eyes continued downward to the black dress that scrunched. She shifted to the side during sleep, jamming her shoulder into his stomach. Then, with visual confirmation, he could see her exposed breasts. 

Bobby could not take his eyes off them. The two massive augmented breasts sparked more of the hidden and dangerous desire. Quickly, he found the blanket and pulled it up slowly. It was too late. Semi-hard already from morning wood, his friend fiddler grew to full strength. That was a problem. In his haste the previous day, he wore shorts without underwear. These particular shorts are the kind with a slit in the front, and his hardon was now in the open. In total panic, Bobby closed his eyes and promised not to get up until she woke. 
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Misplaced
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Angela gripped her boyfriend tight. The warmth of his skin as the light from sunrise hit felt good. She pressed her face into the shirt to feel something wet and sticky. She took a deep breath instead of the rich cologne, and she smelled the polo sport of her friend. The previous night’s memories returned like a punch from Mike Tyson. She remembered the double date in the restaurant. Then she remembered what happened. 

The fight. The hurtful words. The crying. She remembered coming home and wanting her friend. Bobby comforted her the way she wanted. His strong and warm embrace let her grieve the relationship that ended and that would never be again. The slight pain in her shoulder made her readjusted. She wanted Bobby to wake up while she was in her arms until she felt the shirt on her skin. 

In a panic, she felt her bare breast rub against him. Suddenly, she stopped moving as fast as she had before. Fingers wiggled down to her dress, and she pulled the top under the blanket to put the girls away. She turned slightly and felt something. The dress had risen as well, exposing her ass. On the front, Angela felt her morning wood rub against something else. It felt like her phone. She reached for the hard object. 

Angela’s fingers gripped the object. The warmth from the rod signified that it wasn’t a phone. Eyes darted to her friend’s face to see if the grip woke him. The man remained sleeping even though she grabbed his cock. Angela couldn’t believe what was happening and then had to ask herself, why am I still holding it? 

Slowly, the fingers let go of Bobby’s boomstick. The wounded vixen pushed off the couch. With the grace of a house cat, she freed herself from the blanket and stood. The morning wood was the focus. Though she looked for only a moment, it felt like a lifetime. 

The manhood was bigger than she believed he would be. Bobby was in the boy’s shower in high school the last time she saw it. They are grown now and hard. He grew more than she thought it should. It looked amazing. Siliva began to drip in her mouth. Maybe she should reward him for being the best person in her life with the best morning blowjob of his life. Thoughts of taking him in her mouth until he exploded overwhelmed her fragile emotions. 

With effort, she fought the urge. She was confused by the emotion. That was the reason why she would never do it. Every person in her life disappoints her beside him. Angela leaned over, kissed his forehead, placed the blanket on his body, and snuck into the bedroom. 

Angela closed the door slowly to avoid waking him. Once closed, she placed her back on the door and slid down to the ground like a movie. Tears threatened to flow once more, but they
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