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Preview

 


Kevin held his head as
Benj fed him his ridiculous dick. The white boy moaned loudly as he
felt Patton's cock against his asshole. For a moment, Taylor
realized why the Stranger had waited a week. He wanted my hole to tighten up! Well, it had, and now this new black man was slowly shoving
his fat dick into it, and the Midwesterner was feeling every inch!
He pulled back for a moment and cried out, only to find Benj's
rockhard meat back in his mouth before he could inhale
again.

 


Patton couldn't believe
how tight the white boy's asshole felt. A lot of the boys that
Kevin brought around tended to be played out – Size queens and
Jacks of spades, and the like. He could tell this boy was fresh.
Sure, the young man was taking his fat, hard dick, but the asshole
was gripping it like a fleshy vice. Better
than a fleshlight, he reckoned.

 


The three mature black bears spit-roasted
the athletic white boy, taking turns with his mouth and ass. It
gave everyone a taste, and kept them from cumming too quickly.
Taylor gasped and snorted as they pushed him this way, then pulled
him the other. He moaned with his mouth full and cried out when it
was empty. A casual passer-by might wonder if he was in distress,
but the white boy was loving every minute of it. This was a
bucket-list fantasy... To be a gangbang whore!

 



Benj's cock hurt his ass, but he would never tell
him to stop. He looked back, marveling at the thickness of the meat
being drilled between his cheeks. Kevin grabbed his head. The black
man was on the table with Taylor, his legs spread eagle. He forced
the white boy's mouth back on his rigid dick, driving his meat deep
into the young man's throat...
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I. Longing

 


It seemed like a lifetime since Taylor had
been to the park, even though it had only been a couple of months.
He'd given into his compulsions a second time, as he knew he would.
Not there, though. At least he'd avoided that. He couldn't have
taken his basketball buddy Bill knowing that he couldn't control
himself around other men. At least, that's what he told himself.
But there was more to it than that.

 


There was Nathan. Tall, handsome, athletic,
and African-American. When Taylor had first heard about the other
park, across town, where black men converged to have sex with each
other, he was intrigued. But that was as far as it went. Meeting
Nathan after coming back to the basketball courts from the first
time he'd fallen, though, triggered something deep inside. Before
he knew it, black men were all he could think of. His obsession led
to compulsion, which led him to that other park.

 


He met a mysterious man – one whose wishes
he couldn't resist. The things he did to him. Even now, Taylor
could scarcely believe it. Tied, face down, on a picnic table.
Ravaged by three hard, black strangers. Even thinking about it,
now, caused a flurry of emotions. His insides twitched and
ached.

 


Taylor came to a clearing, but stood just
behind the bushes on the edge of it. From his vantage point, he
could see the court. It called to him, but it was a call that he
couldn't bring himself to answer. He watched the men – Bill among
them, but Nathan, too – as they hustled up and down, from basket to
basket. He watched their lean and sinewy bodies in motion – and
pressing into one another on occasion. Bill had the ball, backing
into Nathan... Taylor had been there, too. He closed his eyes,
remembering the feeling of the big, lean black man's sex pressed
against his ass. Even now, it caused his breathing to shallow.

 


He wanted to go over and
join the game. More so, he wanted to talk to Nathan. To get to know
him better. He stood for the longest time, watching the men at a
distance, his internal struggle raging, despite his calm
exterior. Why, he
wondered, can't I do the things that are
good for me as easily as I give in to the things that are
bad?

 


There was more that happened in the days
after that night. Much more. And Taylor felt guilty for giving in
so readily. With a heavy sigh, he slowly turned away and walked
home alone, again.

 


Today was not the day.

 


 II. Anticipation

 


Taylor was beside himself, all week. He kept
picking up his phone, checking to see if there was a text. He even
double-checked to see if there were new voice messages. Sometimes,
calls would go through without his phone ringing. And sometimes,
his notifications didn't work. One might say that he was in a
perpetual state of waiting for the other shoe to drop.

 


Over the weekend, he'd allowed a big black
man that he hardly knew complete control of his body. And oh, how
it ached after the others had gangbanged him on that picnic table,
in the park, after dark. The man untied him and offered the young
white man his clothes back. His muscles and bones cried out, as did
his gaping, dripping anus, as he struggled to dress. The black man
just laughed.

 


And Taylor felt his cock throb and his
manhole pucker, every time he did.

 


His wrists were chaffed. He made a note to
drop by the 24-hour pharmacy for some lotion. Fortunately, long
sleeves were required at the office. He'd hate to have to explain
the markings. They were sure to stay for a couple of days, at
least.

 


"You took that shit like a champ," growled
the black man. "You're a natural."

 


Taylor didn't know how to
reply to that, so he didn't, beyond a simple nod. He wasn't really
all that experienced, it was just that the few experiences were
intense – far beyond what they should have been. In a way, it was
all still new to him, and counter to the way he'd been
raised. Indoctrinated, he often thought, is a better term
for it. Man and woman, or as they put it
back home, "It's Adam and Eve, not Adam and Steve."

 


"Your number," the man growled, pulling the
white boy from his thoughts. He realized the Stranger was holding a
cell phone in his hand. Even a few hours earlier, he might have
hesitated. Now, he gave it to him, freely. A moment later, he got a
text. "When you get my command," said the black man, "you text
right back. Yes, sir, then show up. Got it?"

OEBPS/cover.jpg





