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GWEN’S BIRTHDAY
EVENT

Gwen raised her fist to knock on
Craig’s door and froze. Her eyes slowly widened at the throaty
female gasps mingling with Craig’s deep returning groans.
Immediately feeling herself grow wet, she clinched her thighs
together—trying to banish memories of the hot sex they’d always had
from her mind.

Then she tensed as another female—or
was it the same?—cried his name. Craig breathed, “Ah! Ladies…” A
sharp slap to an ass followed by a throaty moan, “…thanks for
choosing me as your first….”

A throaty female laugh, “Sara, spread
your legs wider so I can get to your pussy.” A moan around an
obvious mouth-full of something, “Feels good, don’t it? His long
hard cock buried in your throat while I finger-fu…”

“Ah…yeah. Look at me with those blue
eyes when you suck my big black dick…”

The ache that roared between her legs
shocked her. Gwen gasped and slapped her hand over her mouth as she
did a little dance in place. She forgot all about the squeaky
floorboards until a loud screech rang through the air, making her
cringe a split second before a female voice within his apartment
asked, “What was that?”

She froze. Faster than she could react,
footsteps were moving toward the front door, then it was jerked
open. The security chain immediately engaged below his dark
handsome face and vibrant gold-flecked eyes. His shock melted away
to a soft welcoming little grin, “Hey. I didn’t expect…” Then he
saw the exhaustion and worry in her eyes and the grin fled, “Whoa!
What happened?”

As he quickly pulled on his shorts and
signaled behind him to the two girls, Gwen shook her head—shoulders
curling under her ears in a full-body cringe—“I’m sorry. It’s just
Ross…shit! I should have called.”

“No. Really. Please.” A zipper sounded
and he scrambled to unlatch the chain, “Gwen, come on. Don’t go.
What happened?”

She quickly nodded but didn’t turn back
because memories flooded through her when the squeaky-hinged door
was opened wider. She gasped when his fingers wrapped around her
upper arm, sending goose bumps chewing up her flesh. He turned her
toward him and she almost moaned at seeing his dark bare chest with
just a sprinkling of hair. They stared at each other for a beat
before she told him softly, “Ross is in the hospital.”

His fingers tightened on her arms,
“What happened?”

She shook her head sadly but tried for
a polite smile when two pretty blondes—now appropriately
dressed—breezed past her, triggering the squeaky floorboards again
before entering another door down the hall, “I really shouldn’t
have come here, Craig. I didn’t mean to inter…”

“Stop it, Gwen. Come on in.”

She stared at him—heart racing and to
her astonishment—blurted out what was on her mind, “Still damn hot
between them sheets, huh?”

His eyebrows flew up, “How long were
you standing there?”

She blushed to the roots of her blonde
hair as he laughed, sliding a hand down his smiling ebony face,
“Uh-huh. Okay. Long enough, huh?”

The last few days’ events seemed to
tumble in on her and—to her horror—her chin started to tremble. She
turned away quickly so he wouldn’t see her tears but her words came
out on a tired sob, “Ross got shot!”

“What!?! How?”

She angrily brushed at the tears,
hating it when she cried in front of people, but he caught her
wrist and gently pulled her toward his hard bare chest. She tensed
at first but his warm, comforting arms felt too good. With a shaky
emotional sigh, she laid her forehead against his chest as he
squeezed her to him, “I’m sorry, Gwen.”

Craig tightened his arms around her
even more and, as if it were completely natural, kissed the top of
her head, “Shhhh. It’s okay. As long as you didn’t shoot him. Just
let it go. I’ll bet you haven’t shed a tear since, huh?”

She looked up at him, grinning through
her tears. And he caught her chin so she couldn’t look away again.
The tenderness on his face astounded her for a moment. Then his
head tilted and dipped toward hers for a kiss as he breathed, “You
let everyone else cry on your shoulders.”

In the back of her head, she’d known he
would kiss her if she looked up at him. She also knew she needed
someone-----she realized that she needed him. She gasped as a
fierce ache tore through her, causing a little smile to tug at the
corners of his full lips as they closed over hers.

A whimper tore from her throat as his
mouth tugged at hers while his teeth nipped at her lower lip. The
ache settled between her legs, ruthlessly firing emotions and
memories from the hottest sex she’d ever had.

She’d always regretted breaking up with
him—it had been over two years—but her mother was set in her ways.
She’d freaked out when she’d discovered she was dating anything but
a white man. Besides, Craig was so intense—overwhelming her. He was
just too damn much to take. She’d been so afraid of falling for
him. But now she wondered if she actually had. She missed him more
than she cared to admit.

Since the breakup, she’d simultaneously
resisted Ross’s efforts at getting them back together and gotten
all breathless and shaky when he was around. They’d seen each other
off and on in passing. She’d kept fantasizing about him and the
sexual tension never seemed to ease between them.

She’d catch him watching her with that
look or she’d get mesmerized by him working a crowd at an event. He
was such a natural at it, wielding an almost tangible power that
never failed to throw her motor into high gear.

He’d always wanted to bring another
partner into their bed. At the time, she thought he just wanted to
cheat on her but he’d told her to chose a male—he’d watch them.
She’d thought he was nuts! But after they’d split…she couldn’t get
the offer or him out of her mind. But she didn’t want a male in
their bed. Instead, she wanted to watch him tear it up with another
female. She wanted to hear her squeal as he stretched her with that
big black dick. She was even turned on by the thought of licking
some little white chick’s juices from his cock.

The thought of having him—still wet
from another—made her hotter than anything she’d ever felt. A brief
flash of him tonguing another woman flew through her mind. She
squirmed against him and he groaned. Then sank into him as a little
mewl of surrender was ripped from her throat.

*****

He broke the kiss, sliding his lips
across her tear-stained face before whispering against her ear in a
deep husky voice, “Damn! I’ve fucking missed you.”

She hopelessly moaned back, “Oh shit.
I’ve missed you, too.”

His lips found hers again, teasing them
apart so he could fully explore her mouth. His hot tongue probed,
sliding along her teeth as her hand came to rest along his jaw.
Teeth nipping at her lower lip brought her breath erupting on an
agonized sigh.

She couldn’t take it anymore. With a
desperate cry of, “Pleeaase, Craig, I want you so much…,” as her
arms wrapped around his broad shoulders. At that point, she
literally climbed his frame and wrapped her legs around his waist,
wiggling her hips tantalizing over his long hard cock.

He moved her to the nearest wall,
bracing her there as he growled in her throat, “Damn…you feel so
fucking good!”

His fingers were suddenly rolling a
nipple. The ache was about to drive her nuts, “Oh…Craig,
pleeaase!”

The head of his cock was suddenly
there—at her opening—nudging its way into her. She pushed
down—digging her shoulders into the wall for advantage—and wailed a
porn-worthy moan as he slid deep inside her. All the way to the
hilt, stretching her clit so that it slid gracefully down the last
inch or so. Her back arched as she ground into him, crying out in a
series of short little gasps. She then lost control and bucked her
hips against his while lacing her fingers together at the back of
his neck. He then grabbed her arms and, pulling her away from the
wall, swung her around and dropped them both on the
sofa.

He kissed her hard, pushing her down in
the cushions before tugging at her nipples as he plunged into her
over and over. She arched her back off the sofa, pushing both
breasts into his large hands. He squeezed them together, slapped at
them, and teased her nipples mercilessly—all the while rocking his
hips into hers.

With her pussy sucking at his cock, his
hand slipped to her clit. His smooth voice rumbled through him,
“Ah…you got the wettest little pink pussy.”

She gasped, remembering now that he was
a master at dirty talk—in and out of the sheets. His answering
groan told her that he also remembered the effect of his dirty talk
on her, “I can’t wait to run my hot tongue across your pearly clit.
Taste your sweet juices again…”

Her lungs felt like they’d burst and,
when the orgasm sped through her, she wailed his name—grinding into
him as her pussy loudly sucked at his cock. He sped up, “Ah, yeah.
Let’s make that tight little pussy talk.”

Then curled his hips, rocking his shaft
against her clit. She felt a gush of wetness and dragged in a
lungful of air as an epic orgasm washed over her, causing her to
drag her nails across his ass as she slung her head from side to
side. He groaned and grabbed her hips, slamming into her once more
while growling her name as he jerked inside her. Gwen’s back heaved
off the couch, throwing her full breasts to bounce against into his
hard chest one last time before his face sank into her
neck.

She lay under him, slightly stunned
that he’d came so fast. She was still aching really bad. She
wiggled her hips and arched into him while moaning, “You feel so
fucking good.”

He growled into her neck, “Fucking you
feels so good.” Squeezing her breasts again as he sat up, he told
her, “You can tell me what happened to Ross in the
shower.”

She gasped and her eyes widened. She’d
almost forgot about Ross. Horror at her forgetfulness stood stark
on her face for a second but he frowned at her, “Gwen, slow down. I
know you. You’re trying to do everything for everyone. Right? I bet
you haven’t slept in a while, either.” He nodded at the look on her
face and said pointedly, “Uh-huh. When was the last time you
ate?”

He pulled her off the sofa, tugging her
after him as he headed for the shower. She told him about Ross and
his wife staging a scene and the phone call she’d received from his
wife afterward before saying, “She told me they agreed on it. She
was supposed to bring another man home so she did. Ross was
supposed to ‘catch her’. She said the other guy had been fine with
it. He had done that before. But, then he brought a gun with him
and Ross was shot.”

Craig was quiet for a minute before air
blasted from him, “Damn! That’s crazy. Is he okay?”

She nodded, “It just grazed him. Of
course, I’ve been on the phone now with divorce attorneys because
he insisted on staging a separation afterward. At first, he thought
she tried to…kill him!”

Ross’s eyes widened,
“What? How long
they been together?”

Gwen closed her eyes, “Seven years. I
knew they’d been having some issues but I never
thought…”

Craig shook his head with a little huff
of irritation and looked away. Gwen caught it, “What? You know
something?”

He threw his hands up, “Don’t look at
me. I don’t know shit.”

She could tell he was hiding something.
She dropped it for the moment as she took the towel from him. One
of the reasons she’d sought him out was because he’d wanted another
partner in their bed at one time. Well…so had Ross and his wife.
Now look what happened! She needed to understand it.

She frowned, suddenly finding that she
couldn’t drop it after all, “Craig, I know you.
Something’s…”

He held a hand up again, “Look, the
only think I know is that they’d been having problems long before
we started working with them. At one point, she was hitting on me
and Greg. I said no.” At her look of disbelief, he assured, “Yeah,
that’s right. I turned her down. Because I’m not into cheating. If
Ross had given his blessing at the time, wanted to join, or
watch—I’d have tapped that in a heartbeat, but…”

He shook his head and started to move
away but Gwen stopped him, “So, you really don’t want to cheat.”
Her breathy voice gave her away when she asked, “What’s the
turn-on, then?”

His knowing lop-sided grin
and the intensity in his eyes as they roamed over her made her wet
all over again, “For me—the thrill that someone’s watching, getting
off on me rolling with their
woman. For some damn reason, white men get off on
seeing their white woman get stretched and fucked by a big black
man’s dick and it gets me off, too.”

He grinned wider at her obvious arousal
and asked, “Since when did you go black again? Since when did this
scene start turning you on?”

Gwen shook her head and tried for her
most innocent look but Craig wasn’t buying it. He waved a big ebony
hand through the air, “Gwen, please! Don’t insult my
intelligence.”

She just stared at him before shakily
asking, “You ever have another woman watch?”

His deep laughter crawled over her
skin, bringing chills in its
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