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Prologue

 


Now Taylor concentrated
solely on the Cruel Man's cock. He was
doing it hands-free as he was still jerking off the other two. No
matter how he tried, though, he couldn't get past the ten-inch
mark. Finally, he took his mouth off the cock and looked up at the
Cruel Man's face.

 


"I can't do it. It's too long."

 


The Cruel Man didn't believe in such
negative attitudes. He grabbed his shaft and pressed the head
against Taylor's lips. Reluctantly, the young man opened his mouth
and the Cruel Man shoved his cock in. He forced it down, regardless
of the resistance of Taylor's throat. Now he was in eleven
inches.

 


He grabbed the young man by the sides of his
head and forced his cock harder. He could see Taylor's eyes bugging
out and he could feel the resistance of the young man's throat on
all sides of his cock head. For nearly half a minute he struggled,
then he gave it just one more extra hard push. Suddenly, the young
man's throat gave way and he felt the boy's lips pressed against
his groin.

 


He held him there for a few more seconds,
feeling the panicked young man's tongue lashing around his cock,
then he pulled out. Taylor dropped the other two cocks and lunged
forward, gasping for air. He was coughing and choking on his own
phlegm but deep down he was proud of the fact that he had finally,
succeeded.
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 DAY 1

 


Taylor really had no idea
what went on in the park. At least, he certainly didn't know about
THAT. But he would soon learn a lesson
about something called compulsion. And then he would find his life
consumed.

 


He had just moved to the big city from out
of state. His fiancé was supposed to move with him but at the last
minute, she got cold feet. She wasn't ready to move halfway across
the country and be away from her family and friends. So, they broke
up. Four years, down the drain, just like that.

 


Taylor was excited about his prospects,
though. His company had paid for the move and even helped him the
find a nice apartment in a good part of the city. He liked that the
shops stayed open late into the evening and that the people who
lived there seemed to be pretty hip and open-minded. A lot of
people in his age group – including lots of pretty girls. Best of
all, though, was always a nice big park nearby.

 


This was his first time living in a big
city. He was used to the wide-open spaces. If he didn't listen too
hard and squinted his eyes when he was in the park, he could just
about imagine that he was somewhere out in the country. He liked
that there was a baseball field and soccer fields. And, best of
all, there were a dozen basketball courts. Taylor didn't like
smelly, stuffy gyms. Give him fresh air and sunshine and good
old-fashioned competition – that was all he really needed.

 


The days were getting longer so when he got
home from his first day of work, his first thought was of
basketball. He grabbed a quick snack, then changed into his ratty
shirt and basketball shorts. He took his ball with him. If he
couldn't find a pickup game, then he would shoot hoops until it got
dark.

 


Fortune smiled on Taylor this day. There
were nine guys in their 20s and 30s, playing a game of shirts and
skins and the skins team was down by one person. They invited him
to join and when he doffed his shirt, there were many a shirts team
members who were flabbergasted at just how well in-shape he
was.

 


By the time it was dusk and thanks to Taylor
scoring nearly half of the points for his team, the skins found
themselves victorious. And Taylor had made many new friends. The
game was a regular one, they said. They played every day after 5 or
so, though the players changed according to availability. He was
looking forward to coming back the next night.

 



Taylor had really hit it off with a guy his
age named Bill. They were walking out of the park when Taylor
stopped. "You know, I think I should hit the head before I walk
home." He motioned toward the restrooms as he said this.

 


"You probably should wait until you get
home," Bill told him. Taylor remembered that he was no longer out
in the country but in the big city.

 


"Oh, dirty? Or just closed?"

 


Bill chuckled. "I forget that you're not
from around here. No…" He pantomimed oral sex and fucking.

 


"Oh," replied Taylor, suddenly feeling like
a dolt. Then he added, in hushed, knowing tones. "Hookers."

 


Now Bill laughed. "No women, just dudes. You
know... faggots."

 


Taylor went wide-eyed. He had had no idea.
"I guess I will wait until I get home. Ain't nobody needs to see
that."

 


As they walked out of the park, Bill turned
to him. "You know, on the weekends we usually grab a beer or two
after the game. You should join us."

 


"That sounds great."

 


When Taylor got home, he took a shower to
wash away the funk of the day and of the game. When he got down to
scrubbing his junk, he soaped up longer than he should have and
soon began stroking himself. His thick, eight-inch cut cock was
soon fully hard.

 


His thoughts wandered back to his girl. Her
long, smooth legs. He imagined her spreading them and touching her
pussy, then fingering herself. Then he thought of her on her knees,
sucking him. He could feel the scratching of her beard against his
groin.

 


Wait! What...?
he thought. That was
weird.

 


He cleared his mind. He thought of sticking
his rock-hard cock between the cheeks of her ass and reaching
around and grabbing her hard, muscular pecs.

 


Again! What the fuck?

 


He focused harder. Imagining going down on
her sweet snatch, probing his tongue between her pussy lips,
sucking on her sweet clit. He imagined bobbing on it until it grew
and filled his mouth. He looked up with it still in his mouth – but
instead of seeing her face, he saw the face of a man looking down
at him, grinning.

 


Sickened and confused, he ended his shower
there. His cock stayed hard as he dried off. He slept fitfully that
night.

 


 DAY 2

 


The game was even more
exciting than the night before. A couple of
guys were missing but there were also a couple of new ones. One of
them was an even match for Taylor and he had to work harder. In the
long run, though, he was up for the challenge. Once again, the
skins were victorious, even though it was a much closer
game.

 


Afterward, it came down to just Bill and
Taylor again. Taylor had picked up his basketball. Bill motioned
toward some cars on the street. "Hey," he said, "I drove tonight.
You want a ride? It's not really out of my way."

 


Taylor bounced his ball, just once. "You
know, I think I'm gonna work on my layups for a little bit. Some of
these guys a pretty tough. But thanks."

 


Bill said it was cool and headed out. Taylor
did indeed work on his layups for about ten minutes. Until he was
sure that Bill was good and gone. He held the ball under his arm
and looked over toward the restrooms in the distance. He took the
ball and bounced it again.

 


It was dark. At some point, they would come
in to lockup all of the facilities. Even the court lights were due
to go off in a few minutes. He should go home.

 


But he didn't.

 


Something compelled Taylor that night. Maybe
it was curiosity. Maybe it was something more. He found himself
walking toward those restrooms. He stood outside of them for
several minutes and then finally, walked inside.

 


It was dingy and smelled of urine, sweat and
a dozen other odors. Only one light, over the sink, seemed to be
working at all. And even it was dim and flickering. But since it
had been dark outside, it only took a moment for his eyes to
adjust.

 


There was a man about his age – also in
athletic shorts and a grungy shirt – leaning against the wall near
the hand dryer. It was a moment before Taylor realized that the man
was stroking himself through his shorts. It was a sizable lump. He
looked up at the man's face, briefly making eye contact, then
quickly turned away. That second look told him that the man was
probably ten years older than he had first thought. And he was very
rough-looking.

 


Taylor tried to wedge his basketball against
the sink fixture but it rolled into the basin. The urinal was next
to it and he took his place in front of it. Next to him was a
stall. He began to wonder if he should have used that instead but
he had already committed himself and he didn't want to appear…
Thinking for a moment, he realized that he had no word for it, not
that it mattered.

 


He slid the front of his shorts down and
pulled out his cock. He looked down to aim it and that's when he
noticed there was a hole in the stall partition next to him. He
could just make out a finger stroking the lower edge of the hole.
Then he sensed the man, who had been leaning against the wall,
shuffling toward him. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see
the man leaning in and checking him out.

 


It took a moment. Taylor
wasn't used to having an audience when he peed. Finally, he let
loose a stream. See? he thought to himself. I really did
have to pee.

 


"That's a nice-looking cock you've got
there." It was the Rough Man. "When you're done, why don't you let
me suck it?" Taylor started to sweat in nervousness. "I swallow,"
the man added.

 


Taylor couldn't finish peeing quickly
enough. He gave his cock a couple of quick shakes, then stuffed it
back into his shorts. He barely remembered to grab his basketball
as he rushed past the man.

 


"You'll be back," he heard the stranger
say.

 


Taylor rushed out into the dark. He made it
home in record time. He found some internet porn to jack off to but
stopped when he found he was concentrating more on the big cocks
that he was on the girls. He switched to lesbian porn but this had
never done anything for him and tonight was no different. In fact,
it seemed worse.

 


 DAY 3

 


The skins chalked their
first loss with Taylor that night off to fatigue or maybe jet lag.
But he knew better. His mind wasn't in the game at all. His mind
was on that concrete building a few hundred feet away.
As the others left, Taylor made the excuse that he
wanted to do some wind sprints. He had left his ball at home that
night on purpose.

 


And he did do the sprints. He tried hard to
concentrate but every once in a while, he would stop. He would
stare at that building. He didn't want to go to it but something
was drawing him. Again, he turned to his sprints. Soon, though, he
realized he had no choice. He looked around to make sure none of
his new buddies were still there. It was dark. He supposed that if
he couldn't see them, then they couldn't see him.

 


Just like the night before, the restroom was
every bit as dark and funky. The Rough Man was in his usual
position. He chuckled softly when he saw Taylor enter. "I knew it,"
he croaked.

 


Taylor was defeated. He didn't even have to
pee tonight. But he still made his way to the urinal. Tonight,
there was no finger in that hole in the partition. It was just him
and the Rough Man. He slid his shorts down and pulled his cock out.
He tried to will himself to pee but nothing was coming out.

 


He heard the Rough Man approaching from
behind, just like the night before. "You don't need to pee. We both
know what you're here for."

 


Taylor slumped his head and shoulders. He
almost felt like he wanted to cry. Why? Why was he here? Slowly and
without tucking his junk back into his shorts, he turned to the
Rough Man.

 


The stranger reached out and grabbed
Taylor's cock. His leathery hands were quite large but smoother
than the young man expected. And warm. He slowly tugged on the cock
and Taylor was embarrassed that it was growing in the man's hand.
He moaned.

 


The Rough Man went to his knees and took
Taylor's cock into his warm, wet mouth. It felt surprisingly good
to the young man. He loved the undulating tongue as well as the
tight lips that were stroking along his shaft. Again, he moaned and
he knew that he was releasing his precum into the man's mouth.

 


The Rough Man swallowed his salty lubricant.
He cupped Taylor's balls and gently played with them. He put his
free hand on the young man's hip and swallowed him down to his
base.

 


Taylor couldn't believe it! The Rough Man
had swallowed all of his 8 inches. His ex, at best, had only
managed six. The man was bobbing and sucking on his cock. Despite
himself, Taylor was beginning to enjoy it. He took the man by his
head, holding him gently as his cock was worked.

 


Then the man took Taylor out of his mouth
and stood. He slid his shorts down, revealing his own massive slab.
"Well?"

 


Taylor realized immediately
what the man meant. He hadn't really thought this through. He
wasn't gay. He just wanted a blowjob. Or did he?
What were those fantasies about the other
day? No! He would not suck this man. That
would be gay and he wasn't gay.

 


Slowly, the young man got to his knees. His
hands were shaking and he was sick to his stomach. He should just
get up and run out. The man wouldn't expect that. He was in better
shape – this he knew. He could outrun him. He would just never be
able to come back in this bathroom. And that was no loss.

 


He reached up and took the man's shaft in
his hands. He started to stroke. He quickly realized that this
man's cock – aside from being uncut – would be longer and thicker
than his own. It was about half-staff when Taylor leaned forward,
opened his mouth and sucked it in.

 


Taylor wanted to throw up. Not from the
taste – the man was surprisingly clean – but from the very thought
that he was sucking a man's cock. Never in his life. He sucked
about 5 inches in and then gagged. Choking, he quickly took the
cock out of his mouth. He was in no position to bite the man, even
accidentally.

 


"You've got it take it easy. Relax. And
don't let it hit the back of your tongue," said the Rough Man.
"Ain't you never sucked a dick before?"

 


Taylor looked up at him. The Rough Man could
see his eyes glistening from the tears caused by the choking.
Slowly, the young man shook his head. The Rough Man smiled for the
first time, then laughed. "Oh, shit! It's been a long time since I
had a virgin." Then the young man took him back into his mouth.

 


He swirled his tongue around the Rough Man's
cockhead, then down the underside of his shaft. He slid his lips
down toward the base. He swathed his tongue back and forth along
the underside of the growing man-meat as he did so. The Rough Man
groaned, his cock throbbed and Taylor was rewarded with a healthy
dose of precum. He tasted its creamy saltiness, then swallowed it
down.

 


The Rough Man was impressed with the virgin
cocksucker's ability. Some men were just born to it, he guessed. He
grabbed Taylor's head and shoved his flesh deeper into the boy's
mouth.

 


Taylor remembered what the man told him. He
did his best to relax and to keep that invasive cock off the back
of his tongue. It was now making its way into his throat. The boy
was surprised at how close his nose was to the man's groin,
considering just how big the cock in his mouth was.

 


The Rough Man released the boy's head and
Taylor pulled his head back, sucking in as much air as possible
through his nose as he did so. He started bobbing his head on the
Rough Man's cock, just as his ex – and other women before her – had
done for him. He stroked the base and played with the man's balls
and marveled that his own cock had stayed hard the entire time.

 


He began to wonder at what point should he
get up and switch back as the Rough Man had done to him. What was
the etiquette? But just for a moment. Then he was lost in the task
at hand. Something about this felt so right but at the same time it
felt all sorts of wrong. Why hadn't his own cock gone down?

 


His knees were beginning to ache on the hard
concrete floor of that dingy men's room. But he couldn't seem to
get enough the man's cock in his mouth. The warm, hard flesh tasted
familiar, yet foreign. The long, crooked veins tugged and bumped
against his lips as he bobbed and licked and sucked.

 


The Rough Man was grunting now and shifting
his feet. His cock seemed to increase in size and Taylor's mouth.
He could feel a bubbling sensation in the man's veins with his
hands and he suddenly realized the man was about to cum. Instead of
lamenting his loss of turn, he increased his speed, along with the
firmness of his stroking and the increase of his tongue's lashing
upon the man's fuckstick.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
fanin

Amanda M





