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      INTRODUCTION: RISKY BUSINESS


      No matter what bolt of cloth you’re cut from sexually, the thrill of getting caught can be wickedly arousing. Which is why getting frisky in a forbidden place—outside of one’s comfort zone and often away from the comforter—can be some of the hottest sex of all, whether you’re giving someone a quick grope in a bar or going the whole naughty nine yards in a rest stop bathroom.


      Here we present a tantalizing collection of erotic tales in which horned-up couples, casual hookups, and nameless strangers get their rocks off by taking a walk on the wild side. It’s an eclectic mix of sexually charged stories that show how being bad in a variety of ways can feel really good for a multitude of reasons.


      While a healthy dose of exhibitionism induces a massive adrenaline rush in some people, for others it’s an anticipation of the unexpected that gets their juices flowing. According to a study published in The Journal of Neuroscience, the pleasure-seeking parts of our brain are more turned on by unpredictable treats than by expected ones. Which is why an already hot encounter with a swarthy cab driver can turn scorching when a sexy stranger happens upon the action and invites himself to join in. Such is the case in “Taxicab Confession.”


      And then there’s the college senior who fantasizes about seducing his hot professor only to find the tables turned in a brazen tryst. Or the horned up businessman who puts on a gooey show from his second floor “pool view” window. There’s also an inexperienced American on a high-speed train through Europe who finds himself playing “spin the Carlos” with two locals eager to break him in.


      You can look to these stories for inspiration—as the couple in “Landmark Photography” does when one of them discovers that his great grandfather, an amateur photographer, had spent decades capturing horny men getting it on in public—or you can simply sit back and enjoy the antics of others from a safe enough distance. Because, as the protagonist in “No Parking” knows all too well, going at it in a well-lit parking lot can be fierce, but it can also bring out the fuzz.


      Of course, we’re not suggesting that all risky business happens in public or that every indecent exposure carries the threat of arrest. For some—like Anton in “Standard Issue,” who finds himself on a date with someone he’s falling hard for but risks it all by sneaking off to the bathroom between cocktails to fuck another hottie who makes eyes at him from across the room—the most dangerous trysts are those with emotional repercussions. Just ask Matt, who, while spending “Four Days in the Exurbs” as a guest of his former college roommate and his live-in girlfriend, discovers that his unrequited lust for the strapping straight guy isn’t one-sided.


      Yes, indecent exposures come in all shapes and sizes, running the gamut from gritty (sucking off an impressively endowed Turkish gas station attendant in a dimly lit alley) to abstract (finding oneself in a public dalliance that masquerades as art). There’s even a big-time marketing exec who enjoys furtively jacking off during meetings and then hooks up with a subordinate and decides to take his “business” public.


      We hope you enjoy these tales of libidinous adventurers who crank up the excitement factor by raising the stakes. There’s no need to “get a room”—just make sure you leave yourself a free hand.


      Risky business is hot business!


      Winston Gieseke, Berlin

    

  


  
    
      ROOM WITH A POOL VIEW


      Adam L. Stuart


      The gaudy hotel room curtain nearly knocks the lit joint from my lips when I finally find and yank the cord to open it in search of a window to crack. It’s instantly apparent that although the first floor “pool access” rooms—like the one I was promised when I made my reservation—have sliding glass doors, the second floor “pool view” rooms—which I ended up getting due to an “unfortunate overbooking”—have sealed glass that don’t allow guests to enjoy the warm evening breeze here in beautiful downtown Burbank, California.


      Fuck … I hope they weren’t bullshitting me when they promised to move me to the first ground level room that becomes available during my weekend stay. If this business trip hadn’t been so last minute I probably would have made a bigger stink, but at this point I consider myself lucky to have a pool at all, let alone a view of it.


      Slowly I inhale a long toke while recalling the break-of-dawn call from my boss saying I would need to fill in for him at this sales convention in the morning. I was already in a piss-poor mood thanks to another sexless night with Mike, who had been too trashed the night before to suck my dick, let alone take off his jeans before crashing. Fast forward to me waking today and pointing out the morning tent my cock was making in the sheets—which he responded to by turning on his side and promptly going back to sleep.


      Halfway through an attempt to snap one off on my own, my boss’ ringtone sounded. I now had to scramble to pack, book a room, and drive my not-so-happy ass south for six hours on the 5 freeway. The entire way, all I could think about was Mike and how I need to trade him in for a newer model. Preferably one with a sexual appetite that matches my own—i.e., someone who wants to fuck morning, noon, and night.


      I’m now in my hotel room taking another hit and staring longingly down at the pool. How am I going to release some tension tonight? I wonder. The answer is easy: First, smoke a joint. Second, take a swim. Third, find someone to fuck.


      As if the universe is conspiring in my favor, out of the sliding glass doors of the pool access room directly below mine walks the type of man I could see myself fucking morning, noon, and definitely tonight. His skin is SoCal bronzed, his body is 24-Hour-Fitness conditioned and his mussed brown hair and the manicured scruff on his angular face is celebrity rock star. As he rounds the pool, his back still towards me, I quickly turn one of the two cushioned chairs by the window around so it faces the pool and sit down, ready to enjoy the view. The small white hotel towel wrapped around his waist barely covers him and I can’t wait to see what’s underneath.


      I take another long drag with one hand while the other unbuttons and unzips my jeans, allowing my hardening cock to come out and play. As if timed deliberately, my eager palm surrounds my growing shaft just as the stud below bends over to remove his pool shoes. Along the way his towel falls to the ground, revealing a backside that looks mighty delicious in a pair of navy blue square-cut swim trunks.


      When he turns around, my eyes dance up and down his flawless physique—from his face and swimsuit model pecs to his beach body abs and impressive bulge—and I’m suddenly grateful my window up here doesn’t open because I’m so desperate to jump this guy’s bones that I might just leap from it.


      Instead I do the next best thing: I spit on my hand and start moving it slowly up and down my stiff rod, my goal being to take my time and make this worth my while.


      No sooner do I begin than my Greek god of the pool glances up in my general direction. I’m so caught up in the moment that it takes me a second to realize that if I can see him he must certainly see me—especially with my curtains wide open and the wicker lamp above my head turned on. It’s like having a spotlight on me. But all I can think to do is to stop my hand and freeze—as if not moving makes me invisible.


      To my delight, the sight of me gawking in his direction—cock in one hand, glowing joint in the other—seems to amuse and entice him. His lips form into a sexy smirk and he runs a hand through his scruffy hair as if pretending to style it while flexing his built arm muscles for my enjoyment. Next he tucks the thumb of his other hand into the top of his swim shorts, pulling them down just enough to tease me with a glimpse of his nicely manicured pubes.


      Holy fuck … this dude’s digging the idea of me watching him …


      After quickly scanning the pool area for innocent passersby, I set my weed in the ashtray, jump to my feet, and yank my jeans all the way down, presenting him with a well deserved view of the rock hard trouble he’s caused. Clearly impressed, he glances briefly over his shoulders and then takes his long fingers south, somehow managing to slip them all into the front of his skin-tight trunks, cupping his ever-growing package in his lucky hand.


      Will he be daring enough to fully unwrap this present and let me see his gift? I sit back down in my chair and wait to find out.


      But then, just as quickly as it had gone in, the hand is pulled hastily out as a sudden rumbling reveals the presence of an elderly couple entering the pool area with a rolling suitcase. As my eye candy bends down to grab his towel, I pull the switch on the spotlight over my head, throwing me into darkness. As I wait for the couple to proceed past the deep end and then stop and fumble to open the door of their pool access room, I hope against hope that this interruption hasn’t brought an end to my brief but hot adventure.


      Once the coast is clear, I stand again and yank the light back on. Knowing full well that my fun could easily be cut short again, I perch myself at the window and stroke my rod harder and faster. The object of my lust has entered the shallow end of the pool and is aiming his glistening wet body in my direction. Once he’s sure I’m watching, he pulls his trunks down far enough to reveal what I’ve been longing to see: his wet but semi-hard member, which is thicker than I would have imagined and well worth the risk this highly public flirtation is putting me at.


      As if mirroring me, he begins stroking himself, matching my movements almost exactly. He leans his head back slightly, closes his eyes, and then licks his lips as if imagining my mouth wrapped around his impressive rod. I close mine as well and can practically taste his salty tip on the back of my throat as my strokes become stronger and more frenzied. Unable to hold back, I use my free hand to steady myself as a huge load shoots from my dick like a bullet and coats the floor-to-ceiling window. Holy crap, this feels good.


      I open my eyes and begin rubbing the tip of my dick in the warm puddle that’s now making its way down the glass. Too weak in the knees to stand, I fall back into my chair, still exposed, jeans around my ankles, trying to peel myself off the moon and return to planet Earth—or at the very least, to my hotel room in Burbank. As I come to my senses, I glance through the window, past the dripping cum and down to the pool area. The pool god is still down there, clearly unfinished with his business and now motioning with his free hand for me to come join him in the pool.


      Hell, yeah.


      I’m hoping he gets that I need a moment to collect myself. While remaining seated, I nod my head in agreement as I reach for a final drag of my pot and then stump the joint out in the ashtray. As the last puff of smoke leaves my lips, my head begins racing with the possibilities about to transpire. The thought of him down there, still hard as a rock, having chosen me as the lucky bastard who gets to finish him off is just the motivation I need to get up from this chair and start revving my engines.


      First, swim trunks. Where are my swim trunks? Fuck, did I remember to pack them? Not wanting to look away for a second, I grab my duffle bag, set it on the table under the wicker lamp next to my chair, and start digging, praying that I remembered to pack my swim trunks. Found my lube at least—that will soon come in handy. As I set it near the ashtray I drink in another view of the incredible man I’m about to fuck who continues to beckon for me.


      I’m on my way, damn it … I just need to find my …


      My heart sinks as I notice a blond, ripped, slightly taller version of my pool god—bronzed, tussled hair, and also wearing a white hotel towel—walking out to the pool area from the same room beneath mine. He tosses his towel on a deck chair and jumps in, immediately approaching the other stud. Other than the blond hair, the biggest difference between the two is that the swim trunks on this one—which are just as tight and just as revealing—are not blue but red. Red hot, just like he is.


      Still a bit dazed from that final drag, my brain races to piece together the unexpected appearance of Blondie. Despite the fog coursing through my head from the stress and the weed, it doesn’t take long for me to grasp reality. All this time my sexy pool boy wasn’t flashing me, jacking off for me, or even motioning to me—he was doing it for his blond and perfect boyfriend below me.


      God damn it … he probably hasn’t even noticed me. Where is my fucking swimsuit?! Does it even matter at this point? Evidently not, since Blondie has pool access and I’m stuck with this motherfucking pool view room.


      Despite my mind racing furiously in circles, I can’t help but notice the sexy blond dropping to his knees in the water, his full lips making a beeline for the dark-haired pool boy’s massive cock, which is now hovering perfectly above the water level for all to see. I wipe my cum from the window with a ratty T-shirt I’d pulled from my bag and then fall back into my chair in defeat. I’m about to pull the curtains closed when I figure, What the hell? Why not enjoy this view for awhile?


      As I watch Blondie’s tongue teasing the tip of Pool Boy’s penis, I’m imagining myself in his skimpy red trunks. Enough with the teasing already, I think. By this point I’d have swallowed it whole and sucked it dry. My man in blue seems to have similar thoughts. Clearly ready to get down, he grasps the back of Blondie’s head with both hands and plants his throbbing manhood firmly in the back of his throat, then pulls back and forth with his hands, gently forcing his boyfriend’s lips up and down his swollen tree trunk of a shaft.


      While I can’t look away, a part of me is shocked that all this is going on in full view in a hotel pool.


      As I fantasize about taking the dark-haired stud in my mouth, I salivate even more watching his bare, tight ass clenching with every thrust. What I wouldn’t give to tap that! If only my window could open even slightly so I could hear the inevitable moans of pleasure as well as the sound of the water sloshing as he pushes and pulls the wet mouth surrounding him faster and faster.


      All of a sudden, Pool Boy pulls out halfway and takes matters into his own hand, feverishly yanking the skin up and down his oversized organ. And then, to my surprise, he deliberately tilts his head upward and shoots me a sexy grin. He pulls out of Blondie’s mouth entirely and, thanks to the light in the pool, I can just make out his load flowing like a fountain into the mouth of his lucky recipient, who savors every gulp.


      I look down and realize that my own dick is ready to go for round two. I’m spinning in circles now because there’s no doubt in my mind: Pool Boy has just put on a show with his handsome plaything for my benefit. And I need to show my gratitude by returning the favor. So with the spotlight still shining over my head, I stand before him once again, pressing my now fully-hard eight incher against the only thing separating us—the cum-streaked window of my pool view room. Having gotten his attention, I squeeze some lube into my palm and slather it all over my cock, eager to demonstrate that I’m ready to play too.


      Blondie appears to have recovered from his work as a sperm depository and seems confused by his lover’s distraction from him. He rises to his feet and plants a hot kiss on Pool Boy’s lips, digging deep into his mouth with his tongue in a somewhat transparent attempt to woo the stud’s attention back using the taste of his own steamy sex, which probably still lingers in his mouth. With my slippery hand surrounding my shaft, I sit back down and close my eyes just for a second, imagining that it was me who had sampled my pool god’s tasty protein shake. Imagining that my lips are touching his. Imagining that it’s my tongue darting in and out of his mouth.


      I reopen them in time to witness my god in blue doing a brisk backstroke to the deep end while hastily yanking his tight swim trunks back into position. In a panic, I flick off the lamp once more and am thankful I did when I see two obviously drunk ladies approaching the pool from the direction of the hotel lounge. I’m guessing happy hour must have ended as I watch them swagger back and forth, one of them barefoot with her spiked heels in hand slung over her shoulder.


      I’m greatly amused when they spot the two studs, who are now occupying opposite ends of the pool. The barefoot girl ventures to the edge and begins speaking to Blondie. I don’t need to hear what’s being said: Horny drunk chick, scantily clad swimsuit model—the math is easy. Good luck, sister. If any outside party ends up getting some hot pool action tonight, it’s sure as hell not gonna be you.


      Evidently her girlfriend’s also good with math and seems to sum up the situation quickly. These guys are way too beautiful to be straight. Thankfully she’s sober enough to pull her drunk friend away from the pool, and within seconds they’re out of sight.


      Immediately after the girls disappear, the boys swim back together and meet up in the pool’s shallow end. When my long distance playmate for the evening starts whispering in his blond boyfriend’s ear, I have a strong hunch he’s telling him about me. My suspicions are confirmed when I see him point towards my window. Blondie seems confused as he squints aimlessly up in my direction, a puzzled look on his flawlessly chiseled face.


      What the hell—why not illuminate the scene so he can join the fun? I stand once more, my hand still cupped around my member, and ta-dah!—yank the lightswitch. My bulb is now turned on and—as both of them watching from the pool can clearly see—so am I.


      I press my slippery cock to the window and rub it back and forth, this time for Blondie’s benefit, then recline back in the chair and continue stroking. In a flash, the red trunks are down around the fair one’s thighs, letting me know he’s definitely along for the ride and ready for action.


      They both are. It seems the interruptions—and the fact that they have an eager audience one floor up—have heightened not only the intensity of their desires but also their sense of urgency. Within seconds, Blondie has guided Pool Boy to the stairs leading out of the shallow end and positioned him on his knees, facing away from me. When the blue trunks are pulled down, I’m given the best view of the night: a look at the dark-haired one’s hungry hole, which I can tell from here is begging to be filled.


      At this point, I would probably just start fucking him—a thought that causes a dollop of pre-cum to rise and emerge from the tip of my throbbing manhood—but it seems Blondie has other ideas. Even with his red trunks out of the way and his monstrous dick hard and ready, he can’t seem to resist the opportunity to aim nose-first into Pool Boy’s crack. The only problem is, the ass in question is half in the water and half out, so he reaches down for Pool Boy’s legs and, in an unexpected move, lifts them high into the air. With Pool Boy balancing on his firmly anchored forearms, Blondie pulls the blue trunks off completely—rending a quick cover-up impossible—and adroitly rests his snack’s legs on his muscled shoulders. This allows him the use of both hands, which he uses to spread those delicious ass cheeks apart.


      While he now has full access to the tasty treat he’s anxious to sample, the move is a complex one—and by far the evening’s most daring. Pool Boy is completely exposed, his hard cock dangling in—or rather, stabbing—the air, and if someone were to venture into the pool area there would be no escape for the two studs.


      But they don’t seem to care. I salivate as Blondie assaults Pool Boy’s sacred spot—tonguing around and up and down, and around and in and out—all the while wishing his tongue was my tongue. The kicker is that even though he’s the lucky bastard enjoying the one-eyed feast, his eyes keep darting up at me, watching as I stroke my dick in long, hard motions as if to show my appreciation for the view he’s kindly providing.


      He pulls his mouth away and then slowly slides a finger into Pool Boy’s ass. I stand for a better view of the action and get more looks from the blond Adonis, who grins at me as he pushes and then pulls his digit in and out. It’s one hot visual, and I’m not sure which of us is enjoying it more. I now desperately want to feel something in my ass, so I turn around and place my bare cheeks—spread apart with my hands—against the window, as if wishing one of these two beautiful cocks could slip right into my hole from down there at the pool. God, I want to get fucked so bad.


      As I peer over my shoulder and back down to the water, it’s clear that Blondie is taking the hint. With my ass still on the glass, I turn just enough—and just in time—to see the other eager bottom’s legs back on the pool floor and Blondie’s oversized cock going for gold. Somehow, with no condom and no lube other than spit and the natural wetness provided by their aquatic venue, that enormous monster is easily swallowed by the tight hole.


      Holy fuck, they are actually going for it … in a hotel pool …


      I turn back around so my friends can watch me stroke, and for a second I think Pool Boy has forgotten about me. But after a series of deep thrusts, he looks up with a smile, obviously getting off on the fact that I’m getting off watching him getting plowed.


      I’m so close to cumming. And so apparently is Blondie, who starts moving in and out faster and more turbulently. I amp myself up and join his new rhythm while trying to stall my release as long as I can. The water, which is now splashing ferociously around them, causes both of their perfect bodies to glisten. I can’t hold back another second.


      Considering it worked so well the first go-round, and knowing I have both boys’ attention, I let out a loud moan and paint the window once more with my pleasure. Despite being my second load in less than an hour, it’s epic in volume and volcanic in pressure. I shake and I tremble, all the while locking eyes with Blondie, who takes my cue and manages three more thrusts before closing his eyes, throwing his head back, and Oh, God!-ing so loudly that I can literally hear it all the way up here through the closed window. At least I think I can.


      Having no doubt filled my pool playmate to the rim with jizz, Blondie collapses in the water without pulling out, and somehow they manage to turn in unison so that he’s sitting on the stair with Pool Boy in a reverse cowgirl on his lap. They are both looking up and smiling at me.


      I fall back in my chair, exhausted. I might just as well have been fucked, given how indescribably satisfied I feel.


      But the game’s not over. As far as I can tell, Pool Boy hasn’t yet cum again. He’s got his hand around his gigantic stiffy and his tongue out, which he’s using to make licking motions in my direction. Yes, I think to myself, if I were down there, I’d lick every drop of your man butter.


      He continues wagging his tongue, only now he’s pointing up at the glass and motioning to me. In an instant I get it. He wants one more show. He wants to watch me lick the window clean.


      It’s certainly not my first choice, but at this point I’m game for whatever it takes to see another knot of Pool Boy’s juice. With a mischievous smile, I let go of my rapidly shrinking cock and lean forward towards the glass. Now it’s my turn to tease, and I relish every second as I wiggle my licker back and forth as it tentatively emerges from my mouth. The two studly pool inhabitants watch rapt as I lean forward another notch. My tongue is out. Pool Boy’s hand is making its way up and down his joystick. And I’m about to sample my own DNA …


      … When the phone in my hotel room rings.


      Oh shit. I’m so busted …


      What if it’s hotel security calling about a complaint they received from another guest? God forbid I get booted out on my ass and have to scramble to find another place to stay.


      The panic must be registering on my face because by the second ring, my co-conspirators have emerged from the pool and are rapidly walking their dripping and spent bodies over to their towels.


      By ring three, I’m freaking out. And it’s not a reaction to the weed I smoked earlier. What the fuck am I gonna do? I look nervously around the room, then head to the phone. Better to face the music. At least they aren’t pounding on my door.


      “Hello?” I say timidly, sounding incredibly guilty.


      I’m greeted by a voice that’s way too chipper for me. It’s the nerd at the front desk, asking if I’m enjoying my pool view room. Is he kidding me? It’s the best fucking hotel room I’ve ever had.


      The chipper voice tells me that tomorrow they will have a pool access room available below mine, which I can move to after 1:00 p.m. “Just in time for a little pool fun,” he says.


      I can’t help but smile.


      I ask if he means the room directly below mine, and never in my life have I been happier to hear the word no. “I’m very sorry,” he says, “but the room directly below yours is booked through the weekend. But we can offer you the room next door …”


      Glancing out my second floor window once again, I’m delighted to see two amazingly hot specimens—one in blue trunks and the other in red—splashing innocently around in the pool. I say a quick thank you to the universe and surprise the front desk nerd by asking if he knows of any stores still open in Burbank tonight where I could buy a swimsuit.

    

  


  
    
      TAXICAB CONFESSION


      Mike Hicks


      It’s like an oven in this cab today. And I’ve got a boner. Try spending ten hours jockeying the privileged classes around the island of Manhattan without a beat-off break and see if you don’t get one, too. I reach into my pants for a fingerful of the drip and then lick the salty slime from my finger. It tastes good. I get the urge to share it.


      He’s standing on the corner of Broadway and Pine when I spot him. Smug, blond, a youthful captain of commerce. The two-thousand-dollar suit can’t hide the fact that he’s built like a brick shithouse. It’s there in his stance, in the breadth of his shoulders. He sticks up his hand when he sees me, and I pull up to the curb beside him. He takes off his jacket before he gets in. The sweat has plastered the shirt to his torso. It clings to each cut of the abs. His nipples press against the wet fabric like little pencil erasers. You don’t get hard little cones like that without playing with ’em. A lot.


      He tosses in his briefcase and hops into the back seat behind it.


      “Where to?” I ask.


      “Seventy-Eighth and Lexington, please.”


      I check him out in the rearview mirror. His fair skin is flushed from the heat, his cheeks pink like a boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar. The wet shirt clings so tightly to his biceps that I can see the single vein that runs down the center of each of them. We ride in silence a while before he opens the case and takes out a file. But he’s not really studying it. He’s nervous. He’s gotten a whiff of my scent—it’d be impossible not to—and from the way he seems to be trembling, I can tell it’s having its effect. He wants to check me out, but there isn’t a graceful way. I decide to help him.


      See, I’ve devised a little apparatus for occasions just like this. When we hit the next light, I pull down the driver’s side visor, to which I’ve attached a larger-than-usual mirror—the kind chicks use to check their makeup—and act like I’m checking for something in my teeth. I know how to adjust the thing just right to give the passenger a peek at what I want him to see. When the light goes green, I leave the thing down, in the position I know gives him a view of my face. I let him take in the beard and dark eyes for a minute, pretending to be oblivious, then I reach up and casually adjust it enough to shift his focus to my chest.


      “Hot as fuck, isn’t it?” I say as I unbutton my shirt and open it wide enough to reveal a dark nipple. It does feel good to expose the skin to the air. My chest hairs are matted with sweat.


      His nervous cough cracks me up. “It sure is,” he says.


      “Must get really hot in a suit and tie like that. I’m Imran, by the way.”


      He gulps. Cabbies and their rides don’t exchange names. But he goes with it. “I’m Steve.”


      “Steve,” I say, “I wish I could just take this damn shirt off.”


      “I hear ya, Imran. Go ahead and do it if you want. I don’t mind.”


      “Well, I’d be a lot more comfortable. If it doesn’t bother you …” I smirk. We both know it won’t bother him. I undo the last couple buttons and lean forward to slip it off. It feels good to shed the sweaty rag and feel the air on my skin. I catch him eyeing my shoulders from behind in the mirror. I’m not sure at this point whether he knows I see him licking his lips. I run my hand over the muscles of my abs and chest—within his view in the visor mirror, of course—and then run a finger around the brown circumference of my left nipple, giving the tip a hard pinch. The sensation makes my cock surge in my pants.


      “You must work out, Imran.”


      I nod. “Yeah, I lift. Looks like you do, too.”


      “Yup. I do. Mind if I ask where you’re from?”


      Again, not the sort of question one asks a cabbie. “Pakistan.”


      “You speak English very well.”


      “We’re not all ignorant peasants.”


      “I’m … sorry. I didn’t mean it like that.” A few seconds of awkward silence follow, and then, “I’ve got a confession to make, Imran.”


      “Yeah?”


      “I fucking hate this monkey suit. Stupid business requirement. If I had it my way, I’d go shirtless like you.”


      “So, why the fuck don’t you?” I ask. “Have it your way.”


      I watch him in the mirror as he ponders the idea. “What the fuck,” he says. He undoes the tie, and within a few seconds he’s bare-chested. The hairless pecs are pumped as though he just came from a workout. “Damn,” he says, “that feels a hundred times better.”


      “I figured it would.” I give him a few moments to get comfortable with being half-naked in a cab with a swarthy Middle Easterner. Then I change the subject. “I’ve got a confession to make too, Steve.”


      “What, Imran?”


      “This heat makes me horny. Something about the smell of sweat …”


      He looks away embarrassed. I know his heart is pounding.


      I adjust the visor mirror to put my crotch in his view. The swollen head of my cock is sticking out just over the waistband. I point to it, as though his eyes weren’t already focused there. “I mean, just look how that motherfucker is drippin’.” This is the moment. This is precisely the time he knows my little mirror trick is intentional, and he knows I know he’s been looking. I pause to let him process the information.


      His heavy breaths come out trembling. He can’t disguise the sound of it. Finally he speaks, but it’s barely a whisper. “Yes … it certainly is …”


      “Sorry, Steve, I didn’t catch that.”


      He clears his throat. “Yes, I can see how wet it is …”


      I grin as I touch the drop of honey emerging from my piss slit and use it to polish the big mushroom. I glance at the rearview mirror and see him twisting the cherry-red nipples. His eyes are half closed and his tongue is laid out like a dog ready for a treat. At this point there’s no more need to be coy.


      “Got anything else you wanna confess, Steve?” I see him lower his eyes. It takes a minute, but finally he whispers something I can’t hear over the engine. “What’d you say?”


      He leans forward and says it in my ear so I can hear it. “I’d like to see it … all of it, Imran.”


      “I know you would,” I say.


      He looks at me like he’s a boy who wants to be really bad.


      There’s an alley coming up. I force a quick right turn into it so sharp it knocks him over on the seat. I pull over beside a dumpster in front of a building halfway down. I turn off the ignition and get out. “C’mon,” I say.


      He understands it’s not a request. Fortunately for him, I understand that an order is what he wants. He grabs his shirt, jacket, and briefcase and follows me around behind the big trash container.


      “On your knees,” I say.


      He complies quickly.


      “You’ve got something else to confess, don’t you, Steve?”


      He nods.


      “Tell me what it is.”


      He clears his throat. “I confess …” I allow him to raise his hands and run his fingers over the light fur on my torso. “I confess … that I love men like you …” His paws make the trip to my nipples. He holds each of them gently between his fingers.


      “Like me?”


      He brings his face close to my crotch without quite touching. “Yes, Imran. Olive skinned. Dark. Like you … I’d do anything …”


      I snicker. “So, you’re the kind of man who likes his meat on the dark side, eh?”


      He whispers, “Yes.”


      “Say it louder and maybe you’ll get some.”


      “I like dark meat.”


      “Still can’t hear ya.”


      His face is flushed. “I love dark meat!” he yells. An old lady’s head appears out of a window three floors up and then just as quickly disappears back inside.


      I unbutton my pants and pull the briefs down low enough to show some black bush. He lets out an involuntary whimper and moves his nose into the wiry thatch. I do him a favor and pull the band down the rest of the way. My cock bounces out and hits him in the face. He doesn’t move away, so I wag it back and forth a couple times to slap him with it. “Is that the kind of dark meat you like, cocksucker?”


      He trembles at the sound of that word. He nods.


      “Tell me.”


      “Yes … yes … Imran. May I call you ‘sir’?”


      I position my slimy plum against his slightly parted lips. “You’d fucking better,” I say, shoving the turgid stalk down his throat in one, swift thrust. He gags and whimpers but doesn’t try to get away, even when I have to force it past his gag reflex. I hold his head down there with my hand hard on the back of his head. He struggles to breathe through his nose, getting a pungent dose of Pakistani musk for his trouble. I loosen my grip to let my prick emerge from his trap slowly, enjoying the play of his tongue on the tender underside. The swollen head pops out and rests on his chin. His fair skin makes a pleasing contrast against the café-au-lait hue of my cock shaft. “You like my dark meat, Steve?”


      “I love it,” he says. “May I please suck it, sir?”


      I nod. He opens wide. I lay the head on his tongue and let him taste some drip before I start pushing him back down the love-log. He needs no encouragement to get started. I lean back against the dumpster and enjoy his flitting tongue, the snug, wet sleeve of his throat, the … ouch!


      I yank it out and slap him with it. “What the fuck was that?”


      “I’m … sorry, sir …”


      “What the fuck are you tryin’ to do—bite it off?”


      “I’m sorry, sir. I’ll do better if I can try again …” He sticks out his tongue in offering. His mouth is wet and inviting. I consider the request. And then decide not to grant it.


      “Stand up,” I say. “Turn around.”


      He does as I say. He’s now facing the dumpster.


      “Pants down.”


      He unbuckles his belt and slips down the slacks and blue silk boxers. His butt is pink and flawless, mouthwatering as a pair of ripe peaches. The muscled cheeks are pressed together so tight that I can’t see what’s between them.


      I direct him to put his hands against the dumpster to brace himself. I grab a handful of each meaty bonbon and pull them apart. His little love-knot is a piece of cherry candy in a nest of strawberry thatch. I take aim and spit, and the gob lands right on its target. I stand and rest the head on his wet and quivering nether entrance.


      He squirms. “Stick it in,” he says. “Please, sir.”


      He’ll have to learn patience. I get on my knees and pull the crack hard apart, stretching the meaty hole out of proportion. Fucking beautiful. I give it a tentative sniff: sweet and musky, just like I like it. His perfect hygiene can’t completely mask the heady man-smell, and I frankly don’t want it to. I run my tongue around the wrinkled rim and then thrust it in. His tightness forces it out but I dig it back in and wiggle it inside him.


      “Oh … God …” he moans.


      I grab hold of his balls while I tongue-fuck him, making a circle around the smooth bag and tugging down hard enough to make it hurt as I let him feel my teeth.


      As I rise back to my feet, I insert a finger and move it in and out in time with his heavy breathing. Getting the second one in is difficult, tight as he is. He squeals. I bring my left hand sharply against his cheek in reprimand, then spank it a second time, this time harder. “Quiet,” I say. A rosy pattern emerges on the milky skin where I hit it.


      “Yes, sir,” he says.


      His butt-grip is so tight that working in the third finger is difficult, but after I’ve got him open he starts to relax his clench enough that I can fuck them in and out. And as he starts to enjoy it, he surprises me with just how far he can stretch. I pull my fingers out with a pop. When I place my cock head against the prepped sphincter again, the tip almost enters him without my trying. But I hold back.


      We’re being observed.


      I grab his head and point it in the direction of the side of the dumpster nearest the dirty brick wall. A man stands there watching us, hand on an obscenely large bulge in the crotch of his Levi’s. He catches my eye and sneers with recognition. Steve instantly panics, flushes red, and grabs for his clothes as if he plans to dash. But I stop him with another hard slap to his ass. “Hold it. You’re not going anywhere.”


      I motion the guy toward us. He approaches, slowly unbuttoning his Levi’s as he moves in our direction. He’s dark like me. The same Mediterranean look: Trim torso shrink-wrapped in a one-size-too-small T-shirt. A sloppy mop of thick black hair. And the kind of penetrating dark eyes that I’d bet could make you do anything he wants. His five-o’clock shadow compliments the lines of his face. He peels off the shirt and tosses it to the ground, revealing broad shoulders over a slender waist, smooth all over except for the hint of treasure trail that begins under his perfect navel. But it’s the nipples that get Steve’s attention most of all: They’re almost black, and huge to the point of being obscene. They’re at least an inch across or more, and they’re deliciously, invitingly soft, with just a hint of a tiny nub of slightly lighter color in the middle of each. He lets his left fingers graze one of them as with his right hand he continues to undo his fly. He’s not wearing any underwear.


      Steve’s practically whimpering with desire. He’d be pathetic if he weren’t so hot. Or maybe the pathos is part of the heat …


      “On your knees,” I order.


      He drops. By this time, Nipple Guy is complete unbuttoned, his crotch directly in front of Steve’s face. He reaches in and pulls out one of the biggest erect cocks I’ve ever seen.


      Judging from Steve’s gasp, I’d say it’s a personal record for him, too. Nipple Guy seems aware that he’s got a monster between his legs, so he gives Steve a minute to appreciate it before he puts him to work. The slab of hooded dark meat has to be a good ten inches. A drop of ooze hangs from the foreskin that, amazingly, still covers the entire head with a bit of overhang yet. When Nipple Guy courteously pulls it back to expose the fleshy bulb, Steve moans.
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