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Excerpt

 



We drove in silence. I knew more than anything
that this was right. This was meant to be. I looked at him in my
peripherals, afraid that direct eye contact would start a fight. Or
get me thrown out. We were pretty far from home. Closer to
downtown. The more I looked, though, the more I wanted. I wanted
him to hold me, to touch me. And I wanted to touch him. I couldn't
help myself. His lean, dark legs were there. I reached out and put
my little white hand on his rich brown flesh. So small. Like a girl. He turned
toward me quickly, but didn't say anything, then slowly looked back
at the road.

 


Emboldened, I let my hand drift casually up
his leg, then slowly across his gym shorts, resting just short of
the lump they barely contained. All this time, I watched his face
for any sign of recognition. There was none. I moved my hand
further, firmly wrapping it around his shaft, through the thin
cloth. This time, he briefly closed his eyes. Just for a moment.
After all, he was driving...

 


He didn't say anything but he didn't pull
away, either. Didn't push my hand off, didn't tell me not to touch
him. I squeezed it gently, then started to stroke him. Slowly, I
worked my hand under the elastic band and found his cock again. I
delighted to the touch of his fleshy rod. The smooth skin, the
thick veins filling with blood, the hardness it was becoming.
Somehow, I slipped it free from its bonds. My mouth watered at the
sight.

 


I stroked him as we drove around downtown. I
would have given anything for him to look at me. "I'll do anything
for you," I said. Then I leaned under his arm and sucked his cock
into my mouth.

 


I didn't care if anyone saw. I'm sure
someone, at some point, looked out an office window and saw this
little white boy sucking his big black lover's cock. It didn't
matter to me. Andrew gasped as I sucked him into my mouth, swirling
my tongue over his massive crown. I scooped up his generous precum
and let it mingle with my saliva. It grew exponentially. I let it
wash over the purple head, slathering the sides and letting me take
more of him inside before I swallowed it all down...
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Chapter 1

 


 "Have
you ever thought about growing your hair long?" he asked. "I think
it would look good on you." Looking back, that one question takes
on a whole new meaning. At the time, it was just a part of a much
longer conversation with my best friend, one that had been going on
for years.

 


"Not really," I replied. "But, who knows?
New school, new me, huh?" Andrew bumped me on the chest with the
back of his hand.

 


"Exactly. That worked out pretty good the
last time. You found your best friend. Maybe this time you'll find
the love of your life." He smiled and gave me a hug. It was tough
saying goodbye, even if it was for just the school year.

 


Four years earlier, my family had moved into
the area, my father chasing work. Because I was so short, I got
teased a lot at my old school. I decided I would play it much
cooler at the new one. Reinvent myself. Avoid the pitfalls of the
old place. Become accepted.

 


Our new home was a diverse city, which is a
code word for very few whites. I was one of those. I didn't really
think anything of it until the first day of school. It was bad
enough getting picked on for my size, it was quite another for the
color of my skin. By lunch, I found myself surrounded by some very
rough-looking guys, taunting and shoving me around.

 


"Hey, back the fuck off, you assholes!" I
turned to see a young black kid, not much taller than myself,
pushing his way into the crowd. He got between me and the crowd.
Well, most of them, anyway. One guy still punched me kind of hard
in the back of the head before being called on it. There were more
words but the crowd soon dispersed. The kid, my savior, turned to
me, his hand out to shake. "I'm Andrew." Tentatively, I reached out
and shook his hand.

 


"I'm Casey."

 


From that moment on, we were the best of
friends. Inseparable. Andrew was just a great guy. Popular without
rubbing it in your face. He knew everybody. Helped their mothers,
brothers, sisters. It didn't matter who you were, he had no
prejudices. If you were a saint or a sinner, he didn't judge.
People liked him.

 


And athletic. He played everything. And he
was real good at it. He taught me sports better than any coach,
better than my own father. I never did get very good at any of them
but he did make the effort.

 


And popular with the girls, of course. Even
before the growth spurt that turned him into a tall, lean, muscular
athletic god, the babes loved him. So charming. After, well...
Girls used to cozy up to me just to get to him. I never got
anywhere with any of them, it was just talking. I could go on about
him all day.

 


"Hey, Casey," he said, shortly after
graduation. We were at his parents' house, surrounded by our
families and friends. "Can I ask you a personal question?"

 


"Of course," I replied. He was probably the
only person who could ask me anything and I wouldn't be
offended.
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