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		Chapter One

		

		Surrounded by the hedonistic sight of naked bodies and the erotic sounds of public intercourse, I’m reclining comfortably in a corner bench seat, directly across from the locker rooms. The bathhouse uses vinyl in most of the rooms, since it’s easier to clean, but the main lounge is all leather. It’s softer, warmer against the skin, and doesn’t easily give up its natural smell to cleaning products.

		There are a dozen other black men standing in the lounge, and twice as many white boys on their knees or all fours, but I only have eyes for one. His name is Brent and I’ve been watching him for just over a month now. He arrives three times a week, always between one and one-fifteen, and is always gone within an hour. His white briefs are a bit stretched and lightly stained in all the right places, but his white gym socks are bright and shining. He puts on a fresh pair whenever he arrives, leaving his boring black dress socks in his locker—along with a slightly worn suit that’s a few years out of date, tight in the shoulders, and loose in both the hips and the crotch.

		Hand-me-down or second-hand, no question about it. It’s not his weight (or lack thereof) that makes it so obvious. It’s that he doesn’t have the body type to have ever fit it properly.

		Those socks aren’t so white when he leaves, of course. As I said, I’ve been watching him, and he deliberately steps in every puddle and pool of bodily fluids he can find, then carefully drops the socks into a plastic sandwich bag before he changes, sealing in the musk of men. He comes here to suck cock and suck cock only. I’ve never seen him drop his briefs for a black superior, but I have watched him wiggle and jiggle his caged dicklette through the white cotton, and it’s all too easy to imagine him sniffing or possibly even sucking on those filthy socks when he masturbates at home.

		While I usually like to stay the afternoon, I’ve dressed early once or twice and quietly followed him as far as the front door. He doesn’t drive, and he doesn’t take the bus, even though it stops right out front of the bathhouse—every fifteen minutes, like clockwork. Instead, he hails a cheap rideshare that picks him up on the opposite corner, where he likely pretends to have been working out at the gym, providing him with the faint illusion of professionalism in returning to work.

		As if doing his duty to the Black New World Order, paying his dues to his black superiors, was something to be ashamed of.

		Of course, I could just stop the boy and demand answers, but I enjoy working things out for myself. With white sluts tattooed and white faggots chipped, some things have just gotten too easy, and I’m still rather old school.

		My observations tell me he’s likely a downtown office worker, somewhere above entry-level, but likely still shy of assistant management – the highest level to which a white boy like him can aspire. He strikes me as a boy who knows how to follow instructions, how to stick to a schedule, and how to fit in. There’s an outside chance he manages a process or project, but even in the old days he’d have never managed people. He’s careful about his routine, and discreet in his movements, but otherwise shows none of the shame or regret you see weighing down some white boys on their way out of the bathhouse.

		There’s no ring on his finger, and no smoothed skin or tan line to suggest he’s ever worn one, which tells me he doesn’t have a hot wife cuckolding him at home. Granted, he could have a snowbunny slut using him for cleanup, but something tells me he doesn’t, or else there’d be no need to resort to those dirty gym socks for self-arousal.

		As you can imagine, I see a lot of white boys come strolling in and out of here. I’ve fucked the throats of white-haired sissies who’d once been high-priced executives and white eunuchs who used to be all-star athletes. I’ve had faggot rock stars and femboy celebrities at my feet, and I’ve used white politicians as footstools while fallen billionaires begged to worship my cock.

		Something about Brent, though, just calls to me. He’s an attractive young white boy, just over six feet tall, and somewhere close to a hundred-and-seventy pounds. He’s in good shape, not overly ripped or muscled, but healthy all around. Like so many of the white boys here, he’s teased and dyed his natural blonde locks to emulate a black woman’s hair, but his body hair is light and thin but glistens beautifully when it gets sweaty. Look up submissive twink in the dictionary and you’ll find a picture of him.

		The cage bulge in his briefs is a laughable size – he needs to come down several sizes to be considered for ownership – but his plump, fuckable ass has potential. It’s his face, though, that has me so entranced. His mouth is big and full, his lips thick enough to almost make me wonder if he’s had injections, although I doubt he could afford such vanity with a black Master or Daddy to sponsor him. The black lipstick is a nice touch, indicating he knows what those lips are meant for, but it’s his eyes that so captivate me, bright blue and deliciously wide. They convey an innocent sort of lust that makes me want to see them from a different angle, staring up at me.

		So, why have I done nothing but watch for a month, when I have every right as a black man to demand his immediate use? He’s a blow-and-go, quantity-over-quality cocksucker. He comes here to suck off as many black superiors as he can in his hour, as if he has a quota to meet. Truth be told, he does have a quota – the Department of White Health and Welfare keeps careful track of white enthusiasm – but there’s no reason for him to know that. The sad fact is, he has no true appreciation for the cocks he’s sucking. There’s no finesse in his technique. I can see he enjoys it, and he swallows every black load with a smile, but it’s as if he’s racing to hit that black cock quota before returning to the vanilla world of finance . . . or insurance . . . or marketing . . . or whatever the fuck he does outside the bathhouse.

		The problem is, white boys don’t suck my cock, they fucking worship it. I’m nine inches long and thick, with an exaggerated flair to my cockhead that can choke the best, and balls that fill their hands to overflowing. I like a boy who takes his time, who shows me the proper respect as his superior, and who earns every ounce of cum that I feed him.

		Brent is not that boy.

		Not yet.

		But I’m convinced he has the potential to become that boy.

		And today, I’ve decided, is his chance to start learning.

		I get up from my seat and follow him, nodding to my regulars along the way. He’s peeking into rooms to see who’s available and who might be interested. Little does he know I’ve already reserved a private room for us. As we approach the first bend in the hallway, where lights from both hallways meet to shine brightest, I step close and press myself against him, allowing him to feel the bulge of my big black cock between those cotton-clad cheeks.

		I want us to be seen.

		I want him to feel seen.

		“Second-last door on the right, boy.”

		He turns his head and an entirely different light—one of recognition—brightens those blue eyes. So, he’s noticed me. Maybe it’s my vanity or maybe it’s my arrogance, but I thought as much. He nods his pretty head, a lock of teased black hair falling over his brow, and heads directly for the door I indicated. As I suspected, he’s a boy who knows how to follow directions. No hesitation, and no questions asked.

		Once we’re inside, I wait for the door to swing shut before I spin him around, slam him up against it, and mash my lips to his. I love how his eyes open in surprise. I know he’s never kissed a man here, and I’m beginning to wonder if he’s ever been kissed at all. I saw my barber this morning and had him condition my salt-and-pepper mustache just for this. It brushes the skin, it doesn’t scrape it, and I love watching white boys shudder at the sensation.

		Just as Brent does now.

		“Um, wow, but whoa.” He’s going to deny that he liked it, but there’s no mistaking the way his head follows mine as I break the kiss. “I don’t usually do that kind of thing.”

		“There are a lot of things you don’t normally do,” I tell him softly, “but I’m determined to teach you.”

		“Oh, really?” He says it with a smile, but there’s a hint of strength behind it. Not defensive, nothing to be smacked down, but more like a brat testing his limits. That’s good. I like that. I can work with that.

		I reach down and squeeze his cage, finding him already straining uncomfortably inside it. “You chow down on black cocks like they’re a cheap buffet, stuffing yourself as fast and full as you can before the lunch hour is over, but you never take a moment to appreciate them.” I let go and smirk at the way he thrusts into the space where my hand was moments ago. I walk away from the twink and come to stand in the center of the room. “I bet you take more time to appreciate your filthy socks,” I challenge, “than all the beautiful black cocks you’ve sampled.”

		Fuck, the intensity of his sudden blush is hot. I want to see more of that.

		“It’s time you learned the art of black cock worship.” His breath hitches at that. Good, I’ve got his attention. “One hour of your day, Brent, that will change your life.” I wasn’t going to do this, wasn’t going to lead him on like this, but I’m adapting to the moment. What I’m about to offer just seems right. “Prove yourself to be a good student, and perhaps I’ll consider breaking in that phat white asspussy.”

		This is the moment.

		Make or break.

		Lure him or lose him.

		Well, not lose – that suggests he has a choice in the matter.

		Lure him or force him.

		Yes, that’s it.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		I see his body stiffen defensively. I can imagine what he’s thinking, but I also see the way his eyes keep returning to the bulge in my loose black boxers. What I’ve teased is something that’s a huge step out of the safe space of the bathhouse. A giant leap from simply doing his white boy duty to embracing his faggot future.

		“What…” He licks his black-stained lips. He wrenches his eyes away from my cock and looks me in the eye. “What would you teach me? Sir?” The ‘Sir’ almost seems an afterthought, but the way he says it tells me it’s a sign of automatic respect that comes to him naturally.

		“We start with visual appreciation. I want you to look at my cock, tell me what you see.” I’d normally be naked, perhaps with a towel around my waist, but I wore the shorts today because I knew they’d help him to see—and imagine—what lies beneath.

		As I expect, his opening observation is weak. He shrugs impatiently and tells me, “I see your cock bulging in your shorts.” After a pause, he gives me a bratty smirk. “Daddy.”

		“Sir will be fine,” I tell him coldly. Only one person calls me ‘Daddy,’ and that’s the castrated white faggot who wears the collar that marks him as my forever property. He’s not one for the bathhouse, but he never misses a Wednesday or Saturday bondage night at the club. The boi has a thing for being tied up and abused by as many black men as possible, as if constantly making amends for the failure of being born white.

		To his credit, Brent looks apologetic, but he’s still standing there, waiting. I’ve got my work cut out for me here, but I already knew that. You don’t make a gourmet connoisseur out of a fast-food freak with one glance at the menu. “You see so much more than a bulge, boy. You just don’t realize it. Look closer. Really think about what you’re seeing. Describe it to me as if I weren’t in the room with you.”

		He’s got that look in his eyes like he might try to bolt already. I can see he’s feeling overwhelmed. He’s going to need more coaching. I’ll have to throw him a bone—so to speak—give him a prompt or two before he can wrap his head around the conversation—and his lips around my bone.

		“Tell me about the shape,” I say, softening my voice. “The size, the positioning, the fit. Take a deep breath and just let it flow. No pressure. There are no right or wrong answers. I want to hear what runs through your mind when you see a black man’s bulge on the street or in the office.”

		“It’s big, Sir.” He says it quickly and then swallows the words. “It’s stirring, like it wants to become erect, but it’s still mostly limp.” I see him relax. The words are coming in a rush, but it’s a natural rush. “It’s curved like an ‘S’ where the tail is longer than the head. It looks thick, Sir, like it’s straining against your shorts.” He’s really paying attention now, his head cocked to the side, as if he’s following the curve of my cock. “I can see where the material is thinner, a darker color where it’s tight against your cock.”

		He's doing very well. I love how his eyes widen with each word, as if talking about it helps him see it better. I don’t want to interrupt, so I wait for him to pause in his appreciation. When Brent takes that extended breath, I ask, “If you saw one of your executives walking by with a bulge like that, an older, larger, more experienced black man, what would be running through your mind?”

		There’s that blush again. “I’d wonder who’s making him so hard, Sir.”

		When he doesn’t continue, I prompt him. “And?”

		“And, well, I’d hope it was me.” His eyes break focus and his voice drops. “Even though I know it’s not, and never could be.”

		I stop him right there. “Oh, but it very well could be,” I assure him softly. “Sometimes you can’t see what’s right in front of you, can’t see what someone is deliberately putting in front of your face. Sometimes you just have to trust the moment and make the first move.”

		When he drops slowly to his knees, careful in how he positions himself, I know he’s going to be a good student. He’s clearly had some training in protocol, maybe from one of his mother’s black boyfriends. I suspect he’s probably never shown such restraint before a black man’s cock, but he’s also never taken the time to explore one this way. The two go hand-in-hand.

		Once he’s on his knees, he snaps his gaze back to my massive bulge. His eyes flutter and then open wide. “It’s growing, Sir. It’s getting bigger.” I can hear the appreciation in his voice. “It looks like it’s straining to escape your shorts.” He raises a hand but stops shy of reaching out. “If I may say so, Sir, it looks like it needs help.”

		“Oh, it’ll find its way. Don’t you worry about that.” I curl my finger, beckoning him closer. When he raises his hand again and does reach for my briefs, I slap it away. “It’s not yet time, boy.”

		“I’m sorry, Sir. It’s just . . . well, hard to resist.”

		“That’s understandable.” I point to the hand I slapped. “Put that behind your back, then reach back with your other arm and hold it by the wrist.” It’s an awkward position for some, but he manages it quickly, and I see him adjust his weight to accommodate the shift in his center of gravity. The boy has definite potential. It won’t be me, but I see a black Daddy in his future, someone to cut away those useless white balls and own him hard.

		“Now, close your eyes and count to ten.” After a moment of silence between us, I clarify. “Aloud, if you please.”

		Brent giggles. He fucking giggles.

		This is why I love training the new ones. The old faggots are so used to having thought themselves men – as laughable as that is – that submissive innocence doesn’t come half so easily.

		“Yes, Sir.” With a breath to steady himself, he starts counting. “One.”

		“Two.”

		“Three.”

		“Four.”

		“Five.”

		I can see him relax into the position. His nose is twitching and he’s cocking his head to the side, just by a fraction of an inch, as if listening for something. He’s learning to pay attention to those other senses, becoming aware of them for the first time since we entered the room.

		“Six.”

		“Seven.”

		“Eight.”

		When I step closer, he almost falls backward, but smartly keeps himself in check. I look closer to make sure he wasn’t peeking, but his eyes are closed. He heard me move, maybe felt the increase of heat from my approaching body, or perhaps noticed my smell growing stronger. The best white boys can recognize their black Masters by smell as well as taste. Whatever cue he picked up on, he proved himself to be in the moment.

		“Nine.”

		His voice is trembling. Brent senses the climax to his counting and is likely wondering what comes next.

		“Ten.”

		I cross the final step between us and press myself against him. Not too close, not enough to mash his pretty nose, but enough to tickle it with my swollen, aching black cock.

		He sniffs deeply. His entire body relaxes. That’s when I know I chose right.

		“Tell me what your senses are picking up. What is that you’re aware of right now?”

		“Your smell, Sir. There’s a heady musk there, but it’s clean and fresh.” With his face so close to me, I can’t see whether his tongue pokes out, but I do see movement in his cheeks that tells me that his tongue has moved. “I feel your heat, Sir. It’s strong. It’s not overpowering, but it’s intimidating.” I see those cheeks move again, and this time I know it’s a smile. “I like it, Sir. I like it a lot.”

		“Tilt your head back,” I tell him. When he complies, I step forward again, this time rubbing my cotton-clad cock and balls across his face, from chin to forehead and back. To his credit, I hear a lustful gasp, but he doesn’t try to lick or suck or insert himself into my movement. Given his fast-food approach to cocksucking, this must be difficult, but he’s proving a quick study.

		“Very good. Nice restraint.” He’s earned that praise. I step back, leaving a gap between us. “Tell me what you sensed there.”

		“Heat, Sir.” His answers are becoming automatic. He’s thinking, becoming aware of all the little signals our brains send us about our surroundings. With his eyes closed, he’s slipped past all the noise that distracts us. “Heat and weight. I could feel your cock pressing against the material of your shorts, and the weight of your balls was almost enough to knock me backward.”

		“Keep your eyes closed. I want you to reach out. Touch me. Explore me.” Fuck. I can control my libido with the best of these white boys, but I know damned well his touch is going to leave me fully erect, forcing my head to pop past the waistband of my briefs. I’m curious to see if he’ll follow it. “Tell me what you feel.”

		His first touch is light, not hesitant, but careful in judging the distance between us. “You’re hard, Sir. You’re rigid.” He traces the elongating ‘S’ of my growing erection. “I can feel it twitching, almost vibrating beneath my—”

		And there it is. My aching cockhead is free. Even I can see the precum glistening at the tip.

		“You just went fully erect, Sir.” Brent sounds amazed, as if this is the first time he’s ever stopped to think about what his touch can do to a black man. Those fingers press a little harder now, following my uncurling erection, over the elastic of my boxers, and to the naked flesh of my swollen cockhead. “You’ve grown out of your briefs, Sir. Your head is smooth, with a little wrinkle on the bottom, and it already feels slick.”

		Now I can see that tongue probing at his lips, desperate to taste what all his other senses are shouting about. I consider letting him lick the precum from me, but we’re not there. Not yet.

		“Run your thumb across my slit, boy. Feel my slickness.”

		He does just that and it’s all I can do not to grab him and mash his face against it. Fuck, I want inside that mouth, but I can be stronger than that. I have to be. For the sake of whatever black man decided to claim his pathetic white excuse for manhood.

		“Now, rub that thumb under your nose so you can remember my scent.” I see his tongue poke out again. “Do not,” I growl, “taste it.”

		He gulps, but it doesn’t quite hide his strangled hiss of frustration. He wants it, and now he’s going to work that much harder to earn it. I watch him rub that slick finger under his nose and I see his nostrils twitch as he inhales. He’s done a good job keeping his eyes closed, but I can see enough movement through his eyelids to know those eyes just rolled into the back of his head.

		“You can open your eyes now.”

		It takes him a moment to adjust to the light, but then they go wide at the sight of my big black cockhead standing proud sentry above the waist of my boxers. I’m willing to bet that, no matter how many black cocks he’s sucked here on his many lunch hours, this is the first one he’s ever truly seen. Not glanced at or noticed, but well-and-truly seen.

		“I see so many textures,” he offers, not needing to be coached further here. “I see the slickness of your precum, the smooth edges where your head curves down over the sides of your shaft, and that wrinkle I felt is actually a vein running between them.” He looks thoroughly entranced. “I can see how your shaft narrows just a bit below the head, Sir, before it flares up and out.” It’s not quite a giggle that escapes him next, but it’s certainly more than a chuckle. “I think this is the first time I’ve ever appreciated the mushroom analogy of a cockhead.”

		“Pull my shorts down. Slowly. Tell me what you see. Tell me how it moves.”

		He begins tugging on my shorts. I want to hurry him up, help him along, but I need to be patient. For his future owner’s sake. “It’s pressing outward, Sir, as if it wants to force that waistband down even faster.” He tugs a bit more. “I can see where your shaft grows even darker, Sir, moving from mahogany to ebony, and I see the line that must be your circumcision scar.” To his credit, he is indeed taking his time, not rushing it, not even as he grows closer to setting me free. “There’s a large vein peeking around from the top, with a bit of a curl to it.”

		And that’s when he passes the point of no return.

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		The waistband snaps down to the base of my cock, and the black shaft bounces down and outward. When it smacks against Brent’s cheek, he lets out a desperate, wanting moan, but he controls himself. He doesn’t follow it, doesn’t try to chase it or control it. That’s impressive. I’d hoped the boy would be trainable, but it’s beginning to seem he’s a natural.

		“Your balls, Sir, are hairy and heavy.” His voice is deepening now, his lust taking hold. “They already look so full and tight. They smell sweaty, in a way your cock didn’t. At least, not exactly.”

		I give him a deep growl of approval. “And you love it, don’t you?”

		“I do, Sir. I love the promise of big black balls.”

		He pulls my boxers past them and the material falls easily to the floor. I watch as Brent leans back, just a bit, to take it all in.

		“You’ve got an amazing looking cock, Sir. It’s long and thick, with a slight curve to the left . . . or right?” He blushes and my cock twitches. “Your left, that is, my right. Your balls hang full and fat in your sac. I can see them moving in there.”

		“If I were one of your buffet buddies, tell me what you’d do next.”

		“I’d open wide and swallow as much of your gorgeous black cock as I could, Sir. I’d push myself down until I gagged, then wait to see if you pushed me down even farther.”

		I nod. I expected no less. To be honest, part of me wants to see him do just that, but I need to see this through. “And what are you going to do instead?” When he raises his eyes to look at me, I shake my head. “No, I’m telling you. No orders, no commands. If you wanted to show me true appreciation, if you wanted to worship my superior black cock, not just suck it, what would feel natural for you to do next?”

		He doesn’t answer immediately, and that’s fine. I can see him thinking about it, considering all the angles, all the possibilities. I know he’s weighing what he thinks I want to hear with what he wants to do, and I imagine that’s hard for him. I see him blush and I wonder how many times he can come back from being so red. I see just the tiniest twitch of his cheek and it tells me he’s shaking off the dilemma.

		“I feel like I should start at those balls, Sir. Sniff them, lick them, take the flesh of your sac into my mouth, and then lick my way up your shaft to that cockhead and its pearl of precum.”

		“Good boy.” I deliberately haven’t touched him, aside from that slap of the hand, because I want him to feel it, to appreciate it, when my hand lands on his head and strokes those soft black curls. “Get to work, but take your time.”

		The mention of time triggers something. His head begins to turn, looking for a clock, but he checks himself in time. I see him swallow, which tells me he’s anxious, worried about his schedule, but he’s obedient enough not to let that concern fully intrude.

		There’s a difference between asserting dominance and just being cruel. I’m not that kind of black man. “You have time,” I assure him. “I won’t make you so late that a ride from me won’t get you back to work on schedule.”

		The way his whole body relaxes is beautiful to see. I’d been so focused on his face, I hadn’t noticed how tense his body had become, and that’s unacceptable. I’m in charge here. It might not be the bedroom with my boy, or the dungeon with that crowd, but I’m still the dominant half of this exchange, and I need to have better situational awareness of my boy. I won’t let myself get too focused again.

		When he leans in and presses his nose to my balls, I’m not sure which of us shudders more in anticipation, but when he opens that pretty mouth and licks the hairy path between my balls, it’s me who happily loses the contest. He’s got a talented mouth, and an even more talented tongue. Twice he licks me from the end of my taint to the base of my shaft, and then he turns his mouth to the side, opens wide, and draws one hairy black ball inside. That’s too much, too soon, but fuck if I’m going to stop him. It feels too damned good.

		Brent tumbles my ball in his mouth, licking around and over in a way that feels weird, but weirdly good. I hiss in frustration when he lets it pop free, the saliva-soaked skin of my sac feeling cold in the air, but then he swallows the other one and gives it the same tongue tumble.

		He releases that one as well and sighs in contentment. “Those balls are amazing, Sir. Thank you.” With that, he continues his journey, that hot tongue of his tracing a winding line up my shaft to the very underside of my head. He pauses there and picks up on my body language. I feel him start to move upward, but then he returns to licking that spot, his tongue drawing circles where he’s quickly learning I’m so sensitive. He pulls back for a moment and I can see the amazement in his eyes. He’s never paid this much attention to what he’s doing to really notice the effect he has on a man—and I can see he likes it.

		White boys and black men alike are so often guilty of assuming that the black Alpha has all the power – the Dom, the Top, the Master – but submissive white boys have a power over us that’s entirely their own. It’s something I love helping twinks discover and faggots embrace. It makes them more aware, and that in turn makes them better bottoms.

		The boy quickly dives back in and brings that tongue up to my slit. He laps at it, slowly, gently, collecting the precum and allowing it to slide into his mouth. Fuck if that’s not one of the most erotic things I’ve ever seen. And then he looks up and meets my eyes while he swallows and, fuck, that’s one hundred percent the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen.

		“I want to suck you, Sir, swallow you whole.” His fists are clenching and unclenching at his sides, eager to get in on the action. “First, though, may I feel you? May I learn my way around your massive black cock, Sir? Stroke it and squeeze it to discover how it’s built and how it responds?”

		“That’s the right approach,” I tell him, “but be honest. Do you really want to pay that much attention to my cock, or are you just looking to squeeze out a little more precum?”

		He smiles, and it’s too much for me. I place a finger under his chin and lead him to his feet. I kiss him, hard, and this time he kisses back. I feel his tongue working at my lips, looking for an opening, and I grant it. Brent moans and shudders. He presses his body against mine and thrusts his tongue into that kiss. It makes me kiss back harder. I bite his lip and he whimpers so beautifully that I know I have to break this off or I’ll be bending him over and fucking his sweet white asspussy for far longer than he can afford.

		He resists for a moment. He pushes that tongue back in for a final taste. When he breaks away, it’s with a smile that lights up his whole face. “The answer to your question, Sir,” he says, perhaps just a little cheekily, “is both.”

		“Then have at it.”

		He doesn’t need to be told twice. His hands reach out to embrace my black shaft before he’s even on his knees. They’re soft hands, white-collar hands that have likely never done a physical day’s labor in their life, but they’re also strong hands, suggesting there might be some gloved athleticism in his background. He wraps them around my shaft, one atop the other – as if he could ever hold all of me – and strokes me as his tongue laps up the beads of precum welling from my tip. I’m about to admonish him for losing focus, but then those hands slide down, one fondling my balls while the other continues stroking the base of my shaft.

		His lips – as shiny with drooling saliva as with black lipstick – follow those hands, kissing and sucking his way down one side of my shaft, across the line of his index finger, and back up the other. He’s exploring me with his tongue like it’s an eleventh finger, and I swear to fuck it has even more dexterity in it. Here I’m supposed to be teaching him the fine art of cock worship, and all I want to do is give in to his seduction and fuck that mouth hard, fast and deep.

		And then the boy surprises me.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		He releases my shaft and begins trailing fingers down either side of my cock as he licks an opposing line down the center. Fingers down and tongue up. Tongue down and fingers up. He’s got a light touch, lighter than his tongue, and I can feel his fingers dancing across the features of my shaft. After four rounds of this, he takes those fingers down to my balls and massages them while his mouth kisses that same center line, up and down.

		“Tell me what you’re thinking, boy.”

		He’s quick to answer. “I’ve never explored a cock like this, Sir. I’ve never taken the time to know one. I like it.” There’s such a look of wonder on his face that I want to take him in hand and kiss him again, but I don’t want to break the spell. “It’s not just a chocolate shaft and coffee head, there are bumps and shapes, variations in the shaft, that make it unique. Even your balls aren’t the same. One feels a little heavier than the other. It’s longer. Not quite as rounded.”

		Brent stretches his lips wide and brings both balls into his mouth. This time I can’t help it. I place a hand on the back of his head and hold him there while he sucks them, exploring them with his tongue. It’s intense, a feeling I don’t normally indulge in for long, but his wonder is contagious. If this is part of his worship, then it’s not my place to interfere with the experience. I press one foot against his cage and hear him hiss in pleasure—or perhaps it’s frustration. It feels awfully wet and slick against the sole of my foot. He’s leaking like a white boy in heat.

		As I step back, he releases my balls with a moan of contentment. “Thank you for teaching me, Sir. I’ve always loved black cock, hungered for it even before I was mature enough to know what the Black New World Order was, but I understand now that I’ve never appreciated it. I don’t know that I could be this patient every time.” A look of guilt flutters across his face. “Sometimes I just want to service as many black men and swallow as much black cum as I can before I go back to work, but I’d like more opportunities to worship like this.” He swallows, as if realizing how much he’s said. “Properly, Sir. Like a white boy worthy of being owned.”

		Fuck it. I’m kissing him.

		My hand is still on the back of his head, so I pull him up and kiss him again. “Never be guilty about being honest,” I tell him between kisses. “It’s perfectly fine to gorge yourself on snacks once in a while, just as long as you also take the time to enjoy a proper meal.”

		“Speaking of meals, Sir, I really want to taste your cum.”

		I kiss him again and suck hard on his tongue. “And would that be part of the meal, or a desert?”

		“Icing on the cake, Sir.” He gets brave and nips at my lip. “Icing from the cock.”

		“Then get at it, boy. Show me what makes you so popular with the lunch crowd.”

		He wastes no time. He drops back to his knees and wraps his lips around the head of my cock. I feel him letting saliva build up to lubricate where faux-black lips meet authentic black flesh, and then he’s pushing forward. Inch after inch of black cock disappears into his white boy mouth. The pressure of his suction is incredible. There’s a moment of resistance when my head reaches his throat, but then he coughs and hums around me, and suddenly I’m sliding deeper. Before I know it, my balls are resting against his chin.

		Not bad. Aside from my pretty white boi eunuch at home, nobody has ever swallowed me so easily.

		I can see his face going red with the lack of oxygen, but instead of pulling off, he holds himself there. He swallows around my cock, massaging me with the movement. It feels absolutely incredible, one of the best cocksucking experiences I’ve ever enjoyed. Finally, he relents, allowing the head of my cock to pop back out of his throat. A few deep breaths later and he’s swallowing me again, this time fucking my cock with his throat.

		“Look at me,” I growl.

		He opens his eyes and I can see the shock at what he sees in mine. Can this really be the first time he’s looked into the face of the black man on the other end of the cock? I see a fresh blush infuse his cheeks, and it blooms into an even deeper glow when he recognizes the pleasure reflecting from my eyes. We’re making a connection, man to boy, Master to faggot, and I’m absolutely certain it’s another first for him.

		“Do you feel that? The connection? If you do, then you must understand what kind of pleasure you’re providing me.” I refuse to let him look away. “If my black cock is your god, then you can be assured that your god is pleased.” With my orgasm fast approaching, I shift against him. “Finish me off, boy, and accept my offering.”

		He wants to taste it. He releases me from his throat and allows himself a few breaths before he begins sucking hard on the top half of my cock, keeping the head rubbing against his tongue. While he sucks with his mouth, he strokes with his hands. He’s hungry now, begging for my seed, but he’s still paying attention. I feel him learning how to position himself around my cock, where to hold his tongue, and how to adjust his grip. This isn’t just mindless masturbation into his mouth, this is deliberate nurturing of the object of his worship.

		“That’s it, boy. Right there. Just. Like. That.”

		When I cum, it’s with a roar, a sound of pleasure and triumph all in one. I cum hard, flooding his mouth with my offering, and he swallows as fast as I can feed him. He is still stroking me, keeping the floodgates open, and now that he’s gotten his taste, he’s looking up at me again.

		“You’re a fast learner, boy. I’m proud of you.”

		Brent releases my cock with a pop. “Thank you, Sir, but I hope you’ll consider furthering my training.” He squeezes his hand up my shaft once more, then leans in and licks the final drop of cum from the tip. “I feel like I have more to learn about not just serving my black superiors but pleasing them.”

		“Let me drop you off at your office so I know where to pick you up when you’re done.”

		He grins. “Yes, Sir.”

		On our way out I see a mixture of faces. There are the white boy cocksuckers and faggot bottoms jealous of Brent’s learnings. Other black Alphas are pissed at me for taking away a hungry feeder. They’re in the minority, though. The regulars, those I know and those who know me, nod in quiet appreciation as they understand what I’m about and aren’t about to begrudge welcoming the talents of a better cocksucker to the bathhouse.

		Just before we reach the locker rooms I push him against the wall and press my softening cock between the cheeks of his ass. “There’s more than one way to worship a cock,” I tell him. “More than one way to show your appreciation for a black Master.”

		He shudders, and I half wonder if he’s just cum against the wall, but I can sense that what he once saved for his socks is now being held in check for me. “Teach me, Sir. I think . . . I think I’m finally ready to learn.”

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		On our way out, Andrew reaches out from the window of the front desk and hands me a twenty-dollar bill. “Fuck. I should know by now that you always know how to pick ‘em, Sir.”

		“You should,” I laugh, “you were one of them, once.”

		He waves Brent over. “Word of advice, twink? Learn what you can from this glorious black stallion, but don’t fall in love. His cock is community property, but his heart belongs to one white boy only.”

		He’s right. I’ll have my fun with Brent, get him trained to worship other black men properly, and then I’ll turn my attention elsewhere. Oh, I’ll continue to enjoy him as long as the opportunity is there – although I suspect he’ll be owned sooner than he imagines – but it’s the training that arouses me, the experience of watching a white boy come to realize the true depths of his devotion to black cock.

		White faggots in need of loving are a rare breed—my devoted, collared, thoroughly blacked eunuch is one of them—but there are always white boys in need of schooling.

		And I do so love my job.

		

		The End
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