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Excerpt:

 


I looked up into his eyes again as I
worshiped his mighty phallus. "Yeah, that's it, white boy," he
said. "Suck that dick. Make love to it." I bobbed on it, my saliva
mixing with more precum. The saltiness of his issue and the taste
of his dusky flesh was like a drug to me. I was addicted and he was
my fix.

 


I briefly looked down and was surprised at
how much of his cock I was working into my mouth, maybe half. The
head was poking around the back of my mouth. It hit the back of my
tongue and I gagged, pulling my head away and sputtering for
breath. I had tears in my eyes and noticed a strand of drool
dangling from my lower lip, connecting me still to his massive,
spit-slicked black mambo. I caught my breath, relaxed, and sucked
his fuckmeat back inside.

 


He started stroking my hair more, sometimes
pulling me onto his cock. His big, thick hands worked their way
down to my shoulders, rubbing my back. It felt good. I tried
everything I could think of to pleasure him – lips, tongue, and
fingers colluded to please his thick meat and draw out my reward.
His gasps and moans were music to my ears and heart.

 


He was leaning way over
now, incidentally forcing his cock deeper into my throat. The young
black man was rubbing his hands up and down my back with long, firm
strokes. That feels so good. It's helping
me relax. That was it, I thought.
He's helping me relax so I can take him all the
way down.

 


And I was getting close, too.

 


And that's when his fingers
slid under my pants and underwear and touched the cheeks of my
ass. Huh?! He doesn't think...

 


But it was quickly apparent that he did,
indeed, think he was going to fuck me in the ass. The fingers of
one hand slipped between my cheeks. The tip of his index finger
found my tight bud and pressed against it.

 


A million thoughts rushed
through my mind. The realization that my hole was virgin and tight.
That it could, and probably would hurt. That I wasn't gay.
Yeah, but you're sucking his dick, aren't you,
faggot?

 


But as strong as those thoughts were, other
images were in there, as well. Like, the ones I had in the theater
– him taking me, pressing me up against the wall that was behind me
and shoving that hard, thick, black cock up my virgin asshole and
fucking me while I shook and quivered and moaned, helplessly. My
raw, animal lust was rapidly drawing my fears away.

 


He removed the hand, taking
it fully out of my pants. I kept sucking, trying to get his load
out of him. Man, I could have cum twice
already. That is if I could cum twice so
close together. These days, I was lucky if I could bust my nut
twice in the same day, and that was with rest in
between.

 


I felt his hand slip back into my shorts and
between my cheeks again. I moaned when he pressed his digit against
my back door and gasped around his meaty fuckstick when my asshole
gave way to the pressure and his thick finger slipped inside of
me.

 


My whole body shook.

 


He probed deeper, opening me up. The
sensation was incredible. I felt full and there was none of the
pain I thought there would be. Still, as thick as his fingers were,
his cock was so much larger.

 


 "Yeah, you're tight," he said. There was a tone of happiness
in his voice. "But I can tell you want to be fucked," the black man
continued. "Yeah, you want me to fuck you, don't you, white boy?" I
moaned...
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There's one of those discount movie theaters
near us. Not only is it a lot cheaper than the regular theaters
(three bucks!) but on Tuesdays, it's only two dollars! We balked at
going there at first because the place had been closed for several
years and we didn't know what to expect but the lure of paying less
than half of what everyone else was charging for even a matinee was
too great. So what if the movies were coming out soon on home
video? This was still cheaper and we were able to make it a night
out for us.

 


We married young and bought a modest house
in a decent neighborhood, twenty years ago. To our eternal luck, it
upscaled around us. Because of where we live, people tend to think
we have more money than we do. We're trying to save money to start
a family. No kids, yet, but we're finally trying. Her biological
clock is ticking...

 


Like I said, we sort of make a big deal
about it. There's an inexpensive little restaurant near our house
that we have dinner at. The early bird special, you know? If
there's time, and there was that night, we take a little walk in
the park for a while. After that, we drive over to the "less than
desirable" part of town for the movie.

 


I plopped down the four dollars, cash – they
don't take credit cards – and we skipped the snack bar. Even if we
hadn't eaten first, their snack bar is every bit as expensive as
all the rest and we weren't ready to float a loan for some popcorn
and sodas. We arrived early enough that we were able to get our
favorite seats, two-thirds of the way down and in the very center
of the row. Even though it was nearly empty when we came in, we
knew the film would draw pretty decent size crowd. It had been a
big hit and this was the first week that it was playing for only
two bucks.

 


I watched the preshow while Julie checked
her email and Facebook and played a few rounds of Candy Crush.
Every once in a while, I would take a look around and see the
auditorium filling up behind us. Only a few went into the seats
ahead of us. With about ten minutes to go, a tall, youngish black
man scooched into the seats, two rows in front of us.

 


This is probably a good spot for a
confession. I consider myself staunchly heterosexual. A bit of a
pussy hound, if you will. I'm pretty decent about it when my wife
is around – I love her very much – but, when I'm alone, I will ogle
the shit out of any hot girl I see. Guys? They don't interest me,
not one bit.

 


Except…

 


I don't know when exactly it started but I
first noticed it a couple of years ago. Black guys. There was
something about them that I finally had to admit to myself that I
found attractive. Especially, as the kids would say, the thick
ones.

 


The black guy looking for a
seat, two rows in front of us, was just such a guy. A quick glance
to the side and I noticed that my wife still had her face buried in
her phone. I took the opportunity to steal a glance at the young
man's face. Handsome. I quickly averted my eyes so that he wouldn't catch me looking
at him. Then, I looked back and stole another quick
peek.

 


I quickly looked him up and
down and, forgetting myself, I briefly licked my lips. The last
thing I did was steal a glance at his hands. Dear Lord, those are some very long fingers.

 


The seat he picked wasn't quite as far into
the row as ours. He sat down and sort of kicked back, watching the
preshow. I thought about him for a little bit, feeling a stirring
down there but knowing that it would never be more than that.

 


The one problem with going to the movies as
often as we do is that you see the same freaking preshow four weeks
in a row, sometimes five. This was one of those week fives. I had
every interview, every commercial, every trivia question memorized.
I was easily distracted. Especially when the young black man
glanced back at my direction.

 


The motion of his head is what attracted my
eyes. I quickly realized that he could probably see me looking at
him quite clearly, given the light source coming from the screen
itself. I looked away. A minute or so passed and I saw the motion
again. Against my better judgment, I glanced. In my direction, all
I could see was darkness. His silhouette. It was a little bit
unnerving and, at the same time, very exciting. I felt an ache down
in my privates. I squirmed.

 


I tried not to think about it but there was
little else to occupy my mind. The same preshow, my wife staring at
her cell phone, no one else to talk to. My thoughts started
wandering. I pictured myself stroking his cock. In my mind, it was
big and hard and warm. As I knelt before him, I looked up and
smiled at his handsome face, looking down at me. So delicious…

 


I shook my mind clear of such thoughts and
redirected my attention to the screen. The coming attractions were
about to start. Just as they did, he looked back again. This time,
much longer than he had the other times. And, because of the
length, I started to wonder if it was me he was looking at. Maybe
there were a couple of hot girls behind me. Boy, would I feel
stupid? I quickly glanced back. No, there were really wasn't anyone
worth looking at in that direction. Mostly just a handful of senior
citizens and they were all watching the screen, intently. I turned
back to his face and it was still pointed in my direction.

 


My palms began to sweat and my heart was
racing. I envisioned him spinning me around, pushing me against the
wall, stepping up behind me and stuffing his thick black cock up my
ass. My own 6 inches of fun was aching even more. Worse, it was
starting to grow. Again, I shifted. And I'm fairly certain that it
was an absent-minded reaction, but I licked my lips again. Finally,
I tore my eyes away.

 


Watching the beginning of
the first trailer I realized that it was one we'd already seen
probably a dozen times. I focused for the sake of not staring at
the young black man but I couldn't help but notice that he suddenly
got up and walked to the aisle. I turned my head, just briefly mind
you, but in that moment he seemed to be looking right at me and I
swear he touched his hand to his crotch. No! my mind screamed at me.
He put his hand in his pocket, you
dumbass.
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