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INTRODUCTION

My dick was twitching in my shorts like crazy as I was working on a hot new piece of porn lit. I struggled to keep my excitement to a minimum but this big boy has a mind of its own and it won’t be still until it gets what it wants. Sure, I could have gone to the nearest pisser to rub out a quick one but in this instance, my hand just wasn’t enough and I didn’t feel like taking the drive to my usual hangout for a lusty good time.

This smoking-hot ginger boy was to blame for my erect upheaval. I had been drinking him in for a good hour. Black tank top, cargo shorts and flip-flops and feet like a Greek statue. Young beauties like this are a dime a dozen in a college town, but there was something about this guy unlike the others I tend to droll over. His visits to the library were frequent and he often stood out from his blond, frat-boyish counterparts with his short red hair, freckles and milky-white skin. On this particular day he caught me staring. I looked away but I had  already caught the boy’s eye. I would see him smooched up with his girlfriend most days, holding hands, giving ballsy public displays of affection. I wasn’t surprised he was with someone. Guys like that don’t stay single. I had often wanted to walk over and talk to him, but my balls aren’t that big. I wish I wasn’t so shy, I often thought.

At one point, I stared up from my notebook and he was packing up. He shot one last glance at me before he left. I took it as a sign, so I tailed behind him to the fifth floor of the library. I made sure he didn’t notice me. Jesus, he was beautiful: the way his muscles flexed under soft, freckled skin. He disappeared behind a set of shelves. I pulled out a random book pretending to read. I was sure this guy didn’t have a clue until he sauntered over into my aisle. It was like he could see clean through me. I started to caress those muscle-bound arms. We came close until our lips touched. Yes, a public display of affection. His kisses sent shock waves through my brain. I almost couldn’t believe that it was happening, yet it was. This guy and I kissed and kissed until we heard footsteps. Startled, we ran off in opposite directions. I searched for him on the first floor of the library but he was gone. I was hoping I would run into him again, but no. I never got his name. I never saw him again. I figured it wasn’t meant to be.

I think about him often for he, along with many beautiful college boys like him, is what spawned this sequel to my best-selling anthology, College Boys. I take great pleasure in revisiting this theme as do the plethora of noted erotic scribes within these pages: Bearmuffin, Jay Starre, Logan Zachary, Chuck Willman, Dominic Santi, H. L. Champa, Michael Bracken, Luke Woods and more.

These weavers of gay erotic literature take you from frat houses and dorm rooms to what goes on behind the closed  office doors of pervy professors. They have proudly answered the challenge of portraying what it is to be a big man on campus in the following wild rides of pure raunch.

 

Shane Allison 
Tallahassee, Florida






BIG TEN

Chuck Willman

 

 

 

My dorm room was a pit. It would have passed for a prison cell with its shiny gray, chipped linoleum floor, sterile white walls, and a ceiling pocked with big, dark water stains that must have formed over decades. But this tiny, dingy seventh-floor room of the ten-story Whitman Hall was going to be home for my freshman year at Indiana University.

Fresh out of high school, I had just turned eighteen that June. I couldn’t wait to leave home and would have slept in the parking lot for the chance to be out on my own, especially at a Big Ten university! My parents helped me move into my room the weekend before the semester began, before most of the other students arrived. Afterward, I took a short walk around the campus and then decided to go back to my room. I was exhausted.

The next morning the stairwells and hallways echoed with a manic fury of banging furniture, shouting and laughter. My short-lived, quiet refuge was permanently spoiled as all of my new neighbors moved in.

I made my way to the large men’s bathroom at the end of the hall to take a shower. Only one other guy was there—a hairy, six-two, muscular ox of a stud—with a thin, frayed towel barely wrapped around his narrow waist as he stood in front of the mirror shaving.

The bathroom was a white-tiled cavernous room, and the community shower pit at its end was sunken, with rows of spigots on each side. I yanked my sweatpants off and stepped down. For a couple of minutes I was oblivious to everything as I stood under the strong surge of warm water. Then a sudden, deep yell startled me from behind.

“Damn, this water is hot!” I jerked around and opened my eyes to see the guy who had been shaving stretching his tall, lean body, and balancing on his toes as he reached for the knob to one of the spigots across from me. “Almost burned my dick off!” he shouted, winking at me with a smile. He twisted the knobs to adjust the temperature and slowly stepped under the spray. “Ah! This is more like it!” Soaping his broad shoulders and enormous chest, he produced thick white rivers of lather that accentuated the dense black hair of his chest and armpits, and covered his dense, luxurious patch of pubic hair surrounding his chubby cock and low-hanging nuts. With his face covered in soap and his eyes closed tightly, I had a few moments to relish the sight before he rinsed the suds from his face. “How ya doin’?” he asked.

I turned to hide my expanding dick. “Okay.”

“Good. Kinda sucks that everyone’s moving in today, though. I doubt we’ll see the john this quiet for a long time!” He soaped up the dark crevice between his muscular, furry round buttocks, and casually scrubbed under his balls and cock, making them bob wildly. “My name’s Jeff,” he said. His full, rosy lips curled into a charismatic smile that framed his perfect white teeth, and his long, wet, dark lashes accentuated his big, bright-blue,  piercing eyes.

“I’m Mitch,” I said, trying to keep my crotch covered.

“I’m in Seven-Thirteen,” he said.

“Seven-Ten,” I said, and pointed with a nod.

“Neighbors then!” he said, and flashed another smile.

We finished showering next to each other and I was able to steal quick glimpses of his bulging muscles and lavish black body hair before he stepped into a pair of thin, cutoff cotton shorts that made his mega-bulge stand out, flopping like some freak limb as he moved. I hid my boner with my towel.

“Gotta meet my girlfriend for breakfast,” he said, rolling his eyes. “I’ll catch ya later, man!” Then Jeff disappeared into the bustling hall.

Seeing Jeff’s beautiful body and thick cock was a great way to start my day! I slipped back into my sweatpants to dodge my way through the mob back to my room, locked the door and jerked off.

Monday morning began with a whirlwind of activity as everyone rushed and scattered for the first day of classes. My roommate, Derek—a Southern California surfer dude—had moved in the night before and was still asleep, snoring on his back with one leg propped against the wall. His semihard dick with its head partly hidden by his copious hood, poked out of his white boxers, and his shoulder-length, golden hair surrounded his face like a lion’s mane. I savored the sight for a few moments before tiptoeing out of our room.

As I expected, the bathroom was packed. I stood in my tenting sweatpants, trying not to get noticed staring at the smorgasbord of naked bodies. “‘Morning, Mitch!” Derek shouted as he bounced into the bathroom, his uncut penis already pulled through the fly of his boxers as he headed straight for one of the urinals.

“Hey,” I nodded. Soon we were both showering. I tried to keep my eyes to myself. But with cocks swinging and hairy butt-cracks opening close enough for me to touch and taste as the guys bent over to wash, it wasn’t easy.

In the days that followed I was incessantly distracted by the variety of hot guys all around me, but was already infatuated with Jeff from my dorm. He sat a couple of rows away from me in my sociology class. A freshman star on the university’s football team, his muscular body looked just as good in worn gym shorts and a T-shirt—thick tufts of black hair on every limb and sprouting from the stretched neckband. Instead of taking notes, I watched his enormous, thick-veined hands and long fingers manipulate his pen.

Friday afternoon Jeff knocked on my door wearing only his cutoffs and resting his tree-trunk arms over his head on the top of the door frame, his luxuriously hairy, ripe pits right in my face. “Hey, Mitch, what are you up to?” he asked.

I didn’t think he even knew who I was. “Nothing,” I answered meekly.

“I’m bored shitless,” he said. “My roommate’s gone, my girlfriend had a family wedding to go to for the weekend and I was wondering if you’d like to hang out?”

I almost creamed my pants right then. “Sure,” I answered, swallowing hard.

We headed over to his room, drank some beers and got loaded. But Jeff surprised me when he asked, “Why don’t you crash here, man?”

It was like a thousand slot machines were hitting jackpots at the same time in my head! But I had to keep my cool, despite the fact that I was drunk and unbelievably horny just being around him.

We finally fell asleep around one o’clock in the morning. Jeff  passed out on his bed, and I passed out on his roommate’s bed.

In the middle of the night the touch of warm skin against the back of my leg woke me; Jeff had climbed into bed with me at some point. His furry forearm was resting against me, and he let out a muffled groan and exhaled deeply, drifting back to sleep, I thought. I closed my eyes again, but backed up slowly into him. Even through the thin cotton layer of my briefs the warmth of his body aroused me. Jeff didn’t move as the cheeks of my ass twitched against him. But he stirred suddenly and rolled to the side, wedging his entire body against mine on the twin bed, his heavy arm falling over my waist. His cock smashed against the back of my legs, and my dick was so hard I thought it would break. I knew he wasn’t sleeping.

I turned over slowly to face his sweet, warm puffs of breath in my face. His fat cock slid against the side of my leg and I felt a cool, sticky drop against my hot skin. Blood rushed through my body as his fingers crawled like a spider up my chest, parking on my nipples before slowly creeping around the contours of my stomach and chest. I trembled as he slid a couple of his thick fingers under the elastic of my underwear, stretching the band far enough to get his hand underneath the fabric already saturated with my own precum. My aching cock sprang up to him. He grasped one of my hands firmly and pulled it to his crotch, wrapping my fingers around his immense, rigid shaft, slowly humping my hand. “I’ve been dreaming about fucking you,” he moaned softly into my ear. The rough stubble of his beard scraped my face as he nuzzled next to me, circling his thumb around my cock’s swollen, wet head.

I panted as he slipped my briefs off and opened my thighs, lightly stroking the velvety flesh around my asshole. My legs sprang open automatically as he probed my hole, gradually  inserting the tip of his finger. “What a tight little ass you have,” he groaned, finger-fucking me.

He rolled on top of me, mashing his warm, moist lips into mine. Precum oozed from his cock that I clutched in my hand like a prize. I wanted to be devoured by him. Jeff dragged his plump, wet lips over my neck, gently biting and sucking it. My blood boiled and raced through my veins as he worked his way down to my chest, flicking his tongue against my nipples. My cock throbbed as his fingers stroked the crack of my ass and his hand cradled my balls before moving across my heaving stomach. His enormous hands floated over my body without the slightest hint of effort, or remorse. He laced our fingers together tightly, pulling my arms up over my head. The fat serpent between his legs slithered under my hot nuts, and Jeff kissed me, pressing his hips into mine.

The whiff of his musky armpits sent me over the edge, and I turned my head to wildly lick and snort the hairy canyons. His head fell back in ecstasy. “I want to fuck you!” He barely got the words out before wrapping his lips around mine, almost sucking them into his mouth. Then he scraped the sticky head of his rigid cock against my hole, soaking it with his precum and restraining both of my hands over my head in one of his mammoth hands as he plunged his thick cock deep inside my tight butthole with one quick, piercing, white-hot stab.

My vision blurred and I let out a scream that he silenced with another deep kiss. He kept my hands pinned down as he stuffed every inch of his cock into my burning asshole, relishing the constrictive hold caused by my shock. I caught my breath and relaxed, and we were soon grinding like well-oiled gears. Panting, he burrowed his long, fat prick deep inside my rectum. In total surrender I let my arms go limp though our fingers remained tightly laced; our eyes locked as he fucked me deep  and slow. Then he released my hands and sat up, keeping his cock nestled inside the warm, wet clamp of my chute, grabbing my ankles to continue fucking me while watching his cock slide in and out of my stretched hole. His thrusts became more erratic and forceful. I leaned back and enjoyed the wild ride while stroking my own engorged dick, knowing it wasn’t going to be long before I shot my load.

“I’m gonna come!” he yelped. Jeff pulled his dick out of me, pumping its length in his fist.

Thick spurts of cum shot out of his cock like streamers, soaking my winking hole. He shoved his cock back into my spooge-splattered sphincter, sending me into orbit! Then he wrapped his hand around my cock and pumped it hard, making my entire body writhe while his throbbing cock was still parked in my gut, stroking me at the same time. I unleashed what felt like gallons of hot cream all over my belly and chest before Jeff collapsed on top of me.

“This is just between you and me. Got it?” he said sternly before quietly moving back to his own bed as if nothing had happened. I wasn’t about to open my mouth. He immediately fell asleep, snoring softly.

Jeff approached me after class a couple of days later, a smirk hiding in his plump, curled-up lips. “Do you have any time to get together later tonight?” he asked. “I want you to meet a couple of buddies of mine.”

Hoping to not sound too eager, I answered, “Ah…sure, I guess.”

“Great! I’ll stop by your room around eight, and we’ll head over to his place.” He gave me a wink, and I watched him swagger down the hall until he was out of sight.

Jeff’s friend, Kevin, was also on the football team, and had his own apartment. The shower was running as we walked in.  “Hey! Kev, buddy,” Jeff called out, “we’re here.”

A minute later Kevin walked into the living room barely able to hold the towel around the flexing muscles of his waist. His dick stuck out from the thread-worn towel like the large stump of a tree. “How ya doin’?” he asked as water from his hair cascaded down over his immense chest and arms. “I’m Kevin.” He extended his hand to shake mine, quickly giving me the once-over and then smiling coyly at Jeff.

Kevin was a titanic mass of solid boulders stacked in the form of flawless man. His hairy, Herculean body had a thick neck sitting on top of massive shoulders, and enormous pectorals protruding so far they created shadows across his washboard stomach. Even the slightest gesture triggered a chain reaction of rippling muscles throughout his powerful body. To top it off, his chiseled face lit up when he smiled. I melted.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, trying not to stutter.

Kevin grinned, shaking my hand with a death grip, letting the towel drop to the floor, exposing his long, stout cock. His hairy balls hung so low they looked like they hurt. He scooped up a pair of ragged sweatpants from a pile on the floor, tying them loosely where his dense carpet of belly fur merged with his thick patch of pubic hair. Kevin looked like a huge monster as he stepped over to his galley kitchen to reach into the refrigerator for three bottles of beer that looked cartoon-like in his gorilla-sized hand. He handed us each a bottle. “Cheers, boys!”

We had had a couple of beers each when Kevin got up suddenly and said, “I think I’ll go soak in the hot tub. You guys joining me?”

“Hot tub,” I said, suddenly intrigued.

“Out back,” Jeff answered. “You wanna sit out there for a while? I’m sore from practice today. A hot soak would feel great,” he said.

Kevin smiled. “I’ll crank it up,” he said, dashing out the door.

I fidgeted about before whispering. “Jeff…can I borrow a pair of shorts?”

He smiled and whispered back, “Why? We don’t wear any.” Then he continued, “Grab a couple more beers and follow me!”

The small hot tub was nestled among thick old trees on a large deck of cedar planks. A breeze had cooled the warm, humid night air. Kevin had already slipped out of his shorts and his body looked like a fluorescent hunk of solid marble in the moonlight’s glow. Every muscle of his body flexed as he slowly lowered himself into the tub. As his pelvis shot out in front of him, his plump cock bobbed like an inflatable tube on top of the churning water until he sat down. Then he leaned back and stretched his arms out, gazing up at the clear sky. “This is heaven, man!” Jeff took the bottles of beer from me.

“Have another one,” he said to Kevin, handing him a bottle. Jeff quickly peeled out of his shorts and climbed into the tub. “This is great! You’re gonna love this, Mitch!” I stood in awe watching these two behemoths in the bubbling, steaming water.

Then it was my turn. My legs rubbed against Kevin’s in the small tub, but he didn’t flinch, gazing up at the stars. Jeff noticed my struggle to get comfortable. “You’ll touch at least one of us. You can’t avoid it,” Jeff said as he smiled. “Just relax and enjoy,” he whispered. So I did. The soothing force of the churning water lapped at my body and our entwined legs.

“Time for a piss,” Kevin announced. He stepped out of the tub scratching his enormous balls and tugged on his swinging cock before letting loose a heavy stream off the deck that sounded like a horse pissing.

Jeff pushed his leg into mine under the water, and his foot  traveled up my leg, propping my knee up. My dick instantly got hard. Kevin got back into the tub.

Jeff’s toes wiggled against the back of my thigh before moving to my balls, causing the head of my dick to pop out of the churning surface like the periscope of a submarine. His limber foot traveled to the crack of my ass, his big toe flicking and prying at my hole. I wanted to scream out, but kept my lips locked on the beer bottle. Then something else touched my belly. At first I thought it was my own erection slapping me with the force of the water, but it was another foot lightly grazing my skin. Except for the crickets and rumbling tub, there was dead silence. Curious toes curled and groped underneath like sea creatures moving in for an organized attack.

My throbbing erection intercepted their wandering feet, and Jeff and Kevin cradled my dick in their arches. My hips rose, cock shooting out of the water, rock hard from the friction of their feet. With my arms stretched out to my sides I balanced my body as my dick was being pumped between the softened soles of their enormous feet. It felt amazing! They released their firm grip and let me drop back into the tub.

Locking their arms together, they picked me up out of the tub, setting me down gently on my back on the warm cedar deck. They both stood in the tub, their erect cocks floating on top of the water like overloaded barges. Jeff gave a nod to Kevin, who took my ankles in his gargantuan hands, spreading my legs wide open. He smiled, looking eager and hungry, saliva dripping from his open mouth. I felt paralyzed, not knowing what to expect, but not about to fight them.

Kevin leaned down, snorting my crotch like an animal before lifting my balls with his nose to get at the crack of my ass, burying his tongue deep inside, growling as he munched his way into my chute so hard my body slid against the wet, steaming  planks. Jeff jumped out of the tub and dropped to his knees to straddle my face, stroking and mashing the swollen mushroom head of his massive prick into my lips, his heavy nuts resting on my forehead. I opened my mouth to let it slide into my throat. Jeff fucked my tonsils slowly in a steady rhythm while Kevin grazed on my asshole.

Then they switched positions, moving so fast I barely noticed any interruption. Jeff stuck his face into my spit-soaked ass while Kevin plunged his fat nine-inch cock down my esophagus, his balls of steel slapping my forehead with each thrust. I could see and smell his musky, hairy asshole only a couple of inches from my mouth.

“That ass tastes good, huh?” Kevin said to Jeff, shoving his dick deeper into my throat.

Jeff grunted in satisfaction. “That’s a good cocksucker,” Kevin moaned. “Get it nice and wet for your tight asshole.” Just the sound of his deep voice made me obey.

The wildly churning water drowned out my sporadic squeals. Jeff stopped rimming me and rubbed the precum oozing from his cock around my hole. My mouth was filled with Kevin’s enormous cock, so Jeff slowly entered my butthole with the head of his pecker. He gasped as my hole clamped down tightly at first, gradually letting him in deeper by each long, hard inch. Kevin enjoyed the sight of Jeff plugging my ass, growling, “Fuck that hot, tight freshman ass!” Meanwhile, I suckled his head with the muscles of my raw throat.

Jeff rammed his cock into my gut with all his power, then pulled it out slowly only to hammer it in again, then again. “You like getting your asshole fucked, don’t you?” he teased, his eyes glued to the sight of his prick barreling into my expanding anus. I gurgled in agreement with Kevin’s cock nearly choking me, which made Jeff thrust harder.

I was abruptly flipped over onto my elbows and knees. My knees were spread so far apart that the cool night air felt good against my hot, dripping hole.

“You finally made it,” Jeff said to someone behind me. I turned around to see the biggest human being I’d ever seen standing naked on the deck. “This is our buddy, Nate,” Jeff said, “captain of the football team. We call him Big Ten. You can see why.”

Nate was gigantic! His arms and legs were rock-solid muscle, and his neck was almost as thick as my waist. But I nearly choked when I saw his uncut piece swinging halfway down his massive thighs. His skin was the color of dark chocolate, and the moonlight created a cobalt-blue reflection against his body, accentuating each ripple of his sculpted physique as he moved. His firm, round ass gleamed like black granite, and his low-hanging bull balls bounced with every move he made.

Nate stood over all of us and smiled warmly at me. “You look quite comfortable,” he said, stepping around the deck to check me out. No one spoke. The only sound was the rumbling water as Nate hung his long, succulent, elephant trunk-sized cock in front of my face like bait. He must have seen the hunger in my eyes as he grazed my chin and lips with his puckered foreskin that had to be at least two inches long. I eagerly wrapped my lips around the width of his fat, sheathed cock in complete submission. Jeff and Kevin stood motionless as I sucked on Nate’s incredible ten-inch prize. “Kevin, are you still hungry?” Nate asked. Kevin groaned.

“Stand him up,” Nate ordered, yanking his cock from my mouth. I was lifted and turned around with my ass planted in front of Kevin’s face. Nate sat back flashing a wild grin. “Get him ready for me, Kev,” he commanded. Kevin pulled my buttcheeks apart and smashed his face into my crack again, burrowing his  tongue deep and ravenously feasting on my asshole. “Slobber all over that little freshman boy-hole,” Nate instructed. Then he moved back in front of my face, kneeled down and forced his thick meat between my lips. I obeyed fervently, and the white froth of my saliva glistened and hung all over Nate’s black cock as I hungrily choked him completely down. “Get him spread out,” Nate barked.

Jeff and Kevin swiftly positioned me back on all fours. Nate palmed and smacked the pink cheeks of my butt as his humongous fuck-muscle honed in on its target. Kevin dropped to his knees, cramming his thick, veined cock into my mouth. Without any warning, Nate shoved what felt like a canon into me so fast and hard that I almost collapsed. It felt like he had split me wide open, and the wind was almost knocked out of me. I desperately suckled Kevin’s cock, trying not to bite down as what felt like a two-by-four ripped into my snug pucker. “Oh, fuck! Nice ass!” Nate bellowed as his meaty cock filled my gut. His solid thighs slapped loudly against the back of my legs, and he slapped my ass hard. “We’re going to be doing this a lot more often, buddy!”

Kevin palmed the back of my head and skull-fucked me, matching Nate’s vigorous thrusts. “You like getting fucked by Big Ten, don’t you?” he asked. I managed a garbled whimper while Jeff and Kevin took turns dropping to their knees to stuff their cocks in my mouth as Nate fucked me. I had become a community receptacle for them, and I was having the time of my life.

“I’m gonna blow, boys!” Nate warned. He pulled his colossal cock out of me and clutched it in one of his gigantic hands. In a wild frenzy, Kevin and Jeff turned me around with little effort so I was on my knees facing Nate. He thumped his slimy cock against my face, pinching his long foreskin clamped off by his  fingers, and pumped his meat slowly until his body shook. Then he let out a guttural, piercing wail as he came, filling his foreskin like a water-balloon inches from my mouth. My mouth opened wide like a hungry baby bird as his body jolted violently with the last of his erupting white lava. “You want it?” he teased, holding his bloated, leaking hood near my mouth.

“Give me that hot creamy load!” I begged.

With both hands Nate opened his foreskin, dumping the thick, warm glob of his spunk into my mouth. He squeezed and drained every last drop, letting them hang like icicles before they, too, slid down my gullet.

Jeff aimed his swollen nuts at my mouth as he pumped his cock. “Shit! I’m gonna come!” he yelled. “You want my load?” I nodded and opened my mouth again, hungry for more. Jeff’s sperm shot in powerful spurts against my tonsils, and in a matter of moments it was followed by an equally powerful volley from Kevin.

“Stroke him off,” Nate said. “I want to see our boy shoot!”

I leaned back, sitting on my feet as Kevin clamped my throbbing cock in his fist and pumped it until my balls tightened, and I began to heave wildly. Cum blasted out of me, shooting up to my chin. I gulped down anything in or around my mouth, and fell backward on the planks of the deck, exhausted.

“How did you get such a wicked ass, buddy?” Nate asked, crouching down and affectionately rubbing my back and chest.

“Where did you guys learn to fuck like that?” I asked, trying to catch my breath. They all laughed.

“We like to have a good time together now and then, but like I told you, it’s our own little fraternity, so keep quiet, okay?” Jeff said with a grin.

“I’d never say a word!” I replied.

“It’s not easy finding hot team players,” Kevin said, leaning  back. “But it looks like we may have struck gold this time!” I had been officially initiated.

The semester was over before I knew it, and everyone headed home for the holiday break. As much as I looked forward to Christmas, I was really going to miss the Big Ten Team and our regularly scheduled secret fuck sessions two or three times a week! The football team even won the NCAA championship that season. You can’t begin to imagine how we celebrated that victory!

I couldn’t wait to get back to school. I couldn’t get my mind off Nate, Jeff and Kevin, or a few of the other team members who played along with us. Since the football season was over, we’d have much more time to spend together on our other favorite team sport.






LEATHER DREAMS

Dominic Santi

 

 

 

With my engineering major, I didn’t have much time for cruising. Sex was usually a quick hand job in the sixth-floor john of the library. Or it was, until halfway through my junior year. That’s when one of my buddies flunked out. I’d tutored him in calculus before we started fooling around, so when he left to go back home, he gave me his classic porn collection: old issues of Drummer, Powerplay, Bound & Gagged.

I just about wore my dick out reading those magazines. From the moment I read my first one, I was in love with the world of the leathermen. My usual fantasies got even wilder as I started dreaming about submitting myself body and soul to the most domineering master I could imagine. All I could think about was getting tied up and whipped and fucked senseless by some hunky top who’d make me come all night.

Geeks ’R’ Us here, though. I didn’t know how to ask for rough sex, especially the intense kinds of things I dreamed about when I was jerking off—like the things that happened at the Pipeline  Club. I’d seen an ad for it in a flyer at the Campus LGBTQ Youth Association. My fantasies got real specific when I heard a couple of seniors talking about one of the guys who hung out at the club—a guy named Vince. They said he was everything I’d dreamed a top could be: older, probably in his midthirties, about six three and two hundred pounds of solid hard muscle packed into one of those cop builds I’d always lusted over. He wore his dark hair short, kept his moustache neatly trimmed and had eyes so black you couldn’t see his pupils. And he wore only leather: skintight pants, engineer boots, and a vest zipped halfway down to show off his thick pelt of black fur. His wide black belt was worn smooth with use and closed with a big silver eagle buckle. I shuddered every time I thought of the many asses a lot better trained than my virgin butt that had danced to that snapping leather strap. Rumor had it Vince made his slaves polish the buckle with just their tongues and a soft chamois cloth. The more I heard, the more I wanted to be his so badly I could almost taste the tang of his metal eagle in my mouth.

I’d also figured there was nothing about me to make someone as hot as Vince take notice, especially when Vince did most of his socializing in a place like the Pipeline. I’ve been told I’m “pretty”—curly blond hair and baby-blue eyes framed by long, black fuck-me eyelashes that drove the girls nuts in high school. That got me nowhere fast with their escort boyfriends with the juicy-looking baskets. My ancestors were Vikings, dammit! I wanted size genes! Instead, I had to content myself with a six-inch dick on a five-nine, 150-pound frame, although I was getting pretty well defined now that I’d joined a gym where the equipment let me read my assignments while I worked out. I couldn’t imagine how someone like Vince was going to notice that little perk, when I couldn’t even get into the Pipeline until I turned twenty-one the next year.

But I could dream. When a part-time summer position opened at the leather shop just down the street from the club, I put on my friendliest smile and my most helpful good-student attitude for the interview, and I got the job.

The owner, Steve, was an old biker from way back. He was married, so I figured he was straight, but he was really friendly, especially to a preppie college kid with no experience and a rainbow-flag patch on his backpack. I didn’t know much about real leather clothing or retail sales, but I loved the feel and smell of the leather and the cold hard metal of the accessories. Steve saw I was a quick learner, and after a couple of weeks of intense training, he was pretty comfortable giving me the run of the shop to set up displays and do the stocking while he attended to the customers. He even said my creativity was making sales pick up a bit. That made me blush like crazy. By then, I knew his business had always been pretty good, but I really wanted to please him.

When Steve saw my interest, he spent a lot of time telling me stories about the history of the store and the leathermen who frequented it. Sometimes I’d have to busy myself behind the counter or straightening things, so he wouldn’t see my boner when he chewed on his unlit cigar and talked about some nervous new bottom getting fitted for a collar or somebody with a freshly strapped butt trying not to fidget while his master and Steve stood around and shot the shit. He even had a soundproofed room in back where a top could discipline his boy if the need arose. Steve kept a couple of spare belts behind the counter in case the top was heading to the Pipeline and didn’t want to bother taking off his own belt that early in the evening.

That’s how I first saw Vince in real life. I came in to work one sweltering Saturday evening in July, just as a tall, dark-haired man dressed all in leather strode out of the back room, pushing  a sobbing young stud with a blond crew cut toward the hard wooden chair in the corner by the dressing room. The thicker of the counter belts was still wrapped around the Leatherman’s fist, and only the top button of the young guy’s jeans was fastened.

“Sit down, shut up and this time hold still,” the leatherman growled in a voice so low and full of menace that I froze in my tracks.

Stumbling forward, the young man tripped against the chair, his chest heaving as he tried to breathe through his tears. He turned around and with a gasp that rippled through his whole body, slowly sat his quivering butt down on the chair. A couple of deep breaths shook through him, the skin on his neck moving stiffly against the thick new collar at his throat. Then he took one more long breath and, his eyes still closed, nodded at the leatherman.

“What’s that?” the leatherman roared, his hand slamming against the counter.

“I m-mean, yes, S-sir!” the crew-cut young man stammered loudly, jumping at the crack of the leatherman’s hand on the dark wood. The boy shivered as the movement jarred through his ass and up his spine. Then he opened his tear-filled green eyes and looked down at the floor in a movement of such perfect submission that I almost came in my pants. I was glad I’d already taken off my backpack and was holding it in front of me, or both Steve and the man at the counter would have seen the rock-hard erection that strained against the buttons of my jeans.

As it was, my throat was so dry I could hardly breathe. I must have made a sound though, because the leatherman turned to look at me, his eyes traveling up and down me so thoroughly my whole body blushed hot.

Steve was his usual friendly self. “Vince, my assistant…”

I didn’t hear the rest of the introduction. Vince’s deep,  rumbling, “Hello, boy,” vibrated over my skin. My eyes dropped instinctively, then stayed glued to his eagle belt, but I managed to squeak out what I hoped was a properly respectful “Hello, Sir,” as I tried to return his iron-strong handshake with an appropriately firm grip. Vince nodded curtly, just once. When he turned back to Steve to pay for the collar, I let myself believe there’d been a flash of interest in his eyes. I prayed there had been. Vince was such a hunk—even more so than I’d imagined from the stories.

Steve just looked at me and shrugged, then nodded toward the pile of boxes outside the storeroom. I hurried back to start unpacking. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the young man, still breathing a bit shakily but now quietly, sitting stock-still on that hard wooden chair. Damn, it was impressive.

After Vince and the young man left, the store got really quiet. From the sounds down the street, things were picking up at the Pipeline. I finished unloading the boxes, and as I started on the displays, Steve walked over and started to chat. I was still trying to figure out a way to get him to talk about Vince when Steve started talking on his own. He said he’d known Vince for over ten years. They’d hit it off since Vince had first ambled in to buy a new pair of leather pants. Steve had even sold Vince the black belt with the eagle buckle.

“Poor Vince is not a happy man tonight, though,” Steve said, chewing on the perpetually unlit cigar. “That sniveling young man he’s been trying so hard to train just found out he’s leaving on Monday to go back to Chicago for a semester. Seems Daddy and Mommy got his grades for last semester, and they want him back under their thumbs. Vince is furious—finally beat it out of him that he’d been out cruising when he was supposed to have been studying. When Vince found out the kid had lied to him, too, he really let him have it. Vince has a rule that anybody  he’s training bottoms only to him for the duration and that kid damn well knew it.”

Steve shook his head. “Stupid punk. For people into that sort of thing, Vince is the toughest, strictest, most thorough top there is. And he’s got an itch for those engineering majors up on the hill.”

My cock jumped uncontrollably as I croaked out, “What is Vince going to do now?”

Steve shook his head again, but I could feel his eyes boring into me. “I don’t know. The kid sort of freaked out when he realized he was going to have to leave. Vince got him back in control of himself.” I shivered in spite of myself, envisioning what Vince had done. “But he’s pretty disgusted. Still, he made a commitment to train the kid, and all of sudden somebody with a very sore butt is realizing just how serious that commitment is.”

Steve looked at me kind of funny and picked up a pair of the pants I was chaining onto the display hangers. He ran his hand over the smooth black leather. “I imagine that young man is in for a very long weekend both at the Pipeline and back in Vince’s black room.”

I closed my eyes at the mention of a dungeon, trying to keep from imagining what it would hold. My hard-on was already straining against the buttons of my jeans. I opened my eyes and tried to keep my hands from shaking while I ran the display chains through the belt loops.

Steve laughed as he continued, “By the time that young man gets on the plane, he won’t know what part of him hurts the most. But he’ll be real aware of every minute his ass spends pressed against that plane seat. I’d bet cash he’ll be too sore and too wrung out to go cruising for a while!” He laughed again, his amusement coming out in a snort. “I feel real sorry for the  next young punk that comes Vince’s way. That boy will be in for some serious training!”

I concentrated on my breathing, trying to sound normal and trying not to come at the same time. God, I wanted that next person to be me! I was saved by the tinkling of the doorbell. Another customer came in and Steve went to help him. This time I didn’t even turn around to see who it was. I just hung up the pants.

And later that night, I got lucky. Steve was handing me the last of the pants when I heard him say, “Shit!”

There on the bottom was a pair of black leather pants, smooth and sleek and creamy soft, with an inch-long slit up the ankle just to the side of the seam. No way to fix it, and for that distributor, Steve would have had to return the whole order to get a replacement. The pants were my size.

“You ever wore leather, kid?” Steve said, holding the pants up to me.

“No, Sir,” I choked out, my fingers reaching to stroke the dark softness.

“Think you’d like to?” he asked very quietly.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“Go try them on,” he said, waving me toward the dressing room. “They fit and they’re yours. And remember, kid,” he called after me, “it’s uncouth to wear underwear with leather pants.”

We both saw at the same time that the dressing rooms were blocked by the boxes we’d unpacked. Before I could say anything, Steve opened the door to the private room and motioned me in. “Just try ’em on in here. I’ll wait outside.”

I didn’t know what I’d expected. Empty, the room was less imposing that I’d thought—just wide and long enough for someone to comfortably swing a belt. The only furnishings  were a wooden chair like the one in the shop and a large metal ring in the wall about a foot above my head. A single overhead light lit the bare white walls. I sat down quickly, trying not to imagine those walls echoing with cracking straps and sobbing howls as I peeled off everything from my waist down and pulled on the leather pants.

They fit like I’d been poured into them. I couldn’t believe the feel of the leather on my skin. And hard: oh, god. As I closed the buttons, I could feel my precum leaking out into the leather. Nobody but me would ever be able to wear those pants.

I walked barefoot out into the store. Steve gave a long, low, appreciative whistle. “You look good, kiddo. Like you were born to wear leather.” He laughed, turning me around to check out my backside. “Even better back here.”

I flushed and gave up trying to hide my hard-on. I mean, lots of guys get turned on by wearing leather, right? It wasn’t like I was completely baring my soul or anything.

“Ah, do you think I should get some boots?” I asked. I held my shoes and socks in my hand. It didn’t seem right to put my sneakers on with the black leather.

He nodded, but he had me put my socks back on. I tried on several pairs of boots until I found ones that really fit. Steve readily agreed to let me spread the payments over my next few paychecks, so I wouldn’t starve.

“Wear two pairs of socks for a few days until you break them in. Believe me; you don’t want blisters in these things.” He snapped his finger on the top of the boot as he adjusted the fit.

He stepped back and surveyed me again, then told me to lose the shirt. I stripped my computer-club tee over my head, slightly embarrassed to be standing there exposing my hairless chest and flat brown nipples. Steve didn’t say a word. He just chewed on his cigar for a minute, then added a black lambskin vest, one  of those that gapes wide open in front rather than closing. I was kind of surprised by that. Like I said, my pecs are getting pretty well defined, but it’s not like I have a thick pelt to show off or anything.

Steve seemed to pick up on my uncertainty. He laughed again and slapped me on the shoulder. “Trust me, son. This is just what you need.”

With the vest added to my tab, I surveyed myself in the mirror. After a few minutes of preening, I decided I really didn’t look half bad. Steve went in back of the counter. I could hear him rummaging around, lifting and jingling things. The next thing I knew he was standing in front of me, telling me to lift up my arms.

As I did, he tucked something in my vest pocket. When I craned my neck to see, he patted the pocket and laughed. “Later.”

Then I forgot about everything. I almost forgot to breathe. Steve was carefully threading a belt through the loops of my pants, one of the thick leather shop belts from in back of the counter; the one Vince had used to keep his unruly bottom in line.

Seeing where my eyes were, Steve shrugged and smiled. “It’s used. No charge.”

I didn’t even remember walking home. Steve must have put my other clothes in a bag. I went in my front door, locking it behind of me and hitting the dimmer switch as I headed straight for the full-length mirror on the closet door. I hardly recognized myself. I looked like one of the leathermen from the Pipeline. And I was so horny I thought I was going to die. I strutted back and forth a few times, practicing different ways to stand and look tough, hooking my thumbs in the pockets.

Then I remembered Steve’s other present. I reached in the  pocket and drew out something cold and hard and metallic; it felt almost like jewelry. I looked down and there in my hand were two heavy silver nipple clamps, with a long sturdy chain running between them. Even though I was alone, I felt my face flush. Despite my attempts to hide my yearning, Steve had seen right through me. He’d dressed me for just what I needed.

Hornier than I’d ever been in my life, I lifted one end of the tit clamp to my left nipple and looked at it for a minute. Like I said, my nipples were really flat and there wasn’t anything much to put it on. So I pinched the clamp open and let it grab the flesh in the middle.

Shit! That hurt! I mean, it really hurt! I pinched the clamp back open and stood there for a minute, gasping and rubbing my sore skin and thinking that in the books it didn’t seem like it hurt that much. Then I looked in the mirror and held the chain up to my tits. I had to admit it would look hot. But that was a little more pain than I’d bargained for. I tucked the chain back in my pocket, slowly undid my pants and drew out my throbbing cock.

I was leaking precum like never before. I ran my fingers up the length of my shaft, shivering as it reached up to be touched. The skin on my cock was hot, engorged so dark red it was almost purple. I realized suddenly that I didn’t know if lube would stain the leather, so except for my precum, I dry-stroked myself, feeling the hard, velvet softness of the hungry flesh beneath my fingertips.

Then I looked in the mirror again. Staring back at me was a leatherman, standing with his legs spread wide and his hot red meat stretching out into his hand while he jerked off. Watching myself seemed to make my fingers feel even better on my dick. The pressure was building deep in my balls. I’d been horny for so long, I knew I wouldn’t last.

With one hand still wrapped around my cock, I started stroking the belt with the other, imagining what I’d feel like, how I’d look standing there, if my ass had been warmed right then, I mean really strapped and worked over, by that thick, heavy leather. Each stroke made me hungrier to find out what the pain would actually feel like.

I’m still not sure why, but as my body drew in on itself, I reached in my pocket and took out the tit clamps again. The silver gleamed in the room light. Before I had a chance to change my mind, I pinched one end open and clamped it tight onto my left nipple. I yelped as the pain shot through me, but my eyes stayed glued to the mirror, watching my body shudder as I panted through the pain. Instead of releasing the clamp, I pinched the other one open and clamped it onto my right nipple. I yelled again—my tits hurt!—but this time, I was too far gone to care. My fist moved furiously over my drooling shaft. The pressure had built to a peak beneath my balls. My body tensed as I got ready to shoot. My eyes locked onto the glass in front of me. The leatherman in the mirror was no longer a tough, strutting top. He was a hot, slutty bottom with chained tits whose whole mind and body were lost to everything but his screaming need for orgasm. As my hand jerked up over my cock again, my arm jiggled the chain. I howled as the swinging weight sent a new wave of pain shooting through my flaming nipples. Then, suddenly, the pain crossed over the threshold into a burning kind of pleasure. The heat burst through my cock and I dropped to my knees, crying out and jerking as the chain swung and pulled again. All I could do was shake and yell as thick ropes of white cream splattered over the mirror and the rug, coating my hand where I surged and stroked and trembled and my dick spurted itself dry into my cum-slicked fist.

When I could finally breathe again, my hand slowed to a  light soothing rhythm on my tender raw meat. My chest was on fire. I reached up and unclamped both the nipple clamps, then shot forward in surprise, yelling again as the new pain flamed through my tender tits and a final gob of cum shot straight out of my dick. I knelt there, shaking and gasping with my eyes closed until the shudders passed, breathing in the thick, strong aroma of new leather and sweat and my horny bottom-boy cum.

I slept right there on the floor that night. I peeled out of my clothes so I didn’t damage myself on the snaps and lay down on the rug. Sometime around dawn I dragged myself naked into bed and stayed there until the sun was high in the sky. When I finally woke up and saw my new clothes lying there on the floor, I knew that next year, the day of my birthday, I’d go to the Pipeline. Somehow, I’d figure out a way to get a real leather top to notice me, hopefully someone who would make my ass as sore as my tender tits had been. If I was really lucky, if I was properly appreciative and respectful, maybe that top would even be Vince. And maybe, just maybe, I’d ask Steve for an introduction.
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Bruce, we need you to help out on the west bank of campus today,” my boss told me as I came into the garage to get the painting supplies I thought I needed for the day.

“I was going to finish up Oliver Hall today.” I put the brushes and five-gallon bucket of paint down and turned to face him.

“It’s almost done, but it can wait a few days. With the summer reunion at the end of the week, we need married housing to be done.”

“Fine, what do I need?” I asked.

“Mike has everything you need, just head on over to married housing. He’s expecting you. Hurry.”

I drove over to Livingston Hall. My body tingled the closer I got to it. Mike Dirks was the star of track and field. He almost looked like a footballer player, but he was a taller and thinner version, making track a perfect sport for him. He had long, muscular legs; a tight ass; broad shoulders and sculpted six-pack abs, not that I noticed.

Pulling my car into the lot, I grabbed my cooler and headed  to search Mike out. The front and west sides of the building were painted, and as I rounded the corner to the back I saw him extending the ladder. I rushed over to help him set it against the wall without a hard rap.

“Thanks,” he said, smiling as he wiped his hands on his shorts. They had been red at one time, but after repeated washings, they had faded to a pinker version. They were short and looked to be made from T-shirt material. He wore a T-shirt with the sides cut out, its wide-open slits revealing his torso and muscular arms. His flesh was a dark brown from the sun. He seemed to tower over me.

I was five eleven and I knew he topped out at six feet even, but today he stood taller than me.

He pointed to the ground. “I could have finished this project by myself, but this last side of the building is on a slope that is eroding away. I don’t trust the ladder’s footing.”

Now I got it. I was a glorified anchor, a cinder block. The lower half of the building was done and all that needed finishing had to be accessed by a ladder. I was going to have a long boring day.

“If you want to paint, that’s fine, but I need the workout for my arms and”—he searched for the kind way out—“I know how much the wood has been sucking in as I paint, so I’ve got it down to only needing one coat.”

“Then you should continue. I’ll hold the ladder.” I figured the pay was the same either way and if it made him happy, what harm could it cause. I’d soon find out.

Mike had cut his brown hair short for the summer and his moustache was neatly trimmed. I could see the thick hair pouring out of the neck hole in the T-shirt. White paint splatters were everywhere on his clothes, and it was easy to see where he rubbed against his body.

I’d rub against his body there too.

He carried his paint tray and brush up and hooked it to a rung. He stood on the highest step and started painting the underside of the eaves. His shirt rose up as he worked, and his treasure trail peeked out and disappeared.

I could feel a stirring in my shorts as he worked. I pressed against the metal extension ladder, but my cock was at an awkward angle in my underwear. I released the ladder with one hand and reached into my pocket to straighten things out. Just as I moved my dick into a better spot, the ladder shifted a little. I whipped my hand out and grabbed on to the other side.

Mike grabbed the ladder and stopped painting.

“Sorry,” I called up.

“That ground is so loose.” The underside of the eaves was done and he stepped down a step. His shorts clung to his ass as he moved, riding deep into his crease.

I had walked by the gym shower one day and seen his amazing ass. How I had wanted him to turn around and see the Full Monty, but he had been too busy shampooing.

I could tell his butt was tight and rode high, like a soccer player’s ass. All the running he did made it perfect.

He finished the corner spot quickly and moved down the ladder. “We can move it over a few feet.”

The sun beat down on us, and I grabbed a bottle of water and handed him one.

“Thanks, it’s a hot one today.” He unscrewed the cap and drank greedily. Water spilled down his chin and washed over his hairy chest. He wiped it away and closed his bottle. He turned and set it down.

I noticed his shorts hugged his butt tightly, and as he stood, his shoulders and arms were toned and sculpted. He was built like a bodybuilder with beautiful lines.

My shorts tightened even more as the pressure grew in my pelvis. My underwear dug into my groin and cut alongside my left testicle.

“Turn on the radio, any channel is fine.” He motioned to the boom box as he refilled his paint tray.

I turned to a pop station and listened as Rihanna sang about chains and whips.

Mike waited at the bottom rung for me to take hold again. He climbed to the top and quickly began painting the next portion of the eaves.

A nice breeze blew from the north and made the sun comfortable. Without the wind, the day would have been much hotter. Mike started to sweat as a dark triangle formed in the center of his chest and back. As he reached up, I could see the hair under his arms matted down with sweat.

I felt dampness over my body, but no sweat formed yet. I wouldn’t break a sweat unless I worked and worked hard. I had changed positions holding the ladder since the slope was so steep, so I stood underneath it and hung on to the frame. I looked up as he tried to step a little higher.

His shorts leg flared wider, and a pink orb dangled in the opening. Brown hair covered it.

I swallowed hard as I watched him step down, and it peered out again. A pair of boxer shorts blocked some of the view, but he leaned sideways slightly and suddenly I had a clear view of both of his balls hanging low and heavy in his red-pink shorts. They bounced as he painted, swinging low in the folds of his ball sac. The day was looking up, and I knew I’d be looking up all day long.

He finished the next section and came down the ladder. I moved it over as he drank some water and refilled the tray. He went back up the ladder.

The sun beat down on us, and the breeze stopped for a few minutes. The heat and humidity rose, as sweat broke out over my body, though all I did was stand there holding the ladder.

A big drop hit my upper lip. I reached up, and my finger touched it, expecting a white blob of paint. Instead it was clear. Sweat. His sweat. I licked my lips. There was a taste of sweat with a musky male tang of ball sweat. I licked again, savoring the drop for all of its flavor. So male, so delicious. My head swam in circles, crazy from the heat or overwhelmed from pleasure. Never in my wildest dreams would I ever think I would taste Mike’s ball juice.

He reached up higher, working harder and harder. His shirt was soaked and his shorts stuck to his butt. His treasure trail was darker now, slicked down and stuck to his flat washboard stomach.

I rubbed my erect cock against the ladder. The pain and the pleasure, the sweat and heat. The breeze tried to cool me off, but the sensory assault was too much. I felt the tip of my cock moisten and not from sweat.

“It’s ninety-five at 95 FM. If you are outside today, I hope you’re drinking enough water with this humidity. It’s a hot one.”

I wiped my forehead: damp, but no fully formed beads of sweat yet.

“Look out below,” Mike called. He had pulled his shirt off and let it drop down.

It splattered in my hand.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean for you to catch that.”

I did. My fingers squeezed the cotton and his fluid squished between my fingers. I spread it out on the lower rung as his beautiful male scent filled my nose. I inhaled deeply and swallowed hard.

He ran his hand through the hair on his chest and a light sprinkle of droplets rained down on me.

He finished the last few swipes on the new area and descended the ladder. “I need you to apply some sunscreen on my back before I fry.”

“I can take over if…”

“I’m fine; I just don’t want sunburn, and the back is the worst thing to burn.”

I could think of a few other things I wouldn’t like to burn before my back. I moved the ladder over as he refilled the tray. As I turned to set the foot pedals, he was there, inches away from me. Sweat pooled on his tan skin and beaded up to run down his body.

He handed me a brown bottle and turned his back to me.

I flipped the cap open and poured the lotion into my hand. It shook all the way until it contacted his hot, wet skin. My hand slipped easily over his broad shoulders and over his deltoids. His muscles rippled under my massage, and I worked my way lower. I poured lotion into my hand and covered the arch of his lower back and went to the elastic waistband.

He pulled his shorts down, low enough for the crest of his ass to be exposed. “Can you get the waistband area? I always fry there.”

My fingers glided over the fleshy orbs and dipped into the natal cleft of his butt. How I longed to go deeper, lower…

As I daydreamed, he spun around and his hairy chest filled my field of vision. “Can you do my chest? You’re all lotioned up, already. I’d hate to have to run inside and wash my hands, and this way I won’t drop the paintbrush on your head.”

I dumped more lotion into my hand and slowly brought it to his chest. The thick mat of hair tickled my fingers as I rubbed his pecs.

His nipples rose up as I passed over them. I rolled my fingertips around them to apply sunscreen to every inch. I swear he moaned as I pinched his nipples.

He thrust his hips forward and I caressed lower. My fingers skied down the moguls that were his abs and combed through the wet treasure trail. His manly scent wasn’t masked by deodorant. I inhaled deeply and held him deep in my lungs. He pulled on his waistband and my hand dipped into his shorts. His thick pubic patch crackled with static electricity as I rubbed.

A strong whiff of ball sweat escaped from the opening and tickled my taste buds and nose hairs. My mouth was so dry I couldn’t speak, not that I knew what to say at the moment.

His belly button was dark and deep, hair swirled like a black hole around the opening, and I drew a finger into the wetness.

“The sun reflects off the wall so much, my stomach gets burned too.”

I swear my finger rolled over the top of his thick shaft as I applied sunscreen. I thought I would faint. My hands moved over to his sides and covered every inch of his body.

“Could you do my legs too? I’ll get on the ladder so it’ll be easier to reach.”

How could I say no?

He grabbed his tray and ran up the ladder to set it in place. Then he slowly descended. As he came down, he pulled his shorts up higher and his balls and the tip of his penis came into view: a thick, pink mushroom head, with a large opening. He paused and waited as I poured more lotion into my hand to cover his hairy legs.

I could feel the power in the muscles as they rippled under my touch. His calves and knees were easy to lube up with sunscreen, but the higher I went, my hands threatened to do bad things against my will. Higher and higher up his thighs I went.

“Don’t miss a spot,” he said, as he pulled his shorts higher. His business came into full view as it exited the leg hole. My fingertips brushed against the hairy sac, and I saw it rise upon the touch. His cockhead seemed to swell too and turn a darker pink.

I moved to his other leg, away from the dangling bait. I licked my dry lips and wished for a cold drink of water.

“Could you get the other leg a little more? I seem to have a cramp in it.”

I felt the knot in his muscle. I dug into his massive muscle and worked it out. Once it relaxed, I did long slow strokes up his leg to keep it relaxed. My hand brushed against his balls again, and I left a wetness on the back of it.

“Thanks,” he said, and came down the rest of the ladder. “I need to use the john. I’ll be right back.” He ran around the building.

I grabbed a cold bottle of water and rubbed it over my fevered brow. WOW. I twisted the bottle open and drained it in a few seconds. I opened another one and drank half, spilling more over my hot body. The cold water felt great as the breeze returned.

Mike came around the building. “Ready?”

I smiled, drained my bottle, and took my position under the ladder.

Mike climbed the ladder and started the eaves. His shirtless torso glowed in the sun and with the lotion looked even a darker brown. He stretched, and he strained, and his bulge seemed to grow bigger. As he finished the overhang, he took a step down, and his package was easier to see. His hanging nuts and cock came into easy view.

Then I realized what had happened. He had taken off his boxer shorts. He was free-balling above me. Heaven above, the angels did sing and swing.

His hairy balls moved freely and popped in and out of his shorts. As he worked, his mushroom head grew and rose up in his tenting shorts. Circus music played in my mind as the big top rose.

He must have done this for me. Did he know I was looking up his shorts? Or was he so hot and sweating, he had to air out his balls? Did he know?

I looked up and saw he was looking down. I looked away and felt my face burn.

“How’s it looking?” he asked.

FUCK!

This was torture. “Great,” squeaked out of my mouth.

He finished the upper portion and on his way down he said, “Oops, it looks like I missed a spot. I’ll touch it up.” His crotch was at eye level. He thrust and reached. His big bulge strained against the thin wet cotton, showing the outline of his cut cock. I could see the veins and the pulse that beat inside his shaft. Sweat burned my eyes as I became hotter and hotter.

He raised his leg up to go higher, and a fat mushroom head dipped out of the opening. What an amazing cock. I looked into the hole at the end and saw a pearl of precum ooze out.

It took all my willpower to not stretch my neck forward and take his cock deep into my mouth and suck him dry, drain his balls and…

“Are you ready for lunch?”

I almost screamed when he asked.

“My tray is dry, and the brush needs to be changed. Perfect time to eat.”

“I’ll grab my cooler.” I bent stiffly due to my raging erection.

“Let’s eat inside. The shower room is the coolest place in there. Follow me.” He led the way inside, and I followed like a willing puppy dog.

He set his cooler down on the floor and kicked his shoes off. “I’m so hot. I need to shower before I eat. That will cool me off and refresh me.” He started to pull down his shorts. “Did you want to shower too?”

“I …I didn’t bring a towel.”

“Neither did I, but I was planning on dripping dry in here.”

DOUBLE FUCK!

“Suit yourself.” He turned his back, slipped off his shorts and walked into the shower room.

My eyes followed the most amazing ass in the world.

He paused when he saw something on the tiled floor and bent over to pick it up. His buttcheeks opened and revealed a perfect pink pucker.

I pulled my shirt off and kicked off my shoes. I couldn’t take it any longer. I had to have a cold shower, or I would burst into flames.

Mike’s back was to me, but he heard me enter. “You’ll have to apply the sunscreen all over again after lunch.”

“No problem.” I tried to sound casual.

“And you may need to apply some on a spot you missed.”

“You got burned?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said, as he turned and showed me his raging hard-on. It looked bigger than it had outside. He grabbed his balls and stroked his dick as he motioned me over.

I dropped to my knees and swallowed him whole. I pulled on his hairy sac as one thumb explored his hairy hole.

He grabbed my head and guided it. He thrust his pelvis into me and humped my face. Sunscreen, sweat and his ball juices danced on my tongue. He rocked back and forth as I sucked on him. His fingers combed through my sweaty hair. The shower’s spray washed over us, and the cold water reacted against the heat of his body. Steam rose from us as soon as the water hit our bodies.

Mike pushed me away from his cock and turned his butt to me. He bent over and spread his cheeks.

I licked down his crack and circled around his opening. My tongue explored and tasted his maleness.

He pushed back on my face.

I inhaled deeply and savored his body. I reached around and jacked his cock as I rimmed him. I drove in deeper, and he moaned.

Moving away from me, he turned and pulled me to my feet. He stroked my dick and slipped a condom on it.

I knew what he wanted; it was what I wanted too. I stepped behind him and slipped my cock along his crease. It entered so easily, I thought I had missed and only rested between his legs.

But he clamped down on me, and I almost came. Slowly, we rocked back and forth. There was a full wall of mirrors in the shower room. I couldn’t believe I was buried deep inside Mike’s ass. All of his miles on the track made his muscles controlled and toned.

My body screamed, Make it last, make it last. I reached around and found his cock, trying to distract my mind, but his shaft sent shivers up my arm.

Precum oozed out and slicked my palm; faster and faster, I stroked his cock. Only minutes ago, it had dangled above me like a sprig of mistletoe; now it throbbed in my hand.

My cock slammed into his prostate, and I felt a wave flow over his body and into mine. I pulled back, pressed forward and felt his dick explode in my hand. White-hot cream flowed out of him and between my fingers. I stroked again and I felt his butt bear down on me.

My balls released and I slammed into his prostate again.

Another wave shot out of his cock. A huge splat covered the floor as I brought my hand to my mouth. I licked the cream from  my fingers and felt another orgasm wrack my body. I plunged into him again and just held my dick deep inside as the spasms washed over us.

We slipped to the floor as the shower sprayed over our bodies. Sweat and semen circled around and down the drain on the floor.

“I’m starved,” Mike said. He helped me to my feet and then turned off the water.

We padded back to the locker room and dripped dry as we opened our coolers. My PB and J never tasted better.

Mike sat next to me, his hairy leg resting next to mine. “I’m so glad you came to help today.”

“Any time.” I finished my lunch and closed up my cooler.

Mike glanced at the clock. “I bet we’ll finish early today.”

We dressed and headed back out into the heat. Donna Summer sang about bad girls as Mike filled his tray and went up the ladder.

I enjoyed watching his balls and dick for the rest of the afternoon.

He worked quickly and teased me as he pulled his red-pink shorts up and down, low and high. As the last inch was covered on the wall, our project was done.

We packed up our supplies in silence. I felt sad that the job was done. “So you don’t need me tomorrow?”

“No, it’s good.” He picked up the ladder as I carried the rest of the stuff to his truck.

My heart ached. It couldn’t be over like this. “Want to grab a beer?”

“I’d love to, but I have to be somewhere tonight. I gotta run, see you around.”

I watched him drive away.
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The next day, I was called into the boss’s office. I knew what he wanted. He was going to fire me. Mike had complained, and I was gone. Nice work if you could get it, but it was over.

“Close the door,” he said, as I entered the office.

Great.

I closed the door and turned to face the music.

“I don’t know what you did yesterday, but Mike has never been happier with a coworker.”

“What?”

“He wants to work with you and only you for the rest of the summer.”

I was stunned.

“And he asked me to hire you as his assistant for the next school year. You’ll have to share his place, but…”

“I’ll take it.”

“Perfect. Mike and you are my best workers. I want to keep both of you happy.”

“You just made my day, my summer.”

“Well, don’t get too wild and crazy. You’ll get a raise starting next paycheck and there is a new project for you boys. The pool, hot tub and sauna at the fitness center need a facelift. You’ll have to work around the locker and shower rooms with all the jocks and their programs this summer too. Just remember, you guys have priority and need to get this project done, no matter if the whole hockey team is balls to the wall in the shower. Understand?”

I did, and I couldn’t wait to start painting the town with Mike.






GENETICS PROFESSOR PROVES KINKY

Jay Starre

 

 

 

Jude was very popular on campus. As a junior, he still had two years more to bask in his glory as goalie on the championship water polo team and president of the gay student union. He had achieved top grades in his class, and in a medical school that was not only challenging but also deserving of admiration among the other members of the very competitive student body.

He’d intended on cruising along with all the campus at his feet, until he was caught totally off guard—and met his match. It had started with a challenge and ended up with his ass on the line, stuffed full of fingers, toys and really big cock. At that point he faced a dilemma: whether to add another boost to his list of accomplishments, or keep his mouth shut and lose that golden opportunity to brag.

How this came about was partially due to the unusual geography of UBC, the University of British Columbia. The sprawling campus was bordered by forest and beach to the north and west.  Across the road from dorms and halls the land dropped off in cliffs to the infamous clothing-optional Wreck Beach. The park consisted of a rugged line of wooded cliffs and sandy shores, as well as numerous winding trails that also served as cruising areas for adventurous gays.

It was a gorgeous October morning, Thanksgiving weekend for Canadians. A sunny day is treasured in Vancouver’s rainy climate and this particular day was spectacular. In the student union on Friday, his buddies had elected him as the one to head to the trails and track down the whereabouts of their enigmatic genetics professor.

The reasoning behind the expedition was pointed out by Kevin, Jude’s best friend. “The professor’s not married, and he’s a stud, and he’s been seen going to Wreck Beach scores of times. Still, no one’s seen where he goes after that. So, as president of the gay student union, you’re elected to find out what he’s doing down there.”

He didn’t argue. His reputation as a bold champion of all things gay was on the line. Not that they wanted to out Professor Schmidt, they were just dying to unearth whatever secrets he might be hiding—especially if they were a little on the nasty side!

The main beach was a mixed bag of straight, gay and the curious. Along with the general public, quite a few students and the odd professor dared to strip down and enjoy the sunshine and the sand. Jude descended the steep stairs that led to the main beach, but once he reached the bottom he turned away from the open sand and headed immediately into the trails to the north.

Less than five minutes into the wooded path he stopped and stripped. It was warm enough to be mostly naked, but with a light breeze off the water, he decided to leave on his T-shirt.  Walking on the trails in his shirt and sandals with ass bare and his balls and dick dangling in front of him was definitely a turn-on. The vast majority of those passing him in the opposite direction were men, and more often than not they were dressed like him, completely or partly naked.

Jude got plenty of admiring looks. He was half-Chinese with a redheaded Brit father and a willowy Hong Kong immigrant mother. That mix was common in Vancouver, which had been a destination for Chinese immigrants from the former British colony for the past few decades. The combination of those wildly different ethnic backgrounds had blessed him with honey-amber skin, a tall and lean frame, luxurious auburn hair and a broad face with gorgeous golden eyes and a small but full-lipped mouth. He had been into sports of all sorts since he was a youngster, and his body was a honed work of art.

As he made his way deeper into the labyrinth of narrow trails and switchbacks that either rose back to the university above or descended to the wooded shores below he tried to concentrate on the task at hand.

He’d been checking out these trails and the hiding spots they led to ever since he arrived at UBC as a freshman. He’d found some cool places and stumbled onto some exciting and nasty scenes over time. He’d enjoyed a few heated trysts himself.

They knew Professor Schmidt had descended the stairs to the beach that morning. One of Jude’s cohorts had been posted near the bottom since dawn. He’d sent Jude a text message as soon as their prey appeared.

But where had he gone? It was a daunting task—but hardly an arduous one!

He was cruised repeatedly while he also got a delicious eyeful of some mouth-watering cocksucking and juicy butt-fucking as he picked his way through the maze of meandering paths.  Finally, after an hour of methodical searching, he was rewarded for his perseverance.

Midway down a barely discernible trail a huge log that had been tossed up from the sea decades earlier barred the way. As quietly as possible, he climbed atop it and peered through the orange-tinted foliage. His footing was precarious and just as he got a good look at the naked man at the bottom of the narrow trail he slipped and toppled downward.

He cursed and grunted as he stumbled forward. Dashing any hopes for secrecy, he found himself propelled right into the arms of Professor Schmidt.

“Hm. Who do we have here? Looks like Jude Graham, the oh-so-popular water polo goalie. Were you looking for someone?”

The dry voice, so even and cryptic, hardly showed any surprise or even dismay at being found butt-naked on the nasty trails of Wreck Beach. Jude cursed again and then blushed bright red as he realized his stiff cock was rubbing against his genetics professor’s equally stiff cock!

“Uh, sorry Professor! I was just out hiking. I couldn’t resist a gorgeous day like this…” his voice trailed off as the husky blond made no move to release him—or pull away from the impromptu cock-duel going on down at their crotches.

“Hm. I believe you had more in mind than just a hike. Now, tell me young man, were you spying on your teacher? You can be honest with me.”

Even though the calm smile appeared candid and trustworthy, Jude had no intention of spilling the beans. He was still young enough to believe that trusting adults, especially authority figures, was a risky business at best.

“Just wandering around, Professor. Not looking for anything in particular. And you?” His voice rose and turned into a little cry at the end as one of Professor Schmidt’s big hands  dropped from his back to his butt—and squeezed!

“Nice ass, Jude. All that water polo has done wonders for your gluteus maximus. I believe you have to be a good swimmer to play water polo—and to be a good swimmer you need good breath control. Why don’t you give me a demonstration of how good that control actually is? How about swallowing this?”

There was no question about what he was referring to as his other hand slid down Jude’s arm until it gripped the wrist and pulled it between them to place it on his rearing boner. The tall junior was still flushed and nervous, and now shocked at his teacher’s boldness and his nasty suggestion. Still, this straightforward manner was in keeping with Professor Schmidt’s reputation.

So what about his own? Well, sucking the handsome professor’s cock might only enhance it! At least he told himself that as he slowly dropped to his knees in the sandy patch and found himself eye-to-eye with the longest damn cock he’d ever seen.

It reared up from blond-furred thighs to well beyond the professor’s navel. It was slim enough, but the head was a broad helmet that reminded him of a fat plum, bright purple and shiny in the dappled sunlight.

“I haven’t found too many who could get it all down. Are you one of those talented few?”

The voice was husky and calm, just like in the lecture room. Professor Schmidt was one of those teachers who could talk nonstop for ninety minutes without ever raising his voice, or pausing to clear his throat or catch his breath or otherwise relieve the monotony of his subject. He was renowned for putting many of his students to sleep.

Jude wasn’t in danger of that, although he was definitely feeling light-headed with lust as he leaned in and stuck out his tongue to lick at the bulbous purple knob. It twitched then  leaked a little dollop of precum. Jude’s tongue flicked over the slit and licked it up. Professor Schmidt laughed as he placed both hands on the student’s shoulders and pulled him forward.

“Yes. That’s it, Jude. Lick it before you swallow it. I’m counting on you to succeed where others have failed. Yes, go ahead. Just like that.”

The voice remained calm and controlled, even as the kneeling student began to lap at the twitching head with enthusiasm, then began to trail up and down the daunting length with his outstretched tongue. He wasn’t at all certain he would be able to get all of that shaft in his mouth, seeing as it was longer by far than anything he’d ever attempted before!

It seemed the professor had a few tricks up his sleeve though, and the first one certainly helped excite Jude enough for him to launch into an attempt at deep-throating. He seized the back of Jude’s T-shirt and pulled it up and off. His hands returned to the kneeling student’s bare shoulders and slid down his broad back on either side of his spine. As the professor leaned forward, those hands reached his trim waist. They dropped farther to glide over his round buttcheeks just as he planted his cockhead against Jude’s pursed lips and slipped it between them.

The junior groaned as those hands first squeezed his asscheeks then dove between them to probe for the puckered hole buried there. A fingertip from each hand found the snug slot and began a vigorous assault on the twitching rim as cock began to slither deeper between his lips.

Completely abandoning any pretense at modesty, Jude slurped noisily on the cockhead in his mouth and wriggled against the hands in his crack. The professor laughed again, then hawked and spit. The goo landed in Jude’s crack and fingers spread the stuff over his quivering hole.

Schmidt spit again, and again. His fingers rubbed the slippery  saliva all over Jude’s hole, and not gently. The blunt digits dug at the tight rim, stretching it apart and probing at the distended lips. They didn’t push inward yet but did their best to assault the defensive ring of muscle and urge it into gaping outward.

The nasty sound of his professor spitting down into his bare asscrack and the equally nasty sounds of those fingers rubbing goo into his pouting hole had him shaking all over. The cock in his mouth also pushed deeper to reach his tonsils and probe there.

As a fingertip settled in the center of his spit-soaked asshole, that bulbous cockhead settled against the entrance to his throat. Jude, flushed and shuddering, knew what to do. With a gurgle and a backward thrust of his hips, he gulped in both cock and finger.

His entire body jerked as the finger jabbed into his ass and the cockhead slid into his throat. He gurgled helplessly as he was slowly penetrated from both ends. The bulbous head slithered deep into his throat, pulsing and leaking. The finger in his ass pushed farther inside him.

He’d felt light-headed before, but now he felt like he was floating, floating between twin sensations of stuffed heat, down his throat and up his ass! It wasn’t his first time with a cock in his throat, but it was still a challenge as the lengthy tube slithered deeper and deeper. He wriggled back into the finger twisting and digging into his ass, and opened wide.

He felt plump nads pressing against his lips! It was an amazing sensation. The cock slipped outward and he snorted for breath before it slithered back in. He took it completely, the itchy feeling of that finger rooting around in his snug asshole an exciting impetus to taking it all.

“Excellent work, Jude. I can offer you a passing grade on deep-throating, but there’s certainly more ways we can test your oral, and anal, skills.”

What the hell did the professor have in mind??

He looked up as cock slid from his throat and he was allowed to snort in air. Bright blue eyes gazed down into his. Professor Schmidt’s short blond hair was slightly curly and a little disheveled, while his tanned and freckled face was definitely flushed. Although he’d managed to maintain a cool and collected outward façade, inwardly he had to be feeling pretty damn excited! He had a wide mouth, and there was definitely a hint of shiny drool on the very pink lips. His smile was subdued as usual, but his eyes shone like his lips.

As the head of that cock slid from his own lips, he dared to tear his eyes from the professor’s steady gaze and check out their surroundings.

Like so many others who chose the trails, the blond professor had created a little den in the woods. The small sandy patch was only about ten yards by ten and surrounded by dense foliage on three sides. A little strip of beach to the west was now flooded with the incoming tide. A large driftwood log served well as a backrest, and he’d spread his big beach blanket in front of it. On the blanket were his backpack, his water, his discarded clothing—and his toys!

Jude barely got a glance at those nasty dildos before he was abruptly lifted and propelled forward onto the blanket. Schmidt was an ex–rugby player and outweighed the slimmer junior by more than a few pounds. He pushed the amber-skinned student down onto his chest. Still on his knees, Jude’s delectable ass was high in the air and readily available for what the professor planned next. He snatched up what seemed to Jude to be the kinkiest of the several dildos lying beside them.

It was a bright crimson plug, and at the flat base a lengthy tail curved upward. It was a dog-tail plug!

With his other hand, Schmidt picked up a bottle of lube.  His beefy thighs pushed between Jude’s to spread them wide as a generous squirt of lube splattered his upended can and open crack. The bulbous end of that dog-tail plug began to rub around in the lube, sliding back and forth over his recently fingered hole.

A few breathless minutes followed, the salty sea air wafting over them, the sea gulls calling out to break the stillness of the dense woods, and that tantalizing rubber teasing his hole. It finally settled in place and began to slowly and steadily push inward.

It stretched open the well-lubed entrance, then burrowed deeper. And deeper. Jude groaned and wriggled his fleshy can against the intrusion, feeling hot all over and more stretched back there than ever before. His professor seemed to know what he was doing though, and the slow push and twist of the rubber toy managed to open him up enough to allow the thing to burrow into him.

The professor buried the fire-engine-red dog-tail plug all the way up Jude’s straining hole, then immediately slipped around in front of him to pull him down into his lap. He offered him that foot-long dong again.

“Suck it while you wag your tail, Jude. Show me how talented you are.”

The big blond leaned back against the smooth log and cradled Jude’s face while he fed him his cock. The golden-eyed student gurgled loudly as he performed as requested. He bobbed up and down over the lengthy pole, taking it to the balls, pulling up and snorting for air, then descending to engulf it all again.

He wagged his butt, flushed with kinky excitement as he felt the fat plug straining against the rim of his hole and the curved tail waving from side to side. He stared at Schmidt’s furry chest and arms, tanned under the blond hair from a summer of  enjoying the beach—and seducing hapless students like himself, most likely!

“That ass looks so sweet with that tail wagging back and forth. I think it needs to get fucked, though. Don’t you?”

All that pulsing length was buried in his throat, and he could imagine how it would feel buried deep in his ass. He found himself nodding vigorously as he wagged his butt with equal enthusiasm. Schmidt understood that as an enthusiastic yes.

The cock exited his mouth with a nasty slurp. He eyed it with a little trepidation before it pulled away as the professor got up and moved around behind him. Large hands seized his wagging amber asscheeks and pulled them apart. He buried his face in his folded arms and willed his asshole to relax. He fully expected the nasty professor to pull out that plug now and replace it with his super-long pink cock.

That’s not what happened. More lube splashed down on his crack, running down over the wagging plug and then over his dangling balls and stiff cock. A moment later the big knob he’d just been sucking settled just beneath the plug and against his hole.

It pushed. He gasped as he realized what was about to happen. The professor wasn’t going to take the plug out. The plump cockhead slowly but inexorably slid past his straining butt-lips. The only thing he could do was push outward with his sphincter and take it. He grunted and jerked as the cock slipped inside him.

The burly professor then proceeded to fuck Jude with that doggy-tail still buried up his butt! It was the most he’d ever been stretched down there, no question about it, but as that lengthy cock slid inexorably farther and farther up his steamy ass channel, it was also the deepest he’d ever been fucked. The tail continued to wag in the air above his round amber can,  while below it cock pumped in and out of his lube-dripping asshole.

On his hands and knees, butt wagging in the air and face buried in his arms, he grunted nonstop as he was thoroughly gutted from behind. The handsome professor remained true to form, though. He laughed quietly and spoke calmly, though nastily, and fucked with a steady, unrushed corresponding meticulousness.

It lasted and lasted. Jude’s hole grew slicker and more yielding as that lengthy pole massaged and probed it. The tail wagged more vigorously as Jude’s prostate grew hotter and hotter and his own cock grew so stiff he knew it was time to surrender.

“Oh, god! I’m coming!”

He cried out as his balls released their seed and cum erupted to spray the blanket between his spread thighs. The heady orgasm was only intensified as that lengthy cock up his butt continued to ream him balls-deep.

Schmidt leaned forward while still pumping Jude’s ass and whispered in his ear. “I know you’re dying to get back to your pals and report on every detail of this little experience. But I’m warning you, if you say a single word about this, you will never ever again get to swallow all this cock, either with your sweet mouth or your hungry ass. On the other hand, if you keep your mouth shut you will get another chance. And, I’ll excuse you from my boring lectures for the entire semester.”

Contemplating the offer while wallowing in his own spew, he shook from head to toe as the blond professor finally pulled out and shot a load all over his upended amber butt and the red dog-tail protruding from it.

There wasn’t much to think about, actually. Enhancing his already sterling reputation was hardly worth the opportunity to escape all those boring lectures.

Or worth giving up the chance to fool around with that humongous cock again! He was already looking forward to the professor’s next kinky challenge.






THE MELTING POINT

Lee Minxton

 

 

 

If X equals minus-1 and Y is the velocity of a train moving 100 miles per hour, calculate the probability that Daniel Madsen will fail this course and flunk out of school.

The word problem bore no resemblance to the complicated equations in Daniel’s textbook. He had been studying for a couple of hours, and already he was beginning to hallucinate. Of course, the crushing heat didn’t help matters. You would think that, for the cost of room and board, the dormitory would have air-conditioning.

It was just the latest way that Ridgeston University’s housing office had ruined his life.

Andrew Baines has been Daniel’s roommate since the beginning of senior year. The constant is Daniel’s fervent but ill-advised love for him. The likelihood of Andrew succumbing to Daniel’s lust is zero. Using these factors, calculate the probability that Daniel will go insane before graduation day.

That answer was easy: 100 percent. Too bad the question  wouldn’t be on the final exam. Daniel wiped his brow, closed the book and sighed quietly.

The source of Daniel’s pain chimed in from across the room. “Could you keep it down? I’m trying to study.”

Daniel glowered at his chuckling roommate. Why didn’t anything bother Andrew? Feeling self-conscious, Daniel struggled to make small talk.

“Weird that we’d need the same calculus course to graduate,” Daniel mused, trying to sound casual. “We don’t really have much in common otherwise.”

Andrew raised his voice in mock reproach. “What are you talking about? We’re both campus athletes, pursuing our passions in the finest aquatic venues.”

“Andrew, an indoor ice rink is not a body of water.”

An evil grin spread across Andrew’s face. “Allow me to set you straight.” He stood up, and ambled toward the cup of soda perched on the bedside table. Daniel caught himself watching his roommate walk away, and their differences taunted him all over again.

Daniel’s swimmer’s physique was a masterwork of aerodynamic stealth: all long, smooth muscle that allowed him to glide through water with no wasted motion. His backside was nearly flat. Andrew’s frame didn’t look that different from Daniel’s above the waist, except for bulkier muscles in his arms and shoulders. But below, especially from the back…Daniel’s eyes glazed over as he thought about it. A lifetime of skating had honed Andrew’s ass into an imposing bell curve, the source of his physical power on the ice. Hockey pants were useless to camouflage it, and the thermal underwear and jockstrap worn beneath his uniform only accentuated its shape. Daniel would ogle it in fascination as Andrew hip-checked opponents off the puck during games. Now it was clearly visible through a thin  pair of boxers, and Daniel was mesmerized all over again as Andrew bent over to reach into the glass.

Andrew turned around quickly, and the sudden movement startled Daniel. Andrew cleared his throat ostentatiously, holding a glistening cube between his fingers. “What is this?”

Daniel smirked. “If you don’t know by now…”

Andrew moved toward his roommate. “Answer the question.” He sat at the edge of Daniel’s bed, waiting expectantly.

“A piece of ice, but what—”

Daniel shivered as the ice traced the contour of his jawbone. Andrew pursed his lips in concentration as he trailed the cube down Daniel’s neck. He pointed to the droplets pooling in the hollow of Daniel’s collarbone.

“And what is that?”

Daniel’s mouth went dry. “Water.”

“Correct.” Andrew nodded approvingly as he pushed the melting cube along the planes of Daniel’s smooth chest. The swimmer flinched as the cold met a tender spot on his recently shaven skin.

“Sorry. I forgot you had a meet the other day.” Andrew hesitated, and Daniel shivered as a cool drop trickled down his abdomen. “Why do you guys do that, anyway?”

“Shave?”

“Yeah. Does it reduce resistance when you swim or something?”

Daniel’s mind reeled. The traditional ritual of shaving his chest and limbs before a race was second nature to him. His previous roommates, friends from the swim team, would never bat an eye at the sight of a nearly naked young man engaged in public or private acts of depilation. It hadn’t occurred to Daniel how kinky that practice must seem to everybody else. Daniel saw Andrew’s green eyes fixated upon him, and he tried  to ignore the simultaneous tightening in his throat and groin. “A little bit. But most of us do it to become more aware of the water. It heightens—”

Daniel yelped out loud as the searing cold described circles around his nipple, hardening and darkening its rosy tip.

“Sensitivity,” Andrew offered helpfully. He didn’t wait for Daniel’s response, growing more absorbed in his work. “You could always ask me to do it,” Andrew noted, rubbing the ice against the grain of a few downy hairs Daniel missed. “I can be very thorough—”

Daniel smacked Andrew’s ass with a force that stung his hand, and the deafening whack alerted him to his mistake. Andrew froze, his eyes widening. Daniel gulped, remembering Andrew’s other talent on the ice. How many times had the defenseman flattened opposing agitators with one blow? As Andrew loomed over him, Daniel closed his eyes and braced himself for punishment.

The brushing of lips was so featherlight that Daniel thought he’d imagined it. He gave Andrew’s rump a slight squeeze and, thus assured of his reality, placed his other hand in the shaggy reddish strands clinging to the back of Andrew’s neck. Daniel opened his mouth and found that Andrew tasted of cherry cola and tantalizing promise.

Andrew sat back on his haunches, and Daniel’s eyes strayed to the front of his boxers. The fabric had grown sticky and translucent at the fly, and there was no mistaking the exquisitely painful erection it clung to.

Daniel moved his hands to the waistband of Andrew’s boxers, pulling delicately as Andrew’s thick cock sprang from its binding. Andrew loosened the drawstring of Daniel’s pajama bottoms, cupping his swollen balls through the cotton before reaching inside. Daniel raised his hips off the bed, undulating to  free himself from his clothing. He pulled Andrew up along the length of his body, pressing against him skin to skin.

The intensity of their kisses caused them to grind against each other, beads of sweat and melted ice barely easing the friction. Andrew, so renowned for his stickhandling on the ice, closed his hand around both their cocks at once, and they gasped in recognition of what had been missing. The teasing stroke maddened Daniel, and he bucked his hips insistently to speed Andrew’s pace.

Andrew struggled to tighten his grip, his hand slick with their mingled lubrication. His command was urgent, breathless. “Come with me.”

Daniel could only manage a strangled noise before they both turned to liquid, overflowing Andrew’s fist in a few deep shudders. He clasped Andrew so tightly that he could feel their pulses beating against each other. When their ragged breathing slowed to normal, Andrew broke the silence.

“The offer I made just now? It still stands, you know.”

Daniel’s melted synapses couldn’t make the connection. “What offer is that?”

“To come with me, this summer. I’ve always liked living with you, even before I finally got you into bed.” Andrew shook his head. “Sure took you a while to take the hint, though.”

A dozen mathematicians could calculate the variables all night, but some formulas will never give the expected result. They were just two guys on one twin bed, but, as Daniel gazed into Andrew’s beaming face, he knew that the permutations were infinite. There was only one answer to this equation.

“We should discuss this in the shower,” Daniel replied, “after round two.”






TILF

Martha Davis

 

 

 

Irecently heard people saying that Writing Sex, the new elective offered to creative writing MFAs, is a surprise to many students who brave the attention it brings to sign up. Mr. Jack Guedes demands the same heavy workload and strict structure as any other professor and those who want to use the class as a place to hook up with higher libidos are quickly weeded out and dismissed.

My intentions, although not the above, weren’t mastering the art form, either. Since I learned to read I’ve wanted to write, but the psychological thriller inspired my muse. Make-you-think suspense in the tradition of Alfred Hitchcock, I was good at. Very good. But the shower scene in Psycho doesn’t translate well in XXX screenplays and Tippi Hedren, fearing dive-bombing birds, found herself too busy running to ever see Rod Taylor naked.

Why, then, would I surrender my squeezed-too-tight time and money to sit in this class? Face a certain public dismissal?  Because every student in his scholastic endeavors comes across at least one TILF, one Teacher I’d Love to Fuck, and Mr. Guedes is mine. I’d give and do anything for one chance on my knees with his cock testing my gag reflexes.

His story, I had memorized. The only son of a small-town Georgia pastor, when he confessed his homosexuality the results weren’t pretty. His father tried equal parts praying for his soul and knocking the gay out of his head. Neither method worked, and he spent his teenage years exploring his sexuality in the pages of his journals, writing the words to fantasies he didn’t dare speak. Three years ago, while pulling a shift in my parent’s new and used bookstore, I came across his second book, Self-Taught , in a large cardboard box of new arrivals. I spent many hours reading and rereading it, memorizing whole pages, and I came into my own sexuality and desires and learned how to master them through his words.

Monday, when the clock struck three, all whispered idle student chatter went silent as the classroom door closed behind our instructor.

“Hi, everyone!” He smiled and moved to the podium. “Welcome to Writing Sex. Formalities have few places among artists of the written word, so if you refer to me as Mr. Guedes, I won’t answer. In this room, you can call me Jack. Forgive me if you become ‘Hey, you’ until I learn your names.”

I was too starstruck to join the class chuckle. Southern accents are a big turn-on for me and his educated, urban Southern drawl was aural melted butter swimming in maple syrup. Damn, I was hungry!

No Wikipedia photo, and there were only a few to be found, did him justice. Even taller than my six feet and broad-shouldered, with the hot caramel skin of mixed black and white parentage, his coloring illuminated the crisp white of his shirt  with the top two buttons undone. And when he reached over a nearby chair to pick up his briefcase, his denim-encased ass was full and round, so tight you could bounce a quarter.

My erection tested the stretch in my sweatpants and I adjusted my position under the desk to ease my discomfort. Did no good. I only grew harder. Suck his cock? Would probably never really happen, but if I could just touch him, lay my hands on him in some way, form or fashion and explore his body hair…

“Your first assignment? Write a first-time sexual encounter following the rules I’ve been preaching for the last forty-five minutes. Due next Wednesday. That’s two days away, people.” Jack’s grin took a rakish tilt. “Dedicate more of your time to writing and less to practicing in real life. Class dismissed.”

 

It was Wednesday. Homework assignment forgotten. Mr. Zimmerman was one of the toughest teachers on campus. I knew I was in trouble but didn’t expect to be called to the teacher’s desk at the front of the room when my failure became known.

“Liam, will you please tell us why you failed to write a single word?”

“I don’t know, sir.” I looked into his hard brown eyes and felt the heavy bounce of my own Adam’s apple. “It was just too difficult.”

His hand stroked the giant bulge in his pants. I was helpless to do more than stare. He had grown so hard and, embarrassingly, it made my cock rise to the occasion, too.

Mr. Zimmerman took my arm and pushed me over the side of his desk, my flank facing the class and my ass in view of the podium. He gave a swift smack with curved palm and it burned, like a rock thrown in a lake that sent ripples from my backside to my head, arms and feet.

“I’m sorry. I was always taught to write what you know and I know nothing about losing my virginity. Haven’t done it yet.”

“How old are you, son?”

“Eighteen.”

A group of students in the corner snickered and my face reddened.

“Don’t you think you’re a little old to still be innocent? In this day and age?”

“Guess I’m a little old school. I want it taken by someone I admire. Someone special.”

“It’s my job as your professor to educate you in getting that cherry plucked. I don’t accept anyone failing my class. Drop your drawers.”

“What?…Uh, sir?”

“It’s only a forty-five minute class. I don’t have time to tell you twice.”

Mr. Zimmerman reached under my belly, fondled the fastenings until they gave and yanked my jeans to my knees baring my pale ass to the crowd. He whipped out his own erection. His big, dark cock and balls poked obscenely from his clothes. I grew harder and a pearl of come fell from the swollen tip of my dick and landed on the floor at our feet.

“Don’t come on my desk, son,” he drawled. “The first time is almost never about mind-blowing, earth-shattering orgasm. It’s a rite of passage. If you do manage to come, you’ll have to clean it up, understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Zimmerman opened a side drawer and removed a half-used bottle of KY lubricant. I gulped, wondered at the students who had gone before me. I didn’t have long to wonder.

He smeared two fingers and rimmed my asshole before  fully inserting his index finger. I had never been penetrated by anything but my own finger and gasped in surprise.

“Class, watch his expression while I prep him; the curiosity mixed with the fear of the unknown is causing a heightened sense of awareness. Once he relaxes and begins to trust me, he’ll open up for my fingers and then my dick.”

He poured more lube on his fingers and, this time, went deeper, using both fingers. I moaned. Mr. Zimmerman tilted the bottle and flooded his cock with enough lube to deflower the whole class. He braced my hips between his hands and positioned his cock at my ass. His left hand ran a trail up my asscheek to the small of my back where he pressed me down harder into his desk.

I closed my eyes hard, not able to face the audience. The lack of sight heightened my other senses and I felt every detail of his thick mushroom cockhead as it broke through my sphincter muscles. I became an extension of Mr. Zimmerman’s cock as he slowly filled me with every inch, back and forth, for what I imagined as forever.

My face burned. My sweat trickled onto a stack of papers on his desk. Mr. Zimmerman grunted hard, his hip spasms slapping into my used ass and his come flooding my hole.

My own contractions followed in a series of warm splashes on his shoes. It was the scariest and most fascinating lesson I’d ever learned. I couldn’t stop trembling.

“You came. I’m surprised. Class dismissed. Except for you. I need you to lick your come off my shoe. I have another class in fifteen minutes.”

 

I turned my paper in Wednesday. The wait until the following Monday for my results was almost as excruciating as the writing itself. Who knew writing about sex could be so hard?

Liam—

 

I have been friends with Lynn Morgan, your scriptwriting instructor, since we struggled through our own MFAs together. On occasion we share our students’ work. She thinks you are one of her best students and through her, I, too, have become a big fan.

I was pleasantly surprised to discover you had signed up for my humble class and even more surprised by your first submission. (Funny you used Mr. Zimmerman. I had a gym teacher character of the same name in my first novel, College Boy, although my character was a tad more voyeuristic and saw less action than yours.)

Writing Sex is a class designed to enrich student abilities in creating a realistic sex scene. Any writer with a third of your talent can produce this kind of Penthouse letter quality. Not only are no known virginities lost this way, but a teacher who responds to a student in this manner, no matter how young and hot said student is, would have more than job loss to fear.

Good use of dialogue to show action. Excellent talent for a scriptwriter. I would like you to remain and do more to show me how much you are capable of in my class.

 

—Jack



I read his comments. I had spent a whole day writing and rewriting, trying to be cute, quirky, and attention-getting hot. And he knocked me down to a trench-coat wearing, dirty-letter  writing hack? What the fuck!

I accepted the challenge. I was going to write a scene that made Jack Guedes want to whip out his cock and stain my pages. I would make him come and beg for more no matter what it took.

Every Monday, for the entire eight-week course, I showed up early for a lecture on the rules and regulations of a particular kind of sex, everything from the honeymoon to adultery, and at the end of the class I was told to write about it.

The comments that came back were much better after that first try. Hot sex scene. If any of the reader’s blood flow has returned from his genitalia to his brain, he’ll catch the trick ending. The best part. And Brilliant character work. The reader will be both aroused and held by the main character’s mental anguish.

The exchange of words became a one-sided affair. I tried getting a feel for what turned him on, what didn’t. I shared what made me come. I felt like I was touching him, but was it really him or the imaginary reader he repeatedly referred to? Was I the only one experiencing the heat of my words?

Then came the final Monday.

“This is our last Monday together. Only one more prep for show-and-tell: illicit, forbidden sex. I want guilt, exhilaration and stakes so high, the characters will never be the same again. Due Wednesday and since we won’t be meeting after that, you can stop by my office anytime after next Monday to pick up your graded work and ask questions.”

Wednesday was grueling. Boring group discussion on what the writer learned in the process of writing his scene. A couple of self-proclaimed erotic Shakespeares read several paragraphs from their “masterpieces.” My last chance to win the interest of the man who inspired some of my first fantasies, and who, no  matter what words he found in my pages, offered nothing but the most professional of teacher/student comments.

Later, in the library, I broke my silent grumble with a gasp so loud the librarian and her assistant both gave stern looks. In my hand, I held the altered version of my last story with name changes, the one that made us both government agents similar to one of his early novels. I had given Jack the original using real names and our student/teacher relationship that I used for inspiration. The copy sitting in his briefcase couldn’t be more blatantly obvious. I’m such a fucking dork!

 

I made the dare, but was it really mine or his? Would he come? Could I go through with it? The doorknob to the janitor’s closet grew warm from the heat of my palm. I held it that long.

My eyes opened when a larger hand covered mine. Jack.

“Most people don’t realize the janitor’s closet is often locked. Not the best place to plan a romantic rendezvous if you don’t have a set of keys.”

His voice caressed my ear. His hand moved with mine, jiggling the knob, proving it was most definitely locked. Then the left hand in his pants pocket moved and I heard a jingle. He removed a set of keys and without removing the hand covering mine, slid the key under our palms and opened the lock. When the door opened he gave a swift nudge to the small of my back.

“Hurry! We don’t want to be seen.”

Inside, with the door closed and locked, the only light came from a dirty bulb overhead. We both spoke simultaneously.

“I wasn’t sure if you would actually show.”

“I thought you would just laugh and flunk me.”

A full-length mirror hung on the backside of the door facing me. His back was as perfect as his front. Bald black head, broad  shoulders covered in blue flannel; his tight, bubble ass testing the seams of his black pants. I was almost as tall, but thin; a nerdy guy who looks like he writes songs for another man to sing and seduce fans out of their pants. My glasses, peering over his shoulder, were black and thick framed. The only commonality between us: the hint of stubble on our cheeks, a long day followed by a rush to the janitor’s closet.

His thumb caressed my stubble, drew a line from my cheek to trace the line of my lower lip.

He whispered, “You’ll walk, you know? You can always claim innocence in the presence of a mentor. You are the victim. I have to be extra careful. The subject matter I teach. Being one of the only gay teachers around young boys. There are always eyes on me. I should walk away. I don’t know why I’m doing this.”

He turned to walk away but I yanked him back, captured his face in my hands and kissed him, hard and fierce, using my tongue to possess and penetrate, to fuck his mouth. I dropped to my knees and pressed my mouth to his crotch, said, “My, this bulge is promising. Let’s see if you have as much to offer as it looks like you do.”

His hips jerked with the hard yank and pull as my hands ripped open his belt buckle and fly. I reached my hand into his boxers and pulled out his cock and balls. “You’re not a boy, Jack, and it’s time you learned I’m not, either.”

He gave a deep sigh as I closed my lips around the head of his cock and slowly went down to the base, my nose tapping the coarse hair at the base. I came back up with a hard suck, making a loud popping sound when the head of his hardening dick exited my lips. Repeat. I licked and sucked until he was out of control, hands braided in my hair, fucking my face.

“Not so fast.” I laughed. “I’m the younger, quicker-on-the-draw one, not you.”

My thumb and forefinger formed an O around the base of his penis. I moved my hand up and down, just like I want it when I masturbate, twisting my hand a little in each direction just to keep it interesting.

“This cock is so hot, Jack. I’ve wanted it in my mouth for such a long time.”

He responded with a jerk and a Neanderthal grunt.

“I’ve wanted you to come in my mouth since the first time I saw your words on a page. Imagined what you would taste like, how big of a load you’d give me. I wanted you to fuck me, but now I think I want to fuck you. How would you like to have my cock pounding your ass?”

Jack did not speak beyond the occasional moan and grunt, exactly how I wanted him. I took him in my mouth again and felt him tremble, his come shooting onto my lips and splashing my cheeks, chin and chest in three hard gushes. I licked him clean and watched him rearrange his clothes.

He smiled when I rose and kissed him again, letting him taste his own come.

“Tonight we meet at your place. It’s time the student taught the teacher.”

 

Luckily, I wasn’t on a scholarship. My father paid for my education with the hard dime earned working two jobs. Jack Guedes couldn’t flunk me and get me tossed out, but the bad grade would hurt. I didn’t want to fail. I sat on the bench outside his office next to one of my classmates the following Monday trying to think up the perfect apology, one that would earn a laugh at the stupid teenage fantasy gone out of control.

Jack was fourteen minutes late.

“Sorry. Got held up trying for coffee. Maria, I’ll see you  first. Liam, stick around. We need to talk as soon as I finish with her.”

Shit. Fuck. Pretty much the only two words my brain could articulate for the five minutes it took Maria to learn her fate. She came out with a big smile and lots of thank-yous.

Jack watched her leave and held his office door open wide as he motioned for me to enter. As I started past him, I looked up and he kissed me, patting my ass with a wide palm.

“Now that you’ve finished my class, you think you’re big enough, young grasshopper, to teach the teacher a thing or two. That’s when life gets interesting.”

The door closed with a silence broken by the soft click of the lock.






ROBIN’S HOOD

C. C. Williams

 

 

 

He stood on the street corner, worried, looking left and right. Should I go in or not? Half of him cried out, Go on. It’s not like you don’t belong in there with them. Yet another part of him didn’t want to admit to that, so he was afraid.

Again he glanced up and down the street, straining to see as far into the darkness as he could. No one. A stray dog snuffled along the gutter, stopping here and there to investigate some bit of trash a little more closely. The mutt cocked its head at him and seemed to look with accusing eyes. Faggot, the mongrel glared, dirty little faggot. And a scared one at that.

The boy/man dug into his pocket and pulled out a crumpled pack of Camels. He lit a match, adding little light to the already lurid glow of the neon sign behind the bus bench. Red lettering proclaimed the building to be Robin’s Hood—with a green neon hat cocked on the H. He inhaled. Dry, acrid smoke filled his lungs. He exhaled. The cigarette really didn’t make him feel better; it just gave him something to do.

Who am I fooling—sitting out here? The last bus was long gone. I wish I had taken it.

The door to the bar opened. Someone walked out and stopped on the sidewalk. The boy tensed. He heard the click of a lighter, and then the footsteps continued on down the block. A curious sense of relief flooded over him. More questions poked at him. What would I have done? Did I know him? Should I have done something—made a sign, said something? Just more unanswered questions.

He lit another cigarette and stared across the street at the reflection of the bar sign in the distant window. Why am I here? Certainly not for the scenery. Empty storefronts, a dusty car lot and a defunct porn shop stared back at him, all as welcoming as the stray dog.

You know why, that little voice wheedled. You’re tired of fucking your hand, hunched over your laptop, watching dudes do each other on PornTV. You want a real guy—but it’s not like they’re lining up since you’re such a stud.

He shoved hard at the self-doubt and recalled the graffiti he’d read in that corner stall of the locker room at the Student Recreation Center—all raunchy innuendo and dirty jokes. Then one day he’d seen a scribbled dialogue; it went something like this:

Blue ink: Anyone for Robin’s?

Black ink: Sure. Friday at 10:30?

Blue ink: Great! Blue bandanna, right arm.

Black ink: Gotcha! Red Andrew Christian tank.

The next day it was smeared away.

But it had been a start, a clue. Now, what or who was Robin? That took longer. Then he had overheard just the tiniest scrap of whispered conversation among the stacks at the library: “…met him at Robin’s Hood.” It clicked in his mind. The two must be  the same. They had to be. An Internet search yielded nothing. So he went old school: he dug through the phone book. Finally, under Taverns, he found the listing: Robin’s Hood 517 N. Fredrickson. Bingo!

It wasn’t the greatest neighborhood, but it wasn’t the worst either. What used to be the wrong side of the tracks was now what the demographers would call a changing neighborhood: art galleries and trendy cafés rubbing shoulders with the adult bookstores and warehouses. Appropriate in some strange way.

The first two times he just rode by the place, scoping it out through the smudgy window of the number fourteen bus. You couldn’t miss the sign with the silly green hat. But he couldn’t bring himself to pull the cord; he just knew that everyone would know why he wanted that bus stop. After casing the place a couple more times, he got off the bus around the corner near the auto dealership’s lot and walked around the block two or three times. Then he went home. Each time he told himself, Tonight I’ll go in. Then he’d stop, bite his lip and finally turn around and go home. All this ever did was aggravate him more. It had taken him so long to find someplace, and now he was afraid to go into it.

This all echoed through his head as he sat in the red glow. He looked down the street. The dog with the critical eyes had wandered off. Footsteps approached and stopped, only to be followed by a clink and thunk as the bar door opened, releasing rock music into the night. This time the stereo system was pumping out Maroon 5. At least the music was pretty good. He took a last drag on the cigarette and flicked it out into the street, watching the butt bounce once…twice…then roll away into the dark.

He sighed and looked at his wristwatch. Going on 10:30. He’d been sitting there for almost an hour. Okay, I’m going in.  He stood up and brushed some ash from his jeans. Am I dressed all right? Maybe the Oxford and loafers were too preppy? He’d wanted to look good but not be overdressed or too casual, so he had settled for a button-down, jeans and a comfortable pair of shoes. Guess I’ll have to chance it.

He took a deep breath and headed for the door. Just as he was about to reach for the handle, his resolve started to waver. He wanted to turn around and leave; but as he started to back away, the door opened and two men came out, holding hands. They smiled at him and nodded. He was committed.

“Welcome to Robin’s Hood! ID please.”

Shit! He hadn’t thought about a bouncer. This guy was twice his size and looked like an extra from a leather video. He fumbled for his wallet and produced the fake license his brother had slipped him. Here, it’s a going-away present. The light was so dim right inside the entrance he figured the doorman couldn’t see too clearly. The bear produced a flashlight, glanced at the card and handed it back. “Enjoy!”

Breathing a sigh at not being chucked bodily back out into the street, he stopped and looked around. Several men had glanced up as he came in, but now he felt as if the entire bar were staring at him. Off to the right was the dance floor, brightly aglow with strobes and colored lights. The bar was directly ahead of him with several tables in between. On his left were more tables, some booths and a couple of pool tables, all of which were occupied. He moved through the crowd toward the railing that separated the bar area from the dance floor. The floor was actually sunk about a foot and a half and had more booths on both sides. The far end was a raised stage area. The dance floor was busy and populated almost entirely by men. Here and there in the crowd were some women, a couple of them together. But it was mostly men—with other men.

He felt strange inside. Kind of like everything had just come into focus, after being just the tiniest bit blurry. It felt right.

No—it felt perfect.

He looked out over the dancing crowd, not recognizing any of them but knowing that they were friends of a sort. He moved away from the rail and turned to head toward the bar. As he made his way through the crowded room, he noticed that everyone would look at him then quickly glance away. He felt embarrassed. He found an open spot at the counter and signaled to the bartender. The man was slender and probably not too much older than he was. The bartender wore an Aero-postale sweatshirt and khaki shorts and at least four or five gold bracelets. His brown hair was permed in front and about collar length in back, so it framed his face. He wore two diamond studs in each ear.

“What can I get for you, dear?”

“Uh. Can I get a rum and Coke?”

“Sure thing, sweets.” He winked. “Comin’ right up.”

The boy glanced up and down the bar. The men at the counter were grouped together in twos and threes, deep in conversation. But even in their conversations, they would sweep the bar with searching glances, as if looking for a dear friend.

“That’ll be three and a quarter, hon.”

“Huh?”

“Your drink. The rum and Coke.”

“Oh! Yeah. Thanks.” He handed him a twenty. The bartender turned to the till, counted out the change and handed it to him. He stuffed the bills into his pocket. The rum and Coke was strong.

“Patrick?” He felt a hand on his shoulder.

“Who—? Omigosh, T-tom!” In surprise he almost dropped his drink. “Wha—what are you d-doing here?”

“The same thing you are.” His classmate raised the glass he was holding. “Having a drink. I wasn’t sure that it was you, when you came in.”

“Uh…yeah…it’s me.” Patrick really didn’t know what to do. Should he shake hands? He’d seen some of the other men greet each other with hugs and kisses. The thought of hugging—or kissing—Tom made his head swim and his palms sweat.

Tom apparently didn’t expect either, having leaned an elbow casually on the bar, and looked to be surveying his ice cubes.

The bartender reappeared. “Another beverage, my darling Thomas?”

“Alan, you’re such a queen! Do you know Patrick here?”

“Our rum-and-Coke man? No, we haven’t been formally introduced.” He extended his hand, palm down, each finger bearing a ring—or two. “Helloo! I’m Alan, your hostess with the mostes’!”

Patrick shook the proffered hand, feeling like maybe he should have kissed it instead.

Tom turned back to Patrick and favored him with a bright smile. “Actually, he’s the craziest bartender in town, Patrick. And since you offered, Alan, please bring me a Tanq and tonic, double lime. Okay?”

“Your pleasure is the very essence of my existence, memsahib. I obey.”

“Where do you get these lines?”

“Old Bogart movies,” he called over his shoulder as he poured the cocktail. “Where else?”

Tom took a sip and swallowed, again regarding Patrick through his thatch of blond hair. “I’ve never seen you here before. Where do you usually go? Boxer’s? I can’t imagine that you go to the Line Up.”

“Well, uh…I…um…I’ve never been anywhere before.”

“You mean that this is your first time out—ever?”

“Uh-huh.” Crap! Why did I just tell him that? Now he looked like a dweeb or some sort of social charity case.

“Oh, shit!” Tom face-palmed his forehead. “I’m sorry. I’m standing here, making a complete idiot out of myself, while you’re probably scared out of your mind.”

“N-not really.” Patrick wiped a clammy hand on his jeans. “Maybe a little.” It appeared to make no difference to Tom, but then he had always appeared cool and collected.

“I remember the first time I went out; I must have died a thousand deaths. Took me six tries to get into the place!”

Patrick had a hard time imagining Tom nervously pacing up and down the street. No dog would accuse him of being scared.

Tom pushed away from the bar. “Come on! I’ll introduce you to some friends.”

They made a tour of the crowd and Tom introduced Patrick to just about everyone there—and everybody seemed to know Tom. There were young men and not-so-young men, tall, short, slim, hefty, attractive and plain. All sorts of people, who did all sorts of things. After a while, the names just went in one ear and out the other. But, nonetheless, it was exciting in its own certain way—and it was exciting to be seen with Tom.

But it was more exciting to be with Tom. Patrick had always felt invisible, left out of what was going on around him. Now, here, tonight, he felt like a part of the action. Suddenly, the stray dog with the accusing eyes was no longer important. These people were important—all of them, from Alan to Marck “with a c-k’” the bookkeeper to whom he had just been introduced and whom he wouldn’t remember from Adam. They were all important, because they were all here at Robin’s Hood tonight.

The two young men finished the tour, and Tom got them  another round from Alan. Finding a table for the two of them, he glanced at Patrick through a lock of blond hair. “I didn’t think you’d remember me.”

“Wh—why?”

Tom swirled the ice in his drink with the straw. “Well, we only said ‘Hi!’ a few times during calculus last semester.”

Patrick clearly recalled that math class. It had been a small section, probably not more than thirty-five or forty freshmen. Tom had been particularly memorable: he had transferred in a couple of weeks late, so his had been a new face in an already boring crowd of students. Blond and athletic, he had definitely stood out, but he was smart, too.

“I know.” Patrick sipped his rum. “You always sat in the third row, next to that broken seat.” Patrick had never really come upon any comfortable way to strike up a conversation with the new student, so he had contented himself with a casual “Hi!” every now and then.

“It gave me extra leg room. You usually sat behind me.”

So I could watch you, Patrick thought. He had secretly paid more attention to the blond newcomer than to Professor Grimaldi’s lectures. Tom had never seemed to notice.

“I knew you were watching”—Patrick felt his face flush—“so I always hoped you’d come down to sit next to me, but you never did.” Tom combed his uncooperative hair out of his eyes. “I figured you were straight.”

Maybe Patrick had been the one not to notice things.

The DJ segued into a retro-eighties mix, the crowd hooting and hollering their appreciation.

“Wanna dance?” Tom motioned toward the gyrating throng.

Carried away on nerves and adrenaline, and now slightly tipsy, Patrick assented before that little voice could talk him down. “Sure!”

Tom took his hand; Patrick’s nerves sizzled at the touch. Weaving through the crowd, they reached the center of the dance floor. Lights flashed; music whirled around them; the other dancers pressed against them. Crowded together, alone in the middle of the mob, Patrick could still feel the touch of Tom’s fingers. It was exhilarating.

Patrick relaxed just the tiniest bit; he focused on Tom, who seemed to sink into the music. Tom’s body, full of a languid grace, moved easily to the beat. A rainbow of colors strobed across them as bass rhythm pulsed up through their shoes. Patrick gave himself over to the music. The woofer’s thud was his heartbeat; the laser’s flashes, pulses along his nerves. Never had he felt so detached from himself, yet so totally connected. Time stood still …or sped up…or slowed down; he didn’t know.

The music changed, and again Tom had hold of his hand. This time he pulled him across the floor, out of the milling press, to a small side corridor. Couples stood in the dim glow of white Christmas lights, which hung, strung like garland, from the ceiling; some of the pairs talked, lips to ears; others kissed, unaware or uncaring.

“Where are—?” Patrick tried to form the question.

“Shh.” Tom held a finger to his lips. “You’ll like this—I promise.”

Around a corner they stopped. Patrick opened a small box and tapped on a keypad. There was a soft click, and Patrick pushed open a door. Suddenly they were outside in the warm spring night. A full moon had risen and brightly lit a small patio area, complete with benches, bar stools and a couple of picnic tables. Shrubbery guarded the little space, rustling with the slight breeze.

Patrick tried another question. “How—?”

“I bar-back on occasion. This is only open on the weekends.”  Tom drew him forward. Everything was etched in a silvery, hard-edged light.

The little voice spoke up. You shouldn’t be here!

“Tom, we’ll get in trouble!”

“Alan won’t mind. Why do you think I know the code?” Tom sat back against the edge of a picnic table and pulled Patrick to him, enclosing him in the circle of his arms. His eyes searched Patrick’s face.

Patrick’s heart hammered in his chest, and his mouth was dry. He felt the heat of Tom’s body where his arms pressed against the blond man’s chest. Conscious that he wanted to be nearer that heat, Patrick pulled his arms free and held Tom in turn, his hands resting upon slim hips. Taut muscles moved under the clothing beneath his fingers.

Tom cocked his head to the side, one half dark in shadow, one half bright. His eyes glittered in the moonlight.

Patrick could make out the trace of beard that lined Tom’s jaw and lips. He wanted to feel those lips, taste them. He leaned closer. Tom’s hair brushed his forehead; damp with sweat, it smelled of salt and springtime.

Tom closed the distance; their lips met, soft and cautious, as their arms pulled them together. Patrick’s world became the kiss. Supple and luxuriant, Tom’s lips and mouth overwhelmed his awareness; Tom’s tongue joined the melee and Patrick’s answered in kind. He tasted the spicy bite of gin, mixed with citrus. Tom nipped at his tongue, then bit softly into his lower lip as if Patrick were his to consume whole. Patrick gasped. Breathing seemed secondary.

Just as their mouths moved against each other, their bodies sought to be closer still. Hands clawed at fabric, seeking the touch of skin on skin. Turning them around, Tom broke the kiss and pressed Patrick backward until he lay atop the table.

Patrick’s heart still pounded against his ribs, his blood beat in his eardrums, but his mouth certainly wasn’t dry anymore: he was almost drooling to taste more of Tom. His cock was hard and aching, compressed within his jeans. A moonlit make-out session was the last thing he would have imagined for tonight. A hookup with Tom would have been even more unimaginable, but somewhere along the way that little inner voice of doom had decided to shut up and enjoy the ride.

Moonlight silvered Tom’s face and washed the gold from his hair; his chest rose and fell in rapid breaths that pulled at his tight T-shirt. Twin points marked the tops of his pecs. Patrick could tell he wasn’t the only one enjoying the ride.

The table creaked as Tom climbed atop it, his knees straddling Patrick’s hips. Patrick couldn’t help but notice the tent at the crotch of Tom’s Dockers; he looked up to his face. Ice blue in the light, Tom’s eyes drilled into him; he felt like a specimen under a microscope. “Wha—what is it?”

“You.”

“What about me?”

Tom cocked his head to the side and raised a hand, stroking a knuckle along Patrick’s face. “You look really sexy—your eyes are shiny and your lips are kinda…pouty…really kissable.” Tom leaned down and captured his mouth again. The finger strayed down Patrick’s jaw and off his chin to join Tom’s other hand on his chest, where he began to unbutton Patrick’s shirt. He moaned into Tom’s mouth when those fingers found his skin.

Trails of electric fire crossed his flesh as Tom caressed him. His back arched, seeking to press his torso closer to that touch. Tom’s nimble fingers found his nipples, two hard points of flesh, and twisted. Pain, then rose-colored pleasure, coursed through him, and he pulled Tom down, wrapping them together with his arms as he ground his crotch against Tom’s. God, he wanted  to touch every part of the guy at the same time. It was like his body was on fire and the only way to quench it was to smother it against the other man. His cock pressed harder and harder against Tom’s.

Suddenly, Tom pushed away. Jumping to the ground, he scrabbled at the front of his khakis and then Patrick’s jeans, managing to undo their buttons and pull down the zippers. Patrick groaned as his cock was freed.

“I’m about to come,” Tom gasped. “I want you in my mouth when I do.” Fisting his own hard-on, Tom grasped Patrick’s cock and sucked it in, taking him to the base.

Patrick’s heart skipped a beat—or two. Warmth like nothing he had ever imagined surrounded his cock. Moist and wonderful, Tom’s lips and throat worked along his prick and sent pulsing delight along his spine.

He caressed Tom’s head, marveling at the softness and length of the blond locks; they flowed through his fingers like silver spun by the moonlight. So different from his own dark curls.

Tension coiled in his gut like his balls were twisting in a knot. He bucked his hips, seeking to release that pressure. Tom matched his intensity, stroking him with hand, tongue and mouth.

An inchoate sound crawled out of Patrick’s throat as his body spasmed, spewing liquid heat into Tom’s mouth. Tom kept up the pressure, drawing every drop of come from Patrick, whose hips continued to jerk as sparks flared behind his eyes.

Guttural moaning marked Tom’s release. His mouth still lapped at Patrick’s softening cock while he shuddered and trembled. Softly, he laid his cheek on Patrick’s thigh. His beard tickled.

The fireworks in Patrick’s brain slowly faded, and he seemed to return to himself. He sat up, his hand still tangled in Tom’s hair.

Tom stood a moment later. “Damn! That was hot.” He was still hard, his cock pointing skyward out of his bunched underwear. “Nothing like a moonlit, outdoor blow job. I’ve dreamed about that.”

A last drop of come welled from Tom’s cock. Patrick reached out and took it with a finger, lifting the bead to his mouth. Salty and sharp, Tom’s essence sang on his tongue. Tom raised his hand, offering more of himself. Greedily, Patrick licked the fingers clean. “And I’ve fantasized about that.”

Smiling, Tom leaned in and claimed his mouth. Again Patrick’s stomach fluttered and his heart raced. How did I end up here?

Tom stepped back, putting his clothes aright. “How about another drink?”

Following Tom’s example, Patrick slid off the table. “Sounds good to me!”

“Actually, I was thinking about a…nightcap…at my place.”

“I…uh…” Suddenly Patrick felt shy, the dark fear from the street returning. Why stop now? that little voice urged, we’ve made it this far. He recalled that sense of focused perfection—and the thrill of Tom’s touch, the taste of his lips. Patrick took a deep breath. “I mean that sounds…even better to me.”

“Good!” Tom led him back inside. “Come on. Let’s go home.”

Hand in hand they walked out of Robin’s Hood and smiled at the young man standing nervously near the door.






DISCOVERING THE UNDERGROUND

Michael Bracken

 

 

 

The world’s largest Baptist university is located on the banks of the Brazos River in the heart of Texas, and official policy does not tolerate sexual misconduct—misconduct that, if discovered, results in sanctions that range from censure to expulsion. I knew this before I applied for admission.

On the theory that first-year students living on campus perform better academically, on-campus housing is mandatory for incoming freshmen. I knew this before I accepted the university’s financial aid package.

The university has a thriving underground population of guys like me, guys who have no interest in the coed population. I discovered this shortly after I moved into my dorm room.

My roommate was sitting on his bed, staring at something on his iPhone, when I walked into our room after my first day of class. As I dumped my knapsack on my bed, I asked, “What’re you staring at?”

He flipped the phone around so that I could see the photo on  the screen. “My best friend,” Trevor said. “This is the longest Kevin and I have been apart since we met.”

Trevor’s best friend was clearly a football player or a wrestler or a weight lifter. Shirtless, he leaned back against the tailgate of a Chevy Stepside. He had muscular arms, broad shoulders and a thick chest that tapered down to a narrow waist, a six-pack with a thin line of hair that trailed down from his navel and disappeared under the waistband of his jeans, and a bulge at his crotch that sent a little shiver up my spine.

“I wouldn’t mind having a friend like that,” I said, and saw my roommate’s eyes narrow as he considered my comment.

He turned the phone back around, changed the screen to a Words with Friends game in progress and pretended to be studying the screen for his potential next play. We didn’t talk about what Trevor’s friendship with Kevin meant or about the deeper meaning of my reaction to Kevin’s photo until several weeks into the semester. By then Trevor and I had grown more comfortable with and realized we weren’t attracted to each other, and felt certain neither of us would open the other’s metaphorical closet door for the university’s inspection.

“I miss Kevin,” Trevor said.

They talked several times each day, so I wondered how it was possible. Then Trevor showed me a sext Kevin had sent earlier that afternoon, a close-up of an erect cock that must have stood seven inches tall, though it may have appeared longer than it really was because Kevin’s pubic hair was little more than a five o’clock shadow.

My own cock twitched at the sight. Unlike Trevor, I had left no one at home, and I had been reluctant to approach anyone, even in town, for fear that word would get back to someone at the university. I had been using my memory of the photo I’d seen of shirtless Kevin leaning against his truck’s tailgate to fuel my  masturbatory fantasies, but this was even better and would fuel my fantasies for the following several weeks. I said, “Won’t you see him at Thanksgiving?”

Trevor shook his head. “That’s almost two months from now,” he said dejectedly. “Besides, my family’s all going to my grandmother’s house in Florida.”

“What about a weekend trip to see him?”

“I can’t,” my roommate said. “My parents would know if I went home.”

“So invite Kevin here.”

“Here? He can’t stay here!”

“Not in the dorm,” I clarified. “There must be someplace, though.”

A few days later I had the answer and shared what I had learned with Trevor. One Saturday evening two weeks after that, Kevin drove from West Texas and rented a room at a little no-tell motel off one of the back roads leading into town, a place where the owner didn’t bother checking IDs when guests paid cash.

I’d made certain that Trevor’s car wouldn’t start that evening, and he called from the parking garage to ask me to take him to the motel where his boyfriend was waiting. I was more than happy to do it and soon I parked in front of room six, next to Kevin’s Chevy Stepside.

Trevor’s boyfriend opened the motel room door when he heard my car doors slam, and he leaned against the door frame wearing nothing but tight-fitting jeans. He was just as drool worthy life size as he was on the screen of Trevor’s iPhone. With a nod in my direction, he asked, “Who’s this?”

“My roommate.”

Trevor hurried to Kevin, wrapped his arms around the bigger man and tried to smother him with kisses. Kevin stepped  backward, out of the open doorway, and pulled Trevor inside with him.

Without waiting for an invitation, I followed them into the motel room and found that the two lovers had already fallen across the king-size bed. Trevor was shedding clothes faster than a man afire, and when he was naked he began pulling at Kevin’s jeans.

I had seen my roommate naked on several previous occasions, but I’d only seen those photos of Kevin on the tiny screen of Trevor’s iPhone. When his erect cock finally sprang free of his jeans, I thought I would swoon. As long and as thick and as hard as I’d expected it to be, his cock indeed had no pubic hair surrounding it to distract from its tumescent glory.

Kevin lay on his back, his cock jutting upward, and my roommate was on all fours beside him, about to take Kevin’s cock in his mouth, when I must have done something that reminded him of my presence. Trevor looked over his shoulder at me. “A little privacy, eh?”

With a sigh, I stepped backward and closed the door. Then I sat on the step outside Room Six, leaned against the door and listened while they consummated their relationship. The familiar sounds emanating from the room made my cock hard, but there was nothing I could do about it right then. So, I watched other motel guests arrive, either separately or together.

A middle-aged man already inside opened the door to Room Seven and greeted a much younger woman who’d hidden her face from me when she tapped on his door, two boisterous cowboys carrying twelve-packs of Lone Star Beer entered Room Two, and I thought I saw the graduate student who taught my Intro to World Religions class slip into Room Twelve. Before I could confirm my suspicions, the door opened behind me and I had to catch myself to keep from landing on my back.

I turned and looked up at Trevor, who wore nothing but his pants and a satiated grin. He said, “You can come in.”

The bed was a mess and Trevor was alone. I could hear the shower through the open door of the bathroom. When Trevor sat on the side of the bed, I sat in the room’s only chair, thankfully positioned in such a way that I could look over Trevor’s shoulder into the mirror above the dresser and see a reflection of everything happening in the bathroom.

As I watched, Kevin stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. Beads of water glistened against his smooth skin and his now-flaccid cock slapped at his thighs as he vigorously dried his hair. He saw me watching his reflection but did nothing to hide his nakedness until he finished drying himself. Then he wrapped the towel around his waist and joined us in the bedroom.

We talked for a bit. Trevor told Kevin all about the university and I learned that Kevin had gone from high school graduation to full-time employment. Before long, the conversation lost steam and Kevin suggested watching a movie.

We sat on the king-size bed, Kevin in the middle, and watched television until Trevor fell asleep. Then Kevin’s hand drifted to my thigh.

My cock, which had been at half-mast ever since settling on the bed next to Kevin, quickly grew to its full length. I was the only one of us fully dressed—Trevor had stripped down to his jockey shorts and Kevin had never put on anything after his shower but the towel around his waist—and I had to shift position to get comfortable. When I did, Kevin’s hand moved to my crotch, and he cupped my ball sac through the thick material of my jeans.

Even though what was happening was exactly what I’d been angling for when I’d suggested Trevor invite Kevin to visit and when I had just that afternoon disabled Trevor’s car by tinkering  with the distributor cap, I tried to pretend it wasn’t. Kevin lightly stroked the bulge in my jeans before sliding the zipper open.

I turned to look at him and saw the towel tented over his crotch. He pushed the towel aside with his free hand and revealed the subject of my most recent masturbatory fantasies, so close I could reach out and touch it.

Trevor snored lightly on the other side of Kevin. I nodded toward my sleeping roommate and said, “What about—?”

“I won’t say anything if you won’t.”

I toed off my tassel loafers, unsnapped my jeans, and then lifted my hips so I could slither out of my jeans and boxers without leaving the bed. I kicked them to the floor with my loafers.

As soon as I was settled again, Kevin wrapped his fist around my stiff cock and slid it up and down. My cock wasn’t nearly as long as his, so his fist didn’t have far to travel.

I reached for his tumescent erection, but he pushed my hand away. I wasn’t sure why he did that, but by then I was more interested in what he was doing to me. He had a firm grip and the faster he stroked, the tighter he gripped my cock.

Then, just as I came, he released his grip and I sprayed cum all over my T-shirt.

Before my cock stopped spasming, Kevin said, “There’s lube in the bathroom.”

We slipped out of bed and quietly crossed the room. I pushed the bathroom door closed and snapped on the light while Kevin grabbed a half-used tube of lube from the sink top.

He spun me around and slathered lube into my asscrack, massaging it into my sphincter until he could easily slip one finger into me. Then I braced myself against the sink and he took me from behind, sinking his long, thick cock deep into my well-lubed shit chute.

He drew back until just his fat cockhead remained inside me, and then he drove forward again, keeping a slow, steady rhythm. I watched the reflection of his face in the mirror. When he caught me, he smiled.

I don’t know if it was because I hadn’t gotten laid in several months, or if I was just turned on by the thrill of fucking my roommate’s boyfriend without his knowledge, but my cock was still twitching from my orgasm in the bed when it started to rise again. I wrapped my fist around it and jerked off while Kevin pounded into me from behind.

I’d never met a guy who could last so long, and I came into my fist before Kevin even began speeding up. His strokes grew harder and faster, slamming into me and slamming me against the sink so hard I expected to see bruises on my thighs when we finished.

With one last powerful thrust, he drove as deep as possible and erupted within me, firing wad after wad of hot cum. As his cock spasmed, we stared at the reflections of each other’s eyes, and I knew that for him, as it was for me, we’d had a good fuck and nothing more. I didn’t have the kind of feelings for Kevin that Trevor did.

After a minute or so, Kevin pulled away, we cleaned up and returned to bed. Trevor hadn’t even stirred.

Early the next morning, Trevor shook me awake.

“Kevin has to leave soon,” he said. “It’s a long drive home.”

“So?”

“A little privacy?” he said. “We need to say good-bye.”

As I sat outside the motel room listening to Kevin and Trevor going at it, I saw one of the religion professors in the doorway of Room Twelve kissing the graduate student I’d seen the previous evening. Trevor was wrapped up in his own little world when we left a little while later, texting Kevin before we were even out  of the motel parking lot, so I didn’t say anything to him about what I’d seen.

Instead, I waited until Monday afternoon during the graduate student’s office hours, and paid him a visit.

“I saw you Sunday morning,” I said after his office door was securely closed behind me, “and you weren’t leaving church.”

His eyes narrowed and he asked cautiously, “What do you want?”

“I just want to know how you get away with it.”

He relaxed, and that’s when I learned about the university’s thriving underground population of guys like me. With that knowledge, I never lacked for appropriate companionship during the rest of my university stay, and I never again approached my roommate’s boyfriend.






BUMP IN THE NIGHT

H. L. Champa

 

 

 

I startled awake, blinking in the dark and trying to figure out why I was up at two in the morning. I should have known that it was Mason again. We’d shared a dorm room for about three months and this was the twentieth time I’d been roused from a deep sleep by him. And not because he was clumsy or even drunk. If only it were that simple.

I’d discovered Mason’s little secret our second night on campus. We’d come home from a party where I’d drunk more than I ever had before. Mason was much more sober and I’d leaned on him the whole way up the dorm stairs. I’d fallen asleep quickly, but I’d found myself awake a few hours later, my head still spinning from the booze. Our door was wide open and Mason was nowhere to be found. His blanket and pillow were tangled in a heap on the floor and for a moment I had thought he’d been in such a hurry to get to the bathroom to throw up he’d left the door open. After nearly twenty minutes passed, I’d decided to go check on him. When I’d seen him shuffling down  the hall in just his boxers, I’d thought he was on his way back from the communal bathroom, but when he quickly turned and started heading in the wrong direction I’d known something was wrong.

When I’d approached him, his eyes were in a thousand-mile stare and he didn’t respond when I said his name. His mumbled response made no sense, and at first I thought he was drunk after all. It took me longer than it should have to realize that this was no drunken stupor Mason was in. He was sleepwalking. I’d walked him back to the room as gingerly as I could, as I’d been reliably informed by TV that waking a sleepwalker was dangerous. I’d had no idea why, but my brain wasn’t in any mood for critical thinking. Once he was back in his bed, his eyes closed and he rolled toward the wall like nothing had happened.

After it happened again, it became something of a running joke on our floor. Thankfully, the farthest Mason ever wandered was a few doors down, where our buddies had found him on their way home from a frat house and returned him safe and sound.

These days, he mostly stuck to the room, pacing in circles before getting back into bed. Some nights, he’d wake me up, but most of the time I was oblivious to his quirk. But obviously tonight wasn’t one of those nights. Mason was standing between our two beds, his body rigid like he was in the army being made to stand at attention. Just as I was about to get out of bed and deal with it, he slid his boxers down his legs and stepped out of them. He took two steps closer to my tiny dorm bed, his cock just a foot away from my face. I was about to break my rule and wake him, when his hand wrapped around his dick and started jerking. I watched as his cock grew harder, his face impassive in the dim light. I knew I should do the right  thing and stop him, but as my own dick grew hard under my blanket, it became the last thing I wanted to do. So I just kept looking, and Mason kept jerking himself off in his sleep. After a few minutes, I found my voice and my conscience and decided to put an end to his little show. The last thing I wanted to do was clean spooge off my sheets.

“Mason. Mason, wake up.”

It was only after I spoke that I realized something was different. The usual faraway look on Mason’s face was more lucid than I had first realized. His hand kept moving in a hypnotic manner, but I could tell he was struggling to keep himself otherwise still and quiet. I’d seen the sleepwalking real deal enough times to know that Mason wasn’t really out of it. He was faking. But I was too turned on to be mad or confused at his behavior. Instead, I decided to push him, to test how far he was really willing to go with his little charade. I sat up slowly, doing my best to keep quiet and go along with his little game.

“Mason? Are you awake?”

My whisper filled the room, but he remained silent, his hand slowly working up and down his hard, thick cock. I reached over to the window and pulled the shade aside to shed a little more light on the situation. He kept right on going like nothing had happened, so I got a bit bolder. I positioned myself nearer to him, my eyes right in front of his stroking hand. I stared intently as he pleasured himself, small moans now coming out of his mouth, despite his trying to keep them at bay. When I saw him reach up with his other hand and scratch his nose, I knew for sure he was putting me on. But I wasn’t about to let him off the hook just yet. Without another thought, I pulled his hand off his cock and quickly enveloped him in my mouth, taking my sweet time sucking him deep into my throat.

I fully expected him to protest, but he didn’t. I kept going,  sucking him for all I was worth, until I forced him to break.

“Jesus, Drake. That feels so good.”

I looked up at him as I slid his hard cock out of my mouth, replacing my mouth with my hand.

“I knew you were faking you little shit.”

“What can I say? It seemed like a good idea at the time.”

“If you wanted me to blow you, all you had to do was ask. It’s not like I didn’t want to.”

“I thought this would be more fun. Plus, if you rejected me, I could pretend I didn’t remember a thing.”

I ran my thumb over his cockhead and relished his gasp.

“No chance of that, Mason. I’ve been dying to do this for months.”

“Well, don’t let me stop you.”

I gave the head of his cock a long lick and a kiss before taking him back into my mouth, sucking him with abandon. Grasping his balls in my hand, I worked him deep into my throat, teasing my tongue along the underside of his cock each time I pulled back. He tasted better than I ever imagined he would, all my late-night fantasizing not doing him a bit of justice. He grabbed my head and took control, fucking my mouth deep and hard. I was happy to let him do it, wrapping a hand around my own aching cock and jerking. As desperate as I was for release, I wanted to taste him more. Luckily for me, Mason decided I didn’t need to choose between the two.

“Move over Drake. I shouldn’t be the one having all the fun.”

I slid back in my bed until I could feel the cold of the cement brick wall behind me. There was barely enough room for me in my dorm bed, but Mason thought of a way for us both to fit. When he slid in next to me, I expected to find his face next to mine. Instead, his mouth was busy between my legs, taking my  cock between his lips. I was back to being face-to-face with his beautiful cock, and I wasted no time getting him back into my mouth.

Man, could he give head. All the hassle of living with him up until that point was forgotten as I felt the head of my cock hit the back of his throat. I moaned around him, mimicking his moves, until our rhythms were practically synced up. I took him as deep as I could, unable to get enough. While I was focused on him, Mason reached around me and pressed the tip of one of his fingers against my asshole, moving it around my rim in slow circles. His teasing made my balls tighten and I felt like I could explode at any moment. Just as the thought crossed my mind, he stopped everything. As much as I wanted to see what he was doing, I kept sucking, giving him my undivided attention. That is, until his finger was back pressing against my asshole, this time moistened with his saliva. He wiggled the tip inside me and I gasped just in time for his mouth to surround my cock again. His finger continued its intrusion, until he found the spot he was looking for. When I felt the press of his finger drag over my prostate, I couldn’t hold back another second. Releasing him from my mouth, I cried out in the dark.

“Fuck, Mason, I’m going to come.”

He kept sucking, practically pulling cum out of me, my ass squeezing tight around his finger as I came hard down his throat. I was spent as I slumped back against the bed, but Mason wasn’t having it.

“Hey, what the hell do you think you’re doing, Drake? I didn’t wake you up to leave me hanging, man.”

“Sorry, you tired me out. That’s what you get for waking me up at two in the morning.”

“Fine, stay there, lazy.”

He climbed up over me and put a knee on either side of my  chest, his cock right in front of my lips. Propping my head on my pillow, I took him as far as I could. Once again, Mason took over and filled my throat with his cock. Grabbing on to the metal headboard above me, he fucked my face faster and I reached around and grabbed his ass with both hands. Not that he needed any encouragement from me. I just took him, letting him control everything. He started groaning, and I could tell he was close. With a muted roar, he came, spurting his hot cum down my throat, before collapsing next to me.

“So, still pissed off about my sleepwalking, Drake?”

“If you promise to wake me up like that once in a while, I might be willing to overlook it. Tell me something, Mason.”

“What?”

“If I hadn’t said anything, how long were you planning to stand there jerking off?”

“I knew you’d say something. Don’t worry; I wouldn’t have just come on you without a warning.”

“Good to know.”

“Unless you’re into that kind of thing.”

I looked at him as he kissed me, his eyes half closed.

“With you Mason, I just might be.”






MAKING THE GRADE
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Paul Hopkins could hear students chatting as they passed by his office, animated voices discussing their collective plans for fall break. The crowds had thinned out from what they once were, since many students had finished their exams early, but quite a few still remained confined until they were done.

Paul was stuck inside as well, going over the last stack of midterms before he turned in his grades. The class as a whole had done well so far, but there were notable exceptions. One of those was the college’s star quarterback, Brett Jackson. The junior might be able to lead them to their first championship in over a decade, but he was useless when it came to deciphering the inner workings of literature.

Paul let his mind linger on the young man as he marked comments on the test in front of him. He knew it was wrong to fantasize about any student, especially one who was so obviously straight, but that’s what fantasies were all about, right? Dreaming about something that you were never destined to have. Paul couldn’t be reprimanded for dirty thoughts; else he  would have been fired years ago.

Brett was a well-known member of the campus community before he ever showed up in Paul’s class, late and unapologetic. He sat in the back of lectures, never speaking unless spoken to, and even then it was never to give a good answer. In other cases, Paul would be frustrated that a student was so obviously wasting his potential, but there was an upside. If Brett failed the class, as it looked like he might, he would be forced to retake it to fulfill his credit requirement. That meant Paul would have yet another semester of looking at the muscular young man and letting his fantasies run wild. Going by the heat of arousal he was already feeling in his groin that was not a bad option.

Paul was interrupted from his thoughts by a knock on his door. He was not holding office hours again until after fall break, but some of his students refused to leave him alone until they asked one last question. That was why he was so behind in his grading in the first place, but he found it hard to say no to inquisitive students.

“Come in,” he called out, setting his pen down and turning his papers over so no wandering eyes could sneak a peek.

He kept his chair where it was, allowing his desk to hide his half-hard state, and turned his head toward the door on his right. Judging by who he saw there, he didn’t think his erection had any hopes of diminishing.

“Mr. Jackson, to what do I owe the honor?” Paul asked, plastering on a fake smile. He hoped it would distract from the blush he was probably getting.

“Professor,” Brett said, clearing his throat. “I, um, I needed to talk to you about my midterm, if you had time?”

“Of course, come in.” Paul waved, ushering him into the office.

Brett did as requested, shutting the door behind him and  silencing the noise of the hallway. He turned back to Paul, giving him a small smile that didn’t reach his eyes.

“Have a seat,” Paul said, motioning to the chair beside his desk. It would make their conversation less awkward if he didn’t have to keep looking to the side. There would be less room for suspicion that anything was wrong, too.

“Thank you, sir,” the young man said as he sat down. “I’m sorry to interrupt you.”

“That’s quite all right. I was just thinking I needed a break anyway.”

Brett nodded, biting his lower lip. Paul felt a jolt of heat run through him at the action, but he tried to ignore it.

“I was wondering if you’ve gotten to my midterm. I checked online and you haven’t posted grades yet.”

“Yes, I was just finishing up the last stack when you arrived,” Paul said, motioning to the pile of papers. “But I went through your exam yesterday.” His expression turned to a frown and he shook his head. “You didn’t pass.”

Brett’s eyes widened and he sucked in a breath. “Are you sure? I mean, the coach is already worried about my academic standing and I know how much the midterm counts on our final grades.” He pushed his body forward in his chair, closing the space between them. “If I fail this class, I’ll be put on probation and not be allowed to play in the bowl game.”

Paul gave an uneasy chuckle. “You’re talking like it’s in the bag. I think you have a few more games before you can guarantee that.”

Brett pressed his lips together in a thin line before he answered, his voice sounding annoyed. “The only way we’re not making it is if I’m not on the field. And that’s dependent on my grades.”

“Well, it seems you’ve got some studying to do then.”

“I could do that,” Brett said, nodding his head. “But I’m already stretched to the limits with all the practice I’ve been doing on the field.”

He leaned back in his chair, splaying his legs so that Paul got a very clear view of his crotch. The young man’s cock pressed against the seam of his pants, clearly outlined by the denim he wore.

“I was hoping you knew of some sort of extra credit I might be able to do in order to bring my grade up a little?”

Paul snapped his gaze up, hoping Brett didn’t notice how his eyes had wandered momentarily. “I’m sorry, but there are no extra assignments that can be done at this time. We can reevaluate after classes resume. Maybe you could write a paper on one of our upcoming class discussions.”

Brett ran his hands down his thighs, rubbing them and drawing Paul’s attention to the bulge in his pants. “That wasn’t exactly what I had in mind, Professor Hopkins.”

“What,” Paul stopped to clear his throat, which was suddenly a bit dry. “What sort of assignment were you thinking of?”

Brett readjusted himself in his seat, his legs open wide as he rested his elbows on the arms of his chair. The young man’s hands lay atop his hips and his long, thin fingers drew Paul’s attention back to the bulge Brett was sporting.

“I’ve been watching you in class,” Brett said, his voice low. “When you don’t think I’m paying attention.” His fingers inched closer to his crotch, not touching it, but definitely teasing toward the possibility. “I see you looking at me and then turning away, like you’re embarrassed. All my classmates are listening to what you’re teaching them, but I’m focusing on the hard-on you get.”

“Mr. Jackson,” Paul said, trying to sound offended. “That’s completely inappropriate!”

Brett shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah, getting hot and bothered over one of your students is probably considered a no-no. I bet the head of the department would be pretty interested to hear about it, though.”

Paul felt a chill run through him, despite the heat of arousal still burning within. Brett could easily have him fired with those sorts of accusations, especially since they were true.

“And what do you propose we do about that?” Paul tried to keep his voice steady.

“Well, the way I figure,” Brett said, raising his hands to the arms of his chair and pulling himself forward. “I could just get you to change my grade based on what I know, but that seems a little too one-sided. After all, I should be proud that you have such good taste in guys.” Brett flashed him a smile. “So I’ve come with an offer of good faith. You agree to change my grade; I keep my mouth shut and get you off right here, right now.”

Paul drew in a breath. “Am I to understand that you’re offering sexual favors in return for a passing grade?”

“You literary types make it sound so formal,” Brett said with a laugh. “I was just thinking you’d give me an A for a hand job well done.”

That jolted Paul from his seat. Despite his desires, this had long since crossed the line. “Mr. Jackson, I think it’s time for you to go,” he said, crossing over to the door. He had just laid his hand upon the knob, ready to turn it, when he felt Brett’s strong body press against his back.

“Are you sure, Professor?” Brett asked, putting his arms around Paul’s torso and pulling him in. His breath tickled against Paul’s ear as he continued. “I’m not sure you gave my offer the consideration it deserved.”

Paul let out a gasp as he felt Brett’s obvious erection press against his ass.

“In fact,” Brett said, moving his hands down to the waistband of Paul’s pants, “I think you can be persuaded if I just try hard enough.”

With that, Brett flicked open Paul’s button, then slowly pulled his zipper down little by little. Paul’s erection was pressing hard against the restraint, ready to be released from its confines. When Brett’s task was done, he trailed the fingers of his right hand back up and cupped Paul through his briefs, eliciting a groan from the professor.

“Sounds like I’m making my case well enough, huh?” Brett asked as he brought his hand farther up, over the edge of Paul’s briefs, and then slipped it inside.

Paul pressed back into Brett’s chest then, closing his eyes as the sensations almost overwhelmed him. He could feel Brett’s left hand coming to rest against his chest, and the young man dropped a light kiss on the side of Paul’s throat.

“I can make you feel so good, Professor,” Brett said, giving him a squeeze before he started stroking down Paul’s cock.

The confines of Paul’s underwear, trapping both his oversensitive cock and Brett’s large hand tight against his body, gave Brett limited range of motion, but it didn’t seem to deter him much. Paul could feel him, his firm grasp running up and down Paul’s cock. Brett started off slow, teasing with just the lightest touch, but then he tightened his grip and sped up his motions. Friction and heat built up along the skin-to-skin contact, and Paul couldn’t help but push back into Brett’s firm chest as he could feel himself getting closer to release.

“You like that don’t you?” Brett asked, his breath quickening to match Paul’s gasps. “I bet you go home and picture me when you’re jacking off, don’t you?” His hand was in constant motion now, base to tip and back again. “Or maybe you think about what you’d like to do to me. Did you imagine me bent  over your desk while you fucked me?”

Paul was lost in the feeling, so close to release. He arched up, willing Brett to finish him, and he knew it was time. Brett got one more squeeze in before Paul was coming, wet and sticky and warm in his briefs. The young man carried Paul through his orgasm, his hand running up and down the length of his cock until Paul had nothing more to give.

“So,” Brett said, pulling his hand free of Paul’s underwear and running his come-stained fingers along Paul’s pants to clean them, “looks like I’ve made you reconsider my offer.”

He removed his hold on Paul, stepping back so they no longer touched, which made Paul instantly ache for the loss. Paul looked down at himself, his underwear wet and uncomfortable, his pants splattered with his drying come. He rearranged himself, still painfully sensitive, so that he could zip up his pants and re-button them.

“That might even earn me extra credit. What do you think?”

Paul let out a breath then raised his eyes as he looked toward the door. “No.”

“What?” Brett stuttered. “What do you mean no?”

He turned fast, not giving Brett time to react, and grabbed hold of the young man’s bulge. Brett let out a startled gasp, his eyes widening.

“It seems to me that you’ll require more tutoring before you’ve learned the material.” Paul’s voice was steady, hard and direct as he looked at his student. “Weekly sessions after class should do it.”

“Professor, I don’t…”

Paul cut him off, squeezing Brett’s cock and causing the student to gasp again.

“What’s the matter? Afraid of some education?” Paul smiled,  a rush of pleasure running through him. “I believe you were talking about being bent over a desk a few minutes ago.”

“I can have you reported!” Brett tried to protest. “This is sexual harassment. It’s blackmail.”

Paul clenched his hand on Brett’s cock, causing a flash of pain to run through the student’s eyes. “It’s your only guarantee that you’ll have a future in football. I can make your life easy or hard, it’s your choice.” He released his hold, then ran his hand up to rest against Brett’s chest. “Don’t worry, it won’t be one-sided. I might even get you off a time or two.” He gave a smirk. “Though not today. I’ll let you deal with that little problem by yourself for now.”

Paul turned to open the door, staying safely hidden behind it. No prying eyes would be able to see his disheveled clothes or curious stains.

“That will be all, Mr. Jackson,” he said, waving toward the hallway.

It took Brett a moment to move, but eventually he did. He walked with careful steps, discomfort radiating from his body as he dealt with the press of denim against his hard-on.

Brett was in the doorway, about to escape the confines of the office, when Paul said, “First class after break, I expect to see you in my office afterward.”

Brett gave a mumbled, “Yes, sir” before he walked into the hall. Paul gave a smile, closing the door behind him. He could feel the relaxed muscles of his body as he turned to lean against the solid wood. It was going to be a wonderful semester after all.






GREEK WRESTLING

T. Hitman

 

 

 

I’m not really into this,” Eric said, though the obvious swell at the front of his wrestling singlet testified otherwise.

“Into what?” asked Colin, who watched the other wrestler tug on his crotch in a vain and counterproductive attempt to disguise his excitement. Eric’s smoke screen only made the situation worse. A patch of wetness appeared on the tent in his bulge and quickly spread proof of the young man’s guilt.

“Into this whole Greek-style thing. You know, dicks grinding, balls rubbing,” Eric said.

Colin casually peeled down the top of his singlet, exposing his chest. A localized pocket of warm, musky air hung over the center of the gymnasium, directly above the wrestling mats; the raw smell of their sweat, like Eric’s hard-on, further testament to a great practice. And their practice needed to be, given Saturday’s upcoming dual meet.

Without apology, Colin gave his dick a squeeze. It, too, had been teased stiff by a series of arm drags, bear hugs, headlocks, and crotch grinds.

“You want to win this tournament collegiate? Win it folk-style, dude?” Colin sighed, the slight curl of a cocky grin breaking on his lips. “You’d best start thinking Greco-Roman. Those wrestlers at Seaside U don’t fuck around. They take this seriously.”

“I take it seriously,” Eric said. Shifting his weight from one foot to the other, he cupped his hands over his dick, hoping, Colin assumed, to emulate the cocky-cool pose of a rapper or baseball jock. He still looked like a wrestler with a hard-on, however.

“They come to the mat with attitude and agility,” Colin continued, ignoring Eric’s pledge. He tipped a glance down, saw that his fellow wrestler was ogling his dick at the same time as he was covering his own from prying eyes. “They come to win.”

“I know, yeah. I’m still blue in the face from last time.”

“Humiliating, wasn’t it?”

Eric shrugged in response.

“Remember that you called me to work out with you. Besides, if we were really doing this like the Greeks, we’d be completely naked except for our fucking grins. No singlets, wrestling shoes, knee pads. Dicks swinging, balls bouncing all over the fucking place, man.”

Eric’s eyebrows knitted together. “What? In the fucking buff?”

“That’s how they did it,” Colin said. “How they invented it. Part of a soldier’s training. A sacred art practiced by the gods. That Seaside U team… there’s a reason they’re so fucking good. They practice Greek, every single day. I hear they even call their gym at Seaside their palaestra—‘school for sports’ in Greek. They aren’t just working on their game; they’re training for battle. Fuck,” Colin huffed. He sensed his cock deflating, surrendering to disappointment, defeat. “Okay, dude, help me clean up the mats.”

He turned toward the gymnasium’s open utility closet, but didn’t get more than a few steps before Eric called his name.

“Wait. I’m serious about this. As serious as you are.”

Colin turned and folded his arms. The scrape of his wrists over the hair and muscles of his chest launched his dick out of its retreat. It hung proudly in his singlet, all but exposed to Eric’s scrutiny.

Eric’s throat knotted with a swallow. Colin watched his teammate’s eyes dart lower, briefly zeroing in on target.

“Yeah?” Colin asked.

“I think we should do it the way Seaside does. Like we’re getting ready to charge into battle. This isn’t real war, but being wrestlers alone isn’t gonna win it for us. I know that, and so do you, dude. We gotta be soldiers.”

“You so sure? ’Cause swords are gonna cross and nuts are gonna rub in training.”

Eric nodded. “Let’s do this.”

And then he began to undress.

 

He was the kind of guy you hoped wouldn’t realize how attractive he was, but figured he couldn’t be too clueless about the many blessings the gods had bestowed upon him in terms of his looks. From the neat athlete’s cut of his dark hair to his pale blue eyes and body that matched any of those hypothetical Greek deities, Colin assumed that Eric Masterson spent plenty of face-time in mirrors practicing his wounded, puppy-dog look.

He wielded those same eyes now with Colin as his singlet came off his torso, baring more of Eric’s Greek god body. Eric was an athlete at heart and clearly understood the sport’s needs better than Colin had previously guessed. Competition between males was as much about soul as the size and swell of low-hanging balls and, in that moment, Eric showed plenty of both.

“From this moment forward,” the other wrestler said, “this isn’t our gym. It’s our palace-whatever.”

“Palaestra,” Colin said, meeting Eric’s stare. Their eyes held. At the periphery, Colin absorbed the sculpting of Eric’s chest, hairy in the correct proportions, and his abdomen, furry around the belly button. Eric pushed his singlet fully down, baring denser curls.

Colin had seen Eric naked before. Plenty of times, in fact. In the showers, following a match. Once at the men’s head at a party, when he’d stolen a look over the next one in line to behold Eric hosing out the cheap keg beer. And here again, now, on a blustery late winter night, the only souls in the gymnasium.

Palaestra, a voice in Colin’s thoughts reminded him.

That put a smile on his face but he quickly killed it. He didn’t want Eric getting too comfortable right after reaching this understanding. They were soldiers now, and this was going to get intense quickly.

Colin hunched down and removed his wrestling shoes. Across the distance of a dozen or so feet, Eric did likewise. Knee pads and headgear followed. Then they stepped the rest of the way out of their singlets. Cooler air tickled Colin’s sweaty balls. His cock snapped up, swollen to its thickest mast. The scent of his sweat assailed his nostrils, a magnificent, male smell born from their previous battle on the mat.

Eric’s eyes drank in Colin’s body in return. Permission given, Colin looked without worry. Both young men were in the same weight class, long and muscled, their torsos as toned as a college jock’s gets without becoming showy. Hairy in the pits, crotch, legs and their loose nuts, ripe with the stink of a solid workout. Colin could smell his balls.

“Bring it on, soldier,” he challenged.

With no clothes and no referee to officiate the match, they  stalked back onto the mat and assumed the neutral position. Colin’s cock swung between his legs. He reached down and gave it a shake, only to suffer stars. His dick’s head was stiff to the point of painful.

He placed his foot on the mat’s red starting line, indicating he’d assumed the role of the visiting team, the enemy combatant. Eric took the green, the warrior defending his homeland.

Colin studied the other wrestler’s foot—big, with long second toes, like the feet on classic statues. It struck him just how sexy the image was in a way that part of a man’s anatomy wasn’t usually considered. The thought of sucking on those toes, treating each one like a smaller version of Eric’s cock, briefly flashed through Colin’s head, distracting his concentration. His dick jumped in response and mild nausea flared in his guts, born of the need for release.

He and Eric assumed the correct neutral position: slightly crouched, with arms extended at waist level. With no ref to blow the whistle, the start of their improvised first period commenced with a staring contest. Colin’s eyes locked with Eric’s blues; from the corner, he recorded his opponent’s snarl, listened to his shallow sips of breath, and grew high on the musky smell of his sweat. A whine built steadily in Colin’s ears, partly born of the throbbing silence, the hum of the overhead lights, but also the raging itch in his nuts and the pulse of his heartbeat in his cock, which he sensed was leaking as openly as Eric’s.

Their eyes locked. In that bottled gaze, for an instant Colin swore he could read Eric’s thoughts. They didn’t need the referee’s whistle; they had telepathy.

Eric roared something unintelligible and charged. Colin lunged. They collided, their bodies meeting like storm fronts, hot and angry forces of nature. Invisible lightning crackled over Colin’s flesh, heating most of his skin but chilling him at the  throat, nipples and under his nuts in that sensitive patch between sac and asshole. Eric’s musky smell came rushing up, filling his next breath, raw and wonderful. Hands grappled, and then cocks knocked, too. Suddenly, both men were on the mat, moaning in surrender as much as grunting to attain dominance.

“Fuck,” one of them huffed—Colin couldn’t be sure it was his voice in the rush of stars before his eyes and the electricity crackling over his body.

He landed beneath Eric, who seemed to be taking this new approach to heart—and with rabid aggression. His opponent’s face loomed over him, handsome and determined. Fresh sweat rained down. The stiffness in Eric’s cock ground against Colin’s. Legs rubbed and the scrape of hairy calves was equally explosive.

The full, bloated weight of their four balls banging together briefly robbed Colin of all strength. Then his powers surged back and he made his move, flipping Eric onto his spine.

Colin dove on top and attempted to pin Eric while both wrestlers were within the circle, only to forget the rules, the moves, when his opponent seized hold of his dick. After that, they stopped being soldiers, because in the silent understanding that followed, they were simply horny young men once more.

Their mouths met. Thanks to Eric’s guiding hand, so did their cocks. This time, neither wrestler attempted to throw the other.

 

The irony struck Colin as he lowered for his first taste of Eric’s asshole: had this been the start of the second-period match, they would have assumed pretty much the same positions, with one wrestler on all fours in the defensive starting position, hands and feet spread, the second man on top, offensive position, one hand around his opponent’s waist.

Sliding down Eric’s perspiring spine, into the sweaty warmth between the dude’s ass muscles, he drew in a deep breath, extended his tongue and licked. Colin’s taste buds ignited.

“Aw, fuck, dude,” Eric moaned. “Eat it. Fucking eat me, man…”

Colin licked with slow, hungry swabs. Up and down, his sweeps canvassing more territory with each repetition, he feasted on the top of Eric’s ass and, on the next downward plunge, the back end of his ball sac. There, he lingered long enough to show each nut a deep and thorough suckling.

Second period ended in a version of a technical fall that left them both on the mat, mouths wrapped around cocks, hands tugging on their former opponents’ rocks.

Colin nutted first after struggling to gain the advantage and forcing his erection as far down Eric’s throat as possible. Not quite a suplex move, it still made Eric gag but cease resisting when Colin made a downward plunge, all the way to the dude’s pubes. Eric’s cock seemed to double in size in Colin’s mouth right before the first salty-sour blast of skeet painted his tonsils.

 

They cleaned up each other and then the wrestling mats.

“Hey,” Eric said, the first word either man had spoken for what seemed a long time in the aftermath.

“Yeah?” Colin answered. He reached down to adjust his package, which hung damp with the dregs of two ejaculations.

“We’re gonna need more than this,” Eric said. “More than just tonight if we want to kick the butts of that invading army of soldiers from Seaside.”

“What do you suggest?”

“You, me, the rest of the guys—Toby, Reed, Jesse. We need to think of this like the Greeks did.”

“But—” Colin started.

“Dude, I’m not saying, you know…all of us naked, like you and I were tonight. Just that we all come to the mat like soldiers from now on.”

“And what about you and me?”

Eric smiled. “I’m up for us having it like this. Oh, yeah.”

Colin smiled and tipped Eric his chin, pointing the way to the showers. “Come on.”

Eric hustled over, marching in perfect formation beside him.






CRACK IN THE GROUND

David Holly

 

 

 

Professor Boonus wanted his students to think that he was cool, so every day he toted in a pair of drumsticks and laid them on his podium. Once he was satisfied that his students knew that he played a drum—or wanted to play a drum—he would settle into his lecture about geological formations. Unfortunately for Professor Boonus, his lectures did not radiate coolness. To my way of thinking, they were less exciting than watching rocks erode.

Listening with half an ear and daydreaming about beating off in the fourth-floor men’s room, I jerked into full wakefulness when Professor Boonus began discussing our final reports. “Students will team up in groups of two, examine a geological formation in Oregon or Washington, and write a five-hundred-word report. This assignment constitutes twenty percent of your course grade, so don’t blow it off.” He smiled to show that he empathized with the losers and the slackers.

After that proclamation I would have started regretting that  I had signed up for this course, except that I had already been regretting it since April. It was now the end of May and the class had only two weeks to go, and here I was stuck with taking a field trip—with a partner, no less.

A finger poked my shoulder. “Uh, Rex, what would you think of partnering with me?” I turned toward the whisperer and managed a nod. I was so stunned that a nod was all I could manage. Larry Lockridge was a wildly popular guy, captain of the swim team, and all-round good-looker. He grabbed my arm when Professor Boonus dismissed us. “Do you have another class now?”

“No, I’m free, Larry.” I was so free that I was walking two feet off the earth.

“I gotta go to the aquatic center. Come along with me, Rex, and we’ll decide what we’re gonna do.”

We crossed the campus toward the far-off athletic fields. The day was in the low nineties, wilting weather for the Pacific Northwest. “Maybe the Columbia River Gorge,” I suggested, thinking of the cool grottos with cascading falls. “Not Multnomah Falls. The goofs will all write about Multnomah Falls or Mount St. Helens.”

“We should find a place no one else will select, Rex.”

“Smith Rock?”

“Let’s think about it.” By that time we were entering the multi-storied enclosure of glass and steel that surrounded a fifty-meter swimming pool with ten lanes, a diving pool and practice lap pools. There were also play pools with water slides and wave machines, which were just for fun. It was my first time in the aquatic center, and I was impressed.

“Do you want me to meet you later so we can talk about it, Larry?”

His face took on a disappointed expression. “Why not stick  with me? We’ll cool off in the water, have a few laughs.”

“Uh, you probably have a locker here, being captain of the swim team, Larry. I don’t have any swim trunks, and Dean Providence wouldn’t approve of skinny-dipping in the college pools.”

Larry chuckled at that. “We’ll suit you up, never fear. You can swim, can’t you?”

“My swimming ability is somewhat on the order of organized drowning.”

“Come on, Rex. I’ll make a competition swimmer out of you before the afternoon gets much older.”

The men’s locker room was strangely segregated. Instructors and staff had their own area—I guessed that professors had a thing about getting naked in front of their students. The general public and students occupied the main area, but the swim team had a section all to itself. That is where Larry took me. He opened a locker and tossed me one of the team’s competition-style swimsuits, yellow swim briefs with the college’s mascot emblazoned on the side.

“Am I allowed to wear this, Larry?” I gasped, feeling exposed already.

“Friends wear our suits all the time. That one you’re holding has probably had thirty different guys’ cocks and balls packed into it.”

A hot intimacy rushed through me. Larry was naked already and stuffing his clothes into his locker. I gaped at his body with awe. He was truly stacked. He was also virtually hairless, having carried the swimmer’s shave to extremes. His beautiful cock and balls were on full display, with not a trace of a hair to spoil the perfection of his golden all-over tan. He pulled up his swim briefs and adjusted his package and rear. Observing that I was still dressed, he pointed toward an empty locker. “Come on, Rex.”

Left with no choice, I undressed quickly and pulled up the swim briefs. The rear seam pulled into my anal cleft. “They’re tight, Larry.”

“Yeah, when you swim competitively, you always wear a size too small. Don’t want them sliding off your ass in the middle of a race. Hey, you look good in the team suit. You must work out.”

“Yeah.” I was glad that I looked okay, but I could not have looked as good as Larry did. He had an ass that would have done credit to half the women around. It was round, powerful and protrusive. His cock and balls filled the front of his swim briefs nicely too.

Larry gave me pointers about how to dive into the lap pool, and then he helped me improve my kick. He worked me hard for an hour, and then we played on the water slide. Soon, I was having so much fun that I forgot about being self-conscious. We were surfing the wave pool when Larry suggested, “Crack in the Ground.”

“Huh?”

“You know. Out by Christmas Valley.” Crack in the Ground was a tension fault, a two-mile-long, and forty-foot-deep split in the lava floor of the desert.

“That’s halfway across the state, Larry.” My protest died in my throat. The idea of driving halfway across Oregon with Larry did not sound all that bad. “Are you serious? Crack in the Ground?”

“Sure. Nobody else will write about that. If we leave around five in the morning, we should be there by nine.”

Sure we would, if we were going faster than a hundred miles per hour. “You’re driving?”

“Yeah, Rex, we’ll go in my Mazda. It goes faster than a red-hot shit.” Larry hugged me in his zeal, and for a moment I  thought of touching my lips to his. I had the distinct impression that he would have kissed with enthusiasm.

 

Sleepy in the dim dawn glow, I boarded Larry’s sports car. We were wearing Levi’s, hiking boots, long-sleeved checked shirts, and Stetsons. It was sensible attire for two city boys driving to the high Oregon desert to descend into a volcanic fissure that was probably infested with poison oak, bottomless pits, pissed-off rattlesnakes and deadly spiders. Not to mention, the danger of sunburn was acute.

I soon discovered that Larry Lockridge had a fine contempt for speed laws. We blasted out of Portland, up Mt. Hood, and stopped in Government Camp for a quick piss. Down the mountain we went, hitting ninety on the straightaways, through the Warm Springs Reservation, along the sagebrush and junipers and terrific views of Mt. Jefferson, Mt. Washington, Three Finger Jack, and the Three Sisters, and splitting away from Highway Twenty-Six below Madras and continuing down Route Ninety-Seven through Terrebonne. We stopped again at the Peter Skene Ogden State Scenic Viewpoint, which is a park on the Crooked River, for another piss and a glance into the abyss where back in the early sixties two lesbians had hurled their children off the railroad bridge. A sentence of execution in Oregon’s gas chamber was their sentence, but the execution was never carried out.

At 120 miles per hour, we shot down through Redmond and Bend, rocketed on to Route Thirty-One and then on to Fort Rock Road, past Fort Rock and the cave where the anthropologist Cressman found the thirteen-thousand-year-old sandals, and out along the Christmas Valley Road. Purple sage, junipers, shadows of distant peaks, and shifting sand dunes flickered past the car window. During the Ice Age, Fort Rock Basin  was the bottom of a vast lake. Now it was all desert sand, rock, hollows bleached with alkali, maars, sagebrush, tumbleweeds, rabbit brush, needle grass, rice grass, squirrel tail and Western juniper.

Just past the town of Christmas Valley, a small, hand-lettered sign advertised Crack in the Ground—with an arrow. Larry made an impetuous left turn, and we thundered up the rutted and rocky dirt road for seven miles, raising a cloud of dust that must have fucked up weather maps all the way to Idaho.

He whirled the dirt-covered Mazda into a rocky parking spot near a pair of smelly plastic portable toilets, Oregon’s pathetic answer to the human need to defecate. Larry sneered at two pickup trucks with Utah license plates occupying the spaces beside us. “All right, Rex, this is it. Let’s explore.”

“Sure, Larry,” I agreed, somewhat less enthusiastic, yet still fascinated by the bizarre geology. We hiked along the sandy trace marked with a single crude sign. A pair of magpies tried to discourage us, but we waved our arms, and the birds returned to their hidden nest. A Great Basin rattlesnake slithered across our path, but the rattler was more interested in the desert mice than he was in us. Still, the proximity of the rattlesnake made me shiver.

The Crack in the Ground fissure extended for several miles. We descended into the southern trail downward and had not walked a dozen yards along the sandy bottom when we met a group of six men returning.

“You’re the guys with the two pickup trucks?” Lance asked. “Nobody else is down that way?”

“Nah, you boys have the crack to yourselves today,” the black-bearded galoot said. “Watch out for the raven.”

“What raven?”

“It’s got a nest somewheres. It was swooping down on us.”

“We had a pair of magpies doing that already. Watch out for the Northern Pacific rattlesnake.”

“Larry, it was a Great Basin, a Crotalus viridis lutosus.”

“You saw the Crotalus viridis lutosus, Rex, as did I. You walked within two feet of the Crotalus viridis oreganus, the Northern Pacific, but you didn’t notice it. I didn’t speak up because I didn’t want you to make any sudden moves. It wasn’t rattling, so I decided that it was nonaggressive.”

“I don’t know what foreign fucking language these Oregonian gay-boy faggots are talking,” the black-bearded bastard said, “but let’s haul ass back to Utah.”

“Imagine him calling us faggots,” I mused as we walked along the slit. The temperature below ground was a good twenty degrees cooler than the surface, and there were pockets of ice. The cleft was eerie and more than a little spooky. It was easy to see that the rock had been ripped apart, and the walls on both sides had originally fit together. I shuddered as my imagination conjured up what would happen if the earth snapped shut again. “Imagine.”

“‘Oregonian gay-boy faggots.’ Yeah, that was funny,” Larry agreed. He did not say anything for a quarter of a mile. “You gotta know, Rex, you looked good in the team swimsuit yesterday. A bit more practice and a full-body shave, and anybody would think you were ready for the Olympics.”

I took a chance then. “How’d I look good, Larry?”

“You looked like you belonged on the team.”

“Is that all?”

Larry sat down on a large flat stone that had fallen from above a thousand years in the past. “You have a firm ass, Rex. Your cock isn’t huge, but it’s thick. You filled out the team swimsuit real nice.”

The expression on Larry’s face was so lewdly sexual that I  hardly knew what to say. He was captain of the swim team, for Christ’s sake. An important guy on campus. He had a reputation. There was talk that he would go into politics after graduation.

I sat beside him and laid my hand on his thigh. “Do you know what you’re implying?”

“Hell, yes, Rex. I’ve been hot for your ass ever since the first day of class.”

“But you’re captain of the swim team. A big man on campus.”

“Rex, there isn’t one guy on the swim team who isn’t a world-class cocksucker or a bottoming-out butt boy. Our team parties make Boys Gone Wild look like Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm.”

I slid my left hand into his crotch while I cupped his head with my right and pulled his mouth toward mine. Larry’s tongue brushed my lips before it slid between my teeth and played along my tongue.

At the pinnacle of passion, Larry pulled his mouth away. “I gotta strip off my jeans; otherwise my dick is gonna snap.” Larry untied his hiking boots and dropped his jeans. He was wearing polyester/spandex briefs with a greenish check pattern. The briefs had a front pouch and a tight rear seam, similar to his team swim briefs. I gripped his ass with my hands, sliding over the slick fabric and fingering his buttcrack. “You must like receiving a perpetual wedgie.”

Larry unfastened my belt and loosened my jeans. “Have you ever been fucked, Rex?”

I blushed deeply. “I’m a gay-sex virgin, Larry.”

“I suspected so,” he said with a chuckle. “Nobody’d call me a virgin. I’ve fucked and sucked more guys than you could count.” He saw my expression. “Mainly guys on the team. In  high school and now at college.”

“What do you want to do with me?” Whatever he wanted, I was willing. Hadn’t I stretched out gay virginity long enough?

“I wanna slide my cock up your ass, Rex. I wanna fuck you. And after I finish, I want you to fuck me.”

I had never wanted anything so badly in my life. My mouth was hotter and drier than the desert sand. “What if we got caught?”

“So what? What could a tourist family do if they did catch us?”

“Whimper about family values.”

Giggling, Larry produced lubricant and a couple of condoms. He studied the condoms and then looked at me. “You’ve never done this before, Rex?”

“No,” I admitted, confessing again that my asshole was still virginal. I felt like a loser, a failure. At my age, a successful homosexual should have been an old hand at receiving anal penetration.

“So you’re clean. No STDs?”

“Of course not.”

“I’m promiscuous, Rex, but I’ve always played super safe—even during the drunkest swim-team bang-fests. I promise, on my honor, that I’m one-hundred-percent healthy. You won’t catch anything bad from me.”

I believed him. Everything in his nature proved that he valued his honor. “Are you suggesting that we do it bareback, Larry?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, I trust you. I want your cum in my ass.”

We were both naked by then, and our dicks were harder than the broken-lava walls of the crevice. The sun came filtering through sage overhead, casting a supernatural light upon us. The smooth rock was cool under my chest and stomach as Larry  bent me over it. “Stick out your ass, Rex. That’s the way. Ever since the first day of class, I’ve daydreamed about sliding my cock between your buns.”

“I hate to admit how much I’ve thought about you,” I confessed. “But like a little pussy wimp, I knew that you wouldn’t have anything to do with me.” I shivered with rough pleasure as he lubricated my asshole and gently slid a finger into me. “I assumed that you were banging the cheerleaders, you being an important guy on campus and all.”

“Shit, Rex, the cheerleaders know that I’m gay. My straight genes have gotta be in the negative numbers. It’s okay. Except for some religious homophobes, who are mostly wannabe cocksuckers themselves, everybody on campus thinks being gay is cooler than being straight. After we get back, I’m gonna introduce you around. You’re coming out in a big way, Rex.”

I half heard that speech—I was in raptures. “That feels fucking good, Larry. How many fingers are you using now?”

“Three. Now suck down some deep breaths and push hard with your asshole. Keep taking deep breaths. I’m gonna stick it in you now.”

“Oh!” I howled with delight as he mounted me. I felt as if a heavy object were pressing against my anus. I submitted unreservedly to him, and the pressure increased as my asshole dilated around his cock. “Oh, Larry, that feels great.”

The pressure and heaviness increased, but there was no pain. My cock was so hard and so stimulated by the anal penetration that I feared I would ejaculate right then. I kept breathing hard and pushing with my ass as though I were trying to push him out—not squeeze him out. I did not tighten down. I pushed with all my might, and the harder I pushed against his cock, the deeper he drove into me. Without warning, his thighs pressed against my buttocks. Nothing I had ever experienced felt as  good as his thick cock did in my rectum.

“Oh, that feels so fuckin’ good. Fuck me, Larry.”

“Sure, Rex. I knew you’d love it.” Larry pulled back and thrust again. He began humping me rhythmically. I relished the feeling of fullness, and I loved the motion. A deep, rippling pleasure filled me. I squeezed my asshole around his dick as he pulled back, and I pushed hard as he drove into me.

“I’ve never had an ass like yours, Rex. You’re milking me off. This can’t be your first time.”

“My first, Larry,” I averred. “The next time will be even better. I was born to take it.”

“I’m gonna come fast. Hope you give as good as you take.” He thrust faster and harder, and I met his thrusts. “Ah. Yeah. Fuck.”

His shouts and wails echoed down the slit, the rocks carrying his lustful howls for miles. I squeezed his dick with my anal sphincter, even as I knew, but could not feel, that he was shooting his cum into me. I grew slicker as he came.

“Ah, Rex. Enough. I can’t stand it.”

Was I going to let him out that easy? No, I gripped his cock with my ass until I had milked his last drop. Only then did I permit him to pull out.

Then Larry Lockridge, one of the most important guys on campus, collapsed upon my back, his drained but slick cock still nested in my buttocks as I sprawled across the cool rock. His breath came in hot gasps, as did mine. We panted together, until our breath returned to normal and our heart rates dropped to safe levels.

“It’s my turn, Rex. I’m gonna milk your cock until you’re screaming for mercy.” Larry pushed me aside so he could take my place and presented his ass so provocatively that no man alive could have resisted sticking it to him. “Don’t be afraid  of hurting me, Rex. You don’t have to open me up with your fingers. Stick it in right away. I’ve taken cocks for years.”

Slicking my cock with the lubricant, I started jerking off—until I got control and pressed my cock into Larry’s anal cleft. I spread his round buttocks and drove against his asshole. His anal sphincter sucked me in. Within a few seconds, I sprawled across his back while my hips humped maniacally. I was fucking the captain of the swim team, the big man on campus.

The tingles in the head of my cock came far sooner than I wanted. I was going to ejaculate within seconds. The tingles grew into ripples that rolled into waves of overwhelming pleasure. The strong muscles at the root of my penis contracted. The perineum under my balls pulsed and a great gout of spunk shot up the shaft of my dick and was expelled out my pisshole into Larry’s ass.

“Yeah, that’s the way, Rex,” Larry shouted.

When we were finished, we cleaned our dicks with the water in our bottles and dressed again. Larry’s eyes were shining. Holding hands, we continued along the cleft, finding fallen rocks and seemingly bottomless holes. We did not encounter any more rattlers—it was too chilly for them on the floor of the crack. After two miles of scrambling over rock falls, we turned back, and at last reached the place where we had descended. The sun was already sitting lower, though the summer days were still long.

It was late night before we were back in Portland, even considering Larry’s driving habits. “Do you want to stay over in the team dorm?” he asked as we parked on campus at midnight.

“I’m hot, tired and sweaty. My mind is racing, and my ass has leaked cum into my underwear.”

Larry waved away those objections. “You can shower with me, and I’ll give you a pair of undies if you really need them.  Guys on the swim team have other guys sleep over all the time. You’ll be the first guy who’s slept over with me.”

That put things in a new light. I spent the next day with Larry, and Sunday evening we researched our papers. By Monday, everybody on campus knew that I had spent the night in Larry’s bed. To my surprise, more than a dozen college boys, and twice that many girls, congratulated me for making such a good catch.

The next week I joined the swim team’s weekly party and ended up putting out for one guy while another sucked my dick. Larry watched me while he sucked off another guy. We kept it safe then, with layers of latex and lubricant. However, on certain strange and wonderful nights, especially the night we received our grades for geology and found we had both aced the course, we kept to each other and barebacked with the one we trusted most.






SET THEORY

Luke Woods

 

 

 

I had been working for four solid hours, trying to get my lesson plans for the rest of the week sorted out, when the three Red Bulls I’d had for dinner decided to strike their revenge. A quick trip to the men’s room and I was back in business, slipping through the stacks back to my isolated carrel in the engineering periodicals section where I gave myself one night a week, safe from undergrads and faculty alike, to finally get some actual work done.

I had just started to put my iPod earbuds in when I heard a low male voice through the shelves of thirty-year-old issues of Proceedings of the Institution of Mechanical Engineering. I held still—I could just make out half of a phone conversation.

“Hey, yeah, I got your message, what’s up?”

“No, that wasn’t—I didn’t…”

“Look, Casey, it’s not what you think, I—”

There was a long pause.

“No, you can’t—”

“Fine, whatever… I’ll…see you around. I guess.” The man’s voice was strained, as if he was trying to hold back tears.

I heard footsteps walk to the end of the row and turn toward my row. I couldn’t help but try and catch a glimpse as the source of the voice walked past—who was he? What had just happened? I expected some pimply freshman who had just broken up with his first girlfriend. What I hadn’t expected was Jim Stearn, one of the mountainous linebackers of our winning football team, and, I realized, one of my students.

“Hey, Professor Lawson.” His voice was still thick with choked-back tears, but he tried to sound nonchalant. I pretended to have turned around to stretch my back.

“Hey, Jim. How’s it going?”

“Oh, I’m all right. Just…looking for a book.”

I could still see the tears welling in his piercing green eyes (No, self, stop that. He is a student. You are his teacher).

“Yes, the engineering periodicals are quite riveting.”

“Yeah, I uh, need it…for a class…” He shifted his weight, obviously uncomfortable.

“Well, I gotta go. Lots of hookers and blow to do, usual grad student stuff.” I turned back around to my carrel.

“Yeah, sure, see you.”

There was something about the tiny catch in his voice that sunk its hooks into me. This kid was obviously upset; could I really leave him crying alone in the middle of the library and live with myself later?

“Hey, you know what? It can wait. Why don’t you and I grab a drink together? You look like you could use a beer.”

He looked uncertain.

“I’ll buy.”

He still seemed hesitant but put the periodical back on the shelf (in the same place he’d taken it from, I noticed with pride)  and picked up his backpack from the ground. He followed me silently as we exited the library and I decided it would be best to take him to the sports bar a block away—not my usual hangout, but probably somewhere he was more comfortable with.

“So what’s on your mind?” I said as we walked up the hill that separated the library and the bar.

“Just, y’know. Life stuff. I’m kinda going through a lot right now.”

“Like what?”

He bit his lip. “Sorry, I just… I’m not really ready to talk about it. Too fresh.”

“Fair enough.” We walked the rest of the way in amiable silence and sunk into a booth—thankfully, the bar was not crowded and relatively quiet, a far cry from the seething morass of insanity it was on most game days.

The waitress sauntered up, all perkiness and enormous breasts. “What can I get you boys?”

“I’ll have a Bud,” Jim said, avoiding her gaze.

“Gross, no. The gentleman and I will have Blue Moon.” I told her. “Orange slice on both, please.”

“Sure thing.” She tottered off on her stiletto heels and I noted that Jim didn’t turn to watch her go—nor, now that I thought about it, had he even given her a second glance. Girl troubles?

“I usually just drink something cheap,” he said, shrugging. “Don’t really know any better.”

I looked him in the eye and smirked. “Well, maybe you’ll get something out of my class after all.”

He looked away and I noticed a little color in his cheeks. “No, man, it’s not like that. I really like your discussion sections.”

“Is that so? I’ll admit, I don’t really know off the top of my head what you’re pulling in class.”

“Eighty-nine after the last test. I like math a lot, I just can’t.  You know. Spend too much time with it.”

“Why’s that? You’re a business major, aren’t you? Isn’t my class required for that?”

“It’s hard to explain. I just can’t be seen working too hard, you know? The other guys. That’s why I chose business. I get to take math, but no one will give me crap.”

“I see.” The waitress returned with the beer and he sipped it experimentally, using the glass to avoid looking at me.

“This is really good. Thanks.” He started downing the glass.

“Heh. We’d better get you another one, you must be thirsty.”

“Yeah, I guess I’m just used to, uh, chugging it.”

“I can see that.” I signaled to the waitress to bring two more and we sat in silence while he finished his glass. He pushed the empty away and squirmed uncomfortably.

“Something on your mind?” I asked, leaning in. “I promise I won’t tell anyone. Teacher-student confidentiality.”

He twisted his lips into a grimace and played with the cocktail napkin. “Yeah. I guess I can tell you. Maybe it’ll help. My, uh, girlfriend broke up with me.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. You seem pretty broken up about it.”

“Well, kind of. She, uh. Broke up with me. Because…”

I furrowed my brow. “Because?”

He looked around and leaned in close, speaking really softly. “Because she found out that I was, uh, looking at dudes. On the Internet. You know.”

“Do I?” I thought I could see where he was going with this, but I wanted to make sure.

“Yeah. I think I might…might be. You know. Gay.”

“Is that so? Well, welcome to the club, I guess.”

“Yeah.” He continued to avoid my eyes.

I reached across the table and took one of his huge hands. “Jim. Look at me.”

His eyes moved up to meet mine but seemed reticent to stay.

“There is nothing wrong with you. There is nothing to be ashamed of.”

He blinked back tears and tried to take his hand back, but I held it firm.

“No. I’m serious. Nothing has changed. You are still the same person—a good student, a good friend. A great football player. This doesn’t change anything.”

He didn’t look like he believed me. “I just… I can’t tell my parents, they’ll disown me. Or the team.”

I looked at him seriously. “Jim, are you planning to live your entire life on someone else’s terms?”

He bit his lip. “I guess not. I’ve just always done what everyone wanted me to do. I don’t really know what I want. I guess I’ll have to figure it out. Being gay and everything else.”

“Damn straight,” I said, winking. He laughed weakly and I let his hand go, but he seemed reluctant to take it back.

The waitress arrived with two more Blue Moons and I caught her eye. “Excuse me, miss, but I think we just found ourselves something to celebrate. Mucho tequila, por favor.”

“Gotcha,” she said brightly, and disappeared again.

“I didn’t really think you were a tequila kind of guy, Professor.”

“Please, call me Steve. I’m not actually a professor, you know. Just a TA. And anyway—before you get to grad school, you have to be an undergrad first. And you know perfectly well what that’s like.”

He laughed and started on his second beer. “Yeah, I guess I do. Just never really pictured you as the partying type.”

I smirked devilishly. “You’ve pictured me, Jim? I’m flattered.”

He shook his head, smiling. “You know what I mean. And,  uh, call me James. I’ve never really liked Jim much; it’s just always kind of stuck. My dad likes it.”

I raised my beer into the air. “To James Stearn, and to new beginnings.”

He smiled and clinked his glass against mine, careful not to spill.

 

He thought he could outdrink me. Or maybe he got offended that I thought I could outdrink him. At any rate, four hours and ninety dollars later, we staggered out of the bar together—how had I never noticed it was called Dick’s? I love dicks—and sat heavily on a bench on the sidewalk.

“Hey. How are you gonna get home? You want a cab? I can call you a cab. Let me call you a cab.” I stood up and dug in my pocket, trying to find my phone. I must have left it at home. I told him so.

“No, man, it’s okay, my car is like four blocks from here; I’ll just walk.”

“Fuck. No. You are not going to walk to your fucking car. D’you know how I know how drunk you are? Because I know how drunk you are, that’s how.”

He giggled. “I guess I probably shouldn’t drive.”

“Yeah, no. Let’s just go back to my place. It’s like five blocks up that way.” I gestured down the street. “You can crash on the couch.”

“Yeah, okay. Thanks, man.”

 

When we finally stumbled up the stairs to my apartment, I told him to wait outside while I darted in and tidied up as much as I could before he got bored waiting and came inside.

“This is a really nice place you’ve got here. I really like it. You’ve got, like, curtains and shit, that’s nice.”

I tried not to preen. “Yeah, I dunno, man, I just kind of threw it together. You want some aspirin or water or something?”

“Yeah, man, gimme some, I don’t want to have a hangover tomorrow, fuck that noise.”

I went to the bathroom and pulled out the bottle that Drunk Steve had once helpfully labeled REGRET PILLS in red Sharpie and filled the glass I kept by the sink.

I was in the bathroom for maybe forty-five seconds, but by the time I came out, James had somehow already taken off his shirt—not that I minded.

“Oh, hey, I hope this is okay. I’m just burning up.” He picked up his shirt self-consciously.

“No, that’s fine. Here’s your stuff.” I presented the bottle and glass and he dropped his shirt and accepted them gratefully, throwing down a couple of aspirin and draining the glass in one swift motion.

“You wanna sit down?” He scooted from the center of the couch to the other edge—not that it made much difference on the tiny IKEA piece. I tried to sit down delicately next to him but lost my balance and fell heavily, our thighs pressed close. When he failed to react, I decided not to re-situate myself.

“You wanna Netflix a movie or something? I’m not really tired,” I said.

“Yeah, sure. Whatever you want.”

I turned on the TV and we flipped through our options in silence until, suddenly: “You’ve got a lot of, like, gay movies on here.”

I laughed. “Yeah? I mean, does it surprise you? Pretty sure everyone knows I’m gay.”

He turned serious and faced me. “Yeah, I know. But you’re just so…normal. You know? Just a guy.”

I knew exactly what he meant, what years of social  conditioning had made him think.

“Man, it’s like, some people are unicorns, and some people are horses, right?”

“What? That doesn’t make any sense,” he said, and playfully pushed my shoulder.

He was right. “Okay. So. You like math, right?”

He nodded.

“So in math, we have sets, right? R, the set of all real numbers, and Z, all the integers, and the empty set, and a whole bunch of others besides.”

“Yeah, so?”

“So sets can be made of other sets, is what I’m saying. The set R contains the set Z, but the set Z doesn’t contain R.”

“Uh-huh.”

“So what I’m saying is, it’s not like there’s a set of things you like when you’re straight, and a set of things you like when you’re gay. There’s just stuff you like and stuff you don’t. And in that set, there’s sets of gay stuff and sets of straight stuff. But they’re not mutually exclusive—like Z and Q are both parts of R, but there are a lot of numbers that are in Z and Q. Not like how you can be real or imaginary—only one.”

“I get it.”

“Do you? You don’t have to be anything other than what you are, James. Never ever.”

“What I am? What I am, is going to kiss you.”

“That doesn’t make any—” He did. I felt his stubble, prickly against my skin, his lips pressed tightly against mine, his tongue—oh, god—his tongue. I moaned involuntarily and leaned in closer; put my hand against his warm pec—so perfectly smooth and firm. He reached around and pulled my head in—god, he had such strong hands. With his other hand, he reached down and brushed against my cock, desperately  straining against my jeans, and I reached out for his—only to stop short.

I pulled back and broke the kiss. God, Steve, no. Look at what you’re doing.

“What is it? I’m sorry. I’m still—” He sounded confused and ashamed.

“No. Hush. You did nothing wrong. But I can’t do this.”

“Why? Am I not hot enough? I can work out more.” He sounded desperate, wounded.

“No. You are perfect. Christ, look at you. But I’m your teacher. We can’t do this. As much as I want to.”

“Please? I promise I won’t tell anyone.”

“No. I’m sorry. I can’t.”

I stood up and retrieved a pile of blankets and pillows from the linen closet.

“Let me know if you need anything else. I’ll just be in the other room, don’t be afraid to wake me up. Good night.”

I tried not to look back when I entered my bedroom, but I caught a glimpse of his face just the same as I closed the door. Fuck.

 

He wasn’t there when I woke up. I found the blankets folded and stacked neatly on the couch, a piece of notebook paper on top with THANK YOU.—J printed neatly in blue ink.

I hated myself more and more as the week dragged on. I could have been more understanding, more eloquent. I could have talked with him, could have sat in another chair and prevented the whole thing. Could have done ten thousand things to avoid sitting here alone in a freezing closet pretending to work on my thesis, while I thought about how I hadn’t seen James in class for two days and watched the clock count down to the time I could leave my office hours and go home to drink myself into a stupor.

“Yeah, I’ll be there in a bit, I just have to ask Lawson to explain a few things before the midterm so I don’t fail,” a male voice said outside my office. Of course. There’s always one who comes at the absolute last possible second. Fucker.

I winced as I heard the knock on the door. “Come in.” I wiped my face clean. Keep it professional, Steve. Not the kid’s fault.

Except it was him.

“Hey,” he said sheepishly, and closed the door behind him. He took off his backpack and stood awkwardly in front of the door.

“Sit down,” I said. Why had he come? It didn’t matter. “I’m glad you stopped by, I wanted to apologize for the way—”

He interrupted me; he’d never done it before. “No, you were right. I’m glad. You’re a really nice guy; you know that, Prof—Steve?”

I blinked and said nothing.

“After I left your place the other night, I just started walking. Nowhere, really. Tried to figure out what I’d done.”

I started to speak, to try to explain, but he cut me off. “I started thinking about what you said. How I didn’t have to be anything but what I was. You’re right.

“It took me a while to man up enough to do it—sorry for missing class, by the way—but I finally did it. I finally came out to the team.”

I looked him over. He didn’t seem obviously bruised, no black eye, no missing teeth. “How did it go?”

“Fine. I guess I was worried over nothing. I know you think we’re all a bunch of dumb jocks, but they’re really good guys when you get to know them. Well, most of them anyway.” He cracked a smile. “And I’m bigger than all of them anyway.”

I smiled and looked him in the eye. “I’m really happy for  you. I mean it. Congratulations. This was a big step.”

“Yeah. I feel so much better now. But there’s something else I wanted to tell you.”

“Anything.”

“You’re full of horse shit.”

I recoiled, caught off guard. “Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah. You told me something that night that is the biggest pack of fucking lies I have ever heard in my life.” He stood up and walked around the desk, looming over me threateningly.

“What’s that?” My voice was shriller than I would have liked, and I hoped he didn’t notice my hands trembling.

“You told me that we can’t. Fuck that.” He grabbed the back of my shirt and literally hauled me upright, crushing his lips to mine with such force I was convinced I’d have a bruise later. He broke the kiss and set me gently on my desk, leaning in again to lock lips as he bore down on me and reached a massive hand out to pull my shirt open.

“You’re lucky my shirt uses snaps instead of buttons,” I gasped, trying to catch my breath, to slow the insane tattoo of my heart against my chest.

“You think I don’t know what you wear?” he smirked, and pulled the rest of my shirt off, tracing his fingers delicately along my chest, down my stomach, to come to rest firmly on the crotch of my jeans. He wrapped the other arm around me and drew me in again, and this time I didn’t try to fight, just fell deep into the sweetness of his kiss, the heat of the hand that rubbed my rigid erection through my Levi’s. I grabbed his ass and pulled him in closer, grinding his hardness against mine, legs splayed across the desk and arms desperately trying to hold on.

He pulled his lips away from mine and they traveled, kissing a path down my neck, down my chest to my stomach, and coming to rest just above my waistband. I was surprised at the  deftness with which he unbuttoned my jeans and slid down the zipper—almost as surprised as I was with the wave of pleasure that rocked my body when he kissed my throbbing cock through my underwear. His tongue darted out and teased along my length, hand gently massaging my balls through the soft cotton. I gasped and arched my back, lifted my hips as he pulled down my jeans and boxer briefs to reveal my aching member. He didn’t hesitate but took it in his mouth immediately; the heat was overwhelming, and I pulled out, desperate to hold off for a few minutes longer.

“Did I hurt you? I’m sorry.” He looked so uncertain.

“No. No. I just need a minute. I don’t want this to end just yet.”

I kicked my shoes off and stood up, stepping out of the bundle of pants and underwear that had fallen at my feet. I leaned in and kissed him, breaking contact only long enough to get his shirt off. I traced his pecs with my hands, traveled down to caress each abdominal muscle, down farther to massage urgently at his hardness under his athletic shorts. The sudden gasp when my hand slid down into his underwear and caressed his bare skin was like music to my ears. I pulled my hand out and slid his shorts and underwear down in the same smooth motion as falling gently to my knees. His cock was gorgeous, smooth and huge and quivering with anticipation. I wasted no time in kissing the tip, tracing my tongue around the ridge, taking as much of it in my mouth as I could comfortably fit. I wrapped my hand around the base and stroked up and down in time with my sucking; alternated with my other hand between massaging his balls and pinching his nipples, mentally cataloguing every involuntary jerk of his cock for later use. A blissful eternity later, he pulled out and looked down at me.

“Can…can I fuck you? Please?” Please. How could I say no  to such a polite request?

I nodded and opened my desk drawer for the small bottle of lube I kept for emergency afternoon “stress relief” and fished in my briefcase for the condom I kept on hand.

“Go slow. It’s been a while.” I squirted lube on my hand and pushed it inside me while he unrolled the condom—Looks like I need to buy a box of Magnums. When he was done, he took the bottle from me and spread it on his own fingers, pushing me onto the desk on my back and gently probing for my hole. The first finger was slightly uncomfortable as he worked the lube, but the second—the second was incredible. He withdrew for a moment to apply more lube—but what pressed back against me wasn’t a finger. I tried to relax as he slowly pushed inside me, mindful not to—OH. MY. GOD. My thoughts stopped.

“Go. Fuck me.”

“Are you sure? I don’t want to hurt you, the Internet said—”

I pressed my fingers against his lips. “Now.”

He slid slowly the rest of the way in, then back out.

“Fuck, you are so tight.” It had been a while, but not that long. He slowly picked up speed, and I tried not to scream with pleasure as he drove into me and back out again.

“Harder.” He didn’t need me to tell him twice; I could feel his balls swinging against me, hear the slap of our skin—I hope no one else can hear this.

“Fuck, I’m—” I could feel the sudden swell of his cock deep within me; feel the jerks as he pushed as deep as he could. I felt the heat as he came, and the look on his face pushed me over the edge, ropes of semen flying out to land pearly on my chest. He stayed inside me for a few moments, ragged breaths heaving his beautiful chest, and I felt empty when he finally pulled out and tossed the condom into the trash.

I lay there in bliss a minute longer until he offered me a box of  tissues. “You might wanna clean that up before it gets cold.”

I smirked and started to mop off my chest and stomach. “You sure know how to keep a mood.”

I watched as he pulled his underwear back on, stepped into his athletic shorts and pulled them up. He picked up my clothes from the floor and handed them to me.

A sudden thought occurred to me and I tried to stifle my laughter.

“What?”

I looked at him and smiled, dressing myself. “You know what you call it when you put two different sets together?”

He watched as I buttoned up my shirt. “What?”

“Union.”

He laughed, but it may have been out of pity.






THE JOCK AND THE PROFESSOR

Bearmuffin

 

 

 

I teach English to a team of wrestlers at an all-male college in Lincoln, Nebraska. Practice takes place in the morning, so they signed up for my afternoon class. I can hardly keep my mind on my work as my heart beats wildly in anticipation of their arrival. Imagine three rows of hard and humpy wrestlers sitting right in front of you, all of them wearing sweatpants and ball caps. Needless to say, my lusts are aroused by the sight of all these beautiful, butch and manly men sitting in front of me and there’s one jock in particular that catches my fancy. His name is Tom Lebonski. Tom is captain of the wrestling team and everyone’s buddy.

Tom is always coming late to class, but I don’t complain. I’m crazy about him. Tom has classic All-American square-jawed looks with a cleft chin, a thick moustache and blue jowls. Tom is six feet tall, typical of the hulking, big-boned, corn-fed farm boy. He has deep-set brown eyes capped by bushy eyebrows. His barrel-like chest was covered with a forest of dark brown  hair. I wanted to run my hand into his dense hair-thicket, find his juicy nipples and play with them while I sucked on his big, fat cock.

Tom comes to class right after wrestling practice. He doesn’t shower, so he stinks up the room with his heady, potent brand of man-stench. And since he sits front row center, I am constantly being assaulted by his potent body odor, which acts on me like a raw aphrodisiac.

He’s so sweaty that his uniform clings to his giant body like a second skin, making the contours of his muscular brawn plainly visible. The straps of his wrestling singlet barely graze his thick paps, which are capped by thick nipples. And try as I might I can’t keep my eyes off the mountainous bulge between his legs. His cock is lewdly outlined underneath his jockstrap, which seems to struggle to contain its thickness and his big balls.

One day after class, I noticed that Tom had left his gym bag behind. When I unzipped it I found a jockstrap. So I picked up the smelly jock and pressed it against my face. I took a deep whiff from the grimy folds of the pouch and was instantly regaled with Tom’s incredible, manly crotch odors. I got an instant boner. My heart was pounding triple-time not only from the excitement of sniffing Tom’s dirty jockstrap but also from fear of the possibility that Tom might come back at any moment and catch me.

I had just replaced the jockstrap back in Tom’s gym bag when he came back. Tom picked up his bag, squeezed his hefty crotch and winked at me. I was so surprised that I just about shot a cum-load in my briefs. From then on, it seemed that Tom was always forgetting his gym bag and coming back for it later, but not before I had a chance to get my hands on his jockstrap and take deep whiffs of his musk.

Tom was coming on to me, that was plainly obvious. Each  time he winked at me and squeezed his crotch he’d watch my reaction as I just gulped and quickly averted my eyes to the blackboard. I wanted Tom so bad, but I’d never made it with a student before. And even though he was nineteen and of legal age, I still hesitated to make a pass at him. And so each night I’d go home and jack off imagining that Tom was on top of me, trapping me between his thick, hirsute thighs, and force-feeding me his huge cock.

For a while I believed that fantasy had little chance of becoming reality. I had no idea how rampant homosexuality was at our college until one day when Coach Hard-Ass told me the truth about the jock’s dorm.

It was after my last class of the day, and I had hurried to the gym. Coach was alone and smoking a cigar. The smell of tobacco added to the aura of his intense masculinity, accented by his smooth, golden skin and fabulously taut butt.

The thing I liked about Coach is that we never talked about sports. For me, there is nothing more boring than talking about touchdowns and who won the first inning. No, I preferred to talk about cock and so did he.

Before I met Coach I was living in a fantasy world fueled by lurid images of hot, young, sweaty jocks. But that wasn’t enough and I needed reality. The reality of flesh. The feel of warm flesh against my own. But how was that possible if I was uncertain of my sexuality? Yes, I might as well admit it. I wasn’t sure if I was gay or not. Was I just into it for the sex? My being in contact with the hard, humpy and very horny wrestlers in my class only complicated the situation. So here I was teetering between complete abstinence and full-blown sexual indulgence. But I was tempted by Coach’s roughhewn masculinity, his honesty. He opened a new world for me. His winning ways set me on the path of complete, unbridled homosexuality.  He gave me the courage to live out my dreams. And now I was ready for more sexual adventures.

So Coach and I wasted no time getting it on. The odors wafting from his ripe cum- and piss-stained jockstrap made me dizzy with lust. Soon we were kissing, his lips mashed against mine as we pulled eagerly on each other’s turgid cock. After that preliminary bout of mutual masturbation I was ready to suck his cock.

His legs were spread open, and I noticed the golden hairs that peppered his beefy thighs and glorious legs. His jock pouch was filled to bursting with his pulsing cock and I fell to my knees between his big beefy thighs. I took a deep whiff of his man-scent, my nose buried against the pouch permeated with his manly stench and arousing smells. His mighty cock throbbed lustily inside the webbed pouch and I could feel the sexual heat against my cheeks.

Coach took a couple of puffs from his stogie and smiled down at me. Then he pulled down his ripe jockstrap and out popped his impressively thick cock. It bobbed freely up and down before my eyes. It really was a beautiful cock, with large blue veins crisscrossing the heavy shaft. The head was thick and purplish. Several drops of precum oozed from the slit. I gazed down on it with the utmost respect and adoration until I finally grabbed hold of it and guided it past my anxious lips.

Coach was hot, hard and hunky and I had loved servicing him ever since our first meeting, at the faculty get-together the month before. What began as friendship soon blossomed into mutual unbridled lust, and there was not an opportunity we missed to be together.

With his wavy blond hair and beautiful blue eyes, the thirty-five-year-old stud was a living tribute, a shining example of good old-fashioned American muscularity. His was smooth and  taut; his glorious ass was nice and firm.

I could easily see and understand how the jocks would want to emulate him. What better model for American youth indeed?

As I suckled on his mighty whanger, Coach began to tell me about what really went on at those jock fraternity parties.

I got more and more excited as the horny Coach regaled me with stories of the jocks fucking, sucking and rimming each other. Coach took another puff from his cigar, holding it between his middle and forefinger like a baton to punctuate his words. His voice gradually rose with excitement as he gesticulated wildly.

“Of course nobody is supposed to know what really goes on in the dorms,” he said. But he was not surprised that red-blooded young athletes too gave in to their natural sexual urges and enjoyed each other’s sexual favors. “Why it’s the most natural thing in the world,” he said. He took the stogie out of his mouth and tapped it on the ashtray.

Coach Hard-Ass looked me in the eyes. “Now just what do you really think goes on in prison? In the Navy? In the Army? The Marines? Why, anywhere where women aren’t around to help these studs satisfy their lusts. Of course they have no recourse but to turn to each other for sexual fulfillment!”

As he spoke from time to time he would pull his cock from my mouth and slap my face with it and then shove it between my lips so I could resume sucking it.

He excited me so much with his talk that I sucked harder and harder, faster and faster, my head flying over his spasming, precum-dripping cock.

“Oh, yeah. Keep that up, good buddy,” he panted. “And I’m gonna…I’m gonna…” His voice broke and his breath came out in ragged gasps.

He got a little rough with me, slapping me around while I sucked his cock, and then he pulled back so as to let his cock slip out just before he ejaculated. “Arrrghaaahhhyeah!” he growled deep inside his throat as he started shooting his hot spunk all over my face, neck and chest. All the while I was sucking his cock, I was jacking off and as soon as I felt his hot spunk splash all over my face I came too, sending hot ribbons of cum splashing on the floor.

I grabbed a towel and wiped myself off and took the opportunity to take a shower in the gym, which gave me pause for reflection. I came away from our encounter not only sexually satisfied but also wiser as to the goings on in our college. It certainly put a new light on things, and I began to look at the situation in new ways.

I began to wonder if perhaps Coach Hard-Ass had sex with the jocks. But if he had he did not mention it. I wondered if he had fucked Tom Lebonski. This too remained a mystery at least for now. Coach had told me, “If you don’t believe me, go by the dorm some evening and see for yourself.”

So I took him up on my idea by doing a little investigating of my own. I sneaked into the jocks’ dorm one night to see for myself if what Coach had told me was true.

I knew I was in a precarious position. Having sex with the students was strictly forbidden and any infraction of the rules would mean severe punishment.

I certainly did not want to wind up like that professor who was caught videotaping studs in the shower. How he managed to get a camera inside a shampoo bottle was beyond me.

No, my approach would be more hands-on.

I waited until midnight and walked to the jocks’ dormitory, a large brick building located at the far end of the campus. Luckily, I found an open window on the first floor and climbed  inside. I’d never been inside the dormitory and took a moment to look around. The place stunk of beer, pizza and fresh semen.

There were beefy studs passed out all over the place. Some jocks were in briefs and jockstraps, and some of them were naked. Most of them were snoring loudly in each other’s arms. It was obvious that I had arrived after their orgy. I was tempted to linger awhile and fondle their cocks and balls, but I thought of Tom and walked upstairs to find his room.

Tom’s room was the last one at the end of the hall. His door was open. Tom was lying on the bed faceup. He was snoring. There were crumpled beer cans and empty pizza boxes on the floor. Tom was wearing a jockstrap. The pouch was pulled to one side. His hefty cock curved over his plum-sized nuts. There were fresh cum-stains on the sheets so I knew that Tom had just popped a load. Glistening cum-dribbles clung to the hairs that sprouted all over his muscular abdomen and thighs. My balls ached when I saw how much cum had spurted from his cock.

Tom’s T-shirt was pulled up over his smooth, rounded pecs. His nipples were rosy protruding buds of manly perfection. I followed the thick hair-trail that fanned between his pecs down over the furrowed ripples of his abdomen until I found myself again gazing upon his glorious cock and fat balls.

I noticed a bag of marijuana and rolling papers. I’d smoked pot back in my college days, so I was no prude. I picked up a roach and lit it, taking a few puffs until I got a good buzz that enhanced my horniness.

Then I looked at Tom again. Fuck! How I wanted to suck Tom’s balls! I wanted to savor the taste of his manhood. I wanted to mouth his thick cock-shaft that was latticed with big blue veins. But first I wanted to taste his cum. So I lay down between his thighs and licked the cum-dribbles off with long, loving tongue strokes. Tom’s jism was salty and rich tasting.  With just a few strokes I was able to lap up all the cum.

Then I got bolder and began licking Tom from his groin, over his abs, up to his deep fur-thatched armpits (the hair on his armpits was almost as dense as the hair on his bullet-shaped head), then down over his magnificent pecs, his thick nipples and the heavy trail of fur that covered his hard belly and on to his wonderfully smelly groin.

I grabbed his cock and pulled back the foreskin that shrouded the purplish tip, grabbed his balls and massaged them as I fell to my knees and began sucking. Tom had a nice cock: big, meaty, tasty. It was about ten inches long and three inches wide. He began face-fucking me, punctuating the thrust of his hips with heavy, loud grunts. Then after a few hard sucks, his cock exploded inside my mouth, flooding my tongue and throat with its rich, potent jock-jizz.

I had just licked the last cum-drop from his balls when Tom shifted a bit and yawned. A loud sigh escaped from his moustached lips. Time stood still. I felt as if my heart had stopped beating. I thought Tom was going to open his eyes and be startled to find me there. He let another loud sigh escape his lips. He turned over on his stomach.

Tom’s glorious fur-covered butt was exposed. His ass was hairy. Hairs sprouted from within the deep cleft. I licked my lips at the lewd thought of my tongue inside his asshole. I slowly began to caress Tom’s butt. It felt hard and firm, like a rubber tire.

Then I did the unthinkable; I slipped my finger between Tom’s asscheeks. I rubbed my fingertip against his puckered asshole. I could feel wet cum coat my fingertip. I rubbed harder. Tom moaned. His body shuddered. I smiled and stuck my finger in even deeper this time. He clenched his buttocks around my invading finger; I wiggled it inside his hole. Tom began sighing with pleasure.

I was surprised to find that Tom’s sweaty butthole was filled with cum. I wondered who had fucked him. It had to be one of the jocks. But who? The prospect of this big, hulking brute getting fucked in the ass was too exciting. I could imagine some stud plowing into him, making him cry out with pain and pleasure. I’d always thought that Tom was a top but was happy to see that he could be a bottom as well.

I kept churning my finger inside his asshole. Tom moaned, then followed with a loud whimper. Then he released my finger. I licked my finger, tasting the combination of sweat, funk and cum. My cock was getting harder by the minute. I pressed my face against his ass: I was about to bury my nose there.

Tom opened his legs wider, giving me ample room to move myself between his mammoth thighs. I licked my lips, fully intending to give his ass a good and proper rimming. I took Tom’s meaty cheeks and pried them apart and stuck my face into his hairy asscrack. Instantly, I heard him groan and say, “Yeah,” in a deep, growly voice. “Go for it, dude!” Such an invitation was too good to refuse. So I continued to rim Tom’s ass. Tom groaned as he pushed his ass back to smother my face with his butt. The farther I probed with my tongue, the more cum I found. And I wondered how many studs had fucked Tom and how many times. I licked and laved Tom’s wonderfully smelly buttocks for what seemed like hours!

And then Tom suddenly cried out. “Fuck me!” My cock was rock-hard now. I was ready to plow his asshole. I found an unopened jar of lubricant. I smeared some on my cock and some on Tom’s anxious, twitching asshole. I positioned the tip of my cock against his puckered hole. I expected to find it tight. Imagine my surprise when Tom pushed his hips back and my cock just glided right into his hole with no effort at all. I had to laugh. Tom was obviously used to being fucked.

I began riding this huge, hairy stud, thrusting and pumping my cock into him. Tom responded by pushing back with his hips to meet my relentless cock-thrusts blow by blow. Tom was gripping the edge of the bed, slamming his groin into the mattress, making circular motions with his hips. He was bucking and heaving, and I felt as if I was riding a huge, hairy beast.

Tom grunted hard, “Unngh, unngh!” I was licking around his earlobe, which made him whimper with pleasure. Then I dug my tongue deep into his ear and he responded by clenching his butthole tighter around my pumping cock. It was as if Tom was milking the cum from my balls. I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer and finally after a few more deep cock-thrusts I shot my spunk right into his heaving, bucking ass.

I reached under Tom, where I found his cock trapped underneath his big fat balls and when I closed my hand around it, it swelled up and exploded with a hot sperm-gusher that soaked me. I pulled my sperm-covered hand out from underneath him and licked his sweet-tasting jism from my fingers. I expected Tom to wake up, but he just lay there snoring again. I noticed one of his jockstraps dangling from the bathroom doorknob, so I stole it.

It was four in the morning, but never had I felt so wide-awake, so alive. I felt transformed. I had finally accepted my homosexuality. And it felt good.

 

The next afternoon Tom saunters into my class as cocky as ever. All during my lecture he rubs his crotch, squeezes it even, and winks at me. I can’t help but blush.

After class, he leaves a stinky jockstrap in his chair.

I go to inspect it and find a note inside the pouch. “Come by the dorms at midnight. The coast will be clear. We’ll finish what we started the other night.”

I bury my nose in the pouch of Tom’s jockstrap and enjoy his manly stink. It’s 3:00 p.m. Midnight is eight hours away. If I accept Tom’s invitation I’m risking both my job and my reputation. Is sex with Tom worth all that? You tell me.






THIRD STALL FOR A BLOW JOB

Shane Allison

 

 

 

Don’t know how long it’s been since I was in this bathroom last. With it being summertime and school being out, I would think there would be wall-to-wall dick, but the trade around here don’t think like that I guess. Dumb-asses. These bathrooms on campus are really the only place where I can get some primo dick. I get so sick of the troll dick at the booths. It’s been a hot minute since I’ve sucked some juicy college-boy dick. This fuckin’ waiting around is the only thing I can’t stand, sitting here all horned up with my dick in my hand and shit. Where all the guys at? Where’s the action?

I see someone tore the metal plate off the wall that covered up the glory hole. Awesome! Next time though they will just put one up that can’t be ripped down. They’ll put up a piece with big fuckin’ bolts in it. They’ve done it before. Those bitches are hard to take—

Oh, shit! Someone just walked in. I’m sitting in the third stall for a blow job. To suck some dick, I mean. Damn, it smells  good in here. I fuckin’ love the smell of stale piss. Sweet! I’m so fuckin’ horny! I want to be some college boy’s human urinal. The footsteps are coming closer. This guy takes the second stall, next to me. Yes! He’s got on brown loafers with navy argyle socks. I look through the glory hole at him, at navy dress pants and a white dress shirt. He takes his pants down. Damn, look at that nice bubble ass. Hairy too. A real man’s ass. Nice. I lean forward as he’s about to sit on the toilet. I ain’t tryin’ to seem too anxious up in here. I start to play with my dick a little bit. It doesn’t take long for me to get hard. I lean back. The pipe of the commode sticks into my back, but what-the-fuck-ever! He starts playing with his dick. Fuck, this guy’s dick is huge! About eight inches give or take. He has thighs with silky waves of brown hair. Nice hands and fingers too. I’m looking hard through the glory hole at him. He’s not letting me see his face. That’s cool. Whatev! I don’t need to see his face to suck his dick. That’s the type of fag I am. I make a circular motion around the glory hole with my index finger. He stands up. Hell, yeah. Give me that dick. He turns toward the partition with his pants and boxers down around his cute ass. He gently starts to work his dick through the hole. This guy’s got a beautiful dick. I turn my body toward his meat. I tilt his dick up to my mouth and take him. Mmm…fuckin’ good dick! I’ve wanted to suck some dick all day. Hell, all fuckin’ week. This is why I love the campus bathrooms. I’m sucking him hard but slow. I bet he can fuck. With a dick this size, he’s gotta be a top.

He holds on to the stall wall. I feel the weight of him leaning into me, thrusting his dick. I relax my muscles and throat so this guy can really give it to me. I close my eyes, shut out all other thoughts but this primo dick I’m sucking. I like guys with big dicks like this one who knows how to work a throat. I’m taking as much dick as I can, which is a lot. Fuck, yeah! I love  deep-throating a nice dick. This guy is really giving it to me.

Thrust.

Thrust.

Thrust.

Fuck my fuckin’ slut mouth.

I want to be fucked by this big beautiful sausage dick, my sugar walls hugging it tight as he’s fucking me. I love a nice white dick up my black ass.

I slide to my knees as this guy overwhelms my wet, warm mouth.

“You like that cock?” I hear him whisper.

“You like sucking that cock, faggot?” His voice is so fuckin’ sexy.

My mouth is pressed hard against the hole. Jesus-fuck my mouth is filled with dick.

Thrust.

Thrust.

“Fuck, yeah! Suck that cock, faggot!”

My lips hug his dick hard as he uses my mouth.

I love to suck.

The taste of his cum arrives quickly. I feel spurt after spurt after spurt. He fills my mouth with his juice. I usually spit but decide to swallow every bit of his load. It’s salty and thick going down my throat.

Gulp.

Gulp.

Gulp.

“Take my fuckin’ cum!”

His cum tastes so fuckin’ good.

He eases his dick out of my mouth past the glory hole. His dick drips with my spit. I swallow and swallow. I want it all. He unrolls some tissues and wipes his dick dry. This guy is still  hard. He squeezes a few drops of cum from the slit into tissue paper. Give me some. I jack off as I watch him pull up his pants, tucking that big sausage dick back into boxers. Nice. He flushes and exits. He washes his hands at the sink. I gotta get a look at this guy with a dick like that.

Holy fuck! It’s Mark, the director of the English Department.

What the fuck! He dries his hands and leaves.

I sit back on my toilet, laughing and jacking off.






MEETING EXPECTATIONS

Jackson Burke

 

 

 

It wasn’t my fault that I was late to my shift at the dining hall. At least, not entirely. My American history midterm was supposed to get out at eleven thirty, but by eleven twenty-five I was only halfway through my essay. I begged the professor for some extra time and he let me stay, scribbling furiously about the Monroe Doctrine, until just after noon. In the moment, nothing had seemed more important than my history grade, but as soon as I put down my pencil I remembered two things: 1) I should have been at work twenty minutes ago, and 2) my buddy Jeff had gotten fired last week for being late. I threw my stuff in my backpack, handed in my test and ran out of the Social Sciences building.

Epscomb, the dining hall where I work, is located all the way at the other end of campus, on the north quad. It was a beautiful day in late April, and the central quad was filled with students milling about and enjoying the sunshine, but I hardly noticed them as I quickly made my way across campus. I couldn’t afford  not to work, not when I was paying my own way through school. The public university with in-state tuition would have been so much cheaper, but no, I had to be a glutton for punishment and enroll at the private college. The only way I could swing it was to take out loans and get one of the cushy on-campus jobs that they reserved for work-study students. I’d been in the dining halls since my first semester, and it wasn’t bad—we got paid a good hourly rate, were given free meals with each shift, and the managers were usually understanding of the fact that we were busy students and would let it slide sometimes if we showed up late or called off at the last minute. But recently they had started to crack down, and that’s how Jeff ended up getting canned.

I had only met Jeff at the beginning of the semester when we got assigned to the deli station together, and we had hit it off right away. There was a strong sense of camaraderie among the student workers—you tended to bond with the other people in your station, and Jeff was definitely someone I was interested in bonding with. He was a junior like me, tall, skinny but with well-defined arms and pecs, dark-haired and scruffy. Like most hipster types around campus, he favored plaid shirts and slim-cut jeans. I thought he was sexy as hell. After several months of innocent questions about his dating life and only hearing about girls, I had come to the conclusion that he was tragically straight, or at least tragically unaware of the pleasures of man-on-man sex, but I hadn’t totally given up on converting him…that is, until he got fired. I didn’t have any classes with him and he lived in a different dorm, so I wasn’t sure where I would run into him if not at work.

As I jogged north, I hoped Mr. Warren would be on shift today. Warren was my favorite manager. I had worked with him since I started, and we had a good rapport. He had covered for me more than once when I made mistakes or forgot to do  something, and he even let us sneak out extra food sometimes. He was one of those managers who seemed to get that we had other obligations to juggle besides work, and besides that he just seemed like a really decent guy all around. He lived near campus with his wife and two young kids, and I would sometimes see him on weekends, coaching his son’s Little League team in the park. He seemed to have taken a liking to me and Jeff, and when things were slow he would chat with us about our classes and our plans for after college.

By the time I reached Epscomb it was twelve fifteen, and my shift was supposed to start at eleven forty-five. I dashed into the break room, threw on an apron, clocked in and headed for the deli line, hoping the lunch rush wasn’t yet underway. No such luck: as I entered the cafeteria I was dismayed to see lines at all the stations, and Warren manning the deli alone. I jumped in next to him and started helping the next person. As soon as we got a break in the line I turned to him to apologize, and saw that he was pissed, no question about it.

“Hey Warren, I’m really sorry, I—”

“Can it, Theroux,” he cut me off tersely, angrily wiping down the counter as he spoke. “I don’t have time for your bullshit excuses. I bust my ass going above and beyond for you guys, and then you screw me over like this. I’m so sick of you spoiled college boys and your selfish attitudes. Do you realize how much hot water I get in when we’re short-staffed like this?”

“My bad, Warren, I really just—”

“I said I’m not interested. You know what happens when people are late. Or did you already forget about Jeff?” He finally turned to me with just the hint of a smirk on his face. “Come see me in my office after your shift. And you can call me Mister Warren.” He wheeled around and went to go help out at another station, leaving me to handle the rest of the lunch business by  myself. I found myself feeling increasingly irritated at Warren as I ran around refilling condiments and making sandwiches. I might have messed up at times, but I had never been late before. And what was with this “Mister” bullshit? This was a dining hall, not an army mission. By the time I finished closing the deli, just after three, my anger had faded and I was feeling contrite and ready to apologize for being late. I would genuinely feel bad if I did anything to get Mr. Warren in trouble, and I wanted to show him that I appreciated what he did for us. I hoped he’d have calmed down as well and would be ready to let this slide like he usually did.

I put away the last of the deli meats in the walk-in cooler, hung up my apron and headed to the back of the building where the offices were. I found the main office at the end of the hall and shrank back for a moment, peering through the side window next to the door. I could see Warren, leaning back in his chair and staring out the window. He was an older guy, mid to late forties, but still in good shape. He was tall, medium build, with a full head of brown curly hair lightly flecked with gray, and a thick brown moustache. It struck me (not for the first time) that he wasn’t bad looking for his age, but I never messed around with older men. Twenty-five was about my upper limit, and anyway I was more into younger, hipster-type guys, like Jeff. I took a deep breath and knocked on Warren’s door. “Come in,” he growled.

From the moment I walked in to the office, I knew that Warren had not calmed down. In fact, if anything, the look on his face was more forbidding now than when he had snapped at me earlier. The warm smile he usually wore was replaced by a thin sneer as he regarded me with anger and utter contempt. His pale-blue work shirt was soaked with sweat and the sleeves were rolled up, exposing the corded muscles of his thick, hairy arms. The black tie that he usually kept carefully knotted was loose  and hung askew. He looked like he had been working hard all day. I tried to speak up and apologize, as I’d planned, but something caught in my throat and nothing came out but a dry rasp. I swallowed nervously. “Have a seat, Theroux,” he barked. I sat.

“What do you have to say for yourself? Why would you come in more than thirty minutes late on a busy day like this?”

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Warren—I had a history test that ran late.” I mumbled, staring at the floor.

“A test, huh? I suppose somebody told you your studies should be your first priority, or some crap like that? And so you think that’s a legitimate reason to blow off work?”

I glanced up at his scowling face. “Oh, no, Sir.”

“You know, I used to think that the best way to keep my student employees performing well was to treat them with respect,” Warren spat out. He got up and started to pace back and forth across the office, but he never took his eyes off me, his moustache twitching angrily as he spoke.

“I figured if I looked out for them, then they would look out for me. But clearly that was the wrong approach. You private-school kids are so used to having shit handed to you on a silver platter, you don’t even notice when other people make sacrifices for you. I took the time to cover for you on more than one occasion, and this is how you repay me? By coming in thirty minutes late for your shift? Now my ass is on the line for having more problems on my watch than any other manager.” He stopped directly in front of his desk and stared down at me. “The rules clearly state that students can be terminated after two offenses and a verbal warning. You’re out of here, Theroux. And good luck finding another on-campus job as good as this one.”

“No,” I gasped, “Please, Mr. Warren, you don’t understand! I’m not like most of the other students whose parents are big-shot lawyers or doctors or something—my dad works for the post office, I’m paying my own way and I can’t afford to lose this job!” I choked up and to my utter humiliation felt tears springing to my eyes. “I-I’ll have to transfer to a state school or something if I can’t pay my tuition this semester!”

“Cry me a fucking river, kid. What, you think you’re too good for Ohio State? Why should I care?” He was standing directly in front of me at this point, his belt buckle at eye level, less than a foot from my face. I could smell the sharp tang of the sweat dripping down his back.

“Please, Warren…I thought we were friends. Can’t you help me out?” I mumbled plaintively. I looked straight ahead for a split second and was shocked to realize that I could make out the outline of his cock through his gray trousers. I quickly glanced back up to his face, but it was too late—he’d caught me looking.

“Help you out, huh?” He grinned. “I don’t know, Theroux, that depends… Can you help me out?”

“Um, uh, I uh, I don’t know exactly what you mean…um… Sir.” I tried my best to look completely taken aback.

“Cut the crap, Theroux, I know you were just looking at my dick. Tell you what, if you manage to get all of my meat down your throat without choking, we can just forget all about today.” He smiled and took a step closer so that his crotch was right in front of my face.

This time I was genuinely shocked, and my jaw must have dropped slightly, but my heart started to race as my eyes involuntarily fastened onto the thickening mound in Warren’s pants.

“Uh…Warren…I—”

“That’s what I thought.” He reached over and drew the blinds, then locked his office door. “And it’s Mister Warren, Theroux, what did I tell you?” He grabbed my hair and pulled my head  upward so that I was staring him in the face. “You want it, don’t you? You want to try and take my cock?”

I could only nod.

“Good.” He relaxed his grip slightly but kept a firm hold on my hair. “You better do a good job. And remember, you have to take it all, or the deal’s off.”

He pushed my face toward his crotch. I reached out and tentatively nudged the ever-growing bulge in front of me with my tongue. I gently mouthed the length of his piece for a few seconds, and then reached up to unzip his fly. He roughly shoved my hand away and slapped me across the face, hard.

“Not so fast, boy. Get it hard first.”

I started back and felt my cheek burn red where he had hit me. I moaned softly but it was only partly from pain. In spite of myself, this sudden change in Mr. Warren’s attitude was making me hotter than I’d been in ages. I could feel my own dick starting to strain against my briefs. I went back to mouthing and licking Warren’s fat cock through his trousers, slurping on the whole length until the fabric was soaked through. His sausage continued to grow harder and thicker until it looked ready to burst through his pants. After about five minutes of this he finally stepped back and unbuckled his belt. He pulled down the waistband of his boxers and his huge tool bounced out and slapped against his stomach. It was at least eight inches long and impossibly thick, with a fat purple head. Without even thinking I stuck out my tongue and reached for it, but again he pushed me away, harder this time. “Not yet, you little faggot. You have to earn the right to taste my cock. That’s what you want, isn’t it? You want to clean the precum off my cockhead?” His firm tool was only inches from my face, but his tight grip on my hair prevented me from reaching it. A clear drop of salty-sweet nectar was dripping from the head, and I moaned and tried to touch it  with my tongue, but he kept moving it just out of my reach. I moaned again, louder this time.

“Beg for it, Theroux. Tell me how much you want it.” I lunged for it again but he jerked my head back.

“Please, Mr. Warren, please…”

“Please what?” he barked.

“Please…please let me suck on your fat cock.” I blushed red from embarrassment. How had it come to this? But there was no denying it now; I was too horny to pretend otherwise.

“Yeah? How bad do you want it?” He jerked my head back farther and grinned broadly.

“I need it, Mr. Warren, please just let me taste it…” I moaned pathetically.

“Mmm, good boy. Suck on my balls.” He held his cockhead up out of reach and forced my face into his hairy nut sac. I slurped greedily on his eggs, opening my mouth wide so I could tongue both of them at once.

“That’s right, there’s a good boy. Lick all the sweat off those big balls. Tastes good doesn’t it?”

I couldn’t lie, his balls tasted fantastic. The heady scent of his thick masculine musk was intoxicating. I nodded in agreement as I obediently cleaned his nuts for him. After a minute he pulled my head back again.

“All right boy, you ready to taste my precum?” I nodded excitedly and opened my mouth. Holding my head firmly with one hand, he slowly jerked his dick with the other till a huge drop of precum oozed out of the tip. He caught it with his thick, calloused index finger and slowly lowered it into my waiting mouth. I sucked in his whole finger, savoring the unbelievably sweet taste of the cream he’d given me.

“Mmm, nice hot mouth you got. You ready for my dick?” I nodded emphatically as he pumped his thick digit in and out  of my mouth. “Good. I’m gonna fuck your face and you better be able to get all of it down. I want to see your lips kissing my pubes. Now open wide.” I did as he instructed and he slapped my face with his cock a few times before roughly shoving it into my mouth. I moaned involuntarily as my lips wrapped around his hot, salty tool. His cockhead bumped the back of my throat and could go no farther. Trying desperately to suppress my gag reflex, I forced myself to open up more. My eyes teared up as he pressed against my tonsils with his blunt cockhead. I swallowed and tried to open my throat, but try as I might, I just couldn’t get any more of it down. He pulled his thick tool out of my mouth as I gasped for breath.

“This is disappointing, Theroux… I’d hoped for better from you,” said Warren disapprovingly.

“Please,” I begged, “Just give me one more chance. I can do it, I promise.” I took his manhood inside my mouth again and felt the same tightness in my throat as before, blocking his entry. I’ll be damned if I let this fucker get the better of me, I thought, and with one final push my tonsils relaxed and all eight inches slid down my throat. Warren moaned appreciatively and started thrusting in and out. I felt relieved and pretty satisfied with myself. Guys usually told me I had pretty decent oral skills, but I had never had a cock this big before. It was so hot to have my throat invaded by Warren’s engorged monster. I had never felt so used—and I had never imagined I would enjoy it this much.

“You like that, Theroux? Like having my big sperm pump down your throat?” I could only moan in response. “Yeah, you horny college boys are all the same…you love getting on your knees for a real man. I should’ve had you doing this a long time ago. This is gonna help you concentrate on those history notes tonight, isn’t it?”

“Mmmhmmm…” I groaned.

“That’s right… Service my cock, boy. Look at me while you do it.”

I stared into his eyes as he savagely thrust his cock down my throat. The warm smile that he usually wore was back—I guess Warren was finally getting the stress relief he needed. My own cock was now painfully hard and tenting against the tight confines of my work pants. I reached a hand down to pleasure myself as I sucked him, but Warren grabbed my wrist and held it back.

“No touching yourself! You get to jerk off when I say you can, and not before! Got it?”

I looked up at him and nodded.

“Good.” He pulled my face off his dick and slapped it hard against my cheeks and forehead, leaving slimy trails of spit and precum all across my face. “Your tight throat is getting me close, boy. Are you ready to drink my hot cream?”

“Yes, Sir!” I said eagerly, lapping at his cockhead like a kitten at a saucer of milk.

“Good boy.” He plunged his tool down my throat again and began thrusting even faster than before. “Ooh, fuck yeah, take it all, you dirty little cocksucker,” Warren moaned. “Get ready to swallow every drop of my load. Oh fuck I’m close!” He pulled out again. “Open your mouth! Wider! Yeah, hold it just like that. Don’t swallow till I tell you.” He took a step back and gave his throbbing, juicy cock a few tugs. He grunted as his thick white cream began shooting into my waiting mouth. He pumped six, seven, eight, nine shots of salty man milk onto my tongue. The taste was incredible, and it was hard to resist the urge to swallow it all down, but I obediently held my mouth open and waited. He stepped back and sighed. “Feel all that hot cum filling your mouth? Tastes good, doesn’t it?” I nodded eagerly. “All right, swallow it down.” I gulped down his tasty load and leaned  forward to slurp the last few drops of cum off his still-hard dick. “All right boy, now take out your cock and show me how much you shoot.”

I unzipped my black work pants and pulled out my uncut seven-incher. I leaned back and started jerking. I was so turned on from Warren face-fucking me and feeding me his cum that it only took a few pumps. I twitched and moaned as I shot a massive load all over my white button-down shirt. Warren watched appreciatively as I came, massaging his thick cock as it slowly softened. He handed me a towel to wipe off my face and dick, tucked away his meat and zipped his pants back up.

“Well, Theroux, you held up your end of the deal.” He smiled gently and spoke in his usual soft tones. The strict, commanding persona was already gone, replaced by the calm, understanding Warren that I had come to know. As he spoke I stripped off my cum-stained shirt, rolled it up, and threw it in my backpack, leaving just my undershirt on. “You can keep your job. But no more coming in late. And I may have to have some more private meetings with you from time to time, so that we can continue to improve your performance at work.” He grinned and winked. “I’m impressed, Theroux; you did much better than Jeff.”

I started and looked up at him. “Better than Jeff? What do you mean?”

“Fair is fair, I gave him the same chance that I gave you when he came in late. And he loved it even more than you did. Came without touching himself just from tasting me. But he couldn’t take the whole thing, so he had to go…” Warren sighed. “It’s always a shame when your employees try their best and still can’t meet expectations.”
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Brandon slumped heavily into a worn easy chair in the dorm common area, then sighed loudly when that didn’t get him the attention he wanted. Jessica looked up from her economics book and raised her eyebrows at him.

“Dr. Grayson is a prick,” he announced, and although she tilted her head and raised her eyebrows sarcastically, she didn’t give any other sign of participating in his melodrama. He made a face at her. “We had to partner up for debates, and he assigned topics and partners, so now I get to debate affirmative action for gay students. With Tyler King.”

“Which position did you take?” she asked, finally sounding interested, if not particularly sympathetic.

“I’m for it, obviously. But that bigoted ass-wipe, Tyler, pushes every single one of my buttons. I swear we nearly started throwing punches when we had to discuss the topic and choose positions. I wanted to kick his ass.”

Jessica rolled her eyes. “It’s not as cut and dried as ‘affirmative  action equals accepting, against equal’s bigot.’ There are plenty of black people against affirmative action for African Americans, and I really don’t care for the idea of it for women.”

“Yeah, well, maybe it would have been important before blacks and women were made equal citizens. They’re still working on gay rights, in case you hadn’t heard.” He crossed his arms and glared stubbornly.

Jessica snorted. “Don’t make this about me.” She went back to her book, and he brought her a coke from the minifridge in his room by way of apology.

Tyler came over the next day for their first practice session, and Brandon immediately went on the attack, citing incidences of bullying, faculty abuse of gay students, and other discriminatory practices.

“A lot of those are regrettable instances, but nothing that can be fixed by jumping on the affirmative action bandwagon. Students should be allowed admission based on their academic performance, not on their sexual orientation or membership in any other minority group.” Tyler leaned back against Brandon’s bed, resting against the wall, and his casual pose made Brandon simmer.

“Maybe so, but affirmative action is part of reality and gay students are discriminated against if they come out during the application process. If there is affirmative action for any group, then gays should be included.” Brandon, perched on his computer chair, glared defiantly.

“They’re excluded says you. There’s no proof of that, and plenty of colleges are so liberal that coming out on an application probably helps them,” Tyler shot back. He was sitting up now, and his voice was raised. Brandon took it as a good sign for his own argument that Tyler was rattled.

“Maybe that’s the case, or maybe the college boards are full  of bigoted jerks like you!” he shouted, leaning into the argument and ruining any chance of the high ground.

“Are you a complete idiot?” Tyler yelled back. He leaned forward as well, until their angry faces almost met in the middle.

Then Tyler reached forward and grabbed the back of Brandon’s neck, and Brandon realized with shock that he was launching himself forward at the same instant. Their lips met in a violent clash of tooth and tongue, and Brandon’s momentum carried them over, knocking Tyler back onto the bed.

Tyler shifted beneath him and Brandon caught himself before they had rolled all the way over so that they lay on their sides, hands locked on each other’s head, pressing into a fierce and searing kiss.

His mind was racing at a million miles a minute, but Tyler caught Brandon’s legs in his own and Brandon gasped as their erections brushed together through their pants. No room left for logic or thought, he ground his cock against Tyler and penetrated his mouth with his tongue, fighting for the upper hand.

They both pulled back for air and Tyler reached for his shirt, prompting Brandon to do the same. Tyler was on the swim team, and Brandon gasped and thought he might start drooling when Tyler’s muscular shoulders, chest and arms were exposed. His belly was flat except for the slight contouring of muscle, leading up to a broad chest and even broader shoulders.

As Brandon sat gaping, Tyler grinned and grabbed him, throwing him down on his back and pinning him. “Affirmative action is stupid,” he said.

“You’re gay.”

“Did you figure that out by yourself?” Then Tyler kissed him again, and whatever retort he might have made was swallowed up in the heat and sheer deliciousness of that kiss. Tyler grabbed his arms and pinned them by his head, and even if he had wanted  to fight back, Brandon would never have been able to break the firm hold. His cock pulsed even harder at the thought, and he moaned, letting Tyler eat it up.

He gasped when Tyler shifted and lowered his head, sucking hard at Brandon’s nipples, one after the other. His cock was pressed hard against the firmness of Tyler’s belly, and he arched up into it, rubbing desperately. Tyler laughed and licked at Brandon’s nipple one last time before he shifted back and undid the fastening of Brandon’s pants. They were yanked off and across the room almost before Brandon knew what was happening.

He almost died of sheer pleasure when he felt Tyler’s lips close around his cock. Tyler sucked hard and Brandon moaned at the intensity of the sensation, then the suction relaxed and Tyler was swallowing him down, taking him deep into his throat and bobbing up again. His hands caressed Brandon’s balls, and Brandon shuddered.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” he said, and when Tyler chuckled the vibrations made it so intense that he nearly embarrassed himself. He tried thinking of ice cubes, of Jessica, of old Dr. Grayson—anything to slow the orgasm that welled up inside him.

It was working fine until Tyler popped one finger into his own mouth, then slowly began to insert it into Brandon’s ass, taking his cock deep into his throat at the same searingly slow pace. Brandon pulled the pillow over his face and moaned, loudly. Then Tyler’s pleased hum and the crook of his finger in Brandon’s ass proved too much.

Brandon cried out as his entire body lit up like a giant nerve. His balls pulsed as pleasure shot through him, rocketing outward toward his fingers and toes in the best orgasm he’d ever experienced. Tyler swallowed as Brandon came, slowing the stroke of his tongue and not moving his finger until Brandon was still.

“That was amazing,” Brandon said on a groan. Tyler had moved back and was pulling off his pants, and Brandon took a moment to appreciate the view of lean, tanned limbs and throbbing pink cock before he sat up to return the favor.

“Just lie back and relax,” Tyler said, pressing him back and down. “I’m going to fuck you until you scream.”

“Oh! I …uh—I didn’t realize… I mean I didn’t know you wanted to…” Brandon drifted off, unsure how to finish, but Tyler’s eyes had already gone wide.

“Oh, shit. Are you a virgin?”

“Well, no, I mean I’m not—I mean technically—well, yeah, I guess so.” Brandon felt a blush rise in his cheeks and spill over onto his neck and chest.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t even think—”

“No, I want you to,” Brandon said, and he realized even as he said it that he really did.

Tyler paused, and Brandon reached up and wrapped a hand around his cock to stroke him firmly. “I have a condom in my pocket,” Tyler said, groaning. He bent to retrieve it and Brandon pulled a small bottle of lube from a drawer by the bed.

“Should I roll over?”

“No. I want to watch your face. Just relax; I promise I’ll be gentle.” He sat back and made a show of rolling the condom on and stroking the lube into his erection. Brandon focused on trying to relax, and it was easy to forget he was scared when the view was so damn good.

When Tyler leaned forward and kissed him again, it was gentle and sexy instead of passionate and aggressive, and he melted into the sensation, moaning as Tyler swept him away in a wave of pleasure. It was so consuming that it seemed smooth and natural when Tyler’s finger penetrated him, sliding all the way in without resistance. He moaned and pushed back against  him as Tyler began to slowly finger-fuck his ass.

A few moments later, a second finger probed at the opening and slid inside to join the first. It was uncomfortable for a moment, but Brandon focused on the sensual kisses and soon his body relaxed around the second finger until he could enjoy feeling filled and stretched. Tyler seemed to sense that moment, because until then he’d held his two fingers still. He began to fuck Brandon again, sometimes widening his fingers to stretch Brandon’s ass wide open.

Finally, Brandon couldn’t wait any longer—he wanted more. “I’m ready,” he said, tipping his head back to break the kiss. Tyler took advantage of the shift by dropping kisses down his neck, nibbling and licking as he went, and Brandon moaned, focusing on the sensation as Tyler’s fingers withdrew.

He was only aware of Tyler’s cock pressing against his tight hole for a fraction of a second before Tyler slid smoothly inside of him, and he moaned, clenching around Tyler in pleasure and surprise more than discomfort as his body stretched to accommodate him. His breath picked up speed and his cock twitched to life as his ass was stretched and filled in a way that he hadn’t realized he needed until just that moment.

“Please,” he cried, writhing in pleasure and desire, “fuck me, now. Please!” He grabbed hold of his own stiffening cock, stroking it hard as Tyler stroked his inner passage, and incredibly he felt his balls tighten and fill with the beginnings of another orgasm. He groaned and planted his feet into the bed, lifting to open himself even more and to give himself leverage to push back against Tyler.

Tyler was braced just above him, but his head had dropped away from Brandon’s neck as he thrust, seeming to struggle with control. Brandon clenched experimentally and a thrill shot through him at Tyler’s helpless moan in reaction. He grinned and,  cock throbbing in his hand, clenched his ass muscles again.

This time Tyler’s moan was of an animal intensity and he shouted as he drove himself deep into Brandon’s ass and came to rest there, his entire body quivering. Brandon moaned and stroked hard, emptying his balls onto his belly as pleasure flooded him again.

They stayed that way for a long time, both panting and gathering their wits until Tyler shifted and pulled the condom off. “We never did get to finish our debate,” he said, smiling at Brandon.

“I guess you’ll have to come back so we can work on it some more,” Brandon agreed.






SINGING IN THE SHOWERS
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As a midyear hire, Xavier dreaded doing his first night of being on duty as a resident advisor without a backup staff member. His dorm was known around campus for being the place with the most emergency calls, typically due to the excessive partying done by the basketball players in their all-male building. He was grateful, however, that his first Saturday night shift was the first weekend back from winter break. Xavier grabbed his clipboard from the staff office so that he could write down any policy violations he ran across as he completed his last round of the night throughout the building, but he was hoping not to have to deal with any issues. From the empty parking lot, it didn’t seem like people were back yet. If it wasn’t for having to report to work, he knew he’d be at home, trying to will away the sexual tension between him and his best friend while pretending to concentrate on tossing around a football or conquering some video game. All of their conquests together, unfortunately, were on the screen and never on the couch.

All four floors were unusually quiet. He could hear a few televisions through the paper-thin doors, but that seemed to be the extent of the activity. The basketball team was away at some kind of training camp, which explained it. On rounds, Xavier always left the laundry room and basement bathroom for last. The laundry room had flickering lights that made it look ominous at night and the bathroom was usually empty. It was the only one in the building that hadn’t been renovated. Knowing he still had to write a report about his rounds to email to his supervisor, Xavier pushed open the heavy wooden door of the bathroom and made his way to the sinks so that he could splash some cold water on his face. You can’t fall asleep yet, he thought.

That’s when he heard it.

“Oh, god, baby, lather me up.”

In the next section of the bathroom behind the divider, Xavier could make out the faint sound of shower water hitting the tiles. He wouldn’t have noticed if it weren’t for the talking. Dammit, he thought, now I have to kick out some chick and write the guy up for bringing a female into the male showers.

“Hello?” Xavier called out. The talking promptly stopped. “I am the RA on duty and I am going to have to ask that you both get dressed and then meet me out in the hallway. Then I’m going to document you for misuse of the facilities.” Xavier didn’t like trying to sound authoritative—he always felt like it made his dorm mates think he was a dick. Normally, just the sight of him was intimidating enough for people, without him having to do much bossing around. They would just scramble to stop doing whatever it was they shouldn’t have been doing in the first place. At six three, with his lean and muscular limbs, Xavier was constantly mistaken for one of the athletes in his building. He liked to joke it was because he was black, but he knew the hours spent pushing iron in the gym were  what was really to blame for the confusion.

Collin came around the corner with his towel hanging from just below the V of his six-pack, red hair sopping wet. He had a brawny look about him that gave his mountain heritage away, with stubble at his jawline and the contours of his body hard from years of doing manual labor to make extra money to help pay for college. He was one of those guys Xavier always thought of as being a man’s man, the type that would know how to keep himself alive if he had to make it in the wilderness. It wasn’t just his appearance, though, that made Collin hot. He sang for the school’s a cappella group and had a voice that even angels would have been jealous of. Xavier liked to listen to them perform in the campus courtyard while he studied at his usual spot on the benches. It was just a bonus that their front man was serious man-candy.

“Hey, Xavier,” Collin said, surprising him. It never seemed like anyone knew who Xavier was. “What do you need to document me for?”

Xavier tried to keep his eyes on Collin’s face and not his chest, not the water collecting in beads in the hair from his pecs down to the start of his happy trail. It was agonizing to be presented with such a spectacle and not be able to look. Or touch. The not touching part was definitely worse, he thought, his hands clenching the clipboard tightly.

“You’re not allowed to have a girl in the showers, man. It’s nothing personal. It’s just my job.”

Collin smiled impishly. “There’s not a girl in there.”

Xavier cocked his head to the side and lifted his eyebrows, amused. People were always trying to pull the wool over his eyes when they thought they were in trouble. “Really, man? I heard you talking.”

“Go look for yourself.”

Xavier shook his head and headed for the showers. The water was still on behind one of the curtains. He hesitated, not wanting to rip it open if this was some trick to turn the blame around so he wouldn’t report up the chain.

Luckily, the person behind the curtain did that job for him. On the other side was Stefan. “So you wanted to see for yourself?” Stefan asked, his German accent and his international cock catching Xavier off guard. The majority of Xavier froze while a very central part of him decided to simultaneously spring to full attention.

“Um,” he muttered, shifting the clipboard over the strain of his gym shorts.

“I don’t think you need to write us up. In fact, I think we lucked out that you’re the RA that found us tonight.”

“Why’s that?” Xavier asked, feeling the weight of Collin’s hand on his shoulder searing into him, his whole body pulsating with a simple touch. A nearly naked man had never touched him anywhere before—it didn’t matter that it was through clothing on a body part that normally didn’t seem to have anything to do with sex.

“I’ve seen the way you watch me sing. I’ve noticed that you’re a—how do I say it—very big fan.” Collin looked meaningfully at Xavier’s dick.

“Do you want a special performance?” Stefan asked. “You can watch. Tonight we’re also encouraging crowd participation if you want to show off your pipes.”

Collin took off his towel slowly, savoring the way that Xavier took him all in. The size of Collin’s cock matched up with the size of his ego. Once he was completely in the buff, he threw the towel at Xavier before stepping into the hot stream of water to meet Stefan. Stefan moved Collin like a puppet, turning him back around so that from the shower they were both facing  Xavier, and then pulling Collin back in toward him so that the singer’s back was to Stefan’s front. Stefan began to kiss up and down Collin’s neck while his large and manicured hands mindlessly roamed the front of Collin’s body. Watching the steam from the shower and the sight of the two painfully beautiful naked bodies before him made Xavier dizzy. He leaned back against the bathroom divider, steadying himself.

“You should touch yourself while he touches me,” Collin said.

“What if someone comes in?” Xavier asked, torn. Part of him wanted to jump into the shower and the other half wanted to go running straight back to the staff office where he wouldn’t feel like he was hallucinating.

“When the athletes are away, the gays will play,” Stefan teased, his hands moving down to Collin’s dick. One hand circled around the base and the other covered the remainder of the shaft. Stefan rotated one hand to the right while the other rotated to the left, causing sensations that made Collin lean back into Stefan and groan. Collin swiveled his face backward as far as he could and Stefan leaned down to kiss him, their two jaws locked together in a passionate and carnal moving of their mouths. Xavier, jealous that Collin’s stubble wasn’t rubbing across his own cheek, threw his clipboard to one of the nearby clothing benches and disrobed. It wasn’t until his shirt was swiftly torn off of his lean chest and his shorts and boxers peeled away that he realized both of the other men had paused their lip-locking to drink him in, his dark nipples and ebony skin a strong contrast to their own bodies.

Xavier stared back, taking himself in his own hands. He stroked his shaft slowly up and down without any spit for lubricant, just barely caressing himself. If they wanted participation, he didn’t want to ruin the possibility by being too efficient with  his own pleasure. Xavier had jerked off to a recording of Collin’s group singing before, but the added element of voyeurism made this all the more exciting. With his job and reputation on the line, all he could think about was what Collin’s balls would taste like in his mouth. Thinking about Collin pleasing him was still too much.

“Are you a top or a bottom?” Collin asked, moving his hands behind him to stroke Stefan while Stefan continued to work him. They were a mass of pumping limbs, of cock and testosterone, beautiful to watch.

Xavier didn’t actually know what he was. He had spent many a night thinking about what it would be like to bend his best friend from back home over, but he had also sat on the phone with his best friend talking about sports and studying with a medium-sized plug up his ass, imaging what his friend might feel like inside him.

“I’m anything you want me to be, tonight,” he answered, smiling as they turned off the shower and moved toward him together, dripping wet.

“The first thing we want you to be is relaxed,” Stefan said. “This RA job has your ass clenched a little too tight, I think.”

Stefan moved behind Xavier, taking Xavier’s shoulders in his hands to knead them. The small, concise circles he rubbed into Xavier’s points of tension made Xavier melt, but he also realized just how nervous he was at the thought of someone being able to spring in and see them. He was on edge; that went without denying. It was more an adrenaline rush than it was a negative shock, however, so he groaned in approval and closed his eyes, letting Stefan work his magic. He didn’t open them again until he felt Collin’s mouth against his—then at his ear, his jaw. Collin licked down Xavier’s neck, stopping to make small swivels around Xavier’s Adam’s apple before blowing hot  air on the skin where it was wet from his mouth. Xavier tried to suppress a shiver of pleasure, but Stefan felt it at his spine and leaned in to whisper that it was okay for him to enjoy it, for him to react.

Xavier watched as Collin kneeled to make his way down Xavier’s abdomen, outlining the groups of muscles with his tongue where they subtly protruded from his stomach, then the circles of his hip bones.

As though it was a routine they had perfected, Collin and Stefan began to work together as co-conspirators in Xavier’s pleasure. Stefan left one hand as it was, gripping Xavier’s shoulder to steady him. He took his other hand down to Xavier’s ass, kneading one cheek, then the other, before diving in for the kill and beginning to stroke Xavier’s perineum, lingering longer at the end of it where Xavier’s entrance started than he did at the other side. While he explored, Collin palmed Xavier’s cock with one hand while acquainting his hot, wet mouth with one of Xavier’s balls, sucking and rolling it with his tongue, and then the other. Xavier couldn’t control his breathing—couldn’t control the bucking of his hips in tandem with their motions. It felt too good. When Collin buried his face in Xavier’s balls and began a frenzy of licking while he worked the slick precum from the top of Xavier’s cockhead down to the base, Xavier howled with pleasure, wishing he had the body part of one of his two pursuers to bite down on for release. It was at that moment that Stefan knew Xavier was ready, and he slipped his spit-lubricated middle finger up Xavier’s ass. He probed gently, feeling out Xavier for a reaction. The way Xavier’s heart beat in his chest, he might as well have been on the last stretch of an Iron Man competition. Xavier’s body was nothing if not reacting.

Stefan slipped out his finger.

“Go over and face the wall and bend over and grab it,” Stefan  ordered, giving Xavier a little slap on the ass. Doing what he was told, he put his hands against the painted cinder block, bending over so that he was at half his height. When Collin slid down to kneel beneath Xavier’s towering frame, Xavier couldn’t help but be surprised.

“How you doing up there?” Collin asked, a smile in his voice that disappeared into Xavier’s sex as his mouth wrapped the thickness of Xavier’s cock, the sensation making it impossible for Xavier to answer.

So this is what it feels like, he thought, his eyelids snapping shut as he took in the sensation of a tongue on his shaft, licking up and down in a way that was enough to make him dizzy even still and supported against the wall as he was. He felt himself overcome the same way he did when Collin sang, but this was heavier. This time it wasn’t just Collin’s presence, the tenor of his voice invoking pleasure for an entire audience—this was personalized attention, sending pure emotional and physical shock through his core. Xavier opened his eyes and gazed down his lashes to the redhead working below him, slapping Xavier’s cock against his exposed tongue in wet, agonizing motions before taking the full of it back into his mouth, all the way to Xavier’s balls, which he rolled in his hands as he had before.

Even if someone had walked in at this point, it would have been impossible for Xavier to have stopped, to cover his exposed ass or try to explain the scene away. He would have just licked his lips at the shocked stranger in the doorway and begged Collin to keep going.

Stefan slipped back behind Xavier, ready for his dick to feel the friction of something other than just his hands. Watching the two other men together was plenty for stimulation, the white and dark of the two of them melding together into what could have been a new sexual creature straight out of Greek  mythology, but why only watch when he could participate? Stefan poured some of the heated lube that he had slid out of his shower caddy into his hands. First, he stroked himself with it, feeling the snarl of satisfaction crawl onto his face as the tingling peppermint of the lube sent pinpricks across his skin. He slid a condom over his slick member, rubbing some lube on the outside as well. Then he poured a liberal amount directly onto Xavier’s opening, slowly circling in an icy tease that caused Xavier to gulp, his body on full alert in anticipation.

Stefan took a step back, admiring Xavier’s fat ass before rubbing his dick back and forth against it.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked, wanting to make sure, wanting to hear Xavier say it.

“Ready, willing, waiting,” Xavier said, leaning the side of his face into the wall, using the indentation between the cinder blocks for finger grips to brace himself for the impact of Stefan’s entrance.

Even though Stefan was slow and gentle, he was still more than Xavier had expected. With the pressure behind him pushing him forward with each of Stefan’s bucks, Xavier was forced farther into Collin’s mouth. Judging by Collin’s show of enthusiasm and diligent mouth work, he didn’t mind.

Xavier’s senses were confused by all of the messages his nerves were receiving and sending. He could feel the sweat of Stefan’s labor running onto his ass from the German student’s abs, glistening behind him. He could feel Collin’s nails digging into his thighs as the singer increased the pressure with which his lips rubbed up and down, lingering and swiveling around the head of Xavier’s cock. It wasn’t long until being filled led to filling Collin’s mouth, the last spurt of hot cum painting his lips as he licked the rest of it off of Xavier’s body. The clenching of all of Xavier’s muscles had a ripple effect, causing a tightening around Stefan, who was quickly coming up to speed. One second, Xavier could feel Stefan pushing in to full capacity, and the next he was gone. Immediately after, another first for him, there was hot liquid spilling against his back.

For Xavier, standing back up to full height was a slow process, his limbs not quite ready to move. Stefan helped steady him.

“You,” Stefan said, “are delicious.” Stefan’s eyes caught Xavier’s before he moved to nuzzle the RA’s neck momentarily, kissing him beneath the earlobe.

Collin rose from where he was on the floor beneath them. “Now it’s back to the way you found us,” he said. Xavier’s heart sank.

“Okay, I’ll head back,” he said, trying to hide his disappointed.

“I didn’t mean alone, crazy,” Collin said. “I meant in the shower! Why would I kick you out when all I want to do is to touch you longer?”

Stefan agreed. “I can’t just leave you sticky and not take responsibility for washing it all off…” he said, moving toward the shower to turn the water back on.

“And then I can dry you off,” Collin added, “…very slowly.”

Every time Xavier had pictured Collin in the shower, the best he had ever come up with was simply Collin singing in the shower. This was so, so much better.
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