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​ Chapter 1

"I heard you can skip the line this
way," Clark tells Claire, as he grasps her hand and leads her
further into the alley between two old brick buildings.

The rattling bass of the Dance
District shakes the night air around them, too many clubs to count
send muffled music out into that dank alleyway. And though there
may be thousands of people all around, just on the other side of
those brick walls, the young couple is alone here.

“This doesn’t look like an
entrance,” Claire says softly, biting her bottom lip and becoming
more nervous the further they walk. “Why don’t we just go back out
to Main Street and get in line? How do you even know which club it
is? There’s like ten in the same building sometimes.”

Clark glances at Claire under the
orange streetlamp luminescence. It’s murky in the alley but he can
still see her curvy figure and dark hair as it trails past her
shoulders. He can see her worried, amber eyes shifting this way and
that, and he can see that full bottom lip tucked under her white
teeth. It occurs to him that he might be the dumbest man on the
face of the planet to bring such a beauty into the shadows of such
a questionable city street - especially dressed as she is now, with
a low-cut top that dares you to look away.

“Clark, I think we should
go back,” Claire says again, this time tugging her boyfriend’s arm
and making him stop beside her. “I don’t think we should be back
here it’s -

“It’s fine,” Clark leans in and plants a
soft kiss on her seductive mouth. “Nothing’s gonna happen, OK? And
if it did, I’d protect you.”

“You promise?”

“Of course I promise, baby.
I’ll always protect you.”

A laugh comes from the
dark. “Protect her from
what, white
boy?”

Clark freezes where he stands and
Claire gasps into the silence. They turn together toward the brick
wall nearby.

Four men, tall and dark,
crowded around a heavy metal door marked CCN.

A lanky, towering black man steps
forward from the group. He’s got a head full of dreadlocks and a
scar high up on his right cheek. Dressed in a white wife-beater and
saggy jeans he approaches the young couple.

“She don’t need no
protection, she look just fine to me,” he grins a shark smile.
“Look like she can handle herself just
fine.”

Clark tenses up as the stranger moves
closer. Claire, on the other hand, holds her ground, her amber eyes
transfixed on the handsome ne’er-do-well.

“We’re not looking for any
trouble,” Clark stutters out. “Just looking for the back entrance
to a club…to The Cuckoo’s
Nest. Heard of it?”

The black stranger smiles and the rest
of his crew chuckle loudly behind him.

“You done found it, white
boy,” the man says. “It’s right through that door
there.”

Clark cranes his neck to look around
the man. The other men stand huddled around the door, watching the
scene unfold.

“But only way in is
through me, white
boy,” he says. “I’m Tate. And I’m the bouncer for
The Cuckoo’s Nest. You
want in, you gotta pay the door price.”

The others snigger once more, and
though Clark can barely see around Tate’s muscular body, he can
tell that they are moving across the alleyway…coming closer to
Clark and Claire.

“What…what…what’s the door
price?” Clark manages at last, trembling. Despite his innate fear
and panic setting in, he notices Claire resolute and
unafraid.

The rest of the crew joins them, and
the four black men form a wall around the young couple.

“What’s your name girl?”
Tate says, reaching out and taking Claire by the elbow.

“Hey wait a minute!” Clark
tries to interject, but suddenly there are hands on him - cruel,
callous hands tearing him away from Claire. “HEY STOP! WHAT ARE YOU
DOING!”

Claire is nervous but not frightened.
She watches herself as if in a dream stepping forward, stepping
closer to the dark stranger, not entirely sure of what she is
doing.

“I’m Claire,” she says fast
and high. “My boyfriend and I were just leaving, okay? We can use
the entrance on Main Street, okay?”

“Nah girl,” Tate wraps
Claire up in his long black arms and pulls her against him. Claire
melts in his grasp. “You can get in right here. Just gotta show me
what that mouth do first.”

Clark struggles madly in the arms of
the other men. They’ve got him by the shoulders and arms, shoving
him to his knees there in the center of the alley. He can see
Tate’s hands roaming Claire’s body, finding her supple, curved ass
and squeezing with both hands.

“LET HER GO!” Clark cries,
but the rumble of bass music is so heavy in the alley it makes no
difference. His captors laugh in his face as Tate puts Claire on
her knees right there on the dirty alley ground.

“Oh my God I can’t believe
I’m doing this,” Claire bites her lip, her heart beating fast, and
some strange sense of excitement overtaking her. “Fuck…”

“You ever suck black dick
before girl?” Tate grins.

Claire stares up wide-eyed, shock and
confusion across her face as the black gangster reaches into the
waistband of his sagging jeans and pulls his swollen ebony cock out
over the top. It hangs there half-alive and rising, vascular and
long.

“Wow,” Claire whispers, her amber eyes never leaving the thing
swinging in front of her face. “I don’t know about this though…I
have a boyfriend…I shouldn’t do
this…”

“That what you want girl?
For me to let that wimp go?” Tate palms the top of Claire’s head
and tilts her gaze upwards, turning her just so, so that Clark can see her
delicate features. “Or you gonna open that slutty little mouth and
take what I give you?”

“LEAVE HER ALONE!” Clark
screams.

Claire gasps as Tate slaps
his vulgar member against her pouty lips. She turns anxious eyes to
Clark, perhaps to apologize for the 10 inches barreling its way
past her lips…but it doesn’t matter, because now she is
sucking Tate’s cock, and
there’s nothing Clark can do about it.

“Oh that’s it girl,” Tate
moans, wrapping Claire’s dark hair up in a fist and shoving her
face onto his meat. “Show yah boyfriend what a fucking
slut you are. Uh-huh,
that’s right. No fuckin’ teeth neither or I’ll fuck yah boyfriend
up. Gag on it, girl. Show me and the homies what a good little
whore you are for black dick!”

Claire struggles with the size of him
at first, making desperate attempts to breathe out the sides of her
mouth as the thick black log blocks her airway. But as Tate’s
handling of her becomes more deft, more precise, her effort ceases.
Claire drops her jaw, relaxes her throat…lets her eyes drift
upwards.

Clark tries to scream but his oxygen
is limited. Cruel black fingers dig into his neck as he watches his
girlfriend’s face used like a cheap toy. Drool and spit drip off
her lips and chin, and Tate’s swinging black balls make the
occasional slap right off the center of her neck. Tate handles her
roughly, impaling himself down her throat with each
thrust.

“GAK! GAK!
GAK!” Claire gags, trying to get her hands
around the base of the weapon choking her.

“NO FUCKIN’ HANDS!” Tate
orders, knocking them away and slapping her face softly for good
measure. “That’s it white girl,” Tate grunts, “make it sloppy. You
a dirty fucking slut. Bet yah boyfriend didn’t even know it.SUCK
IT!”

“GAK-GAK-GAK-GAK!”

“Pull them fuckin’ titties
out too,” Tate barks, dislodging his elongated cock from Claire’s
throat.

“FUCK!” Claire screams,
unable to look at Clarke. “I’m sorry Clark! It’s just so fucking
hot I don’t know what to do…”

Overwhelmed and gasping for breath,
Claire tries to pull her shirt off, but it’s tucked down into the
skirt she’s wearing. Tate squats and grabs hold of the V-neck top,
and in one quick motion tears the garment in half, sending Claire’s
luscious, heavy tits flailing across her chest.

Clark listens to the other gang
members erupt in delight as they soak in the sight of his
girlfriend’s beautiful melons.

“Damn those look natural as
fuck!” one growls in Clark’s ear.

“Might have to take yo’
bitch for a titty-fuck,” taunts another.

“Finna’ make yo’ girls’
tits my personal fuckin’ slap bags, white boy!”

Clark hangs in the gangster’s arms,
too defeated to complain any further. He watches as Tate slaps his
glistening ebony cock across Claire’s creamy breast. All the while,
Claire stares straight up at him, wild-eyed and too ashamed to look
her boyfriend in the eye.

“Yo bitch got nice fuckin’
titties white boy,” Tate taunts, slapping Claire’s breasts around.
Then he’s standing, thrusting his throbbing cock back down the
girl’s throat, long stroking her gullet as she stares up at him. “I
think yo bitch in love,” Tate laughs. “Look at the way she lookin’
at me, white boy. Like she can’t get enough of this dick down her
throat.”

One of the men holding
Clark lets him go and joins Tate’s side. This gangster is shorter
and bearded, but he’s all muscle, and when he drops his jeans down
to his ankles Clark has a hard time believing that one man’s balls
can hang so low.

“We gon’ trade yah girl’s
mouf’,” the bearded one says, stroking his swollen 8-inch prick and
pointing it straight at Claire’s occupied face. “And you gon’ sit
there and watch!”

Claire comes off of Tate’s cock
gagging, choking, sucking for wind. Her chin glistens with drool
and her tits are slick with sweat. In her pandemonium, just before
the bearded one claims her mouth, she locks eyes with her
boyfriend.

I’m
sorry, she mouths.

Clark opens his mouth to protest but
nothing comes out. The two other men, the ones that hold him by the
arms, let go. They stand
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