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Excerpt

 


Horror on my face, I looked over at
the big guy. He was glaring at me. “No,” I said, shaking my head.
“I didn't...” Words seemed to fail me, though. The gangsta walked
right up to me, stopping just inches from my feet. Without a word,
he slid his pants down and let loose his nearly-hard cock. The
butterflies did their war dance inside my stomach. He had me right
where he wanted me.

 


“Then
suck it, faggot,” he said. “Nobody calls my friend a liar.”
Resigned to my fate, I moved around to get my legs under me,
kneeling before the Latino, his thick, cut cock practically poking
me in the face. It might have been a draw as to who was bigger, him
or me. At least,
I thought, he's not as
big as the other dude. I gingerly reached
up and started stroking it.

 


“I told
you,” said the other guy. “No resistance. He loves it.” I lowered
my eyes. Though the Hispanic gasped and moaned at my firm but
gentle strokes, he was impatient and told me to get on with the
sucking. I took him in my mouth. I could tell that he had showered
recently enough. All I tasted was flesh. Clean. At least there was
that.

 


I worked his cock, sucking and
stroking. He let me be, unlike the other guy, not trying to shove
his dick down my throat or violently trying to fuck my face. I
licked the head, swirling my tongue around the rim of his cock,
then pleasing the more sensitive spot under the crown. I took him
in deeper. I had, indeed, gained control over my gag
reflex.

 


He slipped his fingers into my hair on
the back of my head. I dreaded him forcing my mouth deeper onto him
but he didn't. He had it there as a guide, nothing more, and maybe
to let me know I was doing a good job. “Oh, yeah, mami,” he said,
though I wasn't sure I heard him right. “Dude's right, you got a
mouth born to suck.” I liked his praise. Caught up in the moment,
my dick stirred.

 


“He's
got them DSL,” said the big guy.

 


“Dick
sucking lips,” replied the Latino. They both laughed but, by now, I
was too into what I was doing to be bothered. It was just BS to
make themselves feel better. “I'll bet she's got a tight pussy,
though,” he added.

 


“Oh,
shit,” I said, my mouth full of hard Hispanic dick.
Did I hear that right? I
looked up, questioningly. He was looking down at me, biting on his
lower lip.

 


“Yeah,”
he said. “You got a good mouth but pussy's what I'm looking for.” I
had heard him right.

 


I shook real bad as he pulled me to my
feet. “You'll be alright,” he said. “Once you get used to it.” I
stumbled, in a daze, as he led me back over to the
bench.

 


“Please,” I pleaded, albeit quite weakly. He chuckled and
that's all he did, which I found unnerving. The big guy got up as
the gangsta led me to the bench.

 



“Good thing you're the first
one in there,” he said. I looked at him, sharply. “I'd probably
split him in two.” Oh, God!
I thought. He's gonna
fuck me, too!
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Part 1

 


 Sometimes, it's all about your frame of mind and how you
present yourself.

 


It was an old cell in an old jail.
Mostly just concrete with only a small door that led to the rest of
the station and even that was down a long hallway. It would never
pass muster these days. One of the many reasons why it was being
replaced. But things move slowly in a small town. The deputy opened
the door to let me in. “Here's your chance to sober up,” he said,
as I entered the cell.

 


“How
many times do I have to tell you to fuck off and stop being such a
fucking pussy?” I growled.

 


“Suit
yourself,” he muttered. The cell door closed behind me with an
ominous clank. As I looked around at the mostly brick walls, I
noticed there was only a toilet in one corner and a bench on the
opposite wall. Other than that, it was a fairly large, open space.
Oh, and about that one bench, the only seat in the place... It was
being taken by a man, apparently sleeping. Shirtless.
Fuck, I thought.
It's cold out. That dude must be crazy. This
might have been a stupid thing to do.

 


This was my first time and I had no
idea what the hell I was supposed to do. My only knowledge of jail
came from entertainment, the media, and jokes. Really, the one
thing that kept going on in my mind was “Don't drop the soap.” It
was hard to say how long I would be there since no one was coming
to bail me out.
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