
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Daniel’s Beautiful and Black Gay
Lover

 


Written by Goddess Pleasure

Copyright 2016 Goddess
Pleasure

 


This erotic short story is a work of
fiction. It is written for adults. All characters portrayed in each
story are consenting adults. The author is from the UK, so the
stories are written in British English and the grammar and spelling
are British style.

 



www.eroticaauthorGoddessPleasure.com

 


Smashwords Edition






I’m feeling his strong and black hands
caressing my back and his muscular black body is pressing down
against mine. A lust I’ve never known and a heat and sexual craving
for me is something I doubt I’ll ever feel again because nobody has
ever been this intense and passionate toward me before. He’s all I
want and need and so much more. The first time he touched me I knew
there and then that I never wanted him to leave my side for a
moment and it’s so much more than amazing gay sex. The power he has
over me is something that I cannot fight, nor want to. The spell
he’s cast over my life, he’s simply irresistible to me for me to
ever desire another lover again.

We initially met on a train. I remember
it well. He sat beside me in the cramped carriage and when his leg
touched mine I remember feeling a bolt of electricity gripping
every nerve in my body and every thought in my mind about work
vanished instantly. I also remember glancing up into his dark brown
eyes and for a second in time it was if we were the only two men in
this world. I had to force myself to look away; such was the
intensity of his gaze which seemed to last forever; drawing me in,
luring me into an unknown world I’d never encountered before. As a
bisexual man of nineteen, I’d only ever experienced gay sex with
other white men and I wasn’t meant to catch that train that day. It
was as if fate and destiny had brought us together. It was meant to
be.

I distinctly recall his exact words as
I moved my leg away from his, only to touch a woman’s leg on the
opposite side of me. She was engrossed in conversation with another
woman and thankfully didn’t give me any problems at my sudden and
unexpected physical contact and invasion of her personal space.
Lots of women usually flirt with me and I love it but on this
occasion I wasn’t interested even if she had.

“Hi. Sorry, it’s very
cramped in here isn’t it? We’re like sardines in a tin with nowhere
to go. I’m Brian,” he’d said at the time, extending his hand toward
me.

I placed my newspaper across my lap and
shook his hand. A firm grip, his touch had sent shockwaves of
pleasure throughout me. I had felt a rising panic and had to look
back down at my paper so that he and nobody else could see the
strong desire escaping my betraying eyes. Normally a chatty man by
nature, in this instance words had left me with their sudden
flight, making me feel so vulnerable and so very excited too at the
same time. What the hell was going on?

“And your name is?” Brian
had asked, his dark and playful eyes boring into my blue startled
ones as I looked back up and retained his gaze and for longer this
time. My heart pounded in my chest. I felt that everyone on this
train could hear it too, but it’s only my ears that its
deafening.

“I’m sorry. Please excuse
me. Where are my manners?” “I’m Daniel, nice to meet you. Yes,
sardines indeed!” I’d replied, looking around at many irritated and
impatient strangers in the warm carriage. I also noticed others who
weren’t irritated and impatient at all and who were touching each
other’s legs and asses. I wondered if they knew each other or were
lovers having an affair. I felt Brian’s fingers on mine begin to
move and I was certain that I’d heard a quiet gasp escape from his
lips as our fingers released their grip. Tingling, and every nerve
and sensation heightened, it was like static electricity between
us. I suddenly began to really enjoy travelling on a train and if
I’d known that it could be this
much fun
I would have purchased a monthly ticket enabling
me to travel on weekends as well as to get me to my workplace on
week days!

I remember him shifting his body
slightly toward me and with his subtle movement my nostrils were
greeted with the most wonderful scent of his aftershave; an earthy
and manly aroma making me in danger of getting a hard-on under my
newspaper. I fantasised about how great his body smelled too and
wanted to sniff him for longer than was necessary but with a tall
disgruntled gentleman standing in front of me rambling angrily on
his phone and staring at me and then out of the window, I thought
it best to behave myself. He reminded me of a surly headmaster long
ago.
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