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Author's note:
There is no incest in this story, real or
implied. There is no pseudo-incest, either. All four tales happen
in one night but are told from different points of view, about
different actions and experiences. You can read them in any order
and you can read any number of them, as each story is
self-contained. Enjoy!
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Excerpt

 


It was torture. The small talk was brief,
the sex so very long. She had left the door open so I could hear
everything. The moans, the squeals, the grunts, and the repeated
sounds of orgasm after orgasm from Wendy. I couldn't really make
out most of the words. I just did find a small modicum of relief
that at least it wouldn't wind up in a pregnancy. If we broke up
and she gave birth to a black baby, nine months later, I would be
the laughing stock of our town.

 


But I was wrong, the woman who so dutifully
made me wear a condom every single time, took him bareback! I asked
her why she did what she did and she said it wasn't her fault that
I brought my big black bully into the house! That's when she told
me he came inside her. "His sperm is swimming around in there,
trying to make a baby. Everybody will know." The shame and
humiliation were too much to bear. "You have to help me. You have
to suck it all out, understand?"

 


That was so much information, so fast, I
barely knew how to handle it. As much as I didn't want to, I found
myself nodding. As she climbed over me, she turned on the music.
For that, at least, I was glad. I didn't want Drew to know just how
badly he had me, though certainly, he knew.

 


As I ate her, his seed poured into my mouth.
She came again and again, almost from the start. Her motions and
the sounds she made – they forced images into my head of her being
fucked by my black bully. I saw her bent over, taking him from
behind. And then, worse, in my visions she became me. I tried to
force that one from my mind but it was so persistent. It was only
when she practically fell from me that I was able to get any of the
images to stop. But it was too late...

 


"Holy shit!" she said. "You're hard as
a rock...!"
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Chapter 1

 


 No good deed ever goes unpunished.

 


The first thing that went through my mind
when I saw him was fear. It had been a little over three years –
three of the best years of my life – since I had last seen him and
all it took was one look and all of that came roaring back. The
feeling of dread, of course, led to anger. I was angry that I still
felt that way even though so much in my life had changed. And
that's when he saw me.

 


His name was Drew and I only ever told my
girlfriend about him. How, in my junior year, he tormented me,
mercilessly. Calling me a "sissy" and a "faggot" and saying all
sorts of heinous things. He did lay off in the last few weeks of
the year but I figured it was because of all the senior stuff going
on. Graduation and his amazing future college ball career were
topmost in his mind and he had better things to do than to mess
with me.

 


He smiled for the
split-second that he saw me. I think we all do that when we
recognize someone, even before our brain has a chance to remind us
of who they are to us. I didn't smile, though. I never forgot him.
I half expected him to laugh but he got real serious. I even
thought maybe he looked remorseful but I knew that couldn't be.
Anyway, I was mad and enough time had passed that I needed to tell
him what he had done to me. I headed for him and he started toward
me. At least there are plenty of people
around, just in case... I was looking for a
fight. I knew he could readily kick my ass but I could also have
him arrested, just as easily. When we got close enough, I raised my
hand, pointing an accusing finger and opened my mouth to
say...

 


"I'm so sorry!"

 


Wait, no,
I thought. That wasn't
it. But I wasn't the one who said it,
anyway. He had spoken before I could and his words stopped me dead
in my tracks. He shook his head. "I... I can't even begin to tell
you how terrible I feel for treating you like shit, the way I did,"
he continued. I was so confused. "I was stupid and arrogant and
just so much bigger than you. It was wrong... I was wrong." This
was the absolute opposite of how I expected it to go. I felt the
anger slipping away as this great weight on my heart, that I had
carried for years, was lifted. He continued for a couple of
minutes, standing there in the middle of the mall before he finally
got it all off his chest. "I can only hope that someday, you might
consider forgiving me."

 


I think I stood there, dumbfounded, unable
to do anything but stare at him and blink. My mind, however, was
racing. "I forgive you," I said. With those three words, the rest
of the weight I had carried vanished. I was free. And for Drew...
Honestly, he looked like he might cry. I guess it's true that
bullies lash out because they themselves are hurting. Before I knew
it, he threw his great big arms around me. I guess I should mention
that I'm all of five-feet-ten-inches, slender of frame, and white.
Drew's got to be about six-six, six-seven and as lean and muscular
as a football player should be. Oh, and black. Yeah, we got more
than a few stares.

 


"Hey," he said when he
finally let go. "Are you hungry? Thirsty? If you've got time, I'd
like to catch up." I did start to turn him down and I could see the
pain in his eyes. I realized I was doing it purely as a reflex,
though. I didn't really have anywhere that I had to be, just a few errands I was
running. And Hell, why not?
I thought. He did bully
me. The least he can do is buy me a meal. That's such an odd thing to think but I smiled and took him up
on his offer.
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