
Dark Oak, Interracial Gay Menage Romance

by

Billy Butz

Table of Contents

––––––––

Copyright

Dedication

Dark Oak

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Copyright © 2014 by Billy Butz


[image: ]


All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof

may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever

without the express written permission of the publisher

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

If any of the sexual situations within this story have

occurred in your life consider yourself lucky.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Dedicated to


[image: ]


Thick Dark Oak in all forms!

Dark Oak

Interracial Gay Menage Romance

––––––––
[image: ]


Miles had developed the hots for the new handsome black courier.

It wasn't lust at first sight, he wasn't really wired that way. With most men he wanted to get naked with, it took time. Like how a slow peculation leads to a good cup of coffee, his desire functioned more or less the same way.

Sort of how his current boyfriend, Tyrone, got under his skin. But based on his behaviour as of late, Miles was teetering on the verge of dumping him. Especially after what he did last night at the bar. Could Miles actually cheat on him before making such a decision?

Yet, here he was, hovering near the the big bay window in his living room at the front of his house waiting for Mr. Oak-Thighs.

The previous courier was an old, white knobby kneed leach, who gave Miles the creeps each time he had to sign for a package. He always made a point of leering at Miles suggestively, and even dropped him a wink a few times. So Miles was glad for the newer, younger, and certainly non-creepy version the delivery service had decided to bless him with.

Miles had started to think of him as Mr. Oak-Thighs based on his magnificent set of legs which were as thick and dark as, well, oak trees; roped with very well defined muscles, and each was as wide as his own waist. As the new courier took to wearing shorts with his uniform to fight of the summer heat, giving Miles an eyeful each time he came to make his rounds in the neighbourhood, Miles was quite thankful for his choice.

The summer was not the only thing that was getting hot around here.

He found himself constantly envisioning those dark thighs pressing against the inside of his legs, keeping them wide while he pounded against him. This was more on his mind than anything to do with intimacy with Tyrone. Sure, sex with him was great, but nothing spectacular. Tyrone suffered from what most men did, an early finish before the race even got started. So Miles had been denied a more deep sex life than his friends did, as a result.

Did it matter that much, though? Thinking on it more, he realized it most certainly did. Maybe he needed to upgrade. Get himself into real sexual adventures, which were hindered by Tyrone.

Shuddering with the thought, he decided a fresh round of coffee was needed while he maintained his vigil, and padded to the kitchen to pour one. He was wearing his morning slippers, and a robe, with nothing else underneath. Sans underwear, he felt his courage would be giving the added boost it needed to go through with what he might just do.

Him. Mr. Oak-Thighs.

Miles worked as a bartender at a gay club. There were plenty of men that hit on him each night, some handsome, most not. Nearly all were drunk, and even rude at times. Enough so, he didn't want to consider hooking up with any of them. Besides, doing so might cause a problem if things didn't work it. Which was usually how those sort of encounters panned out.

Just look at the Tyrone situation. Their relationship had slowly been unwinding almost from the start, ever since Miles began to notice the stupid things he was doing; drugs for one. Hitting on the other club staff was another. But Miles cared about him to a certain extent. The fact Miles hooked up with him proved that, didn't it?

And, yet, Tyrone never got his heart racing like the courier did.

Impulsively, he slipped his hand under his robes, and between his legs. With an eager motion, he began to jerk himself, up and down his length, enjoying the repeated pressure against his prick. The feel of his shaved skin added to the sensation and he found he was getting hard. Very hard.

That was another boost to the courage meter: he had shaved himself everywhere this morning in the shower. He wanted to be ready, and hoped the courier would be pleasantly surprised.

Standing in the kitchen before the window, one hand braced against the counter, the other working wonders under his robe, his face squinted in pleasurable concentration.

His masturbating grew faster, and more intense. The kitchen echoed with the fleshy sounds his movements made, and with his heavy breathing. He gasped occasionally and his grip on the counter became harder. God, he new his body well! If only he could get Mr. Oak-Thighs to get as familiar with it, too.

Okay, boy, he thought to himself, ease up and save some for later. But who would that later be with?

Suddenly, as if it heard him, his cell phone chimed.

Saved by the bell, he thought.

Still, he did not remove his hand. With a secret thrill he kept it there, only this time jerking very lightly, exploring his length. He walked over to the cell phone on the kitchen table and answered it with his free hand.

“Babe, you're awake,” it was Tyrone. Miles felt his heart sink like a stone. He was not someone he wanted to deal with at the moment. In any capacity.

Not making any effort to hide his anger with him, Miles said, “What do you want, Tyrone? I don't really want to talk with you right now.”

“Oh, babe,” he said, soothingly. “No need to be so pissed.”

He had reason to be pissed. Really, really pissed.

Last night, Tyrone was at the night club while Miles worked. This had become his routine every night since they more or less became a couple. He showed up early right at opening, when few other customers would, and sat at a table right next to the server section of the bar. This way, he was always there when Miles came up to fill an order.

At first, it was kind of cute, even romantic in a way. But very quickly, when it became apparent he was going to do this each and every night Miles worked, it started to annoy him. Work only grew more crazy as the night wore on and people got more drunk, placing more orders. Having to shift his focus from what he was doing, to make the occasion comment, or chit chat with Tyrone became arduous. He felt guilty when he ignored him, and Tyrone seemed to feed off that.

When he asked him not come as often, he refused, saying it was for his own protection. Miles suspected he was also the jealous type, worried another man might hit on him.

Eventually, Tyrone relented, but only a little. Instead of sitting at the table next to the bar, he picked a booth on the far wall, that had a better vantage point of the whole establishment. Now he could watch Miles at whatever end of the bar he went.

But this wasn't the real reason Miles was angry with him.

“You want to incriminate me further, Tyrone? With you and your stupid friends?” he said.

“Hey, now,” he reacted defensively. “It was nothing, and you know it. You just stood there like a good boy, and I appreciate that.”

While Miles was making the drinks for a group of customers, Tyrone had caught his eye by waving at him furiously. The near panic in his expression caused Miles some alarm.

He finished making the drinks, took the money for them, and departed as quickly as professionalism would allow. When he went over to Tyrone's booth he found he had two of his friends sitting across from him. Miles had met them before but had made a point of forgetting their names. Low lives, the both of them.

“Miles, baby, are there any police here tonight?” Tyrone had asked.

Confused, he shook his head. “No, not that I know of. Why?”

Tyrone didn't answer, instead he looked over at one of his friends and said, “Coast is clear.”

And with that, his friend revealed a tiny brown envelope from which he started to carefully shake out a white powder into a line in front of him on the table.

Cocaine.

Shocked and disgusted, Miles turned to leave. But Tyrone grabbed his arm, in a way that was borderline aggressive. “No, babe, don't go yet.”

“I don't want any!” he blurted. It wasn't what he really wanted to say, but that's what came out.

Tyrone grinned at him, and he found all the handsomeness vanish from his face as he said, “No, just stand there, make sure no one can see.”

Miles was incredulous, not only just with the fact he had blatantly used him to see if cops were on the premises, but also the fact he had used him as a human shield to conceal their illegal activity.

Right at that moment he knew he would never have sex with him again. As great and passionate as it was(although, always short), this was just a serious turn off.

Furious, but finding himself unable to move, he watched as both of his friends snorted up a line. And then Tyrone did one, too.

The millisecond Tyrone was finished, Miles whirled and marched through the crowd. He had called after him, but his voice was lost in the din. Besides, Miles had real work to do.

And now Tyrone had called him, concerned. Not over having used him in such a terrible manner that Miles would feel hurt, but over the fact he didn't get away with it.

Well, he wasn't going to let him. Now Miles was actually glad he called.

“Tyrone, you know, last night was a water shed for me in terms of our relationship”, he said. “I think things between us are over.”

“Water shed?” he said. “What does that mean?”

“As in I now know things now I wish I had known at the outset of our hooking up,” he said impatiently, almost like an exasperated parent would when explaining something to a child.

“Ah, now, babe, don't be that way. It wasn't that big of a deal. I knew you were cool. You are cool, aren't you? I'm not wrong about that now, am I?”

Miles was almost rendered speechless by his attempt to make him feel guilty.

“You know what? We're done. Don't call me again, and don't you dare show up at my work either
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