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BRODY AND THE BOY BENCH


G. R. Richards


It was the last thing in the world Brody expected to find. He walked Patch in this park every day, and he’d never noticed anything untoward. But maybe that was because the bench was shielded on three sides by a thick cloak of pine trees, and for some reason faced away from the dirt path.


Of course, the bench itself wasn’t what had captured Brody’s attention. It was the people on the bench that really interested him. He’d heard their voices and stopped short, pulling Patch’s leash hard enough to make the poor dog whine.


“Yeah, touch it.”


A man’s voice, deep and confident. Touch what? Brody was pretty sure he knew, but he had to see what was going on behind those trees.


“Wow, it’s hard as wood.” This lisping voice was distinctly male, though much higher than the first. “You’ve got the biggest cock I’ve ever seen.”


The deep voice laughed at that obvious flattery, but now Brody was even more tempted to catch a glimpse of these guys. Were they naked, or fully clothed with just their dicks sticking out their open flies? That would be the way to go, Brody figured, in a public park where they might be caught at any moment. They were deep in the woods, granted, and Brody walked here every day and hardly met another soul. So, hell, maybe they were naked after all. Brody just had to find out.


“You afraid of my big black cock?” That was the deep voice again.


The higher voice let out a witchy cackle. “Honey, I’m not afraid of anything.”


“Then how come you’re hardly touching it? Come on, now, grab my cock.”


“What does it feel like I’m doing?” the lisping boy whined.


Deep Voice said, “Here, let me show you how it’s done.”


The men moaned in unison, and then they went quiet and the only sound Brody could hear was the unmistakable flap of hands on dicks. This he had to see!


Tiptoeing between two of the outlying pines, Brody poked his head between branches, praying Patch would keep quiet just long enough for him to see something good. Thankfully, this part of the forest was populated by pine trees; the carpet of needles underfoot didn’t crunch the way dried leaves would.


He could see them now, sort of. There were still branches in the way. Brody stood some way behind the bench and off to the side, but he could make out Deep Voice’s broad shoulders and the back of the guy’s bald head. Lispy had a mop of wheat-colored hair and seemed to be wearing a grocery-store uniform.


But the two things Brody most wanted to see were blocked by the angle of the bench and the men’s bodies. They were sitting mighty close, those two. Brody could tell by the motion of Lispy’s right shoulder that he was jerking off Deep Voice. Curiously, both the black man’s shoulders were heaving. Brody itched to get a look at what was happening on the other side of that goddamn bench. His cock strained against his jeans so hard it hurt. Why couldn’t he see what he wanted to see?


“Dude, you’re crushing my fingers,” Lispy said in a whisper.


One of Deep Voice’s shoulders stopped moving, and he shook his right hand out at his side. “How’s that?”


Ahh, so that was the story: not only had Deep Voice been playing with Lispy’s dick, he’d wrapped his hand around the little guy’s fist for added pressure. The very idea of a big black hand enveloping a little white hand, both jerking the guy off together, made Brody’s cock strain harder against his fly. His erection had grown too damn big to stay in his pants. He needed to unzip.


“You gotta make me come fast,” Lispy pleaded. “Fuck, my lunch break’s almost over and I gotta run all the way back to the parking lot . . .”


“Oh, you’re not leaving until I blow my load,” Deep Voice shot back. That statement would have seemed threatening if the guy’s tone hadn’t been so playful.


“I’m gonna be late for work!” The young guy’s voice sounded pinched, strained, even higher than before. He tossed his head back, and his hair danced behind the bench. There was a lot of it, and Brody wondered how those wheat-gold strands would feel tickling his thighs.


Lispy had beautiful lips, full and pink. What Brody wouldn’t give to feel them wrapped around his shaft. Fuck, he needed to unzip his jeans. Why couldn’t he work up the nerve?


The slap of hands on dicks grew quicker, slicker, as the men’s moans evolved into groans and grunts. They were coming, both of them, and Brody didn’t even have the guts to stroke his huge hard-on over his jeans. He was so afraid that if he moved, the guys on the bench would turn around and, God, he’d be so embarrassed.
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