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Chapter 1: BBC Kink
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The lunch was boring. Ana was talking about marriage again, about wedding venues and color schemes, and all I could think about was how the pasta on my plate looked more alive than our future. Her voice was a soft, predictable hum, a melody I’d memorized and now found utterly flat. I nodded, said “That sounds great,” and felt my soul shrinking inside my chest, folding itself into a tiny, silent box.

Then the door of the café swung open.

The air changed. It wasn’t just the breeze from outside. It was a shift in gravity, a sudden, magnetic pull that yanked my gaze from Ana’s earnest eyes to the two men who strode in. They were... colossal. Black college graduates, maybe, but they looked like warriors from another world. One wore loose, patterned pants that clung to his hips and draped down, but the fabric couldn’t hide the pronounced, round swell of his ass—a perfect, jutting bubble that moved with a powerful, rolling rhythm. The other had similar tribal-style shorts, and between his legs, the thick outline of a lund was unmistakable, a heavy bulge straining against the cloth. Their chests were broad, their arms corded with muscle, and they moved with a contained, predatory energy that made the cozy café feel suddenly, dangerously small.

They were talking loudly, voices deep and clashing. An argument about some tribal boundary, some sacred ground. Words like “madarchod” and “behenchod” snapped through the air, spicy and foreign. Their eyes locked, fists clenched. The tension coiled, ready to explode.

Ana flinched, grabbing my arm. “Noah, shouldn’t someone...”

The manager, a frail man, scurried over. “Out! Both of you, out! No fighting here!”

The two giants glared at each other, then at the manager. A moment of pure, volatile silence. Then, with a shared, disdainful snort, they turned and stalked back out the door, their huge tummes and those impossible bulges leading the way.

My heart was pounding. Not from fear. From a raw, hungry attraction that surged up from a place I’d kept locked and ignored. Big black cock. The phrase, my secret kink, wasn’t just a thought anymore. It was a physical reality, walking out that door. That lund, that massive promise... I needed to see it. I needed... more.

“I have to go to the bathroom,” I mumbled to Ana, my voice tight.

She blinked. “Okay? I’ll wait.”

I didn’t look back. I just stood, my legs moving automatically, and followed the heat those men had left in the room. Outside, the afternoon sun was bright. They were already halfway down the block, their argument continuing, gestures sharp. I kept a distance, my breath shallow, watching the way their bodies moved. The definition of their mummes under their shirts. The sheer size of them.

They turned into a narrow alley between two brick buildings. I hesitated for only a second before darting after them, peering into the shaded passage.

They weren’t there.

The alley was empty. Just dumpsters and stained concrete. But at the far end, where a faded graffiti mural covered the wall, the air shimmered. A ripple, like heat on asphalt, but coalescing into a vertical, swirling vortex of light—a portal. It pulsed with a deep, bass-like energy. One man stepped through, his bubble butt disappearing into the glow. The second followed, his huge chut outline vanishing last.

My mind screamed danger, fantasy, impossible. But my body, driven by a craving so deep it felt ancestral, took charge. I ran. I didn’t think. I just sprinted toward that shimmering tear in the world and plunged through.

The sensation was like being pulled through a thick, warm liquid. A pressure on every inch of my skin, then a sudden, shocking release.
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