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Аннотация
Braden is confused. Well, confused and massively massively horny. Every night, he goes to sleep on the sofa, and listens to his best friend Darnell, and Darnell�s buxom girlfriend Lacey, in the next room. All night, every night. And it is making him crazy.
And, the craziest part of all, it isn�t Lacey that he sees when he closes his eyes, and takes himself in hand. It�s Darnell. big, beautiful, black Darnell.


Connor Clade
THREESOME WITH THE BIG MAN


Christ, they�re at it again.
Braden tried putting the pillow over his head, but it didn�t do any good. He could still hear the two of them fucking, in the bedroom just the other side of the thin wall. His roommate Darnell and his girlfriend, Lacey, were fucking.
Not �making love�, not �sleeping together�. This was loud, enthusiastic, hard core fucking.
And it was driving Braden crazy.
Look, he was glad Darnell was letting him crash. He needed a little time, a little space to get his shit together, and he was glad Darnell was giving that to him. And Darnell surely didn�t have to.
It wasn�t even the first time Darnell had helped him out. As the skinny white kid in a mostly black neighborhood, Braden had had his troubles, growing up. He would have had worse troubles, if Darnell, five years older and even then tall and strong and tough, hadn�t made it clear that Braden was his boy. Under his protection.
Fuck with Braden? Then you would be fucking with Darnell. And that was not a good idea. Darnell was not a skinny white kid. He was tall, and black, and strong, and not to be fucked with.
He owed Darnell. A lot. But it didn�t make this situation any easier.
Braden tried to roll over on the lumpy sofa, a task made all but impossible by his raging erection. He had already jerked off twice, since Darnell and Lacey had walked into the bedroom, their hands already all over each other. He didn�t really want to do it again.
But he might have to.
It�s just that it was� confusing. His mind kept envisaging dark, erotic images, images that he was not comfortable with.
Lacey was hot. There wasn�t a single shred of doubt about that. A short, curvy blonde, with generous hips and glorious full, heavy breasts. And she had a personality every bit as big as her chest. Exuberant, funny, outgoing, willing to speak her mind. A very attractive, appealing woman.
Darnell was a lucky man.
And there was a time Braden would willingly have taken himself in hand, thinking of a woman like Lacey, imagining her naked, thinking of what he could to do her. What she could do to him.
And he still thought of her, he did. Of course he did, what red blooded man wouldn�t?
Except�.
Except it wasn�t just visions of Lacey that filled his mind as he masturbated. More and more now, living under Darnell�s roof, his thoughts had turned in a different direction.
To Darnell himself. The way his broad shoulders tapered to his narrow waist. That tantalizing hint of crinkly body hair, that arrowed down across his six pack to the waistband of his tight jeans.
Christ, Darnell�s jeans. Showing off his tight, muscled ass. And the impressive package that lay, barely contained, behind his zip.
Braden gave up the fight. Eased his sweats down, and freed his cock. God, how could he be hard again? He hadn�t jerked off this much since puberty. He closed his hand around his straining cock. Closed his eyes and listened. Listened as Darnell pounded away at Lacey again. She was a screamer, as loud in bed as her big personality would predict.
Braden pounded his cock, in time to the screams. Matched his pace to Lacey, and when she screamed, that final, loudest, time, he grunted himself, and blasted one more load into a sodden tissue.
Christ.

Bright light flooded the room. Braden groaned, and turned his face to the back of the couch.
�Sorry,� Lacey said, not far from his ear.
Giving up on sleep, Braden untangled himself from the blanket and rolled to a sitting position.
Lacey didn�t sound sorry. And she didn�t look sorry, either.
What she looked like was an incredibly hot woman who had spent most of the night getting righteously, gloriously, railed.
Her hair was mussed, and her eyes held a sleepy, sated look. She was smiling, like the night had gone perfectly and the new day was going to be even better.
And she was wearing one of Darnell�s old tee shirts. She was clearly braless beneath it, her full breasts swaying, her nipples poking out against the material. The shirt hung down to just above mid thigh. Low enough so that if she weren�t moving, it would be perfectly decent.
Except she was moving. And when she bent over to snag a stray sock Darnell had left in haste the night before, it became blatantly obvious she wasn�t wearing panties, either.
She was facing away from Braden, and in that position the shirt rode up, and gave him a perfect view of her pussy between her thigh gap.
Her pussy was plump and clean shaven, and every bit as gorgeous as the rest of her.
Braden felt his poor abused cock stir back to life. He was actually sore from how much he had jerked it last night. Only after Darnell and Lacey had finally gone to sleep had he been able to tame his stubborn erection.
He bunched the blanket in his lap, and hoped Lacey wouldn�t notice.
She was walking through the passageway into the kitchen now, her generous hips swaying. Braden couldn�t help but stare at her ass, and felt himself get harder.
�You sleep okay?� she called out to him.
There was a bit of a smirk in her voice, like she knew exactly how well he had slept.
�Fine,� he answered. At least with her out of sight, he had a chance to get himself under control.
And then the bedroom door opened again. The slap of bare feet on hardwood floor, and then Darnell walked into the room.
Christ!
He wasn�t wearing a tee shirt. In fact, he wasn�t wearing a god damn thing. Braden saw his bare chest first, bunched muscle under dark, nearly ebony skin, and tried to keep his gaze from sliding lower.
He tried, he really did. He just couldn�t. So, it wasn�t the first time he�d caught a glimpse of Darnell�s junk. They were two dudes, crammed in a small one bedroom apartment.
But this was different. Darnell�s big black cock was right there, hanging right in front of him, swinging in the breeze.
And damn, it looked good! Big and beautiful, long and amazingly thick, a truly impressive piece of meat.
Braden hadn�t gone out of his way to look, but of course he had seen other guys cocks before. In locker rooms, in the shower at the gym. And he had never seen anything like Darnell�s cock.
No wonder he made Lacey scream like she did.
�Coffee�s on,� Lacey called from the kitchen. �You wanna cook, Braden?�
Braden got up. For the moment, at least, he was only semi hard, and his sweat pants were loose enough it wasn�t too obvious.
He didn�t mind cooking. He surely didn�t want to eat Lacey�s cooking, he�d made that mistake before.
He just wasn�t sure he wanted to be trapped in the kitchen with a nearly naked Lacey and a completely naked Darnell.
Nothing to be done. Not when Darnell was letting him crash rent free. You�re up, kid, he thought.
Lacey already had the eggs out sitting on the yellowed Formica counter. She was bending over, rummaging in the fridge, her perfect generous ass swaying right in front of him.
Darnell was staring at it, sipping a coffee, a big ass smile on his face.
Braden didn�t stare, but he did sneak a peak. Could hardly avoid it.
And his semi was getting a little less semi.
He had to brush past her, to get the frying pan. And the tented front of his sweats skimmed, just barely grazed, the tee shirt hugging Lacey�s ass. He had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from groaning, and it was all he could do not to grind his hard-on into those firm solid buttocks.
And Lacey moved, just fractionally, to intensify the contact as he slid past.
On purpose? He couldn�t be sure. It seemed a little too subtle for Lacey, but maybe, with Darnell sitting right there�.
�What you got on today, bro?� Darnell asked him.
Braden was staring at the stove top. Out of the corner of his eye, he had seen Lacey slide onto Darnell�s lap. And seen Darnell slide his big black hand between Lacey�s creamy white thighs, the tee shirt bunching up a little.
He kept staring. His cock was pretty much fully hard, now.
�Couple interviews,� Braden said. �First one would be a sweet gig, but I don�t have much of a chance. Second one is shit, but I got a better shot.�
�Sometimes you just got to get your foot in the door,� Lacey said. Her voice had an odd, breathy quality, and Braden knew without looking that Darnell was rubbing her pussy. Maybe even sliding one thick black finger inside her tight slick walls.
Christ!

There was a faint, wet, squishy sound. Braden flicked on the fan over the stove to drown it out.
The eggs didn�t take long. When he turned around, Lacey had set the table, and was sitting in her own chair. But there was still a faint flush on her cheeks, a brightness to her eyes.
And Braden was still hard, and couldn�t do a damn thing to hide it. He hoped Lacey�and Darnell�didn�t notice, as he dolled out the scrambled eggs onto three plates. The toaster popped at the same instant, and Lacey jumped up to get it.
Her tee shirt was still rucked up, and Braden got a quick flash of her bare, now glistening pussy, before gravity pulled it back into place.
And as Braden sat down, a little uncomfortably, he realized that Darnell was looking at him. And grinning, just a little, his perfect white teeth a stark contrast to his dark skin.
Braden bent his head over his plate, and began to shovel eggs into his mouth.
Christ!
There was a knock on the door. Braden blanked the screen and rolled up off the couch. Peeked though the peephole.
Huh. Lacey. It was unusual to see her this early in the afternoon. Darnell was still at work, and would be for hours.
It was also unusual for Lacey to knock. She had her own key, of course, and usually just walked in. But then, usually Darnell would be her waiting for her.
Braden opened the door.
�Hey, Lacey,� he said. �Darnell�s not home yet.�
�Yeah, Braden. I know. Can I come in?�
Braden shrugged and stepped back. He might be living here now, but in truth Lacey held a much more important place in Darnell�s life than he did. And more right to be in Darnell�s apartment.
Lacey walked past him. He couldn�t help himself, he checked out her ass. A glorious denim clad double handful. In another world, maybe he�d have made a move on her.
If she wasn�t his roommate�s girlfriend.
If she wasn�t way out of his league.
Lacey walked to the sofa, and sat down casually on it. Her legs were tucked under her, and her full breasts jiggled a little under her blouse.
�How�d your interviews go?� she asked. Sounded like she was actually interested.
Braden shrugged. �You know the drill. They act like they�re hiring for the NSA. So much bullshit. Probably hear back next week.�
She nodded. She did know the drill.
Braden plopped into a chair, feeling a little uncomfortable. Damn, Lacey was hot!
�Anyway, you�re the one I wanted to talk to, Braden.� Lacey was relaxed, mostly, but there seemed just the faintest edge of tension in her voice. That wasn�t like her at all. If Lacey had something to say, the words were out of her mouth before her brain had even registered them.
Braden didn�t say anything. Lacey had always seemed cool with him staying at Darnell�s. But you never knew. If she went to Darnell and said he had to go, what would Darnell do? Friends mattered, bros before hos and all that, but if Braden knew if he was tapping Lacey every night, he would do just about anything to keep her happy.
Anything at all.
�Have a seat,� Lacey said, patting the sofa beside her. �Here.� Still wary, Braden moved, but sat right against the arm of the sofa, as far from her as he could get.
Lacey saw, and understood. And smiled. �Chill, Braden, I�m not here to cause any shit. Or at least, not on purpose.�
Braden was not exactly reassured. But he still didn�t expect what Lacey said next.
�I guess we were pretty hard on you, last night.�
Braden knew what she was talking about. Maybe not from her words, but her tone, and the decidedly wicked smile made it clear enough.
He pretended not to understand, and merely shrugged.
Lacey leaned back a little. The move made her breasts rise on her chest, and press against her suddenly tight blouse.
�Come on, Braden. These walls are made of tissue paper. You can hear everything we do.� She paused, just long enough for Braden to see it coming.
�And we can hear you, too. Thumping away.�
Braden flushed, he couldn�t help himself. But Lacey still didn�t seem mad. Intent, that was for damn sure, but not mad.
�Not that I blame you,� she said. �You�re a healthy young guy, it doesn�t take much to get you going.�
And Lacey moved. Not that much, not really, but definitely in Braden�s direction.
�And I feel kind of bad about it,� she said. Her voice was getting softer. And she moved a little closer.
What the fuck?
He had to be reading this wrong. Reading her wrong.
And even if he wasn�t, this was a very very bad idea.
Braden knew that. Mess with Darnell�s woman? Not smart, even if he didn�t owe Darnell as much as he did.
That is what Braden�s big head thought.
His little head, on the other hand� was hard. Again.
Lacey seemed to be reading his mind. �Chill, Braden. I�m not about to let you fuck me.� She paused, a long pause. �But Darnell and I have� an understanding. Fucking is cheating. But other stuff� not so much.�
She was grinning at him now, a saucy grin. And her hand was on his denim clad thigh, rubbing softly.
Still probably a bad idea. And there was no guarantee that any deal between Darnell and Lacey, even if there was one, applied to him. He was already sleeping of Darnell�s sofa, already eating his food, and--
And Lacey wrapped her fingers around the outline of his hard cock, through his jeans and gave him a gentle squeeze.
Christ!
The big head was losing the argument, and the little head was in ascendance.
Lacey rubbed the front of his jeans. She was leaning close, close enough for Braden to feel the heat of her body, to feel her breath on his cheek. He turned to face her, reflexively, and her face closed the final distance, and she kissed him.
Her lips were so soft. 
Braden had been kissed before. Of course he had, fumbling, awkward, teenage kisses.
This was different. Way different.
Lacey�s soft succulent lips moved on his. Probing, teasing, her prefect pink tongue darting out to flick at his.
And even as her mouth was working on his, her hand was still rubbing at his tented crotch, his cock even bigger now, as big as it had ever been.
Lacey broke the kiss, and looked at him. His face must have been a sight, because she giggled.
�Relax, Braden. You�re gonna like this. A lot.�
She stopped rubbing at him, only to reach for the catch of his jeans.
Her fingers were quick and nimble, and she looked like she done this before. In seconds Braden�s jeans we�re open, and he obediently lifted his butt when Lacey tugged them down. She took them off completely, which some dim functional part of Braden�s mind thought was extra risky, but he didn�t stop her. Couldn�t stop her, really.
The front of his briefs was tented out hugely. His cock was as hard as it had ever been, and there was a tiny dark spot on his underwear where they barely contained his straining tip.
Lacey looked at his cock, then glanced up at Braden. A slow, salacious smile spread across her lips.
�Nice,� she said. �Really nice.�
Braden didn�t say anything. He felt like he was frozen, which was weird, because at the same time his body was on fire. Certainly his cock was.
And he knew his cock was pretty ordinary. Average, maybe a little better than that, but nothing special.� Nothing like Darnell�s beautiful big piece of meat.
Where the hell had that thought come from?
But the thought was fleeting. Because Lacey hooked her fingers in the waistband of his briefs. Her fingers grazed his bare flesh, and he felt an electric surge at the contact. She tugged, and once again Braden obediently lifted his ass, and she slid them down and completely off.
And stopped, and stared at his cock. His aching, straining, rock hard purplish cock.
�Mmmm,� Lacey said. She wrapped her hand around him, and jerked him slowly.
Braden groaned aloud. God, that felt good.
Her hand slid to his base, and squeezed him gently. And her head dropped, and her sweet soft lips opened, and the tip of his cock slid into her warm wet mouth.
Braden groaned again, and involuntarily his hips bucked, driving a few more inches of his cock into Lacey�s willing mouth. She took him, easily, making a sound around his cock that might have been a giggle.
And her mouth slid lower, taking his length, taking all of him. Into her mouth, and down her throat. Her nose was buried in his close cropped pubes.
And held there, his cock encased in warm wet heaven, her hand fondling his balls, teasing him.
Braden clenched his hands into fists, grabbing the cushion of the sofa. No one had ever done it to him like this, he had never felt anything like this. It felt amazing, beyond amazing.
Darnell gets this every fucking night? he thought.
Lacey pulled her mouth off his throbbing cock and took a deep gulp of air. But she was smiling that saucy smile again. His cock was slick with her saliva, and glistened in the afternoon sunlight.
�You like that, Braden?� she asked. Smugly, because she already knew the answer.
�Fuck, yeah,� Braden said. Shakily. �You�re really�I mean, that was amazing.�
Her smile got wider. �It�s fun to suck cock,� she said. �One of life�s great pleasures.�
She was looking at him as she said it, and Braden wondered for a moment if he had missed something, some implication. Then her mouth opened, and she took him deep, again, and the thought was gone.
Christ!
It did feel amazing. Lacey was a virtuoso, and his cock was her instrument of choice. Her mouth, her tongue, her lips were all over him, sucking, nibbling, licking. She seemed to know exactly what to do, how to push his buttons. And, when he got too excited, too close to busting his aching nuts, she backed off, just a little, and teased and pleased. And then she took him right back to the very edge again.
His cock felt like it was about to burst. His body was slick with sweat, breath rasping in and out of his lungs. He had to cum, he just had too, he ached for sweet release.
And Lacey seemed to know that, too. Her blonde head bobbed, fast and furious now, as her hand massaged the base of his shaft, and Braden felt himself teeter there, just on the very edge, and then Lacey tipped him into the abyss.
He let out a hoarse shout, almost a bark, as the cum boiled out of his balls. His cock erupted, throbbing, pulsing, as his load blasted into Lacey�s waiting mouth. Jet after jet, the biggest load of his life, the most intense orgasm of his life, and Lacey still sucked and licked and drank down every drop.
Christ!
Braden lay back on the sofa, utterly spent. It took him a moment to focus, and he looked down at Lacey.
She was grinning. There was one teeny drop of cum dangling from her lips, and she scooped it up with a finger, before greedily sucking it clean.
�God, Lacey�� He couldn�t finish. He didn�t have the words.
Lacey giggled. God, but she was cute when she did that.
�I knew you�d like it.� She got to her feet with an easy, lithesome grace, and stood in front of him, swaying slightly. �Now it�s time for something I like.�
In a surprisingly quick movement, she grabbed hold of her blouse and had the buttons open in an instant. She shrugged, and it slipped off her shoulders. Her lush, full breasts bounced into view, barely contained by a lacey bra that was nearly transparent.
Braden gasped aloud. Her tits were truly magnificent, her nipples poking hard at the bra, the outline of her areolas visible through the material as well.
And then another quick movement, and the bra was gone as well, and Braden was staring at her breasts in all their naked glory.
He gasped again, and Lacey favored him with another giggle. She cupped her tits with her palms, and jiggled them slightly.
�You like?� Lacey asked, teasingly.
Braden had to swallow before he could find his voice. �Fuck, yeah. I mean�you�re gorgeous, Lace.�
Her fingers moved to her nipples, and tweaked them. They were already erect, and got even harder as she played with them. Braden stared, drinking in the sight of her perfect pale mounds.
And then Lacey dropped her hands. To the catch of her jeans. Her hips moved as she unzipped, and then she tugged them down. They were tight across her generous hips, and she had to wriggle and move to do it, and Braden stared at that, too, enjoying every second of it.
Lacey stepped out of her jeans, and eased them aside with her foot. And stood there in front of Braden, dressed only in panties.
Tiny, white panties, barely a miniscule triangle of cloth not quite covering her plump mound. There was a tiny wet spot on the panties. Braden could smell her arousal, a warm, seductive scent that made his cock ache and his mouth water.
She did a slow spin in front of them. The string that was the back of her panties disappeared into her crack, and firm creamy globes of her ass were fully exposed to him.
Braden�s mouth watered some more. He just wanted to sink his fingers, and his teeth, into that sweet ass, and give it the worship it deserved.
Give Lacey the worship she deserved.
She was facing him again. She took hold of the tiny scrap that was the waistband of her panties, but didn�t pull them down.
�Braden,� she said.
He tore his eyes from her mound, and looked at her face.
�No fucking,� she said.
Slowly Braden nodded. Part of him didn�t want to agree. But mostly he was willing to do just about everything, and anything, Lacey told him to.
�Oral is okay,� she allowed. �Really, anything short of fucking is okay.�
And she pulled down her tiny panties.
She was gorgeous. Perfect. Her mound, full and succulent, was as bare as a baby�s. Cleanly bisected by her slit, her labia slightly swollen and dewy.
Oral is okay, she had said. Braden licked his lips. It was sure as hell okay with him.
Lacey slid a finger between her slick lips. When she pulled it back, it was shiny with her cream. She stepped a half pace closer, and held out the damp finger to Braden. Her scent was stronger, musky and a little sweet.
Braden opened his lips, then closed them around the offered finger.
She tasted even better than she smelled. He sucked her finger, sucked on it like a tiny prick�
And where had that idea come from?
But it didn�t stop him sucking, till the finger was long past clean.
Lacey leaned, and kissed him. Her lips were warm and moving sweetly. He kissed her back, just as hungry for her mouth, and both hands lifted automatically and settled on her luscious tits. So firm, so full, so perfect. He brushed a thumb across one peaked nipple, and Lacey gasped against his mouth. He did it again, feeling her peak swell and harden under his touch.
Lacey twisted, and dropped to the sofa beside him. Wrapped her hand around the back of her neck, and drew his head down towards her breast.
Braden went with it willingly, eager, and replaced his fingers with his mouth. Locked his lips around one fat nipple, and sucked deeply, rhythmically.
Lacey made a low, breathy sound of pleasure that was like music to his ears. He suckled harder, and his hand captured her other breast, and rolled and pinched her fat nip.
She was glorious, fucking glorious, and Braden could have licked and nibbled and sucked on her breasts forever.
But Lacey�s hands were on his head, tangled in his brown hair, pushing him lower. And as much as Braden wanted to keep sucking on her tits, he wanted to taste the other part of her more.
His mouth kissed its way lower, down the smooth soft perfection of her stomach. Lacey was not fat, not at all, but everything about her was lush and curvy, including her belly.
Lower, and lower still. To the soft silken upper reached of her mound, now. The scent of her warm pussy enveloped him, a deep seductive smell that wormed it way into the darkest, most primal part of his brain.
Braden slid his hands across her silken thighs, feeling the trickle of wetness there. He eased them farther apart, and stared at her pussy.
It was perfect. Like the most beautiful flower in the world, blooming right in front of him.
Her labia were more swollen now, and even more juicy, and gaping ever so slightly, revealing a sharper pink within.
Braden had to taste her. He had to. He knew this was Darnell�s woman, but he just had to.
Soft, gentle as a lamb, he dropped a kiss on her moist slit. Then eased his tongue out, as Lacey�s fingers tightened in his hair. His tongue eased her silken labia apart, and slid into her slit. He licked her, pressing the flat of his tongue hard against her moist flesh, and licked, and licked, slurping up as much of her sweet cream as he could.
She just tasted so damn good! He licked and slurped some more, drawing out even more of her juices. Her hands were tight in his hair, and she was making low, moaning sounds, just sounds, no real words.
Braden slid his mouth upwards, where her engorged clit was protruding ever so slightly from its hood. Careful not to be too rough, he swabbed it with his tongue. Lacey�s body bucked beneath him.
�Fuck Braden, right there, oh sweet Jesus yes,� she cried, as her hands were tight in his hair, her thighs drawing tight against his ears.
Which is maybe why he never heard the door open. Never heard the footsteps moving closer to them.
It was when Lacey�s body stiffened, ever so slightly, that he realized something was different.
�Darnell,� Lacey said. Her voice was soft, and still breathy, and seemed to carry not the slightest trace of embarrassment.
Braden sensed the presence beside him. His turned his head, in his very limited field of view, and saw Darnell�s size fourteen basketball shoes right there. Darnell was still attached to them.
Aw, fuck!
Braden froze. He was naked from the waist down. His cock was hard again, hard and throbbing. Lacey was completely bare ass naked. And his mouth was glued to Lacey�s massively leaking pussy, her juices smeared across his face.
Braden realized all of that, in about a tenth of a second.
It took him a little longer to process the rest of it. That he was on his knees, his ass bare and sticking up in the air. Damn near pointed right at Darnell.
And for one, heart-stopping second, all he wanted to do was arch his back. Stick his ass even farther up in the air, straight at Darnell. Maybe even reach behind him, and pull his cheeks apart, and reveal his puckered brown hole to Darnell�s eyes.
Darnell�s cock?
Braden didn�t do that. He found he couldn�t move. It was all he could do to lift his mouth from Lacey�s dripping pussy.
And all that made Lacey do was make a small keening sound of disappointment.
�What�s going on?� Darnell said. His voice seemed mild enough, but the blood was pounding in Braden�s ears, and he didn�t trust his own judgement.
�I was just about to come,� Lacey said. She actually sounded a little pouty about it. She tried to hook one leg around Braden and draw him close again.
Braden pushed himself back. Christ, it was one thing to eat out Darnell�s girlfriend when he wasn�t around. He wasn�t going to do it right in front of him. Darnell would kill him.
Except� Darnell still didn�t seem angry.
And he was undoing his belt.
Braden backed up some more, and scrambled to his feet. Fear had made his cock soften, but he was still sporting a semi.
Darnell looked at him. Then looked at his cock. He still didn�t seem angry, though there was something in his expression. Probably not anything Braden wanted to see, so he looked away.
And Darnell finished opening his jeans, and shucked them. A second later his briefs followed, and his cock was right there.
And his cock was hard. Rock hard, throbbing, big and black and�
Braden sucked in a breath, and tried to stop staring. And found he couldn�t. Fully rampant, Darnell�s cock was even more magnificent.
It was Lacey who broke the spell. �For fuck sakes, isn�t somebody gonna get me off?� She still sounded pouty, and she looked at Braden, then at Darnell, back to Braden.
And damn it, Braden wanted to. Wanted to get his face right back in there, and get his mouth back on Lacey�s sweet little pussy.
Except Darnell was still there. And Darnell was fully naked now. Broad shoulders, thick chest and arms, narrow waist, slim hips and long powerful legs.
And the biggest damn cock Braden had ever seen.
Braden couldn�t do it. He bent down, and scooped up his jeans, and took another step backward.
�Braden, damn it. I need to come!� Lacey said.
Braden took another step backward. Like a choreographed move, Darnell took a step forward, toward Lacey, his massive hard on leading the way.
Lacey seemed to give up on Braden, and turn her full attention to Darnell.
�Come on, lover. I need that big black cock. Make me cum.�
As Darnell took another step forward, Braden couldn�t take it any more. He spun on his heel, and half hopped down the hall, pulling on his jeans as he went.
The door nearly hit him in the ass on the way out. The last thing he heard, before the lock snicked shut behind him, was a softly pitched, half-gasp, half-scream, as Darnell rammed his big cock into Lacey�s warm welcoming pussy.

Braden stayed out of the apartment for hours. Nursed two coffees at the diner, between walking for miles, and tried to figure out what he was feeling.
A big part of, he thought ruefully, was frustration. Blue balls kind of frustrated. Lacey had given him the best orgasm of his life, but he still wanted more. He wanted to taste her pussy again. To make her squirt her sweet juice into his mouth.
Damn it, he wanted to fuck her. Ached to fuck her.
That part, it seemed to Braden, was easy enough to understand.
The other stuff� that was harder.
Like the memory of Darnell�s ripped body, naked, his dark skin glistening.
And his massive black cock.
Thinking of Lacey got him hard. That he expected.
But thinking of Darnell was getting him hard, too. And he didn�t just want to lick Lacey, or fuck her.
He wanted Darnell. Wondered what it would feel like, to take that big cock in his hands. In his mouth. Suck on Darnell, the man who had always looked out for him, always taken care of him.
Braden thought he would enjoy that. Enjoy the taste of Darnell�s cock, the feel of it in his mouth.
Enjoy giving Darnell pleasure.
And, God help him, it didn�t stop there.
What would it feel like, to be fucked by Darnell? To lube up that huge prick, and open himself up, and take it deep, deep in his virgin ass?
Braden checked the time on his phone. It was late, late enough that Darnell would be in bed. Lacey too, if she had stayed over.
If she hadn�t cum enough yet.
He slipped a bill under his empty coffee cup on top of the counter, and slipped off the stool.
Walked through the chilly night back to the apartment. He climbed the stairs quietly, and even more quietly slipped his key into the lock and opened the door.
The apartment was dark, just a little of the light from the street bleeding through the curtains.
Braden slipped off his shoes, and started to pull off his shirt, as he stepped toward the sofa.
And stopped. There were two figures huddled close on the sofa, which was also his bed. Darnell�s big figure leaned against the armrest, and Lacey�s more petite form was snuggled against him.
And, even as he stood there, Lacey lifted her head, and looked at him.
She nudged Darnell awake. �Braden�s back,� she said. �Finally.�
Darnell stirred, too. And looked at him. Braden saw the flash of a smile in the dimness, and something in his chest loosened just a bit.
�Hey, little man, you okay?� Darnell said. He reached over and clicked on the lamp.
Little man. Darnell hadn�t called him that in years. But Braden had heard it often enough, back when they were kids, and Darnell had rescued him from some predicament or other. Braden was Little Man, and Darnell was the Big Man.
�Yeah,� Braden said. In truth, he didn�t know if he was okay or not. It was hard to be sure of anything right now.
He could see the two of them clearly, in the light from the lamp. Darnell wore only a pair of jeans, slung low on his hips. Zipped, but with the top button undone. Braden noticed the curly wedge of body hair, arrowing down his stomach towards Darnell�s basket. And he noticed Darnell�s basket, too, before hurriedly looking away.
Lacey was wearing soft pink fleece pyjamas. Maybe not intended to be sexy, but on Lacey�s generous curves they were sexy as hell. Just thick enough so that Braden couldn�t be sure if she was wearing panties underneath or not. Though he was willing to bet on no.
�Look,� he continued. �I�m sorry. Sorry for� everything, I guess.�
Lacey opened her mouth to speak, and Darnell shushed her with a wave of his hand. And Lacey, for the first time since Braden had met her, actually shushed.
�Nothing to be sorry for,� Darnell said. His voice was quiet, but there was no mistaking the undercurrent of tension in it. �Don�t need to be sorry for licking Lacey�s sweet puss, because you both wanted that. Sure as hell don�t need to be sorry for her sucking you off, cuz I�m guessing you both loved that, too.�
Darnell uncoiled from the sofa, and drew himself to his full height. He was a good head taller than Braden, and it meant Braden was staring at Darnell�s broad chest. Taut, firm, solidly muscled broad chest.
When Darnell spoke again, his voice was even softer. �And you don�t gotta be sorry about running out, before.�
Darnell grinned suddenly. It was a brilliant smile. For Braden, it was like stepping out of the shadows into bright sunlight.
�If it�s too much for your little punk ass to take, then it was smart to run.�
Braden didn�t mind Darnell ranking him out. He was used to it, it was how they interacted. And there was no heat in it.� Well, no anger. There may well have been a different kind of heat, the way Darnell seemed to be looking at him.
Braden looked back, forcing himself to look Darnell in the face. And felt heat of his own.
�Lacey got this wild ass idea stuck in her head,� Darnell said. �She thought we were making you horny, with all our fucking. Except she thought maybe, it wasn�t just her getting you worked up.�
Braden opened his mouth. Then closed it again. This was Darnell. The Darnell who had saved his skinny white ass, when the three gang bangers had jumped him, so long ago. Darnell, who had set him straight more times than he could count.
�That�s okay, too, Braden. You can�t help that.�
Darnell took a step closer. Braden sucked in a sharp breath, and picked up Darnell�s scent. A musky, deeply masculine odor.
Braden�s cock, already half hard, gave another lurch in his jeans.
�You can�t deny what you want. What you�re attracted to.�
Darnell took another step closer. So close now, close enough to touch.
Braden held his ground. And slowly, almost as if he couldn�t help himself, lifted his hand, and laid it Darnell�s bare skin, on his warm black almost glowing skin. Right over Darnell�s heart.
Darnell�s heart was racing. Almost as fast as Braden�s was.
�You sure about this, little man?� Darnell asked.
Braden nodded. His eyes flickered downward taking in the full length of Darnell. It was hard to look at Darnell. Braden, confused, his body aching, wanting, and being afraid of the wanting, and wanting it even more.
But it was harder not to look. Darnell, his sleek lean torso on display. Low slung jeans, riding on the edge of his hips. The front of his jeans bulging, barely containing Darnell�s big cock.
The bulge looked even bigger than it had a moment ago. It looked huge.
Braden made himself meet Darnell�s eyes. Darnell deserved that.
�Yeah, big man. I want this. I want you. I want it more than I have ever wanted anything else in my life.�
Darnell held his eyes. �Yeah. Me too.�
But Darnell didn�t move. He just stood there, in front of the sofa, looking down at Braden.
Braden knew it was his move. They both might want this, but he had to make the first move.
Braden shuffled the one step forward, closed on Darnell. Close enough to sense the body heat radiating off him. Close enough to lift his hands, and trace the broad hard outline of Darnell�s shoulders.
Braden sucked in his breath. His hands were shaking, a faint, barely-there tremor. He ran them across Darnell�s shoulders.
God. His muscles were so thick, so hard.
Braden�s slid his hands down Darnell�s arms, over the bulging smooth biceps, down the hard ebony forearms. And Darnell let him, let him explore, till Braden finally wrapped his arms around Darnell�s waist, and pressed himself close, chest to chest, his lips finding the arm skin of Darnell� s throat, and kissing him there.
And Braden wanted that, wanted all of it. And wanted so much more, too.
He wanted everything.
Braden leaned in, lifted up on his tiptoes. Just enough, to press his lips against Darnell�s. Just enough, to kiss a man, for the first time. To kiss the big man.
It was a soft kiss, almost chaste. Almost familial.
But there was nothing chaste, about the thuthumping of Braden�s heart.
Nothing chaste at all, about how hard his cock was, trapped within his jeans.
And Darnell let him lead. Let him gently increase the pressure, just a little, tasting, exploring.
Until Darnell finally let out a groan. His arms came around his Braden, and jerked him closer, chest to chest, man to man. And now Darnell took charge of the kiss, too. Forceful, demanding.
Forcing Braden�s lips apart, demanding access to Braden�s mouth.
Braden felt Darnell�s tongue, strong and probing, in his mouth. Met that tongue with his own, fencing, dancing. He felt the blood racing though his veins, felt the blood pumping up his cock, felt himself grow dizzy and lightheaded.
There was a gasp, a small breathy gasp, from the sofa. They both heard it.
They broke the kiss, but didn�t move away from each other. Did not move out of each other�s embrace. They both looked over.
Lacey was sitting up, on the very edge of the sofa. Her face was flushed pink, her eyes bright. Her nipples, under the soft pink pyjama top, were erect, poking at the cloth.
And her hand was buried, in the soft pink pajama bottoms. Braden could see her hand moving, barely, fingers cupped over her prominent mound.
�Oh, fuck, don�t stop,� she said. Still breathy. �This is the hottest fucking thing I�ve ever seen.�
And, Braden thought, as he turned back to Darnell, it was fucking hot.
And having Lacey watch only made it fucking hotter.
This time, when Darnell kissed him, Darnell�s arms came around Braden lower, and harder. And grabbed a double handful of Braden�s taut ass, and drew him in tight, their bodies mashed together. Darnell was taller, and bigger, and Braden could feel the hard ridge of the other man�s erection pressing against his lower belly. And his own cock, just as hard, pressing against Darnell.
So fucking hot.
Darnell�s big hands were sliding up his back now, rucking up his tee shirt, pushing it out of the way. Darnell�s fingers, strong and big and slightly work roughened, traced up Braden�s spine, bunching the cloth higher and higher, till finally Braden had to relent and put just enough space between them to yank the shirt over his head.
Darnell stared at him, stared at his young friend�s bare torso. Smooth, and sleek, and almost hairless. So different from Darnell�s own, but with its own undeniable appeal. Darnell reached out, and pinched one of Braden�s nipples, almost roughly. Braden gasped, and Darnell did the same to his other nipple, even harder.
Then wrapped his arms around Braden, and jerked the smaller man close. This time, when they embraced, it was skin on skin, flesh upon flesh.
And Lacey�s moan was a little louder, as her fingers rubbed her engorged clit even harder.
�Braden loved the feel of his friend�s chest pressed against his. The skin itself was soft and warm, but the underlying muscle hard and unyielding. But as much as Braden loved it, it wasn�t enough. It could never be enough.
Fumbling, not quite coordinated, his hands found the waistband of Darnell�s jeans. He loosed the button, then struggled with the zip. The task was made harder by Darnell�s immense stiff prick, and as Braden�s hands brushed against it, against that hot pulsating rod, he became even more butterfingered.
Darnell�s cock was huge. And hard, and hot, and throbbing, even through the thick denim.
Finally. Braden got the zip down, easing it past that massive bulge. It was easier now, and he could shove the jeans down Darnell�s thick well-muscled thighs. Braden looked down. Darnell had on tighty whities, obscenely tented out by the force of his erection.
Braden�s hands were shaking as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of Darnell�s underpants. He had to pull the elastic way away from Darnell�s body to clear the obstruction, then drew them down.
And gasped, as he saw Darnell�s cock finally revealed, hard and pulsing. It was long, and thick, and simply beautiful.
Braden looked up, just for a moment, and met his Darnell�s eyes. And then he dropped his gaze again, and wrapped his hand around big Darnell�s big cock.
It was so hot, almost hot enough to singe Braden�s fingers. And so alive. Braden slid his hand down the hard length of the shaft, loving the feel of that big stiff prick, loving even more the thrill of excitement it sent shivering through him.
He heard the hiss, of Darnell sucking in his breath. He loved that, too, loved the knowledge that this wasn�t all one sided, that Darnell was into it, too. That he was giving Darnell pleasure.
He jerked Darnell�s cock, a little awkwardly.
It still wasn�t enough.
Slowly, Braden sank to his knees, in front of the big man. Darnell�s cock was right in front of his face now. Bobbing, pulsing with every heartbeat. The musky smell was stronger now, a heady intoxicating scent that made Braden�s mouth water.
So he opened his mouth. Wide, as wide as he could. And he leaned forward, and let his lips slip over the silken crown of Darnell�s hard cock.
Wow. Just fucking wow.
The skin of Darnell�s tip was like warm living satin. An amazing texture, and amazing taste, the faintest hint of salt on Braden�s tongue.
He had never, ever, had a cock in his mouth before.
And this wasn�t just any cock. This was Darnell�s cock, so hot and huge, so goddam perfect.
Braden swirled his tongue around, gently, swabbing Darnell�s crown.� He felt the jump of the hard shaft in his mouth. He wrapped his hands around Darnell�s taut muscular buttocks, loving the feel of his big man�s solid warm ass cheeks.
He pulled Darnell toward him, even as he pushed his head forward, and more of that rigid shaft sunk between his lips.
Ahhh, fuck.
Braden took him deeper, and deeper. Darnell�s cock filled his mouth, filled his senses. It was so hot and thick in his mouth. Braden took him deeper, till the head bumped against the back of his throat. There was still more of Darnell�s cock to go, still more to take.
Braden knew he couldn�t take it all. Not this time. But he was going to make it good for Darnell.
He was going to make Darnell cum.
He began to bob his head, slow and easy, one hand wrapped around the base of Darnell�s thick shaft.
Darnell�s cock. In his mouth.
It was overwhelming, unbelievable. He had thought of this, dreamed of it, secret dreams that barely made it to the forefront of his mind. And now he was doing it, sliding his lips up and down Darnell�s throbbing cock, his mouth full of cock. Just as his nose was full of Darnell�s musk, and his ears full of his soft groans of pleasure.
Dimly, never taking his focus off Darnell�s meat, Braden was aware that Lacey had slipped off the sofa onto the floor. She perched close, watching as Braden sucked, one hand caressing Darnell�s rock solid ass, while her other was on the back of Braden�s head, urging him on even more.
Lacey�s other hand dropped, and wrapped around Braden�s own cock, just as hard as Darnell�s. She stroked him, softly, slowly, base to tip and back again.
It felt amazing, but it was almost an afterthought. All Braden could focus on was Darnell. Darnell�s cock, Darnell�s pleasure.
Lacey seemed to realize that. She let go of Braden, and shuffled around on her knees till she was behind Darnell. Darnell groaned even louder as Lacey pried his ass cheeks apart with her hands.
And pressed her face deeply into Darnell�s dark crack.
�Fuck!� Darnell grunted, and his cock drove forward, deeper into Braden�s mouth. With a sneaking sense of pride, Braden took it, took everything Darnell could give him. Braden could hear the sound of Lacey, licking Darnell�s puckered brown rim, driving the man even harder, making him buck his hips even more, driving into Braden�s warm wet willing mouth.
It was almost more than Braden could take it. He had never done anything like this before, had never felt closer to Darnell. And he needed it all. He needed to feel Darnell cum, in his mouth, blasting his salty load right down his throat.
Braden sucked even harder. He lifted one hand to Darnell�s gently swaying balls, and found Lacey already there, even as she continued to rim and lick the big man�s asshole. Somehow, they found a rhythm, a perfect rhythm, as if sharing that glorious prize.
Braden could feel the big muscles of Darnell�s thighs quivering. Knew Darnell was so very close.
Lacey�s voice was so very close, too. �Do it Darnell. Cum for him. Give him your load.�
Darnell did.
He let out a massive growl, his hips bucked one final time, and then he was coming.
Hot, and salty, more of it than Braden expected, a bigger load than he could imagine. It filled his mouth, filled his senses, and he swallowed, and swallowed again, tasting Darnell�s spunk as it slid across his tongue and down his throat
Christ!
Braden sucked down every last drop that Darnell had to offer, before finally letting the big man�s cock slip from his mouth. At once, he felt oddly proud, and at the same time oddly bereft, as he finally relinquished Darnell�s cock.
Would this change anything, between them? Would it change how Darnell felt about him?
Braden looked up, and saw Darnell looking down at him.
Darnell was beaming at him.
Anything that had changed was only for the better.
Darnell offered his hand, and lifted Braden to his feet. And leaned in, and kissed him, not bothered by the traces of his own cum that still flecked Braden�s lips.
�Damn, little man. That was something,� Darnell said.
Feeling bold, feeling right, Braden leaned in and kissed him. Something, maybe.
But not everything. And that was what he wanted from Darnell. Everything.
Darnell saw it in his face. Reached around, and grabbed a big healthy handful of Braden�s ass cheek.
�Oh, yeah. I�m needing some of that sweet ass of yours, too.�
And then Lacey was there, breaking them apart. Braden looked at her, and could tell by the warm sated expression on her face that she had made herself cum, too.
But she sure as hell wasn�t done, either.
She pushed Darnell towards the sofa, and he plopped down onto it. Another push, and Braden was beside him.
Darnell�s cock, flaccid now, was still huge. Bigger than Braden, and Braden was still fully, massively erect.
Lacey looked at Darnell, taking charge. �You,� she said. �You rest.�
She turned to Braden, sitting next to him. �And you, Braden, scoot down.�
He did as he was told, easing his ass to the edge of the sofa. Lacey sank to the floor between his knees, and pushed his legs upward, towards his chest. His hard cock lay flat against his stomach.
And his asshole was right there, right there for Lacey. She stared down, at his hard cock, and his gaping asshole, and giggled.
�I�m gonna get you ready,� she said. �Ready for when Darnell gets that big black prick of his hard again.� Another giggle. �It doesn�t take him long.�
Lacey leaned in, and dropped a kiss on the head of his cock. Her fingers traced the inside if his thighs, her long nails just grazing him. And spreading him even wider. One of Braden�s legs hooked over Darnell�s lap, and Darnell laid a big hand on Braden�s thigh, rubbing slowly.
Lacey kept eye contact, as she lowered her mouth. And stuck out her lovely pink tongue, and swiped it all around Braden�s asshole.
Braden gasped. He didn�t know is asshole was that sensitive, he didn�t know it would feel that good.
Lacey rimmed all around his puckered back hole, her tongue darting, driving into him. She worked up some saliva, and drooled it over him, before tracing his edge with one finger. She sucked that finger into her mouth, getting it good and wet, and brought it back to Braden�s hole.
And slowly began to push it past Braden�s tight virgin sphincter.
Fuck! Braden had no idea how good that would feel, either. So fucking good.
Braden�s cock was hard and throbbing. Darnell reached over, and stroked him, once, twice.
�You got a nice cock there, little man.�
Braden didn�t answer. He felt light headed, it all felt so fucking amazing. Darnell stroking him, Lacey working over his ass.
He looked down, and saw Lacey had a small tube of lube in her hand. The top popped, and Lacey squeezed out a generous dollop under her finger.
The lube was cool, but not unpleasant, as Lacey worked it in, slipping two fingers inside him now. It was a lot, Braden felt the invasion, but Lacey worked and stretched and got him ready.
And that was good, because next to Braden, Darnell was getting hard again. His massive cock, big and black and throbbing. Braden had a moment of doubt, but he pushed it aside. He didn�t care how big Darnell was. He wanted this. He wanted Darnell�s massive prick, buried in his sweet tender ass.
Darnell was watching Braden, too. His eyes dark with desire.
�On the floor, little man. On your knees,� he said. �Show me that sweet ass of yours.�
Braden scrambled off the sofa, and got on all fours. Darnell rose up, too, then sank to the floor behind Braden. He slapped his cock, smack smack smack, on Braden�s butt cheek.
Lacey, watching them, giggled.
Darnell was close behind him, so close. His hand slipped across Braden�s cheek, and then his thumb was rubbing against Braden�s slick hole.
�You ready, little man?� he said.
�Yeah,� Braden answered. �Fuck me. Give it to me. Give my that big black cock.�
Owww.
The big flared tip of Darnell�s cock pressed against his tight ring. As ready as he was, as much as he wanted this, it was almost too much. Darnell pushed forward, slow but relentlessly, and there was a sudden popping sensation, as the crown of his prick slipped past Braden�s tight sphincter.
Stretched, so goddam stretched. Braden bit his lip, and pushed back, even as Darnell drove forward. A little more of Darnell�s thick shaft slipped into him.
It felt weird. It felt strange.
It felt fucking amazing. Darnell, the big man, with the big cock, inside him.
Darnell inched deeper, deeper, until he was completely buried inside Braden. Braden could feel the rock hard muscles of Darnell�s thighs, pressing against his backside. Darnell�s big hands on his hips, holding him in place.
So fucking full.
Darnell stopped there, right there, letting Braden get used to him. Braden could feel the bog man�s muscles quivering, could hear his ragged breathing. He knew what it was costing Darnell to hold back like this, and knew he was doing it to make it better for Braden.
Fuck that. Braden wanted to be fucked.
�Do it, Darnell. Do me.�
Darnell let out a soft grunt, and started to move, pulling back, then driving in deep. Braden grunted himself, his body moving with the force of Darnell�s strokes. He grunted, each time Darnell drove into him, but he still wanted more.
�Wow,� Lacey said. She watched, fascinated, as Darnell fucked his big cock into Braden�s sweet ass. Her hand was in her pyjama bottoms, rubbing, and then in one quick movement she stripped herself naked.
�Can I get in on this, Darnell?� she asked, already moving. Asking, but not really.
�Go for it,� Darnell answered, between grunts.
And then, somehow, with amazing dexterity, Lacey had wormed her body beneath Braden. Slid into place, and reached for Braden�s rock hard cock. Darnell paused, while she rubbed the tip against her sopping pussy, then as she slotted it into place, Darnell lunged forward.
Driving his cock deep into Braden. Driving Braden�s whole body forward. Driving Braden�s cock deep into Lacey.
�Oh, fuck, fuck yeah,� Lacey screamed.
It was almost more than Braden could stand. His mind, his body, were swamped with sensation. Darnell�s big pulsing cock, buried in his ass. His own cock, lodged within Lacey�s slick hot pussy.
So much. Too much. And still he wanted more.
He didn�t even try to control his movements. Darnell thrust in to him, and drove him forward into Lacey. It was almost as if Darnell was fucking Lacey, fucking her through the vessel of Braden�s body.
Christ!
His body rocked, Darnell slapping against his ass, him slapping against Lacey. So fucking good. And it just got better, and better, and better.
Being fucked by Darnell. Fucking Lacey. All jumbled up in his overwhelmed mind.
Lacey was the first to cum. Her hand had been furiously rubbing her engorged bean, and she suddenly clenched her body, and screamed, loud and fierce. Braden felt the rippling contractions of her pussy, clamping on his throbbing cock, milking it, trying to get him to join her in release.
Somehow Braden held on. Just a little longer, a little more. He wanted to make Darnell cum first, come on big man, cum for me�.
Darnell groaned, and buried himself, balls deep, with one massive final thrust. Braden felt that big cock swell, and pulsate, and then felt the spasm of Darnell�s release, as the big man ejaculated deep within his back passage.
�Fuck,� Darnell gasped out, as he pumped his cum into Braden�s bowels, his cries mixing with Lacey�s, her voluptuous body still shuddering beneath Braden.
And Braden finally let himself go, let everything go. His cock, still lodged within Lacey, swelled, and throbbed, and then erupted, blasting hot scalding cum deep inside her, even as Darnell was doing the same to him.
Christ!
Sweet fucking Christ.
They all collapsed in a heap. Darnell flopped onto his back, and gathered Lacey close in one strong arm, and Braden with the other. Drawing them close, both of them, till the three of them were skin on skin, one giant ball of sweaty, satiated, satisfied flesh.
�Holy fuck,� Darnell said at last.
Braden didn�t say anything. Just burrowed closer to Darnell, pressing his full body against him. On the other side, he could see Lacey doing the same.
Impulsively, Braden reached over Darnell, to gently stroke Lacey�s cheek.
She turned her face into the gesture, and kissed his palm.
Braden looked at her, and quietly said �Thank you.�
She nodded dreamily, knowing what he meant. Thank you for making this happen.
A tender moment, a beautiful moment.
And then Darnell laughed, a rumble deep in his chest, a freight train sound.
�You gonna thank me, too, little man?� he asked.
Braden half rose upon one elbow, and looked at Darnell. Darnell, who had been like a big brother to him, since forever. His protector, his mentor.
Darnell, who had shown him what he really was. What he could be.
�Thank you, Darnell,� he said, and kissed the big man right on the lips.
On the far side of them, Lacey giggled, and joined in the kiss.
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Connor Clade
MAKING MARCUS HAPPY

Drew knew he had fucked up.
But hadn�t he known that, from the very first? The first time Sharlynne had pitched him the idea, hadn�t he known then?
Some things, a lily-ass white suburban kid should not mess with. No matter how bad ass he thinks he is, he should know there are forces in the world a lot more bad ass than he is.
And more terrifying.
The air was cool against his skin, especially where his shirt had been torn, when they had grabbed him off the street. There was a damp, earthy smell, and the random slow drip of water. Drew figured he was in a basement somewhere. Couldn�t get anything by him.
Which didn�t help all that much. After he been thrown into the trunk, bound, gagged, and blindfolded, he must have passed out. For all he knew, he could have been driven half way across the country.
Now, he was sitting on a hard wooden chair in some basement. Hands still bound behind him, gagged, blindfold still covering his eyes.
Best case scenario, they hadn�t killed him yet.
Worst case scenario, they hadn�t killed him. Yet.
Drew heard the scrape of a shoe, rubbing along rough concrete. Coming closer. Unable to see, his other senses seemed more acute.
Which was a mixed blessing.
Smack!
Drew rocked back in his chair, almost tipping over. Fuck, that hurt! He hadn�t seen the blow coming, and the surprise made it worse. At least it was an open hand slap, not a fist.
Or a bat. Or a pipe.
�You hear me okay, white boy?� The voice was deep. Commanding. Well spoken, overlaid with just the faintest trace of street. And Drew�s heart sank even more.
He recognized the voice. He knew who had him now.
Marcus.
Rough hands pulled the gag free, and Drew gasped.
�Man, I�m sorry. Sorry. I�ll make it right, Marcus.�
There was a silence, and when Marcus spoke, there was a tinge of amusement in his voice. �You ain�t that bright, are you? Seems if a man was intent on staying alive, it would be smarter not to let on he knows who he�s talking to.�
�S-s-sorry, Mar--. I mean, I don�t know shit.�
This time the smack was a backhand, and not quite as hard. Still hurt a fuck ton, though.
Drew fell silent, head lolling forward on his chest. The blindfold was jerked off Drew�s head, and he blinked stupidly against the harsh fluorescent lighting.
Yeah, a basement. And just before he screwed his eyes shut as tight as he could, Drew saw two things.
One was a rack of carpentry tools, neatly mounted on a peg board on the side wall. Hammers and saws and rasps and drills. They looked well used.
The other was Marcus. Oh, it was Marcus all right. Bullet headed, massively built, ebony skin glistening in the light. His huge arms were crossed in front of his chest, his shaved head gleaming, tatts almost glowing against his dark flesh.
Drew moaned.
�A little late for regrets, now. Still, it might get worse yet. If Sharlynne gets away with my money, I�ma be really pissed.�
Sharlynne. Drew made himself open his eyes. She was supposed to meet him, hook up and then get the hell out of Dodge. Except she�d been late, and Marcus�s men had got to him first.
�Oh, yeah, lovely Sharlynne. Don�t you know never to trust a bitch, boy?�
Drew surely knew it, now.
�All her idea, no doubt. She knew who the courier was, when he would be coming through. How much he would be carrying.� Marcus paused. �And here she was, with a stupid white boy wrapped around her little finger. I hope she showed you a real good time, cuz you�re gonna pay for it.�
Drew�s tongue felt thick. It was hard to talk. �Sharlynne� what happened to her?�
This time, the blow was softer. Almost a love tap. It still rocked Drew back in his chair.
�I think maybe your focus should be on what�s gonna happen to you. Sharlynne knew the risk she was taking, even if you didn�t. I�m expecting a call directly, about the lovely Sharlynne.�
Marcus stood, and crossed to the rack of tools. His muscles bunched and moved, looking like they were almost ready to burst out of skin. He seemed to think for a moment, then plucked a wood file off the pegboard. It was big one, almost a foot long, but it still looked tiny in Marcus�s huge hand.
�I�d ask why you ever let her get into your head, but I know. One fine ass on Sharlynne, and that�s the truth. And she knows how to use it.�
Drew was finding it harder and harder to worry about Sharlynne. And easier and easier to worry about the tool in Marcus�s hand.
�What�s�what�s gonna happen to me?� Drew asked.
�Ain�t rightly decided. First up, I�m waiting on that call, to tell me we�re all squared away.�
Drew could figure out for himself, that if things weren�t all squared away to Marcus�s satisfaction, it would be a very bad thing.
�Second of all, boy, I�m trying to figure something out. I�m trying to figure out if you are the dumbest poor son of a bitch I ever come across.�
Drew said nothing. He figured he probably was.
�I mean, man like me, I never had no choice. Born where I was, who I was, ain�t but one way I was ever going be anything but shit. So I took it.�
Marcus shook his head. �But you? Shit, you got a trust fund daddy, a pretty little suburban mommy, schooling all paid for, not a care in the world. And fuck, you�re white. All you had to do was not fuck up royally, and you�d be set for life.�
Marcus swung the file, hard and fast, down on the battered table top. Thunk.
�Except you did fuck up royally, didn�t you?�
Drew hung his head.
But Marcus wasn�t done. �You know what would happen to you in prison? Cute little white boy like you? You�d be a prize. You�re narrow little ass would be worth a carton of smokes. Maybe two.�
�At least till you got used up. Then you�d just get passed around, for any hard ass who had a mind to, and a hard cock.�
Drew felt Marcus�s eyes on him. Heavy, measuring. He wished he were somewhere else, anywhere else. He wished he could go back in time to before he met Sharlynne, at the strip club. Wished he could have resisted her charms, her sweet ass, the way her mouth made him cum like a geyser.
Marcus was looking at him, kind of like a little kid with a magnifying glass looks at an ant. Insignificant, but interesting. And completely at his mercy. And then Marcus seemed to decide something. He stood up, and stepped to Drew, closing the gap.
�You know what I�m gonna do for you, white boy? I�m gonna give you a life lesson. Give you a look at your future, if you don�t get your shit sorted out. Assuming you live through this, that is.�
And, to Drew�s horror, Marcus unzipped his jeans. Reached inside, and fished out the biggest, blackest cock Drew had ever seen. It was a huge slab of meat, heavily veined, with a massive girth. It was only about half hard, but even as Drew watched it kept getting stiffer. And bigger.
�Hell, boy, don�t get scared. You end up inside, some of those guys are even bigger than me. Not many, but a few.�
Marcus moved closer still. His cock was only an inch from Drew�s tightly closed lips.
�I shouldn�t have to tell you, but what you want to do is make me happy. What you sure as hell don�t want to do, is make me unhappy. You got that?�
Drew couldn�t take his eyes off that cock. Christ, it would be enough to choke a whale! Marcus couldn�t be serious, could he?
Oh, yeah. Marcus was serious.
And what choice did Drew have? Marcus held his life in his hands. Could probably snap his neck with two fingers. Drew nodded.
Marcus closed the last inch of distance. The crown of his cock bumped into Drew�s lips. It felt hot, and a tiny drop of moisture smeared across Drew�s lips.
Drew didn�t want to. He didn�t. But he didn�t want Marcus unhappy, either. He opened his mouth, leaned forward, and took the head of Marcus�s big cock into his mouth. Even just the head was huge, and Drew had to open his mouth wide. His lips slid over the velvet tip, tasting cock for the very first time.
It was salty and a little musky and� not bad. Not bad at all, really.
Marcus bucked his hips, and drove about half of his shaft into Drew�s mouth. Drew almost gagged, but managed to get himself under control. His lips were stretched wide around the black man�s impressive girth, and his tongue was pressed hard against the underside of the big cock. Drew breathed through his nose, not moving, his mouth beyond full.
�You gotta do better, boy,� Marcus said. �Whyn�t you suck it like your life depends on it?� Cuz your life does depend on it. Marcus didn�t say that last part of it out loud, but it was there, hanging in the room.
Marcus flexed his hips again, not quite so deep this time.
Drew bobbed his head forward, feeling that massive shaft slip past his lips. He pushed forward more, taking as much of the man as he could. He would never be able to take it all, he knew. Even if he somehow managed to take it down his throat, the damn monster would choke him!
Marcus grunted, not seeming too pleased with Drew�s effort.
Drew bobbed his head, again, locking his lips hard around Marcus. He could feel Marcus�s velvet shaft against his tongue, his lips. He thought back to Sharlynne, who had given him the best blowjob he had ever had. She had used her tongue a lot, and her hands. Drew couldn�t use his hands, still bound, but he started to use his tongue more. Swirling around Marcus�s bulbous head, flicking at the sensitive little spot on the underside, just behind the head. Sucking, sucking hard.
Marcus grunted again, but he seemed happier now.
His ebony cock was shiny, glistening with Drew�s saliva. The big man took hold of Drew�s head, and began to fuck into his mouth, faster and faster. Drew did the best he could, lips pursed and locked, tongue working, licking, swirling, careful with his teeth. Drool coated the big cock, and drizzled out of Drew�s mouth and down his chin.
Marcus was grunting with each thrust now. Burying himself in Drew�s warm tight mouth, over and over, just deep enough not to gag him.
�You getting it now, boy. Keep this up, and I�m gonna give you a treat.�
Drew kept sucking, as hard as he could. He knew what was going to happen, and knew there was nothing he could do about it. Marcus still had a hold of his head, and was driving harder and harder into him. Wet slurping sounds competed with Marcus�s grunts, and Drew realized those other sounds were coming from him.
Suddenly Marcus threw back his head and groaned. Drew felt the pulse and throb of the other man�s cock, and then suddenly his mouth was full of hot creamy jets of jizz, shooting into his mouth, lancing against the back of this throat. Drew had no choice, and swallowed as much of the huge load as he could. Marcus seemed to blast him, over and over again, more cum than Drew thought was possible. He felt some dribbling down the corners of his mouth. The taste of it overwhelmed him, strong and musky, with a faint tang.
Marcus pulled his cock out of Drew�s mouth. It made a soft wet sound.
Drew swallowed again, and licked around his lips. Even as it softened, Marcus�s cock looked massive. There were still traces of cum oozing from his tip. It was hard to believe he�d had that cock in his mouth. Made Marcus ejaculate, and swallowed his cum.
�Well, that was little better,� Marcus said. �And you go inside, at least you get plenty practice.�
Marcus took himself in hand, and smacked Drew�s face with his cock. It was so big, so heavy, it hurt almost as much as the previous slaps had.
�Clean me up,�
It was hard, with his hands still tied. Drew used his tongue, and licked the length of Marcus�s thick shaft. Laved the crown with his tongue, collecting every trace of cum. Drew it back into his mouth, and swallowed again.
Drew pulled back. At least it was done. And really, had it been that bad? And Marcus�s cum, hadn�t that actually tasted kind of� good. Thick and salty, and a little musky�.
Drew realized Marcus was staring at him. With a knowing smirk on his face.
Marcus pulled out his phone, and checked it.
�We still waiting, boy. And you still got a chance to make Marcus happy.�
Marcus reached for his belt. And this time, undid his pants completely, and pulled them all the way down. Boxers, too.
Drew tried not to stare, but couldn�t help himself. Marcus, and his big cock, dangling right in front of him. His big heavy balls, nestled tightly underneath. Rock hard thighs, lean and powerful.
Marcus turned his back. Stood there for a moment, flexing, clenching his muscles.
Drew stared at that taut ass. Firm, rock hard, like something sculpted out of obsidian. Drew was fascinated, couldn�t tear his eyes away.
And, for the first time, felt a stiffening in his own cock.
What was happening to him?
Marcus turned back to Drew. Grabbed hold of the chair, and dragged it closer to the wooden table. Checked out the positioning, and moved it a little closer.
�You know what now, white boy? You gonna get to eat some ass. You gonna toss my salad.�
Marcus bent over the table, sticking his ass in Drew�s face. �Get in there. Do a good job.�
Drew tried to pull back, but Marcus kept his ass tight against Drew�s face. Drew let out a sigh. Nothing he could do.
He pressed his face forward, all but buried in Marcus�s crack. There a smell, but it was faint and musky and really, not at all unpleasant.
Marcus reached behind and pulled his cheeks apart. Drew could see the puckered dark ring of his asshole. Tentatively, he stuck out his tongue and swiped it through Marcus�s crack.
Hmmmm. It didn�t taste good. It didn�t. But there was something about it�.
Drew licked again, pressing his face forward, pressing in against Marcus�s spread cheeks. He licked all around the puckered rim, over and over again. Moved his head lower, and licked away at Marcus�s taint. Marcus�s ass was moving, making it harder, but the big man seemed to be enjoying Drew�s tongue, now.
Drew wanted him to enjoy it. He wanted this to feel good for Marcus. And not, he realized suddenly, just to save his own skin. He wanted to please Marcus. To make him happy. To have the big black man tell him he had done a good job.
He attacked the big well muscled ass with renewed vigor, pressing in close, tasting Marcus, breathing in his scent. His tongue was getting tired, and he didn�t care. He would do this as long as Marcus wanted him to.
And it was Marcus who pulled away. He turned, and looked down at Drew, a slowly spreading smile on his face.
�I think we found your hidden talent, white boy,� he said. �You got an aptitude.�
Drew heard the words, and they gave him a feeling of satisfaction. Maybe he wasn�t a complete fuck up, after all. But he was distracted. Marcus was hard again, rock hard, leaning his ass against the table, and his big cock was bobbing right in front of Drew�s face.
Drew stared at it. Licked his lips. Didn�t wait for Marcus to tell him what to do.
Drew leaned forward, and tried to capture that big thick cock. He wanted it again, wanted it in his mouth. He�d never sucked a cock before, never once in his life, and now he couldn�t get enough of it. Couldn�t get enough of Marcus�s big black cock.
�Not this time,� Marcus said, stepping back. �We gonna see what other talents you got.�
Before Drew even had a chance to wonder what that meant, Marcus had picked up, as if he weighed nothing. Slung him face down on the table, his hips at the edge, legs hanging down.
�Marcus! I mean, I never�.�
�That�s okay, I have,� Marcus answered. �And I�m gonna enjoy this, believe me.�
Marcus held him flat on the table with one meaty hand. With his other, he roughly stripped Drew of his pants, jerking them down. A second later, and Drew�s briefs followed, leaving him bare ass on the table.
Smack! Marcus laid his hand, hard, across Drew�s ass. Drew jumped. The smack had hurt, at least a little, but it had felt good, too. Really good.
�This here is your real test, white boy. Let�s see if you can take my big black cock.�
Another slap stung Drew�s other cheek, and then Marcus�s big meaty leg was between his, urging them apart. There was a rustling, then Drew shivered as something cold and wet was dribbled on his asshole.
�Gotta get you lubed up some,� Marcus said. �I go in dry, you ain�t never going to be any good to anyone ever again.�
And then Marcus�s hand was on Drew�s ass. His fingers dipped into Drew�s dark crevice, probing, and then one finger tip smeared the lube around Drew�s hole.
Drew moaned. He couldn�t help himself. That felt damn good�.
Uggh! A big meaty finger speared into Drew. His body resisted, trying to push the invader out, but Marcus only laughed, and drove his finger deeper. Stretching Drew, spreading the lube in his dark passage.
Drew moaned again.
�Damn, you are a piece of work,� Marcus said. �You be liking that a lot! I knew you were gonna like it this much, maybe I never would a started.�
Marcus snaked a hand around Drew�s body, and just for an all too brief moment, stroked the smaller man�s hard cock.
Marcus let go of Drew�s cock. Pulled his finger from Drew�s ass. Put both his big hands, splayed wide, on Drew�s cheeks. His fingers dug in, leaving red fingerprints on Drew�s lily white cheeks.
Drew felt the huge head of Marcus�s huge cock probing at his asshole. He knew it was coming. To his shame, he wanted it. He welcomed it. He bit down on his lip.
Damn! Marcus had tried to bury himself with one mighty thrust, but Drew�s ass was way too tight. Marcus could only get two or three inches inside him.
Drew still moaned.
Marcus was making little hitching movements with his hips now, back and forth, gaining a fraction of an inch each time, claiming more and more of Drew�s virgin asshole. It took a long time, and a lot of back and forth, but soon enough he was gaining ground. And then Marcus�s big cock was buried all the way inside Drew�s ass, his balls nestled tight against Drew�s cheeks.
Still buried balls deep, Marcus rained a series of hard smacks down on Drew�s ass, alternating from one cheek to the other. He laughed while he did it.
Drew felt himself clench, clamping down on Marcus�s swollen member.
�Damn. You take it like a champ, I�ll give you that.�
And Marcus started to move. Long slow deep strokes, all the way out, all the way in, a steady relentless pressure. Drew�s whole body shuddered with each in stroke, the big man driving him forward on the table, his face scraping against the rough surface. That felt good, too.
Damn. It all just felt so good.� Drew�s own cock was rock hard, and he wished his hands were free, so he could stroke himself. He wanted Marcus to cum again, to blast his load inside Drew�s virgin bowels, but he needed to cum himself, too.
It was as if Marcus had read his mind. Drew felt the brush of cold steel against his wrists, and then suddenly his hands were free.
Drew braced himself on the table with one hand, to allow himself to fuck back against Marcus harder. The other he wrapped around his own cock, and started stroking himself furiously. He was hot, hotter than he�d ever been in his life. With Marcus�s big black cock in his ass.
Marcus grunted. The big man was getting close, and Drew wanted to cum with him.
Marcus was fucking him hard now, and Drew was fucking back at him. There bodies slapped together, loud and echoing in the basement. Suddenly Marcus clamped his big hands around Drew�s hips like a vice, and rammed his cock in, deep and hard and fast. The big man let out a hoarse shout of pleasure, and Drew felt that big cock spasm within him, pulsing, throbbing, Marcus blasting his cum deep within him. At the same time, Drew�s hand was a blur on his own cock, and he cried out as well, his own orgasm tearing through him, jetting his cum on to the floor. Marcus collapsed down on top of him, and Drew felt the heavy weight on his back. And liked it.
Slowly, Drew caught his breath. The rough surface of the table top pressed against his face. Marcus was still inside him, softening a little but still huge. He could feel those iron like thighs pressed against the backs of his legs, his cheeks.
It felt good. Damn it, but it felt awesome.
Marcus�s cock slipped out of his ass. Drew felt the sudden emptiness in his bowels, the greasy residue of the lube and Marcus�s cum. He reached back between his legs with his free hand, and explored his tender violated asshole.
Marcus gave him one more slap, and laughed. �Damn, I didn�t know you were gonna like it that much. Maybe I shouldn�t a fucked you.�
Drew looked back over his shoulder, a shy smile on his sweaty face. He felt good. It had felt good when he came, and it had felt better when Marcus came.
Marcus gave him another slap, and another laugh. The big smiled, a wide broad smile.
�Yeah, I�d a still fucked you.�
Drew heard a far-off buzzing, and realized it was a cell phone. Marcus fished it out of his discarded jeans, and listened without speaking.
Then he broke the connection.
�I guess this is really your lucky day, white boy. The crew caught up with Sharlynne. And Sharlynne couldn�t have been more co-operative.�� There was a not of finality in his voice, and Drew shivered.
He felt a moment�s regret, about Sharlynne, but it was gone in an instant. She wasn�t important anymore. Christ, how had he ever thought she was important?
Marcus plucked him off the table with one hand, and plopped him down in the chair. He was still naked, and his cock looked to be stiffening again already.
�You know what, white boy? I do believe you are now my bitch.� Marcus chuckled. �Are you my bitch?�
Again, Drew smiled shyly. He nodded.
Marcus chuckled again. �Yeah, you are. Some people don�t think it be like it is, but it do.�
You can read all of Marcus and Drew�s adventures here:
Marcus: All of Him
Drew�s life changed the day he met Marcus. Not his best day, he wasn�t at all sure he�d live through it. Just a skinny white boy, in way over his head. But Marcus showed him his true nature, and Drew was never more happy than when he accepted Marcus as his big black lover. A collection of all of their adventures. Includes �Making Marcus Happy�, �Making Marcus Angry�, �Marcus Delivers�, �Snatched From Marcus�, �Marcus Gets Away�, and �Marcus: Bobby Q�.

Copyright

� 2017 Connor Clade
All Rights Reserved

OEBPS/nav.xhtml
Table of Contents

		Аннотация

		Connor Clade. THREESOME WITH THE BIG MAN

		Connor Clade. MAKING MARCUS HAPPY

		Copyright



Landmarks

		Cover

		Table of Contents

		Start



Pages

		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39





OEBPS/images/img00001.jpg
Threesome, With
§7helBiglVian






