
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_0020855-36d7c7f3-2cba-4879-9a70-728b1f4d8e2d_asmPkX_html_697f4fb8.jpg]

Harvey’s Bargain

By Tristan Cole

 


Published by JMS Books
LLC at Smashwords

Visit jms-books.com for more information.

 


Copyright 2022 Tristan Cole

ISBN 9781685501389

* * * *

Cover Design: Willsin Rowe

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free
License.

All rights reserved.

 


WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is
for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it
is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will
be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or
reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in
writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts
used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may
contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might
be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files
where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s
imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be
made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

Published in the United States of
America.

* * * *

Harvey’s Bargain

By Tristan Cole

I’m never good at saying no. This was
especially true with someone as aggressive and attractive as
Harvey.

“I think I’ll stop by,” Harvey said. I felt
my resolve slipping. I sucked at monogamy, but I didn’t like that
fact, and I didn’t want to be as bad as my boyfriend, Lawford. My
right hand was down my jeans, trying to relieve the tension caused
by Harvey’s voice on the other end of the phone.

“I can’t do it,” I said, my voice barely a
whisper. “Law promised me six months ago he’d never cheat again, so
I gotta be good, too.” Harvey had to have heard my reluctance in
turning him down.

“Okay, Cameron, how about if I won’t fuck
you,” Harvey offered. “We’ll just hang out, but you’ll be naked
while we watch TV or something.”

“That-that will work?” Law would object, but
it wouldn’t be cheating if Harvey didn’t touch me. The thought of
being nude while Harvey remained dressed had me hard in my
jeans.

“No, it won’t. If I see your ass, I’m going
to fuck it. So we’ll chill, but I’ll let you keep your clothes
on.”

He’ll let me. I shivered. “Yeah…okay.
C’mon over.”

“Great, baby. I’ll be there in five.”

I raced to make my apartment less
sex-focused. I put my Tom Bianchi book of nudes in the bookcase. I
put porn DVDs away in the drawer where I keep them when my parents
visit. Law has me keep condoms in each room. I thought to hide
them, but I also had on “fuck me” jeans, and I needed to change
into something more shapeless. However, I heard someone try my door
and then knock while I had my pants down around my ankles. I yanked
them up and jogged to the door.

Harvey clapped me on the shoulder and gave me
a hug. “Heyyy, what’s up with the locked door, bottom boy? You know
I like barging in on you.”

I blushed. “Yeah, I figured since you weren’t
fucking me this time, we could act like we’re normal friends.”

Harvey touched my chin. “We’re normal
friends, honey. I just like having my way with you. You know
that.”

Harvey was heavy, a little older, and a
little taller, which is just how I like my top men, but what I’d
never admitted to anyone was that I loved black men more than
anything. Harvey fit the bill on that count, too.

So why did I have a white boyfriend? Because
Lawford was the one who wanted to date. To be fair, he was handsome
and good sex, and he could be loving, but there was a huge fly in
the ointment. During our entire relationship, he’d had another
boyfriend who didn’t know I existed. I always came in second. I
spent each New Year’s alone, for example, and often, Law would fuck
my ass and then split for dinner with his other man. What’s sad is
I found that hot. Why did I like it when he shot inside me and then
left right after?

Harvey smiled as he perused my books. I
couldn’t keep my eyes off him. He wore a red button-down shirt that
had to be Brooks Brothers, black dress pants, and shoes that easily
cost several hundred dollars. He was only a couple years older, and
he was already a successful businessman. This kind of thing
embarrassed me—renting a shabby apartment and working as a
salesclerk in a bookstore at age twenty-seven. Law thought I needed
a real job considering my college degree, but I figured to become a
writer I’d need to read a lot. The discount on books would
help.

“How are your parents treating you?” Harvey
asked while looking at a photography book of North Carolina.

“Civil, but still ashamed of me. They can’t
call their parents because they don’t want to discuss their
girlfriend-less, career-less son.”

Harvey nodded without looking up. “And how
are you doing with avoiding the Bad Four?”

There were several older white guys I’d been
with who were cruel. Even though they were too rough, I still
fought the desire to surrender my ass to each of them. “Okay, I
guess.”

“You guess?”

“I’ve said no every time, but I won’t feel
like I’m strong until I really want to say no. Law protects
me from them, but if he breaks up with me, they’ll hear about it
within two hours and be inside me within three.”

“Well, good that you’re not letting them—Ho
ho, what do we have here?” Harvey said. In my haste, I hadn’t
closed my porn drawer.

“Uh, you don’t want to look at that.”

“Oh, yes I do.” He opened it wide.
“Holy…shit.”

Yipes. My secret was out.

“Black Balled, Black Balled Two, Three,
Four, Poor Little White Guy, Ten Black Poles and One White
Hole…”

I bit my tongue in embarrassment. “Yeah, I
kind of like that sort of thing.”

“Kind of? Baby, you must have fifty
videos here and…if I’m not mistaken…every single one is of a white
guy getting gang fucked by black men. I’m right, aren’t I?”

I covered my face. “Yeah…I…”

“What are you getting all embarrassed about?
So you like having black dick in you.” Harvey reached over and ran
his hand down my hip. “My dick loves being inside your ass, so that
works out just fine.”

I pushed his hand away as gently as I could.
“I gotta think of Law.”

Harvey sat down on my couch and pulled me
into his lap. “You said Law cheats on you.”

“Not anymore.”

“But he did. Did you cheat on him?”

“Not really, but we break up periodically,
and I’ll get fucked then. He considers that cheating. And I don’t
feel like a good boyfriend because I’m dying to get with other
guys.”

Harvey rubbed my stomach. “I remember when
you were single, you loved giving up your ass to me, and it seemed
like you had fun giving it to other men.”

I swallowed. “Yeah, but I’m afraid to be
alone.”

Harvey shook his head and squeezed my knee.
“Baby, you’re a mess. Let’s watch one of your porn movies. Here,
pick the one that most matches your fantasies. I want to see inside
your head.”

“Okay, but I don’t want it leading to me
getting fucked.”

Harvey gave me a devilish grin. “As long as
you don’t want it, I promise it won’t happen. But if you do, I will
be tapping that ass.”

I swallowed. “I see.”

I chose one called My Black Bosses
starring a little white guy with a smoking hot, smooth ass who, as
it happened, went by the name of Cameron. In the movie, he’s the
one white guy at an office. He’s the most junior employee, and he
gets fucked every few minutes. He forgets to bring sugar with the
coffee, and his boss punish fucks him. He staples the pages of the
report in the wrong order, and his second boss punish fucks him. He
loses a phone message, and his third boss punish fucks him. At the
end of the day, his bumbling has lost them an account until his
bosses offer his hole to their prospective client, another black
man, and they all shake hands as the executives take turns in his
ass.

When it was over, Harvey turned to me and
said, “So this is your fantasy, huh? You relate to what this movie
says?”

“What do you mean ‘what it says?’ It’s just
hot.”

“It’s more than that. All the black men are
Cameron’s superiors. And he’s not very bright. All he’s good for is
getting his ass fucked. Is that how you see yourself?”

I rubbed my hands on my jeans. “That life
would be awesome.”

Harvey smirked. “Would it now?”

My phone buzzed with a text message: Law’s
Car Acrs Street frm my house again. They’re at it.

I exhaled in exasperation. “That liar.”

“What’s up, honey?”

“My friend Randy lives across the street from
this guy Tom who is supposedly Law’s ex. But Law’s car is one of
those rare sporty roadsters, a Daihatsu Copen, in bright red, and
it must be the only one in Raleigh. Furthermore, Randy can see when
Tom and Law are fooling around in the hot tub. Law told me he’d
never cheat again.” My chest burned with disappointment.

“Why not take revenge by getting naked,
Cameron?”

My dick stiffened, but I stopped Harvey as he
reached for my zipper. “I’m not sure I should get fucked. I’m
feeling unhappy with life.”

“Sweetheart, from that video, I know how to
make you happy.”

“You do?”

“You want someone smarter than you who will
treat you like a piece of ass, but who will sometimes treat you
like you’re special, so you don’t feel alone.”

“I…yeah, that sounds right.” My dick hardened
as horniness displaced anger.

“But monogamy is so hard for hot bottom boys,
so that smarter guy knows not to expect it from his favorite piece
of ass.”

Harvey massaged the bulge of my jeans. My
cock hurt to get out.

“So the smarter guy knows it’s best if that
bottom boy gets fucked a lot.”

“Oh…oh, yeah?” I was having trouble
breathing.

“Yeah, but only by black men.”

“Wait…what?”

“Because I know that’s what you secretly
want. To be the property of black guys, particularly black guys
like me who are smarter than you.” Here Harvey kissed my neck and
ruffled my hair. I closed my eyes in delight.

“Let’s take this a step further. You can only
be fucked by black men, and you can’t say no to a black man.
Ever.”

“But that’s crazy!”

“Trust me. I’ve learned what I need to know
about you. That’s your path to happiness.”

“But…never saying no?”

“Never. Okay, if someone tries fucking your
ass without a condom, you tell him to shove off, but otherwise,
never. Ever.”

“But—”

“Admit it. You want to be that porn star,
getting fucked all day every day.”

I moaned. “Yes, but—”

“I’ll make you a bargain. Do it for three
months. If you find the bliss I know you’ll find, then you have to
continue for, say, three years. If you do, I’ll pay off that
college loan you’re stressed about. How much is it? Twenty-five
thousand?”

“Thirty.”

Harvey shook his head. “You silly white boys
and your private schools. Didn’t you want to be a writer?”

“Hey, yeah, I did.” Wow, he remembered.

“It’ll be hard paying that loan on what most
writers make. So okay, thirty thousand. Is it a deal? Black men
only?”

I moaned. “Oh…I…okay, yes sir.” Was I crazy?
What was I doing?

Harvey grinned. “Let’s shake on it. No, wait.
Let’s fuck on it.” Harvey slid his hand under me and grabbed my
rump.

“Whoa! Uh…yes, sir.” I didn’t want to stop
him from undoing my jeans. He pulled them down along with my white
briefs, exposing my dick which sprung up hard. His hands groped my
ass in such a rough, possessive manner, it left no doubt the power
dynamic had shifted. I was Harvey’s property now.

I’d left out the condoms and lube, so Harvey
only moved a couple steps to his right and grabbed supplies from my
bookcase. He pushed me up against the living room wall and started
grinding his pelvis against my bare rear. I could feel the girth
and solid power of his cock through his pants.

Harvey unzipped himself, put on a condom, and
began slicking me up. “Mmm. Your ass is so round and perky. All my
friends are going to love it.”

“What? All your—UNGH!” He’d stuck his dick in
hard and started pushing deeper.

“What happened, baby? You’re too tight.
Lawford not fucking you enough?”

“No, UNH, he UNH fucks me UNH all the
time.”

“Ah, so he’s small. Well, now you’ll have
plenty of dicks opening you up so I can get in as deep as I
want.”

The pleasure of being penetrated coursed
through me. Harvey was indeed big. Worse, he had a pronounced curve
that made it difficult for him to get inside all the way. I need to
please though. I needed to be a good bottom boy. I arched my ass
and took baby steps back from the wall to take more of him. I cried
out as he sank in balls deep.

“That’s it, baby. Mmm, you’re a good piece of
ass, aren’t you?”

I loved being fucked standing. It’s like the
guy was so crazy for my hole there wasn’t time to reach a bed. And
Harvey always knew how to make me feel lusted after, pounding as
hard and as deep as possible, caressing my waist and chest and
nipping at my neck and shoulders. He put so much energy into
fucking me, he was dripping sweat in no time, but he kept going and
going. I felt each stroke inside me as a bolt of pleasure in my
chest and gut.
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